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Rough Sex with Her Daddy’s Friend

Marie rifled through the stack of handouts from her psych class. There were already so many. It was a condensed course, and she was having a hard time of it, but she needed it as a prereq for a second year requirement at her college.

Finding her handout, she started tapping madly at her laptop. The paper was due in a few days.

She was so absorbed in her writing that she hardly even noticed the front door opening.

“Marie? You here?” Arthur called out.

“Doing homework, Arthur!” Marie yelled back down. Arthur was her father’s best friend. They’d been friends as long as Marie had been alive. He was always coming into the house. Marie suspected that he and Marie’s mother were having an affair, but Marie didn’t really care. She thought Arthur was handsome; she didn’t want him to stop coming over because something came out. Her dad was away on a business trip, so Arthur had been over more often lately.

Marie continued tapping away as Arthur made his way up the stairs. He had to walk by her bedroom door to get to the master bedroom. She saw that he had a plastic bag.

“What’d you get me?” Marie called as he walked past.

There was a pause, then Arthur backpedalled and stuck his head through the doorway. “Who says it’s for you? I’m not allowed to buy your mother something nice while she’s gone away?”

Marie feigned disappointment, rubbing at her eyes and drooping her lips. “Aww, I thought you would get me something for doing so well at college. I guess everyone forgot about me while I was gone.

She could see something long and hard in the shopping bag. She squinted at it, trying to make it out better. Arthur saw what she was doing and quickly pulled the bag out of sight. 

He waggled his finger at her, the lop-sided smile giving his face a roguish aspect, like he knew something Marie didn’t.

“Not for you. Got it? I don’t want to catch you snooping!” Arthur went down the hall to her parents’ bedroom.

As soon as Marie heard the door click shut, she realized what she’d seen. A dildo! She thought, he cheeks suddenly burning. There was no mistaking the bulbous head and the long shaft. Was he really going to use that on her mother? 

Marie crossed her legs and squeezed them together, her face twisting as she involuntarily thought about how it would feel for someone to shove something that big into her...

Her breath caught as she felt her pussy get wet. The next moment, she felt her nipples harden. Marie’s eyes glazed over and her fingers stilled on the keyboard as she sank deeper into her fantasy.

She would put her lips on the tip first, get it nice and wet, though her pussy might be slippery enough to let it in. Shivering, she tried to picture the tip pushing against her opening, the pink folds of her lips slowly stretching around the girth as it inched into her.

A hand appeared in her fantasy, holding onto the base of the dildo as her hungry little pussy tried to swallow it all up. Marie’s mind’s eye looked up the arm to the shoulder, then to the face. It was Arthur. A frown of concentration furrowed his brow as he tried to ease more and more of the dildo into her. 

In her mind, she begged him to shove it in deeper, to fuck her little pussy with it until she came. Marie squeezed her eyes shut, biting her lip as she felt herself get wetter and wetter, the walls of her pussy trembling as her whole body entered the fantasy. 

There was a beep. Her eyes jerked open and she jumped as she looked for the source of the noise.  

Finally, her heart racing fast enough to make her whole body shake, she found it. There was a popup notice on her computer. Sighing with frustration, she closed the window. 

After another moment, she shut her laptop. All she could think about now was that huge dildo and having it in her, having Arthur fill her up with it. She could hear him clinking dishes down in the kitchen.

Getting up, she made her way to his bedroom. She found the shopping bag buried in his sock drawer. Eagerly, Marie grabbed the bag and pulled it out. Climbing up onto the bed, she put the bag beside her and reached in. Her fingers searched among a few smaller packages until they found the dildo.

Her eyes as wide as they would go, she pulled it out of the bag. The rubber was shiny in the sunlight. She ran her fingers over the smooth surfaces, smiling at the ridges and bulges and thinking about how they would feel rubbing against her. 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

It was Arthur. He stood in the doorway, looking at her with that same frown that he’d had in Marie’s fantasy. 

Marie suppressed a sudden impulse of guilt as her hands began moving to hide the dildo. She stopped them, instead proudly displaying the huge sex toy on her lap.

“Were you planning on using this on mom?” Marie asked.

Arthur’s eyebrows climbed up his forehead as he realized the can of worms he’d just opened. “I, uh, I... That’s none of your business.”

Marie knew she had him, then.

“Just put it back in the bag with the rest of it and I promise we will talk about it later,” Arthur said, a pleading tone in his voice.

Marie ran one of her hands down its length like it was a real cock and she was stroking it. She gave him a sultry look, sucking her lip between her teeth and letting it slowly trail out.

“Will you use it on me, Arthur?”

Now it was Arthur’s turn to widen his eyes. He opened his mouth, trying to speak, swallowed, and tried again.

“Marie, sweetie, your mother—“

“Is never going to find out. Unless I tell her.”

Arthur’s mouth twisted into a perfect “O” shape. Marie thought she could see his cock hardening though, as he fought against his urges.

“You wouldn’t,” he said. 

“I’ll tell her you tried to seduce me. Unless you fuck me right now, that is. Come on, Arthur, I know you want me.” Marie went onto her hands and knees, arching her ass and giving one of her cheeks a squeeze. She was so wet that she thought she could already feel the dampness through the fabric.

As Arthur looked at Marie’s ass, his cock hardened enough to make a tent out of his slacks. His lips pressed into a thin line, and he actually shook a little.

Then he was ripping his belt off and struggling with his pants as he made his way over to the bed. Marie turned over onto her back and caught him in her arms, his hard cock pressing against her body as they kissed. 

“I’m so wet for you, Arthur,” Marie whispered into his ear as she squeezed his shaft. 

As though he were checking if what she said was true, Arthur shifted position so that he could run one hand up her thigh and over her pussy. She felt him sigh as he used his two middle fingers to rub her slit. He pushed hard, as if by doing so he could go right through the material and into her wet lips.

As quickly as he’d fallen on her, Arthur pushed himself to his feet. For a moment, Marie thought he was going to start yelling, his face was so red. She flinched when his hand shot down, but he was only grabbing the dildo.

He shoved the black rubber monster under one of his arms. Getting hold of Marie’s collar, he wrenched at her shirt. She squealed as it tore down the middle, showing her heaving cleavage. Arthur’s cock swelled as he drank her body in with his eyes.

Grabbing his pants, Marie struggled to pull the zipper down. While she did that, Arthur grabbed her by the back of the head and wrenched her neck back so that she was looking almost straight up at the ceiling. He seemed so imposing and huge, looking down on her like that. His lips worked a little as Marie reached in through his pants and grabbed his bare shaft. His cock was so hot and hard in her hand.

As she managed to pull his cock out of his pants, he held onto the dildo with one hand and raised it above her face. He pointed the head straight down at her mouth and began lowering it. 

Marie squeezed his cock as tightly as she could as the tip of the dildo touched her lips. She could feel the hot tears at the corners of her eyes as she opened her mouth as wide as she could. T

That roguish smile on his face again, Arthur dipped the head of the dildo in, then pulled it back. She could feel her jaw creak every time he did that. With each thrust, the end of the dildo got slicker with her spit. Then, with no warning, he pushed it right to the back of her mouth. 

She gagged, squeezing his cock so hard that he winced. Grimacing still, he urged the dildo even deeper into her soft and wet throat.

“How much can you take?” Arthur asked as he flexed his cock. Marie felt a warm trickle of his precum make its way down her hand.

He shoved it in so deep that she couldn’t breathe. Rather than use her free hand to try to pull the dildo out, she moved it between her legs and started pressing at the wet spot on her clothes. Marie’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as her body began shaking. 

Arthur let go of her hair. She felt herself fall onto her back, the big dildo slipping out of her throat. She felt lightheaded as she took a few deep breaths, and her whole body seemed to buzz. Pushing herself up onto her hands, the first thing Marie looked for was her stapArthur’s cock. 

Arthur’s member was long and heavy, covered in veins. Marie didn’t think it was all that much smaller than the dildo she’d just deepthroated and gagged on. 

She looked up at him. “Have I always made you so hard, Arthur?” She started stroking his cock again, watching the skin move back and forth over his shaft. He throbbed in her fingers as another clear trickle of precum leaked out from the tip. 

Giving him her own sly smile, she wiped the precum off his cock with her fingers and stuck them in her mouth. Looking up into his eyes still, she slowly ran her fingers back and forth through her lips as she relished the salty taste of his precum. Each time she moved her fingers out, they had a little bit more saliva on them.

When she put her dripping fingers back onto his member, Arthur closed his eyes and moaned.

“My cock gets so hard when I think about you, Marie,” Arthur said.

Marie giggled, then said, “So, Arthur, what other goodies have you got in this bag?”

“Suck on my cock and I’ll show you,” Arthur said, a glint in his eyes.

Marie went up onto her knees on the bed. Getting a firm grip on the base of his cock, she attacked it with her mouth. She let her teeth slide on his flesh at the same time. He hissed as she tongued his slit while pressing her teeth down on his cock right behind the ridges around the head. 

Picking up the dildo from where he’d set it down, Marie brought that up beside his cock. She let the tip of her tongue play over its surface for a second, then moved back to Arthur’s shaft. 

With an obvious effort of will, Arthur tore his eyes away from the sight. Bending slightly, he grabbed the bag. He shoved his hand in and pulled it back out of a moment later. He had a ball gag and a pair of handcuffs. These, he set down on the mattress.

Gently, he eased his cock out of Marie’s mouth. They both looked at how shiny and wet it was from her spit. 

Then he shoved her down onto the bed. She kicked and squealed as he pulled off her pants and underwear. Her pussy was mostly shaved, and he stared for a moment at the pink folds of her lips. 

Straddling her, Arthur forced the ball gag into her mouth and did up the straps behind her head. Then he grabbed her wrists and cuffed them tightly. His cock left a trail of glistening precum on her stomach. 

“Those were for your mother,” Arthur said as he slipped his fingers between her legs, “But I think they look so much better on you.” He pushed two fingers into her slick hole, making her moan around the gag. “What do you think?”

He worked his fingers around inside of her, shoving them in all the way to the knuckles. He forced her tight little pussy apart so quickly that it hurt, and she could feel her walls tightening around him even as her body went rigid. 

After pulling his fingers out covered in her juices, Arthur grabbed her knees and pulled them under his elbows. He grabbed the dildo. He was leaning over her, so his body blocked Marie’s view.

She swallowed, doing her best to breathe normally as she felt the wet tip of the dildo push against her hole, testing her tightness. Arthur pulled her knees back a little farther, getting a better angle to watch Marie’s little pussy take the huge piece of rubber he’d bought. 

He pushed. Marie struggled with her cuffs as she squirmed beneath him. She discovered she could do nothing but let him inexorably insert the thick dildo. Even loosened up from his fingers, Marie’s body wasn’t quite ready. She felt the tears well up in her eyes again as the new pain mingled with pleasure. 

“You’re so tight around it. God, I’ve wanted to touch this little cunt of yours. I’ve wanted to fuck you so hard ever since you got back from college.”

His words made her get wetter, and she breathed sharply through her nose as the extra lube let him shove the dildo even more deeply into her pussy. He grunted a little when he’d pushed it all the way in.

With a laugh, he moved back so she could see.

“Take a look,” he said.

Marie glanced down, then threw her head back again. The huge shaft of the dildo was quivering as her pussy ached and stretched around it. 

Grabbing his cock in a two-fisted grip, she jerked down as hard as she could. Arthur bared his teeth as he shoved the dildo harder against the back of her cunt. 

“I think I would rather fuck you in the ass,” Arthur said. He grabbed her hands and wrenched them away from his cock.

She tried to squeal as he spun her over onto her stomach, but the ball gag turned it into a moan. 

Arthur straddled her thighs and pried her ass cheeks apart. A moment later, she heard him spit and felt him rub it in circles around her asshole, letting his finger slip into her every few strokes. 

She’d never had anything in her ass before, and it felt so different whenever he put a finger into her. She stuck her ass into the air the next time he did it, taking the whole finger. He responded by shoving a second one in after spitting again.

He shimmied up her thighs a little, giving her asshole another thrust from his fingers before pulling them out. The dildo was still filling her pussy, and he pushed them into her more as she felt his cock ram into her tight pucker, making it open up around his girth so that he could enter her. 

“Oh, it’s so tight...” Arthur said as more of his shaft entered her asshole. 

All Marie could think about was how full she felt. Her pussy was completely stuffed with a massive dildo, and Arthur’s huge cock filled her asshole. Her body trembled, trying to contain them both.

Giving her ass a squeeze, Arthur started pulling his cock about halfway out and then slamming it back home. He started doing the same with the dildo, pulling them out and shoving them in at the same time, hard enough to make the headboard of the bed smack against the wall each time. 

Marie closed her eyes and buried her face in the bedspread as he rammed her harder and faster. She could feel her pussy and asshole stretching to their limits as he pulled back and pushed in too fast for them to handle.

Then, it was like a dam burst. A wave of euphoria crashed through her as her pussy clenched around the dildo. The wave rushed from one end of her body to the other, electrifying every nerve.

Her screams came out as more moans. The sight of Marie coming must have been too much for Arthur. His cock jackhammered in her as he came, spewing hot cum into her asshole hard enough for her to feel.

“Oh baby,” Arthur said, “That’s it; take it all.”

He stopped a few moments later, letting his cock jump inside her as the last of his cum drained from his balls. 

A shuddering sigh left him as Arthur grabbed his cock and withdrew it from her asshole. She felt herself gape for a moment before tightening back up, locking his seed inside her. Arthur pulled the dildo out of her. She was still so tight around it that he had to ease it out a little at a time.

Here, he took a few moments to do his pants back up before turning Marie over. There were splotches of makeup on the bedspread from where she’d pressed her face. First, he undid the gag and then he rooted around in the bag until he found the keys for the cuffs. He unlocked those and pulled them from her wrists, running the tip of one finger over the red welts the metal had left in her flesh. 

Marie rubbed at her eyes and sat up. She looked down at the tattered remains of her shirt. She had a fleeting moment of regret for not removing her bra; she would have loved to have shown Arthur her round, firm tits.

“So,” Arthur said, “Not a word of this to your mother, right?”

Marie grabbed her clothes from the floor and made her way to the doorway. She walked out, then stuck her head back in.

“Of course, Arthur,” she waited for his shoulders to sag in relief, “Until the next time I want to fuck you, that is.”

She walked back to her room, wondering what other toys Arthur had in store for their future romps. 
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