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Rough: A Next Door Daddy 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.




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.




Punished: A Next Door Daddy Story 

 

Jane had lived across the street from James and James’s son, Burt, ever since she was a little girl.

For as long as she could remember, she’d always had a thing for James. She’d sit by her bedroom window and watch him work on his car in the driveway or mowing the lawn. He was always shirtless when he mowed the lawn.

And as she got older, that crush didn’t go away. No, it got stronger. She was all done high school now, about to start her first year at college. She was 18 years old and wanted to do so many things with her life.

Mostly, she wanted James.

She’d lie in bed late at night, legs spread open while she tortured the engorged little nub of her clit with two fingers until it brought her two a shuddering orgasm.

Each time she imagined it was James’s long, hard shaft thrusting into her tight little pussy until she couldn’t take it anymore.

Jane tried to drop hints. She’d wash her parents’ car in the driveway wearing the skimpiest bikini should could get away with.

James would wave a hello at her and go about his business.

Burt wouldn’t, though. He stared. He wasn’t such a bad looking guy, it was just that Jane didn’t really want him.

Burt would come over and offer to help her with whatever chore, or to offer to take her to the movies.

At first, Jane refused. As politely as she could. But Burt was persistent.

And besides, Jane’s time was running out. She was moving across the country for college, and probably wouldn’t be back before Thanksgiving or even Christmas. And her move was only a month away.

She needed to do something, and quickly. Because writhing beneath her blankets with her wet fingers plunging in and out of the soft, wet walls of her pussy wasn’t good enough anymore.

She needed the real thing. She needed James.

So finally, she said yes.

She went out with Burt a bunch of times over the next couple weeks. She even made out with him a few times. 

She knew that he wanted to fuck her. He pressed her body against hers and she could feel the bulging hardness of his cock.

But she’d been with a couple guys her own age and they just didn’t do it for her. They didn’t last very long and they just didn’t seem to know what they were doing.

Then it happened. She went to the movies with the two of them, and even managed to sit between them.

Her heart pattered hard in her chest, and she couldn’t sit still because her pussy kept quivering within her. She got so wet she thought she’d leave a mark on the chair. 

James was so close!

She let her thighs spread out a little, just enough so that the outside of her right leg brushed against James’s. He didn’t move it. Tingling excitement ran up and down the front of her stomach.

Some evil little voice within her told her to try and put her hand over his. Or maybe even slide her hand beneath the armrest and over his thigh.

The thought of touching James’s cock, even through his jeans, made her pussy throb and tighten momentarily.

But she didn’t. She was too afraid he’d reject her.

Then it was only a week to moving away for school. She had her plane ticket and everything.

Something needed to happen, and fast.

Lucky for her, something did. As it turned out, it wasn’t so lucky for Burt.

They sat on his porch in the swinging seat, Burt twiddling his thumbs nervously. He kept glancing at her. She wished he’d just come out with it.

“Do you want to stay over at my place tonight?” he said.

She looked at him, “What?”

“Tonight, stay over here… My dad already said it’s okay,” Burt said.

She smiled at that: having to ask permission. They were both 18 now. Adults. Their parents didn’t really have much of a say anymore, as fat as Jane was concerned.

“Okay,” she said.

Burt’s face lit up. He looked way too young. “That’s great!”

Jane went back home briefly and told her parents she was staying over at her friend Britney’s house. Because she knew they’d put up a stink if she told them the truth. Not that they had any say in it. 18, remember?

As soon as she went back over, Burt tried to get with her.

They watched some movie while sitting on the couch, Burt with his arm over her shoulders the whole time. By the time it ended it was dark outside.

They went up to his room and sat on his bed. He grabbed her and kissed her. She kissed him back, for a bit. But she kept thinking about James, and how to get him

She was staying overnight in his house. Maybe go to his room in the middle of the night and wake him up with nice, sloppy head? 

Or just curl into bed beside him, completely naked, and rub her ass against his cock until his desire woke him up and he couldn’t control himself?

So many possibilities.

“What’s wrong with you?” Burt said, pulling back.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Don’t you like me? Don’t you want me?” Burt said.

Thoughts of James distracted Jane. “Not really.”

“Then why are you here with me?” he said, his face getting all puffy and red. She thought he might actually cry. 

“I don’t know,” she shrugged, “Something to do?”

He turned away from her and wiped across his eyes with his wrist. His voice sounded all wet when he spoke, “Maybe you should go sleep in the guest room tonight.”

“Fine with me,” she said. That would take care of her having to figure out how to get away from Burt without waking him up.

“Maybe you should go there now,” he said, his whole body trembling.

She shook her head, “Whatever.” Then she got up and went to the guest room.

The bed there was tiny, like a cot. But that didn’t really matter to her. She lay down, took out her phone, and waited.

Before long, she pushed beneath the covers and took off all her clothes. It would save time later.

Her pussy already ached with wet anticipation.

As it turned out, she didn’t have to wait long. Or go to James. He came to her.

He knocked and the door and came in without waiting for her response. She smiled up at him until she saw the anger on his stubbled face.

“What’s wrong?” she said.

“What’s wrong is you upset my boy. A woman’s not supposed to upset her man like that,” James said.

He looked so hot standing there in his jeans and his v-neck tee. She thought she could make out the impression his bulge made in his pants.

And they were alone in a room together, finally.

Her heart wanted to beat out of her chest. Her pussy was so wet that she started to dampen the sheets.

“Guess it’s a good thing he’s not my man, then,” she said.

He frowned, “What are you talking about?”

“It’s you, James. It’s been you all along. Couldn’t you tell how much I want you?”

His frown deepened, “Jane, I’m old enough to be your father. I want you to go apologize to Burt about all this. Right now.”

She smiled, “Okay, Daddy. But I’d much rather you taught me a lesson instead. Because, you see, I’m already so wet…”

She spread her legs open and pulled the covers up so that James could see the bald mound of her flushed pussy lips.

He swallowed audibly, his jaw working hard. His eyes fixed on her when she slowly ran one finger down into the slickness between her lips and played with herself a little.

“Please, Daddy. I’m sorry about Burt. I promise if you come over here and punish me I’ll never do it again…” she pushed two fingers into her tight little hole and groaned. When she pulled them out to show him, they glistened with her inner nectar.

James climbed in beside her on the bed, lying on his side facing her. The bed was so narrow that they were touching. She could feel how hard he was against her thigh.

“Nice and hot. And wet,” Jane said.

James frowned again. She felt his cock jerk against her and she smiled. He was still keeping the bashful act going. “Wet, ma’am?”

“Yes, wet,” Jane replied. She grabbed one of his big, strong hands, opened her legs and put his fingers right on her pussy. She pursed her lips and breathed out at the electricity this made. 

Before he could say anything, she grabbed his cock through his pants and gave it a squeeze. He groaned, then leaned in and kissed her. Jane felt his tongue poke into her mouth at the same time he shoved one of his fingers up to the first knuckle into her sopping hole. She immediately tightened up around him.

Their bodies writhed under the blanket as they kissed and touched each other. Jane sucked his bottom lip in between her teeth and bit down on it, softly at first, but putting on more pressure each moment. He started sliding his finger in and out of her as the pain spread across his face. 

When he could take it no more, he jerked his head back. Jane licked her lips and smiled at him, rolling her hips under the blanket to take his finger more deeply into her pussy. She was so wet that they could hear slurping noises as he shoved into her.

“So you like teeth?” James said.

Jane replied by giving him the broadest grin she could manage, making her cheeks hurt. She couldn’t hold it very long. His fingers touched a spot in her that made her close her eyes and moan.

“Yeah, you like that I can see,” James said, concentrating his moving fingertip on that spot.

His other hand slowly grabbed a fistful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled back, arching her neck. She gasped when she felt his teeth touch her long, delicate throat. He ran them up and down her windpipe a few times, then bit down. Taking a bit of skin between his teeth, he pinched his teeth harder and harder, making her body go rigid from the delicious pain. Her back arched as she ground her body against his. 

“James…” she breathed.

He took his finger out of her, then threw the blanket away, revealing her naked hips and legs. Some wetness glistened in her slit. Her body shivered; she needed him back inside her.

“You want it, Jane? Well, you got it,” James said.

He grabbed the top of the sheet and yanked it away. Jane’s breasts, nipples already stiff, bounced out. He grabbed the back of her neck and made her sit up, then yanked the sheet completely off her, leaving Jane completely naked on the bed.

James knelt beside the bed, grabbed Jane by the hips, and pulled her ass over the side. She could feel his hot breath as it washed over her pussy. Jane started playing with her nipples  as he buried his face in her cunt. His tongue poked into her, swirled and twisted around. Jane’s hips bucked, pushing his face harder against her and shoving his tongue deeper into her sopping hole. 

“Lick me, yeah, like that!” Jane squealed.

But James pulled back. Before Jane could complain, he shoved three fingers into her, stretching the walls of her pussy out. As he started shoving them in again and again, he grabbed one of her tits with his free hand and squeezed. In his lust, his fingers clamped down hard. Jane gritted her teeth at the mix of pain and pleasure washing over her. 

Jane started sucking on one of her fingers when James shoved a fourth finger into her hole with a wet noise. He curled his fingers inside her, letting his fingertips press into the slippery flesh inside her pussy.

“Oh, James, tie me up!” Jane said, taking her glistening finger out of her mouth and pointing to the reins resting on his saddle. 

She moaned when he pulled his fingers out of her.

It took him a few tries to wrap the leather belt around her wrists. The leather kept slipping through his wet grip. Finally, he got a nice knot tied. 

Jane felt some of her juices leak out of her soaked cunt as she said, “What are you going to do to me? I’m helpless.”

Kneeling down between her legs, his cheeks wet from licking her, James gave her what she could only think of as a wolfish grin. “This,” he said.

He entered her with four fingers again. Jane’s pussy clenched around him when she felt him put his thumb in and curl his hand into a fist.

“Let’s see how deep I can get,” he said.

He pushed his fist into her. Jane’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as he stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. When he worked his hand all the way to the end, he pulled back and shoved in again. 

James kept fisting her tight pussy. It really was tight, she knew. And getting tighter with each thrust of his manly hand. She was barely able to hold it together. Her whole body seemed like it was flushed red with her passion.

She screamed when he started running the ball of his thumb over her stiff little clit. Her pussy released more juices as she came on him. He couldn’t even move, she held him so tightly. When she finished, he slowly withdrew his hand, letting his fingers run along her walls.

When Jane started to sit up, he said, “No. Stay. Hang your head off the edge of the bed.”

As he rounded the bed, he undid his belt and starting unzipping his fly. Jane did as he told, letting her head hang off the edge. She felt herself juice again as his cock popped out of his pants long and heavy.

Leaning over her, he grabbed his cock and pointed it down towards her face. Her bound wrists touched the insides of his thighs as he took position. Understanding, Jane opened her mouth. With the way her head was angled, her throat was open. James crammed his thick cock through her lips, getting instantly soaked with her saliva as she let her tongue cradle his shaft. 

“Yeah,” James said, fucking her mouth, shoving more and more of his member into her each time, “Suck that cock. You like them nice and big, don’t you?”

He pinched her nipples and she yelped an answer. His cock was so thick that she had to open her mouth all the way to let it in, and even then it wasn’t quite enough. In a few more strokes, she felt the head of his cock in her throat. She deep-throated every last inch of it, his balls touching her face as he got all the way in. Every time he pulled back an inch or so she made a gulping noise, trying to suck him back in. 

As he pulled out of her a blob of precum smeared on her tongue.

“Yumm… You taste so good.”

She looked at his cock over her face. It was covered in her saliva, and it quivered as he looked down at her body. Then his eyes shifted. She followed his gaze. There was a length of rein hanging down from the knot binding her hands, probably a few feet long. The wolfish smile returned to his handsome face.

“Have you ever been whipped like a horse before?”

Jane squirmed on the bed, sucking in her lip and letting it out slowly again. “No.”

Spinning her onto her stomach, he grabbed the leather strap. 

“Oo!” Jane said as the makeshift crop smacked her firm ass. 

“Giddy-up!” James yelled, bringing the whip down onto her again. It stung, and she yelped again.

He whipped her a few more times, then, still holding the reins, moved behind her. She lifted her ankles and spread her legs for him. 

“Time to take you out for a ride,” he said.

He guided his cock into her with his hand. Her pussy gripped his member eagerly, her walls undulating over his shaft as it slid farther into her sopping hole. As soon as he got the head of his cock past her tight opening, he slid the rest of his shaft in as far as it would go, filling her up. He let her feel his cock for a while. It was so long and warm. Then he started slapping her ass with the reins again, leaving her ass cheeks stinging and her screaming. 

James began punctuating each whip with a thrust of his cock. Each time he fucked her, the bed shifted.

Jane wanted to reach behind herself, to grab him by the hips and make him ram her tight pussy even harder. She struggled against her bonds. He chuckled at her. Instead of helping, he just shoved his cock into her wetness faster and harder. Her groans and moans turned to whimpers as she got closer and closer to coming all over his cock. She wanted to hold him so tightly that he wouldn’t be able to move, to squeeze his cock with her pussy until it squirted hot cum into her. 

She looked over her shoulder. Her ass was completely red from his whipping now. He’d abandoned the rein and was now using his big hands. He slapped both down onto her, making her muscles go rigid. He squeezed her ass, pulled the cheeks apart and kneaded her firm flesh with his fingers. She watched his strong thrusts slam into her body, making her ass jiggle a little each time. 

“Are you breaking me in, big man?” Jane said.

She smiled when she felt his cock harden in her and he slowed down.

“Not done yet,” he said.

“So you’re going to keep slamming my tight little pussy with that big, hard cock? Yes… It’s so big in me, so hard.”

His face contorted as he fought to keep from coming. His fingers dug into her ass, pulling her cheeks apart.

“Come on, big man, shoot your load in me. Come inside me.”

Jane’s face was contorted with effort as well. Her orgasm was so tantalizingly close. She could feel the walls of her pussy trembling, wanting to hold him inside her as he filled her up with his hot load.  He leaned over her even more, bracing his hands on the bed. 

He’d let go of all control. He started slamming her so hard that the strong wooden boards of the loft trembled and shook.

“Yes!” Jane screamed, “Yes! Harder!”

Somehow, he managed to go even harder. 

He let out a roar like a wild animal, his cock like a jackhammer moving in and out of her as he came. He got so hard that Jane just couldn’t help joining in. She let out of scream of her own as she rhythmically tightened and relaxed, her pussy doing its best to keep him inside as he shot wads of cum into her cunt. 

James reached up and untied her wrists, letting his hands run down her back and rest on her ass when he finished. He still felt so hard inside her. Just thinking about it made Jane’s pussy quiver. But she didn’t know if she’d be able to take another hard slamming this soon after. She also wasn’t certain if he would be able to give it to her just yet. 

He got up off the bed and pulled his clothes back on. Jane reached down between her thighs and played with the thick wad of his load as it leaked out of her aching, sore pussy.

It had been even better than she’d imagined.

Especially since she wasn’t on birth control. Her whole body tingled at the idea of getting knocked up with James’s kid.

“Now, get yourself cleaned up and go apologize to Burt,” he said.

“Anything you say,” she said, smiling.
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