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Chapter 1

It was barely 7 a.m. when I followed Brynn into the gym, still rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. We had agreed on an early workout because, according to her, “Real winners don’t hit snooze.” The moment I saw her though, wide awake and radiant in her snug crop top and form-fitting leggings, I felt an unexpected surge of energy. She flashed me a competitive grin as we made our way to the weightlifting area.

“I’m glad you actually got up,” Brynn teased. “I half-expected you to bail.”

“I’m here, aren’t I?” I said, setting my water bottle on the floor next to the squat rack. “Didn’t want to give you an excuse to call me lazy.”

She laughed. “No excuses needed. Let’s see how strong you actually are.”

Brynn had taken it upon herself to teach me proper form for a variety of lifts, mostly because I’d confessed that working out was a new habit for me. She insisted we start with squats to build full-body strength.

“You see too many dudes half-assing squats,” she said, cracking her knuckles dramatically. “Let’s do it right.”

She stepped up to the rack and demonstrated, lowering herself smoothly with a bar over her shoulders. I watched the way her back stayed straight, her chest up. I tried not to be too obvious checking out her physique. Brynn was toned from years of beach volleyball, and it showed in those well-defined legs. She finished the rep and turned around to catch me watching. I gave her a sheepish look.

“Eyes up here,” she teased, pointing to her face. “Focus on the form.”

“Form,” I repeated, ignoring the way my cheeks burned.

I slid beneath the bar and did my best to mirror her stance. She adjusted my elbow angle and guided my lower back with the lightest touch of her fingertips. My heart was pounding, not just from the weight but from the close contact.

“You need to keep that core tight,” Brynn murmured. “That’s it. Good.”

I straightened up after the set, feeling a rush of accomplishment. Brynn switched the weight plates, going a little heavier for her turn. She did another set of squats, her form just as impeccable as the first time.

We moved through several exercises together—bench presses, rows, and deadlifts—each time with Brynn pushing me to maintain the right posture and to listen to my body. By the time we got to the final set of shoulder presses, my muscles were trembling.

“Nice work,” she said, spotting me as I pressed the bar above my head for one more rep.

I exhaled sharply when I racked the weight. “I might actually pass out,” I teased.

She offered me a hand, which I gladly took, and we sauntered toward the mats for a brief cooldown. My arms felt like noodles, my thighs like jelly, and I loved it. There was a new sense of strength growing inside me. Brynn took me through a few stretches, showing me how to loosen up my shoulders and hips so I wouldn’t be sore for days.

I wiped sweat off my brow and took a sip of water. After a minute of rest, Brynn and I sprawled out on the stretching mats, breathing heavily.

“That was killer,” I admitted, rolling my neck until I heard a satisfying crack. “Thanks for the help.”

“No problem,” she said. “I see you pushing yourself. Good to know I’m not working with a slacker.”

I grinned at her. More than once, Brynn’s teasing made me want to outdo myself, which was probably her intention all along. As my breathing steadied, she propped herself up on one elbow and fixed me with a curious stare.

“So, I gotta ask,” she said casually. “You and Zoey, huh?”

My stomach did a little flip. “Yeah, we’ve been…together.”

“Uh-huh,” Brynn said, letting the words linger. “Okay. So are you two official, or what’s the deal?”

I could guess what she was getting at, and my mind flicked to the aftermath of last night, when Zoey had snuck into my attic bedroom. We did this routine often—she’d slip in wearing practically nothing, and within minutes we’d wind up tangled in my sheets. Still, Brynn’s question had a sharp edge, like she was testing me.

“Well, Zoey and I are definitely seeing each other, but we’re…open,” I said, pausing. “She’s cool with, you know, me…uh…being with other girls on the team.”

Brynn’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re hooking up with Zoey, but she’s cool if you see someone else too?”

“She is,” I assured her. “She’s pretty open-minded about it.”

“Huh.” Brynn looked thoughtful. “So that’s the arrangement. Are you seeing anyone else on the team?”

I felt an immediate jolt of nerves. The truth was, I’d slept with Kinsley a few nights ago. The youngest member of The Aces had blushed her way through an adorable confession that she was curious about me, and that led to one spontaneous evening. But I wasn’t sure if Kinsley wanted the rest of the team to know yet.

I cleared my throat. “Zoey and I haven’t exactly labeled everything. But yeah, she’s not the only one I’m sleeping with.”

Brynn’s gaze was cool, and I braced for a hint of jealousy or judgment. Instead she smirked.

“Interesting,” she said, her green eyes flicking over me. “As long as nobody’s getting hurt, I guess it’s all good.”

“That’s how we’re looking at it,” I said. “We’re all adults, right?”

Brynn nodded and sank back onto the mat. We fell into a companionable silence, letting our bodies rest after the grueling workout. I couldn’t help but wonder what exactly Brynn’s interest was, but for now, she didn’t press the issue further.

Eventually, we grabbed our stuff and headed out, the sun now bright against the concrete paths. We piled into my car, and I cranked the AC while Brynn fussed with the radio.

Back at the beach house, the distinctive salty breeze hit me the moment I stepped out of the car. Our place might’ve been a little weathered by the ocean air, but it was a quick stroll to the sand and offered a comfort I was grateful for. The front door was unlocked—someone was always around—and I could hear voices inside.

We walked into the living area and found Bill, the team manager, sitting on the couch with a laptop balanced on his thick thighs. Zoey and Kinsley were huddled around him. Presley was in the kitchen, rummaging through the fridge. Everyone turned when Brynn and I came in.

Bill waved us over. “Hey, guys. Just talking tournament details.”

Zoey gave me a small wink. “Ready for the big day?”

“Of course,” I said, returning her look. “What do we need to do?”

Bill cleared his throat. “We’ve got our local tournament in a few days. Other teams will come in from all over the state—Panama City, Pensacola, Tampa. We need to finalize the location of the equipment, the bleachers, any sponsor signage, that sort of thing. The city wants this to be a big event since tourism’s slowed down so much.”

Kinsley tapped her foot impatiently. “I talked to the vendor about net repairs and extra balls, but they keep pushing back the delivery date.”

Presley shut the fridge and crossed her arms. “If they don’t get it here on time, we’ll have to scramble. I’m not about to let that happen on my watch.”

Bill scratched his chin. “Right. Worst case, we’ll drive somewhere to pick it up ourselves. Also, we need a volunteer to coordinate the snacks and water bottles for the visiting teams.”

“Zoey can handle that,” Brynn piped up.

Zoey shot her a playful glare. “Sure, volunteer me. Sounds like half my day spent lugging giant coolers.”

“Is that a problem?” Brynn teased. “Owen can help.”

Zoey smirked at me. “I’ll hold you to it.”

I shrugged. “Happy to help. Make me your cooler-carrying pack mule.”

Bill looked relieved. “Great. Then the rest of you, I need help setting up. We’ll roll out the bleachers the day before, test the microphone system, all that jazz.”

We spent the next ten minutes going over more details. Eventually we broke up the mini meeting, everyone drifting off to do their own thing. I noticed Zoey lingering by the front door, giving me a meaningful glance. She caught my eye, then nodded toward the back porch. I took it as an invitation, so I followed her out. She led the way around the side of the house to where we had a modest fire pit near some worn patio furniture. The sun was close to setting, and a gentle breeze from the ocean ruffled her blonde hair.

We settled into cushioned lawn chairs, the pastel sky painting the horizon behind us. Zoey leaned forward and started stacking kindling in the small metal fire pit. In a few minutes, we had a crackling flame going. The heat felt good against the evening chill.

Zoey threw me a sideways grin. “I like these quiet moments. It’s nice to pretend we’re not about to host a full-scale tournament.”

“I hear you,” I said. “We’re gonna have other teams crawling all over this beach soon. Feels like we just got settled ourselves.”

She brushed her bangs from her eyes and looked at me. “You and Brynn had an early workout?”

“Yeah, she dragged me out of bed and kicked my butt,” I said, rubbing my thighs. “She’s no joke.”

Zoey nodded. “She’s been playing competitive sports her whole life. She’s big on discipline.”

We let the fire pop and crackle in front of us, the smell of burning wood mixing with the salty air. Zoey then scooted her chair closer to mine. “So, about Kinsley…” she started, looking a bit too casual.

I cleared my throat. “I was gonna talk to you about that.”

“Let’s hear it,” she said, lifting her chin.

I paused for a moment, feeling the warmth of the flames across my face. “Kinsley and I, uh, slept together,” I admitted, meeting Zoey’s gaze. “I didn’t want to keep it a secret from you.”

Zoey’s lips curved into a soft smile. “I already suspected. She can’t look at you without turning beet red. Figured something happened.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “So you’re not upset?”

Zoey shook her head. “We said we’d keep this open, right? It’s not like I expected you to be mine alone.” She tilted her head. “And Kinsley? She’s sweet. She practically idolizes you.”

I chuckled, thinking of the shy, almost trembling way Kinsley had approached me the first time she and I hooked up. “She’s definitely sweet. But I wasn’t sure how you’d handle it.”

Zoey gently bumped my shoulder. “It’s cute. I like that she’s crushing so hard. She’s kind of the baby sister of the group, and if she’s picking you, I trust your intentions. Just treat her right, okay?”

I nodded. “You have my word.”

We fell into a silence, watching the sparks drift into the darkening sky. There was a sense of relief in admitting the truth. Zoey was comfortable with it, which, honestly, made me respect her even more. She reached for my hand and laced her fingers through mine.

“Glad we cleared the air,” she said. “If you need me, I’ll be around all night. I’m thinking we can celebrate you surviving Brynn’s workout.”

“Celebrate, huh?” I smirked, feeling a flicker of excitement. “I’m definitely down for that.”

She returned a coy smile. “Me too.”

As the fire crackled a bit longer, we allowed the warmth and the closeness between us to speak the rest of our thoughts. We had a big milestone coming soon—the local tournament—and all the new responsibilities that accompanied it. But for that moment, under the starry Florida sky, I was content just being next to Zoey, holding her hand with the faint rush of the waves in the background.

I didn’t know exactly what the future would hold for us—Zoey, Kinsley, maybe even Brynn or Presley. But I was starting to see that, despite how unconventional it might look from the outside, we were all making it work in our own way.


Chapter 2

The next morning, the team headed to the sports center for practice. Although we usually trained on the beach, we’d secured a few indoor courts so The Aces could go full throttle without being subject to the wind or changing tides. As soon as we stepped inside, I noticed the bright overhead lights illuminating the glossy floors, the air a little cooler than the humid beach air outside.

“Alright, ladies,” Presley called, clapping her hands. “Let’s take a few laps around the court to warm up.”

She wore a striking red micro bikini beneath a loose tank top, ready for some intense training. Brynn, off to the side, was already stretching with Kinsley. Zoey dropped her gym bag next to mine and gave me a playful grin.

“You better get some good photos today,” she teased. “I want to see how I look spiking in midair.”

“You got it,” I said, patting my camera bag. I’d been asked to catalog the practice—take action shots the city could use to promote the upcoming tournament. Thankfully, being physically active with them meant I could keep up pretty well.

I found a spot on the sideline to take pictures. As the session began, the girls started their drills. Presley demonstrated a few sets, spiking the ball with jaw-dropping precision. Brynn sprinted along the court, setting up Zoey for a perfect volley. Kinsley dove for a dig, sliding across the polished floor on her knees.

I snapped photo after photo, capturing the intense concentration on their faces. Each time I glanced at the camera’s screen, I saw moments of pure athletic grace. When they paused for water, I jogged across the court to get more dynamic angles. The whack of the ball, the squeak of shoes sliding against the wood, and the echo of laughter filled the sports center.

Eventually, they broke into a scrimmage. Brynn served, the ball sailing neatly over the net. Zoey leapt, smashing the ball back. Kinsley’s hustle was insane—she might’ve been the youngest, but she was lightning-fast when it came to defense. Presley stayed near the net, using her height and powerful arms to block any attempt at a spike.

After a full hour of running drills and short games, they all slowed down, sweat beading on their foreheads. Bill appeared on the sidelines—he’d been in and out, taking calls about the tournament logistics. He gave them the signal that they could wrap up soon, reminding them to stay loose ahead of the big weekend.

“Alright, that’s enough for today,” Presley announced, letting the ball bounce across the court. “Any more, and we’ll be too sore to play tomorrow.”

Zoey bent over, hands on her knees, catching her breath. “I feel good,” she said between gasps. “But yeah, we should chill.”

I lowered my camera and joined them. “Got some great shots. You all looked awesome.”

Brynn ruffled Kinsley’s hair. “You were on fire today,” she told her.

Kinsley blushed under the praise but smiled wide. “Thanks. I’m trying to get better.”

Zoey tugged at the back of her bikini bottoms. “Guess it’s time for the showers. We got all sweaty—” Her eyes flicked to me. “Care to join, Owen?”

I almost dropped my camera. “Join…where?”

Zoey arched an eyebrow. “The locker room, obviously. We’re just rinsing off in our bikinis. Not exactly nude or anything.”

Presley chimed in, arms folded. “You smell, buddy. Just come wash off. We don’t need you stinking up the team house.”

Brynn smirked. “Don’t be shy. If you’re worried about modesty, we won’t judge.”

I hesitated, glancing at Kinsley. She gave me a shy nod, and it was obvious they were all in on the idea. “Sure,” I finally said, trying not to sound too eager. “I could use a rinse.”

We filed off the court, passing a couple of the sports center’s staffers who barely blinked at us. We used these facilities regularly, so it wasn’t a surprise for them to see the team. The locker room felt surprisingly spacious, with rows of metal lockers and a big communal shower. I’d normally never consider stepping into the women’s side, but The Aces had basically taken over the building for private practice today. The “closed session” sign on the door gave us that freedom.

The girls found a bench and dropped their gear. I set my camera bag down carefully, not wanting to get anything wet. Zoey stepped out of her tank top, leaving just the skimpy bikini that hugged her curves. Sure enough, she walked right into the tiled shower area without removing the bikini. Stay calm, I reminded myself.

Presley was next, pulling her shirt up and over her head. Her micro bikini left very little to imagination, but she acted as if it was the most casual outfit in the world. Brynn and Kinsley peeled off their shorts until all four were left in spandex or bikini bottoms. I attempted to stay cool as they turned on the shower heads. Water cascaded over them in a steamy fog.

I took a deep breath and joined them. I still wore my workout shorts and a tank, which I quickly stripped off. I paused, wearing just my boxer briefs, feeling a little self-conscious.

“Go ahead,” Brynn teased. “Boxers can get wet too.”

“Right,” I said quietly, stepping under the nearest shower head.

Warm water drenched me, washing away the sticky sweat from the court. The girls stood around, laughing about the day’s practice. Zoey splashed some water at me, and I splashed back. Presley rolled her eyes and told us to cut it out or we’d be slip-sliding all over the place. Brynn teased Kinsley about her diving form, telling her to watch out for bruised knees.

The conversation shifted as Zoey looked over at me. “So, you got some good photos, right?”

I nodded, water dripping down my face. “Plenty. I’ll edit them tonight.”

“It’ll be great for promo,” Brynn said. “You have a decent eye, Owen.”

Decent was generous, but I appreciated the compliment. My eyes did linger on the group, noticing how comfortable they all were in each other’s presence. This dynamic was still new to me—living with four women who treated me like part of the team. Even in intimate settings like this, they were relaxed around me.

I rinsed shampoo out of my hair, trying to keep my eyes on each conversation rather than on each body. But it was difficult not to notice the curvature of Zoey’s waist or the way Presley’s red hair clung to her skin as water poured down her shoulders. Kinsley shot me a shy smile before turning away, her black hair soaked and sticking to the mesh cover-up she’d worn into the shower.

When we finally finished, we toweled off, careful not to slip on the wet tiles. The sports center might’ve been ours for the day, but we didn’t want to overstay. It took a few minutes to gather our things. Zoey teased me again for blinking in slow motion when she peeled off her drenched bikini top to towel off her upper body. But I just grinned, trying not to gawk openly.

Within twenty minutes, we filed back into the main hallway, fresh and ready to leave. Bill was waiting by the exit, giving us a quick wave. He reminded everyone about meeting at the house in the afternoon to go over final tournament details. We agreed and piled into the van the center had lent us.

On the ride back, there was a lot of chatter about tomorrow’s plans—Brynn wanted to get an extra run in, Presley insisted on more serving practice, and Kinsley just wanted to do another day of scrimmages. Zoey, seated beside me, leaned in close and whispered that she couldn’t wait to see how the photos turned out. I promised her I’d show her the best ones before posting them anywhere.

After we reached the beach house, the group dispersed inside, each of us heading off to do our personal tasks. My thoughts drifted to editing the photos, but first, I desperately needed something to eat. Practice and that shower had me hungry enough to eat half the fridge. Maybe I’d recruit Zoey to make a quick meal, or I’d take a shot at cooking myself. One thing was certain, we only had a short time before the tournament kicked off, and the house was buzzing with a sense of anticipation that grew stronger by the hour.


Chapter 3

The next morning, I found myself walking along the shoreline with Kinsley. She’d asked if we could talk in private, and I suggested a stroll on the beach behind the house. The sand squished pleasantly beneath my feet, and the early sun warmed us just enough to make it comfortable. Kinsley wore a loose mesh cover-up over her bikini, her black hair swaying in the breeze.

“I love this time of day,” she said quietly, watching the waves roll in. “Not too crowded, and the sun’s not brutal yet.”

“It’s nice,” I agreed, letting the sound of the surf fill my ears. “So, what’s on your mind?”

Kinsley hesitated. “Um, I wanted to talk about…well, us, I guess.”

We slowed to a stop. I turned to face her, noticing the faint pink coloring her cheeks. Her hazel eyes met mine, then darted away.

“I’m listening,” I said gently.

She fiddled with a loose thread on her cover-up. “We hooked up the other night, and it was amazing but…I’m not sure what happens next. I know you and Zoey are close. And I don’t want to cause any problems.”

I reached out and lightly touched her arm to calm her. “You’re not causing problems, Kins. Zoey and I are open. She knows what’s going on, and she’s not upset.”

Kinsley’s eyebrows shot up. “Wait, you told her?”

“Yeah.” I took a breath. “I figured it was only fair to keep her in the loop. Since Zoey and I are…well, a thing. It’s not like we’re exclusive.”

For a moment, Kinsley looked surprised, but then her face softened. “Okay. If that’s how you guys do it, I guess that’s fine.”

We resumed walking, the cool water occasionally licking at our ankles. The gulls circled overhead, and a few joggers passed by on the packed sand near the waterline. I let the silence stretch comfortably.

“So about us,” Kinsley began again. “I know you can’t promise anything serious. It’s just… I liked it. Being close to you.”

I smiled. “Me too. I liked seeing a side of you that’s not so shy.”

She grinned, that blush returning. “I’m usually quiet around the others because I don’t want to come across as inexperienced. But I’m slowly learning that they don’t mind.”

“They really don’t,” I agreed. “We all look out for each other.”

Kinsley nodded. “So for now, I guess we just…stay open to possibilities. We don’t have to decide everything.”

“I’m good with that,” I said sincerely.

She looked relieved. “Alright.”

We continued our stroll, the conversation meandering to random topics—her transition from indoor volleyball to beach volleyball, the differences in speed and technique, how the humidity here still shocked her sometimes. Then, just as we headed back to the house, Kinsley took a slight detour, guiding me toward the wooden walkway that led to the back deck.

“I was thinking,” she said. “I’d like you to do a photoshoot for me.”

I gave her a curious look. “Another set of action shots? Didn’t we get enough at practice?”

“Not exactly,” she said, biting her lip. “I’m not talking about volleyball. More of a private shoot. Like…lingerie. And…not just lingerie.”

The meaning clicked in my head. “Oh.”

A nervous laugh bubbled out of her. “I want some pictures that are just for me. And for you, if you want them. But definitely not for the rest of the world.”

I felt my heart rate pick up at the idea. Kinsley had a sweetness that made her boldness even more alluring. “I’d be honored.”

She smiled, like a weight had lifted from her shoulders. “Then let’s do it. Let’s go up to my room.”

Her bedroom was upstairs, second door on the right, just like she’d said earlier. I followed her up, then stepped in after her. The room was smaller than the others, not cramped but clearly chosen by someone who didn’t collect a lot of extra things. Photos from her volleyball days covered a section of the wall, some of them in cheap frames, some pinned up. A few pieces of simple line art filled the gaps. In the corner, a neat bookshelf held stacked romance novels, spines pressed tight together, the rows squared off like she’d lined them up on purpose. The bedspread was lilac, pulled smooth across the mattress, and the curtains matched. Late morning sun came through the window and cut bright lines across the bed and part of the floor, making the whole space look exposed in a way that made my skin feel too aware.

“Close the door,” she said softly, turning her head toward me and motioning me inside with a small movement of her fingers.

I reached back, pulled the door in, and shut it until the latch clicked. My hand stayed on the knob for half a second longer than it needed to, then I let go. The air in my chest felt tight. I took two steps toward her small desk and lowered my camera bag onto it carefully, not letting it thump. The strap slid off my shoulder, and I adjusted it so it didn’t snag on the corner of the desk. I unzipped the bag halfway, just enough to get my fingers in, then paused when she moved behind me.

She didn’t touch me. She only stood there long enough for me to register her presence, then her hands went to the hem of her mesh cover-up. She lifted it up over her hips and ribcage, pulling it over her head. The fabric snagged briefly on her hair, and she freed it with a quick tug, then dropped it to the side. Underneath, she was in a simple bikini top and matching bottoms. She glanced down at herself, then up at me again, as if checking whether I was still on board.

My throat went dry. I forced my eyes down to my bag, and my fingers started sorting through gear like that would steady me. I moved the lens cap into a side pocket. I checked the battery without turning the camera on yet. I arranged a spare memory card beside the bag so I could grab it fast if I needed. My hands were too aware of themselves, every movement measured so it wouldn’t show how shaky I felt.

Behind me, she reached to her back and found the clasp of the bikini top. Her shoulders shifted as her fingers worked it loose. The band released. She slid the straps off her shoulders, and the top loosened. Then she pulled it forward and down her arms. The fabric gathered at her wrists for a moment, then she let it fall away entirely.

My breath caught hard enough that it felt like a mistake. I swallowed, then swallowed again, trying to make my face neutral while I stared at my bag like it held instructions. My pulse thudded under my ribs.

Kinsley turned away from me and moved to the bed. She leaned forward and pushed aside a few pillows, shoving them toward the headboard to clear space. One pillow tipped onto its edge, and she set it flat again with a quick pat, like she cared how it looked. Then she went to the nightstand and pulled open the drawer. The wood slid out smoothly. She looked down inside, rummaged for a second, then lifted out a pair of lacy black panties and a matching bra. The lace was thin and dark against her fingers. She held them up, not fully presenting them, but enough that I could see the shape and the delicate straps.

“How’s this to start with?” she asked quietly. The question hung between us, simple but loaded.

I finally looked up at her fully. “It’s…perfect,” I said. My voice came out low, softer than I intended, already tight with anticipation.

She set the bra against her front, then stepped into the panties. She lifted one leg, then the other, toes pointed down to guide the fabric up. The lace caught on her thigh for a second, and she adjusted it with two fingers, tugging the side up and smoothing it into place over her hips. She turned slightly, checking the way it sat, then reached behind her to pick up the bra. She slipped one arm through a strap, then the other, pulling it up her shoulders. The cups settled against her breasts. She reached behind her back, found the clasp, and hooked it. Her fingers worked quickly but not perfectly, a small pause when she missed the eye, then a second try that caught. The straps lay flat on her shoulders. She drew a breath and let it out slowly, as if that small success mattered.

When she turned back to me, she stood near the foot of the bed with her arms at her sides. The black lace made her skin look brighter in the light. I lifted my camera from the bag and slid the strap over my wrist. My thumb found the power switch. I clicked it on, watched the screen wake, then brought the camera up, checking settings more out of reflex than anything. My finger hovered near the shutter.

“Ready?” I asked.

Kinsley straightened, pulling her shoulders back. She glanced toward the full-length mirror at the side of the room, then back at me, her eyes wide and focused. “Tell me how to pose,” she said. The words were direct, but her body gave her away. The tension in her hands, the way her fingers curled and uncurled once at her sides, the quick swallow.

I stepped a little closer, not crowding her, and raised my free hand slightly, keeping it in my own space. “Okay,” I said, keeping my voice even. “Arch your back a little. Like that. Good.” I watched how she shifted, how her hips angled, how her chest lifted when she followed the instruction. “Now tilt your chin up just a bit,” I added. “Let the light hit your face.”

She made micro-adjustments, rotating her shoulders a few degrees, then stopping to see if that was enough. Her eyes flicked to the mirror again, then she corrected her posture, more careful now. Her long black hair fell in loose waves across her shoulders, and she tucked one section back behind her ear with a small, quick motion, then let her hand drop as if she wasn’t sure what to do with it.

I framed the first shot. My finger pressed the shutter. The click felt loud in my head, even though it was just the camera doing what it did. I took another, shifting my angle by half a step. Then another, adjusting focus and the edge of the frame so the bedspread and curtain line didn’t distract. Each time I lowered the camera slightly, I gave her a small instruction, and each time she responded immediately, like she wanted to be guided.

She moved around the bed as I asked. First she stood with one hip cocked, then she placed a knee on the mattress and climbed up carefully, one hand braced on the bedspread to steady herself. The lilac fabric wrinkled under her palm. She shifted her weight, kneeling fully now, and sat back on her heels. Her posture changed from posed to something more tentative for a second, her shoulders rounding. Then she corrected it again, lifting her chest, letting her hair fall forward. The hazel in her eyes caught the light when she looked up at me, and the expression on her face kept shifting between excitement and bashfulness, like she couldn’t decide which one to commit to.

I kept shooting, spacing out the photos so she wasn’t frozen in one position too long. “Turn your torso a bit,” I said. “Yeah. Hold that.” I moved to the side so the light made a clean line across her collarbone and down her body. She followed with her gaze, then looked away when she felt too seen. I took that too, the moment she glanced down and her lashes lowered.

At one point, she lifted her head and looked directly into the lens. She didn’t smile. She just held my gaze through the camera, eyes steady but shimmering with nerves. “You like this angle?” she asked. Her voice trembled a little on the last word, like she couldn’t stop it.

I swallowed, and my grip tightened around the camera body. “Yeah…that’s great,” I said. My words felt thin compared to what I was actually thinking. The way she held herself, the way the lace outlined her, the way her breathing made small movements in her chest. It was hard to believe she was doing this with me standing right there, documenting it.

I took a few more shots, and with each one her confidence built in real time. She stopped looking to the mirror as much. Her hands started to move with more intention. She ran her fingers through her hair and let it fall. She placed a hand on her thigh and slid it up to her hip, then paused, gauging whether that was too much. When I didn’t tell her to stop, she kept going, angling her body to show off her curves, turning her shoulder so the strap of the bra was visible, then shifting again so it slipped slightly and made the look feel more undone.

Eventually, her hands moved behind her back. She reached for the clasp of her bra, her elbows lifting outward. The movement made her shoulder blades show beneath her skin. She fumbled once, then found the closure. Her fingers worked it loose. The band released, and she drew the bra forward off her shoulders. It dropped away from her breasts, leaving her bare. She didn’t cover herself immediately. She stayed still, breathing shallowly, letting the exposure exist for a beat.

I snapped a few photos quickly, trying to keep my hands steady. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like it should have shown in the camera shake. I forced myself to focus on framing, on light, on her face, not just her naked breasts and nipples. Her nipples were visible, tightened, and I knew I was staring even while I pretended to be professional.

“Keep going,” she whispered.

The words loosened something in her. She shifted her knees on the mattress, spreading them slightly for balance, then leaned back on one hand. Her other hand brushed her own breast, not a full grope, more like a test, fingers grazing and then pulling away. She gave me a quick, nervous smile, then looked away again as if embarrassed by her own boldness. I captured that too, the split second of confidence followed by bashful retreat.

She changed positions again, bringing both hands behind her, sitting upright, then rolling her shoulders back so her chest was open. Her hair slid forward, and she shook it back with a small toss of her head. She looked at the camera again, then down, lips parting as if she was about to say something but deciding against it.

Then her fingers went to the waistband of the lacy panties. She hooked her thumbs under the sides and eased them down over her hips. The lace dragged slowly, catching for a moment on the curve of her ass, then sliding lower. She lifted her hips slightly off her heels to get them past her thighs. The panties bunched at her knees. She extended one leg, then the other, stepping out of them carefully so she didn’t lose her balance on the mattress. When she let them go, they dropped to the floor beside the bed.

My pulse roared in my ears, and I still managed to keep shooting. I took photos of her naked body, of the way her thighs pressed against the bedspread, of her stomach tightening when she inhaled, of the way she tried to hold eye contact and then broke it. My hands weren’t perfectly steady, but they weren’t shaking apart either. Everything about it felt like crossing a line into raw intimacy, with no pretense left.

After a few minutes, Kinsley let out a nervous laugh and lifted one arm across her chest. It covered her nipples but not much else, and the gesture felt more like a reflex than a real attempt to hide. Her other hand came down to her lap, fingers curling against her thigh. “Is that enough?” she asked. Her cheeks looked warmer, and her breathing was uneven.

I lowered the camera, letting it hang from my wrist for a moment. I looked at her face instead of her body. “You look amazing,” I said, and I meant it in the most straightforward way I could manage.

She exhaled, a long release like she’d been holding her breath through the whole thing. Her arm stayed where it was, but her shoulders dropped slightly. “I’m so nervous. And so turned on.” Her eyes flicked to the camera in my grip, then back to me, something open and direct there now. “Come here?”

I set the camera aside carefully on the desk, making sure the base sat flat and stable before I let go. My fingers stayed on it an extra second, checking that it would not tip. When I turned back to her, she was standing where she had been, but her arms were not completely still. The tremor ran through her forearms into her hands, small and honest, like she had been holding herself in place by force.

I crossed the space between us without rushing. Up close, I could see the way she held her shoulders, lifted and tight, and the way her breathing cut short in her chest. She reached for me first, both hands landing on me with intent. One hand hooked around the back of my neck, the other sliding across my side and pulling. She drew me in until our bodies lined up, chest to chest, stomach to stomach, the heat of her bare skin pressing through the thin layers between us.

My hand went to her hair. I threaded my fingers into it near her scalp and stroked down, gathering the strands and letting them spill back. The touch made her eyelids lower for a beat, her mouth parting slightly as if she had been waiting for that exact contact. I shifted my other hand to her waist, not gripping hard, just holding enough to keep her close and steady. Her skin felt hot against my palm.

“How’s your heart rate?” I teased softly, keeping my voice low and straightforward, letting it cut through how serious the moment felt.

“It’s in overdrive,” she whispered. The words came out on a shaky breath, like she had to push them past her throat.

Then she kissed me.

It was not a gentle test. Her lips pressed to mine with urgency, and she opened to me immediately. I felt her mouth move, searching, insisting, like she needed the connection to ground herself. I tilted my head to match her and kissed back, meeting the pressure she gave, letting my hand in her hair guide her closer rather than hold her off. Her fingers tightened at the back of my neck, nails barely scratching my skin as she pulled me in again, closer than before.

Her hands slid down my shoulders and found the hem of my shirt. She did not pause to ask. Her fingers curled into the fabric and pushed it upward, bunching it against my ribs. I lifted my arms to help, and she kept going, dragging it over my chest and up to my head. The fabric caught for a moment at my shoulders. I tugged it the rest of the way off and tossed it aside without looking. The kiss barely broke. Her mouth stayed on mine, breath warm, lips moving with steady insistence.

She took advantage of my bare skin right away. Her palms swept across my chest, down my stomach, then back up as if mapping me by touch. Her fingertips traced over my ribs, pressing lightly and then more firmly, and I felt my body react, heat pooling low. She shifted her hands to the waistband of my shorts, thumbs slipping under the elastic. She pulled down, slowly at first, then with a firmer tug when the fabric resisted at my hips. I stepped back half a pace to let her get them lower. The shorts slid down my thighs. I kicked them off one leg, then the other, shaking them loose and leaving them crumpled near my feet.

Our mouths finally separated for a second as we adjusted, but she immediately chased another kiss, her lips returning to mine with the same hunger. She guided me backward, and I went, keeping one hand on her waist so she would not lose balance. The edge of the bed hit the back of my legs. I sat down, and she moved with me. In the next moment we were both on the bed, bodies tangled, the shift in position making her inhale sharply.

She landed close, her knees sliding on the sheets as she climbed over me. She was above me, then she shifted, bringing her body down so our chests pressed again. Her nipples were clearly hard against her breasts, the tips raised and visible, and when her skin brushed mine, the contact made my cock jump with a heavy pull low in my gut. She felt it too. Her hips pressed down briefly, then she rocked back and forth once, as if checking exactly where we lined up.

“Touch me,” she breathed. The words were simple, but they carried a demand that left no room for hesitation.

She took my hand and placed it on her stomach. Her skin was hot under my palm, almost feverish, and her belly tightened and released as she breathed. I spread my fingers and moved slowly, not lingering in one spot, sliding over the curve of her waist, then back toward her center. She watched my hand for a second, then lifted her eyes to mine, waiting.

I leaned in and kissed her again, then let my mouth shift away. My lips traced along her jaw, then down her neck. She tilted her head back to give me access, throat exposed. I kissed the side of her neck and felt her swallow hard. Her breath caught when I dragged my lips lower, pausing at the hollow near her collarbone. I pressed a kiss there, then another, then moved across the line of bone, taking my time without turning it into a performance. Each kiss landed and stayed for a beat before I moved on.

My hands slid up her sides and over her ribs, thumbs brushing just under her breasts. She shivered and arched slightly, pushing her chest into my touch. I lowered my mouth to her breasts. The first kiss landed above her nipple, the skin taut and warm. Her nipples were fully erect, the areola darkened with flush. I let my lips circle closer, then I took her nipple into my mouth. I sucked gently at first, then harder when she gasped and her fingers curled into my shoulders.

Her nails dug in lightly, not enough to break skin, but enough to leave a clear sting. She did not pull away. Instead she pressed down into the mattress, lifting her chest, feeding herself into my mouth. I switched to the other breast, mouth closing over the nipple, tongue flicking against the tip. Her hips rolled against me in short, restless motions, searching for friction. The movement rubbed her pubic mound against my lower stomach and the base of my cock, and the pressure made my breath turn rough.

She spread her legs under me, knees sliding apart. The action was deliberate. Her thighs opened and her hips angled up, making space, making an invitation that felt like a direct order. The shift brought her pussy closer, and I could feel heat radiating there, the dampness already gathering. I moved up her body, kissing from her breastbone to her throat, then back to her mouth. When we kissed again, her lips were open immediately, and she made a small, needy sound into my mouth.

We both knew what we wanted. There was no slow confusion, no checking the room, no trying to turn it into something else. She looked up at me, pupils wide. I held her gaze and let my face stay still while I asked the final question without words. My hands stopped moving for a beat, resting at her hips, giving her a clear moment to decide.

She nodded once, sharp and certain, breath hitching as if the nod itself pulled something loose in her chest.

I shifted my weight and reached between us, guiding myself. My cock was hard and heavy, the head slick with pre-cum. I pressed it against her entrance, rubbing the head along her wet folds once, then again, feeling her react. Her thighs tightened around my hips for a second, then opened wider, her knees pushing outward as if making sure I could get in. I lined up and pushed forward slowly.

The head of my cock spread her open. She sucked in a breath through parted lips, eyes blinking hard. I held still for a second, letting her adjust, my hands braced on either side of her body so I did not drop my weight on her. Then I pushed again, inch by inch, feeling the tight heat give way, her pussy gripping around me as I slid deeper.

Her mouth opened on a soft, broken sound. She wrapped her arms around my back, pulling me in, nails scratching lightly as she dragged her hands down my spine. I kept moving, slow and controlled, until I was fully inside her. The sensation hit hard, wet heat and pressure, her body clenching once around me like a reflex. I stopped again, holding myself there. Her eyes were on mine, glossy and intense. Her breathing was fast, chest rising and falling under me, nipples brushing my skin with each breath.

I kissed her, shorter now, not lingering as much, because the need was sharpening. My hips drew back a few inches, then pushed forward. The first thrust was careful. The second went deeper. Her legs tightened, heels digging into the bed for leverage. Her thighs framed my hips, warm and trembling. She lifted her hips to meet me, taking more, matching my movement.

We started to move together in a steady rhythm, not frantic, but not gentle either. Each thrust pulled out to a point where I could feel her squeeze at the head, then I pushed back in, filling her again. The wet sounds of sex were undeniable, but I did not look away. I watched her face as her expression shifted with each movement, brows drawing together, mouth opening, then closing as she tried to control her breathing.

Her body was warm and yielding, but there was resistance too, the tight grip of her pussy around my cock making every inch obvious. She let out quiet moans that she did not try to hide. When the moans escaped, her throat flexed, and she pressed her lips together afterward like she had surprised herself, then gave up and let the next sound come freely.

I adjusted my angle by shifting my knees wider and pulling her hips up slightly. My hands slid under her ass, fingers spreading across the curve, lifting her enough to tilt her pelvis. The change made her gasp. Her eyes widened and her mouth formed a sharp inhale. I held her there and thrust again, the new angle driving deeper. She shook under me, thighs quivering as she tried to keep up.

She clung to me, whispering my name when our pace quickened. The whisper broke into a breathy sound as I pushed harder. The bed rocked under the movement, and the headboard gave a gentle knock against the wall as our rhythm sharpened. She reached up and grabbed at my shoulders, pulling me closer, then slid her hands down my arms as if she did not know where to put them, finally gripping the sheets on either side of her head.

I lowered my mouth to her neck again, kissing along the column of it, pressing open-mouthed kisses against her skin. Her skin was damp with sweat. I licked a line upward and tasted salt on her. She shuddered and turned her face toward me, cheek rubbing against my temple, trying to get closer. My breath was ragged now, each exhale pushed out by the movement of my hips.

She wrapped her legs tighter around me, ankles crossing behind my back. The squeeze changed everything. Her pussy clenched harder around my cock, and I groaned into her neck, trying not to lose control too fast. I pulled back, then drove in, repeating it, the rhythm turning rougher. Her breasts bounced with the motion, nipples still hard, and she looked down between us once, watching where I disappeared into her, then squeezed her eyes shut as if the sight pushed her closer to the edge.

Her hands slid down and found my lower back, fingers digging in. She used the grip to pull me into her, meeting each thrust with a lift of her hips. The effort made her stomach tighten, muscles flexing under my hand when I moved it from her ass to her lower belly. I pressed there lightly, feeling her strain against the pressure as she rocked into me.

Our breaths grew harsher. She panted, mouth open, and her moans turned louder, broken by quick gasps. I could feel her building, the way her pussy started to flutter and tighten in waves around my cock. Her thighs trembled harder, and her knees shook where they pressed against my sides.

Then she let out a sharp gasp and her whole body went rigid for a moment. Her fingers dug into the sheets, knuckles whitening, and her back arched off the bed. Her pussy clenched hard around me, pulsing in quick, involuntary contractions. She shook beneath me, thighs quivering, hips jerking up as if she could not stop herself. Her mouth fell open, and her eyes rolled shut as she came.

The squeeze and the pulsing pushed me over with her. The surge of sensation hit like a flood, and I lost the careful control of my pace. I thrust once more, deep, and held myself there as my orgasm broke through. My cock throbbed inside her, and I came hard, spilling into her in thick pulses. The release made my muscles shake, arms trembling as I supported my weight. I dropped my forehead to her shoulder for a second, breathing like I had been running, holding on while the last contractions rolled through her.

We clung to each other, bodies still twitching with aftershocks. She kept her legs locked around me for a few beats, then loosened them slowly as her breathing steadied. Her hands slid from the sheets to my back, palms flattening, rubbing as if to reassure herself I was still there. I lifted my head and looked at her face. Sweat dampened her hair near her temples, strands sticking lightly to her skin.

When the shaking eased, I brushed her damp hair from her face with my fingers. I hooked a few strands behind her ear and smoothed the rest back. Her eyes opened and focused on me, and the tension in her mouth softened. She smiled up at me, small and real, the kind of smile that did not ask for anything else.

For a while, neither of us spoke. We stayed where we were, bodies close, chests rising and falling as our heartbeats slowed. I shifted carefully, pulling out of her with a slow slide that made her blink and exhale. I settled beside her rather than on top of her, adjusting the sheet under my arm so it did not bunch uncomfortably against her skin. She rolled onto her side and moved close again, not leaving space.

Finally, Kinsley draped an arm over my chest. Her forearm rested across me with a loose weight, hand splayed against my skin. She pressed her head to my shoulder, cheek fitting into the curve there, and let out a long breath as if she had been holding herself together all day and could finally stop.

“That was…really nice,” she murmured with a contented sigh.

I squeezed her hand. “It was.”

We stayed like that for a few more minutes, the sun filtering in through the curtains and illuminating our tangle of limbs. Eventually, we sat up, taking time to gather ourselves and slip back into clothes. I handed Kinsley the camera, and she scrolled through the photos with a small smile.

“They’re more beautiful than I even imagined,” she admitted. “Thank you.”

I kissed her temple. “My pleasure. I’ll keep them safe, I promise.”

She pressed her forehead to mine. “You better.”

We shared a light laugh, then decided to head out before anyone came knocking. We stepped into the hallway, glancing around to ensure no one was right there. The second floor was quiet, so we parted ways. Kinsley flashed me one last private smile before checking her phone, probably heading back to do a quick shower or something.

I took a deep breath and made my way down the stairs, feeling an odd mixture of satisfaction and anticipation. This relationship with Kinsley was still uncharted territory, but I'd never felt so alive.


Chapter 4

The next morning started with a sizzling sound as I made breakfast in the kitchen. I’d gotten up earlier than usual, wanting to do something nice for everyone. The smell of bacon and eggs must have drifted through the house, because soon enough, Brynn wandered in, rubbing sleep from her eyes.

“You’re cooking?” she asked, mildly impressed. She wore a loose tank and a pair of athletic shorts, her hair thrown into a messy bun. “I’m not dreaming this, right?”

I flipped a strip of bacon in the pan. “You’re wide awake. I thought I’d surprise you guys.”

Brynn peered over my shoulder at the pan. “Smells good. Let me grab some coffee.”

She poured herself a mug and then settled at the small table. I set down a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon in front of her. As she dug in, I refilled the frying pan with more strips of bacon, making sure there’d be enough for the entire house—even Bill, if he happened to swing by.

“So…” Brynn said after a swallow of coffee. “We haven’t really talked about it, but I was just wondering—have you and Kinsley been spending time together?”

It was oddly direct, but Brynn had never been one to mince words. “We have,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral.

“And you’re still with Zoey too?” she asked, sipping her coffee.

“Yep.”

She gave a knowing shrug. “Owen, you’re really getting around, aren’t you?”

I laughed a little, feeling my cheeks warm. “I mean… it’s all consensual. Zoey’s cool with it, Kinsley’s cool with it. We all talk to each other.”

Brynn raised an eyebrow. “Hey, I’m not judging. Not my style, but if everyone’s on the same page, that’s what matters.” She set her mug down. “I just like to be informed, you know? I don’t want any drama on the team.”

I flipped another piece of bacon. “I get it. There won’t be any drama, I promise.”

She took another bite. “Good. Because if that changes, we’ll have problems.”

I chuckled at her playful threat. “I’ll keep it under control.”

When breakfast was done, Brynn wolfed down her food and, in typical Brynn fashion, was immediately ready to exercise. She insisted I join her for a jog along the beach.

We stepped outside to a morning sun that was already warming up the sand. Brynn stretched her arms overhead, eyes closed as she inhaled the fresh ocean air. We started off at a light jog, side by side, our feet digging into the packed, damp sand near the water.

“Feel good?” she asked, glancing over.

“Yeah,” I said, matching her stride. “Better than I did last week. Guess all the training is working.”

She mocked a gasp. “You’re telling me you’re not gasping for breath right now?”

“Shut up,” I laughed, only half out of breath. “I’m in better shape than you think.”

We continued down the coastline, the roar of waves in our ears. Occasionally, Brynn sped up, testing my endurance, then slowed again to tease me if she got too far ahead. She might have been far more experienced athletically, but I wasn’t about to let her crush me. My lungs burned a little, but I pressed on.

Soon, we veered toward the pier, a wooden structure that jutted out over the ocean. Brynn let us slow to a walk as we made our way onto the planks, looking down at the water swirling below. A handful of fishermen were scattered about, lines in the water, hoping for a catch.

Brynn leaned against the wooden railing and eyed me. “You’re improving,” she said, not unkindly. “Less wheezing this time.”

I nodded, catching my breath. “Thanks, Coach.”

She lined her gaze with the horizon. “I find running calming. Helps me clear my head, especially before big matches. You should make it a routine with me.”

I liked that idea. “Deal.”

We spent another moment in companionable silence, letting the breeze dry the sweat on our skin. Brynn’s lips parted as if she wanted to say something else, but then she shook her head.

“We should head back,” she said. “We’ve got to set up for the tournament.”

The two of us jogged back along a different path, veering through a small side street until we got back to the beach house. By then, we had a thin layer of sweat again, but we didn’t have time to shower right away. A quick glance at our phones showed that the rest of the team was already gathering near the boardwalk to start hauling equipment.

Brynn and I arrived just as Zoey and Kinsley were hefting a stack of folding chairs onto a rolling cart. Presley was barking instructions.

“We only have so many hours before people start showing up to mark their spots,” Presley said exasperatedly. “Let’s get these bleachers in place first, then handle the canopies.”

Zoey rolled her eyes at me. “I thought I left my bossy mother back home, but apparently not.”

Presley shot her a cheeky glare. “Oh, hush. You love me.”

I pitched in immediately, helping Zoey and Kinsley stack the chairs while Brynn joined Presley in rolling the portable bleachers across the sand. Bill cruised in occasionally to check on us, a cell phone practically glued to his ear as he coordinated with the city’s vendors.

We spent the rest of the afternoon making sure everything was tournament-ready. I hammered stakes into the sand to keep sponsor banners upright, Kinsley fetched water bottles for the crew, Brynn and Zoey carefully wiped down surfaces and set up a scoreboard. Presley supervised it all with that motherly vigilance of hers.

By early evening, we had most of it done. Onlookers had begun to gather, curious about the upcoming event. A couple of out-of-town players were spotted down the beach, seemingly scoping out the site. The excitement was palpable.

Exhausted, we returned to the beach house just as the sun dipped beneath the horizon. My clothes were caked with sand and sweat, but the sense of accomplishment was satisfying. We’d done our part, and soon, we’d see it all come together for the first day of the local tournament.

I dragged myself upstairs, passing a few of the girls in the hallway. Brynn gave me a playful elbow. “I’m gonna shower, then crash,” she said. “See you tomorrow, hotshot.”

“Night,” I said, my limbs heavy with fatigue but my mind buzzing with anticipation for the tournament. By now, I was too tired to even think about the intricacies of my relationships. I decided I’d worry about that later. All I could do in that moment was tumble onto my bed in the attic and let the ocean breeze lull me to sleep.


Chapter 5

The next day, I woke up feeling a little stiff from all the hard labor. I stretched out on my attic bed and listened to the faint sounds of movement in the house below. After tossing on a T-shirt and shorts, I headed downstairs, expecting to find someone else already making breakfast. Instead, I saw Presley in the living room, hands on her hips, staring at a messy pile of shoes and bags.

“This place is a disaster,” she groaned. “We’ve got half-eaten snacks on the table, laundry in the living room, and—good lord, is that a moldy sandwich?”

I cringed, noticing a questionable plate near the TV stand. “Maybe? Let’s not investigate too closely.”

Presley turned to me. “Owen, we need to clean this house. It’s a pigsty, and we have teams coming around this weekend. Can you imagine if someone stops by? They’ll think we live in a frat house.”

I nodded. “I’m good with it. Let’s tackle it together.”

She gave a quick nod of approval. “Alright. Let’s go.”

We started in the living room, gathering stray cups, journals, and the occasional bikini top that someone had tossed aside. Presley barked out orders like a drill sergeant, but I didn’t mind. We cleared the coffee table, wiped it down, and vacuumed the rug. She occasionally muttered complaints under her breath, something about how “these girls act like children sometimes,” but I could tell she took pride in maintaining a tidy environment.

After an hour, the living room looked halfway decent. Next came the kitchen, which sported a mountain of dirty dishes and a filmy countertop from spilled energy drinks. Presley rolled up her imaginary sleeves and went to town, scrubbing every surface. I tackled the dishes, the hot water nearly scalding my hands, but it felt good to see everything sparkly clean.

We worked our way through the hallway next, clearing shoes and random volleyball gear. Presley grabbed a broom to sweep up the sand that somehow made it inside—that was a never-ending battle when you lived right by the beach. Eventually, we checked the bathrooms to confirm they were presentable. By the time we finished, we were both sweaty and exhausted. Still, Presley surveyed the now orderly house with satisfaction.

“Not bad,” she said, wiping her brow. “At least we’re not living in a dump anymore.”

I grinned and gave her a thumbs-up. “I’d call this a success.”

She chuckled softly, then set the broom aside. “Thanks for the help,” she said. “I know housekeeping’s not the most thrilling job.”

“It’s all part of the gig,” I joked. “Now, hopefully, we can keep it this way for at least a day or two.”

With the place looking decent, Presley and I parted ways. She went upstairs, presumably to tackle her own personal space, and I stepped out onto the back patio to cool down. The breeze felt great on my overheated skin. I sipped from a bottle of water, letting the salty air fill my lungs.

That’s when Zoey poked her head out the sliding door. “Hey, you got a minute?”

I turned. “Yeah, sure.”

She pressed her lips together thoughtfully. “My room’s quieter. Come upstairs?”

“Lead the way,” I said.

Her bedroom was on the second floor, the one with a big bay window that overlooked the side of the house. She closed the door behind us and motioned for me to sit on her bed. She wore a casual tank top and a tiny pair of shorts, her blonde hair a bit tousled like she’d been napping.

“So,” she began, sitting next to me. “I’ve been thinking about Brynn. She seems…interested in you. Or at least suspicious.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Yeah, she asked me if I was hooking up with other people on the team. I didn’t say too much, but she isn’t exactly clueless.”

Zoey propped a pillow behind her back. “We’ve lived together for a while. She’s perceptive. She sees you and Kinsley, me and you. It’s not rocket science.”

I sighed. “I know. I figure it’s only a matter of time before she figures it all out. She hasn’t started a fight or anything. She just asked me what’s going on.”

Zoey nodded. “So maybe we should talk about how to handle that. If you’re hooking up with Kinsley, that’s one thing, but if Brynn’s also joining in…that’s a whole new dynamic.”

I paused to consider. “I haven’t hooked up with Brynn, just to be clear.”

Zoey shrugged. “Not yet. But from the vibes I’m picking up, she might be open to it someday. She’s not the type to half-commit, though, so be careful.”

I nodded, letting the silence linger. The reality of all these relationships was slowly sinking in, and it was a lot to juggle. Still, there was an undeniable thrill to it—Zoey was supportive, Kinsley was sweet, and Brynn was intriguing.

“Anyway,” Zoey said, “I just wanted you to know I trust you. If Brynn confronts you or me about it, let’s just be honest. If you want my advice, that’s it, honesty.”

I reached over and gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “I appreciate you.”

Zoey’s lips curled into a soft smile. She leaned forward a few inches, slow enough that I had time to decide whether to meet her or wait for her to close the gap. I met her halfway, tilting my chin up. Our lips brushed first, a light test that turned into a tender kiss when her mouth pressed more firmly to mine.

Her hand came up to my face. Her fingertips slid along my jawline, tracing from the angle near my ear toward my chin, then back again, her thumb settling briefly near the corner of my mouth. The contact pulled heat into my skin. The tightness I had been carrying from the cleaning session and all the tournament prep loosened a notch at a time, like a strap finally being eased instead of yanked.

“You know,” she said quietly when she pulled back just enough to speak, her lips still close to mine, “we could talk more about this…or we could do something else for a bit.”

My heart kicked up a notch, not subtle about it. “Something else, huh?”

Her eyes held mine while she shifted her weight. She put a palm on my chest and gave a gentle push. I let myself go with it, falling back onto the pillows. My shoulders sank into the bedding and my head bounced once, then settled. Zoey’s grin tightened into something smaller, more certain, and it told me exactly what she wanted.

She climbed on top of me, bracing her hands on either side of my torso for balance as she swung a knee over. The weight of her body pressed down through her hips and thighs, and my breath caught at the immediate closeness. Her knees planted on the bed on either side of my legs, and the space between us disappeared. My hands went to her hips, fingers spreading over the exposed skin where her top had ridden up, stroking along the curve there as if I was checking that she was really here.

She tugged at my shirt, bunching fabric in her fists. I raised my arms without her having to ask, elbows bending out of the way so she could pull it up and off. The shirt dragged across my ribs and over my head. She tossed it aside without looking at where it landed, then put her hands flat on my bare chest like she wanted to feel my breathing steady under her palms.

“Just relax,” she breathed. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, steady and focused. “You’ve been working so hard. Let me take care of you.”

I nodded once, small, because my throat felt tight. Her fingers shifted, moving from the center of my chest to my shoulders, skimming over my skin as she leaned down. She kissed me again, and this time it wasn’t tentative. Her mouth opened, and I matched her, my hands sliding higher on her hips, then along her lower back.

I adjusted under her, planting my feet for leverage. My fingers slipped beneath the hem of her tank top. The fabric lifted as my hands moved up, palms skimming over her stomach, then her ribs. The heat of her skin under my hands made my body respond immediately, a clear line of arousal running low and hard.

Zoey broke the kiss just long enough to grab the bottom of her tank. She pulled it up over her head, arms crossing briefly as she worked it off, hair catching and then falling free again. Underneath was a small, bright bikini top, snug against her breasts. The sight made my hands pause for a beat, then resume with purpose.

I cupped her breasts through the fabric. The bikini material was thin enough that I could feel the shape and the firmness underneath. My thumbs pressed along the top edge, not quite under it, just testing. Zoey let out a quiet moan that vibrated in her throat. Her hips rolled once, a small grind against my lower body that made me suck in air.

She shifted her knees wider for balance and lowered her torso closer to mine. Our bodies touched more fully now, chest to chest, her breasts pressing through the bikini top against my skin. We moved together in a pattern of breath and friction. She kissed me again, then kissed along my cheek, then back to my mouth, as if she was deciding where she wanted to focus.

After a moment she pressed a hand to my shoulder and nudged me back down when I tried to rise. I let her have control. She sat upright again, straddling me squarely, and I could feel her heart pounding in the way her chest rose and fell faster than before.

She ground her hips lightly against mine, a slow roll forward and back. The pressure lined up perfectly, and my body reacted without any subtlety. Her gaze dipped to my shorts. She reached down, fingers hooking into the waistband. She tugged at the button and zipper with quick, efficient motions, then slid the fabric down my hips. I lifted my hips to help, hands braced on the bed for a second so I didn’t grab at her and rush her. The shorts dragged down my thighs. She pushed them lower until they were out of the way.

My cock was already hard, thickening against my lower stomach. I swallowed hard, throat working, because the anticipation made my whole body hum. Zoey’s eyes flicked to it, then back to my face, checking me instead of just taking.

Zoey leaned down and pressed her forehead to mine. The contact was gentle, steady. “You good?”

“Always,” I whispered back, and I meant it.

She reached behind her neck and found the knot of the bikini string. Her fingers worked it loose, tugging one end, then the other. The top slackened immediately. She let it fall away, and her breasts were bare against the air. My hands moved up her sides, palms sliding from her waist to her ribs, and then across her breasts. My fingers spread to hold the weight of them, thumbs circling closer to her nipples.

Zoey’s breath hitched, chest lifting sharply. She lowered herself again, capturing my mouth in an impatient kiss. Her tongue pressed in, demanding, and I met it, my grip tightening. Her body pressed against mine with a mix of warmth and softness that made my mind narrow down to just sensation and the fact that she wanted this as much as I did.

We made out like that for a while, letting our hands roam without rushing to the next step. My hands moved from her breasts down her back, tracing her spine, then returning to her hips. Her palms slid over my chest, down my stomach, then lower, fingers brushing near my cock before pulling back, like she wanted to tease without denying completely.

Zoey’s lips trailed from my mouth to my jaw, then down my neck. She kissed the skin there, then dragged her mouth lower, over my collarbone. Her hair tickled my chest for a moment as she shifted. When she moved lower again, her lips pressing and lingering, I let out a shaky exhale. The tension was electric, not uncomfortable, just tight and bright.

Her hand slipped between our bodies. She wrapped her fingers around my cock, stroking slowly once, then again, adjusting her grip so it felt good. She watched my face as she did it, gauging. I grabbed the sheet with one hand, knuckles whitening, while my other hand held her hip, keeping her close but not forcing.

The glances we exchanged became a kind of clear agreement. My eyes dropped to her bikini bottoms, then back to hers. Zoey gave a small nod, barely there, and guided me with her hands on my shoulders. I shifted my weight, then rolled her gently onto her back.

Zoey landed on the pillows, hair spreading, chest rising quickly. She lifted her hips to help as my hands went to her shorts. I hooked my fingers into the waistband and slid them down. The fabric moved easily over her hips and thighs. She kicked one leg, then the other, to free herself, and I tossed the shorts aside without looking.

Only the bikini bottoms were left. I kissed her again, then trailed kisses down her throat to her chest. My mouth closed around one nipple briefly, then the other, alternating, my tongue flicking and then flattening, sucking just hard enough to make her gasp. Zoey’s hands grabbed at my shoulders, fingers digging in, pulling me closer.

I moved lower, kissing along her stomach, pausing to press my lips into the dip near her navel. My hands smoothed over her thighs, thumbs drawing small arcs on the inside where her skin was softer. Zoey wriggled, hips shifting restlessly. Her gray eyes were clouded with lust, focus blown wide as she watched me move down her body.

She reached for the sides of her bikini bottoms. Her fingers curled around the fabric, and she wriggled them down, inching the material over her hips. She lifted her ass a little to help, then pushed them down her thighs. The bottoms slid past her knees and off one foot, then the other.

My mouth found hers again for a moment. We shared a soft laugh, a brief, breathless thing that felt like permission and relief at the same time. It was the last sweet moment before we stopped holding back.

I lined myself up, one hand on her hip, the other braced near her shoulder. The head of my cock pressed against her pussy, wet and ready. I pushed slowly at first, watching her face, waiting for any hesitation. Zoey’s lips parted. She exhaled, and her hands tightened around my arms. I eased in, inch by inch, feeling her take me, heat closing around me until I was fully inside.

When I finally entered her, we both let out a sigh of pleasure. Her legs came up immediately, hooking around my hips. The pressure of her thighs locked us together, keeping me deep. My hands planted on either side of her, elbows bending as I started to move.

It felt like the world narrowed to just the two of us. Zoey’s nails raked across my back as she urged me on, her fingers digging in and then dragging down. Each motion made her gasp with a fresh wave of sensation. Her hips lifted to meet me, not just taking but matching the rhythm, adjusting the angle with tiny shifts.

I rocked into her, slow at first, then slightly faster when she made a sound that told me she wanted more. My cock slid out and pushed back in, friction building with every thrust. I could feel her slickness coating me, making the movement easy but intense, the pressure tight where she gripped me. My breathing turned ragged. I lowered my face into the crook of her neck and held her there, kissing the skin once, then again, while my hips kept moving.

Zoey’s hands moved from my arms to my shoulders, then around my back, pulling me down. Her voice trembled with soft moans that broke into sharper ones when I hit a spot that made her whole body twitch. She whispered encouragement right by my ear, short phrases, breathy and urgent, and each one pushed me to keep the pace steady instead of rushing straight to the end.

I shifted my knees on the bed to change leverage. One hand slid under her thigh, lifting her leg slightly higher so I could angle deeper. Zoey’s head tipped back. Her mouth opened, and she squeezed her eyes shut for a second as a tremor ran through her stomach.

The friction between us built steadily, tightening low in my belly. My cock felt thicker with every minute, pulses starting to gather. Zoey’s breathing went fast and uneven. She gripped my shoulders hard, nails biting. Her hips started to stutter against mine, losing the smoothness as her body chased its peak.

Then she tensed, sudden and full-body, her back arching off the bed. “Owen,” she breathed, the word breaking like she couldn’t hold it in her mouth.

Her climax rippled through her. I felt the pulsation around my cock, tight and rhythmic, her pussy squeezing in waves that made my vision blur. She clung to me, legs locked around my hips as if she didn’t want to risk losing the connection for even a second.

It was enough to send me over. The pressure that had been building finally exploded. I thrust once more and came hard, spilling cum inside her in a rush that left me gasping. My arms shook with the effort of holding myself up as I rode out the last pulses, hips slowing only when my body forced it.

For a few moments we stayed like that, pressed together, breathing hard, heartbeats thudding in unison. Zoey’s fingers loosened on my shoulders, sliding down my back in a weak stroke. My elbows nearly buckled, and I let myself lower carefully, shifting so I didn’t crush her. I pressed a tired kiss to her cheek, lips lingering there a second.

We lay still afterward, bodies slick with sweat, her hair fanning the pillow around her head. Zoey let out a small laugh, eyes still half-lidded, her chest rising and falling in a slower rhythm now.

“I needed that,” she said. “You have no idea.”

“Trust me, I needed it too,” I said, voice rough. I slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her closer so her side tucked against mine. My other hand rested on her stomach, fingers splayed, feeling the last aftershocks fade under my palm.

We held each other for a bit, letting the mood settle without forcing conversation. Zoey shifted once, adjusting her leg over mine, then rolled onto her side. She faced me, close enough that our knees bumped. She lifted a hand and traced a finger along my collarbone, slow and absent-minded, as if she was mapping me back into calm.

Outside, the mid-afternoon sun filtered through her curtains, painting golden lines across the bed.

She propped herself up on one elbow. “We’re gonna kill it in the tournament, you know. I can feel it.”

I brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “I’m sure you will. The Aces have never looked better.”

She grinned, then glanced at the clock on her nightstand. “We should probably get up and make ourselves presentable. The tournament’s starting tomorrow, and Bill wanted us all to meet again this evening for a final check.”

I groaned in playful protest. “Fine. But I’m already wiped out.”

She laughed and planted a quick kiss on my cheek. “Come on, lazybones.”

Together, we got dressed, stealing occasional kisses and giggling like teenagers. As we opened her door and stepped into the hall, I noticed the muffled sounds of Brynn’s voice from downstairs. She was probably corralling everyone else to stop slacking. Zoey and I shared one last conspiratorial smile before descending to join the others.

The rest of the afternoon passed with the final logistics, phone calls, and excited chatter. In less than twenty-four hours, The Aces would step onto the court for the first day of the local tournament. My camera was charged, my nerves were buzzing, and the house felt alive with anticipation. With the cleaning done and relationships still humming along, I felt a hint of satisfaction. Tomorrow would be a big day, and we were as ready as we’d ever be.


Chapter 6

I woke up earlier than usual thanks to my phone’s alarm blaring from across the attic. The day had finally arrived—the first match of the local tournament. Sunlight poked through the single attic window, painting a bright square on the wooden floor. I hopped out of bed and stretched, my muscles still a bit tight from all the setup work the past couple of days. The excitement swirling in my chest pushed away any grogginess. 

Downstairs, I found the girls scattered around the kitchen. Zoey was spooning peanut butter onto celery sticks, Kinsley was organizing water bottles in a large cooler, and Presley was leaning back against the counter, scrolling on her phone. Brynn was nowhere to be seen, though I heard faint rummaging, so she was probably in the downstairs bathroom collecting gear. 

“Morning, everyone,” I said, stepping around Zoey to grab a banana from the fruit basket. 

“Big day,” Zoey replied with a wide grin. “Already feeling nervous?” 

I took a bite and shrugged. “Excited, more than anything.” 

Presley lifted her gaze from her phone. “Good. We need that positive vibe.” 

Kinsley snapped the cooler shut. “I’m so ready to play. I only got like four hours of sleep last night, though.” 

Zoey patted Kinsley’s shoulder. “We’ll ride the adrenaline rush. Don’t worry.” 

Once we loaded the van—no sign of Bill this morning, as he’d said he’d meet us at the beach—the girls hopped in. I drove, while Zoey fiddled with the radio and tried to pick something upbeat. The ride was short since the event was basically set up just half a mile down from our stretch of beach, near the bigger hotel that was hosting out-of-town teams. 

We arrived to find the makeshift stadium area already buzzing with people. Folding chairs lined three parallel courts, though we’d only be concerned with the main one for The Aces’ match against the Panama City team. Vendors were hustling, setting up big canopies. The net was strung tight, sponsor banners flapped in the breeze, and the scoreboard table was manned by some local volunteers. 

As soon as the girls hopped out, they started their usual warm-ups. Brynn joined them on the sand for high knees, side steps, and quick sprints. I grabbed my camera from my bag and double-checked that it had a fresh battery. 

“Camera rolling?” Presley called over from mid-stretch. Her red hair was tied in a high ponytail that whipped with every move. 

“Rolling and ready,” I said. 

They did a few practice serves, and I snapped burst shots: Zoey’s leaps, Kinsley’s steady stance, Brynn’s fearless spike attempts, and Presley’s smooth sets. Up in the hospitality tent, a small group of local fans and out-of-town supporters started gathering. Bill waved from behind a barrier, giving us a thumbs-up. 

The referee whistled, calling the teams together. The Aces in their matching black sports bras and green bikini bottoms looked sharp. On the other side of the net, the Panama City players wore neon yellow. They all looked athletic and confident—no easy pushovers. 

As the game began, I positioned myself along the sidelines, shifting on the hot sand to get the best angles. Zoey opened with a powerful serve that soared across the net. Our opponents returned with an impressive dig. The rally started strong, and the crowd clapped in anticipation. 

Each serve, spike, and dive was an opportunity for me to capture the team’s energy. I clicked away, focusing on Brynn’s intensity at the net and Presley’s calm leadership from the back row. Kinsley, despite her shy persona off the court, flipped a mental switch in competition. She sprinted and dove for impossible saves, stunning even the opposing team. Zoey was relentless—she kept them on their toes with tricky serves and hammered kills. 

The stands erupted whenever The Aces scored. Even so, the sets were close, with both teams trading points. Panama City had a tall blocker who gave Brynn trouble at first, but she adapted, sending sneaky tips over the blocker’s arms. 

When the final whistle blew, the scoreboard read The Aces: 2 sets, Panama City: 1. Our local crowd roared with approval. The entire team group-hugged at center court. I snapped the final shot: Kinsley’s big grin, Zoey’s triumphant fist in the air, Presley’s relieved laugh, Brynn’s proud smirk. 

After some post-game interviews by a local reporter, The Aces waved to the crowd and headed off for a quick break. Bill came by, shaking my hand. “That was a great start,” he said between breaths. “I think we’re going to draw a big crowd for the next rounds.” 

“I’ll keep up with photos. The city council wants them for the official online recaps, right?” 

“You got it,” Bill replied. Then he jogged off to handle some sponsor detail. 

The girls and I packed up our gear. Then we headed back to the beach house for a quick rest and meal. By the time we got inside, I felt sweat dried on me like a crust of salt. 

Presley patted my shoulder. “Good job out there, Owen. Keep the momentum going with social media. Post the best shots online—tag everyone.” 

Zoey took a seat on the couch first, rummaging for her phone to see if any of her highlights were already surfacing. “That was close,” she said. “I thought we might blow the second set. We gotta keep our heads in the game tomorrow.” 

Brynn said nothing, but she gave me a small nod as she passed me in the hallway, heading for the upstairs shower. Meanwhile, Kinsley got busy washing fruit at the sink for a healthy snack. 

Since it was only mid-afternoon, I decided to retreat to the attic and start sorting through hundreds of images on my laptop. My legs ached from standing on the beach, but I was satisfied. I’d captured some amazing action shots. 

Once in my attic room, I collapsed onto the old desk chair. I scrolled through the raw images, selecting the best angles of each girl. I paused, noticing an entire folder on my desktop labeled “K-Shoot.” A swirl of warmth spread in my chest. I hovered the mouse over it briefly. Part of me wanted to open it and see Kinsley’s private photos—but I also knew I needed to focus on the tournament set first. Eventually, though, curiosity won out, and I clicked into the folder. 

Shots of Kinsley in lacy lingerie, those shy eyes peeking at me, made my heart thump harder. Scenes of her naked, stretched out on her bed, were... intimate. I took a breath, feeling that heady mix of excitement and guilt. These pictures were strictly for us. I dragged the folder into a password-protected archive, just to be extra safe. 

After that, I transferred the day’s action shots for editing. Cropping, adjusting lighting, ensuring everything popped. The air in the attic was warm, so I lifted the small window to get a breeze. Voices drifted from below, but they were muffled. 

Then I heard a faint singing—Brynn’s voice resonating from directly below me. She must have been back in her room. Curious, I carefully stood and tiptoed toward the old vent in the floor. I’d noticed it before: a large rectangle that let heat or air filter through to Brynn’s room below. The cover was partially screwed in, but I’d loosened it recently to do some cleaning. I carefully tugged it off and set it aside. 

Looking down, I had a partial view of Brynn’s space. She was lying on her bed, wearing only a black thong that contrasted her tan skin and a white ribbed tank top tossed somewhere near her ankles. She had headphones in, bobbing her head to the music. A warm flutter rose in my chest. I could see her toned legs crossed at the ankles, and her mouth moved silently in time with the song. 

I tried not to perv on her, but the sight was mesmerizing. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Then I must have leaned in too far. A floorboard squeaked under my weight. 

Brynn’s eyes snapped open, and she looked up straight through the vent. Our gazes locked. Instead of shock or anger, a playful smirk curved her lips. She slowly removed one headphone earbud. 

“You look comfortable up there, Owen.” Her voice was light, teasing. “Why don’t you come down here instead of spying?” 

My face flushed. I swallowed and nodded. “Uh... sure. Sorry,” I managed, my heart banging like a drum. 

Brynn stood up, hands on her hips. “I’ll leave the door unlocked. Don’t keep me waiting.” 

She winked—then turned away, giving me a full view of her bare backside before she slipped on a large hoodie. I put the vent cover back in place, took a quick, steadying breath, and shut down my laptop screen. 

This was unexpected, but I could hardly say no after being caught peeping. My pulse hammered as I walked down the attic steps and then carefully approached Brynn’s bedroom door. 

I knocked softly and let myself in, ready to see what Brynn had planned next. 


Chapter 7 

“Thought you were gonna make me come drag you in,” Brynn teased the moment I stepped inside her room. She leaned against one corner of her bed, arms folded across her chest. She was still wearing the black thong and had pulled on a slightly oversized T-shirt that barely covered her waist. One side of the tee slipped off her shoulder, revealing the strap of a sports bra. 

I chuckled nervously. “I didn’t want to barge in without knocking.” 

She nodded, took a small step closer, eyes flicking over my body. “I know you’ve been... busy,” she said, a hint of playful accusation in her tone. “But I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious about us, especially after that conversation at the gym.” 

“Curious, huh?” My heart still hammered as I attempted to keep my cool. 

Brynn’s gaze lingered on my chest. “It’s been a while since I let someone inside my space. My head’s been laser-focused on the tournament. But now that we’re in the thick of it, I find myself a bit stressed.” 

I nodded. “I get it. Today was intense, and tomorrow might be even tougher. Pensacola’s on deck.” 

“Yeah,” she said, sitting on the edge of her bed. “But I need some release.” She leaned forward and opened her bedside drawer with a firm pull, her fingers moving without hesitation as she shifted things aside. She took out a slim pink dildo and held it up in her fist like it was nothing, like it belonged there. My brow lifted before I could stop it.

She saw it and smiled, eyes locked on mine. “You can handle that, right?”

I swallowed. Heat spread low in my belly, the kind that made my skin feel too tight over my ribs. “Absolutely. If that’s what you want.”

Brynn patted the mattress next to her, palm landing flat and then lifting again. “Sit.”

I moved closer and sat where she indicated, careful not to crowd her but close enough that my thigh nearly touched hers. She put the toy in my hand. The silicone was smooth and cool against my palm, and I had to adjust my grip so it wouldn’t slip. My thumb dragged along it once, not even meaning to, and my pulse kicked harder.

Brynn tugged off her T-shirt, pulling it up over her head in one motion and tossing it aside. The sports bra underneath was thin and already unzipped in the front. She hooked her fingers into the edges and opened it wider, then slid it off her shoulders. Her breasts were bare and full, nipples already a little tight. She gave me a grin that looked like she knew exactly what she was doing to me and didn’t care.

I set the dildo on the bed for a second so I could put both hands on her. My hands slid around her waist, fingertips pressing into the firmness of her stomach and the hard lines of muscle under her skin. I felt how solid she was, how strong, and it hit me that this was the same woman who barked instructions on the field like everyone was supposed to listen. Her skin was warm, with a faint slickness from sweat that hadn’t fully dried yet, and my fingers caught on that in a way that made it impossible to ignore how real this was.

She let out a short, breathy laugh and shook her head once. “I can’t believe I’m doing this with you. But I need to shut off my brain. Just... take care of me.”

“Okay,” I said, voice lower than usual. I didn’t ask if she was sure again. She was already here, already handing me exactly what she wanted.

I shifted, guiding her backward. She let me, bracing one hand behind her on the bed for balance while she lowered herself onto the mattress. I followed her down, leaning over her. My mouth found the line of her collarbone and I kissed along it, lips pressing and releasing, the skin there warm and slightly damp. I moved down to the top of her chest, my lips brushing the curve of her breast before I kissed there too. Her inhale came in soft and unsteady, and her eyelids fluttered like she was deciding between watching me and letting herself sink into it.

Her hand slid to my wrist and guided me lower, not gentle about it, just direct. She brought my hand down her stomach to the waistband of her thong. I hooked my fingers at the sides and pulled it down slowly, watching her face for any change. She lifted her hips a fraction to help, then lifted them higher when the fabric caught under her ass. I tugged it past her thighs and off her legs, then tossed it to the side. Her pussy was bare, her thighs already parting as if she’d been waiting for the air.

Her gaze flicked toward the dildo on the bed. The toy sat where I’d left it, bright pink against the sheets.

I picked it up again. My hand felt too big around it, and I shifted my grip so my palm sat secure and my fingers could control the angle. My heart hammered, fast enough that it made my throat feel tight. “Just tell me if you want me to stop.”

Brynn’s lips twitched, almost amused. “I won’t.”

She placed one hand behind her head, elbow bent, propping herself up enough to watch. The other hand rested near her hip, fingers spread on the sheet. Her eyes stayed on my hand, then lifted briefly to my face as if checking that I was paying attention.

I started by bringing the dildo to her inner thigh, not rushing straight to her pussy. The tip traced a slow line along the inside of her leg. Her skin there was smooth and warm, and when the cool silicone touched her, she sucked in a breath that lifted her chest. I watched her reaction and did it again, another pass higher, closer to where she was already wet.

Her legs opened wider, knees turning out, giving me space. I moved the toy between her thighs and let the tip hover at her folds for a second. She held still, lips slightly parted, eyes fixed on the point where I was about to touch her. I dragged the tip down her slit, slow enough that her slickness shined on it. Her pussy was already getting wet, the lips swollen, and the slide of the toy against her made her eyelids drop.

I ran it along her again, then circled the tip at her entrance, not pushing yet. Her hips shifted, a small, impatient roll upward. I steadied her by placing my free hand on her thigh, fingers splayed, thumb pressing into the muscle there. Then I angled the dildo and pushed in, just the tip at first.

Brynn’s mouth opened on a low sound that wasn’t quite a word. Her eyes fluttered shut. The muscles around her entrance tightened reflexively, then eased as I held still and let her adjust. I didn’t move deeper until her hips nudged forward again, wordless demand in that small motion.

I pushed in another inch, slow, feeling the resistance give way to heat and tightness. The silicone disappeared into her pussy in a gradual slide. Her fingers curled into the sheet, knuckles whitening as she gripped. She exhaled, then drew in another breath like she needed more air.

I pulled back a little, then pushed in again, testing the rhythm, keeping it controlled so she could take it without pain. Each thrust was measured. In, pause, out, in. Her wetness built quickly, and the toy moved easier with every pass, a slick glide that left her breathing uneven.

“More,” she whispered, barely audible, but the way her hips lifted told me she meant it.

I increased the depth, pressing deeper until her body reacted with a sharper inhale. The toy filled her, and I could see the way her stomach tightened as she took it. I kept my wrist steady and started a more consistent rhythm, thrusting into her pussy with a pace that didn’t break. My forearm moved with it, small muscles in my hand working to keep the angle right.

Brynn’s back arched, her shoulders pressing into the mattress. She gripped the sheets harder, fingers bunching the fabric. Her breathing sped up, chest rising and falling fast. After a few thrusts she started moving with me, hips rocking to meet the dildo as it pushed in, then rolling back as I pulled out, chasing it.

Watching her like this did something brutal to me. The woman who stared people down in meetings and called plays without hesitation was on her back with her thighs spread, taking a dildo, asking for more. The sight hit like a punch of heat straight through my body.

She opened her eyes and looked at me, pupils dark. Her lower lip disappeared between her teeth for a second as she held it there, then she released it and spoke, voice strained. “Oh my god, Owen... faster.”

I didn’t hesitate. I sped up, thrusts coming quicker, my hand working harder, the toy sliding in and out with less pause. Her pussy was soaked now, the slick sounds of it joining her gasps, and the dildo moved with almost no resistance. I pressed deeper on the next push, aiming slightly upward, and her whole body jerked.

Her voice broke into soft, repeated gasps. She said my name again, quieter, like it got knocked out of her.

I leaned down over her, keeping the rhythm with my hand while lowering my mouth to her breasts. I kissed the top of one breast, then moved to her nipple and took it into my mouth. Her nipple tightened immediately, and she made a sharp sound, fingers flexing on the sheet. I sucked, then released, then kissed around it, my lips wet against her skin. My other hand kept pumping the dildo into her pussy, steady and fast.

I shifted to her other breast, kissing it and then taking that nipple too. Brynn’s hand came up and gripped my shoulder, nails digging in through my shirt. The pressure was sharp enough that it made me suck harder, like the pain flipped a switch. Her hips kept rocking, meeting every thrust, chasing the fullness.

She lifted one leg and hooked it over my waist, pulling me closer. Her thigh pressed against my side, and the position opened her more. The dildo slid in deeper with the change, and when I hit that spot again, her body jolted. She drew her leg tighter, heel dragging against my back as if she could pull me into her.

I lifted my head from her breast and kissed up her chest to her neck. My mouth found the place just below her jaw, and I kissed there while she panted. She tilted her head to give me access, throat exposed, hand still tight on my shoulder.

A shiver ran through her, starting at her belly and rippling up. “I’m... I’m so close.” The words came out broken, separated by breaths.

“Yeah?” I kept my voice low, not adding anything extra, just staying with her.

She nodded once, quick and tense, eyes squeezed shut again. Her hand behind her head pressed into the pillow as she held herself up, like she needed to watch but couldn’t.

I maintained the rhythm and made a small adjustment, turning my wrist so the dildo angled differently inside her. The change was subtle, but it hit her differently. Her hips bucked hard on the next thrust, pushing up to take it deeper. I pulled back halfway, then pushed in again, repeating that depth and angle, over and over.

Her head fell back against the pillow, mouth open. Her legs trembled, thighs tightening and then releasing, then tightening again. She started to lose the ability to keep a steady motion, her hips jolting out of rhythm as her body took over. Her fingers clutched my arm now, moving from my shoulder down to my forearm, gripping like she needed something solid to hold onto.

Then her whole body went rigid. Her stomach tightened hard, the muscles standing out. Brynn let out a sharp cry, eyes squeezed shut, and her hips thrust up one more time, chasing the dildo as if she could pull it deeper with sheer force. The muscles around the toy clenched, tight pulses that I could feel through my grip and the resistance around it.

I kept the dildo moving through it, not stopping, keeping the same angle as her orgasm hit in waves. Her thighs shook, one leg still hooked around me, the other knee falling out to the side and then drawing in again in a reflexive twitch. Her hand crushed my forearm, then loosened, then crushed again, each wave pulling a different reaction from her.

She rode it out with her mouth open, breath coming in ragged pulls. After a few long seconds her body started to soften, tension draining from her shoulders. Her grip eased. Her hips stopped bucking and settled into the mattress, still parted, still slick.

I slowed down, giving her a couple of gentler thrusts as she came down, then stopped. I withdrew the toy carefully, inch by inch, so the sudden emptiness wouldn’t make her flinch. The dildo came out coated, and I set it aside on the bed within reach, making sure it wouldn’t roll off.

Brynn opened her eyes. Her face was flushed, hair stuck to her forehead in a few damp strands. A satisfied grin spread across her lips, lazy and real. “God, I needed that.”

I brushed the hair back from her forehead with my fingertips, pushing it away from her eyes. My hand lingered a second, then pulled back. “Feel better?”

She smirked, chest still rising and falling as her breathing steadied. “You have no idea.” She reached for the sheets and pulled them up over herself, covering her stomach and hips, then patted the spot next to her again, palm tapping twice like before.

I lay down beside her, turning onto my side so I faced her. She shifted closer until our bodies touched through the sheet, her shoulder near my chest. I could feel her heartbeat slowing in the closeness, the earlier frantic speed settling into something steady. She let her eyes close for a moment, not asleep, just letting herself go still.

We stayed like that for a moment, letting the silence settle. Outside the window, I heard a faint ocean breeze and the distant hum of cars on the main coastal highway.

Eventually, she nudged me. “I’m not oblivious, you know. I see how you are with Zoey and Kinsley.” 

I tensed. “I promise I’m not just messing around without regard for any of you.” 

Brynn laid a hand on my cheek. “Relax. I’m not complaining. I just don’t want drama. And I don’t want to be left out if this becomes something real.” 

Her words echoed the same wish for honesty Zoey had told me about. Communication was key. “No drama, I swear. I’m here for you, too.” 

She nodded, satisfied. “Good. Because tomorrow, we have an even bigger test against Pensacola.” 

We got dressed slowly. Brynn pulled on sweat shorts and a hoodie, then walked me to the door. “Get some rest,” she said, leaning in for a gentle kiss. “We’ll celebrate more if we win tomorrow.” 

With that, I headed upstairs to calm my swirling thoughts. As soon as I stepped back into the attic, I exhaled a long breath. I felt a jolt of excitement—and a pinch of worry—about juggling these shifting relationships. The best I could do was stay honest and remain considerate. 

The next day dawned bright and breezy. Waves of anxious energy rippled through the breakfast table, where Zoey and Kinsley quietly reviewed game plans with Presley. Brynn ate a quick meal of scrambled eggs and toast, shooting me a quick grin when nobody was looking. I found it endearing that she was trying not to flaunt last night’s moment. 

We packed up for day two of the tournament. This match was against Pensacola, rumored to be one of the region’s top seeds. Everyone was serious on the drive over—no chatter this time. Brynn stared out the window, deep in thought. Kinsley tapped her foot nervously. Zoey chewed gum like it was fueling her. 

The stands were more crowded than the day before. Word had spread about The Aces’ victory, and the fact that Pensacola was a heavyweight team drew a larger audience. Bill was behind the scoreboard table this time, phone in hand. He waved us over. 

“Morning, everyone,” Bill said. “Let’s keep that winning streak going. The city’s counting on you to keep these crowds engaged.” 

Presley clapped her hands. “All right, we warm up in five. Keep conversation minimal—focus on your game.” 

Everyone got to their stations. I took my place behind the camera. From the first serve, Pensacola was formidable. Their players were tall, nimble, and had a ridiculous jump height at the net. Yet Brynn matched them with her own leaps, spiking fiercely. Zoey’s serves hammered them from the back line. 

At first, the scoreboard seesawed. We took the first set 25-22, then lost the second set 21-25. The final set was do-or-die. The third set started tense, each team exchanging fast points. I had to keep a steady hand on the camera even though my heart was pounding. 

Finally, The Aces reached match point at 14-13. Pensacola served, Kinsley received with a near-perfect pass, Presley set it to Brynn, and Brynn spiked it down the line. The ball slammed into the sand inside the court. Aces: 15, Pensacola: 13. Match over. 

The team and fans exploded. Kinsley actually jumped into Brynn’s arms, squealing. Zoey sprinted up, hugging them from behind. Presley lifted both hands overhead in triumph before trotting over to the net to shake hands. Bill grinned from the sidelines, giving me a wide-eyed “Is this real?” expression. I laughed breathlessly. 

We posed for more photos, took a moment to sign a couple of glossy flyers for local fans, then hustled off to get some rest. The final day of the tournament would be tomorrow. 

Back at the house, I helped the team carry the coolers inside, re-icing water jugs, then discreetly slipped away to the attic again. I needed quiet to process my new dynamic with Brynn and the ongoing question of how Zoey and Kinsley fit into all of this. 

Exhaustion smacked me full-force, my body reminding me how little sleep I’d had. But the next day was the big one. I needed to be ready—for the camera work, for the Aces, and for the complicated relationships swirling around me. 


Chapter 8

That evening, after another round of practice and sponsor obligations, we ended up with some downtime before the final match day. I’d offered to cook dinner, but Zoey insisted on helping. She grabbed a bunch of ingredients from the fridge and started preparing taco meat on the stove. Kinsley assisted by chopping tomatoes and lettuce. 

I mostly stayed out of their way, stirring the rice in a small pot. We had music playing softly from Zoey’s phone on the counter. My shoulders relaxed at the casual, domestic vibe. 

“How are you feeling?” Zoey asked as she browned the meat. “Two big wins—didn’t think we’d handle Pensacola so well.” 

I nodded, setting the rice on low heat. “I’m proud of you guys. Seriously, you all crushed it out there.” 

Kinsley looked up shyly. “We had our rough patches. But yeah, I’m pretty excited.” 

After we finished cooking, the three of us carried plates outside, deciding to eat on the back patio, where the warmth of the day was already fading into a mild evening. We lit a small bonfire in the pit, just enough to keep away the chill. The flames cast flickering shadows across the sand in our backyard. 

We settled into the lounge chairs, devouring our food. Zoey recollected some of the amazing kills that Brynn had pulled off. Kinsley giggled about nearly tripping on her own feet during one rally. 

“And we still have tomorrow’s match against Tampa,” Kinsley said, hugging her knees. “We can do it, right?” 

Zoey nodded confidently. “Hell yeah. We’re unstoppable. But if we lose, well... we gave it our all.” 

The talk meandered, and eventually we found ourselves discussing our own personal dynamic. I could sense it was building to something. Kinsley fiddled with the edge of her plate, glancing over at Zoey. 

“Owen told me Zoey’s cool with everything,” Kinsley said softly. “But sometimes I still get nervous. I don’t want to cause issues or step on your toes.” 

Zoey met Kinsley’s gaze. “It’s okay, really. Owen and I agreed we’re good with an open situation. I’m not the jealous type, and I like you.” That last sentence brought a rosy blush to Kinsley’s cheeks. 

I let out a small laugh. “I appreciate that you two are actually talking about it. I don’t want to create tension in the house.” 

Zoey set her plate aside and got up, stretching. “Come here.” She took Kinsley’s hand and pulled her gently into a hug. Kinsley let out a soft laugh, hugging Zoey back. I watched, warmth blooming inside me. This open acceptance was more than I had imagined. 

Zoey caught my eye. “You too. Join us.” 

I stood and stepped over to the two of them. Zoey looped her arm around my waist and pulled me close enough that my hip pressed to hers. Kinsley slid in on my other side, shoulder brushing my upper arm as if she was checking whether she was really doing this. I shifted my feet to make room for all three of us, adjusting until we were lined up, bodies close, hands not quite sure where to settle. Zoey’s fingers splayed over my side, firm through the fabric. Kinsley’s hand hovered near my ribs, then landed lightly, fingertips testing contact before she let her palm rest there.

“Maybe we should take this inside,” Zoey said in a low voice. As she spoke, she reached across me and tangled her hand into Kinsley’s hair, gathering a handful near the back of her head. Kinsley’s eyes closed for a second, her mouth parting as she leaned into the hold. Zoey’s thumb stroked at Kinsley’s scalp, small, steady movements that kept Kinsley close without yanking.

Kinsley bit her lip and nodded, then looked at me with a half-smile that wavered at the corners. “I’d like that.” Her hand tightened on my side, then loosened again, like she was letting herself breathe.

Without another word, we doused the small bonfire and headed in. Zoey went first, bending to handle it, her arm moving with quick intention. I followed, then Kinsley, staying close enough that our shoulders kept bumping. When we got to the house, Zoey led us straight through.

We ended up in Zoey’s bedroom. As soon as we entered, Zoey reached back and shut the door with her heel, then turned and slid the lock into place. The click made my chest tighten. I swallowed, breath picking up on its own. My heart was banging hard enough that it felt like it was pushing against my ribs. Kinsley stood a step inside, hands clasped in front of her as if she needed something to do with them.

Zoey turned off the overhead light, then crossed to the nightstand and switched on the lamp, leaving the room dim and close. Kinsley hovered near the bed, hugging her own arms with nervous excitement, weight shifting from one foot to the other. Zoey didn’t rush her. She approached me first, close enough that her breasts brushed my shirt as she reached up.

Her hands went to the hem of my shirt. She lifted it slowly, pulling it up my stomach, over my chest, dragging the fabric past my shoulders. I raised my arms to help, and the shirt slid off. Zoey’s palms immediately pressed flat to my bare chest, warm and confident. She let her fingers travel down, tracing my sternum and ribs, then lower to my stomach. Her hands paused at my waistband. She hooked two fingers into the top of my shorts and tugged, testing the give.

“Relax,” she murmured. She leaned up and pressed her lips to mine, and I met the kiss automatically, my hands finding her waist. Her mouth was warm, and her taste held a faint trace of dinner seasoning. She kissed me with enough pressure to make me lean in. While she kept my attention, she worked my shorts down. The fabric slid over my hips, then down my thighs. I stepped one foot back to let them clear my knees, then lifted each foot to get out. My shorts pooled at my ankles until I nudged them away with my toes.

My cock was already hard, heavy against my lower stomach for a moment before it angled out. Zoey’s gaze dipped briefly, then returned to my face like she’d decided not to tease yet.

Kinsley moved closer. She and Zoey exchanged a glance, a quick check-in that held more than words. Zoey turned away from me to face Kinsley, lifting her hands to Kinsley’s tank top. Kinsley’s fingers twitched at her sides, then she raised her arms on cue. Zoey slid the fabric up, exposing Kinsley’s stomach, then her bra. The tank top passed over Kinsley’s head, catching briefly at her hair until Zoey freed it with a gentle tug. Kinsley’s cheeks went pink immediately, her shoulders drawing in before she forced them back.

Zoey dropped to her knees in front of Kinsley. Kinsley’s breath hitched so sharply that her chest rose high under the bra. Zoey’s hands went to the button and zipper of Kinsley’s shorts. She worked them open with quick fingers, then slid the shorts down over Kinsley’s hips. The fabric dragged along Kinsley’s thighs. Kinsley shifted her feet apart so Zoey could keep pulling. When the shorts reached her knees, Kinsley stepped out of them, one leg at a time, and Zoey set them aside without looking away. Skimpy black panties were left, tight against Kinsley’s pussy, the outline unmistakable in the lamplight.

I exhaled, standing just behind Zoey. My hands hovered, unsure whether to touch or wait. Zoey tipped her head slightly, a silent direction. I stepped closer to Kinsley’s back and reached for her bra clasp. My fingers fumbled for a second against the hooks, then found them. I unfastened it, and the band loosened. Kinsley’s breath caught, and her shoulders trembled. She turned to me, eyes wide, and leaned in to give me a soft, shy kiss. It was quick at first, then she pressed a little longer, like she needed the reassurance.

I placed my hands on her hips, steadying her, thumbs resting along the bones. Kinsley’s skin was warm under my palms. Meanwhile, Zoey’s hands moved to Kinsley’s panties. She hooked her fingers under the waistband and drew them down slowly, dragging the fabric over Kinsley’s hips, then down her thighs. Kinsley’s legs tightened together for a moment, then she forced them apart enough to let the panties pass. Zoey guided them past Kinsley’s knees and down to her ankles. Kinsley lifted one foot, then the other, stepping out. Zoey held the panties for a beat, then set them aside.

Kinsley was naked now, breasts exposed as the bra slipped off her shoulders. She caught the cups and let it fall from her arms. Her nipples were stiff, her chest rising and falling fast. Zoey stood, bringing herself face-to-face with Kinsley. Without delay, the two of them kissed. It started careful, almost experimental, their lips pressing, parting, meeting again. Zoey’s hand slid to the back of Kinsley’s neck, holding her there, while Kinsley’s hands found Zoey’s waist. The kiss deepened. Kinsley leaned forward into Zoey’s body, her breasts pushing against Zoey’s chest. A shy moan slipped out of her, muffled as Zoey kept kissing her.

My pulse jumped at the sight. I stayed close, one hand still on Kinsley’s hip, the other drifting to Zoey’s side, wanting contact with both.

Zoey broke away and turned enough to slip out of her own clothes. She didn’t make a show of it. Her fingers went to her shirt, lifting it up and off, then to her shorts, pushing them down her legs. She stepped out and let the clothes fall where they landed. Her bra followed, then her panties. In a few quick motions, she was naked too, breasts bare, nipples darkened, her pussy visible as she turned back toward us. Finally, all three of us were naked in the lamplight, skin flushed, bodies close enough that our thighs brushed.

Zoey took Kinsley’s hand and guided her onto the bed. Kinsley sat first, then scooted back as Zoey pressed gently at her shoulder. Zoey climbed up beside her and patted the spot next to them for me to join. I climbed onto the mattress and shifted until I could lie on one side facing them. The sheets bunched under my forearm. Zoey settled in the middle, her back partly against my chest, Kinsley on her other side facing in.

We formed a small circle of touches, kisses, and quiet laughter. It wasn’t loud or dramatic, just breathy, nervous amusement whenever a hand landed somewhere unexpectedly sensitive. Kinsley’s fingers traced along Zoey’s stomach, then up to her breast. Zoey guided Kinsley’s hand with her own, pressing Kinsley’s palm more firmly onto her breast, showing her the pressure she wanted. Kinsley swallowed and squeezed gently. Zoey’s eyes half-closed.

Zoey’s hand drifted between Kinsley’s legs. Kinsley’s breath caught in her throat as Zoey’s fingers found her inner thigh, then slid higher. Zoey spread Kinsley’s legs with a patient push at her knee. Kinsley let it happen, knees opening, feet shifting against the sheets. Zoey’s fingertips brushed over Kinsley’s pussy, slow at first, then more direct. Kinsley’s hips jerked in a small, startled motion when Zoey touched her clit. Zoey kept her hand there, rubbing in short strokes, adjusting angle until Kinsley’s body reacted more clearly, thighs tensing, toes curling.

I leaned in and kissed Kinsley’s neck. I started just below her ear, then moved down in small kisses to the side of her throat. Kinsley tipped her head to give me access, her hand reaching back to clutch at my wrist for balance. Her skin was hot, and she shivered as I sucked lightly at one spot, then released it. She leaned into me, needing contact, her back pressing against my chest.

Noticing my attention, Zoey turned her head and kissed me softly. Her lips brushed mine once, then again, lingering the second time. Her hand left Kinsley for a moment to roam over my chest, fingers spreading across my pectoral, then sliding down over my stomach. Her hair fell across Kinsley’s shoulder as she turned, strands sticking briefly to Kinsley’s skin where it was dampening with sweat.

Zoey’s hand dropped lower and wrapped around my cock. She didn’t squeeze hard. She held it with steady pressure and moved her fist slowly up and down, just enough to make me inhale sharply. I gripped her hip, feeling the curve of her ass in my palm.

Zoey shifted her weight and moved to straddle me. She swung a leg over, knees planting on either side of my hips, then sat back onto my thighs. Her pussy hovered close to my cock as she pressed her hips down in a slow grind, letting her lips slide against the shaft without taking it in yet. The friction made my muscles tighten. I let out a shaky, pleasure-filled groan as she rocked forward and back, adjusting her angle, her hands braced on my chest for leverage.

Kinsley curled behind Zoey, sliding her hands along Zoey’s waist from the sides to the front. Her fingertips traced the lines of Zoey’s hips, then moved up to cup Zoey’s breasts from behind. Kinsley’s hands were tentative at first, then she squeezed, thumbs brushing Zoey’s nipples. Zoey’s head tipped back slightly, throat exposed, mouth opening with a quiet sound as she kept grinding down on me.

Kinsley’s eyes met mine over Zoey’s shoulder. She gave a tentative smile while her hands continued exploring Zoey’s body from behind, learning where Zoey reacted. I reached up and took one of Kinsley’s hands, guiding it briefly, showing her how to pinch Zoey’s nipple between thumb and forefinger. Kinsley tried it. Zoey’s hips stuttered.

Zoey lifted herself with a small push from her thighs and lined my cock up with her entrance. She held the base with one hand, steadying it, then lowered herself down. The head slipped in, then more, her pussy stretching around me. Zoey paused halfway, eyes closing as she adjusted. Her fingers tightened on my chest. Then she sank the rest of the way until she was seated fully, my cock buried inside her. She exhaled through her mouth, shoulders dropping as she took me.

She started moving. It wasn’t fast. She rolled her hips, drawing herself up until only the tip stayed inside, then pushing back down, taking me again. Her breasts bounced with each motion, nipples rubbing against Kinsley’s hands. Kinsley leaned forward and kissed Zoey’s shoulder, then her neck, lips pressing, teeth grazing lightly before she soothed it with her tongue. Zoey’s face tightened with pleasure, and she put one hand behind her to hold Kinsley’s head in place while she rode me.

The night blurred into a series of shared kisses, soft gasps, and hushed moans. We rotated who touched whom without needing to talk. Zoey leaned over to kiss Kinsley, their mouths meeting while Zoey still moved on my cock. Kinsley’s hand reached down between her thighs and found where she wanted it, fingers rubbing Zoey’s clit while she rode. Zoey’s moans turned sharper, her rhythm faltering for a second before she forced it back into motion.

When Zoey shifted off me, she moved to the side and pulled Kinsley closer, guiding her into position. Kinsley ended up on her back, knees bent, legs opening with a visible hesitation before she made herself relax. Zoey knelt between Kinsley’s thighs, then leaned down and kissed Kinsley again, keeping her calm. I slid in closer, lining myself up. Zoey’s hand moved to Kinsley’s knee, pushing it wider, and her other hand reached down to spread Kinsley’s pussy lips, checking that Kinsley was wet enough. Kinsley’s eyes fluttered, and she nodded without speaking.

I pushed into Kinsley slowly. The first inch made her tense, fingers grabbing at the sheet. Zoey kept kissing her, murmuring close to her mouth without clear words. I held still, letting Kinsley adjust, then eased in further, centimeter by centimeter. Kinsley’s face pinched, then softened as the discomfort eased. When I was fully inside, she let out a breath that sounded like relief mixed with need.

Zoey shifted up along Kinsley’s body and brought her mouth to one of Kinsley’s breasts. She kissed around the nipple, then took it between her lips and sucked. Kinsley’s back arched. One hand went to Zoey’s hair, fingers threading through it, holding her there. I started thrusting, careful and controlled, pulling out slowly and pushing back in, watching Kinsley’s reactions. Her thighs shook around my hips. Zoey’s hand slipped between Kinsley’s legs to rub her clit in time with my thrusts, giving Kinsley something sharp to focus on. Kinsley’s mouth fell open, eyes squeezed shut, breath coming fast.

At another point, Zoey pulled Kinsley up and turned her, guiding her onto her knees. Kinsley planted her hands on the sheets, shoulders trembling. Zoey pressed close behind her, kissing along her spine, then reaching around to cup Kinsley’s breasts from behind, fingers circling her nipples. I knelt behind them, positioning myself. Zoey guided my cock to Kinsley’s entrance with her hand, then kept her palm there as I pushed in again, steady and slow. Kinsley’s head dropped, her hair falling forward as she took me. Zoey’s other hand moved down to rub Kinsley’s clit from underneath, fingers slick.

Zoey watched closely when we shifted again, sometimes parting our bodies with her hands to see, sometimes pulling us together tighter. She wasn’t distant. She stayed involved, mouth on Kinsley, then on me, kissing me while I was still inside Kinsley, her tongue pushing into my mouth as if she wanted to share everything. When Zoey brought her lips to my cock, she did it briefly, just enough to make me jerk and breathe hard, then she moved back to Kinsley, keeping Kinsley close and open.

Eventually, the tension peaked, and we surrendered to it. Zoey climbed back onto me, taking my cock deep again, riding harder now, her thighs working, her hands braced on my shoulders. Kinsley knelt beside us, one hand on Zoey’s hip, the other on my chest, as if she needed both of us under her palms. Zoey’s face tightened, and her body locked for a second. She clenched around me, pussy gripping my cock hard as she moaned my name. Her hips kept moving through it, short, desperate thrusts that milked me.

Kinsley’s hand intertwined with mine, fingers lacing tight. She breathed heavily, her body trembling as Zoey reached down to touch her again, fingers sliding between Kinsley’s legs and rubbing her clit in quick circles. Kinsley’s mouth opened in a silent gasp at first, then a broken sound as she came, thighs shaking, knees threatening to give out until she braced herself against the mattress. Her face flushed deeper, eyes wet, chest heaving.

The contraction of Zoey’s orgasm and Kinsley’s shaking pushed me over. I thrust up into Zoey one more time and came, cum pulsing inside her. Zoey groaned, leaning forward until her breasts pressed against my chest, her hair falling into my face. My hand gripped her hip hard enough to leave a mark. I held her there while the last pulses faded, cock twitching inside her.

By the end, we were a sweaty, blissed-out jumble of limbs, hearts pounding in unison. Zoey slid off me carefully, lifting her weight so my softening cock slipped free. Cum leaked from her pussy onto her inner thigh as she settled back down between us. Kinsley collapsed onto her side, knees drawn slightly in, then stretched out again when Zoey tugged her closer.

After the final wave of pleasure passed, we collapsed together on the tangled sheets, the lamp casting gentle shadows across our flushed skin. Zoey was in the middle, Kinsley to her right, me on the left. Zoey’s arm reached across both of us, hand resting on Kinsley’s stomach while her foot brushed against my calf.

None of us spoke for a while. Our breathing filled the quiet, uneven at first, then slowly leveling out. Kinsley gave a little laugh, the sound shaky like she didn’t know if she was allowed to laugh after that. “I can’t believe we actually did that. It’s so... insane.”

Zoey smiled lazily, eyes half-lidded. “Good insane or bad insane?”

Kinsley’s cheeks flared pink again. She looked down at their hands tangled together, then back up. “Definitely good insane.”

I squeezed both their hands, pressing my thumb over Kinsley’s knuckles and then over Zoey’s fingers. “I’m with you on that.”

We lay there until exhaustion had us drifting toward sleep. Zoey shifted first, pushing herself up on an elbow, hair stuck to her cheek. She glanced toward the bathroom, then back at us. Eventually, she insisted on a quick rinse in the shower. I followed, legs unsteady when I stood. Kinsley joined in last, hesitating at the doorway before stepping in with us.

Under the spray, we stood close, bodies still flushed. Zoey reached for the soap first, then slid it into my hand. I lathered it between my palms and smoothed it over Zoey’s shoulders and down her arms, rinsing with my hands as water ran over. Kinsley took a turn, rubbing soap along Zoey’s back, then down her waist, fingers careful where Zoey was sensitive. Zoey returned it, washing Kinsley’s breasts, thumbs circling Kinsley’s nipples briefly before she rinsed them clean. I ran soap down Kinsley’s stomach and hips, then between her thighs, gentle but thorough, rinsing her with my palm and fingers until the slickness was gone. Zoey washed me next, hands sliding over my chest and down my stomach, then cupping my balls and running her fingers along my cock until it was clean, rinsing everything away. Kinsley reached for my arm and washed it herself, then my shoulder, her touch still shy but steadier than before. We stayed there until the heat and the contact made our eyelids heavy, then stepped out together, drying off with whatever towels we could grab, still warm with affection as we went back toward the bed. 

By the time we finally made our way back to bed, my eyes were heavy. Tomorrow was day three of the tournament, and I had no idea how we’d muster the energy. But in that moment, I felt closer to Zoey and Kinsley than ever before. In the hush of the night, it was easy to imagine everything would work out fine. 


Chapter 9

I woke to Zoey’s alarm at sunrise, still in her bed with Kinsley dozing on my arm. My entire body felt relaxed in a way I’d never quite experienced before, although a small twinge reminded me we had a big day ahead. 

When we finally peeled ourselves up, we rushed to get dressed. Zoey got her gear bag, Kinsley found her bikini uniform, and I pocketed my camera battery to make sure it was fully charged. Outside, the morning sky had a soft pink hue. Brynn and Presley were already loading up the van, looking impatient. 

“Come on, you three,” Presley barked in a lighthearted scold. “We have to warm up before Tampa gets on the court.” She didn’t even ask why the three of us came outside together at the same time, though the knowing look she flashed me didn’t go unnoticed. 

The ride to the beach was tense. Tampa’s team was rumored to be unstoppable. Win or lose, this would be the final match of the local tournament for The Aces—if we won, we’d be champions; if we lost, we’d be done. 

At the main court, the crowd was bigger than ever, with local vendors and fans thronging the sidelines. Bill directed some last-minute sponsor tasks, wearing a baseball cap over his balding head, sweat beading at his temples. He shook my hand. “One more day, Owen. Let’s make it a good one.” 

I nodded, focusing on the camera as the girls warmed up. Tampa’s team looked well-coordinated and tall—a pair of towering blockers could match Brynn’s height at the net easily, and their back-court passer appeared quick. 

The opening serve was rough. Tampa took the first four points almost effortlessly, leaving The Aces scrambling. Brynn and Zoey fought back with some big hits, but they had trouble containing Tampa’s cross-court spikes. The scoreboard soon showed a big lead for Tampa. 

I kept snapping pictures, heart sinking a little each time The Aces lost a point. Tension thickened on the sand. Even the fans felt it. By the first set’s end, Tampa won 25-17. 

Presley attempted to rally the team for the second set, but it went similarly. Our side tried new serving strategies, adjusting positioning, but Tampa had an answer for every tactic. They were simply the stronger squad that day. The second set ended 25-19. 

The final whistle blew, and that was it—Tampa advanced, and The Aces were officially out of the tournament. A hush came over our group. A pocket of local fans cheered for The Aces anyway, offering supportive applause, but it was subdued. Brynn looked crushed, hands on her knees, breathing heavily. Zoey pulled Kinsley into a quick hug to comfort her. Presley did her best to remain stoic, shaking hands across the net with a sportsmanlike nod. 

I snapped a few respectful photos. The girls walked off the sand quietly, grabbing towels and water. 

In the aftermath, we regrouped under a small canopy near the concession stands. Kinsley wiped tears from her eyes. “We tried so hard,” she said. 

Zoey sighed, leaning on me. “They were just better.” 

Brynn’s jaw was clenched. She wasn’t crying, but she stared off at nothing, her fists pushing against her hips. Finally, Presley put a hand on Brynn’s shoulder. “We’ll get them next time.” 

Brynn just nodded shortly, swallowing hard. “Yeah.” 

We gathered our belongings and trudged back to the van. Bill offered some consoling words about how proud the town was and how everyone loved the energy The Aces brought. But the sting of defeat lingered. 

Once back at the beach house, the tension in the van carried inside. Everyone was quiet. Brynn and Presley left to get some fresh air on the balcony, while Zoey and Kinsley sulked in the living room, flipping through sports replays on TV. 

I went to find Brynn after a few minutes, suspecting she might need a private moment. Turning the corner to the upstairs hallway, I saw her step into the bathroom and leave the door slightly ajar. 

I knocked softly, pushing it open a crack. “Brynn?” 

She stood in front of the mirror with her sports bra still on and her bikini bottoms sitting low on her hips, staring at herself like she was trying to force the frustration out through her own eyes. Her shoulders were lifted a little, held tight. One hand rested on the counter while the other hovered near her stomach, fingers flexing once and then going still. She didn’t look away from her reflection at first. Then her gaze shifted, meeting mine through the glass.

“Hey.”

I stepped in and pulled the door shut behind me, turning the lock with my thumb until it clicked. I stayed close to the door for a beat, watching her posture and the way she kept her breathing controlled like she didn’t want it to break. “You doing okay?”

She lifted one shoulder in a shallow shrug and let it drop. Her mouth flattened before she spoke. “No. I hate losing.”

I crossed the small space between us and set a hand on her shoulder. I kept my palm light, fingers spread, not pressing down. Her skin felt warm under my hand, and the muscles there were tight. “You guys played your hearts out. Tampa’s just ridiculously good.”

She shut her eyes as if the words hit something sore. Her head tilted forward a little, chin dipping. “I know. It’s just…” She paused, then took a breath that shook near the end, like she couldn’t fully control it. “I was so hyped. Even though we did well the first two days, it feels like it doesn’t matter because we’re out now.”

My chest tightened at the way she said out, like it was a door slamming. I slid my hand from her shoulder to the back of her neck, thumb resting near her hairline. “It matters. You gave this town a boost. People from all over came to watch you. That’s a win in its own right.”

Her eyes opened again. She stared at herself for a second, then turned to face me, pivoting at the hips. The shift brought her close enough that my hand had to move with her, settling on her upper back to keep contact. Her eyes flicked to the door, then back up to my face. Her throat worked as she swallowed.

“I need a distraction again. Please.”

The plea came out rough, like she’d been holding it in. I didn’t move right away. I watched her expression, the wet shine clinging at the edges of her eyes, the way her fingers curled against the counter and then released. Her breathing was fast, shallow. My voice came out quieter. “Are you sure?”

She nodded once, firm, and reached for my hand. She wrapped her fingers around mine and guided it from her upper back down to her waist. Her grip wasn’t hard, but it was steady, like she needed the contact to anchor her. She stepped closer until her stomach brushed mine. “Just… help me breathe again.”

I swallowed. My pulse thumped hard enough that I felt it in my throat. I let her lead without rushing, letting her set the pace. She shifted my hand lower, sliding it over the curve of her hip. Her other hand came up to my chest for balance, palm flat, fingers splayed against my shirt.

She pushed my hand between her thighs, guiding me to the center of her bikini bottoms. The overhead light made everything clear and blunt, no softness to hide behind. We were alone, the lock between us and everyone else. Brynn leaned back against the sink, bracing herself with her forearms for a second, then letting her hands climb up to my shoulders. She looked up at me like she was asking permission even after she’d already asked.

I slipped my fingers under the edge of her bikini bottoms, not yanking them down, just pulling the fabric to the side enough to expose her. My fingertips met her pussy, already warm and damp. She drew in a quick breath through her teeth, hips twitching forward before she forced herself to stay still. I adjusted my stance, feet set wider so I could stay close without crowding her. My thumb brushed the inside of her thigh once, then I focused where she wanted me.

I slid my index finger along her slit, slow and direct, feeling the slickness gather and coat my skin. Her hands tightened on my shoulders. Her eyes shut again, and her head tipped back an inch before she caught herself and pressed her chin down. I traced small circles with my fingertip at her clit, testing pressure, watching her face for the smallest reaction. Her lips parted.

She let out a soft gasp, then another breath that sounded like it caught halfway. “That’s it,” she whispered, voice thin. The words came out like she was trying not to say more, like she didn’t want to fall apart.

I kept the circles steady, not teasing, not stopping, and brought my middle finger in to join the first. I ran the pads of my fingers down and then back up, spreading her wetness, then returned to her clit with firmer pressure. Her hips made a small forward roll against my hand. I followed instead of resisting, keeping my fingers in contact so she didn’t lose it.

Her grip shifted. One hand slid from my shoulder to the back of my neck, pulling me closer. The other stayed on my shoulder, fingers digging into the fabric of my shirt. She pressed her back harder to the sink, as if she needed something solid behind her. Her breathing turned ragged, uneven, the kind she’d been begging for, something that wasn’t about the game, wasn’t about the loss.

I moved my hand again, separating the bikini bottoms a little more with my knuckles so I could get better access. The fabric bunched at her hip. My index finger traveled down, pressing at her entrance. She shuddered, knees bending slightly, and she nodded without opening her eyes, like she was giving the go-ahead.

I pushed one finger into her pussy, slow enough to feel the tightness give and then take me in. She made a sound that wasn’t a word and pressed her forehead toward my shoulder without quite touching. I slid my finger deeper until my knuckle met her, then eased out partway and back in, building a rhythm that matched her breathing. She held onto me and let herself move, hips rocking forward to meet each push.

I kept my thumb on her clit, rubbing in small, consistent circles while I fingered her. The combination made her legs tense. She squeezed my shoulder and pulled at my neck again, bringing my face close to hers. Her eyes opened briefly, glassy, then shut hard.

Gradually she lifted one leg, bending her knee and setting her foot on the edge of the tub. The shift opened her hips, gave me a clearer angle. She steadied herself with one hand braced against my chest now, fingers curling in my shirt. With her leg raised, her bikini bottoms were pulled tighter to the side, exposing more of her pussy. I adjusted immediately, stepping in closer so I didn’t have to reach. My forearm brushed her thigh as I re-positioned my hand.

I added a second finger, sliding it into her alongside the first. She tensed for a moment, then opened, taking me in. Her head dropped forward, and she pressed her forehead against mine. Her lips stayed parted, breath spilling out in short bursts. I curled my fingers slightly inside her, feeling her react, her muscles tightening around me. She made quiet, broken moans that came and went, never loud, but loaded with need.

I leaned in and kissed the side of her neck, not lingering in a drawn-out way, just contact, then another kiss a little higher. Her skin jumped under my mouth. She turned her face toward me, like she wanted more, then stilled with her forehead against mine again, as if she didn’t want to risk losing control before she got what she needed.

My fingers kept working. In and out, then curling, then steady pressure, while my thumb stayed at her clit. Her hips rocked forward harder now. She wasn’t careful anymore. She used my hand like it was the only thing in the room that mattered. The frustration that had been clenched in her posture started to drain out through her body, replaced by something sharper and more urgent. She clung to me with both hands, using me to hold herself up.

Her breathing hitched, then stuttered. Her thighs tensed around my wrist. She squeezed my arm, nails pressing through the fabric of my sleeve into skin. Her face tightened, and her mouth opened on a silent gasp, like the sound wouldn’t come out fast enough.

I didn’t slow down. I kept the same rhythm, keeping contact on her clit, keeping my fingers inside her moving in a way that made her whole body react. Brynn’s hips jerked once, then again, and then her whole body went rigid for a beat. Her orgasm hit with a long shudder that ran from her raised leg through her stomach and into her shoulders. She shook, breath caught and held, then released in a broken exhale. Her pussy clenched hard around my fingers, pulsing, and she grabbed my arm like she needed to keep me there while it passed.

She trembled as it rolled through her. Her raised leg wobbled, and she tightened her hold on my neck to steady herself. I kept my hand in place until the worst of it eased, then slowed my fingers, still inside her, still touching her clit but gentler now, letting her come down without dropping her too fast. Her head stayed pressed to mine, eyes shut, brow no longer tight with anger but with the aftershock.

We stayed like that for a moment, her arms wound around my neck, our faces close enough that our breaths mixed. Her shoulders lowered slowly as the tension drained out. Her grip loosened, fingers sliding from a tight clutch to a resting hold.

Eventually she exhaled again, longer this time, and her eyes opened. They still glistened with leftover emotion, but her face looked calmer, like the sharp edge had been filed down. “Thanks,” she said quietly, voice still a little rough.

I eased my fingers out of her pussy, slow, making sure she was steady. I let the bikini fabric fall back into place and wiped my fingertips lightly against the inside edge of her bikini bottoms, then kept my hands to myself. I kissed her forehead, brief and simple. “Anything you need.”

She gave me a small grateful smile. Her leg came down from the edge carefully, foot landing on the floor, knees flexing once as she tested her balance. She pulled the strap of her sports bra back up where it had slipped and adjusted it until it sat right. Her fingers went to her bikini bottoms next, tugging the sides back into place and smoothing the fabric over her hips. She checked herself in the mirror in a quick glance, not vanity, just making sure she looked normal enough to step out.

I moved to the door first, hand on the lock. She took a breath, squared her shoulders, and came to stand beside me. I opened the door, and we both stepped out into the hallway. 

“Let’s get some pizza,” Brynn said, her voice a little steadier. “I need comfort food.” 

In the living room, Zoey had already proposed the same plan, “Let’s just order a bunch of pizzas and chill.” Presley and Kinsley agreed, and soon enough, we were feasting on cheese, pepperoni, and veggie pies around the coffee table. The mood lifted slightly, the sting of the loss giving way to friendly banter and full stomachs. 

Zoey found a streaming service with some goofy comedy. We flicked it on, and eventually, we all lay sprawled on couches and beanbags, letting ourselves laugh at dumb jokes. By the time the second movie started, Kinsley was nodding off. She curled up next to me, resting her head on my lap. Zoey was on the other side, drifting in and out of sleep, and Presley texted someone quietly while Brynn scrolled her phone. 

One by one, we dozed off in the flickering glow of the TV, the weight of the tournament’s end finally giving us permission to relax. 


Chapter 10 

I woke to sunlight peeking through the living room blinds. At some point in the night, someone had killed the TV. A couple of empty pizza boxes lay on the floor, half-crumpled paper plates everywhere. I gently slipped out from under Kinsley’s head. She stirred but didn’t fully wake. 

Zoey was already up, rummaging in the kitchen. She must’ve noticed me stirring because she beckoned me over with a tilt of her head. I walked across the living room, stepping gingerly around Brynn’s feet as she snored softly. 

I found Zoey making coffee, her blonde hair a messy halo around her face. “Morning,” she said, handing me a mug with a tired smile. “We’re out of creamer, so you get it black.” 

“No problem,” I murmured, taking a sip. The warm bitterness jolted me to full awareness. We stood there quietly, letting the soft hum of the coffee machine fill the silence. 

Finally, Zoey looked at me. “Let’s go for a walk on the beach. Everyone else is still asleep or half-awake.” 

I followed her out the back door, coffee mugs in hand. The sun was rising higher, lighting up the shore with a pastel glow. We walked barefoot in the sand, letting gentle waves lap at our ankles. The salty air was refreshing after the stale dryness of the living room. 

Zoey took a longer sip of her coffee and glanced at me. “So, how are you feeling about... all of this? The relationships, I mean.” 

I exhaled. “It’s been incredible, but also complicated. I’ve been meaning to ask you about Brynn, actually.” 

Zoey wore a knowing expression. “You and Brynn have definitely crossed lines, haven’t you?” 

I nodded. “Yeah. I wanted your take. She’s intense, but I like her. I don’t want to hide it from Kinsley, but I also don’t want to overload her.” 

Zoey walked a few steps in silence, letting the foam of a small wave wash over her feet. “I can’t tell you exactly what to do. Kinsley’s a sweetheart, but she’s also grown up enough to hear the truth. If it feels right, you should tell her. But it’s your call.” 

I blew out a breath, tension lifting a fraction. “Thanks. I appreciate your understanding.” 

She bumped her shoulder into mine playfully. “Hey, we’re all consenting adults. As long as we treat each other right, it can work.” 

We strolled back up the beach, finishing our coffee. I reflected on how unexpectedly close I’d grown to all of them. Even though the tournament was done, there was still a future for The Aces and for me. 

Back at the house, Brynn was lacing her running shoes at the front door. She flashed me a look of invitation. “I’m going for a jog to the pier. You in?” 

I set down my empty coffee mug. “Sure, let me grab my shoes.” 

We headed out the door, leaving Zoey and the others to cleanup duties. The morning air was crisp, the ocean breeze gentle on our skin. Brynn and I jogged side by side, a steady pace that matched the cadence of the traffic along the coastal highway. 

We reached the pier in about fifteen minutes, breathing a bit heavily but feeling good. A handful of early anglers were setting up their fishing poles. Seagulls circled overhead, eyeing the water for breakfast. The large banner from the local BBQ joint was still hanging near the pier entrance, leftover from the tournament promotions. 

Inside the small open-air barbecue shack, we spotted the owner—an older man in a trucker cap—arranging chairs. He recognized Brynn from the local coverage. “Hey, you gave us a great show this weekend!” he called, grinning widely. 

Brynn smiled, though I sensed that little pang of disappointment in her eyes about the loss. “Glad the tournament helped.” 

He patted the banner. “Business was booming. We had more customers the past three days than we usually get all month. I hope they run more tournaments like that.” 

I chimed in. “I think the city wants to. You might see more events soon.” 

He offered us a couple of bottled waters, which we thanked him for. Then we continued the jog to the end of the pier, sipping water along the way. At the railing, we paused, leaning side by side to watch small waves crash below. 

Brynn took a slow breath, staring out. “It’s so peaceful out here. Almost weird after all that competitive energy.” 

I nodded. “Yep. It’s like a whole different world.” 

She turned to me, hesitating. A soft smile tugged at her lips. “You asked me once if I was okay with your arrangement with Zoey... and now presumably Kinsley, too.” She lightly drummed her fingers on the railing. “I’m not used to sharing, but I don’t hate it. It’s just... new.” 

I placed a hand on hers. “Same here. I never expected to feel drawn to all of you in different ways. But I can’t deny it’s happening.” 

Brynn’s eyes softened. She glanced around the pier—nobody was paying attention—then leaned in and kissed me. A gentle, lingering press of her lips. Heat blossomed in my chest; I returned the kiss, letting the ocean breeze whip around us. 

When we broke apart, she smiled. “Okay,” she said softly. 

“Okay,” I repeated, returning the smile. 

We walked back across the pier, talking through random details—upcoming training opportunities, potential sponsor gigs, how Bill might want to push the brand. My mind kept returning to how simple and good it felt. 

Eventually, we arrived back at the beach house. The midday sun was already intensifying. We found Zoey, Kinsley, and Presley setting up a small net in the sand behind the house. It looked like a casual scrimmage. 

“You guys want to play?” Presley waved us over. 

Brynn grinned at me, squinting in the sun. “Let’s do it.” 

We kicked off our sneakers and joined the mini-volleyball session. It was all in fun—no real positions, just friendly hits and laughter. Zoey faked a spike at me, and I dramatically threw myself to the sand, missing the dig on purpose just to hear them laugh. Kinsley served a few balls that Presley couldn’t return. Brynn soared high, trying to relive some of that unstoppable match energy. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket mid-play. I held up a quick “time out” gesture, fishing it out. It was Bill on the line. “Hey, guys!” I called, trotting away a few steps. “It’s Bill.” 

I answered, and his enthusiastic voice boomed in my ear. “Owen, let me talk to all of you.” I put it on speaker, and the girls gathered around. 

“You’re on speaker,” I said. 

“I just got out of a meeting with the city council,” Bill said, excitement evident in his tone. “They’re thrilled with the turnout. Even though we didn’t take first place, the crowds were huge, and local businesses did great. They want to organize another event in a few months. Possibly a Southeastern circuit that includes bigger sponsors.” 

My eyes snapped to the girls, who all looked pleasantly surprised. Presley asked, “Bigger sponsors, Bill? You mean we’ll have a budget to travel more?” 

“Exactly,” Bill replied. “Hotels, nicer gear, maybe a new net for the house. That kind of thing.” 

Zoey bounced on the balls of her feet. “That’s amazing!” 

Brynn’s eyes lit up, fresh confidence streaming in. Kinsley clapped softly, hugging my arm. 

“So keep training,” Bill concluded. “We need to capitalize on this momentum. The Aces can really become the face of this growing circuit. That includes you too, Owen—your photos are turning into our best PR tool.” 

I felt a flush of pride. “I’m all in, Bill.” 

We hung up, and the girls erupted into excited chatter. Even though we’d lost the tournament, we’d won the hearts of the local fans and sparked new interest for the future. 

“Group hug!” Zoey cried. We all joined in a big celebratory huddle, sweat and sunscreen and sand mingling. 

Presley smiled, ruffling Kinsley’s hair. “We have a bright future, kids.” 

We took a final break and grabbed water from the cooler on the deck. Brynn pulled me aside for a quick word. Her expression was tender, her brow relaxed—so different from the tension she’d carried yesterday. “Hey, so... about us.” 

I squeezed her hand gently. “We’ll figure it out, step by step.” 

She pressed her lips together in a soft smile. “Yeah, step by step.” 

Just then, Zoey and Kinsley poked their heads over from the deck. “Come on, you two. Let’s play another round. Losers do dish duty tonight.” 

Brynn laughed, peeling off her sweaty T-shirt to reveal her sports bra, then jogged out onto the sand. I joined, catching Zoey’s eye. She winked in that reassuring way that said everything was fine. 

The four of us picked up where we left off—volleying, diving, laughing in the sunshine. Presley eventually joined in, subbing in for Zoey so we could rotate and keep the energy high. 

The day slipped into a warm, cheerful blur, punctuated by jokes and gentle teasing. When the sun dipped lower, painting the sky in pink and gold, we finally packed up the net and returned to the patio for a well-deserved rest. 

I settled into a deck chair, gazing at the horizon. The waves lapped steadily, and the air was cool on my skin. Brynn and Presley stood at the railing, sipping drinks. Zoey and Kinsley shared the lounger opposite me, leaning on each other shoulder to shoulder. 

After a moment, Zoey looked over, capturing my gaze. “Owen,” she said softly, “I’m really glad you’re here with us.” 

Kinsley smiled in agreement, resting her head against Zoey’s. “Me too.” 

Brynn and Presley turned around, hearing the exchange. “He’s a keeper,” Presley teased, raising her glass. 

I exhaled, a deep, satisfied sense of belonging filling me. “I’m glad I’m here, too.” 

There was a lot to look forward to: new tournaments, bigger sponsors, more traveling. But for now, it felt right just to be in this moment, with this makeshift family we’d built on love for the sport—and for each other. 

As the sun slipped below the horizon and the first stars appeared overhead, I realized that what started as a simple job—taking photos for The Aces—had become so much more. And I couldn’t wait to see what the future held for all of us.


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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