
        
            
                
            
        

    
Beach Set Spike

Colby Gray


Copyright © 2026 Colby Gray

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



Great Communities




Dukes of Harem

https://www.facebook.com/groups/dukesofharem 




Club Kaiju

https://www.facebook.com/groups/484560235438701




Harem GameLit

https://www.facebook.com/groups/HaremGamelit/about


Stay Connected




Want to know when the next book gets released? Want to get behind the scenes updates and early chapters?




Follow Colby Gray on his Amazon author page and get updated when he releases a new book:




https://www.amazon.com/stores/Colby-Gray/author/B0CFGFZ7QW?ref=ap_rdr&isDramIntegrated=true&shoppingPortalEnabled=true&ccs_id=f4b9438c-b725-4364-b0b6-96ef0971f55c




Subscribe to Colby Gray's YouTube Channel and get book updates, early chapters, and exclusive audiobooks that aren't available anywhere else:




https://www.youtube.com/@ColbyGrayBooks


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Great Communities

Stay Connected

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Afterword


Chapter 1

I woke up to the smell of bacon crackling downstairs. My stomach immediately rumbled. Living in a house with four women who all enjoyed a decent breakfast meant mornings were rarely dull. I made my way out of the attic, still not totally used to the steep ladder that led down to the second floor. The place was called the Team House, and it had just enough room for everyone—plus one small corner for me in the attic.

As I stepped onto the second floor landing, I heard soft chatter coming from below. The smell of savory bacon and fresh coffee grew stronger, driving me down the steps. The bright Florida sun peeking through the hallway windows reminded me of just how close we were to the shore. We could see the ocean if we stood on the upstairs balcony, and the salt in the air was a constant companion.

In the kitchen, Brynn and Kinsley were trying not to bump into each other while flipping pancakes and frying eggs. Brynn, clad in little more than a sports bra and short shorts, glanced over her shoulder at me. She was a competitive type and never missed a chance to issue a challenge or a playful jab. Kinsley, wearing a mesh cover-up over her bikini top, offered me a shy smile. She didn’t always speak up, but she had a sweet way about her that put me at ease.

The kitchen itself was spacious enough for multiple cooks, though it showed signs of wear from years of salt air and sandy feet. The counters were a bit scuffed, and a faint mustiness lingered no matter how much we scrubbed. But it was ours, courtesy of the local sponsors who wanted to see this beach volleyball dream flourish.

Zoey was seated at the small breakfast table, scrolling through her phone. She lifted her head when she noticed me. Her blonde hair was loose around her shoulders, contrasting with her bright blue eyes. She grinned, an impish gleam in her gaze. The first time I met her, she’d greeted me by lobbing a water balloon at my chest—apparently her signature way of “breaking the ice.” That kind of playful mischief was just part of who she was.

“You’re late to the breakfast party,” she teased, shifting in her seat to make room for me. She was wearing a skimpy string bikini under an unzipped hoodie, which was standard for her. Zoey never seemed to mind showing off her toned physique.

“I wanted to sleep a little more,” I said, running a hand through my hair. “But I smelled bacon, and my stomach overruled my brain.”

Kinsley giggled. “Yes, well, Brynn’s been cooking up a storm. I think she’s just hungry enough to feed the rest of us too.”

“That’s the plan,” Brynn said. She tossed a fresh pancake onto a plate and set it on the table. “Help yourself, Owen. But if you’re going to fill your face, you have to promise me you’ll make it to the gym later.”

Before I could respond, Presley made her grand entrance. She was hard to miss: tall, curvy, and sporting a face covered in a neon-green mask. Her red hair was pulled back in a tight bun, and she wore a tiny robe that was open enough to reveal the micro bikini beneath. The color of her face treatment was so vibrant it looked almost glow-in-the-dark.

“All right,” Presley announced, pressing her palm against her cheek, “anyone who laughs at my face mask gets slapped with a spatula.” Her gray eyes glinted as she challenged us to say something.

Zoey snickered, unable to resist. “Where’s my spatula?” she joked, leaning aside to avoid an imaginary swat.

Presley rolled her eyes but grinned. “Look, I’ve tried everything to keep my skin normal. The sand, salt, and sweat have completely ruined my complexion. This is my new attempt at a miracle cure. Fingers crossed it works.” She lightly tapped her face. “I can’t be the team’s ‘mom’ if I’m breaking out like a teenager.”

“Your skin looks fine to me,” I offered, although it was kind of hard to tell under a layer of lime-green paste.

She waved me off. “Thanks, but trust me, it’s been a nightmare. This stuff had good reviews. If it works, I’m buying the whole store.”

Presley slid into a chair at the breakfast table and poured herself some coffee. The air in the kitchen was cheerful, full of the smell of pancakes, the sizzling of bacon, and the warmth of people who lived and worked as a team—plus me, their newly minted photographer-slash-social-media-guy. I never thought I’d land a job taking photos of a beach volleyball team, but life had taken some unexpected turns.

I sat down and reached for a plate, stacking two pancakes and layering them with butter and syrup. Brynn brought over an extra side of scrambled eggs, and soon everyone was digging in. Presley took delicate bites—careful not to smear her face mask—while Zoey happily devoured her pancakes in record time.

“What’s the plan for today?” I asked, curious about the team’s schedule.

“We’ve got practice on the sand in the afternoon,” Brynn answered, finishing her coffee. “But before that, I was thinking of hitting the gym. You can come with me, if you want.” Her green eyes lit up. “I want to show you a couple of things that’ll help when you’re lugging cameras around the beach.”

I swallowed a mouthful of pancake and nodded. “Sure, sounds good. I could use some conditioning. Last time I tried to keep pace with you guys, I nearly passed out under the sun.”

“That’s the spirit.” Brynn gave me a playful nudge with her elbow, nearly knocking me off balance. Competitive was an understatement—she seemed fueled by the challenge of pushing everyone around her to be better.

Kinsley looked intrigued. “Maybe I should tag along too... but I also promised Zoey I’d help her reorganize our gear closet this morning. It’s a disaster zone.”

Zoey gave a faux pout. “Don’t out me as the messy one. We all contributed to that closet.”

“Mm-hmm,” Kinsley said, arching a brow. “I think at least half those random boxes belong to you, Miss Water Balloon Enthusiast.”

The friendly back-and-forth continued until Brynn rose from her chair, dusting nonexistent crumbs from her shorts. “I’m leaving in twenty minutes, guys. Whoever’s coming to the gym better be in the car by then. I won’t wait.”

I realized if I wanted to join her, I should probably hurry and finish my breakfast. “Let me inhale the rest of this real quick,” I said, shoveling food into my mouth. Presley sipped her coffee, watching me in amusement.

“You’re braver than me,” Presley said, gesturing to Brynn with her mug. “I can’t keep up with her in the gym. Rather get my workout on the sand.”

I swallowed and grinned. “Someone’s got to show me how to keep from embarrassing myself at practice. Might as well take Brynn’s lead. Besides, I’m the new guy—I figure I’d better earn my keep.”

Zoey snorted a laugh. “You keep us looking good on social media, that’s enough. But if you want to try to keep up with Brynn, be my guest.”

She flicked her blonde hair over her shoulder and stood up. “I’m going to help Kinsley with the closet, so you two have fun. And remember—if Brynn passes out from overexertion, I get to tease her endlessly.”

Brynn rolled her eyes at Zoey’s jab and motioned for me to hurry up. We all took a few more bites, sipped coffee, and then drifted into our separate morning tasks. After I downed my final forkful, I quickly rinsed my plate and followed Brynn out to her car. The day was hot already, a sign that we’d be sweating buckets in no time. Florida summers weren’t for the faint of heart.

Before we stepped outside, Presley called after me, her face still painted green. “Don’t forget about practice later! And do not let Brynn kill you!”

“Will do,” I said, chuckling. “And good luck with your mask, Pres.”

She shot me a wink. With that, Brynn and I headed for her car, ready to start our day at the gym. I was about to find out exactly how serious she was when it came to training—or, more accurately, how fast she could get me begging for mercy. One thing was certain: life in this house was never boring. I wouldn’t have had it any other way.


Chapter 2

When we arrived at the gym, the parking lot was nearly empty, which was fine by me. I wasn’t keen on having an audience while Brynn put me through my paces. She pulled her car into a spot near the entrance and hopped out, gesturing for me to follow.

The gym was a modest place with wide windows in front, showing rows of treadmills, weight machines, and cross-training gear inside. As soon as we opened the door, we were greeted by the pungent mix of rubber mats, industrial cleaner, and stale sweat—the usual gym perfume.

Brynn walked straight over to the check-in desk, greeting the bored-looking receptionist by name. They exchanged a few pleasantries while I lingered behind, taking in the rows of equipment. Once Brynn finished up, we headed to the open weight area.

“Let’s start with some warm-ups,” she said, dropping her gym bag by a bench. “Jumping jacks, maybe some lunges. Then I’ll show you a few moves that’ll keep your legs and core strong so you can squat, kneel, or run around with your camera without injuring yourself.”

“Sounds good,” I said, reaching down to tighten my shoelaces. “I’ll try not to die.”

She grinned. “No promises.”

We started with simple stretches. Brynn led me through arm circles and torso twists. She moved with athletic grace, each motion quick and controlled, as if her body was hardwired to react to any physical challenge. I, on the other hand, was just trying to keep my limbs in the right place without looking like a total doofus.

After a few minutes, we switched to squats. Brynn demonstrated the correct posture and insisted I keep my back straight. “You want to protect your spine,” she explained, pausing mid-squat so I could observe. “And keep your knees from caving in. Get used to the form, because on the sand, every step is a little trickier.”

I gave it a shot and quickly felt my thighs burn. “Yeah, this is… definitely less fun than I hoped.” My legs were shaking after just a few reps.

She smirked. “It’ll help in the long run, trust me.” She paused to check her phone, responding to a message. I glimpsed Bill’s name on the screen. Bill was our manager, though he was rarely around. He must have been texting some update about the team’s schedule.

Without skipping a beat, Brynn tossed her phone onto a nearby bench and led me through lunges next. We each carried a light dumbbell in each hand, stepping forward and sinking down into a controlled motion. My quads threatened to give up halfway through, but Brynn breathed reminders at me—posture, alignment, keep my head up.

“You do this every day?” I asked, panting.

“Every other day,” she said, swapping legs. “On the off days, we do more athletic drills on the sand. You’ll see.”

We moved on to weight machines—leg presses, calf raises—and a few upper-body exercises. Brynn was a demanding coach, but she kept the mood light. She teased me for my occasional grimaces, but also offered genuine encouragement when I got the form right. Sweat dripped down her forehead, but her green eyes sparkled, clearly enjoying the routine.

I was halfway through a set of shoulder presses when Zoey popped into my head. She was entirely different from Brynn—flirty and carefree—yet I could see why they balanced each other on the team. Brynn’s discipline complemented Zoey’s spontaneity, and that dynamic seemed to bleed into every aspect of their daily lives.

Meanwhile, Kinsley’s shy nature and Presley’s bold sarcastic humor rounded out the group. I felt like I was living with an entire spectrum of personalities. It kept me on my toes.

“All right,” Brynn said, interrupting my train of thought, “enough with the daydreaming. Last thing I want you to do is hold a plank for as long as you can.”

Great. I dropped down into a plank position, elbows on the mat. My core and shoulders were already fried from everything else, so I wasn’t sure how long I’d last. Brynn crouched next to me with her phone’s timer, offering tips on my form—“Butt down. Keep your back flat like a table. Engage your core.”

At first, I felt okay, but soon every muscle from my neck down to my ankles trembled. Sweat dripped off my nose, and the mat beneath me felt slippery. Brynn’s voice urged me to hold on for a few more seconds. My arms started shaking so badly I thought I might face-plant. Finally, she said, “Time!”

I collapsed in a heap, breathing heavily. “How’d I do?” I mumbled against the mat.

She gave me a playful poke. “Not too shabby for your first real workout. Two minutes, almost.”

“Great. I might never stand up again.”

Brynn laughed and offered me a hand. “C’mon, get up. We should cool down before we leave.”

We went through a quick cooldown: some light stretches, deep breathing, and slow walking on the treadmill. My muscles were shaky but strangely energized. I wasn’t used to such an intense routine. Photography could be physically demanding, but I’d never trained like an athlete.

“How do you feel?” she asked as we walked side by side on the treadmills, our pace more of a stroll than anything else.

“Like I got run over by an entire stampede,” I admitted, making her laugh. “But thanks, Brynn. I actually appreciate the push.”

She flashed me a smile, a hint of pride in her eyes. “Good. We’ll turn you into an honorary member of The Aces in no time, if you’re serious about supporting the team.”

“I am. I just have to make sure I can still hold a camera after all this. My arms might fall off.”

She snorted in amusement. “We’ll make sure you keep them attached.”

After cooling down, we headed out of the gym. The Florida sun was blinding as we left, heat radiating off the asphalt in shimmering waves. Brynn yanked open her car door, and hot air escaped like an oven blast. “I always forget how bad this is,” she said, fanning her face. “Let’s crank the AC and head back. We’ve got practice in a couple hours. You should shower, maybe rest a bit.”

“I’m definitely showering,” I said. “I reek.”

She shot me a grin. “We all will by the end of the day. That’s beach volleyball for you.”

We hopped in and started the drive back to the house, the car’s air-conditioning blasting. I relaxed into the seat, my muscles starting to ache in the best way possible. It felt good to challenge myself, even if Brynn’s idea of “easy training” was pushing me to my limit. I watched as palm trees and beach shops whizzed by the window, the shimmering ocean not far behind them.

When we finally turned onto the main coastal highway leading home, I couldn’t help feeling a surge of anticipation for the afternoon practice. My new routine might be grueling, but it also felt strangely right. I’d never planned on living in a house with a beach volleyball team, but this was my life now. And for the first time in a while, I was excited about the direction I was heading.


Chapter 3

Back at the Team House, I quickly showered and changed into beach-friendly clothes, board shorts and a T-shirt. I grabbed my camera gear, ensuring everything was charged and ready. My legs still felt wobbly from Brynn’s workout, but I tried to walk it off as I headed downstairs.

The living room smelled faintly of ocean air drifting through the open front windows. Presley lounged on the couch, flipping through a magazine. The green mask was gone, revealing her skin looking as flawless as ever. Or at least that was how it seemed to me. Judging by the little satisfied smile on her face, the mask must’ve been a success.

“Hey, newbie,” Presley called out without taking her eyes off the magazine. “You survive gym time with Brynn?”

“Barely,” I said, stepping around the couch. “I’m heading to the sand for practice. Aren’t you coming?”

She shrugged. “I’ll be down in a few. My lower back is killing me from yesterday’s drills, so I’m taking a minute. You know, old bones.”

I smirked. “You’re not old, Pres.”

“Tell that to my spine.” She waved dismissively, but her mouth quirked up in a grin. “I’ll see you out there soon.”

I left her to her reading. Outside, the sun was high in the sky, and the late morning heat was intense. Another typical Florida day. I saw Brynn and Zoey in the distance, hauling nets and volleyballs toward the sand court. Kinsley followed behind, carefully balancing two water jugs in her arms.

I jogged to catch up, camera bag slung over my shoulder. The bright sky made me squint, but I was itching to get some new action shots for the team’s social media page. With so little tourism in town lately, we needed everything we could get to attract viewers and potential sponsors.

By the time I reached the makeshift practice court on the beach, Zoey was already tying the net to the posts. Brynn helped secure the opposite side while Kinsley laid out lines to mark boundaries. I set my camera bag on a small folding chair we kept near the edge.

“Hey, Owen,” Zoey called, tugging on a rope. Her blonde hair shone brilliantly under the sun. “You’re in charge of capturing all the best angles, okay?”

“Don’t worry,” I assured her, popping open the bag and pulling out my camera. “I’ve got you.”

I started fiddling with settings—shutter speed, aperture—keeping in mind that the bright sun meant I needed faster shutter speeds and a smaller aperture. I knelt down in the sand, feeling the heat through my shorts. The grit immediately worked its way between my toes, reminding me I was going barefoot today.

The moment Brynn tossed the first ball up for a serve, I was snapping pictures. Zoey sprang into action on the other side of the net, and the two began volleying back and forth. Their bodies moved powerfully, toned muscles flexing with each jump and step. Brynn leapt to spike the ball. The shot was going to look fantastic, if my camera settings were correct.

Kinsley cheered from the sidelines, clapping softly. She didn’t jump into the drill right away, preferring, as usual, to observe first.

Presley showed up a few minutes later, strolling onto the sand. “All right, sorry for the delay,” she called, adjusting her micro bikini top. She caught the volleyball from Brynn and set it in a high arc. “Warm me up, ladies.”

The ball soared over the net to Zoey, who popped it back with ease. The four of them rotated in pairs, practicing sets, blocks, and passes. I darted around, capturing shots from various angles—low to the ground for a dramatic perspective, a few side angles to show their faces, occasional overhead shots if I managed to angle the camera just right.

About half an hour into practice, they paired up to run some 2-on-2 drills. Brynn and Zoey faced off against Presley and Kinsley. I moved sideways on the sand, trying to keep my lens focused on the action. The sun beat down, and sweat trickled down my temples. At one point, I crouched low to get a dramatic shot of Brynn diving for the ball. She landed gracefully, arms extended, the ball popping up perfectly to Zoey.

As I shifted position, my left foot caught an uneven patch of sand. I felt my ankle twist awkwardly before I had a chance to correct my stance. A sharp pain shot through me like someone had just jabbed a hot needle into my joint. I gasped and stumbled, tumbling into the sand with a thud, camera clutched protectively against my chest.

“Whoa! Owen!” Zoey called, immediately halting her movement. “You okay?”

“Ugh,” I groaned, rolling onto my back, my foot throbbing. “I think I just… twisted something.”

The girls rushed over, forming a little circle around me. Presley took my camera bag, setting it safely aside. Kinsley hovered with wide, worried eyes. Brynn knelt beside me, her face tense.

“Can you move your foot?” she asked as she gently placed a hand near my ankle.

I did my best to wriggle it, wincing at the spike of pain. “That hurts,” I muttered.

Zoey knelt down opposite Brynn, carefully taking my ankle in her hands. “I used to be a nurse,” she explained, her typical playfulness replaced by a calm confidence. “Let me see.” She prodded around the joint, checking for swelling and any sign of a break.

I tried not to let out a yelp, but it still stung enough to make me grit my teeth. Zoey kept talking in a soothing tone, explaining that if it was broken, I’d be screaming a lot more. Her blonde hair fell in front of her face as she worked, and she blew it aside impatiently.

“It’s probably a sprain,” Zoey declared after a minute of examining. “No obvious signs of a fracture, and you can wiggle your toes.”

Brynn exhaled sharply, relieved. “That’s good news.”

Presley frowned. “But you’re off that foot for a while, right? Sprains aren’t exactly a quick fix.”

Zoey nodded, gently lowering my leg to the sand. “You’ll need to rest, ice it, keep it elevated. No more running around for a bit.”

I let out a shaky breath, half in relief that it wasn’t more serious, half in frustration that I’d be benched from my photography duties. “Great,” I said sarcastically. “Been here only a little while, and I’m already sidelined.”

Kinsley helped me up on the uninjured foot, looping her arm around my waist for support. She was smaller than me, but strong enough to keep me stable. “Don’t worry,” she said softly, her hazel eyes full of concern. “We’ll take good care of you.”

Zoey patted my shoulder. “We’ll grab some ice from the house. That or we can dunk you in the ocean to numb it up.” She winked, and I couldn’t help but give a weak chuckle, despite the pain.

Brynn took my camera off the sand. “We’ve got the rest of practice to finish,” she said firmly, “but let’s first help you back to the house. Then we can decide what to do next.”

Together, they braced me as we hobbled across the sand. Each step sent a jolt up my leg. I tried not to complain, but a few choice words slipped out under my breath. We eventually reached the backyard of the beach house, which had an outdoor shower and a wooden deck. With the girls’ help, I maneuvered onto a lounge chair so I could sit down.

Presley reappeared moments later with an ice pack. “Found this in the freezer,” she said, carefully pressing it around my ankle. The sting of cold made me suck in a breath, but it offered some relief from the building ache.

Zoey examined it again, making sure we had the angle right. “Give it a few minutes. Then we’ll wrap it up. You’ll probably need crutches for a bit.”

“Fantastic,” I muttered, leaning my head back against the chair. “Just my luck.”

Brynn placed a gentle hand on my shoulder. “Hey, don’t sweat it. Let it heal, and you’ll be back behind that camera in no time. For now, just rest.”

Resigned, I nodded. The girls headed back out to pick up where they’d left off, but not before Presley threatened to “plaster me to the chair” if I tried to walk on my injured ankle. I sat there in the shade, acutely aware of the throbbing in my foot, camera next to me, helpless to capture the rest of practice.

I watched them from afar. Their figures in the distance blurred slightly, but I still recognized their movements—Brynn’s powerful spikes, Zoey’s quick digs, Presley’s consistent sets, Kinsley’s graceful footwork. Each member had her own style, and together they formed The Aces, a team that might put our sleepy town on the map if they could start winning tournaments.

My disappointment at being sidelined weighed on me. But as the afternoon wore on, I gazed out over the beach and tried to remain positive. At least it was only a sprain. And in the meantime, maybe we could figure out a way to keep our social media activity going without me hobbling around. Little did I know that plan would come together sooner than I expected.


Chapter 4

The next morning, I woke up to a dull throb in my ankle. I’d elevated it on pillows all night, icing it whenever I remembered. Still, the swelling made it tough to move. At some point, one of the girls must’ve set crutches by my attic ladder, because they were propped there waiting for me.

Navigating the ladder with a sprain was tricky, so I carefully slid down on my butt before using the crutches to stand. My pride took a hit, but the alternative was risking further injury. As soon as both feet hit the second-floor landing, I exhaled a sigh of relief.

I made my slow way down to the living room. The house was quiet—no smells of breakfast cooking, no banter from the kitchen. Maybe I’d overslept, or the others went out for an early session on the sand. With wobbly effort, I maneuvered to the couch and collapsed.

I’d barely gotten comfortable when I heard a light shuffle behind me. Kinsley appeared, carrying her usual shy expression. She was wearing her mesh cover-up over a simple bikini, black hair pulled into a loose ponytail.

“Morning,” she said softly, stepping around the couch. “How’s your ankle?”

“Sore,” I admitted, the throbbing intensifying at the mention. “But I’ll live.”

She offered a small smile and perched on the arm of the couch. “The others went to grab groceries before practice. Presley said they’d be back soon.”

“Thanks for letting me know,” I said, shifting the ice pack that I’d taped around my ankle. “Where’s Brynn?”

“She went with them. Zoey insisted they needed more coffee and pancake mix,” Kinsley said. “Since you’re not exactly mobile right now, we decided not to wake you. Figured you could use the rest.”

I nodded. “Appreciate it. Hate feeling useless, though. I’m supposed to be capturing your practices, not sitting around.”

She tilted her head, her hazel eyes full of sympathy. “It’s just temporary. You’ll be back out there soon.” A thoughtful pause passed between us before she spoke again. “Until then… maybe I can help?”

“Help how?”

Kinsley stood and adjusted the cover-up. “Well, I was thinking I could take some photos during practice. Not professionally, I know, but at least we’d have something for the team’s socials. You could give me a quick rundown on how to use your camera. I already have some basic idea, but I’d need more practice.”

My eyebrows rose. “You want to learn photography?”

She nodded shyly. “I’ve played around with my phone camera a lot. But your DSLR is next-level. I’d need a crash course.”

Her eagerness surprised me, though I felt a spark of relief. We did need content, and if I couldn’t do it, maybe Kinsley could. “That’s a great idea, actually,” I said, patting the spot next to me on the couch. “Come on, let’s talk it through.”

She settled in, keeping a respectful distance. I unzipped my camera bag, pulling out the gear I typically used. I showed her the basic camera body, the standard zoom lens, and explained how to adjust certain settings. She listened attentively, occasionally biting her lower lip in concentration.

We ran through shutter speed and how crucial it was for freezing fast-moving subjects, especially in sports. Then I mentioned ISO for low-light conditions, though we rarely had that issue under the Florida sun. Aperture came next—wider f-stops for shallow depth of field, narrower for capturing more detail across the scene.

Kinsley drank in every piece of information. Her slender fingers brushed the camera’s buttons as I guided her on what each one did. She tested the zoom, half-pressing the shutter to focus. The camera beeped in response.

“There’s a lot to remember,” she commented, carefully turning the dial to different modes. “But it’s kind of fun. I like it.”

I grinned. “You’ll get the hang of it, trust me. Once you know the basics, it’s mostly about practice and developing an eye for composition.”

She nodded, determination lighting up her features. “So… can we practice a bit today?” She glanced at my crutches. “I can carry the gear. Maybe we just walk down to the sand and take some test shots before real practice starts.”

My ankle protested at the idea of moving around, but I also knew we had to do something if we wanted footage for the socials. Sitting around feeling sorry for myself wasn’t my style. “Sure,” I said, shifting to grab the crutches. “But you might have to be my human crutch on the sand. These things aren’t exactly sand-friendly.”

Kinsley laughed softly. “Deal.”

Just then, we heard the front door open. Brynn, Zoey, and Presley filed in, each carrying bags of groceries. The moment Zoey saw me on the couch with my camera, she lifted a brow. “You better not be planning to hobble all over the beach today,” she warned. “You need to rest.”

“Kinsley’s going to help me,” I explained. “We’re going to practice some photography so we can keep the socials updated.”

Brynn gave a satisfied nod. “Smart backup plan. Just don’t overdo it.” She set her grocery bags down on the kitchen counter. “Practice is in an hour. You can try to get some shots then, but please be safe.”

I raised my hands defensively. “I promise not to reenact yesterday’s face-plant.”

Presley smirked. “Probably wise. That’s a one-time performance, we hope.”

With that decided, the girls put away the groceries. Kinsley and I spent a bit more time going over camera settings, refining her knowledge. After a quick snack, we headed for the beach. Brynn offered to help me down the steps, but Kinsley insisted she handle it, hooking her arm snugly around my waist while I balanced on the crutches. The walk to the sand was slow going, each step jostling my ankle, but I gritted my teeth and pushed through.

When we reached the edge of the beach, I tossed the crutches aside on a stable patch of grass. With the sun shining down, I leaned on Kinsley slightly as we waddled carefully onto the warm sand. The salty breeze ruffled her ponytail, and she squinted against the bright light.

“Okay,” I said, letting out a breath. “So, start by framing me or something else stationary. Let’s check your composition skills.”

Kinsley giggled nervously and raised the camera. She pointed it at me, eyes narrowing a bit as she adjusted the lens. Then she snapped a photo. The resulting image displayed on the digital screen.

“Nice,” I said, leaning over to see. “But watch your horizon line—it’s a bit crooked. Try to keep the shot level.”

She tried again, this time lowering herself slightly to get a better perspective. The horizon was straighter, the image sharper. A satisfied grin spread across her face. “Better?”

“Much.”

We practiced panning shots, where she followed me (limping as I pretended to walk) with the camera to catch motion. Then we messed around with focusing on near and far objects, using the ocean waves and a few seagulls as test subjects. Sometimes the gulls cooperated, sometimes they flapped away, but Kinsley was getting comfortable quickly.

I was impressed by how fast she picked it up. She asked thoughtful questions, like how to maintain consistent exposure and when to switch from auto-focus to manual. Each question reminded me how much I enjoyed photography. Teaching her was more fun than I expected.

After about thirty minutes, we retreated back to the Team House so I could rest my ankle before the official practice started. Kinsley helped me up onto the deck. Once I settled into a chair, she handed the camera back with a soft smile.

“Thanks for showing me all that,” she said, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “I’m excited to try capturing the practice. I just hope I can do it justice.”

“You’ll do great,” I reassured her. “We’ll be right here if you need any pointers.”

Soon after, Zoey, Brynn, and Presley emerged to start their daily drills. Brynn asked Kinsley to operate the camera while I observed. She stationed herself by the side of the makeshift court, snapping photos as the girls warmed up. Occasionally, she trotted over to me for feedback, and I gave her small adjustments—faster shutter speed, different angle, watch out for lens flare.

Despite being sidelined by my annoying sprain, I felt an unexpected sense of pride. Kinsley was surprisingly talented, and I realized this setback might actually strengthen our coverage of The Aces. Two sets of eyes could be better than one, once I got back on my feet.

Practice ended without incident. Kinsley and I reviewed some of the shots on the camera’s screen. We found some amazing moments—Zoey mid-dive, Brynn laughing after a rally, Presley lining up a perfect set, and even a glimpse of Kinsley herself in the reflection of the lens, which made her blush.

“Not bad for a beginner,” I teased, handing her the camera. She beamed, hugging it to her chest carefully.

“Thanks, Owen.” She paused, then added, “And I’m really sorry about your ankle. But I’m glad I can help.”

“No problem,” I said, returning her soft smile. “You’re keeping the team afloat—photo-wise, at least.”

We packed up the gear. My ankle radiated a dull ache, but I was in good spirits. The plan was working, and Kinsley was proving she could handle the camera in my place. By the time the sun started setting, we all drifted back into the house, each of us ready to wash off the sand.

Tomorrow, I’d show Kinsley even more. She was eager to learn, and I was grateful for her support. Despite my injury, things seemed to be looking up. If nothing else, this challenge had brought us closer as a team. I couldn’t wait to see how far we’d go once I was back on two feet.


Chapter 5

The next morning, I gingerly made my way down the attic ladder. I still used crutches—there was no denying my ankle throbbed—but it felt marginally better than yesterday. Kinsley had asked for a full tutorial on the camera. We planned to head out to the beach after breakfast and give her some hands-on practice before the day’s official session.

In the living room, I found Kinsley rummaging through my camera bag. She’d arranged everything neatly on the coffee table—lenses, memory cards, spare batteries, lens wipes. When I came in, she shot me an apologetic look, as if I’d catch her messing with something she shouldn’t.

“Oh, Owen—sorry, I was just making sure everything was in order,” she said, stepping aside quickly. “I wanted to be ready.”

I waved off her concern. “No worries. Appreciate the initiative.” Leaning my crutches against the couch, I sat down. “Let’s talk settings, and then we’ll head out.”

She nodded eagerly. We spent the next fifteen minutes reviewing the camera’s different modes. I showed her aperture priority and shutter priority, explaining how each offered more control in different scenarios. She listened intently, asking follow-up questions about light conditions and how to avoid overexposure.

When we were satisfied with the basics, we decided to head down to the sand so she could practice in real-time. I placed the camera strap around Kinsley’s neck and made sure she had the lens cap and a spare battery. With her supporting my side, we exited the house and walked toward the beach.

The air was crisp with a gentle morning breeze, the sun still climbing in the sky. At this hour, the shoreline was relatively empty—just a few joggers and a couple of fishermen casting their lines into the surf. The distant sound of seagulls gave the place a comforting feel. Despite my limp, I felt a sense of calm wash over me. I’d always loved watching the ocean, and now I was teaching someone else to capture that beauty through a lens.

We found a spot near the water’s edge where the sand was firmer. Kinsley panned the camera across the horizon, snapping test shots of the waves. She tested different shutter speeds—fast settings to freeze the spray of water, slower ones to blur the motion of the crashing tides.

“Look at this one,” she said after taking a burst of photos. She showed me a shot where the wave curled mid-break, droplets shimmering in the sunlight. “I love the detail here.”

“That’s awesome,” I said with genuine admiration. “You’re getting the hang of adjusting shutter speed. Now maybe try incorporating the manual focus on a stationary subject, then on a moving one.”

She nodded, scanning the beach for a stationary subject. Not far away was a small dune dotted with sea oats, the tall grasses swaying gently. She walked closer, crouched down, and captured a few frames, fiddling with the focus ring. Each click sounded confident as she refined her technique.

I used the crutches to follow her, occasionally putting the barest weight on my injured foot to keep balance. Each time I grimaced, Kinsley looked over, concern flashing in her eyes. But I gave her a reassuring nod—painful or not, I was determined to be out here.

Once she was satisfied with her sea oats shots, I pointed to a flock of gulls gliding overhead. “Try focusing on one gull in flight,” I suggested. “Might be tricky, but it’ll help you learn to track a moving subject.”

Kinsley lifted the camera, squinted through the viewfinder, and attempted to follow a single gull’s flight path. Her arms tensed as she tried to keep it in frame. A few photos later, she laughed. “That was harder than I thought. Think I missed half of them.”

I smiled. “That’s normal. Sports and wildlife shooters sometimes take hundreds of shots to get one good one. Don’t be discouraged.”

She lowered the camera and checked the results, relief brightening her features as she found at least one decent shot. Then she turned to me. “So, how can I improve my odds next time?”

“Practice your panning motion. Try half-pressing the shutter to lock focus before the subject gets to the center of your frame. And if you miss, just keep shooting. That’s the beauty of digital.”

Her determination was palpable. She set her shoulders, raised the camera again, and singled out another gull. This time, she managed a smoother follow-through, capturing a few crisp frames of it soaring over the surf. When she showed me, I gave an approving nod.

“That’s what I’m talking about. Great job.”

We continued like that for a while—Kinsley taking pictures, me offering suggestions. Every so often, she’d giggle at her mistakes, which put me at ease. I realized we were both enjoying this more than expected. She was clearly developing a genuine love for photography, and I was glad I could pass on some knowledge.

Eventually, we spotted Zoey and Brynn emerging onto the beach in the distance, volleyballs in hand. It was nearly time for practice, though they were apparently getting a head start. Zoey waved at us, and Brynn gestured me to stay put, probably not wanting me to strain myself. I gave them a thumbs-up, indicating I was fine.

“Feel like catching a few shots of them warming up?” I asked Kinsley. “We can treat it like it’s official practice coverage.”

She nodded, adjusting the camera strap over her shoulder. We slowly made our way toward the makeshift court. The net was still set up from yesterday, and I found the same folding chair I’d used before. Kinsley helped me ease into it, propping my foot up on a cooler Brynn had left near the sideline.

Zoey started practicing serves, launching the ball high and slamming it over the net. Brynn received them, returning short volleys. Kinsley took pictures of each serve and volley, occasionally darting around the court to find a better angle. I could see how immersed she was in capturing each moment.

I offered occasional feedback. “Try a faster shutter for the serve, so you can really freeze Zoey’s movement. Maybe step a bit back to frame both of them in the shot.”

Kinsley followed my tips, snapping away. The glimmer of sweat on Zoey’s forehead, the determined set of Brynn’s jaw—Kinsley got it all. After about ten minutes, Zoey and Brynn paused their warm-up to check out the shots.

“Nice,” Brynn said, tapping the camera’s screen. “You can actually see the track of the ball. Good job, Kinsley.”

Zoey leaned closer. “Not bad at all. Owen, you might have some competition here.” She winked, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

The morning sun climbed higher, rays beating down on us. Kinsley handed me the camera, and we flipped through the shots together. They looked good—some needed minor adjustments in exposure, but overall, she was capturing the energy of the moment. I felt proud that she’d picked it up so quickly.

At that point, Presley strolled up with her water bottle. She’d been behind schedule, apparently. “Heard we have a new photographer on deck,” she teased, planting a hand on her hip. “How’s the ankle, Owen?”

“Better. Still hurts, but I can hobble around,” I replied.

“Don’t push it, or I’ll carry you inside myself,” she said, her tone less joking than normal. Despite her sarcastic edge, Presley had a maternal streak that came out whenever someone was hurt.

“We’re being careful,” Kinsley interjected politely. “I’m doing the running around for him.”

“Well, you’re doing great,” Presley confirmed, snagging the camera from me to glance through some photos. “We might just need two photographers once the big tournaments start.”

Kinsley blushed, fiddling with the hem of her cover-up. “Thanks, Presley. Let me know if you want any specific poses or anything.”

“Oh, you’ll know exactly what I want when the time comes,” Presley said, a mischievous twinkle in her gray eyes. “But for now, let’s finish warming up.” She turned toward Zoey and Brynn, who were already setting up for more drills.

Taking that as our cue, Kinsley and I found a shady spot near the posts. We continued snapping occasional pictures as the three girls cycled through various practice routines. Brynn served, Presley set, Zoey spiked. Then they rotated. My main job now was to give Kinsley real-time critiques. She was so into it that I worried she might forget to drink water. But each time we paused, she made sure to hydrate.

By the time their official practice was in full swing, Kinsley had started experimenting with creative angles—crouching low for a dynamic upward shot, panning horizontally as the ball sailed across the net. Every so often, she’d show me a gem on the screen, excitement glowing in her hazel eyes.

Finally, the girls wrapped up. Zoey waved them together for a group water break, and Kinsley stood by me, flipping through the morning’s captures. “These are just the raw shots,” she said, “but a few look like they could be posted right away.”

“You can do some editing later, minor color adjustments. But yeah, some are definitely good to go,” I agreed.

She beamed, turning to face me. “Thanks for teaching me all this, Owen. I know it sucks that you’re injured, but… I’m kind of glad I got this chance.”

I gave her a warm grin. “Me too. You’re a natural.”

She looked like she wanted to say more, but Presley ambushed us from behind, throwing an arm around each of our shoulders. “So, my new star photographers, you ready to head in? I’m dying for some lunch.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, let’s go. My ankle could use a rest, and I could use some food.”

We packed up the gear, and Kinsley helped me once again with my crutches. The morning sun blazed overhead, but our spirits were high. I felt a sense of accomplishment, even though I wasn’t the one behind the camera this time. Watching Kinsley grow more confident, seeing the way the team supported each other—these moments reminded me why I’d hopped on board with The Aces in the first place.

As we left the sand behind, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something important had shifted between us. Maybe it was the camaraderie, or maybe it was just that Kinsley and I found common ground in the art of capturing moments. Either way, I sensed our dynamic was changing.

I didn’t fully realize how much, though, until we reached the house. Outside the patio door, Kinsley hesitated, camera in hand, as if she wanted to say something private. But before she could, Brynn called her name, asking her to help bring in some extra gear from the car. Kinsley gave me a quick glance, a small smile, then hurried off.

I watched her go, trying to ignore the faint flutter in my stomach. This was just the beginning, and I had no idea where it would lead. But I was sure of one thing—once my ankle healed, the fun (and maybe the trouble) was only getting started.


Chapter 6

I stretched out on Kinsley’s bed, my ankle throbbing but not as badly as before. The rest of the team had gone upstairs to find showers and fresh clothes, but Kinsley insisted I needed to stay off my feet, so she’d brought me here to her room. It was cozy and neat, with soft pastel pillows piled at the head of the bed and a couple of small framed photos of her family on the nightstand.

She hovered by the side of the mattress as I adjusted the pillows under my injured foot. “Are you comfortable?” she asked, gently biting her lower lip. “Do you need another pillow or anything?”

“I’m okay,” I said. “But I do feel a little weird hogging your bed.”

She waved off my concern. “Don’t even worry about it. You can crash in here for a while. You’ve been on those crutches all day.” She tilted her head, her dark hair spilling over one shoulder. “Besides, I want to keep an eye on you. Make sure that sprain doesn’t get worse.”

I smirked at her. “Is that your official stance as Team Photographer Number Two?”

She let out a small laugh. “It’s my stance as your friend. And also as someone who might be more than a friend.” Her cheeks colored a little at that last part, but she kept her gaze steady on me.

There it was. The tension we’d built over the last couple of days suddenly felt like a real, tangible thing in the air between us. I couldn’t ignore the way her gaze kept shifting from my eyes to my mouth, nor could I pretend I didn’t want to pull her in.

She took a careful seat near my good foot. Her bed dipped under the light weight of her body. “Maybe you should lie flat,” she whispered, patting the mattress.

“Sure,” I said, and eased down a little at a time instead of dropping my weight all at once. I shifted my good leg first, then brought the injured one along after it, watching the angle of my ankle and keeping it from twisting. The ache in it flared the second my heel touched the surface, a dull, insistent pressure that made my toes curl. I adjusted again, inching my calf so the pillow caught more of my lower leg, then another pillow went behind my back so I was not flat and strained. When I finally stopped moving, the ache settled into a steady throb I could ignore as long as I stayed careful.

The moment I was horizontal, she slid closer. She moved in small increments, as if she was deciding where her hands could go and where they should not. Her knees shifted, fabric brushed skin, and she paused twice like she was waiting for me to tell her to stop. That shy hesitation sat on her shoulders and in the way her fingers hovered before they touched.

I propped myself on my elbows, lifting my chest and making room for her. The movement pulled at my ankle again, a quick pulse of pain, but it was nothing compared to the heavier, hotter pulse that started taking over the rest of me the second she came within reach. “Kinsley,” I murmured, “you don’t have to,” I started, because I could see the nerves in the way she kept swallowing and in the tightness at the corners of her mouth.

She cut me off by leaning in and pressing her lips softly against mine.

It was tentative at first, a careful touch that lasted only a second before she adjusted and tried again, like she was checking if she was doing it right. There was a slight tremble in her mouth that gave her away. I met her with the same gentle pressure, keeping my hands still for a beat so she could control the pace. Then I lifted one hand and cradled the back of her neck, fingers spreading under her hair. My thumb rested near the hinge of her jaw, and I kept the hold steady rather than pulling.

Her tension started to ease in pieces. Her shoulders lowered. The tightness in her lips softened. We found a rhythm that did not rush. She kissed, paused to breathe, kissed again, and each time she came back she stayed a fraction longer. Her mouth parted slightly, and I felt her breath catch against my lips before she exhaled again. I tilted my head to fit her better, and she followed, her hand bracing lightly on my shoulder as if she needed something to anchor herself.

When she pulled back, she did it slowly, staying close enough that her breath still touched my mouth. Her eyes were bright, fixed on mine like she was checking my reaction. “I’ve been trying to figure out how to do that for days,” she admitted quietly.

“All you had to do was let me know,” I teased. “I might have made it easier for you.” I kept my voice low, kept my hand where it was, and gave her a small squeeze at the base of her neck to reassure her I meant it.

She giggled, a short burst that made her cheeks lift and her eyes crease. The sound seemed to surprise her too, like she had not expected herself to do it right then. Then she took a deeper breath, visibly gathering herself, and shifted so she was half-kneeling beside me. She moved with care, watching my injured foot, making sure her knee did not bump it and her weight did not press into my leg. One hand went down near my hip for balance while the other hovered over my torso.

“Let’s get you more comfortable,” she said, and slid her palm under the hem of my T-shirt. Her fingers found my skin, warm against my stomach, and she stroked slowly upward in a line that made my abdomen tighten. The touch was exploratory. She skimmed over the slight ridge of muscle, then paused, as if surprised by the feel of it under her hand. She sucked in a tiny breath at the contact, and her fingertips pressed a little more firmly like she was testing how much she could do without making me pull away.

I shifted my weight and guided her with my free hand, not forcing, just nudging her closer until she could lie down next to me. I adjusted my pillows again to keep my ankle supported, then turned so we were both on our sides. The position brought her face level with mine, close enough that I could see the flecks of color in her hazel eyes. My heart beat hard, each thump echoing through my chest and into the hand I rested on her waist. I traced a line from her shoulder down to her waist, fingertips sliding over the mesh cover-up first, then the warmth of skin where it gaped slightly. The trail of my touch was slow, deliberate in the sense that I chose each inch, paying attention to where she reacted.

She closed her eyes like she was bracing for how intense it felt, and then she leaned in and captured my lips again. This kiss was deeper. She held it longer and pressed in with more confidence, her mouth opening more fully. I responded, matching her, letting her set the pace while I kept my hand steady on her side. Our breathing grew heavier, the pauses between kisses shortening. She shifted her knee between mine, careful with my ankle, and I moved my injured leg a fraction back so she would not brush it.

Her hand wandered over my chest, fingers spreading, then flattening as she explored the muscles there. She ran her fingertips along the curve of my pectoral, then dragged her nails lightly down toward my ribs and back up. I could tell she was feeling the tension from workouts and the lingering soreness from hauling camera gear, because she pressed in with her palm and then eased off, repeating it as if mapping what was hard and what was sensitive. Each time she touched, my skin tightened under her hand.

My hand found the small of her back and pulled her closer by a few inches, enough that her stomach and chest came into contact with mine. The mesh cover-up shifted, the texture giving way to skin beneath it, and the warmth made me more aware of what she had on underneath. The outline of her bikini showed through in places, and my fingers slid under the edge of the mesh to trace it.

I let my fingers find the straps of her simple black bikini top. I followed the strap where it curved over her shoulder, then slid down to where it crossed her side. I did not tug. I just felt it, the elastic firm under my fingers. “We can slow down any time,” I assured her, keeping my tone even and giving her a chance to choose.

She answered without words. She leaned in harder, pressing her body against mine so there was no doubt what she wanted. Her lips left my mouth and moved along my cheek. I turned my head slightly to give her access, and she kissed along the line toward my ear, then down. The first touch of her mouth on my jaw sent a sharp jolt through me, and I inhaled, steadying my hand at her back so I would not yank her too close and jostle my foot. Her kisses trailed down my neck, slow and focused, her lips lingering longer with each one. I felt my skin tighten under the path she left, and my pulse kicked hard in my throat.

In a breathy voice, close to my skin, she whispered, “I want this.”

That was it. From there, the last of our hesitation dissolved in small choices. We took our time, but we did not stop. I reached for the hem of her mesh cover-up first, gathering it in my fist and lifting it up her torso. She raised her arms to help, elbows bending, then straightening as the fabric slid past her shoulders and over her head. She set it aside out of the way. Her bikini was plain and black, the top snug across her breasts, the bottom sitting low on her hips. I let my hands rest on her waist for a moment, grounding her, checking her face again.

She moved her hands to my T-shirt. Her fingers hooked the hem, then hesitated, then pulled it up. I lifted my arms so it could clear my shoulders without twisting my ankle. The shirt bunched over my head, then came free. She tossed it aside. Her eyes flicked down my torso, then back up to my face like she was asking without speaking if she could keep going.

I shifted my hips and reached for the waistband of my shorts. Moving too fast would have yanked my ankle, so I did it carefully. I bent my good knee, planted my foot, and used that leverage to lift my hips slightly without dragging my injured leg. My hands worked the button and zipper. I slid the shorts down over my thighs in small increments, pausing when the fabric caught under my injured calf so I could free it without pulling the ankle. Once it cleared, I pushed the shorts off the rest of the way with my good foot. I kept my injured leg still, then resettled it on the pillow so it stayed supported.

She watched, then scooted closer again, tucking herself into the space beside me without letting her knee bump my foot. Her hands moved to my side, then to my chest again, as if she needed contact to steady herself. I reached for her bikini top. My fingers slid beneath the lower edge, the underside of the fabric brushing my knuckles as I eased it up. I gently cupped her through the material first, feeling the weight of her breasts in my palms, then shifted so my thumbs could brush higher. She inhaled sharply, the reaction immediate. A light flush spread across her cheeks, and her lips parted like she was trying not to make a sound.

I kept my grip careful, not squeezing too hard, just holding her and letting my thumbs move in small circles. Her nipples tightened beneath the fabric, and she shivered, pressing in closer as if her body was deciding for her. I kissed her again, slow but insistent, while my hands worked the bikini top strap. My fingers found the tie at her back, and I loosened it bit by bit instead of yanking. The knot gave way. The fabric slackened across her breasts.

She shifted carefully over me, moving her knee and then her hip so she could tuck in beside my injured leg. She made a point of placing her weight where it would not press on my ankle, then adjusted again so her thigh lay along mine without pinning my foot. The bikini top slipped away as she lifted her torso slightly and let it slide off her shoulders. The cups fell forward, then she pulled her arms free, and it was gone.

I took her in. Small and lithe, but with that softly defined shape that volleyball seemed to give all of them, her stomach tight, her shoulders slim, the gentle curve of her breasts sitting high on her chest. My hands returned to her, one at her waist, the other lifting to cup her bare breast directly. Skin on skin, warm and real. My thumb brushed over her nipple, and her breath hitched again, her head tipping forward as if she could not help it.

I could not stop the small grin that spread across my face as I looked at her there beside me, close enough that my hand could feel her heartbeat under my palm.

I watched the color rise in her cheeks, deeper than before, and she still held my gaze. Her eyes stayed wide and bright, not darting away even when her throat moved with a swallow. I lifted myself toward her and kissed her mouth, taking it slow, giving her time to change her mind if she wanted to. She didn’t. Her lips parted under mine, and she shifted her weight carefully, bringing her hips down toward me with a steady control that made my stomach tighten.

Her hands braced on either side of my shoulders at first, palms pressing into the bedding for leverage. She lowered herself inch by inch, pausing for a heartbeat when she felt me under her. I was hard, my cock angled up against her, and she breathed out through her nose as if she’d expected the pressure but still had to adjust to it. I kept my hands on her waist, fingers spread, not pulling her, just holding her there while she decided the pace.

She tipped her chin down, still watching my face, and sank lower. The heat of her pussy met the head of my cock, slick and warm, and the first push of her hips made my whole body tense. I didn’t thrust. I stayed still, letting her take what she wanted, letting her set the depth. She gave a small shiver and dipped her shoulders forward, as if the sensation pulled her out of whatever cautious plan she’d had.

We took our time without saying it. She shifted her knees for stability, moving one knee a little wider, then the other, finding a position where she could control the angle without putting too much weight on me. Each adjustment made her breasts sway slightly, and I couldn’t stop my eyes from dropping to them and then back up to her face. She noticed and flushed again, but she didn’t cover herself. Instead, she leaned down and kissed me again, slower and more open, her mouth soft and insistent.

As she lowered herself further, her hips rolled in a small, careful arc. The slick slide of her pussy around my cock made my breath catch. I could feel her inching down, the stretch and then the give, until she was seated fully on me. Her thighs framed my hips, her skin warm against mine. A tremor ran through her, visible in the way her shoulders lifted and then dropped.

My hands stayed on her sides, thumbs grazing along the curve of her waist. She reached down, took one of my wrists, and guided my hand where she wanted it. I let her move me, my palm following the line of her ribs to her hip. She pressed my fingers into her flesh there, a silent instruction to hold her tighter, to keep her anchored. My other hand she directed across her other side, making me touch her the same way, symmetrical, firm.

Her body reacted to each contact, not exaggerated, just honest. A subtle arch through her lower back. A quick inhale that hitched and then slipped out. Her nipples tightened, visible as her chest rose. I could feel my heartbeat in my throat and in my hands where they held her, fast enough that I wondered if she could sense it through the points where our bodies were locked together.

She started moving, not rushing, testing the feeling. Her hips lifted a fraction of an inch and then sank again, the friction making her eyelids flutter. She found a shallow stroke first, using her thighs to guide the movement. The head of my cock dragged through her with each lift, and she made a quiet sound, more breath than voice, close to my mouth.

I shifted my grip on her hips to support her. My fingers tightened at her sides, and I angled my hands so my thumbs could press into the dip of her waist when she came down. She leaned forward, bringing her face near my ear, her lips brushing my skin as she breathed. Her breath came in soft gasps, uneven, each one timed to the moment she slid down and took me again.

She settled into a rhythm that matched her breathing. Up, down. A slight roll at the bottom. A pause at the top where she kept me inside her and just held there for a second, as if she liked the full feeling. Her pussy gripped around my cock, contracting in small, involuntary pulses that made my stomach jerk.

I lifted one hand to her face and swept her hair away from her cheek, my fingers catching on strands and moving them back over her shoulder. She tipped her head into the touch, eyes half-lidded. When I dropped my hand again, she pressed her forehead to mine, skin damp with heat. The closeness felt intense, not because of words, because there weren’t any, but because she kept coming back to that contact, mouth to mouth, forehead to forehead, hands searching for where to hold.

We stayed like that for a stretch of time that felt suspended. Her hips continued, steady and connected, her thighs working with small shifts in muscle. She didn’t bounce or fling herself around. She moved with control, letting the pleasure build. I could feel the dampness of her spreading, the slick slide growing easier and louder in my head even though nothing else existed except her weight, her heat, and the way her pussy tightened each time she came down fully.

My hands started to roam without leaving her. One hand left her hip and traveled up her side, palm flattening against her ribs, then higher to her breast. I cupped it, feeling the fullness and weight in my hand. Her nipple was hard against my palm. I brushed my thumb over it once, slow, then again with a little more pressure. Her head tipped back a fraction, and she exhaled a shaky breath that turned into a quiet moan.

She didn’t stop moving. If anything, the touch made her hips stutter and then pick up slightly. She reached down and covered my hand with hers, not pushing it away, just holding it there, fingers splayed over mine as if she wanted to feel the same contact doubled. Her other hand slid to my shoulder, and her nails pressed lightly into my skin for balance.

I shifted my pelvis up a little, meeting her motion, careful not to change the pace too abruptly. The added pressure made her gasp at my ear. Her pussy clenched, and she dipped forward again, hair falling toward my face. I kissed her cheek, then her mouth, catching her lower lip between mine for a second before letting it go.

She rocked her hips in a slightly different pattern, not just up and down now but forward and back at the bottom. Each roll rubbed her in a way that made her breathing go ragged. She made another sound, higher, and her hand tightened on my shoulder. I slid my hand from her breast down her stomach, fingers tracing the line of her abdomen until I reached between us. I adjusted my wrist and touched her clit with the pad of my finger, careful at first, gauging how sensitive she was.

Her reaction was immediate. Her hips jerked, and she had to stop for a second, holding herself above me while she sucked in a sharp breath. Her eyes squeezed shut, then opened again, glassy with need. She whispered my name in a broken way that was barely louder than her breathing. I kept my finger there, circling her clit in small motions while she lowered herself again, letting the movement of her body guide the pressure.

The combination made her lose some of that earlier control. Her rhythm sped up in short bursts, then slowed when it got too intense, then sped again. She rocked harder at the bottom, grinding her clit into my finger, taking my cock deeper with each drop. I held her hips with my other hand, anchoring her so she didn’t slip, thumbs pressing into her skin as she moved.

My own control started to thin. The heat of her pussy, the drag of her slickness, the way she clenched around me, all of it tightened into a single, building urgency. I breathed through it, trying not to thrust too hard, trying to match her rather than take over. My ankle was a dull awareness in the back of my mind, a reminder not to jerk my lower body, so I kept my movements focused in my hips and core, controlled.

She leaned down again, her mouth at my ear, and her breath came fast and shallow. Her nipples brushed my chest as she moved, each forward lean dragging them across my skin. I lifted my chin to kiss her neck, then her jaw, tasting her skin without thinking too much about it. She responded with a soft, broken moan, and her hips kept working, a little frantic now.

Her hand slid from my shoulder to the side of my face. She held my cheek for a second, thumb stroking near the corner of my mouth, as if she needed that point of contact to stay grounded. Her eyes met mine again, and she didn’t look away. She looked overwhelmed, in the best way, like the sensations had stacked too high for her to contain neatly.

I kept circling her clit, adjusting when her hips shifted. Sometimes my finger slipped slightly, and I corrected it, pressing back into the right spot. Each correction made her shudder. She started making small, urgent sounds that she didn’t seem able to stop. Her thighs trembled, and the muscles in her stomach tightened under my palm when I moved it back to her hip.

A wave built in her, visible in how her breath caught and then refused to settle. She tried to keep a steady rhythm but couldn’t. She lifted and dropped faster, chasing it. Her pussy gripped my cock harder, pulsing in quick contractions that made my vision narrow. I tightened my arms around her, pulling her closer so her chest pressed to mine. Her breasts flattened against me, nipples rubbing my skin with each movement, and she clung to my shoulders, fingers digging in as if she needed something solid.

Kinsley’s moan finally broke into something louder and more strained. Her head tipped back, throat exposed, and her mouth opened as she drew in air. She rocked her hips tenderly for a second, then the tenderness snapped into urgency again. She made a small sound that was sharp and desperate, like she was warning herself it was too much and then choosing it anyway.

The pressure built between us, tight and relentless. My cock slid in and out of her with shorter strokes now because she was holding herself close to me, but the friction was even more intense. She kept grinding at the bottom, taking me deep, her pussy squeezing and then relaxing and then squeezing again. I felt myself tipping toward the edge, my control thinning with every contraction of her body around mine.

She pressed her forehead to mine again, eyes squeezed shut, brows drawn, and her whole body started to shake. Her hips stuttered, and she made a broken cry as her orgasm hit. Her pussy clenched hard around my cock, rhythmic and strong, and she clutched my shoulders like she might fall apart if she let go. I kept my arms locked around her, holding her upright while she came, my hand still at her clit for a couple more circles before I eased off when she jerked from overstimulation.

The tight pulsing of her orgasm dragged mine out of me. I gasped, unable to hold back anymore, and thrust up into her as she continued to clamp down around me. The movement made her whimper again, oversensitive and still riding the aftershocks. I came hard, spilling cum inside her, my cock throbbing as it emptied. My breathing turned rough and broken, and my hands gripped her hips as if I needed to keep her in place while the last pulses ran through me.

For a moment, neither of us moved. She stayed seated on me, shaking lightly, her breath fluttering against my mouth. Then her weight softened as the intensity ebbed. She folded forward, collapsing gently onto my chest, careful even in exhaustion. Her hair fell around our faces, and her skin was hot and damp. I wrapped my arms around her fully, one hand sliding up her back and resting between her shoulder blades, holding her there.

My own breathing was ragged, chest rising and falling too fast. I stared at the ceiling for a second, trying to steady myself without moving too much. She trembled against me, not in fear, just in that leftover way the body reacts after being pushed too far, too fast. My cock stayed inside her for another moment, softening slowly, and the warmth of her kept it from slipping out right away.

We stayed like that, hearts pounding against each other through skin and bone. The room felt smaller with her on top of me, the rest of the world reduced to her weight, the damp stick of our bodies where we touched, the slow return of control to our breathing. She didn’t speak. I didn’t either. There was nothing to add that wouldn’t sound thin.

After a while, she pushed up on her elbows, lifting her chest off mine. Her breasts pulled away from my skin, and the movement made her inhale sharply, as if the shift reminded her how sensitive she still was. She glanced down between us, then back to my face, and adjusted her position with care.

She slid off to one side, moving slowly and watching my leg. She lifted her knee over me without bumping my ankle, placing her foot down on the mattress first and then shifting her weight so she could ease away. As she rose off my cock, I felt the slick release, and she paused for a second, face tightening with a tiny wince from the sensitivity. Cum and wetness clung between us for a moment before she fully separated and settled beside me.

I reached for the sheet and pulled it up, covering our hips and thighs. The fabric dragged over my skin and over hers, sticking slightly in places before settling. She scooted closer, turning onto her side. She tucked herself against me with a cautious nudge, placing her head on my shoulder. Her hand landed on my stomach, palm light, fingers relaxed as if she’d run out of strength for anything else.

“That was…really nice,” she murmured, voice quiet and uneven, like she was still catching her breath.

The words landed strangely because they were true but too small. I let out a short breath that was almost a laugh. “Incredible might be the better adjective,” I said.

Her mouth curved, and she gave a soft laugh that trembled at the edges. She shifted her cheek on my shoulder, rubbing once as if to get comfortable, and her fingers flexed lightly against my stomach before going still again.

We lay quietly, bodies cooling in slow increments, breathing finally evening out. My arm stayed around her, hand resting on her upper arm, thumb making a small, absent stroke once and then stopping. She swallowed and cleared her throat, the sound subtle, and she lifted her gaze toward me without lifting her head.

“The others might wonder where we are,” she said. “Eventually, anyway.”

I looked down at her, at the lingering flush on her cheeks and the heavy, satisfied way her eyelids kept threatening to close. My fingers curled slightly against her arm, holding her close. “Let them wonder.”

She smiled against my chest. “I like that idea.” Then her tone softened. “How’s your ankle?”

“Still attached,” I joked, wiggling it carefully. “Feels a little stiff, but honestly, I feel better all over otherwise.”

Her soft laugh made my heart skip. “I’ll get you some ice in a second,” she said. “But let’s just… stay here for a minute longer.”

We curled together for a few more peaceful moments, drifting in and out of gentle conversation. The faint hum of the air conditioner filled the space. I felt her breath even out against my chest, and for once, I didn’t worry about anything. Not the next practice, not my photography duties, not my bungled ankle. Right then, I just had Kinsley’s warmth and her hand lightly tracing circles on my skin.

Eventually, we forced ourselves up—mostly because we both realized we needed water. The Florida heat was no joke, and even though we were inside, the after-effects of our little workout had left us both thirsty.

Kinsley grabbed her mesh cover-up, gave me a shy grin, and ducked out her door to fetch some ice and water from the kitchen. While she was gone, I carefully shifted to the edge of the bed, found my crutches, and hopped into my shorts again. My foot ached, but it wasn’t nearly as sharp as earlier. Maybe the adrenaline had helped.

Returning with two glasses of water, Kinsley settled in next to me. She pressed the edge of an ice pack against my foot. “We should probably make an appearance downstairs,” she said with a smile, “before Zoey or Presley kicks the door down to check on us.”

I grinned back. “I’ll come downstairs if I can lean on you.”

She stood up, offered me her hand, and helped me to my feet. “Deal,” she said softly.

We hobbled out of her room together, my arm slung around her shoulders while I held the crutches in my other hand. My ankle hurt every time I took a step, but the warmth in my chest overshadowed the pain. Maybe this was the start of something big—something that, even if complicated, I didn’t want to let go of.


Chapter 7

The next morning, I woke up in the attic with my eyes already open, registering movement through the floor before I fully registered being awake. Footsteps shuffled around downstairs, pacing in short bursts like someone was moving between the counter and the fridge. I stayed still for a moment, letting my body catch up. The ankle reminded me immediately, a dull ache that sharpened if I shifted it wrong. I tested it the way I had been doing since yesterday, flexing my foot a few degrees, then relaxing. It was still sore, still tender, but the swelling felt a little less angry under the skin.

I pushed myself upright slowly, bracing one hand on the floorboards while I swung my legs around. The injured ankle hovered for a second before I lowered it carefully, setting it down with the kind of caution you use around a hot pan. I reached for the crutches and pulled them close, planted the rubber tips, then levered myself up. Weight went to my hands first, then my good foot, then a light touch from the bad one, just enough to keep balance.

Getting down from the attic took time. I faced each step, lowering my good foot first, then following with the crutches, then easing the injured ankle down after that so it barely carried anything. I paused once, adjusting my grip because my palms were already damp. When I reached the bottom, my shoulders felt worked over from the effort.

I moved down the hallway and into the kitchen. Brynn and Zoey were at the counter with protein shakes, each holding a bottle and tipping it back in long, efficient swallows. Presley’s phone sat on the counter near them, buzzing on and off like it couldn’t decide whether to stop. Kinsley was by the back door with a camera bag open, digging through it with both hands, pulling out a lens cap, then a battery, then sliding something back into a side pocket.

She glanced up as I came in, and the smile she gave me hit hard enough to make my stomach drop. It was quick, but it carried that private weight that hadn’t been there before last night. We still hadn’t had a moment alone since then. Whatever had happened between us was sitting under everything like a secret pressed flat between pages. It felt too big to say out loud in front of everyone, and too good to pretend it didn’t exist.

“Morning,” I said, aiming for casual and landing somewhere close.

I moved to the cabinet for a glass. My ankle protested when I pivoted, so I adjusted, turning my whole body instead of twisting. I filled the glass, took a sip, then another, the coolness doing more for my head than my foot. I leaned my hip against the counter to take weight off the injured side, shifting my crutches so they rested against the cabinet within reach.

“Bill texted,” Brynn said without turning fully, her voice carrying the matter-of-fact tone she used when she was relaying logistics. She nodded toward the counter as if the text were sitting there in the air. “He’s still finalizing some scheduling details, but for now we’re focusing on practice here. We’re scrimmaging each other again in a couple of weeks, just to keep in shape.” She finally looked directly at me, eyes scanning down to my foot. “How’s the ankle?”

“Swollen, but I can manage,” I replied. I rotated my foot slightly, careful, like I was checking the range without inviting pain. “I’ll stay off the sand unless absolutely necessary.”

Zoey’s grin spread immediately. “We can roll you out in a beach wheelchair if we have to.”

I pulled my mouth into an exaggerated grimace, leaning more into the counter like I needed it for support. “Pass. I’ll stick to the deck chairs, thanks.”

Presley wandered over, her gaze moving between me and Kinsley. Her eyes narrowed, not quite accusatory but sharp enough to make my throat tighten. For a split second, I wondered if she had somehow connected the dots. My mind flashed to skin and hands and how close Kinsley had been to me last night, how she’d looked when she thought no one was watching. My pulse kicked, and I kept my face blank, holding my glass like it was the most interesting thing in the room.

Presley’s expression didn’t change into anything definitive. She just lifted a shoulder and reached for her buzzing phone, silencing it with a swipe. “All right,” she said, “let’s get out there before it gets blazing hot.”

We gathered what we needed. Brynn grabbed a couple of extra water bottles. Zoey scooped up towels. Kinsley zipped the camera bag and adjusted the strap over her shoulder, tugging it until it sat comfortably. I picked up my crutches and followed them out, taking my time and making sure the rubber tips caught solidly before each step.

The practice court was already waiting for us, the sand looking deceptively soft until you stepped onto it and felt your foot sink. I approached with caution. The first step with crutches on sand always felt wrong, like everything shifted under you. I planted the crutches wide, tested their stability, then moved forward, letting my good foot press down and my bad one hover with only a light touch. Each step was a small calculation: where to place the crutch tips so they didn’t slide, how deep the sand would give, how much I could bend my knee without jarring the ankle.

The sky overhead was nearly cloudless, and the sun was already up enough to make the day feel like it was going to turn brutal. Someone had set up a small folding chair near the edge of the court, the kind that had been dragged around too many summers and didn’t fully lock straight anymore. Seeing it waiting for me made something in my chest loosen. It was a quiet kind of consideration, but it mattered.

Kinsley walked ahead of me, then turned back and pointed at the chair. “Sit there,” she said, not bossy, just direct, like she’d already decided and it wasn’t up for debate.

I eased myself down carefully. I positioned the crutches so they rested against the chair’s side within easy reach, then shifted my injured ankle so it wasn’t tucked under me. The chair dipped slightly, creaking under the shift of weight, and I adjusted until it felt stable.

Kinsley crouched beside me, unzipping the camera bag and opening it wide. She pulled out the camera body, checked the lens was seated correctly with a small twist, then clicked the lens cap off and stowed it. She popped the battery compartment open, glanced at the indicator, shut it again, then thumbed through settings. “I’ll do some shots first,” she explained. “Then maybe Zoey can sub in for me on the camera if I need to jump in a drill.” Her eyes lifted to mine. “That sound okay?”

“You got it,” I said. I gestured with my free hand toward the camera. “Just don’t leave the auto-focus in manual if you step away, or everything will come out blurry.”

Her mouth curved, and her eyes lit up in a way that made the memory of last night press against the back of my teeth. “I remember.”

The session started with warm-ups and then fell into drills fast. Brynn and Presley took the lead in setting the pace. Zoey moved with them, quick on her feet, calling out when she wanted the ball. Kinsley moved along the sideline at first, lifting the camera to her eye, then lowering it to check the screen, then lifting again. Each shot she took looked intentional now, not random. She shifted her stance to keep the players framed, took a few steps to her left, paused, then dropped to one knee for a lower angle. She adjusted the dial with her thumb, tapped a button to change a setting, then tracked Brynn as Brynn sprinted for a pass.

I watched both layers at once: the volleyball and the photography. My habit was to anticipate, to see the moment before it happened and already have the camera positioned. Kinsley was doing her own version of that now. She changed her shutter speed when the girls started doing faster drills, then altered the aperture when the light shifted over their shoulders. She remembered to keep the focus mode where it needed to be, and when she glanced down at the display, her expression tightened briefly with concentration, then eased when she saw it worked.

When Brynn made a hard dive, sand kicked up around her legs, and Kinsley fired off a quick burst of shots, her finger tapping the shutter in short, controlled presses. Presley followed with a spike, her whole body lifting into it, and Kinsley pivoted to catch the moment at the peak. Presley landed and threw her arms up, mouth open in a shout I couldn’t hear from where I sat, and Kinsley snapped that too, catching the triumph on Presley’s face.

Every so often Kinsley jogged the camera over to Zoey and handed it off. Zoey would take it without fuss, slipping the strap over her head so it rested diagonally across her chest, then lifting it to her eye like she’d been doing it longer than she actually had. Kinsley would step onto the sand and join the rotation, taking her place like she’d never left. The exchange happened cleanly, no confusion, no wasted time. When Kinsley jumped into the drill, she moved hard, not holding back, and Zoey captured it, tracking her with the camera as she ran, passed, and adjusted.

From my chair, it was strange. I wanted the camera in my hands. My fingers kept twitching like they expected to be wrapped around the grip. At the same time, watching Kinsley use the techniques I’d shown her felt like seeing something I’d built continue without me. It made me proud, and it also made me restless.

In between sets, they rotated out for water and checked on me in the same casual way they checked on each other for bruises and scrapes. Brynn walked over with a bottle and held it out to me. I reached and took it, unscrewing the cap with one hand.

“You going stir-crazy yet?” she asked.

I took a few swallows, then capped it again. “I’m used to holding the camera, not watching from the sidelines.”

“You’ll be back on your feet soon,” she said. Her eyes flicked to my ankle again, then back to my face. “Just don’t make it worse.”

“Yeah,” I said, and meant it even though impatience sat under the word.

Kinsley’s break came later. She walked over, hair pulled back and damp at the edges, then handed the camera to Zoey with a small nod that said, keep it on continuous focus. Zoey nodded back like she understood exactly what she was being trusted with. Kinsley stepped onto the court and took her position. Brynn bumped the ball toward her. Kinsley shifted her feet, lowered her center of gravity, and returned it with a controlled movement that kept it in play. The next one came faster. She dove, arms out, body stretching long, and the sand sprayed up around her forearms and thighs as she slid. Zoey kept shooting through it, the camera pressed to her face, her elbows tucked in, following the action with steady hands.

I caught myself smiling, not just at the drill but at the way the team adapted. Kinsley slotted in where she was needed. Zoey took the camera and didn’t treat it like a fragile prop. Brynn and Presley kept the pace. It functioned smoothly even with me stuck on a chair at the edge like a spectator.

The hours stacked up in increments marked by water breaks and quick adjustments to the net. My ankle throbbed more as time passed, not because I was using it, but because it didn’t like being ignored. I shifted my leg once, lifting my foot and setting it down in a slightly different position, then rolled my shoulders to work out the stiffness from leaning forward. I reminded myself to keep the foot elevated when possible, but the chair didn’t make that easy.

After about two hours, Presley raised a hand and called for a break. Everyone went toward the edge of the court, chests rising and falling, skin slicked with sweat, hands on hips or resting on knees as they recovered. Presley took a drink, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Enough for now,” she decided. “We can’t get too wiped out, or we’ll be useless for the next practice day.”

“That was a good session,” Brynn said. She tipped her bottle up, drained the last of it, and squeezed the plastic absentmindedly. Then she turned to me. “You get the rest you needed?”

“I did,” I answered. I flexed my foot carefully, testing it without pushing too far. The joint felt tight, but not as sharp as yesterday. “Feels decent. Maybe I’ll be able to walk without crutches by next week, if I’m lucky.”

Kinsley stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat coming off her skin. She brushed her hand against my arm, not gripping, just contact, her fingers sliding lightly over my sleeve before resting for a beat. “Don’t rush it,” she said quietly.

Zoey, catching it immediately, lifted the camera and angled it at us, the lens pointing straight at the moment like she was collecting evidence. “Aw, you two are adorable,” she teased.

Kinsley’s face flushed, the color rising fast. She stuck her tongue out at Zoey and made a ridiculous expression, eyes crossed for a second in an attempt to break the tension. Even then, she didn’t move away from me. Her hand stayed near my arm, and the closeness pulled a familiar current through me. Last night flashed again, the private intensity of it, and warmth curled low in my chest. I kept my expression neutral, but it took effort.

We headed back toward the house once the net and lines were handled. Brynn and Presley folded things up, looping cords and stacking equipment. Zoey and Kinsley gathered the gear, checking the camera, capping the lens, tucking it back into the bag with care. Kinsley adjusted the strap and slung it over her shoulder again. Zoey carried a towel and the extra bottle, walking beside Kinsley as if they’d been doing this routine for months.

I followed behind them at my own pace. The sand made every step more work than it needed to be. I planted the crutches, moved forward, paused, then repeated. My hands started to ache from the pressure, and I shifted my grip slightly to keep from getting rubbed raw. The others didn’t rush me. They moved ahead, then slowed naturally, keeping the group together without making a show of it.

Back inside, I went straight to my usual editing spot at the small desk near the living room. I lowered myself into the chair with care, bracing with one hand on the desk so my ankle didn’t take a sudden jolt. I pulled the memory card out of the camera case, slid it into the reader, and plugged it into my laptop. The screen lit up with folders, and I started the process automatically, creating a new directory for the session, labeling it with the date and a quick identifier.

As the files imported, I scanned through thumbnails. Some were slightly off, but most were solid. A few were better than solid. Kinsley had caught moments that made the training look sharp and real, sweat flying off a forearm mid-swing, Brynn’s fingers spread wide as she set the ball, Presley’s expression fierce as she tracked a hit. Zoey’s shots during the scrimmage sequence were steadier than I expected. The focus held. The framing was decent. They’d listened.

I clicked into individual images, zoomed in to check sharpness, then flagged the ones worth keeping. My fingers moved across the trackpad and keys in quick decisions: keep, maybe, delete. I adjusted exposure on a few, nudged contrast on others, then backed out to keep sorting.

While I worked, I saw Kinsley in the hallway. She hovered there for a second, like she was debating whether to come over. Her hair was still tied back, damp strands sticking to her forehead. Her eyes met mine, and that memory of last night hit again, so vivid it made my stomach tighten. For a second I thought she might walk over and say something, give us the private moment we’d been missing all morning.

Instead, she offered a gentle smile, small and warm, then shifted her weight as if deciding against it. She turned and headed upstairs to shower, one hand sliding along the banister as she went.

We’d talk later. The certainty of that settled me even as she disappeared out of sight.

I refocused on the screen, selecting the best shots that would make sense to send to Bill. I created a shortlist folder and dragged images into it, checking that the sequence showed variety of drills, dives, spikes, team interaction. My ankle pulsed steadily, a reminder under the work, but it didn’t sour my mood. Something about the morning had clicked into place. Even sidelined, even forced to watch, I wasn’t outside the group. The way they’d set up a chair for me, checked on me without making it weird, handed the camera back and forth like it mattered because it was mine, all of it added up.

I kept sorting, tagging, and preparing the files to send, feeling that unfamiliar sense of acceptance settle in deeper. I’d come here thinking I was just the camera guy. Sitting at the desk with their training still fresh on the screen, I understood I was part of the team in a way I hadn’t realized I’d been wanting.


Chapter 8

Later that afternoon, I was still hunched at my desk in the attic, headphones on, editing the beach shots Kinsley and Zoey had captured. We had some real gems with epic leaps, gritty dives, sweaty intensity. I was about to start cropping a particularly sharp photo of Brynn mid-spike when I felt someone watching me.

I glanced up to see Presley leaning against the doorway, arms folded under her chest. Her bright red hair spilled down over her shoulders, and she wore a tank top and pair of running shorts. She had that half-smirk going, one eyebrow raised. “Hey,” she said. “Got a minute?”

I hesitated, not missing the edge of mischief in her gray eyes. “Of course. Everything good?”

She sauntered over, hips swaying with an air of confidence. “Depends,” she said, planting a hand on her hip. “Mind if I close the door? This is… private.”

My stomach flipped, but I nodded. She nudged it shut with her foot, then turned back to me. “How’s the editing going?” she asked, though her tone suggested she wasn’t really interested in the pictures.

“It’s… good,” I said, clearing my throat. “We got some really solid action shots. Might have enough for a highlight reel.”

“Awesome,” she said, leaning down beside me to look at the screen. I caught a whiff of her floral body wash. Then she angled her head toward me with a thoughtful expression. “So, about this new skincare routine I’ve been trying.”

My brows rose. “Uh, the one with the green face mask?”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah, that. It’s been working okay—I’m less oily after hours in the sand. But, uh, I read about some… unconventional tips.” She gave me a pointed look. “I wanted to see if you’d be down to assist me.”

I blinked. “Assist with your skincare?”

She pursed her lips. “I heard about certain… natural ingredients. Specifically, about men’s… stuff.” Her eyes flicked down to my lap.

My mind reeled. “Wait, you mean—?”

She exhaled with a small, wry grin. “Yes. That. Supposedly, it’s good for the skin if you—if I—apply it directly.” She rolled her eyes, half-laughing at how ridiculous it sounded out loud. “Look, I know it’s weird, but I was curious if you’d be willing to help. It’s totally consensual, your call. If you’re uncomfortable—”

I let out a stunned laugh. “Presley, I… You’re serious?”

She planted her hands on my shoulders, warm and firm. “Yes, I’m serious. Listen, if you don’t want to, we can drop it. But I figured I’d ask. We’re all living together, and, well—” She waved vaguely. “Sexual tension is a thing. Also, all that talk about me being the ‘team mom’? Let’s just say I’ve got my own needs.”

Every rational part of my brain told me this was crazy, but my body’s immediate response told me it was definitely intriguing. I found myself nodding. “Okay. If this is what you want…”

She leaned in close, her voice dropping. “It is. And I do.”

A tingle of adrenaline shot through me as she nudged my office chair back from the desk. Her hands went to the chair arms first, fingers wrapping around the ends, then she gave it a measured pull so it rolled a short distance. She checked the gap between the front edge of the desk and my knees, pulled again, then stopped when she had enough space to fit herself in close. I swallowed hard, caught between disbelief and anticipation, and my throat felt tight as if I had to force the movement down.

She lowered herself in front of me, not rushing. Her knees came to the floor one at a time, her weight shifting until she was balanced, then she set both hands on my knees like she was anchoring me in place. Her grip was steady and calm, thumbs near the inner sides of my legs. “Just relax,” she said, and it landed with that same nurturing authority she usually used in practice huddles, the kind that made it sound like following instructions was the obvious thing to do.

I tried to do what she said. A shaky breath went in, stalled halfway, then I let it out and forced another. My hands lifted off the armrests, hesitated, then slid into my lap. I did not know where to put them without making it weird, so I kept them still, fingers loosely interlaced, knuckles white for a second before I made myself loosen the grip.

She moved her hands from my knees toward my shorts. Her fingers hooked lightly at the waistband, testing the tension. She paused there, not pulling yet, and tipped her face up to look at me. It was a deliberate stop, a last check. Her expression asked the question without saying it. My pulse jumped, and I nodded, small but clear.

Then she acted. She tugged the waistband down in short, controlled pulls, inching the fabric past the curve of my hips. Her hands shifted to keep the shorts from snagging, thumbs pressing against the elastic, fingers curling under it. The fabric slid down far enough to expose me. Cool air touched skin that had been trapped under cloth, and I sucked in a sharp breath before I could stop myself.

Her eyes dropped to what she had uncovered. Her expression settled into something that was equal parts intrigued and confident, as if she was taking in details and deciding exactly how she wanted to do this. She laid one hand along my inner thigh, the heel of her palm pressing into the muscle there. The contact was light but purposeful, her fingers spreading to steady my leg. She leaned in, closer, and I felt my whole body respond with a tight, restless energy.

My heart hammered so hard it made my chest feel crowded. I could not stop my gaze from darting to the closed door, as if it might swing open on its own. The door stayed closed. I forced my eyes back down to her.

She reached with her other hand and wrapped her fingers around my cock. Warm, sure grip. Not tentative, not sloppy. Her thumb settled along the top, her fingers curved around the underside, and she gave the smallest squeeze, just enough pressure to make me twitch. Then she began to stroke. The first pass was slow, her hand traveling up, then down, her wrist rotating slightly so her palm and fingers dragged in different ways over sensitive skin. She did not lose contact at the top or bottom, keeping the motion continuous.

My head tipped back against the chair without me deciding to do it. The edge of the chair back pressed into my shoulders. A soft exhale escaped me, long and shaky, and I heard an answering hum of satisfaction from her, like she liked the effect she was having. She kept her eyes on my cock, watching how it moved in her hand, adjusting her grip in small increments, sliding her fingers higher, then lower, finding the rhythm that made my breath catch.

The motion became steady. Up, down. Her thumb brushed over the head on each stroke, not always the same spot. She alternated pressure, sometimes tightening at the base, sometimes letting her fingers glide looser so the skin shifted. The pleasure built in layers, pulling my attention inward. I tried to keep my hands still in my lap. My thighs wanted to tense, and I made myself relax them, letting her control what she was doing.

She leaned in closer, her face near my lap. Her hand never stopped moving, even as she repositioned her knees by a few inches so her shoulders lined up better with me. She looked up at my face, checking my reaction, and the confidence in her expression did not waver when she saw how wrecked I already looked.

My breathing turned uneven. I tried to slow it down because she told me to relax, but my body did not care about instructions anymore. Pleasure kept climbing, focused and sharp, then spreading out into heat that sat low in my stomach.

Her pace shifted. The strokes became slightly quicker, and she added a small twist at the top that made my hips jerk forward against the chair. I caught myself, embarrassed by the movement, and forced my ass back into the seat. She did not pull away or look offended. If anything, her mouth curved a little, like she was satisfied.

She slid her hand down my cock and then paused at the base, holding me still for a second. That pause made me throb harder. Then she resumed, faster than before, her forearm moving now, not just her wrist, and the friction built until I could not think about anything else.

She leaned forward and brought her mouth to me. The transition was not sudden. First she let her hand slow, then she lowered her face until her lips hovered right at the head. Her tongue touched me, a brief, wet stroke that made my whole body jolt. Then her lips closed around the tip, soft and warm, and I gasped, the sound ripping out of me without permission.

Her hand stayed at the base, fingers firm, controlling the depth, while her mouth took over the sensation. She sucked gently at first, cheeks hollowing just enough to make me feel the pull. Her tongue moved along the underside, then flattened and pressed, then curled. The warmth of her mouth was intense, and the contrast between her mouth and her hand made it hard to keep still.

She drew back a fraction, just enough that her lips slid along sensitive skin, and then she took me in again. Her pace was careful at first, like she was mapping out what I could handle. Each time she moved, her lips sealed tight around me, and each time she pulled away, the slick heat left behind made the next motion even stronger.

After a few strokes of her mouth, she stopped and looked up at me. She did not let go. Her hand kept a slow, steady stroke at the base, keeping me hard and aching. Her eyes had a playful gleam. “Just keep breathing,” she teased, simple and direct, like she could see I was about to forget how.

I tried. I pulled air in through my nose, held it, then let it out in a shaky rush. My fingers slid off my lap and curled around the chair arms. My grip tightened until my knuckles whitened, not because I wanted to be dramatic, but because I needed something to hold onto.

She returned her mouth to me, taking me deeper this time. Her head angled slightly, her lips stretching around more of my cock. Her hand moved with her, coordinating so the pressure stayed consistent. She bobbed, slow, then faster, her throat working as she took more. The sensation made my hips lift off the seat by a fraction, and I forced myself back down again, trying not to thrust. The effort made my stomach muscles tighten.

My pulse skyrocketed. Heat coiled low, tight and urgent. I could feel how close I was already, and it scared me how fast my body was giving in. I swallowed hard, throat dry. Presley did not seem unsure for even a second. She watched my reactions, her eyes flicking up now and then to catch my face, then back down to what she was doing. When she saw me twitch, she adjusted. When my breath hitched, she changed the angle of her mouth. When my thighs tensed, she slid her hand to my inner thigh again for a moment, palm pressing there in a grounding way, then went back to gripping my cock.

She set a pace that made my whole body strain. Her mouth moved in smooth, repeated strokes, lips tight, tongue working, with her hand squeezing and stroking at the base to keep the pressure where her mouth could not. She pulled off briefly, letting a strand of saliva stretch then break as she shifted, and in that short moment her hand sped up, making the wet glide even more intense. Then she sealed her lips around me again.

A groan pushed out of my throat. I could not hold it back. It sounded rough, like it surprised me. She did not stop. If anything, her eyes narrowed with focus, and she kept going, intent on getting the reaction she wanted.

My breath came in short bursts, each inhale cut off by another jolt of sensation. I tried to keep my shoulders against the chair, but I kept tensing forward. My hands clenched around the chair arms, then loosened, then clenched again, the cycle repeating as the pressure built and built.

She quickened her pace. Her head moved faster, taking me in, pulling me out, her lips staying sealed and slick. Her hand tightened at the base and worked in counter-motion, so I was getting two different pressures at once. The combination hit hard. I could feel myself climbing toward that edge, the point where my body would not listen anymore.

I tried to warn her earlier, but the words stuck until the last moment. When I finally reached that edge, my voice came out as a strangled whisper. It was barely coherent, just enough to tell her I was about to cum.

She responded instantly. She pulled back, not all the way, just enough to free my cock from her mouth. She shifted her posture on her knees and angled her face upward, chin tilted, cheeks presented like she had planned it from the start. Her eyes stayed on me for a beat, like she wanted to see it happen.

A second later the climax hit. My whole body tightened. My hips jerked forward once, then I forced them back, but it did not matter. Cum surged out of me in warm spurts, and she held herself right where she wanted to be, catching it across her cheeks. The first spurt hit high, near her cheekbone. The next landed closer to her mouth. She did not flinch or turn away. Her eyes fluttered shut as she let me finish, and her lips parted slightly as if she was feeling the warmth on her skin and accepting it. More cum followed, streaking down, pooling in small glossy trails across her face.

My breathing went ragged. Air scraped in and out, and my chest rose and fell too fast. My hands loosened on the chair arms, fingers trembling. My cock pulsed through the last few aftershocks, and she stayed there until it was done, her posture steady, head still angled up, letting the final spurts land where they landed.

When I stopped, my whole body went heavy. I stared at her, brain blank for a second, trying to understand what just happened. Presley opened her eyes and smiled, triumphant. She lifted one hand, brought her fingertips to her cheek, and began to massage the fluid into her skin. She did not smear it randomly. She worked it in with small circles, pressing gently, dragging it along her cheekbone, then down toward her jawline, keeping the motion controlled like she was applying lotion. She used her other hand to catch a thicker streak and spread it across the other cheek, rubbing until it shined in a thin layer.

My mind spun. I could not decide where to look. My eyes flicked from her face to my lap and back again. My cock was still exposed, softening slowly, sensitive. I did not move to pull my shorts up yet because I did not know if she was finished.

Eventually she stood up. She pushed off her thighs with one hand, rose to her feet, and straightened her shirt. Her face was shining in more ways than one, streaked and rubbed until it looked glossy. “Whew,” she said, letting out a low laugh. “That was… interesting.”

I blinked, trying to gather a coherent sentence. My throat felt tight again, and I had to swallow before I could speak. “Wow. Yeah, interesting is an understatement.”

She reached toward the side of the desk where a tissue box sat nearby. Her fingers pinched a tissue and pulled it free. She dabbed at her cheeks carefully, not scrubbing. She pressed the tissue to one spot, lifted it, folded to a clean section, then pressed again, working along her cheek and toward her mouth. She checked the tissue, then dabbed along her other cheek, taking her time. The confident look on her face did not fade, even as she cleaned up.

“I won’t pretend I’m sold on the miracle cure,” she said, still dabbing, voice light like she was making a joke she did not fully believe. She paused to fold the tissue again, then wiped the last visible streak near her chin. “But, hey, sometimes you have to try new things.” Her playful grin widened as she looked at me. “Thanks for being a volunteer.”

Still catching my breath, I tried to process what had just happened. I half-expected the door to fly open and Zoey or Brynn to barge in. But the knob remained still. I squared my shoulders, returning Presley’s grin. “Anytime. Glad to help.”

She ran a hand through her red hair, smoothing it back, then leaned down and gave me a surprisingly sweet kiss on the mouth, ignoring whatever residue might still be on her face. Under the faint taste of salt, I sensed her bold honesty. Then she pulled away and patted my shoulder, businesslike again. “I should probably go rinse off. Good talk.” She made for the door, paused, and looked over her shoulder. “You’re a good guy, Owen. Don’t let anyone tell you different.”

With that, she slipped out, leaving me alone in the small room full of half-edited photos and a racing heart. I took a moment to compose myself, then pulled my shorts back up and swiveled to face the computer. My mind was a jumble, but I forced myself to focus on uploading more pictures and adjusting white balance. Work, I told myself. Pretend everything is normal. But there was no denying how much my life had changed living with these girls.


Chapter 9

That night, the living room glowed with the soft light of the TV as credits rolled on some action-comedy film Zoey had picked. I was perched on the couch, ankle propped on a throw pillow. Kinsley sat next to me, leaning against my side, and Zoey sprawled out on the other end of the couch, half-draped over Kinsley’s legs. We’d been laughing at ridiculous stunts for the last two hours, but now the screen went dark.

Kinsley scooted forward, grabbing the TV remote. “That was better than I expected,” she said, switching off the screen. “I love corny fight scenes.”

Zoey tossed the remains of a popcorn bowl onto the coffee table. “I can’t believe that final chase scene. Completely over the top, but so fun.”

As the goofy after-movie mood lingered, Kinsley suddenly picked up her phone, the faint glow illuminating her face. “Oh, Zoey,” she said with a grin, “I never showed you some of the photo series Owen and I were working on.”

She tapped quickly, then held the phone out. Zoey propped herself on an elbow to get a better look. On the screen, I could just make out the edges of a photo from our informal test shoot earlier that week. It was a shot of Kinsley posed near the net, hair blowing in the breeze, the mesh of her cover-up sliding off her shoulder. The angle was undeniably sexy.

Zoey whistled, impressed. “Damn, Kinsley, you look hot!” She flicked through a few more images. “These are amazing. Great composition, Owen.” She looked at me, winking. “You’re talented.”

Kinsley’s cheeks pinked, but she smiled proudly. “Thanks. Owen taught me a lot about framing an angle.”

Zoey, apparently enthralled, tapped back to a photo of Kinsley that was especially revealing—her cover-up had shifted, hinting at the curve of her bikini top. “Girl, you are scorching,” she teased, then shot me a sly glance. “I might get jealous if he’s focusing all his lens skills on you.”

Kinsley giggled but didn’t deny it. The sofa shifted as Zoey backed up the album to a shot of Kinsley in a full-body pose. “Just look at that figure,” Zoey teased, pointing at the phone. “No wonder you move so gracefully on the sand.”

Without warning, Zoey reached out and ran a playful hand along Kinsley’s waist. Kinsley let out a surprised squeak, half-laughing. “That tickles!”

The air bristled with a new tension. Zoey’s expression was half mischievous, half curious. She slid a bit closer. “I’m not kidding, though. You’re super pretty. I’ve noticed it forever, but these pictures… wow.”

Kinsley’s eyes flicked to me, then away, then back again like she was checking whether I was still there and whether I was seeing all of it. The flush that always gave her away started at the base of her throat and climbed, blotchy and obvious against her skin. Zoey’s body stayed close to hers, and Kinsley did not scoot back or put a hand up. Instead she made a small, careful decision, like she was making room in her head before she made room anywhere else. She lowered her phone onto the couch cushion beside her with a gentle, controlled placement, screen facedown, her fingers lingering a beat as if she was telling herself it could wait. Her shoulders rose on a shallow inhale and didn’t fully drop. I felt the air between the three of us change in weight, warmer against my face, my attention narrowing until there was nothing outside of the couch and their knees and the way Kinsley’s throat moved when she swallowed.

Zoey eased closer by inches, not rushing it. She shifted her hips, letting her thigh brush Kinsley’s. One hand landed on Kinsley’s thigh, light pressure at first, then her fingers spread as if testing how welcome it was. Kinsley’s lips parted. Her jaw loosened like she was about to speak, but no words came out. Her eyes stayed on Zoey’s mouth, then jumped to Zoey’s eyes, then dropped again. Zoey leaned in and kissed her, soft and patient. Kinsley’s eyelids fluttered down. For a second she held still, the kind of stillness that meant she was taking in the sensation and deciding. Then her lips moved back, hesitant but real, and her hand came up, fingertips grazing Zoey’s shoulder as if to anchor herself.

I stayed where I was. I did not shift my weight or clear my throat. My pulse hammered so hard I could feel it in my wrists. I kept my hands in my lap, fingers curled, trying not to do anything that would break whatever line they’d crossed. Their kiss deepened, not in a sudden jump but in small changes. Zoey angled her head. Kinsley followed, mouth opening a little more, the contact turning from tentative to hungry. Zoey’s hand on Kinsley’s thigh tightened, thumb rubbing a slow circle through the fabric. Kinsley’s breathing grew uneven, and her shoulders softened as her shyness slipped out of the way, replaced by a need she stopped trying to hide.

Zoey pulled back enough to breathe, lips still close, both of them with a faint sheen on their mouths. Zoey’s chest rose and fell faster. She turned her head and looked straight at me, eyes sharp, like she’d been aware of me every second. “Owen,” she said, voice low, “you with us?”

My throat felt tight. I swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing, and forced my voice to work. “I’m definitely here.”

Kinsley glanced at me. The look she gave me was soft and open, a little shaky, like she was asking for reassurance and giving permission at the same time. “Come closer.”

I moved. I did not stand all the way. I scooted, shifting carefully so I didn’t twist my ankle wrong. My foot found the floor, then I slid my hips along the cushion. My knee bumped the edge of the coffee table lightly and I adjusted, bringing my leg in. When I got close enough, my thigh pressed against Kinsley’s. The contact made her inhale sharply. She didn’t pull away. She leaned into it by a fraction, her weight choosing me and Zoey at once.

Zoey reached out and caught my forearm, her fingers wrapping around it and guiding me in, a gentle tug that told me exactly where she wanted me. Her blonde hair fell forward over her shoulder as she shifted. She gave me a quick grin that was more heat than humor, then she kissed me hard. The intensity hit without warning, mouth open, lips firm, her tongue sliding in like she had no doubt I would take it. I made a low sound I couldn’t stop, surprise and want tangled together. My hands came up automatically, one settling at her side, the other bracing on the cushion behind her so I didn’t crowd her too fast.

Kinsley’s hand touched my back, palm flat, then moved in a slow stroke up toward my shoulder blade. The warmth of her through my shirt made my skin prickle. Her body pressed along my side, the curve of her hip and ribs snug against me as she leaned in closer. Zoey’s kiss stayed fierce, then eased just enough to let me breathe. My lips pulled from hers with a wet, reluctant break.

The second Zoey gave me space, Kinsley leaned in and took my mouth. Her kiss was gentler, a different rhythm, but it wasn’t timid anymore. Her lips moved with purpose, her mouth opening wider than she had before. She kissed like she wanted to learn the shape of me and also wanted me to know she was choosing this. Her fingers slid from my back to the side of my neck, thumb resting just under my ear. My head tipped toward her without me meaning to. I felt my focus split between Zoey’s heat at my other side and Kinsley’s softness in front of me, the sensation of being wanted from both directions making everything in my body feel tight and unreal.

Zoey shifted behind Kinsley, leaning back into the couch. She reached for Kinsley’s waist and tugged her, guiding her on top of her. Kinsley let out a quick, bright giggle as she moved, hands catching on Zoey’s shoulders to steady herself. Their legs tangled, knees overlapping, feet finding awkward spots on the cushions. Zoey adjusted, sliding her hips a little lower so Kinsley could settle. Kinsley ended up straddling her, weight spread between Zoey’s thighs. As soon as she was in place, Zoey’s hands went to her back and then down to her ass, holding her there.

They started kissing again. From my angle I could see Kinsley’s shoulders tense, then loosen as Zoey pulled her closer. Kinsley’s fingers threaded into Zoey’s hair, tugging just enough to bring their mouths together harder. The sight made my chest feel too full, like my breath had nowhere to go.

Zoey lifted one hand and curled a finger at me in a clear invitation. I moved in behind Kinsley, careful not to crowd her too suddenly. My hands came to her shoulders first, thumbs pressing into the muscle there, then sliding down toward her collarbones. I brushed her hair aside with my fingers, pulling it over one shoulder so her neck was exposed. I leaned in and pressed my mouth to the side of her neck, kissing in a slow line. Kinsley’s head tipped back slightly, giving me more access, and a small gasp slipped out of her, her chest rising fast.

Their lips parted for a moment. Zoey looked past Kinsley and caught my eyes. “You like watching?” she asked, the corners of her mouth lifting.

A breathy laugh left me. My voice came out rougher than I intended. “I wouldn’t complain, but I’d also love to join in.”

Zoey’s hand slid up Kinsley’s cheek. She turned Kinsley’s face with two fingers under her chin until they were nose to nose, their foreheads almost touching. “I think we can all have some fun,” she said.

Kinsley nodded fast, eager enough that her ponytail shifted against her shoulder. Her cheeks were still flushed, but her eyes were bright and fixed, not hesitant anymore.

We rearranged on the couch with small adjustments, shifting hips and knees, finding places for hands. Kinsley slid down between us until she was nestled in the middle, her back against my chest and her front angled toward Zoey. Zoey shifted her legs, making room, one knee bending up while the other stretched out along the cushion. I adjusted behind Kinsley so my injured ankle stayed stable, planting my foot and moving my weight carefully. Kinsley’s shoulder bumped my sternum and she settled with a little wiggle, testing where she fit, then relaxing when the position held. There was a brief, quiet laugh from Kinsley when her elbow knocked Zoey’s ribs and Zoey nudged her back, not annoyed, just amused.

Kinsley kept turning her face back and forth, kissing Zoey, then glancing at me, then leaning back to let me kiss her cheek and the corner of her mouth before she went back to Zoey again. Each time she shifted her attention, it felt like a deliberate choice to include both of us. My hands found her waist, fingertips pressing lightly through her shirt. Zoey’s hand traced along Kinsley’s arm, then up to her shoulder, pulling her in for another kiss.

Zoey’s top went first. She reached behind her back, fingers working the string of her bikini. The knot loosened, and she slipped the straps off her shoulders. She pulled the fabric forward and tossed it aside onto the couch without looking at where it landed. Her breasts were fully exposed, nipples already hard. Kinsley’s gaze dropped immediately. Her hands moved to Zoey’s chest, palms cupping, thumbs brushing over Zoey’s nipples in short strokes that made Zoey’s mouth open on a sharp inhale. Kinsley leaned down and kissed Zoey again, breasts pressed into Kinsley’s shirt as Kinsley shifted closer.

Behind her, I kissed along Kinsley’s neck again, slower now, my lips pressing and releasing, teeth catching lightly at one spot before I soothed it with my tongue. Kinsley made small, helpless sounds, breath hitching and then spilling out. My fingers found the hem of her T-shirt. I slid two fingertips under it, testing the boundary, dragging the fabric up a couple of inches. Her skin was warm under my hand. Kinsley reached back without looking, found my wrist, and guided my hand higher in a silent yes.

She twisted her torso just enough to turn her head, stealing a quick kiss from me. It was brief but intense, her lips pressing hard like she wanted to take what she needed and get back to Zoey. Then she faced forward again and pushed her body into Zoey’s, their mouths meeting in a heated embrace while her hands kept exploring Zoey’s bare breasts, squeezing gently, then firmer, then pinching Zoey’s nipples until Zoey’s breath stuttered.

I lost track of how long it went like that. Movements blurred into each other. Kinsley shifting her hips, Zoey’s hands sliding up and down Kinsley’s sides, my mouth finding Kinsley’s skin wherever I could reach. Light moans filled the room, and the thought of someone walking in kept flashing through my mind, making my stomach tighten with a nervous jolt that only made me harder. I couldn’t stop checking the edge of the room with my eyes for a second before pulling my focus back to them. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard it felt like it should be visible through my shirt.

Zoey shifted again, making room. She scooted her hips, then lifted Kinsley slightly by the waist so Kinsley could move back until her spine pressed more fully against my chest. Kinsley’s hands reached behind her head, fingers tangling in my hair, gripping and pulling me closer. I followed the pressure, kissing the side of her throat and then the curve beneath her ear. The couch was cramped for three bodies, knees bumping, feet searching for stable spots, but we kept making small adjustments, changing angles by inches until it worked. Kinsley’s ass pressed back against my lap. Zoey stayed in front of her, hands roaming, mouth open as she kissed Kinsley’s lips and jaw. The heat of skin against skin built with every rub and shift, constant contact that made it impossible to think about anything else.

We were so lost in each other that none of us noticed the faint sound of footsteps until it was too late. Suddenly, Brynn’s voice interrupted, low and stunned. “Holy—” She froze in the doorway that opened to the hall, carrying a half-empty water bottle. Her cheeks flamed red as she took in the scene. Kinsley, Zoey, and me tangled up, half-dressed and definitely not focusing on Netflix.

There was a brief heart-stopping pause. Then Brynn let out a shaken laugh. She didn’t run away; she just stared, eyes flicking from me to Zoey to Kinsley and back. “Wow,” she said breathlessly. “I guess I’m not surprised. This is—um, yeah.”

Zoey turned, still perched sideways on the couch. “Hey, Brynn,” she said, wiping her mouth. “You can watch,” she teased, the invitation playful. Kinsley, panting, looked at me uncertainly. I just shrugged, still buzzing with adrenaline.

Brynn’s expression shifted from shock to curiosity. She closed the living-room door behind her, as if to give us some privacy from the rest of the house, not that Presley or Bill was around, but it was a reflex. “You guys are crazy,” she murmured, and that’s when I noticed her free hand drift to the waistband of her shorts.

Kinsley made a small sound of surprise, looking from Brynn to me. Zoey, never shy, lifted an eyebrow and leaned back, letting Brynn see more of what was going on. The tension in the room skyrocketed. Brynn licked her lips, then said quietly, “Don’t stop on my account.”

After a moment’s hesitation, the three of us on the couch resumed, albeit with all eyes flicking warily to Brynn every few seconds. But Brynn just stood there, cheeks flushed, breathing heavily as she watched. Kinsley’s soft moans mixed with Zoey’s deeper moans, and I was aware of Brynn’s presence behind me, the faint shifting noises as if she was touching herself to the sight.


Chapter 10

The night had built to a fever pitch. Zoey, Kinsley, and I were tangled together on the couch, our bodies slick with sweat, the cushions shifting beneath us with every movement. Zoey straddled my hips, her thighs pressed tight against my sides, her bikini bottoms shoved down to her knees. Her fingers curled around the back of my neck, nails digging in just enough to sting. She rolled her hips, grinding her pussy down onto my cock, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts. Kinsley knelt behind her, her chest flush against Zoey’s back, breasts squashed between them. Kinsley’s hands slid over Zoey’s stomach, fingers splaying wide, then moving up to squeeze Zoey’s breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples.

I kept one hand on Zoey’s waist, steadying her as she rocked against me, and brought my other up to Kinsley’s hip, feeling the heat radiate from her skin. Kinsley leaned forward, her lips tracing a line along my shoulder, then up my neck. Her teeth scraped lightly at my skin, and she exhaled, her breath hot and humid. Zoey arched her back, pushing her ass against Kinsley, and Kinsley responded by grinding her own pelvis forward, pressing herself into Zoey. The three of us moved together, a shifting knot of limbs and desire.

From the side of the room, I could hear Brynn’s breathing, ragged and uneven. I turned my head, craning my neck to look. Brynn stood with her back to the wall, one foot braced slightly in front of the other, her knees bent. Her left hand gripped the hem of her shorts, tugging them down just enough to slip her right hand inside. Her fingers moved beneath the waistband, working between her legs in slow circles. Her eyes were on us, wide and glazed, her lips parted. She didn’t speak, but her chest rose and fell rapidly as she watched.

Zoey leaned forward, bracing both hands on my chest. Her hair fell in a curtain around her face, strands sticking to the sweat on her cheeks. She rocked harder, her pussy squeezing around my cock, her thighs trembling. Kinsley shifted, sliding her hands down Zoey’s sides, then reaching between us to cup my balls. She squeezed gently, rolling them in her palm, her fingers slick with sweat. I groaned, gripping Zoey’s hips tighter, feeling her muscles tense and release as she rode me.

Kinsley pressed her lips to Zoey’s shoulder, kissing a line up to her neck, then biting down softly. Zoey gasped, her body jerking, and I felt her clench around me. Kinsley’s other hand moved to Zoey’s breast, pinching her nipple between thumb and forefinger, twisting just enough to draw a sharp cry from Zoey’s lips. I thrust up into Zoey, matching her rhythm, the pressure building with every movement.

Brynn’s breathing grew louder, her hand moving faster between her legs. She pressed her head back against the wall, eyes fluttering shut for a moment, then snapping open as she watched us. Her fingers worked in frantic circles, her knuckles turning white with the intensity of her grip on her shorts. She licked her lips, her tongue darting out to wet them, then bit down on her lower lip, stifling a moan.

Zoey’s movements grew erratic, her hips bucking against me. She let out a low, desperate whine, her nails raking down my chest, leaving red lines in their wake. I reached up, grabbing her ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks and pulling her down onto my cock as deep as she could take me. She shuddered, her whole body tensing, then cried out, her pussy spasming around me as she came. Her thighs shook, and she collapsed forward, her head resting on my shoulder, breath hot against my neck.

Kinsley moved quickly, sliding off the couch and kneeling between my legs. She tugged Zoey to the side, helping her settle onto the cushions, then leaned in to kiss her deeply. Their lips met, tongues tangling, hands roaming over each other’s bodies. I reached out, running my fingers through Kinsley’s hair, pulling her closer. She broke the kiss with Zoey and turned to me, her eyes bright and hungry.

Kinsley climbed onto the couch, straddling my chest. She pulled her bikini bottoms off, tossing them aside, then lowered herself onto my face. I grabbed her thighs, spreading them wide, and pressed my tongue to her pussy. She was already wet, her folds slick and swollen. I licked a slow line from her entrance up to her clit, then circled it with the tip of my tongue. Kinsley moaned, her hands flying to my hair, fingers twisting in the strands. She ground her hips down, forcing my tongue deeper between her lips.

Zoey reached up, cupping Kinsley’s breasts, kneading them as Kinsley rocked against my mouth. I slid my tongue inside her, thrusting in and out, then flicked it back up to her clit, sucking gently. Kinsley’s thighs trembled, her breath coming in sharp pants. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on the back of the couch, her body arching as I worked my tongue faster. Zoey pinched Kinsley’s nipples, rolling them between her fingers, drawing a gasp from Kinsley’s lips.

Brynn’s hand moved faster between her legs, her hips jerking as she watched. She pressed her palm hard against her pussy, her fingers working in tight circles. Her breathing was fast and shallow, her face flushed. She kept her eyes locked on us, her gaze flicking from my face buried between Kinsley’s thighs to Zoey’s hands on Kinsley’s breasts.

Kinsley’s moans grew louder, her body tensing. I sucked her clit harder, flicking it with my tongue, and felt her thighs clamp around my head. She cried out, her whole body shaking as she came, her pussy pulsing against my mouth. I held her hips steady, licking her through her orgasm, tasting her on my tongue. Kinsley slumped forward, her chest heaving, sweat dripping down her back.

She slid off my face, collapsing onto the couch next to Zoey. Both of them lay there, bodies entwined, legs tangled together. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, catching my breath. My cock throbbed, still hard, aching for release.

Zoey reached for me, her hand wrapping around my shaft. She stroked me slowly, her grip firm, smearing pre-cum over the head with her thumb. Kinsley joined her, both of them working together, their hands moving in tandem. Zoey leaned in, pressing her lips to the tip of my cock, licking away the pre-cum, then taking me into her mouth. She sucked gently, her tongue swirling around the head, while Kinsley stroked the base, squeezing just enough to make me groan.

I threaded my fingers through Zoey’s hair, guiding her movements. Kinsley kissed her way up my thigh, nipping at the sensitive skin. Zoey bobbed her head, taking more of my cock into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Kinsley leaned in, licking the shaft where Zoey’s mouth left off, her tongue hot and wet. They worked together, switching places, taking turns sucking and stroking, their hands and mouths never leaving my cock.

Brynn’s breathing was ragged now, her hand moving in frantic circles. She pressed her forehead against the wall, eyes squeezed shut, her whole body shaking. She let out a choked moan, her hips bucking as she watched us.

Zoey pulled off my cock, her lips swollen and wet. She climbed onto my lap, straddling me again, guiding my cock to her entrance. She sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch, her pussy stretching to accommodate me. She gasped, her fingers digging into my shoulders as she began to ride me, her hips rolling in slow circles. Kinsley knelt behind her, kissing her neck, her hands roaming over Zoey’s body, pinching her nipples, squeezing her breasts.

I grabbed Zoey’s hips, thrusting up into her, matching her rhythm. She moaned, her head falling back, eyes closed. Kinsley reached between us, rubbing Zoey’s clit with tight circles. Zoey’s breath hitched, her body tensing as she neared orgasm. I felt her pussy clench around me, her thighs shaking.

Kinsley leaned forward, whispering something in Zoey’s ear. Zoey gasped, her body going rigid, then cried out, her orgasm crashing over her. She shuddered, her pussy spasming around my cock, her nails digging into my skin. I held her tight, thrusting up into her as she came.

Zoey collapsed against me, her body limp. Kinsley pulled her off gently, helping her settle onto the cushions. Kinsley turned to me, her eyes dark with desire. She climbed onto my lap, straddling me, guiding my cock to her pussy. She lowered herself slowly, taking me inside her, her walls tight and wet around me. She began to move, rolling her hips, grinding down onto me.

Zoey reached up, cupping Kinsley’s breasts, pinching her nipples. Kinsley moaned, her hands braced on my shoulders as she rode me. I thrust up into her, matching her movements, feeling the pressure build. Kinsley’s breath came in short, desperate pants, her body tensing as she neared orgasm.

I grabbed her hips, pulling her down onto my cock, thrusting harder. Kinsley cried out, her pussy clenching around me as she came, her whole body shaking. I held her tight, riding out her orgasm, my own release building.

Zoey leaned in, whispering in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. I felt my orgasm cresting, the pressure too much to hold back. I pulled out, stroking my cock with one hand, aiming at Zoey and Kinsley’s chests. I came hard, thick ropes of cum splattering across their breasts, streaking their skin. Both of them gasped, their hands moving to smear the cum over their nipples, rubbing it in.

Brynn let out a strangled moan from the side of the room. I turned my head, watching as she pressed her hand hard against her pussy, her hips bucking. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her face flushed. She let out a final, shuddering gasp, her whole body tensing as she came. The tension drained from her face, her breathing slowing. She opened her eyes, looking at us, her expression a mix of embarrassment and lingering arousal.

Nobody said anything for a moment, the only sound being our collective breaths. Finally, Zoey let out a short, satisfied laugh and slumped back into the couch. Kinsley rolled onto her back next to me, wide-eyed and flushed. Brynn wiped the sweat from her brow with the back of her hand.

“Well,” Brynn murmured, clearing her throat, “that was… intense.”

Kinsley nodded, still trying to catch her breath. Zoey giggled again, planting a gentle kiss on Kinsley’s temple. I felt a slight ache in my ankle, but the rush of endorphins kept me floating. This entire moment was surreal. The four of us had never been this open—though Brynn had mostly watched and participated in her own way, it still felt like a line had been crossed. Or maybe a door had been opened.

Before anyone could say another word, my phone buzzed on the coffee table. Still panting, I reached over, picking it up with trembling fingers. The screen showed a text from Bill. “Hey Owen,” I read out loud, trying to inject some normalcy into my voice, “just submitted your social updates. Also, big news, we got accepted into the Hawaii invitational tournament. Flights covered by a sponsor. Everyone needs to start packing. We’ll talk soon.”

Kinsley bolted upright. “Hawaii? Are you serious?”

Zoey squealed, her face lighting up. “Yes! That means we’re taking this show on the road, baby!” She grabbed Kinsley’s hands in excitement, making both of them laugh.

Brynn finally stepped away from the wall, smoothing her hair and yanking up the hem of her shorts. “Hawaii is huge,” she said, trying to compose herself. “We’ve got to be prepared for that level of competition.” But despite her practical words, I caught a flicker of a satisfied grin on her lips. She looked at me, a hint of humor in her green eyes. “Guess you better hurry up and heal, or we’ll be pushing you around in a wheelchair.”

I scoffed. “I’ll be ready,” I said, glancing at my ankle. “No way I’m missing a chance to shoot you guys at a beach tournament in Hawaii.”

Zoey winked. “Glad we’re all on board.” She shifted to sit up, giving Kinsley space to tuck her bikini top back into place. Even post-passion, she couldn’t hide her playful streak. She sent Brynn a sultry look. “And you,” she teased, “should consider joining in more next time.”

Brynn rolled her eyes, a flustered grin tugging at her mouth. “Maybe I will.”

We all laughed—an easy, relieved kind of laughter. The weight of competition, house dynamics, and personal confusion seemed to slip away for this one shining moment. Whatever we were to each other now, I felt more connected to these women than ever before.

The rest of the evening was a goofy, contented cool-down. We tidied ourselves up, threw on some T-shirts, and ended up sitting around the living room with Gatorade and leftover pizza, chatting about the unexpected Hawaii trip. Brynn led a discussion about training schedules, Presley’s role in setting up the house arrangements, and Bill’s probable to-do list.

At one point, Presley popped her head in to say she was going to bed early, yawning and wearing pajamas. She glanced at us—it was obvious something had gone down, with how disheveled we still looked—but she just rolled her eyes and told us not to stay up too late.

When it was finally bedtime, Kinsley helped me up the stairs, each step reminding me of how soon I needed to get this ankle fully operational. Then she brushed a sweet kiss across my lips and slipped into her own room, leaving me to climb the ladder to the attic solo.

Alone on my small bed, staring at the angled ceiling overhead, I couldn’t keep the goofy grin off my face. In little time, I’d gone from a quiet new hire to somehow being intimately involved with multiple teammates. It felt like a dream. But it wasn’t just about the sex—even though, yeah, that part was amazing. There was a sense of family building here, a tight-knit bond. Different personalities, different backgrounds, but all of us were united in this odd, wonderful little team.

Now we were heading to Hawaii, of all places, for a major tournament. My heart pounded at the possibilities. New experiences, new challenges, and all of us in it together.

Before drifting off, I sent Bill a quick text: “Thanks for the heads-up. I’ll have the team ready. And I promise I’ll heal up soon. Let’s make this a success.”

He responded promptly, even though it was late: “Sounds good, kid. Glad you’re feeling better. BTW, sponsors are excited—so pack your camera. Big opportunities ahead.”

I set my phone aside, exhaled, and let my eyes close. Images of Zoey, Kinsley, Presley, and Brynn swirled in my head—those final glimpses of their flushed faces, the shared laughter, and the anticipation of a new adventure on the horizon. If the last few days were any indication, our time in Hawaii would be unforgettable.

I fell asleep to the soft roar of the ocean outside, the echo of their laughter, and the steady hum of hope building in my chest. We were The Aces, and we weren’t done making waves. Not by a long shot.


Afterword

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed.




If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series. Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well. 
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