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“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.
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