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Mashed on Moving Day


Becky, Rachel, and I could probably have moved into the new apartment on our own, but it was definitely a lot easier with the help of Becky's cousin Mickey and his friends Keith, Jim, and Dave. The apartment was on the top floor of an old three-story brownstone — no elevator, just a stairwell in the middle of the building. Having four more pairs of hands made getting the boxes from the rented truck to the apartment much faster, and four strong young guys made getting the couch and dining room table moved a breeze — I'm sure the three of us would have taken hours to move the big things, and we'd have been sweating and swearing the whole time.

It was also a lot easier on the eyes to have Mickey and his pals helping, too. In addition to having no elevator, the apartment building had no air conditioning, and the mid-July sun was cooking the city sidewalks. About half an hour into the move, Mickey stripped off his sweat-soaked t-shirt, revealing his smooth pecs and hard abs. Keith, Jim, and Dave followed suit: Keith was cut like Mickey, with well-defined biceps; Jim was lean, and had a blue and green dragon tattoo ascending from the waist of his jeans along his haunches with its head peering over his shoulder; Dave looked less like a bodybuilder than a firefighter (which I suppose made sense, since he was, in fact, a firefighter), with sinews honed for speed and strength. I particularly liked carrying boxes up the stairs behind Dave, where I could watch his ass under his jeans and see the way his back flexed when he adjusted a load on his shoulder. I wondered what it would be like to have him carry me out of a burning building. Or out of any building, burning or not. Or just carry me into the bedroom and throw me onto the mattress and have his way with me.

I was aware that they didn't mind the views that we were offering, either. As I said, it was a hot day and there was no air conditioning in the building, so we were dressed for the heat. Becky wore a skimpy little blue tank top and cutoff jeans, her sandy brown hair pulled back in a ponytail; Rachel had on a yellow sundress that swayed when she walked, revealing little glimpses of her tiny pink panties on the stairs and of her ample cleavage when bent to pick up a box; and I wore an old red and white striped t-shirt with the bottom cut off to show my midriff and a pair of cargo shorts that hugged my ass. I had been spending a lot of time at the gym — partly because it had air conditioning, unlike our previous or new apartment — and I was excited to show off my body now that the weather had turned hot. I had my blonde hair cut in a summer bob that showed off my long neck.

Becky was doing most of the supervisor duties for the move, directing us to put boxes in different rooms and waving her hands to show where the furniture should go. She wasn't doing an especially effective job of it, though — there were more than a few traffic jams getting in and out of the apartment.

Once I found myself stuck between Dave's ass and Mickey's chest, trying to get through the door. I pressed my belly against Dave, and he pushed back hard enough that I almost lost my footing. Mickey was balancing a box on his shoulder, and he reached out to steady me with his burly free arm; his fingers brushed my belly button, and I covered the gasp that came from my lips at his touch with a giggle, pretending to be ticklish instead of turned on. Mickey took that as an invitation, though, and started to lightly run his fingers on my belly and ribs, trying to get more giggles out of me. I'm not ticklish, though, so all he was doing was turning me on. My hands were both full of a box that was probably too heavy for me, so I rested it against Dave's muscular ass and pushed my butt back at Mickey, trying to trick his hand to reach up a little higher toward my tits or — better yet! — slide down toward my crotch. Unfortunately, the traffic jam cleared before I could get him to do either, and when Dave walked into the apartment, I had to stumble forward to keep from dropping my box. I looked back at Mickey and winked; he grinned and gave my ass a playful slap.

On another trip up the stairs, I was pressed into the railing with Jim while Keith and Dave went by carrying an armchair. Jim had a box on his shoulder, but I was empty-handed, on my way down for another load. While Keith and Dave squeezed by, I let my hand brush Jim's bare back. When he didn't move, I let my hand slide lower, fingers slipping between his belt and his skin; I could feel the sweat at the top of his ass, and his muscles tightened at my touch. My fingers had just made contact with the waistband of his boxers when Keith and Dave reached the top of the landing, and I slid my hand free and started down the steps again, looking back over my shoulder; Jim was grinning, adjusting the load on his shoulder, and I gave my ass an extra wiggle on the stairs.

We were almost done with the boxes when Keith and I found ourselves in the bedroom that I was going to share with Rachel. He had a wardrobe box of Rachel's clothes, and I had a smaller box of my items. He gave me a nod as he carried his box to the closet, and I was so busy staring at his ass that I didn't notice the pieces of the bed frame on the floor. My foot snagged on the metal frame and I went down on my knees, my box flying free.

"Let me help you with that," Keith said, setting down his box and walking over to where mine had tipped upside down. With a horrified gasp, I realized which box I had dropped — it had "treasure chest" written on the side in Sharpie — but I was too late to stop him. Keith picked it up and the contents spilled out all over the floor: two tubes of lube (one a soothing aloe, one cherry flavored with a big pair of red lips on it over the word "YUM" in huge letters), three boxes of condoms (ribbed, extra-thin, and "GONZO HUGE" for a guy I was dating over the winter — he wasn't actually "gonzo huge" but he was pretty big, and he got a kick out of sliding one on with "XXXL" printed down the side), my three best vibrators (pinky slim, yellow medium, and one with a curved shaft and butterfly-shaped clit tickler that I called "the Terminator"), a magic wand massager with a dick-shaped handle that doubled as a dildo, and a jumbo pack of AA batteries.

"Holy shit," Keith and I exclaimed simultaneously — me in soul-crushing chagrin, he in delighted mirth — and I scrambled on my knees to retrieve the spilled items.

"What's this one do?" Keith asked, holding the Terminator. He flicked the switch on the bottom and it came to life, the curved shaft moving in a come-hither motion that felt amazing on my g-spot and the butterfly opening and closing its little wings like it was going to alight on a flower, that flower being my clit. My pussy had a Pavlovian response to the distinctive sound of the Terminator's motor, starting to drool like it hadn't been fed in weeks.

"Give me that," I snapped, jumping up to grab it out of his hands and flicking the switch off. "It burns through batteries like wildfire."

"I'll bet it's pretty wild," he said with a chuckle.

"What's so funny?" Jim asked, sticking his head in the door.

"Nikki's just giving me a look at her toy box," Keith said. I jabbed an elbow into his ribs and tucked the box under my arm, stooping to retrieve the tube of "YUM" lube — I don't actually like the smell of it, but it has a tingle that revs me up if my stamina is flagging; the guy who liked the "GONZO HUGE" rubbers also had the endurance of racehorse. I should give him a call again some time ...

Jim raised an eyebrow — I think he glimpsed the massager's handle — and said, "We're just about done moving stuff upstairs; Becky says she's got some beer and pizza."

"Awesome," Keith said. He gave my butt a playful smack as he walked out of the room, and I glared after him, red-faced but strangely aroused after that encounter.

After I tucked my "treasure box" in the corner, I followed Keith into the kitchen, where Becky and Rachel were frantically digging through a cooler that was inexplicably packed with moving supplies — masking tape, Sharpies, bubble wrap — instead of beer. The guys were standing around them in a circle, grinning, arms crossed.

"Shit shit shit," Becky said, "I could have sworn we had a whole cooler of beer!"

"Is it in the storage room at the old place?" Rachel asked. She saw me coming into the kitchen and asked, "Nikki, do you know where it is?"

I shrugged and sat at the table, which was piled with plates and glasses waiting to be shelved. Becky had been in charge of moving-day food and drink, and she had been very insistent that I wasn't to interfere.

"Do we have the pizzas, at least?" I asked.

"Just one," said Rachel, holding up a single thin-crust frozen pizza that someone Keith's size would probably wolf down in one bite.

"The rest must be with the beer," said Becky, pulling at her hair in frustration. "I must have left it in the storage locker."

"No big deal," Jim said, "you don't owe us, it was a fun day and a good workout."

"Speak for yourself," Dave said. "I'm starving, and a cold beer or three sure would be nice ..."

"I'll just go back and get it," Becky said, grabbing her car keys off the counter.

"It's like half an hour away," Rachel said. "Isn't there a grocery store in the neighborhood?"

"What, and end up with an extra case of beer and stack of pizzas?"

"You two sort it out," I said. "I'm going to go do some unpacking."

I left the kitchen with Becky and Rachel sniping at each other and went back to my bedroom. I love my roommates, I really do, but sometimes they drive me insane. After a few minutes the arguing stopped and I heard the door slam; apparently, they hatched some plan to get pizza and beer, and I was happy not to be a part of it. I went about unpacking my clothes into my dresser.

"Knock knock," said a voice at the door. I looked up to see Keith leaning against the frame.

"Yeah, what do you want?" I said, returning to folding t-shirts.

"Uh, Nikki, I ... um, I just wanted to apologize ... about ... I think I came off wrong."

"You came off like a dickhead," I said, keeping my back to him.

"Yeah, I know," he said. "But I was actually ...curious? Like, I know it's your personal business and everything, but you've always seemed really open, and I've never seen a ... you know ..."

"A vibrator?" I turned to look at him and fixed him with as withering a gaze as I could muster. His face turned red and he looked down at his feet.

"Well, I've seen those, but not like that one!"

"Yeah, well, that one's pretty special, not many people get to see it. It usually doesn't come out to play in a group setting."

"Ah, I see ... it ... what's special about it?"

I wasn't sure if he was trying to wind me up with dumb questions, or if he was sincerely interested in women's sex toys. I suppose they're a mystery to most men, but Keith didn't strike me as especially curious about things that weren't related to beer or the gym.

"I call it the Terminator," I said. "It can make me come in five minutes flat, and doesn't ask stupid questions — which makes it the best boyfriend I've ever had."

"Seriously? How can it ... um ... you know ..."

"Oh yeah, I know," I said, "boy do I know; when that thing gets cranking I don't know a whole lot else except what it's doing, and pretty soon I'm way beyond knowing anything at all." I suspect I had a bit of a wistful look on my face, thinking about the last time I used the Terminator — it's really loud, so I can only use it when I've got the apartment to myself.

"How does it do that?"

"You really want to know?" I put the shirt I was folding back in the moving box and crossed the room to retrieve the Terminator. Just feeling it in my hands was enough to get me tingly. I turned to Keith and said, "Okay, make a tube with your hands, thumbs pointing toward me."

He interlaced his fingers and awkwardly moved his wrists around until he had his thumbs pointing my way. I laughed and said, "Tighter than that, Keith, I do my Kegels." He blushed and pulled his palms closer together.

I smeared a little of the aloe lube on the Terminator and stood in front of Keith. When I switched the vibrator on he gave a little jump — it buzzed loudly then settled into a steady whine. Then I ran the tip around his fingers, saying, "I like a little tease first, you know?", before sliding it slowly into the tunnel formed between his hands.

I slid it in and out a few times, slowly fucking his hands and getting the lube all over his palms, then flipped the switch that engaged the stroker. He jumped again as the tip of the vibrator curled against the meaty spot where his thumbs joined his hands. Then he grinned and said, "That tickles."

I smiled up at him and pushed the Terminator a little harder, and a little faster; I have to admit, I was getting pretty wet. I pressed the button that engaged the butterfly at the base of the vibrator, causing its wings to slowly spread and fold, and drove it all the way in until the tip protruded from the back of his hand tunnel, almost touching his bare chest, and the butterfly lighted on his thumbs.

"And this feels that good to you?" he asked.

"Fuck yes," I said, getting a little glassy-eyed just thinking about it.

"Really?"

"Well, I don't usually use it on my hands," I said, taking a step closer to him and pushing the vibrator hard enough to leave a string of lube on his chest.

He blushed bright red and said, "No, I ... um ... I guess not."

"Five minutes flat," I said, standing toe to toe with him. "G-spot and clit dual attack, no man can possibly compare."

"You just haven't been with the right man," he said.

"I've been with enough. I've had some cocks with a nice curve, but I've never seen a butterfly attachment. Most guys can't find the clit with both hands and a flashlight."

"Oh, I know where it is," Keith said. "I'm pretty sure I could beat this machine."

"Oh, really, John Henry?" I said, giving the vibrator a little twist with my wrist so it rolled inside his hands. "Maybe you'd like to make a wager?"

"Sure," he said. "What are the terms?"

"If you can't make me come in under five minutes," I said, "then I get your pizza and beer." I bent down and licked his thumbs, and then sucked them into my mouth, letting the viscous lube spread around my lips.

"And when I do make you come in under five minutes?" he asked, tightening his grip on the Terminator so I really had to work to keep it moving.

"I think that's reward enough in itself, isn't it?" I said, and leaned in to lick the spot on his chest where the tip of the vibrator had connected.

Before I could let my brain start asking stupid questions, like "Are you really about to fuck a near stranger while there are people in the kitchen?", I dropped to my knees in front of Keith, set the Terminator to the side, and tugged the buttons of his jeans open. With a yank I had his jeans and boxers down to his knees, and I let out an involuntary gasp — Keith was packing a thick sausage indeed, even half hard it was impressive. I wrapped my hand around it and gave it a firm tug, urging more blood to fill the shaft, and he groaned when I popped the head into my mouth and sucked.

"When does the clock start?" Keith asked. He put his hands in my hair and pulled me closer; I could feel the lube from the Terminator on his palms, and I pushed the thought of what a mess my hair was going to be to one side — there was time to worry about a shower later.

I swirled my tongue around the head, savoring his salty taste. "When I say it does," I said. "We need to get this in top form first, I want to give you a fighting chance."

I gripped his ass while I sucked his cock. His muscles were rock hard, but the flesh over them was velvety smooth, with barely a trace of fine hair. In fact, he was pretty much hairless from the neck down, as if he'd been gone over with a buffer; the effect was to make his muscles look even more defined when he flexed his shoulders and abs. I couldn't wait to run my tongue over the rest of him; my pussy was tingling in my shorts, and I really wanted to give it a little rub, but I also didn't want to offer Keith an assist — he'd made the boast, and he was going to have to put up or shut up.

"Hey, Keith, are you in — whoa!" said a voice from the doorway. Startled, I looked up from Keith's dick to see Jim standing by the door, a look of shock on his face.

"Sorry, man," Jim said, backing up. "You carry on ..."

"Wait!" I said. "I didn't say you had to go."

Jim stopped, his face still astonished, but also intrigued. I looked up at Keith, who also had an astonished look on his face, but he wasn't protesting. So I pushed the game a little further.

"Keith thinks he can get me off faster than the Terminator," I said, nodding toward the vibrator on the floor by my knees, "and I don't think he stands a chance, but I'm willing to let him try. What do you think?"

Jim grinned and stepped into the room. He looked down at the Terminator and said, "Damn, that's quite the contraption. But Keith works out a lot, maybe he can manage."

"I can totally manage," Keith said. I returned my mouth to his cock and he tensed his buttocks, pushing the shaft a little deeper.

"That thing has a lot more moving parts than you do, dude," Jim said.

"I've got plenty of parts," Keith answered. "I've got my dick, my tongue, my fingers ..."

My pussy was absolutely drenched, and I really wanted a finger on my clit — mine or Keith's or Jim's, I wasn't really picky at the moment. I groaned with frustration, hands on Keith's ass, and spread my knees apart.

"Maybe he needs an assist?" I said, looking up at Jim. It was hard to be sure through his jeans, but I thought I saw some pressure building in his crotch.

"I'm always happy to lend a hand," Jim said.

"I don't need help," Keith grumbled.

"The Terminator has a butterfly," I said, putting a hand against Keith's smooth groin; the lack of pubic hair made his cock seem longer, and I liked the velvety texture of his skin. "You don't have a butterfly."

Jim laughed and said, "I have a butterfly."

I turned and looked up at him. "Seriously? You have a butterfly?"

"I'll show you," Jim said. He undid his jeans and pulled them down.

The green dragon tattoo that ran up Jim's side also ran down his leg in a spiral to his ankle. There was a spiderweb on his other hip, and a flaming skull on his other thigh. Like Keith, Jim was shaved smooth, probably to better show off his ink; his cock was as lean as the rest of him, long and curved up, not unlike the Terminator. And at the base of his cock was a butterfly — two butterflies, actually, delicate blue tattoos in flight.

"So pretty!" I said. Jim stepped closer, and I reached up to trace my fingers along his butterflies' wings.

Keith made a grumbling sound, so I quickly returned my attention to his cock. It actually seemed a little stiffer than it was before — maybe a response to facing a little competition? I cradled his balls in my hand, and he sighed appreciatively.

There were suddenly hands on my waist, and I glanced back to see that Jim was kneeling behind me, running his hands up and down my flanks below my crop top. I wiggled my ass and pushed back, making contact with his cock. He grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled up; I disengaged from Keith's cock just long enough for Jim to pull my shirt off over my head, and then dove back down while Jim undid the clasp of my bra. He cupped my tits and nuzzled my neck while I sucked Jim's cock.

"Where did you guys go?" a voice called down the hall.

I popped Keith's cock out of my mouth and called back, "In the bedroom!" Keith had a panicked look on his face, but I could feel Jim chuckling against my neck while he tweaked my nipples between his fingers.

"We were just wondering where — oh FUCK!"

Mickey was walking into the bedroom and froze mid-stride; Dave hadn't seen our tableau yet and collided with Mickey's bulk. Then he looked over Mickey's shoulder and his jaw dropped.

"It's getting kind of crowded in here," Keith said, running his fingers through my hair. "I thought we had a bet going?"

"Oh, the bet is still on," I said. "I just want witnesses to back me up when I win."

"I'm going to win," Keith said.

"What's going on?" Mickey asked, eyes flashing from Keith to me to Jim.

"What's it look like?" I said.

"We made a bet," Keith said.

"Who lost?" Dave asked.

"No losers here yet," I said. "Keith thinks he's a better lover than my favorite vibrator, and I told him he needs to prove it. You can referee, if you want."

Mickey looked back at Dave; Dave glanced at his watch, said, "Becky and Rachel probably won't be back for at least forty-five minutes," and shrugged.

"Keith thinks he only needs less than five to get the job done," I said.

Mickey fiddled with his watch for a second and said, "I'm happy to time it, but I don't know why he wants to shoot off so fast."

"Not him," I said, "me!"

"Gotcha," said Dave. He spotted the mattress leaning against the wall and grabbed it while Mickey cleared a space for it on the floor. Jim unbuttoned my shorts and gave a tug, baring my ass; his cock rubbed against my butt as he reached around in front and pushed my shorts and panties down past my knees. My pussy tingled when his fingers grazed my trimmed bush, and I reached behind me to grasp the shaft of his long, slender cock.

The mattress landed on the floor with a thud. Jim stood and gently pulled me to my feet, while Mickey and Dave grabbed my legs. I fell back into Jim's arms, and the three of them carried me to mattress and gently dropped me. Mickey and Dave pulled off my shoes and slid my shorts and panties the rest of the way down, tossing them in the corner. Keith walked over to the mattress, gripping his cock, and looked down at me, spread wide and ready on the mattress.

"You are about to get such a fucking," he said.

"All words until you do the deed," I replied, lifting my feet up onto the mattress and raising my knees. I could feel all of their eyes on me, which made the tingling in my pussy even stronger; maybe Keith would actually beat the Terminator, assisted by performing in front of an audience, but I was pretty sure I was about to win either way.

"We'll see how sassy you are once I get started," Keith said, kneeling between my legs. He blew a puff of breath on my pussy, giving me a shiver that I felt all the way up to my belly. Tongue out, he leaned toward me, but I put my hand on his forehead to stop him.

"Mickey, you got the timer going?" I asked.

"You know it," he said, giving his watch a tap. "Go!"

And with that, Keith dove into my pussy with his whole mouth, licking and sucking and slurping hungrily. I gasped and grabbed a handful of his hair, pulling his face tight to my crotch; at this rate, the Terminator didn't stand a chance.

Keith got into a steady rhythm, working his chin up and down while he feasted, and I draped my legs over his shoulders and pressed my heels into his back. I looked up to see Jim kneeling beside me, stroking his cock and grinning. A movement out of the corner of my eye caught my attention, and I looked over to see Dave and Mickey slipping out of their jeans, too. Mickey's cock was thick like Keith's, with a dark vein running from the base to the tip; it pulsed in his hand while he watched Keith devour me. Unlike Keith, Mickey, and Jim, who were all shaved clean, Dave had a thick bush of black pubic hair above his cock and a tangle of hair running down his legs. He was also uncut, his foreskin slipping back and forth over the head of his cock as he gently stroked his shaft; it glistened in the light coming in through the open window.

Keith didn't give me a whole lot more time to admire all of the other cocks in the room, though, because he was sliding his way up my body, his tongue leading the way. I felt his weight on me, heavy and strong, and when he came level to my face, he kissed me hard, tongue seeking mine. He tasted of my musk. I wrapped my arms around him, digging my fingers into his broad back and sliding down toward his ass. His cock was nudging against my pussy lips, and I lifted my hips to encourage him to slide inside.

"Time?" he asked, looking over his shoulder at Mickey.

Mickey looked at his watch while stroking his cock. "One minute in," he said.

"Damn, I was getting into your taste a little too much," Keith said, running a finger along my cheek. Then he reached down between us, found my entrance with the head of his cock, and plunged into me. I was so wet that he slid frictionlessly up to the hilt, and I groaned at the suddenness of his entry.

Keith was off like a shot with a hard, fast, heavy rhythm, pushing me across the mattress until my head was against the wall. I tried to push back, but he was too strong for me, and all I could do was lie back and receive his thrusts, every stroke sending bolts of lightning through my body. John Henry was intent on beating the machine through my tunnel, and he was well ahead of schedule. Each time he bottomed out I let out an involuntary groan, and each time he pulled back it felt like his shaft was going to pull my cunt inside out. I was in great danger of losing my bet with him, which probably wouldn't be the worst thing in the world because it felt like my orgasm, which was building fast, was going to be incredible.

But I didn't want to lose — I don't like losing, even if it means winning. So I cheated a little bit — I bit his ear, hard, and Keith shouted in surprise. He lifted himself up on his arms and looked down at me and I smiled up at him, showing my teeth.

"That was a bitchy thing to do," he said, and then grabbed me under the arms and brought me up to sit on top of him while he knelt. He crushed me to his chest and then started to lift me up and down on his cock like he was doing reps with my pussy. I felt like a rag doll in his arms, flopping uncontrollably as I tried to get some sort of control. I could hear the other men laughing around us.

The way my clit ground against Keith's bare groin was making my body sing. He swiveled his hips as he fucked me, letting me feel how wide and hard his cock was with every movement. My vision was getting blurry and I could feel the tell-tale trembling in my thighs— I was on the verge of coming and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

Suddenly Mickey started to count down from ten, and the others joined in — eight, seven, six ... My thighs clenched hard against Keith's, burning with the effort. Five, four, three ... I could feel my abdomen tightening, and a tingle surging from my clit to my belly. Two, one ... I dug my nails into Keith's shoulders, and before I had to squeeze my eyes shut I could see little drops of blood on his hard, smooth skin.

"Time!" Mickey yelled, and I let go with a "FUCKFUCKFUCK" as a floodgate opened inside my pussy. Keith fell onto his back, holding me to his chest as I shook with the force of my orgasm, and laughed. I could feel my juices dripping out of my pussy and onto Keith's legs. He grabbed my ass with both hands and moved his hips in a slow circle while he held me.

"I guess I won, huh?" Keith said, nibbling at my neck.

"The bet was under five minutes," I said after I caught my breath. "I think I came right at five minutes."

"Mickey?" Keith asked, looking up at his friend, who was standing over us with his hand still stroking his shaft.

Mickey shrugged. "I don't know, it was awfully close ..."

"Just say I won," Keith said. "Even when she bit my ear, I kept fucking."

"Say I won, Mickey," I purred, "and I'll suck your dick."

Mickey laughed and knelt next to me. "Do you have a better offer, Keith?" he asked.

"Well, I'm not sucking your dick ..."

"Then Nikki won," Mickey said as I grabbed his shaft, gave it several quick jerks, and then swallowed it down. It was hard and velvety, and tasted like sweat.

Keith didn't seem too upset with the situation; at least, it wasn't enough to stop him from continuing to fuck me. My massive orgasm had taken the edge off my arousal, and I could get into a happy groove of riding Keith's cock while sucking Mickey's. With me on top, Keith couldn't pound me as hard as he did before, and I had more control over how deep he could go.

I was finding a nice, steady roll of my hips on Keith's cock in time with Mickey's gentle thrusts into my mouth when I felt another pair of hands on my ass. When I let Mickey's cock slip out so I could look behind me, I saw Jim squatting above me, his cock resting in the crack of my ass. He reached a finger between my butt cheeks and started to knock at the back door. The sweat and juice from my fucking with Keith made things a little slippery, but definitely not slippery enough for Jim's dick.

"Lube!" I yelled at him. "Get the lube and my asshole is all yours!"

Jim looked around, and then I saw Dave retrieve the bottle I had dropped with the Terminator and had it to Jim — I liked to see the teamwork; I noted that I would have to reward Dave for helping out. Jim dropped a dollop of the clear gel on his cock and spread it around with his fist, and then dribbled a line of it on my ass; the lube was cold and slippery, and I shivered a little on Keith's cock.

The lube didn't stay cold for long, though. Jim lined his cock up, braced a hand on my back, and slowly fed his dick into my back door. It was tight going back there under normal circumstances, but with Keith's thick cock filling my pussy my insides were even more crowded than usual. I moaned as Jim worked his way into me, a mix of sharp pain and incredible pleasure making me go cross-eyed. Neither of them could do much thrusting, so we found a steady state of gentle rocking and squeezing that sent tingles all over me.

Mickey gently nudged his cock against my lips, and I resumed my sucking. He stroked my hair and cheek, and pumped his hips; I couldn't move very much the way I was suspended between Jim and Keith, so I wrapped my tongue around Mickey's shaft and let his movements dictate the speed and depth of the blowjob.

I was only able to move my eyes, so I could only see Dave's legs just on the edge of my vision. He seemed to be waiting patiently for someone to finish so he could move into one of my currently occupied holes. I balanced myself on one hand and motioned for him to come closer. He knelt beside me, his cock just within reach, and I did my best to stroke him while Jim, Keith, and Mickey fucked me.

It was Mickey who blew first. I could feel my teeth scraping his shaft as he pumped, and his thrusts become harder and more erratic. He grabbed the lube-stiff hair on the top of my head in both hands and pushed in until the head of his cock tickled the back of my throat and my nose poked his smooth, hard groin.

"Fuck, I'm going to come," he gasped. He tried to pull free, but I wrapped my lips tightly around his shaft and bobbed my head up and down to encourage him to stay in my mouth. With a roar, he let loose a flood of warm, salty jizz, and I almost gagged at the force of it hitting the back of my throat.

No sooner had Mickey pulled free, than Dave was kneeling in front of me with his cock on offer. I greedily sucked it down, letting Mickey's jizz dribbled out of my mouth and onto Dave's dick. Jim was picking up his pace behind me, and I rocked forward onto Dave's cocks with his thrusts.

Jim fired next, the first jet of his cum exploding inside my ass and the second splashing onto my back as he pulled out. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see him straddling me, fist a blur on his cock, spraying my ass and back with his jizz. He dropped onto his knees and crawled up beside me to kiss my neck. I slipped Dave's cock out of my mouth and kissed Jim's lips, smearing cum between us.

When I reached again for Dave's cock, I found that it was gone. Then I felt something probing my recently-vacated ass; I looked back in time to see Dave pushing his way inside me. His cock was so slippery with cum and spit, and my asshole was so slippery with cum and lube, that he slid effortlessly into me.

He was a little bigger around than Jim, and the extra girth caused Keith's cock to nudge my G-spot. I gasped, the air sucked out of me by the feeling of Keith's cockhead scraping against the wall of my vagina. I could feel the flutter starting, and soon my legs were shaking again as an orgasm gripped me. When I bore down on the cocks inside me, I heard Keith groan and felt Dave's cock shudder as he came.

"Fill me," I said to Keith, grabbing him by the ears and pressing my mouth against his. He arched his back, almost throwing me off him, and groaned into my mouth as his jizz flooded my pussy.

Panting and gasping for air, I fell off Keith and lay on my back on the mattress, a cum-covered, sweat-soaked, lube-drenched mess. I heard the front door open, and Becky's keys rattling as she tossed them onto the kitchen counter.

"Go get me a beer," I said to no one in particular. "I earned it."


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 Nadia, 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."


Beach Volleyball Bump


When my alarm goes off at 6 AM, I curse my decision to sign up for this stupid tournament. We're supposed to be enjoying ourselves on spring break — lounging on the beach, making out with guys, drinking fruity cocktails — but instead, we're getting up early for the co-ed beach volleyball tournament semi-finals, which I am determined we're going to win.

Or at least I'm getting up early. All I hear from Bridget, Tracy, and Luna are the rumbling snores of deep sleep and too many pineapple mojitos.

I go into the room that Bridget and Tracy are sharing in our air b&b condo and give Bridget a shake. She makes a groaning sound and rolls over, pulling the pillow over her head.

I sigh and try Tracy. Tracy makes a horking noise and sits straight up, a dribble of drool on her chin and her eyes wide like I've just dragged her out of a nightmare.

"What? What? What is it?" she asks, waving her arms around.

"Semi-finals game, on the beach, thirty minutes," I say. "Get up, get dressed, get going."

"Fuck," she groans, and falls back on her pillow.

I go back across the hall to my room, but there's no sign of Luna. Her bed isn't made, but I don't think it was made last night, either — Luna's a bit of a slob, and my best efforts have failed to introduce much discipline. I throw on my black shorts, sports bra, and red tank top with the College of St. Anthony Women's Volleyball logo — a volleyball sporting angel wings, because we're supposed to be the "St. Anthony Angels." Big sigh and eye roll at that.

After a quick visit to the head, I tie my black hair back in a ponytail, grab my sunscreen and water bottle, and head downstairs. I find Luna sprawled out on the couch in the living room, wearing yesterday's yellow sundress, one shoe and one shoe off, face buried in a cushion. Her dress has ridden up, exposing the bottom half of her tight ass cheeks and the narrow strip of a purple thong.

I lick my lips and ponder the view for a moment; Luna has a delightfully springy butt, perfect for squeezing. Our relationship is pretty much an open secret on the team and around campus: while date guys, and certainly enjoy our share of dick, we've been known to get busy together from time to time. A couple times on this trip, Bridget and Tracy have had to pound on the door of our room because the bed was rattling so hard.

While I would like to nibble on that tasty ass and wake her up with my tongue, we've got a volleyball game to win in about twenty minutes. So instead I give her ass an open-handed slap that rings loudly in the quiet condo, and say, "Rise and shine, sleepyhead! We're at the net in twenty."

Luna gasps and rolls over, straightening her dress. In the process of adjusting the hem, she lets one of her tits free, firm and round and highly lickable. It would be so easy to forfeit this game and spend the morning making love to Luna ...

"Fuck you," Luna says with a groan.

"That's the plan," I say, "but not until after we've crushed those Peterson U boys."

"Ugh, fine," Luna grumbles as she drags herself off the couch. "I'll meet you down there."

"See if you can rouse Tracy and Bridget, too," I say, "otherwise it's going to be two on four. Which still puts the odds in our favor."

I give her a peck on the cheek, and then sashay out the door, making sure my ass swings alluringly.

The tournament is being held on the beach right in front of our condo; I feel that gives us a home court advantage, since we've spent several hours lounging on our porch with margaritas and chips, watching our competitors play. We know the condition of the sand, the effects of the wind, the angle of the net; we can study the other teams' styles and identify their weaknesses, all while enjoying the sun and surf.

Or at least I have all these details committed to memory and strategies sorted out. The rest of the team doesn't seem as committed to total victory as I am. Which is fine, I guess — I mean, we are on vacation, and we don't start training for next season for a couple of months. But there's something about seeing a volleyball net that cranks the competitive dial in me to eleven.

Add in the fact we're playing against guys, and the dial goes to twelve and I start shooting sparks out of my ears. At St. Anthony, at least, the guys get the first pick of new equipment, the nicer buses for away games, and big boosts in the student newspaper; they even broadcast their matches on the college television station. We always have last year's gear, the balls going flat and the nets sagging, have to go to away games in the coach's Econoline, and are always an afterthought to the football season that's going on at the same time as ours. And this is despite the fact that women's team was undefeated last year, and has way more regional championships than the men's team ever will.

I am absolutely determined to crush Peterson U, just on principle.

The Peterson U guys are already standing in a circle by the net when I get there, laughing and tossing the volleyball back and forth. They're pretty much what I expected: tall, lean, and handsome, wearing orange Peterson U t-shirts and baggy black shorts, bare feet in the sand. Two have sandy brown hair, one cut short and one shoulder length; one has long, wavy blonde hair; and one has precision-cut black hair, looking very ROTC. I kind of hate them already.

"Hey, St. Anthony Angels!" the black-haired guy says when he sees me. "Or, should I say, Angel — where's the rest of your team?"

"They're coming," I say, nodding toward the condo. "We're staying right there."

"Convenient."

"Very." I look toward the condo, but I don't see any movement yet.

"Pretty darn early for volleyball, huh?" says the blonde guy.

"Great way to start the day," I say. "I always like the sweet taste of victory before breakfast."

They all chuckle at that. "Starting the trash talk right away, huh?" says the black-haired guy.

"Just stating facts," I say.

He suddenly pushes the ball at me, hard, from his chest; he's taller than me, so the ball is zooming at my head. I catch it with both hands and push it back at him, harder, and he makes a grunting sound when he catches it.

"Damn, that stings!" he says, shaking his hand by the wrist.

"Watch out," I say, "I throw like a girl."

I catch movement out of the corner of my eye, and look over to see Luna stumbling toward the net, an energy drink in her hand. Her black hair is tousled and her eyes look puffy, and she's got on dark sunglasses against the glare of the sun. She's at least kitted out for the game, though, in her tank top and shorts, and even as a stumbling mess she looks tasty to me — her tits are a little bigger than mine, and give the angel volleyball on her tank a nice stretch, and her shorts hug her ass the way I wish my hands were.

The guys see her, too, and I see their eyes sweeping the full length of her. The black-haired guy grins and says, "Well, looks like half the angels are here, at least. We can give you ten minutes for the rest to show up."

Luna staggers over to me and leans against my shoulder. "Oh fuck my head," she mumbles. "That fourth shot was a bad idea."

I put my arm around her waist — I'd like to cup her ass, but the Peterson U guys don't deserve a bonus show — and put my face in her hair. "Do some jumping jacks and squats," I whisper, "get the blood moving, you'll be fine."

"I'd rather just curl up and die for a while," she says with a groan. I rub her back, but when I see that the Peterson U guys are watching, I step back and put my fists on my hips and say, "Jumping jacks and squats."

Bridget and Tracy come stumbling down the steps, too, both dressed for the match but looking not much better than Luna. The fiery glow that red-headed Bridget usually puts out is decidedly damped down, and Tracy's long blonde hair is a tangle. Both have coffee cups in their hands, but they're spilling as much on the sand as they're getting into their mouths. We are totally screwed for this match.

"Fuck you, Dani," Bridget whispers as she sets her coffee cup down in the sand. "This is not what I want to do at six thirty in the morning on spring break."

"You signed up for the tournament, too," I remind her. "It was a group decision."

"It was a dumb decision," Tracy grumbles.

I huff in frustration and go over to check on Luna. She made some half-hearted attempts at jumping jacks, and now she's sitting on the sand with her legs straight out and her head bent over. When I put my hand on her shoulder, she brushes it away and groans. I put my hands under her arms and lift her to her feet; she's mostly dead weight, and I have to support her to keep her standing.

"So, you gals ready?" the black-haired guy asks. He's tossing the ball easily up and down, and the other guys are standing behind him grinning.

"Prepare to have your asses handed to you on a silver platter," I say. Luna groans.

We do a quick round of introductions before the match starts: the black-haired guy and team captain is Ricky; the one with long blonde hair is Cal; the one with short brown hair is Luke; and the one with longer brown hair is Simon. They do some quick warm-ups with the ball while Luna, Bridget, Tracy, and I form up on the other side of the net. The Angels are all slouching, staring at their feet, barely awake; we're doomed.

The first game, we're almost skunked. The guys had the opening serve, and they kept it until Simon returned an easy lob from Tracy just a little too hard and sent the ball over the fault line. Luna was in position to serve, but I bumped her before the guys noticed — she was shuffling like a goddamn zombie — and got two killer serves in before Luke managed to return my third serve with a suicide dive into the sand that sent the ball bouncing off Bridget's head. Heading the ball isn't really regulation play, but in any case it popped up in front of Tracy after the first bounce and she pushed it into the net.

"You girls are doing okay for your first time playing," Ricky says as he retrieves the ball and tosses it back to Cal to serve.

"Fuck you," I say. "Regional champs three years straight, we're just a little ... tired."

"I guess the girls' league just doesn't play at our level," Cal says.

"Women's," Luna mumbles. "Women's league."

"Whatever," says Cal, and makes an easy serve that I set up for Bridget to spike. Bridget trips and falls hard, and I groan in frustration as the ball rolls under the net.

"Fuck, my ankle!" Bridget yells, rolling onto her back and gripping her ankle in both hands. "I fucking sprained my ankle!"

I roll my eyes and kneel down next to her. It actually looks like it's already swelling up, and Bridget is holding back tears. Just fucking awesome.

Tracy helps her limp off the court, and Ricky shouts, "You wanna call it? Unless you've got a stand in ..."

"No stand ins," I say, "we're all we've got. But we can still beat you three on four."

Ricky shrugs. "Whatever," he says, and waits until Tracy comes back from helping Bridget back to the condo before tossing the ball to Cal to resume the game.

I feel like the guys are holding back now, being gentle with us, and that just pisses me off more. Tracy and Luna are waking up a little, getting some hustle, but they're still groggy and nowhere near playing at their normal level. But I think they're actually doing better now that Bridget is off the court; being down a player is forcing them to focus.

Simon sends an easy lob at Luna, who sets me up for a beautiful spike. I'm airborne in front of the net, and I grunt as I come down on top of the ball and smash it right into Ricky's chest. He huffs and drops on the sand, the wind knocked out of him, and I can't help but grin.

"Don't feel bad," I say, "it's hard to play at our level."

I think I hear Ricky mumble "bitch" under his breath, which just makes me happy. I give my ass an extra shake as I get back into position.

Of course, Ricky has it out for me on the next point, and passes up an easy score when it's obvious Luna's not paying attention, instead making sure to send the ball to me as hard and as fast as he can. And I return his shots — not spectacularly, and not gracefully, throwing myself at the sand and dropping to my knees to pop the ball up and over, but consistently. We volley for what seems like forever before he knocks the ball at Luna, who's been so mesmerized watching me that she fumbles an easy return and lets the ball drop.

"Shit," Ricky says, "that was actually good play, Dani. You're sure you're not a boy with fake boobs?"

I wipe the sand off my knees and throw my shoulders back, stretching my arms over my head. My face feels flushed and I'm breathing hard from the exertion.

"Tits this nice only come naturally," I say. I give my chest a little wiggle; my sports bra is holding the gals pretty firmly, so I don't get a lot of movement under my tank top, but there's enough that I'm sure I caught Ricky's eyes. Maybe a few of the other eyes, too. Luna makes a harrumphing noise with her nose.

The guys won the first game, but we're actually doing a little better at the second, holding the score tied. Ricky looks a little exasperated at the turn of events, and yells at Cal when his service tanks, giving easy shots that Tracy and Luna have no trouble using to take the service back.

"Maybe you should bench Cal," I say to Ricky, "he can sit out with Bridget. They can have some girl talk together."

Cal turns red but bites his tongue. Ricky laughs and says, "I could send him to your side since he's playing like a girl."

"I'm pretty sure we'd cut him, too," I say.

On the next serve, Cal spikes the ball hard into Tracy's chest, and she drops to her knees in the sand. Cal's face goes from proud to shocked to terrified, and he scrambles under the net to kneel next to Tracy, mumbling "sorry sorry sorry" while she swats him away.

"Jesus, Cal," I say, kicking at his ass. He jumps out of the way and I kneel down by Tracy. She's gasping with her arms wrapped around herself, face red.

"I'll be fine," Tracy says, staggering to her feet.

"You're sitting this one out," Ricky says to Cal. Cal mouths "sorry" again as Luna guides Tracy off the court.

"You want me to bench Simon or Luke?" Ricky asks.

"Neither," I say, "we got this. Unless you want to save face — if the story about you getting creamed by two girls gets out, they might take your bro cards."

"Even if you win this game," Ricky says, "there's still one more, and I don't think your friend has the stamina for it."

"Her name is Luna," I snap, "and she's got a fuck ton of stamina. She can last all fucking night — I'll bet you're a classic minute man."

"Whoa whoa whoa," Ricky says, waving his hands in front of him. "That escalated fast! I just ... you know, you shouldn't injure yourselves, it's just a dumb vacation tournament."

"I play to win," I say, "every game, every time."

With Cal benched, things feel a little more even, though Luna is flagging as we get ready for the last point. The adrenaline of the game was probably masking how tired and hung over she really is, because she's starting to stagger. Instinct takes over enough for her to set me up for a spike that I land between Simon and Luke, who fumble into each other and give me the winning point to tie us up one game apiece. I whip off my tank top and twirl it over my head, whooping in victory, while the guys stare at my sports bra — I am not above using unsportsmanlike tactics of distraction.

Luna, however, is not whooping. In fact, she's falling over; I catch her before she hits the sand, and lower her gently onto her side.

"Luna, are you okay?" I ask, rubbing her back. I pull her hair to the side and feel her forehead; she's warm and clammy.

Luna turns to face me and says, "Dani, I think I'm going to ..."

And she pukes. Right on my shorts. I fall back, getting out of the line of fire as she finishes heaving and then rolls onto her stomach.

"I think that's the match," Ricky says. "We can report it as a tie, so it's not technically a loss ..."

"If it's not a win," I say, "it's a loss. And I'm not losing."

"Baby, let me sleep," Luna mumbles, barely audible. "No more volleyball on this vacation ..."

"There's, um, barf on the court," Luke says. "I think that kind of calls an end to play, right?"

"Just kick it over with sand," I say, standing up and flinging sand with my bare foot. I push my soiled shorts down and fling them off the court — I can play in bikini bottoms and a sports bra, I can play and win.

"Look," says Ricky, "your whole team is down and out, you guys played a lot better than I thought you were going to after that first game, take the tie."

Luna groans, and I bend down to help her to her knees. Ricky crosses the net and goes down on one knee next to Luna, then gently picks her up and drapes her over his shoulder. She has a little smile on her face as Ricky carries her across the sand to the condo steps.

For a second I feel a twinge of jealousy — not from watching Ricky carry Luna, his arms around her legs with a hand on her ass to steady her, but from watching Luna's little smile. I suddenly want to be the one Ricky is carrying, helpless in his arms, entirely at his mercy; it's getting me a little wet, and it pisses me off.

During the game, I was focused on crushing the Peterson U guys, and on trying to get our side into some sort of shape. It probably was a dumb idea to sign up for this tournament — we could have had a nice, lazy morning, sitting on the porch sipping screwdrivers and watching the waves roll onto the beach, but instead I dragged everyone out of bed and now three of my friends are broken. Not irreparably broken — Bridget will probably limp for a day or two, Tracy's probably fully recovered now, and Luna just needs lots of water and a nap — but broken enough.

But now I'm realizing that under different circumstances — if we'd met at the bar down the beach, at the disco in town, even just walking on the sand — the four Peterson U guys would have been a lot of fun. Fling potentials? Maybe — Ricky has a firm ass and broad shoulders, and Cal has a dreamy smile and deep blue eyes I could probably swim in for days. For sure, they're exactly who we came here to party with, and instead I've spent the morning getting pissed off at them and probably getting them pissed off at me.

Ricky comes back after delivering Luna to Tracy, who leads her into the condo, and extends his hand to me.

"Good game, Dani," he says. "I hope we see you around later."

"Oh, we're not done here, mister," I say, fists on my hips.

"Dani, the match is over, and you guys fought to a tie when we should have beat you easily. I'm really fuckin' impressed, no more jokes about girl's volleyball from me!"

"Women's," I hiss, "it's women's volleyball. And we need to break the tie."

"Four on one to fifteen points? That'll be over in like five minutes, and won't be much fun for anyone."

"A race, then," I say.

"A race?"

"See those rocks?" I point at a rocky ledge about three hundred yards down the beach. "First one there wins."

And before he can say anything, I'm off and running, bare feet pounding the sand. It feels good to run, arms and legs pumping, the sea breeze in my face, fresh air in my lungs. Playing volleyball is all about being a coiled spring, ready to launch in any direction; running is about throwing open all the valves and just letting the power surge through your limbs.

I dare a glance behind me, and see Ricky about twenty yards back but closing the space between us; Cal, Simon, and Luke are in a ragged line behind him. I draw on some reserve power to send to my legs and find a burst of speed. Ricky is close enough now that I can hear his breathing, but I'm almost to the rocks.

Just as I'm about to touch the rocks and declare victory, I feel arms around my waist and I'm pulled off my feet. I kick helplessly in the air and squirm myself around so I can clock Ricky in the head with my elbow, but it's a glancing blow, and he laughs.

"That's cheating!" I sputter.

"What do you call your head start?" Ricky says, panting. He sets me back down, and I step back to look at him. His broad chest is heaving and his face is red. "I demand a rematch."

"No rematches," I say. "If you can catch me, I'll concede."

And I take off further down the beach, feet hitting the wet sand where the waves are washing in. The ground is firmer here, and it's easier to run. I hear Ricky swear under his breath and start after me.

On the other side of the rocks are — more rocks. Jagged ridges of granite rise out of the sand and march out into the sea, forming a little sheltered bay. There are rough white barnacles clinging to the granite faces, and little pools of water left behind by the tide. When I approach the rocks, I feel the sharp stones on my bare feet, and stop.

When I turn around, I see Ricky has rounded the rocks, and he's got the rest of the Peterson U team right behind him. They slow down and fan out, crouching as they approach me, arms wide. For a second I'm a little frightened — I wonder if I've triggered some sort of predator-prey response in them, and now they're going to tear me limb from limb like a pack of wolves. But then I see Ricky's smile — he's laughing and panting, but there's a playfulness rather than menace in his eyes.

"I think you're trapped, Dani," he calls.

"Not trapped yet!" I yell, and run right at him. He's surprised, and when he reaches out for me, I've already dodged past him.

Cal dives at me, arms out, but I step back and watch him hit the sand, then hop over him and start back toward the condo. Luke and Simon stand shoulder to shoulder, blocking my way, so I duck back toward Cal again and try to get around them from the other side. My heart is pounding, and I can feel the burn of adrenaline coursing through my veins. With a yell, I run toward the water, legs pumping — maybe I can swim for it? — and that's when my feet are knocked out from under me and I land hard on the sand with Ricky on top of me.

"Are you okay?" he asks, holding himself up on both arms, his face close to mine.

I roll over on my back so I'm facing him, grab him by the back of the head, and pull him down for a hard kiss. His lips are stiff with surprise, but when my tongue finds his teeth, he softens and returns the kiss, passionately, sucking at my mouth and sending his tongue in search of mine. I'm committed now — I'm doing this thing, whatever this thing is, and I'm going to absolutely rock it.

"Holy fuck," he splutters when he pulls away, looking down at me in shock. "What was that?"

"You caught me," I say, "so you won; I'm giving you a trophy."

I pull him down for another kiss and slide my hands over his back to his ass. When I pull him close to me, I can feel his erection on my belly through his shorts; I slide my fingers under his waistband and find his firm ass cheeks.

"You're crazy," he says, going in for another kiss and a nip at my neck.

"I'm horny," I say. "I like to get a little action after a good game, win or lose."

"Uh, Ricky," Cal says. "Um, we're going to head back now, see you at the room later?"

"Don't you fucking move," I shout. "You're all getting a trophy."

The three of them freeze, and I grin at the power I feel over them — even lying under Ricky, I'm going to be in charge. I slide Ricky's shorts down a little bit and squeeze his firm ass cheeks, and he pushes his hips into me. My ass, covered by my bikini bottom that has started to slide into my crack, goes down into the sand, and I can feel the sharp, itchy grains — which is not going to be great when the bottoms come off in a couple of minutes.

"But not like this," I whisper into Ricky's ear; he's panting while he grinds his hard cock against my belly. "I don't want sand up in my lady parts."

Ricky sits up and pulls me with him. I straddle him while he sits on his knees, and I pull his shirt off over his head. His chest is smooth and a damp with sweat, and I lick the salt from him while he pulls me in close, hands on my ass. I look up to see that Cal, Simon, and Luke are still frozen in place, staring at us.

"Help me with my top," I say to Cal, beckoning with a finger.

I go back to licking Ricky's nipples while Cal hesitantly walks up to us. He kneels behind me and hovers his hands above my shoulders, as if afraid to touch me. I push back to make contact with his hands, and then lean into Ricky again; Ricky's cock is throbbing against me. Cal fumbles with the clasp on my sports bra, hands shaking, but manages to get it free and slip it off.

Cal's hands feel nice on my tits. He cups them from behind, letting my nipples graze his palms, and he leans in to kiss my neck. Ricky is squeezing my ass and sucking at my mouth, and I feel like a live electric wire, buzzing from the top of my head to the tips of my toes. I reach down between my legs and find Ricky's cock through his shorts; when I squeeze it, he moans into my mouth, his tongue sweeping over my teeth.

I slide off Ricky's lap and tug at his shorts. The purple head of his cock pokes up over the waistband, velvety smooth and already oozing. I cup his ass and push up to encourage him to stand, and he does; I yank his shorts down as he goes up, freeing his cock. It's rock hard, pointing straight out and pulsing. I wrap my fingers around it and give it a long, slow lick from base to head.

When I kneel to take Ricky's dick into into my mouth, Cal hooks his fingers into my bikini bottoms and slides them down. He strokes my ass, and then brings his hands around to the front to run his fingers along the strip of pubic hair I keep shaped above my pussy. When his fingers find my pussy lips, he gently pulls them apart and spreads the moisture with his fingers. I moan around Ricky's cock and push my hips against Cal's hand, encouraging his fingers to explore.

Simon and Luke have come closer now; Luke has his shorts off, discarded on the sand behind him, hard cock in his hand. He strokes it slowly while he watches me suck Ricky's cock. Cal slides my bottoms off my feet so I can spread my legs apart, allowing his fingers to slip inside me. I push my ass back against his crotch, feeling his erection still shrouded by his shorts. Ricky wraps his fingers in my hair and moans when I suck his cock.

"I need to taste you," Ricky suddenly says. He grabs me under my arms to pull me to my feet, then puts his hands on my waist and lifts me onto his shoulders. I give a little squeal as his tongue finds my clit, and I wrap my legs around his neck, hands on the top of his head to hold myself up.

From up here I can watch Simon, Luke, and Cal circling us, all of them naked now, gorgeous cocks in their hands. Cal's, I think, is the biggest, or at least the longest, emerging from a tangle of blonde hair and poking his belly button with the head when he pumps. But all of them are pretty big, and very hard, balls tight and heads shiny with pre-cum.

I want more cock in my mouth, but from way up here I'm denied my desire — though Ricky's tongue in my cunt is a good distraction from the emptiness of my mouth. He holds me by my ass and makes humming noises as he eats, sending vibrations all the way up to my belly.

I start to lean backwards, reaching out to try to get hold of at least one of those handsome shafts, but I knock us off balance. Ricky pulls his mouth away and mumbles "Oh shit" while he tries to hold me up and brace his feet. Before I can bring us tumbling to the sand, Cal and Simon step up and catch me, strong hands on my back. I sigh and fall into their supporting their arms, and Ricky lifts my ass back up and resumes his feast at my pussy.

My head falls back, and I'm greeted by the sight of Luke's cock, his bush trimmed as tightly as his haircut. He holds it by the base and lets the shaft slide across my mouth; I stick out my tongue to taste the musky salt of his sweat, and then guide it into my mouth. My hands wave around until I make contact with a cock on either side of me, and I fondle and stroke as best I can while being suspended by Ricky, Simon, and Cal.

"Oh fuck!" I yell — or mumble, really, my mouth full of Luke's dick. Ricky is flicking his tongue against my clit, and the fast vibration is sending me over the edge. I wrap my legs tightly around his neck, let go of the cocks in my hands, and come with a shuddering gasp around Luke's cock, twitching in my mouth.

Ricky pulls his mouth away from my pussy and shouts, "Switch!"

I don't know if they've practiced these moves before, or if it's pure instinct borne of long practice on the volleyball court, but their movements are graceful and fluid as they rotate me in the air. Ricky supports my ass as he passes me to Cal, and Luke holds my shoulders up while handing me to Simon. Simon bends down to kiss my mouth while Cal lifts my pussy to his tongue, then slowly slides me down his chest until my his erection grazes my ass.

Luke and Ricky support me with hands on my back while Cal parts my pussy lips with the head of his cock. He holds my ass with one hand while guiding his shaft with the other, and suddenly he's inside me, pushing his way into my tunnel. I gasp at the sensation of being filled, and reach my hands above my head to find Simon's cock and guide it to my mouth.

Cal finds a good, steady rhythm for fucking me. It's not as deep or as hard as I might like, but it feels wonderful to have his shaft sliding quickly in and out while he squeezes my ass. His thrusts push me against Simon, and I use his movements to slide my mouth along Simon's shaft, lips tight and tongue flicking his head. Ricky and Luke gently massage my back and shoulders, grinning down at me.

"Fuck, I'm going to come," Cal grunts. He holds my ass with one hand and pulls his cock free with the other, pressing the shaft against my slit. Jizz explodes in a high arc from the head of his cock, splashing down on my tits in a warm rain. Cal trembles and gasps.

"Switch!" Ricky shouts again, and they lift and swing me around again. Luke catches my ass, Ricky catches my head, Cal and Simon hold my back. Cal is still trembling after his orgasm, and I can feel Simon's slick, hard cock against my shoulder.

Luke is in me in a flash, buried to the hilt, and I gasp at the strength of his pushing. Ricky braces my shoulders so I can sit up a little, and I'm able to look down over my tits to see Luke's shaft plowing my pussy. My juices are flowing freely now, and I can hear the wet sound of our fucking and see a white froth churning below my landing strip.

Simon brings the fingers of one hand to my hard belly, and then he slides them down to find my clit. He gently circles my button, and I clench Luke around the waist with my legs.

Luke stares into my eyes and says, "Come for me, Dani," and I do as I'm told, letting loose with a shout as my abdomen ripples and my cunt squeezes Luke's shaft. Simon presses two fingers against my clit and I howl.

"Fuck, that feels good," Luke says when I bear down on his shaft. He struggles to pull his cock out — I'm gripping as tightly as I can — and barely frees it in time to shoot his cum against my landing strip.

"Switch!" Ricky shouts again. Luke almost fumbles me, and the soles of my feet scrape the sand, but Simon catches me by the ass and pulls me against his waist. I wrap my legs around him and grin as he seeks my opening with his cock; I'm so wet that as soon as the angle is right, he's in, and his face lights up with joy.

"You're so wet," he whispers, "and so soft!"

"Shut up and fuck me," I say. Ricky and Luke hold me tightly while Simon pumps, eyes focused on the sight of his shaft parting my pussy lips. Ricky and Luke both stroke my clit, a finger on either side, gently rubbing, while Cal fondles my tits with one hand.

It doesn't take Simon long to start gasping; I can see the strain in his face as he tries to hold back his climax. If it was just me and Simon, I'd probably be trying to make it last, shifting my hips or maybe changing things up for a little hand or mouth action, but right now I just want him to come. I squeeze him hard with my legs and stretch one hand down between my legs to circle the base of his shaft with my fingers.

"Fill me up," I say, staring into Simon's eyes, "give me your cum."

He tries to pull free, but I hold tight to his shaft and work my fingers down to his balls. He shakes when he lets loose with a warm flood of jizz, and then he steps back, letting my feet touch the sand.

Ricky and Luke help me stand, and then Riky stretches out on his back on the sand, fist holding his cock straight up. I straddle his waist and lower myself onto his shaft until my clit grazes his pubic bone. I brace my hands on his chest and fuck him as hard as I can, rising and falling on his cock while he holds my waist.

Luke and Simon stand in front of me, cocks getting hard again, and I let them take turns feeding their shafts into my mouth. They taste of salt and musk, of my froth juices and their tangy cum. Cal kneels behind me, fondling my tits and nuzzling my neck, whispering, "You're a fucking marvel, Dani, you're a fucking miracle!"

And I am — oh fuck I am, I'm an Olympic gold medalist in mixed team fucking as another orgasm rips through me and I grind myself against Ricky, squeezing my knees against his sides and shaking. I feel a splash of warmth against my cheek as Luke lets another load of jizz fly, and then Ricky yells, bucks his hips into me, and empties his balls deep inside me. I shudder and collapse onto Ricky, licking and kissing his mouth as the last waves of my orgasm wash over me. When his cock slips free I can feel the cum that he and Simon blasted into me drizzling down my thighs, and the sticky jizz on my belly and tits that Luke and Cal shot onto me smears against Ricky's chest.

Luke, Cal, and Simon kneel beside us, stroking my back and ass, kissing my neck. I turn my head to draw more kisses to my mouth, and giggle when the guys jostle for my lips with their tongues. Ricky rubs his hands up and down my shoulders, then gently twists my hair with his fingers.

"You guys should come over tonight," I say to Ricky, stroking his chest with my palm. "Maybe have a rematch after my team has rested?"

"Maybe we will," Ricky says, squeezing my ass and stroking my back. "Maybe we will ..."


Groped by the Garage Band


The second best thing about coming off tour is reconnecting with my old college roommate, Sandy. After twelve weeks of club after club, sleeping from three AM to noon on the bus, eating fast food and hardly ever seeing the sun while getting pestered by local radio DJs and newsweeklies for interviews and promo spots, getting to sit with my bestie on her porch with a bottle of cabernet and just shooting the shit is the most amazing thing in the world. I'd trade a hundred Pitchfork reviews and an opening slot on the Arctic Monkeys' next tour to just hang out with Sandy on a sunny afternoon.

But the best thing about coming off tour is that I finally have a chance to get laid. I know it must come as a shock to everyone who grew up on "I'm With the Band" and hearing about the exploits of rock gods like Robert Plant, Jim Morrison, and Mick Jagger, but there are no hordes of groupies for female rock stars. After the show is over and we've swayed and sweated all over the stage, giving our all to our sexiest songs, you'd think that we'd be offered more dick than we could ever want. But more likely than not, we retire alone to a frustrated, sleepless night on the pullout couch on the tour bus. Or, if we're lucky, a mid-level hotel room with clean sheets and our favorite vibrator.

My theory is that most guys, even the enlightened ones who come out to Frankie and the Firecrackers shows, are intimidated by the assertive, sexually aggressive personas we put out on stage. They're afraid that they won't measure up to our standards, or that they can't compete with the sex gods we must be banging, and so they don't even try. And even if I make contact with a guy in the crowd, invite him backstage, undress him with my eyes and squeeze his thigh, the most I'm going to get is a warm hug and a request that I autograph his vinyl copy of "Denim Demon." Here's a tip for the fans of the lady rock stars: make us an offer, you might be the best shot we've had on the whole tour.

If it wasn't for trusty old Bertrand the Buzzer, my pussy would dry up and blow away on tour.

Which is why I'm extremely annoyed when Sandy asks me to stay just a little longer so I can give some pointers to her brother's band. I've already made a dinner date with a good-looking accountant who thinks I wait tables at the Hostess From Hell, and I'm already planning to skip dessert and go straight to dessert, if you know what I mean.

"It would mean so much to him," Sandy says. "To all of them. They really idolize you — they even do some Frankie and the Firecrackers covers. Just given them, like, fifteen minutes of your time. They're practicing right now in the garage."

I roll my eyes and look at my watch. It's only three o'clock, and I'm meeting my sexy accountant at five. Probably I only need fifteen minutes to get ready — the date's at a casual place, and I'm not planning to stay dressed very long anyway — and about fifteen minutes round trip to get to my place and then get to the bar where we're meeting. I can spare fifteen minutes, but I'm not sure if I want to.

"Fine," I say, sliding my half empty glass across the table to her. "Top me off and I'll pay them a quick visit."

Sandy smiles and pours, filling the glass to the rim.

Sandy's garage is detached, across her backyard and situated on the alley. I take my glass of wine with me and head out to the alley, intent on making this a quick meet-and-greet with some fans before heading out to get ready for my date. My mind is cataloguing all the filthy things I want to make the sexy accountant do to me; I've got some ledgers that need serious balancing.

The garage door is closed, but I can hear music through it — a pretty solid rendition of the Buzzcocks' "What Do I Get?", with a little funkier beat than the original. For a schlubby dad band, they're not too awful — I could imagine enjoying them at a local bar.

I wait until the song ends, then knock on the side door. There's some shuffling around inside, muted voices, and the door opens just a crack.

"Hang on!" a man's voice says from inside. "There's a bunch of crap in front of the door, I guess no one uses it ..."

I hear the scraping noise of something heavy sliding across a concrete floor, and then the door opens all the way.

"Can I help you?" the man who opens the door asks. He's a good-looking guy about ten years younger than me, with shoulder-length blond hair and a Sex Pistols t-shirt. He's wearing faded jeans with a ripped out knee, and he fills them out nicely — tapered waist, thick legs, tight in the crotch. Oh my, I think, he could indeed help me ...

"Hey," I say, "I'm Sandy's friend, she told me to come meet the band."

"Oh, sure, I guess," he says, "come on in."

I follow him through the door into the garage. The half of the garage by the side door is cluttered with lawn furniture, gardening tools, and bicycles. The other half has a drum kit, three mic stands, and a small stack of amplifiers. It also has the rest of the band — the light is dim, cast by a single lightbulb in the ceiling, but I can tell that they're all as good looking as the guy who opened the door for me. The drummer is sitting behind his kit, his broad, shirtless chest shiny with sweat, close-cropped black above a handsome face. The bassist is a short-haired blonde wearing a black t-shirt that shows off his broad shoulders, a rose tattoo peaking out from under the left sleeve. The guitarist is tall and lean, with brown hair and a tightly trimmed beard, wearing a Talking Heads t-shirt and tight black jeans. I had expected a group of guys my age, probably a bunch of dad bods showing the ravages of beer and lawn work; these guys are significantly younger, and hunkier, than what I had been picturing.

"Hey," I say, "I'm Lily. Sandy's friend from college. She thought maybe I'd want to listen in on you guys while you're practicing and ..."

"Holy fuck!" the bassist shouts, suddenly recognizing me. He points at a poster hanging on the garage wall. Among the collage of MC5, Runaways, and Bad Brains posters is the iconic shot from the "Denim Demon" album, the picture most people imagine when they think of Frankie and the Firecrackers: me in tight black jeans, the pockets frayed and showing just a hint of the red panties cover me ass, looking over my shoulder with a pile of black hair, eyes made up with a mysterious swoop of black and red kohl, and a wicked grin on my lips. I've got a few more miles on me now, and my hair is a little tamer these days, but I like to think I've still got the same great ass and devilish smile.

"Holy shit!" says the guy who let me in. "You're Frankie Profane! From Frankie and the Firecrackers!"

I smile and say, "I've used that name. It seems you have me at a disadvantage ..."

"Oh, shit, I'm Mick," the guy who opened the door says, "Sandy's little brother. Kevin on drums," he says, pointing at the drummer, "Vic on bass, Stuart on guitar; we're the Contemptible Bums this week, at least until we have to change our name again."

"A pleasure," I say, shaking Mick's hand while the rest of the band wave to me.

"Sandy said her college roommate was a musician," Mick says, "but she never said her roommate was Frankie fucking Profane! How was she keeping this a secret?"

I shrug. Back in college, Sandy was into smooth pop ballads and jazzy, sophisticated sounds — think Sade and Bryan Ferry; I was into the Dead Kennedys and Black Flag, the louder and faster and meaner the better. We didn't bond over music; really, we bonded despite music. I'm sure that me being a minor celebrity, a niche artist who's the favorite of a tiny group of rabid fans but completely unknown in the wider world, doesn't cross her mind. She knows I'm in a band and have some records, that I visit her when I'm coming off tour, but because I'm not played on the radio stations she listens to or interviewed on the TV shows she watches, I can just be Lily Gable from college and not Frank Profane, post-punk queen. And I like it that way.

"Holy shit!" Mick continues still gushing. "Holy shit, we've been covering 'Satan's Mama' and 'Dropkick Donkey Love' in our shows — I fucking love those songs!"

"We still close with 'Dropkick Donkey Love,'" I say. "Definitely the crowd favorite. Why don't you play it for me?"

Mick turns bright red. "Um, I don't know, we're not that good ..."

"You sounded fine before I got in," I say. "Come on, give me a show; I've been on stage too much this month and I want to be in the audience for a minute."

I find a lawn chair over by the door I came in through and set it up in front of the band. Mick nervously goes up to the mic and looks back the band; they're all a little stiff and red-faced, except Kevin, the drummer, who's grinning from ear to ear. Kevin starts a fast count on the snare, and then the rest of them join in, gradually relaxing into the groove of the song.

They're maybe not as polished as the current Firecrackers lineup, who've been touring with me for five years and could probably do a full set in their sleep, but they're good, and clearly having fun. Vic's bass is a little funkier than how we play this song at shows, but I like it, and he swivels his hips with the beat in a way that really draws my eye. Stuart's guitar solo is stripped down, nothing like the version on the album, but it's got an urgency that most of our performances lack these days. Mick delivers the vocals with verve and sass — he's not as sassy as me, of course, but he's definitely getting close.

They roll right into "London Calling" by the Clash, which works really well — we usually do "Dropkick Donkey Love" as the inevitable encore closer, just before the stage goes dark and the house lights go up, so I haven't thought for years how it would fit in with the rest of a set. I can't help but dance a little in my lawn chair, blowing a kiss to Mick, who pantomimes plucking it out of the air and rubbing it down his chest, and when they're done I jump up and cheer.

"Fucking awesome!" I shout. "You guys are tight!"

"Thanks," Mick says, turning red again. "We're trying, you know?"

"You should sing with us!" Kevin shouts, giving the cymbals a ringing whack.

"Oh, I don't know," I say, "I'm pretty tired, and I should probably get going ..."

"Just one quick duet," Mick says. "Please? Maybe 'Rise Above'? 'Gloria'? 'God Save the Queen'?"

"'Don't Go Draggin' My Heart Around,'" I say with a laugh.

"Don't — you mean that Tom Petty song?" Mick wrinkles his nose.

"With Stevie Nicks," I say, swishing my hips. "What, you think I can't pull off a Stevie Nicks performance?"

"You can do anything you set your mind to," Mick says, "but I don't think we know that one, it's kind of out of our comfort zone ..."

"Time to get uncomfortable, then," I say, walking up to the mic and pulling it away from Mick. I sing a few words and hum the melody. Kevin finds the rhythm, kind of an easy shuffle, and Vic plays a harmony line that's good enough. Stuart noodles around for a minute and finds a riff that's not quite right but close. I lean into Mick, look up into his eyes — his beautiful blue eyes — and hum a little more melody.

"I don't think I know all the words," he says.

"Just sing 'watermelon' when you're stuck," I say. "It's not like anyone's listening but us."

When the beat comes around, I start singing. Mick joins in, 'watermelon'-ing just about everything but the chorus, but he's getting into the feel of the song. I bump my hip against his, and he puts his hand on my waist, then lets his fingers sneak into my back pocket. I push my ass back to let him know I don't mind, and he wiggles his fingers a little; it feels nice to have someone other than me touching me below the belt. We're taking the song maybe a little slower than normal, still getting used to it, and that makes it easier to sex it up; I put a finger on Mick's chin while I sing, and drag it down his throat to his chest, holding his eyes with mine.

When the song ends, I go up on my toes to kiss Mick. The little peck on the lips I thought I was planning turns into a wet, open-mouthed kiss, and as it goes on longer than I had planned, I let my tongue get involved. Mick has both hands in my pockets now, pulling me closer, and I can feel his erection through his jeans.

Stuart clears his throat beside us and says, "Um, I think I'm going to pack up then ..."

I break away from Mick and look at Stuart's neatly trimmed beard and sparkling eyes and say, "Don't you fucking dare, the concert is only starting."

I return to kissing Mick, running my hands up and down his back. He clutches my ass and sucks hungrily at my mouth, eyes closed. I look over his shoulder at Stuart and Vic, who are frozen in place but watching intently. Kevin is sitting at his drum kit with a huge smile, and he taps a slow, gentle rhythm with his foot on the kick drum. Mick matches the rhythm when he squeezes my ass.

I put my hands on Mick's shoulders and start to push him down. He's resistant at first, looks a little confused, but then gets the hint. His mouth works slowly over my t-shirt, flicking at my tits through the fabric, and my nipples stiffen. He drops to his knees in front of my and lifts the hem of my shirt to expose my belly button, applying his tongue with a delicious tickle. When he looks up at me with questioning eyes, his fingers on the button of my jeans, I give him an enthusiastic nod and he starts to work on my fly.

I shimmy my hips to help him slide my jeans down. I'm a little nervous about what he's going to find when he finishes unwrapping me — it was a long tour, with most of the time spent on the bus, so I let things go a little wild down there and had been planning to tidy up before my date. But maybe having a wild bush is the most rock and roll thing? I remember when Gabriele Kerner, the lead singer of Nena, had to shave her pits when they went on tour in the States with "99 Luftballons", and I'm still incensed about it — let the rock queen's be hairy if they want to be!

Mick doesn't seem to mind; when he slips my panties down to my knees, he buries his nose in my bush and grabs my ass so he can pull me close. His tongue goes on a slippery quest and finds my clit, to much acclaim when a tingle shoots through me — my vibrator is nice, but it can't compare to a warm, soft tongue. I guide his mouth with both hands on his head.

Stuart and Vic are still frozen in place, but smiling. I take one hand off Mick's head to beckon them over. They carefully set their instruments aside and nervously approach. Stuart leans in for a kiss first, his beard silky on my cheek. I feel Vic on the other side, and I turn my head to kiss him, jousting tongue to tongue.

The kick drum has stopped, and suddenly I feel hands sliding up my sides under my shirt and cupping my tits. Kevin presses against my bare ass; he's hard under his jeans. I don't want to push back with my ass because Mick is making some solid contact now with my pussy, so I bring a hand around behind me to grab Kevin's ass and bring him against me. I'm sandwiched between Mick's tongue and Kevin's grinding crotch, trading kisses with Vic and Stuart who are competing with Kevin's hands under my shirt, and I think I've found rock and roll heaven.

The guys pull my shirt off, and I kick my jeans and panties into a pile on the floor so I can wrap one leg over Mick's back. With my pussy open to his mouth, he dives in deeper, tongue swirling, and I buck against his face. I reach out for Vic and Stuart, looking for buttons, looking for cock, and they get busy undressing themselves. Kevin breaks contact with me for a minute, and then I feel his sweaty bare chest against my bare back and his hard shaft nestling between my butt cheeks, the head pressing urgently into the small of my back. He slides himself up and down against me, and I moan into Vic's mouth while I grab a cock in each hand.

"Holy shit," Vic pants, his fingers pinching my nipple. "Are we really about to fuck Frankie Profane?"

"You'd better be," I say, giving his cock a squeeze; it pulses in my hand. "I haven't been fucked for a long time."

Mick wraps his lips around my clit and sucks hard; I double over and gasp, almost losing my balance. Kevin presses against me, biting at the back of my neck and steadying me with his hands on my waist.

"Lay me down," I say when I catch my breath. "My legs are getting weak from all the attention I'm getting."

I hear Stuart crashing around in the pile of lawn furniture by the side door, and he returns with the cushion from a chaise. The fabric is rough against my ass and back when the guys lay me down on it; I put my feet on the floor and spread my knees apart, pussy open to the air, and Mick resumes his feasting while the rest of the band crowds around me, their cocks brushing against me as they kiss and fondle and suck. An orgasm rips through me, and I squeeze Mick's head with my thighs and howl.

When my shakes subside, I grab at Mick's shoulders, trying to pull his shirt off. He kneels and looks down at me, face shiny with my juices, and peels off his shirt and tosses it aside. Then he yanks down his jeans to reveal his cock, rock hard and weeping pre-cum, and I grab greedily for it, pulling his head against my slit. I'm so wet that he's inside in an instant, filling me wall to wall.

While Mick fucks me, I swap cocks in and out of my mouth. They're salty and musky, and I hum hungrily as they fill my mouth. I haven't sucked a cock in months, and now I'm sucking three — how lucky can a gal get?

"Oh fuck," Mick grunts, his hips pounding me. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come ..."

I take Vic's cock out of my mouth long enough to say, "Fill me," and then go back to sucking while Mick lets his jizz explode. The warmth fills me and has me on the edge of another orgasm. Just a little more ...

Mick pulls out and rolls over onto the floor, gasping for air, but Kevin is ready to take his place. His cock is a little thicker than Mick's, and the shaft scrapes against my clit when he enters me. He starts a fast rhythm, a throbbing kick drum beat that pushes me up and over and I howl again, wrapping my legs around Kevin's waist as I ride another climax.

"You're amazing," Kevin says, and then grunts as he pumps his cum into me; I can feel his cock pulse with each spurt, and when he pulls out, he sends a final stream of white into my bush.

I roll over onto my belly, raising my ass; I can feel cum dribbling out of my pussy and down my thighs. Vic takes the invitation I offer with a wiggle of my hips and kneels behind me, cock teasing at my entrance. I push back and he slides in, up to the hilt; his cock pushes more of the jizz that Kevin and Mick deposited out of me, and Vic's cock sloshes noisily as he starts to fuck me.

Not as noisily as I'm sucking on Stuart's cock, though. He wraps his fingers in my hair and grunts, fucking my mouth while I engulf his shaft. Stuart and Vic find a rhythm that pushes me first forward onto Stuart's cock, my nose brushing his soft brown curls, and then back onto Vic's; Vic gives his hips a swivel like he had when he was playing his bass, and the head of his cock slides against some spots inside me that my vibrator never quite reaches.

I feel fingers tugging at my hard clit and sopping bush, and look over at Mick, who's smiling up at me while he's diddling me. His cock is at rest against his thigh, shiny and damp. Kevin kneels beside Stuart, fondling my tits while they swing below me. Mick's fingers are sending me over again, and I bear down hard on Vic's cock.

I take Stuart's cock out of my mouth and look over my shoulder. Vic's face is contorted with his efforts to hold back his orgasm, and I shout at him, "Come feed me your cum!"

Vic pulls free and scrambles up to my head, pushing Stuart to the side and just barely getting his cock to my mouth before he erupts. He paints my lips and chin with his warm, musky cum, shaking and moaning, and I gobble him hungrily.

When Stuart takes Vic's place behind me, I fall down onto my tits, raising my hips higher and stretching my arms in front of me in a yoga pose. Stuart squats and hammers me from above, hands on my ass, grunting with the exertion. He's pushing me hard into the cushion, the rough fabric abrasive against my cheek, and I grunt in time with his pounding. When he comes, he yells, fingers digging into my ass, and I collapse as the last pulse of jizz splashes against me.

"Holy fuck," I moan as I melt into the pool of jizz and sweat on the cushion. The guys gently rub my back and ass, their fingers squeezing and pinching at deliciously sore muscles. I wonder if this is how Jimmy Page felt after one of his legendary post-show groupie orgies, worshipped into a coma.

I should probably call my date for tonight, let him know I'm running a little bit late — I think I can still handle some more action, but maybe just one cock at a time, and after I have time to shower and shave. But I should also call the tour manager to let him know he's going to need to arrange for a new opening act and a nice big bus with lots of cushions on the floor for the Contemptible Bums.


Shagged at the Bookshop


Finding Clifford in a cage on the checkout counter was the precipitating event, but it wasn't the last straw. The last straw had been Marjory's blueprints for the new design of Beryl & Duke, the bookshop that was replacing Well Thumbed after Magian Corp's buyout of Mr. Wendel's lease.

Well Thumbed was a warren of little rooms, each packed floor to ceiling with bookshelves. There were more books than we could possibly fit on the shelves, though — we also had long cardboard bins stuffed with paperbacks, stacks of encyclopedias and atlases in the narrow hallways, cloth-bound novels lined up in neat rows under chaise longues. The smell of dust, leather, and paper filled the air, and the books absorbed even the loudest sounds, creating a murmuring hush wherever you walked in the store.

Not that Well Thumbed was one of those bookshops where random piles of books tottered over your head, threatening to bury you in an avalanche of pages, and where you'd never find what you wanted without tapping into the arcane knowledge of the old man napping at the counter. Far from it! Every room in Well Thumbed was an impeccably curated little world unto itself: not just a science fiction room, but a New Wave room of experimental stories from the '70s; not just a cookbook room, but a space dedicated to tapas and trattoria fare; not just travel, but wilderness adventure guides that smelled of wood smoke and pine sap. Each room was a deep dive into a narrow pool of the human experience, from which you could emerge enlightened and refreshed.

On Marjory's blueprints, rolled out on the counter next to Clifford's cage and weighted down with a volume of Proust on each end, the rooms were gone. A bold sweep of some architect's hand had knocked over every one of Well Thumbed's worlds, replacing them with a single wide, blank page on which were scribbled the notes, "Cafe seating", "Puppet stage", "Self-checkout".

"Are these windows?" I demanded, setting my coffee cup down on the "puppet stage" on the blueprints and sweeping my finger along the wall facing Newberry Street.

Marjorie picked up my cup, but not before it left a faint brown ring on the blueprints. She pushed her glasses up on her nose and said, "Yes, to let in the light — Beryl & Duke is going to be bright, welcoming, and cheery, not a dark and dusty maze."

"Where are you going to put the books?" I asked.

"Right here, silly," she said, indicating the big empty space with a manicured fingertip. "Movable shelves on coasters, so we can easily rearrange the store based on marketing plans and sales analysis. Children's books by the puppet stage, best sellers by the self-checkout, top categories throughout the space. Magian Corp has invested heavily in machine learning technologies for optimizing product inventory and retail design — Beryl & Duke is going to be at the cutting edge of delivering narrative entertainment to the consumer."

"But I want to sell books to people," I said, making sure the sarcasm in my voice was unmasked. "Fuck consumers."

Marjory sighed; she was used to little outbursts from me. Of Mr. Wendel's three employees — Katie, Dutch, and me — I was the only one left. Katie had been the first to go — when Mr. Wendel announced his retirement, even before Magian bought out the lease, she had decided to go back to grad school. Dutch lasted about two weeks into Marjory's tenure as transitional manager pending the big redesign project — he realized right away that Magian's plans were anathema to the spirit of well-thumbed, and he had no desire to watch Well Thumbed strip-mined and sold for scrap. But I was still hanging on, out of sheer cussedness; working in a bookshop had been my girlhood dream, and while Well Thumbed was as perfect a bookshop as I could imagine, I didn't want to give up the thrill of placing just the right book in a customer's hands just because Marjory was here to "deliver narrative entertainment to consumers."

"We'll have new categories quarterly," Marjory continued, reaching under the counter to produce a laminated card with blocky printing on it. "Maybe monthly, depending on what the algorithms are picking up in sales trends. Here's what we're shelving after the remodel."

I looked over the list, which was scant: Modern Wisdom Traditions, Speculative Experiences, Inspirational Lunch Recipes, Boy Wizard School Adventures.

"Did an AI write this?" I asked.

"Of course not, silly," Marjory said. "Artsatic did, the Magian neural network. It's not really intelligent, it's more — predictive?"

"Where's travel? Romance? Science fiction?" I demanded.

Marjory shrugged. "The categories will change regularly," she said, "I'm sure some of those will come up in the future based on sales trends."

"They're not going to trend if they're not here for people to find. Where — "I banged my finger against the "Inspirational Lunch Recipes — "is erotica?"

Marjory turned bright red and looked away. The little erotica room — one that I had been curating for three years, tucked under the stairs in the back behind a bright green door (of course) — was a point of particular pain for Marjory. Besides the likely novels and memoirs — D. H. Lawrence, Anais Nin, Erica Jong, Henry Miller — the shelves held Tom of Finland photo books, treatises on Stone Age phallic art, guides to the bawdy houses of New Orleans and San Francisco in the 1920s, and a sumptuous coffee-table book dedicated to dildo and vibrator designs through the ages. It had a red velvet fainting couch, a pedestal bearing a plaster cast of Psyche Revived by Cupid's Kiss, and a gilded mirror on the ceiling. Illumination was provided by a pair of bronze wall sconces tucked between shelves: one a winged Victory, holding her light above her head, breasts pushed proudly forward; and one a mysterious Hecate, robe falling open to reveal a single round breast and a long, lean belly leading to a shadowy cleft, her light held off to the side. You could only enter the room with a key kept at the front desk or, when I was working, around my neck on a silver ribbon, but those who dared request an audience with Eros were never denied and never disappointed.

"There will not be," Marjory said, rapping her fist on the counter for emphasis, "erotica in Beryl & Duke. EVER."

I glared into her eyes, conjuring all manner of wicked visions that I was trying to project from my mind to hers: Marjory bound in white cotton ropes while I flogged her bare ass with a riding crop; Marjory kneeling, ass in the air, a fox-tailed butt plug protruding from between her alabaster cheeks; Marjory naked and spread-eagle on a bed, arms and legs bound with leather straps, while men in feathered masks licked honey from her tits and belly. I'm sure that if I could get even a glimmer of the wondrous deviltry behind the green door of my little room into her head, Marjory would melt into a puddle of goo.

"And why is Clifford in a cage?" I asked.

Clifford, the silky-furred black cat who kept Well Thumbed free of mice and spent his days lounging on the high shelves, mewed piteously when he heard his name.

"He can't stay here," Marjory said, "a bookstore is no place for a cat."

"A bookshop is the best place for a cat."

"Construction starts next week," Marjory said, "and inventory starts tonight. Well Thumbed closes its doors today, and reopens next month as Beryl & Duke — a brand new retail experience for printed material!" She pulled another laminated card up from under the counter. "Your schedule for this week. Overnight shifts, supervising the temporary workers, a clean sweep — it will be such a relief to have these dusty old tomes cleared out!"

"Clifford is coming with me," I said, taking the cage off the counter. I glanced at the card with my schedule before putting it in my skirt pocket. "I'll be back at eight. You can cover for me the rest of the day."

Clifford and I stormed out of the store, Clifford hissing in his cage and me scheming a comeuppance that would show Marjory once and for all who really ran the bookshop on this corner.

That night I arrived at Well Thumbed a few minutes after eight o'clock to find Marjory giving instructions to a crew of bored looking college guys. There were four of them, three light-haired, clean-cut preppie types who might have answered a central casting call for a "Dead Poet's Society" sequel, and one dark-haired, lean-muscled young man doing his best James Dean in a white t-shirt and tight jeans, the red petals of a rose just visible above his collar. Marjory's laminator must have been working overtime, because they were all pinned with little name tags: Kevin, Mark, and Kyle on the triplets, Frank on the Beat poet.

When she saw me arrive, Marjory made a point of glancing at her watch, then handed me a laminated sheet of paper and a grease pencil. On the sheet were printed two columns of small text; "Pull List - Night One" was printed across the top.

"When you find your books," Marjory said, turning back to the guys, "load them on your hand cart. When your hand cart is full, bring it to the front for Penelope to check in."

"You can call me Penny," I said.

Marjory turned and glared at me, then turned back to the crew.

"The store is not currently organized by subject," Marjory continued, "so you may find some of the books difficult to locate."

"The store has its own organizing principles," I interrupted, "and I'm sure once you understand them, you'll have no trouble at all."

Marjory kept a withering eye fixed on me and said, "Penelope will be at the front desk placing orders for the new inventory, but she can assist you if you're unable to find the books."

The first night went smoothly enough. The guys scurried through the shop with little two-wheeled, v-shaped book carts, pulling books down from the shelves and stacking them on their carts and bringing them to me when their carts were filled. They were slow at first, puzzled that all the poetry books weren't in the same room, and that European history was scattered throughout the store. With a little effort, though, they got the hang of it, understanding the rough outlines of Mr. Wendel's organizing scheme, and they only needed my help finding a few tricky stragglers, like the gardening book that lived with the Buddhist books and the photography collection among the cookbooks.

Meanwhile, I was tasked with placing an order for the books Artsatic had chosen for Beryl & Duke's shelves. I could not imagine a more banal pile of dross: they seemed to be selected based on their nearly identical covers, their ecstatic titles — was "Change Your Lunch, Change Your Life!" destined for Inspirational Lunch Recipes or Modern Wisdom Traditions? — and their price point, all between $5.99 and $12.99. If Marjory was trying to drive me out of the store, she might have landed on the perfect method.

"Excuse me," one of the set of three — Mark, according to his name tag — asked while I was entering an order for sixteen copies of "Basil Becker and the Potion of Potential" for the Boy Wizard School Adventures section. "I can't find this one."

I looked up from the computer and took the sheet, on which he had circled "Aphrodisia" with his blue pencil. I stifled a guffaw; Artsatic had made a wonderful flub in selecting this title for the Inspiration Lunch Recipes section.

"You'll have to come with me," I said, closing the laptop on which I was placing the orders. "This one's in a special collection."

When I unlocked the green door and pushed it open, Mark's eyes went wide with wonder. The little room was by far the most sumptuous in Well Thumbed, a small oasis of voluptuous decadence in the otherwise staid store. I stretched myself out on the fainting couch and looked up at the mirror; Mark's eyes followed mine, and he gasped at the cavorting nudes etched into the mirror's edges, twining together like sumptuous vines.

I motioned toward a high shelf behind my head. "It should be up there," I said, "next to 'Food for Love' and 'Cooking in the Nude.'"

Mark stepped up on the little stool, and I craned my neck back to watch him. His ass stretched his jeans nicely, and his back looked broad under his pink polo shirt. I undid the top button of my blouse and stretched my arms over my head to show a little cleavage.

"Found it!" he said, stepping down with the book. The cover showed a naked couple — she blonde-haired and curvy, he bearded and bearing an uncut cock at rest — emerging from an empty plate in an exultation of vines and flowers.

"That's the one," I said from the fainting couch, turning my hips so my skirt rode up my thigh. "It has some really interesting recipes with royal jelly."

"I'll bet," he said, flipping through it to glance at some more of the bright, sexy, psychedelic illustrations. "I didn't know this room was here!"

"By appointment only," I said. "I've got the only key." I lifted the little key on its silver ribbon on my finger, letting it dangle between my breasts. "It's a special collection. Maybe you'd like to spend some time in it?"

"Maybe," he whispered, eyes drawn to the key as if to a hypnotist's coin. Then he blinked and pulled his gaze away. "Um, but first I need to finish up my list for tonight."

"As you wish," I said, swinging my feet to the floor and standing slowly. I put a hand against his chest as if to steady myself, palm flat, and I could feel his heart pounding. "I didn't see anymore titles from this room on tonight's list, but who knows what tomorrow night might bring?"

Mark tucked "Aphrodisia" under his arm and hurried out of my chamber of desires. I licked my lips as I watched his ass moving away from me, and when I heard the lock click behind me at the turn of my key, I knew the plan I would set in motion.

Accessing Marjory's pull lists wasn't difficult; security wasn't a primary concern of Magian Corp, and she had stored them as files in the same network folder as my order lists. I added and removed a few titles, keeping them the same length but slightly more interesting than what Artsatic had originally selected. I wondered if Artsatic's algorithms could be trained on spicier fare, but I didn't have time to teach a predictive model the arts of eros; I only had two nights to put my plan in place.

The second night went largely the way the first night had, with the four guys scurrying around with their carts and me sitting at the desk with the laptop. Around ten o'clock, the first odd title popped up — Kevin had been hunting for "The Present State of Bettyland" among the travel and geography books, to no avail.

"Oh, I know where that one is," I said. "Come with me."

When I led Kevin to the green door, I gave my hips an extra roll. I had worn a shorter skirt that night, one that showed the backs of my thighs when I went up on my toes, and I gave an exaggerated stretch when I reached for one of the high shelves.

"I don't think I can reach," I said, looking back over my shoulder. Kevin was gazing in wonder at the little chamber — I don't think he even noticed my skirt riding up until I spoke to him. He snapped his attention first to my ass, then quickly moved his eyes up to my hands where I was reaching for a green clothbound book.

Kevin took the volume down, his hand brushing mine, and he opened it to the title page. Opposite the title was an engraving of a voluptuous nude woman in repose, her breasts like fertile hills and the dense bush between her legs a verdant forest; around her were arrayed plows and scythes of a decidedly phallic design. He closed the book quickly, his face turning red.

"That's a rare one," I said, brushing the hand that held the book with my fingers. "It's an erotic essay that compares a woman's body to a fertile island; I don't know what section Marjory wants it for — maybe Modern Wisdom Traditions?"

"I wouldn't know," Kevin said, "I'm just collecting the books ..."

"I'm sure you must be curious," I said. I leaned close enough to him that my breasts brushed his arm.

"A little, I guess ..."

"I wonder if there are any other books to be found in this room that will make their way to Beryl & Duke's shelves." I put my hand on his waist and gently guided him toward the door. "The plan for the new store is quite mysterious to me."

It was much the same with Kyle and Mark, who found "The Sailor Who Fell From Grace With the Sea" and "Delta of Venus," respectively. Each came to me when unable to locate the book on the shelves, and I let each into the little room behind the green door.

Mark had already seen the room once, and I could see his eagerness to return — I swear he was salivating a little. The edition of "Delta of Venus" on the shelf was sumptuously illustrated with black and white photos, and I let Mark leaf through it, gazing hungrily at the veiled figures and chiaroscuro scenes that depicted Nin's erotic stories. I stroked his back, let my hands roam over his belt and onto his ass, and breathed softly against his throat while he turned the pages. He walked hunched over a little with the book tucked under his arm, trying to hide the erection that was stretching the front of his jeans.

The copy of Mishima's novel that I pulled down for Kyle had a pictorial clipped from a men's magazine of a sex scene from the film, with Kris Kristofferson and Sarah Miles, tucked inside the back cover. He unrolled the glossy pages and stared slack-jawed at the picture of Sarah Miles standing in profile, arms supporting herself against a bed's headboard, while Kris Kristofferson buried his face in her thick black bush. I pressed myself into Kyle's back, my tits against his shoulder blades, and whispered, "I don't think those pages need to stay with the book; why don't you keep them?" Kyle had to tug at his jeans and tilt his hips to slip the folded magazine pages into his jeans pocket, because his erection was straining the fabric.

When Frank came to me with his mystery book — "Tropic of Cancer" — he had a sneering smile on his face.

"I'm a little surprised that this is on my pull list," he said, tapping the title on his sheet. "I'm not sure it fits any of the categories Marjory has."

I shrugged. "Maybe it could fit them all? It would be a tasty snack for lunch, and I'm sure Miller was a boy wizard of some sort."

"I don't know what game you're playing, Penelope," he said as he followed me to the locked green door. "But I'm pretty sure Marjory wouldn't approve."

"Call me Penny," I said, "and couldn't care less what Marjory approves."

I motioned toward the far shelf, and Frank walked up to it, running his finger along the spines and silently mouthing the titles. He found "Tropic of Cancer" and pulled it down; a thick white card stuck an eighth of an inch or so out of the top as a bookmark. Frank carefully opened the book to the marked pages, holding the spine open in his palm, and read from the underlined text on the left-hand side: "'All I ask of life, he says, is a bunch of books, a bunch of dreams, and a bunch of cunt.'"

Frank looked up from the book and smiled at me, not blushing at all from reading aloud that most profane of words. I looked back, holding his gaze, and repeated back to him: "'a bunch of books, a bunch of dreams, and a bunch of cunt.' That sounds pretty sufficient to me; what do you think, Frank?"

He looked around at the shelves surrounding us, and said, "That sums it up for me. I'd say that's pretty much what we've got here, isn't it?" He stepped close enough to me that the open book rested against my tits. "Books and dreams and cunt."

At that, he reached out with his free hand and brought his fingers up under my skirt, brushing my panties with his thumb. I felt a thrilling jolt and pushed back against him.

"Books and dreams and cock, too," I said, reaching my own hand out to squeeze his crotch. His cock was hard inside his jeans — I think it had been hard since he started following me to the door.

"What game are you playing, Penny?" he whispered as he leaned in to kiss my mouth. I averted my lips, causing him to graze my cheek instead. I gave his cock a hard squeeze, and then turned abruptly on my heel, causing the hand that was fondling me through my panties to flip my skirt up.

"Use this key on this door tomorrow at midnight," I said, taking a key on a purple ribbon out of my skirt pocket and tossing it to him. He scrambled to catch it in the air. "You'll find out then."

The tension in the air the next night was electric. Marjory had left four laminated pull lists again, and a sheaf of papers for me to use for ordering more of Artsatic's selections for Beryl & Duke. Kyle, Mark, and Kevin eagerly pored over their lists, looking for anything vaguely anomalous. Frank scanned his briefly, then caught my eye and grinned, lifting the key on its purple ribbon above the collar of his white t-shirt with one of the fingers that had been fondling me the night before. I grinned back and went to the laptop while the guys scattered into the warren of book-lined rooms.

The first thing I did was throw the sheaf of papers into the trash can beneath the counter; I wasn't going to be ordering any of those titles. I had my own orders to place, already queued up in a file I had uploaded to the network drive — a whole collection of reprints of dirty books from the '60s and '70s, including "Swap Meet Swappers," "Cindy's First Shave," "Becky On Call," and "Check Out the Lusty Librarian." Whether or not I would be there to see Marjory's face when she opened the boxes of paperbacks with their garish covers was in doubt — if my plan worked I almost certainly wouldn't be — but the thought of it delighted me almost as much as Frank's fingers had.

My work done early, I prowled the bookshop in search of Kevin, Mark, and Kyle. I found each in turn, alone in a room, and slipped them a copy of the green door key on different colored ribbons. As I slid the keys into their back pockets, giving their asses a firm squeeze, I whispered a different time into each ear, starting at eleven o'clock and staggered by fifteen minutes. It was only nine thirty by the time I had finished distributing keys, which gave me plenty of time to retire behind the green door and prepare.

The first fumbling turns of a key in the door's lock happened a few minutes before eleven o'clock — someone was anxious to begin. I could have helped open the door, but I wanted my first student — Kevin — to enter the classroom by his own efforts. He must not have ever used a skeleton key before, because I waited at least three minutes, tapping my foot impatiently while he floundered and scraped. Finally, the door swung open and Kevin staggered into the room.

He stood just inside the doorway while his eyes adjusted to the dim light. I had thrown perfumed red silk scarves over the sconces, and the scent of lavender and oleander filled this little room. The fainting couch was up against the bookcases, and also the pedestal and Psyche statue, to make room for the pillows — red and black velvet, fringed in gold — that I had scattered across the floor.

When he made me out in the shadows, standing in the corner, he gasped. I had traded in my skirt and blouse for a uniform more in keeping with the night's training: a black bustier with sheer rose silk panels and a blood red ribbon between my breasts; a pair of black suspenders with brass fittings that attached to a black frilled garter belt and held up sheer black stockings; red lace panties that were framed by the suspender straps and barely covered the trace of hair I had shaved down into a little tuft; ankle-high, shiny, black leather boots with a stiletto heel that clicked when I walked toward Kevin. My black hair was pulled back into a tight, severe bun and secured with a silver stick, one end of which was shaped into a pair of lovers entwined in an embrace. I held a black riding crop in my hand, which I slapped lightly against my calf when I walked; the little sting on each strike was delicious.

"Welcome to your lessons, Kevin," I said, stopping in front of him. I gave him a playful swat with the crop, and he jumped but didn't step away. I reached out for the collar of his polo shirt and pulled his face down to me for a kiss.

Kevin's kiss was awkward, clumsy, but enthusiastic. His lips and tongue were everywhere all at once, and he sucked hungrily when I let my tongue probe his mouth. He was so distracted with kissing that he didn't notice that I had picked up a pair of handcuffs, padded with black silk, from the chaise; by the time I had snared one wrist, and then the other, locking his hands behind his back, it was too late for him to protest. He smiled awkwardly and shrugged his shoulders, trying to free his hands, but he was trapped.

"I hope they're not too tight?" I asked, running the riding crop from his chin to his chest, and then giving another playful swat — this one a little harder, so he flinched with the sting — against his belly.

"No, they're fine," he said, smiling awkwardly.

"No, mistress, they're fine," I snarled, and gave him a more emphatic thwack against the hip. He startled and repeated with a stutter, "No, m-mistress, they're fine."

"Thank you," I purred, and leaned in to give him a dry peck on the cheek. "Let me get you comfortable for your lesson; you have a lot to learn tonight."

I slowly dropped to my knees in front of him, running the crop down his chest and over the bulge forming in his jean and down his leg, slapping it twice against his ass. When I started to undo his jeans, Kevin moaned, and I smiled up at him as I slid the zipper of his fly down. With a quick tug I had jeans and boxers down to his knees, and his cock sprung free, already weeping its creamy liquid that glittered in the dim light. I circled the base with the riding crop, and ran the tip along his shaft to the head. I wanted to lick the pre-cum from the slit, but I refrained — the night was young, and I wasn't sure Kevin could hold back.

I stood back up, sliding my body up his; his cock slid from my tits to my belly, nestling against my garter belt as I walked him slowly back to the chaise and pressed his shoulders to seat him. I knelt in front of the chaise and pulled his shoes and jeans free; when he leaned back into the cushion, his cock bounced against his belly — cocks are preposterous, waggly things when not properly seated, and this one looked especially silly, and especially delicious.

"I want to read you a little story," I said, reaching for the shelf above Kevin's head. I let my tits brush his face, and I felt his tongue lick through the lace of my bustier. When I found the book I wanted, I stood back up, and I saw a flash of disappointment across Kevin's face. I opened the book and began to read.

I was only about halfway through my reading when I heard the next key scraping the door lock. I glanced up at the mantle clock — an ornate brass timepiece with a fleeing nymph in a diaphanous robe on one side, a pursuing satyr with a massively erect cock on the other — and saw that Mark, too, was running a little ahead of schedule. With an annoyed harrumph, I turned back to my reading while the rattling continued:

"'They became all mouths and fingers and tongues and senses," I read. "Their mouths sought another mouth, a nipple, a clitoris. They lay entangled, moving very slowly.'" I looked up at Kevin, who was breathing hard and gently rolling his hips so his cock flopped against his thigh; I imagined that he wanted nothing more right now than to take his shaft in hand and stroke. I smiled and continued. "'They kissed until the kissing became a torture ... '"

The door flew open and Mark staggered in, the key danging by its blue ribbon from his fingers. I snapped the book shut — my own tattered paperback copy of "Delta of Venus," not the beautifully illustrated one I presented to Mark last night — and walked across the room.

"You're a little early," I said, leaning into him as I reached behind him to close the door. "I hope that you're not premature about everything else."

He started to speak, but I silenced him by pressing my mouth against his. Mark's kisses were more controlled than Kevin's had been, but no less enthusiastic. He reached his hands around me and cupped my silk-covered ass, lifting my belly against the bulge in his pants. I found the hem of his shirt and gave it a tug, and Mark helpfully lifted his arms over his head so I could pull it free. With his arms held up, it was easy for me to slip the coiled rope I had placed on the shelf by the door over his wrists and pull the lashing tight; the look of surprise in his eyes when I stepped back was electrifying.

"We were just having some story time," I said, taking Mark's shoulder and guiding him toward the chaise. Kevin was trying to hunch over to cover his erection, but to no avail; his face was beet red. I could see the color rising in Mark's face, too, as I seated him hip to hip with Kevin.

I undid Mark's jeans and slid them free, then yanked down his boxers. His cock spilled out, flopping against his thigh, only half erect. I leaned over his lap and guided his shaft to my mouth with my hands, quickly sucking him to hardness; his cock shone wetly in the dim light when I pulled my mouth away.

Kevin was still looking away from Mark, eyes shut tightly; I leaned across Mark's lap and sucked Kevin, too. When I looked up, Kevin was watching me and smiling — it's amazing what a little oral attention can do for a man's attitude. I stood again, surveying my two bound and erect students, and found my place so I could begin reading again.

"'They kissed until the kissing became a torture,'" I resumed, "'and the body grew restless. Their hands always found yielding flesh, an opening. The furthey lay on gave off an animal odour, which mingled with the odours of sex…'"

And then the damned fiddling at the lock again! I knew that it was my own fault for giving them all keys, and for not thinking through all the steps to give myself time to manage the scene the way I wanted, but I was still frustrated, feeling rushed. When Kyle was no faster at opening the door than Kevin and Mark had been, I stormed to the door, threw it open, and pulled Kyle into the room with my fist holding tightly to the collar of his shirt.

"You're early," I said, then gave him a kiss that involved a sharp nip at his lip with my teeth. He gasped and brought the back of his hand up to his mouth, coming away with a thin smear of blood; I could taste the coppery tang on my tongue, and I smiled.

While Kyle was still inspecting the blood that came away from his lip, I unsnapped the suspenders from my garter belt, letting them dangle from the tops of my stockings toward my ankles, and unhitched the belt. I made a quick figure eight with it and seized Kyle's wrists, drawing his hands together and pulling tight. He barely had time to be surprised before I had him sitting to Mark's left, hands bound, pants around his ankles, and cock exposed.

I reached for the book, but then decided that this trio was in need of more remedial education. I set "The Delta of Venus" aside and picked up the riding crop, making it sing by flicking it quickly in the air.

"First of all," I said, "I am extremely disappointed in your ability to tell time. Do none of you have a watch? Did all you think that when I said eleven, or eleven fifteen, or eleven thirty, I would welcome you ten minutes early?" I glanced at the nymph-and-satyr clock and sighed. "It isn't even eleven thirty yet, but here you all are.

"Second," I continued, "have you never used a key in your lives? This is not a complex piece of equipment — you stick it in and you turn it; I'm more than little worried that when we get to the other stick-it-in-and-turn steps of the night you're going to have no clue how to proceed there, either."

Mark chuckled at this, and his cock twitched. It was cute to see the head bounce off his thigh, but I was in no mood for 'cute' at the moment. I gave his thigh a sharp thwack with the crop and he shouted in surprise.

"You're not here for your amusement," I said. "You're here for my amusement, and to ruin Marjory's plans for Well Thumbed."

"Umm ... " Kevin started, looking warily at the riding crop. "What's our incentive for ruining plans? I mean, we want to get paid, and we only have three more nights on this job ..."

"Did you like getting your dick sucked?" I asked.

"Well, I ..." I could almost feel the heat his face was giving off as he looked away from Mark and Kyle. "Yeah," he whispered.

"'Yeah' what?" I asked, putting the tip of the crop against his knee and sliding it up his thigh. Gooseflesh pimpled his skin, and I could see his balls tighten — whether from fear or anticipation or both, I couldn't say.

"Yeah, I ... I liked getting my dick sucked."

"Mistress Penny?" The tip of the crop tickled his scrotum.

"I liked getting my dick sucked, Mistress Penny," Kevin said.

"Then that's your incentive," I said, and delivered a comparatively gentle blow to the inside of his thigh. He startled, but his cock stayed hard.

"Does anyone else wish to question incentives?" I asked. Mark shook his head; Kyle, who had yet to have his dick sucked, started to say something, but when I stared into his eyes and swung the crop from side to side, he fell silent.

"Good," I said. "We can proceed, then. Marjory intended to have you start collecting the books not on her pull list tomorrow night for bulk sales to a books-by-the-yard decorating firm or for pulping; that won't be happening. I'll pay you out of the Well Thumbed till for the rest of your time on this gig — and I intend to buy your silence on the matter with other currency."

I retrieved my book and turned to the dog-eared page where I'd left off. My captive audience shifted on the chaise, bare thighs brushing each other, cocks at attention.

"'With tongues and fingers they pried into her,'" I read, "'back and front, sometimes stopping to touch each other’s tongue ...'"

The key rattled again in the door, and I looked at the clock to see that it was almost ten minutes past midnight; I was so caught up in the story of Elena and Leila and Bijou, and in the exquisite discomfort of Mark and Kevin and Kyle, that I had lost track of time. Frank was fashionably late, but I was so pleased to hear him tumble the lock and throw the bolt with an easy turn of his wrist that I didn't mind. I stepped to the door and greeted Frank with an embrace, throwing my arms around his neck and pulling him into a hot, wet kiss.

When Frank saw the trio on the couch, cocks twitching and faces red, he laughed. Then he looked me up and down, me in my black and red costume and armed with my crop, and he laughed harder still.

"Jesus, Penny," he said, "what the hell are you doing? I was getting worried when I couldn't find the Three Musketeers; I didn't imagine they'd been kidnapped by a dime store dominatrix!"

"We're doing a little training," I said, trying to keep my cool; I expected Frank to be challenging, but not petulant.

"I'm not sure any training is going to sink through those granite skulls," said Frank, "but at least this is amusing. I've got to admit, though, it's not what I was hoping to find behind the green door when you slipped me the key."

"Oh?" I asked, pressing closer to him. "And what did you hope to find?"

"This," he said, and suddenly pushed his hand between my legs and tugged my panties to one side. I was so wet from tormenting the trio on the chaise that his finger slid in to the second knuckle, and he bent his finger to push against the front wall of my vagina, causing a trickle of nectar to flow out onto his hand. I gasped, but didn't pull away — he was scratching an itch that had been building all night.

Frank used his thumb to strum my clit, and pulled the moisture from my cunt with his fingers to spread all over my parted lips. I groaned and leaned toward him with my mouth open, but he dodged my kiss so it landed on his neck. With his free hand he tugged at the tight ball of my hair at the back of my head, sending the silver stick clattering to the floor, and pulled my black hair loose, wrapping it around his fingers so he could pull my head back and expose my throat to his sucking lips and nipping teeth.

He pulled me by the hair back to the chaise and pushed his knee into my ass until I dropped to my knees in front of the bound trio. The three of them were staring up at us in wonder and desire. Kneeling behind me, Frank pushed my head down into Mark's lap, and I took his cock hungrily into my mouth, slurping loudly. Frank held me by the hair with one hand, and pulled my left arm up behind my back just to the edge of pain. I could feel his erection through his jeans against my ass, and I pushed back against him.

"How does he taste?" Frank hissed into my ear when he pulled me up by the hair, Mark's cock falling out of my mouth and smacking wetly against his thigh.

"Good," I gasped. "He taste's so good."

Frank pushed me down onto Kyle's cock, holding my head down until the head tickled the back of my throat and I gagged. He jerked me upright again, and licked my lips with his tongue.

"That does taste good," he whispered, "I can taste the musk on your lips. You love the taste of cock, don't you?"

"I do," I gasped, "oh god I do."

"Good," he said, pushing me down onto Kevin's lap. He rubbed his fingers on my cheek where it bulged with Kevin's cock inside.

I heard a rustling behind me, and let Kevin's cock slip from my mouth so I could look back over my shoulder. Frank had pulled off his t-shirt, revealing that the rose tattoo that peaked up above his collar was part of a garden that extended across his chest and down his abdomen, a riot of flowers and vines that ran along his sinews and veins. He undid his belt, unzipped his jeans, and yanked his pants down to reveal his cock, long and lean as the rest of him, rising up from his tattooed splendor.

Frank pulled my panties down to my knees with a quick tug and gave my ass a ringing slap. He snatched my riding crop away from me and struck my thigh; the sound echoed in the little room, and the sting was almost as delicious as Kevin's cock, which I swallowed again, humming as I sucked. Frank tapped a steady rhythm against my thigh, not too hard and not too light, and I moved from cock to cock with hands and mouth, feeling like a racehorse being driven around a course by my demanding jockey.

One finger, then a second, slid into my cunt; Frank turned his hand so his fingers could stroke the front wall of my channel. The stroking and the whipping had me on the verge of climax, and I buried my head in Mark's lack, tongue sliding up and down his shaft, while I pounded Kyle's and Kevin's cocks in either hand. Kevin let out a shout, and I looked up to see his cock erupt, sending a long rope of cum splashing onto his blue shirt. It drizzled warm and sticky down my hand, and I leaned over to lick the salty fluid from my fingers.

Frank's fingers slipped free, and I pushed my ass back, desperate to be filled. I wasn't empty for long; Frank's cock pushed past my lips and slid into my cunt, the head bumping against my cervix. I closed my eyes and focused all of my attention on Mark's cock while Frank fucked me with long, steady strokes, the crop still tapping against my hip.

It didn't take long for Mark to come; he let loose with no warning, his bound hands on the top of my head, and I spluttered when his jizz struck the back of my throat. It was muskier than Frank's cum, with a rich taste like raw oysters, and I drank it down greedily.

Frank's pace was increasing, both of his thrusting cock and his slapping crop. I matched his pace with my fist around Kyle's cock, tonguing his balls while I stroked. Kyle let out a groan when he came, and I felt his jizz fall into my hair.

I pushed back hard against Frank, both hands now on the couch's frame, and started to chant "Fuck me fuck me fuck me" in time with Frank's thrusts. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back, and I roared as my orgasm raced through me. I could feel a geyser let loose between my legs. My cunt squeezed hungrily around Frank's shaft, and my legs shook as the waves flowed through me.

When I could see straight again, I looked at the three cocks on the couch; they were shiny and still hard, cum dribbling down the shafts. I untied Kyle's and Mark's hands, and they quickly brought their fingers to my hair and throat, stroking and searching. Frank was still fucking me, but more slowly now; he undid the clasps of my bustier and let it slip over my shoulders. My tits freed, I felt my nipples brush someone's leg, and I leaned into the bare flesh.

Frank suddenly pulled out of me and lifted me up so I stood on my knees. He licked my bare back and squeezed my tits, then fell onto his back among the pillows I had thrown on the floor. He pulled me down with him, and I stretched out on top of him, legs spread wide, turning my head to kiss him. His tongue traced my lips while his hand moved over my belly and between my legs, stroking my clit. I lifted my knees up, and I could feel the three pairs of eyes on the couch staring at my wide open pussy.

Frank took his cock in his hand and probed first at my pussy and then, tentatively and gently, at my puckered asshole. His cock was wet from the gusher I'd let loose when I came, and my juices were running down from my pussy, but it wasn't slippery enough for him to push his way in.

"Kyle," I gasped, "behind you — the lube ..."

Kyle turned and felt around on the shelf. In front of an illustrated guide to 19th century French lingerie was a plastic tube. Kyle handed it down to me and I applied a generous dollop to Frank's cock, and then groaned as he pushed the head slowly into my anus. I kissed him desperately as he filled me.

I felt a finger on my clit, and looked up to see Kyle kneeling between our spread legs. He had one hand on my cunt and the other on his cock, and he looked into my eyes with an all-consuming longing. I gasped my assent, and he aimed his cock and pushed into my pussy. I could feel both cocks stroking the thin membrane separating my two channels, and I moaned.

Mark must have found the keys to Kevin's handcuffs on the shelf by the lube, because there were suddenly two pairs of hands on my tits, my belly, my throat, and two cocks jostling for access to my mouth. I opened my lips and let them negotiate their own terms for fucking my mouth — I only cared that I had a cock in it, and I didn't know or care whose. Hands stroked my belly, my tits, my legs, so many hands and fingers, smearing sweat and lube and jizz all over my skin.

With a grunt, Kyle came inside my pussy; I could feel the warmth spreading through my channel, and the spasming jerks of his cock. No sooner had he pulled out than another cock took his place — Mark's? Kevin's? I didn't know; I didn't care. I just needed to be filled and fucked. Another orgasm rippled through me, but it was hard to distinguish one climax from the next — I was a sputtering live wire throwing off sparks.

Hands and mouths and cocks covered every inch of me; lips sucked my nipples, teeth nipped my neck, cocks pounded my pussy, and all the while Frank held me in place, the anchor of my passion. I felt like that tattered copy of "Flowers in the Attic" that passed hand to hand in middle school, the cover torn away, spine cracked, the good pages dog-eared and smeared by a hundred sweaty fingers. Like that paperback, I was beaten, abused, bent, but, if not loved, then appreciated, greatly and desperately appreciated.

I'm not sure how many turns Kevin, Kyle, and Mark took with my pussy; I'm sure each fucked me at least once, probably twice. Someone came in my mouth again — not Mark, the flavor was different — and I could feel a sticky puddle drying between my tits. The pace was slowing, the fucking less desperate, almost gentle. Someone was nuzzling against my neck while cuddling against my hip, a softening cock leaking onto my flesh. After a while my pussy was finally empty of cock, though not of jizz — I could feel the warm trickle of mingled cum leaking down my thighs.

"Books and dreams and cunt," Frank whispered in my ear, and I laughed. He slipped his cock from my asshole and held the shaft between my pussy lips. With a shout, he bucked his hips, lifting me with him, and shot a long, white blast up my belly so hard it struck my tits.

I steadied myself with my hands and rolled off Frank, squeezing up against someone — Mark, maybe? — who appeared to be dozing, curled into a ball on the pillows. Frank spooned behind me, hands on my tits, and someone pushed my sticky, cum-covered hair from my face and gently kissed my cheek. I felt sleep's stealthy approach, and chose to fall into its embrace, exhausted and sated in my chamber of lust.


The Erotic Glutton, Revisited


Aversion of this essay first appeared on The Eroticist's Notebook, my Substack newsletter; subscribe for occasional thoughts and essays on writing and reading erotica.

I hope you've enjoyed reading these five delightfully raunchy little gangbang stories as I enjoyed writing them.

Though technically, only three of the five are really gangbangs, at least according to some definitions. Nikki takes on just three movers in "Mashed on Moving Day," and Denise enjoys the company of only three co-workers in "Pounded at Pirate Land." Dani in "Beach Volleyball Bump," Frankie in "Groped by the Garage Band," and Penelope in "Shagged in the Bookshop" are a bit more ambitious, taking on (and taming) four cocks apiece.

But I contend that it’s not just the numbers that define a gangbang, it’s also the focused attention on one participant — in most erotica and pornography, a woman. A foursome could be a mixed doubles situation, and there’s a fluidity to the engagements — A to B, A to C, C to D, D to A, in a gloriously erotic daisychain. (If you like reading that kind of story — I know that I certainly do! — check out "The Night of the Storm," my lake cabin erotic adventure, which has quite a bit of mixing and matching.) A gangbang, by contrast, is far more focused: the only sustained sexual interactions are between the gangbangers and the gangbangee — the gangbangers never have more than coincidental interaction with each other, but they are bound together by the lucky bottom taking them on.

In researching how I’d approach the gangbang genre, I ran across an essay, "Why Are People into Gangbang Porn?" by Tina Horn, a companion piece to her podcast interview with Madeline Marlow and Will Havoc about their filming of gangbangs. It’s an absolutely fascinating and educational listen, and I highly encourage you to check it out. (Also, check out her two-part podcast interview with Stoya while you’re down that particular rabbit hole; reading has never been so hot.) The key concepts in the kind of gangbang that Marlow and Havoc were filming, and that I’m trying to write, are consent and empowerment, which seem at cross purposes to the gangbang trope but which make it even more interesting when applied.

These gangbangs are all about a woman taking charge of a sexual situation and directing the action. In "Mashed on Moving Day," Nikki turns an embarrassing moment — the accidental spilling of her box of sex toys — into an opportunity for mind-blowing pleasure, making the three movers compete in a sort of John Henry game against her favorite machine. In "Pounded at Pirate Land," Denise turns her frustration at the summer romances that weren't into a glorious gangbang that is, literally roping in not only the college boys she had a little luck with but also the enigmatic bad boy that all the Pirate Land gals lusted after. In "Beach Volleyball Bump," Dani turns her annoyance with her teammates' lack of competitive drive into a mad chase across the beach (which she is quite intent on losing) and makes sure the new game she plays is one she's going to win. In "Groped by the Garage Band," Frankie comes off a sexless rock and roll tour to mentor an aspiring garage band and show them a few new rhythms. And in "Shagged in the Bookshop" (my personal favorite), Penelope turns her disdane for her new corporate overlords into a sensuous revenge that will take a lot of janitorial effort to clean up.In all five stories, it’s clear very early on who’s in charge. There is erotica out there in which the focus of the gangbang is less the subject and more the object, and if that’s your thing, good for you; it’s not what I’m currently writing.

That’s not to say that the characters in my stories, or in the gangbang stories that I’ve been inspired by, aren’t overwhelmed by events. That, I think, is the entire point of the gangbang from the center of attention: to be absolutely overwhelmed by the focused sexual energy of multiple partners, to lose control even if she’s in control, to try direct a furious force of erotic power that is ultimately beyond control. A gangbang has to feel dangerous, even if it’s constrained by clear rules of consent, to really count as a gangbang.

Most of the gangbang stories I’ve read have been from the point of view of the woman, which is perhaps not surprising: in a 2014 study of sexual fantasies in "The Journal of Sexual Medicine", Joyal, Cossette, and Lapierre found that more than a quarter of women reported fantasizing about being the focus of a gangbang. I can’t speak for all women who get a little tingly at the thought of being serviced by a group, but I think Amanda Kerri puts it best in "Yes, Your Gangbang Fantasy is Normal," published in Allure in 2018:

Here is a person at the center of the gang bang who is indulging in just wild, crazy abandon of moral taboos, any sort of sexual shame, and is just letting themselves become almost gluttonous with sex. It’s not the people using the woman in the center of a gang bang, but her. It’s her body and sexuality that’s the center of the lust, and she’s in full control of it.

I like gangbang stories that are about gluttony, about wallowing in the attention and sensation. While a heterosexual gangbang can end in an explosion of cum — especially if it’s exploding across the bangee’s body — it should be all about her pleasure in the long middle part. If there’s a sense of competition among the bangers — who can bring her over the edge the fastest or the hardest? — so much the better. We often perform at our best when there’s a little competition.

Competition is very much at the center of most of these stories. The movers in the first story cheer each other on, but also want to be the one to get Nikki off; Victor wants to show up the college boys with his rope tying skills in "Pounded at Pirate Land," much to Denise's delight. Of all the groups, I think it's the volleyball team who approach their roles in their gangbang more in a spirit of cooperation as they pass Dani from cock to cock — and a little teamwork does indeed make the dream work, am I right?

For a different sort of gangbang, check out "Madeline's Awakening," my companion story to "Off the Leash." Madeline dreams of a very different kind of gangbang, one that sweeps her away on a cloud of decadent delight, and I think you'll find her surrender to pleasure as exciting as the power bottom antics of Nikki, Denise, Dani, Frankie, and Penelope.


All For One and One For All Volume 2
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All For One and One For All Volume 2

When one just isn't enough - five tales of overwhelming passion

What if your passion is too big for one lover to tame? How far would you be willing to go to satisfy your appetites?

In these five stories, our heroines push the boundaries of ecstasy! Includes Beach Volleyball Rematch!, Laurels to the Victor, Checked by the Chess Club, Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair, and Crossing Swords With the Fencing Club


Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!


Dorothy's Domestic Bliss
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When Dorothy is caught bent over the 23rd floor conference room table with Brad, the HR intern, behind her, her husband Calvin thinks that a change of scenery is in order and they move out of the city to a farmhouse in the country.

At first Dorothy is afraid that her impulsive pleasure seeking ways have come to an end. But when she throws herself into domesticity, she finds that chores like doing laundry, baking pies, and picking up packages at the Milhawket post office offer plenty of opportunities to connect with her neighbors and discover new kinds of pleasure.


Dorothy's Domestic Bliss is the fun and frolicsome story of a woman awakening into new and unexpected bliss, and the husband who helps her filthiest dreams come true.


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.


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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