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Beach Volleyball Bump


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Fuck you," Luna says with a groan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Convenient."

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

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

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

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

"Just stating facts," I say.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It was a dumb decision," Tracy grumbles.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"A race, then," I say.

"A race?"

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

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

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

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

"That's cheating!" I sputter.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Beach Volleyball Rematch!
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Beach Volleyball Rematch!

Dani had a big morning with the Peterson U men's volleyball team: when her St. Anthony Angels squad crashed out of the Spring Break co-ed tournament, she decided to make it a game of four-on-one and claimed her own victory on the beach (and even managed to avoid getting sand in her dainty parts).

But her competitive nature won't let the morning's game rest, and with the Angels mostly recovered from their night of partying, she's ready to win again. And with a lot of help from her squad, it's a victory the Peterson U guys won't soon forget!

Join Dani, Luna, Tracy, Bridget, Ricky, Simon, Cal, and Luke in the biggest mix-and-match volleyball romp to ever hit the court!

If you liked "Beach Volleyball Bump," you'll love "Beach Volley Rematch"!


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

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

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

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


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

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


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