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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.
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