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Chapter One

When you think about summer camp, there are a lot clichés that come to mind.  Swimming, canoeing, archery, games, mosquitoes...  these are all accurate (especially that last one), and I ought to know.  I’ve been the head of Camp Mazhiwe for eight years now.  Before that I was a summer camp counsellor for three.  Before that, a Counsellor-In-Training for one.  And before that, an attendee of the camp (a camper, in the vernacular) for four.  So, yeah, I’ve spent a lot of time here, and I can attest that all of the wholesome and wonderful stories you may have heard from friends (or your own children) are accurate.  But there’s another side to summer camp, certainly among the counsellors, that makes it great fun for the over eighteen crowd, too.  Because most counsellors are in that sweet spot of eighteen to twenty, when hormones are raging, and many of them are experiencing their first prolonged stays out from under their parents’ roof.  And taken together, that’s a recipe for sex.  I could tell you a lot of stories in that department, especially from my own years as a counsellor.  But I want to concentrate on just one - my seventh year at the camp, my second as a counsellor.  That summer Kyle and I were the only counsellors with previous experience, and because of that, when Arnold, the head of the camp at the time, had to take off for three days due to a burst appendix, he left us two in charge of running the orientation for the rest of the counsellors.  He has no idea what went on in his absence to this day, and I’m grateful for that.  Because that was the most fun I’ve ever had at Camp Mazhiwe.  And it was not at all in keeping with the wholesome camp activities we advertise in the brochures.

“You two know what you’re doing, right?” Arnold asked myself and Kyle.  It was the first day of orientation, and he’d already gotten some of the work out of the way, with a basic tour, before the pain had doubled him over.  He was in the passenger seat of his wife’s van, now, and she was about to drive him to the hospital.  We didn’t yet know what was wrong with him, or that he’d be gone for days, but he was putting in place his contingency plan just in case.  We were that contingency plan.  Bad move, Arnold.

“Bailey’s been here forever,” Kyle assured him.  Kyle was a gorgeous, sun-tanned Adonis, with brown hair that last year had turned almost red by mid-summer.  It was already starting to turn this year.  He was heavy into sports, and his body, packed into a camp issued T-shirt that was just a little too tight, showed it.  He was too small for a large shirt, because there wasn’t an ounce of fat on him, but his pecs stretched that medium in ways that were almost lewd.  At twenty, he was the oldest of our staff except for Arnold.  “And I was here last year,” he continued.  “We’re all good.” 

I was nineteen, older than our newbies by a year.  My hair was long and blonde, worn to mid-back.  I wasn’t the sports freak that Kyle was, but I kept myself in shape.  I always thought he and I would make a quintessential couple.  Prom King and Prom Queen if we’d both gone to the same high school and hadn’t both already graduated.

Arnold reminded us about the icebreaker games he had organized, and the chores that needed doing, the points system to divvy up those chores. 

“We got it, Arnold,” I promised, though even then I think I knew I was lying.  “Get better.”

We were ultimately going to have eight counsellors at Camp Mazhiwe that summer.  Myself and Kyle, of course, but there were also six who were technically counsellors-in-training, though we called them newbies or newbs.  They would graduate in title by the end of the first week.  For the duration of the summer we’d also acquire four full-time counsellors-in-training, aged fourteen to seventeen, but none of them were here yet, which was just as well, because it would have kept us from doing the things we ended up doing.  In fact, no one else was here that first week, except the eight of us.  Not the camp cooks, not the nurse, and not Arnold, clearly.  Just seven horny teens and one twenty year old.  And two of us with more power than we’d ever had before.

We explained what had happened to the others, told them not to worry, it didn’t change anything.  We’d still show them where we’d be staying, still play the games that Arnold had organized, still follow through with his points system.  That last was a plan he enacted each year - competitive games and sports with points awarded to winners, and the points being spent to assign chores to other counsellors.  The labour of those chores wasn’t overwhelming anyway, so unless one person ended up being assigned everything, getting everything done over the course of the first week was a breeze.

Once the summer started in earnest, each of the counsellors would be assigned a cabin with a group of campers.  But for this first week, with a perfect divide of four and four among the sexes, we were sleeping four to a cabin.  I guided my girls to ours.  We had an hour before lunch, and after that the games would begin.  For now we just had to unpack and relax.

Shannon was the first to bring up the inevitable topic:  the boys.  She had long red hair, worn in the same style as mine.  She also had tremendous breasts (in contrast to my own mid-sized ones, and Joanne’s tiny ones), and she obviously believed them her best asset, wearing shirts that would draw attention, and standing, more often than not, with hands on hips, chest outthrust.  She wasn’t standing that way now, though, had thrown herself onto her claimed cot, propping her head in one hand.  “So...  Kyle,” she said. 

“Yeah?” I prompted her.

“Holy shit.  That guy is cut.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Like, seriously.  His tits are bigger than mine.”

“They’re called pecs on a guy,” Joanne answered.  She was the smallest of us, only 5'2”, weighing, I’d have guessed, less than a hundred pounds.  She was Filipino, with dark caramel skin.  She had the cutest little overbite and wore her hair in pigtails, each tassled end touching down on one of her tiny tits. 

“Whatever you call them,” Shannon went on, “I just want to climb up one of them and plant a flag.  Claim them.”

“Good luck with that,” I told her.

“Why, he taken?  Fuck, you two aren’t a couple are you?  Sorry, if-”

“No, we’re not together,” I assured her.  Though it wasn’t for lack of trying on my part.  “We kissed once last summer.  And we went skinny dipping, so...”

“You saw that guy naked?” Michelle asked.  She was the quietest of us, and the middle ground between all our disparate looks.  Medium height, mid-sized breasts, dark hair cropped short.  I hadn’t known any of them for long, but I got the feeling she was the least experienced of our group, too, sexually speaking.  But maybe that was just the shy façade she put on.  The shy ones...  they could fool you.

“Yeah,” I chuckled.  “And if you think his pecs are big...”

“Do tell,” Shannon probed, but we were interrupted by the man, himself.  A chorus of giggles erupted as he knocked at our screen door. 

He smiled his cute and puzzled smile and I said to him, “What’s up, Kyle?”

“The guys and I were going to get a fire going.  Start some cooking.  Any specific requests?”

“Beer!” Joanne called.

It wasn’t something we would normally be allowed to do.  Not only were we technically working, but most of the present staff were legally too young to drink.  Only myself and Kyle were of age.

But Kyle chuckled and said, “Yeah, you’re not the first to propose that.  What the fuck.  It’s supposed to be a fun week, so I won’t tell if none of you do.  I’ll make a run into town and pick us something up...  we’ll all chip in for it, though, right?”

Summer camp counsellors don’t make a hell of a lot, and I knew that most of us were working to secure tuition.  Beer sufficient for eight people, especially if he picked up a few days worth, was going to run a lot.  Fair was fair.  We all agreed and he nodded, smiled and left.

As soon as he was gone, Shannon turned us back on topic with, “Yeah, I’d fuck that.”

“Really?” Michelle said.  “I prefer Steve.”

It surprised me because, while all four of the guys were undeniably cute, Steve was the least my type.  He was shorter than the others, wore glasses.  I don’t think it would be fair to call him a nerd, though the little I’d overheard him speak indicated he had an intellectual bent.  Maybe that was just Michelle’s thing.

The other two were Mark and David.  Mark had blonde hair, the same shade as mine, wore it parted to the side.  He seemed the natural counterpart to Michelle, shy and, again I was intuitively guessing, inexperienced.  David was Black, had an athlete’s build, though he was not as muscled as Kyle, having more of a swimmer’s body than a weight lifter’s.  His legs were long and toned and he had a good sense of humour that had cracked most of up already that day.

“Honestly, I’d fuck any of em,” Joanne said, shaking her head.  “Call it a summer ambition.”

“Someone’s looking to lose her virginity,” Shannon teased.

“Yeah, so?” Joanne bit back and Shannon merely shrugged. 

I had no idea if Shannon was a virgin, only technically knew about myself and, now, Joanne.  I was a virgin by definition, though I’d delivered two blow jobs and one hand job, all three at this very camp the previous summer.  None of those had involved Kyle, though I had wished they had, especially after I’d seen him that night at the lake, naked under moonlight.  God damn, that boy had the full package.  

“What about you, Bailey?” Michelle asked.  “Any unresolved fantasies you’re looking to fulfill this summer?”

I was a little self-conscious about copping to Kyle after Shannon had just made such a big deal about him.  Seemed like a bad way to begin our summer together.  “Person, place or thing?” I asked her, to dodge the issue.

“Thing?” Michelle asked.  “Thing like a situation?  Or thing like an object or a vegetable or a space alien?”

“No space aliens for me.  Situation?  I’ve always had a fantasy about being tied up.”

“Fuck, who hasn’t?” Joanne laughed.  But we were off the Kyle scent, so I was happy.   

While Kyle was still out, I got the call about Arnold’s condition.  So we knew he’d be gone a few days at this point, which, in truth, none of us really minded.  He was a nice enough guy, but the conversation in my cabin should serve to reiterate where all of our heads were really at.  The week would be more fun, from the perspective of a teenager, at least, with Arnold gone.

Kyle returned to camp thirty minutes later with four cases of beer, twenty four bottles in each.  Ninety six beer to go around eight people, and I certainly hoped nobody was planning on downing their share all that first day.  I had no desire to spend my night at the emergency room with one of our newbs and a case of alcohol poisoning.  We had keys to the kitchen, and we knew we wouldn’t have to hide anything from Arnold, so we stored them all in the fridge, next to the rest of our provisions.

Fortunately, nobody overdid it at lunch.  Still, most of us had a couple of bottles, and none of our newbs had a tolerance, so it was unsurprising that most of us had a decent buzz going by the time we were just prepping for the first game.

We went over the rules with everyone again:  here’s the list of chores that need doing.  Individual winners of a game can assign anyone any task.  For team games, the team captains could grant anyone on their team the win, and then that person could make anyone do whatever they wanted.  Our explanation probably wasn’t as clear as it could have been, because both Kyle and I were buzzed, too, but whatever.  It wasn’t the Olympics.

Before we could get started, we had to divide into two teams.  Kyle and myself were nominated as team captains, which surprised neither of us.  But before we could get into divvying up the players, Shannon blurted out, “Boys against the girls!”

“Um...” Kyle said.  “I don’t know if that’d be fair.  There’s a few games that-”

“What, you don’t think we can beat you?” Shannon demanded.

Truthfully, I knew the list of games.  I’m all for feminism, but at least a couple of those games relied on brute strength.  And, I’m sorry, but there was no way we four girls could beat those four guys in a contest that relied purely on muscle.  Especially not when one of our members weighed a hundred pounds or less.  And especially not when of their team members was Kyle.  Although, honestly, no matter who ended up where, his team was going to have an advantage in those contests.  He could probably have chosen just a single team-mate, and still beaten the other six of us.

He tried to explain again that it wouldn’t be fair, but Joanne joined in now, hollering “Boys against the girls!”

Kyle looked at me and I shrugged.  So he said, “Okay.  Boys against the girls.  First game on the list is tug-of-war over the mud pit!”

“Whoa!  Whoa!  Wait!  Tug-of-war?” Shannon demanded.  “That’s not fair!”

“Too late,” Kyle laughed, shaking his head at her.  “I tried to warn you!”

“Yeah, but-”

“Does it have to be over a mud pit?” Michelle asked.

“It’s tradition,” I told them.  The mud pit was at the far end of our camp’s central clearing.  It was in a natural depression where the grass had been worn clear, so it was muddy on its own, anyway.  But we usually enhanced it with a garden hose before one of our tug-of-wars.  “I advise you ladies to change into something that’s easy to hose off.  Like a bathing suit.”

Kyle went to run the hose, while we four girls went to change into swimsuits.  The boys didn’t bother changing, and why should they?  They weren’t going to be falling in mud.  The unlikelihood of our winning was brought up among the girls as we changed, and I conceded that we should just release the rope if it looked like we were going in...  which it most assuredly would.  Better to lose clean than to lose dirty.

By the time we got to the mud pit, the guys already had everything set up.  The heavy rope had been lain across the pit.  The hose was flooding the pit, though Kyle turned off the tap at our approach.

“Alright, ladies, time for your first defeat!” David called and although we knew it was a foregone fact, we denied it, and hurled our own smack talk back.

We did our best to apply some strategy, putting our strongest candidates at the back of the rope, Joanne at the front.  But there was no amount of strategy that was going to get us a win here.  They graciously let us count down to the start, but almost as soon as I yelled “Go!”, the outcome was clear.  We dug in our heels, they yanked, and we went sliding and cascading toward that pit.  We let go less than two seconds after we’d started, but Joanne slipped in the wet grass anyway, belly-flopping just beside the pit.  When she stood, her white bikini was plastered with dirt and stray grass blades.

“Shit!” she swore, looking down at the mess.  “Spray me down, before it stains!”

Steve was closest to the hose nozzle, so he picked it up while Kyle cranked it back on.  When the water started up, he wedged his thumb over the opening to increase the force of the jetting water, as Joanne stepped forward, arms spread wide, head turned away.  She danced in place when the water hit her, complaining about the cold, laughed out loud and covered up when Steve deliberately aimed the water at her breasts.

“What?” Steve demanded.  “You want it cleaned off, right?  I can’t clean it if you cover it!”

Which was actually true, so Joanne reluctantly spread her arms again, turning her mirthful eyes on us and cackling when the water hit her again.  Steve alternated between breasts, and we could all see the clear outline of her raised nipples behind the fabric when the spray toured lower.  When it made contact between her legs she gasped, and then ran out of its range, yelling, “Hey!  Hey!  That’s a danger zone, buddy!”

“Same logic applies!” he hollered back.  “You want the bikini to stain?”

“No, but how about I spray down your dick and see how you like it?”

“I think I’d like it!” he laughed.

We could see she was having fun, but she had a fair point about this guy she’d just met jetting water between her legs, so Steve agreed to let me do it.  I started with her back side, which barely needed spraying, then she turned her back on the rest of them while I brought the hose in close and jetted it over her crotch.  She laughed, but I saw a couple of quick gasps that I equated with pleasure, too.

“Like a hot tub!” Shannon called.

“Yeah, I may have to borrow that hose later,” Joanne joked as I finished.  Then she went back with me to join our line up of women, to await our assigned chore.

“So, what’s it gonna be?” I asked Kyle.

“You mean who’s it gonna be,” he corrected me.  “Team sport, so I pick one of my players to assign the task, right?”

“Yeah,” I confirmed.

“Alright,” Kyle said.  “David.”

“I get to do it?” David asked.

Kyle nodded.

“And I just pick one of them and I can make em do anything I want?”

Another nod.

Even before David’s request was out his mouth, I realized that his chosen wording hadn’t been entirely accurate.  By Arnold’s rules, David would now choose one of the girls and could assign her any one of the chores on the list, not command her to do anything he wanted.  But I was just drunk and horny enough not to mind, especially after watching Joanne squirm under my directed hose spray.

David said, “Alright!  Shannon!  Take off your top!”

I dropped my jaw with the others, even though I’d sensed something like this coming.

“Wait!” Michelle objected.  “He can’t do that!  Can he?  Can he make her do that?”

I saw Kyle about to say the right thing, and I didn’t want him to.  So I threw him a look and said, “I mean, we did say he could ask her to do anything he wants.”

“Yeah,” Michelle went on.  “But he can’t just - what does that mean?  Anything he wants?”

Joanne jumped in with, “What if she doesn’t do it?  What if she says no?”

Kyle was smiling, but he wasn’t quite as perverse as I was.  So he met me halfway, playing along, but taking into consideration the objections of the girls.  “I mean, we can’t fire you or anything.  It’s just a game.  So, if Shannon doesn’t want to, she doesn’t have to.  She’ll just be cheating.”

Michelle started to object again, but like I said, Shannon was proud of her tits.  And she was a little drunk, too.  So she announced, “I’m no cheat!”  And before anyone could say another word, she untied her own blue bikini top, pulling it free from her breasts, careful not to let it drape low enough to catch the mud.

There was a stunned silence that followed as everyone absorbed that it had really happened.  Every eye was on Shannon’s naked breasts, and dear Lord but they were beauties.  She was just eighteen, so they didn’t have much sag despite the fact that they were extremely large.  Her areolae were the size of silver dollars, and her nipples and the little bumps that encircled the areolae were all standing tall and pronounced atop, whether because of the cold water underfoot or arousal, I don’t know.  Maybe a little of both.  She adopted her trademark pose, hands on hips, tits outthrust.  She looked like a pornographic superhero, nothing on her body except a skimpy blue bikini bottom.

It was Joanne who broke the silence first, yelling, “Holy shit!” and then breaking down laughing again.  Then the guys were laughing and whistling, too, Shannon grinning through it all, soaking in their admiring gazes.

She yelled, “So this is how we’re gonna play?  Alright, boys, that’s fine!  But just you wait!  You’re not gonna win every game!”

I saw Mark’s face sober a bit at the thought, but for the moment they clearly had the upper hand, and for a couple of them I’m willing to bet it was their first time in the presence of a naked or half-naked woman.  I didn’t have to search hard with my eyes to see the erections already half-raised beneath their camp issued shorts.  And Shannon was right.  The boys wouldn’t win every game.  Oh, this was going to be very, very fun.


Chapter Two

We stopped for a water break after that, and a couple of the guys and one of the girls had another beer. 

Joanne asked, “How long does she have to stay like that?”

“Till the games are done,” I said.  “It’s her chore.”

“It’s not a chore,” Shannon smirked, obviously enjoying herself.

“You want me to get some bug spray on those things?” David laughed.  “Keep the mosquitoes away?”

“Absolutely not!” Shannon insisted.  And then, smirk growing, “Bug spray tastes bad.”

It took us a moment to recognize the mass flirtation she was putting out there, hinting that she expected somebody’s mouth on her breasts, and most of us just laughed and blushed at the comment when we did figure it out.  David looked momentarily overwhelmed by the notion, though, lost in the reverie of being the lucky boy, I’d bet.

In addition to divvying up chores (which we had sort of abandoned on our very first game) and being an icebreaker, one of Arnold’s sub-objectives for the day was to teach all the counsellors some of the common games we played with campers.  Most already knew how to play the next one, though, and they groaned when we brought it up:  Duck, Duck, Goose.  Basically, all the players sat in a circle.  One player was nominated to walk around the circle, touching the heads of each player in passing and saying, “Duck.”  Whenever they wanted, they then touched someone they were passing and said “Goose!”  That person would then have to get up and chase them, and if they could tag them before the first player had made one full revolution of the circle and taken the other’s former seat in it, then they scored a point.  Either way, that person was then the person assigned to tour the circle.  We decided that the first person to score three points would be the winner.

Once again, I didn’t do the best job explaining it - to you, or the others, really.  Full disclosure, I was the girl who had had that extra beer after the tug-of-war, so that’s my excuse.  Plus most of them already knew how to play.

We got going and despite slight inebriation, some strategy began to emerge.  First, we girls started picking only other girls to get up and give chase, to ensure that the winner would be one of us.  That was Michelle’s idea.  Bright girl, that one.  But Kyle called us on it, and even we had to agree it was unsportsmanlike, so from that point forward we agreed each player had to tag someone from the opposite team.  Of course, most of our team was already ahead by that point, though the boys started deliberately picking whichever girl was furthest behind, to keep one of us from emerging as winner early.  But there came a point when each of us girls had two points - the next girl to score a tag would be the victor.  With no more strategy required, Steve “Goosed” Shannon, because all of us liked watching her run around that circle with those wondrous bare breasts bouncing.  But she surprised us all by not chasing Steve around the circle, but instead lunging directly across it to intercept him.

“That’s cheating!” Steve claimed.

“No, it’s not!” Shannon insisted.  “What did Bailey say?  She said if somebody Gooses you, you have to chase them.  She didn’t say it had to be around the circle.  Maybe that’s the way the game is usually played, but that’s not the rules we were given.”

“Yeah, but...”

“Did I or did I not follow the exact rules as they were laid out?”

“I wasn’t clear when I explained things,” I admitted.

“So, I was within the rules as given?” Shannon said.

And even Kyle had to admit that in terms of the rules as they had been provided, Shannon hadn’t cheated.

“But it’s unsportsmanlike!” David said, which had already become their rallying cry whenever our team figured out a way to bend the rules to our advantage.

“Okay,” Shannon said.  “Unsportsmanlike.  Agreed.  So we won’t do it again, going forward.  Oh, wait.  I just won.”

Joanne clapped and laughed. 

“So...  do you nominate someone, Bailey?” Shannon asked me.  “Or do I get to go cuz I won?”

“Individual game,” I told her.  “It’s your go.”

“I’m so glad you said that.”  She wheeled on David.  “Revenge time.”

He looked anxious, but he nodded.

“David!” she yelled.

“Yes?”

“Stand up!”

He got to his feet.

“Now-” Shannon began, but he laughed and shook his head.

“No, no, no!” David said.  “You gave me your order.  You said, ‘Stand up!’ And I did.  So, that’s it!  I’m done!”

“That’s not fair!  I won!”

“Is it fair?” David said.  “Kyle?  Bailey?”

I sighed, looked to Kyle. 

He said, “If we’re playing by the same logic we just did, then yeah, I’d say that’s fair.  We said you can ask him to do one thing.  You asked, he did it!”

“He made me take out my tits!” Shannon insisted.  “He owes me one dick!  I want those shorts off, now!”

“Letter of the law, baby!” David taunted her. 

“Okay, wait, wait!” Michelle chimed in.  “We need to clear this up with some parameters.”  Her voice was slightly slurred from the two bottles of beer she’d had.  “So what exactly can you ask someone to do if you win?”

“Anything,” Kyle told her.

“What does that mean, anything?” she went on.  “Like, can I say, you have to go to the nearest ATM, take out all your money, buy me a house and be my butler for twenty years?”

“That’s four things,” Joanne noted.

“And even with all my money,” David said, “I could only rent you an apartment for maybe a month.”

“Okay, so just the last thing, then - butler for twenty years?  Is that on the table?”

“Okay, we need some parameters,” Kyle agreed.  “Bailey?”

“So, first, you can only ask for one thing,” I said.

“So, one sentence?  Cuz I can string a lot of ands together,” Michelle countered.

“No,” I said.  “No ands, no commas.  One verb, one subject.  That’s it.”

“Okay,” Michelle agreed.

“And the subject doesn’t have to be the person you’ve chosen,” I clarified.  “Like David chose Shannon, but then he said to take off her top.  Verb: take off.  Subject: your top.”

“Got it,” Michelle agreed.

“And statute of limitations,” I said.  “If somebody does come up with something - like Shannon’s top, for instance - it lasts till the games are done, no longer.  So definitely nothing enforceable past today...  or when the games end, which will be today.”

Everyone nodded.

“Nothing illegal,” Kyle said next.

“Um, I’m kinda naked here,” Shannon countered.  “That’s not illegal?”

“We’re not in public,” Kyle reminded her.  “There’s nobody here but us.  And does anyone here object to Shannon’s bare breasts?”

“I support them,” Steve said.

“Though that bikini top barely did,” David joked.

Shannon threw him a glare that was half-pleased.

“Nothing that will hurt or injure anyone,” Kyle added.

“And nothing monetary,” I offered as final instruction.  “I need my money.”

We all agreed, but Shannon tossed one more warning at David:  “I’m coming for that dick.”

“And the dick is waiting for you, Shannon,” David promised, all bravado for now.  That would end soon enough.

The next game up was soccer, and while the guys still had an advantage by virtue of pure strength, we girls were nimble, and both Michelle and Shannon had played on their high school teams.  So that one ended in a 6 to 2 victory for us.

I nominated Shannon again to do the honours, because she had been cheated from her just desserts last time.  As she turned her vengeful smile back on David, I called to her.  “You know how to phrase it, right?  We all wanna see his cock.  Don’t fuck this up!”

“I got it!” Shannon promised.  She walked up to within two feet of David, pronounced, “David!  Get naked!”

“Hey, come on,” he protested.  “I only made her take off her top!  She should only be able to say one article of clothing!”

“This isn’t strip poker,” I told him.  “One verb, one subject.”

“Yeah,” Joanne called.  “Clothes off, penis out, sir!”

David looked helplessly to his team-mates, mostly Kyle, but they only shrugged or shook their heads.

“You gonna cheat?” Shannon said to him.

“No!” he insisted. 

“Then?” Shannon prompted.

He sighed, and I think he blushed, though his skin was dark enough that it was hard for me to be sure.  He turned his back and peeled off his shirt.

The whistles and the catcalls from the girls were immediate.  His back was broad and well muscled, the lats obvious against the groove of his spine.  I felt a sudden urge to run my tongue up that groove, though I didn’t act on it, just clapped and urged him further.

“Can I keep my shoes?” he asked.  “So I don’t cut my feet on a stick or something?”

“Yes, you may keep your shoes,” Shannon said.  “But everything else off!”

He fit his hands to the waistband of his shorts, took in a deep breath and shoved them, along with his underwear, down past his knees.

He had a great ass.  In contrast to Kyle, as I’ve said, he didn’t have the pure bulk, but everything on him was defined, his buttocks high and round and proud.  There was an obvious tan line, too, his torso and legs a darker chocolate colour, his butt closer in shade to Joanne’s own skin.

“Great ass!” Joanne hollered, as he tried to lift a foot through his shorts.  With the shoe still on, it got tangled, and for a moment he was tottering in some weird one-legged pose, other leg drawn up and bent, playing for balance.

Michelle stepped up beside Joanne, staring avidly at David’s bare bottom.  “Okay, this is fun,” she said, and I was glad she had joined team pervert.

The other guys were blushing, as well, sympathetic embarrassment for their team-mate.  Mark did step up and grab David’s shoulder before he could topple though, and he finally got the last of his clothes off.  David stood with his back to us, both legs planted, slightly apart.  Shannon crouched, looking between his legs to spy what was dangling, and Joanne suddenly laughed and bolted around him, causing him to grab his dick and balls in both hands, covering them up and spinning around to face us, so Joanne, smiling ear to ear, stayed in her new position and settled for admiring his ass some more.

“You’re like that till the end of the day,” Shannon reminded him.  “You’re gonna have to let go some time.  Why not get it over with?  Just pull your hands away?”

“You don’t get to give me more orders,” David responded.  “My clothes are off.  I did what you asked.”

“Alright,” Shannon said.  “But I’m gonna sit beside you at dinner.  I don’t know what we’re having, but unless you’re planning not to use your hands, I’m pretty sure I’ll be served up some weiner.”

Joanne cackled at that.

We took another break after soccer, getting water, and everyone, this time, having another beer.  We were sweating out the alcohol, so no one was getting hammered, but everyone was maintaining their low grade inebriation.  Perfect for keeping inhibitions at bay.

David had a beer too, and we girls had great fun watching him try to contain his package in just one hand.  He didn’t have a huge dick, but it wasn’t small either, and from the side you could see that cock curled beneath his palm, cupped against his scrotum.  Shannon stole a few more peeks from behind, too, crouching when he didn’t realize she was doing it, checking out his exposed sack down between his legs.

We had one final game scheduled before dinner, and one massive game planned afterwards.  The last one before we ate was Capture the Flag.  Each of our teams was given a flag, and we hid them near ground level out in the forest.  The first team to grab the other team’s flag and safely return it to their own, without getting tagged, would win.  If a player was tagged, they had to stay where they were for two minutes before being allowed to continue.  The other team could leave someone to guard and monitor that person, to immediately re-tag them on their release, but the net effect of that would just be a wasted player on the guarding team, so mostly we were going to be on the honour system.  None of us had watches, anyway, just cell phones, and we girls were still in our bathing suits, so honour system meant estimating two minutes.  Whatever.  Again, it wasn’t the Olympics. 

As if to reinforce this, Shannon had a new rule suggestion:  “If you’re tagged, you not only have to stand still for two minutes, but you have to do it with your hands on your head, feet planted.  No shuffling, no walking, no hand use.”

“What about mosquitoes?” Mark asked.

“Alright, you can swat mosquitoes.  Nobody needs malaria.  But that’s it.”

The vote went around the group to see who liked the new rule.  David objected, of course, because Shannon had designed this rule specifically with him in mind, finally forcing a view of his cock if he got tagged.  But we were all of us turned on by that point, by the nudity we’d imposed, by the ever increasing riskiness of the winner’s orders.  We were building to something, and I think all of us knew it.  The rule stood.

We four girls split off with our flag, headed deep into the woods.  We chose a spot near a knee deep stream, figuring access might be restricted from that direction, at least.  Then we set about strategizing.

“Who wants to go for the other flag and who wants to guard?” I asked them.

“I just want to tag David,” Shannon confessed.  “His dick’s been dodging me all day, and I want a little tit for tat.”

“Yeah, but we don’t know if he’ll be on offense or defense,” Joanne said.

“He’ll be on defense,” Michelle said.  “He’s naked - he’s not gonna want to go running through the underbrush.”

“Then I’m on offense,” Shannon insisted.

“Me too!” Joanne said.

“Alright, then,” I said.  “So we’ll leave Michelle on defense.  And I’ll play closer to middle, so I can intercept anyone who’s got our flag, and run forward if you guys need me, or back to help Michelle if she calls.”

“Okay,” Michelle agreed.

It was a good plan.  If we’d have all followed through with our assigned roles, it might even have worked.

Kyle blasted a whistle when their team was ready, and I responded with my own - the signal to get the game under way.  Shannon and Joanne dashed out through the woods, while I walked.  No use running before I had to.  I took up a position in some thicker undergrowth and crouched, swatting the occasional mosquito.  They were bad in the woods, though not as bad this year as they had been in previous.  It had been a dry summer so far, and that had kept their numbers down.

It was Mark I saw first.  He had looped around widely enough that he’d gotten past Shannon and Joanne, was running fast enough that he didn’t see me, so all I had to do was stand and take a single step, swatting him on the behind for the tag.  He stopped immediately, looking back over one shoulder in surprise.

“Hands on your head, cutie,” I commanded, and he tightened his jaw and did so.

I was just starting to absorb the full ramifications of Shannon’s rule.  Sure, catching David would force him into exposure, but technically Mark could nothing right now to stop me from doing anything I wanted.  I could strip him naked, feel him up...  anything.  The first tendrils of power induced lust had just started curling around my heart when I heard Joanne cry out, “Get him!” And  I could hear a crashing through the dried leaves on the ground somewhere nearby.

I don’t know if it was my competitive spirit that merely wanted to win for the sake of winning, or if it was the desire to issue another command to the opposing team (and prevent them from issuing one of their own), but I forgot about Mark for the moment, sprinting toward where I could hear that sound.

My first thought when I saw him was, These two are decoys.  I would have been wise to heed that.  But the thought was fleeting because it was a handsome and naked boy charging through the woods ahead of me, one hand still cupping his genitals both out of modesty and to keep them from taking a frontal blow from a jutting tree branch or something.  Joanne and Shannon were both sprinting behind him, Shannon’s bare tits bouncing like a perverse outtake from Baywatch.  David was too busy watching them to see me, so it was a simple thing to dart at him from the front and score my second tag.  His face was all shock and fear as his gaze snapped forward, but he did halt, as mandated. 

“Make him put his hands up,” Joanne called, out of breath.  Her little legs had to move twice as fast to keep pace with Shannon.

“You heard the lady,” I said to him, and I could definitely see the blush this time.  But he played by the rules, both hands moving to clasp above his head, eyes closing in humiliation.  I stepped back, the first of us girls to get the full view.

His cock was hanging limp, which was certainly to be expected - he’d just been crashing through the woods being chased, after all - but it was warm from the summer heat, warm from his exercise and warm from his previously clasping hand, and I thought he should probably be grateful that his first exposure was coming when he was at his largest, at least for this state.  His scrotum was depending, too, his testicles like two obvious golf balls in his brown sack, and his cock head, dark and lovely, hung at least an inch lower than the base of that.  His black bush was short around the base of his dick, whether because he trimmed it like that, or because that was its natural, untended state, I couldn’t have said. 

“I wanna see it!” Joanne hollered, but it was an unnecessary announcement because she had drawn even with us, running up and spinning beside me to drink in the sight.  “Oh, hello,” she breathed.

Shannon made it last, coming to my right, eyes dropping straight away to his exposed penis.  She laughed and said, “You still glad you made me take out my tits?”

Despite his embarrassment, it must have reminded him, because he opened his eyes and rolled his gaze down to look at them again.  Unlike he had done, Shannon made no attempt at modesty.

“You know,” I said, giving voice to the thought I’d had a few moments before.  “He’s not allowed to move.”

“That’s true,” Shannon breathed, and she stepped in so close to him that her tits pressed against his chest.  Her nipples had relaxed as the afternoon had worn on, and she’d grown accustomed to her semi-nudity, but I saw them stiffen now, in mere moments, and I had no doubt this time that it was all arousal.  She was too sweaty after that chase for it to be a temperature thing.

Her left hand moved in to the position his had previously held, cupping his genitals, and I saw him jump.  After a moment of that, she encircled his shaft with finger and thumb, lifting him clear of his scrotum, leaning back slightly to peer down past her tits at what she was holding.

“Hey!” he protested.  “There’s no rule that allows you to do that!”

“There’s no rule that says we can’t,” I corrected him.  “The only rule states that you have to stand there and not move, with your hands on your head, for two minutes.  So, as long as she doesn’t hurt you, which it doesn’t look like she’s planning on doing, you have to stand there and take it, David.”

“Yeah, David,” Shannon breathed in his ear, and I saw him shiver.

Joanne had taken up a crouch, right beside David, her face mere inches from his cock.  She suddenly laughed and said, “Oh, a part of him’s moving, though!”

I looked down and smiled to see his erection coming on, cock elongating and swelling as Shannon gently ran her encircling fingers up and down his shaft.  She leaned back again to watch him grow, too.  He was blushing furiously now, face turned away in embarrassment, but he made no move to stop her, and issued no further outcries.

“Oh, my God,” Joanne breathed, as his penis twitched its way to its full upright length.  She had stopped laughing, was staring with wide eyes and lustful amazement at his dick, and I remembered her confession in the cabin of being a virgin.  She was a horny little thing, that much was apparent, but I was willing to place a bet that David’s was the first erection she had ever seen, up close and personal.  “Lemme touch it,” she demanded, and Shannon pulled her hand away for just a second.  Joanne reached up, tried encircling him as Shannon had done with one finger and thumb, but her hands were just too little - her finger couldn’t meet the thumb.  She wrapped her whole fist around him, instead, still a half inch gap between fingers and thumb and said, “Oh, my God it’s big.”

Like I said, David was not small, was probably on the larger side of the few cocks I’d handled in the last year.  But if she thought he was big, she was going to faint when she saw Kyle.  I smiled at the recognition of certainty in that thought.  Not if she saw Kyle, but when.  Yeah, this day was heading in one direction only.

But Shannon wanted back at David, so she said, “My dick,” and pulled Joanne’s hand away.  She crouched, too, both of them at eye level with his twitching cock.  But Shannon took it a step further, leaning in and wrapping her lips around his swollen head.  She reared back almost instantly, spitting, though.  “What the fuck?” she demanded.  “You sprayed your cock with bug spray?”

“I didn’t want it getting bit in the woods!” David protested.

Shannon laughed, spit again, then stood face to face with him.  Joanne wasted no part of Shannon’s absence, but grabbed hold of David’s dick once more.  What the hell, her hand couldn’t taste him.

Shannon leaned close to David, whispered, just loud enough that all three of us could hear her, “Lemme give you a piece of advice.  You’re gonna wanna rinse that shit off as soon as we get back to the clearing.  Cuz ain’t a one of us girls gonna let you shove that handsome penis up inside us, as long as you have it covered in bug spray.”

His eyes widened as the full appreciation of what she’d said hit home.  Bug spray was the only thing standing between him and getting laid.  If not for the two minute penalty, I’ll bet he’d have run back to the clearing right now.

But there was no time to dwell on it, because that’s when Michelle yelled, “They got the flag!”

I turned and bolted in her direction right away, Shannon following.  Joanne called after us, “Right behind you!”  But when I glanced over one shoulder, she was still kneeling in front of the tragically embarrassed David, playing with his hard-on.  I think I saw her kiss it.

When we got back to our flag’s location, I was so mission focused that the first thing I noticed was its absence.  But there was more to look at, because Michelle was there, hands on her head, her face beet red.  Steve was in front of her, caressing her perky tits through her bathing suit.  She looked as humiliated as David had.  Probably it was her first time ever being sexually touched by a boy.  But I remembered what she had said about finding him attractive, and I was almost loathe to interrupt.  As horny as I was at this point some boy tagging me so he could play with my breasts uninterrupted didn’t sound half bad. 

Steve heard us coming, though, threw one frightened look back at us, reset his glasses as they slipped down his nose, then bolted.  But Shannon had already made the move to cut him off, so he was stopped about seven feet away from Michelle.  He slapped his hands on his head.

I thought Michelle had earned a reward after her call out to us, so I crouched beside him, gripped his shorts and yanked them, in tandem with his underwear, straight down to his ankles.  His back was to her, and I couldn’t turn him around, because he wasn’t allowed to move his feet.  But I saw her eyes widen, and a smile light her face at the sight of his cute little naked butt.  She called out, “Yeah, Steve, that’s what you get!”  Which was bold for her.  She couldn’t move in for a closer view, because she was still in lockdown from being tagged, but I saw her lean at the waist, trying to peer around to his front.

Shannon wasn’t locked down, though.  She grinned at Steve’s exposed genitals, stepped in and took his cock in her hand, pumping it up and down like a handshake, while saying, “Hi, how you doing, I’m Shannon.”

Blushing was par for the course, because his ass went as red as Michelle’s face.

I was just leaning around for a side view of his dick when I heard the whistle blast again.  The boys had just scored our flag and won the game.

Steve immediately yanked his shorts back up.  The agreement between all of us had been that as soon as the game ended, anyone tagged was allowed to move again.

“Spoil sport,” Shannon said to him, and he smiled through the blush.

I got the story of what had happened from Michelle as we walked back to the clearing.  Mark and Kyle had both come running at her at once, and while she was trying to tag one of them, Steve had come up behind and tagged her.  I thought for a second that if only I’d stayed and guarded Mark, maybe we could have prevented this, but the math didn’t add up.  Even then, Michelle would have been outnumbered by Steve and Kyle.  The boys had literally left no one on defense.  And three of our team had been distracted by David’s pretty cock.

“I didn’t mind getting tagged, though,” Michelle confessed to me.  “Kinda wish that game was best of three.”

We encountered Joanne on our walk back.  I grinned at her, asked, “Did you have fun?”

She said, “He bolted as soon as the whistle blew.  He’s just playing hard to get.”  Then, when she was close enough to me that Steve, who was still walking with us, couldn’t overhear, she whispered, “I seriously need to fuck someone, Bailey.  I’m on fucking fire.”

The girl was candid, I’ll give her that.  And she had spunk.

When we got back to the clearing, the boys conferred on who they wanted to levy their punishment against.  David was back to covering his cock with one hand, though he was half-hearted about it now.  All but one of us girls were already very intimate with exactly how it looked, and I’m sure he’d enjoyed his time being tagged, maybe even more than Michelle had.  And maybe he had some revenge in mind of his own, because I saw him nod forcefully in our direction during their huddle.  They made up their mind, and Kyle gave the nod to Mark, since he was the one who had actually scored the point.

Mark turned to face us.  “Apparently some of the girls took advantage of one our players when he was frozen,” he said.

“Hey, so did your players!” Michelle called to him.

“And David would like some payback,” Mark went on.  “So one of you is going to be joining the ranks of the fully naked for the rest of the day.”

A glance shot through all of us girls.  Even aroused as she was, I wasn’t sure if Michelle was ready for so heavy a punishment, so I hoped it wasn’t her.  Shannon wouldn’t hesitate, I’m sure, was probably tempted to strip down even without the command.  I was horny enough that I wouldn’t have minded either, though the thought of standing naked before Kyle was simultaneously arousing and terrifying.  Joanne...  well, Joanne just wanted to fuck, apparently.  So...

“Joanne!” Mark called.  “Take off all your clothes!”

Her jaw dropped, but she was smiling, and her eyes were alight with the thrill of it all.  Still, she hesitated, pigtails swinging as she glanced from side to side to see if any of us had a last minute defense for her.  Honestly, though, I was kind of keen to see her naked, too.  All in all, I’d have preferred access to another penis, but she was a pretty little thing, and the thought of all those boys staring at her little ballerina body made me wet between the legs.

She shook her head once, not in negation but resignation, then peeled her white bikini top away, exposing her little A-cup breasts, nipples hard like the tiny erasers on the backs of pencils.  She didn’t bother turning her back, as David had done, but pulled off her bikini bottom in one fluid motion, kicking it aside, leaving her in just a pair of socks and sneakers.  Her pussy was covered in only a soft down of short black hair, her slit obvious, probably because it was already engorged by arousal.  We were all of us lightly sweated in the sun, but I’m pretty sure both I and every one of those boys could see the glisten of her horniness between her legs.  I could see the erections rising in their shorts, and David, without the benefit of any concealment, could only keep one arm vaguely crossed over the return of his own.

“This what you wanted to see?” Joanne called to David.

He nodded, silently, for once at a loss for words.

“Yeah, I can tell,” she went on, nodding at his erection.

Kyle interrupted their bizarre flirtation by announcing, “Alright!  Time for dinner.  And after that...  the big game.” 


Chapter Three

True to her word, Shannon engineered to sit beside David over dinner.  Even when he shifted position in the circle three times, she took her meal and followed him, until at last he gave up.  She enjoyed her close up view of his dick when he used both hands to eat his burger.  It didn’t matter, of course, because we could all see him.  Twenty five percent of our group was already fully nude, and Shannon’s breasts were still worth a look even hours after they’d been exposed.  The meal went down fast, all of us eager to get on with our evening, to levy more orders, to get naked ourselves and see where that led.  And yet more beer flowed during the meal, so we were all a little drunk by the time Kyle started to explain the final rules.

He held up a large white piece of cardboard on which a treasure chest had been clumsily sketched in black marker.  “Arnold took the time to hide ten of these in the forest this morning.  I don’t know where they are.  You don’t know where they are.  But they’re out there.  We’ll gather in the clearing, then when I blow the whistle, everyone runs out into the woods and finds as many as they can.  The way the game is supposed to work, whichever person finds the most wins...  but this is our last game, so I suggest we handle it this way:  each found treasure nets that person one order.  Same rules as before - one subject, one verb.  Nothing illegal, blah, blah, blah.  We all cool with this?”

Oh, I was so cool with this.  Because Kyle evidently didn’t know it, but I had helped Arnold hide those things.  Could I remember where they all were?  Um...  no.  Could I have done so if I was sober?  Maybe...  but I knew where I’d stashed at least a few of them.  I would bee-line for those as soon as the game began.

“How long do we have?” Michelle asked.

Kyle considered it, checked his cell phone, looked at the lowering sky.  “It’ll be dark in a less than an hour.  And trust me, out in those woods, that means pitch black.  I don’t want anyone running around like that, and you for sure won’t find any of these cards then anyways.  Let’s say thirty minutes?  I’ll start my timer before we all head out, and I’ll blow my whistle when the time’s up.  Head back to the clearing then, yeah?”

Everyone agreed.

“If it is getting dark, please be careful,” he offered in final warning.  “Just remember, if any of you takes a header over a fallen log and knocks yourself out, it’s my ass.”

“Speaking of your ass,” Shannon said, grinning.

“What?”

“Nothing,” Shannon said.  “Let’s find some booty!”

We gathered in an extended line in the clearing, facing the deep woods.  Kyle blasted that whistle and we all took off in different directions.

I found two of them, no problem, both close to the clearing.  When I went for the third, not too far from where we’d hidden our flag for the previous game, Michelle was already there and she beat me to the punch.  The fourth, which wasn’t too far distant, she also got to before me.  The girl must have noted them when we were playing Capture the Flag, and just not have known what they were then.  She was not just smart, but observant, and she must also have noted that I kept running for the same locations as her, too, indicating that I knew where some of them were hidden.  She must have reasoned that I had seen yet another one for myself, because when I broke off now she sprinted after me.  I tried to shake her in the darkening woods, but she was persistent.  We both ended up together at the base of a tall tree.  Arnold had climbed it earlier and hidden the treasure up in its branches.  It was obvious if you raised your gaze - a white square in the green leaves - but not if you didn’t think to look up.  Both of us were looking up.

“How’d he get it up there?” Michelle asked, out of breath.

“He’s taller.  And a good climber.  And he wasn’t, you know, only wearing a bathing suit.”  I had watched him do it, and for his first leap up the tree, he’d wrapped his thighs around the ragged bark of the trunk, which sure wasn’t something I wanted to do, dressed as I was.

“We could get it easier if we worked together,” Michelle said.

“Yeah, but who gets to keep the treasure?”

“Right...  Why do you want it?”

I laughed.  “The same reason as you!  I want all those boys naked!”

“But one of them already is.  Between us we already have enough cards to get the rest of their clothes off, and that’s not even counting treasure that Shannon and Joanne may have found.  So what do you really want it for?”

“I want Kyle,” I confessed.

“You want to make him do something with you.”

“Or to me,” I countered, then thought that over, shrugged.  “Or with me, yeah.  Why do you want it?”

“Steve.  With me or to me.”

“Have you ever...  with or to anyone before?”

“No,” she confessed.  “You?”

“A few times,” I admitted. 

“How about this?” Michelle said.  “We get it together, we paper-scissors-rock for ownership, but if any of the girls end up with none, we give that extra one to them.  That way everybody gets a shot at something or someone they want.”
“You’re a diplomat,” I said.  But there was no way I was going to get that one down on my own, so I agreed. 

I boosted her up, because she was a little lighter than I was, and she grabbed hold of a branch and lifted herself onto it.  She was reaching for the next one when we heard Kyle’s whistle blow back in the clearing.  She looked down at me and I said, “I guess that’s time.”

But she surprised me with a spontaneous rebellion.  “Fuck that!  There’s sex up in this tree.  They won’t know we took two extra minutes.”

I laughed, and she hauled herself still higher, finally grabbing and tossing the card down to me.  It was definitely getting dark, now, so she took her time picking her way back down.  I clutched her hips to help her drop the final bit.

We played our little game.  I threw scissors, she threw paper, so I ended up with the treasure.  For now, at least. 

We walked slowly back to the clearing surrounded by dancing fireflies and cricket song.

When we got there we saw Kyle already assembling a camp fire, laying larger sticks into a teepee around some kindling and crumpled newspaper.  The clearing was a lot brighter than things were under the tree canopy, but he was still a mostly colourless shadow at work.  Even so, I could see the bulge of his biceps, the flex of his powerful thighs and thought I knew exactly what I wanted to use my treasures for.

Some of the others were already in the clearing when we arrived.  Steve and David were both there, each clutching a treasure, and Mark arrived through the trees almost immediately after us, also carrying one.  Shannon arrived a few minutes later with a single treasure.  Joanne took longer, emerging nude from the treeline empty handed.

“No luck?” Shannon asked her, and she shook her head.

Michelle gave me the nod and I trotted over to give Joanne one of mine.  That left the final tally at two for each of Michelle and myself, and one for everyone else except Kyle.  Looking at the progress he’d made on that fire, and the fact that there was an ice filled cooler now, stocked with beer from the fridge, I wondered if he had even made an attempt to find anything, or if he’d just spent his time getting this ready for the rest of us.  He was probably the better counsellor, between us, but no surprise there.  He had been the year prior, too.

Joanne’s face lit up when I gave her the card.  “Oh, I have big plans for this!” she insisted.  Then she went skipping, heedless of her nudity, toward the others.  Kyle had just gotten the kindling going, his face and hands flickering as he bent close to blow on the fledgling flame, and she hollered at him, “Hurry up and get that fire started!  It’s cold and some of us are naked here!”

It wasn’t cold.  I was pretty sure she had only yelled it to get eyes back on her.  Like Shannon, she had discovered the joys of being naked in the presence of the opposite sex.

When the fire was fully blazing, we gathered in a circle around it.  There was a series of wooden benches encircling the fire pit, so each of us took up residence there, the boys on one side, the girls on the other.  Confirming my previous thought about Joanne, she sat sprawled out, back resting against the beer cooler, legs spread carelessly.  If she wanted attention, she had it.  Most of the boys were focused on her tiny, enticing form in the firelight.  Everyone was imbibing once again.

“So, let’s get this show on the road!” Michelle said, and I was once more impressed with her.  She had certainly come out of her shell since that morning.  Like I said, the shy ones will surprise you.

“How do we decide who goes first?” Mark asked.

“We could write our names on the treasures we found,” Steve suggested.  “Shuffle them up, and turn them over.”

“Good idea!” I said.  “Kyle can shuffle and draw, since he has no stake in it.”

“Oh, I’ve got a stake,” Kyle insisted.  He walked over and fetched the sample card he’d used to introduce the game.

“That’s cheating!” Michelle said.

“How?  Maybe Arnold hid this one right here in the clearing.”

“Yeah, he hid it in your possession,” I said, but I was laughing.  Michelle was right - between us we had enough to get those boys naked and they had enough to strip us.  And I had no objection to giving Kyle the right to demand something he wanted.  I just hoped I was that something.  “Let him have it, diplomat,” I told Michelle.

Kyle shuffled up all the cards.  Everyone leaned into the firelight for the big reveal.  He built up the suspense, inveterate counsellor that he was, holding it close to his chest, levying a finger at each of us, spinning in place till it came to rest on Michelle, calling out her name and revealing the card as he did so.

“Oooh!” she squealed.  “Okay!  This isn’t my order - this is a recommendation before that order...  Steve, you may want to come closer to the fire to maximize the light...”

“Oh, God, why?” Steve said.

“Because...  Steve!  Take off all your clothes, baby!”

“Me first?” he cried, dismayed.

“Pffft!  You’re hardly first,” Joanne declared, gesturing to her exposed pussy.

“You’re hardly first!” David called over to her.

“You’re none of you first!” Shannon insisted.  “But it’s not like I haven’t seen it before, Steve.  Come on, whip it out!  Show the rest of the girls what they’ve been missing!”

He got up reluctantly, edged further into the firelight and peeled off his T-shirt to catcalls and whistles from all of us girls.  He hesitated with his shorts, so Michelle prompted him.

“I could have chosen any of the boys, you know,” she told him.  “But I chose you.  It’s you I want a look at.”

It was a very direct flirtation, something I would have suspected beyond her this morning.  But I knew Steve at least found her attractive, judging by the way he’d taken advantage of her frozen figure in the woods, anyway, and it worked this time.  He shook his head, rolled his eyes up to the sky, and just pushed his shorts and briefs to the ground together.

His dick was smaller than David’s and definitely smaller than Kyle’s, but the firelight painted a second, jumping shadow cock onto his hip and lent him an illusion of size that he lacked.  And he wasn’t tiny, in any case, had nothing to be ashamed of.  His pubic hair looked like ruddy gold, but that may just have been the glow of the flame. 

Like the others before him, he left his shoes and socks on - we weren’t exactly on carpeting out here.  But he stood naked before us all, and when a cheer went up among girls and guys alike, he put his hands above his head, pumping his fists at the sky.

He turned to head back to his seat, shorts in hand, giving us girls a glimpse of his cute butt.  But he didn’t even make it all the way back before Kyle overturned and called out the results of the second card:  “Steve!”

Steve looked at him, surprised, and Kyle confirmed:  “You’re up.  You get to give an order.”

He spun back to us girls, mouth dropped open, eyes focused on Michelle.  The fire reflecting in his glasses and the thinness of his frame made him look momentarily like a scarecrow with a jack-o-lantern head.  He said, “Oh, this is too good.  This is poetic.”

Had I thought Michelle shy?  Well, maybe she was till she got some alcohol in her belly.  Or some lust in her loins.  She returned his gaze, said in a sultry voice, “What do you want, Steve?”

“I want you naked,” Steve told her.

He hadn’t precisely phrased it as an order, but Michelle was past caring about parameters.  She stood straight away, walked up to stand right in front of him.  She took his hands, pulled them toward her chest and for a moment I thought she was going to instigate a repeat of what he’d done to her in the woods.  But instead, she pulled his hands to the shoulders of her one-piece bathing suit.  “So make that happen,” she told him.  Jesus, the girl was issuing an order in response to his order!  No, she wasn’t shy.  Inexperienced, according to her, though I wouldn’t have guessed it from the confident teen standing before Steve now.

His hands were shaking as he peeled her shoulder straps down over her shoulders.  All of the guys were leaning around him for a look at what he was unwrapping, and most of the girls had their eyes on that too, but I was busy watching Steve’s reaction.  Because his hands may have been trembling, but without a hint of self-consciousness, perhaps without even awareness on his part, so focused was he on what he’d been tasked, his cock was responding.  I watched it climb, as her bathing suit peeled down, revealing perfect handful breasts and upturned nipples.  I watched it reach its full extension, cock head almost touching her, just below her bellybutton as the bathing suit peeled lower, past her hips, milky white ass shining toward us in the moonlight, black firelit pubic hair coming into view of the boys.  She stepped toward him as he finished his work, the bathing suit dropping to her feet, body fully exposed, and his penis was squeezed between their hips as she took from him a kiss without waiting to be asked, without waiting for the right to issue an order.  Michelle knew what she wanted.

More hoots, whistles and claps arose from our little band of drunken teens.  Shannon hollered, “Alright, Michelle!”

It was a long kiss between those two, their bodies pressed together and aglow next to the fire, but finally Michelle broke it off and led him back to the benches of the outer ring.  She guided him to a seat, then climbed into his lap and resumed kissing him.  I saw his hand steal in at her breast again, and although she hadn’t gotten up the courage to go the full mile, her own was at his stomach and I thought it only a matter of short time before she went for his cock which was sticking up beside and contacting her thigh.

“Okay,” Kyle breathed.  The mood around the campfire had changed from one of playful steaminess to something more serious, and very overtly sexual.  I’d known all day we were headed toward something, and it was on the horizon now.  Michelle and Steve, the two I would have thought least likely that morning, were just the first of us to get there.  “Shall we see who’s next?” Kyle asked.  Most eyes were on the naked couple going at it on the bench, and nobody really responded to him.  But I caught his gaze, threw him a nod, and he turned over the next card in the stack.  “Bailey,” he said, and flashed the card to show me my name.

I threw him a flirtatious smile, said, “We’ll see more than just who’s next, then.”

I glanced quickly at Shannon.  She hadn’t exactly staked a claim, but she had expressed an interest in Kyle that morning in the cabin, and I didn’t want her thinking I was ignoring her feelings.  But I think her stance had changed as the day wore on, because in between looks at Michelle and Steve, her eyes were repeatedly flickering over to David, opposite her in the circle.  Most specifically to his erection, which was very much back, sticking up between his legs like a flag pole as he watched the necking couple.

So I took my chances, asked for what I’d been reliving in my mind since the night at the moonlit lake the previous summer.  “Kyle, take off your clothes.”

He smiled at me, sighed.  But he didn’t hesitate.  The shirt came off, and dear Jesus, he looked like a fantasy barbarian.  The pecs which were obviously defined beneath his shirt looked almost monstrous in the firelight, the crevice between them a deep shadow.  His arms looked impossibly strong, and the ridges of his abdomen made his stomach looked like a tilled field.  He had been ripped last summer, but I wondered if he had spent the intervening year doing anything besides working out, because he might as well have been a cage fighter.  I glanced around to see if any of the other girls were seeing this.

He’d caught Shannon’s eye, but she was still glancing back toward David, so that was good. 

Michelle and Steve were lost to each other, passionately kissing while one of his hands caressed her breasts, toying with her pointed nipples, and while hers...  yep, she’d taken the plunge.  She had his penis in her hand, was squeezing and pulling gently at it.  Maybe she was inexperienced, but she was a fast fucking learner.

Joanne was absorbing that sight with open lust on her face, legs spread, one hand touching at her own hard nipples in appreciation and imitation of Steve’s action, other rubbing at her thigh, like she really wanted to be rubbing something else but just couldn’t work up the courage to do it openly.

But Kyle was moving on to his shorts now, and my eyes snapped back to him.  He took the shorts down separate from his underwear, taking the time to lay them atop his shirt on the bench beside him.  I could see he was erect, right through his underwear - now that he was standing it was an impossible thing to hide.  But I still wasn’t prepared for the sight when he removed his final bit of clothing.  His penis, throbbing before him almost menacingly, had to be eight inches long, and looked like something to which I could have lost an arm wrestling match. 

David and Mark were both looking at it with shock and wide eyes behind which gleamed either admiration or intimidation.  Maybe both. 

And Joanne...  yeah, that had tipped the scales.  Joanne was no longer concerned with what anyone might think, she was openly masturbating, legs spread wide as the fingers of one hand danced over her little clit, while the other clutched at one of her tiny breasts. 

Kyle smiled at me, at the way I was staring at him with dropped jaw, too stunned to so much as formulate a sentence, a joke, a compliment, anything.

It was Joanne who got the ball rolling again.  She grunted out, without pausing her efforts, “Turn over the next fucking card, I need to fuck someone.”

So Kyle picked up the remaining stack of cardboard, turned the next one over.  He had to call her name twice to get her to respond, though.  “Michelle!”

She disengaged from Steve, looked back over one shoulder, only now noting Kyle’s nudity, his cock like the masthead of a ship.  She blinked at it, impressed, but she didn’t seem in any way displeased with her earlier choice.  Steve threw his head back in pleasure as she continued to absently jack him off, and when she finally understood what was being asked of her, she looked around blankly.  She had what she wanted.  She looked my way, considered something, smiled.  She called Kyle’s name, told him, “Tie Bailey to that tree,” and nodded at the one lone tree that stood about eight feet outside the circle.

Kyle looked utterly shocked.  I was, too, for a moment, till I remembered our conversation in the cabin that morning.  She threw me a wink and folded herself back into Steve.

I stood and walked toward Kyle, who still looked wary of the command.  As I approached, he said quietly to me, “Seriously?”

“You heard the order,” I shrugged, walking past him to my eagerly anticipated fate.

I toured the tree, looking for branches that might best serve.  There were two that expanded out from the the trunk in a vee, low enough that I could casually grab them without standing on tiptoe.  They faced the fireside, too, so I’d still have a view of everything that went on there. 

Kyle must have sent Mark to fetch something with which to tie me, because Mark was sprinting toward the equipment shed where we stored a lot of the balls and other paraphernalia for games.  Kyle was walking toward me, and his body enwrapped in the corona of the fire reinforced the earlier image I’d had of him as a stalking barbarian.  Over his shoulder I could see Joanne staring at his ass.  She had jabbed a finger up inside herself now.  We had to get on with this game, and get that girl some relief.

As Kyle neared, out of earshot of the others, he checked in again, “You’re really okay with this?”

“Oh, yes,” I answered, and I was sure he could tell by the sound of my voice that I was more than okay, because his eyes dropped to slits even as a smile stole over his face.

Mark was sprinting back toward us now, not wanting to miss a single perverse second of what was going on on his first night of employment at Camp Mazhiwe.  He had a bundle of skipping ropes in his hands.  He helped Kyle to secure me where I directed them, each wrist secured to a separate one of those arching branches over my head, legs spread and ankles roped to the trunk of the tree.  Before they began to work on those, Mark trotted back to the bench, grabbing up his discarded clothing to serve as cushions to my lower legs and ankles against the tree bark.

“I can’t fucking believe this,” Mark breathed as they finished knotting me in place.  His eyes were touring over my body, completely at the mercy of whatever anyone should choose to do to me, and back to Joanne, pausing only long enough to keep herself from cumming back on that bench.  “Is camp always like this?”

“No,” Kyle admitted.

“But it should be,” I grinned.

From back near the fireside, Shannon called, “Hey, turn another card before Joanne here finishes herself off!”

“Duty calls,” Kyle said, and he walked back toward the fire, treating me to the view Joanne had previously enjoyed.  He turned the next treasure over, called back toward us, “Mark!  What do you want?”

“Um,” Mark glanced nervously at me.  “Well, we can’t leave her like this!”

I wanted to scream at him, yes, you can, but it was his turn, so I just waited him out.  But I had completely misjudged the little perv, as I had misjudged Michelle, because when Kyle called back, “You want to untie her?”, Mark responded, “No, I want her clothes off!  She’s the only girl not naked yet!”

I actually laughed, and when he turned that nervous gaze back at me, I prompted him with, “Go for it, champ.”

I was wearing a bikini similar in style to what Joanne’s had been, and I nodded to Mark to direct him to the ties at my back.  He undid my top with trembling hands, letting it fall to the ground.  He picked it up, holding it out to me as if I could take it, then got lost in the sight of my tits, nipples, like those of every girl present, rigid and ready for attention.  My blonde hair had spilled over one shoulder, and under the light breeze that picked up a few strands tickled against one of them.  I wanted Kyle, but as horny as I was, I was half hoping Mark would just abandon the game and take one of them into his mouth right now.  Instead, I reminded him, “My bottoms,” and he nodded and got back to it, untying the lower half of my bikini at the side, and peeling it away, too.  It was a strange sensation, having my vagina suddenly on view to everyone, out under the open sky, and it cast me back to the previous summer, when we’d gone skinny dipping, the moment I had dropped my suit there, every instinct crying out how wrong what I was doing was.  But I loved it, loved how Mark was drinking in the sight of my blonde cunt, too stunned to take any action but stand and stare.  I wanted Kyle to come back and see me, and then I wanted him to bend me to his will, like the barbarian he appeared to be.

Of course, he still had a job to do.  “David!” he called out after revealing the next card.

“Lose the bottoms, Shannon!” David called across the fire to her.

“I thought you’d never fucking ask,” she replied, and she stood and kicked off her last scrap of bikini, as I’m pretty sure she’d been wanting to do all day.  Her cunt hair was as red as that atop her head, looked even redder in the firelight, as she smiled at David and thrust her hips toward him, obscenely. 

Mark was now literally the only member of our group still wearing anything besides shoes.

But the game was still progressing.  Kyle turned over the next card, laughed and nodded to Shannon.  “You’re up, red!”

“David,” she called, and I felt a surge of relief at that.  Their sexual banter throughout the day had been unabating, but I was still worried she might have landed her personal order on Kyle.  She called to David, “You rinse that bug spray off?”

“Yeah!” he promised.

“Then get your cock over here!”

He didn’t need to be asked twice, loped around the fire to meet her.  They were right beside Joanne, and the tiny Filipino girl looked on in abject lust as Shannon went to her knees and brought her mouth once more to David’s penis.  Unlike earlier in the day, Shannon didn’t pull away this time, though.  She brought her hands around to cup his ass, and slid his cock deeper into her mouth.  Even from where I was, I could hear the slurping sounds as she sucked at him.

Joanne shook her head, called to Kyle, “How many left?”

He glanced down.  “Three!”

“I’d better be fucking next!”

He turned over the next one, smiled at her.  “Wish granted!”

Her smile was tremendous and wicked.  I saw her glance at his magnificent erection, which had not yet wavered.  But she was a tiny girl, and a virgin at that, and I think I know what went through her head as I saw her eyes shift over to someone who maybe wouldn’t split her in two.  She hollered, “Mark!  Are you a virgin?”

He looked sheepishly at his feet for a moment, too embarrassed to answer.  So I whispered to him, “So is she.  So am I, for that matter.”

It gave him the confidence he needed to yell back, “Yeah.”

“You wanna not be?” she called, and a smile that pretty much matched hers lit up his face.

He was the only one of us that never got ordered out of his clothes that night.  He stripped on the run across to her, sat on the bench, his cock very much ready for action.  He was a wise choice for Joanne, I thought, bigger than Steve, smaller than the other two.  They kissed, but she had been ready for hours, and she swung her leg over his thighs, straddling him, guiding him with her hand into her hungry pussy.  I heard her grunt, “Easy,” but also heard her sigh in overwhelming pleasure as she sank onto him.  Even the other two couples had stopped their activities for a moment to watch the first of us to actually round home plate.  They wouldn’t be the last, however.

There were only two cards left.  I knew one of them was mine, and the other belonged to Kyle.  We were also the only two unpaired, and when he called out my name next, I knew what I wanted my order to be.  I didn’t think he’d hang me out to dry on a technicality, but I gestured him over with my head, rather than risk calling him over and having that constitute my turn.  I had to do it three times before he understood what I was doing, though.  When he did, he came at a jog, that mighty penis of his bouncing like a carried javelin. 

He drew to a halt in front of me, said, “It’s your turn, Bailey.  What do you command?”

“I want you,” I told him, “to do whatever you want.”  It was a moment of truth for me, but I could think of no better order.  I wanted him, had been wanting him since we met the year before, but that was only half of it.  So do what you want, Kyle.  And I hope you want me.

His eyes narrowed to slits, exactly as they had when I’d confirmed I was very comfortable with the notion of being tied up, and that same smile came back over his face.  He stepped in to kiss me, actually had to manually shove his dick aside to make room.  Our mouths locked and my heart surged. 

When he broke off the kiss for a moment, I breathed to him, “You know you still have your card left.”

“I have everything I want,” he told me, and then his kiss was running down my neck, his lips suckling at the jointure of my neck and shoulder, hands gripping my hips, touring inward and upward, over my stomach, over the point where I could feel his penis lain across my abdomen like a war club, up to my breasts.  His hands were calloused and coarse as they slipped over my tingling nipples.  Then his mouth slid further, his lips locking on my right breast, and my hips unconsciously spasmed toward him.

With him in a crouch I could see clear to the fireside where my new friends were all naked and engaged in various forms of sex. 

Joanne had her hands on Mark’s shoulders, was sliding herself slowly up and down on his dick.  I saw her clench once, that tiny ass of hers shuddering, and with her accompanying cry, I thought it likely she had just orgasmed, but she kept on going, so maybe she was one of those lucky girls whose climaxes could fall like a row of dominoes, unending.

Shannon and David had switched positions.  She was seated on one of the benches now, and he was down on his knees before her, his dark skinned ass gleaming like polished onyx in the firelight.  His face was down between her legs, and she had both hands at the back of his head.  Her own head was tilted backward, face toward the sky.  Her eyes and mouth were both open, her glorious bosom heaving as she panted.

Michelle had perhaps taken inspiration from Joanne, because she had lain herself down on her back on the bench, one leg thrown to each side.  Her ankles were flexed to keep her shoes in contact with the earth, and Steve was just leaning into her, one hand bracing himself on the bench to the right of her neck, other one tracing a line up her lithe body as his penis slid along her thigh toward its destination.

Kyle had by now worked his way to my left breast, too, and was on the move again, kissing my ribs, my stomach, my pubis as his face lowered.  I had to fight to keep from thrusting my hips at him again, just gave him the time he needed to get where was going at his own hot pace.  I felt his face tickle through my pubic hair, braced for the touch of his tongue, but he was in a teasing mood, because he instead kissed down on the inside of my right thigh.  When he shifted to the opposite side, I could feel both his breath and the graze of his lips across my swollen pussy lips, but still he made me wait for it, kissing my inner left thigh.

By now Steve had pushed his cock up inside Michelle.  I saw her head crane back, and one of her arms arched that way, too, clutching at air once, twice, before she found a needless grip on the bench above her.  Her eyes were filled with lust as she met him in one more kiss, but as he began thrusting himself in and out of her, she couldn’t maintain it, head turning toward me, mouth open as she panted out, “Oh!  Oh!”

Kyle brought his hand into play now, fingers splayed, dragging up to paint over my pussy in a soft wide brush.  I looked down at him, and his face was tilted back, watching my own, a taunting grin on his face.  He knew how bad I wanted it, was enjoying making me suffer.  Or maybe he just wanted my eyes on his own before he gave me what I wanted, because now he leaned in and ran his tongue the full length of my slit.  My knees went slack, full weight on those overhanging branches, and my entire body juddered as I moaned wordlessly down at him.  I had been on the delivering end of oral sex before, but this was my first time receiving.  The sensation was overwhelming.

Shannon was reaching her peak.  She was forcing David’s face into her, shouting, “Oh, fuck!  Keep going!  Keep going!”  He followed her instructions and both of her legs lifted suddenly from the ground, wrapping around his frame and clutching tightly, as if she could force the entirety of his body inside of her.  The orgasm she voiced at the sky was an Amazon’s scream.

Kyle turned his tongue more forcefully on my clit, and I could feel one of his fingers probing at my slick entrance.  He was being cautious before inserting, but he didn’t have to be because my cunt was as damp and slick as it was ever going to get.  When he realized it, he pushed his central finger up inside me as his tongue slid back and forth over my clit.  I couldn’t refrain now, was rocking my hips to add a third level of sensation to it.  If he kept it up for long I was going to cum, but I would stop him before that happened.  I wanted Kyle’s cock inside me when I did.

Joanne was no longer bothering with her slow climb and descent, was pogoing up and down on Mark’s shaft, pigtails lifting and dropping with every bounce.  She was building to another orgasm, panting out to Mark, “Oh, fuck, yes, I’m gonna cum!”  The announcement may have inspired him, because he stood suddenly, arms around her back.  She was small enough that he had no difficulty with her weight, and if she took any notice of their changed position, it only showed in the automatic shift of her leg position from straddling his to both wrapped around his hips.  She was still lifting and dropping herself onto him, little bum flexing, until moments later she screamed out, “Oh, fuck!”  And I could see her full body vibrating on him, like a little jackhammer, stuttering out her cum onto his body, mouth locking on his shoulder where she may have actually bitten him.  Whatever she did, the cumulative effect of it worked, because he came too, with three obvious and violent thrusts of his hips up and into her.  Then they were just a frozen, heavy breathing statue locked together, or a piece of human signage in the shape of a capital P.

That sight was enough that it ran out my remaining meter, and I had to command Kyle to stop.  He looked up at me, confused, and I told him, “I want that barbarian dick inside me when I cum.”  He smiled and I blushed, not having meant to use my own internal symbolism aloud to describe his penis, but he understood and he stood from his kneel.  He fit the fingers of one hand to either side of my pussy, pried me open, and edged his mammoth cock head up inside.  “Oh, my God, it’s big,” I panted at him, and he threw me a cautious gaze.

“Let me know if it hurts,” he instructed and I nodded.

“It’s okay,” I assured him, “It’s all-”  But I didn’t even finish the sentence because he had just pushed another few inches inside me, my vagina spreading and welcoming him like something it had always been missing, despite his girth.

Past Kyle’s left shoulder I could see that Shannon and David had switched positions again.  She had gotten down on her knees once more, body bent over her bench, but facing me, so she could watch while Kyle fucked me.  David was behind her, pushing his cock up inside her, watching us over her head, too.

Steve and Michelle, who had been distracted by Joanne’s loud second orgasm, had turned their faces to watch us, too, even as they continued fucking, even as they reached their crescendo, because yes, he was spasming suddenly, turning back to her, grunting, and then her eyes were rolling back in her head as she called out his name, the toes of her runners, barely in contact with the earth, suddenly digging a groove there in the dirt by the campfire. 

Kyle had inserted himself as far as he could, which I doubted was his full length.  I had never had something so thick inside me, not even playing at home with DIY dildos like hair brush handles or a cucumber stolen from the fridge.  His eyes shifted to mine to check again that all was well, and when I nodded at him, he began his slow in and out thrust.  Fuck, I was not going to last long. 

Mark had placed Joanne back on the ground.  She stood for a moment with hands on knees, trying to regain her balance.  When she had it she looked around at everyone around her, at Steve just withdrawing his cum dripping dick from Michelle, at Michelle laying spent and satisfied on the bench, at David thrusting his penis in and out of Shannon from behind, and finally at Kyle, fucking the senior female counsellor who was tied to a tree.  She must have decided that last was most interesting, because she came stumbling toward us on wobbling legs, even as Mark took a seat on the bench, trying to catch his breath. 

She had just drawn even with us when David withdrew from Shannon.  I saw Shannon smile back at him over his shoulder as he jerked his cock, spraying his cum in a grapeshot pattern onto her back.

My own orgasm was imminent, and Joanne must have seen it.  She said, “Make her cum, Kyle,” and his thrusting increased in speed, his hands gripping my shoulders so that he could lift and force me back down onto his cock, again and again like some suspended doll, branches creaking at my tied wrists from the force of his action.

That was it.  I came hard and I came loud, eyes clenched shut, hollering my cum out in what sounded almost like rage.  The tree branches I was tied to shook violently, sounding like something big and heavy crashing through the underbrush as my cunt clenched around his cock, sucking at him like he could never be enough, even though he was more than enough, he was everything.  I tried to say his name, but it came out in a nonsense slur:  “Kuuuugh...” 

“That got her, big boy,” I heard Joanne chuckle.

As my body calmed, he pulled himself out of me, taking his dick in both hands.  I rolled my gaze down to watch the penis I’d been fantasizing about for a year as he jerked himself off.  I smiled and Joanne squealed when his hot cum sprayed out, the highest arcs striking my tits, the rest running down over my stomach to paint the top of my pubic hair white.


Epilogue

That wasn’t the only wild night Kyle and I spent together that summer, but it was the only time the eight of us fucked communally.  The pairings we had made that night held for the full summer, but once Arnold returned, and later, when the kids showed up, we had to be a lot more careful and subtle about our late night activities.  Still, each of us would meet with our significant others occasionally, far from the possible gaze of campers, down at the lake, in the equipment shed, sometimes in the back of the camp van for me and Kyle. 

I confessed to him once that I’d sort of cheated that night with the treasures, that I’d helped Arnold hide them in the first place.

“Oh, I know,” he laughed.  “I was hoping you’d get them all.  I wanted you to have fun!”

“I didn’t need any more to have fun,” I assured him.  Which was very true, either on that night at the fire or on any other night I spent with Kyle that summer.

Before Arnold returned, we still had to get all those chores done.  The division of labour hadn’t happened the way he’d planned but our particular reward system had fostered an even greater sense of community than he could have hoped.  Never had there been a more successful set of icebreakers.  He was impressed with how prepared both the camp and we were by the time he got back.

Yes, that was the best summer of my life.

Kyle returned the subsequent summer, as did a few of the others, and we had our fun then, too.  But after that, everyone moved on to other jobs and other careers. 

I remain even now as head of the camp at 28 years old, and I’ve seen my share of counsellors come and go, have watched their little pairings and trysts.  But I remember that one magnificent summer like it was yesterday, still think about when I’m alone in a tub, or late at night in my bed. 

I’ve kept my figure through the years, and I still definitely catch the admiring gazes of the newbs.  Who knows?  Maybe this summer I’ll introduce them to the icebreaker reward system that we eight invented.  Maybe I’ve still got one really hot summer left in me.
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Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.

Wife's Private Glory Hole

My husband and I are in a sexless marriage, so when we started up a book store adjoined to a neighboring porn shop, and I accidentally knocked myself a peep hole through to one of their private viewing booths, I knew I had to keep this a secret from him. Through this hole I can see men doing all sorts of nasty things... but watching isn't going to be enough for long. I need a bigger hole. Something that will let me touch those men and more... But how long can I keep this a secret from my husband? And will this be the destruction of our marriage... or its salvation?

Jack's Punishment Part One: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.
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