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Chapter One

Scorcher

As most people discovered sometime early on in their lives, scalding heat had a way of robbing someone of any thoughts not directed toward that blistering discomfort. From burning a hand on the stove, to spilling scalding hot coffee on the thigh, to touching the roof of a black car left out in the sun too long, the mind filtered out everything else when that spike of searing discomfort stabbed itself in. It didn’t matter if someone was late to work or in the best mood of their life beforehand. In enough supply, heat demanded the complete attention of anyone battered by it. The mind turned to mush, and little rattled around in the brain other than a primal need to cool off.

That was how Jake felt today.

Not because of any sudden burn of the hand or thigh, not because of any spilled boiling water or coffee. Instead, it’d thrust itself on him from ninety million miles away, insidious in its attempts to rob him of his ability to think. All sourced directly from the lifegiving sphere hovering at its apex in the vivid blue sky. Except today, the sun revealed itself to be a vengeful and cruel thing, intending to melt him in his seat, knowing no mercy for a guy down on his luck.

To make matters worse, he could see the oasis that could have saved him. It glistened as a vibrant blue, absorbing and refracting the light of a cloudless day. He heard the splashing of the fortunate souls who could find relief from the furious sun’s rays, watched over them as they enjoyed what he could not. A speck of envy toward them expanded within his chest.

Of all the days to be a lifeguard, this one stuck out in Jake’s mind as one of the worst.

It was just too damn hot. Sweat drenched him, even though he’d barely moved throughout his shift, other than when he got down from the tower during the pool’s break periods—where he’d then swiftly sought shade to hide under. He always brought along a gallon jug of water for these shifts, which he rarely refilled with the pool’s water fountain. Today, he’d already refilled it fully twice.

For most of the people currently gathered at Summerlin’s neighborhood pool, it was the perfect sort of day to spend six-plus hours at the pool. They’d flocked to it even before his shift had started at noon, coming and going as they pleased over the following hours. They had that privilege. Unfortunately for him, he was one of the two people on the premises who couldn’t make that choice. Gradually, as they so often did, his eyes pointed toward one of the other two. A journey his gaze didn’t make alone.

He'd long understood that numerous of their regulars viewed the pool itself as a secondary attraction. Hell, there were plenty of people, ranging from gawking teenagers to married men, who’d show up each day, who showed up just to check if the sight they wanted to see sat within one of the two lifeguarding towers flanking the lengths of the pool. If not, they were just as likely to turn around and head home as they would spend an hour or two at the pool. It was ridiculous, and yet Jake couldn’t blame them. Well, the married guys, he could.

Madison Wright served as one of the two Holy Grails found only at Summerlin’s swimming pool. And of the pair, she came the least dressed. So, it wasn’t just their eyes that bulged when she showed up for her shift or when she shimmied out of her lifeguarding shorts to swim a few laps during each break period.

Wearing a pair of thick sunglasses as she sat in the chair on the opposite side of the pool than his, further down, too, so that she could watch the deep end while he focused on the shallows, she arched her back and stretched. Even that small movement attracted more eyes to her. Suffice it to say, Madison had the looks to end up taking residence in the mind of anyone who saw her, if even just for a moment, even if just passing by her on the street, for the rest of their lives.

A brunette with dark hazel eyes, she’d the kind of smile that forced hearts into a dead sprint and the type of body that haunted them every time they closed their eyes. A perfect hourglass, tan and tall, she’d some of the most tantalizing breasts Jake had ever seen. Firm, full, and readily displayed in her bikini top, she could make tongues wag with just a single hop, make men wish they could be the single bead of sweat dripping down her throat and over one of her breasts. A few years older than him, in her senior year of college, she’d turned down numerous modeling offers over the past several years. Because of that, she remained the local legend of Summerlin, and the rest of the country didn’t realize just what they were missing.

Madison’s head tilted upward slightly, and he realized she must have noticed him gawking at her with the rest of the guppies in and around the pool. A pearly white smile dawned on her face, and she threw him a peace sign. Blushing, Jake managed a half wave back, then swiftly looked away.

Oh, and she was also the older sister of his former best friend.

Doing his best not to look Madison’s way for the remaining twenty or so minutes until they could blow their whistles and get down from their chairs, Jake primarily focused on a pair of chatty moms crowing about a new puppy one of them had just gotten for their kid, alongside still fulfilling his usual scans of the pool. In two summers of lifeguarding, he’d yet to have his first experience with someone starting to drown. He’d just prefer that streak keep itself alive.

Glancing toward the clock hanging off the wall of the clubhouse beside the pool proper intermittently, four-forty-five arrived at long last. Checking with Madison before he did it, he found her whistle already sitting between her lips. She nodded, and their shrill whistles then called out, much to the dismay of the underaged swimmers playing in the pool. Once they’d all climbed out of the pool, Jake and Madison set down the life preservers on their laps and climbed down from their towers. Jake snatched his jug of water and hauled it to his lips, spotting Madison immediately sliding her way into the water. Like usual, she began swimming her laps. As usual, plenty of eyes found their fifteen minutes of entertainment while the break persisted.

Instead of throwing himself into the water, Jake instead made for the lifeguard shack. A cloistered little hut sitting about twenty feet behind the chair he’d climbed down from, it held the medical and cleaning supplies inside of it. The humid air within sat heavily, mugging him on his arrival. Because of all the junk filling the cabinets on the walls, it was barely any cooler here than out in the sun.

But it also kept a few foldable chairs inside, one of which he now claimed for himself, picking his phone up from where he’d left it sitting on it before his most recent shift at the lifeguard stand. A few new texts appeared on his screen as he tapped it, but none from the one person whose messages he remained unsure of if he wanted to see or not.

For three years, starting in his junior year of high school, he’d dated Alice. Three blissful, wonderful years. Or, at least, that was the wool he’d worn over his eyes. As it turned out, Alice liked monogamy about as much as a cricket liked silence. To further twist the knife, she’d cheated on him with Luke, his former best friend. Whose older sister was his coworker. Yeah…

He hadn’t spoken to either of them since right before summer break had started, following when he’d walked in on them fishing for gold under the other’s clothes. He and Luke had almost come to blows, and only Alice’s crying pleas had likely prevented that. Storming away from the wretched situation, he’d only about a week before his summer job at Summerlin’s pool began. Where he’d get three or four reminders a week of Luke’s existence in the guise of his overly sexy sister. It was a maddeningly confusing set of emotions he felt each time he looked at her. At least Madison seemed like she didn’t plan to bring it up or play messenger for her brother, who, alongside Alice, hadn’t come around the pool—not that any of them lived in this wealthy part of town.

All this left Jake feeling frustratingly uncertain about everything. Did he even want to talk to Alice again? If she did text him, what was he hoping she had to say? An apology, an excuse, a hope they could get back together? His lips curled in disgust at that last thought, partially because a part of him still radiated that hope. He’d been in love, that much he was certain of. But now, warped by the sharpest, vilest betrayal he could imagine possible, he had anger, despair, and revulsion aplenty coursing through his veins. Sighing, he threw his head back and stared at the ceiling.

“Is everything good?” a feminine voice asked.

Jake nearly fell out of his chair as he swiveled his head toward the doorway. Standing there, dripping wet, holding her shorts in one hand, and still as uncomfortably sexy as she’d always been, Madison gave him a little wave.

“Uh, yeah. All good. Everything’s great.”

Had a less believable lie ever been uttered?

“Okay, cool,” Madison said, accepting the shoddy deflection he presented her.

A few moments of awkward silence followed, which Jake, realizing she planned to stand there until he said something, finally broke.

“How was the swim?”

“Refreshing. You could join me for my next one. It’s damn hot in here. Sweltering.”

“Yeah, uh, maybe.”

Madison flashed a smile at him and finally entered the shack properly. Passing by him, she bent over and picked up a towel from a stack sitting on another of the chairs. Jake sucked in a tight breath, an immediate reaction uncomfortably pushing up against his swim trunks as Madison’s undeniably sexy ass pushed itself in his direction, just four or five feet from his face. An overflow of desire punched him right in the gut, which caused his sluggishness to turn away before Madison did so herself.

“I can’t believe it’s so hot today,” she said, a hint of a smirk sweeping up one corner of her mouth.

“Uh, yeah. Hotter than I can remember.”

“We should cool off once we close the place up. Take a swim together. I’m sure Julia won’t mind.”

It wasn’t the first time she’d suggested they relax at the pool after closing. It couldn’t be because she had nothing to do afterward. He’d seen her phone blowing up with texts from a hundred different people enough times to know better than that. If she even sighed in boredom, a dozen texts offering her something to do, someone to spend time with, charged onto her phone.

“Doesn’t Julia always say no, though?”

Madison’s smile formed itself fully, dazzling pearly whites contrasting her tan skin. “That’s because I’m the one always asking. You’re her favorite, so if you ask, I bet we’ll get the okay.”

Jake frowned. “I really doubt that’ll work any better than before.”

Madison took a step closer, then bent forward so she could place a hand on his knee. Jake’s breath ran for Mexico as a pair of perfect breasts crowded his vision. What was he thinking about again?

“Have a little faith, Jake. I know what I’m doing.”

She rubbed up his knee a little bit, which brought her breasts even closer to his face. If she’d looked down, she’d have spotted the quickest erection he’d ever popped in his life. Thankfully, she remained focused on his face while waiting for his answer.

“I can… ask,” he said, instinctively not wanting to disappoint her.

“Great!” Madison’s hand lingered just a moment longer, but then she finally pulled back. “I can cover the start of this next hour while you go talk to her. I’m sure she’s in the clubhouse, making herself busy.”

Before he had any chance to regain his thoughts, Madison bounded out of the room. He was still sitting, sluggishly coming out of his stupor, when he heard her whistle blow, followed by cheers and splashes. Once he finally stood up, he pushed his erection to an angle where it wouldn’t be so obvious, then went searching for Julia.


Chapter Two

Mr. Favorite

The clubhouse stood off behind the shallow side of the pool, a large two-story house with open spaces designed to host parties and even rare weddings on the first floor. There was a snack area, too, replete with hotdogs, candy, and drinks, run by a rotating cast of middle-aged dads and moms Julia had hired—though it closed each day at four, so they were long gone. Like Jake, Madison, and most of the other lifeguards on the payroll, they didn’t live within Summerlin’s affluent neighborhood.

Julia did, though. Jake moved through the public portion of the clubhouse’s first floor, happily basking in the cool air conditioning thrumming through the air, then started up the staircase leading to the second. Pretty much exactly as Madison had suggested, he found Julia Hartwick, owner of the pool, hard at work. Her fingers typing furiously on her keyboard behind her computer, she didn’t even notice him enter her office, which was clean to the point of sterility.

He’d always wondered why she bought the pool. As far as he was aware, the pool was profitable. It had a youth swimming team, she allowed coaches to use it for private swimming lessons, and there were water fitness classes on three mornings of the week. And nabbing a membership felt almost like a rite of passage among the people of Summerlin, even if they didn’t use it. But, for a woman of her wealth, for any person with the money to have a house in Summerlin, it probably wasn’t an astonishing profit she was turning.

She ran some sort of exporting business, though Jake didn’t know the full details. She was a friend of his mom’s, and that was how he’d gotten the job. It paid four dollars an hour higher than any other lifeguarding job he’d found, and Julia proved a fantastic boss. Attentive, understanding, and willing to step in and help as needed, he’d no problems with her being the one who signed his paychecks. Still, he wondered why she put so much time and energy into it all.

Realizing she probably wouldn’t notice him until he got right up on her, Jake backed up a step and rapt his knuckles on the open door. Immediately, a radiant set of blue eyes snapped toward his presence. The tightlipped fervor that surrounded her like static electricity immediately dissipated, and the second Holy Grail of Summerlin poured a welcoming smile upon him.

“Hey, Jake.” The smile faltered slightly. “Any trouble down there?”

“Oh, no!” he quickly said. “Everything’s all good. Great, even, minus how hot it is.”

“It’s a record-breaker of a day,” Julia said, nodding. “I hope you and Madison have been staying hydrated. If either of you gets lightheaded, even if just a little, get out of the sun and come and see me.”

“Right.”

Julia tilted her head to the side, which disrupted the professional perfection she usually maintained when one dark blonde bang slid slightly out of place. Immaculately dressed at all times, makeup splashed lightly over her face, a crisp white blouse with just two buttons undone, lint feared the very idea of Julia Hartwick. If Jake had one complaint about his boss, silly as it was for any man to complain about such a thing, he wished she wasn’t so damn sexy.

She could match Madison in both loveliness and voluptuousness; it was why she could be considered Summerlin’s other Holy Grail. Even though she had about two decades on her compatriot, she didn’t show a glimpse of age on her smooth skin. While Madison swam like a fish to keep her body in shape, Julia regularly played tennis with friends at the court just beside the pool. On those days, when she arrived in a flirty skirt and crop top ready to play, Madison found some competition for attention.

“So, what’s brought you up here, then?” Julia asked.

There’s no way this is going to work, Jake thought. But there was no harm in getting shut down, so he could put Madison’s belief that he was Julia’s favorite to bed.

“I know you usually say no, but would it be okay if Madison and I stuck around a bit after our shift ends? We were looking to swim some.”

Julia’s eyebrows raised, surprise glancing through her skylit gaze. Strange. Even stranger, she didn’t immediately shoot down his question. Her lips pursed thoughtfully, and then she glanced out the window overlooking the pool. He couldn’t quite see whom she saw, but he imagined it could only be one person.

“I suppose it would be all right.”

Wait, what?

“So long as you make sure everything is spick and span before you all leave,” Julia continued, returning her attention to him. “And I do mean spotless.”

“Y-yeah,” Jake said, fighting against how flabbergasted he felt so he could speak. “Of course. Thank you, Julia.”

“You seem surprised,” Julia noted, a smile flitting over her lips. “Am I that predictable, that you’d never imagine me relaxing the rules a little?”

Heat flushed Jake’s face. “I wouldn’t say it like that. I just wasn’t expecting you to say yes, I guess.”

“Are you unhappy I did?”

“No.” Though now I’ll never hear the end of how I get favoritism.

Julia folded her hands beneath her chin. “Then it’s all worked out. Make sure the cleaner is in the pool and scrubbing the floor before you all go. It should finally be fixed.”

Jake nodded. A little Roomba-like robot designed for underwater scrubbing called a Nautica, the thing spent more time broken than not. Rarely broken in the sense that it wouldn’t turn on or operate, most of its faultiness revolved around its sensors, which regularly caused it to fail to clean the entire pool. For how expensive it was, clocking in just shy of eight hundred bucks, he could understand Julia’s growing frustration with the thing’s inadequacy.

“I’ll make sure,” he said, beginning to turn to leave.

“Oh, Jake.”

Pausing in the doorway, he glanced over his shoulder. “Yeah?”

Julia’s lips moved thoughtfully, and her eyes again trailed out through her window. “There’s going to be an evening party hosted here this Saturday. Would you be interested in taking a shift for it? It’ll pay two dollars above normal pay.”

Jake almost said no, and in a way that would have lacerated embarrassment all across his back. Because Saturday was movie night with Alice. Saturday had been movie night with Alice, his brain thankfully shouted at him, allowing him to avert disaster.

“Yeah, I think I could do that. Is it just me?”

“I think two of you will be more than enough. I’ll send over all the details.” She tapped a finger on the phone sitting beside her keyboard.

“Sure. I’ll be looking for your text.”

“Thank you, Jake. Enjoy your time in the pool.”

Nodding, he left Julia to finish up her work. Returning almost reluctantly into the heat, he grabbed his jug of water from inside the lifeguard shack, then took up his vigil in his tower. All the while, a sunglasses-wearing beauty tracked him. Once he was up in his seat, preserver in his lap, he finally glanced Madison’s way. She tilted her head ever so slightly to the side, a question within that subtle movement.

Jake sighed, knowing he’d never hear the end of it, then gave her a thumbs up. Immediately, Madison’s dazzling smile spread itself wide.


Chapter Three

Marco

At five-forty-five, the final whistle blows of the night shrilled across the pool area. By that time, only about two dozen bodies remained on the premises, and most of those started drying off, gathering their things, and preparing to leave. A few people remained in the water, planning to linger until the exact moment the pool closed. The bane of any closing shift lifeguard, but what could they do? Especially for this neighborhood, where even the most minor perceived slight could set off the affluent doctor who’d yawp about the respect that they were due like a children’s action figure crying out its catchphrases.

Fortunately, the familiar faces Jake registered still lingering in the pool weren’t of that variety of nuisance maker, so he shoved that fear aside. Usually, he’d have waited to start closing until everyone was gone, but he decided today to start hauling garbage early. After gathering up the few pieces of trash left between pool chairs and tables, he dropped them into the nearest plastic trash can. They’d six of them scattered around the pool, as well as the two down on the tennis court area, and he visited each, popped their lid, then carried out the bags he found at least half full to the nearby garbage dump. Madison spotted him, threw him a nod, and took over watching the remaining guests as they slowly filtered out.

Once he’d dumped the trash, fitted the trashcans with new black bags, and washed his hands in the restroom, it was already six. With only one exception, all the day’s guests had ushered themselves out. Spotting who it was that still dawdled, instead of making his way toward the gate, Jake sighed and started heading over to where he and Madison stood.

“Floyd, the pool’s closed,” Madison said, arms crossed over her breasts defensively as she tried to usher the middle-aged man, jowls, beer gut, and liver spots all, off the premises.

“Yeah, I know.” Floyd licked his lips, a tawdry hunger dripping in his eyes like syrup. “So, you’re getting off your shift. John Ruby’s is just a few blocks away if you want to go get some good food.”

“I’d rather not,” Madison answered immediately.

The recently divorced dentist started to say something, then noticed he was no longer alone with Madison. His gaze rotated away from Madison, angling with a new emotion—disdain—toward Jake.

“Hey, it’s six, Floyd,” Jake said, pointing toward the hanging clock. “We’ve got to get everyone to clear out.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to drive on over once you’re done?” Floyd said, ignoring Jake. “I do John’s teeth, so there’s always a table reserved for me. The food is out of this world.”

“Thanks, but I’m not really interested,” Madison said, remaining stoic and firm.

Simmering with discontent, glaring at Jake as if his presence had foiled his scheme, Floyd thankfully made no further issue of it. Watching warily as he gathered his things and headed out into the parking lot, Jake sighed.

“Guy’s such a creep,” Madison said, watching alongside him as Floyd made it to his car. “Did you know he was asking me out last summer, too? Yeah, while he was still married.”

“That’s disgusting.” He glanced at Madison. “Sorry you had to deal with that.”

Finally, as Floyd’s Cadillac backed up and headed onto the road, Madison dropped her arms from her breasts. “Yeah, he’s in my bottom three for sure.”

Typically, their respective cars stuck out among a herd of Bentleys, Mercedes, and BMWs like a pair of black sheep. Now, they outnumbered the last remaining luxury car, Julia’s Porsche, left in the nearly barren parking lot. Different than any other day Jake had looked upon such a sight, he wouldn’t be leaving within the next thirty minutes.

“Bleh. Bleh!” Madison shook her head wildly, sticking her tongue out as if she’d tasted something vile. “Enough of that, enough of him. We’re here to get out of this sun and into that pool.” With one hand pulling off her sunglasses and placing them on a nearby table, the other reached over and grabbed his wrist. “Come on.”

With little time to give any input of his own, he found himself jumping into the deep end alongside Luke’s older sister. Immediately, he sunk beneath the chilling waters, where all the heat stewing across his body for the past six hours evaporated before the water’s soothing onslaught. Opening his eyes underwater, he saw the streaking plumes of disturbed water above them. Madison waved at him beneath the surface, moving her fingers even more lethargically than the water’s tension would have caused.

Jake rolled his eyes and resurfaced. Madison joined him only a moment later. Together, the two treaded water, looking across the way between them as the ripples their motions formed collided with one another.

“So, was I right, or was I right?” Madison asked.

Jake sighed. “I almost feel like you bribed Julia somehow, just so you could get this to all happen perfectly.”

Madison snorted. “What could I possibly have that I could use to bribe that woman? She signs my checks. I’m not about to give some of that money back.”

“Okay, but why am I her favorite? What’s your theory?”

“Hmm, I wonder.” Madison grinned. “Maybe we should go up and ask her?”

They both glanced up toward Julia’s window on the second floor of the clubhouse. Due to their angle in the deep end, they could somewhat make out the ceiling of her office, though the woman within remained hidden from sight. They’d probably both be long gone before Julia emerged from her office and started for home.

“Maybe it’s not that I’m her favorite, but that you’re just her least favorite. If Tony, Ava, or George asked, she might also say yes to them.”

“And why would I be anyone’s least favorite?” Madison asked. She shifted in the water so that she floated on her back. Which brought two very buoyant orbs above the water’s surface for Jake’s appreciation. “Who would ever dislike me?”

Even submerged up to the neck in cold water, a spark of heat ignited within his chest, which spread swiftly through the rest of his body. After a slightly too long block of silence, Madison turned her head toward him. Her smile returned.

“Jake? Thoughts?”

“Uh, no clue,” he stammered, struggling to tear his gaze away from the glimpses of smooth, tan skin rising above the water.

“Right, so it must be because you’re the favorite, not because I’m the least favorite.” Nodding as if it’d all been decided, she began propelling herself slowly toward the pool’s shallow side. “Now, come on. Let’s play a game.”

“What kind of game?” Jake asked, swimming breaststroke after her.

“The most famous of them all, of course,” Madison explained once they’d reached a part of the pool where she could stand comfortably. The top halves of her breasts remained above the water, water droplets coursing down her tan skin.

“Marco Polo?” Jake said, planting his own feet on the pool’s surface.

“Marco Polo.”

“All right,” he said, inwardly shrugging. He’d been unsure why Madison had roped him into joining him in the pool after work but playing a kid’s game in the water was certainly not on his bingo card. Still, he supposed there were worse ways to spend his time.

“I’ll start as the searcher,” she said, shutting her eyes tight. “Oh, and no going beyond the four-foot line.”

Jake glanced over his shoulder at the markings engraved just above the pool’s gutters. “Gotcha.”

With her eyes still closed, Madison beckoned him away. Gliding away quietly through the water, he moved to a position about fifteen feet to the right of her. A few seconds later, Madison spoke the titular first word.

“Marco.”

And he answered with his portion of it.

“Polo.”

Smiling, Madison turned and began weaving through the water on her way to his previous location. Shifting quietly through the water, he was long gone by the time she reached around where he’d stood.

“Marco.”

“Polo.”

The process repeated itself. While Jake wasn’t exactly the defining authority on the game, he imagined two-person matches of Marco Polo didn’t go very well for the player who ended up as the searcher. Twice more, Madison called out. Twice more, Jake dodged her easily.

“Meanie,” Madison said, eyes kept closed. She wasn’t even facing the right direction, as he’d rotated around to her left flank, about ten feet out from her.

While competitive, he wasn’t so competitive that he wouldn’t respond. “Hey, you’re the one who picked to close your eyes first.”

She turned in his direction, though she otherwise made no movements toward him. “Yeah, because I thought I was playing with a good sport!”

“You mean, you thought you were playing with someone who’d let you win,” he corrected.

She splashed water in his direction, though it didn’t make it close, save for the ripples afterward. An adorable pout appeared on her face. Jake sighed.

“Fine, fine. I’ll be a ‘good sport,’ whatever that means.”

Grinning, the game moved into its second phase, one where Jake didn’t move as quietly or as far away when repositioning. Unsurprisingly, it wasn’t long before he was barely dodging out of the way, jumping sluggishly through the water to avoid her sweeping arms. Which eventually led to a hand scraping against his forearm. Madison’s eyes shot open immediately, and she wore her victory proudly.

“Your turn.”

“I know.”

Jake shut his eyes, then gave Madison time to decide where she wanted to start. Sounding off, he heard her responding cadence a bit behind him. Cutting through the still waters in her general direction, he repeated the call. Madison’s answer came a little to his left.

“Marco.”

“Polo.”

He readjusted again, chasing the sound of her voice. And again. While chasing her mirthful voice, he realized that she seemed to be rotating counterclockwise around him, keeping just a few feet out of his reach.

“Marco.”

“Polo,” Madison’s voice sang, already shifted again to his left side.

Jake turned and lunged at her general location at about three-quarters speed. Missing, he called out again, found her still circling around him in the same direction, and repeated his process. And a third time. On the fourth, having hopefully lulled Madison into a rhythm of his slowed-down grabs, he lunged full speed. He heard a small gasp of surprise, and it was a portent of his victory.

Okay, so he maybe was more than just a little competitive.

His hand sank into something that gave far more than an arm or shoulder should have. Soft yet firm, the force of his lunge pushed against the plush object. Even with his eyes closed, Jake wasn’t that dense.

His eyes snapped open, revealing he had indeed just snatched a greedy handful of one of Madison’s enormous breasts. Hissing as if he’d woken up to a tarantula on his forehead, he yanked his hand away immediately.

“Sorry, sorry!”

For her part, Madison didn’t seem all that worried about the mishap. However, she did seem to enjoy seeing his flustered state.

“It’s no biggie, Jake. It happens. Besides, look at these big things; they’re kind of completely in the way all the time.”

Jake’s jaw dropped when Madison pushed her breasts up with her hands, drawing his attention to her eye-snatching voluptuousness. Noticing his open-mouthed gaping, her eyes flashed mischievously, which hurled bright red color onto his cheeks. Madison had always acted like a bit of a flirtatious maverick around him, and he’d never grown used to it.

“My turn,” Madison said, already shutting her eyes. “Marco!”

She got him on the chest this round after he ended up maneuvered into the corner of the pool. With very little room to dodge, the pool walls acting like a pair of thugs in a movie coming up behind, she practically leaped into him. His arms wrapped around her back as she barreled into him, more of a tackle than a lunge. He ended up with his back pressed into the corner of the pool, their chests connecting in a way that he immediately blushed over. Her eyes shot open, and she grinned.

“Gotcha again.”

She made no move to separate their bodies or give him space to get out of the corner she’d trapped him against. A tall woman, she still stood a few inches shorter than him. So, pressed against him, her eyes craned upward.

Beautiful.

It was the repeating thought residing within his head. How could anyone see Madison and not think some manner of that word? Even from afar, they’d recognize it. Up this close, it was practically intoxicating. Madison made an overt wiggle with her chest still squashed against his, and a thunderbolt might as well have speared the pool. Crimson as a tomato, he struggled to swallow a lump in his throat. And the evil flirt scorching his skin with her body heat noticed.

“See, Jake? Marco Polo can be quite the fun game to play with me.”

“I never said I wasn’t having fun,” he said, dry-mouthed and heart pounding.

“When we started versus now,” she cooed, pushing ever so slightly harder into him. Her breasts deformed further against his chest, and he thought he could feel her heart racing alongside his. “Which is better?”

“It’s… hard to decide,” Jake said, as blatant a lie as he’d ever uttered. Still, it had the desired effect.

“Is that right?” Madison climbed onto her toes, dragging her voluptuous breasts further up his chest. She dropped back down to her heels. Then she climbed back onto her toes, slowly, frustratingly slowly, repeating the process. “How about now?”

If there was any doubt before, it evaporated in a storm of searing hot lust. Unless tit-grinding had come into vogue as an acceptable form of teasing while he wasn’t looking, this pushed well beyond that edge, even for Madison. His body tensed stiffer than a board, and a deep-seated ache rumbled through his core.

Growing up, how many fantasies about Luke’s older sister had he gone through? More than he could count, certainly. The forbidden nature of it had only increased the temptation of it. But they’d only ever been that: fantasies. Never in his wildest dreams had he imagined a reality where Madison Wright pushed her massive breasts against his chest and rubbed herself against him. She was his best friend’s older sister.

Former, a voice in his head reminded him.

What would it mean, if he saw how far he could go with that cheating prick’s sister? Anger still swarmed through him like a hive of bees brought to a frenzy. How good would it feel to fuck Luke’s sister, he wondered?

Yet, as those darker thoughts roiled through him, a shard of shame cut down his spine. He’d known Madison for years, and she’d always treated him kindly. The fury and resentment he carried was for Luke and Luke alone. He couldn’t—he wouldn’t—make Madison into collateral damage of that.

So, instead of his hands finding one of the voluptuous parts of Madison—and there were many—he brought them to her slender arms. His former best friend’s sister arched an eyebrow. She stopped gyrating upon him, but she didn’t pull away.

“Madison, I… I don’t think this is a good idea,” he said, tongue crawling over glass as he spoke words his body hissed at him over. “I mean, because of Luke and Alice and….”

Madison tilted her head to the side, thoughts a mystery to him. “So, given the choice, you wouldn’t want to revenge fuck me?”

When she spoke those words, gave them life, turned assumptions into reality, Jake’s body practically revolted against him for daring to nod his head. He knew many sleepless nights pondering ‘what if’ awaited him in his future. Nevertheless, he’d made up his mind.

“I wouldn’t. I really like you, Madison. So, I wouldn’t want to potentially ruin things doing something like that.”

The stunning woman pressed against him peered into his eyes. Some manner of decision seemed to click behind her face, though he couldn’t tell what it was. A moment later, as she pulled away from him, their connection ended. And his body shrieked at him all the louder for it.

“You’re up,” Madison said, jabbing a finger into his chest. “So, close those eyes.”

Continuing their game of Marco Polo was about the last thing Jake wanted to do. “Madison, I don’t think I’m up for any more pool games.”

“This’ll be the last round. But keep those eyes tightly shut until I say you can open them.”

Jake’s mouth twisted warily. “Can’t we just start cleaning up now?”

“Nope.” Madison jabbed him again. “Now, close ‘em.”

Withholding a sigh, he closed his eyes. He felt the water bend around him as Madison pushed herself away. A longer-than-normal delay followed, in which Jake tried not to overthink about what he’d just denied himself. The ache in his balls sure wouldn’t.

“Marco.”

Time to get this over with. “Polo.”

She sounded a bit further back but otherwise directly in front of him. Wading through the shallows with the anticipation that she’d move long before he reached her, hands out in front of him, once more, they contacted something soft and enormous. Something no longer covered by the fabric that should have kept his palm from contacting a forbidden fruit. A hard point pressed into his palm.

“Eyes closed,” a husky voice whispered. “Until I say you can open them.”

It was the only thing that kept his gaze squeezed shut. Blood pounded in his eardrums, and his breathing practically halted entirely. Warm, soft, smooth. Those thoughts coiled around his mind.

“Put your other hand up. It should give me attention, too.”

“Madison…”

A chuckle reached his ears. “You said it yourself: you won’t revenge fuck me. So, this must be something completely different than that.” Madison must have taken a step forward, for the enormous orb in his hand squashed itself under his palm. “Something we both want, from where I’m standing. Won’t you, Jake?” Fingertips trailed over the back of his hand, spreading his hand so that he absorbed her breast’s full size and weight.

Any shackles of resistance remaining rusted and collapsed. Now, more than anything, he wanted this strange and unexpected moment to continue, to last forever. And he wanted to see how far it would go, worry about asking why later. Intoxicated by Madison’s sultry voice, he lifted his second hand.

“That’s right,” Madison whispered, moving a hand over to his wrist, helping him find her other breast. “They’re big and sensitive, Jake. You’ve got to give them lots of attention.”

“I’m going to,” he said. “I promise.”

Madison sighed and stepped even closer. Jake bent his arms, feeling her body heat bounce against his skin. Even without any sight, or perhaps because of it, he measured every part of the massive breasts in his grasp. He gently slipped his hands around them, feeling their proportions, weight, and smoothness.

“My nipples are a bit of a weak spot,” Madison husked. “Why don’t you see what happens when you pinch and pull on them?”

Jake didn’t need told twice. Still fondling one breast, he trailed his fingertips over her smooth skin until they found one of her pert, budded nipples. As his thumb and forefinger lightly squeezed it between them, he heard Madison exhale a breathy sigh.

“I’ve been so fucking horny all day,” Madison said, quivering taut as he pinched a bit harder. “I kept looking at you, hoping today would be the day.”

Fucking hell.

“You’ve been planning this a while? With me?”

“See anyone else around? Oh, right.” She laughed. “Yes, you, ya big dummy.”

Jake brought his fingers around her other nipple, both hands now pinching them softly. Hearing that Madison Wright had apparently been scheming so that he could play with her breasts nearly overwhelmed his ability to think. Somehow, he’d found himself in the position so many guys would envy and hate him for having.

“For how long?” he asked, giving slight tugs on her nipples.

“Don’t hate me, but since I heard about what happened a few weeks ago.”

“Why?”

“Open your eyes.”

He did so. Madison’s hazel eyes stared directly at him, revealing desire and passion so heady that he sucked in a tight breath. He could see her top floating in the water ten feet away. And he could see his hands playing with her breasts, a treat he’d never considered he might taste.

“Because you’re the kind of guy that makes me soaking fucking wet,” Madison said, steamy expression holding nothing back from him. “It’s been that way for a long time. Know how many times I made myself cum thinking about you? A lot.”

“Wow.”

“I know it must make me sound like some kind of awful slut, wanting my little brother’s best friend for so many years, wishing you weren’t taken all these years.” She laughed. “Well, we can’t help whom we want sometimes, can we?”

“You didn’t do anything to ever try and break me and Alice up, so I don’t think any of that in the slightest.” Jake licked his lips, feeling steeped with newfound confidence. “You’re the sexiest fucking woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. And I’m going to imagine you cumming because of me every night from now on.”

“Why imagine it when you can make it happen?” Madison said, grinning voraciously.

“True,” he replied, grinning right back. A moment later, he tugged harder than he had before on her nipples.

“Ughhh, that’s it!” Madison moaned, throwing her hands onto his shoulders for support. “God, they’re so sensitive today. You really fucked me up, looking my way so many times during our shift.”

“Oops.” Jake pulled on her nipples even harder, and the gorgeous woman arched into him greedily. Their mouths hovered close, hot pants firing between the distance. Eyes brimming with lust, Madison gave him a quick nod.

He took her mouth not a moment later. Today, he kissed Madison Wright. Everything but that fact melted away, and his body forgave him for his earlier resistance.

Their lips mashed together, hot, needy, searching for the right angle to keep the kiss going forever. It was a bit sloppy, a bit overzealous, and yet it still ranked as the best kiss he’d ever known. Madison’s tongue rushed into his mouth, and he met her fervor with his own. Continuing his assault on her quivering nipples, delighted by her body’s electric responses, he couldn’t dream of ever stopping.

Madison pulled back just long enough to seize a ragged breath, her eyelids shuddering as he attacked her weak spots. “Harder. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Harder, Jake. I’m not some dainty flower. Make me cum.”

In response to her plea, he tightened his grasp and then yanked on her nipples harder than he had before. Her gargantuan breasts stretched oblong, and Madison’s garbled hiss of pleasure soothed Jake’s fears that he’d pulled too hard. Bowing backward like a banana peel pulled back, she might have fallen into the water if he’d let go. But he didn’t. He was just getting started.

He saw her throat bared and open for him. Like a starving wolf upon a wounded hare, he attacked it with his mouth, sucking as hard as he could on the smooth skin. Madison gasped and thrust her hands into the back of his wet hair, grabbing on for dear life.

“Yesss, right like that! Suck harder. Harder!”

Underneath the water, Madison instinctually must have brought her legs up. Jake felt them lock around his waist as the woman now held herself upon him. Gleefully, he pushed forward on his assault, in tandem forcing extreme pleasure through her breasts and her throat. One thing was for certain, and it was that Madison would need a scarf tomorrow.

“Fucking yes!” she cried, tightening her legs around his waist, pushing their bodies together. His engorged cock shoved into her, and she rubbed against it willingly.

Biting and sucking, pinching and tugging, Jake felt a swelling sense of pride each time Madison moaned or panted. Music to his ears, he wanted to hear how the finale sounded. Bombarding Madison’s supple body with pleasure, he sucked as much of her smooth skin between his teeth as possible, giving another pair of harsh tugs on her nipples.

“Oh, ahhh, Goddd!” Madison arched her hips into him, trying but failing to pull her head back up. His mouth saw to that. Grinding against him, breasts deformed, eyes rolling wildly toward the sky, she succumbed to an orgasm that pumped a shuddering moan between her teeth. The final note proved everything Jake had ever wanted to hear.

He slowed down after she’d cum, but he didn’t stop altogether. Keeping her slick skin between his mouth, he moved to the opposite side of her throat as he’d been attacking, planning to give her another unconcealable mark on her tan skin. He dropped his hands from her breasts, sensing she needed a bit of a break. For his tender care, she mewled pleasurably.

“Fuck, that was so good,” Madison panted, running soft caresses all over his body as he sucked on her throat. “Thanks for actually listening to me and being rough.”

Jake removed his mouth for just a moment. “That’s how you prefer it?”

A hint of color gathered upon her face, but she spoke unabashedly. “Yeah. I like getting fucked hard and raw. And I like all kinds of dirty talk, being told what to do, and a bit of danger.” A hopeful glint appeared in her eye. “You think you’re up for that?”

“Absolutely,” he said, a sultry trill playing on his heart. “I want to do the stuff you want and like.”

A bright smile sent his heart to the moon. “So, that means you’re interested in more games of Marco Polo with this naughty slut?”

“I guess it does.”

Madison sighed and let him resume his sucking. His hands soon returned to their naughty work. He brought her to another orgasm fifteen minutes later, this time working her slowly to that point. It was electrifying, listening to her moan, call his name, reach her climax. Her body responded hotly to wherever he graced her skin with his mouth or fingers.

“Let me get you too,” she eventually whispered into his ear. “I have a hot mouth but nowhere to put it.”

Jake carried her out of the pool, still playing with her tits as he made for the nearest pool chair. Neither of them so much as glanced at the second-story window of the clubhouse or toward the road beside the parking lot.

“Give me your best, Madison,” he said.

Madison grinned naughtily. “As you command.”

Lying down on the nearest pool chair, he maneuvered his hips so that Madison could pull down his swim trunks. When his cock sprung free, she gave it a hungry look. Snatching her towel, she quickly dried it off, then got to work adding her own lubricant to it. Holding it by the base with her hand, she ran her tongue along his shaft in long, slow strokes. All the while, she kept eye contact and a permanent smile.

“You like sucking cock, slut?” Jake asked, shivering under the hot pleasure seeping into him.

“Yours,” she purred, swirling her tongue from his balls to the tip of his cock. “I want to suck it every day. I’ll make you cum endlessly.”

“That depends on how good you are.”

Madison grinned, obviously enjoying how quickly he’d figured out how she liked to be talked to, but also because of another reason that Jake noticed. In much the way a chef might scoff at a beginner who’d dared them to create something magnificent, Madison wore a similar expression. Of someone certain that he’d realize just how skilled she was before long.

But not yet. Her long tongue strokes teased and amped his sensitivity to the max. Her coquettish eyelashes batted themselves each time she reached the tip of his cock, where she either kissed or twirled her tongue over his opening. After minutes of this torturous display, Jake realized the mistake he’d made.

“Suck my cock,” he growled at the teasing woman.

“Now, you’re learning,” she said with a grin.

In one long, skilled motion, Madison ran her tongue from his shaft’s base to its tip, then took him in his entirety into her hot mouth and throat. All the way down, falling like a curtain, she gobbled up his cock into her tight confines. And still, she looked up at him, watching as he swore and curled inward like the rewinding of a flower’s petals in spring.

“Fuck,” he groaned, reaching with a hand to steady himself on the back of her head.

Madison slowly pulled her head back, tongue slipping up the underside of his cock, until the tip of his cock remained within her mouth. Pausing in the same manner a rollercoaster did at its apex, she gave him an almost placating pat on the thigh. Jake had no time to consider its meaning. He didn’t think much of anything for the next ten minutes.

Hissing as Madison thrust her mouth back to the hilt of his cock, she tossed him straight into a tempest of bliss unlike any he’d ever known. The tightness of her throat invited him in with each noisy bob, and she gagged on him repeatedly. Without ever coming up for air, her soft hands stretching up his stomach as she almost stretched like a cat, she obliterated every memory of Alice’s less skillful blowjobs in an instant.

Jake gasped and felt his vision constricting, assailed by such pleasure that he could have forgotten his own name. One of Madison’s hands retreated down to his balls, fondling them softly, skillfully. Her head remained in motion, driving euphoria into him without any regard for how fast he might cum. Today, she wasn’t sucking him off so that they could take their time. She was here to show off, to make him realize that no one else in the world would ever give him head nearly as well as she could. To get him addicted to her tight lips and slick tongue.

Yeah, she accomplished much more than that.

“You’re so good at this,” he groaned, unable to help how lame he sounded.

“Mmhmm,” Madison said, still refusing to take his cock out of her mouth. The vibrations of her throat pushed him toward the edge. She winked slyly at him, then took him back to the hilt. From there, she wiggled her mouth from side to side, forcing him to feel her throat's constricting, blissful tightness.

“Fuck, Madison, don’t tease me like that!”

She patted him on the thigh again, batted her eyelashes, and then turned the dial up to eleven. She sucked so swiftly that Jake barely saw a glimpse of his cock. The volume of her gagging shuddered across the pool, and her body bent fully into the task of making him cum.

His moans turned into hisses, and he knew he couldn’t keep from cumming for long. He looked at her. Her full lips were sloppy with saliva and precum, her cheeks hollowing as she tightened her mouth around his cock, her gorgeous eyes grinning at him, her torso bent, and her ass up in the air while she deepthroated him.

“I can’t hold out any longer!” he groaned, hoping Madison didn’t mind if he exploded in her mouth.

Answering his worry, she took him to the hilt, determined to feel his seed spraying hot and salty down her throat. Barely a moment later, his eruption swept him away. His head turned to the side, yet it saw nothing of the other chairs or the nearby lifeguard shack. Pure bliss rampaged through him, and he squeezed his butt tight as he poured his all into Madison’s suckling throat.

She didn’t take her mouth away until she’d swallowed every drop he could produce. Even after that, she stroked him with her hand, sending shivering pleasure through him, making sure he didn’t have anything left to give her. All the while, even while he recovered, she grinned victoriously at him.

“You’re a devil,” he whispered, twitching wildly as she ran her tongue over the tip of his cock.

“And you’ll have to step your game up,” Madison teased. “That is if you really want to make me into your naughty slut. It’s okay if you don’t think you’re up for it; I can wear the pants between us.”

Jake sat up and pulled Madison into his arms. His hand snaked back around to her breasts while the other finally got a full purview of her undeniably round butt. He reveled in how she leaned into him a moment later, letting him hold her while their heart rates came down. Still, Jake wasn’t about to let her think for even a moment that he wouldn’t exceed all her hopes.

“You mentioned liking being told what to do. Do you just mean during sex?”

Madison smiled naughtily. “Nope. Anytime, anywhere. Why, do you have an idea?”

Jake broke into a conniving smile. He pointed toward the pool, where the top half of her bikini still floated along the crystalline waters.

“Yeah, you can’t put that on again until you get home. You can’t put anything over your tits until you get home. Until you make it your room.”

Madison sucked in a tight breath, then skewered him with a wildly smoldering look. “You are a quick learner.”


Chapter Four

Bliss

Wherever the happiest man on Earth lived, Jake wished he knew. Because he needed to send him a letter letting him know he’d been supplanted. How quickly the winds could change. Especially when one of Summerlin’s Holy Grails wanted nothing more than to run her hands over him at pretty much every moment of the day.

After they’d finished cuddling on the day they’d played their sordid game of Marco Polo, they’d worked swiftly to get the pool closed properly. And throughout the entire time, exactly as he’d ordered, Madison had bounced around with her tits on full display. Intoxicated by her willingness to risk discovery, since Julia could have come down at any time, he’d ended up pushing her down and making her cum a third time. She was just too damn provocative, and his body wouldn’t let him even consider keeping his hands off her. She didn’t seem to have minded.

Three days had passed since then, and she’d fully kept her promise about sucking him off every single day. Even on the days when they didn’t share a shift, they made plans to see one another. After lunch and a movie on a shared day off, she’d curled his toes in the theater with another of her potent blowjobs.

Madison enjoyed the risk, the thrill, and the orders he doled out to her, growing increasingly eager to hear them. She sent him texts every morning, laying out three or four outfits, letting him decide what she wore that day. No matter where they were, she obeyed immediately whenever he told her to climb on his lap and let him feel her up. And when she was out shopping with friends, after he ordered her to send him some pictures he could use later that night, he hadn’t waited more than five minutes before a chain of the sexiest pictures Jake had ever seen came flooding in.

Maybe it was a gift from the heavens, or maybe he’d just spent all his luck the other day. Whatever it was, the result was the same. Madison Wright was his. And he was hers.

“Maybe I’ll crash this party Julia’s got you and Ava lifeguarding tonight,” she said, leaning against her car as they spoke. They’d just gotten off a shared morning shift, and the pool just a stone’s throw away bustled with more than a hundred people in its clear waters today. “I could come, snap a few necks in one of my skimpier bikinis, and then let you finally fuck my brains out in the clubhouse. Maybe Julia’s office.”

“That’s probably not a great idea… tonight.”

“Mmhmm.” Madison glanced down, then smiled at the effect of her words. “There’s some dissent in the courtroom.”

“Yeah, I know,” Jake said, scrunching his nose at her. “You’ve got me turned up to eleven every second of every day.”

“Aww, poor baby,” she said, pushing her lower lip out in a sarcastic pout. “It’s a hard life you’re living, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, it is.” His joke earned him a snort, and then they both broke into smiles. “And I blame you fully.”

“I’ve got some time before I meet some friends,” Madison whispered, crawling her teeth over her lower lip seductively. “I could help fix that issue, at least until it pops back up in a couple of hours.”

“Yeah?” Trying his best to keep cool, he just hoped she couldn’t hear the roar of his heartbeat. “Where should we go so you can help me out?”

“Go?” The temptress pushed herself off her car and closed the distance between them. “I was planning to push you down on my backseat and suck you off right here.”

Jake grinned, pulled forward as if by a gravitational field. “How could I say no to that?”

Twenty minutes later, Jake and Madison crawled out of her car, the former thoroughly sated of his lust, for now. He realized that it was a stroke of good luck that the pool was so packed today. There wasn’t a parking spot in the entire lot, and any cars that did show up had parked on the street in front of the nearby houses. Humorously, this one ranked low on the totem compared to some other close calls they’d gotten involved in. Of course, they’d found a way to add a bit of spice to the otherwise riskless event.

“Good girl,” Jake said, running his hands over Madison’s ass as she rubbed herself against him.

She nodded, unable to speak until he allowed her to clear her mouth of the cum inside it. The sultry woman’s eyes remained heated with a lustful fire, and it was all Jake could do not to pounce on her again. He imagined she was resisting the same set of urges.

“Should I let you swallow?” he asked, running a hand along her supple thigh, which earned a delightful shiver from the older lifeguard.

She nodded again, putting on a pleading face. It was so indelibly alluring that it stole Jake’s breath away. Seeing the confident, sexy woman he’d fantasized over for so long waiting for his permission, obeying his commands, and offering herself to him however he desired excited him in ways he’d never fathomed as possible. The fact that she’d wanted him for seemingly just as long sent his heart into a sprint each time he thought about it.

“Will you send me plenty of pictures and videos tonight when you get home?”

She nodded a third time, then slid over her bikini top. A rock-hard nipple peeked at him, and it took every ounce of willpower Jake possessed not to shove her back into her car and have his way with her. Jake glanced over his shoulder, where anyone deciding they’d enough of the pool for the day might have spotted them on their way to their car. So far, the lot remained empty of life but for them.

“Okay, then you can swallow,” Jake said. As she did so, giving him an audible gulp, he bent forward and kissed her protruding nipple.

“It’s mean to tease me like that,” Madison said as he pulled back. She kept her breast uncovered, waiting for his permission to cover it again.

“I want you to be horny for the rest of the day so I get good material tonight.”

“I’d give that to you, regardless.”

“Show me tonight, and I’ll remember that for the future.” Jake ran his fingertip over her breast, circling her nipple, greedily absorbing the sight of her shivering with anticipation.

“I will. I promise.”

Jake gave her breast one more kiss, sliding his tongue over her nipple a few times. Madison glared at him when he pulled back, and he knew she’d find some way to get him back later. He hoped in the form of a picture or video that would shove all his blood into his crotch.

“I’ll see you tonight,” he said, winking. Rather than giving her permission to cover her breast, he did it for her, though not before playing his fingertips over the inviting skin for a few more seconds.

“Yeah, and you’ll regret not having spent more time with me here when you do,” Madison said, confirming Jake’s hopes.

“I can’t wait to see how much I regret it.”

“Yeah, yeah. Enjoy your dumb party.” She flipped him off and sidled into her car. As she backed out, her lips curled into a warm smile, and she blew him a kiss. Overcome with a balmy feeling that would have melted frost, Jake blew one back.

Life was good. And he knew it’d only keep getting better.


Chapter Five

An Unexpected Addition

After getting into his own car and making his way home, Jake mostly loitered the afternoon away. In a complete turnaround of his dawdling of weeks past, it no longer involved the gloom he’d grown accustomed to ever since he’d found out about Luke and Alice. Instead, rather than replaying that awful scene and wondering how it’d all gone so wrong, he found himself daydreaming about the future, imagining what was in store for tomorrow with the gorgeous woman whose soft lips, warm smile, and erotic body now dominated his thoughts.

At around five-thirty, he started breaking himself out of his contented reveries. Scarfing down a quick dinner, he left just before six. Ava was already working the later shift today, so he expected to find her still there when he arrived. Even though he suspected they’d get roped into helping, the family hosting the party was supposed to set up their streamers, tables, and other junk. And Julia would be there, of course, probably putting in more work than the rest of them combined.

As he arrived, he found things pretty much how he’d expected them. Julia, Ava, and the family celebrating their daughter’s graduation all bustled about the pool area, getting things set for the party an hour away. Though he hadn’t expected anything different, this family had gone way overboard with decorations.

Balloons and streamers aplenty strangled the chairs and tables around the pool, and Jake could see an enormous pink flamingo float’s head even from the parking lot. Furthermore, they’d tied a few hundred balloons together, alternating pink and white, and arched them above the gate. A dozen tables waiting for either gifts or food aligned themselves on the far side of the pool from the entrance. Jake’s hopes for a quiet, family-only party dissipated swiftly.

Hopping out of his car, the salivating scent of barbeque filled the air, as well as the noisy cawing of the girl’s mother, a shrill-voiced woman dressed in a floral bikini, as she ushered a likely older brother to head to the nearest convenience store and get another bag of ice for the coolers. Jake headed through the gate, making a beeline toward Ava, who stood off on her own.

Once he’d entered the pool, he spotted six grills in operation on the tennis court, white plumes of smoke spiraling into the sky above them. Remembering his own graduation party from last summer, which had involved one grill in his backyard, ten balloons, and a small sign stuck in his front yard, he chuckled. With any luck, he could get himself some burgers during his shift. Normally, the lifeguards received free food from the hosts for the trouble.

Entering the pool, he found a group of floating letters spelling out the word “GRADUATE” tied together in the water. His appearance attracted numerous eyes, though no one stopped to verify him—a benefit of his red lifeguarding trunks. Ava noticed him as he walked over and joined her.

“Where are we at, scale of one to ten?” he asked.

“Probably a six or seven,” his petite counterpart said. “The mom’s a bit of an overzealous micromanager, but at least she hasn’t extended it to us. Yet. It’ll go up to an eight if she does.”

Jake smiled at the short girl’s usual verbosity. While he did well in school, he had no expectations of a Cum Laude award when he graduated. Whereas Ava would probably see it as a colossal failure if she didn’t end up walking away with the more prestigious Summa Cum Laude. He wondered if she’d ever even sniffed anything but perfection, even as far back as grade school finger painting.

“Let’s hope we’re safe. How’s Julia holding up?”

“She seems to know the parents rather well. However, she is running herself ragged, as per usual.”

“Where is she now?” Jake asked, scanning the pool area. Since he’d parked, she’d seemingly disappeared. He didn’t need to ask the question. There was only one other place she would be.

“With the graduating girl and her father inside the clubhouse. They’re moving the inside tables onto the deck for when the meals are served.”

Jake sighed. “I suppose I should go help with that.”

“Up to you.”

He smiled. While she might be the biggest academic achiever he’d ever met, she didn’t much care for physical exertion. He often wondered why she’d chosen lifeguard as her summer job, given the physical requirements required to get their certification.

“I’ll at least go check-in. See you in a bit, Ava.”

“All right.”

Heading into the clubhouse through its double glass doors, he found the trio Ava had noted hefting a circular table between them. That boded well. If the daughter was willing to help set up her own party, then she was less of a princess than he’d expected. It reduced the number of sources of possible headache, certainly.

They didn’t notice him immediately, which gave Jake a moment to recover from the shock of seeing Julia in a bikini. While her flirty tennis outfits provided something of a promise that she wasn’t always dressed like the CEO of a Fortune 500 company, in two years of lifeguarding under her, he’d never seen her dressed for the pool she owned. The sight of it burned itself into his eyeballs.

In a dark blue bikini top that gave him more vision of her enormous breasts than he’d ever seen, she wore a semi-translucent wrap skirt that fell longer down her right leg over her bottoms. She’d even let her dark blonde hair fall down her back, which was practically just as rare. Jake could have stared at the new sight all day, and he might have. Unfortunately, they finally noticed him.

“Oh, Jake!” Julia broke into a glowing smile. “Could you help us out here?”

“Yeah, of course,” he answered, shaking himself out of his stupor. He hurried over and added his arms to their hoisting crew.

“This is Marvin, and this is Esmerelda,” Julia said, nodding to the father and daughter, respectively.

“Hi, nice to meet you all.”

Spending the next twenty minutes lugging out tables and chairs, then arranging them as the mother desired, Jake soon envied Ava’s seeming immunity from being called to action. The only diverting benefit came in the form of how close he could remain to Julia. He learned that she’d gone to high school with Marvin and the mom, Delilah, thus their closeness. As far as Jake was concerned, if that was what it took to see Julia in a bikini, then he wanted to get his hands on their yearbook and start making calls.

Around the time he ran out of tasks to fulfill, he made his way back over to where Ava remained camped out. Sitting in the chair beside her, he nabbed his phone and threw a text to Madison about Julia’s dressing down. It took only a few moments before her reply vibrated his phone.

Pictures, or it didn’t happen.

How am I supposed to get pictures?

Work your magic, Mr. Favorite. I’ll give you something nice if you do.

Jake set his phone back into his pocket, only for it to vibrate shortly after that. Without realizing the danger that came from Ava sitting right beside him, he looked. A gorgeous pair of tits filled his view, and he nearly dropped his phone. Fumbling to prevent that, he earned a raised eyebrow from his companion lifeguard for the evening. Red-faced, he smiled weakly.

Not long after, with the setup all situated, the first attendees showed up. While Ava took to the chair, Jake sat at the table by the front entrance. It was all primarily for show; he didn’t need to check for membership cards for the party. Dozens showed up over the next half-hour, and soon the party was in full swing.

Like most of the events he’d presided over, he really didn’t do much. He occasionally rotated with Ava in the chair since only one of them needed to watch the swimmers at any given time. He loitered at the entry table when he wasn't there, trying to look official. The few times he wanted to text Madison, he found an excuse to head into the lifeguard shack or hit the restrooms inside the clubhouse.

With the sun dropping, the temperature went with it. Esmeralda and most of her friends—also new graduates—remained in the pool while their parents mostly chatted amongst themselves at various sections of the deck, even those who’d come in bathing suits. Jake stretched and stowed his boredom away, reminding himself he’d make out with a hundred dollars for the time spent here.

As hoped, he and Ava had earned their helping of the party’s food. With Ava up on the chair as Jake finished off his second burger, turning to munch on some chips he’d piled high on the plate beside it, he looked toward Julia. He’d not been alone in that tonight. From the recently graduated seniors to their parents, her allure had sunk its hooks into half the party’s attendees.

But how do I get a picture of her?

Maybe he could just… ask? He could pretty much provide the truth, minus the fact that he expected some sort of sordid gift for earning one. Just replace that part with a focus on Madison’s disbelief over her finally putting on some swimwear. If he was her favorite for some reason, then maybe the direct path remained the best path. It had with his request a few days ago.

His opportunity soon presented itself. Breaking away from the group who’d arrested her attention for the past twenty minutes, she spotted him sitting alone and turned her path toward him. A warm smile appeared on her face as she took a seat at the table.

“You look plenty bored,” she said, though no admonishment sat couched within it.

“It’s gotten a little dull,” he admitted. “The food was good, though.”

Julia leaned her chin on her palms, eyeing him. “Just an hour or two more. Once the sun’s fully gone, we’ll start closing up. Think you can last that much longer?”

For what he said next, Jake blamed Madison. Because of her, he’d gained far too much confidence over these past few days. No one could blame him. When a woman of her beauty and desirability told someone that they’d liked them for years, it changed them. So, yeah, he put all the blame on Madison.

“I could if we could get a picture together.”

Julia’s eyes widened suddenly, and the part of Jake’s brain that remembered that the stunning woman was his boss kicked him in the shin. Yet, only a moment later, she rectified her shock. And strangest of all, Jake thought he saw a glimmer of playfulness pass behind her gorgeously vivid blue eyes.

“Why’s that?”

This time, it was his eyes that widened. “Oh, uh, it’s for Madison. She didn’t believe me when I said you were finally wearing a swimsuit. She said I needed proof.”

That still didn’t explain why he needed to be in the picture with her like he’d suggested. Whether Julia noticed that or not remained a mystery to him. However, the mystery of how she’d answer removed itself.

“Okay. Let’s get a picture together.”

And just like that, blame shifted into thanks. Madison Wright was a godsend in his life.

“Let’s head into the clubhouse and find some decent lighting,” Julia said, nodding in the direction of its glass doors.

“R-right.”

Together, they escaped the party. Inside the doors, loitering out of sight from the others, they passed by an apparent couple who’d gone looking for some privacy. Pawing at each other as they made out, neither noticed their arrival.

Jake glanced at Julia and found a touch of color spreading across her cheeks like a droplet of paint falling onto a watery surface. She quickly averted her eyes and kept walking. They’d find a different room to take their picture, apparently.

Venturing into the large room they occasionally used for weddings or indoor parties, which held the remainder of the tables that hadn’t ended up conscripted for the party outside, Julia scanned for any other potential couples invading the space. But for their intrusion, the room stood empty.

“Let’s get you your pictures. We can start with one of me.”

Pictures? Jake quickly clamped his mouth shut before he spoiled the golden opportunity dropped into his lap. Nodding dumbly, he pulled his phone out of his pocket. And again, he noticed the color lingering on Julia’s fair skin.

Julia set herself against the wall and then awkwardly crossed her arms beneath her breasts. Unsure if she might be reconsidering, Jake quickly threw his phone app on and prepared to take the first picture. Moments later, he snapped the undeniable proof that Julia Hartwick had worn a bikini.

“How does it look?” Julia asked.

Jake glanced at the image. Even if in possession of some of the loveliest, most stunning features of any woman he’d ever seen, the picture exuded a palpable level of awkwardness. Without any context, it almost made it look like he’d coerced an unhappy woman into the photo.

“Uh, it looks great,” he lied.

“Here, let me see.”

Swifter than his response, she approached and swiveled around to stand beside him. As her gaze fell to the image of her on his phone, Jake’s fell to the delectable breasts hovering just inches from his arm. He almost didn’t hear her click her teeth.

“I look like there’s a gun pointed at me,” Julia said, sighing.

“It’s not… that bad,” Jake said. He received a dry look for his fib. “Maybe a knife instead of a gun?”

“What a step up,” his boss said, rolling her eyes. She sighed, then ran a hand through her luscious hair. “Sorry, I’m just not really used to… well, showing off. Thus, Madison’s shock that I’d ever be caught in such an outfit.”

Once more, Madison’s effect on his confidence made itself known. “I get that. But you’ve got nothing to worry about. I mean, just look at you, Julia.”

Julia seemed momentarily shocked by his words. However, a perceptible shift followed, one Jake couldn’t correctly read. “Yeah? What do you see when you look at me?”

They both surely understood the nature of their respective positions, which meant she should never have asked such a question. And he shouldn’t have answered. Certainly not while she wore what she wore.

“I see someone I wish would wear bikinis way more often. I didn’t realize what I was missing this whole time.”

That last part was a lie; he’d envisioned Julia dressed down to swimwear, lingerie, or even nothing numerous times, and had realized fully how staggeringly sexy she’d look in any of those things. Watching closely, he saw Julia’s eyes slightly widen, her pulse speeding up. A slightly pregnant pause followed.

“Okay. Let me go grab a water, and then we can try again. Want anything?”

“No, I’m good,” Jake answered, heart leaping in his chest over her commitment to trying again. “I’ll be here.”

Julia nodded and left to find a drink. Jake’s head swiveled around, drinking in her gorgeous backside as she walked, and as she left, her eyes turned back to him. A smoldering look, one he could barely register before it was gone. Mere moments later, his phone buzzed.

Snag a picture yet?

No, but I’ll have one soon.

Told you so.

Yeah. You’re always right.

It took a little longer, but the following message on his phone revealed a picture Madison must have taken earlier. She was dripping wet, her breasts coated in beads of water, hair soaked. A post-shower picture, and one that sprinted blood into his cock.

Damn. You’re too fucking hot.

I know. Think you can get me a picture of Julia that looks like mine?

Jake sucked in a tight breath. His fingers paused as his mind struggled with the image Madison’s teasing message had summoned within his mind.

If I even tried that, you’d be getting a new lifeguard to replace me.

Didn’t you say just I was always right? Cause I’m saying now that you’re going to get me a topless picture of our boss before tonight is up. Prove me wrong at your own peril.

The reappearance of said boss forced Jake to shove his phone back into the pocket of his swim trunks. He put on a weak smile, hoping he wasn’t as red-faced as he felt. His cheeks felt practically scalded with heat.

“Hi,” Julia said. Strangely, she didn’t have a bottle of water with her. “Ready to try this again?”

Heart pounding, unsure what the hell he was supposed to do about what Madison had just suggested, he nodded. He pulled his phone back out, feeling foolish for having hidden what he needed to take the pictures.

“Right, so, uh, any requests?”

“W-what?” Jake stammered.

“Poses or things,” Julia said, swallowing and staring at him with a strange sort of willingness. Not so strange, in fact. He’d seen it before when Madison had mentioned her preferences to him.

“Right,” he said, trying not to leer at the parts of her body he most wanted to see in the pictures. “I guess, just do what feels right? You’ve got so much to show off.”

The gorgeous woman who signed his paychecks nodded, then slowly turned her body. After a moment’s consideration, she put a hand on her hip, turned a little more, and smiled at him. Heat flared inside Jake’s chest.

Holy shit.

He immediately snapped a picture, then three more. With each one, he nodded, and Julia shifted her pose. He drank in her seductive curves, lithe limberness, and the growing confidence spreading through her smile. After twenty pictures, she still hadn’t suggested that it might be enough. Jake decided that was proof enough for the next step.

“How about one with you a bit closer to me?”

“Sure.” Julia approached, sexy as sin, eyes flashing with the forbidden. Just out of arm’s reach, she swept a hand through her hair, pushing her breasts forward. Jake snapped three quick pictures, then realized it wasn’t enough. He needed more.

“How about one on your knees, looking up at me?”

Julia’s nostrils flared, and the final strand of properness snapped. She dropped in front of him, staring up at him with a sultry expression that took Jake’s breath away. He instinctively stepped in closer, then fired his thumb like a machine gun on his phone. New pictures flooded his phone’s memory.

“I could put my hand on you as if I’m reaching for… you,” Julia whispered.

Jake immediately nodded, and his body roared with a heady lust as one of Julia’s slender hands alighted itself on his thigh. She leaned in, her mouth only inches from his waistband, eyes still pointed up at him.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he whispered.

“Any others you want?”

“Yeah. One with you leaned against that table.” He pointed toward a larger circular table with a thick wooden support at its center.

“Okay.”

Julia climbed to her feet in one sexy motion, trailing her hand up his thigh, right past his throbbing erection, and onto his stomach. And then she pulled away, turned, and strode with swaying hips over to the table he’d noted. She thrust her body onto it, protruding her butt in his direction. Like a fish on a line, Jake followed her.

“Can I put my hands on you?”

“Yes.”

She shivered when his hand, practically hot as a clothes iron, pressed down on her lower back, just inches from her butt. He ran his hand along her skin, tasting every delectable morsel of her small back. His cock ached for him to take just a half-step more, to press itself against her enticingly round ass, but he held back. He wanted something more first.

After snapping several salacious images of his boss, tits mashed on a table, ass shoved toward him, he ran his hand through her hair, then leaned in and placed a single kiss on her shoulder blade. Julia shook as if he’d set a frozen soft drink on her, but she didn’t chide him, didn’t end things before they progressed to the next obvious stage.

“Lay on the table, Julia.” It was barely a whisper, but the command in it was deafening. “On your back.”

“Okay.”

She climbed onto the sturdy table, then rolled onto her back. Like a heroine out of a movie, all she needed were chains to be a sacrifice for a Greek kraken. Her hair spilled out around her head, framing her vivid blue eyes and the slight pant parting her soft, full lips. Her breasts, pushed upon by gravity, practically fled her bikini.

Slowly circling her counterclockwise, Jake snapped scandalous picture after picture. The lust in the air crackled as he ran his fingertips over her soft skin. How had they gotten here? All because of a single picture, just a quick grab of proof for Madison that their boss could unwind and wear something less than prim and professional. And now, they’d gone so far beyond that point that Jake’s head spun.

And there was more to go.

When he finished his slow circuit, he climbed onto the table with her. The wood didn’t even buckle, but Julia’s gaze buzzed with a moment of panic. It vanished as he climbed on top of her, knees to either side of her hips, hovering a few inches above outright sitting on her.

Jake ran his hand along her smooth stomach, stopping only an inch from reaching the underside of her breasts. Slow, languid motions caused Julia to bite her lip, and he started taking pictures of that too.

“Show me something that’ll really get me going, Julia,” he ordered.

Her eyes twisted toward the door, where anyone could walk in and find them in their compromising position. Of the more than a hundred people here, any one of them might decide a walk within the clubhouse might sate a spark of boredom. Numerous of the parents knew Julia personally. What would they think if they found her beneath one of her employees?

Jake watched an excited pulse pick up in her throat. Her eyes returned to him, drank in his body as he did hers. Slowly, she slid her hands over his thighs, this time slipping them beneath his trunks. She ran her hands closer and closer to his burning heat, and she grinned languidly as he sucked in tight breaths.

“Do you want to take care of me, Julia?”

“Yes,” she croaked, voice cracked with the wild lust emanating off her body in waves.

“Not yet, Julia,” he commanded. “Not until I have every picture I want.”

“What more do you want?”

Jake answered with his hand. It finally moved up further, getting a sense of the heat, shape, and firmness of one of Julia’s gargantuan breasts. The woman shut her eyes, her breaths ragged and warped. Jake slipped his fingers over the edge of the fabric covering her breast, then rubbed his knuckles over the glorious oasis of flesh hidden beneath. A hard spire sat at its center, which he couldn’t wait a moment longer to see.

He took his hand away only long enough to pull the strap of her bikini down, so he could finally free one of Julia’s magnificent breasts. Jake immediately pulled his hand out of the way and gazed at it. Firm and massive, he didn’t think he could fit it in his hand. But he sure as hell planned to try.

“Have you always wanted pictures like this from me?” Julia asked, staring up at him.

“Since the second I saw you. You’re too fucking hot, Julia. Do you know how many times I dreamed of fucking you, in your office, in the pool, on the tennis court?”

She quivered at the sordid heat tinging his voice. “Maybe I could teach you tennis? We could have some lessons after the pool closes?”

Jake seized her breast in his hand, squeezing the flesh tightly. Julia gasped and seized a hot breath. Licking his lips, he lifted his phone and made the sight of him groping Julia’s breasts permanent.

“You’re not going to use those for anything bad, are you?” she whispered, a hint of concern mixing in with her lustfulness.

“Like what?”

“Like… showing them to people. Please, tell me you won’t do that.”

“Can I show one person? I know she’d be very interested in how sexy you look right now.”

“S-she?”

Jake smiled, fondling her breasts, planning his next move, and taking more pictures of his red-faced boss. “Yep. She’s desperate to see you like this.”

“Is it… Madison?”

Jake shrugged. “I can’t say. Maybe I can later.”

Julia’s expression shifted for a time, and he spotted the worry written plainly on her face. Jake expected a no, and he knew he wouldn’t push it. This night had already rocketed well beyond where he’d imagined it would end. Miles beyond his wildest dreams.

“All right. But just this one other person. Okay?”

“You’re fucking amazing, Julia,” Jake said, a bright grin eclipsing his face.

She sighed, then smiled up at him. “Just don’t forget that anytime soon.”

“Oh, I won’t.” Jake took a final picture of the lewd woman underneath him, then put his phone away. With a second hand free, he could finally run his thumb across her pulse. The pounding warmth soaked his thumb, and Julia began moaning as he pinched and pulled lightly on her nipple. From her response, she wouldn’t enjoy it as much as Madison would if he intensified things, so he kept it gentle.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Julia said, sighing as he continued to play with her body.

“You’re going to do more soon.”

Julia’s eyes flashed. “Yes… I know.”

Jake watched her fingertips crawl up his thighs again. Over his shorts this time, they didn’t stop until they’d found the hem of his swim trunks.

“You should stop a moment so that I can get you out of these.”

“Take your top off, too, then. I want to fuck your tits, Julia.”

“God, this is so wrong,” Julia whispered, yet he saw plainly how his words only excited her further.

As she grasped his trunks, he slid himself forward, thankful the table was large enough that there was no risk of him falling off. With her holding his trunks, it proved a little awkward to remain over her, but he managed to half-stand and take one leg after the other out of them. They’d landed on the floor before he could even resituate himself on top of Julia. It proved far more manageable for Julia to remove her bikini top, and it soon joined his trunks on the floor.

“You’re not allowed to hide these big tits anymore,” Jake said, entranced by them.

“If you had your way, I think I wouldn’t have anything on at work,” Julia noted, though she smiled.

“You’re probably right,” Jake chuckled. “Still, you’ve gotta start unbuttoning your top more.”

“Maybe. For you.”

Jake smiled and took his mouth to hers. She seemed surprised that he’d kissed her, which struck him as odd, given what they were getting up to. Regardless, a moment later, they’d started noisily making out.

She ran her hands through his hair while his roamed across her freed tits. He pressed his cock against her stomach, and she moaned into him.

“I thought you were going to titfuck me, Jake?” Julia asked as he pulled his mouth back from hers, leaving their lips wet and scorching hot.

“I’m getting to it.”

Repositioning himself back to how he’d been, he angled his cock just beneath the valley between her gargantuan breasts. Yet, he found himself gawking and enjoying the full sight of them just a bit too much.

“Are mine nicer than Madison’s?” she asked knowingly.

“I’ll let you know after I cum all over them.”

He nestled his cock in between her breasts, and Julia brought her hands to the sides of her breasts, pressing them snugly around his cock. It took only a few thrusts to realize the angle wasn’t great, and Julia chuckled.

“Here. I do yoga, too, so let’s see how much my back can handle today.”

She bridged herself up slightly, and the shift in angle allowed him a slightly downward thrust, which proved far better for his pleasure.

“So much better,” Jake groaned, shoving his cock between his boss’s tits. It was so soft, so inviting, and he just knew he couldn’t live with this just once.

“Good,” Julia purred, smiling warmly at him. “Hurry, though. We’ve been gone far too long.”

“Just a little longer,” Jake said, running his hands over her breasts, her lips, through her hair. “I’ve wanted to do this to you for so long!”

“You said that already,” Julia teased.

“So, tennis lessons?” Jake whispered, cock throbbing with heat and pleasure. It swam over him, seeping up into his stomach.

“If you’re not too busy with your post-work swims.”

“Will you come to work in your tennis outfits? I think I could clear my schedule up for that.”

Julia rolled her eyes, then pushed her breasts just a bit firmer around his cock. “I think I could do that, maybe. If you promise you’ll take the tennis part seriously, too. I could use a daily partner.”

“Then we have a deal, boss,” he said, grinning as her face colored.

“You’re going to tease me relentlessly for that fact, aren’t you?”

“Yeah. All the time.”

Julia made a wry face, then opened her mouth for him. “Well, aren’t you going to cum all over me, Jake? Your boss needs her tits and face soaked white.”

Thrusting into a rhythm that blasted pleasure through his cock, he rocked his hips and speared his way through Julia’s breasts. She held her mouth open invitingly, eyes alight with desire. The sensations of her breasts, the lewdness of her expression, and the realization that he could cum all over Julia Hartwick launched Jake into a more brutal climax than he could remember ever having.

The first hot rope of cum sprayed over her lips. The second and third splashed upon her neck. The fourth, the last to have any real force, spilled across her lewd tongue.

Jake almost lost his balance, and he leaned forward and planted his hands on the table by Julia’s head so that he didn’t. Deep, sharp inhales stabbed into his lungs, and his limbs quivered like wet noodles. The cum-soaked woman beneath him didn’t help. Instead, she swallowed loudly and grinned at him. Blinking owlishly, struggling to recover his senses, he made a face at her.

“How was that?” Julia asked, knowing full well the answer.

Grunting with effort, Jake pushed himself up from his arms, where he remained mounted on top of Julia. “It’ll look better once I’ve gotten a picture of it.”

“Naughty boy.”

“Naughty boss.”

Julia smiled and let him find his phone and add the most salacious image yet to his photo album. And then, patting him on his thigh, they disentangled and climbed down from the table.

“Would you mind being the vanguard going out, so I can safely make it to a restroom?” Julia asked.

“Anything for you, boss.”

Julia tilted her eyebrow at him, then smiled. “I’ll put those words to work tomorrow, Jake.”

He couldn’t wait. Escorting her to the nearest restroom, she slipped inside and began undoing the carnage he’d spilled all over her. While waiting dutifully nearby, he contacted Madison. Any shame he might have felt vanished before one truth staring him right in the eye.

So… I got a bit more than a picture. Did you know that was how it’d end up?

Duh. I saw her watching us the other day. She couldn’t tear her eyes away. Now, share!

Jake sent the final picture he’d snapped to Madison.

Fuck me, that’s so hot. Mr. Favorite gets both his girls wet tonight.

Jake blushed. You’re both the best and the worst.

I know. You’ll take a picture like that with me soon. ;)

Can’t wait.


Chapter Six

A Tight Squeeze

Today, Jake had a tennis lesson. But before he could get to that, he found himself assaulted on all fronts by two impossibly beautiful women. One practically shouted with her eyes that she planned to ravish him later from atop her lifeguard tower, which noticeably impeded her from doing her job. The other, in the previously requested flirty tennis skirt and skintight white shirt, kept finding reasons to leave her office and come down and speak to him.

Now, Jake didn’t mind either of these things—who would? Though it seemed mostly fun and games, there did seem to be a competition in the works between the two Holy Grails of Summerlin. What the prize was, he wasn’t exactly sure. But he’d already figured out the way to win.

He and Madison blew their whistles at break. Climbing down, Jake made for the lifeguard shack. He knew without even looking that a scheming vixen was hot on his heels. Because of that, he didn’t even bother to sit down. The moment he stepped inside, he turned around.

Thrusting herself against him, kicking the door behind her shut, Madison’s lips scorched his. Squeezing her chest against his, he gratefully accepted the long kiss. Her mouth dropped to his neck, biting and sucking softly.

“We’ve fifteen minutes,” she whispered throatily. “You could fuck me right here, right now.”

And there it was. The goal of Madison and Julia’s competition. However it had happened, he’d ended up caught between two women vying to have him before the other. The only rule that Jake could surmise was that the other couldn’t interrupt the ongoing attempt, like right now. If Julia had happened to come knocking on the shack’s door, upon spotting Madison at work, she was supposed to back off. Or something like that. He knew it was going on, yet they both played dumb whenever he brought it up.

But how best to respond? So far, they seemed willing to indulge him as he hemmed and hawed about picking one. If anything, they seemed to take it as further motivation for the challenge. And Jake wasn’t complaining, certainly not with the whispered suggestions, pictures, videos, and attempts to seduce him ramping up more and more with each passing day. He didn’t know when the breaking point might arrive, where they forced him to choose finally, but so far, it didn’t seem near arrival.

“Why should I?” Jake asked, running a thumb over her lower lip.

Madison’s hazel eyes flashed with desire. “Because I’m a naughty fucking slut who needs your big cock in me. Don’t you want to see the faces I make when you fill me up?”

“I might. But wouldn’t that upset Julia?”

“I’m sure she can cry into her fistfuls of hundred-dollar bills later,” Madison snorted.

Jake grinned, and Madison made a face at him. He ran his hands along her soft skin, letting them move wherever they wished. Down her hourglass sides, along her lower back, giving a gentle squeeze to her butt, then running them across her breasts and up to her throat. Seeing Madison lean into his touch, crave it, want it to continue forever, slathered him in blissful warmth.

“You’re a bad girl, Madison.”

“I know,” she purred, closing her eyes as he traced her neck.

A deeper emotion than simple carnal lust bubbled up to the surface as he gazed upon her. It surfaced like a missile propelled from a submarine, and the force of his realization stole away his breath. Having paused in feeling Madison up, her eyes opened. A momentary confusion in her expression gave way to a softness unlike any he’d seen in her before.

She sighed, though it’d no bite behind it. “I see that we’re going to cuddle for the rest of the break rather than me getting the hard pounding I was hoping for.”

She smiled, then pulled him over to sit on a chair, where she then plopped down on his lap. As mentioned, they spent the remainder of their break petting and kissing one another. That same shift in her expression remained the entire time.

After pool cleanup, Madison and Jake shared one final kiss before she headed off. Her arms lingered around his neck; if not for his pending tennis practice with Julia, he would have suggested she stick around a little longer.

“Enjoy yourself, but not too much,” Madison said. “I know that seductress has something planned.”

“I’ll do my best,” Jake said, smiling. “Do I get a reward if I can keep myself together?”

Madison pursed her lips but didn’t call him on his haggling. It was a bit like a millionaire arguing prices at a farmer’s market.

“And what would my man like from yours truly?”

“Would you want to come over tomorrow night? Maybe spend the night?”

Madison’s smile could have melted a glacier. “Should I bring anything fancy with me?”

Jake licked his lips. “Surprise me.”

“I will.”

They shared one final deep kiss, and this time Jake couldn’t help but scoop her butt into his hands and lift her onto her car. It’d have gone on far longer if not for a clearing of the throat nearby. Pulling apart, they found Julia watching them both.

“Don’t be late for your first practice,” she said.

“He won’t be,” Madison said, giving Jake a nip on the neck. She stuck her tongue out at her boss, hopped down from her car, and waved at him as he headed off with Julia.

“Here you are,” Julia said, handing Jake one of the two tennis rackets she’d with her.

“I’m looking forward to learning a lot,” Jake said, trailing his eyes along her body with reckless abandon.

Julia raised a knowing eyebrow. “Practice first, fucking me second. Just remember that.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jake said with a grin.

On the court, he found himself learning the various grips for holding his racket. Continental, eastern, western, though Julia only had him use the continental grip for their hour and a half of practice. Following that, she taught him the proper stances, tosses, and service motions, then had him hit the ball to her a few dozen times. By the end of their first lesson, Jake knew no one would ever mistake him for a tennis prodigy, though Julia wore a bright smile.

“That was surprisingly fun,” she explained. “Teaching someone to play, that is.”

“You’re a good teacher. Three or four times a week of this, and maybe I won’t get slaughtered when we have some actual matches."

"Oh, you still will,” she said, smirking competitively. “But maybe you’ll land a few points. Win a set or two.”

“And when I do, I’ll take my prize.”

Julia’s bright blue eyes immediately responded to his obvious innuendo. “Why wait? You could take it right now. We could head into my office; you could push me on my desk.”

Jake reached out and took her tennis racket from her grip. He gently placed them on the green clay, then drew close to his boss, instructor, and lover. The pulse in Julia’s neck quickened, and she turned her gaze up to his.

“We’re not leaving the court for a bit longer,” he said.

Julia swallowed and glanced around them. The pool sat between them and the parking lot and the road beyond it, with a gate behind the diving board that had brought them here. A chain-link fence surrounded them, with tall trees around that. While drivers on the road wouldn’t be capable of spotting them, not unless they parked and entered the pool, there were a few neighborhood houses surrounding the courts that might put them in danger of discovery.

“I have a request, then,” Julia said.

“Which is?”

“Take me from behind.” Her eyes slightly dilated, the excitement growing within plentifully evident. “If you don’t want to decide between Madison and me just yet, then you can… you know.”

Jake’s heart thudded loud enough for the birds singing in the trees to hear it. Yeah. He knew.

“Come here,” he said. And she did.

Their lips locked, heat rushing through greedy fingertips eager to run across the other’s body. As Jake ran his hands under her tennis skirt, he found nothing in the way of her round butt.

“How long?” he whispered, running his hands around to her bare ass and giving it a firm squeeze.

“The whole day,” she answered.

“And you didn’t tell me?”

“I must have forgotten.”

Jake lifted her off her feet, and her legs locked around his hips. Giving her the height advantage for once, she thrust her mouth on his, running her hands through his hair. Jake walked them toward the nearest fence, an area facing the trees and houses beyond. Pushing her body against it, he absorbed every scintillating portion of her round ass. For a time, only the sound of clinking metal, breathy pants, and pounding hearts surrounded them.

When he’d waited long enough, he pulled her from the fence, then moved one hand to her white shirt. Julia ended their kiss long enough to shove her hands over herself and help him pull it off without putting her down. Jake threw the shirt away, then bit on the nuisance of a bra in his way.

“You should have ditched this too.”

“And then let everyone see how horny I’ve been all day? My nipples are rocks.”

“So long as they know it’s only for me, sure.”

Julia sighed at him but quickly angled her hands behind her back. Deftly, she undid her bra strap and tossed it after her shirt. Grinning, Jake took one of those hardened nipples into his mouth, sucking and flicking his tongue over it until Julia’s airy pants trilled through the air. He moved his mouth to her other breast, not wanting to leave it lonely.

“You’re so mean,” she complained.

Jake smacked her butt, and she jostled against him with a yelp. His boss glared at him yet tightened her legs around his waist. So, he added his hand to her round butt again. The loud smacks of her firm flesh jiggling beneath his hand bounced off the clay tennis court.

Giving her breast one final kiss, he tapped her on the lower back. Understanding, she unlocked her legs, placed them back on the ground, and the two of them parted their bodies. Staring hotly at him, he spotted excitement and trepidation boiling behind her bright blue eyes.

“I’ll take good care of you,” he promised.

“I know.”

She turned around, thrust her fingers into the metal of the fence for grips, and bent herself over for him. It was so erotic, so arousing, seeing the powerful, wealthy woman waiting on him to have his way with her. He could have her any way he liked, however he liked. A guy could get intoxicated on such truths.

Not wanting to rush ahead, Jake trailed fire with his hands up the back of Julia’s thighs. Finding the edge of her skirt, he pulled it up her body, revealing more of her creamy skin with tantalizing slowness. All the way, until he’d spotted the bottom of her ass, then gone even further. He folded her skirt over her back, then absorbed the glorious sight.

“God, I love tennis,” he said.

Julia glanced over her shoulder, smoldering with lust. “You’ll love it even more soon.”

Jake continued running his blazing hot hands over Julia’s lewd body. The gorgeous woman quivered with anticipation and lust, tensing each time he squeezed her butt in his hands and spread her wide. Giving her a few more smacks on the butt, he finally brought his cock to her tightest entrance.

“Be gentle at first,” she said.

“I will be. I want you to enjoy it too.”

Holding it by the base, he fit the tip of his cock to the tight hole, then ran his hand softly over her butt. Ever so carefully, he pushed. Julia hissed at the widening of her ass, ducking her head as he only pushed in about an inch. And then he relieved her of the pressure. Giving her a moment, he repeated the process, going no deeper than before, just beginning the process of readying her ass to take his girth all the way.

Over the next few minutes, the tightness slowly gave just a tad. Enough that they both realized the real beginning stood on the horizon. Anticipation rising like bubbles in a simmering pot, Jake ran a hand up Julia’s back.

“Ready?”

“Ready.”

He pushed in gingerly but firmly. The silky tightness wrapped around his cock, both resisting and inviting him further inside.

“Fuck!” Julia hissed, which caused him to stop immediately, only a few inches inside of her.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes,” the beautiful woman said. “You can keep going.”

Even more careful than before, Jake slipped more of his cock into her tight ass. Julia groaned, pushing her hips back against him. Holding her by her hips, Jake maintained a steady progress into her. Three-quarters of the way in, Julia shuddered.

“Is that all of it?”

“No… not yet.”

“Good lord. Okay… keep going.”

He saw Julia’s body tense like a rope pulled taut as he guided the rest of his cock into her tight ass. A guttural groan trembled through her throat and mouth, and her fingers clutching the fence strained tighter. Without looking his way, she nodded numerous times.

Jake pulled out slowly, her tight walls conspiring to keep him locked in place. Pleasure poured through him as he pulled almost completely out, paused, and then seeing Julia’s continued nods, pushed himself back inside of her all the way to the hilt.

“Fuckkk!” she cried, leg muscles flexing tight.

Rubbing the small of her back, he repeated the process. The discomfort sitting within her moans shifted like a pendulum into pleasure on the third of these. Small cries of need arose as he began to shift into a consistent rhythm inside of her.

“You’re so tight, Julia,” Jake groaned, the sound of his hips slapping on her butt growing lewder as they grew louder.

“Yeah, I, ungh, know! It’s good, though, right?”

“So fucking good.”

“It’s getting there for me… too.” She shivered as he thrust all the way inside of her, a girlish yelp tumbling off her tongue.

Jake smiled and sent a hand to her clit as he continued fucking her. Immediately, finding it plenty soaked and throbbing with need, she hissed and threw her head toward the sky.

“Not… fairrr!”

“What’s that?” Jake said, tenderly rubbing her clit, rolling it against the pads of his fingers. The euphoria crashing down upon him caused a slight crack in his voice, but Julia didn’t notice, far too enraptured by his twinned assault.

Without any mercy for his boss, Jake continued ramping up the pleasure he crashed down upon the older woman. She gripped the fence for dear life, her loud moans more than overshadowing the birds singing around them. They’d better hope no one in the houses around them was home.

Jake ran his other hand along her outer thigh, then ran it across her back. Grabbing hold of her shirt for better purchase, he railed her tight ass even harder, going full tilt inside the beautiful woman. Every thrust proved rapturous as her tightness threw them up the cliff of pleasure. Julia reached its summit first.

“Fu-fuckkk. You’re going to, ungh, make me… cummm!”

As her body quaked, he didn’t let up. He couldn’t. Every instinct within him kept him in motion, ramming through her tight walls like a piston. He regretted that his next shift was three days out. He knew he couldn’t wait that long to take her like this again. Not now, not after he’d found out how amazing this was.

“You’re too fucking tight, Julia!” he groaned, pumping his cock through her like a wild animal possessed with one urge.

“Ahhh, unghhh, Iii—”

The garbled mess of a reply sent him into a tailspin of lust and left him unable to even see anything beyond the woman whose tight throes brought him to an explosive high. Unable to last even a moment longer, he jammed his cock to the hilt inside of her, squeezed her hips tightly, and blasted every hot rope of cum he had in him inside of her.

“Ughhh!” They groaned in perfect synchronization, each feeling a tidal wave of pleasure crash down upon them. Julia lost her grip, Jake’s knees wobbled, and together they collapsed onto the tennis court’s green clay.

For a while, all Jake knew was his own pounding pulse. He sucked in gulps of brisk summer air as best he could, head swimming in the aftermath of the overwhelming euphoria wrapped around him. Gingerly pulling out of Julia once his mind returned to him, they both shivered as a cool wind passed over the court.

“Think anyone heard or saw us?” he asked, only half-jokingly.

“We’d best hope not,” Julia said between pants, which heaved her enormous breasts enticingly.

As they both sat up against the fence, Jake pulled her into his arms, where they kissed. Stretching together, they helped one another stand, regathered their clothes, and headed into the clubhouse before any peering eyes could spot them.

Another round ensued not ten minutes later.

When Jake made for the grocery store, then home after that, he knew nothing but a ridiculous grin, widened by Julia’s suggestion that he visit her house the day after tomorrow. With Madison coming over to his place tomorrow, he’d found two wonderful days to mark down on his calendar. The bliss rushing through his veins warmed him so thoroughly that he could have run out naked into a blizzard.

He didn’t realize he’d gotten a text until he made it home, after stopping at the grocery store to pick some things up for Madison’s arrival tomorrow. Climbing out of his car, he instinctively checked his phone, only to find a single text marring his wallpaper. It twisted his face, ripping away his happiness with an otherwise innocuous question.

Hey, how have you been?

Alice had finally texted him.


Chapter Seven

Ante Up

Jake didn’t reply to his ex’s message. He barely even touched his phone for the rest of the day, treating it almost like a hissing viper with venom dripping off its fangs. A palpable rain cloud sat overtop his head the entire time, miring his mood and distressing him each time his mind returned to the unanswered text sitting within his phone. Fortunately, his parents were on a trip, leaving him to watch over the house for the better part of the month. So, he could mope freely.

Why now? Why at all? Had he flown too close to the sun? Was this divine providence slapping him out of the sky for daring to possess both of Summerlin’s Holy Grails?

He didn’t know. As the day progressed into evening, he heard new texts gathering on his phone, which he eventually checked. Alice hadn’t texted him again, but Madison had, checking for a good time to come over tomorrow. Jake blanched upon seeing the hours-old texts, having forgotten about their date—and his original plans for it.

Noon work for you? he typed out and sent.

Yeah!

And so Jake headed to bed with his head full of bothersome thoughts, adding to the rumbling thunder Alice’s text had caused him. Why couldn’t she just have left things alone?

His doorbell rang a few minutes before noon the next day. Dressed in casual shorts and a tee, he’d woken up late, showered, then lounged about the house for an hour. His sleep hadn’t come easy, and yawns plagued him. Even now, he hadn’t answered Alice. Nor had he deleted, blocked, or whatever else he ought to really be doing with her number.

“Hey, sexy,” Madison said, beaming at him when he opened the door.

Jake’s heart lurched at the sight she provided him.

Wearing a… top—if it could even be called such—that was basically just a horizontal band of black fabric that squeezed tightly over her breasts, pushing their upper and lower edges out provocatively, and mesh yoga shorts that were completely see-through on the outer parts of her thighs, her sex appeal crashed upon him like a sultry hurricane. His mouth turned as dry as if he’d spent the past hour sucking on cotton balls.

“So, do I get to come in?” Madison asked, grinning at his stupefied reaction.

He still couldn’t reclaim his voice, so he just nodded instead. The ridiculously sexy woman walked by him, casting her soft smile upon him. For a moment, everything about Alice faded into the background, and he felt like a cat in a sunbeam.

“Are you going to just stare, or are you going to touch?” Madison purred once he’d shut the door. They stood silently in his entryway for a couple of seconds.

Like a moth drawn to the flame, his hands found her smooth, hourglass body. Madison smiled as he touched her as if it were the first time, letting him run his hands along her thighs, her sides, her breasts, her butt. She stepped in close, then delivered an intoxicating kiss.

When their kiss ended, she teased him with a peck on the nose. “So, what’s on the day’s docket? We’ve got all day to spend together.”

It took him a little longer to regain his voice. “I was thinking I could cook us some lunch, and then we could digest with a movie or game.”

“What are the options for that second one?”

“I’ve got most modern game consoles, we’ve got a whole closet full of board games, and I know plenty of card games.”

“Hmm. Why don’t I go take a look around while you get started with lunch? I’ll see what I can find.”

Jake began to nod, then stopped himself. “Wait. Can I… ask you something?”

Madison stopped mid-step, then turned back toward him. “Yeah, shoot.”

A sudden spike of embarrassment drilled its way down his spine. “Uh, are we… together? Like, together, together?”

Oh, God, I sound so stupid.

Madison tilted her head to the side, peering at him owlishly. “Like, dating? Boyfriend, girlfriend?”

“Y-yeah…”

“Duh.”

And then she turned around and headed off in search of the entertainment offerings scattered throughout his home. Jake’s embarrassment dialed up to eleven, but a relief, as if a stone sitting on his heart had just been removed, soon washed it all away. He smiled and started up both his electric stove and oven.

About ten minutes into the setup for the butter-basted sirloin steaks he was making for them, having splurged at the grocery store yesterday, and cream spinach and parsnip wedges accompanying it, Madison returned. She had in her hands a board game known as Ante Up. Jake was more concerned—and slightly enticed—by the wicked grin splitting her lovely features.

“Okay, I hope you know how fucking sexy it is that you know how to cook,” Madison said, putting the board game down on the kitchen island and kissing him on the cheek. She backed off as he opened the now-heated oven and stuck the parsnip wedges into its maw. He set a twenty-five-minute timer, then looked at her.

“It comes with the territory of having a mom as a chef, I guess,” he said. “Remind me when the timer’s halfway down? I need to flip those wedges.”

“Will do, baby,” Madison said, circling around to kiss his other cheek. She backed out of his working space and took a seat at one of the tall swivel chairs at the island. “See the game I’ve selected?”

Jake nodded, grabbed some tongs, and selected the two steaks they’d be chowing down on. After putting them onto a plate with the intention of seasoning them with salt and pepper, he heated a long drizzle of oil onto the pan he’d cook them on after that.

“I did. Do you know the rules?”

“Yep, I read them before bringing it out. Every turn, we draw a card, which either has a bronze, silver, or gold reward—one, three, and five points, respectively. The goal is to get seven points first, which has a real-life prize agreed on by all the players—so just us today. And then the players ante things offer the other players something in real life, in the hopes they’ll fold. If no deal is made after each player has put out two antes, then the round’s a wash. Last player still in on the turn gets the card. A pretty simple game.”

“I see that scheming look in your eyes, Madison,” Jake said.

Madison’s lips curled. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Jake rolled his eyes at her and resumed his cooking. The times he’d played the game back when he was younger, always with his family, it usually involved mundane prizes and antes. The winner got to decide where they went to dinner that night, got to choose what they played at the next game night, got to choose which movie they’d see at the theater that weekend. And the antes usually involved offering to do someone else’s chores, wash the car, help in the yard the next day, banal things like that.

Something told him that this two-player game of theirs would edge a bit racier than deciding on what they’d play on the TV later.

Just under thirty minutes later, plates stacked with what Jake would consider a fine meal for his girlfriend, he delivered Madison her food. Sitting down next to her with his, he barely touched his until he’d seen her sample steak, wedge, and cream spinach. She noticed his anxious fretting, and the cruel woman hid her opinions behind a flat expression.

“You’re the worst,” he told her.

Wielding a teasing grin, she popped another parsnip wedge into her mouth. “Oh, were you waiting on my thoughts and opinions?”

“Rude.”

Still beaming bright as the sun, Madison leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “It’s fantastic. Better than anything I’ve ever made, for sure. You’re gonna teach me, right?”

Jake’s heart gave a little leap. “If you want.”

“I do want.” Her eyes smoldered. “I want a lot of things from you, in fact.”

The rest of Jake’s lunch passed by with an erection tenting his shorts. Which Madison saw, adding more ammunition to the pile for her sensual teasing. Grabbing him by the hand, she made it much more challenging for him to cut his steak by running it under the wide strap over her breasts, letting him feel just how equally aroused she was.

“So, the game’s next?” he asked, dry-mouthed and hornier than hell.

“An hour or so. Gotta digest.” Madison flashed another smile as impatience twisted his face. “We can lounge on the couch and put something on the TV, and you can feel all of this up. How’s that sound?”

“Better.”

Jake took every ounce of her body into his hands once they’d finished eating and done the dishes. He added another checkmark on the long list describing Madison’s wonderfulness when she joined him, helping rather than letting him handle all the cleanup. And then they threw on some daytime television, ignored it completely, and Jake took his girlfriend into his arms.

“So, did I pick the right outfit?” Madison asked with a contented sigh, amid Jake’s hands pulling the black strap down over her stomach so he could free her tits for his mouth and fingers to go to work.

“I about fucked you on my front doorstep when I saw you,” he said, flicking his tongue over her nipples.

“That was the idea,” she said breathlessly, leaning back on the couch as he climbed on top of her and continued his impassioned assault.

By the time their “hour of digestion” was up, he’d never seen Madison more turned on. Which was pretty much what he’d been going for. Attacking all her weak points, whispering his desires for her into her ear, kissing almost every square inch of her unforgivably gorgeous body, he had her sopping wet and probably liable to stab him with a knife if he didn’t fulfill the obvious conclusion ahead of them. But… she needed to wait a bit longer before he’d let her cum. He paused in his assault each time he sensed her sensitive nipples might give her an orgasm, and she knew it.

“So, about that game? Ready to play?” He put his mouth to her nipple and sucked hard as he waited for her answer.

“Ah, fuckkk,” she hissed, pushing her hands on the back of his neck so he would press harder into her breast.

“Is that a no? We should keep doing this for another hour or two?”

“The game. The game!”

He didn’t relent for another five minutes, edging her until her gasped pants nearly turned into pleas. For once, she couldn’t manage a grin. Shivering needfully, lust rampaged through her hazel eyes. He kissed her on the nose, then helped her up.

“Ready for the game?”

“Yes, you bastard,” she growled, running a hand through her hair, then reaffixing her clothes.

They sat down on the floor together and opened the game’s box, which was a tiny thing containing the cards, the rules, and a small notebook with pages designed to be ripped out. Jake went and found a pen, then took the notebook into his hand. Of the eighty or so pages it had come with, more than half remained.

“So, what will the final prize be?” he asked. “That’s what we need to figure out first.”

Madison answered immediately. “Winner gets to make the other do whatever they want for an entire day, and they can choose the day it happens whenever they want, even the day of.”

“For the whole day?”

“From the moment they announce it’s happening, yeah.”

Jake swallowed dryly, numerous ideas for how to use such a prize cropping up like stalks of corn in a maze inside his head. He nodded, which caused Madison, her own obvious intentions behind such a prize, to smile. A little later, Jake had put the prize onto a page, put down their names and a place to jot down their updating point values below that, and tore it out. He then placed it face up beside the stack of cards, which he then picked up and shuffled.

“All right. Ready to play? I’m going to win.”

“Not today,” she said, a rumbling heat glowing like magma behind her eyes.

Jake selected the first card from the deck, then flipped it over and laid it beside the larger stack. A silver frame outlined a cartoonish image of a money bag. Every card had some sort of image on it, most of them depicting things people usually wanted, like money, but it was the border that mattered.

“So, this one’s worth three points, yeah?”

“Yep.”

“Which of us makes an ante first?”

“You, since I drew the card. We’ll swap every round.”

Madison nodded, then mused thoughtfully for a little while. “If you let me have that card, I’ll make sure everyone knows that I’m your girlfriend.”

Jake’s eyes widened slightly, and Madison grinned knowingly. She stretched her arms above her head, drawing his gaze to her enticingly smooth skin, the contours he’d come to know so well recently. Fire raced through his veins, even just looking at her. Still, he had a game to win.

“Okay, but if you give me the card, I’ll put you back on the couch and keep going until you’ve cum at least five times.”

She half-glared at him. “Was that your plan all along, you villain? Were you edging me all that time to make me more likely to agree?”

“Who can say?” he said with a shrug.

Madison wrinkled her nose at him. “So, I now give a new ante? Does it have to be on the same topic as my original one?”

“Unless you want to fold now, yeah. But it can be on the same line of thought as your first ante or something completely different. Oh, and I guess I didn’t say this, but a house rule I usually play with is that you can’t offer something from a previous round, even if it didn’t get you the win.”

“Gotcha. Hmm. Then… I’ll also throw in a promise to wake you up tomorrow with the best blowjob of your life.”

When Jake’s mouth didn’t quite work for a few seconds, a victorious expression planted itself on her lovely features. Wanting to win, the tag team of her offerings sent his heart into a bolting sprint. And if he didn’t choose them now, then he couldn’t get them in a future round.

“Okay, I won’t waste an option on another ante. Card’s yours.”

Madison beamed and snatched the card worth three points over beside her. As Jake picked up the pen and started scrawling that value under her name on their small piece of paper, he noticed from his peripherals that she was typing rapidly on her phone.

“There, done!” she said.

He gave her an inquisitive look. She turned her phone around, and Jake’s jaw outright dropped.

Hey, I’m dating Jake now. Just thought you should know.

A text to her younger brother, his former best friend, one half of the repulsive duo who had ripped his heart to shreds more than a month ago.

“I always follow through on my word,” she said, winking. She put her phone back into her waistband, even as a flurry of vibrations buzzed it. “You’ll see when you wake up tomorrow morning, too.”

“Thanks, Madison. You’re the best.”

“Don’t I know it?” She reached out and flipped over a card.

A gold border waved hello to them. An image of a pile of rubies sat upon the card’s face.

“You win if you get this one,” Jake noted, frowning. Of the deck of fifty cards, only five were gold bordered. To get a silver, then a gold—he must have shuffled terribly.

“Your ante first, babe,” Madison said, tapping her fingers on her already-won card.

What to throw at her? Jake needed to win this card, which would put him in striking distance of a win—either by a following silver card or a pair of bronze cards. If he didn’t, while he’d have probably collected himself two more highly desirable rewards, the game would be Madison’s. And while he might not mind too much if she could order him around in full for a day, he’d ideas swimming around his head that he wanted to see the light of day.

“If you give me that card, I’ll ask you to stay over here for the rest of the month. It’ll just be you and me.”

Madison dipped her chin slightly, eyes shadowed seriously. “Now, you can’t go suggesting a thing like that willy-nilly, Jake. Not to this girl. Not unless you mean it.”

“I mean it.”

The gorgeous woman smiled, but it was a soft, wane thing compared to the usual bright sunbeams she blasted him with. A pure stream of emotion trickled through that expression, and as it met him, Jake’s heart leaped with a joy unlike any he’d ever experienced. A profound emotion swam between them, heady and captivating.

“So, I don’t want to make an ante this round—I just want to accept yours,” she said. “Can I do that?”

Jake nodded, still transfixed by the quiet beauty in her smile. “Yeah. Otherwise, you could just ante up something that I’d never want, and that just wastes time. So… I’m taking this card?”

She nodded, eyes sparkling with emotion. “And I’m taking a spot in your bed.”

Neither of them said anything for a time. Jake took the card, put it in front of him, and then added five points to his tally. A silver or gold away from a win. Yet, he barely thought of the game, nor did he start planning ahead to his next antes. He saw the same from Madison. For a little while, they just sat there and basked in what had just transpired.

“Your draw, Jake,” Madison eventually said, breaking the trance.

“Right.”

He unveiled the third card of their game, anticipation spiraling between them both. Another gold guaranteed that the person who took it won the game. A silver would give him a shot. If he had drawn one of those, he’d have seriously considered if he should have been allowed to shuffle a deck ever again.

Fortunately, and perhaps unfortunately, a cartoonish image of a lump of iron appeared on the card in front of them. A bronze border sat around it.

“Okay,” Jake said, chewing on his lip. Winning would guarantee that any card he won after this round, even another bronze, would make him the victor. Still, did he want to put his best remaining antes forward now?

“Ticktock, ticktock,” Madison teased, swinging her finger like a grandfather clock’s pendulum.

“Don’t rush me,” he growled, spending a few more moments in thought. “All right, if you give me that card, I’ll show you just how skilled a cook I am. Nothing but the best for the month you’ll be here.”

“So, I wasn’t going to get the best otherwise? You were going to relegate me to frozen food?” She made a face of mock horror.

“That’s right. Tater tots and frozen peas every single day going forward.”

Madison wrinkled her nose. “I hate peas. Passionately. Like, if they’re in your freezer, I don’t even want to see them.”

“Duly noted,” Jake said with a laugh. “So, do you accept my offer?”

“Fuck no! Because if you give me that card, I’ll let you tap me on the shoulder anytime you want me to suck your cock, and I’ll do it—no matter where we are.”

Apparently, Madison was going for a different strategy than his. Jake quickly decided that he would give up this round and just go for a second gift that could get his blood pumping southward.

“If you give me the card, I’ll let you stay in bed all day tomorrow, and I’ll pamper you endlessly. Breakfast, lunch, and dinner in bed, and any requests you’ve got.”

“Tempting,” Madison said, seeing right through him. “My final offer: I’ll video myself whenever I masturbate to you.”

“Card’s yours,” Jake said immediately.

Madison chuckled and added it next to her earlier card. She’d now four points to his five, which he jotted down on the piece of paper. A silver card would guarantee one of them won the next round. And, of course, that was what she drew a few moments later.

Jake licked his lips and stared hotly at Madison. She met him with the same expression. They’d both their plans for what they’d use the grand prize for. Losing wasn’t an option.

“If you give me that card, I’ll fuck you on Julia’s desk, like you’ve mentioned wanting.”

Madison grinned slyly, as if she’d expected that he’d offer what he just had. Or, as he found out moments later, because she was ready to do him one better.

“But if you give it to me, I’ll fuck you with Julia.”

Jake’s mental capacities ground themselves to a halt. Freshly confronted by her sordid counterattack, he almost started drooling. The idea of one taking one woman scorched him hotter than the surface of the sun. An opportunity to have them both seemed tantamount to expending every drop of luck that he’d ever accrue in his life in one go. But fuck, he wanted it!

“Counteroffer,” he said, voice slightly cracking, which caused Madison to grin victoriously. But he’d one more card—pun unintended—to play. “If you give me that card, I’ll fuck you right here, right now.”

Madison’s joy turned sour, and she puffed one cheek out in an adorable pout. “That’s a mean thing to dangle in front of me.”

“All’s fair in love and war,” Jake said with an unapologetic shrug.

“Is that right?” Madison folded her arms beneath her breasts and dropped her chin, eyes hazing as she mused silently. She didn’t speak for almost thirty seconds.

Anticipation crept up his body like a cool wind, raising the hairs on his arms. He realized well enough that he was already making out like a bandit, no matter how things ended up. And well, he’d played a slight trick on Madison just now, which she’d understand shortly enough. Jake’s heart started to race, his skin tingled, and all his attention glided toward the impossibly beautiful woman in front of him.

At last, Madison’s head lifted. A glint sat within her eye, bright and provocative. That racing heartbeat of his rushed into overdrive.

“Give me the card, and I’ll make sure you cum every single day that I’m here.”

Jake threw back his own sour look. “Meaning I don’t get that if I refuse.”

“All’s fair in blah and blah,” Madison said, sticking her tongue out at him. “So… now what?”

He glared at her, and she glared back. A returning gleam of victory shone within her eyes. It didn’t take much notice to spot the harsh erection he was struggling with, caused by earlier rounds and this one. His very essence roiled within his body, desperate to have her in his arms, underneath him, crying out in pleasure as he made her cum over and over. He couldn’t brook any further delays.

“Now, I give you this card,” Jake said, causing Madison’s eyes to widen as he picked it up and handed it to her. “Which means you win. So, I also should give you this.” He scrawled another three points onto Madison’s side of the note, which brought her to the winning seven. Circling her name, he presented the victor with her spoils.

Madison took it almost hesitantly, as if expecting him to have tricked her somehow. He saw her mind running back through the game, trying to figure out why he’d capitulated so easily. The answer was obvious, really. What man wouldn’t want her and Julia together? What man wouldn’t want to spend a month wrapped in a continual flow of bliss with Madison? He’d a bit of pensiveness about handing the grand prize to her, especially as her eyes finally looked upon the promise written on it—and then subsequently narrowed with an almost insidious glint.

“I promise I’ll use my one day responsibly,” she said, and he didn’t believe her for a minute.

“So long as it isn’t today,” he said, causing her to arch an eyebrow.

He’d already stood up and extended a hand toward her. Curiosity flowing behind her lovely eyes, she took it and let him pull her to her feet. Jake’s heart renewed its fervor as her soft skin graced his. And because he knew what came next.

“Why can’t it be today?” she asked softly, luscious lips pursing into a soft smile.

“Because I’ve already decided what we’re going to do now.”

“Which is?”

Jake stepped in closer, wrapping a hand around the small of her back, bringing their bodies together. Mouths hovering close, electricity crackled between their gazes.

“What do you think?”

Madison’s pulse quickened, but she shrugged. “I don’t know. It couldn’t be what I’d been hoping for since you’ve gone and put it up as an ante it for a reward I didn’t earn.”

“That’s why we’re going to my bedroom.”

She arched an eyebrow. “And how does that fix things?”

“Well, we won’t be ‘right here’ anymore. And ‘right now’ happened a few minutes ago, already.”

His technicality earned him a roll of the eyes. “You’re so lame.”

“If you don’t like or appreciate my loophole, we could stay and watch some more TV, I guess.”

Her eyes flashed dangerously. “Don’t you dare even mention such a disgusting thing.”

Jake smiled and started pulling her along with him toward his bedroom. When he reached the hallway, he felt a weight jump onto his back. Instinctively, his hands caught Madison as she wrapped her legs around him.

“Onward, valiant steed,” she whispered into his ear, pointing ahead of them.

He rolled his eyes but let her ride him all the way to his bedroom. Pushing the door open with his toes, heart hammering thunderously that he’d finally have her, he had her on her back on his bed only a few moments later.

“Are you going to take it nice and slow for me, babe?” Madison purred, grinning mischievously.

“Fuck no. I’m going to fuck you until you pass out, you naughty slut.”

A wide grin appeared on his girlfriend’s face, and she stretched her arms over her head seductively, arching her back so that he could begin pulling her out of the black strap over her breasts. “I’ll hold you to that sexy promise.”

Ripping her out of her yoga shorts, she watched with impatient lust as he stripped down himself. Her breasts lifted with her breaths, growing faster as he finally joined her in nakedness. Jake took only a moment to admire the heavenly figure waiting on his blanket for him to fuck her senseless. A torrential flood of lust poured through his bloodstream, and he finally took Madison Wright.

She yelped as he thrust her further up his bed, climbing on top of her and smothering her breasts in hard, fast kisses. Her hands ran along his chest as he measured her gorgeous body with just his lips, meeting her soft, tan skin with his warm lips. She sighed and mewled as he bit one of her nipples softly, then moved up to her throat. Her body leaned into him, welcoming his hands as they ran over her thighs, spreading them wider.

A realization slowed Jake. “Are you…?”

Madison nodded. “All birth controlled up. Go for it, babe.”

When he finally fit his cock to her slick tightness, his body practically roared at him to take the plunge. He forced enough patience upon himself to admire the moment just a little longer. But when Madison purred that she couldn’t wait a second longer, he didn’t keep her waiting.

The tightest heaven imaginable wrapped around his cock as he thrust deep inside her. Every perfect inch deeper riveted him in unfiltered euphoria. She was so unimaginably tight that he needed to grab her thighs and get a better angle to fit himself all the way inside. All the way until he’d buried himself inside Madison, and their lustful cries bounced around his bedroom.

“Fuuuckkk!” Madison moaned, throwing her hands above her head and grabbing onto his blankets. Her body bent under his pressure, allowing him better access to her tight cunt.

“Holy shit, Madison,” Jake panted, falling victim to a pleasure unlike any he’d ever known.

“Don’t blame me. This is on you and your big fucking cock.”

Careful on his way out, he found the next thrust slightly easier on them both. As her tight pussy lubricated his shaft, slow thrusts found the means to speed up. Jake ran a hand up to Madison’s throat, where her hands found his and helped them find the right pressure the sultry woman wanted. Her body responded to his advances plainly, and her breathy moans thrilled him.

He took her with the ravenous, insatiable need of years spent imagining what it would feel like to fuck Madison Wright. All those awkward teenage years spent noticing every voluptuous curve, when she walked around the house in just her underwear on mornings he’d spent the night, when she showed up to work in her sunglasses, lifeguarding bikini, and little else, and when she’d told him how she’d desired him just as long. Seeing her body dance with his, pleasure titillating them both, filled him with such love that it overwhelmed him.

“Harder, Jake, harderrr!” Madison moaned.

Jake bottomed out inside her, causing her moan to blare louder than a siren’s call. He grabbed at her breast and pinched her nipple, squeezed tighter on the side of her throat with his hand, and drove his cock through her as if he really did want to force her to pass out from her ecstasy. For his efforts, Madison’s moans turned into tight hisses of pleasure, firing off with each new powerful thrust inside of her tight folds.

Hearing the seductive woman fall from the clouds into a valley of pleasure that stole even her moans blasted him with his own bliss. He flexed his thighs and powered through her even harder, filling the room with the slapping sounds their skin made. In response, Madison flexed taut, and her eyes dilated. A moment later, her impossibly tight pussy clamped even harder around him.

“Ohhh. Myyyy. Goddd!”

She scrabbled to find something to latch onto, raking her nails across his back as the orgasm struck her like a thunderbolt. Her entire body shivered under its effects, and her head craned back as her euphoria fled her lips in a resounding groan. No man other than Jake was privilege to the indelibly erotic sights and sounds of Madison’s hardest orgasm.

His wasn’t long off himself. Pounding through her as her body recovered from its orgasm, he pulsated with the building tidal wave deep at his core. Her massive tits bounced before him, and he took one into his mouth, causing Madison to moan under another layer of his assault. The gorgeous woman gave him every ounce of pleasure her body could provide, and it was fast becoming too much for him to hold out against. Like a dam springing a leak, it’d soon expand into a torrential flood.

“Cum in me!” she moaned, lifting her hips so he could penetrate her even harder. “Explode in this slut’s pussy, Jake. Fuck, fuck, I need you to cum in me!”

Her words, combined with the new angle she provided him, proved too many holes in that dam. Pleasure sprung through his cock, expanding it as his seed rushed into it. Three hard thrusts later, he shoved himself all the way to the hilt inside of her. And then he couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Fuck, Madison, I’m cumming!”

“Good! Cum inside! Fill me the fuck up!”

A torrent of hot, sticky seed gushed into her tight cunt. Both their cries turned into garbled messes, as only pleasure ruled over their minds. He gave Madison every last drop, filling her up just as she’d pleaded.

They took care of one another afterward. Once the euphoria ebbed away, they remained embraced, trading small kisses and sweet nothings. The longer the latter persisted, the less sweet and more salacious they grew. Not twenty minutes later, Madison was riding on his cock until he exploded inside of her a second time.

After that, grabbing them both water for their recoveries, they hydrated then showered with one another, where soapy tits enticed Jake when he should have been cleansing himself. And following that, now hydrated and cleaned, they took to the couch and barely parted from one another’s arms for hours.

A perpetual bliss surrounded them, powerfully intoxicating. They knew nothing but smiles and warmth and laughter. As dinnertime arrived, Jake suggested they order a pizza.

“You can borrow one of my shirts when we get it,” he said, lustfully eyeing up her naked body.

“We should probably stop by my place and get me some more clothes,” she noted.

He nodded. But once they were in the car, Madison in nothing more than his shirt, he smiled. Arching an eyebrow at him, she realized the reasoning behind his grin when he tapped her on the shoulder. Making a face at him, it still didn’t delay her bending over into his lap with her mouth as he pulled out of his driveway.


Chapter Eight

Summerlin’s Holy Grails

An unfortunate text came in the next morning. Apparently, something had come up with Julia, so she requested a rain check on his visit to her home. When he mentioned that fact to Madison, she grinned mischievously and pulled him out back. The sun’s warmth on their heads, they gathered on an outdoor couch. Expecting more sex, he found his eyes widening at the real purpose she had in mind.

“Game planning time. When and where are we fucking Julia together?”

“Uh, is she okay with that? I know it kind of got brought up in the Ante Up game, but is she going to be fine with a threesome?”

Madison chuckled at his naivete and pulled out her phone. She soon showed him a string of texts between her and Julia, which surrounded the bet they’d made about whom he’d fuck first. At the very top, starting the whole thing, the winner’s prize stood out.

If Madison had won, which she had yesterday, then the clubhouse became—in her own words—a “sex palace.” Meaning anytime someone suggested sex while within the clubhouse, no one could deny it. By anyone. Jake stared at that new piece of information for a while, imagining that the place had just become a lot more dangerous for all of them, before glancing down at what Julia wanted in the event that she won by getting him to fuck her first.

For his boss, she’d a rather different sort of prize for victory. One that immediately spiked his interest. And more than that.

“So, if she had won….”

“Then we’d all be fucking like rabbits in her mansion for the next week, yeah.” Madison glanced down, then grinned. “Should I help you with that problem? I did promise to make sure you came every single day I was here.”

Without answering, Jake pulled Madison onto his lap and fucked her under the blue sky. When they’d finished, having forgotten their original purpose for gathering, they picked up their disheveled clothes, headed inside to clean up and have some lunch, then remembered they were only partway through a conversation.

“Does she know about last night?” Jake asked.

“Yep. She got a text. Don’t worry; she’s not mad at you or anything.”

“I’m sensing a, but.”

Madison smiled. “You know me so well. But… I do feel a little bit bad—the tiniest of specks. So, we ought to plan something out for our lovely boss. Wouldn’t that be nice of us?”

“I take it you’ve already got an idea in that head of yours.”

“I might,” she said, fluttering her eyelashes coquettishly. “The real question is, would you like to know it now, or have it end up being a surprise?”

“Would I like it more if I left it as a surprise?”

“I think so.”

Jake leaned over and kissed Madison. “Then I’ll be ready to play along when you hand me my script.”

She purred against him. “I’ll be handing you more than that.”

Enthralled by her body for a second time that day, they soon found themselves making a mess on the kitchen island, with Madison’s languid moans shifting quickly into guttural pants. Emptying himself into her, he practically collapsed afterward, muscles feeling up to the task of keeping him standing about as well as wet paper might work as the columns under a bridge. Giggling girlishly at his onset of fatigue, his seductress of a girlfriend teased him for the rest of the day about it. Until he’d had enough, tapped her on her shoulder, and saw her put her mouth back to work.

The weekend arrived at long last, the only day where they had the same shift this week. A morning shift. Heading over in his car, they soon suffered beneath another scorcher of a day, where sweat toiled down their bodies well before noon arrived. As always, Madison’s stunning beauty attracted men to the pool like flies to honey. It nettled him a bit now, and she knew it, smiling flirtatiously at him whenever they locked eyes. Which gathered him more than his fair share of disgruntlement from those realizing that Madison Wright was no longer on the market.

How they would feel if they knew he had a monopoly on Summerlin’s Holy Grails, he didn’t know. It might involve pitchforks and torches, though.

When their shift ended, Floyd was there. However, Madison wore a smile as he approached the spot where the two of them chatted.

“Sorry, Floyd, I’m taken,” she said with a point Jake’s way.

The greasy dentist followed her point and narrowed his eyes. “With him? Really?”

“Yeah, with me,” Jake said.

Before he could speak again, Jake found an arm around a waist. When he turned his head, he found a hot set of lips hungry to display their affection publicly. Jake drank her in, forgetting all about the glaring onlooker. When their kiss ended, heat crackling between them, they gave little heed to the dark stare pointing their way. They certainly didn’t hear his furious snort or watch him walk away. Though they did spot the dozens of eyes gawking at their display, including the second shift of lifeguards.

“Oops,” Madison said, whistling toward the sky.

“Let’s find somewhere a bit more private,” Jake said huskily, resisting the urge to nip at her neck and run his hand down her back. For now.

Madison’s eyes flashed brightly. “I had a similar thought. Ready to get your script?”

“Now?”

“Now. Come on, babe.” Madison took him by the hand and led him across the pool’s deck. Numerous eyes watched them disappear inside the clubhouse. Not even the most fantastical imagination would have understood the full scope of what was soon to happen.

Putting a finger to her lips, the beautiful woman led him toward the staircase, then up it. Jake obviously knew their intended location, and he remained silent for the trip’s short duration. Around the time they reached Julia’s office, Madison stopped him in the hallway.

“Be right back,” she whispered before her feet carried her into a room Jake was pretty sure had no purpose.

It didn’t take her more than thirty seconds to return, and with a curious implement in her hands.

“Is that a tripod?” he asked.

She nodded, carrying the closed tripod under her arm. “Right on the money. Can you guess what we’ll be using it for?”

Jake’s heart thudded against his chest, and he licked his lips. “I think I can figure it out.”

Madison grinned at him, then waved for him to keep up. Following her, they made their way into Julia’s office, hearing her voice in a conversation before they saw her.

Their employer’s eyes widened as she watched them enter the room, hand holding her phone to her ear. After a few moments, and likely prompted by the person on the other end of the call, she lurched out of her silence and resumed speaking. From what Jake could gather, it was something about a schedule change for one of the water aerobics classes that used the pool.

Madison wore a merciless grin the entire time she set up the tripod about ten feet from Julia’s desk. She fully ignored the glares and headshakes their boss gave them. This tripod’s design seemed to intimate it was meant for phones, and Madison proved it by inserting her phone into its grasp just moments after she’d spread its legs.

“Well, go on,” she whispered to him as she tapped through her phone and set up the recording app. “Let’s get this party started.”

“Shouldn’t we wait for her to get done with her call?”

“No way. She’ll think it’s way hotter if you start now; just ignore her pretend glares. Trust me.”

As Jake glanced back toward Julia, dressed in a floral sundress that plunged deep across her voluptuous body, he didn’t think her glares were particularly fake. Yet, upon stepping in her direction, he saw the spark of something carnal flash behind that iron wall of wariness. So far, Madison had never led him astray, so if she said it, he’d believe her.

Jake’s feet carried him around the side of Julia’s desk until he stood right beside her. Amid explaining the best new dates to the caller on the other side, her gaze turned up toward him. He saw her pulse quickening, and that was enough evidence for him to take the plunge. Literally.

Julia sucked in a quick breath as he ran his hand along her collarbone, then guided it into her dress. She tensed and glared at him, but again he spotted that spark of lust—and it was both brighter and hotter than a moment ago. If instinctual or intentional, she leaned into his grasp upon her breast. Jake took the enormous orb into his hand, feeling it properly, groping his boss while she talked business.

“Don’t forget to talk,” he whispered, nodding toward her phone. Once again, she’d lost her voice.

Blushing crimson, she quickly apologized to the other person on the line and asked them to repeat what they’d just said. Glancing toward Madison, who threw him a thumbs up and nodded, seemingly intending to linger out of the shot for a little while longer, Jake moved things forward.

Taking hold of the strap of Julia’s dress, he slowly slid it off, baring one of her massive breasts for the three of them, as well as the phone recording her. Julia’s breath stuttered, but she managed to keep talking this time. A challenge Jake now realized he planned to ruin for her.

Turning her chair toward him, he pulled down her other strap more quickly, roughly baring her other breast. Her eyes flashed with alarm, and he grinned at her. His playfulness earned him a hot glare, but he’d already turned his eyes lower. Moving in closer upon his boss, he brought his mouth to the side of her neck, planning to mark her with numerous hickeys before they were done here today.

“J-Jake, wait,” Julia whispered, having moved her phone away from her head for a moment.

“No. Better do your best to hold it in. And no telling the other person you’ll call them back. Finish your call.”

He put his mouth to her throat and sucked. Immediately, his attention earned him a harsh moan that Julia bit back between clenched teeth. He couldn’t quite see her gaze anymore, but he imagined little of her dark stares had changed. Yet. He’d only just gotten started, after all.

“Um, yes, it’s best for it to be earlier if it’s on Wednesday,” Julia stammered on her call. “The swim team uses the pool until ten, so maybe ten-thirty works?”

Jake ran both hands up her stomach and hefted her heavy breasts. What a magnificent reality he dwelled within, possessing the means to touch them as he willed. That intoxicating fact led him to make sure he took his fill of them now. He scoped out her breasts, then flicked his fingers over her nipples before moving into pulling and pinching them lightly.

“Uh, ah, y-yes.” Julia’s panted voice thrilled Jake, and he moved his mouth slightly lower and started adding a second mark on her throat.

He could hear the voice of the woman she spoke to, though he couldn’t make out more than the occasional word or two. So far, based on what he could glean, she hadn’t asked after Julia’s odd behavior. Which meant he wasn’t doing a good enough job.

He suddenly pulled harshly on her nipples and moved his mouth just below her jawline, where he sucked tightly. A sharp gasp shuddered through Julia’s body, dancing into his mouth and fingertips.

“Are… all right?” he just made out from the other caller on her phone.

“Y-yes, I just dropped something, and it startled me,” Julia hastily said, and he was sure she was glaring daggers at him now. However, that surely ended. A newcomer finally joined them.

“What a slutty boss we have, Jake,” Madison purred, wrapping around to the voluptuous woman in question on her other side. “We need to teach her a lesson.”

Madison’s hand ran across Julia’s jaw; then she dragged her thumb down her slender neck. Julia shivered beneath their combined assault, and Jake watched with hungry eyes as Madison brought her lips to Julia’s. Stopped midsentence by the erotic attack, Julia didn’t pull away. Instead, she pushed into the kiss hungrily. Jake pulled back so he could drink in every salacious drop of their kiss, his cock hard as stone inside his swim trunks.

As soon as Madison pulled back, both women’s eyes glazed with passion, Julia created a lie about why’d she’d cut herself off and resumed the conversation with the woman on the other line. Madison grinned and threw her mouth lower, burning Julia’s skin with her lips on her way to one massive breast. She gave Jake a little wave, and he followed suit.

They arrived at Julia’s bared breasts simultaneously, taking her nipples into their mouths and squeezing the gargantuan things with their hands. Like they planned to milk her, they assaulted her mercilessly, leaving her no chance to prepare herself. The harsh gasp of ecstasy she failed to properly stifle caused Jake and Madison to grin at each other.

“No mercy, Jake,” Madison whispered, running her tongue across Julia’s tit. “Make this slut cum from her tits, like you do me all the time.”

They attacked in unison, communicating with each other with only their eyes. Slow and languid, hard and frenetic, they shifted their battle plan over the course of their depraved assault upon the woman who signed their paychecks. Sometimes they struck her with a unified tempo, while other times, one of them played nice while the other battered Julia with pleasure.

All the while, Julia struggled mightily to keep her voice even, to stop her pants and moans from crawling off her tongue, and to prevent herself from cumming in a way Jake suspected she’d never cum before. Eventually, however, her composure cracked, chipped away by the focused longevity of their assault.

“Stay on the call, Julia,” Jake ordered. “Until you’ve cum.”

“Fuck, I love you,” Madison said, grinning at him. She turned her eyes up toward the woman straining not to lose herself. “You heard him. Do as your told.”

Julia glared at them both, but it quickly evaporated back into shivering pleasure as they resumed their attack on her lewd body. Jake listened as Julia, clearly at the end of her rope, started discussing next week’s weather report, a weak attempt to elongate the conversation as he’d commanded. He rewarded her by lashing her nipple with his tongue.

A hissed moan fled Julia’s lips. A different sort than her earlier ones. Jake and Madison recognized its meaning. And so they turned things up to eleven, assailing Julia’s huge tits with their complete focus. It didn’t take long after that.

“Um, yes, it should rain on that dayyyy!”

Julia’s voice broke like a wave on the shore, her body growing taut as a bowstring. As her orgasm struck, she shoved the phone away from her face. Just in time. A sharp, girlish moan leaped from her throat, and the sexy woman’s head rolled back as her body quaked in pleasure.

Her head remained tilted toward the ceiling even as she managed to bring the phone back to her ear.

“Sorry. I’ll… call you back.” She gave no more explanation than that, already having ended the call before the person on the other line could utter a single word. And then Julia gasped for air and put her phone down on her desk.

“I bet that’ll be so fucking hot when we watch it again later,” Madison purred, nodding toward the still recording phone on the tripod.

“You two are in so much trouble for this,” Julia panted, though the lingering passion scribed on her face disputed her claim.

“We’re not even halfway done, though,” Madison said. “Jake hasn’t fucked you on your desk yet. Or me.”

Julia made little effort to hide the desire bubbling like a geyser within her at those words. However, she pointed toward the door. “At least close that.”

“Nope. And let’s even open some windows.”

“Madison, don’t you dare.”

“Jake?” Madison glanced at him. “You’re the deciding vote.”

“Door open, windows closed. We’ll compromise. But,” he quickly added, watching Madison’s face fall, “Julia isn’t allowed to cum again unless you say she can.”

Both women’s eyes widened, though for very different reasons. Jake pointed to her computer monitor.

“Let’s move that out of the way.”

It took them only a minute to make room for where he intended to fuck Julia silly. With the monitor, a coffee mug of pens, and the rest of the more troublesome effects placed on the ground by the desk, Jake took Julia into his arms. He kissed her deeply, feeling her heat against his skin, then all three of them stripped down entirely.

“A pose for the recording. Before we all end up completely disheveled?” Madison suggested.

Walking around to the front of the desk, Jake soon found himself clutching the hips of both naked beauties as they pressed their voluptuous bodies against his sides. Heart racing at the reality he found himself living, they leaned in and added their lips to his cheeks, posing for the recording like that for a few moments. After that, Jake finally experienced an ecstasy no one else in the world ever would.

Madison’s hand stroked along his stomach, and she gave him one more peck on the cheek. “Am I just a spectator, or do I get to play a part?”

“A small role until you let Julia cum. That way, you won’t be too mean to her.”

Madison grinned and stepped back, and Jake gave his attention to the other naked beauty mashed against him. He groped at her heavy breasts and let her draw her arms around his neck. Julia’s gaze flashed hot with desire as he pulled upon her nipples.

“Madison told me about how you made her feel the other day,” Julia whispered, kissing his jawline. “You’re going to make me feel the same way, too, right?”

“Over and over. But just remember, you have to earn Madison’s permission if you want to cum. That’s the rule.”

“I know,” she whispered, glancing toward the other naked woman.

Jake kissed her and pushed her back, bumping her butt against her desk’s edge. His hands flooded her body with their heat, sensual, slow, provocative. It was an unnecessary gesture; they were both so turned on that an ice bath wouldn’t have cooled them off. Still, Jake took Julia through the motions, kissing, feeling, whispering sweet nothings into her ear. And she shivered with delight and need with each new second.

“Bend over on your desk,” he told her. Within moments, she’d obeyed, presenting her firm, round ass for him to run his hands over. Which he did, running his warm hands all over her body, stepping close enough for his cock to bump into her numerous times.

“Don’t make me wait any longer,” she husked, looking over her shoulder.

“Please.”

Julia’s face colored slightly. “Please. I can’t wait any longer.”

Madison wrapped around in front of Julia, moving aside her rolling chair as Jake maneuvered his cock into position. Slick from all the foreplay they’d teased her with, Jake pushed the first few inches of his cock into Julia’s tight cunt.

“She needs more than that,” Madison cooed, grinning at an expression on Julia’s face he couldn’t see. “She’s waited for so long for you to spear her good. Show her what you’re made of, Jake.”

Jake patted Julia on her round butt, wiggled one more inch into her tight walls, then shoved the rest of his cock into her without another moment’s delay.

“Ugh, fuck!” Julia hissed as his hips slapped into her butt. Her toes curled, and she lifted herself on her elbows on her desk, quivering because of the massive girth shoved inside her pussy. For Jake, he felt every tight contour, all the slick warmth, the invitation within Julia’s very soul for him to fuck her however he liked.

He chose rough. Gripping her by her wide hips, Jake began barreling his cock through Julia’s pussy, pumping through her vigorously and without any intent to slow down. His boss didn’t seem to mind, as her walls constricted on his advance greedily. Her heady moans echoed through her office, and he and Madison both grinned due to them.

“Remember, no cumming without my say-so,” Madison said.

“I… fuck… know!” Julia moaned, balling her hands into fists as he continued railing her as hard and fast as he could manage.

“So, convince me, you depraved slut.”

Jake ran his hand along Julia’s lower back and helped her spread her legs slightly more, providing him better access to fuck her harder. Her desk’s legs started to grind against the wood they sat on top of, so Madison provided a countering push to keep it from moving as he fucked Julia wildly.

“Holy shitttt,” Julia panted, dropping her forehead to her desk, clearly on the boiling point of an earth-shattering orgasm.

“Don’t you fucking dare!” Madison said.

“It’s too much!” Julia hissed.

“If you cum, then Jake’s all mine for the next two weeks.”

“Ah, ah, ungh, fuck!” Julia pounded her hand on her desk and threw her gaze up at Madison. “What, fuck, do you want from me… so I can, ungh, cum?”

Madison grinned, then ran her fingers across her boss’s moist lips. “I want those soft, sultry lips of yours whenever I want them, wherever I want them. Going forward, you’ll be the best slut you can be for Jake and me.”

Her words influenced him, too. His cock swelled inside of Julia’s tight cunt, and she groaned because of it. They both threw glances his way. All he did was shrug and keep fucking Julia.

“F-fine! Anything else?”

Madison grinned at Julia’s pliable willingness. “Yeah. I’m going to get you some fun toys, and me some too. The kind that buzzes and makes us melt. And Jake will have the app that controls them.” She looked at him and winked, and he fell even deeper in love with her than before.

Jake pressed on Julia with everything he had. Even as he felt his limit fast approaching, he fucked Julia with no inhibitions. Anything to break her, to make her say yes, to earn the sexiest fucking future Jake could ever imagine.

Julia moaned so loudly that the closed windows likely did nothing. “Okay! Okayyy! Just let me cum, fuck!”

Madison ran her fingers across Julia’s lips one more time. “All right. Do it at the same time as when Jake fills your naughty cunt up.”

A gasp escaped Julia, and the realization that she’d let him enter her without a condom finally sank in. She threw her gaze over her shoulder and locked eyes with him. She must have seen the outpouring of love and desire roaring within his eyes because she licked her lips and nodded.

Jake needed nothing more. He filled her all the way with his cock and exploded within her. And that flood started a chain reaction of pleasure within her that culminated in the loudest, hoarsest orgasm that he’d ever heard from her.

“Unghh, yesss, yesss, yesss!”

Julia’s blaring ecstasy blasted throughout the room. Her soaking wet pussy tightened around his cock as he flooded her, holding him in so that not one drop went to waste. Her forehead again pressed on her desk, Julia’s euphoria rolled off her tongue for nearly ten seconds, body tense and rigid.

Jake and Madison absorbed every ounce of it.

When it was over, Jake’s fatigued muscles demanded a second act. He exited Julia only long enough for him to roll her onto her back and properly place her on her desk. And then, letting Madison suck him clean, he retook his boss. This time, Madison joined in on the fun, kissing and playing with Julia’s body. They’d turned their boss into their plaything and pet by the time it was over. Euphoria crowded out every emotion in the room, greedily clinging to all three of them.

Jake came three times before he could finally give no more. Once more in Julia, and then in Madison’s throat as she cleaned him off—and then decided to start sucking like a vacuum on his sensitive cock.

They’d more than enough footage for a porno by the time they finished.


Chapter Nine

The Future

Jake tapped his phone. In her lifeguard chair, Madison suddenly shivered as if someone had just trailed a cube of ice down her spine. Her gaze scanned the pool deck for him, then the pool, and then finally, where he actually stood. She glared at him.

It was his day off. Yet he’d come to the pool anyway. As soon as Madison spotted him, not in the pool or beside it, he waved. And then he put his hand back on Julia’s head and helped her keep sucking him off.

“You’re so good at this,” he whispered, continuing to look out her office window at Madison. He imagined she knew why she couldn’t see Julia beside him.

“It’s because your cock is so good to suck,” Julia said, popping his length out of her mouth long enough to kiss its tip.

“With lips like yours, how can I go a day without it?”

Julia rewarded him by resuming her skilled deepthroating. Jake answered her by switching to another of the devices in the phone app attached to her and Madison’s sex toys. Tapping an icon on his screen, a harsh vibration rocked Julia’s ass. She moaned and lost her rhythm for a moment, though she quickly recovered.

“You and Madison really spoil me,” he said with a chuckle.

Only the sound of Julia’s continued gagging answered him. Looking back at Madison, who remained glaring his way, he returned to the vibrator on her clit on his phone and began playing with it judiciously. Watching the gorgeous woman shift and squirm in her seat, even knowing there’d be payback in his future, more than electrified him.

“I might cum soon,” he warned Julia. “If you keep sucking like that, then definitely.”

“That’s okay,” she purred. “You can have a little break, and then we can pull Madison up here during break time so she can join in.”

“Fuck, you’re so naughty, Julia,” Jake said, grinning at her lovingly.

She resumed her hardcore deepthroating, curling his toes with the pleasure sinking into him. He groaned and put his hand on her head, holding on for dear life.

His phone vibrated. A text? He looked at it.

Hey, just wanted to try again. Can we talk?

Jake’s brow furrowed. Entirely unintentionally, he’d never replied to Alice’s initial message. He’d simply forgotten, too wrapped up in his perfect bliss with Madison and Julia.

He stared at her message, mouth pulling to one side.

“Is something wrong?” Julia asked, stopping her blowjob momentarily.

He looked at her, saw the love and concern and lust all there in her expression. He lifted his gaze and looked out to Madison, still struggling under the continuous pleasure blasting her clit. Jake smiled.

“No, nothing’s wrong. I’m ready to cum, Julia. Think you can get me there in under a minute?”

“Easily!” His boss’s mouth returned to work, and pleasure like none before rushed into his cock.

Jake threw open his texts and typed a reply to the message he’d just received.

I’m doing good. I hope you are too. But I don’t think there’s anything to talk about. So, thanks for checking up on me, but that’s my answer. Goodbye, Alice.

He blocked her number after that, then set his phone down. He gave all his attention to the beautiful woman who easily caused him to explode in her mouth before that minute ended. As he basked in the euphoria she’d given him, in more ways than one, he forgot to turn off or turn down Madison’s vibrator.

A realization he learned of when she marched up to the office twenty minutes later, glaring at him and so soaking wet from the intense edging she’d suffered that she threw him on his back and rode him until he was bone dry.

There were worse punishments for his mistake, he imagined. Especially when Julia joined in midway through.

THE END
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