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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.
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