
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Bunkhouse Buzz

The air at Camp Pinewood was thick with pine sap and teenage sweat, the kind of sticky heat that clung to your skin and made every breath feel like a chore. I was 18, fresh out of high school, and stuck here for six weeks—some half-assed job my parents had hooked me up with to “build character” before college. Junior counselor, they called it, which meant I was half babysitter, half grunt, wrangling a dozen horny 18-year-olds while dodging the head counselor’s lectures about responsibility. Day one, and I already knew this place was a pressure cooker—hormones, boredom, and nowhere to hide.

The camp sprawled across a chunk of forest in upstate New York—cabins dotting the hillside, a lake shimmering at the base, a mess hall that smelled like burnt toast and bug spray. I’d rolled in that morning, duffel slung over my shoulder, my beat-up sneakers crunching gravel as the bus dumped us off. I was lean—years of track had kept me wiry, not bulky—dark hair a mess under a faded cap, skin still pale from too much time indoors. The other counselors eyed me up: a couple college guys, all broad shoulders and frat vibes, and a handful of girls, mostly 19 or 20, their tans already deep, their shorts tight enough to turn heads.

I got bunkhouse duty—Cabin 7, a rickety wood box with six bunks, a sagging porch, and a view of the lake if you squinted past the trees. My campers were a mix: loudmouths, nerds, a kid who wouldn’t shut up about Fortnite. I unpacked quick—jeans, tees, a couple pairs of boxers—while they wrestled over top bunks, their voices bouncing off the walls. The head counselor, a grizzled guy named Rick with a whistle permanently around his neck, had barked the rules at orientation: no booze, no sneaking out, no “fraternizing.” I’d smirked at that last one, figuring it was aimed at the older crew, not me.

Dusk hit fast, the sky bruising purple as the camp settled into its first night. Dinner was chaos—sloppy joes and shouting—and I slipped out after, dodging cleanup to grab a breather by the lake. The water lapped at the shore, fireflies blinking, and I leaned against a tree, the bark rough through my shirt, trying to shake the feeling I’d signed up for a prison stint instead of a summer gig.

That’s when I heard them—giggles, sharp and low, cutting through the crickets. I turned, squinting toward the girls’ cabins up the hill, and caught movement: three figures slipping out of Cabin 4, shadows against the porch light. They weren’t sneaking quiet—more like they didn’t care—and I recognized one by her laugh, loud and throaty, the kind that carried. Mia. She’d been at orientation, 19, all legs and attitude, her blonde hair tied back, her tank top clinging to a chest that didn’t quit. The other two were vague—dark hair, shorter, their whispers blending into the night.

I should’ve stayed put. Rick’s rules echoed in my head, but my feet moved anyway, curiosity tugging me up the path. They didn’t head for the lake—instead, they cut toward the old equipment shed, a sagging shack behind the archery range, half-hidden by overgrown brush. I followed, keeping low, the pine needles muffling my steps, my pulse ticking up. At 18, I wasn’t some perv, but I wasn’t a saint either—six weeks with no action, stuck in the woods, and Mia’s laugh was a goddamn siren call.

The shed’s door creaked as they slipped inside, a faint glow leaking out—flashlights, maybe. I crouched by the wall, the wood splintered against my palm, and peeked through a cracked window, the glass smeared with dirt. Mia stood in the center, her tank top off now, just a black bra pushing up her tits, her shorts unbuttoned, hanging low on her hips. The other two—Lila, short and curvy with a brunette bob, and Jess, taller, dark-skinned, her hair in a high pony—were giggling, passing a plastic bottle between them. Vodka, probably, the cheap shit that burned going down.

“First night, and we’re already breaking rules,” Lila said, her voice slurred, taking a swig and wiping her mouth. “Rick’s gonna lose his shit if he catches us.”

“He won’t,” Mia said, grinning, her hands on her hips, the bra barely containing her. “He’s too busy yelling at the kitchen crew. Besides—” she grabbed the bottle, tipping it back, her throat working as she swallowed—“we’ve got the new guy to distract him.”

“Which one?” Jess asked, leaning against a stack of canoe paddles, her shorts riding up her thighs. “Frat boy or the kid?”

“Kid,” Mia said, licking her lips, the vodka glistening on them. “Jake. Eighteen, all legs and no clue. Saw him by the lake earlier—cute, in that lost puppy way.”

I froze, my name on her tongue hitting like a punch. My cock twitched, half-hard already, pressing against my jeans, and I shifted, the window frame digging into my shoulder. They were talking about me—me—like I was some toy they’d spotted, and the thought lit a fire in my gut, equal parts panic and want.

“Think he’d join us?” Lila asked, giggling, her hands tugging at her own shirt, lifting it to flash a lacy pink bra. “Bet he’s a virgin—those track guys always are.”

“Nah,” Mia said, stepping closer to Lila, her fingers brushing the girl’s stomach, teasing the bra’s edge. “He’s got that look—hungry, not clueless. I’d fuck him just to see him squirm.”

Jess laughed, loud and sharp, grabbing the bottle back. “You’re such a slut, Mia. Camp’s barely started, and you’re already picking your summer dick.”

“Gotta have fun somehow,” Mia shot back, smirking, her hand sliding lower, cupping Lila’s ass through her shorts, squeezing hard enough to make Lila yelp. “Unless you two want to keep me busy.”

I swallowed, my throat dry, my cock fully hard now, straining painfully against my zipper. The shed was a haze of heat and shadows, their voices weaving through the buzz in my head, and I knew I should bolt—Rick’s rules, my job, all of it—but my feet were glued, my breath shallow, watching Mia’s hand roam, Lila’s giggle turning into a moan as Jess joined in, her fingers tugging Lila’s shorts down, exposing a strip of pink panties.

That’s when the branch snapped—under my foot, loud as a gunshot in the quiet. Three heads whipped toward the window, Mia’s eyes locking on mine through the glass, her grin spreading slow and wicked. “Well, fuck,” she said, loud enough to carry, stepping toward the door. “Look who’s here.”

I bolted upright, heart slamming, ready to run, but she was faster—out the shed in seconds, her bra bouncing, shorts still undone, the vodka bottle dangling from her hand. “Jake,” she called, her voice teasing, cutting through the dark as I stumbled back. “Don’t be shy—come play.”

Lila and Jess spilled out behind her, laughing, half-dressed, their flashlights swinging, pinning me in the beams. “Caught you,” Jess said, her grin wide, her shorts hiked up, showing the curve of her thigh. “What’s the penalty, Mia?”

Mia stopped a foot away, close enough I could smell the vodka and her sweat, her tits heaving under the bra, her eyes raking me head to toe. “He joins us,” she said, grabbing my wrist, her grip firm, pulling me toward the shed. “Or he rats us out. Your pick, new guy.”

I should’ve pulled away—should’ve hauled ass back to Cabin 7, locked the door, and pretended this never happened. But her hand was hot, her stare a dare, and my cock was screaming yes, pulsing with every step as she dragged me inside, the door slamming shut behind us. The shed was tight, humid, the air thick with their perfume and the bottle’s bite, and Mia shoved me against the wall, her body pressing mine, her thigh nudging my hard-on through my jeans.

“Thought you’d just watch?” she murmured, her lips brushing my ear, her breath warm and sharp. “That’s no fun.” Her hand slid down, cupping me, squeezing hard, and I groaned, low and rough, my hips jerking into her grip.

“Fuck—Mia—” I managed, my voice cracking, my hands hovering, unsure where to land. Lila giggled, stepping closer, her bra half-off now, one tit spilling out, pink nipple stiff in the flashlight’s glow. Jess hung back, swigging the vodka, her eyes glinting as she watched, her shorts unbuttoned, a sliver of black panties peeking out.

“First night, and you’re already in deep,” Mia said, her fingers popping my jeans open, tugging the zipper down slow, her nails grazing my skin. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the head flushed, precum beading from the tension, and she smirked, stroking once, her grip tight and slick. “Let’s see how long you last, camp slut.”

I groaned again, louder, my head tipping back against the wall, the shed spinning as Lila’s hands joined in, tugging my shirt up, her nails scraping my chest, Jess’s laugh echoing behind them. The summer stretched ahead—six weeks of heat, rules, and this—and I was fucked, in every sense, before it even began.


Chapter Two: The Shed Showdown

The shed was a furnace of sweat and vodka fumes, the air so thick it stuck to my lungs as Mia’s hand gripped my cock, stroking slow and firm, her thumb smearing the precum across the head. My jeans were around my thighs, my shirt bunched up under Lila’s nails as she clawed my chest, her bra dangling loose, that one bare tit brushing my arm, nipple hard against my skin. Jess leaned against the canoe paddles, the vodka bottle dangling from her fingers, her shorts unbuttoned, her grin wicked as she watched Mia work me over. At 18, I’d hooked up before—clumsy backseat fumbles, quick handjobs—but this was a fucking ambush, and my pulse was a jackhammer, my cock throbbing in Mia’s fist.

“Fuck—Mia—” I groaned, my voice ragged, my hips bucking into her grip, the shed wall splintering against my back. She pressed closer, her tits straining her black bra, her thigh pinning mine, her breath hot on my neck as she squeezed harder, her nails grazing the base of my shaft.

“Relax, Jake,” she murmured, her lips brushing my ear, her tongue flicking out to lick the lobe, sending a jolt straight to my balls. “You’re ours tonight.” Her hand twisted, a slow, deliberate pump that made me gasp, my head tipping back, the flashlight’s beam catching the sweat beading on my throat.

Lila giggled, drunk and bold, her hands sliding lower, tugging my jeans down further, exposing my thighs, my boxers tangled around my knees. “He’s big,” she said, her voice slurred, her fingers brushing my balls, rolling them light and teasing, the sensation doubling with Mia’s strokes. “Bet he’s never had three at once.”

“Never,” I rasped, honest, my hands clenching into fists, itching to grab them but frozen by the overload—Mia’s grip, Lila’s touch, Jess’s stare burning holes through me. My cock pulsed, thick and veined, the head dark and slick, and Mia smirked, pulling back to spit into her palm, the wet slap loud in the shed as she slicked me up, stroking faster.

“Good,” Jess said, stepping closer, her shorts slipping lower, the black panties clinging to her hips, a faint damp spot darkening the fabric. She tipped the bottle, pouring a thin stream of vodka over my chest, the cold burn hitting my skin, trickling down my stomach, pooling at my groin. “Let’s break him in.”

Mia laughed, low and throaty, and leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick the vodka off my chest, hot and wet against the chill, her teeth grazing my nipple as she sucked hard. I groaned—loud, unrestrained—my hips jerking, my cock twitching in her hand as Lila joined in, her mouth latching onto my stomach, lapping the liquor, her lips soft and sloppy, her breath tickling my skin.

“Fuck—guys—” I panted, my balls tightening, the edge creeping up fast under their dual assault, Mia’s strokes relentless, Lila’s tongue tracing lower, dangerously close to my groin. Jess set the bottle down, kicking her shorts off completely, her panties stretched tight over her pussy, the outline of her lips visible as she straddled my thigh, grinding slow, her heat seeping through the fabric.

“You’re gonna come quick, aren’t you?” Jess teased, her hands gripping my shoulders, her nails digging in as she rocked against me, her clit rubbing my leg, her moans soft but rising. “Camp slut’s first night—pathetic.”

“Not yet,” Mia growled, pulling her hand off my cock, leaving it bobbing, slick and aching, precum dripping onto the shed floor. She shoved Lila aside, grabbing my wrists and pinning them above my head, her tits pressing my chest, her bra scratching my skin. “He’s gotta earn it.”

Lila whined, stumbling back, her bra falling completely now, both tits out—full, pale, nipples pink and stiff. She grabbed the vodka, swigging hard, then poured it over herself, the liquid streaking her chest, dripping down her stomach, soaking her shorts. “Fuck me instead,” she slurred, her hands cupping her tits, squeezing them, her eyes glassy but locked on me.

Mia ignored her, her grip on my wrists tightening, her thigh sliding between mine, nudging my balls, making me hiss. “Strip,” she ordered, her voice a command, her lips brushing mine, not kissing, just teasing. “All of it.”

I didn’t argue—couldn’t, not with Jess grinding my thigh, her pussy soaking through her panties, Lila’s tits glistening in the flashlight’s glow, Mia’s heat pinning me. I kicked my sneakers off, my jeans and boxers following, the shed floor rough under my bare feet, my shirt yanked over my head by Mia’s impatient hands. Naked, my cock stood rigid, eight inches of pulsing need, the head flushed dark, veins bulging, precum dripping steady now.

“Goddamn,” Jess muttered, sliding off my thigh, her panties clinging wet to her pussy as she peeled them down, exposing her—shaved, dark lips glistening, clit swollen and begging. She stepped closer, grabbing my cock, stroking fast, her grip slick with her own arousal, her breath hot on my neck. “You’re gonna fuck us all, Jake.”

Mia released my wrists, stepping back to unhook her bra, tossing it aside, her tits spilling free—pert, firm, nipples pale and hard, bouncing as she shoved her shorts down, no panties underneath, her pussy bare and dripping, blonde hair trimmed tight above it. “Me first,” she said, shoving Jess aside, her hand wrapping around my cock, guiding me to the shed floor, the wood cold and splintered against my back as she straddled me.

“Fuck—wait—” I grunted, but she didn’t, sinking down hard, her pussy swallowing my cock in one wet, tight plunge. She was soaked, her walls gripping me, hot and slick, stretching around my girth, the head brushing her cervix as she bottomed out. I groaned, loud and raw, my hands flying to her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as she started riding me, fast and brutal, her ass slapping my thighs, her tits bouncing wild.

“Take it,” she growled, her nails raking my chest, leaving red lines, her clit grinding my pelvis with each thrust. Lila stumbled over, dropping to her knees beside me, her vodka-soaked tits hovering over my face, and I latched on—mouth closing around one nipple, sucking hard, the liquor bitter on my tongue, her moan high and sloppy as she pressed closer.

Jess knelt behind Mia, her hands sliding between us, fingers finding my balls, rolling them firm and fast, her other hand rubbing Mia’s clit, doubling her rhythm. “Fuck him harder,” Jess said, her voice thick, her pussy dripping onto the floor as she worked us both, her fingers slick with Mia’s juices.

“Shit—Mia—” I groaned into Lila’s tit, my hips thrusting up, meeting her slams, my cock stretching her wide, her walls fluttering, the pressure building fast in my balls, Jess’s grip pushing me to the edge. Lila’s hand slid down, grabbing my hair, shoving her other tit into my mouth, and I sucked harder, biting the nipple, her cry sharp as she rocked against me.

Mia’s pace faltered, her pussy clenching, her orgasm rushing up—“Jake—fuck—now—” she gasped, her walls spasming around my cock, milking me as she came, her juices soaking my shaft, dripping down my balls. The clench triggered me—“Fuck—” I groaned, my cock pulsing, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode me through it, Jess’s fingers squeezing my balls, drawing it out, my vision blurring.

She slid off, panting, cum leaking from her slit, streaking my thighs, and Jess took her place, shoving Lila aside, straddling me fast. “My turn,” she said, sinking down, her pussy tighter, hotter, swallowing my softening cock, forcing it back to life with each bounce. I groaned, spent but surging, my hands gripping her hips, her ass slapping my thighs, her moans loud and raw.

Lila crawled over, straddling my face, her shorts gone now, her pussy bare and dripping—pink, swollen, vodka-tinged—as she lowered herself onto my mouth. “Eat me,” she slurred, and I did, my tongue plunging into her folds, licking deep, tasting her and the liquor, her clit pulsing under my lips as I sucked hard. She moaned, rocking against me, her juices soaking my chin, her hands fisting my hair.

Jess rode me harder, her pussy clenching, her nails digging into my chest—“Fuck—Jake—yes—” she panted, her orgasm hitting fast, her walls spasming, milking my cock as she came, her juices mixing with Mia’s, soaking me. I groaned into Lila’s pussy, my cock pulsing again, weaker but sharp, cum spilling into Jess, my balls drained, my body shaking.

Lila came last, her cry high and sloppy, her pussy shuddering against my tongue, her release flooding my mouth, sticky and sweet. She slumped off, collapsing beside me, Jess sliding free, cum dripping from her slit, Mia sprawled against the wall, panting, her grin wicked.

I lay there, wrecked, chest heaving, cock limp and streaked, the shed a haze of sex and vodka. “Fuck,” I muttered, voice hoarse, the summer stretching ahead—six weeks of this, and I was already their slut.

Mia laughed, grabbing the bottle, tipping it back. “Welcome to camp, Jake.”


Chapter Three: The Lakefront Lure

The sun was a bastard the next morning, blasting through the bunkhouse window and straight into my skull. I woke tangled in my sleeping bag, my cock sore, my chest scratched raw from Mia’s nails, the taste of Lila’s pussy and Jess’s sweat still clinging to my tongue. Last night in the shed had been a blur—three girls, vodka, and enough cum to drown in—and I’d stumbled back to Cabin 7 at dawn, the campers snoring, none the wiser. My head pounded, my balls ached, and every move tugged at the marks they’d left, but my dick twitched anyway, half-hard just thinking about it.

Day two at Camp Pinewood was a reset—or so I thought. Rick had us on lake duty, me and the other junior counselors herding the kids for canoeing and swim drills while he barked orders from the dock. I pulled on shorts and a faded camp tee, the fabric sticking to my bruised skin, and shuffled down the hill, the lake glinting like a mirror under the noon heat. The shed girls were nowhere—Mia, Lila, and Jess stuck with their own groups, their laughter floating across the camp, taunting me from a distance. I figured they’d burned me out, moved on, but the itch in my gut said otherwise.

The lakefront was chaos—kids splashing, canoes tipping, counselors shouting over the din. I was paired with Sarah, a 20-year-old senior counselor I’d barely noticed yesterday—quiet, freckled, with auburn hair in a messy bun and glasses that kept slipping down her nose. She was curvier than the shed crew, her camp polo stretched tight over full tits, her shorts hugging wide hips, her legs pale but strong. She didn’t strut like Mia—just moved with a steady calm, clipboard in hand, checking names as the campers piled into boats.

“Jake, right?” she said, glancing at me over her glasses, her voice soft but firm. “You’re on lifeguard watch. Whistle’s there—” she nodded at a lanyard on the dock—“don’t fuck it up.”

I smirked, grabbing it, the plastic warm from the sun. “Got it. No drowning on my shift.”

She didn’t laugh, just nodded, her eyes flicking over me—quick, assessing—before turning back to the kids. I climbed the lifeguard chair, a rickety tower overlooking the lake, the wood creaking under my weight. The view was prime—water sparkling, campers paddling, Sarah bending over to tie a canoe rope, her shorts riding up, flashing a sliver of white panties. My cock stirred, pressing against my shorts, and I shifted, cursing the shed for rewiring me into a horny mess.

The afternoon dragged, the heat baking me, sweat trickling down my back, the whistle dangling unused. Sarah stayed busy—hauling paddles, steadying boats, her polo clinging wet to her chest as she waded in, nipples poking through the fabric. I watched, too long, my cock half-hard, my mind replaying Mia’s grip, Lila’s moans, Jess’s clit on my thigh. By three, the kids were waterlogged, Rick calling them in, and Sarah waved me down, her bun dripping, her glasses fogged.

“Help me with the gear,” she said, no nonsense, heading for the boathouse—a squat shed by the shore, stuffed with life vests and oars. I followed, the lake lapping behind us, the camp settling into a lazy hum as the sun dipped lower. Inside, the boathouse was tight, humid, smelling of damp wood and algae, the door creaking shut as she kicked it closed.

“Stack these,” she said, tossing me a pile of vests, her back to me as she bent over a crate, her ass straining her shorts, the white panties peeking again. I caught them, my hands shaky, my cock surging full now, tenting my shorts obscenely. She straightened, turning, and froze—her eyes dropping to my groin, her glasses slipping, a flush creeping up her freckled neck.

“Shit,” I muttered, dropping the vests, adjusting myself quick, but she stepped closer, her clipboard clattering to the floor, her breath hitching.

“You’re a problem,” she said, her voice low, not pissed—curious, maybe hungry. She pushed her glasses up, her eyes green and sharp, locking on mine. “Heard about last night. Mia’s loud.”

My gut twisted, my cock throbbing harder. “Yeah?” I said, voice rough, stepping into her space, the heat of her body cutting through the damp air. “What’d she say?”

Sarah didn’t back off—her tits brushed my chest, her nipples stiff through the wet polo, and she smirked, small but real. “That you’re a slut. Camp’s new toy.” Her hand darted out, grabbing my cock through my shorts, squeezing firm, and I groaned, loud and raw, my hips jerking into her grip.

“Fuck—Sarah—” I rasped, my hands landing on her hips, pulling her closer, her curves soft but solid under my fingers. She stroked me once, slow, her thumb pressing the head through the fabric, precum soaking through, and I groaned again, my head tipping back, the boathouse spinning.

“Shut up,” she said, shoving me against the wall, the wood splintering against my spine, her hand yanking my shorts down, my cock springing free—thick, veined, the head flushed dark, dripping steady now. She dropped to her knees, her glasses fogging as she breathed on me, her tongue flicking out, licking the tip, tasting the salt and sweat, her lips parting slow.

“Jesus—” I grunted, my hands fisting her hair, the bun unraveling, auburn strands spilling over my fingers as she sucked me in—hot, wet, her mouth tight around my shaft, her tongue swirling the underside, teasing the vein. She took me deep, her throat opening, gagging soft as the head hit the back, spit slicking her chin, her glasses slipping down her nose.

I thrust, shallow, testing, and she moaned—low, muffled—her hands gripping my thighs, nails digging in, urging me deeper. “Fuck—Sarah—harder—” I growled, my hips pumping, her lips stretching wide, her sucking relentless, the wet slurp loud in the boathouse, echoing off the walls.

She pulled off, gasping, her lips shiny, spit streaking her freckled cheeks. “Not yet,” she said, standing fast, shoving her shorts and panties down in one go—white, soaked, clinging to her pussy, red hair trimmed tight above it, her lips swollen and glistening. She grabbed a life vest, tossing it on the floor, and pushed me onto it, the foam rough under my bare ass as she straddled me.

“Fuck me,” she ordered, her voice sharp, her hands guiding my cock to her entrance, sinking down hard, her pussy swallowing me in one tight, wet plunge. She was hotter than Mia, looser but gripping, her walls pulsing around my shaft, the head brushing deep as she moaned—loud, unrestrained—her glasses fogging completely now.

“Shit—Sarah—” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips, thrusting up, meeting her slams, her ass slapping my thighs, her polo riding up, her tits bouncing free as she yanked it off, no bra, nipples pink and hard, swaying with each bounce. The vest squeaked under us, the boathouse humid and tight, her juices soaking my cock, dripping down my balls.

“Harder,” she gasped, her nails raking my chest, leaving fresh marks over Mia’s, her clit grinding my pelvis, swollen and slick. I thrust faster, my cock stretching her, the head slamming her g-spot, her moans rising, sharp and wild, bouncing off the walls. She grabbed an oar from the rack—long, smooth, the handle worn—and pressed it across my chest, pinning me down, the wood cold and hard, her weight driving it into my skin.

“Fuck—yes—” I grunted, the pressure spiking the pleasure, my balls tightening, her pussy clenching as she rode me, the oar creaking with each thrust. She leaned forward, her tits in my face, and I sucked one nipple hard, biting down, her cry loud as she rocked faster, her walls fluttering, her orgasm rushing up.

“Jake—fuck—now—” she panted, her pussy spasming, milking my cock as she came, her juices flooding me, soaking the vest, the oar slipping as she shuddered. The clench pushed me over—“Fuck—” I groaned, my cock pulsing, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode me through it, my hips jerking, my vision blurring.

She slumped off, panting, cum leaking from her slit, streaking my thighs, her glasses askew, her hair a wreck. I lay there, chest heaving, cock limp and slick, the boathouse quiet but for our breaths and the lake lapping outside. She grabbed her polo, wiping herself, her grin faint but satisfied.

“Slut’s right,” she said, standing, pulling her shorts up, her pussy still glistening under the hem. “Camp’s gonna eat you alive.”

I smirked, weak, tugging my shorts on, my cock sore, my body wrecked. “Guess I’ll survive.”

She laughed, soft, heading for the door. “See you tomorrow, Jake.”

The lake shimmered outside, the camp humming, five weeks left, and I was already fucked—literally—day two barely done.


Chapter Four: The Campfire Confession

Day three at Camp Pinewood hit like a hangover without the booze—my body was a map of bruises and scratches, my cock tender from Sarah’s boathouse pounding, my mind stuck on Mia’s grip, Lila’s tits, Jess’s moans, and now Sarah’s tight, wet ride. I’d barely slept, the bunkhouse creaking with every snore from my campers, my sleeping bag a sweaty cage as I replayed it all, my dick half-hard despite the ache. Breakfast was a blur—burnt oatmeal and Rick’s whistle—and I shuffled through the morning, assigned to arts and crafts, a bullshit gig of glue sticks and lanyards, my hands shaky, my shorts hiding the bulge that wouldn’t quit.

By dusk, the camp shifted gears—first big campfire of the summer, a ring of logs around a pit near the mess hall, the sky bleeding orange as the sun sank. Rick wanted “team bonding,” so the counselors herded the kids into a circle, marshmallows skewered on sticks, the fire crackling, smoke stinging my eyes. I sat on a log, my cap pulled low, my tee clinging to my chest, the heat making my scratches itch—Mia’s nails, Sarah’s marks, a roadmap of the last two nights. The shed girls were across the fire—Mia smirking, Lila giggling, Jess licking marshmallow off her fingers, their eyes flicking my way, a silent taunt. Sarah was there too, glasses glinting, her polo swapped for a loose tank, her freckled shoulders bare, her stare cutting through the flames.

The kids sang some dumb camp song, Rick droning about tradition, and I zoned out, my cock twitching as Mia leaned over, whispering to Lila, her tank top slipping low, flashing cleavage. Sarah caught me looking, her lips twitching, and I shifted, my shorts tightening, the fire’s heat doing nothing to calm the burn in my gut. Eighteen, stuck in the woods with a pack of girls who’d already turned me into their slut—I was fucked, and the summer was just warming up.

Rick called lights out at ten, the campers trudging off, leaving the counselors to douse the fire and clean up. I grabbed a bucket, splashing water on the embers, steam hissing as the flames died, the night settling thick and quiet. The others peeled off—frat boys to their cabin, Mia and her crew giggling toward theirs—but Sarah lingered, stacking skewers, her tank riding up, showing the curve of her waist, her shorts hugging her ass. I dumped the last bucket, my tee soaked, clinging to my chest, and she straightened, her glasses catching the moonlight, her eyes locking on mine.

“Walk with me,” she said, no question, just a nod toward the woods, her voice low, steady. My pulse kicked up, my cock stirring, and I followed, the pine needles crunching under my sneakers, the camp fading behind us. She didn’t talk—just moved, her hips swaying, leading me past the cabins, down a trail to a clearing—a flat stretch of dirt and grass, ringed by trees, a rope swing dangling from an oak, the lake glinting distant through the branches.

She stopped, turning, her tank loose, her nipples poking through, her shorts tight against her thighs. “You’re a mess, Jake,” she said, stepping close, her freckled hand brushing my chest, tracing Mia’s scratches through the wet fabric. “Two days, and you’re already their bitch.”

“Yeah?” I said, voice rough, my hands landing on her hips, pulling her in, her heat cutting through the night air. “What’s that make you?”

She smirked, her fingers sliding under my tee, nails scraping my stomach, sending a jolt to my cock, already half-hard. “The one who finishes you,” she said, shoving me back against the oak, the bark rough through my shirt, her hands yanking my shorts down fast, my cock springing free—thick, veined, the head flushed, precum beading from the tension.

“Fuck—Sarah—” I groaned, my hands gripping the tree, her fingers wrapping around me, stroking hard, her grip slick with my sweat, her thumb pressing the tip, smearing the slickness down my shaft. She dropped to her knees, the dirt soft under her, and spat on my cock—wet, warm, the spit dripping as she sucked me in, her mouth tight and hot, her tongue swirling the head, teasing the slit.

“Shit—” I rasped, my hips bucking, her lips stretching around me, her glasses fogging as she took me deep, her throat clenching, gagging soft as the head hit the back. She sucked harder, her hands gripping my thighs, nails digging in, her moans muffled, vibrating through me, my balls tightening fast.

She pulled off, panting, spit streaking her chin, her eyes sharp behind the fogged lenses. “Not yet,” she said, standing, shoving her shorts and panties down—white again, soaked, clinging to her pussy, red hair damp above it, her lips swollen and dripping. She grabbed the rope swing, looping it under her arms, hoisting herself up, her legs spread wide, her pussy bare and glistening in the moonlight, the swing creaking as she hung there, a fucked-up trapeze.

“Fuck me,” she ordered, her voice thick, her hands gripping the rope, her tits bouncing under the tank as she swung slight, her pussy hovering, begging. I stepped in, my cock throbbing, and grabbed her hips, guiding her down, the head nudging her entrance, parting her lips, sinking into her tight, wet heat in one hard thrust.

“Fuck!” she gasped, her walls clenching around me, hot and slick, stretching to take my girth, the swing rocking with each plunge, her ass slapping my thighs. I gripped her harder, thrusting fast, my cock slamming deep, the head brushing her g-spot, her moans loud and raw, echoing through the trees, the rope groaning under her weight.

“Harder—Jake—” she panted, her legs wrapping my waist, pulling me in, her clit grinding my pelvis, swollen and slick, her juices soaking my shaft, dripping down my balls. I thrust harder, relentless, the swing swaying wild, the bark biting my palms as I braced against the tree, her pussy pulsing, her orgasm building fast.

She grabbed a stick from the ground—thin, smooth, a broken branch—and shoved it between her teeth, biting down, her moans muffled but sharp, her eyes locked on mine as I fucked her, the swing creaking, the dirt kicking up under my sneakers. “Fuck—yes—” she grunted through the stick, her walls fluttering, her pussy spasming as she came, her juices flooding me, soaking my cock, the clench pushing me to the edge.

“Sarah—shit—” I groaned, my balls tightening, my cock pulsing, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode me through it, the swing rocking, her moans breaking past the stick, my hips jerking, emptying everything. She shuddered, slumping in the ropes, cum leaking from her slit, streaking my thighs, the stick falling as she panted, her glasses askew, her tank twisted.

I pulled out, my cock softening, slick with her and me, and she slid off the swing, landing shaky, her legs trembling, her pussy glistening in the moonlight. “Fuck,” she muttered, wiping her mouth, her grin faint but real, pulling her shorts up, cum still dripping down her thigh.

I leaned against the tree, chest heaving, shorts around my ankles, my cock limp and streaked, the night cool against my wrecked body. “You’re a freak,” I said, voice hoarse, tugging my shorts up, my legs shaky.

“Camp does that,” she said, adjusting her glasses, her tank clinging wet to her tits, her hair a mess. “You’re keeping up, slut.”

I smirked, weak, the fire’s smoke faint in the distance, the camp quiet but alive with the promise of more—five weeks left, and I was their toy, day three barely done. She turned, heading back, her ass swaying, and I followed, the rope swing creaking behind us, the night swallowing our mess.


Chapter Five: The Ropes Course Ravage

Six days into Camp Pinewood, and I was a walking wreck—my body a canvas of scratches, bite marks, and rope burns, my cock tender from the shed, the boathouse, the campfire clearing, each night a new bruise on my sanity. Mia, Lila, Jess, Sarah—they’d turned me into their slut, a title whispered across the camp, a smirk on every counselor’s lips. I’d barely slept, my bunkhouse shifts a blur of dodging campers’ questions and jerking off to the memories, my dick raw but relentless, the summer a furnace I couldn’t escape.

Day six dawned muggy, the sky a heavy gray, the air thick with the promise of rain. Rick had us on the ropes course—a sprawling mess of platforms, nets, and zip lines strung through the pines, a “team-building” gig for the older campers. I was paired with Tara, a 19-year-old counselor I’d only caught in passing—tall, wiry, with jet-black hair in a choppy pixie cut, tattoos snaking up her arms, her camp tee cropped short, showing a pierced navel, her shorts frayed and tight over a lean ass. She moved like a predator—quiet, sharp, her hazel eyes flicking over me at roll call, a grin tugging her pierced lip.

“Jake,” she said, tossing me a harness, her voice low, gravelly, cutting through the kids’ chatter. “You’re with me. Don’t fall.”

I caught it, my hands shaky, my cock stirring at her tone—rough, no bullshit, different from Mia’s tease or Sarah’s command. “Got it,” I said, stepping into the straps, the nylon tight against my thighs, my shorts already tenting slight, the memory of Sarah’s pussy on the swing still fresh. Tara smirked, clipping her own harness, her tattoos flexing—skulls, vines, a snake curling up her forearm—as she tugged the straps, her cropped tee riding up, flashing the underside of her tits, no bra, nipples poking through.

The course was a beast—wooden platforms thirty feet up, cargo nets swaying, a zip line stretching across a ravine, the pines creaking in the wind. We herded the campers up, Tara barking orders, me clipping their lines, the harness rubbing my groin, my cock half-hard from her proximity, her sweat sharp in the humid air. By noon, the kids were sweaty, whining, and Tara called a break, sending them down for water, leaving us alone on the top platform—a ten-by-ten square of weathered wood, ringed by a low rail, the forest sprawling below, the camp a distant hum.

She leaned against the rail, her harness creaking, her shorts riding low, a sliver of black thong peeking out. “You’re the slut, huh?” she said, no preamble, her eyes raking me—chest, crotch, back up—her tongue flicking her lip piercing. “Whole camp’s talking.”

My pulse kicked, my cock surging full now, tenting my shorts obscenely. “Guess so,” I said, voice rough, stepping closer, the platform swaying slight under my weight. “You gonna join the list?”

She laughed—short, harsh—and grabbed my harness, yanking me to her, her tits pressing my chest, her pierced navel cold against my stomach. “Fuck yeah,” she said, her hand sliding down, cupping my cock through my shorts, squeezing hard, her nails sharp through the fabric. “Been watching you squirm all week.”

“Fuck—Tara—” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her tight, her heat cutting through the muggy air, my cock throbbing in her grip. She smirked, shoving my shorts down fast, the harness straps digging into my thighs as my cock sprang free—thick, veined, the head flushed dark, precum dripping steady from days of buildup.

“Nice,” she muttered, dropping to her knees, the platform creaking, her tongue darting out, licking the tip, tasting the salt and sweat, her piercing clicking against my skin. She sucked me in—hot, tight, her mouth a furnace, her tongue swirling the head, teasing the slit, her lip ring grazing the shaft as she took me deep, gagging soft, spit slicking her chin.

“Shit—” I rasped, my hands fisting her hair, the choppy strands rough between my fingers, my hips bucking, thrusting shallow as she sucked harder, her hands gripping my ass, nails digging in, urging me deeper. The platform swayed, the ropes groaning, the forest quiet but for her wet slurps, my balls tightening fast under her relentless pull.

She pulled off, panting, spit streaking her tattooed neck, her eyes glinting up at me. “Not yet,” she said, standing, shoving her shorts and thong down—black, soaked, clinging to her pussy, dark hair shaved into a thin strip, her lips swollen and glistening, a small ring piercing her clit hood, glinting in the gray light. She grabbed a carabiner from her harness—a big, curved metal clip—and snapped it free, holding it up, her grin wicked.

“Fuck’s that for?” I asked, my cock throbbing, precum dripping onto the wood as she stepped close, her tits brushing me, her pierced navel pressing my stomach.

“Fun,” she said, hooking the carabiner through a rope loop overhead, clipping her harness to it, then mine, linking us tight, the metal cold against my skin. She swung her leg up, wrapping it around my waist, her pussy hovering over my cock, the piercing glinting, her juices dripping onto me. “Fuck me like this,” she ordered, her voice thick, her hands gripping the ropes, suspending us both, the platform creaking as she lowered herself.

I grabbed her ass, guiding her down, the head nudging her entrance, parting her lips, sinking into her tight, wet heat in one hard thrust. “Fuck!” she gasped, her walls clenching around me, hot and slick, the piercing rubbing my shaft, a sharp jolt with each inch, the head brushing deep as she moaned—loud, raw, echoing through the pines.

“Tara—shit—” I groaned, my hands digging into her flesh, thrusting up, the carabiner clanking, the ropes swaying as I fucked her, her ass slapping my thighs, her tits bouncing under the cropped tee, nipples stiff and begging. The harness bit my skin, the platform rocked, and she swung with me, her pussy gripping tight, her clit piercing grinding my pelvis, her juices soaking my cock, dripping down my balls.

“Harder—fuck—” she panted, her nails raking my shoulders, her leg tightening around me, pulling me deeper, the piercing a wild spark against my shaft. I thrust harder, relentless, my cock stretching her, the head slamming her g-spot, her moans rising—sharp, wild—the ropes creaking, the carabiner clanking, the forest a blur around us.

She grabbed a climbing rope from the platform—a coiled length, rough and thick—and looped it around my neck, pulling tight, the fibers biting my skin, her grin feral as she tugged. “Take it,” she growled, the pressure spiking the pleasure, my balls tightening, my cock pulsing inside her, the piercing driving me insane with each thrust.

“Fuck—yes—” I grunted, the rope burning, my hips pumping, her pussy clenching, her orgasm rushing up—“Jake—fuck—now—” she gasped, her walls spasming, milking my cock as she came, her juices flooding me, soaking my shaft, the piercing rubbing raw as she shuddered, the ropes swaying wild.

The clench pushed me over—“Fuck—” I groaned, my cock pulsing, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode me through it, the rope cutting my neck, my hips jerking, my vision blurring. She swung, panting, cum leaking from her slit, streaking my thighs, the carabiner clanking as she unhooked us, dropping to the platform, her legs shaky, her pussy glistening with our mess.

I slumped against the rail, chest heaving, cock limp and slick, the ropes creaking above, the platform steadying. “You’re a fucking psycho,” I rasped, voice wrecked, tugging my shorts up, my neck raw, my body spent.

“Camp’s full of ‘em,” she said, wiping her thighs, her grin faint but satisfied, pulling her shorts on, cum still dripping down her leg, her piercing glinting. “You’re holding up, slut.”

I smirked, weak, the rain starting—a soft patter on the pines, the camp distant, four weeks left, and I was their toy, day six barely scratched. She climbed down, her ass swaying, and I followed, the ropes course silent, the storm brewing, my summer a wildfire I couldn’t douse.


Chapter Six: The Mess Hall Meltdown

Ten days into Camp Pinewood, and I was a ghost of myself—my body a battlefield of welts, scratches, and cum-streaked memories, my cock a bruised soldier that wouldn’t quit, my mind a haze of Mia’s grip, Sarah’s swing, Tara’s piercing, and every moan in between. I’d lost track of the nights—shed, boathouse, campfire, ropes course—each one a new girl, a new mark, the camp whispering “slut” like it was my official title. At 18, I’d gone from track kid to fuck toy in under two weeks, and the summer still had a month to burn.

Day ten was a slog—rain all morning, the camp a muddy mess, Rick canceling outdoor drills for indoor games. By dinner, the mess hall was a zoo—campers shouting over trays of soggy pizza, counselors slumped at tables, the air thick with grease and damp socks. I sat alone, my tee sticking to my chest, my shorts hiding the latest rope burn on my thigh from Tara’s harness, my cap pulled low as I picked at a slice, my dick half-hard just from the smell of sweat and chaos. Mia and her crew were across the room, giggling, their eyes flicking my way, Sarah two tables over, her glasses fogged, Tara lurking by the door, her tattoos glinting under the fluorescents.

Cleanup was my shift—Rick’s punishment for “slacking” during crafts, though he didn’t know the half of it. The hall emptied, campers shuffling to cabins, counselors bolting for dry clothes, leaving me with a mop and a stack of trays. I was halfway through, the floor slick, the mop handle rough in my hands, when the door creaked—Katie, a 20-year-old counselor I’d barely clocked, slipping in, her blonde ponytail dripping, her camp polo soaked, clinging to small, pert tits, her shorts tight over a runner’s ass, her blue eyes sharp and quiet.

“Jake,” she said, locking the door behind her, her voice soft but firm, cutting through the hum of the kitchen fans. “Heard you’re the camp’s little secret.”

My pulse kicked, my cock surging full, tenting my shorts as I leaned on the mop, the handle digging into my palm. “Yeah?” I said, voice rough, wiping sweat from my brow, the mess hall empty but alive with her stare. “What’s it to you?”

She smirked, stepping closer, her sneakers squeaking on the wet floor, her polo peeling off slow, revealing a white sports bra, nipples stiff through the fabric, her shorts following, white panties clinging wet to her pussy, blonde hair trimmed neat above it. “I’m late to the party,” she said, tossing her clothes aside, her hands on her hips, her body lean and taut, glistening with rain. “Let’s fix that.”

“Fuck—Katie—” I rasped, dropping the mop, the clatter loud as she grabbed my wrist, pulling me to the serving counter—a stainless steel slab, cold and slick, trays scattered. She shoved me against it, her hands yanking my shorts down, my cock springing free—thick, veined, the head flushed dark, precum dripping from days of abuse, still ready despite the ache.

“Nice,” she muttered, her hand wrapping around me, stroking fast, her grip slick with rain, her thumb pressing the tip, smearing the slickness down my shaft. She climbed onto the counter, kneeling, her ass up, her panties stretched tight, and grabbed a pizza peel—a long, flat paddle, wood worn smooth—and slid it under her, the handle between her thighs, rubbing it against her pussy through the fabric.

“Fuck’s that for?” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips, my cock throbbing in her fist as she rocked against the peel, her juices soaking through, the wood gleaming wet.

“Fun,” she said, her voice thick, shoving her panties down, exposing her—pink, swollen, dripping, the peel’s handle nudging her clit, her moan soft but rising. “Fuck me with it first,” she ordered, handing me the peel, her legs spreading, her pussy hovering, begging.

I took it, my hands shaky, and pressed the handle to her entrance, sliding it in slow—wood smooth, her walls stretching around it, hot and slick, her juices coating it as I pumped, shallow then deep, her moans sharp—loud, unrestrained—echoing off the steel walls. “Fuck—Jake—yes—” she panted, her hands gripping the counter, her ass rocking back, her clit grinding the wood, her sports bra riding up, tits spilling free, nipples hard and pink.

“Like that?” I growled, pumping faster, her pussy clenching the handle, my cock pulsing, precum dripping onto the floor as I watched her fuck it, her body trembling, her orgasm building fast. She nodded, frantic, her moans rising, and I pulled the peel out, slick and shiny, tossing it aside, the clatter lost in her gasp.

“Now you,” she said, grabbing my cock, guiding me to her, sinking down hard, her pussy swallowing me in one wet, tight plunge. “Fuck!” she gasped, her walls gripping me, hotter than Tara, slicker than Sarah, stretching around my girth, the head brushing deep as I groaned—loud, raw—my hands digging into her ass, thrusting up, the counter cold under my thighs.

“Katie—shit—” I grunted, my hips pumping, her ass slapping my thighs, her tits bouncing, nipples grazing my chest as she rode me, the counter creaking, her juices soaking my cock, dripping down my balls. She grabbed a ladle from the tray—a big, metal scoop, handle curved—and pressed it to her clit, rubbing hard, the steel glinting, her moans spiking—sharp, wild—the mess hall a haze of heat and noise.

“Harder—fuck—” she panted, her nails raking my shoulders, her pussy clenching, the ladle’s handle slick with her juices as she ground it, her orgasm rushing up—“Jake—now—” she gasped, her walls spasming, milking my cock as she came, her juices flooding me, soaking my shaft, the counter slick with her mess.

The clench pushed me over—“Fuck—” I groaned, my cock pulsing, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode me through it, the ladle clattering, my hips jerking, my vision blurring. She slumped forward, panting, cum leaking from her slit, streaking my thighs, her sports bra twisted, her ponytail a wreck.

I leaned back, chest heaving, cock limp and slick, the mess hall quiet but for our breaths and the rain tapping the roof. “You’re all fucking nuts,” I rasped, voice wrecked, tugging my shorts up, my body spent, the counter cold against my ass.

“Camp’s a slut factory,” she said, wiping herself with her polo, her grin faint but real, pulling her panties up, cum still dripping down her leg. “You’re the star, Jake.”

I smirked, weak, the rain drumming steady, five weeks left, one chapter closing as Katie slipped out, the door creaking shut, leaving me alone with the mop and the mess, my summer a wildfire starting to flicker.


Chapter Seven: The Cabin Climax

Three weeks into Camp Pinewood, and I was a shell—my body a tapestry of bruises, welts, and cum-streaked scars, my cock a battered hero that wouldn’t quit, my mind a reel of every girl who’d claimed me: Mia’s shed ambush, Sarah’s boathouse and swing, Tara’s ropes course, Katie’s mess hall meltdown. At 18, I’d gone from track kid to the camp’s slut, a legend whispered in bunks and bathrooms, my name a dirty joke among the counselors. The summer had three weeks left, but I was already spent—physically, mentally, a walking hard-on with no off switch.

Day 21 was a scorcher—the sun a relentless fist, the lake steaming, the camp a hive of sunburned kids and frayed tempers. Rick had us on free time, the campers scattered, and I was stuck in Cabin 7, mopping sweat from my brow, my shorts hiding the latest marks from Katie’s nails, my tee clinging to my scratched chest. The bunkhouse was quiet—my kids off swimming—and I figured I’d catch a breather, crash on my bunk, maybe jerk off to the chaos in my head and call it a day.

The door banged open, shattering that plan. Mia stormed in, her blonde hair loose, her tank top tight over her tits, her shorts unbuttoned, a grin splitting her face. Behind her came Sarah—glasses fogged, tank loose, shorts hugging her hips—then Tara, tattoos glinting, cropped tee barely covering her pierced navel, and Katie, ponytail swinging, polo soaked with sweat, her blue eyes sharp. They filed in, locking the door, their laughter low and wicked, their stares pinning me like prey.

“Jake,” Mia said, stepping close, her hand grabbing my shirt, yanking me up, her nails scraping my chest through the fabric. “Summer’s half done. Time to end it right.”

“Fuck—what—” I rasped, my cock surging full, tenting my shorts as Sarah shoved me back onto the bunk, the springs creaking, Tara and Katie flanking her, their hands already tugging at my clothes. My tee ripped off—Sarah’s doing—my shorts yanked down by Tara, my cock springing free—thick, veined, the head flushed dark, precum dripping from weeks of abuse, still hard despite the ache.

“You’re ours,” Sarah said, her voice firm, shoving her shorts down, white panties soaked, her pussy red-haired and glistening as she straddled my thighs, her glasses slipping, her tits bouncing under her tank. Mia peeled her tank off, black bra gone, her tits pert and pale, nipples stiff as she climbed onto the bunk, straddling my chest, her pussy bare under her shorts, dripping onto me.

“Reverse it,” Tara growled, her shorts off, black thong tossed, her pierced clit glinting as she grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head, her tattoos flexing, her grip iron. Katie stripped fast—polo, sports bra, panties—her lean body naked, her pussy blonde and wet, climbing over my legs, her hands gripping my cock, stroking hard, her nails sharp against my skin.

“Fuck—guys—” I groaned, my voice wrecked, my hips bucking as Katie’s hand pumped me, Sarah’s pussy hovering over my cock, Mia’s dripping onto my chest, Tara’s hold bruising my wrists. They didn’t wait—didn’t ask—each one moving, a gangbang flipped, me the center, them the storm.

Sarah sank down first, her pussy swallowing my cock in one tight, wet plunge—“Fuck!” she gasped, her walls clenching, hot and slick, stretching around my girth, the head brushing deep as she rode me, fast and brutal, her ass slapping my thighs, her tits bouncing, nipples grazing my chest through her tank. I groaned—loud, raw—my hands straining against Tara’s grip, the bunk shaking, the wood creaking under us.

Mia shoved her shorts down, her pussy bare and swollen, blonde hair trimmed tight, and straddled my face, lowering herself hard—“Eat me, slut,” she ordered, her voice thick, her clit pulsing as I plunged my tongue in, licking deep, tasting her sharp and sweet, her juices soaking my mouth, her moans loud—sharp, wild—her hands fisting my hair, rocking against me.

Katie grabbed my balls, rolling them firm, her other hand stroking my base where Sarah’s pussy met my shaft, her fingers slick with our mess—“Fuck him hard,” she said, her voice hoarse, climbing higher, her pussy hovering over my stomach, rubbing herself, her juices dripping onto me, her moans soft but rising. Tara leaned in, her pierced lip brushing my ear, her tongue flicking out, licking the sweat from my neck, her grip tightening, her pussy bare and wet against my arm as she ground slow, her clit piercing sparking against my skin.

“Shit—fuck—” I grunted into Mia’s pussy, my hips thrusting up, meeting Sarah’s slams, my cock stretching her, the head slamming her g-spot, her walls fluttering, her orgasm rushing—“Jake—yes—” she panted, her pussy spasming, milking me as she came, her juices soaking my shaft, dripping down my balls, Katie’s fingers squeezing tighter.

Mia came next, her cry high and sharp—“Fuck—Jake—” her pussy shuddering against my tongue, her release flooding my mouth, sticky and hot, her thighs clamping my head as she rocked through it, collapsing forward, panting, her juices streaking my face. Sarah slid off, cum leaking from her slit, streaking my thighs, and Katie took her place, sinking down fast—“My turn,” she gasped, her pussy tighter, hotter, swallowing my softening cock, forcing it back to life, her ass slapping my thighs, her moans loud and raw.

Tara released my wrists, grabbing a bunk strap—a worn canvas belt—and looped it around my neck, pulling tight—“Take it, slut,” she growled, the pressure biting my skin, her pussy grinding my arm harder, her piercing rubbing raw, her moans rising—sharp, wild—as she fucked herself against me. I thrust up into Katie, my hands free now, gripping her hips, my cock stretching her, the head slamming deep, the strap burning my neck, my balls tightening under her relentless ride.

“Harder—fuck—” Katie panted, her nails raking my chest, her pussy clenching, her orgasm hitting fast—“Jake—now—” she screamed, her walls spasming, milking my cock as she came, her juices mixing with Sarah’s, soaking me, Tara’s strap tugging harder, spiking the pleasure. I groaned into the air—“Fuck—” my cock pulsing, thick spurts of cum erupting inside her, filling her as she rode me through it, my hips jerking, my vision blurring.

Katie slid off, panting, cum dripping from her slit, and Tara took her turn, shoving Mia aside, straddling my cock—“Finish me,” she growled, sinking down hard, her pussy tight and pierced, the ring rubbing my shaft, a wild jolt with each inch, the head brushing deep as she moaned—loud, guttural—her tattoos flexing, her ass slapping my thighs. Mia crawled over, straddling my face again, her pussy dripping, and I licked her clean, her moans soft now, her hands gripping the bunk frame.

Sarah knelt beside me, her fingers finding my balls, rolling them firm—“Come again, slut,” she ordered, her voice thick, her other hand rubbing Tara’s clit, doubling her rhythm, Tara’s pussy clenching, her piercing driving me insane. Katie joined in, her hands on my chest, nails digging fresh marks, her pussy hovering over my stomach, grinding slow, her juices streaking me.

“Fuck—guys—” I grunted into Mia’s pussy, my hips thrusting up, Tara’s slams relentless, her orgasm rushing—“Jake—fuck—yes—” she gasped, her pussy spasming, milking my cock as she came, her juices soaking me, Sarah’s fingers squeezing my balls, pushing me over—“Fuck—” I groaned, my cock pulsing, weak spurts of cum erupting inside Tara, my balls drained, my body shaking.

Mia came again, softer—“Jake—” her pussy shuddering, her release soaking my face, and they collapsed—Sarah on my left, Katie on my right, Tara slumped over my cock, Mia sprawled across my chest, cum and sweat streaking us all, the bunk a wreck, the cabin quiet but for our ragged breaths. My cock lay limp, slick with their mess, my body spent, my summer peaking in this reverse gangbang, four girls claiming me at once.

“Done?” I rasped, voice wrecked, my chest heaving, their heat pressing me into the mattress, three weeks left fading into the haze.

Mia smirked, wiping her face, her grin faint but real—“For now,” she said, sliding off, cum dripping down her thigh, the others following, gathering clothes, their laughter low, victorious. “You’re the camp slut, Jake. Ride’s over when we say.”

I lay there, wrecked, the cabin silent, their footsteps fading, the summer a wildfire burned out—almost. I smirked, weak, pulling my shorts up, my body a ruin, their taste burned into me, Pinewood’s legend sealed, my slut reign ending with a bang I’d never forget.
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