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Eve eyed the row of little figures on the edge of the table. She had dropped down to their level to get a better view. "Did you paint these?" she asked Dave.

"We both did." Rebecca answered, "I did that one, that one and...... that one. And all of mine." She proudly pointed at the figures in front of her.

They were sat around a large oval dining table. Dave had his own set of figures in front of his seat. He was busy laying out landscape and buildings "We're going to set up a production line some time, do whole armies at once."

Eve took the pad and pen Rebecca offered her. "Is this going to turn me into a geek?" she asked.

"If you're lucky, yes." There was something cheeky, almost suggestive, about Rebecca's smile. In her own home she was quite different from the businesslike co-worker Eve knew. Her hair was cut short, in a way that perfectly suited her small round face. She wore a tight white T-shirt and cut off denim shorts and was barefoot. Eve had the impression that this off duty Rebecca could be very naughty. A thrill ran through her body, her nipples tautened and the tops of her thighs suddenly felt very warm. It had been a long time since she had had thoughts like that about another woman. She took the pad and unconsciously covered her chest from view with it.

"This is our Sunday hangover cure. It gets the brain working again."

"I don't think it's fair that you two already know the rules."

"We'll be gentle with you. And we'll explain everything as it comes up."

"Including the special rules." Rebecca chipped in. Dave looked surprised at this. They shared a quick glance. "If they come up." Rebecca added.

"Okay. So what is the aim of the game."

"We'll do a simple capture the flag. To the deaths can take ages. Especially when the special rules are being used. You have to get one or more of your team into this building here," Dave pointed at a structure in the middle of the table, "and capture the token that's in there. Then you have to get the token back to your own base. All the time we will be trying to do the same, as well as flanking around to cut off each others' escape routes and steal the token back if we can. Bear in mind that the character with the token can't use their weapons, so you may want to give that job to whichever has the weakest weapons. You've got the cards which tell you speeds, strength etcetera. The rest will become obvious as we play."

Eve nodded. She wasn't sure this was going to help her hangover in the slightest. But she had to admit, she was intrigued, and Dave and Rebecca were good company. They'd been very understanding the night before when she got very drunk and went on about her break up with Martin. She could see this being fun, in its own geeky way, and far better than the moping and feeling sorry for herself she would have been doing at home. "Okay then. Let battle commence." she declared.

Eve didn't really think about tactics, she just had all her figures rush for the structure. Surely they'd stand a better chance in a fight if they were all together. Rebecca and Dave seemed to be doing the same. As they drew closer, however, they began spreading out, coming around the building rather than entering it. Eve sent her thief in for the token and tried to arrange the others for defence.

Rebecca and Dave sent characters after the token as well. Bigger, meaner characters. Eve's small and weak thief was caught by four barbarians and run through in a couple of conclusive dice rolls. "Are you teaming up against me?" she pouted.

"No. Not really. Now we get to fight each other for the token." Dave admitted.

"It's a shame about the thief," Eve sighed, "I was going to have him run away with the token whilst the rest of my team kept you busy."

"Well there is a special rule." Rebecca offered. "You can resurrect him if you want."

"Really? How?"

"Well, the way we play it is a forfeit. Swap a piece of clothing for your character back."

"You play this as a strip game?"

"It certainly takes our minds off the hangover." Dave said with a smile. "Of course we don't have to if...."

Before he'd even finished, Eve was pulling her T-shirt off. She wasn't sure why she did it, the only explanation she could come up with was that she wanted to see what happened next. Her only regret was that she was wearing a plain bra. Dave looked surprised, but happy. Rebecca smiled. "Where can I put him?"

"Back with the rest of your team, I guess." Dave moved the figure back to its team mates.

Across the table, the nipples on Rebecca's tiny tits stood out, pressing against the material of her T-shirt. Eve knew what her next tactic was going to be. She turned her gang towards the structure, trapping Rebecca's two barbarians between her full force and Dave's barbarians. Rebecca's smile actually got bigger.

Tactics went out of the window as everyone stormed into the building. Rebecca's barbarians put up a spirited defence, but they fell at the same time. Eve looked at her across the table and raised her eyebrows questioningly. "We'll wait until the end of the round and then settle up." Dave said, "I reckon there'll be a few more deaths before we're done."

There were several more deaths. One of Dave's barbarians also fell under the onslaught, and Eve lost two of her team. Rebecca's thief blundered into the building and was quickly despatched. "That's a lot of resurrections." Eve smiled. "Who wants to go first?"

Rebecca stood and pulled off her T-shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra. Eve grinned at the tiny tits with their prominent stiff nipples. She grinned even more as Rebecca slid the cut offs down her legs and revealed she wore no knickers. Her pubic hair was trimmed neatly above prominent puffy labia lips. Eve could feel herself heating up just looking. She slipped off her bra and pulled down her jeans. Dave pulled his T-shirt off and tossed it aside. He turned to his girlfriend, "Didn't you lose three fighters? That was only two pieces of clothing."

"I need to do another forfeit?"

"Yes. What could it possibly be?" Dave looked across at Eve, who had flushed. She knew exactly what she wanted Rebecca to do, but she couldn't seem to make the words form. "Why don't you give Eve a kiss?" Dave said for her.

Rebecca walked around the table to Eve, who slid her chair back. Rebecca straddled Eve's legs and leaned in. She had to support herself with a hand on Eve's shoulder. The first kiss was a tease, lips just brushing, but enough to get Eve's heart racing and a flush across her breasts. Rebecca's free hand slipped down to brush Eve's left breast, teasing the nipple up to a point and then tweaking it. Eve gasped, and Rebecca dived in. Their lips locked and Rebecca's tongue probed the inside of Eve's mouth.

Eve moved her hands up, nervously reaching out to touch Rebecca's thighs. Her left hand traced past Rebecca's waist all the way up to cup a small breast. Her right hand made its way up Rebecca's inner thigh, drawn to the heat emanating from the pussy above. Rebecca squirmed as first one then two fingers slid in. As she felt the slippery enveloping warmth clasp her probing fingers Eve wondered why it had been so long since she had last made love with a woman. And why she had let herself get seduced by strip role playing. Then her fingers were all the way inside Rebecca and she knew why she was doing this. Because it felt right. These two were nothing like the selfish stuck up prick who'd dumped her. They were much more fun, much more interesting.

Rebecca was moving on Eve's fingers, up and down and occasionally back and forth. Just when Eve thought she was going to push her colleague over the edge, Rebecca stopped. She eased Eve's fingers out of her pussy and, unsteadily, stood up. "Time for the next round." she announced. Before going back to her seat she took Eve's hand and sucked both the fingers that had been giving her so much pleasure, licking them clean of her juices. Eve almost melted.

Somehow Eve managed to move her chair back to the table. She looked across at Dave and realised that he had been watching all the time she'd been finger fucking his girlfriend. His presence didn't bother her in the slightest. "How many of your men do I have to kill before you're naked?" she asked him.

"Only the one."

Eve looked across at Rebecca, flushed but back in her seat and ready to continue fighting. They both smiled. The next round's tactics were obvious. They both attacked Dave's team, but somehow only managed to kill one of them. Meanwhile Eve lost another two of her fighters. Dave stood, and the tent in his climbing trousers made it obvious how excited he was. He pushed the trousers down past the erection that tried to hook into the waistband.

Eve couldn't help but stare. Martin's cock had been tiny, even when fully erect. Dave's was at least twice the length, and much, much thicker, than her ex boyfriend's. "You lucky girl." she said to Rebecca without taking her eyes off the hard on.

Rebecca brought her chair around the table and sat beside Eve. "Your forfeits." Eve nodded and stood to pull her knickers off. Her pubic hair was shaggy compared to Rebecca's neatly trimmed bush, and she nervously ran fingers through it.

"What's my forfeit going to be?" Eve asked, shivering with nervous excitement as Dave and Rebecca stared at her.

"Your forfeit is to tell us exactly what you want to do. And we will do it."

Dave had come to stand on Eve's left. She looked down at his big hard on, wanting to reach down and touch it. So she did, pulling the foreskin back to reveal the deep red head and stroking it gently. "I want this beautiful thing in me. I
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