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“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.
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