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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.
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