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Viola hated the thought of camping.

She hated actual camping even more. Especially when she hadn’t even wanted to go in the first place.

But her dad had insisted.

“Come on, Viola, it’ll be fun!” he said, “I know that you’re 18 and an adult now, but I want to hang out with you before you go off to school!”

So she’d agreed. Then he dropped the rest of the details on her. It wasn’t just the two of them going on a trip.

No, it was a business thing. Her dad’s boss had decided to throw the office-wide camping trip as a company bonding trip.

And her dad didn’t tell her this until they got off the turnpike at the exit for the park.

“I’ve always kind of thought that Dean was a dick, dad,” Viola said, crossing her arms across her chest, the smooth screen of her phone pressed against her left shoulder.

Her phone had lost any semblance of a signal when they made the exit off the turnpike.

It was going to be a long weekend.

“Yeah I guess he can be,” her dad said, “But this’ll be fun. I’ll make sure we set up our camp away from everyone else so that we can get some time in together.”

“At least there’s s’mores…” Viola muttered.

“Oh, sorry, about five miles back I realized I forgot to pack that. Don’t worry; I’m sure that someone will be willing to share!”

Viola face-palmed. “Whatever.”

This weekend is just getting better and better!

She wondered if maybe some of her dad’s coworkers might bring their kids. She then wondered if maybe one of those others would be a guy her own age. Or maybe a bit older. So long as he was cute.

She thought that maybe, just maybe, if there was a cute guy there to hang out with then maybe she could make it through this awful camping trip alive.

Besides, there were worse ways to pass the time than fucking in a tent.

They pulled into the campground not long after. Viola squirmed a little in her seat. She’d made the mistake of fantasizing about that cute boy and what might happen late at night, after she could sneak out and meet up with him.

“Coming?” her dad said.

Heat flooded into her cheeks at his (unknown to him) pun and she couldn’t look at him, “I will! Just give me a sec.”

“Sure, fine,” he said, “I’m going to say hi to some people.”

There were plenty of cars in the lot. It looked like a bunch of the others had also pretty much just arrived, which gave Viola a pretty good chance to take a look at the meat market.

There were some guys around her age there, it seemed. But they were scrawny little sticks more interested in their handhelds than anything.

Then her door opened.

 “Dad!” she started.

But it wasn’t her dad.

“Hey, Viola. Long time no see,” Dean said.

He smiled in at her. Dean was her dad’s boss. He was the eternal bachelor type, which she heard her dad make fun of sometimes. Of course, she thought her dad mocked Dean because he was jealous.

“Dean! Have you been working out?” Viola said, that heat still in her cheeks. And between her thighs.

She didn’t mean to flirt with Dean like that. He was old enough to be her dad! There was gray in his hair!

But he was also the best looking guy in the campgrounds.

“Here, let me help you out,” Dean said, offering a hand. 

She accepted and then gasped when he hauled her out like she weighed nothing. The gasp turned to a laugh when he got her to do a little spin.

She knew how tight the jeans she had on were. She knew how they outlined her shapely, pert ass.

And she knew that Dean liked the way her ass looked.

A little dizzy from the spin, she leaned back against the side of her dad’s car. Dean looked really good. Fit.

And he eyed her with this wolfish expression that left the crotch of her panties moist.

“You’ve grown into quite the young woman since I last saw you,” he said.

“Thanks!” she replied, swiping a bit of stay hair back of her ear.

“What are you now? 19, 20?”

“18,” she said. She almost wanted to ad, legal to that, but didn’t. Not with her dad so close. “So… did you come her with anyone? Your girlfriend?”

He grinned, one side of his mouth going higher than the other. “Not how I role. I’m here lone wolf.”

“Cool,” she replied.

Dean stepped back and looked at her some more. Her pussy quivered under that gaze, and she wanted to wriggle around from the sensation but held herself still.

“Look, I know this isn’t the sort of thing you want to do on your summer break. But if you are looking for something more interesting, feel free to stop on by my tent anytime. I’m set up a bit away from the main campground,” he said, pointing in the general direction he meant.

Then he winked and walked away.

The rest of the day, Viola couldn’t get him out of her thoughts. Had he really meant what she thought he meant?

Had he really checked her out?

If she went to his tent tonight, what would happen?

“Well, I’m turning in. You going to stay up a while?” her dad asked.

He’d set their tent up close to one of the fires going. Viola sat in a folding chair by that fire, her eyes looking at it but not really seeing it. The wood crackled and the heat felt nice as it throbbed against her.

“Yeah,” she said, “Don’t wait up for me.”

She gave him ten minutes in the tent before getting up. A lot of other people had gone to sleep, too. She picked her way carefully through the various campsites until she found him.

He sat on a chair, poking his fire with a stick and watching the red hot embers float through the air. There was a coil of rope beside his chair.

“Hey,” she said.

He looked at her but said nothing. Instead he got up and stalked towards her. Viola’s heart pounded hard against her ribs. Her pussy quivered, already so slick.

He didn’t beat the around the bush. Dean grabbed her. She gasped when his hard body pressed against hers.

His hand moved between her thighs, the pressure against her pussy so delicious. She ached for his touch.

Viola 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, Dean 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, Viola 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,” Viola 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.

Viola made an “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.

Viola 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, Viola 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? What if my dad finds out?” Viola 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.

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

“You’re dad’s not going to find out. Besides, I’m his boss. If he wants to keep his job, he wouldn’t do shit.”

Kneeling down behind her, Dean 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 Dean 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.

“Yeah!” Dean 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, Viola 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. Viola 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, boy?” Viola 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.

Viola 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 have any idea how hard it is to watch a handsome man like you all day?”

Grinning, Dean said, “No. How hard?”

Viola 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,” Viola admonished, “You better give me the ride I’ve been looking for, or you’re going to feel the sting.”

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?” Viola 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. Dean’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?” Viola 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. Viola 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. 

Viola 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. 

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

“Damn it, Viola. Get your tight little pussy back here!” Dean 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. 

Viola 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. Dean 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 Viola 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. 

Viola 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 Dean, fill me up!” Viola 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. His shaft glistened wetly in the firelight, covered in her juices and his cum. She watched as his chest heaved. 

“I never asked if you were on the pill,” Dean said.

“I’m not stupid; of course I am,” she replied.

“Hmm, that’s almost too bad. I think it would be kind of hot to knock you up,” he said.

Her pussy tingled, and she could feel the hot wetness of his spunk in her. “You know, this camping trip turned out better than I expected.”

“We still have one more night,” Dean said.

“And you’re sure my dad won’t find out?” she said. Her pussy started to ache. Dean had a big cock, and it had really stretched her out. Still, she thought she’d be ready to go again by tomorrow night.

“Not a chance in hell,” Dean replied.
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