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Chapter 1

‘You gotta get over her, Keith.’ I’m sitting in front of the TV, eating a bag of chips and wearing a t-shirt and sweatpants that I haven’t changed in three days.

‘Leave me alone, man. I just want to languish in peace.’ I say as I flip through the channels and grab another handful of chips. It’s been almost a month since my girlfriend left and I’ve never been more miserable in my life.

‘She wasn’t that great. I mean, I think you can do better.’ My roommate Ellis is trying to cheer me up but it’s not working and I’m just getting annoyed.

‘We’d been together since high school, I thought she was the one. She…’ He cuts me off.

‘Hey, stop! It’s the football game.’ I throw the remote control at him and he ducks just in time as it grazes the top of his head. ‘Ouch. What the fuck, man?’

‘I’m pouring my heart out to you and you want to watch the football game? You don’t even like football and Sun Valley has the worst team in the country.’ I take a drink and belch, earning a dirty look from Ellis. ‘Come on. It’s objectively terrible.’

‘I know, but I like that.’ He says, pointing at the TV.

‘What? The cheerleaders?’ I get up to grab another beer. ‘Want something to drink?’

‘No, I’m good.’ He mumbles, his attention clearly elsewhere. I walk into the kitchen and realize that I’m out of booze.

‘Shit. Wanna drive me to the grocery store?’ I shout out. I’m in no shape to drive anywhere and stumble back into the living room as Ellis drools at the TV.

‘Can you imagine being that guy?’ He says as he points at the male cheerleader hoisting one of the women over his head. ‘You get to rub all over these fine ass chicks every day.’ I squint at the TV and realize I know the guy he’s talking about.

‘Wait, that’s Russell. He and I were good friends in high school.’

‘Really? He has got to be the luckiest dude in the world.’ We watch as he throws one of the women in the air and catches her easily, his face buried in her tits as he gently sets her down on the ground.

‘Well, I don’t think he really gives a shit. He’s gay.’

‘Fuck, that’s like a blind guy working in a strip club.’ I lean back in on the sofa and realize that it’s been years since I spoke with Russell. Maybe I’ll give him a call later today and see how he’s doing. It would be nice to reconnect with him and it’s possible that he’s heard something from Michelle- they were pretty good friends at one point.

That thought drifts out of my mind as my eyes follow the gorgeous redhead that appears to be leading the group and I feel myself relax slightly as they run through the routine. The girls are hot, like smoking and I imagine what they would be like in bed and then I realize that I haven’t thought about Michelle in fifteen minutes and it feels really good.

‘Oh shit! Did you see that?’ Ellis jumps up and I realize that while I was zoned out, I missed whatever it was that he’s talking about.

‘What? What happened?’ I ask as I stare blankly at the TV.

‘That guy you know. It looks like he just totally broke his leg in half.’

‘Fuck. That sucks.’ The camera moves to the sideline and the entire squad is huddled around him. The camera pans back to the start of the second half as the medics load him onto a stretcher and wheel him off the field. The opposing team kicks off and I lose all interest in what’s happening on the screen and turn my attention back to my roommate.

‘Can you drive me to the grocery store?’


Chapter 2

I’ve got a massive headache, but I woke up this morning feeling slightly less depressed and possibly at some sort of turning point where I’m ready to move on with my life. My ex was everything to me. We had been together forever and she’s the only woman I’d ever had sex with. The worst part of the whole thing was how unexpected the breakup was. We were fine. Everything was fine and then suddenly, BOOM- it wasn’t.

She did it via text message and I think that out of all of the misery she caused, that was the most painful part. Five years together and she didn’t think I deserved better than that? it just fucking hurt.

Like so bad.

Ellis is right. They’re all right. I need to just get on with it and I’m going to start that process by reconnecting with an old friend.

Hey man, I saw what happened yesterday. I type, then freeze, not sure what to say next. Russell and I were buddies. We competed in gymnastics together and hung out, but we drifted apart after we started college. I’m awful at writing stuff like this, but figure something’s better than nothing, right? Let me know which hospital you’re at and I’ll drop by for a visit. We can catch up.

I put down the phone and attempt to bring my focus back to my school project. I’m midway through my junior year and if I can’t pull my shit together, all of the work I’ve put into my engineering degree so far is out the window. I just need to get this done and then I can relax during the winter break and try to get my life back on track.

My phone buzzes and I grab it instinctively and take a look at the screen.

Heyyyy Keith! I was just thinking about you the other day. I’m at Fulton Memorial, in room 1683. Come by for a visit- please, please, please!

I smile as I put the device down and attempt to get back to my work but fail miserably and decide to just let it go for today. I have another week and I think I can manage to crank it out, but I need to do something fun and while going to the hospital isn’t normally my definition of fun, seeing an old friend is.

‘Keithie!!’ Russell shouts out as I enter his room. His leg is suspended from a hook attached to a rail jutting over the bed and even though I’ve seen plenty of injuries like this before, I hate that it’s happened to him.

‘Hey man. I’d give you a hug but I don’t want to get tangled up.’ I reach out and grab his hand and pull a nearby chair closer. I started doing gymnastics when I was a kid and was really good at it. I was one of the only guys on the team in high school and Russell and I were best friends. When he came out of the closet, a lot of the other guys gave him a hard time, but I didn’t give a shit. Who he fucked was none of my business and he had always been there for me, so I would be there for him.

‘What have you been doing? How’s Michelle?’ His question is like a punch in the gut and my mood immediately shifts. His expression drops and he raises his eyebrow in disbelief. ‘Fuck. Really?’

‘Yeah, like a month ago.’ I say, hoping that’s the last word on this particular topic. Time to change the subject. ‘So, how are you? I had no idea you were cheering now.’

‘Well, we haven’t exactly kept in touch.’ He says and I feel terrible about it. ‘It’s my fault, too. Things happen, right?’

‘Yeah, things happen. What are you studying?’ We chat for a while and I’m so caught up in our conversation that I don’t notice when a gorgeous woman enters the room. Russell’s expression immediately changes and a smile brightens his face.

‘Hey girl!’ Russell shouts out and she comes closer, giving me a shy wave before circling her arms awkwardly around Russell. She leans over and I get a look at her tight, round ass. I’m openly gawking and Russell notices, but when she turns around, I manage to shift my attention to a flower arrangement next to his bed. She glares at me, clearly not thrilled with my presence and I wonder if it’s time for me to leave.

‘Jordan, this is Keith. He and I used to date.’ Russell starts laughing as he introduces us and I shake my head furiously, feeling a flush creeping into my cheeks. ‘Joking, he was always way too hot for me.’

‘Well, I, uh…’ I stutter as her expression changes suddenly and she smiles warmly. I stand up and offer her my seat. ‘It’s getting late, I should probably…’ I point towards the door, feeling both incredibly awkward and disgustingly horny as I stare at her.

‘No, don’t go. We were just catching up.’ Russell’s eyes brighten and he grabs Jordan’s hand. ‘I just had the best idea. Keith could fill in for me while I recuperate. The doctor said that it’s not career ending and I should be able to get back to training in a month or two.’

‘What? I mean, uh-’ I stutter, not exactly sure about what he’s proposing.

‘He and I did gymnastics together and he’s fabulous. Even better than me.’ Russell says, trying to sell me to Jordan as she turns around and takes a good look at me. I remember seeing her on TV, but in real life she’s even more beautiful. Her reddish hair is pulled back into a ponytail and the freckles that dot her face run down her neck and cover the tops of her full breasts that peek out of a provocatively low cut tank top.

She’s fucking gorgeous.

I swallow as I think about what I saw him doing on the field and what it must be like to be that close to women as hot as Jordan. She smiles at me and returns her attention to my friend, clearly not happy with his suggestion.

‘The competition is coming up in March, Russell. We should probably find someone with experience.’ Her blue eyes sparkle as she takes another look at me and I suddenly feel self conscious about the weight I’ve put on over the past month.

‘Look, I’ll be ready in time for the competition. I’m starting physical therapy in a week. I just need someone to fill in for me.’ Russell looks panicked and I can tell how much this means to him.

‘I’m game if you are.’ I say to Jordan and she crosses her arms, squeezing her tits together and causing all of the blood in my body to immediately rush to my dick. She bites her full lip and shrugs as she eyes me and I can tell that she’s not as averse to the idea as she was in the beginning.

‘I’ll ask the girls and see what they say. Ok?’ She offers hesitantly before leaning over and giving Russell a kiss on the cheek. ‘They all send their love and Sam and Carly said they’d be by tomorrow.’ Jordan squeezes Russell’s hand and gives me a wave before walking out. My eyes follow her tight body as she leaves.

‘You can thank me later.’ Russell says as he breaks into a fit of laughter.

‘You’re serious about this?’ I ask, assuming that this whole thing is some kind of a joke. ‘I have exactly zero experience with anything like this.’

‘It’s fine. Look,’ He leans closer. ‘I have a scholarship…’

‘There are scholarships for cheerleading?’ I scoff and Russell looks pissed.

‘Yes there are. The cheer squad is the only team in this miserable university that has ever won a national championship.’ He crosses his arms and I motion for him to continue. ‘What I was saying is that if I can’t get back to competition, they’ll nix my scholarship. I just need you to fill in for me so they don’t find a permanent replacement.’

‘I don’t know, Russell. This sounds really shady…’ I have my own problems right now and I don’t know if I want to get involved in his as well.

‘They just need someone who can fill in for a few weeks, ok? Do some lifts, flips whatever. You’ve done everything that you’ll be doing out there before.’ His mouth twists into a grin. ‘And the whole thing will be a lot easier if they think you’re gay.’

‘What!?’

‘Well, I mean…’ He sighs and I wait for him to explain. ‘You don’t have to, you know, but they’re more comfortable if they think you are. Do you know what I mean?’

I shake my head. This is not happening and as much as I like Russell and want to help him out, this feels like it’s going way over the line.

‘Just try it, ok. You don’t need to say anything, they’ll just assume and all you really need to do is keep your dick in your pants.’ He says, not helping his cause in any significant way.

‘Christ. I don’t think I can do this, dude.’ I respond, but being the sucker that I am, I cave.


Chapter 3

‘Hi, Keith?’ It’s the next day and I hear a woman’s voice from an unknown number on the other end of the line.

‘Yeah.’ She’s got the sexiest drawl I’ve ever heard and I suddenly remember that I’m expecting a call about the cheerleading bullshit.

‘This is Jordan- from the hospital.’ She prompts and I remember exactly who she is, how she looked and almost every detail about her down to the color her toenails were painted.

Pink.

‘Russell gave me your number and we were wondering if you could come in for a quick tryout- just to make sure that you’re going to fit in.’

‘Yeah, sure. Do you need me to bring anything?’ I ask as I take a guilty look at the papers piled on my desk.

‘No, just don’t be late.’ She hangs up without even saying goodbye and I roll my eyes. This chick is as hot as the surface of the sun, but I can already tell that she’s a total bitch. I know that I promised Russell I’d do this but I’m honestly not sure if it’s worth the hassle.

Is there anything I need to know before this next humiliation? I text Russell and put down my phone. I’ve got a huge headache and the last thing I want to do is try to remember how to properly execute a vault.

Look, they’re all really cool once you get to know them. The three head cheerleaders are who you’ll be dealing with and they’re total sweethearts.

I seriously doubt that, but throw the phone onto the kitchen counter and pop an aspirin before grabbing my keys and rushing through the door.

-----

I arrive at Montford Hall a few minutes early and head inside. A cascade of shouts and claps echo around the vaulted ceiling and I look around the large space for Jordan. She’s on the far end of the mats, supervising a few other girls and I wave before kicking off my shoes. The feeling of the soft vinyl surface beneath my feet is oddly comforting and I relax as I head in their direction.

‘Keith!’ She shouts out as she waves me over and I see her speaking with two other girls who are just as gorgeous. I break into a jog as I get closer, suddenly noticing the extra weight I’ve put on as I run. I’m out of breath when I reach them and my initial anxiety returns in full force as I feel them silently judging me.

‘Hi.’ I say, nodding at Jordan as the two other girls cover their mouths and giggle.

‘Hi Keith.’ She says as she gives me a once over. ‘This is Samantha.’ She points at a slim blonde girl, who gives me a half wave. ‘And this is Carly.’ This one’s a brunette, with dark brown eyes and huge tits that are practically falling out of her skimpy tank top. I try not to gape and give her a smile as she eyes me cautiously.

‘Would you be willing to do a demo for us?’ She asks, acting like I know what the hell that is.

‘Sorry, what’s that?’ Carly rolls her eyes and turns on her heel, clearly frustrated as she walks away.

‘You know,’ Jordan is slightly more patient and attempts to explain. ‘A few cartwheels, some flips, handstands, shit like that.’

‘Oh, oh- yeah.’ I reply, pulling off my sweatshirt as I position myself at the edge of the mat. It’s been at least three years since I’ve done any acrobatics and I’m feeling a lot of pressure as they stare at me, clearly expecting something spectacular. I remember what my coach told me when I first started competing: go over the routine in your head and then just fucking do it.

Just fucking do it.

Those words bounce around my skull as I think about the sequence I’m going to attempt. A triple flip into a handstand and finish with roundoff. A triple flip into a handstand, then a roundoff. The list runs through my mind as I stare at Jordan and smile, then take a few deep breaths.

I start running, working up my momentum as I speed across the mat. One flip, two flips…oof.

‘Fuuuck.’ I shout out as I fall on my back. I check my body for any breaks, moving my extremities one at a time. I sit up and feel a slight discomfort in my back, but I’m pretty sure I’m alright. I’ll need to get used to being in constant pain again if I want to do this.

‘I’m alright.’ I yell and wave at the girls. ‘One more try, ok? It’s been a while.’ I see Jordan nod and head back to the edge of the mat. My pride is wounded more than my body and I’m feeling incredibly humiliated about the whole exercise.

Fuck you, Russell.

I wave at the girls again and take a few deep breaths, visualizing the routine before getting into position. This time I manage to get through the full combination and bounce back onto my feet at the end. It’s definitely tougher than it was three years ago, but I’m happy to see that I’ve still got it.

Jordan jogs over to me and I’m surprised to see a smile curling her full lips.

‘Not bad. I can tell you’re a bit rusty, but we can work with that.’ She lifts up my shirt and takes a look at my burgeoning potbelly, frowning slightly. ‘We need to get you into the gym. Carly goes at 5am, you should join her tomorrow. We have practice from 7-9 in the morning, then 6-9 in the evening.’

I realize that I’m already agreeing, even though she never made a formal offer. When her hand squeezes my arm and she gives me a playful wink, I realize that saying no is not an option.

‘Ok.’ I reply and she winks at me, then links her arm through mine and pulls me towards the rest of the group. The looks on their faces tell me that they’re not convinced and even though I’m not either, I like the idea of being involved in something- it doesn’t hurt that I’ll be feeling up these hotties for a few hours every day, either.

‘Look,’ Jordan explains, trying to get the others to go along with her decision. ‘He’s not perfect, but he’s here.’ Her words aren’t making me feel great about this whole thing, but I wait for her to finish. ‘Russell should be back in action in a month or two and Keith is only filling in. It’s better than going through the entire tryout process to look for someone new.’

It’s working and I can tell that Sam and Carly are slowly coming around. Sam leans over to whisper something in Carly’s ear and they both start giggling uncontrollably.

‘Ok, fine. Let’s do it.’ Sam says, reluctance smothering her words, and I can’t believe that I’m actually agreeing to this.


Chapter 4

‘Come on Keith.’ It’s 6am and Carly is yelling at me as I run on the treadmill. It’s the first time I’ve worked out in about six months and my lungs feel like they’re going to implode. ‘One more minute.’ She ups the speed and I’m sprinting as my arms flail around and I try to keep up. She slams her hand on the big red button and I grab the handles as I catch my breath.

‘Good job, time for cooldown.’ She pulls her long dark hair out of its high ponytail and twists it into a low bun. It’s oddly fascinating to watch and I try not to stare as she strolls over to the mats.

The gym is mostly empty, except for a few early morning devotees and I join Carly, sitting with my legs spread as she leads me through a series of stretches.

‘So, Russell told us that you just had a nasty breakup.’ She gives me a slight frown as she says that and I shrug. ‘How long were you together?’

‘About five years.’ I say and she looks impressed.

‘That’s terrible. Does he go to school here?’ She asks and it takes me a few beats to process what she just said. I can’t fucking lie about this and decide to tell her the truth. Russell said that it wasn’t a deal breaker and I feel ridiculous not being completely honest about something like this.

‘No, uh, well…’ I start to correct her, but a huge muscle bound guy walks towards us and I trail off as her face twists into a look of annoyance.

‘Morning, Carly.’ He says, squatting down next to us on the mats. ‘Getting in some early reps?’ He gives her a smile, ignoring me completely as he preens in front of the mirror for a few beats before turning his attention back to her.

‘Yes.’ She rolls her eyes and winks at me. ‘Is there a reason why you’re interrupting us, Slade?’ I see his eyes drift towards his reflection in the mirror again and he flexes his bicep slightly. When he finally notices me, he gives me a cursory nod.

‘Just wanted to say hi. You have my contact info right?’ I can completely understand why he’s into Carly. Her body is insane and as she leans over, my line of sight is resting right on a pair of tight round tits that her way too small sports bra is barely containing. As she rests on her arms in an almost full split, I fantasize about getting between those thighs and can only imagine what she tastes like.

‘Yes, Slade. Can we finish our workout in peace, please?’ She says and the guy looks pissed, but immediately backs off.

‘Yeah, have a good one, alright.’ He nods at me before leaving and she shakes her head as she gets up and walks behind me to help me deepen my stretch.

‘God that guy is a dick.’ She whispers into my ear and the sensation causes my skin to pimple uncontrollably. When she rests her hands on my back I jump slightly, but relax as she helps me twist. ‘That was a rough fall you took yesterday. Are you feeling alright?’

‘Yeah, just a little stiff.’ I say, coughing slightly as I realize that’s not the only thing that’s stiff. ‘I should be better today, it’s just been a while, you know.’

‘I understand.’ She says as she reaches out her hand and helps me up. ‘Sorry if we were a little rough on you. We were just really upset after what happened to Russell.’

‘It’s no problem, he’s a good guy and seeing him like that was tough.’ I grab my bag and follow her out of the gym and towards Montford Hall.

‘So, we’ll go through the routine that we have so far. Luckily we were able to choreograph most of it before Russell’s injury. We’ll just need to teach you the steps. It’s going to be a lot of throwing and catching and a few flips, so I don’t think you’ll have too hard of a time.’ She rambles on before giving me the most incredible smile I’ve ever seen. ‘You don’t need to be perfect, just make sure we are, alright?’

I nod as we enter the large building and she leads me towards the locker rooms. I freeze when I realize that there’s only one.

‘Uh, where should I go?’ I ask, looking around for the men’s facilities.

‘Oh, yeah. We were assigned to Montford because there’s only one locker room. It’s a holdover from when Sun Valley was an all girls college.’ She pauses for a second and narrows her eyes slightly. ‘It’s not a problem, is it? I mean, you know…’ She winks at me and I shrug.

‘No, well, I wanted to tell you, uh…’ I mumble, but she grabs my arm and pulls me inside. Jordan and Sam are there, as well as a few other girls in various states of undress and I force myself to avert my eyes.

‘Keith!’ Jordan calls out and a few of the other girls cover themselves when they see me. ‘It’s ok, this is Russell’s replacement.’ There’s a collective sigh of relief as the others continue what they were doing. Jordan’s wearing a see-through lace bra and smiles as she comes over to kiss my cheek. I try not to stare at her breasts, but as one brushes against my arm, I can feel myself respond almost immediately and move my duffel bag strategically in front of my crotch.

‘How was the gym?’ Sam asks as she tugs off her t-shirt and as her small bare tits pop out, I almost lose it. Her rosy nipples are sharply pointed and every part of me wants to reach out and pinch one of them. I can feel my mouth go dry as I imagine doing it and force my attention to a water spot on the ceiling instead.

‘Good.’ Carly tosses her bag onto one of the benches and sits down. ‘I should be able to whip him in shape.’ She winks at me and I try to act casual as she starts getting undressed.

‘Are you going to change?’ Carly asks and I look down at my worn out t-shirt and shorts.

‘Is there a problem with this?’ I respond, pulling my bag closer as she maneuvers out of her sweaty bra and stands in front of me, topless. Her large breasts are absolutely perfect and she squeezes one slightly before grabbing another bra and tugging it over the enormous fleshy orbs.

‘You’re kinda sweaty.’ Jordan wrinkles her nose as she casually unhooks her lacy bra, pulling it away from her body and shoving it into her bag. She starts talking to Carly as she pulls her sports bra over her perfectly peaked nipples and I feel myself getting light headed. My dick is as hard as a rock and I’m trying not to stare, but my body is absolutely not cooperating with my mind.

‘You’re right. Maybe I should go get a shower.’ I swallow and look around frantically, realizing that this could go bad fast if they figure out what’s really going on.

‘They’re over there.’ Jordan points, narrowing her eyes slightly as she looks at me suspiciously.

‘Ok, thanks.’ I say. My mouth is completely dry and I feel like a perv, but manage to maneuver myself through the naked female bodies surrounding me without losing it completely.

‘We’ll be warming up outside.’ Sam shouts behind me as I rush towards the showers.

‘Fuck.’ I breathe as I toss my bag onto one of the benches that line the open shower room and pull off my t-shirt. I’m as stiff as a fucking piece of cured lumber and I turn on the cold water as I hear them leave and step into the freezing stream to help me calm down.

This whole thing is going to be way more difficult than I thought.


Chapter 5

‘What the fuck, man?’ I’m walking towards Montford Hall with Russell hobbling next to me on crutches. It’s his first day back and my third at practice and my balls have slowly morphed into an unnatural shade of dark navy blue.

‘I mean, you can’t tell me you’re not enjoying it. I know how straight guys are- I pretended to be one for years and if there’s one thing you love doing, it’s staring at titties.’ He raises his eyebrow as he says that and I can’t disagree with him on that point.

‘Yeah, I know, but… it feels so wrong, man.’ We’re getting close to Montford and I’m trying to tell myself that I need to confess, to tell them that they’re all totally hot and that I want to fuck each of them in every way possible, but the devil on my shoulder is not having any part of it. Russell turns to look at me and I can tell that he’s enjoying it too much to let me interrupt his fun.

‘Look, the way I see it is that they’re always trying, you know, to convert me or whatever. Come on Russell, just try pussy once, you’ll love it.’ I break out into laughter and he continues. ‘I am not interested and I’ve told them that point blank, but they just won’t fucking listen.’ I see Jordan walking towards us and she waves as she gets closer.

‘I hope I’m not interrupting anything.’ She says as she winks at me and I can feel a flush creep into my cheeks as an unwanted memory of her incredible naked body flashes through my mind. ‘It’s so good to have you back.’ She wraps her arms around Russell and he gives me a dirty look.

I need to confess. Now.

‘Jordan, there’s something I need to tell you.’ I say and Russell shushes me.

‘Sure, Keith, whatever you need.’ She stares at me expectantly with those big blue eyes and crosses her arms as she waits for me to explain.

‘He’s just worried about the routine.’ Russell interrupts. ‘I told him that we’ll practice footwork today and he should be able to figure it out.’ My friend stares at me and I shrug, realizing that I’ll have to get it off my chest later. Jordan strolls with Russell and I fall behind, staring at her perfect ass in peace as I decide how this is going to go.

‘I’m going to hop in the shower, ok?’ I’ve learned that if I go straight to the showers, I can avoid most of the cheesecake and I slightly feel less bad about the entire situation. Russell is still chatting with Jordan and I get undressed, then turn the hot water on. I enjoy it for a few minutes as I zone out and think about the project that I need to finish this weekend. When I open my eyes I see someone standing beside me and make a futile attempt to cover myself.

‘Hey Keith.’ It’s Sam. She’s completely naked, her tight tits bouncing slightly as she comes closer. ‘I need to wash off too.’ She turns on the faucet next to me and waits for the water to warm up. ‘I was playing tennis this morning and it was sooo hot on the indoor court.’ She walks under the scalding water and I try to look away as it streams down her svelte body. I can feel myself responding and turn away slightly, hoping she doesn’t notice that I’m as hard as a piece of unmined granite in a quarry.

‘Hey. What’s up?’ I say as I close my eyes and try to think about anything else other than this extremely hot girl casually standing completely naked next to me. She puts her soap and shampoo on one of the shelves and lets the water run through her short blonde hair.

‘It’s great to have Russell back, right?’ She asks nonchalantly and thinking about Russell for a few seconds has an immediate softening effect on my cock. Now I just have to resist looking in her direction.

‘Yeah- it’s great.’ I reply and instinctively look at her.

Dammit.

She’s a bit shorter than the rest of them and so tight and firm and the way her sharp pink nipples are just pointing at me…goddammit!

‘So,’ I can see her looking down and a smile curls her lips as she gets a glimpse of my dick. ‘You’ve really improved over the past week.’ As she says this, she lifts her arms to wash her hair and arches her back slightly, sticking out her breasts and I try to think about Russell again, but it’s not working this time. I’m pretty sure nothing will. My mind is going to places it shouldn’t and I imagine pushing her against the shower wall and sliding into her tight, wet pussy.

Fuck.

‘Yeah, that’s really, uh…nice.’ I grab my towel and hold it in front of me as I act like I’m drying off. I hear her turn off the spray and hope that means that she’s leaving, but when I feel her hand slap my ass, I realize that she’s not letting me go that easily.

‘You have a really nice body, Keith.’ She stands on her toes and as her breath dances across my skin, I feel it prickle. ‘It’s a shame that…you know.’ Her words are breathy and I can feel my pulse go into overdrive as she pads away.

I’m left alone in the locker room and I realize that this can’t go on. I need to confess. Maybe they’ll still be interested even if they know I’m more into them than they could ever imagine. Maybe we could just laugh about the entire thing and it’ll all be cool and maybe I’ll date one of them or something.

Probably not.


Chapter 6

‘Lift with your abs, Keith. Jesus.’ It’s five thirty in the morning and Carly and I are in the gym. ‘No! How do you expect to be able to throw that fat-ass Jordan up in the air if you can’t even deadlift two-fifty.’ I drop the heavy barbell and we both burst into laughter.

I’m into my second week of training and have fallen into a routine. I get up at four, go for a run, then join Carly in the gym for about two hours. I’m feeling great and I realize that I really like her, even though she’s tough on me.

‘You’re looking fantastic, though.’ Carly wipes a towel over her sweaty face and gives me a radiant smile.

‘Thanks.’ I mumble as I position myself to do it again.

‘Squat down and grab it.’ Carly plants herself behind me and presses her tight body against mine. ‘Then jerk and pull.’ She flattens her hand against my abs and presses slightly. ‘Here. Once you have it on your shoulders, it’s all about forcing it up.’ She steps back and I do as I’m instructed. I manage to hoist the barbell in the air, hold it for a few seconds, then let it drop on the ground in front of me.

‘Nice job.’ Carly says as she squeezes my arm. Even though these chicks look skinny and weak, they’re actually really tough and I appreciate that. She pulls up my shirt and runs her finger along my emerging six pack. ‘You’ll be in fighting shape in no time.’ she says teasingly. Her finger lingers a little longer than necessary and I have to think about my sixth grade teacher, Mrs Holland, to keep from reacting.

‘Hopefully I’ll keep it up even after Russell comes back.’ I say as I yank down my t-shirt and give her a smile.

‘You’re welcome to join me any time.’ She stands on her toes and gives me a quick kiss.

‘What was that for?’ I ask.

‘For being such a sweetheart.’ She says as she beams. ‘It’s too bad, you know…’

‘Yeah, well, you know…nature and all that.’ I mumble as I grab my water bottle and take a drink. I can feel her eyes on me and as she licks her lips, she looks like one of those lionesses I see all the time on the nature channel and I’m some kind of skittish goat that she desperately wants to turn into her next meal.

‘Maybe if you tried it, you know, you’d like it.’ She says and I want to tell her that yes, I would definitely enjoy fucking her, but I think of Russell and remember that I promised to help him out. Admitting that I’ve been lying to Carly is not the best way to do that.

‘I don’t know, I mean pussy is pretty gross. It smells like rotten fish.’ I crinkle my nose as I say that, trying not to think about what she would look like on one of the vinyl weight benches with her legs spread and my face buried between her thighs.

‘Mine doesn’t.’ She teases as she winks before taking a step closer, then running her hand across my chest suggestively. I swallow and wonder if I should just let her have her way.

Maybe I want to be converted.

‘I don’t know, I mean…’ I swallow as she pushes her hand into my shorts and I can feel myself responding. ‘I just love hairy ass, you know.’ She giggles and I can feel her hand wrap around my cock.

‘It feels like you might be interested in trying something new.’ She whispers as her hand tightens. My heart is racing as she gives me a few short strokes and her finger slides across my slick head just as I see someone push the swinging door open.

‘Carly!’ It’s that dickhead Slade and she quickly pulls her hand out of my shorts and acts like nothing happened. ‘I was hoping to see you.’

‘What do you want, Slade?’ She grabs her water bottle and towel and I try to calm myself down.

‘Just wanted to see if you’re free tonight. Maybe we could get a drink?’ He sounds confident, but Carly rolls her eyes and drags me out of the weight room. I can’t blame her, the guy is a douche, but he seems like exactly the type of guy a girl like her would go for.

‘Why don’t you like him?’ I’m curious. She mumbles something and goes into the women’s locker room to get her things. When she emerges, I can tell that she’s still annoyed and after she zips up her sweatshirt, she runs her hand through her long, dark hair and huffs.

‘He’s too into himself.’ She turns to leave the gym and I follow her. ‘Guys like him want to be with me because they feel like I’ll make them look good. They don’t give a shit about trying to have a real relationship.’ She takes a step closer and stands on her toes as she brushes her lips against mine.

‘Someone like you, though…’

‘Yeah, but you know…’ I’m struggling and as she presses her full breasts against me, I can feel myself getting harder. There’s no way she’s not going to notice it and I realize that this is it, that I’ll be outed and thrown off the team.

Her lips feel so good against mine and as she presses her tongue into my mouth, I have to stop myself from wrapping my hands around her perfect ass and pulling her towards me. She’s so light that I could probably pick her up and she could just wrap her legs around me and we could fuck right here. My heart is racing and hers is too and it feels so right.

‘Hey Carly.’ She pulls away suddenly as Slade emerges from the gym. ‘If you’re busy tonight, I’ve got tickets for the Raging Butlers show on Sunday down at the Boathouse, want to come?’

‘I don’t like punk, Slade.’ She narrows her eyes into thin slits and he backs off almost immediately. ‘And I’m not interested in you. Would you just fuck off already.’

‘What, you want to be with this fucking fairy?’ Slade motions towards me as he folds his arms across his broad chest. He shifts his attention to me and scoffs. ‘I’m pretty sure you’re not what he’s looking for.’

I clench my fists and turn towards him, ready to knock that cocky expression off of his smug fucking face, but Carly puts her hand on my chest and holds me back.

‘He’s more of a man than you could ever be, Slade.’ She grabs my hand and I give the meathead a wink and a grin as she pulls me through the doors and towards Montford Hall.


Chapter 7

‘You know they’re having a contest.’ I’m having dinner with Russell and he leans back in his chair as he delivers what he thinks is a particularly interesting piece of news.

‘What?’ I pop a french fry into my mouth and stare at him, genuinely unaware of what he’s talking about.

‘Carly said that something happened in the gym this morning and she thinks you could be into chicks.’ I can tell that Russell is not happy with this development and I scoff.

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ I say defensively.

I know exactly what he’s talking about and I can feel myself getting excited just thinking about it.

‘She didn’t get into it, but now Jordan and Sam want to beat her to it.’ He shakes his head and lowers his voice as he tries to spell it out. ‘They want to see who can fuck you first.’

‘What?’ I shake my head and take a drink, letting this tidbit of information sink in. ‘No.’

‘Yes. Look, I don’t care if you fuck any of them or all of them, but please just try keep it in your pants for the rest of the month.’ He points to his leg. ‘I have a doctor’s appointment today and I’m hoping to get cleared in the next few weeks and this long nightmare will end.’

I wouldn’t consider it a nightmare, but being able to finally get what I want sounds like a wet dream. We finish lunch and I head back home. My project is progressing, but it’s going slower than I’d like and training is not helping the situation. I stop at a nearby cafe and grab a cup of coffee before strolling home to get some work done. A few hours later, I’m deep into a section on theory and feel like the whole thing is finally coming together.

Suddenly there’s a knock on my apartment door and I throw down my pencil, mildly annoyed at being interrupted. I crack open the door and see Jordan standing there, a broad smile on her face when she sees me. I look at my watch, wondering if I forgot about practice, but confirm that it’s Saturday and wonder why the hell she’s here.

‘Hey Keith.’

‘Hi, uh, what are you…’ She pushes the door open and presents a bag filled with carryout boxes.

‘I brought you lunch.’ Her blue eyes sparkle and I remember what Russell said yesterday and wonder if this act of kindness has something to do with their little competition. When my stomach rumbles, I realize I don’t care and point towards the kitchen.

‘I hope you like salad.’ She says brightly.

I don’t, but whatever.

‘Yeah, I love salad.’ I respond enthusiastically as I smile. ‘Want something to drink?’

‘Sparkling water if you have it.’ I look through the nearly empty fridge and pull out a beer for me and a water for her.

‘You shouldn’t be drinking alcohol while you’re training, Keith.’ I shrug and pop it open, then give her a smile. She’s so fucking hot that it hurts and my mind keeps wanting to picture her naked, with those big, round, perfect tits bouncing up and down as she crawls on top of me and fucks me senseless.

‘To what do I owe this pleasure?’ I ask, attempting to pull my mind out of the gutter as I take a drink. She’s plating the food and I can feel my stomach start to growl uncontrollably.

‘Thought you might want some company.’ She says as she gives me a wink. I can’t stop staring at her perfect ass and flashes of her naked body pass through my mind as I realize I’m going to end up spending the rest of the afternoon jerking off instead of working on my project.

‘That’s really nice of you.’ I say suspiciously as she hands me a plate.

‘Where are your forks?’ She starts going through my kitchen drawers and I’m having unwanted flashbacks of the last few weeks with my ex, right before I found out that she cheated on me. That tamps down most of my raging sexual energy and I clear my throat as I point to the drawer by the sink.

‘Over there.’ She grabs the forks and some paper towels and we sit down at the kitchen table. ‘So, how are you?’ I try to stay neutral and empty out the can of beer as she shakes her head, clearly not happy with my dietary choices.

‘Honestly? I’m worried about Russell. The doctor said that his leg isn't healing properly and it could be months before he’s cleared to rejoin the squad.

‘Wow, that sucks.’ My mind is racing. I’m just a temporary replacement and even if they wanted me to go to the competition, I’m not sure if I’m up for it.

‘Well, that’s part of the reason why I’m here.’ She sighs as she sticks her fork into a piece of lettuce and pushes it around her plate. ‘I wanted to ask if you’d be willing to compete with us. You’re not as good as Russell, but you might be our only option.’

‘Thanks for that vote of confidence.’ I get up and grab another beer, not sure about how to handle this. With my course load next semester, I’m really not going to have time for extracurriculars. ‘I don’t know, Jordan.’ I crack open the cold beer and sit back down. ‘I want to help out, but I’m really falling behind and starting to worry about graduating.’

I haven’t been drinking lately and I can feel the booze going to my head as she nods sympathetically. When her hand reaches out and covers mine, I let it linger, enjoying the feeling of her warm skin pressed against mine.

‘I know it’s been tough, Keith.’ She bites her lip and her eyes soften as she stares, her eyes locked onto me. ‘We just need you for another month.’ She turns my hand over and traces the lines on my palm and I feel chills rush through my body. ‘Maybe we could, you know, get to know each other better… if you’re interested.’

Her fingers brush against the button that’s holding her shirt together and she releases it, then slides her finger across the top of her breast. Even though I’ve seen her totally naked, this is way hotter and every part of my body is telling me to go for it.

‘I don’t know Jordan, I mean, I’m really not interested in that.’ I say as I swallow.

Liar!

‘Are you sure?’ She releases another button and the way her bra is squeezing her tits together is obscene. ‘You know, most people can go either way. I mean, I love dick, but I’ve fucked Carly and I never say no when Sam wants to lick my pussy- maybe you’re the same way.’

Oh sweet Jesus.

Her legs are spread and her short skirt is riding up, giving me a full view of her cotton panties as she slides closer. I can feel her hot breath on my skin and my heart is beating like a freight train speeding through the desert and I’m not sure if I can force myself to say no.

When she straddles my thigh, I can feel the wetness seeping through her panties and she pulls off her shirt and unclasps her bra. Her nipples are hard and rosy and just waiting to be sucked and I reach out and pinch one lightly as her hand rests on my cock.

‘It feels to me like you might not be completely uninterested.’ Her lips curl into a wicked smile as her hand snakes into my pants and her eyes widen as wraps her fingers around my stiff dick, stroking me once, just to prove her point.

‘Well,’ I clear my throat as she strokes me again. ‘A lot of sexual arousal is in the subconscious.’

‘Mmhmmm.’ She murmurs as she leans down to kiss me. I haven’t been with a chick since Michelle left and we never really fucked that much. She also wasn’t anywhere near as hot as Jordan and would never, in a million years, do something like this. A sudden flash of clarity rips through my mind and I wrap my hands around Jordan’s waist and move her off of me.

It physically hurts and she looks like she’s been slapped across the face, but if I let it go any further, that’s it- the whole charade is over.

‘Look, uh, Jordan.’ Her tits are still hanging out and I’m trying not to stare as a petulant expression contorts her beautiful features. ‘I really, um…need to, uh, get my work done.’

‘What?’ The look on her face tells me that this is the first time that something like this has ever happened to her and she’s trying to process what’s happening.

‘Well, you know, I mean you’re hot, but…’ I don’t want to lie to her. I don’t think I can, so I let her draw her own conclusions.

‘Ok, I mean, we could, you know, just fool around, maybe try a few things out.’ She says as she cocks her eyebrow and squeezes her tits together. God I want to and every part of me is crying out in protest, but I shake my head against my will and give her a smile.

‘I appreciate it Jordan, but I just don’t think I can.’ Her expression darkens and she fastens her bra, covering those beautiful tits again and as she buttons up her shirt, I turn my attention to the dirty dishes.

‘Alright, I’ll see you later.’ She says softly as she gathers her things. Fighting against every hormone raging inside of me, I casually wave goodbye as she walks through the door.


Chapter 8

‘Jordan is saying that she almost got you. Is that true?’ I’m on my way to a meeting with my advisor and Russell sounds frantic.

‘She was like on top of me like writhing and topless and begging me to fuck her, dude. What the fuck do you want?’ I’m exasperated but I managed to get my project mostly done on Sunday and I’m on the way to meet with my advisor about my classes for next semester.

‘You know as soon as one of them is successful, that’s it. They’re going to kick you out, then find someone to replace me and there goes my scholarship.’ He whines and I’m on the verge of hanging up on him. I can’t deal with this right now.

‘That makes no sense. Calm the fuck down.’ I’m outside of Roderick Hall and I need to end this conversation. ‘Look, nothing actually happened and you’re safe for now, but they’re really worried about you not coming back. I have to go, bye.’ I hang up and shake my head, trying to pull myself together. My advisor is concerned that I’m not sufficiently prepared for the amount of work required to continue and I need to convince him otherwise.

I walk into the old building, checking my phone again for the room number as I weave through the empty, echoing halls and look at the numbers on the door. I’ve never met this guy before and I’m dreading this conversation. What if he tells me to change my major? It would be a total disaster since this is what I’ve always wanted to do.

I find the right room and knock on the door.

‘Enter.’ A voice greets me and as I walk in, I see an older guy bent over a pile of papers.

‘Mr Coates, please have a seat.’ I assume that this is my advisor. He motions towards the chair on the other side of the desk and I sit down uncomfortably, suddenly wanting to be anywhere but here. ‘Thanks for coming by today. It looks like you’re on track for graduation next year, but Dr Owens says that you’re having an issue with your end of semester project. What’s going on?’

He tents his hands and leans back in his chair, waiting patiently for an answer. I’m not sure what to tell him; should I mention my girlfriend breaking up with me or the fact that I’m now a male cheerleader or the current situation with three hot women desperately trying to get into my pants?

‘Um, well, I…’ I stutter, trying to come up with an excuse that sounds plausible. He scrolls through the computer screen and shakes his head before continuing.

‘It looks like you haven’t had any issues until this semester. You’re a solid student, good grades until a few months ago and strong test scores coming in, so is there something else going on?’ He raises his eyebrow and I shrug.

‘I don’t know, everything is just catching up with me I guess.’ I wish I had a better excuse, but that one will have to do for now.

‘Look, some students decide to take a break and re-evaluate. There’s no shame in that if you feel like this is all too much, but maybe try dumping any extracurriculars or anything that’s preventing you from getting your work done. Also,’ He leans towards me and lowers his voice. ‘If there are any personal issues going on, we have excellent mental health resources on campus. Perhaps you could avail yourself of those.’

‘Ok, sure. Thanks Mr Parker.’ I say as I stand up and extend my hand.

The entire meeting was pointless and I still only have a few days to turn in my assignment. With this in mind, I head straight for the library, realizing that being at home is not helping. Fortunately, most of the other students have already left for winter break and I have the place mostly to myself. I locate a table in a private corner and get to work.

I manage to tune out and focus on the remaining problems for about an hour. When I take a break, I glance at my phone and see a message.

Hey.

It’s from Michelle. I haven’t heard a word from her since she broke up with me. What the fuck does she want? I try to ignore it, but the device is like a searing hot piece of metal in my pocket and I keep pulling it out and looking, just to make sure it’s what I think it is.

I freeze, wondering what, if anything, I should say.

Should I answer?

Do I want to answer?

I put the device back into my pocket and try to get back to my work. It was going well, but now I can’t think about anything else but her. The whole thing is pissing me off and I pull out my phone again, wanting to tell her off, to tell her what she’s done to me, how she’s ruined my life and sent me into a complete and total tailspin.

What do you want? I type, almost hoping she doesn’t respond as I put my phone on do not disturb and shove it into my bag, forcing myself to concentrate on what I need to be doing. After writing a few more lines, I can’t take the stress and grab the phone. There’s no answer and I want to scream.

I try to focus again, managing to get back into what I was doing for a few minutes before checking my messages again.

Nothing.

That’s it, I’m done with her bullshit- time to get back to work. I manage to actually get into the problem and I feel like I can finally see the light at the end of the tunnel. I look at the clock on the wall and realize that it’s time for practice and shove everything into my bag as I rush off towards Montford Hall.


Chapter 9

‘Keith, you’re still not throwing her correctly!’ I hear Russell shout somewhere behind me and I’m about to lose it. We’ve been working on this move for two hours and my muscles feel like they’re on fire. ‘She needs to go clockwise or she won’t be able to spin into the handspring.’

Sam gets up and brushes herself off, giving me a pat on the shoulder as I hang my head, frustrated that I can’t seem to get this down. I look at the clock on the wall, realizing that practice is over and head towards the locker room.

‘We’ll get it tomorrow morning. I’m exhausted.’ That’s mostly true, but I’m also worried about the message I got from Michelle this afternoon. The possibility of her coming back into my life is distracting, to say the least, and I need to know what she wants.

I pull off my t-shirt and head towards the shower, feeling completely miserable. A month ago I would have killed for any sign of interest from my ex but now that she’s contacted me, I realize that I’m totally and completely over her. As much as I want to tell her to fuck off, part of me misses being around her and I can’t stand the thought of breaking her heart the way she did to me.

The hot water feels good on my skin and as I wash off the sweat and grime from the mats, I get lost in my thoughts. I turn off the faucet and grab my towel, drying my wet skin before wrapping it around my waist. I’m absolutely not prepared for what’s waiting for me when I turn the corner towards the lockers.

‘What are you doing, Carly?’ I hear giggling and a few short gasps and when my eyes focus on the end of the bank of lockers, I see Sam pressed against them, with Carly holding her friend’s hands above her head and their lips locked together.

I stand there for a few minutes, speechless, realizing that I should leave them alone, but instead I take a few steps back, hiding at the end of the bank of lockers as I peer around the corner. They’re both naked and I’m pretty sure they didn’t notice me. Carly pushes her body against Sam and a few short gasps escape Sam’s lips as Carly’s hand drifts towards the other woman’s bare pussy.

I look away, feeling guilty about spying on them, but my horny curiosity overwhelms my sense of propriety and I look again. Now Carly’s lips are latched around Sam’s nipple and the blonde is biting her lip, trying not to cry out as Carly’s fingers weave through her pussy.

‘Jesus, Carly. What are you doing?’ Sam’s voice is breathy and she gasps as Carly switches sides, focusing on her other taut breast for a few seconds before lowering to her knees and spreading her legs further apart.

The scene unfolding in front of me is so intensely sexy and my hand instinctively grasps my dick and I give myself a few short strokes before forcing myself to stop. That I can’t look away is so fucked up, but my locker is right behind where they’re standing and it’s impossible for me to just get my things and go. I’m so conflicted that I relax my grip and my shampoo bottle drops to the floor.

‘What was that?’ I hear Carly’s voice and realize that I’ve been caught. I try to look like I’m just coming over but when she walks towards me and sees me standing there, a devilish grin creeps across her lips. ‘Sam, it’s Keith.’

‘Really?’ Sam sounds excited and I realize that I’m in deep shit. I attempt to cover up my raging hard on and try to act casual as the two girls stare at me.

‘Yeah, I was just in the shower and I need to get my, uh…’ I swallow as Sam rounds the corner and stares at me. ‘My, uh- things.’

‘Well, you should go get them.’ Carly says and takes a step back. I stare at her naked body for a beat too long and she arches her eyebrow, clearly getting some sort of vibe from me as I try to avoid leering. I make my way towards my locker and hear Sam giggle behind me as she whispers something to her friend.

‘Do you want to try?’ I overhear Carly say and my skin prickles as one of them pads closer. I swing open my locker door and start rifling through my clothes when I feel a hand rest on the small of my back.

‘Hey Keith.’ It’s Sam and I close my eyes as she reaches around and undoes the towel around my waist. It falls to the floor and I feel her press her body against mine as her fingers slowly slide around my hips and stop just short of my cock.

‘Yeah?’ I say as I clear my throat.

‘Could you turn around for a second?’ She takes a step back and I realize that there’s no way I’m getting out of this, so I may as well enjoy it. I take a deep breath and turn towards them, hoping they’re not disappointed.

‘Nice.’ Carly says as she bites her lip and squeezes her thighs together. ‘Sam said that she wants to give you a blow job.’ Sam slaps her arm and I’m dying just thinking about it. ‘Would it be ok if I watch?’

‘Yeah, I mean, you know, if she wants to.’ I say, my mouth feeling like it’s full of cotton, and Carly bites her lip as she pushes her friend towards me.

‘It probably won’t be as good as what you’re used to,’ Sam winks and I roll my eyes, reminded about Michelle’s complete lack of interest in anything oral. ‘But I’ll give it a shot.’

She wraps her fingers around my dick and Carly leans against the lockers, staring at the two of us as Sam kisses me. Her hand grasps me firmly and she begins to pump, lightly at first, then faster as she lowers to her knees. When her lips make contact with the tip, I almost lose it and Carly bursts into laughter.

‘Don’t worry, Keith, she’s not going to bite it off.’ A laugh bubbles up into my throat and I tangle my hand in Sam’s blonde hair. When she wraps her lips around the sensitive skin, I groan and Carly comes over to give me a kiss. ‘How does it feel?’

‘Good, really good.’ The words fall out of my mouth and I can’t believe how incredible Sam is at this. Her lips and tongue are working me hard and Carly takes my hand, molding it around her full breast. I squeeze it as she moves my thumb over her taut nipple. Her tits feel incredible and as I pinch the puckered nub, she gasps and Sam turns her attention to her friend’s pussy, running her tongue through her slick folds as Carly gasps and I lean down to take her nipple into my mouth.

The small room fills with the sounds of pleasure and as Sam works her friend towards an orgasm, I take a step back, stroking myself as I watch them. Sam’s face is buried in her friend’s pussy and when Carly stares at me and smiles, I force my hand away from my dick.

‘Poor Keith. I think he’s confused.’ Carly teases me and smiles as she lowers herself to her knees and takes me into her mouth. Sam strokes Carly’s hair as I slide deeper into her warm mouth. She sucks lightly before moving her lips up and down my shaft. When Carly pulls away and kisses Sam, I can feel myself teetering on the edge. Nothing like this has ever happened to me before and all the porn in the world couldn’t prepare me for how hot it is in real life.

‘Come on my tits, Keith.’ Sam says shyly and Carly leans over, kissing her friends lips before lowering her mouth to her tight breasts and sucking on her puckered nipples. Her hand is positioned between Sam’s thighs and a low moan escapes her lips as her body shakes.

I can’t hold off any longer and shoot a thick stream of cum onto her as I slump against the bank of lockers, completely oblivious to the locks sticking into my back.

‘Jesus.’ Sam grabs Carly’s hand and they give me one last look before heading towards the showers and I quickly get dressed and rush out, pretty sure that the whole charade is over.

Did I just completely fuck up? Is Russell fucked? Am I fucked?

The questions are like a mantra running through my mind as I walk through the cool winter evening towards my apartment. I’m feeling great physically, I mean who wouldn’t. Just getting a glimpse of my cum dripping down Sam’s tight tits is enough jerk off material for an entire year, but turning the corner and seeing Carly’s tongue buried in her friend’s pussy is something I’ll never forget. There’s no way that they can keep this to themselves and I’m waiting for an angry call from Russell any minute.

I’m so wrapped up in my own thoughts that I don’t notice that the door is unlocked, or that the light in the kitchen is on. When I throw my backpack on the sofa and hear someone say my name, I jump.


Chapter 10

‘Michelle.’ A huge smile is affixed to her face and I try to summon some excitement about her standing in front of me. ‘What the…’

I don’t know what to say. She was my world, my life. I had planned on marrying her and having babies with her and getting a house in the suburbs and completely giving my life to her and then she just left. Now she’s standing here, staring at me and I feel like she’s expecting something.

‘Hey. It’s so good to see you.’ Her eyes are hopeful and I’m trying to not lose my shit. I remember how much I cared about her, but seeing her now is like an insult to that memory and I’m struggling to recall what exactly it was that I loved about her.

‘Yeah, uh, can I get you something to drink?’ I ask. My phone starts buzzing and I take a look. It’s Russell. I’ll deal with that later. I only have the bandwidth for one disaster at a time.

‘Sure, whatever you have is fine.’ She says as she wrings her hands nervously. At least she’s pretending to feel something. I go to the kitchen and grab two beers.

‘Here you go.’ I hand her one and she scoffs.

‘You know I don’t like beer.’ She says curtly and I shrug.

‘It’s all I’ve got.’ I respond and my phone starts buzzing again. She pushes the can aside and sits down next to me, clearly wanting to say something.

‘So, I thought we could talk.’ She smiles and I motion for her to continue.

‘Go ahead. Talk.’ I take a sip of beer and keep my eyes attached to hers. At this point, I have zero intention of letting her back into my life, but it never hurts to hear what she has to say.

‘I…I know I screwed up.’

‘Ok.’

‘The way I broke it off was inexcusable.’ As she says that, her eyes get wet.

Fuck, she’s starting to cry.

‘We had, you know, just been together for so long and you were my first boyfriend and I wanted to make sure that you were the one.’ She pleads as a tear slides down her cheek. I can feel myself remembering our past, all of the things we experienced together and how much she meant to me and my defenses begin to crumble.

‘Look, Michelle…’ I’m interrupted by a knock on the door as a wave of annoyance rushes through me. ‘Hold on.’ I get up and head towards the door, ready to tell whoever it is to fuck off.

‘Russell. What the-’

‘What the hell happened, Keith?’ He asks and I glance back at Michelle.

‘Russell?’ Michelle looks surprised, but excited. They were close friends in high school, too but I can’t imagine a worse time for a reunion. She jumps up and throws her arm around him as I motion for him to come in. ‘I didn’t know the two of you were, uh, hanging out again.’

‘It’s a recent development.’ I mumble as the two of them sit next to each other on the sofa and start chatting excitedly. ‘Want something to drink?’

‘Yeah, thanks.’ He says and I grab the can that Michelle discarded and hand it to him. ‘So are you two back together?’ His eyes dart between us and I adamantly shake my head.

‘No.’ Michelle narrows her eyes as I say this, clearly not happy with the enthusiasm of my response.

‘We’re talking.’ She tries to interject and I run my hands through my hair as I exhale.

‘We’re not talking, Michelle. There’s nothing to talk about.’ As I say those words, I realize that I’m done, that I’m happy now and that her leaving was the best thing that ever happened to me. ‘I appreciate that you want to patch things up, but I’ve moved on and I’m not the same person that you left.’

A shadow crosses her face and I can tell that she thought that she could just waltz back into my life. She stands slowly and gives me one more teary eyed glance. I shake my head slightly and she walks towards the door, opening it slowly as she shakes her head and leaves.

‘Wow, that was intense.’ Russell is shaking his head and I realize that I’ve been holding my breath. As I exhale, all of the strain and unhappiness leaves my body and I relax into the sofa, realizing that I feel like a huge weight has been lifted off of me.

‘I can’t believe I did that.’ I say. I had imagined this scenario a thousand times and every time, we had reconciled and she collapsed into my arms, sobbing about how she would never let me go and that she wanted to spend the rest of her life with me.

‘It was the right thing, man.’ Russell says as I lean forward and rest my head in my hands.

‘I hope so.’ I stand and walk towards the kitchen, grabbing my beer and finishing it in one drink. ‘So, what did you want to talk to me about?’ I stand in the doorway, a broad grin etched onto my mouth as I think about what happened with Sam and Carly earlier.

‘You know why I’m here. What the fuck?’

‘Yeah, well, you know…’ I say as I run my hand through my hair. I exhale and think about that blow job. ‘I told them that I didn’t like it.’

‘It doesn’t matter. You, we have been lying to them for over a month and I’m expecting an angry call from Jordan any minute.’ He takes a drink and repositions his busted leg before continuing. ‘That’s it. My scholarship is gone and I’m going to have to join the French foreign legion.’ A laugh bubbles up in my throat as I imagine him running across an African desert in khaki shorts and I cough in an attempt to force the image out of my mind.

‘First of all, I never lied to them- you did. Second, they want to win and at this point, trying to find a replacement will be too difficult. Classes are starting in a week and they’d be crazy to try to replace you.’ My reasoning feels sound and I hope I’m not completely off.

‘You’d better be right, Keith.’


Chapter 11

‘I heard about what happened the other day.’ Jordan and I are standing at the edge of the mat and I’ve been waiting for her to say something, but she’s been oddly quiet about the whole thing.

‘Yeah, well they really wanted it and I thought I’d give it a try.’ I say as I shrug.

‘So did you like it?’ She cocks her eyebrow as she stares at me and I can feel my cheeks flush.

‘I didn’t not like it.’ I give her a broad grin and her face contorts into a frown as she sees something on the mat that she doesn’t like.

‘What the fuck, Sam?’ She shouts out and I hope that maybe this is all I’ll hear about it.

‘Sorry.’ The petite blonde shouts back and Jordan crosses her arms and shakes her head. Jordan turns to face me and motions for me to follow her. I’m immediately concerned that this is it and that she knows the truth and that she’ll be furious that I’ve been lying. I glance over at Russell, but he’s too distracted with the rest of the team to get me out of this.

‘Look, Keith.’ Jordan leans against the concrete wall as she lowers her voice. ‘I don’t care who you fuck, but this development feels a little weird.’

I immediately wonder if she’s upset about the possibility that I’ve been lying or the fact that Sam and Carly got to me first.

‘Sorry, I just, they- you know.’

‘I mean, I’m a little insulted that you prefer them over me.’ She says as she pouts and I want to tell her that I’d love to fuck her, that I think about it every night when I’m jerking off because I’m lying to keep Russell’s scholarship. The idea of confessing feels so good and I’m at the verge of spilling my guts and pouring my heart out when she shifts her attention back to what’s happening on the mat.

‘Fuck, Carly!’ She shouts as she jogs away and I realize that I may have missed my chance to come clean. The rest of practice is uneventful and I manage to get into the locker room and grab my things before the other girls notice.

As I’m walking home, I get a message from Jordan.

Mind if I drop by? There’s something we need to talk about.

My heart drops and I tell her that it’s fine. This is it, they’re going to kick me off the team and Russell is done. I jump into the shower and try to clean myself up before I hear a knock on the door. When I answer it, I see Jordan standing there and I realize that the whole charade is over. She’s here to deliver the bad news.

‘Hey Keith.’ She smiles and I motion for her to come in. I sit on the sofa and she joins me. ‘The girls and I have been talking.’ The way she says it sounds ominous and I feel my stomach crash onto the floor.

‘Ok…’ I’m ready. Just tell me that you’re moving on, that you’ve found a replacement and you never want to see me again, I can take it.

I think.

‘Actually, you’re doing a fantastic job,’ She pauses and looks down at her hands as she twists them into a knot. ‘And we want you to replace Russell for the competition.’

‘What?’ This is not what I was expecting to hear and it takes a few seconds for the words to sink in. ‘I mean, thanks, but I…’

‘Look, we’ll probably keep Russell around for choreography, but his injury just isn’t healing and we need to make a decision.’ She bites her lip as she stares at me and leans closer. Her perfume smells like flowers and I can feel my body responding as her hand rests on my thigh. ‘We need you, Keith.’

Her blue eyes are sharply focused on me and I don’t know what to say. I don’t actually want to be a cheerleader and I never had any intention of taking this any further than a few practices, but the way she’s staring at me would make me agree to anything.

‘I mean, I don’t know, I just….’ She’s completely ignoring my protests and I can’t believe I’m considering agreeing to this. ‘I just need a day or two to…’ Her lips cover mine and as she straddles me, I realize that this is going to happen whether I’m ready or not.

‘God, Keith, you don’t know how often I’ve thought about this.’ She whispers as she presses her tits against me and grinds her pussy against my crotch. ‘I just… I need you to fuck me.’

‘Sure, but Jordan, I need to tell you something.’ My words trail off as she rips off her shirt and unhooks her bra.

‘You can tell me later, Keith. Right now I want to feel that big cock inside of me.’ Her words set me on fire and I’m so hard that I could cut stone, but the whole thing feels wrong.

Screw it.

I lean down and take one of her peaked nipples into my mouth, sucking as she squirms on top of me. My hand finds her other breast and I pinch the other one as a moan escapes her lips. I reach into my shorts and pull out my cock. She notices and her eyes brighten as she slides onto her knees in front of me and takes it into her mouth.

Her mouth wraps around the shaft and my eyes roll back into my head as she swallows my cock, finding a rhythm as she moves her head in slow strokes. It feels absolutely incredible and I sink into the cushions of the sofa, feeling like I’ll agree to anything at this point.

‘God Jordan.’ She wraps her hand around me and strokes my cock firmly, kissing the tip lightly with her pink lips and I reach out and tangle my fingers in her red hair, pulling her closer as her lips and tongue work me relentlessly. It feels so good, but I want something else and right now I don’t give a fuck that it’s going to ruin everyone’s life.

I grab her arm and pull her up. She grins as I reach out, pushing my fingers into her panties as her eyes widen and as I make contact with her hot, sticky flesh, she grabs my shoulder for support. I pull off the flimsy material and she parts her thighs, giving me better access as I stroke her softly. She’s so wet and when I reach her clit, she gasps and squeezes my shoulder.

When she straddles me again, she pushes her tits into my face and I latch onto a nipple as she lowers herself onto me. She’s so tight and as she eases on, I feel my body responding, wanting to come even before I’m completely inside.

It’s been so long and she feels incredible. Each inch is like heaven and I squeeze and pinch her breasts as she slides further. When I’m completely sheathed, she releases a gasp and begins to move her hips, riding me slowly as I wrap my hands around her waist and guide her.

‘How does pussy feel, Keith?’

It feels fucking incredible, like the best thing I’ve ever felt in my life. Better than Michelle and a million times better than my hand and I never want her to stop.

‘Great, it’s really nice.’ I blurt out and she lowers her lips to mine as she moves on top of me, the motion of her hips is smooth and steady and she’s clearly way more experienced than me.

‘I’m glad you like it.’ Her words are breathy and when her movement slows, I help lower her to the floor. I don’t want it to end and kiss her body, lavishing attention on her perfect breasts before moving to her thighs. She parts them slightly and I kiss the soft skin on the inside before shifting my attention to the slick flesh between her legs.

‘You’ll need to tell me what to do.’ I say as I wink and she giggles, moving her hand towards the soft pink skin. I tried going down on Michelle, but she wasn’t into it, so it really is like my first time and I want to make Jordan happy.

‘Ok, uh.’ She lowers her hand to the glistening flesh and trails it lightly around the edges until she reaches the top. When she strokes the small nub nestled inside, her body convulses and I smile, enjoying the show as she strokes it a few times. ‘That’s my clit, you’ll want to, ummm…’ She moans again as her finger brushes against it. ‘Pay attention to that, but you can also, like, use your fingers.’

I lean down and run my tongue through the soft skin. She tastes incredible and her scent is driving me crazy. When my tongue passes over her clit, she shudders.

‘Like that?’ I confirm and she nods her head frantically as she bites her lip and I do it again, eliciting a throaty purr as she arches her back against the floor. I push a finger inside of her as I lick and she weaves her hand through my hair, pulling me closer as her moans grow louder.

‘Oh God yes, Keith. It feels so good.’ She murmurs as she squirms beneath me and I push in another finger, enjoying watching her tight body as she bucks her hips slightly. I feel like she’s getting close to coming and I continue teasing her as I curl my fingers and coax an orgasm out of her. Her body winds up and when she cries out and goes limp, I crawl towards her.

She licks her juices from my lips as I ease inside of her. She feels so perfect and I thrust slowly as she adjusts. When she wraps her legs around me, I can’t hold off any longer and pull out, shooting a thick rope of cum onto her stomach as she smiles wickedly.

‘So, I guess I’m your first girl, right?’ I shrug. I’d only ever been with Michelle so it’s almost the truth. There’s no need to burst her bubble. She sits up and smiles at me, then leans over to give me a kiss. The only sound I hear is my heart thumping wildly in my chest and I feel like I should say something, but she’s so beautiful and perfect and I don’t want to ruin the moment by saying the wrong thing.

I want her to stay, but she starts getting dressed and I realize that she’s leaving and I get up to help her gather her things.

‘Well, thanks.’ She says sweetly as she stands on her toes and gives me a kiss. I watch her walk towards the elevator and when she gets in, she blows me a kiss and disappears.


Chapter 12

‘Nice job, Carly.’ I’m in the gym the next morning, spotting her as she raises the barbell above her head. She drops it into the mount and sits up, clearly exhausted, but beaming.

‘Thanks, that felt good.’ She wipes the sweat off of her forehead with a towel and exhales.

‘I need to talk to you about Russell.’ I say. I’m feeling apprehensive about the whole thing and don’t want to rock the boat, but I owe it to my friend to see if there’s anything they can do for him.

‘I know, Keith. We’ve been speaking with admin about keeping him around, but they still haven’t made a decision.’ She shrugs as she says that and I realize that it’s out of their hands.

‘I appreciate it, Carly. He’s a good guy.’ She stands and comes closer, resting her hand on my chest as she stands on her toes and gives me a kiss.

‘He is. So are you.’ Her hand trails down my chest and stops just short of my cock. ‘Jordan told me about what happened last night. Is it my turn?’

Her dark eyes are focused on me and I want nothing more than to fuck her right here.

‘Yeah, if you want.’ The room is silent as she kisses me again and I hear the door swing open and she immediately pulls away.

‘Jesus, Carly.’ It’s Slade and I narrow my eyes as he comes closer. ‘What the fuck do you want with this guy? He’s obviously not into you.’ He crosses his arms in front of his chest and I can feel myself losing it.

‘Leave her alone, Slade.’ I say as I glare at him and I suddenly realize that he’s all talk.

‘What the fuck are you going to do about it?’ He walks towards me and I stand my ground. I’m sick of his bullshit and before I realize it, my arm juts out and I throw a sucker punch right into his smug grin.

‘Oh shit.’ Carly says as she covers her mouth with her hands and tries to stifle a laugh. Slade shakes his head and stares at me for a few seconds before a trickle of blood runs from his nose and down his lip. It would be funny if I was watching this happen to someone else, but I have no idea what to do now.

‘That’s it, you’re done.’ I see him wind up and manage to duck just before his fist flies over my head, I deliver a strong uppercut to his gut and he doubles over, clearly in pain.

‘Shit. Are you ok, man?’ I ask. He grabs a nearby rail and I actually feel bad about what I’ve done. I’ve never really been in a fight before, but I’m feeling pretty good about my performance so far.

‘Fuck off.’ He says as he manages to straighten his body. ‘You got lucky.’ He says as he points at me and backs out of the weight room the way he came.

‘I can’t believe you just did that, Keith.’ Carly says, her eyes huge and expectant and I’m worried that she’s pissed.

‘Sorry, I just couldn’t take any more of his bullshit.’ I say apologetically and she throws her arms around me and gives me a passionate kiss.

‘No, it’s fine. I really appreciate that. He’s been harassing me for most of the last year and won’t take no for an answer.’ Her lips find mine again and I pull her close, the adrenaline from the short fight still pulsing through my veins. I drag her towards the nearby maintenance closet and pull her inside, lifting her onto the workbench as her lips find mine. I need her now and don’t give a shit about anything else.

Her kisses are feverish and a thin sheen of sweat covers her body as I help her pull off her shirt and maneuver out of her shorts. I’m already rock hard and get on my knees in front of her as I spread her thighs. She’s wet and tastes incredible and as I weave my tongue through her pink flesh, she pulls off the tight sports bra, pinching her nipples and crying out as I find her clit.

‘Jesus, Keith.’ Her whispered words are breathy and her soft grunts echo in the small space as I slide a finger inside of her. She’s wet and ready and when I return to her lips, she pushes her tongue into my mouth. I give myself a few strokes before positioning myself outside of her slit and as I slide inside, she wraps her legs around me, pulling me deeper.

She’s so tight and wet and each thrust clears my mind and the only thing I can think about is how incredible this feels. Her moans grow louder as I push her against the wall and lean down, taking one of her pink nipples into my mouth and sucking lightly. Fucking her feels better than I imagined and I never want it to end, even though I’m already on the verge of coming.

‘Harder, Keith.’ She whispers into my ear and I pull her off the bench, bending her over it as my hand slides down her back and over her perfect ass. As I ease inside of her slick slit again, she squeezes her thighs together and it’s almost too much for me to handle. I thrust slowly, then more intensely as her cries grow louder and I worry that the entire school is going to hear.

I wrap my hands around her hips and can feel her body shudder beneath me as an orgasm rips through her. It’s too much for me to handle and I pull out, my cum shooting out onto her back and down her wet, pink flesh. It’s the most beautiful fucking thing I’ve ever seen and I wish I could just stand there staring at it all day.


Chapter 13

So, was it worth it?

Fuck yes.

I would do it again in a heartbeat and my only regret is that I didn’t do it sooner. As a matter of fact, I want to do it again soon. Preferably before they throw me off the team for good. She felt so good and watching the thick blob of my cum ooze down the back of her tight thighs is just so fucking hot.

‘How was it?’ She asks expectantly

‘It was really, really amazing.’ She grabs a towel and wipes my cum off of her ass and stands on her toes to kiss me.

‘Yeah, it was.’ She says as she wobbles slightly and I reach out to steady her. We stand there in silence for a few more beats and she grabs my arm to look at my watch. ‘Shit, we’re running late.’ I get dressed and follow her out of the small closet and we rush towards Montford Hall.

The cold air is steaming off of our hot bodies and as we dash across campus, I feel like telling everyone I see about what just happened. We pause before we enter and she stands on her toes again and pecks me on the lips.

‘Whatever happens, Keith- I really like you.’ She trails her finger along my cheek and I lean down, wrapping my arm around her waist and pulling her close. I can see the steam coming from her breath as her eyes widen and I press my lips against hers, kissing her the way I’ve always wanted to.

When I pull away, she’s smiling and softly touches her lips before leading me inside. The huge hall is empty and Jordan is the only one there, setting up the equipment for practice. I look at the clock and realize that we’re thirty minutes early. I duck into the locker room for a quick shower and when I emerge, I see the two of them talking. As I approach, Jordan gives me an annoyed look.

‘You two seem… happy.’ Jordan says as she glances at Carly for a second before shaking her head. ‘So, how was it?’ A smile creeps across Carly’s lips and she glances at me.

‘Nice, what about you?’ They glare at each other for a few more seconds and I wonder what happens now.

‘Ok, that’s it.’ I realize that this is the end. It’s over and the look on Jordan’s face tells me everything I need to know. I turn to grab my things and Carly reaches out and grabs my arm.

‘Where are you going?’ She asks and I feel like it’s fairly obvious.

‘Home. Why?’

‘We have practice. Are you quitting?’ Jordan looks perplexed.

‘No, you’re throwing me out.’ I say, completely willing to accept my fate, even though it feels terrible, like way worse than I imagined.

‘Why would we do that?’ Jordan crosses her arms and stares curiously.

‘Because I lied to you, about, you know….’ A look of confusion colors their beautiful faces and they burst into laughter.

‘What?’ Jordan asks and I’m completely confused.

‘Yeah, well, you thought I was gay and…’

‘Keith, we realized that you’re straight like almost immediately. You’re just way too much of a slob.’ Carly says with a laugh and while her words sting a bit, she’s right about that. ‘You’ve also been walking around with a constant erection since the first moment you stepped into the locker room.’

‘Why didn’t you tell me you knew?’ I’m a little annoyed but mostly curious.

‘It was too much fun teasing you and you’ve been such a good sport about the whole thing.’ Jordan says and when she rests her hand on my chest, I can’t believe I was so stressed out about it. They’re both laughing as they stare at me and I lean against the wall as I exhale.

‘So, if you already knew, why were you still trying to convert me?’ I ask, not happy about the fact that they kept me in the dark about the whole thing.

‘Are you pissed? I mean, you acted like you enjoyed it.’ Jordan comes closer and brushes my lips with hers. I enjoy it and pause for a few seconds as she presses her body against mine.

‘A little, I mean it sucks being lied to.’ I say as she steps away and I realize that I don’t really give a shit. This whole situation has been completely ridiculous and I feel like a weight has been lifted off my chest.

‘You lied to us, first!’ Carly is laughing and kisses me next. I can’t believe that it’s worked out like this and that they’re all cool with it and don’t seem to care. ‘I mean, you did deserve it.’ Her hand weaves down my torso and both of their eyes are on me as I lean against the wall.

‘So, what now?’ I’m curious to see if we can move forward after everything that’s happened. ‘I mean, I’m still your best chance at placing in the cheerleading competition, and you have to admit that it’s been really fun so far.’ Jordan crosses her arms in front of her chest and thinks for a few seconds. I can tell that they’re trying to decide if they want to keep me around.

‘You’re going to need to convince us that you’re worth the trouble.’ Carly stares at Jordan and takes a step closer, standing on her toes and tracing her finger across my jaw. I swallow and wonder if they want me to convince them right now.

‘Here?’ I swallow as Jordan presses her body against me and leans over to give Carly a kiss. My pulse is racing and I look around, worried that someone is going to walk in.

‘Sure.’ Jordan pulls off her tank top and sinks to her knees in front of me as Carly presses her lips against mine.

‘Do you think you can handle both of us?’ Carly whispers into my ear and I nod, absolutely willing to give it a try. As Jordan wraps her lips around my cock, I sigh, reminding myself to thank Russell for forcing me to do this. Jordan takes me into her mouth completely and I relax, tangling my hand in her hair as I slide into her throat.

‘I think so.’ I mumble and as Carly pulls off her bra and presses her full breasts against me, I hope it’s a promise I’ll be able to keep. Jordan’s head rocks back and forth and her lips and tongue are working together to send me into a spiral of bliss. I reach out and pinch one of Carly’s nipples and she squeals before covering my lips with hers.

I could stand here all day with Jordan’s mouth locked around my cock, but I can tell that Carly’s getting impatient and when she grabs my arm and drags me onto the mat, I give in, laying down as she pushes Jordan against the wall. She reaches out and unzips her friend’s sports bra and when her tits pop out, she leans over and sucks on her stiff nipples for a few seconds before pulling Jordan towards me.

‘Who do you want first?’ Carly asks and that’s a question I had only dreamed of hearing a month ago. I shrug and Carly helps ease her friend onto my cock. She’s already so wet that she slides on and Carly gets behind Jordan, reaching around to tease her clit as she covers her neck with light kisses. Her free hand grabs the redhead’s nipple, twisting it roughly as Jordan gasps. I feel her tighten as her body comes alive and the slow movement of her hips is enough to send me over the edge.

I wrap my hands around her hips as she rocks and Carly whispers something into her ear as she stares at me and I feel chills race through my body. Jordan’s cries echo through the large room and I feel her body clench around me as she arches her back against Carly. I want to hold off long enough to fuck them both and when Jordan turns around to kiss her friend, I maneuver myself from underneath her and pull Carly towards me.

‘You’re next.’ I say and she smiles sweetly before lowering herself onto her knees and arching her back. I run my hand along her smooth skin and position myself behind her and ease into her wet slit. It feels so good and I watch as Jordan moves towards her friend, stroking her hair as she sits on the mat in front of her, spreading her legs as Carly lowers her face into the redhead’s sticky pink pussy. Each thrust pushes her further and as Carly’s tongue teases her friend, I have to look away.

When Carly clenches around me, I pull out and cover her ass with my cum. My heart is racing and when Carly crawls up to kiss Jordan, I can feel myself getting stiff again. The whole thing is too sexy and my heart races as Carly pushes her friend onto the mat and starts tickling her viciously.

‘Fuck! What did I miss?’ I hear Sam’s voice echo behind us and I wonder if I’ll need to give a repeat performance.

That doesn’t sound like such a bad thing.


Epilogue

‘What the fuck, Keith?’

‘Why don’t you get out here and do it yourself if you’re not happy?’ I yell back at Russell. Even though he’s fully healed, he still hasn’t wanted to get back on the mat and I’m feeling salty.

‘You don’t want me out there, dude. If they remember how good I am, they’re going to kick your ass off the team.’ He shouts and I scoff, annoyed that I can’t get the most recent addition to the new routine down.

We were able to place at nationals and if I even mention handing the reins back over to Russell, the girls lose their collective minds.

‘Would you two stop it? You sound like an old married couple.’ Jordan says and Sam bursts into a fit of laughter, collapsing onto the mat as I get into position again. Carly counts down and I hoist Jordan up, burying my face in her pussy before she stabilizes herself on top of me.

‘Jesus, Keith.’ She gasps and I have a feeling that she’s thinking the same thing I am. School is going well and I’ve figured out how to balance classwork, practice and whatever else needs to be done to make everyone happy. Sam runs towards me as Jordan flips off and I pick her up, remembering what she felt like underneath me last night.

‘Ok, that should do it.’ Russell claps his hands and I’m glad that they were able to keep him around. He’s happier coaching anyway and if there’s one thing he loves, it’s telling me what I’m doing wrong. I jog towards him and he gives me a broad grin. ‘So it looks like it all worked out.’

‘Yeah, I guess it did.’ I turn towards my friend and give him a half hug. I’m all sweaty and he pushes me away, grimacing.

‘Get the fuck off of me, man. You stink.’ I sniff my armpits and shake my head.

‘Fuck you, I smell fine.’ Jordan jogs in my direction and I wink at him. ‘She doesn’t seem to mind, anyway.’ Russell rolls his eyes as the gorgeous redhead stands on her toes and plants a kiss on my lips.

‘You’re coming over tonight, right?’ She winks and I shrug. ‘Sam said she wanted to drop by too.’

‘Yeah, after practice?’ She nods and as I make my way towards the locker room, my mouth contorts into a stupid grin and I can’t believe how well everything worked out.




Want more? Get a free bonus scene when you sign up for my newsletter.
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The Roadie




I spent twenty years dealing with the most demanding acts in the music business, but nothing prepared me for the LaLa Girls.




When my agent contacted me about a job, I wanted to blow him off. My life as a road manager for some of the world's hottest bands was behind me and I was happily holed up in my cabin in Montana. That all changed when my wife left me, taking everything with her and leaving me broke.




Now I'm on a tour bus with three of the wildest women I've ever met and I'm starting to wonder if they want more from me than my skills as a roadie.




Serena, the gorgeous blonde, is smart and moody and desperately wants to move on from her life as a celebrity. Zoe, a siren at heart, is the wild child and takes what she wants, even if she's not sure what that is. Kat is sweet but damaged and desperately needs someone to protect her.




They're going to turn my life upside down, but maybe that's exactly what I need.
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Bonne Chance




When I received an email that my Uncle Bob had passed away, I was obviously upset. I barely knew the guy, but soon learned that he left me his entire estate. I assumed that would consist of his shabby beach bar and a few Hawaiian shirts, but was shocked to find out that he was a millionaire and led a life that I could only dream of.




Joie, a French lawyer who's handling his estate, is absolutely gorgeous, smart and very interested in getting to know me better and when Abby, the hot American surfer comes into the picture, I wonder how I ended up so lucky.




My miserable life is finally falling into place, but when I get a note from a beautiful stranger, I begin to think that there may be more to Uncle Bob than I could have possibly imagined.
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