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 Camping with Daddy’s Boss

 


Veronica
didn’t like the thought of camping. Not at all.

No, she liked
to stay home bathed in the warm glow of her phablet, flirting with
guys from college or setting up another club night with the
girls.

But she’d come
home this summer from college. She needed to save some money for a
big Spring Break trip next year and the best way to do that was to
not pay rent by living with her ‘rent.

Her dad,
actually. She could’ve gone to her mom’s, but her dad’s was way
closer to the campus and moving around would be a lot easier that
way.

She figured it
would be a pretty quiet summer. Maybe a few trips into the city to
have some real fun every now and then.

So when her
dad knocked on her bedroom door she didn’t suspect a thing.

“Veronica? You
in?”

“Yeah dad,
what’s up?” she rolled over onto her stomach on her bed, looking at
some new insta pics.

“You all
packed up for tomorrow? I don’t see any bags in here,” he said,
glancing around the room.

“What?”
Veronica said, “What are you talking about?”

He raised an
eyebrow at her, “You forgot all about it, didn’t you.” It wasn’t a
question.

“Can’t forget
something you never knew in the first place,” she replied.

He put his
hands on his hips. “The camping trip. My work camping trip. I told
you about it before you came home. I distinctly remember telling
you that it’d be okay if you came back for the summer, but if you
did that I’d expect you to tag along with me.”

Without
looking up, Veronica raced through the texts on her phone, finding
her dad right away and looking up the message history.

Sure enough,
he mentioned the trip this weekend. Veronica groaned.

“Oh don’t
worry,” her dad said, “Barry will be there. You still have that
schoolgirl crush on him?”

Her cheeks got
hot, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Barry was her
dad’s boss. He managed the entire division at the office. And she’d
always thought he was something of a silver fox.

Maybe even
once or twice, in the dead of night, she’d slipped a finger down
into her panties and touched herself while thinking about him.

But she wasn’t
into older guys anymore. Not with all the college hotties she had
access to at school.

“There’s cell
service out there, right? Because I will literally die if there
isn’t,” Veronica said.

“Maybe,” her
dad replied, “Just get your stuff ready. We’re leaving bright and
early!”

He wasn’t
lying.

They woke up
with the sunrise. Then loaded into the car. Veronica decided on a
nice shirt and a pair of jeans. The jeans were those slim ones that
hugged every curve of her firm young hips.

She told
herself she wasn’t hoping that she might catch Barry checking her
ass out in them.

The camp was
loaded with her dad’s coworkers, many of whom had brought their own
kids along. She was older than most of them though.

And not even
really a kid. She was 18, an adult. And she didn’t want to hang out
with the actual kids.

Her dad got
together with some of the guys and they cracked open a cooler full
of Coors Light and proceeded to get loaded.

Veronica
wandered off by herself when it got dark, unable to find a cell
signal.

She hardly
noticed the campfire with the lone bedroll beside it.

“Hey,
Veronica.”

“Shit!” she
said, nearly jumping out of her skin.

Her heart
pattered against her ribs when she squinted into the night. She saw
him then. Barry sat on a tree stump beside the fire, looking hotter
than ever.

“Hey,” she
said nervously, brushing some of her hair back over her ear.

“Kinda boring
for someone your age I guess,” he said.

In the
darkness, she couldn’t tell if he was checking her out at all. Just
that he looked right at her. Her heartbeat didn’t slow down.

And she felt
some warmth tingle between her thighs.

“Want to come
over here? Get warm by the fire? I prefer the quiet, myself.” he
said.

“Sure,” she
replied, and walked towards the heat. Seeing him up close like
that, everything came rushing back.

Her nocturnal
fantasies. Her daydreams. Her irritation with her dad for dragging
her out here to this.

She knew just
the way to get everything she wanted. Get back at her dad. And
satisfy herself.

“You look
good. How’s school?” he said.

He had a coil
of rope beside his bedroll, and a little stove by that. Unused with
the fire right there.

She looked
around, verifying that they were completely alone.

There were
sounds of partying farther away, but no one came close to them.

She glanced at
him, at the fire, and then back again. Her heart kept pattering.
She brushed her hair back over her ear. “It’s going well… Do you
want to fuck?”

“That’s
great!” he started.

Then he
stopped, his mouth closing when he replayed what she just said in
his head.

When he
realized this, he scotched closer and slid his fingers around to
the inside of her thigh, working slowly up toward her crotch,
kneading and stroking the flesh as he went. Veronica felt a shiver
move through her whole body.

“Gets pretty
cold out here at night,” Barry said, “But bodies are nice and warm.
Best way to keep warm is to keep close to another body. Especially
a body like yours.” As he finished talking, his fingers moved
between her legs and over her pussy. He ran his fingertips lightly
back and forth over her crotch.

Veronica
grabbed him by the back of the neck and pulled him into a kiss. He
rubbed harder and faster at her pussy, making her whimper a
little.

Pulling back,
she said, “You any good with that rope of yours?”

Smiling, Barry
stood up. She could see his member, stiff down one leg of his
pants. Her mouth watered just looking at it.

He grabbed the
coil of rope, letting it slap gently against his thigh. When he
turned around, Veronica was on her knees. Her heart slammed against
her ribcage, and her pussy felt wet enough to accept him right at
that moment.

Moving closer
to him, she looked into his eyes as she undid his belt, pulling the
strap out of the buckle. She pulled the belt out by the buckle with
one hand while she moved the palm of her other hand in circles over
the rock hard head of his cock. When she got the belt out, he took
it from her and she started on the button and zipper.

“You’re so
hard already,” Veronica said, “Looking at my ass when I bend over
does that to you?”

He smiled at
her and said, “I dunno. Why don’t you turn around and bend over and
we’ll see what my cock does?”

Turning her
head over her shoulder as she rotated, she went on all fours on the
ground. Resting her forearms on her bedroll, she arched her back
and shoved her butt into the air. She felt herself tremble when she
saw him lick his lips. His eyes widened as well.

Then, drawing
his arm back, he whipped her lightly on the ass with the leather
strap of his belt.

Veronica made
and “Oo!” noise as she felt her body tense up. She wriggled her
body at him. He smiled again, then whipped her harder. The belt
made an impressive “crack!” against the denim of her jeans.

Veronica
licked her lips and then yelped as the belt smacked her again.
Before he could do it again, she said, “So what is your cock doing
now?”

“Telling me to
shove him into your little pussy and find out how tight you
are.”

Reached down,
Veronica undid her pants. She let him watch while she slid her
hands down her back, hooked her fingers into the waist of her
jeans, and pushed them slowly down to reveal her curved cheeks. She
wondered if her slit was wet enough to glint in the firelight. It
certainly felt like it was.

“Are you going
to ride me like a pony?” Veronica asked, grabbed her thighs just
under her ass and spreading them apart, pulling the lips of her
pussy apart as well. She could feel the warmth on her fingers.

Barry drew his
belt back and whipped her on the ass again, leaving Veronica
squealing. A red line had already formed on her skin where the belt
had struck.

Kneeling down
behind her, Barry grabbed her wrists. In a few moments, he’d
expertly bound her hands. Her weight rested on her chest and her
knees. Her ass felt a little sore, but she forgot all about that
when Barry grabbed one cheek in each hand and began playing with
them. He squeezed her firm flesh with his strong fingers, letting
his thumbs travel down into her cleft. She moaned when he ran the
ball of one thumb over her asshole.

He stopped,
and she couldn’t see what he was doing. But it sounded like he was
taking off his clothes. He dropped them on the ground, and she got
a glimpse of a well-muscled leg and thigh as he knelt down behind
her again.

This time, he
grabbed her cheeks and spread them wide apart.

His tongue
pushed through the lips of her pussy and ran up her slit,
collecting all her juices as she shuddered. Every time he got to
her hole, he poked his tongue in as far as it would go, running it
against her slippery walls and sending shocks up the small of her
back. In no time, she’d gotten so wet that he made slurping noises
as he worked on her tight little pussy.

Stopping, he
held her steady with one forearm across the small of her back. She
braced herself, waiting to feel his hard cock strain to cram in
against her tightness.

Instead, she
jumped when his big hand landed on her ass. He started smacking
her, the sounds echoing across the plain.

“Yes!” Barry
yelled as she felt the sting of his hand again.

He grabbed his
cock and began moving it around the insides of her thighs, leaving
them sticky with his warm precum. He ran the tip of his cock
through her slit, stopping for a moment at her opening, letting her
pussy get the head nice and wet. She moaned as she felt herself
stretch a little around his girth. Then he pulled his cock
back.

With an effort
of will, Veronica rolled onto her back. He laughed as she
struggled, but he stopped a moment later. She’d untied herself and
leapt at him, knocking him onto his naked back.

She kissed him
so hard that their teeth clashed. Veronica didn’t care. She worked
her jeans and underwear off, writhing on top of his body. Sucking
his lip into her mouth she bit it at the same time that she grabbed
his cock and squeezed it.

“So you think
you can tease me?” Veronica said, straddling his hips. The shaft of
his cock rested perfectly along her slit, and she ground down
against it. He began to squirm beneath her.

Veronica
stopped him by pressing her nails into his muscular chest and
running them down his torso, leaving long red marks. He grabbed her
by the ass then, almost succeeding in shifting her body enough to
let his cock jam in. She just managed to grab his wrists and move
them over his head.

Grabbing the
rope, she quickly wound a knot around his wrists, making sure it
was nice and tight.

“Do you know
how many times I’ve touched myself thinking about you?”

Grinning,
Barry said, “No, ma’am. How many?”

Veronica wiped
the grin of his face with a slap hard enough to turn his head. She
pulled off her shirt, letting him look at her stiff little
nipples.

Fumbling
around for a moment, she found his belt. She doubled it up so that
it made a smaller loop. He eyed it warily.

“Now,”
Veronica admonished, “My horse better give me the ride I’ve been
looking for, or he’s going to feel the sting of my riding
crop.”

To show him
that she meant business, she slapped the belt down onto one of his
pecs. She felt his body jerk, and he closed his eyes.

“Now, have I
broken you in, or do you need a bit more of this?” Veronica snapped
her makeshift crop against itself.

His Adam’s
apple bobbed up and down, and then he nodded.

Reaching back,
she grabbed his balls with one hand. They were warm in her palm.
She felt his shaft stiffen against her slit as she began gently
massaging them. Barry’s eyes rolled into the back of his head and
he began grinding his hips, moving his cock against her pussy. She
felt it rubbing against her clit, making her pussy juice and
tighten.

“Yeah… that’s
it. I bet you want that nice hard cock of yours in my soft, wet
hole. Don’t you?” Veronica said. He looked at her and nodded.
Letting go of his balls, she grabbed his chin. Locking their eyes,
she brought the belt down on his chest again. He sucked in a breath
through clenched teeth. Veronica moaned. His sudden spasm had
driven his cock even harder against her clit.

Her sopping
slit was so wet that he could slide his length back and forth along
it with no problems now.

Veronica
sucked in a breath of her own as a wave of desire to feel him
moving inside her washed over her. Reaching back, running her hand
down her own ass while lifting her body off him slightly, she
grabbed his rod. He was so long that she had to sit up more.

His eyes
rolled back again as she guided the head to her hole and let it
slip in. She felt her nipples get harder as her pussy stretched and
strained to contain his girth. She let the weight of her body do
most of the work, sinking down on him and feeling his bulbous head
ram her walls apart as she sank farther and farther onto him.

When she had
him all the way in, she leaned in, grasping a handful of the soft
hair at the back of his head. He raised his chin, trying to move
his lips to hers. As she moved her pussy up his cock, she sucked
his bottom lip into her mouth. She kept lifting until only his head
remained locked inside her tight grip. Shoving down, she bit his
lip at the same time. He made a sound that was a mix of a yelp and
a moan. He swelled inside her as she lifted again.

Every time she
slammed her pussy down, she filled it up with his cock. He was so
hard, and she was so soft. It was all she could think about. It was
making her so wet, which was good, because her pussy also got
tighter each time she fucked him.

Grabbing his
head, she yanked it up and thrust one of her nipples into his
mouth. He sucked on her until it hurt, then he kept sucking.
Reaching back with one hand, she started running her fingers down
the cleft of her ass. Feeling her sensitive little asshole like
that practically made her jump.

When she
couldn’t take the pain any more, she forced his mouth over to her
other nipple. She squealed and yelped while he grunted and moaned.
He thrust his hips up now every time she moved down on him, making
their flesh slap together.

Veronica
realized how she wanted to finish with him. Prying his lips off her
breast, she stood up off him.

“Damn it,
Veronica. Get your tight little pussy back here!” Barry said.

She’d turned
around to face his feet, going into reverse cowgirl position.
Grabbing his cock as she squatted over him, she stuck it back
inside.

Veronica
really started riding him then, her hips bobbing up and down like
she was on a bucking bronco.

Grabbing the
belt, she started whipping his thighs, first one, then the other.
Barry put his bound hands on the small of her back and pushed down
harder. His cock felt like it was getting harder inside her.

Thinking about
how much staring at her ass as it bobbed up and down in front of
him brought Veronica to the brink. She whipped him harder, trying
to urge his thrusting hips to greater speed as they both got closer
to climaxing.

His body went
completely rigid under hers. His cock was like steel against her
soft and smooth walls, driving her nerves crazy.

She continued
sliding her pussy up and down his cock as he started filling her
with his cum, sending it in hot streams that shot out so hard she
could feel as it hit the back of her cunt.

Veronica came
on him, her body trembling as her pussy did its best to squeeze all
the cum out of his cock, squeezing and relaxing in time with his
spurts. She leaned forward and grabbed his ankles for support as
her orgasm deepened. She moaned and screamed as he remained hard
inside her.

“Oh Barry,
fill me up!” Veronica groaned.

They both
trembled and shuddered as their orgasms finished. She could feel
his seed inside her, slowly moving down her walls. She gave his
cock, which was still rock-hard, a few more strokes of her pussy,
making sure she’d gotten every last drop, before she rolled off
him.

She gathered
up her clothes and put them back on, not looking back when she
returned to her dad’s little camp.

He had no idea
what she’d done, and she loved that. It was her little secret.

She wondered
if there were any more corporate retreats or camping trips coming
up.




 Wanting Daddy’s Boss

 


“Man I can’t
believe Ben flew us all the way out here!” Allison’s dad said,
looking around at the beautiful view.

Allison could.
She could believe it because she knew why. Ben, her dad’s boss,
wanted her. Wanted her badly.

He told her
he’d give her a dad a big promotion if she agreed to be his, just
for one night.

Then Allison
had gone away to college. She thought that would be the end of it,
but she couldn’t stop thinking about Ben’s indecent proposal.

She’d fucked a
couple guys at school. Good looking, around her age, all that. But
they hadn’t satisfied her.

If anything,
they left her wondering what it might be like with an older
guy.

Actually, Ben
scared her a little with how intense he was. He just had this
magnetic personality that she found hard to resist.

He was also a
big guy. Pretty intimidating. She herself was rather petite.

Sometimes she
imagined him just sweeping her up in his big, strong arms, and
carrying her helpless to his bed and doing what he wanted to
her.

That always
got her especially wet, imagining him thrusting his long, hard cock
into her sopping wetness no matter what she said or did.

She always
came the hardest when she had that particular fantasy.

So when spring
break rolled around and her dad got in touch and said that Ben had
offered to fly them out to a nice resort for some sort of private
meeting, she’d originally said no.

But then she
couldn’t get him out of her thoughts. Her young body ached.

She went to
bed that night with a terrible desire between her thighs that her
fingers just couldn’t tame.

So the next
day she called her dad back and told him that she would come
along.

They got to
the hotel and her dad tried to check them in.

“Oh, it looks
like you guys have two separate rooms!” the woman behind the desk
with a pretty accent said.

“Wow!” Allison
said, accepting her key card, the whole time her heart fluttering.
She wondered if Ben had a key to her room.

She hoped he
did. She thought she hoped so, anyway.

If he came
into her room in the middle of the night and slipped beneath the
covers next to her, what would she do?

Oh god, should
I go to bed naked? Or should I wear something sexy?

“Everything
okay sweetie?” her dad said. He’d already gotten most of the way
across the foyer towards the elevators before noticing that she
just stood there in front of the auditor’s desk with her key card
in one hand and the handle to her luggage in the other.

“What? Oh,
yeah. No problem. Just thought I remembered something about an
essay for my lit class. No problems, though.” She hurried along
after him.

She found her
room and waved to her dad from down the hall before going inside.
It was nice. But her heart wouldn’t slow down.

Maybe 15
minutes later Ben arrived. He knocked on the door. Allison jumped
and pulled at the wrinkles in front of her shirt.

Then she
opened the door.

Ben smiled
down at her. “Hey, I’m so happy you decided to come.”

Then he
stepped into her room without asking, taking a quick look
around.

“Me too,” she
said.

Ben hugged
her. When their hips touched, Allison felt a tingle rush through
her body when she felt his shaft press against her.

As he turned
to leave, Ben stopped. “Oh, hey, come by tonight and we’ll talk.
Without your dad.”

In the shower,
she shaved. When she finished her legs, she did her pussy. The
steam and water felt so nice as she leaned against the wall and ran
her finger in and out of herself.

“Oh, Ben...”
Allison moaned. Her eyes opened wide. Turning off the water right
away, she jumped out and dried herself off, trying to forget what
she’d just done.

Slipping on a
light dress, Allison went downstairs to the lobby. Looking outside,
she figured that showering and deciding on what to wear had taken
far longer than she’d thought. The sun was already low in the sky,
and long shadows stretched. It would be dark soon.

Having
originally planned on begging off, Allison experienced a powerful
urge to be close to him. She thought about how she could pretend
she didn’t know what she was doing. Maybe he’ll put his arms
around me, she thought, the way guys do when they try to
teach you something. She felt her skin pebble with goosebumps
as she fantasized.

“About ready?”
Ben said, coming up behind her suddenly.

Allison
shrieked. She’d been so in her fantasy that she hadn’t heard him
approach.

“Jesus, Ben,
you scared me,” Allison said.

“Don’t worry
about your dad. He won’t be joining us. I sent him down to the spa
for some R&R. He won’t be back for hours…” his eyes slipped up
and down her body, “Come with me.”

He took her
hand before she could say anything and led her back over to the
elevator.

Before she
knew it, they were in Ben’s suite. That little tingled of nervous
excitement ran up and down her spine.

She bit her
lower lip, wondering if she could go through with this.

“You’ll
promote my dad, right?” she said.

“We both know
that’s not why you’re here. But yes,” he said without looking back
at her. He just watched the sunset through the big window for a
while.

Every time she
closed her eyes she thought of the way it felt to have his cock
pressed against her in that hug.

“I… I don’t
know,” she said. She wanted to, so badly.

He turned to
face her and she froze. The shoulders of her dress had fallen, and
her breasts were mostly exposed. Ben’s eyes narrowed as he looked
at her. She thought she could still see him in there,
somewhere.

He came over
and brushed his hands down her shoulders, pulling the straps the
rest of the way down so that he could see her chest.

When his eyes
fell on her breasts, his cock hardened.

He let go of
her and stripped down, pulling off his shirt and shifting out of
his pants. His cock sprang out from his briefs, long and heavy.

Her breaths
came in quick little gasps. Her nipples perked up so hard they
hurt.

And she was so
fucking wet. She thought it would start running down her thighs at
any moment.

Looking at his
member, she gasped. It was much bigger than she’d thought. Even
bigger than when she’d felt it with her ass through his pants.

As she
watched, he grabbed his cock with one hand and began slowly
stroking it all the way up and all the way down, his feral eyes
fixed on her cleavage. Allison sucked in a breath as she felt
herself get wet again.

She shifted up
onto her knees and spun to face the beast. Her goosebumps returned
and she felt her nipples stiffen, poking at the thin fabric of her
dress. Looking up into his wolfish face, Allison reached up and
grabbed the bosom of her dress. She slowly pulled it farther down
her breasts, exposing more and more milky flesh. She licked her
lips and then sucked the bottom one between her teeth as she pulled
the dress down under her nipples.

She wanted
him. She needed him.

“Yes…” she
moaned.

Ben actually
shook as she revealed herself to him. She slid the top of her dress
down to her waist, fully exposing her tits. Running her hands up
her body, she grabbed her breasts, letting her nipples poke out
between her fingers. She squeezed the warm and firm flesh, pulling
them apart and pressing them together. She moaned, letting her lip
slip between her teeth. She ran her tongue over her lips again,
making sure to leave them as shiny and wet as possible. Something
about his turning into a monster right in front of her made her
even more desperate for his cock. She didn’t need to reach between
her legs to feel how much she’d already dampened her panties.

“You make my
pussy so wet, Ben,” Allison said. She felt a strange mixture of
fear and arousal that was just driving her body crazy.

It was time to
take an all-or-nothing chance, Allison knew. She went down onto all
fours again and crawled toward him. She was so close now that she
could feel the waves of animal heat emanating from his body.

The way he
stroked his cock brought his hand up to just below the head. Clear
precum had already trickled out of him and partway down his shaft,
leaving his member shiny.

Shaking,
Allison went onto her knees again. Bracing her hands on her thighs,
she leaned forward. She kissed the tip of his cock. His eyes jerked
open as more precum leaked out of him. A deep moan escaped his
throat as Allison pulled back for a moment, a string of sticky
precum hanging between her lips and his cock.

He rumbled
deep in his chest as she leaned back in. This time, she let her
lips spread apart a little over his flesh. The skin on the head was
taut and firm, and it stiffened even more as she let the tip of her
tongue press against the slit on the tip of his member.

“You’re so
big, Ben. So hard,” Allison said, pulling back for a moment before
putting her mouth back on him.

Reaching up,
she grabbed the hand he’d wrapped around his cock with one of her
own. He’d stopped rubbing himself. She started stroking him with
his own hand, revelling in the strength she felt in those fingers.
Immediately, even more precum practically spurted from him onto her
tongue. She swallowed it.

Finally, she’d
pushed his hand far enough down his shaft. Humming a little, she
let her lips part farther as they slid over the ridge of the head
and down his shaft. She didn’t stop until she felt his member at
the back of her throat. His hand fell away from his cock. She
wrapped her fingers as far around his girth as she could manage and
began rubbing him as she sucked.

He leaned down
a little and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them hard enough to
hurt. She tried it ignore it, concentrating on making her lips move
more quickly over him. He pinched her nipples, then slid his
fingers up against the back of her head.

His teeth
clenched together as he pulled her head forward, sinking his cock
even more deeply into the hot, wet space of her mouth.

Allison
reached between her thighs, pulled her underwear to the side, and
shoved her middle finger up to the second knuckle into her sopping
pussy. Her breaths came quickly as she found her G-spot and began
twisting her finger against it, her little cunt tightening.

Ben noticed
what she was doing. He let go of the back of her head. Grabbing her
shoulders, he pushed against her with his inexorable strength. His
cock pulled out of her mouth, several strings of spit and precum
still handing between them.

Finally, she
had to let go of his member as he shoved her back farther. He bore
her down to the floor. His wet tongue lapped at her breasts, and
she arched her back at the electricity, fingering herself deeper
and faster. Her pussy made wet sounds around her finger.

He moved down
her body. When he got between her spread legs he pulled until her
finger left her cunt all soaked in her own juices.

“Ben!” Allison
yelled as she felt his long tongue enter her. He lapped hungrily at
the juices of her pussy, running his tongue into her hole and
letting it twist around against her walls.

Allison
squeezed and pinched her tits as she came on his tongue, releasing
a torrent of juices that he greedily lapped away.

“Take me, Ben.
Give me your cock,” she cried.

Kneeling, Ben
positioned himself over her. He grabbed her by the wrists, forcing
her hands away from her tits. He pressed them against the floor
over her head, teasing her. His hot breath washed over her chest
and neck.

She looked
down between their bodies at his throbbing member as he lowered it
down to her cunt. She wanted to feel the ridge of the head and all
those bulges as they stretched out her tight little hole.

When the wet
head of his dick bumped against the opening of her pussy, she
gasped. Wrapping her legs around his body, she crossed her ankles.
He started entering her, the girth of his cock straining against
the tightness. She urged him deeper into her pussy, pulling at his
body with her legs.

Ben’s cock
filled her, making her arch her back, pressing the back of her head
against the floor. Sparks and explosions of light seemed to shoot
across her eyes as she felt his member throb inside her, almost
making her come right then. He squeezed her wrists so hard that she
lost feeling in her hands. She tightened up even more around him,
realizing that the sudden squeezing of her pussy around his hard
shaft had almost made him shoot his load right then.

Her tits
started bouncing as she started fucking him, pulling her hips up
and letting them fall. She really could feel all those bulges as
they slid around inside her.

She’d never
had a cock so big inside her before. It stretched her out so much
and filled her so deeply. She loved it. Straining her neck to look
between their bodies, she watched her pussy pull at his shaft as
her lips swallowed him up with each thrust of her hips.

Allison began
whimpering, her whole body undulating as his cock pleasured her.
She screamed when he began thrusting with her. The wet sounds of
their fucking were joined by the slapping sound of his balls
against her as he went balls-deep into her tight hole.

Allison
started struggling to free her wrists from his grip. She wanted to
play with her tits again, to reach down between her legs and rub
her stiff little clit as Ben fucked her pussy closer and closer to
an orgasm.

Ben changed
the pacing of his strokes, moving from the desperate, animalistic
pounding he’d started with to longer, even ones. She could feel
every bulge, every throb as he moved like this in her. It was
deeply erotic, and she breathed deeply as she felt her pussy start
to constrict around him.

“Ben,” she
whispered up at his feral features, “You’re going to make me come
on your dick, soon.”

Ben grabbed
her up, standing up while holding her in his arms. Grasping her by
the ass while she wrapped her arms around his shaggy shoulders, he
started pounding her fast and hard.

Again the
sound of his balls slapping against her ass while his cock slammed
up into her tight pussy filled the room. Allison buried her face
into the fur of his shoulder as her face and lips contorted

“Yes!” Allison
started saying repeatedly, her words muffled by his body. Her whole
began to tighten up. She raised her legs as high as she could
around him, making her pussy shallower so that his dick pushed even
deeper into her. She could feel her toes start to curl up as her
breath came in gasps.

He must have
felt what was happening, as his fingers dug into her ass and he
fucked her with inhuman fury and stamina.

The growth of
her orgasm was like someone twisting a volume knob. It started as
trembles in her legs and back and little convulsions in the walls
of her pussy around the thick meat fucking her. The intensity of
the feeling made her throw her head back and close her eyes as her
pussy convulsed more strongly.

Finally, it
was like a release of energy as she screamed. Her pussy tightened
up so much around him that each of his thrusts had to stretch her
out again, driving the nerves wild.

“I’m coming,
Ben!” Allison screamed, practically sobbing it felt so good.

He continued
thrusting into her, fingers dug into her ass cheeks barely
registering in her mind as pain as her orgasm built up
momentum.

It hit the
next level when she felt his cock swell. He came in her, releasing
spurts of cum that she could feel hit the back of her cunt. Her
arms and legs gripped him harder, as though holding on for dear
life.

When her
orgasm ended, the only thing that kept her from falling limply to
the floor was his grip as he moved his arms around her back. She
shook and shivered in his arms.

All she could
think about was how warm and hard he still was in her, how she
could feel his hot load in her.

She started to
protest when he lifted her off his cock and set her down on the
floor. She pushed herself up into a sitting position, her body
still trembling and her arms so weak she wasn’t sure how long she
could stay sitting up.

“We’re here
for four more nights, remember,” Ben said.

“I do,” she
replied.

She dressed
and left his suite.




 Punished by Daddy’s Boss

 


Breanna didn’t
understand why her dad brought her with him to his boss’s
house.

Sure, her mom
was out of the picture and she had a habit of breaking his shit and
stealing whatever she thought the pawn shop down on Main might
buy.

But what else
did he expect her to do? College wasn’t starting for another month.
She was 18 and the bars in this stupid state wouldn’t serve anyone
under 21 alcohol.

And all her
friends from school had all either moved out of state to different
colleges or gone on vacation with their dumb families.

Even her
boyfriend—ex boyfriend, now—had pissed off with little more than a
quick goodbye fuck.

She hadn’t
been laid in over a month now and the ache low in her tummy was
almost too much to bear. Her fingers could only tease so much
pleasure out of her tight little pussy.

Sometimes what
a girl needed was just a good old fashioned fucking from a nice,
hard cock.

She leaned
over to get a better look at a vase of roses on the occasional
table in her dad’s boss’s house.

She thought it
would make a wondering, clattering crash if it fell onto the
polished tile floor of the foyer.

Breanna bit
down on her bottom lip, her teeth making the pink flesh go pale
with pressure. She glanced around. Her dad and his boss were over
in the den, talking about some stupid business thing.

Then she
whisked the vase off the table with one hand, hot adrenaline
spurting into her blood before it even hit the floor.

It shattered
into jagged shards that skittered across the floor, the water
feeding the flowers flowing across the tile.

Breanna
smiled.

The talking in
the den stopped, replaced by the sound of two men hurrying towards
her.

“Everything
okay?” Louis, her dad’s boss, said before they rounded the
corner.

“Breanna!” her
dad said, anger plain in his voice. He knew the score.

Louis frowned
at the shattered vase then looked at her.

“I’m sorry,
Louis. She’s been a bit of a pain in the ass since the school year
ended. I thought she’d behave when we were at someone else’s
place,” her dad said.

Louis and her
dad were both about the same age, that being middle-aged. But where
her dad was a small man, Louis was bigger. She wondered if maybe he
played football in college or something.

He wasn’t bad
looking, for an older guy.

And the look
of irritation on his face when her dad explained things to him
kinda turned her on.

“Clean that
shit up,” Louis said.

“Clean it up
yourself,” Breanna replied, crossing her arms beneath her small,
firm breasts.

His jaw
tightened. So did his fists. Before it could get more heated, her
dad stepped in.

“I’ll clean it
up. Don’t worry about it. Breanna, get your ass upstairs and don’t
touch anything or I fucking swear there will be consequences.”

“Whatever,”
Breanna said, going over to the stairs. She felt hot eyes on her as
she started ascending.

A glance back
showed her Louis watching her with his arms crossed. Heat flashed
in her stomach and in a fit of pique she winked at him. Then she
wiggled her ass a little as she climbed the remaining stairs.

She listened
to them talk downstairs for a while.

Then her dad’s
cell went off.

“Shit,” her
dad said.

“What’s up?”
Louis asked.

“Some asshole
kid threw a brick through a window at home.”

“Go check it
out,” Louis said.

“Okay, just
let me get Breanna…”

“Don’t bother.
She can wait here. Give you a bit of a break,” Louis said.

“If you’re
sure,’ her dad said.

“I am,” Louis
replied.

Shortly
thereafter, her dad left. Breanna sighed, wondering how she might
entertain herself until her dad brought her home.

I wish school
had started already, she thought to herself.

What's Louis’s
deal, anyway? she wondered. He'd seemed ready to yell at her
earlier. Would he have spanked me? Her dad had never spanked her
before. Her punishments had always been getting lectured and having
things taken away.

She'd been
sitting down on a little bench in the upstairs hallway for so long
with nothing to keep her company but her phone. She needed to
stretch.

So she got up
and went down the hall. It had hardwood floors. There were four
doors, one leading to her bedroom, one for the bathroom, one for a
guestroom, and the master bedroom at the other end of the hall. In
between two of the doorframes her mother had set up a small table.
A clear crystal vase rested on this table, filled partway with
water. Flowers of various shades spilled out over the lip in full
bloom.

Breanna walked
over to it. She felt the flower petals between her fingers. They
were so smooth. She remembered the way that first vase had
shattered.

"Be
careful."

Breanna
turned. Louis stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the
banister. How long had he been standing there?

"Of what?"
Breanna said. She pulled the petal off the flower.

"You know
what," he said. There was a biting undertone to his voice that got
her hackles up. Why was he being such an ass? He'd never been like
that before.

"Of course
I'll be careful, Louis!" Breanna said, winking at him again.

She
deliberately caught the lip of the vase with one finger as she
turned to storm back towards the bench she’d been sitting on. It
tipped.

For a moment,
the glass teetered from side to side as the water sloshed around
within it. It seemed like it would right itself.

Then the
flowers all swayed to one side. The extra weight shifted the
momentum and the expensive crystal vase shattered on the floor.
Water splashed as tiny, razor sharp shards flew through the
air.

Failing to
hide her grin, Breanna turned and walked back to the bench,
stopping in the doorway to one of the bedrooms. In the doorway, she
turned back again, ready to tell Louis to clean up his mess before
her dad got back.

But he stood
directly behind her. Thunderheads and lightning glittered in his
eyes. His eyebrows knit together, and he took long, deep breaths
that made his chest and shoulders swell.

She'd never
seen him really angry before. A cold shiver went down her back. She
couldn't look into that face anymore.

So she jumped
into the room and tried to slam the door shut. Louis stuck his foot
in the jam, keeping it from closing all the way.

"Fuck off!"
Breanna yelled as Louis forced the door open. Even with all her
weight pressed against the other side, it only slowed him a
little.

Then he was in
the room.

"You brat!
Your dad's spoiled you rotten. You get away with everything! Not
anymore."

He advanced on
her. Breanna found herself backpedalling. Soon, the backs of her
knees hit the foot of her bed and she fell backwards.

"Louis!"
Breanna yelled as he sat down on the bed.

He grabbed her
and pulled her over his knee.

"Your dad
should have done this a long time ago," he said, hiking her skirt
up to reveal the tight cheeks of her ass, covered only by a pair of
white cotton panties.

"Fuck you!"
she yelled again.

She was
sopping wet. Her pussy quivered between her thighs. No guy had ever
treated her like this before. She liked it

Her profanity
turned into a shriek as he spanked her. Not once, not twice. Three
times he brought his palm down onto her behind, making her entire
body go rigid as the shock of pain rippled through every muscle in
her.

She felt a
stinging heat in her cheeks. Louis had left his hand resting on her
bottom. After a moment, she felt his fingers gently kneading her
flesh. It felt nice, taking some of that stinging away.

"Louis..." she
said as she felt something stir against her stomach.

It took her a
second to realize it was his cock getting hard against her.

"Don't try
that tone with me, young lady. I don't think you've learned your
lesson yet! When your dad takes you home later I want you to be a
good, obedient daughter for him," Louis said. His cock strained
between their bodies, trying to stand up. His fingers dug more
deeply into the firm flesh of her ass.

She tried to
tighten her thighs together, but it was too late. He slid her
panties off and dropped them on the floor. Red handprints had
already formed on her cheeks. She could feel their stinging
outlines.

Feeling his
desire so hard against her made her body react. Her pussy started
throbbing, and her walls got slick. She let out a little moan.

Breanna
couldn't help but feel how big he'd gotten against her. She
couldn't help how her pussy throbbed even more as her mind threw
image after image at her of that rigid shaft sliding into her
sopping pussy, inch after inch of it getting swallowed up as he
sank into her, forcing her walls apart around his girth...

She moaned
again. It turned into a yelp as she felt him slip a finger between
her legs. It pushed into her slit, between her lips. She almost
came when his fingertip bumped against her still stiffening
clit.

"Sometimes
women just need to be shown their place," Louis said.

"Louis," she
started.

He spanked her
again, the sound of his palm hitting her bare flesh like a gunshot
in the bedroom.

"No! Don't you
dare say a word unless I tell you to."

He ran one
hand up her back. A shiver of desire followed those fingers, and
she couldn't help it as her flesh marbled with goosebumps all
over.

He started
massaging her sex, moving that one finger he'd slipped between her
lips up and down. It made a wet noise as more and more of her
juices escaped, coaxed out by his touch.

Then he ran
the fingers of his other hand up into the hair at the back of her
head. He tightened those fingers into a fist. The sensation as he
pulled on her hair was a mixture of electric pain and want.

He yanked back
on her head, making her arch her neck. She gritted her teeth as her
breathing quickened. His other finger worked her pussy harder even
as the pain got more intense. Little moans and groans escaped
through her teeth even as she tried to stop him.

She found
herself wanting him to put that finger into her. Her walls seemed
to swell with the desire for it, even as she found herself thinking
about how wrong this was. He'd been with her for her entire life.
He wasn't her real father, but he might as well have been. Why,
then, did she find herself wanting him to shove his finger into her
until she screamed with the pleasure of it? Why did she want to
drench his cock in her spit and then make him sink it all the way
into her as she convulsed in sexual agony?

He let go of
her hair and she let her head sink down, the muscles burning in the
back of her neck.

Then he
slipped those fingers around her throat and tightened them. They
squeezed. She gasped.

He pushed his
sopping finger into her waiting cunt. It tightened around him
instantly, trying to keep him from escaping.

His grasp on
her neck increased as he curled his finger inside her. She tried to
cry out as the shocks of pleasure moved through her, but she
couldn't.

Her mouth
opened in a silent scream as he coaxed her young body into a deep
orgasm with only one finger. The lack of air seemed to intensify it
all the more. Her fingers and toes curled. Her vision went black
for a moment, then seemed to explode with fireworks.

The fingers on
her throat let go, and she dragged lungfuls of air down her throat
as she shook on his lap.

Louis waited
for her to catch her breath, then he lifted her from his lap and
put her down on her back on the bed. All she could think about was
how warm and wet her pussy felt. She could feel the wetness of it
on her inner thighs. Louis's finger glistened with her juices.

Grabbing
handfuls of the bedcover, she squeezed them in her fists. Louis
stood up. He couldn't keep her eyes off her nubile, petite body.
Especially the bare lips of her pussy and her slender legs.

Quickly, he
stripped off his clothes. His cock looked even bigger than it had
felt against her as it sprang up, trembling and hard as a rock. The
purple flesh of the head had gotten so taut with his desire that
she knew she could have seen her reflection on its sensitive
surface.

A clear bead
of precum appeared at the tip as he drank in her body once
more.

Breanna felt
powerless beneath those eyes. She could see the heat of lust in
them. What he'd said earlier had been true. She'd been jealous of
her mother for a long time. She'd always wanted him.

Once or twice
she'd even touched herself to thoughts of him. She wanted that big,
hard cock of his so badly sometimes.

"Louis," she
started again, ready to force out a "no" that she not-so-secretly
wanted to be a "yes."

"Quiet!" Louis
said. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it as he looked at
her, milking more of that clear precum from his rigid shaft. It
trickled down his length onto his fingers. Breanna licked her lips
as she looked at it, fantasizing about what it tasted like. She
spread her legs wide apart for him, making the lips of her pussy
part so he could see her entrance. He moaned a little at the
sight.

"You need to
stop being such a little shit. Especially to your dad. He’s a good
guy. You need to learn your place," he said.

He climbed
onto the bed, supporting himself over her. Her breaths came short
and quick as she caught the scent of his heady musk. Her fingers
dug more deeply into her bedcover.

Louis leaned
down over her. His lips found her throat. He kissed that delicate
flesh, making her arch her back up under his body as the electric
feeling of pleasure moved through her.

He opened his
mouth wider and pressed his teeth against her throat. At the same
time, he guided his cock in between her legs. She jolted under him
as she felt the head bump against her pussy.

Her legs
wrapped around the small of his back, her ankles locking
together.

A wordless
yell escaped Breanna's lips as the head of his cock sank into her.
She could feel her tightness tugging at him even as her slick walls
urged him to thrust more deeply into her body, to push all the way
in so that his whole length could be wrapped by her throbbing
walls.

He bit her
neck harder, groaning as her hot little sex soaked his shaft.

Louis only let
himself part way in. He left wet hickies on her neck as he pushed
himself back onto his knees.

She moaned as
he started pulling out. Then he rammed back in. He did it again and
again, each time getting more of his long cock into her. Finally,
she felt his balls slapping against her with each thrust into her
hot, wet sex.

Grabbing her
ankles, Louis pulled them apart. He pushed them in front of him,
then brought her thighs together, making her tighten up around him
even more. He had to slow down, she gripped him so firmly.

For a bit, he
kept both her ankles on one of his shoulders, hugging her bare
thighs together with his arms.

Then he
slipped her ankles from her shoulder and pushed both her legs down
to one side so that they rested on the bed.

He fucked her
hard and fast, his body flushing a deep red with the effort. His
thick cock pulled out on each thrust wetter than before, her juices
running down the bottom of his shaft down onto his thighs.

She could feel
him getting harder inside of her. The look on his face was like a
mixture of agony and bliss as her cunt brought him closer and
closer to cumming.

"Louis!" she
screamed, unable to help it. She couldn't believe how hard and big
he felt inside her. His every little moan sent a shiver through her
whole body, giving her goosebumps all over.

He didn't seem
to mind that she'd spoken with his permission. She took it a step
farther.

Quick as she
could, she leaned up and grabbed his face. She fell backwards
again, pulling him down. His hot breath washed across her.

"I want your
cum, Louis," she said.

Then she
kissed him, pushing his lips apart and sticking her tongue into his
mouth.

He exploded
inside her, his cock swelling even bigger and harder. She kissed
him harder and deeper as her pussy squeezed up around him, keeping
his jerking cock locked inside her as he spurted into her again and
again.

She came then,
too. The walls of her pussy convulsed around him, urging more of
his hot cum out as an incredible pleasure gripped her whole body in
alternating hot and cold waves.

Both of their
faces had flushed red, both of their mouths a bright red from their
kissing as Louis leaned back.

She could feel
his still-stiff shaft throbbing in her as she squeezed the last few
drops of cum out of him. It felt so warm inside her. She wasn't on
the pill or anything, but she'd wanted him to cum inside her so
badly. It had been worth it.

When he pulled
out of her, some of his seed leaked out as well, there was so much
of it. She eyed his dripping, glistening shaft. For a moment, she
wanted to get down on her knees and clean it off for him. Maybe,
she thought, maybe it will get hard again.

But Louis
handed her the box of tissues from her dresser.

"Well, young
lady, I hope you've learned your lesson. I don't want to have to
punish you again."

Even as he
said it, she could see his eyes sliding up and down her bare flesh.
His cock twitched. He tried to hide it by leaning over to grab his
clothes.

"Louis," she
said as he turned to go, "I'm sorry I'm going away to school. I
promise I'll come back as often as I can."

He looked at
her, then nodded. He took a few more seconds to pull his clothes
back on. Then, in the doorway, he looked over his shoulder at
her.

“I don’t give
a shit. But you can bet your sweet ass that when—when—I ask
your father how things are going between the two of you, if I hear
something I don’t like I will find you and teach you another
lesson. He’ll be back soon, get yourself cleaned up.”

Then he
slammed the door shut.
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