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  Warning:


  This e-book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language and may be considered offensive to some readers.


  

  



  The story you are about to read celebrates love, sex and romance between men. It is a product of the Love Is Always Write Event sponsored by the Goodreads M/M Romance group and is published as a free gift to you.


  What Is Love Is Always Write?


  The Goodreads M/M Romance group invited members to choose a photo and pen a letter asking for a short M/M romance story inspired by the image; authors from the group were encouraged to select a letter and write an original tale. The result was an outpouring of creativity that shined a spotlight on the special bond between M/M romance writers and the people who love what they do.


  A written description of the image that inspired this story is provided along with the original request letter. If you’d like to view the photo, please feel free to join the Goodreads M/M Romance group and visit the discussion section: Love Is Always Write. Link to Story Prompt at Goodreads


  STORY PROMPT:


  It’s easy to be a hero in the game. When we play together, I’m brave and strong and handsome and I slay the dragon. But when we stop playing, I’m back to being regular old me.


  Am I brave enough to tell him how I feel? When the game ends, can we still be comrades in arms, or is it all just empty fantasy?


  SUBMITTED BY: Joanna


  STORY INFO:


  Genre: contemporary


  Tags: geeks/nerds; humorous; interracial; role-play gaming; pseudo-kidnapping; tea-bagging; terrifying gnomes


  

  



  

  



  Author Note: Role-Playing Games (RPGs) are about storytelling so during the game scenes I left out the dice rolling and experience/hit point tracking, etc. to keep it more of a smooth story.


  ****


  The first time he showed up was for our Tuesday night game. We played every Tuesday and Thursday at Games You Play. Not the most creative name but it was the largest game store in Syracuse. They had the best selection of books, character pieces, and pretty much every game and expansion pack available. If they didn’t have something, they could order it. The store had an open floor plan: the products were in the front and eight gaming tables were set up in the back.


  I was sitting in my usual spot at one of the tables, facing the front of the store so I could watch people as they came and went. I should add emphasis to the word ‘could’ because I never paid attention to anything but the game. That’s why I was surprised when I heard a deep voice call out, “Hey, Jayne, sorry I’m a little late.” I stopped setting my game stuff up and looked up to see who was talking to Jayne. The guy was gorgeous. He was probably about six-feet, and I could tell his body was solid under his form-fitting leather jacket. His shaved head revealed his smooth, chocolaty skin. I just gawked at him, wondering if he would taste as good as he looked.


  “You’re fine, sweetie. We haven’t even gotten set up yet.” Jayne smiled at him, “Everyone this is Zack. He’ll be joining us. Zack, that’s Brett, he’s our thief,” Jayne said while pointing to Brett, who was sitting beside me. Moving on to me, “The pale, scrawny guy is Whitney, and he is our warrior.”


  Hearing my full first name helped me stop staring and shift my gaze to glare at Jayne. “Please call me Whit. Whitney is my mother.” Jayne completely ignored me as she moved onto the next introduction.


  “And that is Randy. He plays a mage. You can sit next to him.” She gestured towards the empty chair across from me.


  Jayne was the Game Master so she always took charge, sitting at the end of the table where she had enough room for all of her stuff. She had her Master’s screen up blocking everyone at the table from seeing what books or charts she had out. She got very into the game and liked all the traps, quests, or attacks to be completely unexpected. She was the best Game Master I’d ever played with. She always planned ahead and kept all the players on their toes. Judging by how confused Brett and Randy looked, I guessed I wasn’t the only one wondering why Zack was here.


  Randy and Brett both said, “Nice to meet you,” but I was feeling more shy than usual and pretended to study my character sheet while I quietly mumbled, “Hi.” Besides, I already told him to call me Whit, even if I was looking at Jayne while I said it.


  I couldn’t concentrate on my character. I’d already planned out my next three level-ups but it didn’t hurt to go over them again and make sure they were the most strategically beneficial. All I could think about was how the hunk across from me made my cock hard.


  “It’s nice to meet you guys as well. Thanks for letting me join while you’re in the middle of a game.” Zack’s deep voice was sexier than anything I could imagine. I felt like he had whispered dirty things in my ear. I was so distracted by the way his voice made my skin tingle that it took me a second to process what he actually said. He was going to join the game and be here every week? How was I ever going to concentrate on the game?


  “We should be thanking you for joining, Zack. This is going to make the game so much more fun,” Jayne said excitedly. I had no idea what she was talking about; the game was already awesome with just the four of us. “Now that there are four players you can split up and go on multiple missions simultaneously. This will really help me strengthen my Game Master skills. I’m practicing for next year’s national RPGM championship, as you all know.”


  “What’s a RPGM?” Zack asked. I fought the urge to introduce my palm to my face at the realization the tall, dark hottie was a total newb.


  “Role Play Game Master.” Brett spoke slowly and over-enunciated every word.


  “I’m not stupid, man, just new and don’t know acronyms yet,” Zack responded a little defensive, understandably since Brett spoke to him like he was a baby.


  “You’re new? You don’t say.” Randy sounded a little bitter, probably because we would be spending more time trying to teach Zack how to play for the next couple of weeks than we would actually playing the game. I figured with them talking I could safely steal a look at Zack without anyone noticing.


  Mission: Sneak a Peek at Zack was a Fail. When I looked up he was staring right at me. When our eyes met he just lifted his eyebrow. Fuck, he was hot. I was pretty sure that eyebrow lift was challenging me to also comment on his nonexistent RPG knowledge. I said nothing and instead just smiled slightly and lowered my head, hoping no one would notice I was starting to blush. I wasn’t sure where the idea came from, but as soon as I saw his eyebrow arch, all I could think about was running my tongue along that smooth curve. I was in trouble if I thought his brow was sexy.


  Luckily, no one was paying attention to me as Jayne took over again. “Stop being babies! Yes, this is Zack’s first time, but we were all new our first time, too. Don’t worry, Zack, I’ll make sure you understand everything and that none of these brats take advantage of your lack of experience. To start, you need to create a character, but before that we’ve got to go over the basic rules and game structure. Hopefully you’ll know what kind of character you want to create afterward. We can loan you dice, a character piece, and stuff.”


  I sat there and listened patiently as Jayne started going over all the basics. Then she started going over everything on the character sheet. Character sheets are long and Jayne would be very detailed in explaining it. Knowing it would take a while, I pulled a drawing pad out of my bag and started doodling. Unfortunately, my thoughts about Zack were pretty heavy and my doodles were turning out X-rated. I closed my pad and put it away before someone noticed what I was sketching. I should try to pay attention anyway. Even if I wasn’t ready to talk in front of Zack, I could at least try to look like I was providing moral support. I knew there was a reason to listen even if I wasn’t sure what it was.


  “Um, so are the little figures walking in a forest or something?” Zack asked, looking at the large game board on the table. It was marked with one inch squares and our three character pieces were standing on it. We could write on the board with dry erase markers and add other game objects. But the game was mostly all imagination so we tended to have a pretty blank board, mostly using it to mark character/item placements and track movements.


  “More like a deserted waste land.” Randy rolled his eyes like it should have been obvious where we were.


  “Shouldn’t there be traps or treasure chests or something?” Zack asked, examining the board closer.


  “There wouldn’t be a trap marked until after we discovered it, and we tend to raid chests when we find them, not mark it and have to go back later." Brett sounded bored and a little condescending. “Just because we can write on the board doesn’t mean we have to.”


  “Oh, well, do things at least jump out at you?” I could listen to Zack ask questions all night, but looking around the table, I was pretty sure I was the only one. Brett looked so bored I thought he might leave. Jayne seemed like she was trying not to get frustrated, scrunching her face and trying to force it to relax, but she just looked constipated. She liked to teach without being interrupted and didn’t like questions until the end. Randy just sat there coming across like, well, himself.


  “Sometimes dark and sinister creatures lurk in the shadows, waiting to strike.” Randy tried to sound eerie using his deepest voice. I watched as he grabbed his drink and started shaking it in front of the small figures in the middle of the game board. “Rawr! I’m a giant can of diet soda. Prepare to die, motherfuckers!” Then he made machine gun blasts as he used the base of the can to knock over the character pieces.


  I snorted loudly. I folded my arms on the table and rested my head on them, trying to stop laughing. Mission: Don’t Embarrass Myself. Fail. Mission: Remain Mysteriously Quiet Through the Night. Fail. Dog fucking damn it. Why did I have to snort? Randy isn’t even that funny, and instead of a cool chuckle, I snorted like a damn farm animal. Mission Update: Make it Through Rest of Night Without Further Humiliating Myself.


  Luckily, they went back into helping Zack build his character after settling down from Randy’s soda act. I’ll admit I was a little jealous of Randy’s ability to speak around strangers and make friends and be funny. I could be funny, probably, if I wasn’t too scared to talk around people, especially people I found extremely attractive. I kept my head down, listening as Jayne explained our characters to Zack. Hopefully he would choose to be something different and complementary to our characters.


  I played Cable, a strong, well-spoken human warrior who was skilled with blades but preferred longswords. He wore heavy armor most of the time but underneath I envisioned a strong body with bulging muscles. Cable was confident and didn’t hesitate when making a decision. Basically, Cable was everything I wasn’t.


  Randy was a mage and wore traditional robes and amulets. He called his character Randy; yeah, Randy was just Randy. He was pretty original like that. He said it was because his character acts like he would if he could hurl fire-bolts or raise the dead.


  Brett’s character was a rogue, but in real life he worked at a bank. I don’t know how to picture his character. He was always changing to blend in with his surroundings. His character is Rc, but he won’t tell anyone what Rc means. It just adds to his character’s complexity, he said.


  We were all male characters, which was why Jayne tried to pressure Zack into making his character female, going on about how useful a female character would be, using her womanly wiles to help get discounts from shopkeepers or flirt with unsuspecting travelers (while the rest of us looted their shit). Of course, she was more persuasive than that.


  “That’s cool, I’ll play a female,” Zack readily agreed. I was surprised by how willing he was to play a female. Not that there was anything wrong with playing a female; he just looked so strong and manly. Yet he had no problem helping out the team and seemed rather excited about the whole thing.


  “What race and class do you want to be?” Jayne questioned.


  “I will be a cleric dark gnome named Sapphire,” Zack said smugly. I was impressed he knew exactly what he wanted to be, even if gnomes were creepy little devils.


  Randy sighed heavily, “It’s race then class, newb. ‘Dark gnome cleric’ is how you should say it.”


  “Who cares how he said he wants to be a gnome? I’m more concerned with how that’s supposed to be a ‘devious distraction’,” Brett reasoned, using air quotes, “when people won’t even see you unless you stand on a stool?” Brett obviously didn’t like the idea of having a female gnome on the team.


  “Maybe I’ll wear steel armor platform boots with spiked toes. And maybe you’ll notice when I kick you in the nuts.” Zack paused, taking a deep breath. “Sorry, I really got into character. Sapphire may be small, but she’s spunky and won’t put up with shit from anyone.”


  “Okay, this should be an interesting new addition to the game. Zack, please don’t kick me in the vagina for asking, but I’m curious why you chose to be a gnome?” Jayne inquired.


  “Why wouldn’t I pick a gnome? They are so adorable and tiny. Oh, and they have the cutest hats.” Was Zack on crack? Gnomes weren’t cute… they were terrifying. My grandma had gnomes in her flower garden and all they did was scare kids off the lawn. And the clothes were just tragic, no style or coordination. And the hats? Those were just long and pointy and split your face open if you ever fell on one.


  At least I knew Zack was most likely gay now. I was convinced he was at least sixty-eight percent gay. What kind of straight man would talk about gnome couture? Still, his level of taste left a lot to be desired, gay or straight. Maybe it was just wishful hoping that he would be gay and single and have a thing for socially-awkward nerds. Sure, his gnome-loving was creepy, but he was hot so it evened out. I could definitely tolerate small doses of gnome-speak if it meant getting to watch the way Zack smiled and used his hands to describe them.


  “I even have a gnome keychain,” I heard Zack say before I tuned out the creepy gnome talk. I had endured all the gnome-ness I could handle for now. I hated gnomes, and I’d probably have wet nightmares about them as it was. I could see the dream in my head: Zack has me pinned against the wall, my arms wrapped around his neck and my legs locked around his waist. We’re naked, of course, and he is pounding his cock into me, and just when we’re about to come, poorly dressed gnome terrorists show up with spoons. Gnomes liked spoons for scooping eyeballs out of skulls; they were that evil. I’d wake up once they started to hack my eyeless head off. I’d lay awake with my cock achingly hard while crying from the terror of the gnome attack. I would probably end up needing to double my therapy sessions. Maybe I just wouldn’t sleep tonight, that would be safest. New Mission: Find Something to do to Avoid Sleeping.


  It was going to be tough playing with a gnome, especially a female one that speaks in Zack’s husky-man voice. He didn’t even try to make it higher when he was in character (and usually threatening bodily harm). It was weird imagining a two-foot female fashion-disaster victim talking in such a manly voice. If gnomes weren’t so scary I’d have laughed about it. I needed to find something to say to Zack and hope once I started the conversation, I could keep it going.


  I started making lists in my head of stuff that was okay to say and what wasn’t. Like “how’s it going?” was good. “Want a blowjob?” was slightly too slutty and went on my ‘don’t say’ list. “What do you think of the game so far?” was good, and in theory I should be able to talk about the game for hours. So I kept trying to find stuff to say, and then I had to work on actually saying it.


  ****


  Mission: Talk to Zack had been going nowhere for three months now. Not only could I not talk to him, but Zack was distracting. He always wore tight t-shirts that stretched across his muscular chest. The game store was always a little chilly and shortly after he would slip out of his leather jacket, his nipples would both firm into points. Three months of imagining what it would be like rubbing—or preferably licking—that amazing chest and playing with those perky nipples.


  Whenever I was caught staring, I would just look back at the board and feel myself blush. Sometimes when I accidentally made contact with his sultry brown eyes, he would give me a quirky half smile. I could tell by his smirk he knew I wanted him, but I just couldn’t get the courage to actually say anything. It was so easy to watch him, wishing I could find the courage to ask him to get coffee or something. Then I’d think, “what if he said yes?” I’d spend the whole time stumbling through, trying to figure out more things to say—and subtly imply I was up for more than just coffee—without being too direct in case he wasn’t gay. It didn’t take much for me to talk myself out of asking him to hangout.


  I was convinced that there was at least a seventy-three percent chance he was gay. I bumped it up from sixty-eight after our third game. Zack showed up wearing a light pink shirt that was tighter than usual. ‘It’s All Geek To Me’ was written across the chest, the serif font appearing elongated from how much the fabric had to stretch. Then the next game he was wearing a black shirt that said “Go ahead, play with my” followed by a picture of an old Atari joystick. Zack had caught me staring at his chest enough that he had to know I’d see it, but I wasn’t sure if the shirt was a serious invitation, if he was just teasing me, or if he even wore it for me.


  If he was trying to tease me, it worked. His shirts did nothing but inspire my imagination and make me want him even more. It wasn’t just that he was physically the epitome of my every desire, but I genuinely liked him, what I knew of him.


  I really hadn’t talked to him beyond mumbled “hellos,” but I did manage to talk to him in the game. That was Cable talking to Psychotic Gnome AKA Sapphire, which was just me, teasing. I got over my fear of gnomes, in the game at least, but I still can’t go to my grandma’s house without having a minor panic attack. Even though Sapphire didn’t terrify me any longer, I still enjoyed making fun of her or having Cable do it for me.


  Playing with Zack was fun. Besides being able to tease Sapphire, he really did make things more interesting. He always had something snarky to say to any baddies we encountered. He was also a very supportive team player. As snarky as he was to the villains, he always had something supportive to say to the team even though we all still teased him about making newb moves. He was always using his turn to heal one of us, even if he had more exciting things he could be doing. As sweet as I thought it was that he always looked out for the team, I enjoyed it more when he went off on the creatures. The stuff he would shout at them never failed to make me laugh. Who can resist a hot guy that looks out for his own and makes you laugh?


  Unfortunately, even as Cable, my in-game conversations never went the way I wanted them to. Like last week, Cable told Sapphire she could use a bath—because she smelled like shit and was covered in slime from the fourteen-headed snot-slug she stupidly sliced open. (Everyone knew you killed those with a ranged attack.) Anyway, what I wanted Cable to say was, “Even covered in avocado snot and chunks of withering slug flesh, you still take my breath away. Not from the putrid odor either, but because your beauty shines through even the thickest secretions.” And then Cable would kiss those slime-covered gnome lips… or some deeply romantic gesture like that.


  This time would be different though, Sapphire got herself in trouble, and when Cable strutted in there to save her, he was going to say something smooth and flirty. Newest Mission: Flirt with Zack by Using Cable.


  Maybe now would be a good time to point out I don’t have split personalities. My new therapist, Nerey, told me that. I knew I controlled Cable, and Nerey said something about how I was just insecure and projecting all my confidence and esteem into the character of Cable, and I should work on focusing that confidence internally. I thought she was full of shit, but I liked talking to her. Something about paying her for her time made me open up. And I liked how instead of calling me a shy chicken, she would say I have a “nervous anxiety disorder preventing me from initiating communication with Zack,” or something fancy like that. I thought she was enabling me to remain distant more than actually helping me get past the anxiety. Maybe I needed a new therapist. Maybe I should’ve looked into getting a team of them?


  I thought about offering to pay Zack to see if that would help me relax enough to talk. Mission: Pay Zack was quickly marked ‘Too Risky’ and terminated. Knowing me, I’d probably think I was being sly and say something like, “How’s fifty bucks for an hour sound?” and he would think I was insinuating he was a whore and punch me in the face. That was the best case scenario, so no offering Zack compensation for his time.


  None of that matters now, though, because the game was going to let me be a hero. Randy and Rc were off searching for a juju or something in some underwater caverns. Cable’s not part of that storyline, so trust me, it was boring. While they were off swimming, Sapphire and Cable were trudging through the forsaken desert lands. We were searching for the Rod of Improbability. It was believed to be in the upside-down pyramid in the liver of the desert’s death oasis. The desert wasn’t an easy place to pass through and got tougher the closer you got to the liver. If gnomes could swim, Sapphire would be on the other mission since it was far easier. Easier as in boring. Luckily she couldn’t swim and was privileged enough to get rescued by Cable, repeatedly. That is, until this morning, day four in this hellacious desert.


  The worst thing imaginable happened. Okay, that was a little dramatic. Sapphire was kidnapped from her sleeping shelter. She was probably being beaten and tortured. I wouldn’t be surprised if she was being strung up by her ankles and having her skin melted off, slowly. I knew it was just awful, but I smiled thinking this was the best thing ever. Now Cable would get to really save his gnome and be the knight in abused armor.


  That morning, just before the sun was to rise, Cable was awoken from his sleep by the low-pitched mannish screams of Sapphire. Cable thought to himself, she probably saw a spider and is freaking out, but spiders would seem a lot larger to one so small. Still lying in his bedding, Cable began assessing the situation. Sapphire continued shrieking loud enough it could wake the dead.


  It was impossible to sleep in heavy armor, so he was only wearing a pair of snug grey pants when he pulled himself out of bed. They were snug enough to show off the muscles in his legs but flexible enough to allow unrestricted movement. He grabbed his trusty longsword, Rel-Lik. (That’s ‘killer’ spelled backwards.) Rel-Lik is long, narrow, and extremely sharp. It was just an ugly old sword. Rel-Lik had no magic enhancements or skill modifiers. It didn’t need them. Very few creatures survived without their head; it didn’t need to be anything more than sharp.


  Cable left his armor in the tent. If it was just a spider, he planned to sleep a little longer after Princess-Gnome shut up. If something was seriously wrong, there wasn’t time to mess with the armor. The screaming finally stopped. Sapphire probably fainted from fright. (I didn’t see how anything could be more terrifying than a gnome, but I guessed everything had phobias.)


  On alert, Cable silently exited his small tent, quickly noticing something was indeed wrong. The camp was being attacked and it looked like Sapphire was the target. Now that Cable was outside, he could hear Sapphire had stopped screaming and was hurling insults at her attackers. She may not have been able to put up much of a fight physically but at least she could give even the most secure creature a complex. It was hard to stay in character and not laugh as Sapphire told one of the Draczards—an androgynous man-snake-lizard-like thing—“Is that all you got, you beady-eyed son of a bitch? My gnome-nana hits harder than you, and she is over 400 years old, pussyface!”


  “Someone gag the gnome, please. Her manly shrieking is making my ears bleed,” one of the ugly green lizard creatures hissed. It was then Cable noticed this wasn’t an attack per se, but they were trying to kidnap little Sapphire. They were trying to stuff her in an old bristly potato sack, but she was too slippery and it looked like she was biting them if they got near her mouth.


  Why kidnap her? They couldn’t possibly plan to ransom her back to us and expect us to pay, could they? Just listen to the shrill man-voice of the shrieking harpy. Why would anyone pay to get that back? Who was Cable trying to kid? Sapphire was part of the team and he’d do whatever it took to get her back. Still, they couldn't have known that; they must want her for something else—need her alive—or they would have already killed her... probably need her blood or skin for some ancient curse or other dark ritual. Cable almost felt bad for the kidnappers; no one deserved the verbal abuse Sapphire could spit out.


  Cable resisted the urge to let out a battle cry and rush to save Princess-Gnome-Stool. Cable was too smart to give away his advantage: no one had noticed he was there, yet. There were eight of the creepy walking lizards, and without his armor or reinforcements, he’d need the surprise and hopefully take out two of them before they even realized he was there. Normally Cable wouldn’t have liked killing someone from behind, but it was eight against one and his sleep had been interrupted so he was cranky.


  In situations like this, things rarely go as planned. When it comes down to it, it is all luck of the dice. Cable’s first swing with Rel-Lik was aimed to decapitate the monster closest to him. Swinging with a strong, quick strike, he… missed. There went the advantage of a surprise attack. Bitch fucker whore! Cable didn’t say that out loud. He was a silent fighter; to show frustration would just make him look weak, and taunting sounded desperate. Cable liked to remain unyielding and let nothing show on his face. Without armor, Cable couldn’t afford to take any chances. Even if his movement would be a lot quicker without the heavy burden of armor, he’d have to fight defensively, which could take awhile.


  Avoiding their long, spiky teeth and the eight razor claws they had on each limb was vital to coming out victorious. Three of the Draczards closest to Cable broke away from the pack and each took a turn trying to score a hit. They missed. Cable responded quickly and thrust Rel-Lik into the nearest lizard’s upper body, piercing the thick-scaled chest plate. Wrenching the sword into the vulnerable organs, Cable watched as the lizard’s thick, yellow-orangey blood began to bubble between the creature’s nasty teeth. Ripping his sword out, Cable watched the thing fall lifelessly to the sand. He didn’t know much about the Draczards’ biology, but he approached every fight the same: stab it, and if it didn’t die, cut its head off. It had worked well so far.


  The remaining two attacked at once. Cable dodged the first one but the second connected with the back of his left shoulder, leaving eight shallow claw marks. At least the hit had only grazed him, and Cable was right-handed, so he could still use Rel-Lik unhindered. He needed to wrap this up, and fast. Dodging two more attacks, Cable was able to retaliate and drive his sword through the lizard’s left eye. Rel-Lik slid out smooth and clean.


  Draczards had thick mucus-like blood that would stretch and snap back, leaving the blade mostly blood-free. Even the strongest stomach could become weak when assaulted with being covered in slime and guts, nostrils filled with putrid, nauseating odors. As long as one avoided the teeth and claws, Draczards were an easy, no-mess kill, a huge help when there was a large group of them to slaughter for messing with your gnome. She might have been loud, mostly useless, and always getting in trouble, but she was Cable’s useless gnome, dammit, and no one messed with something of Cable’s.


  Before the Draczard’s body had hit the sand Cable had spun around, and in one swift motion Rel-Lik sliced through the remaining lizard’s neck. Cable watched as the body crumpled and the head rolled a few times, coming to a stop in an upright position a few feet away.


  Well, bloody fucking shit snatchers, Cable thought to himself. They were gone; the remaining five Draczards had escaped with their hapless victim, Sapphire. Well just fucking great, now a rescue mission would need to be devised. At least he would still be able to be the hero, rescue Sapphire, and get the perfect opportunity to flirt and be charming.


  The desert sun had risen and there were a few fluffy clouds in the azure sky. It was a bright morning, but Cable was infuriated. With the rusty desert rock cliffs to his back and no one around to bear witness, Cable allowed himself to expel his frustrations. He drove Rel-Lik into the sand next to the pile of Draczard remains. His body tensed and his muscles bulged as he clenched his teeth. Channeling all of his irritation through his taut body, he let it out in a long, animalistic roar.


  “Jesus, Whitney, stop fucking screaming already.” I barely heard Randy trying to yell over me. And fuck him, I wasn’t screaming, I was roaring like a savage beast that just had its gnome kidnapped. Huge difference between that and screaming! I did stop roaring though, as he was right, I was a little loud. But I was just in character.


  “Okay, that’s a good place to finish for the night,” Jayne said as she started gathering her stuff. What the hell, we couldn’t stop there! Cable was going to save Sapphire and be smooth with the whole flirting thing. Yeah, he was going to have her eating out of his hand, and by association Zack would want me just as much as Sapphire would want Cable. Fuck, no way could I wait for Tuesday to continue. I’d drive myself insane and lose all my nerve by then.


  There was no point arguing and asking to continue as they were all chattering and getting their stuff put away. I was always the first one to leave after the game ended. I liked playing with the gang but I didn’t really talk to them much in the outside world. Emails were exchanged and new ideas brought up, sometimes strategies were discussed, but for the most part we just played the game. Zack was the only one I wanted to get to know better, but how could I when just being near him would make me drool, and actually talking to him, I’d probably shit my pants.


  I quickly gathered my few books and game equipment. I turned to stuff them in my bag but it was gone. I always left my bag leaning against the metal leg of my chair. So where the hell was it? I checked the right side, just in case. Not there either, not that I really expected it to be. I never noticed anyone come over to our table, but I really get into the game. I doubted someone had walked over and jacked my bag while we all just sat here. I did a quick scan of the room trying to see if I left my bag somewhere else, but I couldn’t have possibly done that since I was sitting down with my bag when I got my stuff out of it. Still, it was a compulsion to look around the room and try to find it. My eyes locked with Zack’s during my survey of the room. He looked smugly amused. I didn’t trust that look.


  I was desperate to get away from the intensity of his gaze, so I did what any adult would do and slid out of my seat onto my knees below the table. Holy shit, there was my bag lying over by Zack’s shoe—it must have been a size thirteen. Dare I try and peek at his crotch while under the table? For comparison, of course, to see how the size of his extremities correlate. Purely scientific reasons. Butt fuck that idea though. This crackerjack used his sexy long leg to reach under the table and steal my bag. That’s just rude; inexcusable, really. Keeping my eyes focused on my bag—not looking at his crotch, I swear!—I crawled over and grabbed it. (My bag, not his crotch!)


  It wouldn’t move so I pulled on it harder, but the fucker was held firmly in place by a giant shoe sitting on its strap. I didn’t want to jerk it too hard and break the strap. I quickly gave up on trying to pry it out from under that enormous clodhopper. He had to feel me pulling on the bag and he didn’t even move his foot. What a bastard. A smart person probably would’ve asked him politely to move his foot, but not me. Since I couldn’t pull my bag out, I decided to try and push his foot off.


  When I went to push his leg, it was like trying to move a mountain. Fuck, it didn’t even budge. I don’t think he even noticed I was trying to move his leg. Moving on to Plan C, I wrapped my hands around his calf. Even through his jeans I could feel his leg was solid muscle, a fact I ignored. I tightened my grip and started shaking his leg as hard as I could, determined to work it loose enough to get my bag and get the fuck out of this store.


  I was not silent in my attempts to retrieve my bag. No, I was grunting and mumbling the whole time with my strenuous efforts to get Zack off the strap. But now was not the time for dirty thoughts. Since the sounds were coming from under the table, by Zack’s crotch, and I was grunting stuff like, “dirty cocksucker, you’ll be lucky if I don’t punch you in the balls,” I’m pretty sure anyone within hearing distance thought I was giving him a rather violent handjob. And of course Zack wouldn’t just move his foot so I could come out from under the table. Nope, he just sat there. He was probably making faces—like he was in deep pleasure—for everyone to see. Bastard.


  Did I really need my bag? Maybe I should’ve marked the bag as a loss and run out of the store. My therapist is going to love this story. Maybe I could call her and see what she thinks I should do? But my phone was in my bag and my hands were still busy trying to tear Zack’s leg apart. Maybe I should’ve just punched him in the balls—he’d have to move then—but his reflex would probably cause his knee to jerk into my face.


  I was running out of ideas (besides just tucking tail and crawling out of the store) when Zack bent down. He had the nerve to smile at me, a warm and sexy smile that almost made me forget he was holding my bag hostage. “Whatcha doing, Whit?” he asked with false innocence, like he didn’t know he stole my handbag. His eyes darted down and he spotted my sack. “Oh, need some help there, Whit?”


  Yeah, I need you to remove your foot from my bag, and can I suggest shoving it up your ass?


  Before I could actually respond though, Zack had grabbed my bag and I heard it land on the table above me. At least now I could throw my shit in it and go home. This night was not turning out how I had hoped. Stupid Jayne, ending the game before I could make my move. I’m sure I would have. When I elegantly stood back up, I froze. Zack was busy putting my things in my bag. Who does that? “What in the monkey balls are you doing? I have places for everything in there; you can’t just start tossing my stuff in there.”


  “I know. You labeled all the pockets and dividers. Relax, I can read and am putting everything where it goes,” he told me. His tone was sincere and placating. And he was almost done shoving everything in so what could I really do about it? Just let him finish and then I could leave, go home and pretend this night never happened. He finished packing away my stuff and looked up at me with those sweet puppy eyes that he could have probably used to get away with murder just by flashing them. “You ready?” he asked quietly. I nodded before I even thought about it, mesmerized by those peepers. Using his eyes like a weapon seemed like a dirty play. Manipulative bastard.


  With that, he grabbed my bag and headed for the door. I had to follow; he had my stuff after all. So I trailed behind him, walking across the parking lot. I watched as he opened the back door of his car and tossed my bag on the seat. What the fuck was he doing? “Get in,” Zack said as he opened the driver’s door. I just stared at him; he couldn’t expect me to get in the car with him, could he? “Hurry up, I’m starving. I’ll take you to dinner. We need to talk strategy for next week’s game.”


  I don’t know what I was thinking, but I found myself slowly getting into his car. I may have been in some kind of daze, because he was pulling out of the lot before I even managed to get my seatbelt buckled. I’m not sure how long we sat in silence before he casually asked, “Why did your mom name you Whitney?”


  I must have been really stunned by his question because I found myself responding before I even thought about it. “She thought she was going to have a baby girl because she craved cucumbers and seafood during her second trimester. Apparently those are girl foods. Anyway, when she was wrong and had me, she didn’t want to have to think of a boy name so went with what she planned to name a girl.”


  “But you said her name was Whitney?”


  “Yeah, she says she knew she’d be the coolest mom ever and that her and her kid would be best friends, so she wanted to have the same name. Apparently, having the same name increases the mother and child’s ability to bond.” I wasn’t embarrassed by my name, I just preferred Whit. That way if I was hanging out with my mom, I wouldn’t get confused which one of us people were talking about.


  


  “Is she a cool mom?”


  “The coolest,” I responded. After a few minutes with Zack not saying anything, I found myself spilling more words without thinking. “You know I only got in the car because you were holding my bag hostage.” And because you’re so fucking hot, I want to lean over and wrap my lips around your cock until you shoot down my throat. Yeah, I wanted my dessert before dinner, and right fucking then would have been preferred. Luckily, I didn’t say that part out loud.


  “That doesn’t sound very romantic, now does it?” he asked, glancing my way for a second before looking back at the road. “Look at it this way: I was being a gentleman; I carried your books for you, offered you a ride, and now I'm taking you out to dinner. Dare I say it sounds almost like I’m trying to woo you?” He finished by turning his head and giving me a quick wink.


  If I thought he was serious, I would have told him to consider me wooed before I started pulling down his zipper using my teeth. But since he said he wanted to talk strategy, I was pretty sure he was just yanking my chain. If he was serious, he would have made a move by now, right? But I was seriously into him and I hadn’t made a move. Maybe he was just really horny and didn’t want to waste time finding a hook-up. That brought some dirty thoughts to mind.


  I must have been really into my fantasy world, because before I knew it, I was following Zack into a twenty-four hour diner I’d never been to before. We were seated quickly in a booth along the wall. It looked like a typical diner, a little worn but cozy. At first, I thought if he was trying to woo me, he wasn’t trying very hard, but then I considered where we just came from and what we were wearing, and the place seemed perfect.


  Shortly after being seated, a young server brought menus and water, and introduced herself as Lindsey. After taking our drink order, she left us with time to look at the menu. I got a mint chip milkshake—my favorite—so that way if I didn’t get sex with Zack later, at least the night wouldn’t be completely unsatisfying. Yes, I loved mint chip shakes that much. Zack got an iced tea, no lemon; it seemed like a boring drink to me.


  We hadn’t spoken since the car ride here. It was okay not talking in the car because I was daydreaming, and right now I was hiding behind my menu. But that only lasted a few minutes, up until Lindsey came back with the drinks and to take our orders. I ordered two cheesy baked potatoes. I wasn’t that hungry and I loved potatoes and cheese, my two favorite foods which together were heavenly. Zack ordered a heart attack on a platter. Then Lindsey left, taking my menu shield with her.


  Zack sat there silently looking at me. I was used to this; my therapist often played the same game. I think she called it “stare at the nut until he cracks and starts spilling his guts.” I always lost at this game so I knew I’d have to speak first. I went with the only thing I could think of. “Why did you join our RPG group?” I sounded harsh even to my own ears, like he’d done something wrong and I was interrogating him. “That came out wrong. What I meant was what made you want to start role playing?” That sounded much better.


  “Well it’s kind of a long story, but a few weeks before I joined the group, I broke up with my boyfriend. And I kind of spent those three weeks bitching to my friend Chandra non-stop about how I always date idiot losers. She tried to tell me it’s because I always went for the same type of guy who I’d meet at a club or party. I told her she was wrong and I just had bad luck with men." He paused to take a sip of his tea. I was trying to suck my thick shake through the narrow straw. “Anyway, we were having a drink at a café and saw Jayne’s flyer looking for new members for a Tuesday and Thursday night RPG group. I guess Chandra was completely fed up with my whining because she bet I couldn’t last two weeks with a group outside of my normal social setting. I didn’t want her to think I couldn’t do it, so I emailed Jayne and you know the rest. After the two weeks, I won fifty bucks.”


  “How kind of you to grace us with your presence, but in case you can’t tell time, two weeks passed awhile ago.” I know I sounded bitter, but it ticked me off he thought we were below his standards when he had to be cock and balled into joining our group and had planned to leave after two weeks. It took two weeks just to get him ready to start playing the game. I’d have been so pissed if he had just stopped showing up after that.


  “Well, Chandra was right. I did need to broaden my social activities. At first I was a little bored with all the character development and learning the rules, but once we started playing I really began to love it.” He sounded sincere, and he hadn’t missed a game yet, but still…


  “Why do you love it?” I wasn’t being antagonistic; I really wanted to know why he loved it.


  He just smiled at me for a few long seconds. “Because I get to say whatever I want when I’m in the game. Sapphire doesn’t hold back, she says what’s on her mind. I work with a lot of sucktards and wish I could say half the stuff to them I get to say when we play. I guess the game is like a release for me, where I get to let everything out of my system. It’s like therapy.”


  “Trust me, it’s better than therapy." He gave me one of his trademarked eyebrow raises at my statement. I shrugged. I’m not going to tell him about my therapy sessions.


  “There was another reason I stayed and why I keep coming back.” He smiled coyly at me. I used my hand to motion for him to continue but he just smiled at me.


  He was going to be a douche and make me ask, wasn’t he? “And what’s that?”


  “There is this really cute guy on the team I wanted to get to know better.” He was still smiling, and even though he just admitted he liked someone else, that smile made me ache in my jeans.


  “Randy?” I asked. I had to know who he thought was cute. “I guess he is kind of cute if he doesn’t talk.”


  “Randy? Are you serious?” He looked a little repulsed. “Have you seen Randy picking stuff out of his hair and sniffing it? It’s totally gross.”


  “Bre—”


  “Don’t say Brett, moron.” I would’ve been snarky about him cutting me off or calling me a moron, except he said it so affectionately, like a pet name. “I’m talking about you.”


  “Me? Why me?”


  “Why you? Because I think you’re gorgeous, and I adore the way you think you’re shy, but you’re really not, you just think too much. The first time I saw you, I forgot to breathe. Then when you looked at me with those big green eyes, I got lost and knew I needed to get to know you better.”


  “If you wanted to get to know me better, why’d you wait until now to kidnap me?” I asked cheekily as I smiled probably the biggest smile of my life upon hearing him describe me.


  “It’s difficult to ‘kidnap’ someone, as you say, when you can’t get them alone. You always rush out after the games and I never had a chance to talk to you. And honestly, I’m used to the other guy making the first move. I’ve never had to plan a seduction before.”


  “This is what you call a seduction?”


  He laughed and shook his head, “The real planning comes into play later.”


  “Judging by how you asked me out, I can only imagine how dirty you play.”


  “You’ll have to wait and see,” he smirked at me. “But until then I really do need you to help me figure out how Sapphire will escape before, you know, they rape her sexy ass or some shit like that.”


  How could I point out—without being a dick—that she doesn’t have the skill to escape? “What is your character the best at?”


  “Talking shit!” he answered immediately. I couldn’t help but laugh. Fuck me, he was cute. And he made me smile like no one else ever had.


  “Okay, what’s the second thing she's the best at?” I asked when I stopped laughing.


  “Healing shit?”


  “Bingo, every time it’s your turn, all you have to do is regenerate. Keep your health points full, and when Cable comes to rescue you, you’ll be ready to go,” I told him, outlining the only logical thing to do in his position. “And you won’t get raped. The Draczards are androgynous.”


  “That’s bullshit, Whit. You expect Ms. Sapphire to just sit there and wait for a man to come save her? She doesn’t need a man. Just help me come up with my own escape plan.” His ambition was cute but he really didn’t get how the game worked.


  “Look, you can’t escape. Just not possible; you don’t have the right character skills for it. It will be a while before Cable rescues Sapphire. Jayne has some evil plan. She takes Game Master duties seriously, and kidnapping Sapphire was meant to be a distraction. She thinks I’ll go save you before finishing the quest, but by the time you’re rescued she’ll already have done what she has planned. So I need to finish the quest and then go save you. And while I’m doing that, all you have to do is stay alive, so keep regenerating health.” There it was, all laid out. He couldn’t argue with that, right? I mean it was so obviously the only way to handle this situation.


  “That is a sucky plan. I have to just sit there and heal myself repeatedly while you’re off having an adventure?”


  “Well, you can still belittle your captors, and try to wear them down to such a state of depression they’ll release you because they can’t handle your verbal onslaught any longer,” I said with a little smile. I thought he’d like being able to sit there and toss insults until his voice turned hoarse.


  “That sounds more tolerable, but I still want to be out exploring, not tied to a cement slab in some lizard freak’s sex dungeon.” By ‘exploring’ he meant his obsessive need to have Sapphire pick every herb we saw and open every crate looking for unneeded treasure. Sometimes when I was playing, I’d picture Cable pushing the little gnome into the crate, closing it, and carrying it off. It would decrease the travel time not having to wait while Sapphire stopped every few squares to interact with her surroundings. Maybe if Cable had locked her in a crate the kidnappers wouldn’t have found her and she wouldn’t be messing up the quest.


  I was saved from having to respond to Zack by the arrival of our food. This was a good thing since I didn’t know what to say. We were eating in silence when Zack randomly asked, “Want a fry?” I thought about it for a second. I mean I was eating two potatoes as it was, but the gesture seemed sweet. And wasn’t sharing food supposed to be romantic?


  I nodded my head as he picked up a fry, dunked it in mayonnaise, and then shoved it in my mouth. I hate mayonnaise but couldn’t spit it out since he was still pushing the fry in. I was expecting him to offer me his plate and let me grab it. He hadn’t washed his hands for hours; at least I rubbed some sanitizer on mine right after we sat down. Not that I’m germ-phobic or anything. Hell, I’d lick every part of Zack except his hands or feet. Was that weird, ‘feel free to choke me with your cock, but keep your fingers away from my lips?’ I’ll be the first to admit it makes no sense, but in my head I couldn’t get over those fingers near my mouth. It was gross.


  It would be rude to grab his wrist and spit the food out, but I still considered it an option. I’m pretty sure he’d be repulsed if I spit the slightly chewed fry out and scrubbed my tongue clean on a napkin. The only thing I could do was get through it with the thought that if I survived this, later he’d hopefully stuff my mouth with his cock. I closed my lips tightly on the end of the fry; no way was I letting his fingers get inside my mouth. After I swallowed the last of the fry, I opened my eyes. Zack was grinning at me. I tried to smile back without parting my lips. It felt awkward, so I imagine I looked sick or something. If he said anything I’d say it was because he made my stomach flutter.


  “You have some mayo on your lips,” he said, reaching out and brushing the corner of my mouth with his thumb. I almost gasped but managed to keep my lips closed. I turned my head and grabbed my napkin and quickly wiped at my face before downing my full glass of water. It didn’t help the memory and the taste still lingered. I’d likely never forget this; my therapist would probably make me relive it for at least three sessions, the sadistic bitch.


  “Thanks,” I mumbled, trying not to look queasy as I turned back to him. “Want some of my shake?” I asked, trying to be polite even though I was still trying to get over the mayo-assault on my taste buds. As first dates went, it could be worse. At least I’m pretty sure this was a date. At his nod, I passed him my almost empty milkshake. I almost had a spontaneous orgasm when he wrapped his full lips around the straw and started sucking. He licked his bottom lip after releasing the straw. I was suddenly feeling jealous of that straw.


  He passed my drink back and grabbed another fry, dunking it in his fat sauce. “Want another fry?” he asked smoothly. I knew I had two choices here: accept the fry, and then have him try and shove food in my mouth every time we ate together, or say no thanks and explain myself. Of course there was only one real option. I had to tell him to keep his fingers away from my face or I’d always worry he might try to touch my lips again.


  “No fry for me, thanks. I hate mayonnaise, and I freak out a bit having hands near my mouth and nose.” I tried to sound casual even as the memory of his thumb caressing my lip made me itch to go scrub my face clean.


  “Oh shit, I’m sorry. It didn’t cross my mind that you might not like mayo." He sounded so apologetic I almost thought about lying and saying, “I love mayonnaise and hands touching my mouth.”


  “Guess I’ll have to remember to keep my hands away from your face.”


  “Well I have no problems with your hands anywhere else, like in my hair,” I winked at him, hoping to revamp the mood. “And you can still feed me; just don’t use your fingers.”


  “Oh yeah, you like having a fist pulling your hair?” I could hear the excitement in his voice at the idea.


  “You’ll have to wait and see,” I said nonchalantly, replaying his words from earlier back to him.


  “Looks like we’re done here, so want to come over to my place and play a game?” As creepy as that offer could have sounded, his tone was seductive and not at all like the psychotic voice from the movie Saw. I watched it in the theater back when I was in high school, and I screamed like a drowning duck. There were little girls there who didn’t scream as much as I did. Needless to say, I didn’t watch the sequels.


  “We just got done playing a game. Why would you want to play another?” I asked stupidly. He was inviting me to his place. Why the fuck did I care what his reason was? I should’ve just said, “Yes, please I’d love to.”


  “Well I was thinking of playing a more active game, something to get our blood pumping. Maybe Strip Twister or Nude Wii Tennis, or we could just watch a movie if you prefer.”


  “Don’t you need at least three people to play Twister? You know, someone to spin and call out colors while the rest act like uncoordinated monkeys.” I could have slapped myself right then for again being dense. The correct response was, ‘Let’s play Naked Anything for hours, please.’ “Yeah, another game or movie would be fun. We should do that.” Could my response have seemed any more robotic?


  Zack paid and we headed out to his car. The ride to his place was spent with Zack talking about his car, or maybe cars in general. I couldn’t really follow along but I enjoyed listening to his voice, even if he might as well have been speaking German for all I understood. Before long we were pulling up to his building and he was leading me through a nice but plain lobby into the elevator. Disappointingly, nothing happened in the elevator. Probably for the best since there was an older couple in the metal box with us and they probably wouldn’t know what to make of my attempt at flirting. They’d freak out thinking I was having a seizure or something, and it’s not nice to scare the elderly.


  The elevator opened on the fifth floor and Zack led me down the hall. I watched his ass thinking I’d follow that anywhere. Fucking Hawt. Watching his ass flex as he walked motivated me more to work up the courage to get touchy-flirty, because I needed to get a good view of that ass without clothes. Then we were at his door and he was motioning me inside.


  I’m going to skip the boring details, like what his apartment looked like, because honestly, who even notices those details when they’re hornier than a bunny on ecstasy and alone with a God-like Zack? So yeah, his home has walls with stuff in frames hanging, but more importantly, where was the bedroom? Fuck, he had a nice muscular ass. Bet he had impeccable control with those hips. Why were we still clothed and standing in the entryway? Why wasn’t he going caveman and shredding my clothes on the way to his room? I was nervous and my thoughts had become jumpy. “Did you want something to drink?” he asked as he walked further into his condo.


  “No drink. Didn’t you mention something about a seduction plan and stripping?” Right to the point, but I’d been hard for hours and maintaining an erection that long messes with a man’s blood circulation to other areas, like the filter for his mouth.


  Zack turned around and gave me a small smile. “About that, I lied earlier. I have no plan and thought I could make up something as we went. I wanted you and couldn’t wait anymore. Watching you play earlier, it was captivating. I love how into the game you get; you play with your whole body, and watching you is always so intense. I’ve been dying to see if that intensity would transfer over to more intimate activities.” He gave a sly grin. “And you’re the best storyteller, the way you keep the story going even as you roll the dice, or how quick you are to react to the other players. I can’t help but wonder what you’d say during sex… do you talk dirty?”


  Oh, fuck me with a basketball, he’d been thinking of me and sex? Thinking leads to expectations, which can lead to disappointments, which added so much pressure to perform well. I mean, I wanted to fuck him like an all-star anyway so he’d want repeat performances. Dirty talk, though? Not sure I could pull that off. There was a fine line between ‘dirty hot’ and ‘dirty gross.’ I’d probably be ‘dirty gross,’ or worse, ‘dirty boring.’


  “We don’t have to have to sex on the first date, but you did seem open to the idea at the diner. We could just watch a movie or something. Up to you.” Oh shit in a bucket, now he thinks my hesitation is because I’m not interested.


  I needed to think quickly to show I was very interested but not seem too desperate. “I would have let you fuck me in the backseat, before dinner even.” Mission: Don’t Seem Slutty. Fail. Try again. “It doesn’t really count as a date if you blackmailed the person into going on said date.” Oh dear lord, I needed to just shut the fuck up and stop talking. You’ve wanted to go on a date with him for months; don’t play coy now. Who cares how he asked you out, just get to the sex. “I’m not one of those queens that have a stupid sex rule, like three dates first. Even if I did, I’d break it for you,” I said in what I hoped was a teasingly seductive manner. That was kind of smooth… a little slutty, a little sweet. Let’s be honest: I’m no saint and currently hornier than fuck. “If it feels right, why not just do it?”


  “In the backseat? Damn, if I’d known you were that easy, well… I still would have wanted to eat first,” he whispered in my ear. When’d he get so close? I could feel his warm breath against my cheek. I could easily turn my head and kiss him. And I wanted to kiss him badly, so I did. A gentle brush of lips, at first, quickly turned into a hard mashing of lips that couldn’t get close enough and a tangling of tongues as they sensually caressed against each other. The way Zack kissed me was mind-blowing, or maybe I blacked out for a moment. One minute I was standing there moaning into Zack’s kiss, and the next I was laying on the hardwood floor, Zack still ravaging my mouth, his body pressing on top of mine. I had my legs wrapped around his waist, our cocks rubbing against each other. We were still clothed, unfortunately.


  I was dazed and my only thought was getting Zack naked—and hopefully inside me—and the quickest way to get what I wanted was to demand it. “Naked, now!” I growl-moaned as I pulled out of the kiss. It might not have been the most complete sentence but I knew he got the message when he stood up, forcing me to unwrap my legs from around his waist. He reached out his hand and helped me up. I wobbled for a couple of seconds like a drunken penguin. Zack helped to steady me before grabbing my hand and jerking me behind him, I assumed towards the bedroom or someplace more comfortable to ravage each other.


  I was right. He led me into the bedroom. I’m sure it was nice but all I noticed was the large sleigh bed. It had a wood frame with drawers on the bottom, and the mattress had to be three feet off the floor. My mind immediately went to all the wonderful things we could do on that bed, but where to start? It would probably be best to start with Zack, but where was he, and why wasn’t he touching me and ripping my clothes apart? I quickly scanned the room and saw Zack kneeling down and rummaging around inside his closet. I walked to him and looked over his shoulder to see what was more important than getting sweaty and naked. Holy Fucking Draczard! He had a huge cardboard box of condoms in his closet. I was so busy staring at the box trying to guestimate how many condoms were in there, I didn’t notice Zack stand up until he spoke. “Okay, I got the supplies. Let’s get back to what we were doing.”


  As I looked at him, I think my eyes widened to the point they were about to pop out of my head. He was grinning seductively at me while standing there, holding a strip of condoms and what was probably a gallon of lube. “Holy Fucking Caterpillars, that is a massive bottle of lube! Do you run a sex club or something?” My voice sounded a little higher pitched than usual, but I was a little freaked out. Safe sex supplies in those quantities were for sex-experts and I’m sex-average at best. I could take cock like a man, but I was neither a sexcrobat nor sexually innovative.


  “A sex club? What are you talking about?”


  “You have a jug of lube and a box of condoms in your closet.” I paused, thinking that sounded too ordinary. “Well, I have a box of six condoms in my nightstand. What you have is a crate of… what? A thousand condoms in your closet?”


  “I buy in bulk, the little lube bottle is empty, and I’m in a hurry and don’t want to fill it up. Can we talk about this after we fuck? Because I’m having trouble focusing on anything other than the need to fuck you.” Oh that sounded like a good idea, much better than continuing on with thoughts that were just making me develop performance anxiety. If we were RPG characters, his sex skill level would be in the fifties while mine was still in the single digits. Thoughts like that just weren’t helping so I decided to clear my head and enjoy the night.


  And enjoy the night I would. I mean just seeing Zack naked was a guarantee for a fantastic night. Anything else was just ‘raspberries on top’ as mom would say.


  I think I might have had an inner ear infection or vertigo or something, because one minute I’m standing there watching Zack carrying a strip of condoms and an army-sized bucket of lube towards his nightstand, and the next thing I know I’m naked and flat on my back in the center of the bed with an equally naked Zack on top of me.


  He positioned his cock so it was above my mouth while his face was above my groin. His cock was on the large side and my lips could barely stretch around it. I used my tongue and lips to tease around the head. It’d be a while before I’d be able to deep throat his cock, but I’m pretty sure he enjoyed what I was able to do, judging by the noises he made as he sucked my cock. His mouth was incredible; he closed his lips tightly around me as he worked up and down the shaft. I had to focus on pleasing him or I’d come way too quickly.


  I pulled the thick head of his cock out of my mouth and slowly worked my lips and tongue down his long shaft. I gently used the tip of my tongue to lightly tease his large, low-hanging balls. I brought my hand up and started stroking his cock as I pulled one of his balls into my mouth. After a few minutes I started to pull my mouth away, letting his ball slowly slip out from between my lips. I moved to his other one, giving it the same treatment as I tightened my hand and started to stroke his cock faster.


  I’d gotten into a steady rhythm of tonguing his balls while jerking his cock. It was a snug fit but I’d managed to get both of his balls in my mouth and was stimulating them with my tongue. I loved the salty flavor and his manly musk scent.


  I was so into working his hard cock and balls I almost didn’t notice when he pulled off me, until he started moaning louder, “Oh fuck, keep sucking my nuts while you fist-fuck my cock.” His words increased my need to make him come. I started sucking on his balls harder and turning my wrist a little when I reached the head of his cock, making my thumb caress the sensitive skin underneath. I knew he liked that when, on the second upstroke, he shouted, “Sweet Jesus, I’m coming,” before I felt his body tense as his cock erupted above me. I felt the first strand of his come land on my chest and stomach, followed by another jet that landed on my upper chest. The rest of his man ranch dribbled out to pool in the hollow of my neck. I continued pumping his cock until he grabbed my arm and made me stop. I knew he was most likely too sensitive but I loved the feeling of his hard cock in my hand.


  I let his tasty balls slip out of my mouth and forced myself to let go of his cock. As soon as I removed my hand, his warm mouth enveloped my prick. I didn’t even know how close I was to orgasm until his moist tongue started teasing the tip of my cock, pressing against the slit. I barely had time to whimper, “I’m coming,” before I released my load in his mouth. He swallowed every drop and made sure I was spiffy clean before letting my spent cock slip free.


  He turned around and flopped on the bed so we were on our backs next to each other. I dragged my hands up my stomach and felt the come that had landed there. Being overly relaxed, commonly known as lazy, I didn’t want to get up but I didn’t want it to start dripping either, so I did the only logical thing: I rubbed it into my skin. The large amount of come on my neck had already started running down both sides. I’ve read a few articles that talk about how healthy come is for hair and skin; now was my chance to try it for myself. I just had to remember to shower before Zack drove me back to my car.


  Rubbing the come against my skin left my hands sticky so I tried to covertly wipe them off on the corner of Zack’s bed sheet. If he noticed what I was doing, he didn’t say. We both lay there. I was just staring at the ceiling, feeling satisfied. I wasn’t sure how long we stayed there before Zack broke the silence. “There were ten thousand condoms in that box." He sounded so relaxed and casual, like everyone had ten thousand condoms and gallon-sized containers of lube. I was so sated that it took me a minute to process what he’d said.


  Turning my head to look at him, I asked, “Why do you need so many condoms? I know I’m not an expert, but ten thousand seems excessive.” Or was I just inadequate with my box of only six? I guess it’d been awhile since I last had sex, but surely not that much had changed in eight months, right? I think I would have heard about any big changes in sexual practices, even if I wasn’t practicing too often.


  “Well I might’ve been a little presumptuous and thought I’d ordered one hundred of them. Then I received a box of ten thousand fuck wrappers. I’m still not sure how I fucked up the order.” He paused to grab a condom off the nightstand and tossed it on my chest. “And I can only use them with you,” he winked. I grabbed the condom off my chest and actually looked at it for the first time. The wrapper had a longsword going diagonally across the condom. The handle was in the bottom right corner with the tip of the blade ending in the top left corner. There was a semi-translucent black condom being unrolled down the sword. It stopped a little below the tip. “EVEN A BADASS WARRIOR NEEDS TO SHEATH HIS LONGSWORD” was written in tiny block print across the middle of the wrapper.


  At first, I thought it was weird ordering so many custom condoms, but then I realized what a sweet gesture it was. I mean that takes thought and planning out. It was the sweetest thing anyone had ever done for me. I wasn’t sure what to say. ‘Thank you, you’re very sweet’ seemed lame. I wanted to say something sweet and heartfelt to convey how much his unexpected gesture meant to me. “Wow, that must have cost a small fortune.” Mission: Be Romantic was an EPIC FAIL! I might as well have just said, “Thanks for the gift, how much did it cost, and can I return it for cash?”


  I was frantically trying to think of something to say that would distract from what I just said when Zack responded, “To do what we just did, it was totally worth it.”


  “We haven’t even used one yet.”


  “I know. And it was already more than worth it.”


  “It will take a lot of sex to go through ten thousand condoms.” I wondered if my voice sounded as awed as I felt. I was still trying to wrap my head around this.


  “Yeah, and we only have two years before they expire.” Zack sounded like he was bragging, meanwhile I was busy trying to do the math for how many condoms we needed to use a day.


  “That means we have to use like thirteen and a half a day.” I took a minute to process that. “Which isn’t possible so we will have to rotate and use thirteen one day and fourteen the next. That seems like a lot of work and logistically not probable. I mean with other stuff happening, something could come up or one of us get sick, and then we have to try and get caught back up.” The thought of fucking so much was hot but kind of exhausting. And we’d have to work out a sex-schedule and then it would really feel like work.


  “Just means you’ll be too busy to have sex with anyone else. I don’t see a problem with that.” He paused for a moment. “And I already used over 400 of them. We’ll just have to get condom creative. Have water condom-balloon fights and stuff. So yeah, we’ll have tons of fun fucking like crazy and using condoms for weird shit.”


  “What? How did you use four hundred already?”


  “I’m working on a collage and it needs four hundred, but I got carried away with the hot glue gun and burned holes through some of them. It’s still a work in progress.”


  “So you’re a sexy artist?”


  “Sexy, yes. Artist, no. I went to a website for making collages. You know, you upload the photos you're working with, and the image you want to make with them, and how big you want it to be. I wanted to make a giant condom wrapper, so it is twenty condoms wide and twenty high. I wanted the image to look like a giant version of the custom condoms. Turns out you have to have different images to blend the colors together, so instead of a real collage I have a fifty-square-inch square that will have four hundred condoms hot glued on it.”


  “It still sounds awesome. I can’t wait to see it. What are you going to do with it when it’s done?” I asked curiously.


  “Originally I planned to impress you with it. I was hoping when you saw it you’d be all, like, wooed and then I’d say something like, ‘I want to stick my big sword in your tight sheath,’ and you’d be so enamored by the collage you wouldn’t notice how corny I am,” he said, grinning at me like a cheeseball. (Some people say goofball, but I like cheese and balls, and I really like Zack’s balls.)


  “All you had to do was show me your sword and I’d be more than impressed and let you sheath it wherever you wanted,” I replied, proud of myself for being flirty and not saying something like, “I like corn,” which I do, but that doesn’t sound sexy (unless you have a food fetish).


  “I know that now. The collage idea was before I knew how easy you were,” he said teasingly. I was still thinking about corn.


  “Hey, Zack, you have a food fetish?” I asked because it was best to know these things, especially since I’d committed to having lots and lots of sex with him.


  “Not particularly, but I like food, so if you have a food fetish, it’s cool.” Damn his voice was sexy.


  “I don’t either. I was just thinking about corn.” I hoped he didn’t ask me why I was thinking about it, because I seriously didn’t know.


  He rolled over, hovering above me, and put his lips by my ear, “I never had a boyfriend that got excited about corn before.”


  “I don’t get turned on thinking about corn. And who said I’d be your boyfriend?” I moaned when he lowered his body to rub against mine.


  “You feel excited and you said you were thinking about corn. And you have to be my boyfriend; I’m making you condom art.”


  “Trust me, it’s not the corn that’s making me hard, and you are persuasive with your mating rituals. Stealing, blackmail, weird art gifts, and really great sex… who could say no to that?”


  “When you put it like that it sounds like the best first date ever. Now shut up so we can get started on using these condoms.” That sounded like a brilliant idea. Not that conversation was possible since he’d barely finished his sentence before his lips were sealed to mine. Then he pulled away again to whisper, “Don’t forget I want to hear you talk dirty.”


  ****


  Later that night…


  Mission: Dirty Play. EPIC SUCCESS!
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