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Lisa checked her phone again, squinting agains the glare from the sunlight streaming in through the car window.

	Her social feed was full of people having fun. Hikes, parties, camping, beaches... It was all there. All there without her.

	No, she was in the back of this old sedan on the way to a summer camp that she was way too old for. Lisa was 18 now. An adult woman.

	She tugged a wrinkle out of her dress and then brought up the last text message from her dad.

	It was from this morning, right before she'd boarded the flight to this flyover state.

	She'd demanded that he let her come home.

	He'd demanded that he pay her rent if she did. Since she was all grown up now. But Lisa had other plans for her money that didn't involve giving any of it to her parents.

	They pulled down the long dirt road beneath the wooden gate with the smiling yellow face on it, the dust of travel kicking up a trail behind them.

	"Don't look so sour," the driver said.

	"I'll look however I want," Lisa ignored the whiney sound of her voice. She was not a kid anymore, damn it!

	"Will there be any guys my age?" she asked before that blanket of silence could lower over her again.

	The driver shrugged, "Hey, I just pick the kids up from the airport. And so far you're the oldest one."

	Lisa thought about asking if any of the camp counsellors this year were cute. But the driver didn't seem the type to be able to answer that question.

	She leaned her forehead against the cool, smooth glass of the window and blew out her cheeks. This was going to be a long, boring summer in the middle of nowhere.

	At least, that's what she thought until she saw Craig and Ozzie. 

	It was during orientation. Movement caught her eye behind one of the long dormitory windows. Two men, shirtless, shipping luggage from a small trailer.

	They were older than her, definitely. Men grown. She ignored the safety guidelines lecture to squint at them.

	"Lisa?" the head counsellor said, "That's just Craig and Ozzie. They'll be helping out around the grounds this year. Just ignore the, sweetie..." the counsellor grabbed a radio from his belt and pushed the button down, "Annie? Yeah, it's Henry. Can you get someone to tell Craig and Ozzie to stay out of sight a bit better. And for gosh sake, make them wear shirts!"

	Lisa hoped they would ignore the shirts part. They both looked ripped!

	That night, lying in her bed in the girl's dorm, she had her quietest, most intense orgasm ever. She writhed as little as she could under the covers while her tight little pussy soaked the three fingers she'd managed to push up into herself, imagining it was Craig's cock. Or Ozzie's. Or both.

	From then on, she went out of her way to find them.

	And once, she even managed to talk to them. That was the day she found them by the utility shed. They were eating lunch out of a couple of old tin pails while they sat on unsplit lumber.

	"Hey guys," she said, brushing her hair back behind her ears. Lisa wore a crop top with a pair of shorts so short her perky ass cheeks seemed to just fall out of them.

	The two men glanced at her, then glanced again. That second look tied her tummy up in knots and she knew it was going to be another night of running her fingers in and out of her wet little snatch.

	"This spot's not for kids," Ozzie set his sandwich down and wiped his hands clean on his jeans. Those hands looked so strong.

	"Good thing I'm not a kid, then. I'm 18!"

	"Good for you," Craig leaned back against the wall of the shed, the neck of his shirt drooping low enough to give her another teasing glance at his well-developed muscles, "Why are you here?"

	"Because my dad made me..." Lisa crossed her arms petulantly beneath her small but shapely chest, "It was either come here again for another summer or pay rent."

	"Fathers are the worst," Ozzie said, "But I'm pretty sure Craig meant why are you here, at the utility shed?"

	"Oh..." Lisa replied, her cheeks flushing red, "I just... wanted to... uhh..."

	"That's what I thought. You know the counsellors don't like you guys running around back here. Get on back to your group. And stay away from the outbuildings, especially this shed and the old barn. Especially at night. They're dangerous," Craig told her, dismissing her with a wave of his hand.

	Ozzie shook his head and gave a little snort at that, but said nothing else.

	And that was how Lisa ended up discovering their secret and having the night of her young life.

	Unable to shake what they'd told her, she snuck out of the dorm that night and made her way over to the old barn. Steady white lamplight illuminated the old hayloft, and she heard two men laughing and talking.

	It has to be Craig and Ozzie.

	She hated the way they'd made her feel like a kid again, dismissing her like that. Her plan was simple: wait for one of them to be alone, then go over and seduce him.

	She wasn't quite certain how yet. She figured she'd just slip out of her dress and let her lithe, young, tight body do the talking for her.

	She was already sopping wet between her thighs, and she needed a cock buried deep inside of her more than ever.

	She snuck up to the hayloft and hid when she found them. Then she suppressed a sudden gasp of pleasant delight.

	Oh yes, she knew, this was exactly the best sort of revenge on her dad for making her come her the last summer before college started.

	This would serve her father right for sending her to this place. 

	Ozzie and Craig stood in the middle of the old wooden floor, holding each other and kissing. They were both shirtless, and both eager for each other.

	They didn’t need her urging to take things farther. They stripped what little remained of their clothes off until they each held the other’s naked body. Lisa could see their hard members. The long shafts pointed up, trapped between their muscular bodies.

	Craig reached down and started stroking Ozzie’s cock. Lisa gasped as she watched the skin on his shaft move back and forth with the tightness of Craig’s grip. 

	The desire to feel how wet she was returned, stronger than before. It demanded she put her fingers there.

	Neither man noticed as she peeled off her dress and stepped out of her shoes. Neither noticed as her firm breasts with their stiff nipples bounced free. 

	Spreading her legs apart, she pushed her fingers down over her mound. She hissed as she felt how warm the pink lips of her sex felt. Parting them, she put one finger into her slit. Her finger met wetness, so much wetness. 

	She also found her clit, already erect. When her fingertip passed over it, she sucked in a breath. It felt so good. 

	Is that what all the men wanted her not to find out? They didn’t want women to know how good it felt to have something touching them there. 

	If it feels that good on the outside, what’s it like to have something in me? Lisa wondered. The tip of her finger pushed into her tight, sopping hole as she watched Craig get on his knees in front of Ozzie.

	Ozzie held the sides of Craig’s head and guided Craig’s open mouth down over his shaft. Craig’s lips stretched out over Ozzie’s girth, and he made a gagging noise as Ozzie slid inch after inch into that warm, wet place.

	Lisa wondered what it would feel like to have Ozzie’s hard cock in her, parting the lips of her pussy and stretching out those slick walls inside. 

	She pushed her finger into her sex up to the second knuckle. It felt good to stroke the walls. Then her walls clamped down around her finger. She nearly fell off the loft as a surge of pleasure moved through her body from her sex.

	Craig’s cheeks pulled in as he began sucking on Ozzie’s cock. Ozzie let go of Craig’s head, letting his hands ball into fists as he stared down. Craig began stroking Ozzie’s shaft as he sucked, using the saliva he’d left behind to let his fingers move more easily.

	Lisa had to know what that hard cock felt like. She pulled her finger out of herself. It was soaked in the clear juices from her little pussy. 

	She couldn't take it anymore. She needed to get fucked hard. She needed it right then and there.

	Walking up behind Ozzie, she pressed her lips into the wide and muscular cleft between his shoulder blades. She wrapped her arms around his body, letting her hands lie flat on his stomach to feel the little dips between his abdominal muscles.

	She ran her lips across his shoulder blades. The wetness and heat between her legs increased as she felt his muscles flex at her touch. 

	Her body trembling, she moved her hands lower and lower down his stomach. Finally, they met Craig’s fingers, wrapped around Ozzie’s shaft. When Craig felt her touch, he let go.

	Quivering with excitement, she grasped Ozzie’s shaft with both hands. He felt almost as hot there as her sex had when she’d touched it. 

	Ozzie began thrusting his hips. She gasped as she felt the skin on his shaft move as she held him tight. The cheeks of his ass flexed against her hips as he moved back and forth.

	“Such a pretty little lady...” Ozzie said.

	"I told you that I'm not a girl. I'm a woman," Lisa said between little gasps.

	He put his arms behind himself, wrapping them around the small of Lisa’s back. He slid his grip down so that he held her trembling ass. Squeezing her cheeks, he ground her hips against him.

	Lisa watched as goosebumps formed on her breasts, in her cleavage, as she pressed her body against Ozzie’s. She stroked him faster, squeezed his shaft more tightly as she did. She could hear Craig slurping and licking as he sucked on the other side where she couldn’t see. 

	They all seemed to break out in sweat at once. It was as if the temperature inside the barn had doubled in a few moments.

	“It feels so hard and thick. I didn’t think they would be so hard...” Lisa said. 

	She let her fingertips slide over the wet flesh of Ozzie’s cock. Again, the thought of having something that hard and big inside of her little pussy made her tremble. More wetness came out of her, and she shivered against Ozzie’s back. 

	“I think this one here’s a virgin, Craig,” Ozzie said.

	She'd fucked herself with her fingers enough times that she didn't consider herself one. But no, she'd never had a man inside of her before. And definitely never two at once!

	The sounds of sucking stopped. Craig stood. Ozzie gently grabbed Lisa’s hands and pulled them from his cock. He turned to face her.

	Lisa’s eyes widened as she looked at both of the naked men standing in front of her. Ozzie’s shaft glistened, dripping with Craig’s saliva. There was a small bead of pearly liquid at the tip of Craig’s member. As they looked on her own nakedness, she noticed both of their cocks flex a little, releasing even more of the clear liquid. 

	“You come on over here, missy,” Craig said.

	He held out his hand. Lisa accepted it. She could feel the strength in those fingers as Craig led her over to a pile of loose hay.

	Craig reclined on the hay, spreading his legs apart a bit. Still holding her hand, he pulled her down onto her knees in between his legs. Lisa brushed some strands of hair out of her face and back behind her ear. 

	She couldn’t keep her eyes from his member. It looked so big.

	“Put your hands on it, like you did with Ozzie,” Craig said.

	She did. Craig gritted his teeth for a moment, and she felt the shaft throb in her fingers. 

	“Go on and kiss it,” Craig said.

	Crouching down lower, putting one hand on his firm stomach for support, Lisa leaned over him. Her hair fell back down, surrounding his member in a curtain of it. She put her lips to the tip, getting them wet with the liquid. She tasted its saltiness. As her lips moved, more of the stuff came out of Craig.

	“Yeah, that’s it...” Craig said.

	He put his hand on the back of Lisa’s head and pushed. The head of his cock forced Lisa’s mouth open. She made her lips into a tight ring around his bulging shaft as he slid in through them. 

	She made a noise as he pushed more of himself into her mouth, holding her head down.

	When she began stroking him as she sucked, he began making noises himself.

	Lisa had completely forgotten about Ozzie until he grabbed her from behind. He put his hands on her hips, right where they flared out above her bottom. He pulled at her, making her put her ass higher into the air. 

	She didn’t know what was going on. She didn’t care. She’d never felt anything so good. The wetness in her pussy had seeped out and ran down her thighs. Her entire body trembled with an energy she’d never before experienced. 

	It can’t get any better than this, something said in her mind. She pushed her lips farther down Craig’s shaft, wanting more of it in her. She liked the way it pulsed and throbbed against her tongue.

	Then something big bumped against her pussy. It moved up and down her wet slit, collecting the moisture. When it found her hole, it stopped there. It was Ozzie, she realized. He was going to take her, right then and there. She could feel the heat from his member soaking into her body. 

	When he pushed, she flinched. It hurt. Her pussy stretched open around him as he sank his cock into her. She flinched, her forehead wrinkling.

	Trying to lessen the sensation, she sucked harder and faster on Craig. He groaned, putting one hand over his eyes, as though watching her lips around him was too much. 

	“Come on, girl, you can do it,” Ozzie said. 

	He pulled on her hips. She moaned as he slid deeper into her. It was amazing. She could feel his bare shaft against her walls, could feel the bulges as they moved against her slick flesh. 

	Grunting, Ozzie urged his thick member deeper into her tight little sex. It still hurt, but the pain was different. She felt herself loosening a little around him, like her body was getting used to his size.

	Then he pulled himself out of her most of the way. She knew she must have made his cock very wet with all the juices. She thought about how it must look, coated in the stuff made by her lust and desire. 

	Her pussy tingled as he pulled out of her. 

	Gripping her hips more tightly, he thrust back inside. He went slowly at first as he fought against her tightness. Lisa had to pull her mouth off Craig while she whimpered. Her hand moved in quick strokes up and down Craig’s shaft.

	“How do you like that, girl?” Ozzie said.

	He’d gritted his teeth and kept his eyes trained on his member as it slid in and out of Lisa’s pussy. 

	“It’s so good...” Lisa said.

	Ozzie laid into her then. He pulled his shaft most of the way out and slammed it back inside her. She arched her head, letting out a little scream. Her pussy tried to grip Ozzie’s cock, but couldn’t hold on tight enough to keep him from moving.

	Craig, his hand still on the back of her head, pulled her mouth back down onto him. She accepted his member through her lips, her tongue darting and rubbing hard and fast around him.

	A spark travelled up her spine. She couldn’t control the feelings anymore. Lisa slammed her mouth up and down Craig’s cock. He seemed to be getting harder, bigger in her mouth. A strained look came over his face. It looked almost like he was in pain, but he held her head in place, so she figured he liked what she was doing. 

	“Oh God!” Craig said.

	He pushed her mouth farther down his shaft and held it there. He swelled in her. Then his cock jerked. Hot, sticky liquid spurted into Lisa’s mouth. It came out so fast. She tried swallowing it, but a lot of it leaked out of her mouth and down Craig’s pulsing shaft.

	It was his seed, she realized. He’d reached his climax.

	Ozzie’s shaft seemed to be getting harder inside her, too. The sounds of pleasure Craig made must be arousing Ozzie’s heat even more, she thought. Her pussy gripped him tighter as she wondered if he was going to let his seed go inside of her.

	“She’s so damn tight,” Ozzie said. 

	Something happened, then. It was as though Ozzie’s words had lit a short fuse inside her. Her whole body quivered with electricity. Her extremities went numb as the sensations from her pussy intensified tenfold. Her toes curled against the hay on the floor, and her eyes squeezed shut. 

	She screamed wordlessly as her pussy seemed to convulse around Ozzie’s hard shaft. All she could think about was that hardness, and the way her body tried to hold onto it. 

	“Oh...” Ozzie groaned, his fingers tightening and pressing into the flesh of Lisa’s hips. 

	He withdrew from her, putting his shaft down against the cleft between the cheeks of her ass. He groaned again, and she felt his cock flex. His hot seed shot from him, landing on the smooth flesh of her back. 

	Lisa’s whole body seemed to go slack at that moment. She didn’t have the strength to hold herself up. Slowly, she sank down onto the straw and shuddered. Tears pressed at her eyes, but she wasn’t sad. She couldn’t explain her feelings. 

	Craig, too, had collapsed. She could see his chest heaving as he took in deep breaths.

	"So that's why you kept an eye on us," Ozzie said, "You wanted some excitement during your long, boring summer."

	Lisa's pussy already ached from its repeated stretching. Her inner thighs were sticky with her wetness, and sweat stuck her lovely long hair to her forehead and cheeks.

	"It just got a lot less boring."

	Craig glanced at her while he got up to grab his clothes from the pile, "Who said this'll happen again?"

	Lisa grinned at both of them, "Me. Either that or Henry the head counsellor finds out what you two are doing up here late at night."

	Ozzie shook his head and grinned again, "Why, you really are a little minx. Looks like this season just got a whole lot more interesting!"

	Lisa responded to his grin with one of her own.
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