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Daddy Next Door Gets Rough 

 

“I’m so glad you could come camping with us!” Michelle hugged me again.

I swear it was at least the 10th time that she’d done that. Since we got to the campsite. Probably, like, the hundredth since I’d gotten to her house early that morning and we all set out on this trip.

“Yeah, thanks for inviting me,” I said.

My eyes strayed over Michelle’s shoulder to Brent, Michelle’s dad, as he got to work digging out the dirt for a fire pit and then settling some tinder and wood inside.

He was the real reason that I’d come along. I hated camping. Hated the outdoors, really. Except for beaches, of course. They were awesome.

I just hoped that the mosquitoes didn’t eat me alive. I hadn’t really planned for this very well, I knew.

For one, I’d put on the smallest, tightest pair of shorts that I owned. So short that my ass hung out the bottom of the legs.

“I’m so happy you girls both decided to come along,” Brent said, “I thought I’d lost you both to college!”

“Never,” Michelle and I said at the same time while she released me from this latest hug.

Brent smiled at us, at me, and I felt the heat rush into my cheeks. I hoped he put it down to all the sunshine still streaming in through the trees.

Actually, I didn’t.

Actually, I wanted him to see me as a woman. As a hot little 18-year-old piece of ass. That’s what I wanted. Well, that, and for him to fuck my brains out.

See, I’d always had a big crush on Michelle’s dad. There was something about him that just turned me on.

And now that I was 18 and out my parents’ house, I decided I’d wanted to fulfill that fantasy finally.

Though I realized again how poorly I’d planned on this.

What, is he supposed to fuck you right in front of Michelle? I thought.

I had some vague notion of sneaking out of the tent that she and I would be sharing later and into his.

Maybe waking him up with nice, slow blowjob.

I pictured it all so clearly in my head that my pussy throbbed with desire. Sneaking into his tent. Taking his cock in my mouth and feeling it get hard as I licked it all up and down.

Him waking up, maybe doing something like trying to stop me. But then his own desires overcoming it and him pushing my smooth, pale thighs aside so he could slowly sink every inch of his rigid shaft into my aching pussy with one hand over my mouth so that we wouldn’t wake Michelle…

My eyes glazed over and I swallowed hard.

I’d caught him once or twice coming out of the shower. By “accident,” of course. I knew he was big down there.

I knew I’d barely be able to fit him in my mouth. I also knew that if he pushed that monster into my tight little pussy I wouldn’t be able to stay quiet.

“This place is amazing!” Michelle said, turning in a slow circle to take in the little meadow we’d found away from the main camping area.

“Yeah, it’s really nice,” I said, trying to see if I could make out the outline of Brent’s cock through his shorts.

“I just wish the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said, not even noticing the way I practically drooled over her dad.

I didn’t care that he was the same age as my dad. I wanted him. And I wanted him to want me.

All I had to do was figure out some way to show him that.

“If only the bathroom was closer!” Michelle said.

Brent struck a long match and then lit the tinder in the cute little teepee he’d made in the fire pit. “Guess you’ll have to be willing to take a hike if we want this spot all to ourselves. Or just go in the woods.”

“Eww!” Michelle said, “Gross! I’m not going in the woods like some animal.”

“Suit yourself,” Brent told her.

The sun went down later and we’d all had supper and a good amount of water and tea with it.

We all sat around the fire, me trying to keep my eyes off Brent. 

Michelle jumped to her feet. “Gotta go! Guess I’ll be back eventually.”

“Take a flashlight,” Brent told her.

“Try not to bore her to death, okay, dad?” Michelle said as she thumbed the flashlight on.

“No promises,” he replied.

We both watched as Michelle disappeared into the woods on her quest to find the bathrooms by the parking lot.

“Guess it’s just the two of us,” Brent said. A knot of wood in the fire popped.

“Great!” I said. He looked at me and smiled. I was suddenly and painfully aware of just how short my shorts were, and in my mind, I kept asking myself whether he thought my breasts were nice enough.

“Something wrong?” He said, a frown of concern crossing his, now that I really looked, strong and handsome features. I could tell now why my mom liked him so much. 

“No... It’s fine. Just a little chilly is all. Girls and the cold, you know?”

I glanced over at him. He was staring into the sky, and his lips were slowly pulling back from his teeth as though he fought against something painful inside.

Walking over, I put my hand on his arm. He was warm.

“Brent! Are you okay?”

It was like he’d been far away, and I’d dragged him from that place. “Yeah, just a little warm. I thought I could see the moon coming over the treetops, and I just couldn’t keep myself from watching, you know?”

I nodded and mumbled a, “Yeah,” even though I really didn’t know. 

As the shadows began stretching from the trees, he got the fire going and we sat beside each other on the soft ground. 

He told a joke and I reached out to put my hand on his thigh. I overextended and my hand landed on his cock. I felt it jump at my touch before I yanked my hand away.

“Sorry,” I said.

He smiled and we kept going as though nothing had happened. Everything was going fine until it started getting truly dark out.

 “Brent?” I said. 

His eyes fixed on my soft flesh with a hunger that made my knees tremble. “I know what you want.”

He leapt to his feet and grabbed me, slamming me down to the ground. A shock of panic ripped through me as all the air left my body.

At the same time, my pussy quivered.

He lifted himself off me after grabbing the back of my neck in a tight grip, and I pulled in a grateful lungful of air.

Then he picked me up by the neck and slammed me down hard enough to knock that from me, too.

“Brent! Not so rough!” I cried as he lifted me up a few feet, ready to smash me down again.

Miraculously, he simply dropped me down. I turned over onto my back. His shoulders lifted and fell with his breaths, which misted the air. His lips were pulled back in a snarl. Is this really my best friend’s father? I thought.

He yanked off his shirt and kicked off his shorts, the firelight catching on his flesh.

That’s when I saw his cock, thick and heavy, hanging between his legs. My cleavage was completely exposed. He started getting hard, the monster between his legs slowly straightening from his body.

I do make him hard! was all I could think. 

Shifting, I went onto my knees in front of him. With a snarl, he lashed out, catching my shoulder. I fell to the ground, that whole side of my body numb.

I don’t think I’d ever felt my pussy get so wet so quickly before.

I reached behind my back and undid my bra. I pulled that, along with the remains of my shirt, from my body. When I went back onto my knees, my firm tits and their hard nipples displayed, he didn’t hit me again. Instead, his cock finished hardening. I looked at the bulging veins around the shaft, the drop of clear precum already trembling at the tip, and I felt the heat of want in my pussy get hotter. 

Reaching out slowly with one hand, I moved to grab his cock. He watched my fingers warily. When my fingers brushed his flesh, I gasped. He was still so hot. I couldn’t believe how hot and hard Brent’s cock was. And it was all because of me. 

I let my fingers move around his shaft, trying to grab him. He was so thick that my fingertips couldn’t touch around his girth. 

Feeling had returned to my other side. Lifting my hand up, I spat into my palm. Starting to stroke him, I reached up until my other palm pressed against the head of his huge cock. I moved this hand in slow circles, letting the spit lubricate the movement. 

He snorted, and I felt him harden even more for a moment. 

“It’s so big, Brent...” I said.

When I made eye contact, he changed. He grabbed me with one hand around the neck and again slammed me to the ground, this time on my back. His fingers squeezed around my windpipe, and soon black dots shifted across my eyes. 

I felt his other hand roughly grab one of my tits, the nails digging into the firm flesh. I felt one of his nails play along my areola, making me wince at the sharpness. Even as my nipple perked up so hard it ached.

Grunting, he straddled my body and went down to his knees. His big cock slapped down between my tits, and I felt the wetness of his precum on my neck. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head forward so that my chin almost touched my chest. I had only a moment to open my mouth before he jammed the head of his cock between my lips. 

My lips could hardly contain his girth as he tried to push more and more of his length into my mouth. I hungrily ran my tongue around his shaft, swallowing every bit of precum that leaked out of him, trying to suck more out any time I had the breath.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Brent said through clenched teeth, “That’s all you have on your mind, I bet. Nice, hard cock! Well, now you’re getting what you asked for!”

I felt so hot and wet between the legs. I wanted to touch myself, to shove my fingers under my shorts and feel my wetness. But my arms were pinned under his legs. My hips started grinding against the ground of their own volition while I simultaneously gagged on his cock.

Tears started running out the corners of my eyes as he urged another half inch into me. My fingers dug futilely at the ground. I wanted him inside my pussy so badly. I tried to take more of his cock, but the angle my neck was at wouldn’t let me. Gobs of my spit hung from his shaft as he pulled it out a little and shoved it back in. 

Letting go of my neck, he reached behind himself. My body tightened as I felt his fingers run up my thigh. The pain was so much that I could barely keep myself from clamping my teeth down onto his throbbing shaft. 

I heard a tearing noise and desperately hoped it was my shorts. 

His fingers clamped down onto my thigh so hard that I screamed, or tried to at least. It came out as a gargle as his cock pushed into my mouth.

The fingers gripping my thigh slowly relaxed. They trailed up between my thighs and I felt his thick fingers rub at my pussy. I moaned again as the nerves in my clit lit up. 

He started getting mad then, trying to feel the bare flesh of my shaved pussy but being stifled by my shorts and panties. 

He shot to his feet. A long line of spit still hung from the tip of his cock to my lips. It broke as he took a step back. I looked down at myself. My thigh tingled from his harsh squeeze.

 My nipple hurt so much when it was stiff, but I was so turned on that I couldn’t help it. 

He ripped a gash in my shorts and panties, exposing my pussy to the cool night air. I saw his cock shiver as he looked at my wet little slit, all shaved and waiting for him to try and cram himself into my tight hole. 

He ran the ball of his thumb up my slit. He stared at the wetness it left on him even as I shivered. 

I hoped that Michelle would be gone longer. I thought her dad was going to fuck me soon and I didn’t want her coming back, ruining the whole thing. 

I did the only thing I could think of; I lifted and spread my legs, holding my knees with my arms. Grabbing the gash in my shorts, I tore at it some more, making sure the hole was big enough so that he’d have no trouble fucking me. 

When he fell to his knees between my legs, I started trembling. I felt my pussy release my juices. I was so wet that I felt some run out of me and down my ass. 

I sucked in a breath when I felt the head of his cock push into me. My wetness let him slide his member into me despite the incredible tightness of my little cunt around him. 

He filled me with the first stroke. 

His cock was so long that he couldn’t even fit it all into me. From the way I held myself, I could easily watch as his glistening shaft pulled out and slammed back in. He gave me long, even strokes that quickly had me moaning like a little slut as I begged him to fuck me harder.

“Oooh, Brent, yeah Brent,” I said in time with his thrusts. 

My words touched him, as his cock flexed even harder in my and he started pounding me so hard that I thought I would leave a dent in the ground. 

My face twisted as his next stroke excited my G-spot, making my pussy squeeze around him. “I love it when you fuck me, Brent,” I said, my teeth gritted. His eyes watched as his cock slid in and out of me, pulling the lips of my pussy back and forth along with it. 

“You’re my little slut, aren’t you?” Brent said.

Then he grabbed me by the neck with one hand. He squeezed again, but quickly let go. His fingers slipped up into my hair, grabbing a handful. He wrenched my head back, making me squeal. It hurt, but the roughness just seemed to make my pussy wetter and tighter. 

“Yes,” I moaned as I felt the way I stretched and slid around his girth.

So fast I hardly knew what was happening, he pulled out of me and flipped me over onto my stomach. He went onto all fours over me. Reaching back and grabbing his cock, I guided it back into my sopping little pussy. My hand came away soaked in my own juices. 

He filled me much more easily from that position. I closed my legs, making my pussy even tighter. I could feel every bulge in his cock, and it actually hurt a little when the head of his cock pulled up near the tight ring at the opening of my pussy.

“I’ve wanted you for so long…” I moaned through clenched teeth.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“Ever since I liked guys, I wanted you…” my pussy clenched around him and we both moaned, “And when I turned 18 I knew I had to have you…”

“And now you’re mine,” he said.

His first few strokes had to be slower because of my tightness. I relished the feeling of the head of his cock as it bulled its way into me, shoving my walls apart with a ferocity that made me yelp.

I loved having Brent’s hard cock in my pussy, and I loved that he seemed to enjoy fucking me.

Reaching back, I pulled my thighs apart as much as I could so that he could look at my lips as they strained around his girth. His next thrust was so hard that I had to throw my head back and grit my teeth. He grabbed my hair and held my head in that position. My whole body strained as I arched my back, trying to lessen the pain. He liked the way that made me clench around him.

Then he ran his nails down my back. When he got to my ass, he squeezed each cheek until I screamed. This only incited him further. His cock rammed into me faster and faster.

My orgasm came closer and closer. Feeling how hard he was, I knew he was going to come soon, too. The thought of his cock shooting its hot and sticky load into my cunt pushed me over the edge. I wanted him to come inside me so badly.

“Come in my pussy, Brent,” I pleaded.

When he filled me with his next thrust, I came on him. I let out a shriek as the walls of my cunt tensed up around his member, undulating up and down his length. I let out another shriek when he suddenly stopped, his cock rock hard in me. The next squeeze of my pussy made his cock jump, shooting the first wad of cum into me. I felt how hot it was. I wanted more and more.

Grabbing his hips, I pulled him as deeply into me as he could get. I felt as each spurt of his cum pumped from his pulsing cock. My body trembled as it accepted his load. 

His fingers pressed through my shorts into the flesh of my ass, but I didn’t care. The pain made me tighter around him, made his cock feel even better in me. 

He grabbed my shoulders and pushed me hard against the ground. His cock still throbbed inside me as my pussy milked the last trickles of his cum out.

“Fuck you’re tight…” he groaned.

I wanted to stay like that, just the two of us clinging together by the fire. But we couldn’t.

We both saw it at the same time. The beam of a flashlight cutting through the darkness of the woods.

Michelle! I thought.

We both scrambled. I found a change of shorts and panties in my bag and struggled to pull them on while Brent got dressed.

I could still feel the wet heat of Brent’s seed inside of me when Michelle got back to the campsite.

“I see you’re still alive! Good job entertaining her, dad!” Michelle said.

“It wasn’t so bad,” I said. 

My pussy already throbbed with soreness. Brent had a big cock, and he hadn’t exactly been gentle with it or me. I hoped I’d be able to walk okay tomorrow.

We went to bed soon after that, and I wondered if I might still be able to sneak out and have him for a second time without waking Michelle.




Filled by the Daddy Next Door 

 

“It’s been so long since I’ve been on a sleepover,” I set my backpack down on the floor in the front hall and stretched the knot out of the small of my back.

“What else is there to do on summer break? At least you came back home!” Alisha said, copying me with a stretch of her own.

We’d both dressed about the same for the day: tee shirts and short. Though my shorts, I had to say, rode up much higher than hers.

Alisha had commented on it when she picked me up, but I’d passed it off as not having anything else clean to wear.

Really, I just wanted Alisha’s dad, Cameron, to see me walking around in them.

I had a boyfriend back at college, but he just wasn’t doing it for me anymore.

And I’d gotten this idea in my head that I needed an older guy. A man with experience.

Cameron, I knew, was that guy. He was a single dad, had been since Alisha and I had become friends when we were both little.

But he always had a different girlfriend. And they were always beautiful. And once I’d overhead one of them talking on the phone about how good a lover Cameron was. How he always made her come so hard.

I wanted him to make me come hard.

Of course, I couldn’t tell Alisha that. I also couldn’t really bring myself to try and make it happen.

“You okay?” Alisha said, “Your face got all red.”

I felt the heat, then. And it wasn’t just in my face. My pussy quivered inside of me, and I got the feeling that if I slipped a finger down in between my lower lips it would come away all slick and glistening with my wetness.

I smiled at her, “Just hot outside! Why don’t we go get set up? Is your dad home?”

I picked up my bag again and followed her upstairs towards her bedroom. She glanced back at me, “Yeah, I guess. Why?”

I swallowed hard and laughed. It sounded phony and I hope she didn’t pick up on it. “Oh you know, just wanted to see how much trouble we could get into.”

“I didn’t know you’d become such a party girl at college, Beth!” Alisha teased as she pushed open the door to her bedroom.

“Yeah, well, I guess college changes you,” I said, glad that she’d bought the line.

We hung out for a while. I heard Cameron moving around downstairs, and I kept trying to come up with some excuse to go see him but couldn’t.

It seemed like I’d be stuck with Alisha all night long. I kind’ve wanted to just go back to my parents’ place. At least I could lock myself in my room or the bathroom and try and get some satisfaction from my finger or my vibrator.

But then it happened.

We sat there on the foot of her bed, her TV playing some gameshow, when her phone started buzzing.

She picked it up and frowned down at the screen. “Crap.”

“What is it?” I said, not knowing why I suddenly felt so excited.

“It’s my mom. She needs me to go see her/”

“Yeah?” I said, trying not to smile.

“Yeah,” she made an annoyed sound in her throat, “You mind hanging out here for a bit if that’s cool? I mean, unless you just want to go home. I’ll probably be a couple hours.”

“No, no, go ahead. I have nothing else to do. I’ll just watch the TV,” I said, my heart started skipping every second beat.

“All right, I’ll be back. I’ll shoot you a text first.”

Then she left. I waited for a few moments until I heard the front door open and close. Then I got down to business.

I flung myself back on her bed and spread my thighs apart, one hand already busy undoing my button and fly.

Then next, I had the middle finger of my right hand buried up to the second knuckle in my wet slit.

My whole body tingled when I imagined what it might be like for Cameron to be the one touching me.

And he’s just downstairs, too!

It made the fantasy all the more real to have him so close. I imagined his rough stubble prickling my inner thighs as his firm, warm tongue tasted me.

“Oh, Cameron…” I moaned, grabbing at the pillow and squeezing the hell out of me. My finger made wet sounds as it shifted and curled deep in my pussy.

Then someone knocked on the door.

My heart nearly blasted out of my chest.

Quickly, I yanked my finger out of my pussy, wiping my juices on the bedspread as I sat up and crossed my legs.

“Beth? You still in here?” It was Cameron.

“Just a sec!” I called out, rushing to do up my shorts. 

God, it smells like wet pussy in here, I thought, What if he notices? 

He open the door, a big grin on his face. The bit of stubble on his chin lent his smile a roguish aspect.

“So are you having fun?” he asked, looking around the room. He got a look on his face like he’d caught a strange scent. He sniffed. Nervously, I shifted my spot so that I was sitting where I’d wiped my fingers.

“Oh, uh, yeah, Cameron. This is just how I wanted to spend the first week of my holiday, waiting for my friend to come home and entertain me,” I said.

My eyes strayed down his body. He looked good. Clean white shirt. Bluejeans. Classic. Guys my own age had no sense of style.

“Yeah, I know it hasn’t been the best. Just wait. I’ll fill you up, it’ll be great!”

I did a double take, blood rushing thunderously past my ears. “You’ll what?”

His eyes widened. “I’ll, uh, I’ll fill you in on all the cool things to do. I’ll be back later, okay? Grab something for you and Alisha. You’ll love it.”

“Okay.” I replied. I’d always thought he had a bit of a crush on me. Which I supposed played into my fantasies.

I gave him about five minutes, then I flopped back down on the bed and slid my finger back inside.

“Oh, Cameron!” I moaned as I fingered myself to an orgasm.

That done, I grabbed a magazine sitting on Alisha’s nightstand, rolled over onto my stomach, and began flipping through the pages.

The next time I looked up, it was to turn on a lamp because it had gotten dark and Alisha still wasn’t back. The sky outside was at that twilight stage. The door banged open again, and Cameron came inside, a small smile on his face.

“You okay?” I said, sitting up.

“Just fine… So, I’ve been listening in on what you were doing,” he said.

My breath caught in my throat and my tummy went all tight. “You did?”

“I did. And I think there’s only one way we can handle this little crush of yours,” he sauntered closer to the bed.

“What’s that?” I asked, my voice small. My pussy squeezed inside of me, and when it relaxed I felt the renewed wetness. Then he grabbed me by the wrist.

“You’re mine now,” he said, his grip on my wrist tightening enough to make me yelp, “You’re going to like it, too. Aren’t you?”

I thought he must have been running some sort of high fever. “Like what?”

“When the monster fills your little pussy up with cum,” he said, baring his teeth.

A shot of fear mixed with arousal surged through my body, making my pussy wetter and sending a shiver up my spine. I yanked against his grip, but I couldn’t get away. It had gotten fully dark outside, and the light of the moon shone in through the window.

“Cameron!” I said, struggling harder, “What… What if Alisha comes back? She’s my best friend!”

Even I realized that my struggles and my excuse were only half-hearted. 

“She just texted me,” Cameron said, “Her mom needs her for a while longer and she wanted me to tell you. We have all the time we need.”

Then he grabbed me, pinning my petite body against his.

It was shocking just how strong he was. I tried to wriggle out from his grip, but he just squeezed harder. 

Then he shoved me down onto the bed again, his body hanging over mine.

In no time, he had me firmly pinned beneath him. His stiffening cock pressed between my legs, straining at the front of his jeans. Looking down between our bodies, I gasped; his cock was enormous. 

He dry fucked me, grinding his hips into mine. I felt my pussy clench up as he rammed against it again, and I moaned as I got wetter.  

Then I remembered what my Cameron had said. He said he’d wanted to cum in my pussy. I wrapped my legs around his torso and pulled him closer. He whimpered as his member pushed even harder against my pussy. 

I wanted him to breed me, to fill me up like that.

Squirming beneath him, I reached down between our bodies. I smiled as I grabbed the bottom of my shirt and pulled it up, revealing my breasts. Even I thought they were well-shaped and perky.

Apparently, so did Cameron. His eyes shifted from my face to my bared chest. He moved so that he could run his long, pink tongue over my flesh. I gasped and giggled as his tongue slurped over one nipple, leaving it nice and wet. He moved to my other nipple, and I sucked in a breath at the sudden coldness I felt from the one he’d just finished licking.

His cock started pulsing against my pussy so hard I could feel it through my shorts. Feeling how much I turned him on made me need him even more than I already did. I didn’t know if it was his precum, the juices from my pussy, or both, but it felt like my panties and shorts were soaked. 

“I’ve thought about fucking you so many times,” Cameron said, his voice a hungry growl.

He trailed his tongue between my legs and snorted, taking in my smell. I saw his cock throb against his jeans as he breathed my scent in deeply.

He yanked my shorts down and threw them away. This left me in my panties. I could see the big wet spot on them from my juices already. Looking at my wetness got me even wetter, and I shivered as my pussy convulsed a little.

“I need you, Cameron,” I said. 

Smiling, I moved my fingers to the waistband of my panties. As I slid those down my thighs and legs, an involuntary growl escaped him. I got off the bed and stood up straight, completely naked. My nipples were still stiff, and my pussy was so wet that there was a sheen of my juices on my inner thighs. 

My heart skipped a beat as he shot into a standing position. He shoved his jeans down, his shaft catching in the elastic of his briefs for a moment before springing free.

My mouth fell open as I watched his massive member sway in the air. 

The head of his cock was all covered with his precum. He growled as I fell to my knees in front of him. I grabbed his shaft with both hands. It was so thick and heavy. It was also so warm. I could feel it pulse with his heartbeat, and I smiled as another trickle of precum leaked from the little slit at the tip. 

Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I took the slick head between my lips. He gave a satisfying jolt as I started using my tongue on him, running it along the bottom and then over the ridges. I swallowed all the precum, sucking more out of his member as I did.

He craned his head back as I swallowed more and more of his shaft. I started working up spit and using my tongue to spread it all over his hot flesh. I wanted him to fit inside me. I wanted him deep enough so that when his hard cock couldn’t take my tightness anymore and he came in me I would feel it.

I got a little more than half his long shaft into my mouth. I could feel the head pressing against the back of my throat, and I ignored my gag reflex. Making sure I had a good grip, I slid my lips back. I wanted to see how wet I’d gotten him.

I wasn’t disappointed. My spit covered every last bit of his shaft that I had been able to swallow. He watched as I used my hands to collect my saliva and spread it over the parts I hadn’t been able to get in me. 

I smiled up into his feral face. “Your cock is so big, Cameron. I hope it fits in my little cunt. I’m so wet for you already.” 

His cock flexed in my fingers.

“Just be a good girl and keep sucking like that,” he told me.

Guys didn’t talk to me like that. My boyfriend at school was so polite, always asking permission for this or that.

No, Cameron was a real man. He told me what he wanted me to do. Expected it.

My body thrilled with it.

I let go of his cock with one hand as I took the head back in my mouth. I moved my fingers between my legs. A warm tingle spread through my body as I parted my lips and slipped two fingers into my pussy at once. I really was sopping wet. I couldn’t even remember being this wet for a guy before. There was something primal about my Cameron that made my body need him more than it had needed any other cock before.

I moved my fingers quickly inside myself, teasing and tickling the walls of my pussy. My mouth moved faster up and down my Cameron’s shaft in response. I kept watching the way my mouth pulled at his member, moving the skin over its hardness. I wanted my pussy to be doing that do him, to wrap him in its warmth and wetness and make him explode inside me. I just couldn’t take not fucking him anymore.

He watched as I pulled my mouth off him, leaving strings of my spit hanging from the length of his quivering monster shaft. 

“I need your pussy,” he told me, “Get up and turn around.”

I stood up and turned like he asked. Putting my hands on the mattress, I bent over the bed so that I could present him with my ass. I spread my legs so he could see my wet little pussy.

Again, that deep rumble of a growl that I could feel in my chest escaped his throat. The vibrations moved throughout my body, and I moaned a little as my pussy responded to them.

“Fuck me, Cameron,” I said, looking back at him.

He grabbed me by the hips. He pushed me down harder so that my chest pressed against the mattress and my ass tilted higher into the air.

His shaft slapped against my slit. He pulled the head back until it rested at my opening. I bit my lip again as I felt the tight ring at the opening of my pussy stretch out around the head of his slippery cock as he put his weight into the thrust. Reaching back, I pulled him toward me.

I screamed as his cock plunged deeper into my tight little hole. He felt so damn big inside me. The heat coming off his shaft seemed to warm up my entire body. When I heard the wet noises my pussy made as it tried to grip him, I sucked in a breath. 

His cock slid partway out of me and I groaned. This turned into a scream as his massive girth slammed back into my pussy hard enough to shake the whole camper. My pussy clenched around him as he tried to pull back for his next thrust. He growled, pulling back harder. His next angry push filled me up completely, and I squeezed my eyes shut as I saw spots. 

My pussy could barely hold him as he slammed in and out of me. I dug my fingers into his flesh as he went impossibly faster and harder. It felt like every nerve was overloaded by the force of his thrusts, and I couldn’t even make my eyes open. 

I was completely under the will and lust of Cameron. He could do anything he wanted to me, anything at all, and I was powerless to stop him.

I felt my pussy tremble at that thought, and I knew I didn’t want to stop him. I wanted him to pound me hard with his huge and hard cock. I wanted him to fuck me until he lost all control and his big load filled me up.

I hope he knocks me up, I found myself thinking. I moaned at the thought.

My fingers dug even harder into his flesh as I began coming on his cock. My pussy tightened around him, tried to hold him for a few moments, then relaxed as he still slammed back and forth. I couldn’t stop myself. I screamed, long and loud, as my vision darkened almost completely and the waves of my orgasm practically drowned me.

I screamed for Cameron to fuck me harder and faster. His cock carried me through my orgasm, making it the longest one I’d ever had. By the time I finished, I had soaked his shaft in so much of my juices that they ran down my thighs onto the mattress.

My whole body trembled uncontrollably. But I realized it wasn’t over; Cameron still had a strong grip on my hips, and his cock was still rock hard in my pussy. I knew that he hadn’t come yet.

Gritting my own teeth, I started slamming my hips back and squeezing my pussy as tight as I could as he kept pounding me. I wanted him to come inside me. Even though I was tighter than before, my increased wetness let him slide his cock around inside me with ease.

“I want your cum. Give it to me, please…” I looked back at him with pleading eyes.

Then his fingers dug into my hips. I yelped at the pain, but didn’t stop slamming my pussy back down around his cock. He’d stopped moving, his body rigid. I felt his cock harden as I came on him again. He followed right after me, cum exploding out of the tip of his cock against the back of my pussy. 

“Cameron!” I screamed, digging my fingers into his flesh again. I felt his cum squeeze out from around his cock and trickle down my slit. 

He pushed his cock into me as far as it would go, then leaned over the bed. He rested his large hands beside mine. I gritted my teeth as my tender pussy stretched out around his entire girth again. Little tremors from my orgasm still moved across my walls.

“Fuck…” I moaned, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes.

His load was so hot inside of me. I quivered every time his cock flexed. And I undulated my hips, running my pussy up and down his shaft, making sure I milked out every last drop.

I could feel my orgasm drawing it all into my womb, and I shivered again when I wondered if he’d just gotten me pregnant.

My whole body pebbled in goosebumps.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Cameron said, kissing the skin between my shoulder blades.

“I’ve never been fucked that hard before,” I said, my body barely able to hold itself up.

“Stay over again tomorrow night and you’ll be able to say that again,” Cameron said.

He drew his shaft from the sheath of my pussy and we both groaned at the renewed friction. His hot, sticky cum ran down my inner thighs, and I stood up quickly to keep it from getting on Alisha’s bedspread.

I didn’t want to have to come up with an excuse for why her bed was made differently when she got back.

Cameron’s cock hung thick and heavy between his legs. I’d gotten him so wet he was practically dripping.

“It’ll be our secret. Don’t need Alisha finding out about this,” he said.

“Okay,” I replied.

This was going to be a fun summer after all. And I thought I would have to shoot my boyfriend a breakup text soon.




Impregnated by the Daddy Next Door 

 

“Man I can’t believe how fast that school year went!” Naomi said, her phone pressed against her ear as she watched the streets of her hometown pass by through the taxi’s window.

“Totally! Next year will be even more awesome, though,” Monica said, her voice slightly tinny as it came through the line.

“This one?” the driver said, point down the street at the intersection.

Naomi covered the phone’s speaker with her thumb, “Yeah, the one with the big red front door on the left.”

“Are you there yet?” Monica said, “I told my dad you’d be getting there around now.”

“Yeah,” Naomi replied. She glanced across the street at her parents’ house. A huge fumigation tent covered it, “Thanks again for letting me stay. I just wish you were here, too!”

“Me too,” Monica replied, “But I will be there tomorrow. Don’t worry, you can survive one day being around my dad. He’s not so bad!”

“I know that,” Naomi replied.

She and Monica had both been intending on coming home for the summer, but her parents had discovered a nasty termite problem at the last minute and decided to fumigate right away.

Rather than change her travel plans, Monica had told Naomi she could stay with her and her dad for a few days while her place got aired out.

Naomi hoped she didn’t sound too nervous. 

She’d always had a little bit of a schoolgirl crush on Monica’s dad, Robert. Especially after Monica’s mom left. He never remarried, though he had a few girlfriends.

Naomi always got jealous of them, but never said anything. She’d known Robert pretty much her whole life, and though Naomi’s own dad was still home and in her life, she felt as though Robert had helped raise her, too.

Which made her crush feel weirder. More taboo.

But that also made it hotter. That whole forbidden thing. She’d fantasize sometimes about him. About finding some time alone with him, both of them succumbing to their desire and their need to keep it secret.

Because she knew that Monica would flip her shit if that happened and she found out. And she could never do that to her; Monica was pretty much her sister.

Except she’s not, the thought popped into her head as the taxi pulled into the driveway in front of Monica and Robert’s house.

He’s not related to you at all. He’s not your father. He’s not your stepdad…

Heat spread out from between her thighs and she squirmed a little on the bench seat of the cab.

Cool it! Nothing’s going to happen! He doesn’t even know you feel this way, and there’s no way he feels something similar!

“That’ll be $12.50,” the cabbie said, the taxi idling in the driveway.

“Keep the change,” she replied, handing over a $10 and a $5. 

When she got out, he popped the trunk and pulled out her luggage. Two big suitcases that contained her life from the campus.

He drove off just as Robert came out from the front door and took the steps down to the driveway.

“Monica called,” he said, “Said you were just about here. Want some help with those?”

“Oh, sure,” Naomi said, hoping the late afternoon sunlight hid the way she blushed. She couldn’t stop thinking about her fantasies.

About how the two of them would be alone for a whole day.

I wonder how big his cock is, she found herself thinking as he came closer, smiling at her.

Her pussy quivered and her breath caught in her throat.

“Everything okay?” Robert frowned at her.

“What? Yeah. Sorry, just a long trip. Glad to be back home!”

Robert nodded across the street at her house, “Your parents will have the place open again soon.”

“Here,” he said, grabbing both bags out of her hands and hefting them as though they only weighed a pound or two each.

She followed him inside. A sigh escaped her lips as she felt the cool kiss of the air conditioner on her skin. 

“Monica told me you guys are gonna stay in her room,” Robert said.

“Sounds right to me,” Naomi replied.

Then she found her eyes on Robert’ back as he made his way up the stairs. She watched the way the V-shaped muscle moved under his skin. For a moment, she forgot that he really was old enough to be her father.

“It seems like everything’s all right with you, Robert,” she said as they walked into Monica’s bedroom. She couldn’t stand not saying anything. If she did her mind would run wild.

He bent over and set the bags on the floor beside Monica’s bed, giving her a moment to admire the firm roundness of his ass for a moment before he turned around.

He raised an eyebrow at her, “I am all right, Naomi.”

 She looked up into his eyes, trying to give him the hardest look she could muster, trying to hide the color in her cheeks. He searched her face with those penetrating eyes of his. 

When she noticed his eyes flick down to her lips, then back to her own eyes, she felt the sudden urge to grab him by the head and pull him down into a kiss. She swallowed, trembling as she felt her body’s need for him surge.

“I’ve always liked you, and I’m sorry if you feel that I have been cold to you all this time,” Robert said, finally looking away from her.

Even though he’d stopped looking at her, the heat between her legs hadn’t cooled at all. She struggled with it.

I can’t help it! I need him! Naomi thought, unable to control her urges. Not when she was this close.

Reaching up with one hand, she put it against his cheek. She pushed his face so that he had to look at her again. She wanted to have all this out now, before her mother got home. She wanted this to be a nice, pleasant visit.

“If you like me, then why did you never say anything?” Naomi asked, her heart pounding hard against her ribs.

He looked away for a moment, then his eyes flicked back to hers. She nearly started at the intensity in them.

“Because I feel things for you that I shouldn’t feel for my daughter’s best friend.”

Her body actually shook a little as his words buffeted her. As she saw the look in his eyes, Naomi came to a decision. She knew what needed to happen next.

“Robert,” she said, the words feeling strange as they came out of her mouth, “I want you to fuck me.”

His eyes widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

Then he grabbed her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

Naomi found her hands had their own desires. They moved round Robert’s back, touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired earlier.

An involuntary tremble took her body as Robert’ strong hands slid down her back and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken, and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to drown any other thoughts or wants.

Leaving one hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down her long neck.

“Oh, Robert, I’m so wet...” Naomi said.

She gasped as she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting his power over the object of his desire.

They almost tripped over Naomi’s luggage as Robert shoved her down onto the bed. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

A moan escaped her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy. Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive parts. 

Robert stopped kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck for a second.

He squeezed lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

His hand moved away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra, then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen. 

Slipping his hand between her back and the bed, he undid the clasp of her bra in one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it behind him without looking away from her figure.

A hungry look took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff nipples. Putting both hands on the bed then, he moved lower and took one nipple in his mouth. 

Naomi grabbed his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth bite down lightly.

When she could take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths. 

“Oh, Robert...” Naomi moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite fires throughout her body.

She pulled his face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you lick me, Robert?”

The need to feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her need.

“Yes, baby,” he said.

He kissed her neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her stomach and she started moaning. 

Without breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit. 

When he began pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor. 

His hands slid up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt them brush past before kissing the other fold.

“Please, Robert...” Naomi begged.

Robert changed position, crouched down beside the bed. He grabbed her by the knees and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips and folds of her pussy. 

Sticking his tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain to see. 

Then he opened his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind his tongue against her.

Naomi squealed and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder against his tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more force. Whimpers escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of her pussy clench up and get even slicker than before. 

“That’s so good, Robert,” Naomi said. She grabbed him by the back of the head and jam his face even harder against her.

Then he stopped licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her, originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her, igniting every nerve and fibre.

But when her orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and his lips were red from all the rubbing. 

Sitting up on the bed, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed to fuel her desire for him even more. 

She stood, still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

Grabbing him, she spun them both around and pushed him onto the bed so that he was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his shaft with one hand.

“It’s so big and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

She smiled for a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue. 

“That’s so good, baby,” Robert said. He held her hair out of the way and watched her lips work his cock. 

Her need to have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back, spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva into his flesh with her fingers.

Then she climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support. Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Naomi lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his chest.

Robert grabbed her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel hers.

He felt so large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his girth.

She sank down on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved deeper inside her. Robert helped, pulling down on her ass while simultaneously lifting his hips. 

Soon, more than half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She could still feel him throbbing in her. 

Just thinking about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her pussy did.

When Naomi could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and again, moaning as she took Robert’s hard shaft inch by inch all the way into her tight little pussy.

He joined in on her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his member. 

“It’s so tight, baby,” Robert said.

His fingers squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully scratching his chest. 

She liked to push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him, giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at her tightness.

It looked so hot. 

Then she realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her. She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his, her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

He knew what was happening as he slammed his cock up into her. 

“Oh Robert,” Naomi said, “Come with me!”

It took three more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair brushing against Robert’s thighs as her pussy clenched and convulsed around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into her for a little longer before he, too, went rigid.

His cock got even harder, swelling inside her. After another moment, it jerked, releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked again and again, spurting his seed into Naomi’s sex.

Their combined orgasms drained them, leaving them in quivering heaps. Naomi lay down on Robert’s strong chest, her cheek against his neck. He was still hard inside her, still warm and throbbing. She could feel the warmth of his seed in her, trapped in her pussy by his cock.

Naomi just wanted to lie there with him for as long as she could, feeling the heat of his bare body against her. The steady rise and fall of his chest lifted her up a little each time, and she found the rhythm of it soothing and nice.

She thought about telling him that she wasn’t on the pill. That she could feel the way her body had drawn his hot, pulsing load of cum deep into her womb.

That he might’ve just gotten her pregnant.

Her pussy began to ache with a deep, satisfied throb and she decided not to tell him. In fact, she kind of hoped that he had just knocked her up.

She did some quick mental math. She’d finished her last period almost two weeks ago. Wasn’t that right about when a woman was most fertile?

She hoped so. Because then he would be hers forever.

“We’re not going to tell Monica about this,” Robert said.

“Of course not,” she replied, resting her head against his chest.
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