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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."


Beach Volleyball Bump
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Beach Volleyball Bump

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


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


Mia's Patio Playtime
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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?


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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