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Pegging Her Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Mr. Sandusky had always shown an interest in Melanie. 

	He lived across the street from her, and she went to school with his daughter. They were friends in spite of Mr. Sandusky.

	They had a pool, and Melanie used to go over and swim in it. But after she turned 18 a couple of months earlier, she noticed Mr. Sandusky looking at her.

	Once, she saw his boner. Jill, Melanie’s friend, had been horsing around in the water and her finger snagged on Melanie’s bikini top, undoing the knot so that the triangles of fabric formerly covering her small, firm tits slid off into the water.

	Mr. Sandusky had gotten an eyeful from his spot on the Adirondack chair. His shorts had tented up before he managed to sit up and hide himself.

	Melanie remembered the way her cheeks burned.

	She remembered the way she thought about it later that night, back at home in bed. It had gotten her pussy wet.

	He had a big cock.

	And a nice body.

	Even though he was old enough to be her father. Even though she’d known him pretty much her whole life, and just thinking this sort of thing made it feel wrong.

	But then she noticed him checking her out more and more. Even flirting with her when Jill wasn’t around.

	That wasn’t okay. Melanie thought about telling Jill, but figured that would just lose her a friend.

	And if she told her own father about it, there was likely to be a fight that would bring the whole neighborhood’s attention on them, and she didn’t want that either.

	The worst part of it? She found it pretty hot. She knew she was a pretty girl. The guys at school always hit on her and flirted with her.

	But no older guy had ever paid her attention like this before.

	It made her wet.

	So she spent most nights knuckle-deep in her sopping wet pussy, thinking about what a dirty old man Mr. Sandusky was, and what he’d do to have his fingers where her were right at that moment.

	And what he’d do to have his cock there, too.

	It was only by accident that she found the perfect way to satisfy herself. Exams were pretty much done at school, graduation was coming up. She walked by a group of guys joking around at their lockers.

	“I’ll bet Mr. Smith likes to get his wife to peg him,” one of them said. They all laughed.

	Curious, Melanie went home and did some research. She went down the rabbit hole, watching videos, reading about other people’s experiences. It ended with her making an online order for a couple of toys that she just couldn’t wait to get.

	They arrived by the end of the week. She tore into the box as soon as her parents left the house.

	There they lay: a large, strap-on dildo, and a pair of handcuffs. Real ones. She picked them up and went “Ooh,” at how heavy and metallic they felt.

	And then she grabbed the dildo. It was long and thick. So thick she couldn’t even get her fingertips to touch around its girth.

	She thought about trying that dildo on herself, but it scared her to think about getting stretched that much.

	Though something about that also turned her on.

	Her parents were gone from the weekend. Through some creative storytelling, she’d gotten Mr. Sandusky’s cell number.

	She took a few revealing shots. The normal sort. Her bare ass and back in the mirror. Hard nipples pressed against a wet shirt.

	And her bare, wet pussy lips spread open.

	She sent the first couple to him.

	He replied quickly, asking if she meant to send them to someone else. And also what a cute ass she had.

	She replied with, “No, 4 u.” Then sent the picture of her slick pussy.

	He sent one back of his raging hard cock. 

	Melanie almost continued with that, wanting to rub her pussy at the sight of his arousal. But she stuck with her plan.

	“Rents r gone all nite,” she texted back, “Want to cum over?”

	“OMW!” he sent back.

	She didn’t have to wait long.

	He knocked on the door and she yanked it open. Her nipples pressed hard against her shirt, and a sexy red blush spread up her throat from her chest.

	“Come in,” she said.

	When he did, she kissed him hard. She grabbed at his cock through his pants, her pussy quivering at how hard he was for her already.

	“You’re alone, right? No one’s going to interrupt?” he said, completely unabashed about wanting to fuck a girl the same age as his daughter. He was so dirty.

	She thought again about just going through with it. About getting her brains fucked out by the daddy next door.

	But she held fast.

	“Come with me,” she said, grabbing the hard bulge of his cock through his pants like a leash and guiding him upstairs to her room.

	As soon as they entered the bedroom, Melanie pushed him down onto the bed on his back. She pulled off his shoes and socks, then undid his pants and yanked them off as well. His hard cock stood straight up in the air and trembled a little. He pulled off his shirt himself, revealing his toned body. 

	Melanie took off her clothes, showing how both her nipples were erect. The sight of her figure seemed to inflame Mr. Sandusky. A clear stream of precum trickled out of his cock and down his shaft. Completely naked, Melanie climbed up on the bed, straddling Mr. Sandusky’s legs. She kissed the warm flesh of his thighs, working her way toward his rod. She let her lips brush the very base of his shaft, but no more. 

	The desire to feel him fill her pussy surged up in her, getting her wetter. She wanted to mount him and feel his shaft part her lips as she sank down onto him. It was so hard to resist. But Melanie managed to make herself not do it, fighting back by bringing up in her mind how he’d managed to hurt her so much. Her resolve strengthened, she stopped kissing him and looked up into his strained face. 

	“Put your hands out,” she told him. 

	Smiling, Mr. Sandusky complied. She grabbed the cuffs from where she’d dropped them on the bed and snapped them into place around his wrists. After a moment’s thought, Melanie tightened them a few clicks until he winced. She smiled at him. 

	“You are a good little boy. Now what do you want me to do?”

	Still grimacing from the tightness, Mr. Sandusky flexed his hands as though they were becoming numb from loss of blood flow. He stared into her eyes and said, “Well, my little bitch, I want you to suck on my nice, big cock.” He ended with a wolfish grin that made Melanie want to slap him. 

	Instead, she smiled and leaned down toward his cock. She wrapped one hand around the base to steady it. Looking into his face, she opened her mouth and started to lower it. Right when she was certain he could feel her hot breath she stopped. 

	“No,” Melanie said.

	The shock on his face gave her a sense of fiendish delight.

	Not taking her eyes off him, she leaned over the side of the bed and reached under it. He watched curiously as she took out the box and laid it beside him. Making sure to tilt it so he could see, she took off the lid, reached in, and pulled the strap-on out with dramatic slowness. His eyes widened as he took in the sex toy’s size.

	“You want me to fuck you with that?” Mr. Sandusky said. She saw his cock tremble as a new flood of precum came out of the tip. 

	Melanie opened her mouth to tell him no, but realized she had an opportunity. “Yes,” she said, “But we have to do something else first.”

	He seemed so eager; Melanie knew she had him in her clutches now. The thought of her victory sent of a wave of pleasure through her pussy and she flinched a little as she almost came. 

	“This thing is just so damn big,” Melanie said, “Just look at it!”

	She moved it down beside his cock to compare the two. While his dick was above average in size, it seemed small next to the monster she held next to it. Melanie hid a smile as Mr. Sandusky compared the two and seemed disappointed in himself.

	“I’m not going to be able to fit it in me without a lot of lube,” Melanie continued, “But I think you can help me there. First, give me your hands again.”

	He did so. Melanie undid one of the cuffs, then passed the chain around one of the bars in her headboard. She redid the cuff after taking a second to look at the red mark on his wrist where the metal had pressed into his flesh. He was now bound to the bed.

	Lifting the dildo, Melanie brought it to her open mouth. She let her tongue play along the rubbery head, at the same time grabbing Mr. Sandusky’s cock and giving it a few slow strokes. 

	Feeling ready to get serious with the plan, Melanie said, “Open your mouth. No struggling, either.” To underscore her point, she gave his cock a squeeze that made him wince.

	Nodding, a look a fear flashing across his face, Mr. Sandusky’s mouth opened. Holding the straps out of the way with one hand, she grabbed the middle of the dildo’s shaft with the other. Melanie thought she could hear Mr. Sandusky’s jaw creak as she forced the bulbous head of the dildo between his lips. He started jerking a little at the cuffs as she pressed it more deeply into him.

	“That’s a good boy,” she murmured, feeling her body thrill more and more, “Take that huge cock.”

	She saw him gag after she’d managed to push about a third of the length of the dildo into his mouth. She was impressed, not knowing whether she could have accommodated so much of it. 

	Pulling the dildo out of his mouth, she inspected it. He’d managed to work up quite a bit of spit, it seemed. It hung in strings from the dildo and left the head all glistening. It was probably good enough for what she needed, but it had just been so damned fun watching his discomfort. 

	It was always best to send some pleasure with the pain, she knew. Reaching down, she stroked his cock a little more vigorously, using her fingertips to spread the precum he’d leaked all over the length of his shaft. He closed his eyes and moaned at her touch. 

	“Open up!” Melanie commanded.

	Fear flooded Mr. Sandusky’s face as the dildo pressed against his closed lips. She watched his whole body stiffen up. Smiling, she squeezed his cock until he moaned again, this time with pain.

	“Open up or I squeeze harder.” She could tell he liked it.

	His lips parted and then strained around the sheer girth of the dildo. This time, Melanie straddled Mr. Sandusky’s waist. She let his cock press into the cleft of her ass. She could feel how warm it was against her flesh, as well as the hot stickiness of the precum he’d been leaking in copious amounts. When their flesh touched, she felt his cock jolt a little. The lips of her pussy pressed against the taut muscles of his abs. She suppressed the urge to shove her wet pussy down onto his cock by thrusting the dildo deeply into his mouth.

	Mr. Sandusky gagged immediately. She felt him struggle under her as he fought for breath. In struggling, he rubbed his body against her clit, and she sucked in a breath at the tingles it sent through her. This time, she held the dildo in until his face started to turn a little blue. 

	When she pulled it out of his mouth, big gobs of his spit dribbled off the rubber surface onto his face as he gulped in air like a man who’d been underwear a long time. 

	Moving off him, Melanie pushed him over while he was still weak. He was lying on his stomach now, his shoulders heaving as he continued to catch his breath. His wrists were crossed, forced that way by the cuffs. 

	“Jesus... Fuck... Not... for so long,” Mr. Sandusky said. 

	Wordlessly, Melanie reached up under a pillow and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs. These she used to secure his ankles to the bars on the footboard of the bed.  

	“What... Are you doing?” Mr. Sandusky asked, trying to turn his head to see. It sounded like he had mostly caught his breath. There was a tinge of fear in his voice that brought renewed electricity to Melanie’s body. 

	“I always knew you wanted it in the ass,” she replied as she strapped the big dildo dripping with Mr. Sandusky’s spit around her waist. She could feel its weight against her pubic bone, and it felt good. She wondered if she would have a bruise there from the fucking she was about to give him. 

	Melanie straddled the backs of Mr. Sandusky’s thighs, which were stiff as a board under her weight. His cute little ass was also firmly clenched. She leaned forward so that the dildo rested on his ass crack. He jumped at the feeling of wetness.

	With a wicked smile, Melanie said, “Open up those buns; the meat’s coming in!” 

	Spreading her fingers out, Melanie ran all her nails down Mr. Sandusky’s back. Each left a long, red welt behind it. He hissed as the breath escaped his body.

	“Come on, Mel! It’s too fucking big. You’re not really going to, are you?”

	She pressed her nails into the flesh of his ass cheeks, making them tighten up even more. “You aren’t leaving this bed until I feel you’ve been punished enough.”

	Mr. Sandusky relaxed as he gave into her will. She felt herself sink a little on the muscles of his thighs as they loosened. The thick shaft of the dildo pressed a little more deeply between his ass cheeks as those relaxed as well. His breathing seemed quick still, and a thin sheen of sweat covered his back.

	Melanie lifted the dildo up and, supporting it with her wrist, she spread Mr. Sandusky’s ass apart. His little brown asshole was there for the taking. She felt her heart jump in her chest. It was all so cathartic; just a few hours ago, she’d been crying uncontrollably into tissues and staring at pictures. Now, she was about to fuck her worthless ex in the ass with the biggest dildo she had ever laid eyes on. 

	Holding his cheeks spread apart with the fingers of one hand, she used her other hand to guide the dildo down to his hole. 

	The head was still covered in his spit. The tip of the dildo against his asshole, Melanie put her weight into it. The back of the dildo pressed against her pubic bone harder and harder as she applied more force. 

	“Oh Jesus!” Mr. Sandusky yelled as the ring of his asshole finally parted around the tip of the dildo. His hands were clenched into fists, but he made no move to struggle. Maybe he knows he deserves punishment, Melanie thought.

	The dildo had pressed in far enough that she didn’t need to hold his cheeks apart. That hand free, she used it to give him a few quick slaps until his ass turned red.

	The whole head was in, now. The back of the dildo on her pubic bone was starting to press painfully against her. But she knew it was worth it. 

	It only took half the dildo to fill Mr. Sandusky. He whimpered a little as she examined her handiwork. The ring of his asshole was almost white; it was stretched so much around the girth of the toy. The sight of it turned her on so much that she began fingering herself. She reached around her back, under her ass, and pressed two fingers in, tickling her own sensitive walls. 

	Her hips started thrusting involuntarily as her pleasure mounted, driving the dildo in and out of Mr. Sandusky’s ass. Each time it pulled out, a bit of pink flesh from his body pulled out along with it like a sock. His breaths also came in quick gasps as she felt his body tighten up again.

	Oh shit, he’s going to cum, Melanie realized. That just made everything hotter. She pushed her fingers deeper into herself even though she felt he pussy getting tighter. 

	“Yes!” Melanie yelled as the first wave of her orgasm crashed through her. She thrust powerfully forward with her hips, shoving the dildo as deep as was possible into Mr. Sandusky. His head shot up as he gasped. His whole body jumped and jerked, and she knew he was shooting his load out onto her blanket. Then, his body relaxed completely beneath her.

	Not wanting it to end, Melanie sat on him for a few minutes more with the dildo jammed up his ass. The back of the dildo was pressed so hard against her that she now knew there would be a bruise. She also knew that would be nothing to how Mr. Sandusky would feel. He’ll be lucky if he can walk normally in a week, she thought with a smile. 

	She withdrew slowly, relishing the way he twisted and whimpered beneath her.

	“I’ve never came so hard in my fucking life,” Mr. Sandusky said, turning over. His shirt and her bedspread were soaked with his load.

	Her mouth dropped open at the sight of it. She didn’t think a guy could cum so much. 

	She didn’t let him use the bathroom to clean up before kicking him out of the house. He didn’t leave before asking her when they could do it again.

	She told him she’d let him know.

	



	



Dominating the Daddy Next Door

	 

	I was both happy and sad that Lisa would be moving away for her first year of college.

	She was my best friend’s daughter, and we actually lived across the street from each other. I'd known her dad my whole life and her, all of her life.

	But ever since she’d turned 18 last month I’d started to notice… things.

	Like how perfect her taut ass looked in the tight jeans young women wore so much. Or how several times now she’d not bothered to wear a bra.

	I couldn’t help stealing glances at the way her nipples perked up when she got excited about something. As though they were begging me to squeeze and pinch them.

	Those sorts of things. Things a guy my age shouldn’t notice about a woman young enough to be his daughter.

	But she’s 18 now… a horrible refrain kept echoing in my mind.

	And I’d be lying if I said I didn’t wake up some nights covered in sweat, my cock rock hard beneath the sheets and the memory of her firm young flesh wrapped around me the only vestige of that dreaming fantasy.

	When my wife stirred next to me it really helped the guilt settle in. But those dreams seemed to happen just about every night.

	I hadn’t woken up with so much morning wood since I’d been a teenager. And I didn’t feel like tallying the years since that was the case. Not enough fingers and toes for it.

	So I thought nothing of it when Lisa’s dad asked me to come over and take a look at redoing some of the drywall in their basement. He’d texted me about it, which was a little weird, but whatever. Normally he called or just came over to my front door.

	I was a framer by trade, so not exactly the same thing, but I knew enough to take a look.

	And besides, I was so much handier at just about everything than him.

	As I gathered up my measuring tape, level, and a small toolbox full of other random things I thought I might need, I tried to ignore the thought that I was going over to see if I could catch one last good eyeful of Lisa’s amazing rump before she went off to college and gave it all away to some frat asshole.

	So I crossed the street, enjoying the warmth of the summer sun against my skin, and knocked on their door.

	Lisa answered and she threw a thousand-watt smile up at me. I smiled back and fought against the tingling I felt beneath my beltline.

	“Hey! Come on in,” she said.

	“Sure. Where’s your dad?” I looked over her shoulder down into the front hall, the stairway leading upstairs on the left side. A nice looking house.

	Yes, anything to keep yourself from glancing down to see if she’s gone braless again, right? There came that annoying voice in my head again.

	“Let me take those for you,” Lisa reached forward and grabbed away my tools and my toolbox before I could say anything, laying them to the side beside the shoe rack.

	I hadn’t been alone with her for a while, I realized. God, what the hell was I supposed to say?

	So I scratched the back of my head and offered another smile. “So, all ready for college?” I figured that was a safe topic.

	And it also served as a reminder to me that soon enough this tasty little temptation would be out of sight, out of mind in just a few weeks’ time.

	I also tried not to think about how I could smell her. I guessed she’d showered recently. Every time she moved I caught whiffs of something lightly floral floating through the air.

	I wonder how she tastes? Another errant thought.

	I swallowed hard at it.

	That’s when she said, “Hey, I have my acceptance letter up in my room. Can you take a look at it? There’s a part I don’t get.”

	I nodded and followed her up the stairs, my eyes glued to her ass the whole time. I was so hard that I had to quickly pull my cock up into the loop of my pants to keep it from showing. 

	“Isn’t Brad home?” I said as we went into her room down the hall from his.

	Alarm bells kept going off in my head. I knew I should go and wake Brad up and sort all this out.

	But I couldn’t fight against my desires. Not with her this close. God, I never thought we’d be alone together like this. I swallowed hard again.

	“Passed out more like it. I’ve seen him like this before; nothing short of a bomb going off is going to wake him up,” she said.

	“Your dad didn’t text me to come over, did he?” I kept flexing my hands into fists just to keep them from reaching out to grab her and pull her against me.

	“No. I wanted you all to myself before I went away…” she said.

	I noticed that she wasn’t even looking for her letter. Instead, she was leaning against her desk and looking at me with her bottom lip sucked in between her teeth. I had to go for it; I knew if I didn’t make the attempt, I would never forgive myself.

	Though I knew I’d be doing something else for which I’d never find self-forgiveness.

	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. 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’m sure,” she said, “Watch this.”

	I frowned, not knowing what to look at. Then she slapped me across the face. Hard. 

	I started saying, “What the—“ but Lisa 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. 

	Lisa 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. In my mind I’d always pictured her as so innocent and pure.

	I was beginning to get the idea of just how wrong I’d been.

	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. You always come around here, showing off that body like it’s nothing. Do you have any idea how many times I fingered myself, trying to imagine that my finger was your hard cock in me?”

	I was shocked. I’d always figured she had a bit of a crush on me. It just seems to be a thing; if you have a daughter, she probably likes at least one of your friends. I had no idea that she had wanted to fuck me all this time. 

	Lisa 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.”

	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.”

	Lisa 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. My wife wasn’t very kinky. I’d slapped her 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, Lisa 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. 

	Lisa 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.  

	Lisa’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?” Lisa 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, Lisa!” 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. 

	Lisa 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. 

	Lisa started slowly at first, lifting herself so that I could a look at the bald, wet lips of her pussy moving along my shaft. Lisa 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.

	Her pussy massaged my shaft with its warmth and tightness, travelling up and down my length. Soon, Lisa 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,” Lisa 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 had such a dirty little mouth.

	And such a tight fucking cunt.

	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,” Lisa screamed, “Oh God, I can feel it hitting the back!”

	Lisa 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. Lisa 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.

	Looking up into my face, Lisa said, “I can feel your heart beating through your cock.”

	I wanted to hold her, but couldn’t because of my binding. And when she undid that, she told me to get dressed and get out before her dad woke up and tried to kick my ass.

	I hadn’t done the walk of shame in a long fucking time.

	At least my wife wasn’t home to ask why I smelled like sex and why I wanted to take a shower in the middle of the day.

	Sex just wasn’t going to be the same again. Not with what just happened imprinted so deeply in my thoughts.

	



	



Dominating the Neighbor Daddy

	 

	Ben kept inadvertently flirting with the girl who’d moved in next door.

	Doesn’t sound like a problem, right? But it was. The girl next door was 18, barely out of high school. She lived with her parents.

	And she was becoming fast friends with Ben’s own daughter, who was the same age as her.

	Normally younger women didn’t catch Ben’s eye. He liked his partners to have a bit more experience.

	But Tabitha was something special. She had this twinkle in her eye that was both youthful and delightfully dirty at once. And her pretty lips always seemed curved in a mischievous smile.

	Especially when she directed her attention to Ben.

	There were other things, too. Her perfect body, for one. The curve of her ass and the firm, perky swell of her tits told the story of a body made for fucking.

	Of course, there was that really hot day last week when Ben caught her sunbathing on his back deck.

	Again, normally not a problem.

	Except that Tabitha had been completely naked. Her nipples were small, puckered circles of flesh. And he’d also noticed the way she kept herself shaved perfectly bare.

	He couldn’t remember that last time he’d been with a woman who kept herself that way down there.

	Any time he thought about those moments and those images burned so deeply onto his mind’s eye his cock twitched with involuntary desire.

	She had been using one of the Adirondack chairs as a lounger. When his shadow fell across her face, she’d turned and offered him a smile. “Better sun in your yard. No stupid trees getting in the way.”

	Ben had worked his jaw and did his best to study a patch of grass over by the fence. “Sure, just ask permission next time.”

	There had been no mention of his daughter, who wasn’t home that day. And later on that day he couldn’t quite shake the idea that she’d wanted him to stay out there with her.

	That she’d wanted him to catch her.

	And that wasn’t all. Tabitha had a strong personality. She kept her own parents wrapped around her finger, especially her father. Always ordering them about.

	Whenever she was over spending time with Ben’s daughter, Tabitha always decided everything: what movie or show to stream, what to order in for supper, when to go to bed.

	She even tried to boss him around a couple of times. 

	Ben had kind of liked it. He was a larger guy, used to getting his way. Especially with women. He’d never really tried it the other way around.

	He let himself jerk off to thoughts of Tabitha exactly once.

	He couldn’t remember the last time his cock had been so hard. Or a time he’d finished so quickly.

	It had been a hard finish, too. His balls ached the rest of the night. As soon as he’d thought about what it would feel like to bury his shaft all the way to the hilt inside of her he’d been unable to contain himself.

	Yes, there was something different about Tabitha. Something dangerous. And definitely something incredibly sexy.

	Ben felt guilty about it. After all, she was friends with his daughter. She was young enough to be his daughter.

	In spite of all that, he still wanted her. Wanted her so much that it wasn’t long before he couldn’t think about much else.

	That’s when the texting started.

	The first one came at half past two in the morning. A weekday morning, too. Ben slept with his phone on the nightstand by his bed, just in case.

	He didn’t recognize the number as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes and squinted at the sudden brightness of the screen.

	“Wake up.” Was all the message said. A command.

	“Who is this?” he sent back, his mouth tightening into a thin, annoyed line.

	“Your new mistress.”

	Then a picture came through. Ben sat up in bed, mouth dropping open. It was a nude of Tabitha standing in front of the mirror in her bathroom.

	“Do you like?” she asked.

	A brief but intense struggle happened inside of Ben. He knew that he should tell her that he was going to do them both a favor and forget about this. And then delete the photo.

	On the other hand, his cock was already so hard it ached. If it wasn’t for that ache he’d believe he was still dreaming.

	“Yes.” He sent back.

	“Do you want more?” she asked.

	He sent back the same reply.

	“Show me. You know what I mean.”

	He hesitated for only a moment before taking a picture of his raging hard-on and sending it to her.

	“Yum. Good boy.” She replied.

	She didn’t send anything else, though. Not all night and not the rest of the day after. Ben knew because he checked his phone obsessively at every opportunity.

	It wasn’t until later that night that she texted him again. She asked him if he wanted her. And of course he replied that he did.

	She asked him if he was a good boy who would follow her instructions.

	He’d never dealt with a girl like her before. Normally he called the shots in the bedroom. He thought he liked it that way. But what if he didn’t?”

	He said he would.

	“You mean yes Mistress, right?” she asked.

	“Yes, mistress,” he typed back. His cock strained hard against the imprisoning tightness of his jeans.

	Then she told him to get his daughter out of the house for the night, to show her how dedicated he was.

	So he sent his girl off to her mother’s for the night, making up something about wanting to have a bunch of the guys over for a game coming on later. He even went so far as to go and pick up far too much beer from the store.

	Tabitha told him that she would be over by 6.

	Well, 6 came and went on the clock. The hands pointed to nearly 7:30 by the time the doorbell went off.

	He let her inside. She shoved him against the wall right away. Which was something, given that he stood head and shoulders taller than her.

	Then she grabbed the hardening bulge of his cock through his jeans and looked him in the eyes. “You’ve been a very bad man. Thinking terrible thoughts about me, a girl young enough to be your daughter. Are you ready for your punishment?”

	Ben winced. She was squeezing hard. Even so, his entire shaft tingled with barely contained need. “What punishment?”

	“Follow me and I’ll explain. Oh, and by the way, if you breathe a word of this to anyone I’ll show your daughter that great picture of your cock and all those texts we’ve been trading.”

	His stomach twisted. But she didn’t give him much choice, because she still held onto his shaft through his jeans.

	She led him upstairs and into his bedroom, where she gave him a violent shove onto the bed that left his ribs hurting. “You do this how I want it, that’s my explanation.”

	Then she stripped naked. Ben started undoing his pants, trying to relieve some of the pressure on his cock. But she stopped him by shoving his hands away and mounting him.

	Tabitha finished her explanation by sucking his earlobe into her mouth and nibbling on it. Her teeth were sharp. Ben winced as her nibbles turned to love bites. 

	She started grinding her hips against his, running her bare pussy over his hardened shaft, the only thing separating them Ben’s pants and underwear.

	“That hurts!” Ben said.

	“You wanted this.”

	Before Ben could respond, Tabitha shoved him back on the bed. The back of his head thunked against the headboard, and for a moment his mind went fuzzy.

	When his head cleared, he almost came. Tabitha had taken the opportunity to yank his pants off, and she was giving him a mean blowjob. Her mouth jackhammered up and down his shaft while she squeezed the base of his rod with one hand. Ben pushed his head back into his pillow as she felt the tips of her fangs running along his flesh, leaving hot trails of pain even as her tongue teased the tip of his cock. 

	She used her other hand to cup his balls, squeezing them between her fingers. Jamming her mouth as far down his cock as she could, she gave his sack a squeeze that made him yelp. He felt his cock swell inside her lips at the same time. 

	With his shaft completely buried in her like that, he found that she felt even hotter on the inside than she did on the outside. It was so hot that it was almost uncomfortable, riding that very thin line between enjoyable heat and a scalding burn.

	His cock had never been so sensitive before. How is she even doing this? He wondered.   

	Just before the heat became unbearable, Tabitha pulled her mouth of him. She blew on his shaft, letting him feel just how wet she’d made it with her spit. The cooling sensation felt good.

	She started slowly stroking him, running her hand all the up to the tip of his slick cock and back down to the bottom, over and over. Her red eyes glowing as she looked at him, she spat down onto his cock for a bit of extra lube and rubbed that into his flesh as well. 

	“Do you want more?” she said, stopping her hand. Her fingers began slowly tightening around his member.

	“Yes,” Ben said. His whole body was practically buzzing with desire. His shaft was beginning to feel unpleasantly cool, and he wanted to feel that wet heat around it again.

	Her fingers tightened more. It had just begun to cross that threshold between pleasure and pain. Ben squirmed in that powerful grip, pressing the heels of his hands into his eyes. 

	As her fingers continued constricting his member, he felt the very tip of her tongue start to run up and down that sensitive part between the head of his cock and the shaft. Each time her tongue touched his flesh, Ben jumped. He began to whimper as her fingers tightened so much that it truly hurt, sending jolts of pain through his body.

	The pain washed over him in waves, interrupted by the sudden pleasure of her tongue on that spot. His shaft felt rock hard; her fingers had trapped all the blood in it. 

	She stopped licking, instead putting her lips onto the tip of his cock. With excruciating slowness, she pushed them down, letting his hardness force them open and into a tight ring around his girth. 

	Only when her lips reached her squeezing fingers did she let go. Ben felt his whole body relax as she sounded him with that hotness again. 

	It was over far sooner than he wanted. She pulled her mouth off him. The bed jiggled as she straddled his hips. Her laugh was deep and throaty as she sat on his cock. He groaned in frustration; she’d pinned his shaft between the lips of her pussy and his stomach.

	“Ooh yes...” she said, “I make you so hard, don’t I? I make you need to be inside of me.”

	Ben bobbed his hips, trying to pull his cock back far enough to slip it into her. She merely laughed at his efforts, moving her hips back with his so that all he did was run his rod around in her moist slit a few times. 

	“Bad boy,” she said.

	Hot pain exploded in Ben’s chest. He winced as she pressed her nails into his chest just below his collarbone. She drew her nails down his torso like that until her hands met her thighs. Ben sucked in a breath and winced, his back arching involuntarily. 

	Tabitha leaned forward over him, grabbing the back of his head with one hand and pulling it back. Ben reached up and cupped her firm breasts, running his thumbs over her stiff nipples. 

	She ran the tip of her index finger in circles over Ben’s lips. “Oh, Ben. I am so wet for you, so hot. Do you think you can handle the heat?”

	Ben pinched her nipples, rolling them around between his finger and thumb. “Yes... Yes, please,” he said. 

	She drew her hand back from his lips. A moment later, she slapped him across the face, making him snarl and wince.

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

	“Yes,” Ben said, his cock pulsing with anticipation against the folds of her pussy.

	She slapped him again. “Yes what, Ben?”

	Ben’s ear had begun to ring, she’d slapped him so hard. He worked his jaw a few times, wondering if she’d knocked it out of alignment. “Yes, I am going to fuck you hard.”

	Leaning over more, she kissed him, sucking his tongue into her mouth and letting him feel the tips of her fangs. “That’s a good boy, Ben.” 

	Letting go of his hair, she reached back behind herself while simultaneously lifting his hips. Ben shook, screwing his eyes shut as she grabbed his cock and slipped it into her pussy. He opened his mouth and let his breath out in a moan as her tight hole grabbed hold of him, straining around his girth. 

	He loved that moment of entry during sex, where her tight little pussy stretched around his girth, trying to accommodate him. He could feel her tightness pulling back against his skin as his head slipped a little deeper into her. 

	Tabitha used her weight, sitting down on his cock and forcing it to part her squeezing walls as she lowered farther and farther down his length. 

	“Oh, Ben, you are so thick and hard inside me,” she said. She pushed her nails into his chest again and began scratching him as her pussy inched and strained its way down Ben’s cock. 

	As soon as she had filled her pussy up, taking his entire length, she lifted her hips. Ben shifted his hands from his breasts down her body so that he could squeeze her ass while she sat down on him again. 

	They both moaned as the bed began creaking beneath them. 

	Giving that throaty laugh again, Tabitha pulled up his length until only the tip of his cock pressed against her sopping hole.

	“Fuck me hard, Ben,” she commanded, bracing her weight with her hands on his chest. 

	Getting a tighter grip on her ass, Ben began pounding her pussy. He had to squeeze his eyes shut and snarl as he entered her fully against and again, his balls slapping against her flesh every time her arched his hips for another thrust. 

	“Oh God,” Ben said, feeling her pussy got hotter and tighter around his shaft.

	She gave him a stinging slap across the face, “No, not God. Mistress.”

	“Yes, Mistress,” Ben said through gritted teeth as he tried to keep fucking her has hard and fast as he could. It was getting difficult. She was clenching up so much around him that he could barely pull his cock partway out for the next thrust. 

	Tabitha grabbed him by the head again, twisting it to one said. She lowered her lips to his ear. It was his other ear. The one she’d whispered into and nibbled earlier still hurt.

	“Oh, Ben. Come inside me. Fill me up with your seed.” She sucked his earlobe into her mouth and bit it.

	Ben’s cock throbbed inside her as he felt her walls tremble against his shaft. She bit him a little harder, sending a jolt of pain through his body.

	He groaned as he cock stiffened and jerked inside her. His cum was even hotter than her pussy as it shot from his pulsing rod into her pussy.

	“Ben...” Tabitha breathed, throwing back her head as she came on him. She got so tight then that she would have pushed him out if his shaft hadn’t been rock solid inside her. She slammed her pussy down all the way, letting it convulse around his throbbing shaft as he filled her with more and more of his hot load. His hands had constricted into claws, digging his nails deep into the warm flesh of her ass. 

	Ben felt his body relax, and his back sagged against the mattress as her pussy milked the last dribbles of his cum from his shaft.

	Sweat covered his body, and his shoulders heaved for breath. His cock and balls already ached. And he hadn’t softened at all inside of her like he normally did after climaxing.

	‘You are a good boy, aren’t you?” Tabitha said, stroking his hair to drive the point home.

	“Yes,’ he replied.

	“You’re going to give me everything I want from now until I move away to college.” It wasn’t a question.

	He answered anyway. “Yes.”

	She fucked him again. It was even rougher and better than the first time.
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