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Laurels to the Victor


"Did you know," Milo is saying, holding a red plastic cup of beer with his pinkie sticking out like he's drinking from a porcelain teacup, "that the ancient Greeks competed nude in the Olympics to ensure no women were sneaking in?"

"That's because they knew the women of Sparta would kick their asses," I say, then sip from my own cup.

The men's wrestling team is hosting the party this month, because once again they trailed the women's team four matches to two (we're undefeated, naturally). Their revenge is to buy the cheapest keg of beer possible; that or filling the keg with piss, which at least cuts out the middleman.

"Bullshit," says Milo. "Says who?"

"Pausanias," I say. "Xenophon. Fucking Plutarch, that's who." Do not challenge a Classics major on her sources, bitch, I think.

"Yeah, well ..." He takes a big swig of beer, and grimaces — I'm glad it tastes like piss to him, too. "There was no girls' wrestling, it was always a guy's sport."

"The women of Sparta grappled like crazy," I say. "And so, I guess, did the men of Athens. All those oily, sweaty, naked men rolling around in the palaestra," I say, looking over my cup and raising an eyebrow. "Does that get you all hot and bothered, Milo?"

He blushes and looks down at his feet on the scuffed and stained kitchen floor. The wrestling guys are lucky, I suppose, that most of the team lives in this off-campus house — the women's team are scattered across the dorms and various apartments, making it hard to find a place to get together that's not the gym — but it really is a shithole of a house.

"That's not what I'm saying," he mumbles. "What I mean is ... look, your team might have a better record, but that's from wrestling girls, right? What sort of competition is that?"

"I'm pretty sure it's meant to save you boys the embarrassment of having women kick your skinny little asses," I say. "You know we'd dominate you, and you'd be begging for us to stop. Or to keep going, if you know what I mean ..." I raised an eyebrow at him again, and Milo turns a shade warmer red.

"What's she saying to embarrass you now?" Leo, Milo's co-captain, asks. He's wandering into the kitchen with an empty cup, looking for the keg that's sitting in the ice-filled sink.

"Nothing," Milo mumbles.

"I'm just telling him that women are better wrestlers," I say. "Which, obviously, right?"

Leo laughs and fills his cup with the urine-tinted liquid from the keg.

"We're just in a rut," he says. "Peterson U is pretty tough, they should probably be a division up from us. And Nick's finger is still healing from getting jammed last month."

"Our schedule's no cakewalk, bud," I say. "We wrestle the best teams in the region — teams that could probably beat their men's teams with an arm tied behind their collective backs. So quit your whining."

"What, you think you could beat us?" Leo says. He takes a sip of the beer and winces.

"Handily," I say.

"Oiled up and naked?" asks Milo, winking at me.

It's my turn to blush. Don't think I haven't imagined pinning Milo to the mat and scoring a serious takedown or two; he may be built like a wrestler — short and broad, with a square head atop broad shoulders — but he's got curly black hair, sparkling blue eyes, and the roundest, firmest man ass I've ever seen.

"Maybe ..." I say, barely above a whisper.

Leo is digging around in the cupboard beside the sink, and he emerges with a square bottle of olive oil. He tosses it to me, and I almost drop it when I grasp the slick glass.

"Meet you in the basement in five," Milo says, tossing half his cup of beer in the sink.

#

I wonder if Milo and Leo know the legend of Aspasia, lover of Patarces and pledged to the goddess Palaestra, who gave her name to the training grounds for grapplers. Probably not. I first heard it when I was a high school wrestler, on my first overnight trip with the JV team, whispered in the dark of the auditorium where we had spread out our sleeping bags.

It goes something like this.

Aspasia was the daughter of Cratinus, a famous wrestler from Aigeira who had won laurels at the Olympic games in his youth. Cratinus had wanted a boy, of course — typical of the time — but when his daughter Aspasia showed an early interest in grappling, he decided to train her on the sly, even though only women from Sparta were known to wrestle among themselves. He even went so far as to take her to the temple of Palaestra, the daughter of Hermes and patron of wrestlers, and pledge her honor to the goddess of grapplers.

Another of Cratinus' students, Patarces, caught Aspasia's eye. He was a handsome young man, with a head of curly hair as black as Hermes' iron tongs and eyes as blue as Poseidon's deepest seas. I imagine he looked a little like Milo, actually, though maybe taller. Aspasia often watched Patarces practicing with the other students at the palaestra, his oiled skin shining in the bright Aegean sun, rolling and tumbling on the sand in their practice bouts, wishing that she were holding his shoulders as she pushed him to the ground, or that he was clutching her thighs in an effort to score a throw.

She also spied on Patarces and the other wrestlers after practice, when they would scrape each other's skin clean with the bronze strigils — Cratinus funded the palaestra in part by collecting the oil and sweat from the wrestlers' bodies in clay jars, which he sold as a balm for all manner of ailments — and then relax in the clear spring-fed stone baths that ringed the practice field. It was there that she first saw what made men different from women — wrestlers still grappled wearing loincloths at this time, so it was only after practice that they revealed their full glory. And the glory Patarces revealed was especially full; Aspasia longed to grapple with the thick, velvety appendage that hung beneath the tangled nest of hair below his belly, and to juggle the heavy globes that dangled behind that slumbering serpent.

Not that the serpent was always slumbering. There was a special camaraderie between wrestlers in those days — I suspect there is these days, too, though perhaps not as open — a particular tenderness that men who grappled in the sun shared when they reclined in the bath. Aspasia found her core aquiver and her heart racing when she watched Patarces' sleeping serpent come awake in the hands and mouths of other wrestlers. And when he mounted one of his comrades in a hold she had never witnessed on the field, his hips bucking as he pushed his rampant serpent into his sparring partner and pressed their wet lips together, his partner's serpent quivering against Patarces' hard belly, Aspasia couldn't prevent her fingers from finding her own warm and tingling cavern and imagining Patarces' member finding a welcome harbor there.

In her eighteenth summer, a game was declared at Olympia, and the invitation went out all over the islands and peninsulas of Greece for the kingdoms and cities to send their fleetest runners, their strongest lifters, and their most cunning grapplers to compete for glory and laurels and the honor of the gods. Naturally, Aspasia longed to compete herself, but women were forbidden from participating in the games. Cratinus allowed her to wrestle only with a handful of girls and women from the surrounding villages, and only in secret, but Aspasia knew she could easily best any of Cratinus' students. And she especially wanted to grapple with Patarces — win or lose, she knew a match with him would bring a special kind of victory.

Cratinus' palaestra was hosting the local competition to select the wrestler Aigeira would send to Olympia, though everyone knew that Patarces was sure to be the grappler to rise to the top. The night before the competition, unable to sleep, Aspasia went to the temple of Palaestra, the thick-limbed, short-haired daughter of Hermes to whom her father had pledged her so many years before, and lay prostrate in front of the goddess' altar. She prayed to wake up a man, blessed with a raging serpent like the one she had seen Patarces and the others wielding, shorn of the breasts that jutted from her chest. She prayed to have her chance to show her skill in the ring, to compete against true grapplers and not girls who were as easily thrown over as a baby goat. And then, writhing on the cold marble floor, she pressed her fingers into her aching, throbbing emptiness, teeth gritted as she imagined Patarces' throbbing serpent, and drove herself over cliffs of pleasure until she passed out.

When Aspasia woke to the morning's harsh sunlight streaming into the temple, she was devastated to find that her dark emptiness had not been replaced by a wondrous column of power, and that her breasts still pressed against the front of her shift. But then she saw, lying on the floor beside her, two strange items: a bronze mask hammered into the likeness of a bearded man, and a clay vial in the shape of Patarces' serpent, a cork stopper plugging the hole in its bulbous tip.

She uncorked the vial and held it up to her nose. It was filled with olive oil scented with lavender, just like the oil that shone on the wrestlers at her father's palaestra. Aspasia dribbled a little on her fingertips and ran it along the shaft of the vial, grinning as the droplets clung to the folds of skin that some mysterious potter's hands had pressed into the clay. Then she took up the mask and held it to her face, breathing in a scent of rosemary from its silk lining. Her patroness had indeed answered her prayers, just not the way she had expected.

#

"Holy shit, Paige, are you crazy?" Missy asks when I tell her about Milo and Leo's challenge. "You're drunk, right? You must be drunk."

"Not even a little," I say. "I don't think there's any alcohol in the piss water they're serving us."

"But naked? For fuck's sake, Paige ..."

I laugh and wave my hand.

"It's not going to be naked," I say. "Milo will totally chicken out on that — he's just trying to scare me off from wrestling because he knows I'll kick his ass."

Missy raises an eyebrow.

"You're good," she says, "but he's strong — I've seen his bouts."

"He's strong," I say, "but I'm fast. And you know as well as I do that wrestling's a sport of brains over brawn — and I'm sure I've got Milo beat in that area."

She follows me down the stairs to the basement, where Leo has told me he's already gathered the party to watch the bout. The guys on the wrestling team have been living in this house forever, it seems — there's a statue of two men grappling in the Greek style on the front lawn, and banners from the team's championship wins (all at least five years in the past, I've noted with a smirk) hanging from the windows. In the basement, they've transformed the space into a cross between a workout room and an ancient palaestra. There's a padded blue floor with two rings painted on it in white, and ionic columns painted on the walls with quotations from Socrates and Epicurus between them (one of the team captains was a Classics major years ago).

And a dozen people — members of both the men's and women's teams — sitting around one of the rings, red cups in their hands.

A cheer goes up when I come down the stairs, and I feel heat rise in my cheeks. What a fucking mistake, I think, but I set my jaw, throw back my shoulders, and walk up to the ring, stopping at the edge with my hands on my hips. I don't see Milo or Leo; did they chicken out?

And then another cheer goes up, and I turn to see Leo coming from around a darkened corner — maybe leading to the laundry room? — with Milo behind him. Milo is wearing a stained white bathrobe, with a plastic laurel wreath riding atop his curly black hair. He smiles and waves as he approaches the ring, buoyed by hoots and applause that echo in the dark basement.

Milo nods at me and steps into the red corner diagonal from me across the combat circle. Leo steps up behind him and places his hands on Milo's shoulders; Milo unties the belt around his waist and lets the top of the robe open to show his chest. My heart races a little; the barest I've ever seen Milo is in his red wrestling singlet with the white College of St. Anthony "A" on his belly. His chest is hairless, the skin a deep tan, and as the robe parts, I see his nipples, a few shades darker than the rest of his flesh.

Leo eases the robe off Milo's shoulders, exposing the corded muscles around his neck and his large, firm deltoids. My belly clenches, a flutter of fear and a thrill of desire racing through me, as Leo pulls the robe from Milo's back; I'm terrified that he is, in fact, going to be naked as a Grecian hero at Olympia. I breathe a sigh of relief when I see that he's wearing white briefs, though I can tell by the shadow cast on the fly that his equipment matches the impressive girth of his chest.

"This is nuts, Paige," Missy whispers in my ear.

I wave her off and grab the hem of my t-shirt, and toss it over my head. There's a mix of gasps, chuckles, and hoots around the basement, and I feel my cheeks burning as I stand with my hands on hips, holding my shoulders back with my black sports bra tight around my chest. I glance at Milo, who's grinning, with Leo standing behind him with a leering look on his face.

Leo nods toward me, and I realize his motioning at my cutoff shorts. I purse my lips and shake my head, but he narrows his eyes and nods again.

"Fuck," I whisper.

When my fingers tug at the button on my cutoffs, another cheer goes up from the dozen or so people sitting and standing around the wrestling mat. Blood burns up to my scalp and down to my chest, and I feel sweat in my armpits and between my tits. I pull the button open and pull the zipper down; out of the corner of my eye, I see Missy shaking her head, eyes wide. I give her a grin, shake my hips, and ease my shorts down to my knees, revealing my black panties. I toe my sneakers off, kick them away from the mat, and let my shorts drop. Missy scrambles to gather them up and stands just inside my peripheral vision, clutching my discarded clothes in a bundle to her chest.

"There," I shout across the grappling space, "happy?"

"So far," says Milo. "But there's more ..."

Leo holds up the bottle of olive oil from the kitchen. In the harsh light of the bare bulb burning above the mat, it looks absolutely filthy, dust and grime clinging to its brown-green glass. A titter of laughter goes up from the audience.

"In ancient times," Leo intones, like he's starting a ritual, "wrestlers covered themselves in olive oil before their bouts. It warmed the muscles, it kept the pores clean, and it made grappling that much more challenging."

He unscrews the cap on the bottle, holds it above Milo, and lets a green-gold stream drizzle down onto Milo's shoulder. Then Leo rubs his hands across Milo's shoulders and back, and then down Milo's chest, making his skin glisten. Milo grins, and I see Leo's fingers circle his nipples, bringing them to stiff points; I feel tingly at the sight and have to bite my lip to keep from gasping. There's a camaraderie between them that I had never noticed before, and it intrigues and delights me.

Leo runs his hands over Milo's hips, and the oil soaks into Milo's briefs, turning them translucent. I can see the dark shadow of the curly hair between his belly and his cock, and the shape of his shaft stiffening behind the now-slippery cotton. Leo's fingers graze Milo's thighs, pushing the green-gold liquid over his hairless legs, and he kneels behind Milo, face peaking around from behind Milo's ass.

"The mixture of oil and sweat was scraped from the wrestler's body after a bout," Leo says, "and saved in clay jars to use as a medicinal and mystical balm. This gloios could cure aches and pains, inflammation of the anus, swelling of the genitals."

There's some definite swelling of Milo's genitals evident inside his briefs. And from the tingling I feel between my legs, I suspect mine are swelling, too. I shift from foot to foot, watching Leo's fingers spread the oil across Milo's skin, imagining his firm touch on my own.

"It probably made for a pretty good lube, too," Leo says with a wink, and there's an uncomfortable chuckle from the audience.

Leo stands, his hands rising along Milo's body — ankles, knees, hips, belly, chest — and then walks across the mat toward me with the bottle extended in his hand and a sly smile on his face. Just as I'm about to reach for it, Missy steps between Leo and me and snatches the container from his hand. Then she turns and looks at me, a defiant glitter in her eyes, and raises the bottle, letting a trickle of the warm, viscous fluid fall between my breasts.

#

In the version of the story I learned before college, the only characters with names were Aspasia, Patarces, and Cratinus. But in college, I heard the same story with an added wrinkle: Elena, Aspasia's sparring partner.

After receiving her gifts of the mask and the flask of oil, Aspasia made her way to the palaestra. In those days, there were some rural people living around Aigeira with a tradition of wearing masks that covered their full faces whenever they went into the larger towns, as part of their worship of Despoena, a goddess of mystery and secrets, so masked people weren't terribly unusual. Aspasia bound her breasts and donned a shepherd's woolen cloak, completing her disguise.

At the palaestra, crowded with hopefuls for the Olympic competition, Aspasia turned few heads; there were a handful of masked shepherds among the young grapplers, so she blended in easily. But, according to the version of the story I learned when I joined the college team, one person recognized her: Elena, a kitchen servant of Cratinus who had frequently trained with Aspasia.

Elena wasn't as talented in the ring as Aspasia, but she was passionate: she grappled with a fierce intensity, and fought long after most wrestlers would have yielded. If the whispered version of the story that got told late at night in the back of the team bus was true — and I have no reason to believe otherwise — Elena and Aspasia frequently took their sparring to private places, far from her father's training grounds, and explored holds and throws of a much more intimate nature.

The morning of the Aigeira competition, Elena was helping Cratinus keep the water pitchers filled and the platters near the resting pool overflowing with meats and breads. When she saw Aspasia approach the thronged wrestlers waiting their turn on the pitch, she froze, gasped, and then let out a laugh of recognition.

We weren't sure, in the telling of the story, what gave Aspasia away to her lover. Some of us thought it must be the way she walked, a certain sway of the hip or turn of a leg that set her apart from the men. Some of us thought it might have been a stray strand of raven hair that slipped from behind her mask, possibly with a strand of silver ribbon woven through it. My theory is that it was the tilt of Aspasia's pelvis when she stood, surveying the competition, that revealed her identity: there's a way a lady wrestler stands before a match, a savviness and cunning in how she sizes up her opponent, that I've never seen in a man.

In any case, Elena waited, her full red lip between her teeth, until Aspasia made her way to the sandpit, ready for her turn. Just as Aspasia was pulling the vial from a fold in her robes, Elena ran to her side and snatched the clay cock from her hands with a laugh.

"A fitting flask," she said, holding the lekythos up to her eyes, "for an Olympian."

Elena uncorked the flask and drizzled a stream of oil onto her palm; it was thicker than the oil usually at Cratinus' palaestra, and fragrant with lemons and lavender. She ran her oily hand across Aspasia's bare arms, then knelt and applied the oil to Aspasia's legs, letting her fingers rise well above the hem of her cloak. Elena could hear Aspasia's breathy laugh behind the bronze mask, such a contrast to the fierce and forbidding gaze of the bearded visage hammered into the metal.

"These are the thighs of a champion," Elena whispered as she stood, then pressed a shiny, slippery hand to Aspasia's bound breast. "And the heart of a conquering queen."

When she pressed her lips to the mask's cold cheek, we all imagined that it grew hot with desire.

#

It's hard to remember that I'm not Aspasia, preparing to grapple with the wrestlers at Cratinus' palaestra, when Missy runs her hand across my belly, making it slick with oil. I close my eyes, smelling the warm scent of the oil — the cheap stuff from the grocery store near campus, of course, not the rich and lustrous oil I imagine in Aspasia's story — and my stomach jumps. Missy's fingers tickle a circle around my navel, and then she kneels in front of me to spread the oil down my legs.

Missy and I have grappled together from time to time, when horniness, boredom, or curiosity have got the better of us. It's not something we do often, and it's not something we talk about before or after it happens, but in the moment, when her firm thighs and tight ass and pert breasts are in my hands, when her mouth is seeking my warm core and her teeth are grazing my hips, I feel a connection that runs deeper than our blood. Right now I feel that connection, a dizzy spinning in my head like I'm on the edge of a cliff above a windswept sea, ready to throw myself into the roiling waves of passion.

"A conquering heart," Missy whispers into my ear when she stands, tapping her fist against my chest. I want to grab her face and press my lips against hers, I want to throw her down on the mat and ride a double grapevine on her body. Instead, I throw my shoulders back and smile across Missy's shoulder at Milo, who steps up to the circle at the center of the mat.

Leo stands off to the side as Milo squats into his ready position, elbows on his thighs. I can see how his cock and balls dangle inside his oil-soaked briefs, and with effort tear my eyes away and look into Milo's face. He's grinning from ear to ear, eyes sparkling, a hungry look on his face.

"Classical rules," says Leo, "old school. Three points to win, scored by making your opponent's back touch the mat, by forcing them out of the ring, or by making them yield."

"Hold on," Missy says. "Are you the ref here?"

"Yeah," says Leo. "My house, my rules."

"Bullshit," she says. "I don't trust you. I'm judging."

She steps up to Leo, nose to chin, and I smile when I see a look of dismay cross his face.

"Okay," Leo says, "two judges. We have to agree on each point. Fair?"

Missy shrugs. "Close enough to fair," she says, then walks back across the circle and turns to face Leo and Milo.

I step up to the circle painted in the middle of the mat, too, and assume the ready position: feet apart, right foot forward, knees bent, hips back. I roll my shoulders and shake my head, then bring my hands up in front of my chest, ready to lunge or dodge or grapple. With my jaw set, I look into Milo's eyes and grin. A hush falls over the crowd arrayed around the basement palaestra.

"On three, the match is on," Leo says. And he starts his count:

"One ..."

Milo bends his knees deeply, eyes roaming over my glistening body. I tuck my belly and stick my ass back, feet braced.

"Two ..."

Milo takes a short, shuffling step to his left; I move to my right, keeping our distance the same around the circle.

"Three!"

Milo lunges forward, leading with his shoulder, and I dodge easily to my left; he's in the circle, and stops just short of the line. I step into the circle, too, and bump my shoulder against his back, making him take a stumbling step forward, but not enough to knock him out of bounds.

I step back as he turns toward me and lunges again; he thinks this match is going to be won by strength and aggression, but I know it's going to be won by speed and brains. He's the bull, and I'm the toreador, standing poised and ready for each charge, happy to let him wear himself down.

He makes a few passes across the ring that I dodge easily, and there's a titter of laughter from the crowd — mostly from my teammates, I think. They've seen me on the mat plenty of times, biding my time, watching for my opponent to knock themselves off balance so I don't have to, keeping my energy in reserve like a coiled spring.

I must be distracted by the way the light from the bare bulb catches the oil on his rippling shoulders, though, because on one of his passes he turns on his heel and slams into my back, knocking the wind out of me. I drop to one knee, keeping my back flat and my weight distributed, as he leans against me, trying to push me onto the mat. His face hovers above my cheek; I can smell the sour reek of the cheap beer on his hot breath.

"When I pin you," he gasps, his lips almost touching my ear, "I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk for a week."

My belly tightens, and warmth spreads through me; I feel my face flush with a mixture of rage and desire. I am not a fan of trash talk in a bout; I keep my lips sealed and my mind focused. But the image Milo has planted in my head — an image that's been there before, god help me, so many times — threatens to make my knees week. And I'm sure he knows it.

"When I pin you," I hiss, "I'm going to fuck Leo until his head explodes and make you watch."

And I roll my shoulders and slide my legs across the mat and let gravity pull Milo face first to the floor so I can throw myself on his back and lock my arms around his slippery chest.

#

There were two sandpits at Cratinus' palaestra. At one of them, Patarces worked through opponents like a hot knife through honey, making throw after throw, pin after pin, while Aspasia held court in the other.

Wrestling in ancient Greece was a brutal game, more like "professional" wrestling than the purists want to admit. No eye gouging or biting, no kicking or punching, but tripping was fine, leg locks were expected, and more than a few fingers were broken in the effort to get an opponent to yield. As the day wore on, the champions in each pit were battered and bruised, the oil on their skin turned gummy and stiff with the sand and heat despite frequent new coatings; but their opponents were so much more frayed. Aspasia felt aroused by the cruelty she inflicted on her oafish challengers, using her speed and cunning and willingness to hurt to her advantage. Though she was smaller than any other contender, she was faster and nimbler, and won match after match by turning her opponents' zeal and aggression to her advantage.

Patarces' opponents, meanwhile, were lucky to crawl out of the sand under their own power; a few had to be carried away, groaning in pain between their bearers. His arms and legs were scratched and bruised, his raven locks were caked with oil and sand, but his eyes gleamed with a cruel satisfaction as each challenger fell before him.

At last, as the sun sank behind the Achaean hills, Patarces and Aspasia were the only two grapplers still standing. Aspasia caught Elena's eye from behind her bronze mask as she emerged from the battered pit, and thought she saw a glimmer of fear, but also a spark of desire. Elena grabbed the strigil and jar from beside the sand and scraped the viscous blend of oil, sweat, and dirt from Aspasia's arms and legs, and then applied a new, shimmering coat from the phallic lekythos to Aspasia's skin.

Cratinus himself scraped and re-oiled Patarces' gleaming skin, salved the cuts and bruises on his shoulders and legs, spread soothing balm into the gouges on his back where an opponent's fingers had dug deep in an effort to throw him off. He discarded the tattered linen shirt that had been covering his broad chest, and Aspasia gasped at the expanse of oiled flesh, shimmering like a calm sea beneath the crimson-tinged sun.

And then Aspasia and Patarces faced each other across the pit, she behind her bronze mask, he gleaming in the red-tinted light of the falling sun. She felt her sinews renewed at the sight of him, her energy and ardor rising through her body and warming her flesh with desire: desire for victory, and desire for his hard embrace. When Patarces made his first steps toward her, clearly thinking that he would defeat her with his superior height and weight, Aspasia was ready for him.

#

I underestimated Milo's upper body strength, and after he gets his elbows set underneath him, he's able to buck me off his back. It was a good ride while it lasted, though, and I'm on my feet and ready for him when he scrambles to his knees and lashes out his arms to brush my thighs. A tingle runs up my spine at the touch.

We spar for a couple of minutes, trying to get a purchase on each other's skin. The oil is slipperier than I expected, and I have to be careful not to let my feet slide out from under me as we drip onto the mat while we wheel about the circle. My fingers dig into his waist, but his abs are too hard and his skin too slick for me to pull him down.

Milo's fingers suddenly slip under the back of my sports bra, and I let out a howl when he uses it to swing me around in a half circle and I stumble toward the edge of the ring. I try to brace my feet, but the mat is too slippery and I'm moving too fast, and one foot slides past the white border before I can stop myself.

"Point to Milo," Leo says.

"What the fuck?" I say. "That's not fair!"

Leo shrugs. "There's no rule against it."

I look pleadingly at Missy, but she just shrugs. "I think it's the right call, sorry ..."

"Well, FUCK," I yell.

I slip my arm through the side of the bra, grab the hem, and yank it over my head, then throw it at Missy's feet. There's a gasp from the audience when my tits bounce loose, but I don't care; I give my shoulders a shake and push my breasts up with my palms, rubbing the flesh that's been compressed all day, making my nipples tingle.

"More oil," I say, glaring at Missy.

Missy finds the bottle and drizzles a healthy serving of oil onto my chest, and I stand with my hands on my hips while she strokes and squeezes my tits, working the oil all around and over them. I give Milo a wink and a smirk, and I can see his shaft stiffening inside his oil-drenched briefs. When Missy's done, my breasts glisten in the light of the bare bulb above us, and my nipples are standing up at attention, dark and shiny.

I drop into my ready stance again, and I can't help but notice that Milo is having trouble moving his eyes away from my tits. If I'd been thinking strategically, I would have lost the bra a long time ago — my girls can be my secret weapon to keep him distracted. When we start grappling again, he's strangely cautious of touching them, pulling his hand away when a finger touches the side of my breast or a palm brushes against a stiff nipple. I start pushing my tits against him, making him back away from me until his heels are almost on the line.

He leans toward me, trying to balance himself and keep from falling backward outside the ring. My hands slide down his oil-slick haunches, grasp the waistband of his briefs, and give a tug as I push him with my hip. He lets out a cry as his legs fly out from under him, and he hands with a crash on his ass outside the white circle, his briefs tangled around his ankles.

"Point to Paige," Missy says, stifling a laugh with her fist to her mouth.

Now it's Milo's turn to yell, "What the fuck!" as he reaches for his twisted underpants, his cock flailing about between his legs like a baby elephant's trunk. I can't help but laugh as he pulls himself up onto his knees, bracing himself with his hands to keep from sliding, balls dangling and shorts impossibly tangled. Finally, he gives up and kicks his feet free, sending the oil-soaked shorts sliding across the mat. Missy kicks them away, making a face that's somewhere between disgust and amusement.

The laughter rings out in the basement as Milo struggles to his feet. His cock has lost some of its loft, pointing toward his toes as he steadies himself and glares at me. There's a wicked gleam in his eyes, and I can't help but feel a tingle running through my core at the desire I see in his gaze.

When he lunges again, it's with such force that the wind is knocked out of me when his hard, slick flesh smacks into mine, and I have to drop to my knees to keep from being pushed out of the combat circle and giving up another point. His cock presses into my shoulder as I fall, and I can feel it stiffen at the barest touch. I wrap my arms around his waist, letting his stiffening shaft press against my neck, and twist with all my might. His knees buckle and he topples over, pulling me down with an arm across my chest, and we roll on the mat, struggling for dominance.

#

Aspasia was nimble and quick, dodging and ducking as Patarces lunged at her. She smiled at the frustration in his eyes as his fingers slid again and again from her oil-slick arms and legs, and failed to gain purchase on her woolen tunic. She scored a point when he stumbled on an attack, stepping a foot out of the combat ring, and another when she rolled under his diving attack with a shoulder tucked toward her hip, and then fell across his chest, pinning him as he kicked his feet in vain.

A cruel light shone in Partarces' eyes when he struggled to his feet and then suddenly grabbed Aspasia by the elbow, wrenching her shoulder back and her arm above her head. Behind her mask, Aspasia bit her lip until blood trickled down her chin, desperate not to cry out, but when the pain of Patarces' vicious hold threatened to drop her into blackness, she tapped his shoulder desperately with her free hand, begging for release. The light in his eyes shone even brighter as he loosened his hold until Aspasia could twist free, gasping, a point lost to his ferocity.

She turned to face him, pain coursing through her shoulder, unsteady on her feet. He was already advancing on her, ready to finish his work of breaking her to his will; a red haze fell across her vision, and Aspasia feared that she would collapse at his feet.

That was when the bronze mask on Aspasia's face slipped. She scrambled to catch it before it could tumble away, but it was too late — she caught the mask in her open palms and turned her naked face up to Patarces, who stared in awe at his sparring partner, the daughter of his mentor.

"Aspasia," he gasped, resting his hands on her shoulders. She flinched at his touch, paint shrieking through her twisted limb.

When he reached toward her again, his approach tentative and gentle, Aspasia grasped his hand in both of hers and bent his wrist back until he cried out in pain and dropped to one knee. Her shoulder screamed at the effort of holding Patarces' hand, but she glared into his eyes and whispered, "Yield — I need but one point to best you, Patarces — yield to me!"

Patarces grimaced, teeth gritted, his cheeks burning red. Tears trickled from his eyes. The spectators around the pit were silent, stunned at the sight of Cratinus' daughter forcing Patarces to her knees, at the determined and heartless cast to Aspasia's face, more fearsome than any bronze mask.

"I ... will ... not ... YIELD!" Patarces roared, and suddenly he reached out with his free hand, wrapped Aspasia's legs in a powerful arm, and launched himself to his feet, tossing Aspasia into the air.

He threw her across his shoulders like a shepherd would an injured lamb, and with Aspasia pounding her fists against his broad back, he staggered out of the pit. Oil and sand clung to his muscled frame, and his loincloth slipped, revealing his raging serpent, stiff as the columns that ringed Palaestra's temple.

"I will not yield here," Patarces hissed into Aspasia's ear as he staggered onto the grass, the spectators parting like the waves around Scylla's rocky lair. "But we'll grapple in a more private place to see who is the true champion."

Patarces found his footing and strode purposefully away from the wrestling pit, Aspasia still hammering her fists against his back and hurling the most wicked oaths. Cratinus stood before Patarces, his hands outstretched, fingers on Patarces' oily chest, but the rampant-cocked colossus merely laughed, shoved the wrestling master aside with his shoulder, and marched ever faster out of the palaestra's grounds.

As Patarces broke into a run, Aspasia lifted her head and scanned the faces of the crowd as they receded behind them. She caught Elena's eye and saw there a gleam of devilish joy.

#

Milo's hands grab at the waistband of my panties as I roll myself on top of him, pressing a shoulder into his chest. I slide up his oily belly as he yanks the fabric over one cheek of my ass, and I hear the material tear. With a knee pressed against his abdomen and one hand pressing into his cheek, forcing his head against the mat, I reach down with my free hand and finish ripping my panties away — I don't need to give him something to grab on to, and I don't want the half-torn fabric tangling my legs.

I press both hands into his shoulders, straddle his chest, and put all my weight into him. He bucks and kicks, trying to throw me off, but I'm determined to hold him down. His ankles suddenly lock around my neck and he pulls me up and back; I feel his cock brush my back as he twists and rolls, and I flail my arms as Milo spins me in the air. I come down on my belly with a crash, and he's on top of me, his face pressed into my shoulder.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard," he grunts, and I can feel his cock hard and pulsing between my ass cheeks. It slides along the slippery channel as he straddles my legs and struggles to contain my swinging arms.

"I'm going to fuck Leo even harder," I hiss, bringing my hands up to his head. I grab his curly black hair with my fingers and pull, making him roar with sudden pain, and roll us over until I'm straddling his chest.

Oil runs down my belly and into the sparse tangle of blonde hair on my mound. It's slippery and warm between my legs, and not just from the sweat and oil: my clit is a throbbing bundle of nerves, and my nipples stand out like bullets from my glistening tits. I put all my weight into Milo's shoulders, pinning him as he bucks, his cock slapping against my back as he tries to push me off. The pounding of his heart sends shock waves through me, making my pussy tingle.

"Point to Paige," I hear Missy's breathy voice gasp. But I continue to bear down on Milo, sliding closer to his face, knees on either side of his neck now with my fingers tangled in his hair.

"Point to Paige," Leo says, his voice cracking.

I should be releasing Milo so we can grapple again, fight for the last point of the bout; I should let him up. I can't let him up. I slide forward until the lips of my pussy touch his chin.

Milo's fingers dig into my ass, but instead of trying to throw me off, he pulls me closer until I'm riding up and over his face, my sopping cunt sliding onto his open mouth. His tongue pushes past my folds and explores the entrance to my core, his lips find the throbbing nub of my clit and suck at the raging hardness, and I groan and throw my head back.

"Point to Paige," Leo whispers, stepping closer.

I look up and see a mix of terror and hunger crossing Leo's face. The basement is silent except for the occasional ragged gasps of the audience and the wet sounds of Milo's lips and tongue working between my legs. I grind my hips into Milo's face, forcing his head back on the mat, and his hands climb up my haunches and around to my breasts, palms pressing into my hard nipples.

"Point to ..." Leo begins to say again, his voice weak and droning.

"Shut up," I say, reaching my hands out to grasp his belt loops and pull him close. "Shut the fuck up."

Milo's mouth is sending waves of delight through my body; my scalp tingles and my toes buzz, and I squeeze my thighs hard against his cheek. Leo has to help me unbuckle his belt and tug his jeans past his waist. He straddles the top of Milo's head as his cock springs free, and I moan around the shaft as a climax shakes through me.

I dig my fingers into Leo's ass and pull him tight. The velvety head of his cock brushes the back of my throat as he thrusts, and my tongue licks the musky length of his shaft; I close my eyes, savoring the rich flavors of his flesh. Milo, meanwhile, grips my waist and guides me, sliding my open cunt against his lips and tongue. When his teeth brush my clit, I growl my delight around Leo's pulsing length.

When I open my eyes, I see that our audience has become distracted by their own grappling. Behind Leo's hip, I see a pair of my teammates lying with legs and arms locked, mouths tussling. A pair of the men's team are taking another of the women at either end, her ass lifted high to meet one man's thrusting hips while she devours the other's cock with a wet, open mouth. In a far corner, half shrouded in darkness, two of Leo and Milo's teammates have found each other, cocks rubbing together as they tangle limbs and tongues against the wall.

I scan for Missy, but I don't see her. As I grind my crotch against Milo's mouth and gobble Leo's throbbing cock, I wonder where she's gone; was this all too much for her? Have we plummeted over a line she refuses to cross? I've crossed so many lines, but at the moment I can't think of one I would have heeded.

Then I hear a long sigh behind me and feel Milo quake beneath me. Taking Leo's cock in my fist, my fingers riding the slick skin, I turn my head and see where Missy has gone: she's naked, straddling Milo's waist, knees high and head thrown back while she twists her hips atop his cock. Her tits shake as she rides, nipples dark and stiff. I let out a laugh, and she glares at me, eyes flashing, and then she laughs, too, quickening her pace.

I return my focus to Leo's cock, taking him as deep as I can, my nose brushing the hair below his belly. Spit dribbles down my chin and onto my tits, mingling with the oil and sweat that makes them glow in the bare bulb. Leo moans and wraps his fingers in my hair, guiding my lips along his shaft, faster and faster as his breath grows ragged and gasping. It's hard to breathe around his swollen flesh, and I make sucking noises through my nose as his length pushes flattens my tongue to the bottom of my mouth.

Leo's grip on my head grows tighter, and he yanks at my hair as his cock erupts in my mouth, filling me with his hot, pungent seed. He tries to pull free, but I dig my fingers into the hard muscle of his ass and hold him firm, sucking the blasting jets until they're a mere trickle dribbling from the quivering head, and then suck some more. When I finally release him, his climax spent, he staggers backward, out of the combat ring, a long thread of saliva and spunk stretching from the purple head of his cock to my lip, sparkling in the light.

I move my hands to Milo's head and twist to guide his tongue. He follows my lead, lips searching for the trembling bud of my clit, and when he finds his target, he sucks until I come so hard I'm afraid I'll rip his head off with my clenching thighs. I flood his face with my juices and roar with passion, seeking to suffocate him with my shaking climax.

When the pleasure threatens to cross over into pain, my sensitive folds raw from his attention, I roll to the side and look down along his oil-drenched body. Missy appears to be reaching the conclusion of her own ride, her fingers a blur between her legs as she strums her swollen clit. Milo's cock disappears into her deep cavern and then appears again, the shaft glowing with her slick, before being swallowed again by Missy's hungry cunt. I rest my hand on his thigh, feeling the heat of their conjoined bodies, and stroke a finger along the base of his cock and the tightness of his balls. Missy wails through her climax, face twisted with beautiful agony, and Milo's body stiffens and shakes, fingers digging so deep into Missy's thighs that I see bruises starting to take shape.

Milo lets out a wild, wordless oath as he bucks his hips up into Missy, as she grinds her hips down into him, as they both crest their pinnacle of passion and ride the waves of pleasure. It's a stunningly beautiful sight to behold, this absolute surrender to their lusts. Missy pounds a fist against Milo's chest, falls against him with her heaving breasts against his skin, and finally tips free of him, releasing his slick cock. A drizzle of pearly cum drips onto his belly.

I feel lips against my back, and look over my shoulder at Leo, who has stretched out beside me. His hands roam my greasy, glistening skin and his lips and teeth scrape along my spine. I laugh at the ticklish tingle and throw an arm over his shoulder, pulling his face close. His cheeks and mouth are slippery with the oil from my body.

"Point to Paige," Leo whispers in my ear as he squeezes my tit and nuzzles against my neck.

"Laurels for the victor," I say, running my fingers through his hair. "Laurels for the victor."

#

Patarces carried Aspasia to the grove behind Palaestra's temple, a place where she had sparred many times with Elena in the cool shade beside a placid pool. He threw her to the grass and towered over her, hands on his hips, serpent rampant and leaking its pearly venom, a smile broad on his oily, sandy face.

Aspasia scrambled to her feet, sloughing off her woolen tunic and linen bindings so she could stand before him in her nakedness, breasts heaving and eyes flashing. Her shoulder still ached from Patarces' powerful twist, but she dropped to her haunches, hands at the ready. When Patarces lunged at her, she was ready to meet him with a thrust of her own.

They tumbled and rolled and pitched well into the night, the moon and stars rising above the glen in the velvety sky above the striving combatants. The earth groaned beneath their heaving bodies, the air crackled with the energy of their tangled limbs. Their grappling flowed smoothly into fucking and back again, a thunderous smacking of skin on skin echoing through the oak and ash. Patarces' serpent found Aspasia's deepest cavern, and she welcomed it to nest in her sacred darkness, coiling and stretching as it luxuriated in her warmth.

The moon was high when Aspasia rode Patarces' to her final, victorious point, her hands gripping his hard, slick shoulders and her thighs tight to his rolling hips. He bucked against her, but she held fast to her seat on his throne, teeth gritted as she felt Charybdis draw all her desire into his hungry belly and then suddenly spew it forth in a fiery tempest that burned from Aspasia's toes to her ears.

The hot seed that shot from Patarces' column of flesh inside her made her cry out, and she fell against her rival and lover, drenched in sweat and glowing in triumph. His hands on her haunches as he panted beneath her, strong and gentle, were more glorious than any crown of laurels.


Beach Volleyball Rematch!


Author's note: The events of "Beach Volleyball Rematch!" occur after the story told in "Beach Volleyball Bump." You can definitely read and enjoy "Beach Volleyball Rematch!" without reading about Dani's earlier adventures, but if you like this story, I can guarantee you'll like that one, too!

#

"Oh, Dani!" Luna gasps in my ear, her lips brushing my cheek. "Your poor pussy!"

She had been lying in bed in the room we share in the beach rental when I got out of the shower. Luna was wearing nothing but loose pink shorts and a tempting smile, and I took that as an invitation to spread my towel out on the sheets beside her and lie down so I could tell her the incredibly filthy story of my morning after the volleyball match.

She kisses her way down my neck, runs her fingers across my tits until my nipples stiffen, and brings her tongue to ticklish spot on my collarbone that she knows makes me squirm in delight. I'm almost too tired to squirm, exhausted by the thorough shoreline fucking I got from the four Peterson U guys, but somehow Luna's playful tongue revives me and I wiggle under her touch.

"It's not so bad, really," I croak. "I mean, it was actually really good ..."

Luna looks up at me, her raven hair framing a curious expression on her face. A smile plays at the ends of her lips and her blue eyes sparkle.

"Really?" she says. "Because that's a whole lot of cock, and you're so delicate ..."

Her fingers tickle down my belly toward the narrow strip of hair above my pussy. I giggle at her fairy touch, then sigh when her fingers dance softly across my freshly washed folds.

"I'm not that delicate," I say, bringing my hand to her bare back. Her skin is silky smooth, still a little damp from her own shower, and smells like lavender. "You've seen me take your King Dong ..."

"Oh, I've given you the business with King Dong," Luna says with a laugh. "You love the King Dong, but I'm a lady who knows what ladies like, and they were — they were brutes, Dani! Dumb brutes attached to swinging cocks!"

"They were actually perfect gentlemen," I say. "They even carried me home."

I close my eyes, remembering the trip back to our rental on the beach after the Peterson U guys had passed me from cock to cock (to cock to cock) in a really beautiful execution of teamwork. When they met us for the Spring Break volleyball tournament that I had signed us up for, our team — me, Luna, Tracy, and Bridget — put in a poor showing. Luna, Tracy, and Bridget had been up late enjoying margaritas on the porch instead of getting the rest they needed for an early morning match, and before we had even played a single game, they all bowed out. And while I played my damnedest and gave those Peterson U fellas a run for their money, there was no way I was going to beat them four-on-one playing by the official rules. That's when I challenged them to a race down the beach, and when they caught me and our adrenaline was pumping and their bare chests looked so nice in the morning light, well, one thing led to another and ... My libido is always stoked by competition and exercise and nice chests, and they were more than willing to help a gal get a little release.

I had been worried about getting sand in my dainty parts — that's an itch that never goes away! — so they held me between them for my first three fucks, three guys holding me up while the fourth pounded me. The last guy, their team captain Ricky, lay on his back so I could straddle his cock and ride him to an Olympic caliber climax, only getting a little sand on my knees.

One of the guys — Luke, I think — found my bikini bottoms on the sand and shook them out, but I didn't want to put them back on. Not only did I not want to get sand in my lady bits, I also didn't want to get the jizz that two of the guys, Ricky and Cal, had blasted inside me all over my suit. I could feel it already trickling down my thigh in a thick stream. So Cal offered me his t-shirt, which I wrapped around my waist like a skirt, and Simon found my sports bra, which wasn't too sandy, and with my bikini bottoms slung over my shoulder I gave them a sassy grin and started my walk of pride back to the beach house.

But then my knees wobbled and almost buckled, and I reached out my hands to balance myself, finding Ricky's hard chest beside me. I didn't realize until I was walking how much energy my four orgasms had taken.

"I'm okay, I'm okay," I gasped, feeling the world spinning around my dizzy head. "I just need to catch my breath ..."

"Let me help you, Dani," Ricky said, putting a hand on my waist.

"No, no, I've got this," I protested, and then my ankles gave out and I would have planted my face in the sand if Simon hadn't been there to catch me.

"I think this calls for more teamwork," Ricky said with a laugh, spinning me around to face him. He ran his fingers through my hair, which was a little damp with sweat, and kissed my forehead.

And then Luke and Simon were beside me, and they lifted me with hands on my shoulder and thighs. I gasped in surprise, flailing my hands in the air, while Ricky turned and knelt in the sand. Luke and Simon set me on Ricky's shoulders, and I tottered unsteadily while he stood, Luke, Simon, and Cal spotting as we rose. I grabbed onto Ricky's short black hair, giggling all the way back to the condo by the volleyball nets as my Peterson U lovers carried me like a queen.

Now my bikini bottoms, sports bra, and Cal's t-shirt are tumbling in the dryer beside the bathroom. And Luna's tongue is sliding between my tits while she tweaks my nipples with her fingers, and I'm raising my thighs up against her waist, feeling the heat rising between my legs.

Luna kisses her way over my belly and down between my legs, sliding her tongue up one thigh and down the other, teasing across my folds. I tangle my fingers in her hair and try to guide her mouth toward my clit, but Luna giggles and resists — she's going to tease me, and I'm going to love it.

The Peterson U guys didn't exactly tease; their style was very different from Luna's. Ricky did give my pussy a nice licking, and he seemed to enjoy getting his tongue into me, but it was really just a preliminary to the fucking — with Ricky, Luke, Simon, and Cal, it was all about the fucking, and I was there for it. But I'm here for Luna's teasing, too, her warm breath blown across my clit and tiny kisses on the inside of my thighs, her fingers dancing up and down my legs and over my belly and tugging at my little strip of pubic hair.

When her tongue does finally push its way through my folds and run a long, slow circle around my nub, I let out a gasp and see colors flashing behind my eyelids. Luna is definitely a lady who knows what ladies like, and I very much like the way she eats pussy.

"It's a little ... salty down here," Luna says, propping her chin above my clit and smiling up at me. Her lips and chin glisten with my nectar. "Is there something you want to tell me?"

"I ... sort of let two of them come in me," I say, my voice a little shaky. "It's okay, I'm on the pill and ..."

"So I'm going to get boy cooties when I lick your snatch clean?" Luna says. Her smile turns wicked and her eyes sparkle.

"Probably, I guess ... sorry ..."

"Oh, I don't mind," Luna says. Her pinkie finger is slipping in and out of my channel, turning slow circles against the walls of my vagina that make me shiver all over. "I just like to know what to expect when I'm going down on my best girl. You don't mind if I suck some of this jizz out, do you?"

"Not at all," I croak, and lie back against the pillows while Luna's lips and tongue go to work.

Usually her approach is gentle and teasing until I'm begging her to get me off, but now that she's tasted a hint of the gifts Ricky and Simon deposited inside me, Luna is anything but tender. She goes to work with lips and tongue and teeth and fingers, making wet moaning sounds as she eats me. Her nose pushes into my tangle of hair and her chin presses the skin between my cunt and my asshole, and she pushes me so hard that my head bangs against the headboard. I come almost immediately, thighs locked around Luna's head and fingers tugging her black hair, but she's relentless in her hunger.

"Oh fuck, Luna!" I holler as she sends me up and over again, and I can feel her laughing against my pussy. I start laughing, too, and I'm shaking so hard I can hardly breathe.

I tug at her hair, and she looks up at me, wild-eyed with a face absolutely drenched with my juices. She slides her way up my body and presses her mouth to mine, and I taste the mingled flavors of my nectar, the cum Ricky and Simon left behind, and Luna's peppermint toothpaste.

I slide my hands down her back and tug at her loose sleeping shorts. She wiggles her hips to help me slide them down her legs, and she's naked underneath, her coral pink folds glistening with arousal. Luna keeps everything silk smooth down below, without a trace of hair, and when I push my hand between her legs I find her soaking wet.

"You must have liked eating my jizz," I whisper in her ear, slipping a finger into her channel.

"I loved eating your jizz," she purrs, and continues sliding up. Her belly passes my mouth, and I lick and nibble as she mounts my face. She tastes hot and clean and a little bit spicy, and I lie back on the pillow so she can press her cunt against my lips and ride, hands gripping the headboard.

I'm just sending her into orbit with my tongue wrapped around her clit when I hear someone say from the bedroom door, "For god's sake, you two, get a room!"

"We've got a room!" I say, pulling my head to the side so I can look past Luna's quivering thigh at Bridget, who's standing in the doorway shaking her head. The piled red ringlets of her hair quiver. She must be getting quite an eyeful — me splayed naked on the bed, legs spread wide, with Luna riding my face, bare ass rising and falling.

"Well, then close the damn door," she says. "You're so fucking loud!"

"Sorry," Luna gasps. "It's just ... fuck, I'm close ..."

Bridget sighs and says, "We're heading into the village for food and booze, do you need anything?"

"Just an orgasm," Luna says with a laugh, pushing her hips against me.

"Yeah, looks like Dani's got you covered there," says Bridget. She laughs and turns away while Luna grabs my head to position my mouth right where she wants it and lowers herself again.

#

I'm sitting on the porch in my bikini with a soda water and a bowl of chips and guacamole when Bridget and Tracy come back laden down with bags. The sun feels nice on my shoulders, and I'm in a sort of drowsy, peaceful mood, my brain still flooded with all the happy chemicals that Luna, Ricky, Simon, Cal, and Luke got churning with all their attention. There's nothing like getting absolutely railed to put you into the happy zone.

"We ran into one of those Peterson U guys at the store," Bridget says as she comes up the porch steps and drops her bags.

"Oh, yeah?" I say, shielding my eyes from the sun with the side of my hand. "Which one?"

"Tall guy, black hair?" says Tracy.

"Ricky," I say with a little sigh, remembering how I rode his cock while he lay in the sand on the beach, while Luke and Simon fed their musky shafts to me. I feel a tingle between my legs and squirm a little.

"He said something about a rematch," Bridget says. "Like, you invited them over to play again?"

"Oh, yeah," I say. "I guess I did. I thought maybe after you guys were rested up ..."

Tracy rolls her eyes. "Jeez, Dani," she says, "do you not understand the concept of vacation?"

"It's just a ... friendly game," I say. They're apparently still pissed off that I signed us up for the co-ed beach volleyball tournament, even though we were on our way to win it all until this morning's fiasco. Our loss to the Peterson U team — well, the team's loss, but my own personal victory — knocked us down a couple of rankings and now we'll be lucky if we pull a wild card into the finals at the end of the week.

"Can't we go a week without any games?" Bridget asks. "The next season doesn't start up for another six months!"

"There's summer league," I mutter. I'm already set to captain a summer league team, and I'm really hoping that the four of us can be together — we have a great chemistry, at least when we're not bickering.

"I'm taking an internship this summer," says Tracy. "I might not be doing summer league this year."

"All the more reason for the tournament!" I say. "You don't want to get rusty before fall."

Tracy rolls her eyes and sits down on the chair across from me.

"You're too much sometimes, Dani," she says. "But I love you anyway."

I smile at that and say, "I love you too, Trace, even if you can be a lazy ass."

"Who's a lazy ass?" Luna asks, coming out onto the porch with a spring in her step. After Tracy and Bridget left, I fucked poor Luna practically into a coma and left her begging for rest; it looks like she's rested now as she she sits on the arm of my chair and reaches across me for some of my chips.

"Tracy is," says Bridget. "She doesn't want to do the rematch with the Peterson U guys."

"Rematch, huh?" says Luna, winking at me. "Is this your plan, Dani? What game are you planning to play in the rematch?"

I feel my face flush and say, "Volleyball, obviously."

"Really," says Luna, rolling her eyes. "And I thought you were looking to take another bite of a different apple. A somewhat ... muskier apple?"

Luna crunches down hard on a chip and laughs.

"What's this about?" Bridget asks, looking equal parts confused and intrigued.

"What, you didn't tell them?" says Luna, laughing. She reaches across me for another chip, letting her tits brush against me. She's not wearing a bra, and I can feel her still nipples through the thin cotton of her tank-top.

"Of course not," I hiss under my breath.

Luna giggles and tousles my hair. My cheeks are burning.

"Why not?" Luna asks. "It's a good story."

"What story?" Bridget asks, sitting down on the floor of the porch and looking up at Luna with expectant eyes.

"Don't," I hiss at Luna.

"Well," Luna says, then crunches a chip loudly. "It seems that after we all limped off the court in disgrace, Dani still had some fight left in her and she gave the Peterson U boys quite a run for their money ..."

"Seriously," I say to Luna, "do not do this ..."

"I don't think they were anticipating how competitive our Dani can be," Luna says, draping her arm over my shoulder. "How she just can't let it go if she has to forfeit a game ..."

"Do go on," says Tracy, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees.

"Please," I groan, closing my eyes. "For the love of ..."

"And so," says Luna, "our Dani challenges them to a race ..."

#

"So there she is," Luna says, on her hands and knees, ass sticking out and wiggling at me, barely able to speak she's laughing so hard, "one guy pumping away behind her and another feeding her a sausage breakfast in front ..."

Bridget is laughing so hard she's toppled over on her side, wrapping her arms around her belly; Tracy's eyes are wide and both of her hands are over her mouth, her face bright red under her feathery blonde hair. Luna has been pantomiming her own wild version of my gangbang — honestly, several notches wilder than the real thing, which is pretty damn impressive — and she has her audience absolutely rapt with wonder.

"That is not how it happened!" I bellow. "You're just making shit up!"

"So how did it happen, Dani?" Luna asks. She looks over her shoulder and smiles at me, shaking her ass and spreading her knees a little wider. I can see that she's not wearing underwear, and get an eyeful of that sweet, smooth pussy that I was devouring only about an hour ago. "Care to demonstrate?"

"Yes, I do!" I shout, and I'm off the chair and on top of Luna in a flash.

She giggles and gasps as I grab her around the waist and flip her over, throwing her to the floor. Luna tries to lift her hips to push me off, but I pin her shoulders and squeeze my thighs around her.

"I straddled Ricky, just like this," I hiss, looking into Luna's eyes with what I hope is raging fury but probably looks more like raging lust, "and I rode his cock like a fucking dressage gold medalist. He had a nice ... big ... thick ... cock," I say, pushing my groin into hers with each word, "and it felt really fucking good."

"Tell us about the other two guys," Luna gasps, laughing so hard tears are running down her cheeks. "Luke and Simpson?"

"Simon," I say, pushing away from her so I can sit up. I bounce on top of Luna while I say, "Luke and Simon brought their cocks right to me and I sucked them off while I rode Ricky. And they tasted good."

"Better than me?" Luna asks, trying to bat her eyelashes seductively, but she's giggling too hard.

"Yeah," I say, scowling at her. "Super salty, and nice and sweet, too, because they were just up my pussy a few minutes before."

"But I'm sweet, too," Luna says with a pout, but she can't hold her frown and starts to squirm and giggle under me.

"Not as sweet as me," I say. "And you should know."

"Seriously, Dani?" Tracy says. I look over my shoulder at her face, eyes wide with shock and jaw slack. "Did you seriously do that?"

"They all fucked you?" Bridget asks, up on her knees behind Luna's head.

"Well, I also fucked them," I say, feeling the heat in my face spread to my chest. "We fucked each other. There was a lot of fucking. Fucking was done."

"My god," says Tracy, hands by her mouth. "Was it ... consensual?"

"Oh, they consented," I say. "Enthusiastically, might I add."

"Not them," says Tracy, "you! Was it consensual for you?"

I snort and grind my hips on Luna; I can feel her hip against my clit, and it feels really good.

"Beyond consensual," I say, "because I fucking won."

#

It's an understatement to say that I feel a little awkward when the Peterson U guys show up that afternoon, dressed in their orange university t-shirts and black shorts. We changed into our St. Anthony Angels kit before they arrived, hair pulled back and looking fierce, but I feel a whole lot less fierce when I'm facing the four men who gave me the ride of my life this morning. When Ricky flashes me a smile, and Luke gives me a wink, I feel my skin burning and I want to run down the beach and never look back. Luna doesn't make it any easier when she puts her arm around my waist and whispers in my ear, "So which one had the sweet tasting cock?"

Tracy steps up, though, and says, "So, what are the terms?"

"That's quite a hello!" Ricky says with a laugh.

"Just setting the ground rules," she says, hands on her hips. "Because I don't want you boys whining that we cheated when we mop up the beach with you."

"I don't recall it going down like that this morning," says Cal.

"Yeah, well, that was this morning," says Bridget. "We're rested and ready to kick your asses."

"We'll try to be gentle, then," Luke says.

"That's okay," says Luna, stepping around in front of me. "We like it rough."

I put my arms around Luna and nuzzle her neck; her hair still smells of lavender and mint from her shower, and I find the familiar scent comforting. My heart is still pounding a mile a minute, but holding Luna's firm little body is comforting.

"Best of five," Tracy says, "to twenty-five, win by two."

"First service?" Ricky asks.

"Rock paper scissors," says Tracy, "between the captains. Winner buys pizza."

"Sounds good to me," says Ricky. "You might want to put the order in early, I like the deep dish."

"Thin crust veggie supreme for me, Ricky," Luna says, patting my ass as she pulls me around in front of her and pushes me toward Ricky.

I walk right up to him, toe to toe, and bend my neck so I can look him in the eye. He seems taller now than he did this morning. When he smiles down at me, his blue eyes flashing, I feel my belly clench; I can't stop picturing the way his face looked when I was riding him down by the shore.

"Ready?" he asks.

"I was born ready," I say.

"I know," he whispers, and the smile he gives me is absolutely filthy. It's not my belly that's clenching now ...

"One ... two ... three ... go!" we chant, fists slapping our palms, and then we throw our shapes.

Beating guys of a certain age at rock paper scissors is a breeze, at least on the first throw. They're hopped up on testosterone most of the time, looking for something to smash or fuck, and the only shape they know is rock — I guarantee, nine times out of time, any guy under thirty is going to throw rock out the first time.

Which Ricky does, and I cover his fist with my delicate open-palmed paper, then go up on my toes to give him a dry peck on his cheek. He blushes and looks away; I can hear one of the guys behind him — Simon, I think — chuckle.

"Your serve, Angels," Ricky says, turning toward the court with Luke, Cal, and Simon following him. I can't help but watch their asses — tight and muscular — under their shorts as they head toward their side of the court.

We take our places on the court in front of our rental: Tracy and Bridget in front, Luna mid court, me with the ball on the service line. The good feelings I had beating Ricky at rock paper scissors suddenly dissipate when I look over the net at the four Peterson U guys; I can't help but picture them as they were this morning, naked and hard and totally focused on banging me. Their teamwork was amazing, the way they tossed me from cock to cock, Ricky calling the moves, disciplined and graceful. I couldn't help but wonder if they'd done something like that before, though there wasn't really time to ask.

Simon and Cal stand on the attack line. Cal has his long blonde hair tied back, and it glistens in the sunlight. Simon pushes his curly brown hair out of his eyes and drops into a ready stance, elbows on his thighs, grinning across the net at us. Ricky — tall, broad-shouldered, with close-cropped black hair and sparkling blue eyes — stands mid court, and Luke, with his short brown hair and tanned shoulders visible under his rolled up jersey sleeves, stands at the back. They're all poised, legs like steel springs and eyes focused on us — on me. I can feel their eyes burning right through me, peeling my jersey and shorts and panties away, stripping me bare on the sun-drenched beach. My legs feel weak, and my heart is pounding hard, and I don't know if I can do this.

The Simon winks at me, and Cal sticks out his tongue and wiggles it back and forth between his lips, and a sudden hot rage flares up in my chest. I leap, toss the ball high, and slam my hand down hard. The ball slams into Cal's chest, and he staggers and laughs as the ball thuds onto the sand, muttering, "Fuck," as it falls.

"Point," I say firmly, feeling a sting — a really good, hot sting — in my palm where I made contact with the ball. Luna looks back at me with a broad grin, and it's all I can do to keep myself from running to her and pushing my tongue down her throat.

We score four more points on my service before Tracy takes a header diving for Simon's spike that hits just on the edge of the sideline. She comes up swearing, wiping sand off her skinned knees, but hustles back to her spot and puts her fierce face back on Simon retrieves the ball and tosses it back to Luke.

I think Luke is pulling his power a little bit, because he serves a lob that sails high over the net right to Luna. He won't make that mistake again, I think, as Luna pops the ball up in front of Tracy, and Tracy is airborne for a spike that sends Simon diving to no avail. Luna curtsies as she takes her spot in the service zone.

We Angels are on fire, clicking the way we do during the regular season, communicating with little huffs and grunts as we work the ball. Tracy and Bridget make full use of their height when they're at the front to make the guys scramble for their powerful spikes, but even little Luna is formidable on the attack line, aiming the ball mid court and unerringly into the empty spaces. She's got a way of turning the direction of play on a dime, making the guys look like clumsy oafs as they lurch after the ball and trip over their own feet. The first set is ours, easily and quickly, twenty five to ten. They guys look winded as we switch sides.

"I hope you've got that pizza place on speed dial," Luna shouts as she steps to her spot on the net. "Remember, veggie supreme — I might need two, I'm working up an appetite creaming your asses."

"You'll want to eat three to drown your sorrows when we're done here," says Cal. "I'm going to get a special side of Angel tears as a dipping sauce."

We start the second set strong, holding the guys to an even score, but start to falter toward the end. It might be the sun in our eyes as the afternoon winds down, it might be the lack of sleep or the steady diet of margaritas and guacamole, but we're definitely not playing at our best. If not for Tracy's awesome serves and Bridget's fierce net work, the guys would have crushed us; as it is, we squeak by with twenty-five to twenty-three win, Luna putting us over the top with a sneaky lob that sends Cal sprawling into the sand and Luke tripping over him.

The flow we had the first set and a half starts to unravel in the third game, and the guys make a comeback despite our best efforts. It doesn't feel as bad as this morning's fiasco, which had Tracy and Bridget crashing into each other and Luna puking on the court, but it's still not great. I try to get a chant of "Bump, set, hit, spike! That's the way we like to fight!" going, but pretty soon even Luna's not going along with my attempt to cheer our way back into the groove.

We go down on the third set, twenty-five to nineteen, and the guys are gloating as we switch sides again.

"Looks like you ladies are getting a little tired," Simon says as he takes his place on the service line. "There's no shame in forfeiting — you could be ordering pizzas now instead of sitting in the sand crying."

The trash talk actually motivates us, and for the first half of the set we're clicking again — bump, set, hit, spike! — and I'm starting to think we're going to crush the guys with three out of four and we'll be eating pizza before the sun goes down. But things take a catastrophic turn when Tracy and Bridget crash into each other diving for a spike, and Luna twists an ankle jumping for a long lob, and I serve the ball straight into the net like a JV freshman. Our lead erodes, then explodes, and we go down twenty-five to eighteen, tied two sets to two, and I'm dreading the tie breaking set.

"Hey," says Ricky as we pass each other crossing sides, "I know we said best of five to twenty-five, but we could play the last one to fifteen. That's pretty standard."

"I said twenty-five, and I meant twenty-five," I say without looking up at him. My wrist stings from serving, and my fingers are getting swollen, and all I want to do is sit down, but I will not give him the satisfaction of showing weakness.

"Or first to seventeen ..."

"Twenty-fucking-five," I say. "Get ready to order pizza."

#

Tracy ordered the pizzas because I was too pissed off to talk to anyone. While the guys settled in on the porch and Bridget dragged out the cooler of beer and pitchers of margaritas, I stormed upstairs and locked myself in the bedroom I was sharing with Luna.

The fifth set started strong; we had the service, and Tracy was on fire, acing the guys twice in the fading light. We scored on some good volleys, with Luna setting Bridget up to power the ball over the net, and I kind of regretted not taking Ricky up on his offer of first to seventeen: we were at twelve points before Tracy failed to save a long corner shot.

And then the wheels fell off. The gals, especially Luna, were getting punch drunk and loopy. She missed an easy volley because she was dancing mid court to some song only she could hear, and then she flashed her little sports-bra-covered tits at the guys when Ricky was serving. Ricky didn't miss a beat, though, and served straight to her; she wasn't able to recover from her little reveal fast enough to return the serve, and the ball bounced into the sand right next to her foot.

Then Tracy started missing easy volleys, too, swearing and kicking sand when the ball bounced off her fingers in what should have been a nice set for Bridget. Bridget tried to put her arm around Tracy and tell her it was OK, but Tracy hit her in the ribs so hard with her elbow that Bridget had to sit on the sidelines with her head between her knees until she could catch her breath. Our lead shrunk from ten points to three to a deficit of four, and I just wanted to get the torture over with.

We all descended into angry yelling, slinging insults and threats at each other, vowing that we were never ever, ever going to play on the same team together again. Hell, Bridget said, she might even switch schools to get away from this ragtag group of no-talent idiot bitches. And I told her to let me know where she was switching so I wouldn't accidentally transfer there myself.

The worst thing is that through the whole second half of the last set, the Peterson U boys said nothing at all. No trash talk, no jokes at our expense, not even any chatter among themselves. They clearly understood that when your opponent is shooting herself in the foot, you don't take away the gun; they just quietly, methodically, relentlessly kept the serves coming until we hit twenty-five.

"Hey, good game," Ricky said to me, reaching out his hand. He had a big smile on his lips, and his eyes sparkled, and I wanted to punch his handsome face.

Instead, I took his hand, gave it a firm pump, said, "Fuck you very much," and stormed inside.

I've been sitting on the unmade bed, which still smells faintly of sex from my long, lazy tumble with Luna, for about half an hour, just staring into the lengthening shadows as the sun disappears beyond the beach, when I hear a tentative knock on the door. I sigh, but I don't get up or say anything; whoever it is will go away soon enough.

But they don't go away. They knock again, a little more loudly. I set my jaw and continue to ignore the visitor.

"Hey, Dani?" It's Luna's voice, very quiet. She knocks again. "Hey ... I just wanted to say —"

"Go away!" I yell.

"Dani, I'm really sorry about how the match —"

"What do you care?" I yell. "None of you cared about winning, you were just goofing off the whole time. Why did I even bother? What's even the point?"

"We weren't goofing the whole time," Luna says. "I think the first two sets rocked. Probably because we've got the best team captain in the history of volleyball."

"Fuck you," I say. I'm so angry that there are tears in the corners of my eyes, and I brush them away with my fingers.

"Sure, maybe later, I'd like that," Luna says, laughing. "Meanwhile, though, I was thinking you might like a little pizza, maybe a beer, and another shot at winning?"

"Another shot at winning what?" I ask, but I feel intrigued in spite of myself. Luna knows that winning is my kink, the biggest turn on I've ever experienced, and the best way for me to get over something something is to win something else. And look where that got me today — losing two volleyball games and participating in a gangbang with the Peterson U boys.

"I found a new game that I know you're going to love," Luna says, a little purr in her voice. "Come on down, baby, we can't win without you, and I know you're going to want to win this one."

"Maybe," I say, smiling in spite of myself. Luna knows how to push my buttons. "What's this game?"

"Beer pong," Luna says. "Strip beer pong."

#

When I get downstairs, I find Tracy with a pad of paper and pencil, making some sort of checklist. I look over her shoulder and see:

Tracy: 6

Bridget: 4

Luna: 2

Ricky: 3

Simon: 3

Luke: 5

Cal: 3

Tracy looks up at me and says, "What are you wearing?"

I look down at my Angels jersey, still a little sweaty from the game, my black shorts, and my bare feet.

"Just my uniform," I say. I notice that Tracy and Bridget have both changed out of their jerseys and into regular clothes, though Luna still has her jersey and game shorts.

"You're not going commando, are you?" Bridget asks from across the kitchen. She's got a piece of pizza in one hand and a can of beer in the other.

"No!" I say. "I've got panties on."

"Bra?" Tracy asks.

"The girls need their support, especially in a match."

"Well, your freaky girlfriend seems to think otherwise," Bridget says, waving the pizza toward Luna, who came down the stairs behind me.

"I need to let things air out after a game," Luna says, her face turning red. "The last thing I need is swamp pussy."

Tracy wrinkles her nose, then writes "Dani: 4" on the paper.

"We need to make sure the teams are even before we start," Tracy says. "They guys are at a disadvantage, since they're not wearing bras. Luke has socks, so that helps them a little, but so do I." She wiggles her toes in her white ankle socks with red toes. "But if I lose the socks, and we let Luke count each sock as one article of clothing, then that puts both teams at fourteen to start the game."

"Wait," I say, reaching in the nearest open pizza box for a slice of pepperoni. "We're seriously playing strip beer pong?"

"Playing and winning," Luna says. She pinches my ass and then leans in to take a bite of my pizza, causing the sauce to dribble down her chin.

#

While Tracy was counting clothes, the guys were on the living room setting up the playing area. They had cleared everything off the card table we'd been using for meals and moved it to the middle of the room, and had arranged ten red plastic cups on either end of the table in pyramid shapes, in rows of four, three, two, and a single cup in the front. Cal has an open cardboard box in his hand; when I look over his shoulder, I see that it holds several white ping pong balls.

Tracy comes out of the kitchen, followed by Bridget and Luna. She stops by the table and peels off her socks, tossing them on the floor beside, and wiggles her toes. Then she looks at Ricky and says, "I've got the clothes tally here, we're even at fourteen."

Ricky takes Tracy's notepad and scans down the list. He laughs and shakes his head: he must have got to "Luna: 2", and he looks over at Luna and winks at her. Luna turns red, but she winks back.

"So, here are the rules," Tracy says. "We alternate, guys and girls, throwing at the cups on the opposite end. If you land the ball, the cup comes off the table and the other team loses an article of clothing. The game goes until all ten cups are removed."

Ricky looks like he's doing some math, counting on his fingers and moving his lips, and then says, "So, at the end, we'll all still have our underwear."

"Correct," says Tracy. "Fourteen articles of clothing, ten cups, four pieces left over. You can choose what to remove, so I guess one of you could opt for naked, but I would assume that won't be the case."

"I don't think there's enough ... skin in the game," says Ricky, grinning. "I mean, if we get to keep our underwear, where's the incentive to win?"

"If we lose, we'll be topless," Bridget says, "that seems like a good deal for you guys, maybe less so for us."

"If you land the ball with a bounce shot," I say, "that counts for two pieces."

"Ooh," says Ricky, stroking his chin. "I like that. And — if you take a bounce shot and miss, then the throwing team loses one piece."

A big smile crosses my face. My competitive instincts are kicking in, and I'm forgetting all about the humiliation on the court. I see us getting an eyeful of the Peterson U boys while we're still mostly dressed, if we play this right. And we will absolutely play this right.

"You're on," I say. "This game just got a lot more interesting."

We throw rock paper scissors again for the first ping pong toss, and once again Ricky throws a fist that I cover with my hand, letting my fingers linger a little longer than necessary on his knuckles. He seems absolutely flummoxed that he could lose twice in a row to me; I should probably have challenged him to a rock paper scissors tournament instead.

The cups are weighted down with water rather than beer — "I'm not wasting our beer on a game," Bridget says — but I don't think that's going to affect my technique too much. I've been winning beer pong at school for three years now with my steady hand and control of the ball's spin, and I'm definitely going to win this game. I stand at the end of the table, eying the cups at the other end, figuring out the angles and surfaces, rolling the ball between my fingers. Then I look up at Ricky, give him a smile, and bounce the ball off the table; it arcs through the air and lands in one of the cups at the back with a quiet splash. Tracy, Bridget, and Luna cheer.

"Lucky shot," says Ricky, peeling off his shirt and tossing it on top of Tracy's socks. Cal shrugs and tosses his shirt into the pile as well.

Ricky bends over, ball poised by his eye, focused on the cups beside us, and gives it a bounce. The ball careens wildly off the table, and Luna reaches out to catch it before it hits the floor. The guys groan while we cheer, and Luke slips off one sock — apparently the bravado has dissipated.

We manage to hold and extend our lead, thanks to Tracy's steady eye and my patented bounce shot. In no time, we have all the guys but Luke down to their boxers, with five cups still on the table. Meanwhile, Tracy, Bridget, and I have only lost our shirts, and Luna is still wearing her shirt and shorts.

"You could forfeit and save yourself the humiliation," I say as I step up to the table with my ping pong ball ready to go.

"You don't really mean that," Ricky says.

"Mean what?" I ask.

"You don't think we'd be humiliated, do you? I mean, you know what we're packing ..."

I turn bright red and glance over my shoulder at Tracy and Bridget, who are both covering their mouths with their hands. I take a deep breath, aim my shot, and bounce the ball right into Ricky's waiting hands.

"Fuck," I say, pulling down my shorts and kicking them onto the pile. Ricky grins and then blows me a kiss; I want to punch that handsome face. Punch it, and then press my lips to it and devour him.

Bridget manages to get a bounce shot on her next throw, which brings Luke down to his boxers, but Cal gets a bounce shot that has Tracy and Bridget standing beside me in bras and panties. Things are on the verge of being very interesting now, and Luna steps up to take her throw.

"I could play it safe," she says, holding the ball up to her eye, "and just finish one of you. Or I could take out two with one shot. What'll it be?"

"Play it safe," I whisper. Luna's bounce shot cost Tracy her shirt earlier.

"Go for broke," says Simon, hands on his hips. His abs look really nice above his blue boxers, and it's not hard to see the bulge hiding behind the fly.

"In it to win it!" Luna shouts, and gives the ball a bounce. It hits the rim of one of the remaining cups, looks like it's going to fall in, and then totters over the edge and clatters onto the table instead.

Luna groans, and I shoot her a sharp look as I reach behind my back to undo the clasp of my sports bra. She catches my eye and whispers, "Sorry." I hold the bra over my breasts, feeling all the Peterson U guys' eyes on me. They've seen my tits already, of course, and so much more, but taking off my bra with the rest of the Angels in the room makes me feel weirdly self-conscious. Then I take a deep breath and toss the bra on the pile of clothes, and the guys cheer.

Simon steps up next, smiling broadly and looking at my tits. I put my shoulders back and meet his eye, and he glances away. Then he bends over, the tip of his tongue sticking past his lips, and goes for a bounce shot. Which goes far wide, rolling toward the kitchen, as he yells, "Oh, fuck!"

Luna is jumping up and down, clapping her hands and laughing. Her little tits bounce inside her jersey, and I feel my nipples stiffen. Simon's face is beet red under his curly brown hair.

"Nice shot, loser," Ricky says with a laugh. Then he nods at Simon's boxers and says, "You're the trailblazer here."

"Fuck," Simon says, his blush making his chest flame. He takes a deep breath, closes his eyes, and pulls his boxers down.

His cock is half hard, not sticking up or out, but definitely thick, hanging heavily under a tangle of brown pubic hair. The head is a nice shade of purple, and I suddenly recall the feeling of its silky smoothness against my tongue while I rode Ricky this morning. My nipples stiffen some more, and I feel a dampness between my legs.

"I think we see how this is going to end," Bridget says with a grin, stepping up to the table with the ball. She looks at Simon, who is covering his cock with both hands, knees together, and gently lobs the ball at the remaining three cups. It drops in with a quiet splash.

Ricky shrugs, winks at me, and drops his shorts. His cock springs free, thick and heavy, under the close cropped black bush that matches his haircut. I hear a gasp behind me, and turn to see Tracy staring at Ricky's dick.

"Time to even things up," say Luke. He gives us a smile as he gives the ball a bounce. It arcs high, and I'm so certain that it's going to miss that I start to clap, but then it falls with a splash. Tracy, Bridget, and Luna gasp.

"Well, shit," Luna says, sloughing off her jersey. Her small breasts glisten in the dim light, pink nipples stiff. It's all I can do not to run over and wrap my lips around one of them.

Tracy and Bridget eye each other for a minute, then start throwing rock paper scissors signs. After drawing twice on paper, Bridget finally beats Tracy — scissors to paper — and Tracy lets out a groan. But she doesn't hesitate to unclasp her bra, and the Peterson U guys — two naked and two in their boxers — applaud the firm pair of boobs that appear.

Tracy takes her shot, a gentle lob instead of a bounce, but her hands are shaking so hard that she misses one of the four remaining cups. Cal's lob lands, and Bridget groans. She tosses her bra on the pile, revealing a spray of brown freckles across her breasts and a little shamrock tattoo on her side.

Luna is up again, and she looks nervous. I bend down to whisper in her ear, "Don't fuck this up or I'll put you over my knee and give you the spanking you deserve."

She snort laughs, almost dropping the ping pong ball, then turns to look at me and says, "You promise?"

I slap her ass, and she pushes it back against my hand. And then she gives the ball a bounce and a spin and I'm about to yell "No!", sure that someone's going to lose their panties when the ball misses, but somehow it drops straight into the cup. The cup shivers, a splash of water leaps out onto the table, and we erupt in squeals as the guys stare at the ping pong ball floating in the cup.

"Take it off!" Luna shouts, jumping up and down. "Take it off!"

We start chanting "Take it off!" while Luke and Cal hesitate, blushing. Ricky and Simon join in the chant, which only makes Luke and Cal that much redder.

"On three?" Luke asks Cal.

Cal nods, squeezes his eyes shut, and joins Luke in counting "One ... two ... three", and then they both tug their boxers down to excited cheers. Luke's half-erect cock sways as he steps out of his boxers, and Cal is fully erect, the purple head already weeping a pearly drop of pre-cum.

"Well," says Ricky, hands on his hips and grin on his face, "looks like you gals won. Good game."

"Very good game," I say, unable to peel my eyes away from Ricky's cock, which has thickened a bit and moves with a gentle pulse with his breath.

"I want a trophy," Tracy says. I look over to see that she has fixed her eyes on Cal's erection, and she's distractedly tugging at her left nipple. "I want this trophy."

She walks toward Cal, who still has his eyes closed, and reaches out a hand toward his cock. Cal's eyes shoot open and he gasps at Tracy's touch, and then he puts an arm around her waist and pulls her to him, pressing his lips to hers while her nipples brush his chest. We watch silently as Tracy slowly kisses her way down Cal's body, licking his nipples and nuzzling his belly and nipping at his thighs, and then runs her tongue the length of his shaft, balls to head.

"Holy shit," Luna whispers as Tracy swallows Cal's cock, lips circling and then consuming the bulbous glans.

Bridget sighs, and then walks toward Tracy and Cal, her hips swaying. She kneels behind Tracy, hand on her back, and says, "Don't hog the trophy."

Tracy pulls her head away from Cal's cock, a thread of saliva stretching to her chin before it snaps. Cal's shaft glistens wetly and pulses as Tracy gives it a stroke.

"This trophy is big enough for two," Tracy says. "We can share it."

While Bridget moves beside Tracy, licking Cal's thighs and balls while Tracy plants little kisses up and down the shaft, I look over at Ricky. His eyes are focused on the trio, and his hand encircles his balls; his cock is fully erect now. I want to run across the room and wrap my lips around it, but before I can make my move, Luna brushes past me.

"I made the brilliant winning shot," Luna announces, "so I'm claiming two trophies."

She puts an arm around Ricky's waist, going up on her toes to kiss his cheek, then puts her other arm around Simon. Simon steps closer, his cock brushing against Luna's ass through her shorts, and Ricky takes her in an embrace, hands running up and down her back. Luna giggles and squeals, sandwiched between Ricky and Simon, and a mixture of jealousy and arousal runs through me.

"I guess that makes you my trophy," I say to Luke as I cross the room.

I stop a foot or so in front of him and look him up and down, hands on my hips. His cock pulses as he looks me over, too, and I give him a grin as I slide my panties down to my ankles and kick them toward the pile of clothes. I grasp his cock, and he lets out a sigh.

"Come over here," I say, using my hand on his cock to guide him toward the couch. "I need to sit down."

I settle onto the couch, propping both feet up on the cushion, and gesture between my legs. Luke needs no further direction or encouragement: he immediately drops to his knees, puts his hands on my hips, and dives face first into my honeypot. There are no teasing nips, no exploratory licks; he simply plunges into me with lips and tongue and teeth set to devour me. I grab fistfuls of his short brown hair and pull his face tight to me, moaning as the nectar starts to flow.

Tracy and Bridget have a good rhythm going with Cal, kissing up and down his shaft in counterpoint. Tracy licks his balls while Bridget tongues his head, and then the trade places; Cal's cock gleams with spit and throbs between their mouths. He rests his hands gently on their heads, shoulders thrown back, and a very contented smile spreads across his face.

Luna, meanwhile, has dropped to all fours, assuming the position she took when she was teasing me about my gangbang on the porch. Her mouth is fully engaged with Ricky's beautiful cock, sucking and licking as he moves his hips gently back and forth. Simon kneels behind her, his face between her legs and his hands cupping her firm little ass cheeks; I can hear the wet sounds of his tongue at work.

Ricky catches my eye, and he grins and shrugs. I sigh; his cock is a sight to behold, sliding in and out of Luna's face. Luna arches her back when Simon slides a finger inside her, and then he kisses his way over her ass and to the small of her back as he positions his cock at her entrance. She makes a muffled moan around Ricky's cock when Simon enters her.

I feel the couch move beside me, and I look over to see Tracy taking a seat next to me. Cal kneels beside Luke and kisses his way down Tracy's belly and over the tangle of golden hair on her mound. Bridget is kneeling behind Cal, her hands reaching around his waist so her hands can engulf his erection.

"Oh fuck," Tracy moans, and looks over at me with glassy eyes. "Oh fuck, Dani, what am I doing?"

"Looks like you're getting eaten," I say with a laugh. I lean over and tentatively kiss her cheek. Tracy grabs my face with both hands and pulls my lips to hers, her tongue pushing its way into my mouth as she moans even louder. I shudder, on the edge of climax from Luke's hungry mouth, and squeeze her tit, feeling the hard nipple press into my palm.

"Get up here," I say to Luke, tugging at his ears to pull him away from my pussy. "I need to go for a ride."

I slide over and pat the cushion between me and Tracy, who has sunk against the couch, eyes closed and lips parted, lost in the sensations of Cal's questing tongue. Luke seems confused at first, but when I slide over a little further, he gets the hint and sits down between Tracy and me, his cock rising triumphantly from his lap. I throw my leg across him, back to his face, and slide his cock into me, shivering as he easily fills my sopping pussy.

Simon is pounding Luna hard, fingers digging into her hips and belly slapping against her ass with each thrust, and she's grunting against Ricky, his short pubic hair tickling her nose when he pushes his hips against her face. Sweat glistens on her back, and I can see her hard red nipples capping her little tits like cherries on an ice cream sundae as they sway back and forth beneath her. I grind my clit against Luke's balls, leaning over and grabbing his knees to force his shaft as deep inside me as it will go.

With a roar, Simon pulls his cock out of Luna and sends a jet of creamy spunk arcing into the air. It splashes against her back, some landing on her shiny black hair. He strokes his cock as he leans over her, coaxing every last drop of his climax onto her ass. I flick my clit with my thumb and squeeze Luke's balls as I fuck him, and he moans against my back.

Luna lifts her head off Ricky's cock, scrambles her hands up his chest, and pushes against him, lips seeking his. Ricky is off balance, and he lets her push him onto the floor. Luna wastes no time pressing her advantage, and soon she's straddling Ricky's waist and riding his cock, tits bouncing and hair flying as she takes control of her pleasure. I feel my own orgasm getting close, and I bite my lip, wanting to hold back from climax as long as possible.

The couch shifts again, and I feel Tracy's hair brush my thigh. I look down to see Tracy looking up at me, her head against my knee; she's lying on the couch, her legs up on the arm, while Cal stands between her legs. Bridget has Cal's cock in her hand, and she's guiding it toward Tracy's sopping cunt. Tracy groans as his shaft pushes into her, and I reach down to stroke her face with my fingers. She turns her head and sucks my fingertips in time with Cal's steady rhythm, guided by Bridget's hands on his ass.

Luke's breath is hot and ragged against my back, and I feel his shaft twitching inside me. I reach a hand down to squeeze his balls, and then crane my neck back to see his face contorted with strain. He lifts his hips, driving deeper into me, and I gasp; my climax is so close ...

With great effort I pull myself off him and grab his shaft with both hands. It only takes a couple of strokes before Luke is erupting against my belly, the hot cum splashing against my navel while he writhes beneath my thighs. He grabs my tits with both hands and pulls me back against him, and I turn to give him a wet kiss before standing up from the couch on shaky legs.

I leave Luke gasping on the cushion, his cock leaking onto his thigh while Tracy's head pushes against his hip, driven by Cal's powerful thrusts, and make my way over to Ricky and Luna. Luna has her head thrown back and tits thrust forward, rocking her hips hard against Ricky. I bend down to kiss her, and then kneel beside Ricky. His handsome face is red, droplets of sweat beading his brow, and he rests his hands gently on Luna's hips, letting her do all the work of riding his cock. I lean down and kiss his mouth, and he pushes his tongue past my teeth.

"How do you like my girlfriend's pussy?" I whisper into Ricky's ear when I pull away from our kiss.

"Pretty fucking amazing," he gasps.

"Good," I say, "she's pretty wild. But don't let her wear you out, I want another turn on your cock before the night's over."

I look up from Ricky and see Simon watching the action on the couch, his cock in his fist. Tracy is nuzzling Luke's cock, licking the jizz that trickles down his shaft, while Cal fucks her. Bridget has slipped out of her panties and is brazenly stroking her curly red bush with one hand while pushing Cal's ass with the other. Simon's cock is still recovering from blasting its load across Luna's back.

I crawl across the floor to Simon, and he looks down in surprise when I take his half limp cock into my mouth. I can taste Luna's slick juices on the shaft, and Simon's salty spend on the head. The mingled flavors make my belly clench, and it's all I can do not to reach between my legs and stroke my clit. My pussy hums with desire, but I want to hold back from climax as long as possible.

I close my eyes and savor the tastes, rolling my tongue around the soft, pliable head of Simon's cock. The day has been an absolute whirlwind, from the first match to the gangbang to the second match to this unexpected impromptu orgy, and my brain is buzzing with all the stimulation. Simon sighs, and his cock responds inside my mouth, thickening as my tongue laps it clean.

Suddenly I feel pressure on my thigh, and then something hot and wet sliding across my clit, and I gasp around Simon's shaft. I pop the cock from my mouth and look down to see Luna smiling up at me from between my legs, her tongue flicking around her lips. She lifts her head and licks, dragging her tongue slowly across my swollen clit, and I can't help but cry out at the sensation.

"Settle down here," Luna says, pulling on my hips. "I need to eat you."

I do as she asks, dropping down so my cunt rests against Luna's lips, and I return to sucking Simon's stiffening cock. Out of the corner of my eye I see Ricky in repose, lying on his side, watching me and smiling; his shiny cock rests against his thigh.

Over on the couch, Bridget is lying down now, head to head with Tracy with her legs thrown her the arm. Luke has recovered from blasting his load on my belly, and he's standing between Bridget's legs, fingers buried in her thick ginger muff while his hips piston against her. Cal has a foot propped on the couch cushion for leverage and is absolutely pounding Tracy, his long blonde hair swaying against his back. Tracy and Bridget trade kisses, tentative at first and then hot and heavy, and I can hear a high keening sound escaping Bridget's lips as her legs shake, apparently riding the crest of climax around Luke's cock.

"Oh fuck, Luna," I gasp, resting my forehead against Simon's groin and stroking his shaft. "Fuck, I'm going to come."

"Do it," Luna says into my tingling pussy, and I do. My climax pours over me like a tidal wave, drenching me in colors and lights and sensation, and I scream until I'm breathless and falling against Simon's feet, Luna's tongue running circles around my quivering bud.

#

I wake aching and sore to light streaming in through the big windows looking out on the beach. My head hurts and my arms are stiff; when I stretch I push against warm, yielding flesh, and I look over to see an unfamiliar, and naked, male back and ass against me.

I sit up and press the heels of my hands to my eyes, then blink away the sleep as best I can. When I look again, I recognize the back and ass as belong to Cal; his thick blonde hair is fanned out on a pillow on the floor, and his face is slack and content, breathing slow and steady.

When I turn, my knees hit more flesh, and I see Tracy sprawled beside me, lying on her back, breasts rising and falling with her breath. A smear of dried cum is splashed between her belly and her bush, and it looks like there's something drying on her lips, too. I lean down to give her a gentle kiss, not enough to wake her, and taste salty musk when I run my tongue across my lips.

I stagger to my feet, tottering unsteadily, and then carefully pick my way through the tangle of limbs. Luna has her head against Simon's belly, drooling onto him in her adorable repose. Bridget's head is resting on Simon's feet, and Luke is curled against her, his cock stiff with morning wood pressed into her ass. The warm musky scent of sex fills the air, as does the sound of quiet and contented snoring.

I make my way to the kitchen and pour a glass of water, then lean against the sink letting the cool liquid wash down my throat. The flaking cum dried on my belly itches a little bit, and I pick at it with a fingernail. There's a bite mark on my left tit, I think from Bridget, and some more jizz on my thigh that's still a little goopy. I'm sure my hair is an absolute mess, and when I venture a sniff at my armpits I get a powerful whiff of funk that makes me wrinkle my nose.

The night before is a blur, though I'm quite sure I had fun; from the look of the wreckage on the floor — not just the scattered bodies, but also the pillows and cushions and blankets tossed about, the empty pizza boxes, the crushed plastic cups — I suspect everyone else had a good time, too. I can remember riding Simon's revived cock while Bridget rode his face, her mouth on my tits while she shook with pleasure; I remember watching Cal and Luke take turns mounting Luna, who knelt with her ass in air and face pressed to the floor, moaning in ecstasy; and I remember Tracy nuzzling my bush while Ricky rode her, her back slick with sweat.

Ricky, I think, glancing around. I don't see Ricky in the mass of satisfied sleepers. I remember threatening a personal rematch with him while Luna was riding him, but I don't think that ever came to pass; not that my activities left me unsatisfied in any way, but I feel a little pulse of regret at not having had another go at him. The rest of the Angels certainly did ...

I tiptoe out of the living room and toward the stairs, intent on getting a quick shower in before everyone gets up. My knees complain as I climb the stairs, and I have to hold the handrail to pull myself up; hot water is going to feel really nice after that wild night.

Just as I reach the landing, the bathroom door opens, and a puff of steam escapes. The smell of lavender soap and mint shampoo rides the wet air, and Ricky steps out, a too-small towel around his waist, hair shiny and damp. He bumps into me and steps back, surprised, and then he laughs.

"Good morning!" he says, leaning down to kiss the top of my head. "I needed a quick shower, I hope you don't mind."

"Nah, that's fine," I say. "I was just thinking I'd do the same. I'm well past the slightly funky stage and moving into full on stink."

Ricky sniffs around my neck, nuzzles my hair, and pulls me against his chest, a hand on my bare ass. He kisses over my collarbone and breathes deeply with his nose tickling my armpits; I feel myself blushing, imagining the odors he's encountering.

"Don't," he whispers into my ear. "Not yet; I like the way you smell."

I go up on my toes to kiss him, feeling the sandpaper scrape of his morning stubble on my cheek. His mouth is hot and hungry on mine. When his hand squeezes my ass, I hook a leg around his waist, pushing my warmth against his thigh.

"You're amazing, Dani," he whispers, tangling my hair in his fingers. "You're a fucking dynamo, on the court or off."

"I play to win," I say, letting my stiffening nipples graze his wet chest. "I like to win, and I don't like to lose."

"So I've discovered!" he says with a laugh. He brings both hands down to my ass and lifts me off my feet, then presses my back against the wall and kisses all up and down my throat. I did my fingernails into his back and breath in his warm, clean scent.

"You've got a great team, too," Ricky says.

I feel a little pang of jealousy, and dig my fingernails harder into his skin. He pushes against me, and I feel his towel fall away and his cock rise to brush my ass.

"I wish they were a little more competitive," I say.

"I think you're kind of rough on them."

"Yeah, and I think you were kind of rough on them, too!" I say, remembering the look on Tracy's face when Ricky was pounding her from behind.

"No rougher than they wanted," he growls, going in for another deep kiss.

I push him back, suspended between the wall and his hips, and say, "We didn't have a rematch last night. I wanted a rematch."

"So did I," he says, leaning in again, but I put my hands against his chest to stop him.

"Yeah, well, you could have found me," I say.

"Oh, I found you, alright," he says. "You were busy every time I went looking for you. I'm surprised you can still walk."

"You could have interrupted me," I say with a pout.

"That seems impolite."

"Yeah, I guess Miss Manners doesn't really cover what to do at an orgy ..."

"'Dear Miss Manners,'" he says, "'Is OK to bump one of my teammates out of the way so I can fuck my favorite girl at the strip beer bong orgy?'"

"I'm your favorite?" I ask, nipping at his neck. He leans in to kiss me and I let him, taking his face in my hands. I love the rough texture against my palms, and also the silky smooth cock head nudging against my ass.

"You better believe it," he says, his voice low and rumbling.

"So, rematch?" I ask.

"Oh yes," he says, "and we're going to keep going until it's a draw."


Checked by the Chess Club


Ibreathed a sigh of relief when I checked the GetTogether app on my phone and saw that there was a chess club meeting not far from my hotel. No shade intended toward the other gals on tour with me — I adore Camille, Lola, and Candi like they're my own sisters, or even better than sisters — but I needed a break from another round of tequila shooters, tattoo comparisons, and lube reviews before the show. My brain was getting fuzzy four cities into the tour, and it felt like I was leaking IQ points by the minute.

Of course, if you read the adult video press, you probably think I've got plenty of IQ points to spare. "Ginger the Genius," I've seen in the headlines about a scene I did where I was a busty professor tutoring a group of rowdy sorority dudes in human sexuality; "Dr. Ginger Joy," they called me on that podcast a couple months ago where I was promoting the tour. The thing is, I'm not actually a genius, I'm just very bright, good with math, and observant. I've got a master's degree in math, left over from when I thought I might want to become an academic, but that just makes me one in a couple hundred thousand. But the dudes (and let's be honest, it's about 98% dudes) writing those articles have set the bar for adult performer brains so low that if you can balance your checkbook and speak in complete sentences, they're convinced that you're the second coming of Marie Curie, but with a hot bod.

Though to be fair, as much as I love Camille, Lola, and Candi, they don't do much to switch the narrative. Camille is clever and kind, but defaults to the ditzy blonde persona whenever she's around fans; Lola is plenty smart, too, but her primary interests are handbags and hand lotions; and Candi ... yeah, Candi's dumb as a brick, but incredibly sweet. None of them have any real interests outside of performing and preparing to perform; getting them to talk about anything deeper than where to find a pedi in whatever town we've rolled into, or which male talent boasts the best package, is nearly impossible.

And getting them to play a friendly game of chess while we're waiting for the show to start? Forget about it.

The chess club meeting was at two in the afternoon at a coffee shop about two miles from our downtown hotel, and our show — Vixens on Review — didn't start until ten that night. Plenty of time to win some games, grab some supper, and limber up for the performance. Camille and I were working on a new routine involving a stripper pole, a double-ended dildo, and a yoga bolster, which required more than the usual warm-up stretches to execute successfully. I scheduled a ride and headed down to the lobby for a couple of warm-up games on my phone.

According to the listing for the meeting, an Elo ranking of at least 1600 was required to participate in the games, but anyone could observe. This wasn't a problem for me — though I hadn't played competitively for years, I'd managed to keep above 1900 through regular games on CheckMeChess.com. For a while, I did dip below 1800, when I was first transitioning into full-time performing after my semi-pro scene in the university library went viral (I had pretty much decided to leave academia before I shot it; getting plowed in the periodicals stacks by two TAs was a nice "fuck you" on my way out of the ivory tower industry), but I found a nice balance that kept my brain sharp when I wasn't putting other parts of my anatomy to profitable use.

I opted for an incognito wardrobe for the club meeting: a baggy sweatshirt, loose jeans, sensibly chunky sneakers, with my red hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and just a touch of lipstick. The night before, the gals and I had gone clubbing decked out in our tightest leather skirts and skimpiest Lycra tops, and we turned more than a few heads with our highly performative make-out moves on the dance floor. I'm sure that word got around about who we were — there was a big sign advertising Vixens on Revue right across from the club where we were dancing — because we were mobbed by horn dogs every time we took a break from strutting our stuff. I suspect we sold a few tickets for the show with our night out antics. Today I had no interest in turning heads, though; I wanted to get inside some heads, scramble some brains, and crush the hearts of over-confident chess boys.

Before my ride arrived, I dispatched two CheckMeChess.com opponents: one was new to me, DonnieD_338, and put up a pretty good fight before I swept up both his rooks and a bishop and hemmed his king into the corner with my knights and queen. The other, BigT_93, I had played many times before, and honestly, I don't know why he kept at it — his ranking was seriously inflated, I suspect he had found some way of gaming the algorithm at CheckMeChess.com, because I had him in twelve moves that could have been ten but I wanted to play out a little rope for him to tangle up his own feet. BigT_93 sent me a sad face emoji, and I sent him a purple devil.

It would probably have counted as flirting if my username on the site wasn't GeneJ_69: on the internet, no one knows you're a dog, but if you're a woman, everyone hopes you're a porn star, and if you're actually a porn star, it's probably best to hide your light under a bushel and behind a misdirecting handle. The one time I used my actual name (not my stage name, just a clearly feminine name) on a chess site, I was absolutely swamped with dating offers and dick pics, so GeneJ_69 it is (with the "69" my cheeky little nod at the truth behind the avatar). As I threw my bag over my shoulder and headed out of the lobby toward the blue Camry waiting to pick me up, I wondered if maybe BigT_93 wasn't playing some odd dom/sub game with me, getting off on having his ass whipped so thoroughly every time we met. If so, maybe I should start charging him — I've got a few cam regulars who pay me every month to be publicly humiliated during my shows.

#

Java Jill's was a cute little coffee shop in a neighborhood just outside of downtown. Once my ride was under the highway overpass, the streets got narrow and quiet, lined with leafy trees and wide sidewalks with people walking their dogs or getting in their Saturday afternoon jog. The hottest days of summer were behind us, but the chilly fall weather hadn't kicked in yet; the sky was a cloudless blue and a cool breeze blew through my hair. It was a nice respite after the bright lights and loud noises of the club scene, and I had a half a mind to skip the chess club altogether and just go for a walk in the sunshine.

But I really did have an itch to win a few games in person, so I tapped a nice tip in the ride share app and headed into the cafe. It was cozy and a little funky, with old couches and coffee tables, brightly colored paintings for sale, and big windows looking out on the sidewalks and letting in lots of light. There were people sitting at wobbly wooden tables and lounging on the couches, chatting and gazing out the windows with their steaming cups in their hands. No one seemed to be playing chess, though.

I went up to the counter to place my order — a double short skinny latte with a little dash of almond flavor — with the barista. She was a cute little thing, curly hair piled up on top of her head and a sparkly silver stud in her nose, with small black gauges in her earlobes. While she was pouring the milk for my drink, I pulled up the GetTogether event listing on my phone to double check the address.

"Hey," I said to her while she was pouring the shots into the foamy milk in my cup, holding the event listing toward her, "is this where the Chess-o-Matic Club meets?"

She rolled her eyes and sighed.

"Yeah," she said, more than a hint of disdain in her voice, "the losers are in the back room." She jerked a thumb over her shoulder. "Eight of them so far, with a grand total of two orders and a buck and a half in quarters and nickels as a tip."

"I see," I said, taking my cup and holding up to my nose to take in the rich aroma. "So pretty typical chess bros."

The barista rolled her eyes again — it was a surprisingly sexy move that made me think she could pull off the "annoyed stepsister" part in some of the videos I'd been shooting before the tour — and said, "Beyond typical; they're about as cheap and nerdy as you can get. But their president is the owner's cousin, so I guess we're stuck with them."

"Thanks," I said, stuffing an extra couple of singles into the tip jar. "I'm just going to poke my head in for a minute."

"You might want to plug your nose," she said, "personal hygiene isn't in their skill set."

I took my latte toward the wooden door that the barista had indicated. It was closed, but there was a little window with slightly frosted glass, and I could see some dark shapes moving around behind it. The doorknob clicked when I turned it, and I opened the door as quietly as I could and stepped inside, closing it gently behind it.

There were nine people in the room — all men, a couple who looked to be in their forties, the rest younger, probably in their late twenties. Most were wearing glasses, and their wardrobes ranged from t-shirts with chess memes printed on them to rumpled cardigans to checkered shirts with what appeared to be coffee stains on the pockets. Four of them sat at tables with chess boards between them, deep in concentration, while the others huddled around them in two clusters, watching silently.

I hung back for a minute, surveying the groups; they didn't seem to notice me, they were so concentrated on the games in progress. I made my way around the tables, standing on my toes to look over the shoulders of the audience.

At one board, an older man in a wrinkled red plaid shirt with graying brown hair was playing a younger blonde man with a scruffy beard wearing a black t-shirt with "GUESS THE ELO" printed on it in white block letters. Based on the pile of captured pieces in front of the older man and the configuration of the younger man's remaining rook and handful of pawns, I'd guess an Elo somewhere below 1500 — he really shouldn't have been calling attention to it. If the older guy played it right, that match was over in two moves; and even if he messed up, I couldn't see it taking more than four to dispatch his opponent.

The other board had a better match going, and I eased my way in sideways to watch. A middle-aged brown-haired man in a blue cardigan with black buttons was leaning on his elbows with a finger hovering above a black knight, while a red-headed man with a brushy mustache that seemed too big for his face stared intently across the table, a faint smile on his lips. There hadn't been a lot of pieces lost on either side yet, and both their kings remained unmoved. I could see a nice sequence that white could execute with his queen and bishop if black moved that knight the wrong way, and I chewed my lip in anticipation.

Black's knight moved backward in a way I didn't expect, nor, apparently, did white. There was a little ripple of surprised gasps through the audience. White's hand had been moving toward his queen, but then suddenly pulled back as if he'd touched a live electric wire. I could see his eyes narrow, and he tapped his mustache. Then he reached for one of his rooks with a sigh of resignation and took a black pawn that was menacing white's knight. There was a sudden flurry of movement, both players quick and decisive, as if racing toward an inevitable finish. I could see three moves that would finish the game in black's favor, two in white's, and with each click of a piece landing on the board the window of possibilities narrowed until finally there was only one way this could go down, though black didn't know it yet. I sipped my latte and waited for the audience to catch up with what I'd seen; when they did, they let out a laugh, the older guy playing black let out a gasp, and the redhead playing white leaned back in his chair with a captured pawn pressed to his upturned lips.

"Mate," the redhead said very quietly, and the older guy dropped his head, shaking it from side to side.

While the players gathered up their pieces and started setting them back on the board, I turned to one of the guys in the audience — a tall, skinny kid with a shock of messy black hair wearing a green t-shirt with the chess pieces lined up from pawn to queen on it — and asked, "How do you get on the list to play?"

He looked down at me and raised an eyebrow, then said, "Um, do you know how?"

I thought, Fuck you, you little prick, I had an Elo of 1400 when you were still figuring out how to move the horsie. But I said, "Yeah, I play, that's why I'm here."

"You've got to talk to Ted," the tall guy said, nodding toward a guy I hadn't noticed when I came in: he was tall, with a broad chest and big hands, thumbs hooked in his belt loops, with curly brown hair falling toward his shoulders. His black t-shirt read, in a typewriter font:

"1. e4 e5

2. ke2?"

I guffawed — I've actually seen that move happen on CheckMeChess.com, usually by guys who think they're funnier than they actually are — and walked over to Ted. He watched me heading his way with a smirk and downcast eyes, and gave a little nod when I reached him. I had to bend my neck to look up at him.

"Is there a schedule for play?" I asked.

"Sure," he said, "but there's a minimum standing; otherwise you can just watch."

"Yeah, I saw that on the listing," I said, fishing my phone out of my bag. "I've got the standing."

I pulled up the CheckMeChess app and tapped to my score — 1936 after this morning's little romp, not as high as it could be but not bad — then held the screen to him. I kept my thumb over the user handle. Ted's eyes got wide, and he whistled through his teeth.

"Shit," he said, "that's good ..."

"I know," I said, dropping my phone back in the bag. "I don't do things half assed, and I like to win. I've had a long couple weeks traveling and I'm looking to unwind by making some nerds cry."

Ted laughed. "Some of them cry pretty easy, so that might not be a challenge. But I'll put you down. You have a name?"

"Chrissy," I said, my childhood hamster's name popping into my head. I guess that would be my reverse pornstar name.

"Awesome, Chrissy," said Ted, scribbling in a little notebook in his pocket. "You're on the list. You'll probably be up in a few."

I nodded and sipped my latte, which was starting to get a little cold, and walked back to the tables, where another pair of games was kicking off. I gave my ass an extra little swing when I turned my back on Ted; he was cute, a lot cuter than I expected to find at the Chess-o-Matic Club, and while I wasn't looking to score, I didn't mind turning up the heat a touch.

#

Ted handed the tall kid his little notebook, and the kid started scribbling on a whiteboard hanging on the wall. There was a competition bracket on the board, with names and numbers — apparently Elo scores — on it. "Mike 1632" and "Joe 1701" were both freshly crossed out. The kid's eyebrows shot up when he looked at the notebook, and then he look over at me with a surprised look on his face. I raised my cup in salute as he wrote "Chrissy 1936" on one of the empty brackets a few spaces to the right of Mike and Joe's defeats. It looked like it was going to be a while before I played, so went back out into the coffee shop for a refill and a treat.

The cute little barista smiled at me when I went up to the counter.

"So, you have a good time?" she asked with a smirk.

"Not yet," I said. "I haven't played yet."

"They're going to let you play?" she said, looking almost as surprised as the kid who put my name on the bracket.

"I've got the ranking," I said. "They seem to think very highly of themselves."

"Oh, you don't know the half of it. They're all little assholes, except Ted. Ted's a big asshole."

"He seemed nice enough to me," I said as I took the cup she handed me.

"Probably because he wants to get in your pants," she said. "They're usually a 'no girls allowed' little club house. Which would be fine if they'd at least order stuff and tip."

"Yeah, that's one of the best signs of bad character," I said, stuffing a couple more bucks in the tip jar. I was a little surprised, if Ted was only nice to chicks whose pants he wanted to invade, that he wasn't bombarding the little barista with tips; I certainly wouldn't mind getting into her pants. She had a perky little ass under her tight black jeans, and her tits pushed her apron out in the most alluring way.

Back in the room, the games were continuing, and names were being crossed off as the bracket grew tighter. My name was finally paired with someone — "Frank 1697" — so I set my bag down and scanned the faces, wondering which one was Frank. He turned out to be one of the older guys, dark hair graying at the temples, dressed in a red sweater and jeans.

Frank played well-enough for his Elo score. We drew for colors, and he got white, and made some pretty standard on-book moves to get control of the center of the board. He was so focused on the center that he didn't see me flanking him with my knights, and the first check took him by surprise. From there I casually ran him to ground; a bead of sweat glistened on his lip, which I thought was kind of cute. I think he was nervous playing against, and being soundly beaten by, a girl.

I had been so focused on the game that I failed to notice that Ted had pulled up a chair and was sitting at an angle to the table, behind Frank. He wasn't watching the game, though; he was watching me. When I looked up from the board after pinning Frank into an inescapable trap, my eyes caught and held Ted's. There was a faint smile on his lips and a crease in his brow, as if something puzzled him. I thought about what the barista had said and chalked it up to Ted being a little uneasy around women but also a bit horny for me; maybe my ass wiggle after signing up for a game spot had revved his engines.

The skinny kid adjusted the brackets, and I pulled up a chair to watch Ted — "Ted 1832" — go up against the redhead who had dispatched "Mike 1632" (who might be "Mike 1628" or so if that game was being factored in). Ted's style was fluid and controlled, thoughtful and measured. There was nothing flashy or tricky to his play at all; he was very much on-book, but it was clear that he had read more of the book than his opponent. Ted had definitely earned his Elo score. After the game, Ted leaned across the table to shake the hand of the redhead — "Barry 1781" — and then looked at me with a grin and a sparkle in his eye. The grin was much more confident than the little smile he had worn when he was watching me beat Frank.

"I do believe," Ted said, "that you and I are about to face off for the final bracket."

I looked up from my coffee to the whiteboard with a little confusion — I had only played the one game against Frank, so I couldn't imagine that I was somehow in the final bracket. But lo and behold, the skinny kid was erasing the names that were already written there and putting "Chrissy 1936" and "Ted 1832" on the final lines.

"That doesn't seem quite right," I protested.

"Nope, that's how it breaks," said Ted. "We base it on Elo scores as well as current play. I don't think we've ever had anyone in the 1900s ... Chrissy. So we're all pretty excited to pick up some pointers from your play."

I didn't like the way he said my name. Or really anything about him — there was something overly confident about Ted, as if he was compensating for something with his bravado. He also felt a little like a playground bully who kept his little gang in line by threatening humiliation and stolen lunch money to keep their torment focused on the new kid.

"I don't know how much I have to teach," I said, tilting my head back to drain the dregs of my coffee cup, "but you're all more than welcome to watch me mop the board with Ted. I'm sure it will be entertaining as well as educational."

A little titter rose up from the others in the room, but quickly quieted when Ted threw a menacing glance. I smiled as sweetly as I could, tucked my bag under my chair, and pulled up to the table where Mike was setting the pieces on the board.

#

"I know who you are, Ginger Joy," Ted hissed under his breath. We were just three moves into the game, a bog standard start of the Mieses Opening.

I startled and looked across the table at him.

"What did you say?" I asked, fluttering my eyelids.

"You're not Chrissy," he whispered, leaning across the table, too quietly for anyone else to hear. "I thought I recognized you when you came in, and now I'm certain — you're Ginger Joy."

He was clearly trying to rattle me. I'm not above playing head games on top of a chess match myself — a flirty wink, a playful smile, a captured pawn rolled across my lips with a sensuous pout — but I at least try to keep it subtle. And quiet.

"I'm not Chrissy," I hiss as I lean forward, my forehead almost touching his, and reach for a pawn. "But I'm not Ginger Joy, either."

I snatch a black pawn off the board and drop it beside me, and then regret the move — it opened a path for his bishop that I should have kept closed. Ted had rattled me, and that pissed me off.

He moved his bishop right into the spot I didn't want it to land in, and I was forced to scramble a knight into a dangerous position. I played back the last several moves, and something tickled at the back of my mind. There was something familiar in the way Ted pivoted out of the Mieses Opening ...

Two moves later, when Ted's rook moved mid-board, I had it. I grabbed another pawn — not because it fit my game strategy to take it, but because I needed a dramatic flourish and a prop for my next head move — and leaned back in my seat, smiling over the top of the little white chess piece. I flicked my tongue out across its dome head and whispered, "Nice move, BigT_93."

Ted's face went pale, and he looked away. His eyes were darting from the board to me to the floor. I kept the pawn against my lips, giving it a gentle little kiss. The only sounds were the hushed breathing of the club members crowded around us, and the steady tick-tick-tick of clock on the wall.

"Um, Ted," the skinny kid whispered after two or three minutes had passed. "Um, it's your ..."

"Shut up," Ted hissed, suddenly looking up and lunging across the board to grab his rook. His face was red now, and his eyes blazed as he slid the rook across the board so fast it sent my knight clattering to the floor. I grinned; the loss of the knight was negligible, the loss of Ted's cool was priceless.

"Check," I said, bringing my queen into play.

Ted slid his bishop in front of his king, which gave my rook a nice opening.

"Check," I said again. I fluttered my eyelashes at him.

Ted pressed his palms against his eyes, breathing hard, and then knocked over my rook with his queen, sending my piece rolling. I caught it with deft fingers and handed it base-first to Ted, who snatched it away.

My knight wheeled into action, seizing a bishop, and I said in a cheerful sing-song voice, "Check."

Ted was swearing under his breath as he surveyed the damage on the board. He clearly had a simple plan at the start of play, and I'd been happy to let it wind out as we went through the moves, but his little attempt to get in my head had changed my goals: I didn't just want to win, I wanted to crush him. He was playing recklessly, barely thinking a move ahead, and there was no going back to his original path.

His queen ran across the board and stopped in front of my exposed king, and he hissed, "Check, bitch."

Which was exactly what I wanted. My other knight tapped gently against his queen, opening my other bishop's line to his king, and as I plucked his piece from the board I said, "Check, and mate, Big T."

#

"Is it true?" the skinny kid asked me under his breath as Ted pushed his chair back, shaking the table hard enough to knock over several of the pieces remaining on the board. "Are you really Ginger Joy?"

I sighed and put down the white queen I had been rolling around between my fingers.

"Yeah," I said, looking up at him and brushing my red hair back. "Among other things. So?"

"So, I'm ... " He blushed and bent down so his face was closer to mine. "I'm kind of a fan."

I knew it was a risk when I went to the Chess-o-Matic meeting, but I hadn't really played out how I would handle having my cover blown. When I'm on set, the real me disappears behind the persona of Ginger Joy, and behind her hair and make-up as well. I've been recognized a handful of times when I'm at the grocery store or coffee shop, but that usually amounts to a fleeting nod or an embarrassed smile from the guy (always a guy) who's taking a minute to go from, "Don't I know you from someplace?" to "Holy fuck, I fap to you on the regular ..." The biggest interaction I've ever had with a fan is to sign the box of condoms he was buying at the drugstore with a sharpie ("I'm going to think of you whenever I put one of these on," he had said, which I'm sure he thought was a compliment).

Apparently the baggy jeans and old sweatshirt and just a touch of lipstick were insufficient cover. Chess players, I suppose, are a little more observant than the average person. Or maybe they're just bigger porn consumers.

"So, do you have a name?" I asked the kid.

"Eliot," he said, extending a hand to me. I took it and gave it a shake; his grip was weak and shaky, which made me want to laugh — I'm sure it was much firmer on his cock when he watched my videos.

"A pleasure to meet you, Eliot," I said.

The other men in the room were nervously milling around, with a hum of whispered conversation too low for me to make out. They threw furtive glances my way, but as soon as I would turn my face toward them and smile, they looked away, red-faced and bashful. All except Tim, that is: Tim sat with his arms crossed, ankle on his knee, glaring at me with dark eyes that shot virtual daggers my way.

"How did you know?" Tim asked, his voice raspy but firm.

"That you're BigT_93?" I asked.

He nodded.

I sighed and fished my phone out of my bag, logged in to the CheckMeChess app, and slid the screen with my game history on it. He took it and scrolled with his thumb, his jaw growing slack and his eyes wide.

"You ..." he spluttered, shaking his head, "but ... you're ..."

"GeneJ_69," I said, leaning forward on my elbows. I reached a hand toward him across the chessboard. "A pleasure to meet you, too."

He slapped my hand away without looking up, shaking his head as he reviewed my game history. While I get around a lot, knocking out a couple of games between scenes when I'm working or waiting for a ride, there were a lot of matches with BigT_93 over the last six months. My standing was 100% against him, though I wasn't proud — almost every time I played him, it felt like he was intentionally throwing the game, rushing to completion at jackrabbit speed.

"It can't be," he whispered, eyes riveted on my phone. "Holy fuck, it can't be."

"It totally is," I said. "And I've got to say, Ted, it's been a mystery to me. I mean, you've got a solid ranking, and the game we just played was pretty good, but on the app, it's like I'm playing some dope who barely knows the rules."

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Ted muttered, and then slid my phone back across the table to me. He pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes, and I thought I saw the glittering trickle of a tear on his cheek. He took his hands away and looked at me with red eyes.

"I thought you were someone else," he said with a shaky voice. "I thought you were Gene Johnson."

There was a gasp from behind me, and I turned around to see everyone looking at Ted now instead of at me. It was a relief to not be the center of attention, but it was also a shock.

"Gene who?" I asked.

"Gene Johnson," Eliot whispered, leaning close to me. When I furrowed my brow, still no more informed than I was a moment ago, Eliot said, "Gene used to be the Chess-o-Matic president, before Ted. And, um, there was a rumor ..."

"It's true," Ted said, banging a fist against the table so the pieces still standing on the board all toppled over, some rolling to the floor with a clatter. "The rumor is true, Gene and I were fucking, okay? So just quit your gawking and your whispering, because you still don't know shit about it."

I heard shuffling behind me and glanced over my shoulder to see about half of the club moving awkwardly toward the door. Some threw glances toward me, some toward Ted, and some were making haste to escape an awkward scene. When I turned back to Ted, he had crumpled onto the table, head on his hands, his back shaking with sobs. I pushed my chair back and hurried around the table to put an arm across his trembling shoulders.

#

"And I guess that's how we ended up being buddies on CheckMeChess," Ted said, wiping at his eyes with the tissue I had pulled out of my bag. I was sitting next to him, my arm still across his shoulders, but he wasn't sobbing anymore. In fact, there was a rueful smile on his lips despite the tears that still trickled down his cheeks.

Ted's story was sad, though a little funny at the same time. He had joined the Chess-o-Matic club when he moved to the city about four years ago: not long out of college, a little lonely, and looking for like-minded nerds with whom to spend the occasional weekend afternoon. He had never considered himself gay — "bi-curious, maybe; you know, a couple of circle jerks after fencing practice, that kind of thing," he explained dismissively. I've never been a fencer, so I don't know if that sort of thing is typical, but if Ted wanted to think it was, that was fine. Despite his protests of being solidly 90% — well, 75% — straight, he had felt an immediate attraction to Gene, the club president.

Gene was a few years older than Ted, self-assured but kind, and, to hear Ted tell it, devastatingly handsome. When Ted described Gene's flowing golden hair, nimble fingers, piercing eyes, and pouting mouth, at least a couple of the guys who were still there — Eliot among them — nodded in ascent. Maybe Chess-o-Matic was a hotbed of unrequited gay attraction?

Ted and Gene started getting together at Gene's apartment to play chess, watch movies, drink beer — good wholesome guy stuff. Except that the beer drinking and chess playing sometimes led to honest talk, low key cuddling, and, one memorable night, an intense game of strip chess. Apparently, they both won the game, in that they both ended up naked, hard, and all lubed up. Which sounds like good wholesome guy stuff to me, too, but my opinions on the topic are probably a little suspect.

They had agreed to keep their relationship on the down-low, though it seems that most of the club was at least suspicious. When Ted's cousin Dave bought Java Jill's, the club moved its meeting place from a city park rec center to the coffee shop's back room, a move everyone (except Celia, the cute little barista) was happy about. Everything was going along just fine — the perfect mix of chess and light fucking — until Donna came along.

Donna, Ted now insisted, had been a mistake — a dreadful mistake — but at the time she had been a revelation for the 75% — well, solidly 60% — of Ted that was still attracted to women. Tall and willowy, golden-trussed and porcelain skinned, with a laugh like summer rain and a pussy as soft as dew, Donna had lured Ted into her clutches and away from Gene. At first, Gene was fine with the balance that Ted struck, or at least he claimed to be; but Ted was spending more and more time with Donna, who didn't like Gene at all, and it finally became too much for Gene.

"He blew up at me when I was leaving the club meeting early one afternoon," Ted explained through his tears, "on my way to meet Donna, of course. I had completely forgotten that Gene and I were supposed to go to a movie — there was a special showing of 'Chess of the Wind' going on — and he said if I couldn't choose between him and Donna, then he'd choose for me. He resigned as president of Chess-o-Matic the next week, and I never saw him again."

Things hadn't lasted very long with Donna — once the flash of desire wore off, Ted discovered that Donna shared almost none of his interests besides fucking, and wasn't keen on him spending so much time playing chess. He tried to call and text Gene, but got no responses; Gene had apparently broken off all contact with the other club members — "Moved to Canada," someone thought — and disappeared into the void, leaving Ted bereft.

But then one night — sad, drunk, and horny, the perfect trifecta for bad decisions — Ted was poking around on CheckMeChess and stumbled on the GeneJ_69 profile. The avatar — a cartoon pawn with flowing yellow hair — reminded Ted of Gene. Could it be? Was it too good to be true?

"So I asked for a game," Ted said, brushing a tear away from the corner of his eye, "and said, 'hey baby i'm ready to try again' in the text box."

Shit, I thought, squeezing Ted's shoulder. I remembered getting that game invitation. It was on the set of "(Step)Mama's Honeypot," and Tommy Dare, who was playing my stepson, had just eaten me out something fierce. I was lying on the bed while the crew adjusted the lighting, anticipating a vigorous fucking once the cameras were rolling again, and thought I'd have time for a quick game to clear my head. I played my first game against BigTed_93 lying in the rumpled sheets of a bed on a porno set, my pussy still buzzing from Tommy's tongue work, and while I wasn't in a great head space for strategy, I beat him easily.

"I thought if I let him beat me," Ted explained, "he'd realize I was sorry. Also, I was drunk and jerking off."

"So I guess we were both a little off our game," I said, recalling that shortly after I put BigTed_93 in check for the last time, after just sixteen moves, I was pinned to the mattress while Tommy Dare pounded me senseless.

"Man, all that drunk, horny chess," said Ted, shaking his head, "and it turns out I was playing against a porn star the whole time."

"If it helps," I said, pushing Ted's hair back and running a finger down his cheek along the track of a tear, "I thought it was a lot of fun playing against you. I thought you were some sort of sub getting off on the humiliation ..."

Ted laughed and wiped his eyes.

"I guess I kind of was," he said, laughing quietly. "I should have just given up, you know?"

"Love sucks," I said, patting Ted's knee. I looked around the room — there were still four guys, two playing a game in the corner and two, Eliot and Frank, listening to Ted's story.

I pulled my wallet out of my bag and took out some cash.

"Eliot," I said, handing the cash to him, "make yourself useful. Go get me six lattes and whatever baked goods are still in the case. And tip, damn it, tip — don't come back with any cash, got it?"

#

"So tell me about this strip chess again," I said, putting my hand on Ted's knee.

"Oh, that was fun," he said, his eyes wistful, "but kind of silly. I think we both wanted to fuck, we just needed a way to get undressed that didn't seem like we wanted to fuck, you know?"

I nodded, though I really couldn't relate. In my line of work, clothing is an impediment, and there's no mystery about whether or not you're going to get laid. It must be nice, I thought, to be a civilian sometimes.

"What were the rules?" I asked.

"Pretty basic," Ted said. "If you lose a non-pawn piece, you lose an article of clothing; if you capture a non-pawn piece, you get an article of clothing back. If you go into check, you lose a piece, but you don't get anything back for putting your opponent in check. Two pieces of clothing gone with checkmate."

I thought about the various possibilities of play while my fingers gently kneaded Ted's thigh.

"That sounds like a way to get naked pretty fast," I said.

"I think that was the whole plan," Ted said with a grin. "But we could blame to rules, not our horniness."

I heard the door open and looked up to see Eliot returning with a big serving tray balanced on his hand. Frank hurried over to help him unload the tray onto an empty table: the six lattes I'd ordered, plus a little pile of cookies and bars.

"It's getting late," Eliot said apologetically, "and they're almost out of food."

"You left the gal a nice tip, though?" I asked, narrowing my eyes. Eliot nodded, a little fearfully, I thought.

"Well, then," I said, standing up and running a hand along Ted's shoulders as I walked toward the table. "Let's pass out these goodies and play another game."

#

I felt bad about all those games where I trounced a drunk, sad, and horny Ted when he thought he was groveling in front of his lost love. It had been a silly little game for me, but so much more for Ted.

And I also felt more than a little horny after Ted's story of the night of the strip chess game. I've had the good fortune to film quite a few bi-sexual scenes, and watching beautiful men making love to each other has always given me a thrill. When they're so wrapped up in each other that they forget that I'm there, when they're wrestling and grunting, biting and pinching, hard cocks swinging like unsheathed swords, I'm in my own private heaven. I don't always get off on set — I'm not called a porn actress for nothing — but I'm guaranteed a good orgasm when I'm tangled up with a couple of guys who are really enjoying a good fuck.

"I want to make up for accidentally fooling you," I said as I moved two tables together, angled so I could stand between them and reach the chess boards on them. "And make this club meeting a little more memorable. Frank, can you be a dear and close the door?"

Frank, who had been listening to Ted's story with obvious interest, hurried to the door into the coffee shop and made sure it was closed tightly. When I heard the knob click, I smiled and said to Eliot, "Help me set up these boards."

While we arranged the pieces, the guys who had been playing their own game during Ted's story wandered over, grabbing a coffee and a cookie from the table by the door. They looked pleased with the treats, but puzzled at the setup we were completing.

"We're having a game," I said, standing up and tightening my hair tie. "To cheer Ted up a little bit."

I looked over at Ted, who was standing by the snack table with a brownie in his hand, and winked. His eyes were still puffy and a little red, but he smiled back at me, chocolate crumbs on his lip.

"You're welcome to join in," I said.

"Oh, our ratings are pretty low," one of them — a short, square-jawed young man with close-cropped hair and a hint of a flaming tattoo poking out of the end of his sleeve.

"Yeah," said the other guy, tall, dark, and lean with a full sleeve of colorful dragon scale tattoos on bare arm and a flaming skull on the other shoulder. "We mostly just watch and then pick up a couple games at the end. We like the vibe, and it's a good way to learn."

I looked them up and down and felt a tingle at the base of my spine. My feelings told me that these guys already knew all the moves in the game I wanted to play, and if there were Elo rankings in fucking, they'd probably be grand masters.

"My game, my rules," I said, extending a hand toward the tall guy. "You guys have names? You can call me Ginger."

"Jake," the tall guy said, taking my hand. He held it a long time, his thumb drawing a lazy circle over my knuckles that made my knees shake before letting me go.

"Lance," the other one said, taking my hand in both of his and looking into my eyes. We were about the same height, and it was interesting to gaze at his face without tilting my neck; he had intense, dark eyes, and a line of stubble along his jaw that accentuated its strength.

"Well, Jake, Lance," I said, a catch in my voice when Lance released my hand. I motioned toward the tables where Eliot was finishing the chess boards. "You probably know Ted, Frank, and Eliot?"

"Hey," Jake said with a nod toward the others. There were silent head shakes, little grins, some shrugs — typical male attempts to maximize communication while minimizing words. Some sort of look flashed between Ted and Lance that made my pulse rate increase.

"So, rules," I said, positioning myself between the tables with the boards. I stretched my arms, turned my neck, cracked my knuckles; chess is more physical than most people give it credit for being — a different kind of physicality than running or fucking for sure, but still, it's good to limber up before a match. And I was anticipating a very big match indeed.

"It's two on one, and I'm the one. We're playing speed time rules — three minutes a move. If you lose a non-pawn piece, you lose a piece of clothing. If you win a non-pawn piece, you gain a piece of clothing. Go into check, lose a piece of clothing. Checkmate, two pieces. When you lose your game — because you will lose — you step aside for the next player. Questions?"

The guys looked nervously from one to the other, arms crossed. Eliot's face was flushed bright red, and he stammered as he asked, "But ... what if you lose?"

"I won't," I said. "But, if I do ... the winner takes my spot and plays both boards."

Frank raised a finger and asked, "What if we run out of clothes during the game?"

I shrugged. "You play naked, I guess, until you capture a piece and get something back."

"Order of clothes?" Ted asked, stepping a little closer to Lance.

"Whatever works for you, Big T, will work for me," I said. I looked at Lance and Jake, who were standing with relaxed postures, hips cocked, thumbs in the loops of their jeans, wearing knowing grins. "You guys got any questions?" I asked.

Lance shrugged and said, "Nope, makes sense to me. Who's up first?"

"Order of rank," I said, "so I guess that's you."

Lance and Jake looked at each other, their grins getting wider, and then broke from the little huddle and stepped up to the boards. There were chairs by the tables, but they chose to stand, as did I, feet apart, knees bent, ready to spring at the boards. I grabbed a pawn in each hand, one white and one black, shuffled them behind my back, and held my fists out to Lance. He tapped a hand and I turned my palm up to expose a white pawn. I did the same for Jake, who grabbed white as well.

And the game was afoot.

#

Jake and Lance were not especially good players. They weren't even as good as BigT_93 when he was trying to grovel to GeneJ_69. Honestly, I could have beaten them both with surgical precision and left them nearly fully dressed at the end.

But that's not how I played it.

First, I trotted my knights out for both of them, parading past their rows of pawns until they gave in to temptation and captured one each so I could slip out of my shoes and stand barefoot behind the table. I dangled another knight and waited for Jake to make his play for it, and then tossed my sweatshirt aside. There were some appreciative noises from the spectators standing behind Jake and Lance, and I gave my shoulders a little wiggle so my tits would move under my t-shirt.

And then I got down to business.

Clearing through their pawns was just sort of fun, and a little bit mean, but they took it in stride. I whittled away at Jake's back row first, picking off a rook and a bishop to get his shoes off, and then a knight so I could get a look at the ink that was sticking out of his shirt cuff. It was a complex tangle of vines and flowers that wrapped around his wrist and climbed past his elbow before exploding into a geometric pattern of reds and blues that covered his muscular shoulder and turned into a constellation of golden stars across his hairless chest. I licked my lips at the sight, imaging my tongue going supernova on that heavenly body.

I could have put my shoes and sweatshirt back on after stripping away some of Jake's clothes, but I felt more relaxed with them off. I kept Jake's pieces on the run, trying to block my feints toward check, and focused on Lance for a while.

I already knew to expect fire from what I could see on Lance's arm below his t-shirt's sleeve, but I wasn't prepared for just how hot that fire was going to be. Orange and yellow flames licked around his arms and across his chest and belly, an inky conflagration flaring across his olive skin. He had a tangle of course black hair on his chest that rose like smoke from the tattoo fire burning on his belly. The flames wrapped around his sides, and I looked over his shoulder to see Ted's eyes riveted to Lance's back, so I knew there was heat I couldn't see as well.

"Um, excuse me, Miss Joy?" I heard Eliot say. I looked up reluctantly from admiring Lance's fiery belly to see the skinny kid holding a finger up by his bright red face.

"Call me Ginger," I said. "What's your question, Eliot?"

"Um ... if we resign a game ... what's the ... is there a penalty for that? In clothing terms?"

"Hmmm ..." I put a finger to my lips and wrinkled my brow. "Resigning sounds to me like an act of cowardice, Eliot. I think if you resign, you lose it all, and have to sit in the corner and watch."

"Ah," he said, shivering a little. "I see."

"I think I'll be seeing a lot," I said, and laughed.

I turned my focus back to Jake, who had been doing a fine job parrying my thrusts without either of us drawing blood. He had been ignoring my queen, lurking off to the side, and that's a lady who doesn't like being a wallflower for very long. I swung her into play, moving her to the back row and putting him in check.

Jake and I locked eyes and smiled at each other as he slowly unbuckled his belt, pulled apart the buttons of his fly, and pushed his jeans down past his knees, revealing tight blue bikini briefs that were doing a valiant job of supporting his bulge. The starry pattern on his chest continued down past his belly and turned into spinning planets that orbited his muscular thighs. He stepped out of his jeans and kicked the away.

"That's some sweet ink," I said, running my tongue over my lips. I wondered what those planets would taste like if I knelt in front of him, lips to his hard thighs.

"Thanks," Jake said, focused on the board. While he worked out how to get his king out of check without immediately putting it back in peril, I went to work on getting more of Lance's ink into the open.

I menaced his queen with a rook, making him blunder into exposing his king for a quick check a move later. He looked over at Jake, who was still sussing out his options on the board, and then unzipped his jeans and let them slide past his hips. I could see a tangle of black hair below his belly, and took in a sharp breath. Lance grinned at me, shrugged, and pushed his jeans past his knees. His cock rested in a dense nest of hair, uncut and heavy, his balls hanging in shadows between his legs.

"Sorry," Lance said, "I usually go commando on the weekends."

"Oh, no need to be sorry, at all," I said, feasting my eyes on the thick pillar. He wasn't hard, but I could sense the blood pulsing through the veins the wrapped his shaft the way his fiery ink wrapped his torso.

I could tell by the way Ted's eyes were fixed on Lance's ass that he needed no apology, either, for Lance's nudity. The flame motif continued over Lance's thighs and as far as his knees.

"Well, then," I said, unable to pull my eyes away from the view until Eliot said, "Um, Miss Joy ... er ... Ginger ... the timer ..."

I sighed and looked at the table with Jake's game. In two moves, I had his boxer shorts on the floor and his cock dangling between his legs. Jake's penis was circumcised, the purple head glistening like a ruby, and his balls were tight against his core. His pubic hair was thinner than Lance's, and looked like a soft dark cloud around the base of his shaft.

"I feel like I've won already," I said, eyes flitting back and forth between the cocks on display. But I hadn't technically secured victory, so with a toss of my hair I stopped my playfulness and buckled down to pinning their kings in place.

"Next," I said, sweeping the remaining pieces aside so I could put the boards back together.

Frank and Eliot were nervous as they approached the tables, especially Eliot. His face had gone from crimson to white, and his fingers shook when he tapped my closed fist and accepted the white pawn I held out to him. Frank's eyes were closed, and it looked like he was doing some deep breathing exercises to calm himself. I took some deep breaths myself, trying to settle the tingle that was filling my belly and drifting between my legs. Jake and Lance, who had taken seats behind my opponents, still naked, had been easy to beat; Frank and Eliot would be more challenging, even with their nerves jangling.

Frank drew black, and we fell into a syncopated rhythm of moves as I worked between the two boards. Eliot was playing cautiously and defensively, as worried about losing a knight as his queen. Frank was more assertive, breaking out his rook at the first opportunity.

When Frank tipped my knight, there was a gasp from the audience — I don't think they expected me to lose anymore pieces after the thorough drubbing I'd given my first two opponents. I wasn't at all worried about losing articles of clothing, though; after all, I've got a professional capacity for nudity, and I was perfectly happy to shed it all. Especially because pulling off my t-shirt revealed two of my secret weapons.

While I had opted for baggy jeans, a comfy sweatshirt, and an old Siouxsie and the Banshees t-shirt that morning, my underwear selection had been a little more daring. My bra was green lace that revealed as much as it concealed and pressed my tits together into a deep channel of cleavage, with a clasp in front. I folded my t-shirt and set it on the chair beside the table, and shook my hair loose from the tie, letting it fall in auburn waves over my shoulders. Eliot gasped — it appeared he had forgotten to breathe while I was lifting my shirt over my head — and I definitely had the full attention of Frank's eyes.

While Frank stared at the bra-covered tits he had just revealed by taking my knight, I tipped Eliot's rook with a pawn and blew him a little kiss. His eyes grew wide and he let out another gasp, then toed off one of his shoes, standing awkwardly on one bare foot.

After a few moves, I got my t-shirt back — I heard sad sighs from Ted and Jake as I rolled it over my tits — and divested Frank of both his shoes and Eliot of his remaining shoe and shirt. Poor Eliot shivered with his arms crossed over his naked chest, even though it was nice and warm in the room; his nipples were stiff and a flush of red ran across his throat. When I picked off his knight with a pawn — a completely unwarranted move, I didn't need to take it out of play for my strategy to play out — he trembled and closed his eyes.

"Off with them," I said, motioning at Eliot's jeans with the captured white knight in my hand.

Eliot's shaking fingers struggled with his belt, and his fingertips were unable to find purchase on the button above the zipper fly. His shoulders shook as he fought the simple closures of his clothes.

I sighed and said, "Ted, can you give Eliot a hand?"

Ted pushed himself up from his chair and walked toward us with a grin. His dark eyes sparkled as he stepped behind Eliot. The two men were about the same height, but Ted was so much broader that he seemed to tower over Eliot. Ted's hands came around in front of Eliot, brushing Eliot's fumbling fingers aside, and then deftly grasped the denim and pulled. Eliot closed his eyes and let out a pitiful groan as Ted tugged the zipper and then eased Eliot's jeans past his hips. His mouth close to Eliot's ear, Ted whispered something, and a nervous smile played over Eliot's lips. Ted suddenly fell to his knees behind Eliot and yanked until Eliot's jeans were around his ankles, revealing blue boxer shorts and skinny legs.

I looked past Eliot and Ted at Lance, who had propped one foot up on the seat of his chair. His cock had thickened and rested against his thigh, the velvety head starting to poke out of his wrinkled foreskin. He smiled approvingly at the scene before him. Jake reached over to squeeze Lance's shoulder, and the two of them shared a wicked smile before turning their attention back to the tables. My stomach tightened, and I felt a quickening buzz between my legs.

Frank took advantage of my distracted state and captured my queen with a sneaky bishop who had been hovering at the far end of the board. I shook my head to clear it of the visions racing through it — mostly of Lance's cock, straining from its nest of tangled black hair, dripping pre-cum, begging to be licked from balls to tip — and pulled off my shirt again. I focused on my game with Frank, taking quick revenge for his seizure of my queen and capturing a knight, a rook, and most of his clothes in a few deft moves.

Unlike Eliot, Frank seemed eager to undress. His body was a little softer than Eliot's, but when his jeans dropped, I could tell there was nothing soft about his cock. Frank's green boxers could barely contain the tent pole that stretched them taught. He grinned, blue eyes sparkling, and ran a finger across his auburn mustache.

"I'm glad to see you don't mind losing," I said, letting my eyes roam across his body. It was a classic "dad bod," a little padded around the middle, but sometimes those love handles are nice to grip when you're taking a ride. The way his boxers stretched, it looked like a gal could take a nice, long ride with Frank.

"It's an honor," he said, reaching for a pawn on the board. It was an ill-advised move if he was looking for a chance to win back his jeans: I could see a half dozen easy two move checks that he could have prevented. But I don't think that winning back his jeans was on Frank's agenda.

When I put Frank into check, his grin widened and he stepped back, hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers, and tugged down. His cock sprang out, fully erect, straining from a thatch of dusky red curls, the tip already glistening. He kicked his discarded boxers aside and leaned over the board to move his king out of peril, his erection swaying above the pieces. My pussy clenched at the sight.

Eliot was not nearly so ready to drop his boxers when I put him in check. I leaned on the table, letting my tits sway, and smiled at him while he hesitated.

"Do I need to ask Ted to help again?" I asked with a sweet flutter of my eyelashes.

Eliot pulled his lips tight and shook his head even as Ted stood and took a step toward us. Closing his eyes and holding his breath, Eliot yanked his boxers down in one swift movement. His cock unfurled, swaying from side to side for a moment before settling almost perpendicular to his flat belly, the curve of the shaft tipping the head toward me. I wanted to reach a hand across the table and give it a little pet, but I refrained, licking my lips instead.

"It's very lovely, Eliot," I whispered. "You've got a nice cock."

Eyes still squeezed shut, Eliot nodded, fingers fidgeting where they hung by his sides. Frank elbowed Eliot with a grin.

"Yours is nice, too, Frank," I said, sliding my rook down the side of the board. "Too bad your playing isn't as impressive. Checkmate."

Frank bowed his head, still smiling, and whispered, "Thank you," before turning to take a seat beside Jake.

"Ah, Eliot," I said, looking down at the board while glancing at his cock. "I think your play has been a little distracted."

"I ... guess so, Miss Joy," he croaked. He hovered a hand in front of his erection, but it did little to hide it.

"Call me Ginger, Eliot," I said, "I feel like we're on pretty intimate terms now. I think it's your move."

He nodded and reached out with the hand that wasn't trying to conceal his penis, hovering above the queen for a moment before sliding her between his king and my rook. We both knew that he was consigning her to certain doom — she was but a temporary buffer before his inevitable downfall.

I let my wrist brush the tip of his cock when I snatched up his queen, and a shiver ran through Eliot. I was a little afraid that he might flood the board with a stream of jizz, but he just shuddered and stepped backward, breath ragged, and made his way clumsily to a seat on the other side of Lance. He tried to cover his cock with both hands, hips twisted, but there was no obscuring his arousal.

I swept the pieces from the board and looked across the room at Ted, who was slowly rising, brushing his palms on his legs. His eyes sparkled and his lip was curled into a wicked grin.

"Well, BigT_93," I said, letting the tip of my tongue dampen my lips, "we meet again."

#

In our first match as Ted and Ginger, rather than as BigT_93 and GeneJ_69, Ted had been defensive and a bit cautious. But in our second match, surrounded by the naked flesh of the Chess-o-Matic club, Ted's play was aggressive and carefree. My brain had been fogged by desire, and I was still more than a little distracted by the choice cuts of meat on display. He had me down to my bra and panties in a half dozen moves, and all I had to show for it was a knight and his left shoe.

"Fuck, that's pretty," Ted said, tipping the captured white bishop in his fingers toward my belly.

And he was right, of course. I was wearing green lace panties that matched my bra, the diaphanous window revealing the tuft of red hair that crowned my pussy. Across my belly, I have a tangle of rose vines, green and red, circling my navel. I ran a hand over my stomach, letting my fingers push at the fabric of my panties, and smiled at him.

"I'll bet you're pretty, too," I said, moving a pawn so my other bishop could come into play. "I intend to uncover a few of your secrets."

"Not before I've got all of yours on display," Ted said with a low chuckle.

I claimed a rook and a shoe in a couple of moves. When I took Ted's piece from the board, he glanced longingly at my belly and then looked at my jeans lying crumpled on the floor. I followed his gaze and shook my head; he raised an eyebrow and I bit my lip.

"I don't feel like putting them back on," I said.

It felt like we were hurtling toward the endgame now. This was a very different kind of chess: fast and furious, more like fucking than foreplay. My strategy in a normal game is usually precise and surgical — I like to win with as little bloodshed as possible. But there was blood all over that board, pieces falling like so much cannon fodder. I wanted to seize Ted's assets, claim his material, strip him bare; and he very much wanted the same.

I had him down to his jeans when he made a flanking move and captured my queen; I was so focused on the broad expanse of his hairless chest and the wicked sparkle of his eyes that I failed to notice the knight sneaking up on her. I groaned as he took my queen and held her to his lips, letting his tongue flick across her pointed crown.

"Jake," I called, "would you be a dear and help me out with this contraption?"

Jake sprang from his chair, erect cock swinging, and nearly sprinted across the room. He stood behind my, chest to my back, and brought his arms around in front of my breasts. His fingers immediately found the clasp between my tits, and as the cups fell away he brought his hands up to support the globes of my breasts. Jake's thumbs, rough and dry, flicked across my nipples, and they swelled against his touch. I moaned a little and leaned back into his embrace; his tongue traced a line down my throat, and I could feel the pulse of blood in his cock against my ass.

My tits hung free when Jake moved his hands down to my waist. He didn't return to his seat as I pondered my next play; he rested his chin on my shoulder, fingers slipping under the elastic of my panties to brush the sensitive skin around my hips, and breathed soft and warm into my neck. I caught a flash of movement across the room and looked up to see that Eliot had seized his cock in his fist and was slowly stroking his shaft, eyes fixed on my body.

I looked toward Ted's queen, biding her time in the back corner, and contemplated my revenge. Even with Jake's erection nestled against the thin fabric of my panties, I could picture five or six ways to draw her out and trap her. I pictured myself having my way with the embodiment of Ted's queen, throwing her down and lifting her skirts to expose her weeping core, and I sighed when Jake's fingers brushed my belly; I liked his touch, but it wasn't helping my concentration.

"Time, Ginger," Ted whispered, fingers tapping against the tabletop.

Fine, I thought, setting into motion one of my plans. I could see a sort of cockeyed Kazimirovich in the works if I could draw his queen out with my bishop, allowing me to sweep her up with my rook. It all depended, really, on my tits distracting Ted more than Jake's fingers were distracting me.

It didn't go quite as expected — Ted refused to be drawn into my blundering trap — but I was able to ambush his bishop and let out a little laugh as I plucked the piece from the board and help it to my lips. Ted smiled, clearly not too distressed by this turn of events, and began unbuckling his belt.

That's when Lance stepped up.

Lance had been watching the game with his elbows on his knees, cock standing up from his crotch as if it was just as interested in what was happening on the board. When Jake started undoing his jeans, Lance sprang into action, taking his place behind Ted much as Jake was behind me, helping Jake pull the denim past his hips. He knelt behind Ted, lips against the small of his back, and pulled his jeans past his ankles. Ted made no effort to dissuade Lance from this unrequested assistance; indeed, he welcomed it, reaching a hand behind himself to rest it on Lance's short black hair.

Almost immediately, Ted dispatched the knight that had captured his bishop, and he leered at me as he took the piece. Lance's hands roamed freely over Ted's belly and danced across the front of his boxers, drawing his cock into play as I had been unable to attract his queen. Ted closed his eyes and sighed while Lance reached nimble fingers through the flap in front of his shorts, disappearing inside.

Jake, meanwhile, had fallen to his knees behind me and was pulling my panties down. I gave my ass a wiggle as the flimsy fabric brushed over my skin, and then I felt Jake's hot, wet breath as he brought his mouth to my cheek. He kissed his way across my ass as he pulled my panties past my knees, and suddenly his nose was delving into the depths between the globes and his tongue was flicking out to explore my warmth. I groaned when his tongue found the cleft of my cunt, and his fingers drifted over my tuft of ginger hair to tease my lips apart.

Through a haze of arousal, I watched Lance pull Ted's hard cock through the fly of his boxers. The head glistened with a smear of pearly pre-cum, and the shaft quivered under Lance's fingers. When Lance moved around Ted and pulled the stiff penis into his mouth, Ted let out a groan that was matched by my own, triggered by Jake's fingers finding my clit while his mouth opened me from behind, hot and wet. Jake made hungry, grunting noises as he devoured me, and I bent double, stretching my arms across the table and almost knocking the pieces from the board.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, moving my feet apart to give Jake's tongue more access to my quivering cunt, "whose move is it?"

"Yours," Ted croaked. I peeked through the hair that was falling into my eyes to see his head thrown back, eyes to the ceiling, with his hands resting on Lance's head. His hips were moving back and forth as he gently fucked Lance's face; I could hear the wet, slurping sounds of Lance's tongue sliding up and down Ted's shaft.

"Well, fuck," I said, my hand flopping around near the board. I think I moved a pawn, and I think it was even a legal move, but I have no idea whether it comported with any sort of strategy. Ted, for his part, paid no attention to the board; his hips moved faster while Lance dug his fingers into his ass.

I felt a gentle tap against my cheek, and turned my head to find myself face to weeping eye with Frank's cock. I turned my eyes up to see Frank standing by the table, hips thrust forward and hand gripping the base of his shaft, balls in his palm, a hopeful smile on his face. His boldness was admirable, and I rewarded it by reaching out with my tongue to circle the velvety ridge and taste his salty musk. Frank leaned closer, and I sucked the head between my lips as the first quivering wave of climax raced through me.

Ted grunted and stepped backward, releasing Lance's head. He tugged his shorts down and kicked them free, and stood with his cock in his fist. I was struck at how apt Ted's CheckMeChess handle was: Ted was indeed big, in every way. He was tall, he was broad, he had legs like tree trunks and arms like telephone poles. And his cock ... oh god his cock. In my line of work, I see a lot of buff guys in the nude, guys who spend every minute they're not on set working out at the gym, and to a one they're torsos always overshadow their pricks, which can't help but be eclipsed by the pecs and abs they've spent a lifetime cultivating. Not so with Ted: that hunk of flesh, glistening wet with Lance's spit and throbbing within his firm grip, was more than proportional to his overall size.

"I want to fuck you," I heard Ted growl, and for a second a feeling almost like fear shot through me. You want to fuck me with that? I thought, staring at the thick, slick pole.

But then I realized he wasn't talking to me — he was talking to Lance, who had fallen back on his heels, gasping for breath. Ted bent down and took Lance by the shoulders, bringing him to his feet, and then pushed him roughly toward the table as though Lance weighed nothing at all. Lance landed beside me with a thud, rattling the chessboard, his prick pointing skyward, while Ted loomed over him, fingers probing between Lance's legs.

I popped Frank's cock out of my mouth and gasped, "In my bag — there's lube in my bag!"

While I took Frank's cock back between my lips, Ted pulled my bag out from under the chair and rifled through it. He emerged with a bottle in his hand and a grin on his face, and began slathering both his pole and Lance's ass with the thick goop that poured out when he tipped it.

I heard a gasping sound behind me and looked over my shoulder toward the door. Celia, the cute little barista, stood with her back against the door, staring at the scene laid out before her. She had a shocked smile on her face and her hands down the front of her pants. When I caught her eye, she blushed, and then doubled down on the vigorous rub she was giving herself.

Eliot was standing next to Frank, his long, narrow cock twitching between his fingers. A smear of cum around the ridge gave away the fact that he had already let fly with a blast of jizz; my eyes followed a stream that trickled down his belly, cooling as it fell. He moved his cock toward me, and I took it in my hand, sliding the slick spend between my fingers as I stroked.

Jake pulled his face away from my ass, but before I could protest the cool breeze that blew across my wetness, he had replaced his tongue with his cock. He held my hips and thrust into me, pushing me up onto the table. I groaned around Frank's cock as Jake filled me, his thick cock pushing past the point of resistance. He found a firm, steady rhythm, pounding me so the table rocked beneath me.

Lance's ass and balls shone with the lube Ted had generously smeared all over him, and Ted's cock dripped with slickness. I watched in astonishment as Ted probed at Lance's puckered hole, gradually opening him with his fingertips, and then prodded the entrance with the wide head of his cock. He pushed against Lance, firm and steady, under the velvety head cleared Lance's sphincter, and Lance moaned beside me. Lance's cock pointed at the ceiling and quivered as Ted pushed on, sinking deeper inside Lance's ass. Ted took Lance's cock in his fist, which was shiny with lube, and stroked the shaft as he fucked Lance with increasing vigor.

Frank let out a warning grunt, mumbling, "Oh fuck, Ginger, I'm gonna ..." before erupting in my mouth with a flood of spunk. I swallowed hungrily, licking at the rivulets that escaped my lips, and then Frank staggered backwards, cock still dripping with spit and cum.

I heard the slap of Jake's palm against my ass before I felt it, and then the pleasant burning sting spread across my skin. He slapped again, and again, in time with his thrusts; I could picture the red glow he was raising on my skin, and wondered if it would still be visible when I took the stage that night. If not, it might be worth getting Camille to give me a few spankings before the show — I thought that a healthy scarlet bloom across my ass would like nice on stage. My cunt gripped Jake's cock, squeezing around his shaft as another climax shook me.

Lance was moaning, his fist stroking his shaft as Ted pummeled him. I propped myself on my elbows so I could lick Lance's balls, my chin grazing Ted's groin as he thrust against Lance. Eliot stroked his shaft beside me, and I leaned over to give his cock a lick as well.

Jake's thrusts grew harder, and his palm pressed between my shoulder blades, holding me against the table. I tried to push my hips back against him to meet his thrusts, but with my feet coming off the floor with the power of Jake's pummeling, I wasn't able to get any leverage. All I could do was lie with my tits against the table, nipping with my teeth at Lance's thigh and Eliot's cock, while Jake hammered me. My clit throbbed as a wave of climax shook me again.

Lance suddenly let out a roar and arched his back, and I turned my head to see him send an arc of cum flying high into the air. It splashed down on his chest in a thick puddle while his hand continued to milk every drop it could force up his shaft. Ted pulled his cock free with an audible pop and held Lance's balls in his fist as he let his own stream loose, the spunk clinging to the hair on Lance's belly.

"Oh fuck," I heard behind me, and I turned my head to see Jake's face flushed and sweaty as he thrust against me. He closed his eyes and stepped back, resting his cock between my ass cheeks and emptying himself against my back while he moaned.

I let myself drop onto the table, shivering in the afterglow of the waves that had crashed through me. Eliot was seated again, with Celia on his lap facing me, one leg free of her jeans as she straddled Eliot's lap. They were both moaning softly, eyes closed, and I smiled at the beautiful sight.

Ted leaned down to kiss my lips. His tongue poked and prodded, finding some of Frank's jizz that lingered on my teeth, and I reached out weakly to graze his cheek with my fingertips.

"It's still your move, Big T," I said, nodding with my head at the board beside me. Most of the pieces had toppled over, a few having clattered to the ground with the force of the fucking, but somehow the black king still stood amidst the wreckage, Ozymandias of a carnal catastrophe.

"I resign, GeneJ_69," Ted said, running a finger down my spine and spreading Jake's still-hot jizz across my skin. "I know when I've met my match."


Crammed at the Christmas Craft Fair


"You've got to help me out, Vickie," my sister said, nervously flicking green yarn across her knitting needles. We were at the Happy Hipster Coffee Shop, me sipping a cortado and nibbling at my avocado toast while Jennie knitted, because that's what she does. All the fucking time.

"I don't see that I have to," I said, looking over her shoulder at the barista, James. In the summer, he wears black sleeveless t-shirts that show off the coiled snake tats that run from his shoulders to his wrists, and sometimes I like to imagine what other ink might be hiding under his clothes — fire-breathing dragons? pirate ships? flaming skulls? It's winter, though, and he's wearing an old red wool sweater with a lot of holes in it, but not nearly enough holes to reveal the secrets of the gallery that is surely adorning his naked skin. I need to find a way to get him alone and undressed, because I want to show him how much I appreciate art ...

"Please? This is really important to me! You can make it your Christmas gift to me!"

I sighed. To be fair, it was just two weeks now before Christmas and I hadn't even started thinking about Jennie's present. It would probably end up being a bottle of cheap wine with a funny label from the corner liquor store, and a couple of gas station candy bars I would pick up on the way to Christmas Eve with our folks. Jennie would give me a scarf, or hat, or mittens, something that she knitted and that I would pretend to love and then stuff into the bottom drawer where unused hats, dead vibrators, and photos of ex-boyfriends go until I dump it out once a year and feel really good about the psychic weight I've lifted for about a week or two.

"Fine," I said, sipping my cortado while deciding that James almost certainly had a full back tattoo of a wolf howling at the moon, and I wanted nothing more than to run my tongue over its fuzzy muzzle. "What do I need to do?"

"Hardly anything at all, and that's the beauty of it," Jennie said. "No one ever goes to the Denikin Depot holiday bazaar, it's just an excuse to do an extra open studio Saturday."

"Brad invited me to catch a show at the Radon Trap on Saturday, so I'm not sure how free I'm going to be ..."

Honestly, I wasn't interested in the Radon Trap show — it was a post-rock noise band that used power tools to create dissonant drones while the lead singer chanted French poetry — but I was a little interested in Brad, who had showed some impressive oral skills a couple weeks ago. I can separate the musical taste from the tongue if it's good enough.

"It's all over at three o'clock," Jennie said, "three thirty at the latest with cleanup. You'll have most of the afternoon and all night ahead of you."

"Or," I said, giving my cortado glass a swirl and swallowing down the last drops of bitter coffee and milk, "I could grab an extra shift at Hostess From Hell, Olive said she might have to call in sick ..."

"Fine," Jennie said, slamming her knitting down and glaring at me from under her little red and green cable-knit beanie hat. She always sold a bunch of them at Christmas fairs. "Cover me at the Denikin Depot and you can keep a third of the take."

"Half."

"You are such a fucking bitch ..."

I smiled at her over my little glass of mineral water — I love the Happy Hipster because they never forget to serve mineral water with their cortados — and batted my eyelashes. I am, indeed, a fucking bitch, especially when I can get some leverage over my big sister. Who is, let us not forget, the fucking bitch who chopped off my Barbie dolls' hair, ratted me out to mom and dad when I spent the night at my high school boyfriend's house instead of the sleepover that was my cover story, and confiscated the dime bag my college roommate gave me before Thanksgiving break "for my own good" (and I have it on good authority that the bag went up in smoke when she got together with her boyfriend on Black Friday that year). So this fucking bitch is going to take as high a cut as she can get.

"Okay," Jennie said, picking up her knitting again and starting to click her needles together. I must have made her drop a stitch, though, because she scowled and backpedaled for a minute. "Forty per cent."

"Or ... you could let me take the Hibernation Drink Works gig instead ..."

The whole reason Jennie wanted me to run her table at the Denikin Depot bazaar was that she had scored a spot at Hibernation Drink Works fair at the same time, when another knitwear artist had to drop out. Hibernation Drink Works, a craft brewery that specialized in unusually spiced but incredibly strong beers, was the Christmas market for a certain kind of craftsperson (the kind who sold fair trade organic hand knitted red and green beanies, for example), in part because after a couple of those strong, spicy beers, customers were willing to part with a lot of cash. The Denikin Depot bazaar was in an old warehouse converted to artists' studios on the edge of downtown, and it was never terribly Christmassy, or terribly busy.

"Fifty per cent of credit card sales," she said, "and thirty per cent of cash."

"You're making me do math here ..."

"Such a fucking bitch. Fifty per cent of everything. Everything that you didn't knit, I should note."

I shrugged and finished my mineral water, then sat back in my chair.

"The surplus value of labor under the capitalist system truly sucks," I said.

#

The Denikin Depot building was in the warehouse district, on the edge of downtown, which still didn't have good bus service even though it had been getting increasingly hip over the last couple of years. The hulking buildings along the narrow streets, with semi-abandoned train yards behind them, were being converted into loft apartments, trendy restaurants, too-pricy coffee shops, and artists' studios as the actual shipping industries moved to the outer ring suburbs, abandoning the big stone warehouses for sleek modern campuses that sprawled out by the highway surrounded by barbed wire and security cameras. People called the old warehouses "brutalist," but I thought they were a far sight prettier than the monuments to true brutalism out by the interstate.

I took the G bus from my apartment and walked the six blocks from the last downtown stop to the Denikin. It was a six-storey warehouse, with big square sandstone blocks supporting its hulking shape. Blinking Christmas lights hung by hooks hammered into the stone walls, and looped around the metal sign with the building's name hanging about the rusted metal doors that faced the street. There was a Christmas tree leaning against the wall on the sidewalk, wrapped in glitter and lights, with a hand painted sign leaning on its base: "Denikin X-Mas Bazaar Bizarre" it said, with a green arrow pointing toward the door. I climbed the stone stairs, worn smooth by a century of feet, and pushed the metal door open.

The wind was blowing cold between the warehouses crowding the street, and there were a few flakes of snow in the air, so I was happy to step into the warmth of the building. I was wearing one of Jennie's hats pulled down over my ears, and my long coat, which fell past my knees, but under it I just had a skimpy red and green Christmas elf costume that barely covered my ass or kept my tits contained: if I was going to be at a stupid craft fair all afternoon, I was going to put on a little show of my own for the giggles.

Immediately beyond the door, I was faced with a choice: there was a flight of stairs leading down, with a sign that read, "START HERE" with an arrow pointing to the stairs, and a steel-doored elevator. Jennie's studio was on the third floor, and the craft bazaar was on the second floor, but I decided to follow the sign and go down the stairs.

And I'm glad that was my decision.

Before I got to the first stone landing, the delicious aroma of nutmeg, ginger, and cinnamon filled my nostrils. I took a deep breath and suddenly felt a warm Christmas cheer that I hadn't felt in years. The smells wrapped me up in a fuzzy wool blanket and patted me on the head, offering me a chewy gingerbread cookie and a glass of warm milk. I hurried down the stairs, nose in the air, following the intoxicating scent.

My nose led me down a brightly lit corridor to a red and green sign that read, "Ben's Baking Bonanza"; gingerbread men and heart-shaped cookies were hanging by red ribbons from the sign, wrapped in clear plastic. There was a tall, wide doorway leading into a room from which those delicious smells wafted. I closed my eyes, letting the cinnamon and ginger fill my senses, and then poked my head inside.

It was a room filled with ovens — big industrial ovens with steel doors, a couple of small white enamel ovens, and, in the corner, a stone oven covered with blue and white tile squares. An orange and red glow poured out of the stone oven, and there was a shirtless man in black trousers, his back turned to me, facing the oven with a large wooden paddle in his hand. I watched him watch the oven — there were droplets of sweat trickling down his back. There was sweat on me, too, and not all of it from the heat thrown off by the fire; I opened my coat and let the warm air flow across my skimpy outfit. Suddenly, he pushed the paddle onto the hearth and stepped back with a cluster of steaming brown pretzels on the wooden pallet. He turned and almost dropped the pretzels — which smelled warm and rich and yeasty — when he saw me.

"Oh, hello!" he said, raising his voice over the quiet hum of the ovens and the crackle of the fire. "Can I help you?"

He had tousled black curls, piercing blue eyes, and a little patch of hair on his chin. His hairless chest glistened in the glow of the oven, pink nipples standing out against his olive skin.

"Hi, sorry!" I said. "Um, I'm just heading upstairs and the smells were really nice ..."

"Oh, thanks so much," he said, swinging the paddle around toward a butcher-block table near the oven. With a casual flick of his muscular arms, he sent the pretzels sliding into a pile of similar bready goodness. "The bazaar is upstairs, but it doesn't start for another hour or so."

"I know," I said, fishing in my coat pocket for the vendor pass Jennie had given me. I pulled it out and dangled the red plastic card with gold lettering by the green ribbon threaded through the hole at its top. "I'm here for my sister's shop, Wooly Wonderfulness? I just thought I'd check the place out before I set up her table."

"Oh, you're Jennie's sister," he said, stepping toward me with his hand out. I took it in mine; it was calloused and strong, but also surprisingly gentle — I suppose a man who makes his living as a baker is going to have powerful and dextrous hands. "I'm Ben."

"Vickie," I said, nodding. I held his hand maybe a little too long — it was such a nice hand to hold!

"So, Jennie's not here today?" He had a somewhat disappointed look on his face.

"She got a spot at the Hibernation Drink Works market."

"Ah, so Natalie Knits dropped out of that one," Ben said, shaking his head. "A shame. And I'm sorry Jennie's not here; she always has a lot of Christmas spirit." He winked at me, as if I should understand what he meant.

I didn't, so I shrugged.

"I guess," I said. "You'll have to put up with me."

"Well, you don't look too grinchy," Ben said, looking me up and down. His eyes lingered on the gap of bare belly between my green top and red skirt. "I suppose you'll do."

"Thanks, I guess?" I said, giving a little mock curtsy. "Your baking smells have definitely given me a boost of Christmas spirit; I don't think I could possibly stay grinchy with those aromas all around me." Not to mention that sweaty chest, I thought, but didn't say.

"Thanks," Ben said. He stepped behind the table holding the oven-warm pretzels and reached up onto a wooden shelf against the wall. The muscles in his back rippled as he extended his arms. He pulled down a plastic box and set it on the table, and when he opened the lid, delicious scents wafted from it. "Cookie?" he asked, pulling a gingerbread man out of the box.

I took the cookie with a nod and a smile.

"Thanks so much," I said, and bit the little man's head off. It was soft and chewy and still a little warm. The spicy flavors — not just ginger, but cloves and cinnamon and a little hint of anise — touched my tongue and made my mouth buzz. "Oh god," I said around a mouthful of cookie, "this is delicious."

"It better be, at five bucks a cookie," Ben said, winking at me. "There are people who come to the bazaar just to take home a box of these guys."

"I don't fucking blame them," I said. Then I blushed and said, "Shit, sorry, my mouth gets a little ahead of me ..."

"No offense," Ben said. "I want my cookies to loosen tongues a little bit."

"Mine feels pretty loose now," I said, and my cheeks felt warm. "That's a damned fine cookie."

"So, I'll see you upstairs?" Ben said, closing the lid of the box of cookies.

"I suppose so," I said. "I just have to grab Jen's stuff and get set up. You'll be there with those tasty cookies in case I get hungry?"

"If there are any left over, I'll be happy to share," he said. Then he winked and turned back to the stone oven, where another batch of pretzels was ready to come out.

#

The elevator dinged at the third floor, and I looked down at my phone to see that I still had over forty-five minutes before the bazaar was officially open. I tapped the button for the sixth floor and rode up to the top of the Denikin Building, planning to take the stairs down from there to Jennie's studio and do a little exploring on the way.

The Denikin had been a big and open warehouse when it was built. Since then it had been used for a few different things — a self-storage facility, office space, a fitness club — before becoming a warren of artists' studios about ten years ago. Its history was visible in the maze of hallways and rooms and half-floors that made up its interior, cobbled together by happenstance and chance over the years.

The sixth floor seemed especially crazy. I wandered up and down the hallways, some brightly lit and some scarily dark, little half flights of stairs leading up and down as I made my way through the maze. There were murals on some of the walls: neo-classical nymphs and satyrs cavorting in forest glens, abstract lines and blobs of bright primary colors, WPA-style scenes of muscle-bound artists hunched over canvases and chiseling figures out of blocks of granite. There were doors leading to artists' studio along the way, most with samples of the artists' work taped to them, all of them closed.

Near the end of one dark hallway, I noticed golden light pouring out of a half-open doorway, so I peeked inside to investigate. It was a spacious gallery, with paintings hung on the walls in ornate gilt frames: a few large and tasteful landscapes near the entrance, then some still lifes with flowers and candles and — was that a big yellow dildo? — and finally a series of portraits, most women but some men, the nude subjects contorted into shapes more complicated than Ben's pretzels and bound by coils of thick rope, their faces shrouded in shadow.

I must have gasped when I saw the portraits, because I heard a woman's voice call from deeper inside the studio, "Who's there? This studio is not open!"

"Oh, sorry, sorry, sorry!" I called, putting up my hands before my invisible interlocutor. "I was just kind of exploring before the bazaar, I'm helping my sister —"

A woman came marching out from a space around the corner of the room I was in, tall and blonde and wearing nothing but a black brassiere and matching panties, blue and red paint smeared across her shoulders and belly. She had a small paintbrush in one hand and a riding crop in the other, and a determined scowl on her face.

"The bazaar is downstairs," she snapped; her accent sounded German, which only made her seem more menacing to me. I clutched my coat around me, covering my costume.

"Wait a moment," she said as I was turning toward the door. "Let me see that card — you are Jennie's sister, yes? With the little ... hats?"

"Knittastic Threads," I said, holding out the card. "Jennie's at the brewery craft fair, so I'm sitting in for her here. I'm Vickie."

"Indeed ..." She turned the card over in her hands, running a long, paint-stained finger along the edge, then gave it back to me. "I am Maria. I do not go to holiday bazaars. But I will see you after it is over, with my Muse."

"Lovely," I said, giving her a little curtsy that made my coat fall open a little.

Maria bent over and tipped my face up toward hers with a finger on my chin. She held her lips very close to mine, without touching, and I could feel her warmth and smell a hint of peppermint on her breath. Her ice-blue eyes held mine, and I felt hot and dizzy and more than a little bit afraid.

"Yes," Maria said, her voice a low growl. "Quite lovely indeed."

#

My knees were still shaking when I got down to the third floor, where Jennie's studio was located. My hands were unsteady with the key, and it took me two tries to get the door unlocked. When I finally got the studio open, I pushed inside, slammed the door behind me, and leaned against it, my heart pounding.

Maria terrified and aroused me at the same time, and to the same degree. When her face was close to mine, I was sure that she was going to pop me into her mouth like one of Ben's gingerbread men and chew me into tiny crumbs with her hard, sharp teeth. I was also sure that I would enjoy being devoured by her, and I longed to be swallowed down her long, elegant throat. Her promise to find me after the bazaar felt like a threat, and it made me tingle with anticipation.

Once my heart rate had settled down to something close to normal and I could breathe again, I turned on the studio lights. Jennie used the Denikin Depot studio mostly to store her supplies, preferring to do most of her knitting at home or in places like the Happy Hipster. There were shelves full of yarn in a thousand shades and textures, from the brightest reds to the deepest purples, all arranged in a neat rainbow that ran around the room. She had a heavy wooden table piled with pattern books and sample pieces: loose crochet shawls, tightly woven vests, a dozen kinds of hats, big chunky gloves in cozy earth tones.

Next to the table was a metal rolling cart piled with boxes. There was a piece of paper taped to one of the boxes with "XMAS BAZAAR" scrawled across it in red marker. I slipped off my coat and draped it over the back of the folding chair beside the table and pulled the cart away from the wall.

There was a long, narrow mirror against the opposite wall, and I used it to check out my appearance. I had to admit that I looked pretty hot in my elf costume. It consisted of a tight green top trimmed in silver and gold ribbon with a neckline that plunged between my breasts, and a little red skirt that just grazed the top of my thighs. I bent over toward the mirror, grinning at the way my tits pushed against the stretchy fabric, and then I turned and looked over my shoulder, giving my ass a little wiggle. The skirt rose perilously high, showing off the sparkly green thong I was wearing, and which matched my knee-high stockings. I wore black flats on my feet, with red and white striped candy canes on the top. I pulled a red stocking cap trimmed in white fur and topped with a dangling white pompom out of my coat pocket to complete the look, perching it on top of my curly blonde hair.

I intended to sell a ton of knitwear, and look sexy as fuck doing it.

After I locked the door behind myself, I pushed the cart down the hall toward the elevator. When I turned the corner I saw that there was someone else, also with a pushcart piled with boxes, standing by the elevator door. He was tall and slender, wearing a shiny green jacket trimmed with fur and what appeared to be a pair of tight red swim trunks that hugged his well-muscled ass. He had shiny black boots on his feet that rose above his calves, and a red Santa hat like mine on his head. When he turned at the sound of my cart, I saw curls of red hair sticking out from under his hat and the kind of smile that suggested he was on the naughty list and happy to be there. He had no shirt on under the jacket, showing me his muscular abdomen.

"Well, Merry Christmas!" he said. "It appears there's another of Santa's helpers spreading joy at the bazaar. But I like how your outfit fits you better than mine fits me."

I giggled and did a little spin with my arms spread; my tits jiggled when I came to a stop, and I gave a little bounce to make sure he noticed. The sparkle in his green eyes told me that he did.

"I think yours looks awfully nice, too," I purred, pushing my cart next to his. "It must get chilly at the North Pole with those little shorts."

"My North Pole is a lot warmer than you'd think," he said with a wink. "And you brought the temperature well above freezing with that little turn. I'm Cade — I own Wathen Waxworks."

"Vickie," I said, holding out my hand. "I'm Jennie's sister, sitting in for her today."

"A pleasure," he said, taking my hand in both of his and pressing my fingers against his lips. A tingle ran down to my toes, making a prolonged stop between my legs. "So, no Jennie this year? That's a pity."

Cade was the third person now to express remorse that Jennie wouldn't be at the bazaar this year, which puzzled me. She's nice enough, I suppose, but she never struck me as the sort of person who would make a positive impression on people — ever since we were kids she had her nose buried in a book or her knitting, and could be an island of calm no matter how stormy the social sea around her got.

"I'll do my best to fill her shoes," I said. "That's why I wore the ones with candy canes." I gave one of my feet a little twist and stepped closer to Cade; he smelled like Christmas spices and wood smoke.

"They're delightful little shoes," Cade said. "Very festive indeed."

The elevator pinged, and the doors slid open. We pushed our carts in, crowding together hip to hip in the tiny space between them. When the doors closed, he smiled down at me and put his arm around my waist, fingers resting delicately on my hipbone. I leaned into him, letting him know with the curve of my body that his touch was very much appreciated. All too soon, the elevator pinged again; I gave half a thought to letting the doors close and riding the elevator a little longer.

What I really wanted to ride was the bulge that I felt against the small of my back. When the doors opened and he pushed his cart out, he had a sheepish smile and appeared to be using the cart to conceal the candle stuffed down the front of his trunks. I smiled at the sway of his ass as he made his way toward his table and I turned toward mine.

"Catch you after the bazaar," he called over his shoulder. It wasn't a question, it was a statement of fact, and I was delighted at the liberties it suggested.

#

The bazaar was being held in a big open gallery space that looked like it was used for receptions and meetings. There were tables along three of the four walls holding all sorts of craft items: wooden cutting boards and Christmas ornaments, framed prints and jarred fruit preserves, hand blown drinking glasses and brightly glazed pottery. There were evergreen garlands and Christmas balls hung about the room, and strings of twinkling lights. It didn't have the over-the-top holiday vibe that I've seen at some Christmas markets at the big downtown hotels, but there was a delightfully festive feeling in the air. I couldn't help but feel a little giddy.

I saw Ben across the room, setting out trays of cookies, and he grinned at me and waved when I caught his eye. He had put on a red and green Christmas sweater since the last time I saw him shirtless and sweaty, but his arms and chest still looked muscular under the wool. Cade was a few tables from Ben, unpacking candles from his boxes: tall corkscrew spires, wide pillars with flowers and sea shells climbing their sides, colorful votive candles huddled together in a corner. I couldn't help but wonder which candle shape best matched what I had felt inside his trunks in the elevator; I was hoping for something like the pillars, plenty of girth but not too long, though I wouldn't be disappointed by one of the taller units, either. He must have noticed me pondering his wares, because he gave me that wicked smile and ran his fingers up the length of an especially thick candle, playfully pinching the wick. I felt more than just a tingle between my legs and had to bite my lip.

Inside Jennie's boxes, I found hats and scarves and mittens, already tagged with prices and ready to lay out for sale. There was a price sheet for custom work, some flyers about her services, and a stack of Knittastic Threads business cards. I laid everything out on the table as nicely as I could, making sure the price tags were visible. There were two plain white mannequin heads in one of the boxes, and I placed one on either side of the table, with hats on their heads and scarves on their shoulders.

Underneath a little metal cash box and credit card reader, I found a large cardboard tube. I opened up one end and gave it a shake, and out tumbled a little pile of what appeared to be tiny socks, all in various colors. I picked one up and turned it around in my hands, trying to figure out what it was for. The knitted tube was certainly too small for a foot, and it didn't really make sense that Jennie would have knitted a bunch of one-finger gloves.

I slipped a finger inside; it was soft and warm, and the fuzzy wool felt gentle on my skin. Then I noticed that there was a little pouch below the opening with a drawstring threaded through the stitches. I tugged it open and slipped it over my thumb, then made a pointing gun gesture with the pouch on top.

"You've got that upside down," a voice said, and I gave a jump, startled.

A man stood in front of me, broad shouldered and blonde bearded, wearing a white smock with silver buttons and with a chef's toque on his head. He wore a broad smile that lit up his green eyes like Christmas lights.

"What's upside down?" I asked, taken aback by meeting yet another handsome stranger. Were all the Denikin Depot craftspeople this beautiful?

Instead of answering, he took my hand and gently but firmly turned my wrist until my thumb pointed at the floor like I was a Roman emperor, sealing the fate of a defeated gladiator. Then he cupped my bag-wrapped thumb in one palm and circled my pointing finger with his thumb and forefinger, gently sliding the knitted sheath up and down while he looked into my eyes.

Suddenly I understood, and my face flushed; I must have been as red as my Santa hat. I tried to speak, but could only make a little gasping sound while my lips formed an "O".

"You look like you're close, baby," he whispered, leaning into me with his beard brushing my cheek. "Are you going to come for daddy?"

"Oh god," I gasped, snatching my hand away and tucking it behind my back. I peeled off the knitted object and dropped it on the table with the rest.

"Sorry about that," he said, smiling and clearly not in the least bit sorry, "I can be a little forward sometimes. I'm Mitch, I have the table with charcuterie boards — Mitch's Fine Meats."

"Vickie," I said, not offering my hand this time — I felt that we'd already been through that step after he mimed giving me a handy. "I'm sitting in for my sister Jennie."

"Yeah, Ben said she couldn't be here," Mitch said. "That's a shame. You're down for the bazaar, though, right?"

"Oh definitely, this has been ... enlightening."

"And the after-party?"

"After-party?"

"It starts as soon as we break down the tables," Mitch said. "Jennie's always the star of the party."

"Oh, then for sure," I said. "Anything Jennie can do, I can do better. Except knit, I guess."

"We'll see about that," Mitch said as walked back toward his table. "Jennie's an awfully talented gal."

#

According to Jennie's price sheet, the little knit cock covers were called "willie warmers," and they came in three sizes, eight colors, and two styles. One style, the kind I had innocently slipped on my finger, was closed at the end, like a condom. The other was open at the end, like a miniature neck gaiter, and was made of an especially fine and silky yarn that allowed it to be slid almost all the way down until it bunched up above the ball bag. I tried one of those on my finger, too, and absentmindedly slid it up and down, enjoying the warm, fuzzy sensation. I supposed you could actually fuck wearing that style, I mused, though you'd probably need to hand wash it afterward; I ran my finger along the bunched yarn, wondering how it would feel rubbing against my clit.

At first I was embarrassed by the willie warmers, and kept them hidden behind a pile of alpaca scarves. But people kept asking for them — they were Jennie's most popular product! — and so I put them out at the front of the table, arranged in a semi-circle from smallest to largest. The large ones sold best, but a surprising number of smalls sold, too, mostly to women who gave me a wink as they paid and dropped their wee warmers into their bags.

There were a lot more sales happening than Jennie had led me to expect, and I wasn't able to step away from the table to explore. Ben, Cade, and Mitch kept swinging by, though, with little treats for me. Ben dropped off a gingerbread cookie and a glass of milk; Cade brought me a slice of brie with golden spiced honey drizzled over it; and Mitch set out a miniature board with sliced salami, pieces of manchego, and a scattering of dried currants, then stood behind me with his broad hands on my shoulders while I sampled the offering. My senses tingled with the tastes they brought to me.

The sale flew past, and before I knew it, the overhead lights flashed to signal that the bazaar was coming to a close. Customers started filing out, and vendors started packing up their unsold wares. I didn't have a whole lot to put back into the cardboard boxes: a few scarves and hats, some mittens, and just one willie warmer, a medium sized green one with an open end. I thought about taking it for Brad, in case we hooked up that night and wanted to try something festive, or maybe just keeping it for myself. I slipped it over two fingers and folded the ball bag up in my palm while I finished putting things away.

When I looked around the room, I didn't see Ben, Cade, or Mitch anywhere. Cade's table was partially set up, with a couple of candles still standing on it, but Ben's and Mitch's displays were both gone. I sighed, a little disappointed, but decided I might as well lock up Jennie's studio and head home. Brad could be the beneficiary of the warm-up Ben, Cade, and Mitch had given me; I was definitely feeling horny after their attention and little treats.

I was just about ready to switch off the lights in Jennie's studio and lock the door, and was making one last survey to be sure everything was in order, when I heard a knock behind me. Startled, I spun around to see Ben leaning on the door frame, his hand held out to me with something resting on his palm.

"I was afraid you were going to run away without saying goodbye," Ben said. "I had to go down to the bakery and grab this special treat."

Resting on his hand was what looked at first like a braided roll, golden brown and studded with little black raisins. When I picked it up, though, I realized that its shape was much more creative: it was a short, stout cock, curved slightly upward with a bulbous head and resting on a pair of little balls made of bread, with what appeared to be wings laying against the thick shaft.

"It's a Fascinus roll," Ben explained. "He was a Roman god of luck and good fortune. Roman bakers used to use the last of their dough to bake one at the end of the day; I pulled this little guy out after my last batch of pretzels this morning."

"Wow," I said, turning the little winged penis god over in my hands, running my fingers around its little balls. "It's almost too pretty to eat!"

"But you have to eat it for the good luck to work," Ben said, stepping a little closer. "It's the only way to transfer its energy."

"The only way?"

"That's my understanding," Ben said. "And it's bad luck to turn it down."

"Well, I suppose," I said, rubbing my thumbs on either side of the shaft, feeling the smooth, egg-washed crust on my skin. "But it's awfully big. I don't know if I can finish it after all the treats you guys were bringing me."

"You look like you can handle a nice big Fascinus," Ben said. His hand rested on my hip as he took another step toward me. "You must have an appetite after all the sales you made today."

"Since you mention it," I said, "I am a bit peckish ..."

I lifted the phallus to my mouth, but instead of taking a bit I ran its bulbous head across my lips. Then I licked my way down the underside and to the balls, circling each one with my tongue. I smiled up at Ben, who looked down at me with glittering eyes and moved closer still, sliding his hand from my hip to the small of my back, touching the skin in the gap between my top and my skirt.

And then I lifted the phallus to my mouth and took tiny, gentle nibbles along the shaft, barely breaking the crust, before opening wide for a hearty chomp that sent crumbs spilling down my chin. The bread was soft and pillowy, the crust was salty and sweet at the same time, and I closed my eyes, chewed, and swallowed.

When I opened my eyes and looked up, Ben was bending his face toward mine. He put his palm against my cheek while lifting me with his hand on my back, and I went up on my tiptoes to close the space between us. When he kissed me, he tasted of ginger and clove and creamy butter, and his tongue fluttered inside my mouth.

"God damn you taste good," he said when he pulled away to take a breath. "Like honey and cinnamon."

"It's all the tasty treats you were feeding me," I said, reaching up to run my fingers through his curly black hair. "And you're pretty fucking delicious yourself."

"I want to devour you," he said, leaning down again to brush his lips on mine and then nibble his way down my neck to my collarbone.

I tilted my head, giggling at the ticklish feeling of his tongue on my skin, and my hat almost slipped off. I used one hand to hold my hat in place and the other to run a line down Ben's chest to his belt. I looped a finger behind the leather and pulled him closer, feeling his stiffening cock through his pants against my belly. My shirt rode up, and bare skin rubbed his rough trousers.

"I'm going to eat every bite of you," he said, pushing against me so I had to stagger backward, "and go back for seconds."

He put both hands on my butt, pulling my skirt over the swell of my ass, and suddenly lifted me off my feet. I shouted in surprise, and then wrapped my legs around his torso and my arms around his neck as he carried me to the wooden table against the wall. The Fascinus bun slipped from my hands and fell on the floor, I neither knew nor cared where. With a wide sweep of his arm, he sent Jennie's pattern books crashing to the floor, and then set me gently but firmly on the tabletop, his mouth crushing mine.

I tangled my fingers in his hair as he kissed his way down my throat and into the plunging neckline of my shirt. His hands grasped my breasts through my shirt, squeezing and fondling, and I groaned, lifting my arms so he could pull it over my head. While he kissed between my tits, I unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor; Ben took first one nipple and then the other into his mouth, grazing the sensitive flesh with his teeth and sucking them deep into his mouth.

He continued kissing his way down, licking my belly, pressing his mouth against my hips, dropping to his knees in front of me and lifting my leg so he could run his tongue down the back of my thigh. I moaned and writhed as lips approached my ass and his hands reached under my skirt, fingers finding the waist of my panties and tugging down.

I lifted my ass so he could slide them off, glad that I had tidied up a little down there in anticipation of my date with brad, trimming my bush down to a narrow blonde strip that pointed right at my clit. My clit, which Ben was eying now like it was the most delectable sweet treat, licking his lips as a line of saliva dribbled toward his chin.

"You look like the most delicious little cake I've ever seen," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I need to eat this treat, lick all the cream off it, swallow every little crumb of pleasure ..."

"I'm definitely not going to stop you," I croaked. His breath on my cunt as he whispered was making me buzz, and I needed contact — firm, desperate contact.

Which Ben gave me, in spades. His lips pressed between my legs, his tongue swirled and lapped and drove into my channel while I gushed with arousal. I wrapped my legs around his neck, grabbed fistfuls of his hair, and moaned with pleasure, pulling his face tight to my cunt, eyes closed in ecstasy.

"Starting without us, I see," I heard a voice behind Ben say. My eyes flew open in surprise to see Cade and Mitch standing in the doorway, smiles on their faces as they looked at the festive display before them.

#

I yelled and grabbed at my skirt, trying to pull it down to cover my dripping snatch. Ben laughed and very gently but firmly pushed my hands away, sliding my skirt up higher. He continued to lick sloppy circles around my cunt while Cade and Mitch stepped into the studio and closed the door behind themselves.

I wrapped my arms around my tits, trying to at least cover them, but when Ben's lips wrapped around my clit and he sucked on my hard little button, I shook so hard that one tit popped free and I didn't bother trying to retrieve it. Cade and Mitch stood shoulder to shoulder, grinning at the sight of my delightful humiliation.

"I brought a present," Cade said. I noticed that he was holding a little box wrapped in silver paper in his hands. "I got them with Jennie in mind, though, so I don't know if it's the right color."

Ben's mouth on my cunt made it hard for me to talk, but I gasped, "I like presents."

"I hope you like this one," Cade said, handing the box to me.

Mitch, meanwhile, was unbuttoning his white smock. When he slipped it off his shoulders, I saw that his sleek, creamy, tan skin was covered in ink. A red and yellow fire raged across his belly, the flames dancing when he moved his body. On his chest, a spit of meat sweated above the fire, dripping with juices. Up and down one arm spun interlocking flowers and flames in blues and greens and reds, and up and down the other climbed crossed knives and cleavers. When he turned his back to me to hang his smock on a hook beside the door, I saw a black and white hog between his shoulder blades, the cuts of meat — loin, belly, shoulder, flank — written in curling script. I couldn't help but imagine myself laid out on Mitch's butcher table, my loin, belly, shoulder, and flank on display for him to take.

I tore at the paper on Cade's box and reached inside. My hand found a smooth, soft candle, curved and rounded, colored pink and purple. When I pulled it out, I saw that what my fingers thought might be a rose blossom was, in fact, a delicate carving of a vulva, lips pouting and aching for touch. I ran my finger along the waxy lips and up to the little button nestled between them, just below the wick; Ben's tongue traced a similar path on my pussy, and I had to hold the candle in both hands not to drop it.

"It's soy," Cade said, standing beside me with a hand on my shoulder, "so it burns long and cool. The vanilla and pine scents are from natural oils."

"It looks too pretty to burn," I said, turning the little wax pussy over in my hands.

"It's too pretty not to burn," said Cade. "May I show you?"

I nodded, and he took the candle from me and reached inside the box, retrieving a yellow matchbook with a red dragon on the cover, "Wathen Waxworks" written below it in Gothic script. With a flick of his thumb, he brought a flame up from the matchbook and held it to the wick of the candle. Soon the aroma of vanilla and pine filled my nose, blending with the muskier scents that Mitch was coaxing from me down below.

While Cade and I watched the candle burn, Mitch was kneeling beside Ben. He licked up and down my leg, nibbling on my calf, and then held my heel in his hand while his tongue turned circles around my toes. I giggled at the sudden ticklish pressure and then sighed when he took my big toe between his lips and sucked.

Cade held the candle close to my face and dipped a finger into the pool of melted wax forming at the base of the wick. Then he smeared the warm but cooling wax in tiny circles at the top of my breasts. It felt silky and smooth, like oil, and my nipples stiffened when the wax dribbled toward them.

Ben and Mitch were taking turns sucking my toes and licking my cunt, both making satisfied humming sounds as they devoured my body. I was a quivering mass of nerves from my hips to my toes, each stroke of a tongue and scrape of a tooth pushing me closer to climax. My arms hung over the edge of the table as I lay back and savored the sensations. I knew when it was Mitch eating my cunt, because I could feel his beard against the inside of my thigh, smooth and soft; and I knew when it was Ben from the flat-tongued, urgent licks that ran from my asshole to my clit and back down.

Cade held the burning yoni high above my belly and looked into my eyes. His green eyes sparkled in the candlelight, and a wicked smile curled his lips.

"This might surprise you," Cade whispered, his free hand gently stroking my breasts, working my nipples with his thumb. "Just relax and you'll love it ..."

Cade tilted the candle, and I watched a silvery thread of melted wax descend from the delicate vulva in his hand. When it struck my belly, hot and shimmering, I cried out, lifting my legs so fast I almost knocked Mitch — or was it Ben? — from his place at my trembling cunt. But as the wax cooled, becoming dense and smooth on my skin, I relished the warm glow that spread across me.

"More," I whispered, tilting my head back to look up at Cade's smiling face.

"As you desire," he said, tilting another cascade between my breasts.

Cade played with the height of the candle: when poured from on high, the wax landed warm and silky; with his hand closer, it was hot and slippery when it struck me, making me gasp. He smeared the oily wax across my breasts and belly, making me shine like a Christmas star.

The wax on my breasts and the tongues at my pussy were too much, and I felt the express train of orgasm rushing at me. I pulled my feet up, hands on my knees, head thrown back, and screamed with abandon as the train slammed into me.

I must have lost consciousness for a moment, because when I opened my eyes, I saw Mitch standing between my feet and Ben at my side, his fingers joining Cade's in swirling the creamy wax across my skin. Mitch was unbuckling his belt and unbuttoning his trousers, and I licked my lips with anticipation as I watched. When he slid his pants past his hips and down to his knees, I let out a laugh: Mitch was wearing a willie warmer, but not like any of the willie warmers I had sold at the bazaar.

Mitch's was grey and tightly stitched, the tube an elephant's trunk with pink and grey ears at either side of the base, covering much of the curly blonde nest in which his cock rested. It was one of the open-ended warmers, and I could see a thick purple head emerging from its protective cover, weeping a pearly drop of pre-cum.

"Jennie gave it to me last year," Mitch said as he stepped out of his trousers and pushed them aside. "Do you like it?"

"It's ... a lot bigger than the standard sizes," I said, my eyes going wide. Mitch took his shaft in his hand and slid the wooly sock up and down, exposing more of the purple head. It was a big warmer, but it was a tight fit — Mitch's cock more than filled it out.

"She does really good custom work," said Mitch.

"I ... I had no idea ... I mean ... Jennie?"

Ben laughed beside me and tweaked my nipple; the cooling wax felt good on my skin. "You didn't know?" he said. "How could you not know? Jennie is a certified freak!"

"I look forward to the Christmas bazaar every year just for our after-party," Cade said. I looked over and saw him casting off his elf jacket and then sliding down his red trunks. He was wearing a willie warmer, too, a bright green one with a red and white wreath around the base. His thatch of red pubic hair curled around the fabric wreath, lending it an especially festive appearance.

"Do you remember when the Real Beard Santa crew visited a couple of years ago?" Ben said. He was undressing, too, revealing a willie warmer styled after a Santa Claus suit, crimson red with a little black belt around it, the belt's gold buckle on top. His rising erection stretched the knitting, and I could see glimpses of his olive skin through the stitches.

"She pulled the world's longest Christmas train," Cade said with laugh. His fingers were dragging the cooling, oily wax through my strip of pubic hair, making knotted braids. "It was the filthiest polar express in history."

"And how about the peppermint massage oil last year?" asked Ben. His fingers joined Cade's, spreading the oily wax over my pussy lips and prodding my channel with a finger. "My cock tingled for a week after she rubbed it all over me."

"Oh my god," I moaned, partly from this revelation about Jennie, and partly from the sensation of Ben's fingers probing me. My thighs fell apart, and I lifted my ass to give his hand better access. "My sister's a sex freak?"

"The freakiest," said Mitch. He was standing between my thighs now, his elephant trunk cock level with my pussy. "When we found out she was ducking out this year, we were worried that you wouldn't be into our kind of celebration."

"My sister's a sex freak," I whispered to myself. When I closed my eyes, I could see Jennie bent over the table I was lying on, ass out and eyes glassy with joy, as a line of bearded Santas took their turns behind her.

"I'm glad you're almost as freaky," said Cade, drizzling another stream of wax into my belly button and then dipping his finger into it like I was a fondue pot.

"Almost?" I said, holding his gaze with mine.

"Well, to the best of our knowledge," Mitch said. His finger was one knuckle deep into me, gently pressing into the wall of my vagina. "So as far as we know, you've never pulled a Christmas train."

My brain was buzzing with images of Jennie on her knees, surrounded by cocks, hands and mouth busy on their shafts; and also of our refrigerator at home covered with Jennie's art projects, Jennie's report cards, Jennie's essay contest award certificates. Jennie the golden girl, Jennie the most likely to succeed, Jennie fucking a long line of real beard Santas ... and some switch inside me sent a surge of energy through my body. I was just as smart, just as pretty, just as golden as Jennie. I just expressed my gifts differently.

And, goddamn it, was just as freaky, if not more.

"Choo choo, motherfucker," I said, reaching up to stroke Ben's cheek, slick with my juices. Then I reached between my legs and felt for Mitch's cock, the smooth head damp with his dribble of pre-cum and the elephant trunk sheath soft and wooly.

"Choo fucking choo."

#

It turned out that the bunched up fabric of the willie warmer around Mitch's cock did feel wonderful against my clit, fuzzy and firm when he thrust into me. He couldn't get all the way in with the sock pressed against his crotch, but his cock was long enough that I was perfectly happy with his reach; in fact it was probably even better than if he'd been able to use his entire length, because that monster looked like it would hammer my cervix with every thrust and I wasn't so much into that sensation.

While Mitch fucked me, I lay back on the table and took turns licking and sucking Cabe and Ben. I rolled their willie warmers down their shafts to reveal their knobs, and I enjoyed the feeling of fuzzy wool on my chin as I gobbled their cocks. They tweaked my nipples and ran their fingers over my oily, waxy skin while Mitch pistoned between my legs, chanting "good girl, good girl, good girl" with every thrust.

I was just on the verge of another climax when I heard a woman's voice say, "I am sorry we are late, we were busy putting the finishing touches on my current painting. How can we be of use?"

I sat up, holding my Santa hat on my head, and looked over Mitch's shoulder to see Maria, the painter from upstairs, standing in the doorway. She was wearing a sheer black gown, through which I could see the straps and buckles of a leather brassiere and panties, her blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun, with black rimmed glasses perched on her nose.

Maria sashayed into the room with a delightful sway to her hips, the heels of her shiny thigh-high black boots clicking on the floor, and stood behind Mitch with her hand on his shoulder. She was tall enough to look over his shoulder, getting a perfect view of his massive cock hammering me. Mitch didn't miss a beat, continuing to fuck me with the same intensity and determination as before Maria had arrived.

Behind Maria was another woman, shorter than her, wearing a similar leather lingerie set to Maria's. She had fibrous, coarse rope wrapped around her with elaborate knots, a bright red ball gag in her mouth, and her hands were bound behind her back. A severe part ran down the middle of her short black hair, with finger waves over her ears. Maria held a black leather leash that was attached to the silver studded leather collar that this woman was wearing.

"I see that you have this situation well under control," Maria said, her icy eyes sparkling as she smiled at me.

"I'm ... doing my best," I panted, propping myself on my elbows and holding Maria's stare while Mitch fucked me.

She licked her lips and ran a hand over Mitch's chest, tweaking his nipples between her fingers. Mitch's movements suddenly became erratic, the rhythms of his thrusting gone wild. I wrapped my legs around his waist and tried to pull him closer, but Maria held him back, the fingers squeezing his nipples twisting and turning, raising a red glow across his chest.

"Oh fuck, Maria," Mitch grunted, "stop that, I'm going to ..."

"Are you going to come, Mitch?" Maria hissed with her mouth close to his ear, but her eyes still on mine. "Are you going to fill her greedy little pussy with your seed?"

"I don't ... I don't want to come yet," Mitch said, his eyes pinched shut in concentration. Maria bit his shoulder while pinching his nipple, then ran her fingers down his belly. She had long, blood-red nails that curved menacingly, and she scraped the flames inked on Mitch's stomach.

"That's a shame," Maria said.

Her hand slid over Mitch's groin and cupped his balls. When she squeezed, she gave me a malicious smile, and Mitch shuddered as he erupted in orgasm, flooding me with his cum. I groaned, feeling my own climax so close and yet not close enough, and I bucked my hips in frustration as I felt Mitch's cock soften inside me, his thrusts turning into weak and trembling shivers until he slipped free, a drizzle of jizz leaking out of me as his cock came loose.

"Damn you, Maria," Mitch panted, "you're such a bitch."

"I know," Maria said, wrapping her fingers around his shrinking shaft and pulling the soggy elephant trunk covering over its length. "That's why you love me."

She pushed Mitch out of the way and approached my still spread legs, her eyes on my dribbling pussy. She rested her hands on my belly and looked into my eyes.

"He probably called you a 'good girl' while he fucked you," Maria said.

"Maybe ..."

She ran her hand along my wax-shiny tummy and through my thatch of hair, stiff with the candle droppings and the churned froth of my juices. A fingernail ran up my outer lips and I gasped in spite of myself, shivering at her touch. I no longer felt my climax as close I as I did when Mitch was fucking me, but I did feel the empty yearning he stirred inside me with his cock. I needed to be filled and fucked.

I looked left and then right, hoping Ben or Cade would step up to the task, but they were frozen in place, either mesmerized by Maria or terrified of her. Or both — I was certainly both, but also frustrated and hungry and desperate to be fucked.

"Muse!" Maria suddenly yelled, giving the leash in her hand a shake.

The woman with the ball gag stepped toward Maria, taking tiny steps; I looked down to see that her feet were bound, too, giving her only an inch or two of freedom. Maria used the leash to pull her face close, licking her from chin to ear, and then spun her around so she stood between me and Maria. I saw as she turned that there was a leather satchel lashed to her hands; Maria yanked a knot, and the bag fell with a clatter to the floor.

"If you are a 'good girl,'" Maria said, stooping down to retrieve the satchel, and then shrugging off her gown so it fell in a shimmering pool at her feet, "then you should sit on Santa's lap and let us know what gift you would like."

She unzipped the bag and reached inside to retrieve a long, black dildo and a tangle of leather straps. While Maria worked with the straps, buckling them around her waist and thighs, I stared at the dildo with a mixture of fear and arousal. It looked almost like a billy club, jet black and merciless, with a rounded head and a shiny shaft. Maria snapped it onto a plate on the harness so it jutted out from her crotch like a rampant cock, and she stroked it with her hand, purring.

"Ben, Cade, make yourselves useful," Maria said with a wave of her hand, and then unclipped the Muse's leash. "We need to put the Muse up on the table and help your 'good girl' onto Santa's lap."

Ben and Cade hurried over to Maria's companion, lifting her up onto the table beside me. The coarse rope binding her arms to her sides brushed my naked shoulder, and I shivered when she turned her head to look at me. The gag in her mouth forced her lips into a surprised "O" shape, but there was something bright and manic and scarily joyous in her eyes.

Ben took my hand and guided me down; when my feet hit the floor, my knees buckled, and Cade caught my arm to keep me from falling. I leaned into him, and his wool-wrapped cock brushed my thigh. His willie warmer felt warm and a little damp from my spit. I unzipped my skirt, which was a little damp from Mitch's cum, and let it fall to my feet; I was wearing nothing but my little red hat and green thigh-high stockings now, which made me feel even more naked.

Maria had seated herself on the folding chair and thrown her legs wide like a man taking up all available space on the bus. She wore a smirk on her face as she looked at me, and was casually stroking her dildo. The black silicone rod shimmered with the oil she had harvested from my belly to apply to the shaft.

I was terrified of Maria, and of her obsidian rod. It looked hard and cold and powerful, like something that could impale me and just keep going, rending me in two. I was also extremely aroused, with an aching need to ride her dong. I approached her, throwing my shoulders back to make myself look and feel bigger, and stopped a few inches from her, our knees almost touching.

"And what do you want for Christmas, little girl?" Maria asked, wiggling her dildo at me.

"I want," said, reaching out a to grab the dildo, "to ride your cock until I come."

Maria gasped in surprise when gripped the shaft and slid my hand up over its tip. It was softer than I expected, almost flesh-like, and warm from the friction of Maria's hands. I stepped closer to her, passing a leg over her knee, and leaned against her, pressing my palms against her leather-bound breasts. When our lips touched, I tasted cloves and cinnamon, and felt fire surge through my blood.

Then I lifted off my hat, set it on Maria's head, turned my ass toward her, and slowly lowered myself.

Maria tilted her hips and guided me onto her shaft, hands on my thighs as I seated myself on her lap. I leaned forward, toes on the floor, and wiggled until her dildo was seated firmly in my pussy, and then I began to ride her.

All eyes were on me: Mitch's, Ben's, Cade's, the Muse's. And Maria's too, I imagine, those icy blue eyes fixed on the back of my neck as I slid myself up and down her shaft. The guys were stroking their cocks in time with my movements, the heads swollen and glistening.

The Muse squirmed in her seat, shifting from side to side, a look of exquisite frustration in her eyes; she seemed to be trying to free her hands and pull her thighs apart, but the ropes were too tight. Part of me wanted to take pity on her, lean forward and undo her knots and then bury my face between her legs; but when I looked into her eyes, I saw a sparkle that told me that this was exactly the delectable torment she desired.

Ben came first. He stepped up to me, his fist a blur on his red willie warmer, and held his cock against my left tit. The first splash was warm and slick, reminding me of Cade's dripping wax, and it dribbled off my nipple like a teardrop. The second landed between my tits, and I ran my finger through the pearly puddle and brought it to my lips, savoring its salty tang.

Cade stepped up next, holding his cock close to my face. I guided it to my mouth, running my tongue around the purple ridge, and stroked until he let out a cry and exploded. I caught most of it, but some dribbled down my chin when he stumbled backward. Maria dug her fingers into my hips and raised her ass, driving the dildo deeper into me.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Mitch said, stroking my sweaty hair with one hand while he pulled on his cock with the other. His hand felt warm and strong, and I leaned into it.

"Do you think I'm a freak now?" I asked, winking at him.

"Absolutely," he grunted, the head of his cock pressing into my belly.

"Am I as freaky as Jennie?"

"Freakier," Mitch said, reaching his free hand to my tit. He pumped faster, the elephant trunk around his cock starting to fray. His cum splattered my belly, running warm and smooth toward my naval. Then he dropped to his knees in front of, put his hands on my thighs, and pressed his face between my legs.

Mitch's tongue on my clit and Maria's cock slamming inside my pussy finally sent me over the edge. I tightened my belly, trying to hold back as long as possible, then erupted with a roar. I caught the Muse's eyes as I came, looking deep into their inky depths; I fell into the black wells of her eyes, my mind tumbling and spinning while my body shivered against Maria's lap. Even around the ball gag in her mouth, I could tell that the Muse was laughing with vicarious joy.

#

It was a week before Jennie and I could get together again at the Happy Hipster Coffee Shop, which was probably for the best: I could barely walk for two days after the Christmas bazaar at the Denikin Depot, and I had some feelings to process as well.

Jennie was already there when I got to the shop, sitting on the couch in the corner and knitting away on a green and red scarf with one of her cable knit hats pulled over her ears. I picked up my cortado, soda water, and avocado toast at the counter without Jennie even noticing I had arrived, she was so focused on her knitting. She startled when I sat down across from her and dropped a brown envelope and a little white box on the low table between us.

"The cash is here," I said, tapping the envelope. "I saw my half of the credit card receipts hit my checking account yesterday, so we're squared up financially."

Jennie picked up the envelope and peeked inside, then slipped it into her coat pocket.

"Thanks so much for filling in for me," she said. "I hope it wasn't too much trouble."

"Oh, it was ... interesting. You weren't entirely up front about the gig, though."

"No?" She cocked an eyebrow at me. "I can't imagine what I missed ..."

"Everyone there was sorry you weren't at the bazaar," I said. "Especially Mitch, Cade, and Ben."

"Oh, you met those guys! Aren't they great?"

"And Maria."

"Maria?"

"The painter with the studio on the top floor. She's got a Muse?"

"Oh. Uh huh. Maria ..."

Jennie's face was looking a little pale, and I was enjoying the way she squirmed. She reached for her knitting and started nervously clicking her needles together.

"She said to say hi. The Muse didn't say anything, but I think she would probably say hi, too, if there wasn't a ball gag in her mouth."

Jennie really turned pale at that, and looked down at the white box on the table. I sipped my cortado.

"Yeah, the guys had some presents for you. So I brought you this."

I pushed the box toward Jennie. She set down her knitting again and opened it with trembling fingers. I took a sip of my mineral water, and then picked up the warm cortado glass. Jennie pulled the gifts out and laid them on the table beside her scarf.

First, there were three gingerbread men, bound together with a green ribbon and sprinkled with coarse sugar crystals; they smelled delicious. Then she set Cabe's half-burnt yoni candle down, the blackened wick standing tall and proud in a smooth pool of cooled wax; a few droplets of wax had trickled down the vulva's lips, looking a lot like mine did after Mitch left his deposit. And finally she took out Mitch's elephant willie warmer, or what was left of it; some of the stitches had fallen out, the trunk was twisted like a pretzel, and the big pink ears were askew. I had taken it home and washed it by hand in cold water, letting it hang in the shower to dry, but it still smelled like sex when I held it to my nose. Which I did quite frequently when I wanted to remember the festivities, and when I lulled myself to sleep with the help of my fingers and one of my plastic boyfriends.

"Well," Jennie said, holding the bedraggled elephant delicately between her thumb and forefinger. "This looks like one of mine ..."

"It's Mitch's," I said. "I thought maybe you could tighten it up a little bit."

"Oh, um ... maybe I'll just make him a new one."

She let the willie warmer drop to the table, and I reached out and stuffed it in my pocket. If she wasn't going to keep, then I certainly would.

"What do you think of your gifts?" I asked.

"They're ... interesting? Um ... the candle looks a little used ..."

"Very well used," I said. "But it's got some life in it still."

"The cookies look good, though."

"Oh, they are. Very good. I liked the baker, too."

"I'm not sure I understand ..."

"Does 'Real Beard Santa Christmas Train' mean anything to you?" I asked, smiling at her over the lip of my glass.

Jennie went from pale to snow white at that, and her fingers shook too much to pick up her knitting.

"Oh shit," she whispered. "Vickie, I ... I can explain ... it was ..."

"Peppermint lube?"

"Oh shit," Jennie said, holding a hand to her mouth. "Oh shit, did ... did you ... ?"

"Choo choo, motherfucker," I said, leaning back in my chair with a look of triumph on my face.

I told her the whole sordid tale, leaving in every filthy detail I could remember, including how I thanked Mistress Maria with my mouth between her thighs and my hand on her slippery dong. How I pulled a second train around the virtual Christmas tree, on my hands and knees on the table with my ass in the air and my head resting on the Muse's belly, who lay quivering perpendicular to me as Mitch, Cade, Ben, and Maria took turns pounding me. How we all snuck down the service elevator afterward and sat in Ben's kitchen, enjoying the warm glow of his ovens and eating a couple dozen gingerbread cookies — all that fucking was hungry work.

"Oh my god, Vickie, I'm so sorry," Jennie said, snapping the head off a gingerbread man and daintily nibbling it.

"Don't be, I'm not," I said.

"No, I mean ... I'm sorry I missed it. I made a lot of sales at the brewery, but Mitch, Cade, and Ben are my real Christmas cheer — I should have had you take the brewery gig." She turned her face away from me and dabbed at the corner of her eye.

"Well, I'm never going to miss another holiday bazaar at the Denikin Depot, I can promise you that," I said.

"We ... have one for Valentine's Day," Jennie said, turning her face back to me. A tear trickled down her cheek, but she wore a big smile with some gingerbread crumbs on her lip. "Maybe you'd like to help out at that one, too?"

I swallowed the last of my cortado and picked up my avocado toast.

"Let's pull the love train together," I said, and took a big bite.


Crossing Swords with the Fencing Club


"Girls don't fence saber."

That was the first thing Malcolm said to me, on the first night of fencing club, when we were all gathering by preferred weapon — epee, foil, or saber.

"Women fence saber," I said with a scowl. "And you'd better believe I'm going to hand you your ass at the first bout."

It was maybe not as elegant a challenge as if I had taken off my silk glove to slap him across the cheek and called him a "blackguard," but it got his attention. And also the attention of the rest of the saber team — Trevor, Gary, and Conner. They snickered, rolled their eyes, and told Malcolm he was going to be beaten by a girl.

"Woman," I corrected him. "He's going to be soundly and thoroughly beaten by a woman and beg to go back to foil."

I didn't get to make good on my promise for two weeks. Until then we had dry land training — lots of squats and lunges, mountain climbers and star jumps, no hands on weapons yet. A big part of the dry land training was weeding people out: a half a season in the co-ed fencing club was a requirement for getting on the competitive team, so the whole thing was funnel shaped — take anyone with a passing interest into the club and gradually work through the chaff to the wheat. Since I was a top fencer on my high school team — saber, of course — and took the regional championship my senior year, I was absolutely a hard wheat berry. The four other sabers had already competed on university's team — Malcolm was a junior, the rest were sophomores — and were pretty much guaranteed a shot; as the only freshman saber, and one of only seven girls who came for the first club night, I had to prove my worth.

When the night of the first practice bout came around, I was more than ready to show Malcolm how women — or at least this woman — fence saber. Saber is different from the other weapons: you score blows across the whole blade, not just the tip, and you can score with blows to the head, not just the jacket, which calls for a different style and strategy. Saber is fast and furious, all about power and speed — there's grace, too, like in foil and epee, but very little subtlety. Saber fencers tend to mirror the style in their personalities: loud, assertive, boastful.

In high school, I was the tallest girl on the team, and I used my height to dominate on the fencing piste. At five foot ten, I was tall as the other saber fencers in the club — a little taller than Gary, a little shorter than Trevor, the same height as Malcolm and Conner — so I wasn't going to have the advantage of height. And from what I saw in the dry land training, they were as strong as or stronger than me, so I wasn't going to dominate with power. But I was sure that I was equally as fast as any of them, and also a whole lot smarter.

The first half of the session was mostly standing around in our jackets and breeches, masks under our arms, sweating while we waited our turn. The foil and epee fencers had the first go on the piste, while the five of us saber fencers stood around and watched. When Malcolm and I finally had our bout, most of the other fencers had already left — it was just the sabers and a handful of others curious to see what saber was all about.

When it was our turn, I was only too happy to put on my mask and step onto the strip, even though I was drenched with sweat under the heavy canvas jacket and breeches. The lights in the gym were like little suns, though the mesh of my mask cut the glare somewhat. We saluted, took our positions, and waited for Gary, who was refereeing, to call a start to the bout.

Malcolm came on heavy with a series of wild cuts that were easy to block; I took a few steps back, letting him think I was on the run, and then cuffed him with the edge of my sword against his mask. Gary called a point for me, and we went back to our starting positions.

Two more times Malcolm tried the same strategy, if you can call it that — trying to dominate the girl with speed and strength, and getting whacked in the head because he wasn't thinking defensively. It was actually kind of funny. Gary was chuckling into his sleeve, and I could see Conner and Trevor smiling at Malcolm's rising pique.

On the third attack, Malcolm seemed to be trying something more subtle, standing his ground to draw me in. I acted like I was going to take the bait — he clearly wanted to score on my mask in revenge — but when he took a wild swing at my head, I parried it with a graceful flick of my wrist that turned into a jab that connected with his chest. I could hear his muffled swearing from inside his mask while Gary and Trevor laughed out loud.

I let Malcolm have one scoring cut against my shoulder, and then on the final attack I mimicked his aggressive start, making myself a whirling blur of flashing sword as I charged. He stumbled back, almost tripping over his own feet, flicking his saber to try to block my furious blows, until I finished with a cut against his shoulder.

When Gary called the last point — "Bout to Renee," he shouted, then whispered "She kicked your ass, Malcolm" — I took off my helmet, my long blonde hair sticking to my face in sweaty strands. I grinned at him and saluted with my weapon. Malcolm took his helmet off, too; his face was flushed and he was breathing hard, but he was smiling, too.

"I guess girls can do saber," Malcolm said.

"Women," I corrected him again.

For the next hour, the five of us took turns dueling and refereeing. The rest of the onlookers cleared out shortly after our second match, between Conner and Gary, leaving just the five sabers. At some point we stopped keeping score, and even allowed for some definitely non-regulation moves. Since we didn't have the electric lines attached for scoring like we would in a tournament, we were able to do some jumps and spins, goofing on the most dramatic "Star Wars" and "Pirates of the Caribbean" fights. The fancy moves were typically less effective than garden variety cuts and jabs, partly because they were an easy way to reduce yourself to laughter.

Malcolm also got a little frisky when we had bouts, with more than few points scored with the tip of his saber leading square on one tit or the other other, and then lingering longer than was necessary. Not that I could feel his blade through the heavy jacket, of course — but the thought of it grazing my tits was exciting enough. Honestly, I didn't make a lot of effort to parry those jabs, and a couple times I closed to grapple with him and let my blade slide gently down his chest when I retreated.

We weren't the only ones getting a little touchy, though. I noticed that Gary made swipes at the other fencers' thighs and asses — definitely outside of regulation target zones — and let out a laugh when the flat of his blade connected with a smack. Conner wiggled his ass when swatted, and returned the favor with the flat of his sword.

Trevor finally called an end to the practice, which had devolved into silliness, when he did a face plant trying to do a flying spin like Yoda in "Attack of the Clones." Gary was on the piste with him, and when Trevor fell, he put his foot on Trevor's back, held his saber over his head, and intoned, "I am your father, Trevor — call me 'daddy' and we will rule the galaxy together!"

"That was fun, Renee," Malcolm said while we were packing up. "Even if you did cheat."

"How did I cheat? I kicked your ass fair and square."

"Well, you weren't cheating, exactly; you just let me think you were some girl who couldn't fence — and then you kicked my ass."

"Your prejudices are totally on you, dude," I said. "I told you women fence saber, and I proved it."

"Touche," she said with a grin.

As we headed toward our respective locker rooms, I heard Gary mumble something to Trevor, who shot me a wary glance and then bent his head closer to Gary. Conner stopped to listen in, and I strained to hear their whispering.

"You guys got some secret you're not sharing?" I demanded.

"Oh, no, no big deal," Conner said, his face suddenly red. "Just a little post-bout banter ..."

"They're talking about the circle jerk," Malcolm said from behind me.

"The what?" asked.

"Jesus, Malcolm!" Conner exclaimed. "Why did you have to say it out loud?"

Malcolm shrugged. "Sometimes we work out the extra adrenaline after a good practice with a good wank. I don't think it's that big a secret — heck, we let Rod from the foil crew join once last year."

"Sounds like fun," I said, feeling my pulse quicken. "Count me in."

"No way!" Gary shouted. "Girls can fence, but they can't ... um ..."

"What, you think girls don't jerk off?" I asked. "Let me assure you, we definitely jerk off, usually because guys don't know what they're doing and it's our only chance to get off."

"Not that," Gary said, turning bright red. "I mean, girls don't ... um ... you know ... come ..."

"You think girls don't come?" I said, and laughed. "Maybe they don't come around you, Gary, but under the right circumstances, we definitely come."

The others laughed, and Conner came to his rescue. "I think he means girls don't shoot jizz. The circle jerk is a competition — the last man standing wins. If we can't tell if you came, how will we know if you're out?"

I laughed and said, "Believe me, if I come, you'll know it — I'm a screamer. I've been known to squirt, too." I winked at Gary, and he looked away.

"It still doesn't seem right," Gary mumbled. "This is a guy thing."

"It's a saber thing," Malcolm said. "Except for Rod sometimes, and Dan if he's interested. And Renee is saber — she kicked all of our asses tonight at least once. If she thinks she can kick our asses in the after-practice competition, I say we let her. It would make it extra spicy."

Now it was my turn to blush. I had been half joking about wanting to join in their circle jerk; the workout did make me horny, and so did the goofing off, and the talk about the circle jerk was definitely getting me a little wet, but this seemed like an awfully big line to cross. But it was also a team thing, a competition thing, and something that girls aren't supposed to do, all big reasons for me to give it a go.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I said, "Count me in. You didn't stand a chance on the piste, and you don't stand a chance in the locker room, either."

"Awesome," said Malcolm. "Meet us in the men's shower in five minutes. Bring a towel."

My heart was pounding and my head was buzzing as I hurried into the women's locker room. I was equal parts terrified and excited about what was to come.

The summer before, I had gone to a two week fencing camp, where I was one of only four girls doing saber. Only one of them, Becky, was a match for me — she was almost as tall as me, a little bit stronger, and a lot faster. Our bouts were a sight to behold — fast, aggressive, and sweaty, with lots of shouting and swearing.

And so were our sessions after the bouts. It started in the locker room after one especially heated melee, when she grabbed my ass coming out of the showers and I grabbed her tit in response, and continued to the locked supply closet when we were getting too aroused to be in public. Soon it was a nightly thing — we would slip off after the evening practice, bruised and sweating and horny as fuck. Becky had a monster of a strap-on, a big golden dong that she called Excalibur, and we took turns banging each other into quivering goo with it.

At our last bout, I beat Becky, but she fucked me so silly with Excalibur that I was walking funny for three days. I told the coaches that I had twisted my knee, but actually Becky had hit some nerves deep inside my pussy with that beautiful dildo that made me see stars with every step, equal parts pain and pleasure. After camp, Becky left for the College of Saint Anthony downstate; a big part of my plan to get onto the competitive team as fast as possible was so I could get another rematch with Becky, and with Excalibur.

In the women's locker room, I hung up my jacket and breeches, tossed my helmet in my locker, and stripped down to skin. When I glanced at myself in the mirror over the sinks, I liked what I saw: I was sweaty, with my hair a tangled mess and tits shining; my face and chest were flushed, and my nipples stood out almost painfully hard. I slipped a hand between my legs and felt my clit buzz against my palm; I was maybe a little too turned on, and ran the risk of blasting off at the first stroke. I wondered if it would be considered cheating to rub out a quick one to take the edge off, and decided that it probably was unsportsmanlike; instead I hopped under a cold blast of water from the shower and didn't come out until the goosebumps were coursing up and down my arms and legs and I was shivering from the chill. I grabbed a towel to wrap around myself and hurried across the hall to the men's locker room.

I found the guys standing in the shower room, towels around their waists, nervously chatting and glancing around. When Malcolm saw me, his face lit up with a huge smile.

"You're a little late," he said, "I was worried you were getting cold feet."

"What, and miss another chance to win?" I said. "I just wanted to rinse off, I was feeling a little sweaty."

"I thought ladies glowed instead of sweating," Gary said with a smirk.

"Oh, I sweat," I said. "Buckets of it — makes me all slippery and shiny."

Gary blushed — he seemed like he was pretty easy to tease, and I really liked the reaction. He glanced down at his bare feet, and then over at Malcolm, who was smiling even more broadly; he seemed to like it when I was forward and maybe a little raunchy, and I wanted to get more reaction from him, too.

I took a deep breath. I had given some thought to disrobing in a sexy strip tease, dropping the towel off one shoulder and then the next, maybe giving a flash of tit and nipple before covering up again, letting the towel slip slowly with my back turned to the rest of the saber team before giving them the full reveal. But I was afraid I'd chicken out at some point in the show, and decide that revealing everything and joining in their post-practice circle jerk was a step way too far. So instead, I simply untucked the towel and let gravity take care of the rest. I was rewarded with four quite aroused and appreciative gasps.

During dry land training I had worn baggy sweat pants and a sweatshirt a couple of sizes too large. And there's absolutely nothing sexy or revealing about a heavy white canvas fencing jacket and pair of breeches. So when I let my towel fall, they got an eyeful of curves that they didn't know I'd been hiding. My wide hips and tight belly promised a ready field for plowing, and my ample tits and firm nipples begged to be squeezed and licked. I could feel their eyes lock onto the narrow tangle of blonde pubic hair above my pussy, and felt the heat rise between my legs.

I grinned at them and turned my ass toward them so they could see the saber tattoo that hugged the curve of my left cheek. It had been my eighteenth birthday gift to myself, a couple of weeks before fencing camp, and it was one of Becky's favorite features; she loved to lick the ornate grip and guard before sliding Excalibur into me.

"So, let's see your weapons," I said over my shoulder when I knew I had their full attention.

One by one, they dropped their towels, letting me assess the competition. Conner, I'd say, was fencing with an epee — long and girthy, his cock had a definite weight to it; inelegant, maybe, but brutally efficient. Gary and Trevor both had foils at their command — long and pretty, not too big around but definitely up to whatever task they were faced with.

Malcolm, though — Malcolm had neither epee nor foil, nor even really a saber. Malcolm was sporting a cutlass between his legs — heavy, thick, and dangerously curved, with a dark purple head that glistened with a drop of pre-cum. I licked my lips looking at it, imaging how it would feel sliding into my mouth, or between my legs.

"So, same rules as always," Malcolm said as he spread his towel on the floor of the shower and sat cross-legged on it, his sword standing straight up in front of him. "No pauses, just strokes. You fence your own sword until the first cum is spilled, them we swap counter-clockwise, clockwise, and face to face until the last man — or woman — is standing. Or, I guess, sitting, but not coming. Gary, have you got the lube?"

Gary sat on his towel and reached into its folds to produce a large green plastic tube. He squeezed a generous handful of thick, clear liquid into his palm and wrapped his hand round his cock, then passed the bottle to another participant. Pretty quickly, everyone's cock was hard and shiny, and when the lube came to me I was only too happy to smear it all over my pussy, making the lips slick and pliable.

We sat cross-legged on our towels in a circle, close enough that our knees were almost touching. Malcolm was on my left, Conner was on my right; Gary and Trevor were across from me, Gary next to Malcolm and Trevor next to Conner. None of them were touching their cocks yet; they sat with their palms on their knees as though meditating. I did likewise, suddenly very aware of my exposed pussy; I could feel their eyes on me, and I saw their cocks twitching.

"Okay," Gary said, "first round starts now — good luck!"

Suddenly hands were on cocks, and a faint murmur of wet stroking filled the quiet shower room. My pussy was tingling, and I covered it with my palm, sliding it slowly along the wet lips.

I looked around the circle, fascinated by the variations in technique that I saw. Gary held his thick cock gently with his first finger and thumb in a circle, sliding up and down the entire length of the shaft. Trevor had his cock in his fist and was alternating between a firm pump to the base and then a slow circle of his palm over the head. Conner had his hand turned so his thumb pointed down and his palm was facing out, and he pulled his cock over toward his right thigh while tugging it. Malcolm held his heavy balls in one hand and ran his other over his curved shaft, spreading the lube in a thin, shiny coating. I had given a few hand jobs at that point in my sexual career, but they had always been awkward and brief; the gracefulness of their masturbation was mesmerizing, and I watched closely as much to learn as to be aroused.

But aroused I was, and dangerously so. My thumb grazed my clit, and I took in a sharp breath of air — if I wanted to get off, I could push myself over the edge very quickly with some clit thrumming. But I didn't want to get off yet — I was here to win. So I focused instead on my outer lips, spreading the lube smoothly around the outside of my pussy and tugging at my pubes. I liked the way my pussy shone under the harsh locker room lights, and I smiled as I rubbed.

I heard a sharp intake of breath from across the circle, so I looked up from admiring my own pussy to see that Trevor was staring glassy eyed at my pussy and his fist was moving faster over his shaft. I slid a finger between my inner lips, pulling a strand of my nectar mixed with the lube out in a shiny thread, and brought it to my tongue. Trevor groaned and pumped a little harder.

"Like what you see?" I said after licking my finger clean.

"No talking," Malcolm said, softly but firmly, bumping his knee against mine.

"Sorry," I whispered.

But the damage was done — I had Trevor in my sights now, and I was determined to take him out. I returned my hand to my pussy, tugging at the inner lips and spreading them apart, and began to breathe harder and faster. Trevor's breath matched mine, and his hand was a blur on his shaft. I made a soft moaning sound and slid a finger inside my channel, and that's when Trevor blew his load. A thick rope of white jizz shot up from his cock and splashed against his bare chest, and he groaned while pushing his hips forward. Another jet arced across the floor, landing close to my knee.

"Fuck," Trevor muttered, sliding himself back out of the circle. Conner and Gary slid over to fill his space, and Malcolm and I pushed in closer.

"Switch," Gary said.

Suddenly I felt fingers against mine, nudging my hand away from my pussy. I looked to my left and saw Malcolm smiling at me while reaching between my legs. I reached for his cock, but I found Gary's hand already on its base. Connor tapped my knee, and I looked over to see that he had grabbed Gary's cock and his own cock was twitching in the air. I wrapped my fist around Connor's shaft and started an awkward slip and slide along its length.

I was worried that having Malcolm's fingers on me was going to be the end of the game for me, but I needn't have. He was touching all the wrong places with absolutely no strategy. One moment his thumb was prying my inner lips apart and looking for my opening, the next his fingers were circling my clit but never quite finding it. His pressure was as variable as his roaming, alternating between too light and too firm. I squirmed on my towel, trying to give him at least a little guidance by moving my hips, but he had absolutely no clue what he was doing. If we were allowed to talk, I could have offered him some tips, but as it was, I had no choice but to put up with being groped in the most unimaginably ineffective way.

The good thing about not being distracted by any pleasant sensations from Malcolm's clumsy fumbling was that I could focus my attention on Conner's cock. At first I tried to mimic his odd backwards grip, but my wrist very quickly tired at that awkward angle, so I turned my hand to a more comfortable position. I slid my hand slowly up his shaft, increasing the pressure as I went, and then danced my fingers on the sensitive head of his cock. Conner gasped at that, which I took as good feedback, so I continued with a gentle approach, barely grazing his skin with my fingertips. Conner lifted his hips up off the towel and closed his eyes — I thought that I was on the verge of taking out another competitor when I heard a grunt to my left and felt Malcolm's fingers tighten against my pussy.

I looked over just in time to see Malcolm's cutlass spew its first blast of jizz, which splashed against my knee. I squealed and twitched away, so the next shot landed on my towel instead. Gary was grinning at me while he gave Malcolm's cock long, steady strokes, milking him dry.

"Sorry about that," Malcolm whispered, running his finger through the puddle of cum on my knee.

I shrugged and smiled, feeling a little disappointed that Malcolm was out of the bout — I wanted to feel that curved monster in my hand; I had been hoping that the final match would come down to Malcolm and me. We closed the circle tighter, just the three of us now — Gary to my left, pushing my hand away from Conner's cock, and Conner on my right, reaching toward the space Malcolm's hand had vacated. I reached my left hand for Gary's cock and started to stroke.

Conner was a little more skilled than Malcolm, but not by much. He managed to get me humming again — I had been in danger of losing most of my arousal under Malcolm's inexpert attention — and I could enjoy the way his fingers found a pleasant rhythm against my lips, even if they were also incapable of finding my clit.

To be fair, though, Conner was also distracted. It appeared that Gary's success with Malcolm was no fluke — he knew his way around a cock. I liked to think that I had done most of the work for him, getting Conner close with my fairy-fingers approach, but it was clear that Gary had a different, and much more effective, strategy.

Gary had his hand wrapped firmly around Conner's shaft, sliding up and down with a steady rhythm; when he reached the head, though, he gave a twist with his wrist, pulling Conner's cock forward and causing Conner to lift his ass off his towel. He would then loosen his grip and slide his palm along the underside of Conner's cock on his way to the base so he could repeat the whole tug-and-twist maneuver again. Conner was glassy-eyed and panting, and barely moving his fingers against my pussy at all.

"Oh fuck," Conner panted, closing his eyes, "oh fuck, here it comes ..."

And come it did, in a stream of white that splashed against Gary's arm while Conner pumped his hips and grunted. Gary pointed the head of Conner's cock back toward Conner so the rest of the jizz struck Conner's chest. Conner trembled with the force of his orgasm, and fell back out of the circle.

"And so we meet at last," Gary said to me, shifting on his towel so we were knee to knee. I felt a flutter in my chest, and in my pussy, when Gary's dark eyes locked on mine.

"Prepare to come like you've never come before," I said, narrowing my eyes and reaching both hands for his thick shaft.

When Gary's fingers connected with my pussy, I gasped; he knew what he was doing. His index finger made a wide, graceful circle around my clit, slowly spiraling closer and closer like the needle on a record before landing dead center on the most sensitive spot on the tip. I lurched and groaned — it was almost too much, and I would have tried to push his hand away if my hands weren't full of his cock.

I looked around and saw that Malcolm, Trevor, and Conner were hard again, watching us intently. Conner was gently stroking his shaft with that backwards grip again, and leaning in for a better look at what Gary's hands were doing; good, I thought, maybe he'll pick up some useful tips.

"Malcolm," I said in between gasps, "can you get me some more lube?"

"Sure," he said, reaching for the tube that had been tossed aside when the circle jerk began. "For you or for Gary?"

"Oh, I'm plenty wet," I said, grinning at the way Malcolm's cock twitched when I said it. "Would you be a dear and squirt some on Gary's cock for me?"

Malcolm knelt next to Gary, his curved cock inches from Gary's, and squeezed a thick, viscous drizzle of lube out onto Gary's purple cock head and my stroking hands. I felt the lube sliding between my fingers and along Gary's shaft, wet and warming with my touch. It oozed around the crown when I brought my hands up, and ran like lava down the sides of his shaft when I brought my hands down. Gary was panting now, too, and his finger work was becoming a little less rhythmic. The lube had a fresh, clean smell that contrasted nicely with the musky odor coming off Gary's cock.

Suddenly Gary's other hand found its way between my legs, and he parted my pussy lips and pushed two fingers inside me. I gasped as he began to finger fuck me with one hand and rub my clit with the other, and I felt my belly tighten with a climax building. He leaned his face close to mine and looked into my eyes with a wicked grin.

I tried to focus on Gary's throbbing cock instead of the throbbing in my pussy. I gritted my teeth and held my breath, willing my orgasm to wait just a little longer. Damn, Gary was good with his hands, and I was starting to think that losing wasn't such a bad thing at the moment when I looked down at his cock pointing up at my face and had a sudden, naughty idea.

I took a deep breath and bent down into Gary's lap, wrapping my lips around the head of his cock and sucking as hard as I could while pumping his shaft. Gary let out a gasp of surprise, and then yelled "Oh holy fuck!" as he erupted into my mouth. His thick jizz tasted like salt and musk and victory as it hit the roof of my mouth; I swallowed and sucked until it stopped coming, and then licked his cock head clean.

"That's cheating, Renee," Gary gasped when he caught his breath. I looked up at him and smiled, a trickle of cum and spit dribbling down my chin.

"That's not what you said last week, Gary," Conner said with a laugh, "when you finished Trevor off that way."

"Excuse me?" I said with surprise. Gary's face was turning red again.

"You finished me off the same way a couple times last year," Malcolm said. "I don't remember you complaining about the rules then."

"Well, you didn't complain, either," said Gary.

"True enough," Malcolm agreed.

"It sounds like the saber crew is spicier than I could have imagined," I said. "By the way, does the winner get to come? Do I need to finish myself off?"

I still had my face in Gary's lap, and I got up on my knees, pushing my ass back with my hand between my legs. I was still wet, and my clit buzzed when I flicked it; I could probably get myself off with a few fast strokes, but I was hoping someone might offer to help.

I felt fingers pushing against mine, and I arched my back and looked over my shoulder. Malcolm was kneeling behind me, working his fingers between my folds. But, once again, doing it badly. I tried to position his hand with mine, tried to guide his fingers into my channel where I had a desperate itch that needed to be scratched, but he simply wasn't picking up on the direction.

"Holy fuck, Malcolm," I sighed in frustration. "Just use your dick, OK?"

"Really?" Malcolm asked. I could hear the eagerness in his voice.

"Yes, really; your finger technique sucks and I need to come."

"You got it," Malcolm said. I felt the head of his cock nudging at my entrance, so I pulled my lips apart with my fingers and pushed my ass back. My pussy was so wet that he slid right in, and I groaned when he filled me.

As predicted, the curve of Malcolm's cock was just right for hitting the spot inside me that was itching but couldn't be reached with my not-so-dainty but just a little too short fingers. Every time his cock head scraped the wall of my vagina, a spark ran through me until I felt an electric charge building inside me that threatened to make me explode. I closed my eyes tight and tried to hold back as long as possible.

Just as I was ready to let go with a leg-shaking, screaming orgasm, I felt something tap my left cheek, and then my right. I groaned and opened my eyes to see Conner and Trevor on either side of me, their dicks trying to find a way to my lips. The rhythmic slapping of Malcolm's hips against my ass must have emboldened them. I licked at one, and then the other, but I was losing my ride to climax with the distraction of two cocks in my face; multitasking was killing my vibe.

"Fuck it, Gary," I gasped, "get down here and suck one of these dicks."

"Really?" Gary asked. He had been sitting on his towel, gently stroking my hair while watching Malcolm fuck me and Trevor and Conner jockey for a place in my mouth.

"Really!" I yelled. "I can't suck two cocks and get fucked and get off — teamwork, for fuck’s sake!"

"You got it," Gary said with a laugh. He lay down beside me so we were cheek to cheek, and he took one cock while I took the other. I don't know if it was Conner's or Trevor's dick that ended up in my mouth, and I didn't care — I could hold the hard shaft between my lips and suck in time with Malcolm's thrusts and concentrate on the tingles that were building up again.

Malcolm held me by the hips while he pounded me. I could hear him grunting and I could feel the sweat of his belly against my ass each time his flesh met mine. I moaned around the dick in my mouth, closed my eyes, clenched my pussy, and let loose with an orgasm like I'd never had before. My toes curled, my knees buckled, and I collapsed forward onto my tits; the cock slipped out of my mouth and I roared a stream of profanity while I gushed all over Malcolm's crotch.

"Holy fuck, she is a screamer," Gary said, taking the cock out of his mouth and leaning over to kiss me on the cheek.

"And ... a ... squirter," Malcolm grunted in time with his thrusts. He pulled out of my quivering pussy and shot a warm stream of jizz across my ass and back.

Exhausted, I rolled onto my back and looked up at the cock by my face — Trevor's, it turned out — just as it unloaded onto my tits. Still sucking Conner's cock, Gary rolled toward me, lifted my leg, and spooned into me, his dick finding my slippery entrance and sliding inside. He fucked me slowly and gently while Malcolm and Trevor snuggled against me, stroking my jizz-covered tits and licking my neck.

"We need to keep doing this," I said, stroking Malcolm's shoulder, "until your finger work gets a whole lot better."

Malcolm leaned across me and kissed me lightly on the lips.

"I'm happy to keep practicing," he whispered.


Reposado Gold


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

If you liked this story, check out The Center of Attention, and the rest of the All For One and One For All collection.


All For One and One For All Volume 1


[image: ]


All For One and One For All Volume 1

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: Mashed on Moving Day, Pounded at Pirate Land, Beach Volleyball Bump, and Groped by the Garage Band


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!
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Mia's Patio Playtime

A bad potato salad leads to a good time at the cookout.

What was supposed to be a run of the mill swap for members of the Fox Run Swingers' Club turns into an exciting new challenge for Mia when Gabbie has to take a rain check and Ron invites some extra guests. Is she up to this ambitious undertaking? And are they?


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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