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Brandon went to
the window overlooking his driveway when he heard a car pull in
across the street.

It was a little
red sedan, owned by the Halls. Three of the doors swung open in
quick succession. Three people stepped out onto the cement
driveway, but Brandon watched only one of them.

Wendy. Back
home from her first semester at college.

Brandon’s cock
flexed against his jeans. Wendy had such a tight little body. And
those jean shorts she wore rode up so high that he could see the
bottoms of her round, firm ass cheeks.

Wendy had been
friends with Brandon’s own daughter, Brenda, ever since they were
little. They’d lived across the street from each other like this
for almost 19 years now.

Brandon had
watched both girls grow up, which some part of him thought should
mean he that he shouldn’t want Wendy the way a man wants a woman.
But he did want her.

And he thought
that Wendy wanted him, too. Just then, she turned towards his house
and shielded her eyes against the sun.

When she saw
him watching from his window, she waved. Brandon waved back, his
heart pattering in his chest and his cock a hard bulge in his
jeans.

She watched the
window a while longer until her dad turned back from his place on
the porch. Brandon couldn’t hear what he said, but she turned away
finally.

She was so
perky and bouncy as she skipped up the driveway.

She’s young enough to be your daughter, Brandon thought. But that just made him
more excited, more wanton.

More, Brenda
wasn’t coming home for another couple of weeks at least. Having too
much fun at school, finishing her final few exams for the
semester.

Brenda’s mom
was gone, too. She was a sales rep, and her job often took her away
for a week or more at a time. Brendan had the whole house to
himself.

He went
upstairs after a while and sat on the edge of his bed, feeling the
mattress compress beneath his weight.

After a
moment, he opened his nightstand and fished around for a moment. He
found what he wanted and pulled them out. The chromed handcuffs
glinted in the bars of light coming in through the
window.

He held them a
little longer, wondering what Wendy might look like with her arms
cuffed at the small of her back. He pictured her on this bed with
him, totally nude. Her round, perky ass lifted high into the air to
present him with the slick and slippery looking mound of her pussy,
her whole body quivering with her need for him to slide deep into
her…

Brandon
squeezed his cock through his pants. He thought about jerking off,
but decided against it. Almost time for supper. And that was one
thing you learned as you got older: controlling your impulses and
desires.

No, it’d feel
much better later, when he didn’t have anything else to do.

Shortly
thereafter, down in the kitchen, the water was just about boiling.
A bag of spaghetti sat next to the stove, waiting for him to dump
it in.

That was when
the doorbell rang.

Brandon went
and answered the door. Wendy waited for him on the other side. When
she saw him, she smiled impudently up at him.

“Hey, Mr.
Jones,” she said.

He could smell
her. Her scent was youthful and clean. Right away, his cock started
hardening again.

“Brenda’s not
home yet,” Brandon said.

She licked her
lips nice and slow, leaving them glistening behind the pink tip of
her tongue. Brandon swallowed hard. He couldn’t help but think
about what it might feel like for the tip of the tongue to play
around the ridged crown of his cock.

“I know,” she
said. “So, can I come in?”

He stepped to
the side. “Sure.”

She stepped
inside past him. His eyes went immediately to her round ass and the
way it filled out (and spilled out) her shorts.

“Is that pasta?
Can I have some?” she said.

“Sure, why
not,” Brandon said.

She followed
him into the kitchen and watched him prepare the spaghetti from her
seat at the table.

“I told my
parents that Brenda invited me over for supper,” she said.

Brandon didn’t
look away from the stove. “Why would you do that?”

“So that they’d
think I was her with her.”

Brandon tested
one of the noodles. Just firm enough. “You’re 18 now. Why bother
asking?”

“So they don’t
get suspicious. I thought about you a lot at school,” she said.

He served her a
plate and took one for himself. He finished quickly.

He thought this
might be one reason he wanted Wendy so much. She’d always been a
bit of a minx. A bit impertinent. She needed someone, some man, to
tell her what to do.

A firm
hand.

His hand.

He had
fantasized many times over the last few months of putting her over
his knee, pulling her shorts down, and tanning that sweet little
ass.

And it didn’t
even really surprise him that she would pull something like this.
Always putting what she wanted ahead of everything else. She needed
a lesson in impulse control.

They sat
like that for a while: Wendy picking at the food as slowly as she
could, Brandon eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish.
She knew he wanted her. What’s more, Brandon knew she wanted him,
too. She was just being as much of a tease about it as she
could.

After
what felt like forever, Wendy stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” she
asked. As if she didn’t already know.

Again, she was
being coy.

“Upstairs.
First door on the left.”

As she
squeezed between Brandon and the table, she stuck out her ass and
gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Brandon stood up and
followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of
her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Wendy opened the
door to the bedroom. Brandon turned on the light. On the bed was a
single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black riding
crop.

She took
a step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his.
Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of
her ass and squeezed. Brandon reached his arms around, one hand
squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga
pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it
through her slit towards her hole.

“What are
you going to do to me, daddy?” Wendy asked, her lips curving in a
delicious smile when she spoke that last word.

“This,”
Brandon said.

He
grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him.
Grabbing the collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the
floor. The dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the
fairness of her skin. Brandon wrapped the fingers of one hand
around her neck, then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest
until he cupped her left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple
was right through the fabric.

Brandon pinched
her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to stroke his
hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder, making her
whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down. This time,
he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist as though to
try to pull it away, but stopped.

“Harder,”
Wendy said.

He grabbed her
by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their
noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

She slapped him
across the face. “I said harder, you worthless fuck.”

Brandon let go
of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the bed. She
immediately arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass
stuffed into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her
right then, right there. Instead, Brandon grabbed her by the back
of the neck and held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it
on the floor. With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the
clasp of her bra.

After shifting
her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your
hands behind you.”

She put
her hands against the small of her back. Brandon scooped the
handcuffs off the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into
place around her wrists.

“Stay there,”
he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move,
aside from wiggling her ass at him.

Kneeling
down behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly
peeled them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and
partial pantyhose connected by straps to the waistband of her
thong. Brandon’ cock strained painfully against his pants. Her
mostly bare ass didn’t have a single blemish. He wanted to know
what it was going to look like covered in red
handprints.

He gave her the
first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

“Do you like my
ass?”

She yelped as
his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself
a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the
mark.

“Keep your
mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

Wendy hesitated
for a second, then nodded. Brandon continued pulling her pants off.
Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the pants all
the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs apart. She
didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Brandon smiled.
She’s learning.
Good. Slowly, he trailed
two of his fingers up the warm, smooth flesh of her thigh. He
allowed his fingertips to move along the edges of her underwear
over her pussy. He could feel the heat coming from her.

He ran
one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong
already was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better
angle to touch her. Brandon drew his hand back and spanked her
other cheek. She cried out.

Soon, her
ass sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Brandon’ large
hand. He repeated this pleasure and pain routine a few times.
First, he would gently touch her pussy, even pulling the string of
her thong to the side so that he could touch her flesh directly.
When she started to moan and whimper, to beg him to shove one of
his fingers into her, he pulled his hand back and let her have
another spanking. Soon, her whole ass turned completely
red.

“Please
daddy, pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Wendy started
saying.

She
started trying to roll over. Brandon laid one of his forearms down
across the backs of her thighs to stop her.

“I didn’t tell
you to turn over yet, bitch.”

He started
spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and
screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough
he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with
each blow.

When he
stopped, he could hardly feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest
swelled as he caught his breath.

“Will you
pinch them now?” Wendy asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good,
daddy. I promise.”

Brandon clenched
his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some blood
back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got back to
work. First, he turned Wendy over onto her back. With the handcuffs
on, she had to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were both
stiff, and her tits trembled a little with the effort she put into
holding herself up.

Taking
his time, Brandon stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants,
revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front
or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body,
finally free. Next, he pulled off his shirt. His muscles
bulged.

“I’m going to
pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching
you,” he said with a smile.

Getting back
onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His
cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her
tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up
to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her
tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could
reach.

Her mouth
opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples
at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one
way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as
much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of
his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin.
He watched as she lapped it up.

Brandon stopped
pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm
skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the
string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her
pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started
arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the
feeling.

Looking down
into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock
now.”

He
shifted back a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned
her over onto her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the
earlier spankings. Brandon reached around behind her head and
grabbed a handful of her hair. He pulled back, making her arch her
head back. She was already looking up into his eyes with her mouth
wide open ready to receive him.

Grabbing
his hard cock, Brandon guided the big head in between her lips. He
watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her
mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him
at the same time she soaked him with her spit.

“You’re going
to take all of it now,” he said.

Keeping her
head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the
moist opening of her mouth. As he thrust the final section into her
throat, he noticed the tears streaking the makeup around her eyes.
She tried pushing her head forward against his grip, clearly intent
on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips were sealed around the
very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook with the strain of
maintaining both her position and holding her breath.

Reaching
over, Brandon grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to
it.

“Don’t you
fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his head,
he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks with a
loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But she was
good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his shaft.

He pulled
his cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath
in. As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down
into her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto
her other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Brandon closed his
eyes and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft.

Each time after
he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the
massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her
cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been
when he was just using his hand.

Throwing the
crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He
squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same
time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by humming

Brandon pulled
his cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his
shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head
again, Brandon grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her
mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Brandon slapped with her
his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked
with running makeup and spit.

“Stay like
that,” he told her.

Standing
up off the bed again, Brandon shifted around until he could see her
glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him,
so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of
her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making
her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled
the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the
side.

Her pussy
accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He
got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more
light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness.
Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker
of her asshole. Maybe next time,
Brandon thought.

Already he
could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so good
slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all
slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning, too.

The
redness on her ass seemed to be fading. Brandon refreshed it,
giving her a fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into
her. Soon her cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap,
she came on him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep
it from escaping. Wendy had buried her face in the covers to stifle
her screams.

He could feel
himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked
himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass.
He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load
was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and
released another stream.

Leaving
her handcuffed, Brandon collapsed onto his back beside her on the
bed. He stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

“Are you
going to un-handcuff me?” Wendy said, her voice petulant, turning
her head to look at him.

He saw that she
was panting, too. “Soon,” he replied.

When he felt
sufficiently refreshed, he got up and fished the keys to the cuffs
out of the top drawer of his dresser. He undid the handcuffs and
took them away. They’d left red rings around her wrists where
they’d pressed into her tender flesh.

“The
bathroom is just down the hall,” Brandon said, “Go get yourself
cleaned up, and then get your ass back here.”

She left the
room. He heard the tap running. She was only a few minutes before
stepping back in. Standing in front of him, she put her hands on
his shoulders and looked down into his face.

“That was
fucking incredible,” she said. Then she slapped him, “But when I
tell you to do it harder, you do it harder right the fuck away. You
got that?”

She lifted her
hand to slap him again, but he caught her narrow wrist in one
strong hand. She smiled at him. Then she moaned when he pushed a
finger between her thighs into that delicious gap and rubbed them
against her sloppy little cunt.

“I’ll fuck you
the way I want to fuck you. Got that?” he said.

“Yes, daddy,”
she said. She bit down on her bottom lip a little, then let the
delicious flesh slide back out. “Are you going to fuck me again
now?”

Brandon thought
about it. He thought about how nice and warm and tight her pussy
had felt, wrapped around every inch of his cock. How it’d be nice
to feel that again, for longer this time.

But he also
wanted to teach this hot little bitch a lesson.

He knew just
how.

“No. Get your
shit back on and get home.”

She pouted.
“Why?”

“Because I said
so. Get dressed and get back home. Then come back over tomorrow at
the same time,” he said.

“Fine,” she
replied after a moment, her voice still petulant. He’d break her of
that soon enough.

After all, they
had a couple weeks before his own daughter came back home.
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1.

 


I couldn't tell anyone. It was a secret.

And everything I thought about it—thought
about him—it made me sopping wet.

I'm talking wet enough to have to change my
panties.

I went over to my dresser and opened the top
drawer, shoving aside a pile of sports bras (b cups) and found my
diary in its usual hiding spot right at the bottom left corner.

I went over to my bed and flopped down on my
stomach on top of the duvet. I just had to reread what I'd written
about that night. Even just the anticipation left a hot ball low in
my stomach.

I flipped the pages to the last entry, dated
for that last Saturday.

 


It read:

 


Dear diary, I got kissed today.

By a man. Not a boy. It was a real kiss. It
made me feel things that I never thought I could feel. Is this how
being with a real man makes you feel?

Because I like it!

It was Hannah's dad. I know. I should be like
eew! But it was great!

And I think one thing that made it really
great is that we both know we shouldn't have done it.

I always kind of had a crush on him. And I'm
18 now so it's not like it's illegal or anything. I just never
thought anything like this would happen to me.

I went over to see if Hannah wanted to do
anything but she wasn't there. Just her dad. Mr. Campbell. But he
told me to call him Steve.

It was really nice out that day so I wore a
pair of tiny, skimpy shorts and a spaghetti tank top.

I knew it was super skimpy. And I think part
of me wanted to go over just to see how Mr. Campbell might
react.

We were in the kitchen. He gave me a Diet
Coke. Our fingers brushed. I could feel the blush crawling up my
neck.

And I definitely felt the way my pussy got
nice and slick. And the way I quivered on the inside and squirmed
on the outside.

He noticed.

Then it happened.

He took the can out of my hand and set it on
the counter. He's like a good foot taller than I am. Really towered
over me.

I could feel right then that he wanted me
badly.

And I'm not sure I could have stopped him
when my grabbed me by the hips and pulled my body against his.

God, my heart felt like it was going to
hammer out of my chest!

And I ached. Deep inside I ached.

He kissed me then. He hadn't shaved that day
and his stubble prickled at me.

I felt it then. His... his you know. It was
big and hard and it bulged against my stomach and I couldn't think
of anything but how it might feel to slide inside of me.

But then Hannah came back in.

We both jumped apart from each other. When we
went out Hannah asked me why I looked so flustered and I said I'd
jogged over.

I think the crotch of my shorts stayed moist
until I got home later...

 


I closed the diary. Rolled over onto my back
so that the beam of sunlight coming in through the window cut
across the flatness of my stomach.

I hadn't told anyone what had happened.
Especially not Hannah. She would freak.

But every night this last week I dreamt about
the feeling of his strong hands holding me close.

I dreamt about that big, hard bulge and the
way it seemed to strain to get out of his jeans.

But I could never let it be any more than
just a dream.
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