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The Pinball Queen's Debauch


Ipretty much owned the tables down at Zeke’s Pinball Emporium. Anytime Zeke got a new machine in – a refurbished classic Bally, a fancy new custom job like Galactic Titan Heroes, even a classic like the Williams Terminator 2 with the auto plunger and ball cannon that was cutting edge in 1991 – I was the first to try it out, and I usually had it beat on my first quarter. I could stand at the table from open to close, racking up the free games, and Zeke usually had to unplug it and wipe the high scores when I was done abusing it, to give anyone else who came along half a chance at getting on the board. If pinball machines could talk, they’d beg me when I came in, “Please, Olive don’t dominate me so hard!” and they’d purr when I was done, “Olive, you’re my daddy, come spank my flippers any time.”

It’s a good thing that my chosen entertainment typically set me back just a quarter a day, though, because my other habits were quickly depleting my bank account. I lived on avocado toast and cortados at the Happy Hipster Coffee Shop, and I had a standing weekly date with the best artist at Ink Me Baby Tattoos to work on my sleeves. I also liked to buy new studs for my nose and lip from time to time, and I had a collection of cute rings for my Princess Diana clit piercing that I added to if I found something good; I recently got a great pirate ring I wear for special occasions; it really made me say “Arr” when my boyfriend Rudy gave it a tug when he was going down on me.

Until that fucker started screwing around with Susie, the girl at the copy shop who helped him mimeograph his ‘zine. It was a real shame, too, because he had the ‘zine printed with a real old school ditto machine, blue ink and everything, and I got a buzz from the smell whenever I put my nose to the pages. Honestly, the smell was the best part of his ‘zine; even I never heard of half the bands he reviewed, I think he made most of them up.

It was the smell that gave them away when I got home the night I caught them fucking. I had just pulled a double shift at Hostess From Hell, that new diner where the waitrons dress like car hops from a ‘50s drive-in and insult the customers. I thought I looked really cute with my poodle skirt and letter jacket and was feeling horny after belittling middle-aged guys about their burger orders all night, and I had already slipped off my panties by the front door, ready to let Rudy yank the little silver chain I was wearing on my clit that day, when the smell of ditto ink hit my nose. I knew he didn’t have an issue of the zine due out for another week – he usually had to pick up an extra shift at the Happy Hipster Coffee Shop to cover the ink costs, and he’d been too deep in a fresh bag of Indica Blue with his buddy Seth to do anything but sit on the couch with a bag of organic cheese puffs and watch “Animal Planet” reruns – so right away I knew something was up.

When I pushed open the bedroom door, I saw Susie, blue ditto ink dripping down her massive tits and smeared all over her belly, riding Rudy’s cock in reverse cowgirl while she blew Seth. It was actually kind of hot – Susie has short pink hair, huge tits with pierced nipples connected by a gold chain, and a really intricate Japanese demon tattoo on her abdomen that made it look like Rudy was shoving his dick in and out of the demon’s mouth. When she bounced, the chain between her nipples rippled, and I wondered what it would be like to tug on it while riding Rudy’s face while he fucked her. I even reached under my skirt to give my own chain a tung, shivering at the way it stretched the hood of my clit.

But I was more pissed off than horny. If Rudy and Seth had invited me to participate, it would have been different – I’ve had some threesomes, foursomes, and moresomes with them a few times, and they’ve mostly been good unless there was too much Indica Blue in the prep stage, in which case both of them usually passed out after they came and I was left to either get myself off or rely on Micki or Lilith or whatever other girl from our scene had joined us. But no, they had gone and bedded Susie without checking with me first, and from the looks of the jizz drying on Susie’s tits, they had been going at it for a while. The thought that while I was flinging fries and mockery at schlubby Gen-Xers, Rudy and Seth were banging Susie on my futon, made me absolutely livid with rage.

I cleared my throat, and Seth looked over at me standing in the doorway. It took him a minute to register my presence – that Indica Blue really messes with your processing speed – but when he realized it was me, he said, “Hey, Olive! You know Susie? You wanna join in? There’s plenty of cock to go around!”

“Fuck you,” I said, straightening my poodle skirt. “And not literally.” I stormed into the room and kicked Rudy’s foot, causing him to yelp and almost slip out of Susie’s cunt.

Susie popped Seth’s dick out of her mouth and asked, “Don’t you work at Wire and Rabbit Thrift Store?”

“I haven’t worked there for weeks,” I said. “Why are you fucking my boyfriend, you blue-stained skank?”

“I’m really sorry, baby,” Rudy said, propping himself up on his elbows and looking around Susie’s ample ass while she continued to bounce on him. It sounded like the futon frame was going to need to be tightened after the workout they were giving it. “Susie had some new ink for the ‘zine she wanted to show me, and we gave her some of the new sativa blend Seth’s been testing, and we just kind of got horny.”

“You could have waited!” I yelled. “I’ve had a really long day, and maybe I’d like to get fucked, too, y’know?”

“I’d be happy to fuck you,” Seth said. Susie returned his cock to her mouth, and she sucked him hard while swiveling her hips on top of Rudy.

“Shut up, Seth,” I said.

“But you can join us now,” Rudy said. “We only just got started.”

“From the jizz on Susie’s tits,” I said, “I don’t think that’s the case.”

“Oh, that was me,” Seth said. “The new blend makes me blow pretty early.”

“Fuck you, Seth,” I said. “Again, not literally. All of you need to get out. Now. I’m tired and angry, and I don’t want to murder you all.”

“Oh shit, baby,” Seth moaned. “I’m really sorry! I just got carried away! Can I at least come first?”

“No,” I said, “you may not come first. Get the fuck off my futon before I cut your balls off.”

Rudy sighed and pulled out of Susie, his cock shining like a freshly polished vinyl record, collected his stuff, and left the bedroom. I stood with my arms crossed until Seth and Susie made their departure, too, Susie looking a little sheepish and Seth stroking his dick.

“You’d better not jizz on my rug, Seth,” I called after him, and he sighed, following Rudy and Susie into the living room where they got marginally presentable and left the apartment.

And that’s how I end up at Zeke’s Pinball Emporium at ten o’clock in the morning, still wearing my poodle skirt and letter jacket I had slept in on the couch because of the big wet spot on my futon, standing in front of the new Amazing Anaconda machine, one hand on the flipper button and one hand around my cortado to go cup. It’s not actually a very amazing game despite the name – once I had the ball up in the bumpers, it was pretty easy to keep it in play with one hand, racking up points with easy shots against the targets. The eyes of the snake in the backbox are glowing alternating red and yellow, and now and then a computerized voice rumbles, “The anaconda is on the prowl!”

By about eleven o’clock I’ve spent exactly one quarter, have racked up about a hundred free games, and I’m feeling marginally better about kicking Rudy out last night. It was really about time for me to assert myself – he was paying about a quarter of the rent, and even then rarely on time, and Susie was hardly the first skank I’d caught him fucking. Obviously, monogamy isn’t my scene; Rudy can fuck whoever he wants as long as I get a heads up, an invitation, or at least a warning, so I don’t walk in on it. Also, I really can’t stand Seth, and if kicking Rudy out is the price I have to pay to be rid of Seth, then that’s an absolute bargain.

Zeke’s arcade starts to get crowded at lunch time, when people come in for a quick game on their lunch breaks. But today hardly anyone is feeding quarters to the machines – they’re all crowded around me, watching me play one-handed, then with my eyes closed, and then with my back to the machine. I’ll admit, I’m showboating – if this was a halfway challenging table I’d have to pay attention, but it’s so obvious from the sound of the bumpers and the vibrations of the glass what’s happening that I don’t need to see the ball to keep it in play. If you played as much pinball as me, you might be able to do the same, though I’m sure you wouldn’t look as sexy doing it – I’m pretty sure that the way I swing my poodle skirt, the way I tied my long blonde hair back into a loose ponytail, the way I shift my ass back and forth while I play, is as much a draw for the crowd as my actual gameplay.

“Jesus, Olive,” Zeke says, maneuvering his beard and belly through the crowd. “Not only do you hog the tables, you make a spectacle so no one wants to play my games! I’d make more money selling tickets for folks to watch you play than I make from people dropping quarters.”

“Then sell tickets,” I say. “Just cut me in.”

Zeke makes a harrumphing noise and pushes his way back out of the crowd. A cheer goes up when I roll the score on the back box over so it’s counting up from zero again.

The crowd clears out a little after one o’clock – I guess people need to get back to work – but I’m still there, keeping that little silver ball bouncing around the table. I’ve got two days off and no real reason to go home; maybe I’ll just keep abusing the poor Amazing Anaconda machine until Zeke kicks me out.

“You planning to stay here all day?” Zeke asks, waddling back onto the arcade floor. He’s got the physique of the Stay-Puft Marshmallow Man and a ZZ Top beard, but there’s something I’ve always found appealing about him in a rolly-polly creepy stepdad way.

“Maybe,” I say. “I’ve got no place to be.”

“Everything okay at home?” he asks, and I hear more than a hint of real concern in his voice.

“Okay enough, I guess,” I say, and I concentrate on the little silver ball flying through the bumpers, even though I really don’t have to.

“You don’t convince me, Olive,” he says, putting a beefy hand on my shoulder. “I mean, you’re usually a weird pinhead chick, but there’s something in the tone of your voice that sounds off.”

“I kicked Rudy out,” I say, still watching the ball. I catch it on the end of my flipper, balance it there with a flutter of my fingers on the button, and then send it sailing to the top of the table. “I caught him fucking some chick from the copy store.”

“Aw, Olive, that sucks,” he says, rubbing my shoulders. “It’s never easy when your partner cheats on you.”

“Well, he wasn’t exactly my ‘partner,’” I say, air-quoting “partner” while the ball is spinning through the bumpers and then bringing my fingers back to the buttons to save it from falling down the drain. “More like ‘fuck buddy.’” I put a little English on the ball with a flutter on the flipper button, sending it in a gentle arc to sail through a pair of spinning targets shaped like snakes. “And the cheating was more like ‘not sharing’ – if he wants to bring some bimbo home, that’s fine, as long as he offers to share.”

“Ah, I see,” Zeke says, with his fingers pressing between my shoulder blades. I’m pretty sure he doesn’t see. Or maybe he just sees my ass, which he brushes briefly enough with the crotch of his jeans to make me think it might have been an accident. “Is this, like, a polyamory thing or something? You kids are a lot more complicated than we were in my day …”

“Nah,” I say, “it’s mostly about fucking, but there are rules, and Rudy violated them. That’s why I’m pissed off.” When the ball approaches the flippers, I hit the button so hard that it almost sets off the table’s tilt sensor, and it makes an audible cracking sound as it slams into a snake-eyed target at the top of the board. “Now I need to pick up his share of the rent – not that he was paying a whole lot – plus find a new steady fuck.”

“Huh,” Zeke says. His pudgy fingers are massaging my hips now, and I have to admit that it doesn’t feel exactly terrible. “I’ve got an idea that might help you solve both of those problems. And help out the Pinball Emporium, too. What are you doing tomorrow night?”

“Either listening to obscure bands you’ve never heard of,” I say, “or playing pinball.”

“Then here’s the plan,” he says, bending in close so his lips are practically touching my neck. He whispers into my ear, and by the time he’s done, I’ve let the ball spin down the drain between the flippers, my knees a little shaky. I have about a dozen free balls lined up anyway, I might as well sacrifice one to the dizziness I feel after Zeke tells me his plan.

When I get to Zeke’s Pinball Emporium at about ten thirty the next night, the line to get in is around the corner. It’s a mix of college students, hipster couples, middle-aged dudes in cargo shorts and hoodies, some guys still in their office clothes, mostly men, but not entirely. Zeke himself is standing at the door watching one of his employees, a college guy named Davey, who I’ve talked to a couple times about bands and beer, checking IDs and putting wristbands on people as they pay. The cash box on the folding table is stuffed with bills, and Zeke’s eyes are sparkling.

“Olive!” he calls out when he sees me. “I was getting worried you’d be a no-show, and I’d have to get Davey to stand in for you.” He tousles Davey’s sandy brown hair, and Davey chuckles nervously.

“I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” I say. I lean in to give him a peck on the cheek, and he puts his meaty paw on the small of my back. I wore black flats with my black skirt and a red and white striped button-down shirt, plus a little black leather vest that I think accentuates my tits nicely. On my head I’ve got a wide-brimmed black leather hat with a gold braid, because I want to give off a little bit of a music festival vibe. I’ve got my nicest ear and nose studs in, and for my clit ring I chose a silver bar that rubs really nicely when I’m getting doggy, which I’m hoping to get a lot of tonight. As far as underwear, I’ve decided that would just get in the way.

Just inside the door is one of the posters Zeke had printed up last night (probably at the same copy shop Susie works at). It shows a picture of Zeke’s latest pinball machine, and a clip art bikini babe hovering over it. In big letters at the top, it reads, “Exclusive pinball reveal! Super rare addition to Zeke’s Pinball Emporium!” Under the picture it says, “Come see pinball champ Olive take on Zeke’s newest machine, the ACID QUEEN! You’ve seen Olive play all our machines blindfolded with one hand tied behind her back, but can she beat the world’s toughest table while getting the ULTIMATE DISTRACTION? Tickets start at $20 for observers, $200 for distracters! ADULTS ONLY, 18+ STRICTLY ENFORCED”

“I could have given you a picture of me for your poster,” I say to Zeke, who has followed me into the arcade.

“I like the cheesy clip art,” Zeke says. “It draws the eye.”

“Whatever. Looks like you’re selling a lot of tickets.”

“Mostly just to watch,” he says, “but there are some takers for the big feature, too. You can tell by the wristbands – pink to watch, blue to touch, black for the big bucks.”

He hands me a bottle of water and guides me through the crowd in the arcade to the back room with his hand on my ass. This is the room that is usually set aside for birthday parties and other events. Today it’s set up like a poetry reading at the Happy Hipster, with rows of gray folding chairs facing a little table stocked with water bottles and potato chips. Beside the table is something large covered in a white sheet – this, I assume, must be the “Acid Queen” that Zeke is so proud of. Legend has it that Bally made it as a tie-in for the movie “Tommy” in 1975, but they only produced three because no one wanted to buy it. Their “Captain Fantastic” tie-in was a huge hit, with a picture of Elton John in platform shoes on the backglass and an innovative quad flipper system, but “Acid Queen” was the stuff of myth whispered about by pinheads in the know.

“So, do I get to warm up?” I ask, running my hand along the covered tabletop.

“Nope,” says Zeke. “The customers are paying to see you confront a legendary table for the first time, and play it while getting … distracted.”

“You mean gangbanged,” I say. “How many of the black wristbands have you sold?”

“Twelve,” he says. “But there’s an upgrade option.”

I feel a little weak in my knees, and my stomach does some back flips. Twelve? I should have told him to limit the top tier to ten or fewer!

“And I get half the gate, right?”

“After costs,” he says. “Posters, wristbands, overtime for Davey …”

“You didn’t make Davey buy a ticket?”

Zeke grins. “I’m not saying one way or another if Davey bought a ticket,” he says, “but I’ve got to pay him to check the IDs.”

He glances at his watch and says, “It’s just about show time. Why don’t you stand here by the machine and I’ll open the doors?”

I grab another bottle of water off the little table – I’m going to need to stay extra hydrated for this! – and do as I’m told, resting my hand on the sheet-covered pinball machine. It’s a big one, a little bigger than “Captain Fantastic,” which I played once at a pinball museum on a trip I took in high school – they had to unplug it and have security escort me out, I was hogging that table so hard. There’s a lot of room inside a cabinet that big to pack a lot of obstacles, and a lot of traps. I’m a little nervous – I usually like to get a visual review of a new table, at least, before I play it, and it takes me a few minutes to get into a table’s groove. I might even lose a ball or two before I start racking up the big points.

Zeke throws the doors open and announces, “Show time!”

People start filing in and filling up the chairs. I recognize a few of them from the arcade, some other pinheads that are pretty decent and some lurkers. A couple I’ve seen at the Happy Hipster sit down in the front row – he’s wearing a lumberjack plaid shirt and skinny jeans, she’s wearing a long gray sweater dress and a black beret. I scan for wristbands, and see mostly pink, with a sprinkling of blue. A tall, skinny guy I recognize from Ink Me Baby has a black wristband, and my heart skips a beat – he’s got a sweet pair of sleeves with twining snakes and flowers running from his waistband to his neck, and a Chinese dragon on his thigh that I’ve always been jealous of. This might just be the night of my life; I take a sip of my water and try to look casual.

“Okay, people,” Zeke says, stepping up to the front of the room. “Welcome to Zeke’s Pinball Emporium! This here’s Olive – “ he motions at me, and there’s a round of applause and some cheering; I do a little curtsy and smile – “who’s going to be demonstrating our newest table, the legendary Bally Acid Queen. We’ll have the table out on the floor starting tomorrow in case you want to try to top Olive’s high score – five bucks a play, it ain’t cheap to have an audience with the Queen.”

There’s a little ripple of chatter in the audience. Most of Zeke’s standard tables are still just a quarter, but there are some premium tables that are fifty cents, and a couple of custom jobs he commissioned that are a dollar a play. Five bucks is by far the most expensive play I’ve seen in a pinball arcade, but if the Acid Queen is everything the legends promise, she’s worth it.

Zeke walks over to the covered pinball machine, standing on the opposite side of it from me. “So this is how it’s going to go,” Zeke says. “First, Olive gets to familiarize herself with the Queen’s curves – and believe me, she’s got a few. Then I’ll invite the blue wristbands up. Your job is to distract her, get right up in there and pull her attention away from the game.”

One of the guys with a blue wristband, a clean-cut college kid, raises his hand and asks, “Can we touch her?”

Zeke looks over at me, and I look out at the crowd, trying to pick out the blue wristbands. There aren’t as many as there are pink ones, but it’s still a good number. “Sure,” I say. “But politely, right? Use your manners, I’m a lady.”

There’s a general giggle from the crowd, and I curtsy.

“Then I’ll invite up the black wristbands. You’ve all got a number on your wristband, randomly assigned – that’s the order, and I’ll be checking. Olive sets the limits on what you can do to her, but it’s my understanding that she doesn’t have a lot of those.”

I blush a little; true enough, limits aren’t my jam.

A guy with a black wristband – one of the schlubby cargo shorts dads – raises his hand and asks, “What if she’s out of balls before we’ve all had a turn?”

I guffaw. “Dude, I’ve got more balls than you do,” I say, and the crowd laughs.

Zeke waves his hand for quiet and says, “No customers will leave unsatisfied tonight – you paid your cash, and you’ll get your money’s worth.”

Damn right! I think.

“And at any time tonight,” Zeke continues, “if you want to upgrade your wristband, come see me or Davey and we’ll set you up.” Davey is standing at the back of the room and gives a little wave.

Then Zeke steps to the front of the covered machine and says, “And now, the moment you’ve all been waiting for – let me introduce to you, THE ACID QUEEN!”

He grabs the corner of the sheet and yanks it off to reveal the legendary table. There’s a gasp from the crowd, and my jaw practically hits the floor – she is beautiful.

The overall impression I get is of black, gold, and red – the backbox and side rails have flashing alternation red and gold light bulbs, on a cabinet of the deepest black I’ve ever seen. The backbox has a big picture of Tina Turner from “Tommy” in her Acid Queen outfit, a tight red dress slit up to her waist and red heels, tits thrust forward and muscular thighs spread wide, her hair teased out into a wild blonde mane and her skin a buffed auburn shade. Her mouth is open in a feral howl, all red lips and white teeth, and she’s holding a hypodermic needle aloft, a droplet of red liquid shooting out from the tip.

Under the glass there’s a maze of bumpers and spinners, little targets that look like Tommy the Pinball Wizard arrayed along the top. The bumpers along the inside edge pulse red and gold. Near the drain I see several holes that look like Tina’s open mouth – most appear to be kick-out holes, which will rack up points if you land in it and then launch your ball toward the flippers, but at least one appears to be a gobble hole, which will take your ball and suck it down into the guts of the machine, ending your turn while giving you a ton of points in return. I almost never see gobble holes in new games, and I’m not exactly sure how I’m going to navigate around this one.

The “Captain Fantastic” table was known for having four flippers, two on each side, all controlled by the same pair of buttons. This one has five flippers – two pairs, and then a fifth, smaller one higher on the right side. I put my hands on the side of the cabinet and there are two buttons on the right side, too – it looks like the extra little flipper has its own button. That’s going to require a little strategy, too, and I’m afraid I’m going to forget that it’s there.

“Let’s get the show on the road,” Zeke says, walking up to the front of the machine brandishing a shiny gold token. He pops it into the slot, and the machine comes to life with a loud series of bells and buzzers, lights flashing crazily. He taps me on the ass, and I step up to the machine, more than a little intimidated by this beautiful beast of a table.

I pull back the plunger, glance over my shoulder with a grin at the audience, and launch my first ball into play.

My first impression is that this is a very noisy table. As the ball tumbles down into a forest of bumpers, it explodes in a cacophony of beeps and buzzes, and the whole table vibrates. The lights around the backbox start to blink and the numbers in the score counter start to roll; this is definitely an old school analog game, the peak of pre-digital tech, and it's very tactile – like playing with one of those old-fashioned vibrators that could double as an immersion blender. My friend Janet got me one of those once at a vintage shop, and it always had me cross-eyed and coming about five minutes after I turned it on.

The flipper action is good – sensitive but not too much so; the button pushes back against my finger when I tap it. I get the ball cruising past that fifth flipper and give the extra button on the right side a tap; it zig zags off in a weird direction, and I’m a little worried that I’m not going to be able to gain control again. This little flipper, I decide, needs to be treated like my clit – not too much direct stimulation, only bring it into play if I need things to get wild. I shake my shoulders to loosen them up, and then lean into the cabinet, starting to feel the Acid Queen’s groove.

“Um, Olive,” Zeke whispers in my ear. I look up and see him hovering beside me. “We should probably get to stage two now, if that’s alright.”

I throw a glance behind me and see that the crowd is looking a little bored and restless. I don’t know how long I’ve been getting to know the Acid Queen, but apparently they didn’t come here to watch me engage in foreplay with the table. According to the backbox I’ve already got one free ball coming my way, so I make a sacrifice shot straight up the center and let the ball roll down the drain.

The machine makes a bunch of gurgling noises and blinks, then shoots a new ball out in front of the plunger. While I get ready to pull back the plunger and launch ball number two, Zeke turns to address the audience.

“Okay, it looks like Olive has got the hang of the Acid Queen, so it’s time to throw a little distraction her way. Can I get the blue wristband crew to form two lines on either side of the table? We’re about to start having fun.”

There’s some shuffling and milling about in the audience, so I wait to send the ball into the cabinet until there are two roughly even lines on either side of me, probably about twenty people in all – every one of them male as far as I can tell, most of them looking like college boys. They’re jabbing each other in the ribs, laughing and joking, but not looking directly at me even when I stare back at them.

The first pair approach me, one on either side, and I launch my ball. They’re not doing much at first – they stand close to me, kind of nervously, and I can feel their body heat and smell their breath. One of them tentatively taps on the glass, but when I shoot him a nasty look, he backs away. One puts his hand gently on my shoulder, but only a glancing touch; maybe he’s never touched a real girl before? Maybe he’s afraid of cooties? In any case, they’re not really doing anything but boring me.

Zeke shoos them off, and the next pair step up. I feel a hand against my back, slowly moving up and down. I lean into it and stretch my shoulders, trying to elicit a little more contact. The other person stands next to me and puts a hand on my waist, then reaches a hand toward my tit, grazing my vest and then snatching his hand away as if he touched a hot coal. That seems to have emboldened the hand on my back, though, because now that hand is resting on my ass; it’s not doing anything in particular, just kind of sitting there like a hunk of meat. I shimmy a little to wake it up, and I get a little sliding action on my skirt, but so far being violated while playing pinball is turning out to be less exciting than my fantasies made it out to be.

The second pair, thank god, take it up a notch. I hear a resounding smack and sting on my ash, and look over my shoulder to see a blonde-haired college boy grinning at me after giving my ass a hard slap. He timed it with a flick of the right flipper – probably unintentionally – and I watch the ball spin into one of the kick holes, where it sits for a beat before popping out, rolling toward the drain before I catch it with the left flipper and send it up into the bumper forest where it can safely bounce around for a while. The slapper continues his slapping, but now that I’m prepared for it, I can push my ass back and enjoy the sharp tingle of each blow.

Meanwhile, the other guy has undone a couple buttons on my shirt and is snaking a hand inside. He makes a happy sound when he discovers I’m not wearing a bra – based on how much fumbling he did with the buttons on my shirt, he’s probably also relieved not to have to deal with any more clothing – and he starts squeezing my tits, not exactly gently. He takes a big handful of one tit, smooshes his palm against my nipple, and bounces it up and down like he’s weighing a cantaloupe at the grocery store. I push my chest against his hand to show that I approve of his initiative, though I definitely don’t approve of his technique.

Zeke lets them go at me for a little longer than the last two pairs, probably because they’re finally doing something interesting, but I hear some grumbling from the guys still in line, and Zeke signals a change. The next pair have seen the light – escalation is key – and launch right into groping me. One grabs my chin and pulls my face toward him, and I meet his extended tongue with mine while giving the left flipper button a tap. I’m getting a hang of the table’s layout now, and I’m able to hear the ball’s hum on the board, so I don’t need to have my eyes glued on the table at all times to keep the ball in play, which is going to greatly improve my, and the audiences, experience.

I suddenly feel a breeze against my ass, and glance back to see that the dude squeezing my butt has flipped my skirt up above my waist, revealing my naked cheeks. There’s a loud cheer from the audience, and I waggle my ass at them. Finally we’re getting somewhere!

The next pair finish unbuttoning my shirt so my tits can hang free, and roll my skirt up above my waist so my ass stays exposed. One of them presses his denim-covered crotch against my ass and sneaks a hand around front to graze my landing strip. I spread my legs a little to encourage him, and he continues to work his hand lower. When his finger hits the silver bar piercing the hood of my clit, I feel his hand flinch in surprise.

“Tug it,” I whisper, giving my hips a little swivel. He does as he’s told, taking the bar between his thumb and middle finger and giving it a gentle pull, and I see stars. Just like hitting that extra flipper on the Acid Queen, engaging my clit can have dangerous and unexpected consequences. I groan out “Oh fuck!” and lean my belly against the table.

I almost tell Zeke to leave the current pair up here, because I’m pretty sure the dude tugging my clit piercing could get me to come in less than ten minutes, but he’s got a show to keep on schedule. Also, the blue wristbands must be winding down, and I’m kind of anxious to find out what the black wristbands will do – anxious in the “my pussy feels empty, please fill it” sense.

The next two go straight for my crotch, no preliminaries, jockeying with each other for access to my hole. Their fingers are insistent and not especially gentle, and pretty soon they’ve pried me open and they’re fumbling around in my channel. At least two fingers are working inside my cunt – I don’t know if it’s one finger from each, or if one lucky boy has hit the jackpot, and I don’t care, it feels delicious. I hump my hips against their hands and lean into the Acid Queen, feeling her vibrate against my belly every time the ball slams into the bumpers. If one of the boys could find my clit again, I might just come, though that could mean losing the ball I’m currently spinning in the cabinet. The backbox says I’ve got four free balls, though, so I could definitely have a toe-curling orgasm and still keep this game going.

On the next shift change, I feel hot breath on my ass; I look behind me, and I see the kid who had asked if they could use their hands is kneeling behind me, globes of my butt in his hands while he hungrily eyes my ass. He suddenly presses his face into my crack and starts working his tongue up and down from my butthole to my pussy lips, making humming noises like a dog chowing through a bowl of food. I groan and look up at Zeke – we had agreed on hands, did we agree on tongues?

Zeke shrugs and says, “Your ass, baby, so your call.”

“Oh FUCK,” I shout when his tongue flicks against my pussy lips and draws a line of moisture up between my ass cheeks. I’ve made my call, blue wristbands are definitely allowed to use their tongues.

The other guy was pressed up beside me, jiggling my tits before the ass eating started; now that tongues are in play, he licks my tits and takes my nipples between his lips. My nipples are standing out hard, wet from his spit, and his tongue draws circles around them. If I had my hands free, I’d press his face between my tits and smother him, but I’ve got the ball in a good place by the upper flippers now, working it in a triangle between them and a big target with the Acid Queen logo on it, so I have to trust my tits man to figure it out on his own. He’s doing pretty good.

When Zeke calls the change, my ass eater runs his tongue over my cheeks and up my back when he stands, and pulls my head around for a kiss. His tongue carries my musk to my tongue, and I moan a little; if I didn’t have my fingers on the Acid Queen’s flipper buttons, I’d be fingering my own flipper button, making my little silver clit bar dance.

The next two guys don’t even bother with their hands. One kneels behind me while one climbs under the table and squats between my legs, and suddenly I’ve got two tongues going to work on me. The guy in front of me finds my silver bar and knows just what to do with it. First he licks it, then he gives it a playful tug with his lips, and then he engulfs it with his mouth, holds it between his teeth, and sucks my clit like he’s just received the thickest chocolate milkshake from Hostess From Hell and he’s intent on pulling the whole thing through the straw in one gulp. My whole body lights up like the pinball machine, and I howl as a huge orgasm courses through me. The Acid Queen’s buzzers join me in my ecstasy, and I hear applause and cheers behind me.

The guy who just sucked me off climbs out from under the table and licks his way up my leg and belly, then grabs my tit and pops it in his mouth. The guy behind me is giving me gentle licks, instinctually helping to ease me down from my climax but not letting my pussy fall asleep. I feel incredibly lucky that the two best pussy eaters in line were able to join forces on me.

“You need a break, Olive?” Zeke whispers, leaning close to me. I’m slouching against the table and listlessly tapping the flippers, just juggling the ball in place; the Acid Queen has gone silent for the moment, like we’re both enjoying the afterglow. “The black wristbands are up next.”

“Let’s keep the party going,” I say, giving the flippers a slap that sends the ball careening to the top of the cabinet. The Acid Queen wakes up with a roar of buzzers and bells, and I swear the Tina Turner caricature on the backbox winks at me. The audience erupts in applause, and I start playing the cabinet hard, leaning in so close my tits almost touch the glass.

I look behind me and see that the black wristbands are forming a single file line. Some have their flies open and cocks out, stroking them up to stiffness; some are pantsless with their cocks and balls swinging free; a few are completely naked. The dude from Ink Me Baby is one of the naked ones, and I take in his long, lean body with a hungry groan; he has a roaring lion on his belly, above his shaved groin and raging boner, and he’s standing confidently, hands on his hips, eyes on my ass. Some of the pink and blue wristbands in the audience have freed their cocks, too, and are warming up to watch the show. I intend to give them their money’s worth.

The first black wristband comes up behind me – it’s the schlubby guy who was worried I might not last through the blue wristbands. I guess I showed him! I shake my ass, spread my feet, and lean into the cabinet, while he bends his knees and positions the head of his cock against my pussy lips. He gives a grunt and shoves his hips against me, cock sliding in, and I make a happy groaning sound. Some cheers and claps come from the audience as the schlub bucks sporadically against me, and I push back, enjoying his urgency.

Alas, his staying power isn’t what mine was, and he suddenly says in a panic, “Oh shit, I’m going to come! Where should I come?”

“Right where you are,” I say. “Fill me up.”

And he does, a warm pulse flooding my pussy. He quivers against me, gripping my hips, and bends forward to kiss my back.

“Thank you,” he whispers as he pulls his cock free; there’s a little splash when some of his jizz hits the linoleum floor.

“Sure,” I say, focused again on the Acid Queen. If it had been just me and the schlub, and he finished that fast, I would have been pissed off; but there’s a whole line of dicks behind him, so I’m thinking of this quickie as a mere amuse-bouche that whets my appetite for the main course, or at least a table full of tasting plates.

I don’t know if it’s the heightened excitement of the gangbang or just bad luck, but the first four black wristbands are all one minute wonders. They get their cocks into my increasingly flooded cunt, grab onto my hips, and do a few pumps before groaning and emptying their balls. They barely have enough time to build up any friction, and my pussy is so soaked with their jizz that I can hardly feel their shafts for those few thrusts. At least they’re very nice about it – the first guy set the tone with his “thank you,” and they’re all thanking me when they pull out, but my pussy is signaling that she’s more than a little bored with how this is proceeding. At least the Acid Queen is still holding my attention.

Number five, though, spices things up nicely. He lines up and slides in, then puts his hands on my ass and does some nice hip rotations. I like this change of pace, he’s hitting some spots that the last four dicks missed, and I moan my appreciation.

Suddenly he pulls out, and I’m about to scream, “Not again!” when I feel the head of his cock knocking at my back door. This is a surprise, and I’m about to tell him to get some lube if he’s going in that way, but suddenly the head of his cock is passing my puckered asshole, slippery from the last four jizz deposits in my pussy. It’s tight going, and a little painful – Rudy always used this nice vegan organic aloe lube with CBD oil that I really liked – but pretty soon he’s buried in my ass. He raises his arms and gives a victory shout that’s echoed by the audience, and he starts to pound me.

I get into the zone of being ass fucked while vibing with the Acid Queen, it’s a weirdly dreamy headspace. The Acid Queen is dancing around in my head, tits falling out of her tight red dress, and every thrust of the cock in my ass is sending a spurt of liquid out of her red hypodermic needle. I tap the flippers in time with the pounding whether the ball is there or not, and rest my head against the glass.

All too soon, though, he pulls his cock out and splashes his cum onto my back. It’s warm and sticky. He slaps my ass and says, “Thank you, Olive,” as walks away. I grunt in response.

The next two guys do a repeat performance, if a little faster: cock in my pussy to pick up some lube from the first round, cock in my asshole for some hard thrusting, jizz on my ass. To be honest it’s a little rote now, and not giving me the thrill I got from the first.

When I feel the next body approach me, I say, “Hey, can we switch it up a little and give my asshole a rest?”

I’m surprised when a woman’s voice says, “As you wish.”

I blink in shock and glance behind me, holding the ball still in the crook of a flipper. The woman with the gray sweater dress is standing behind me, but she’s no longer wearing a gray sweater dress – she’s completely naked, with a beautiful garden of green vine tattoos embracing her arms and belly, except for a strap around her waist that’s holding a jet black dildo that’s now poking between my legs. She brushes her long blonde hair behind her shoulder and smiles at me, then slowly slides the dong inside.

She makes a little gasp, which surprises me – does she have some sort of double-ended dildo that’s penetrating her as she penetrates me? – and then I see that her date, the dude in the lumberjack shirt, is standing behind her, hands on her hips, and he’s thrusting into her as she thrusts into me. He looks over her shoulder at me and grins – it’s like he’s fucking me through her, controlling her strap-on with his hips.

And he’s doing a damned fine job of it. Her dildo is longer and thinner than the dicks that have been in me so far, and it’s reaching some nice spots. She knows to reach her hand down over my belly and when she finds the bar on my clit she whispers, “I like a good piercing.” She gives it some tugs in time with her thrusts, then settles into a steady rhythm of flicking my clit while the guy hammers her pussy.

Pretty soon I’m on the verge of orgasm, and it sounds like she is, too; she’s panting against my back, and her stroking of my clit is getting erratic. But it’s the guy who comes first, announcing his climax by shouting, “Oh fuck, I’m coming!” which sets off a chain reaction as the girl with the strap-on lets out a scream, burying the dong as deep as it will go and pinching my clit, triggering my pussy to clench and let a flood of juice flow down my shaking thighs. There’s a roar of cheers and applause, and I glance behind me to see that the audience is giving a standing ovation while the guy and girl bow; when she pivots at the waist, I can see his jizz leaking from between her puffy pussy lips, and if I wasn’t currently engaged with the Acid Queen I’d run over there and lick her clean.

The next few fucks are a blur, to be honest. My pussy is a little numb from the orgasm that strap-on girl and her boyfriend gave me, and I just want to rest. I focus on the silver ball, keeping the Acid Queen ringing and buzzing, barely aware of the deposits that are being made by the men grunting behind me. Then I feel gentle hands on my flanks, and hear a voice whisper in my ear, “Hello, Olive, my name’s Brad.”

I turn my head – none of them have introduced themselves by name yet – and I’m face to handsome face with the tattooed man from Ink Me Baby. He’s smiling warmly and running soft fingers up and down my back; I can feel his cock nudging against my ass, and my pussy is coming out of her stupor, anxious to be filled by his glorious shaft.

I push my ass back against him, but Brad has different plans. He grabs me by the waist and turns me around so I’m facing him, then lifts me and gently sits me on the pinball machine. I scramble to reach for the flipper buttons, now with my right hand on the left flipper and my left on the right; my brain is struggling with this shift, and I’m barely able to save the ball from the drain.

Brad doesn’t seem to care that he’s messing with my game, though. He leans in and kisses me, hands lifting my tits, and I search for his tongue with mine. He sucks my tongue into his mouth and gives it a playful nip with his teeth; I gasp into his mouth and he puts a hand on the back of my head to pull me closer. I can tell by the sound of the ball and the vibrations it makes that I need to hit the flippers, and I tap both buttons because I’m still not sure which hand controls which.

He pushes my shirt and vest off my shoulders and pulls them free, tossing them on the floor. My tattoo sleeves are exposed, a wildflower garden on each arm in which naked fairies cavort. Brad leans in to lick me from elbow to shoulder, and my nipples harden as gooseflesh creeps up my body. His tongue is soft and warm and supple.

“No jizz on the machine!” Zeke yells. I look down between my legs and see that I’m leaking cum onto the glass. Brad smiles and bends down, extending his long, supple tongue to lap up the rivulet of jizz, and then traces that tongue over my clit, up my belly, and deposits what he’s collected into my mouth. I hungrily suck the salty, tangy jizz from a half dozen or more pairs of balls down my throat, and then Brad goes down to repeat this move, feeding me cum like a mother bird feeds worms to its chicks.

When the glass is clean except for the streaks left by Brad’s tongue, he slides me forward and rests his cock on the glass. It’s almost as long as the strap-on dildo, and a little thicker, with a dark purple vein running a lightning bolt shape down its length. At the end of his purple glans is a shiny silver ring with a pearlescent bead in the middle, and I swoon a little bit; I haven’t been fucked by a pierced cock for a long time, and by the looks of it, that bead is going to slide right along my g-spot when he gets it in me.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first time I saw you at Ink Me Baby,” he says, slipping a finger into my pussy. He swirls it around, scooping out a thread of cum that he presses to my lips and then licks clean.

“Then do it,” I say, fingering his cock ring.

He puts his hands on my ass to slide me closer, and then slips his beautiful cock into my cunt. I squeal as the ring clears my lips and then scrapes gently along the wall of my vagina, sending shivers through me. Brad starts a slow and steady rhythm with his hips, making sure the pearly bead is in contact for the entire length of his push and pull.

I’m glad that I spent a little time on the landscaping between my legs, cleaning the bush into a narrow strip with bare lips, because when I look down between my legs I have a perfect view of his shaft moving in and out, in and out, my wet pussy lips gripping his cock each time he pulls back as though begging to keep him deep inside. I can see the Acid Queen’s flippers, too, under the glass directly below Brad’s cock, and I pulse them in time with his thrusts, catching the ball on its tumble toward the drain and sending it back into the cabinet, but not high enough to strike the bumpers. The machine has gone quiet except for the roll of the ball and the click of the flippers, and the entire room seems to be holding its breath.

Except for me – I’m definitely not holding my breath. I’m panting, belly rising and falling, that ring rubbing my vaginal wall making it hard to notice anything except Brad’s cock. He speeds up a little bit, and I gasp in time with his thrusts. I wrap my legs around his waist to pull him closer, and he leans into me, one hand on my back and one on my tit, massaging and pinching. Someone in the audience starts to clap in time with Brad’s thrusts, and pretty soon they’re all joining in.

My belly tightens, my cunt contracts, and I fall back against the glass and scream while slapping the flipper buttons hard with my hands. I must have made contact with the ball, because suddenly lights and bells and buzzers are going off like a fucking alarm, and I can hear the number rollers clicking over my head. It occurs to me that the ball must have fallen into the gobble hole, that mysterious silver portal, and the Acid Queen is having her own orgasm. Something lets loose inside of me, and a flood of juice pours out of pussy around Brad’s cock, his increasing thrusts churning it into a lacy froth.

“I’m going to come,” Brad says, staring deep into my eyes. I slide off the machine and onto my knees in front of him, guiding his cock into my mouth; his ring clicking against my teeth. When he explodes inside me, sending jets of jizz to back of my throat, I hear the ball drop with a metallic thud, setting off a volley of bells. The number rollers are clicking as I fall back on my heels, jizz dripping down my chin, and I stare up at Brad’s gorgeous cock and slender body.

“That was awesome,” Brad says. “Thank you, Olive.”

“Hit me up next time you’re at the Hostess From Hell,” I say, wiping his cum across my cheek with the back of my hand. “I want to do that some more.”

“You got it,” he says, and bends down to kiss my cum-crusted lips.

I probably have half a dozen balls left on the Acid Queen, but I’m done playing pinball for now; I don’t know if I can even stand. Maybe I’ll never be able to stand again. When Brad steps away, though, I see that there are still a half dozen guys in line, expectantly stroking their dicks, and there are two more talking to Davey about upgrading their wristbands. Zeke is desperately wiping my juices off the cabinet glass with a towel; I’ll bet he can charge ten dollars a play, even if there’s water damage, once the story of my epic orgasm on top of the Acid Queen gets around, which it will.

I lie back, exhausted, arms and legs spread wide. “Okay, guys,” I announce, as loudly as I can. “Just do what you want with me, let’s get this over with.”

And suddenly it’s a dogpile, the remaining black wristbands descending on me, and some of the blue and pink wristbands, too, tossing me around like a ragdoll and seeking any part of my flesh – tits, ass, belly, neck, pussy – that they can touch. Hands and tongues and cocks caress and assault every inch of me, and I flail out with my hands and mouth, seeking cocks and balls. There are some tussles to get cocks into my pussy, and in every struggle I’m the winner, because I’m getting stuffed with dick no matter who comes out on top.

At one point I find myself straddling someone, his cock in my ass, while two cocks hover in front of my face. I trade them back and forth in my mouth, licking and stroking, then suddenly I’m being pushed backward so I’m lying on top of the man who’s fucking my asshole and the schlubby guy who fucked me first is going in for extremely slopping seconds, kneeling between my thighs. He slaps his cock against my clit, making my silver bar quiver, and then he pushes into my pussy. I groan as I’m stuffed fore and aft; I can feel their cocks rubbing together with just the thin wall between my ass and vagina separating them. Having a cock in my ass tightens my pussy, and it’s slow going for the schlubby guy to get inside. The tightness is too much for him, and after only a few thrusts he shoots off again, then pulls free and watches as his jizz dribbles out of me.

Someone pushes him aside before he’s finished enjoying his handiwork, taking his place in my pussy. While I’m getting fucked again, I feel wet warmth on my cheek and look up to see a guy with a blue wristband stroking out a load on my face. A second blast from his cock catches me on the mouth. I’m blasted from the other side, and look over to see that a small crowd is gathering in a circle around me, all of them furiously wanking. One after another they let fly with their loads, and soon my hair is a sticky mess, one eye fused shut by my jizz-coated lashes.

I laugh at the absurdity of it, my chuckles apparently enough to set off the cock that’s anchoring me. I feel the warmth flood my ass, and the man I’m lying on groans. With a grunt, I roll free, landing face down in a puddle of cum. Limp cocks surround me, sticky and shriveled and drained of their juices.

But then I feel hands on my ass, stroking my cheeks and reaching for my pussy lips. I groan and try to pull away, moaning, “Please, no more!”

“Just one more, Olive?” says the man behind me. I turn my head and see Brad squatting over my prone ass, cock hard, ring glistening.

“One more,” I sigh, lifting my hips so he can slide inside.

While Brad gently pummels me, his ring scraping the back wall of my pussy, Zeke kneels down in front of me, smiling broadly.

“Holy fuck, Olive,” he says, “this was awesome! We took in over four grand with the upgrades.”

“Half is mine,” I grunt.

“Oh yeah, you earned it! Say, I’ve got a refurbished ‘95 ‘Attack From Mars’ coming in next weekend, with a multiball feature. What would you think of doing an encore?”

I ponder for a minute; I played a broken down version of that table once at a gas station in a little town downstate, and it was pretty great. And working multiball?

“Sign me up,” I say, pushing my hips back against Brad’s cock and arching my back when his cock ring hits one of those hard to reach spots. “Let’s pack the fucking arcade.”


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 …


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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