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Pounded at Pirate Land


It was the night after our last day at Pirate Land, the theme park down on the bay, so we were having a party by the lagoon. The weather was chilly the week before, a cruel reminder that summer would soon be over, but yesterday it turned warm again, and that night was perfect: a gentle ocean breeze, a cloudless sky with a spray of stars, just the barest sliver of a moon. We had a bonfire, beer, and a bottle of rum to pass around while we griped about the guests and managers, reminisced about the fun times, and talked about our plans for the future. In a few days, most of us would be heading back to our schools, some for our final year in college — the future was equal parts exciting and scary.

It was Pirate Land's first summer, and it still didn't know exactly what it wanted to be. It had a replica pirate ship floating in the lagoon where a crew in period costumes explained the day-to-day life of a buccaneer; it also had a roller coaster and a tilt-a-whirl, and a gift shop full of the tackiest pirate merchandise possible. During the day, it was full of kids wearing paper pirate hats and swinging foam cutlasses; at night there was an adults-only torch-lit Feast of the Pirate King on the beach by the lagoon, where topless women wearing grass skirts served cocktails in plastic skulls.

Most days, I was on the deck of the ship, wearing a ruffled white shirt and red skirt with voluminous petticoats, where I spouted facts about Anne Bonny and Rachel Wall. But sometimes I had to work in the gift shop or take roller coaster tickets in a black Pirate Land polo. I only did one shift at the Feast of the Pirate King, standing in for Nadia when she was sick; I didn't actually mind being topless, and the guests were mostly well-behaved — I only had one errant grope, and I shut that down myself with my Anne Bonny stare I had perfected on the pirate ship. But it was subtly suggested that I wasn't the right shape for the job — I was a volleyball player, toned and tight but mostly titless — so I was never put on the feast schedule again.

All in all, it had been a good summer, except on the romance side. Going in, I had imagined working at Pirate Land was going to be a great opportunity to land a summer fling or two — working side by side with other college students by day, hanging out on the beach by night, a final carefree season before going into the sprint of my senior year and the adult world beyond. Alas, despite my best efforts, I spent the summer barely kissed and never laid.

Brad was the closest I got. He was a blonde-haired, blue-eyed beach bum type, going to a school on the west coast. When he worked on the pirate ship, he wore a tattered shirt and black trousers that hugged his muscular ass, and I sometimes got flustered about whether I was telling a Mary Read or Anne Bonny story when I saw him leaning casually on the railing, wind in his tousled hair. We made out once in the gift shop storage room — second base and heading to third, groping around under our polos and bumping pelvises together while our tongues did the tango — but Brad had a girlfriend back at his school, and he wanted to stay loyal. Which is a fine sentiment, I suppose, but when on a pirate ship, I'd think you could be a little looser with the bourgeois morality.

Andrew, a pretty preppy boy from Connecticut, had been my second-best attempt at a fling. He knew all the nautical terms and could demonstrate tying just about any knot — he'd practically grown up on his daddy's yacht — but he looked more than a little foolish in his pirate outfit, with his black hair trimmed neatly and his fingernails perfectly manicured with a casual slouch like he was lounging at the summer place instead of boldly standing on a pirate ship. We did a little light kissing at a get-together one night where we played spin-the-bottle and seven-minutes-in-heaven (our bottles lined up, but we never got to grope each other in Nadia's closet). I thought our connection was pretty good, and we got together for drinks with the group after work a few times, but never seemed to get away alone.

But that night, my eye was on Victor, the bad boy. He was a little older than the rest of us — instead of going to college, he had worked his way around the world as a barista, waiter, and bartender, and casually dropped stories about Barcelona and Sydney into conversation. He had wavy black hair and shiny dark eyes, and you could see just the tip of his sailing ship tattoo peaking above the collar of his polo shirt when he was serving drinks at the park restaurant's bar. Occasionally he appeared on deck at the pirate ship, shirtless, with his tattoos on display: a cutlass wrapped in a green vine on his shoulder, a three-masted sailing ship on his back, a flaming skull holding a rose in its teeth on his chest. If the owners of Pirate Land knew what they were doing, they would have hired Victor to just stand on the deck, flashing his smile and his ink. I know I would have paid full admission just to stare at his lean body and gorgeous tattoos.

Victor had been working the Feast the night I made my only topless appearance, and he seemed surprised to see me when I went up to the bar to place my orders. Except for Nadine, the Feast was rarely staffed by any of the daytime employees — it was a side gig for girls at the strip clubs on the boardwalk, a nice break from wiggling their asses all night, they told me. I gave him a wink and a jiggle (at least as much of a jiggle as I could manage), and he grinned when he said, "I didn't expect to see the wild Anne Bonny at the Feast, she seems like a demure lady on the pirate ship."

"A pirate queen can't afford to be shy," I said with a wink, and swiveled my hips under my grass skirt as I walked away with my skulls full of fruity rum drinks. All the rest of the summer, I tried to get Victor's attention, and while he sometimes gave me a wink and once even asked if Anne Bonny would be coming back to the Feast any time soon, nothing had come of it. At least not yet.

I started the evening trying to attract Andrew's attention, as he seemed like the easiest prospect. He was hanging out with his buddies — another preppy named Bastian and a guy from Boston named Hank — but he smiled at me when I eased myself into their space. I made sure to do a lot of little taps and touches, putting my fingers on his shoulder while he talked and drawing a circle on his back when he was listening to some asinine story from Bastian. To plant a little seed of possibility, I rested my hand on the back of his belt and whispered with my lips close to his ear, "I hope I'll see you by the bonfire later." He smiled and let his hand linger on my back while I walked away.

On my way to the bonfire, I found Brad sitting on a bench by the trail to the lagoon, absorbed in his phone. I sat down next to him, but he didn't look up until I tapped his knee.

"Oh, hi, Denise!" he said, quickly tucking his phone away. "What's up?"

"Nothing much," I said, "just wondering if you're coming to the bonfire."

"Oh, yeah, totally. I was just texting with Carmen."

"Carmen?"

"My girlfriend, back in California?"

"Oh, yeah, Carmen." Of course, I remembered Carmen's name, the absent bitch who somehow managed to cockblock me from almost three thousand miles away. I was just hoping that maybe the relationship status had changed. "How is she?"

"Oh, fine, you know; it's been a long time, you know?"

"For all of us," I said with a sigh. I squeezed his knee and said, "You know, it's our last night here, we'll probably never see each other again, and I was thinking of that afternoon in the storage room ..."

His face turned bright red, and he fidgeted with his phone.

"Yeah, that was ... um, that was fun," he said.

I walked my fingers up from his knee to his thigh and gave it a little squeeze. I thought I could see some shifting in his shorts, and he looked away from me.

"I wouldn't mind a little more fun before we part ways," I said. "No one needs to know; what happens at Pirate Land stays at Pirate Land."

"I'll ... um ... yeah, maybe? But y'know, Carmen ..."

He was clearly developing an uncomfortable bulge in his shorts, and he held his phone over his crotch. I caught just a flash of what was on the screen when I came over — it looked like a picture, dominated by California tan flesh tones. While I couldn't be certain, I suspected that Carmen was sending Brad some nudes; at first I was angry because she was cockblocking me again, but then I wondered if I could turn this to my advantage. After all, she was getting him hot and bothered, but she wasn't around to do anything about it; I, on the other hand ...

"We should at least exchange numbers," I said, "you know, so we can keep in touch?"

"Oh, sure," he said, and spluttered out his digits. I sent him a quick text to lock in the exchange and gave him a peck on the cheek as I left the bench.

"See you at the bonfire," I said, putting a little extra swing in my stride.

At the bonfire, I sat with Nadia and some of the girls from the gift shop. We talked about the guys on the staff. A couple of the others had also made out with Brad in the storage room, but got no further than I did. One had a brief fling with Andrew — "He has a way with his tongue," she said with a dreamy smile — and two had hooked up with Bastian, but gave him abysmally poor reviews. I pressed them about Victor, but while all confessed to having a crush on the tattooed bad boy of Pirate Land, none had landed that whale.

"I heard he's into some really kinky shit," Nadia said, "like, ropes and gags and stuff. Not that I would necessarily mind being tied up by him ..."

Oh yeah, that was an image I could definitely get behind: me bound spread-eagle in the pirate ship, a linen gag between my teeth, and a shirtless Victor standing over me with a flogger and a wicked look in his eyes. I stored it away for future alone-time use.

The bottles that were being passed around the bonfire tended to get stuck in their circuit when they ended up in our section. I was definitely feeling a heady buzz from the rum — word was it was a bottle of a top shelf brand that Victor had liberated from the Feast for our get-together — and maybe that explains the series of events that followed. Or maybe the rum just loosened up the hold I had on urges that were already there.

Someone had brought a speaker to the party, and they were mostly playing forgettable wallpaper music, all auto-tune and tinny synths. But suddenly a funk riff kicked in, slinky bass and sassy horns, a slow grind of soul. Nadia jumped up and swiveled her hips to the beat, hands over her head, doing a full body roll that set her tits jiggling and her ass shaking. She reached out her hands to pull more of us up, and I joined the group, all of us bumping and grinding around the bonfire.

Nadia suddenly let out a whoop, and when I looked over, I saw she had yanked her shirt off over her head, liberating her tits. And they were tits that deserved to be free, firm and full and capped with dark brown nipples that pointed at the sliver of moon when she threw her shoulders back. There were cheers and hoots from the people still sitting around the bonfire. Another girl pulled off her top, and another, and soon there were six of us dancing topless around the flames.

The night air felt cool on my tits, and I could feel my nipples puckering and stiffening, partly from the chill but also from the excitement of being undressed in front of an audience. Things were feeling tingly all over. I bumped hips with Nadia, bumped asses with another girl, shrieked when a girl came up behind me to cup my breasts, hooted as a slapped another girl's ass. People were jumping into the writhing, rolling jumble of bodies, some pulling off their shirts as well and others staying clothed but pressing in close to each other, hands on hips and asses as we danced.

Andrew had joined the fray, and I sashayed up to him and put my hands on his hips, pulling him in close. He brought his mouth down to mine, and I gave him a teasing kiss before pulling away, keeping one hand on his ass. When he moved in close again, I let him pull me against his chest; my hard nipples rubbed against the soft fabric of his polo shirt.

Just as I was getting ready to cup his ass in both hands and try to drag him out of mass of bodies, someone slammed into us and separated me from him. In the confusion, I saw him moving away from me into the sea of bodies.

I was about to give chase and push my way toward Andrew when I felt a buzz against my ass. I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my phone. There was a text from Brad — a single question mark. I looked around, but I didn't see him anywhere nearby. So I held my phone out at arm's length and snapped a selfie to send him — me with a pout on my face, my tits glowing in the firelight — and went in search of Andrew.

I found him near the gangway leading up to the pirate ship anchored in the lagoon. He was dancing with Bastian and three topless girls I didn't recognize — probably from the ticket office or rides. One girl, a blonde with perky tits and wide hips, was draping herself over Andrew's shoulders and nibbling at his neck.

With murder in my heart and rage in my eyes, I pushed my way through the crowd, slammed my hip into the girl's belly, and wrapped my arm around Andrew's waist to stear him away. He had a look of astonishment on his face that I promptly erased with a deep kiss that pinned his tongue to the roof of his mouth and made him gasp for air. And then I pushed him out of the dancing crowd and up the gangway, glancing back to see the girl I had body-checked regaining her balance and looking fretfully around for Andrew. She wasn't going to find him where I was taking him.

The pirate ship — The Siren's Grief — was pretty historically accurate inside, or so I was told to tell the guests, but its exterior entrance was thoroughly modern. At the top of the gangway was an iron portcullis that descended from above; during the day it was open to admit guests, but at night it was closed up tight. Unless, that is, you have a key card — and as the resident Anne Bonny interpreter, I had one in my back pocket that I had failed to return to security that evening when I punched out. With one hand on Andrew's ass, guiding him up the gangway, I pulled out the card and tapped it against the reader. The portcullis groaned and rumbled and ascended.

I pushed Andrew through the entry and into the darkness, but not before pulling out my phone to check if Brad had received my text. He had — he responded to my tit-flashing selfie with a shocked-eyes emoji. I sent back a sailboat emoji — the best I could do in the circumstances — and slammed Andrew against a wall. He gasped, and I tugged at the hem of his shirt, pulling it up over his head.

My nipples felt good pressed against Andrew's bare chest, and he put his hands on my back as he kissed me. I worked my way down his throat to his collar bone, licking the salty flavor of his skin. His chest was smooth and broad, not too muscular, but certainly not scrawny. When I licked his right nipple, he groaned, so I licked the left one to make him groan louder. He tangled his fingers in my hair.

When I got to his belly button, I dipped my tongue into the little crater, and he giggled — it was a charming giggle, so I did a few more times before continuing my descent. I could tell that his cock was already getting stiff in his shorts. I knelt in front of Andrew, unbuckled his belt, and gave his shorts a tug to free his erection.

My eyes were adjusting to the dim light, and I could tell that Andrew's cock was as beautiful as the rest of him. It wasn't a monster, but it was respectable, and it pulsed in my hand. The shaft was smooth and soft, the head was a velvety purple, and a clear droplet of pre-cum leaked from the cutest little hole at its tip. I cradle his balls and gave him a lick from base to head, and then popped his cock into my mouth to taste the musky sweet droplet.

"Holy shit, Denise, are you in here?"

It was Brad's voice; I could hear him stumbling through the entryway. I continued to suck Andrew's cock.

"There are, like, a hundred people down there, practically fucking," Brad said as he rounded the corner. And then I heard a gasp, and he said, "Oh, shit! I'm sorry! I got your text, and I thought —"

I took Andrew's cock out of my mouth and looked over my shoulder. Brad was standing behind me, barefoot, shirtless, and sweaty, a look of shock on his face. He was wearing a paper pirate hat like the ones we gave away at the Pirate Land snack bar.

"Shut up and come over here," I said.

"But — but you're —"

"I haven't been laid all summer," I said, sliding my hand up and down Andrew's shaft, "and I'm going to close out this night with a bang. You in?"

I could see the wheels in his head churning, so I went back down on Andrew's cock, making a big, wet, slurpy show of it, then looked up at Brad and smiled.

"Fuck yeah," he said. He slipped his shorts down, revealing a thick cock pointing at up at his hard abs from a tangle of soft blonde pubic hair, and walked over to stand beside Andrew.

I swapped their cocks in and out of my mouth while stroking them, enjoying the different textures, tastes, and shapes: Andrew was smooth, Brad had a pulsing vein forking across the top of his cock; Brad had a muskier, tangier taste than Andrew's clean, salty flavor; Andrew's cock was so perfectly straight it might have been produced in a factory, while Brad's had a little bend to the side and made a popping sound when I let it spring free of my lips. Both were wonderful.

"Let's go to the captain's quarters," I said, standing up with my hands still wrapped around their shafts. Brad fondled my tits and kissed me while Andrew fumbled with the button on my shorts. When he got them undone, he gave them a yank, and they dropped around my ankles. The night air felt cool and refreshing on my overheated, wet pussy.

The captain's quarters were at the aft end of the Siren's Grief, down a passageway and up a ladder-like flight of stairs. I led the way, towing the guys by their cocks as I walked backward; Brad and Andrew took turns kissing me and fondling my tits, and we were all giggling.

I crashed through the door of the little chamber and went straight to the canvas hammock hanging in the corner. This was a bare-bones pirate ship, no sumptuous bed for the fictional Captain Decker — he slept in a hammock, soothed by the gentle sway. I had taken a nap or two in the hammock during breaks, and could attest that it was indeed soothing.

I pulled myself up and sat on the edge of the hammock, stretching my arms out to either side. When I spread my legs, I heard a sharp intake of breath from both Andrew and Brad: I had done some grooming of my red thatch in anticipation of getting a little action, trimming it into an approximation of a heart with the bottom point directing the gaze to the hood of my clit. I could feel my clit throbbing, and I was wet with anticipation.

Andrew dove in first, kneeling in front of me and burying his face between my legs. He took no preliminaries, heading right for the center of me, lips finding my clit and tongue probing my entrance. I arched my back and leaned back, moaning — I wasn't exactly in the mood for a soft tease, so Andrew had made the right call.

When I leaned back, I found Brad's cock hovering above me. I guided it to my mouth and sucked while Andrew ate me. The hammock swung gently back and forth, and I let the rocking motion guide Brad's cock in and out. By leaning my head back, I could open my throat to take his shaft deep. Brad moaned and leaned forward to squeeze my tits.

Andrew's tongue was suddenly replaced by the head of his cock circling the entrance to my pussy. I pulled my knees up to open wider, and let go of Brad's cock just long enough to watch Andrew slide into me up to the hilt. I groaned — it had been so long since I'd been fucked! — and then resumed my sucking. The hammock's rocking was harder now, propelled by Andrew's thrusts, and I had to lean back further to keep from gagging on Brad's shaft.

I was already feeling an orgasm building when Andrew suddenly pulled out and said, "Fuck, your pussy is so wet and tight, I'm going to come if I keep fucking you."

I made an annoyed grumbling sound around Brad's cock while the wave of climax receded. Brad said, "Switch?"

Andrew and Brad swapped places, Brad quickly taking up where Andrew had left off. Andrew's cock was slippery with my juices, and I savored the taste of our mingled musks while Brad held my hips and plowed me. The little bend in Brad's dick was hitting some neglected spots very nicely, and I quickly got back on the wave, riding it to a sharp, toe-curling orgasm that made my pussy quiver around Brad's cock.

"Well, that looks like fun," said a voice from the doorway.

Brad stopped mid thrust, and Andrew pulled his dick out of my mouth and stepped back with a gasp. I struggled to sit up and blinked to focus my eyes, peering over Brad's shoulder at the shadowy doorway.

"Oh shit," I said. "Victor ... I ..."

Victor stood in the doorway, not only bare chested but completely naked; his cock was half hard and glistened in the dim light. In one hand he held a bottle of rum, in the other a coil of rope.

"What are you doing here?" Andrew asked.

"Just grabbing some supplies," Victor said. "I's getting pretty wild out there. What are you doing here, besides the obvious?" Then he recognized me. "Anne Bonny, is that you? I'm very surprised to see my pirate queen in such a compromising position."

I grinned and pivoted my hips, causing the hammock to swing and slide me further up on Brad's cock. Brad pumped again, almost involuntarily.

"Would you like to join my crew, Pirate Victor?" I asked with as wicked a grin as I could muster.

"What would I do on your crew, Queen Bonny?" Victor asked, grinning back. "It looks like Pirate Brad here is already swabbing your decks."

"And doing a good job of it," I said. And he was, under the circumstances; when it was clear that Victor wasn't going to break up our little game, Brad got right back into a nice rhythm, and the curve of his cock was finding those sensitive pockets again.

"Maybe your rigging needs some attention?" Victor asked, stepping forward. He set the bottle of rum on the floor and took a length of the rope in both hands.

"Maybe it does," I said. I reached behind me, searching for Andrew's cock.

Victor made a loop with the rope and dropped it over my hand, then made several quick, dextrous twists to bind my wrist. He stretched my arm toward him and threaded the rope through the eyelet that held the hammock. Then he looked at Victor, whose cock I had captured again and brought to my mouth, and asked, "You know knots, right, Andy?"

Andrew nodded.

"Fisherman's bend around her forearm," he said, tossing a section of the rope across my body, "then a tautline through the eyelet and throw the rope back to me."

Andrew did as he was told, or so I assume — I dropped out of Girl Scouts before we got to anything more complex than a square knot — while I sucked on his cock, excited and intrigued by his new direction. Brad seemed intrigued, too, because his thrusting had slowed down, though it was still steady.

When Victor had the rope again, he looped it around my left thigh and then over the rope that held my arm, and pulled tight. My leg was stretched up with a delicious burn in my thigh, and opened me wider so Brad's cock was getting just a little deeper with every thrust.

Victor wrapped the rope around my waist, and then dropped to his knees and slid underneath me to loop the rope around my right ankle. He drew the rope through the eyelet holding the other end of the hammock and pulled tight; my legs were stretched further apart, and my thighs burned with the strain.

Victor stood beside me and slapped my belly with the flat of his hand; the smack echoed in the captain's chambers and made my belly tingle. I pulled at my restraints with my arms and legs, muscles straining, but they held fast; the rope dug into my wrists and ankles.

"Your mainsail is taut now, Queen Bonny," Victor said. He slid his hand from my belly to my right tit and pinched my nipple.

"That's good," I said, "because I think the seas are getting rough."

"There's definitely a storm on the horizon."

"Why are you naked?" I asked. "And why is your dick shiny?"

Victor laughed and bent down to suck my nipple, giving it a gentle bite with his teeth. "I told you it's getting wild out there," he said. "Your friend Nadia has inspired a full-on pirate bacchanal. But I like the more intimate setting here at the moment."

Brad was fucking me harder now, and I bucked my hips to meet his thrusts. I wanted to wrap my legs around his waist, but as much as I strained, I couldn't pull them any closer — my muscles burned with the effort. Stretched wide open, my clit was exposed to every downstroke Brad sent into me; the pounding was starting to send me over the edge again.

I leaned my head back and saw Andrew behind me, intently watching Brad fuck me while stroking his cock.

"Give me that," I said, and Andrew stepped up to feed his dick into my mouth. I grunted around his shaft with every stroke of Brad's cock.

Another smack rang out as Victor slapped my belly again. The burn and tingle made me clench my pussy, and I heard a groan from Brad. He suddenly pulled his cock free, and I felt the hot splash of his cum on my abdomen and belly.

Andrew pulled free, too, and scrambled under my suspended leg to take Brad's place. I lifted my head to watch him push his cock into my pussy. Victor stood beside me and gently massaged Brad's jizz into my belly, then brought a finger to my swollen clit and pressed down hard. My orgasm exploded, and I squeezed Andrew's cock as hard as I could while I screamed. Victor slapped my belly again, making a splashing sound in the pool of cum.

"Bring me your cock, Brad," I said. Brad crawled under me and came up beside my head. He held his cock against my mouth and I licked up and down his shaft, tasting my juices and his cum. Victor had both of his hands on my tits, and he was alternating between pinching my nipples so hard I saw stars and squeezing my breasts like he was kneading dough. I could feel his erection poking into my back.

"Oh fuck," Andrew gasped, "I'm going to cum."

I lifted my head, Brad's cock soft against my cheek, and watched Andrew pull out and rest his shaft against my soaking slit. He held my thighs with his hands while his cock erupted, sending his jizz in a long, graceful arc. The first pulse splashed against my tits, and the second landed on my belly, mixing with Brad's. Cum drizzled from the head of his cock as Andrew shook, eyes closed, his fingers digging into my thighs.

"Your crew have made an awful mess," Victor said. He spread Andrew's cum around my nipples, making them shine. "I think I better swab your decks."

"Swab them hard," I demanded.

Victor slapped my belly again; I was enjoying the sting's delicious contrast to the throbbing in my pussy. He checked the bindings around my wrists and ankles, and pulled the ropes tighter; they burned where the coils touched my skin. My limbs felt as one with the ropes, as if they were a part of the rigging Victor and Andrew had assembled to suspend me.

Victor ducked under my leg and stood before my pussy, cock in hand. He stared down at my open, defenseless cunt and licked his lips. Then he bent at the waist and dragged his tongue from bottom to top, stopping to suck my clit into his mouth. He gave it a playful bite with his teeth before he stood again, and I gasped.

"The storm is here," Victor said, "time to test the rigging."

His cock slid smoothly into my pussy, wet from Brad and Andrew's fucking, and I pivoted my hips to meet him. At first, his thrusts were slow and gentle, and he brought his fingers to my clit, massaging it as he fucked me. I felt a delightfully warm buzz all through my body, and I relaxed into the gentle rhythm of Victor rocking against me.

Suddenly he raised both hands above his head and brought them down hard against my open thighs. I yelped at the sudden impact, and he slammed his cock hard into me, the head pressing into my cervix. He held himself there for what felt like forever but was probably only a few seconds, and then he withdrew, so the head of his cock barely nestled within the folds of my pussy lips. Before I could catch my breath, though, he repeated the slap and thrust, and I let out an involuntary howl.

Victor continued this hard, slow fucking, while Brad and Andrew watched in wonder. My legs shook from the blows and from the effort of straining against the ropes, and my pussy ached from Victor's repeated pounding.

"Hold the mainsail, lads," Victor shouted, motioning at my hands. "The waves are about to swell."

Andrew and Brad looked at each other, then at me, then at Victor, puzzled. Victor motioned at my hands again. Andrew took hold of the rope between the eyelet in the wall and my wrist and pulled it tight, lifting me up on the left side. When Victor nodded his approval, Brad did the same on my right side, raising me nearly to a sitting position.

One more time, Victor brought his open hands down hard against my thighs and thrust hard into my pussy; I strained against the ropes and yelled, feeling the tendons tightening in my neck. Then he dug his fingers into my waist, pulling me as close as he could; the rope groaned above my wrists. Holding me painfully tightly, he began to hammer at my pussy, fast and deep; his eyes locked on mine, drilling into my head as surely as his cock drilled into my pussy.

"I don't think the seas are that rough," I grunted. "Seems like a pleasant calm from where I'm sitting."

"Oh, the seas can be deceptive," Victor said. He increased the pace of his pounding, and moved his hands down to my ass, sliding me up out of the hammock. With the change in angle he was able to drive deeper into me with each thrust. Victor squeezed my ass and tilted me to him; my sides burned with the stretch against my arms.

"Fuck ... fuck ... fuck ..." I panted against each of Victor's thrusts. I felt a hand on my tit — Brad's? Andrew's? I didn't care. The fingers pinched my nipple, lighting up a nerve that ran straight through me to my pussy. I started to scream, but a cock pushed into my mouth like a stopper in a bottle — Brad's, by the bend of it — and I gargled and sucked instead.

I don't know how he did it, but Victor increased the speed of his fucking again; I had never been plowed so hard and fast, the friction of his shaft inside my pussy felt like it would cause me to burst into flames. I pulled hard against the rope and sucked hard on Brad's cock. Victor's fingers dug into my ass cheeks, and I groaned around the dick in my mouth.

"I'm coming," Brad suddenly announced with a gasp, and flooded my mouth with salty jizz. I swallowed greedily, licking him clean; I wanted to wrap my hand around his shaft to milk out every drop, and groaned in frustration when I couldn't pull my hands free of the rope.

Victor continued to pound, his hands now pressing against my belly, still sticky with cum. Andrew stepped into the space that Brad vacated, his cock musky and warm. It was hard to concentrate on sucking with the hammering Victor was giving me, so Andrew slowly fucked my mouth while I tightened my lips around his shaft.

The pressure against my belly seemed to squeeze a climax out of me like a water balloon about to burst between rough fists. What I needed was a hand on my clit — I needed Victor to pinch my nub, slam my button, push me over the edge. I made eye contact again with Victor, but with Andrew's cock in my mouth, I couldn't scream my instructions to him. In desperation, I pushed my hips against Victor; he smiled and squeezed my ass harder.

When I felt I couldn't take another second perched on the precipice, Victor pulled his cock free and brought the flat of his palm down with a sharp smack against my pussy. The sudden shock and sharp pain were just what I needed to make me explode; liquid gushed from pussy, a geyser of ecstasy, splashing against Victor's belly and cock. Spasms shook my body, knocking Andrew's cock from my mouth, and I screamed.

Victor laughed, wiping my juices around his belly and smearing them on his cock. "I think you've sprung a leak, Queen Bonny," he said, "let me plug it up for you."

He pushed his cock back into me, pressing hard against my spasming squeeze. I convulsed when he made contact with my clit — I don't know if it was another orgasm, or just a shuddering aftershock of the one that had caused me to squirt on Victor.

I felt Andrew's cock nudging my lips, and I opened his mouth to take him in. He was stroking his shaft while I sucked the velvety head, and it didn't take him long to add his jizz to the deposit Brad had already made. His cum had a clean, almost sweet flavor, and poured gently down my throat.

Victor fucked me slowly, almost gently, a look of intense concentration on his face. I clenched my pussy, trying to hold his shaft deeply inside me, and he groaned.

"Come in me," I gasped; jizz bubbled at my lips when I spoke. "I want you to come in me."

Victor sped up a little, hands gripping my hips. He was staring at my pussy, watching his cock as it appeared and disappeared between my lips. With a grunt he let his cum shoot into my pussy; I felt the warmth coating my channel, and I twitched again as a small, sweet orgasm coursed through me.

"Let's lower the sails, boys," Victor said, his breath ragged. "Time to bring her into port."

Andrew and Brad worked at the knots on my wrists, struggling a bit because they had tightened with my efforts. When they finally had the lashings free, Brad stood behind me so I could collapse into his arms; he felt strong and solid, embracing me as I swooned.

Victor untied my ankles and set the rope in a loose, sloppy coil on the floor. He helped me sit up in the hammock and then slide my feet to the floor; I was unsteady, legs made of rubber, and had to lean into my three lovers to stand. Jizz was trickling down my chin, and I giggled as I wiped at it with the back of my hand. A drizzle of my nectar and Victor's cum trickled down my thigh.

From outside the ship, I could hear the loud pulsing of music and the shouts and laughter of people. I staggered to the porthole beside the hammock and looked out, pressing my face close to the glass. In the dim light cast by the lampposts lining the walkway to the lagoon, I could see a mass of writhing, naked bodies, dancing and twirling in the night air.

"Holy shit," I whispered when I saw Nadia. She was naked except for a black pirate hat she held on her head with one hand. She was straddling someone, but I couldn't see who — all I saw were bare feet sticking out in front of Nadia. Her large, soft tits bounced as she rode up and down; people stood around her in various states of undress, clapping in time to her steady grinding.

"Looks like the port's a little crowded," Victor said from behind me. He nuzzled my throat and rubbed a gentle hand on my stinging ass. There would be bruises all over me tomorrow, I was sure, purple marks of passion on my belly, wrists, and ankles.

"We should go join them," I said, pulling Victor's face to me for a kiss. "They might need help tying down."


Bonus Story: Reposado Gold
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Every muscle in my body aches, there’s a searing hot spotlight flooding through the windows, and someone is blaring a fucking fire alarm directly into my ears. I pull a pillow over my head as tight as I can, but I would need lead walls a foot thick to block out this light and noise – scratchy linen and musty foam will not be up to the job.

Also my head hurts. Like someone used it as the Liberty Bell’s clapper for a big old Fourth of July extravaganza. I would scream, except I’m pretty sure my head would shatter, and then where would we be?

Good question, because I’m not exactly certain where we are …

I pull the pillow off my head and struggle to sit and look around. The spotlight, it turns out, is the sun streaming through some faded yellow curtains, and the fire alarm is an exuberant little blackbird perched on a bush just visible through the window. Its song is pretty, but I’d like to wring the little fucker’s neck.

When I swing my feet over the side of the bed, which is not my bed, I make contact with the likely source of the pounding in my head – an empty bottle of Sauza Reposado Gold. That stuff is dangerously smooth. I look down at my feet – one is bare, the electric green polish on my nails a little chipped, and the other is still wearing one of my black ankle high cowboy boots with the embroidered flowers.

I hear what sounds like the starting burp of a chain saw beside me, and I look over to see that I’m not alone in the bed. While I’m relieved to learn that I probably didn’t polish off that bottle of tequila alone, I’m also a little concerned that I don’t immediately recognize the naked man stretched out face down in a tangle of sheets, snoring into a pillow. His broad back rises and falls with his snores, and his naked ass – a firm, muscular ass – is bared to the ceiling.

I run my fingers tentatively along his ass, careful not to wake him, and a memory makes me smile. There was dancing last night, I suddenly recall, at the Lucky Cowboy Saloon, and I was holding handfuls of this ass while slow dancing to a cheesy Alan Jackson song. At least I think it was this ass – it was covered in denim at the time, and that broad back was covered by a black shirt with embroidered red roses on the yoke.

The exact shirt, I suddenly realize, that I’m wearing. The sleeves are a little long, and there’s a blotchy stain on the left side that smells a whole lot like tequila, but I’m quite sure it’s the same shirt. A memory of me unbuttoning this shirt tickles at my tequila-addled brain, feeling the smooth pearl buttons between my fingers and his rough stubble on my cheek. I remember I undid those buttons slowly, letting my fingers slide along his chest and belly as I worked my way down, tongue following; he was smooth and salty, like the rim of a margarita glass. When I got to his belly button I was on my knees, and he laughed when my tongue flicked inside – a manly chortle, not a giggle – and he pulled my head closer, fingers tangling my hair.

I remember encountering his belt buckle, too, a big silver oval with a golden-horned steer in the center. I ran my fingers along the fine filigree of flowers surrounding the steer and then found the clasp, levering it open so I could loosen his belt and continue my downward progress. My cowboy’s jeans were dark and soft – fancy dress jeans, not his work jeans – and they were closed with a row of buttons that required a hard tug to undo. He helped by pulling off the belt and giving his hips a wiggle, and I yanked his jeans and boxers down in one tug and uncovered his saddle pommel, already firm and ready to ride.

Oh yes, memories are coming back now. I’m not exactly sure where I undressed this cowboy – probably here, but where is “here”? – but memories of what I did once I had him undressed are becoming a little clearer. To start with, of course, I licked him; he was salty and musky, perfect complements to the tequila taste in my mouth, soft like velvet and hard like a branding iron. And I stroked him, barely able to wrap my fingers around the girth, his foreskin slipping smoothly over the shiny head. At some point, I clearly recall riding him like I was a rodeo star, his cock filling my pussy like a bull in a bucking chute, wearing his cowboy hat that was a little too big for me, while sucking his cock …

Hold on, while sucking his cock? The old memory machine is getting a little wonky, because clearly if I was riding his cock I wasn’t also sucking his cock. I’m certain I did both things, but not simultaneously.

I shake my head to clear it, which only causes my dehydrated brain to bounce painfully off the inside of my skull. If I’m going to function at all today, and possibly reconstruct some more of what I’m pretty sure are very happy memories, I need to make my way to the bathroom for a glass (or bucket) of water and a nice long piss. Keeping my eyes closed against the blinding sunlight and the steady spin of the room, I stagger to my feet, unsteady on wobbly knees and a single boot, and stumble across the room.

I immediately hit my shins against a bedframe and grunt at the sharp pain; at least it’s different from the pain in my head. I open my eyes and have a sudden strange double vision – I was pretty sure the naked cowboy on the bed was behind me, but no, there’s a naked cowboy on the bed in front of me now. I cautiously look back over my shoulder and confirm that yes, there is a naked cowboy on the bed behind me, with tousled black hair, scratch marks on his back, and the nicest piece of man ass this side of the Rockies. But when I turn my head to look in front of me, I can confirm that there’s also a naked cowboy there, on a different bed, also face down and possessing quite a handsome ass, also possessing marks on his back that I’m sure would match skin samples under my fingernails if this were an episode of “CSI: Missoula,” but with curly blonde hair. I look behind me: naked cowboy, black hair; I look in front of me: naked cowboy, blonde hair.

“Aha,” I say, and grin. The memory machine is working fine, just a little incompletely. My vision of riding one cock and sucking another makes perfect sense now. My brain pieces together how it happened:

I pushed the first cowboy down on the bed after getting him slippery hard in my mouth, and then crawled on top of him. I was naked at this point – I can’t recall how that happened, but I can attest that there was a cool breeze on my tits and nothing between my pussy and the cowboy’s cock. There was someone else in the room during my work getting the black-haired cowboy ready – I’m pretty sure it was the black-haired one – but he was definitely an invited guest, I’m sure of that.

I can remember looking into the prone cowboy’s beautiful blue eyes while I reached behind me for his cock and slid the head back and forth along my wet pussy lips. And I kept staring into his eyes while I slid the barrel of his gun into my holster and ground myself against him. Then I pushed up with my arms so I was straddling him, tits bouncing, and I looked across the room and motioned to the blonde cowboy who was standing by the nightstand – already naked himself, cock in hand, bemused smile on his face – that he should come join the party. He didn’t hesitate a moment – I got the feeling that the two of them had been in a situation just like this a time or two in the past – and needed no instruction on how to get his dick lined up to my mouth.

Oh yes, the memories are coming back, and they’re pretty sweet.

But my need to piss and chug some water is stronger than the sweet nostalgia, so I stagger around the bed with the sleeping blonde cowboy on it, gently brushing his ass with my fingers as I go by, The bathroom door is partially open, and I crash inside, find the toilet with the seat up – typical of a man’s (men’s?) motel room – drop the seat into place and sit just in time to empty my bladder with a glorious ringing stream. I’m damned lucky that I’m naked except for the sleeping cowboy’s shirt and my one boot, or I would have absolutely soaked my panties. Taking care of business clears a good third of my hangover. I rest my head in my hands and let the relief wash over me.

Somehow the snoring rumble of the two unconscious cowboys has followed me into the bathroom – how can two men snore so loudly? It’s echoing off the tiled walls, louder than it was in the bedroom, almost as if it’s coming from …

I reach over to pull back the shower curtain and find a third cowboy, stretched out in the tub with a rolled up towel against his neck as a pillow, drool oozing out of his open mouth accompanied by a steady thunderous snore. He’s naked, too, with a half-hard cock resting against his thigh in a tangle of curly hair and some scratches visible on his chest. It s looking like a goddamn crime scene in this motel room, and I’m the prime suspect for having laid these bodies low.

Cowboy number three has a black handlebar mustache and close cropped hair. He also has a shiner ringing his left eye, and a pretty recent one judging by the rich purple shade. I look him up and down – black eye, mustache, scratches, cock – and slowly the clues coalesce in my memory.

As near as I can tell, things might have gone down something like this:

All week I was working on the Lazy L ranch with my cousin Sandy and her partner Judith, mending fences and pulling out the watering troughs after a long, brutal Montana winter. The sheep will head out to graze soon, and we had a lot of work to do to clear the pastures. To celebrate, we headed into town to pour a few back at the Lucky Cowboy Saloon.

It was a pretty busy Friday night for the Lucky Cowboy. Every bar stool was taken by townies or men who worked the ranches nearby, and most of the tables were filled, too. We found a small table in the corner and I went to the bar to get a pitcher of beer and order some pretzels.

At the bar, I noticed a trio of cowboys from the Flying V ranch, and they seemed to notice me, too. The one with curly hair and the rose shirt – the one lying face down and bare assed on the bed where I crashed – tipped his hat at me and offered me a shot of tequila. I was raised with manners, so I tipped my hat and took his shot, slamming it back and enjoying the burn, and then let him get a good look at my swishing tail as I went back to Sandy and Judith with the beer and pretzels.

We were well into the third pitcher when the cowboys plugged quarters into the jukebox machine and approached our table with a request to dance. Again, manners and all – Sandy and Judith would probably have preferred dancing with teach other, but we were three on three and it seemed like a good night to scoot boots, everyone having spent a hard week working, and the Hank Williams, Buck Owens, and Emmylou Harris they picked was sounding good. We rotated happily through all the configurations of cowboy and sheep gal, and inspired a few more dancers to take the floor, though the ratio of guys to gals in the bar was definitely lopsided.

It was during that Alan Jackson slow dance that I decided which cowboy was my favorite, and I had a pretty good time swaying close to him, his buckle against my belly and my hands creeping toward his pockets. That song could have gone on all night as far as I was concerned; I was tempted to send Sandy to the jukebox with a fistful of coins to keep it going. It was a corny song, like all great country slow dances, and that just made it better.

The song ended, and I was debating whether to pry this cowboy loose from his posse, when someone I hadn’t danced with yet – a big guy in a Harley-Davidson t-shirt and leather jacket with a beard down to his beer gut – came up behind my cowboy and tried to cut in. I politely suggested that I’d rather not switch partners just yet, but Harley was insistent and took hold of my arm, squeezing pretty tight. I tried to yank free, and he just held tighter, fingers digging into my biceps. When my cowboy tried to pry Harley off, Harley took a swing at him, which my cowboy dodged easily, and then followed up with a punch to the beer belly that doubled Harley over.

That should have been that – invitation declined, first politely and then assertively – but apparently Harley’s buddies wanted to even the score with my cowboys, and fists started flying. I’ll admit that I threw a few punches myself, and I’m pretty sure I saw Judith take a swing or two – do not underestimate the lesbian sheepherder demographic, those gals are fierce – but most of the blows were being landed by our dancing cowboys. At one point I was lifted up onto the bar by one of the cowboys to get me out of the way of a beefy bull of a leather dude, and I watched the melee from there until the bartender returned from the back office, where he was no doubt calling the county sheriff, waving a shotgun and demanding that we clear the bar or there would be hell to pay.

The bar cleared out chaotically but quickly; the bartender was so busy waving his shotgun over his head that he didn’t see me grab the two bottles of tequila as I jumped off the bar and followed Sandy, Judith, and my cowboys out the back door and into the chilly early spring night. Once we were in the parking lot, I immediately grabbed one of my cowboys – I’m not sure which one, it might have been the one with the handlebar mustache and the black eye – and gave him a deep, hungry kiss. The adrenaline coursing through my system had ratcheted my horny level to eleven. Whichever cowboy it was, he returned the kiss and then some, tongue in my mouth and hands on my ass.

When I broke away from the kiss, I raised my two stolen bottles of Sauza Reposado Gold over my head and let out a wild whoop like I was a cowpoke rolling into town off a cattle drive and looking to raise some hell. My cowboys, Sandy, and Judith responded with whoops of their own. The cowboys piled into a beat up old Chevy pickup truck while Sandy and Judith scurried back to their Subaru. I stood between the two vehicles holding my bottles, unsure which way to run.

Sandy rolled down her window and yelled, “Cops are coming, you’d better be scarce! Call me when you get where you’re going and if you need a ride in the morning!”

I looked over at the Chevy, and my cowboys flashed their brights at me. “Fuck it,” I said, gave Sandy and Judith a wave, let out another whoop, and ran to the truck just as the flashing lights of the county sheriff’s SUV flew past.

And that’s how I ended up in the Silver Gulch Motel, surrounded by passed out, naked cowboys and nursing a well-earned hangover.

Of course, they didn’t start passed out – not by a long shot. No sooner had I climbed into the cab of the pickup than the kissing commenced again, I think with the blonde cowboy first, but pretty soon I was stretched across all three laps trading kisses and cuddles with everyone while we roared down the dark and windy roads away from the Lucky Cowboy. By the time we roared into the parking lot of the motel, I had lost my shirt and gained a couple of ruby red hickies on my neck. Somehow I had the presence of mind the text Sandy, “@ Silver Bluch Model doin gd”; she sent me back a laughing face emoji and thumbs up, but I didn’t see those until after I emptied my bladder in the morning.

The one with the mustache went to the office while the other two carried me out of the truck to the unit at the far end of the lot, hands and mouths everywhere at once. I believe that was when I lost one of my boots, though the mustached cowboy gallantly retrieved it when he ran up with the key. Once the door was open, we piled inside, tugging at clothes and nipping at skin and licking all over in a squirming, giggling pile of limbs.

This is not to imply that I was manhandled and mistreated – no sir, my cowboys were nothing if not complete gentlemen. While they were more rough than gentle – which is exactly how I wanted it – they were focused first on my desires. My first desire was for a cock in my mouth once I had them undressed, but my next desire was for a mouth on my cunt, and they delivered three of those, first one at a time and then in pairs. I don’t know how it normally is with cowboys, but this trio seemed very good at teamwork, fair play, and share-and-share-alike. They had a nice rotation going, two working their tongues on my clit and fingers in my pussy while one offered me a shaft to lick and suck, and then on some wordless signal they rotated, encircling me in a constantly flowing circle of attention. It’s probably impolite to keep count of orgasms in a situation like this, but I’m pretty sure I topped three, which had been my personal best from an evening of oral until then.

“Oh, fuck, that’s enough!” I finally had to yell. I was sorry to have to take the black-haired cowboy’s cock out of my mouth to do so. “I need a dick in me now!”

And again, like perfect gentlemen, they commenced to fucking me. Each had a distinctive style – the blonde was slow and steady, the brunette rode me high with shaft rubbing my clit, the one with the mustache lifted my legs onto his shoulders and hammered me like he was driving fenceposts – but they complimented each other. I imagine they made quite a team on the ranch, the way they could work me over without saying a word.

Two orgasms later, when I needed to move to keep my thighs from cramping up, they took turns being my bucking bronco while I rode them hard. At one point I was swapping between sipping tequila from a plastic motel cup and sucking on a hard cowboy cock while riding one of my cowboys, and I believe I touched the face of God.

All good things must end, though, and even a cowboy can’t be ridden forever. The black-haired cowboy was under me, thrusting up to meet my grinding hips, when he suddenly gasped and said, “I’m gonna blow, baby, where do you want it?”

I hopped off him, let the blonde cowboy’s cock out of my mouth, and wrapped my lips around the head of his dick. He tasted like pussy and sweat and tequila, a flavor that should be available in six pack cans at the Loaf’n Jug. He roared when he shot his jizz, and I drank it as thirstily as I had the bottle of Sauza.

The mustached cowboy was behind me while I was bent over the brunette’s crotch, and he slid into me with a hand on my hip for a half dozen quick thrusts before he pulled out and came across my ass; I cooed at the feeling of his warm cum dripping down my thigh.

The blonde cowboy was kneeling beside me, stroking his cock and fondling my tit. “Don’t waste that in your hand, cowboy,” I said before I took it in my mouth. He lasted only a suck or two before his jizz followed the brunette’s down my throat, soothing the burn the tequila had given me.

Exhausted, I collapsed on the bed while they cuddled against me, gently stroking me and nipping at my neck with their teeth and lips. I tried to speak, but nothing coherent was congealing in my brain, and soon oblivion swept me up in her arms and carried me away.

My bladder empty and three glasses of tap water down my throat (plus two to rinse my mouth of the residual taste of jizz), I am suddenly aware that I’m starving. A giant plate of sausage, eggs, and hash browns would go a long way to restoring my strength. But I am also, now that I recall the events of the night before, more than a little horny. Seeing all that naked cowboy flesh scattered around the motel room rekindled the fire between my legs.

I’m figuring out how to work the little coffee maker by the TV and thinking impure thoughts about the cowboy stretched out on my bed when I hear the mustached cowboy from the bathroom pissing like a racehorse. He staggers out of the bathroom, bleary-eyed and tousle-haired and sporting a nice hunk of morning wood. When he sees me by the coffee maker, he grins and makes to tip his hat, then realizes that his hat, like the rest of his clothes, is in a pile near the door.

“Good morning, cowboy,” I say in a low voice so as not to rouse the other sleepers. I slip the shirt off my shoulder and flash him a smile and a tit while the smell of coffee rises from the little pot. “Let’s go for a ride before breakfast.”


Beach Volleyball Bump
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Beach Volleyball Bump

Maybe signing up for the beach volleyball tournament on spring break wasn't Dani's best idea -- the rest of her friends aren't in the right head space to win after partying all night. But Dani's competitive nature won't let her back down, even when she has to face the four hunks on her own.


Can she change the rules of the game and find a different sort of victory?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


All For One and One For All
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When one just isn't enough …

Check out my "All For One and One For All" series of spicy tales about ladies at the center of attention and passion …


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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