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Life could be worse for Charlie. Even though he can’t stand her, the gorgeous Gisele Martinez is coming to stay with him for a couple of weeks. And he gets to be used as a practice dummy while she preps for an upcoming tournament. His mediocre tennis skills can’t compare to hers, but she’s excellent eye candy for the time being.

Until her manager Linda sneaks into his room one night and proposes an arrangement for them to partner up. In more ways than one, or at least that’s the arrangement with Linda. She manages to convince him in a very unconventional way.

And then there’s Gisele, who is far too distracting on the court. And off it as well once their chemistry improves. How is Charlie supposed to juggle his sport, a huge opportunity, and two gorgeous women all at the same time?

Serving Hard is a sports focused erotica novella with some intense action on the court and off. One click now for a short read novella with lots of steam!


CHAPTER ONE

Hitting something usually felt pretty good, but today it felt completely useless. Even my coach had commented yesterday I was off a bit, and I knew exactly why.

I just couldn’t do anything about it. No amount of protesting was going to prevent Gisele Martinez from moving into my house for the foreseeable future. Sharing space with a diva wasn’t something I was looking forward to.

Most guys my age would have been happy to have a gorgeous tennis player moving into their home. I mean, she was hot as hell. Like most female tennis players, she had muscle to spare and knew how to use it. Which meant that her physique was poured straight out of most men’s fantasies.

Whenever she played, her blonde ponytail often bobbing, there were photos taken of every movement, especially when her tight skirts rode up or her shorts dipped into the crack of her absolutely spectacular butt. Her Instagram was over a million strong, most of them thirsty men.

Only I knew how goddamned annoying she was, and what a total bitch she could be. And that was on a good day.

We’d come up through the circuit together, and she’d always been one of those girls who thought her shit didn’t stink. Mostly because it didn’t, and her talent was a good couple of notches above the rest of us. Even when we were tweens, that was obvious. She was playing in high-level amateur tournaments against kids three years older while the rest of us slogged it out.

It’s not like I was a terrible player, but the talent pool for men was much stronger than the women, at least within the US, and while my ranking wasn’t terrible, I wasn’t breaking into the top tier of players anytime soon. Quite a while ago, I’d resigned myself to playing doubles when it came up, and eking out a living with low level wins at regional stuff.

So the fact Gisele had been happily invited by my parents to stay at our place while she prepared for the regional open was horrible. I’d have to pretend that I actually liked her, or at least get along with her while maybe being relegated to being her practice dummy. That was all I had to look forward to.

Who knew? Maybe she’d matured a little over the years and decided to grow up. Although I knew the chances of that were fairly slim. There was a bit of a resurgence lately of her becoming a bit of a partier since she got into the top 100, and she’d been linked with a couple of high-profile male players, including her recent mixed doubles partner.

Thankfully, he wasn’t going to be staying with us as well, for whatever reason. Just her. It sounded kind of strange, but whatever. Knowing that a woman as hot as Gisele was having sex in my house would have been difficult. My love life was dry as a bone, because when I wasn’t playing tennis, I was in school or doing anything else my parents deemed necessary.

So here I was, on the practice court while they settled into the house. I knew when they were coming and made myself scarce. No need to make myself more available while they arrived. I was apprehensive about the whole situation anyway, and hitting balls always took the edge off a little.

Maybe playing with a top tier woman would help my game? I had been told many times over that I had potential, I just had to apply myself to the game a bit more. Something hadn’t quite clicked to get me up to the next level, at least not yet.

And now that I was in my early twenties, my career should have been in full swing, and it wasn’t yet. It was rapidly getting away from the window where I could get up to the top tier, and if it didn’t happen soon, then it simply wasn’t going to happen.

I mean, teaching middle-aged women how to play tennis at the local club wasn’t exactly a bad life, right? At least, according to my buddy, who had parlayed it into a sugar mommy situation and was currently on the Almafi Coast with a woman in her forties having sex on balconies overlooking the ocean.

As I gathered the balls for the next round with the massive sweeper, I saw the back door to the house open and two women emerge. They’d arrived. It was pretty easy to pick out Gisele. She was the one wearing athletic gear that she’d been poured into.

The current darling of the circuit, she was also basically a model. I mean, I’d always thought tennis girls were hot, but she wasn’t just hot, she was ridiculously gorgeous. Heads turned whenever she entered a room, and it had very little to do with her personality, which was abrasive at the best of times.

No, it had to do with a pair of muscular legs that went on for days, rippling defined abs when she was in a cutoff shirt, and gorgeous deep blue eyes and blonde hair that was poured off the pages of Instagram’s top tier elite. She had over half a million followers, and enough thirst trap pictures of her on the court and off to keep them all happy.

Her manager Linda always accompanied her when she was on tour. The woman, according to reputation, was a dynamo herself. A former Division One player who went into sports management and was an agent, manager, and basically did everything for Gisele behind the scenes. She was the one who negotiated the stay.

Linda was in a pantsuit, and she looked like a lawyer, although a pretty damned good-looking one. A comfortable long bob haircut framed her face with a blouse that was stretched tight and a pair of pants that hugged two nicely athletic legs and an ass that was built and thick.

People often mistook her for Gisele’s mother, and if that had actually been the case, she would have been a MILF of the highest order. Even her walk towards the practice court was elegant, her heels clicking on the surface even as they pushed up an impressive shelf behind her.

“Good afternoon, Charlie. Thanks for having us. We’re nicely settled in,” she smiled. Gisele looked distracted.

“It’s no problem.” I waited for the ball to come over and then whacked it harder than I should have, taking it off the edge and sending it flying out. Distractions. Gisele smirked when I mishit the ball. “Happy to have you guys here for a bit.”

“We’re all settled into our rooms. Would you mind hitting a few balls with Gisele? She hasn’t worked out yet today.”

Crap. The look on the young woman’s face said it all. If she could have rolled her eyes in protest, she probably would have. My grip tightened on my racquet. “Sure, no problem. My spare racquets are over on the bench.”

Walking to the small wooden bench, Gisele picked through my three choices to use and sighed. “Is this all you have?” How nice that her first words were something obnoxious.

“Sorry, I don’t have ten choices for you, milady.” I couldn’t hold my tongue. “My sponsors aren’t as generous.”

She smirked again and looked at me, knowing exactly the button to hit. “You have sponsors? That’s new.”

“Okay!” Linda clapped her hands to diffuse the situation. “You two just help each other out, yes? I’ll be back at the house.” She could probably see the anger coming off me in waves. Just because I wasn’t at Gisele’s level didn’t mean she needed to rub it in, especially when she was a guest under our roof.

Finally, my new housemate picked out a racquet. “All right, fine. Let’s do this.”

She stripped off her jacket and revealed what every man fantasized about online. The insanely hot Gisele Martinez wearing only a sports bra and tight shorts. Thin fabric, two beautifully perky tits that were perfectly sized for her frame, and shorts that hugged her hips and thick quads. I’d never seen her up close like this, and it was enough to make my jaw drop.

Her tanned skin only stood out even more because of the dark colors. It was distracting enough watching her ass as she warmed up, especially when she started stretching her legs. Watching her bend over was instantly boner inducing. The fabric stretched even more, and I could see she was only wearing a thong underneath. I thought about the thin string disappearing between her pussy lips and wondered if she was shaved.

But I’d been busted. “Take a picture, it’ll last longer.” She smirked. It wasn’t like she didn’t know the effect she had on men. The celebrity rumor mill had her linked to a ton of guys, including the darling of the male tennis circuit at the moment. I was actually surprised she wasn’t staying with him, but that would have been way too much fodder for the paparazzi.

I spent my time moving the ball machine away from the court and setting up as she continued to stretch and loosen up. It wasn’t like I minded the eye candy, but when she walked to the other end of the court, her gaze was all business. “You serve.” I offered. There were balls scattered all over, and she quickly picked up a couple.

Her hand lofted the ball into the air, and she made contact. The ball came over the net faster than I expected, and I couldn’t even get my racquet back in time, never mind take a couple of steps towards it. She grinned. “You okay? Want me to take it easy?”

I hadn’t expected her to go all out on the serve. “Fine.” Another serve, and this time it went to the opposite side of what I anticipated, flying past me again without even touching my racquet. Shit.

“You know, you might want to think about actually moving once in a while.” She quipped. Her hand raised and tossed the ball, her racquet screaming down and sending the ball like a laser over the net, but at least this time I returned it. Unfortunately, it was a lob, and that meant she simply walked forward and smashed it. “Nice return.”

I wasn’t a slouch, but suddenly I felt like one. “Nice sportsmanship. Do you always run your mouth when you’re playing?”

She grinned. “Ooh, did I strike a nerve? Poor little Charlie getting beat doesn’t sit too well? You know I’m a few notches above you, right? Maybe you’ll learn something.”

“Just serve already.” I kept my eyes on her and tried to gauge the impact of the ball properly. Again, the serve was a screamer, but this time I eased into my forehand a split second faster and drove the ball to her backhand. She grunted and smacked it back, and finally we got into a proper baseline rally.

Giving her a false sense I was going to slam it back deep, I pulled my racquet at the last moment and dropped it with backspin. Her surprise was obvious, and she ran for it, but missed, almost charging straight into the net. “Fuck!” her body turned and walked away and I heard a faint couple of words. “Nice drop.”

“Oh, a compliment? Wow, I never thought I’d hear that.” I replied. A brief smile flashed across her face, but then she was all business.

I’d fooled her once, but it wasn’t likely to happen again. Quickly she won her serve and then dismantled me on mine. It was like she’d shifted into a second gear, the way her determined face gritted every time she hit the ball. And the insane thing was, she never missed. Everything was placed perfectly, and I was on defense the entire time.

My entire life had been playing tennis, and I was currently getting destroyed playing it. Gisele was definitely at another level than I was, and having her around, even briefly, was going to obliterate my ego.

When she yawned after I missed another ball, I’d had enough. “Okay, I think we’re done here.” My temper was rising, and I knew it wasn’t going to help my ego to get destroyed any further. “I’m sure you can get better practice with the ball machine.”

She just smirked. Man, she knew how to get under a guy’s skin. “Probably. But you’ve gotten a lot better than when we were kids. Or what I’ve seen at tournaments.”

“You’ve watched me at tournaments?”

“Linda made me. Sent me some videos. I have no idea why.”

That was strange. Why would her manager send her videos of me, of all people? Maybe because she was going to be staying at our place for a while and she wanted to show her my playing style? “Well, I guess that’s also a compliment, so thanks.”

“Don’t get used to it.” She walked to the side of the court, and my eyes couldn’t stop tracking her incredible legs flexing. Plus, with a light sheen of sweat on her bare stomach and arms, she looked hot as hell. It wasn’t like I was made of stone. The woman was easily a model tier woman who also happened to be a pro athlete.

And now, she was going to be living in my house for a couple of weeks. It was definitely big enough for us to avoid each other, so even though part of me wanted to run into her regularly, especially thinking about her showering off with me, I’d resigned myself to just having her and Linda around.

What she did in her spare time wasn’t my concern. All I needed to do was be a practice dummy, according to what I already knew. Maybe I’d learn something, maybe not.

I had no idea where the couple of weeks were going to lead, but it definitely wasn’t going to be life changing.

Or was it?


CHAPTER TWO

The next couple of days, at least we got into a routine of sorts. Wake up as usual, and then Linda had asked me to be available to hit balls with Gisele twice a day, which was fine with me. It was good practice for me, even though it was often frustrating because she was such an obnoxious bitch about it.

I also noticed that Gisele made a habit of doing yoga in the mornings, and that was worth getting up early to watch. Or at least, observe slightly once in a while. Her fitness regimen was damned impressive, and she was in amazing shape. Seeing her in tight yoga shorts and a lycra tank top stretching was fuel for any man’s internal horniness.

But besides talking a bit on the court, we didn’t interact a lot, although I had to admit, I was learning things from her as well. My skills had always come from analyzing playing styles and adapting to my opponents fairly quickly, and even though it sometimes didn’t translate to wins, it was something Gisele commented on.

She had to constantly switch up her playing style because I’d learn what she was going to do quickly. And I had enough ammunition in my arsenal of shots to throw her off once in a while. Every time we played, she still crushed me, but at least I was gradually holding my own and learning how to hit back.

There weren’t any deep conversations, that was for sure. What I made myself happy with was the constant eye candy. Gisele had a penchant for clothes that revealed a lot while playing, or pretty much doing anything. It was a distraction, but a welcome one. Even her tennis outfits were downright sinful, something that she was known for on tour. After all, the sponsors wanted eyes on their product, and when she was in one of their dresses, there were definitely lots of eyes on it.

And whatever had happened between her and her ex-boyfriend, they definitely weren’t cordial to one another. Every time I saw her texting or her phone went off, she always had a grimace on her face. Linda was doing a great job of distracting her with promotional stuff for the upcoming tournament, so when we weren’t practicing, she was usually pretty busy.

Enough so that some days we were like two roommates passing infrequently. On one particular day, we’d practiced in the morning and then she’d been gone for the afternoon. Our evening session was canceled, so that gave me some free time to catch up on Netflix in my room.

But on that night, I definitely needed a bit of release myself. And I had the perfect subject for some solo release living right under my roof. Gisele had been wearing an exceptionally hot sundress when she ate dinner that evening, and I couldn’t tell if there was even anything on underneath it.

We never spent time together at night, and Linda usually retired to her room as well. I knew I’d be alone, and all day I’d been dealing with some decidedly horny feelings. Having a scantily clad model sweating with you twice a day had become too much, and I needed to take care of business on my own. It wasn’t like anyone else was going to.

Firing up her social media, I inundated myself with some thirst traps. Her Tiktok channel was a lot of playing videos, but also some short videos of her dancing and just having fun. Wearing dresses that were downright sinful. Plus, there was no shortage of channels of men who had culled the hottest videos they could find of her and created montages of her best moments. Those moments being mostly flashing a glimpse of her butt, adjusting her sports bra or bending over.

Even though she was living under my roof, she was a temptress on a bad day, and my dick quickly responded to the multiple looks of her body in various positions. It wasn’t long before I found myself sliding my hand into my pajama pants and giving myself some long overdue pleasure with Gisele’s image flooding my screen.

What would she be like in bed? Probably loud. Just like she was on the court. Thinking about her lovely little grunts when she really hit the ball made me imagine how she’d sound bobbing up and down on top of me, and that was more than enough to send my cock surging towards completion. It had barely taken any time at all. My pent up frustration was nearing some well-needed release.

At least, until there was a sudden knock at my bedroom door. My hand froze on my throbbing dick.

Linda’s voice came through the door, and I saw the knob start to turn. Shit, I didn’t lock it. “Charlie? Are you still awake? I was hoping to talk to you.”

Oh, Christ. Linda didn’t have to know what I was doing, especially to the social media of the girl who was now living in my house. I had myself covered, but my laptop was almost thrown across the room once I banged it shut. My face had to be bright crimson. “Linda? Yeah, I’m up.”

My heart was hammering in my chest, and it didn’t slow down much when she slipped into my room and shut the door behind her. “Sorry to bother you so late. I just wanted to speak with you about something important.”

She’d changed into a long shirt, obviously ready for bed. But when she moved towards the bed and sat down, there was a crap ton of leg visible, which certainly didn’t help me down below. It was almost provocative, and that was unexpected. Even without makeup and her hair in a small ponytail, she was still pretty damned hot.

And I could instantly tell she wasn’t wearing a bra, probably for comfort. Or maybe for something else? It was impossible not to look for her nipples, and they were already poking out the thin fabric as she leaned forward, sitting on the edge of my bed. As a guy who was already horny, it made things even more uncomfortable. “So, what do you want to talk about? Is it something about Gisele?”

She nodded. “We both really appreciate you helping us out over the past few days. It’s been really helpful.”

I was acutely aware of my erection still poking the sheets up. Thankfully, it wasn’t obvious. “Like I said, it’s no problem. My family is happy to help, and so am I. And it’s been kind of fun practicing with someone who’s such a damned outstanding player.” Linda smiled at that.

She looked a bit nervous, suddenly. “So…there’s something else. I don’t know if you realized it, but she doesn’t have a partner for mixed doubles anymore. Raphael and Gisele have…gone their separate ways. Broke up.”

“Yeah, I saw that. It was all over socials. What happened?”

Her face fell a bit. “Honestly, I don’t know. She just told me she wanted to stop playing with him because they were breaking up. She calls the shots, but it’s left her without a partner for that aspect of the tournament.” Linda looked at me. “So, I was wondering if you wanted to play with her? Be her partner for the tournament?”

Instantly, it dawned on me why they had come to stay with me. It was a test of my skills to see if I could fill in the last minute for her old ex-boyfriend. It made perfect sense.

But I wasn’t sure if it was even legitimate or not. Gisele would never have agreed to play with someone she considered such a lower-level player. “Are you sure that’s actually what she wants? I mean, we don’t exactly get along too well.”

“Well, she can be a bit of a handful. I know that.” Her hands went together on her lap, and that had the added effect of pushing her chest into a lovely mound of cleavage. My eyes moved to it, and when I lifted them, I could see I’d been totally busted. Damn. “But she’s just so competitive. Too much sometimes. It’s what drives her.”

“We’re all competitive. She just needs to learn how to deal with emotions better.”

Linda nodded. “Exactly. And that’s why I want you two to be partners. You seem to be really calm. You have everything on an even keel. Your parents did a good job.”

Meanwhile, I was hiding my erection under the sheets and having a hard time with a massive pair of tits staring me in the face. “Thanks, I guess? But if you want us to get along, she’s going to have to change her attitude.”

“I just wanted to make sure you gave it a chance. Is there any way I can get you to do that? We really need someone to enter the tournament with her, and you’re our only genuine option.”

Her hand crept onto my leg over the covers, and as soon as she touched me there, I almost gasped. My whole body was on edge, considering I’d been on the verge of blowing a massive load right before she knocked at my door. “Are you okay? That I’m touching you?”

I glanced at her hand, and it squeezed my calf. “I’m fine.”

“Because you know, if there’s a way I can convince you? I thought maybe you and I could work something out. Gisele doesn’t need to know, but I sometimes get a bit lonely when we’re traveling.”

Was this really happening? The hand moved higher. “Just…wasn’t expecting this situation.” When she licked her lips, it was enough to make my cock twitch.

She glanced straight at my tented crotch, now impossible to miss, and a smile drifted across her face. “Oh. Did I interrupt some alone time when I came in? If I did, I’m so sorry. I raised a couple of boys myself, you know. Or is that because of little old me?”

My face blushed about as red as it could get. But that didn’t help things down below, and her hand took hold of the sheets and tugged them slightly, taking all the slack away. As a result, when they tightened across my body, there was a pretty obvious tent in my shorts that I instantly tried to hide. “I, uh...sorry about that.”

“Don’t be sorry. If there’s a way I can convince you to help us out, then maybe we can come to some kind of arrangement?” Her lips got moistened again, and now she looked hungry. I’d never seen eyes devouring my body like hers were.

Was she really coming on to me? Her hand crept higher, and now my dick was happily at full mast, especially because of what I’d been doing before she knocked. I wasn’t about to remove it, because I had a gorgeous older woman virtually touching my cock, and if this was the way she wanted to do business, I was very happy to be a part of it.

When she licked her lips a third time, it only made things worse. The erotic way her tongue swiped at her skin looked like it was in slow motion, and I instantly flashed on how her tongue might look elsewhere on my body. “Sorry you’re so uncomfortable. Such an attractive young man, yet you don’t seem to have a girlfriend?”

“No, definitely not.” Her hand brushed against my tent, and it almost made me gasp. My cock flexed, and her eyes dropped to it quickly. But she didn’t move the hand away.

Okay, that was truly embarrassing. “Just…between girlfriends right now.”

“That’s good news. I wouldn’t want to make anything awkward for you.”

“Not awkward at all.” Except for the hand slowly exploring my erection. “But did you want to talk more about it tomorrow?”

“Or…” her hand slipped easily under the edge of my shorts, and suddenly it was on my bare groin, making me actually gasp this time. “Maybe I should stay. I think you need some convincing about playing with Gisele.” Her hand crept higher, and suddenly it was brushing against my throbbing shaft that flexed hard as soon as she felt it. “Wow. You’re so hard.”

I sat up even more, trying to get my body away from her, but as soon as I did, her hand followed. And I had to admit, it felt incredible. She didn’t seem to be bothered at all by the fact I was hard as a rock, and her fingertips brushing against me were definitely far better than my own. “Linda, what are you doing?”

She smiled again. “Oh, come on. A young guy like you. Older woman like me. Isn’t it a bit of a fantasy thing?” her fingers wrapped around my length as she said it and when they encircled me I had to let out a moan. She did the same thing. “Mmm…so hard. Young guys are always so ready all the time.”

“Ready…for what?” I croaked. Her hand crept up and down my length, and when a bead of precum appeared at the tip, it blossomed into a wet spot on the fabric. She had me so aroused my head was starting to spin. Of course, there was always the fantasy about a sexy older woman and me. In fact, I’d jerked off many times to porn just like it. I just never thought it might someday be real.

“First things first.” She took hold of my waistband and tugged at my shorts, slowly revealing my naked erection. All my muscles were tense and ready to run away, but now I could see her hand around my cock, and it was surreal to see it with my own eyes. “It feels like you seriously need some relief. And I have to admit, I do too. It’s not like I don’t get lonely once in a while. We’re both adults, right?”

“Right.” I moaned. “Both adults.” My eyes darted back and forth from her hand stroking my cock to her lovely tits, and she looked down.

“Oh. Let me give you a better look.” Two hands slowly removed the long shirt she was wearing, and as it slid up her body, her creamy big breasts came into view. I was right about the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra. “You like my breasts? I’ve seen you checking them out sometimes.”

I could only nod, having lost the ability to form words. Her weighty mounds were full and had massive dark nipples that were already hard, like the tip of an eraser. Almost throbbing. Her hand cupped one, lifting the globe up as the other continued to play with my throbbing dick.

As I’d suspected, her tits were absolutely perfect. Big, full and hefty, and once they were there for my eyes to feast on, my cock throbbed in her hand. She lifted the other one in her free hand. “Wow, you really like my tits, don’t you? Would you like to feel them?”

Again, my words didn’t come as my hand crept down the bed and finally I lifted one to press it against her big breast, the skin soft and wonderful. It was big enough to spill over my hand, and I could feel her nipple in my palm. She closed her eyes and sighed. “That feels good. They’re really sensitive.”

Her hand tightened around my cock as I used both hands to fondle and massage her tits, and when her hand stroked up and down my length again, another bead of precum slowly emerged. She looked down and licked her lips again. “I can see you have a problem. Want me to take care of that?”

“Fuck yes.” I croaked. This entire encounter had gone in a direction I never suspected in a million years, but I wasn’t about to stop it.

What I didn’t expect was for Linda to slide her body back and then bob her head down, her tongue licking the tip of my cock to swipe away my bead of desire. Her lips circled around my head, and suddenly I was enveloped in pure delight, warm and wet coating the head of my cock. It made my whole body gasp with pleasure as she sucked gently.

The sensation of wet friction and her lovely lips rubbing against my cock head was thrilling, as were her big tits rubbing against my thigh while she started to happily orally please me. Even her hair was soft, rolling against my crotch and stomach as her head bobbed up and down, inches of my cock joining the head that was already in a sexual nirvana.

My entire length was engulfed in pure pleasure, and I was impressed at how fast and easily the lovely older woman was enjoying me. Just enough tension to make my cock scream for more, but not tip me over the edge too soon, even though I had been on the verge of exploding only minutes before.

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…” her little moans came from her throat, and the vibration only made the wet sucking even more intense. Every muscle in my body was standing out, trying not to blow my load down her throat within moments. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before, the rippling pleasure rolling up and down my body and making me shudder.

Finally, she lifted her head and flicked her tongue at the tip of my cock. “You have no idea how wet I am right now. Would you like to see?”

Only a nod again, and Linda slid off the bed, finally dropping the pretense of any clothing by slipping her panties off. Naked, she was insanely gorgeous. Full hips that were wide along with her massively perfect tits, a flat stomach with just a hint of muscle on it. But what was even better was the triangle of hair between her legs that was already glistening with dew.

I wasn’t a virgin, but my previous sexual encounter had been rushed and I never had a chance to really see the girl I was with naked. It was in the back of a car. This was something my eyes could devour, and when she slid a hand between her legs and I saw her pubic hair parting along with her perfect pussy lips, it took what breath I had left away.

The hand drifted across her lips. “Wow, I’m so wet.” Her eyes glanced down at my cock that was jutting straight up and begging to be touched again. “Can I?”

“Can I what?” I had lost every ounce of blood to my brain, it was all in my groin.

When Linda climbed onto the bed, I knew what she had in mind and all I could do was grab her sexy hips as she straddled me and grabbed my cock. Placing me at the entrance to her tunnel, she slowly sank down with no words. Just claiming what she wanted, and I wasn’t about to stop her.

The hot sensation was enough to make me gasp again, my entire length easily disappearing into her with one slow drop down my shaft. She moaned. “Damn. So nice and big. God, you have a great cock.” It was like her mouth times about a million, the wet friction sending my body into even more spasms of delight.

A rush hit my head, the rush of a gorgeous woman sliding on top of me, a fantasy come to life. Her big tits swayed in front of me as she rocked her hips, my length sliding easily through her wet heat. My hands found them and massaged them again. What had transpired was beyond any fantasy I’d ever had about a woman, but I wasn’t going to take it for granted. Linda seemed to know exactly what she wanted.

Leaning forward, her breasts dangled over my mouth. “Suck them. I love having my nipples sucked. It helps me cum.”

Another item off my bucket list. Her lovely taut nipple went between my lips and I teased the tip with my tongue while I gently sucked, hearing her moan and her hand move to the back of my head while her body continued to slide up and down my throbbing dick. Now her body was bouncing, her tits shaking against my face while she started to gasp and grind harder on my length. “Yes…yes…oh, yes…”

Quickly, her head dropped against mine, her breasts mashing into my chest as I felt the tight seal around my cock suddenly become even tighter. Her little gasps got louder and then she finally plunged down one more time, moaning into my ear. “OOOHHHHHH YESSSSS!”

A slick flood virtually squirted all over my cock as her body shuddered on top of me. Was that an orgasm? I’d never felt one so powerfully before, but as soon as I felt her pussy coating me with even more wet warmth and the seal tighten around my cock, I felt a rush soaring through my body that told me my explosion was coming quickly.

There was nothing I could do but grab onto her thick ass cheeks and shove myself up inside her, even though I knew I should probably warn her about what was about to happen. It felt too good to stop, and as I felt my whole body tense, my gasp was genuine, bearing down and panting into her ear as I let my cock explode.

Ropes of my cum erupted inside her, and Linda gasped as I kept going, like my cumshots were never going to end. I was flooding her pussy with sperm, and she didn’t seem to mind at all, actually hissing into my ear. “That’s it…give it all to me…all that lovely cum.”

When I was finally spent and stopped gasping into her ear, she sat up and sighed. “Wow, that was…amazing. I hope it’s okay I let you cum inside me. I just didn’t want to stop, and you feel really good.”

Now at least I could form words. “It’s fine. But aren’t you…should we…” I was obviously worried about pregnancy.

She giggled, her lovely tits shaking. “One advantage of an older woman, silly. No chance of getting pregnant.” Leaning down, our lips met for the first time, and her tongue slipped into my mouth. “And let me tell you, that’s not going to be the last time we do that. Your dick is fantastic.”

Dismounting me, I saw a thick drip of cum fall out of her onto the bed. She rubbed between her legs, and I could see a smear of thick while cum all over her pubic hair and pussy. “I’m going to need a shower now. But I hope this means you’ll give partnering with Gisele a chance?”

Gisele? Oh yeah, the hot female tennis star I’d been jerking off over before her coach came in and fucked me like a porn star. Right. “Oh, yes. I definitely will.”

Grabbing her shirt, Linda pulled over herself and retrieved her panties. She leaned in and kissed me gently once again. “Sleep well. I know I will.” Her tongue teased my mouth once more, and I felt my cock stirring again as her breasts pressed against my chest. The kiss was lusty this time, and I wanted her to stay. There was no way I didn’t want more.

But she was gone quickly, and I was left with the astounding reality of what had just taken place. It was like a dream, but my very happy, well-coated dick told me it had been wholly real.

And now, I’d committed to being partners with Gisele, even though we didn’t exactly get along. The idea of playing at such a high level was incredible, but daunting at the same time.

Linda had been a welcome surprise, but now I had to focus on the game. With a couple of big distractions on my plate already. Hopefully, things with Gisele got better once she found out we were partnering up.

At least one of my new housemates was somebody I was developing a great relationship with. I just didn’t know what the other party might think if she ever found out.


CHAPTER THREE

I felt particularly spry the next morning, with a bit of a spring in my step. There were no illusions that Linda and I were going to be a regular thing, but the occasional tryst in my bedroom, especially after the experience she gave me, would absolutely be welcome.

The smile on my face was broad as I walked into the kitchen. Gisele was sitting there with her morning coffee, having just finished her usual yoga. “Good morning!” I said, obviously with too much enthusiasm.

“Um…good morning to you, too. What, did you take a happy pill this morning?”

I decided to ignore her. “Just had a good sleep last night. Ready for practice?” The coffee was going to taste especially good today. And now that I knew what Linda had in mind, I felt like I was almost getting something over on her. “Have you talked to Linda?”

“About what?”

As if on cue, Linda came into the kitchen. “Good morning, you two. Packed day today, but there’s something we need to talk about before you head out for practice.”

“Why do I feel like I’m in the dark about something?” Gisele said. She obviously didn’t like surprises and looked suspiciously at us over her mug.

“So last night, Charlie and I had a discussion about your situation.” Linda left out the part about the sex for obvious reasons, but she smiled at me, telling me it was definitely a mutually good mood that morning. “The two of you are going to partner up for the tournament. Mixed doubles. And you’re favored to win already!” The smile on her face was broad.

My new partner’s expression wasn’t exactly welcoming. “Uh…okay. I guess I don’t get a say in this?” Gisele fired back. “So, Charlie is just there to fill a place? What, do I need to carry us to a championship?”

Linda shook her head just as my anger rose. What an arrogant twat. “You two play well together. Or at least, I think you can and so do a lot of other people. Your partnership with Raphael is over, so you need a new one. Charlie fits the bill perfectly.”

“Well, at least he’s not terrible.” Gisele folded her arms and looked at me with contempt. “What, you don’t want to say anything?”

After what had happened with Linda the night before, I didn’t really know what to say. The whole situation had become something I had never expected, although welcome. Both in terms of having an incredible night with Linda and being able to get into the Open with Gisele. Better to put my anger aside. “I guess not. Just that I think we have a lot of work to do.”

She harrumphed. “You’re not wrong. You’d better not make me look bad.”

“He won’t.” Linda said. “So, it’s all set! I’ll let the organizers and the press know. This will be so exciting! Maybe you two do a social media announcement as well!” All I saw was Gisele roll her eyes.

“Oh, come on. A selfie with the two of us smiling?” I said with a grin. “Besties?”

“Shut the fuck up.” But she smiled, at least. And so did Linda. I could tell she’d had a plan, and if continuing to have sex with me was any part of it, I wasn’t about to complain.

“Okay, so it’s settled! Morning practice, and then by lunch we’ll have it announced. Charlie, you’ll come with us this afternoon to check out the grounds and maybe do some media stuff. Sound good?”

“Absolutely.” I said, nodding at Gisele. She took another sip of her coffee and didn’t seem disappointed, shrugging her shoulders. Linda clapped her hands and left as I finished my coffee and put together a bowl of oatmeal. Everything was tasting sweeter that morning, and on the court as we warmed up, I was in a fantastic mood.

Although Gisele still felt like she needed to educate me on mixed doubles play. We spent a couple of hours with her telling me positioning, strategies for serving and receiving, and then establishing where we were going to be on the court most of the time. Doubles was quite different from singles, but not in a bad way.

It was more chaotic and fast-paced, which I sort of liked. Monotonously hitting the ball back and forth from the back of the court wasn’t as much of a thrill as being up at the net and having somebody smack a ball right at your face. And Gisele knew the game quite well, so she got me started right away at dealing with somebody else being on the court, and also two opponents instead of just one.

Once practice was over, she seemed to be okay with how I’d performed. My nervousness was still far too high, considering the stake involved. If I played well, we might get my career to another level. If I played badly, then I’d be seen as the guy who dragged Gisele Martinez down and made her lose. Not a fantastic scenario either way, at least for me.

Piling in a car, we headed off to the venue where the tournament would be held, and Gisele was, as usual, buried in her phone. There was a furious amount of typing going on, but when I asked if everything was okay, I just got a curt reply.

She’d been really on edge lately, and with all the changes going on, that was understandable. But I knew there was something else under the surface. She just didn’t trust me enough yet to reveal what it might be. And if Linda knew what was happening, she wasn’t letting on, at least in front of me.

Once we arrived, Linda had us registered as a mixed doubles pair. Something about having my last name on a draw board at a decently top seed made it feel even more real. Until then, I’d never even been able to get anywhere near a major venue, never mind be one of the top teams involved.

Mixed doubles definitely wasn’t as competitive as singles, and that was fine with me. Often, it was an afterthought or something that players did for fun when they weren’t doing singles.

Gisele was one of those players, so I could only hope her singles games didn’t distract her from the doubles ones we’d be playing. And for whatever reason, she wasn’t even playing singles during this tournament. It was just the two of us, and that increased the stakes.

For her, it would be a different type of exposure. It made sense a bit. Gisele needed to repair a bit of PR, and showing the world she could get along with a partner would help that. For me, the stakes were high because it was going to give me exposure at a level I was definitely not used to.

The tour went well, and it was really cool to see the venue. They were the biggest courts I’d ever played on by a large margin, and a lot of people were saying hello to Gisele. At least sometimes they were acknowledging me as well, now that they knew we were going to be partners. I got stopped by a number of reporters who wanted to know more, simply because it was such a new arrangement.

At some point, Gisele had disappeared, and Linda had texted me it was time to head out with a car waiting, so I went to find her. Walking around the corner of the venue, I spotted her and someone else, and it made my body tense up. It was Raphael, her ex partner. And boyfriend. They were having some sort of conversation, and I didn’t want to intrude, but the closer I got, the more I could tell it wasn’t a cordial one.

With her hands folded, she was occasionally pointing at him, and I knew that expression. It was anger. But the guy just stood there with an amused expression on his face. Was she telling him off, or were they just having an argument?

She looked seriously pissed off at him, and I could see a sour look on her face. But they were still talking only in low tones, and it looked somewhat serious. What was going on?

Raphael stepped forward and his hands crept around her waist, but I could tell it wasn’t exactly welcome. She didn’t want him touching her, but for whatever reason, she wasn’t stopping him. I’d never seen her look uncomfortable before, but she definitely was.

“Hey. Is everything cool here?” Stepping into view, it was Gisele who turned, and I instantly knew I’d interrupted something when she didn’t want me to. It was just instinctual. She tugged her dress down quickly as Raphael turned to me with a grin, taking his hands off her waist.

He was well known as a player who went through women like tissue paper, and cocky as hell because of his ranking. The typical Latin douchebag. Seeing him touch Gisele like that wasn’t something I liked seeing.

“Hey. It’s all cool, right, G? Just hanging out for a bit. Catching up.” He stepped forward. “It’s Charlie, right?” When he offered a hand, I just looked down at it, and then over to Gisele.

She stepped away from him as soon as he let her go. “You okay, Gisele? Linda said we need to get going. Our car’s waiting.”

“I’m fine. Fuck off, Charlie.” It was her usual snark, but she stalked away. Raphael just grinned at me. I noticed she didn’t say goodbye to him.

“What was that all about?” I asked him.

“Hey man, it’s all good. I heard you two are going to be partners now. Was just wishing her some good luck. You know, we used to have a thing.”

She’d be a hard woman to let go of, but I wasn’t about to make friends with the guy. “Yeah, used to. So maybe you should just leave her alone.”

He held up his hands. “Woah, possessive much? Jesus, man, you’ve been partners for like, what, a week? And…” he lowered his voice. “…I know she puts out. At least, she did for me. Once we started playing together on the court, she was all over me off it. Maybe you’ll get lucky too.”

My fists clenched. Even if I didn’t like her, no woman deserved that kind of talk. “Maybe telling people all about it is why she doesn’t want to play with you anymore.”

“Well, she’s playing with you now. Just be careful.” Raphael smiled. “She can get her hooks in pretty good.”

I turned and walked away before I did something that might injure my hands. Gisele had taken off somewhere, and I wanted to make sure she was okay. Something about that situation rubbed me the wrong way, and I had to find out what was going on.

We met at the car, and as soon as we both got into the back seat, I could tell she was completely walled off. Obviously, she didn’t want to talk about what I’d seen, but I ignored that idea. I needed to know what was happening. “I see you and Raphael are still friendly?”

Her look could have frozen water. “We’re not friendly anymore.”

“So then, what the hell does that guy have on you? And why do you even give him the time of day? He’s an asshole.”

Her face was distressed, and that told me there was a lot more to the story than I knew about. “Listen. If we’re going to be partners, there has to be a level of trust. You can tell me what’s going on, because if it’s serious, then maybe we need to take care of it.”

Only the driver was in the car. “Ugh.” She exclaimed. “Fine. Okay.” Her voice went low. “So, he kind of has…a video. Of me. Of us. Together. You know what I’m talking about?”

It dawned on me exactly what she meant. “You mean…like a sex tape?” I kept my voice to a whisper as well.

Thinking about seeing it was making my cock stir, but the fact she’d allowed it to happen was strange. “Is he blackmailing you?”

“No. He just wants to get back together with me, and I dumped him because he did it without me knowing. If it ever got out, my career would be ruined.”

“He recorded you without you knowing? Isn’t that like…a crime?”

She grimaced. “Shit. Okay, I sort of lied. I wanted him to record us.” Her eyes darted to the floor. I’d rarely seen her disarmed like she currently was. “It was kind of hot, okay? Knowing that we could watch it afterwards. The problem is, he told me he deleted it, and he didn’t. After we split.”

The implications of that weren’t exactly small. A scandal involving one of the most popular female tennis players in the world would go viral in an instant. “Does Linda know?”

She snorted. “Fuck, no. You think I want her getting involved? Basically, as long as I don’t treat him like garbage, he’ll keep it under wraps. At least, I hope so.”

That was a big ask. That sex tape would fetch a lot of money on the open market if Raphael wanted to get paid for it. Not that he needed to, but it was a wonderful piece of leverage. There had to be something I could do about it so that Gisele could get out from under it and concentrate properly. “Do you want me to take care of it?”

Another snort. “What the fuck are you going to do?”

“Don’t worry about that.” My mind was already working on how to get that tape back. It would mean confrontation, something I wasn’t exactly good at. But if I was going to grow into this new role of Gisele’s partner and a higher level player, maybe it was time to man up and try harder to get things done. It had been paying off on the court so far, and if I could earn her trust, then it would help us play better.

It just added another piece to the already complex puzzle. Earning Gisele’s trust, juggling what had happened with Linda, and now not only did I have to perform on the court, I had to figure out how to get that sex tape back. The only thing that would work was a direct confrontation, and if that went south, it might ruin everything we’d already established.

I was pissed. One stupid little thing in the way, and suddenly my entire playing future was up in the air. There had to be a way to make sure that didn’t happen.


CHAPTER FOUR

Two days later, the first match of the tournament was looming over us, and I could tell Gisele was still distracted. Frankly, I was too, thinking about what Raphael had and was trying to use as leverage to mess with her just because of a breakup.

I had to do something about it. Raphael was staying at a house not far from us because he was playing at the tournament too, and through a couple of mutual friends, I easily found out where he was. What was I going to do about it? I really didn’t know. But I had to try to do something for Gisele.

Ever since we’d become official partners, she’d warmed up a little, and my social media had also exploded with extra activity. Just posting a picture of the two of us together would gain me dozens of followers instantly. It was incredible what an influence she was becoming, both on the court and off it.

Since our fun together, there had been no sign that Linda wanted a second round of sexual fun, and I was too busy and exhausted anyway. Between appearances, constant practice and resting, it was even hard to find time to sneak away to confront Raphael.

My car pulled up in front of the big house he was staying in, and once I knocked at the door, I was surprised that he answered it himself. He looked surprised to see me. “Charlie?”

“Yeah, it’s me.”

“What the fuck do you want? And how did you find out where I’m staying?”

I bristled right away. “That doesn’t matter. What matters is that Gisele doesn’t want anything to do with you anymore. So, I’m here to collect the video you have of the two of you together.”

His eyes widened, and then he grinned, the asshole. “How the fuck do you know about that? And what makes you think I’m going to give it to you?”

“She told me about it after I saw you two together the other day.” As for what was going to get him to give it to me, I’d given it some thought on the way over. I was much bigger than he was, and while my size wasn’t an asset on the tennis court, it was in this situation. “Give me the video, asshole. I’m Gisele’s partner now, and she doesn’t need this hanging over her head anymore.”

He grinned in that cocky way that made my blood boil. “Come on, man. Be a bro. I love watching it. She’s hot as fuck. If you want, I’ll show it to you. You can only imagine how much I miss that sexy fucking body bouncing on top of me. She’s tight as a drum.”

Even if he was right, I wasn’t about to let that deter me. This tournament was going to be the biggest of my career, and if it meant Gisele would play better, that meant I needed to make sure her mind was clear. I raised my hand. “No deal, dickwad. Give me the tape or…”

“Or what?” he challenged.

Goddamn. He was going to make me do it. Thankfully, most tennis pricks didn’t know how to fight. But I did. My parents, due to my smaller size growing up, had made me take boxing lessons until I was full time into tennis. It came in handy at school dealing with bullies, and this guy was a prime example of one. My heart was racing as I let my hands go for the first time in years.

A quick jab to his face, and he wasn’t expecting it, his hands at his sides. My coach always told me to hit them straight in the nose and it would make them hurt a lot even though you didn’t do much. He yelped in pain, quickly bringing a hand to his rapidly bloody nose. “Dude, what the fuck!?”

There was no way he could risk anyone seeing a broken nose at the tournament, and I was relying on that to make sure he did what I wanted.

“Want another one? Or are you going to give me that file?” I lifted my hand again, and as I’d suspected, he shied away like a pussy. “And don’t think for one second that if the video gets leaked, everyone won’t find out about who did it. Your career would be ruined too. Revenge porn is a crime, last I checked.”

“Jesus. Fine, fucking Christ.” He grimaced, wiping the blood from his nose. There wouldn’t be any serious damage. It had been a decent jab, and I felt a small surge of satisfaction. “It wasn’t that hot a tape anyway.”

He went upstairs and then came back down holding a small USB key. “Is that it? No copies?” I asked.

“I didn’t make any. You’ll have to trust me on that one.” The cocky grin was back.

“Well, if it ever comes out, then, like I said, you’re going to be the one in trouble.” I pointed to my breast pocket where my phone camera sat. “My phone’s been recording this whole thing.” I’d turned it on right before I knocked on the door just to make sure if anything bad went down there was a record of it.

His eyes fell. “Shit. Is that even legal?”

“I don’t really care. If this tape ever sees the light of day, so will my recording. Two careers ruined, not just one. Got it?”

“Yeah, whatever. Get the fuck out of here. You got what you came for.”

I walked out onto the steps with a glow inside me. That had gone even better than I expected, and even though my knuckles hurt a bit, the satisfaction of taking care of business was making the pain vanish quickly. The adrenaline pumping through me took care of the rest.

It wasn’t long before I was back at my place, and Gisele and Linda were still out. I also didn’t want Linda to be privy to anything that had gone down, so I had a bit to wait before I could be alone with Gisele and reveal what I’d done.

My fist hurt a bit, but nothing that would affect my play, although I realized how lucky I was. If I’d broken my hand on Raphael’s face, it would have destroyed my playing career.

Should I destroy it as soon as I could? It would be pretty easy to do so, but there was another massive temptation I couldn’t get out of my mind, even though I was trying my hardest to shove it away.

Watching the video.

A sex tape involving my new partner wasn’t something I could ignore. I mean, I’d been fantasizing about her for a while, and seeing her naked was pretty much every horny male’s dream scenario. Watching her in tight workout gear was temptation enough, but holding a file in my hand that might show me a lot more was too much to take. Plus, nobody was around to bust me this time.

There was no way I could resist. Even though I knew it was entirely wrong, I pushed the USB stick into my computer and clicked on the drive. A big video file popped up, and as soon as I opened it, Gisele appeared on the screen dressed only in a t-shirt and panties.

A guy stepped into view who I quickly recognized as Raphael. Except he was shirtless and climbed onto the bed, pushing Gisele on to her back and holding her wrists. They kissed, and I could see that he was being forceful with her. But she wasn’t complaining or saying no. She was enjoying the teasing. His lips peppered hers and moved down to her bare stomach, along with her sexy, muscular legs.

While Raphael lowered his head to her neck, she moaned. “You’re making me so fucking wet.” As her hips pushed up into his shirtless body. It was crazy to hear her being so sexual, and my cock was growing rapidly as I continued to watch. Quickly, her shirt was up, and I was treated to a view of the lovely breasts I’d wanted to see for a long time. Heavy and full, they were bigger than I expected.

“Get up here. I want to suck your cock.” She moaned. Raphael quickly straddled her head, and I watched with a dry mouth as she began to eagerly lick at his erection and then suck him gently with little sighs. His size was decent, but I was happy to see I was bigger. Guilt flushed through me I was happily watching my new partner give a blow job, but not enough to stop watching.

And seeing her lips that were normally flapping with only insults wide enough to take several inches into her mouth was enthralling. They changed positions, so he was on the bed on his back, and she started to orally please him again, except this time there was a clear view of her lips parting and taking several inches of his shaft while he moaned and stroked her long hair.

Her eyes looked up as she licked his shaft, and then once he was slick and glistening, Gisele slid off the bed, removing her t-shirt and panties quickly. Standing in the light, she was an absolute vision of sexuality, her compact body glowing in the light. She moved back onto the bed and climbed on top of him. “Are you ready for this?” Her taut stomach flexed. Damn, she looked amazing.

“Hell, yes.” Her partner smiled, and once Gisele lowered herself on his dick and started riding him, her sexy athletic frame writhing like a wave, I couldn’t stop myself from unzipping my pants and pulling out my cock. She looked insanely hot, and the loud noises she was making were even hotter. Placing her hands on his chest, she bounced up and down, her lovely big tits swaying. She looked better than any porn star I’d ever seen.

They moved from that position into Gisele on all fours, and as soon as I saw her gorgeous ass pointed up in the air and the loud cries of sexual heat she was making while Raphael fucked her, it was too much to take. I was furiously jerking off, watching her ass flex and her tits shake, and she was the hottest woman I’d ever seen. When she gasped out that she was cumming, I was right there along with her, my hand blurring over my throbbing cock.

It exploded all over my hand with thick streams of cum, and instantly a wash of guilt flooded over me. Even though she was hotter than the sun, and obviously a very sexual woman, she was still supposed to be my partner. That didn’t stop me from easing out the last bits of my load, though. When I was finally done, the sounds of Gisele still getting fucked echoed in my room. Something I was going to have a hard time ever forgetting.

But I had to. Stopping the video with a shaking hand, I took the USB key and resisted the urge to download the file myself. It had been incredible to see her in the throes of some intense sex, but this had to be taken care of so that we could focus properly on what we needed to. Playing and winning, not her naked body writhing on top of me. Damn, just thinking about it made my dick stir again.

I’d never have a chance to see it live, but just seeing her naked once was probably okay, right? Especially learning what a little sex kitten she was. Loud, hot as hell, and not afraid to be intensely sexual. Kind of like when she was on the tennis court.

The guilty feelings persisted. It was a horrible invasion of her privacy, and even though every red-blooded male would have done the same thing, I resolved that from now on, it was going to be strictly partners. And I’d grown to actually respect her as well. One little slip, and from now on, everything was going to be above board.

I placed the USB key in my drawer until the morning. That’s when I’d probably be able to tell Gisele what I’d done for her. She didn’t need to know about my indulgence, and if I’d watched the tape or not.

With visions of her naked body dancing through my mind, my orgasm made sure I could sleep. I had no idea how she was going to react about getting the tape back.

All I could hope was that she’d be grateful.


CHAPTER FIVE

The following morning, I knew we’d both be up around the same time, and Linda wasn’t going to be around. It was a good time to let her know what I’d done. Our routine was similar. Get up, coffee, do some mobility movements and then practice. We’d been scheduled to practice three times that day to make sure we were ready.

I headed down to the kitchen, and the coffee was already made. Gisele was sitting on the back deck, looking out at the rising sun. It was time to show her what I’d done. Retrieving a hammer from the tool drawer, I figured I’d get a bit dramatic about it.

When I walked out with my mug of coffee, she nodded at me. “Good morning.”

“Morning yourself.” I replied. “I have something to tell you.”

Her eyes cast down a bit. “Oh, crap. What is it? You’re bailing on partners?” she glanced at the hammer in my hand. “And why are you holding a hammer?”

Maybe that’s what she was expecting. It wouldn’t have been totally wrong, considering how she’d treated me until now. I quickly slid the USB key out of my pocket. “Nope. Not that. I thought you might want to see me do this.”

I held up the USB key so she could see it, and then put in on the table, using the hammer to smash it into pieces. She screamed at the noise. “Charlie, what the fuck!?”

“That was the sex tape you were worried about. It’s gone now.” I told her. Her eyes went wide, and I could see she didn’t believe me. “I took care of it with Raphael. He won’t be able to blackmail you anymore. And I verified it. And there it is in little pieces. I wanted you to know it was destroyed.”

She was having a hard time forming words, which brought me a bit of satisfaction. “How…what did you do?”

“You’re my partner now. So, I did what I had to do to take care of the situation. Now you can relax and play like I know you can. If you just listen to me while we’re out there, we’re guaranteed to crush them.”

I never thought I’d see a tear appear in Gisele’s eye, but it was comforting to see that she was at least somewhat human when one formed. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Just say you got my back. Like I’ve got yours.”

“Are you sure it’s completely gone? Like, he doesn’t have any other copies?”

“Pretty sure. He gave it up, and if he had the chance, I’m pretty sure it would be plastered all over the internet by now. I also told him if he ever published it, the fact he recorded it illegally would hit him like a truck.”

She let out a breath. “Damn. Thank you. I’ve been really stressed about that. I don’t know how I can repay you.”

“You don’t need to repay me. Just stop being such a bitch all the time.” I grinned. “We’re on the same team.”

She looked at me seriously and nodded. “Okay. You got it. No more bitch. I’ll keep my mouth shut from now on. You deserve it.”

“Why the hell did you give that guy the time of day, anyway? He’s such an asshole.”

Her cheeks bloomed red. “He might be an asshole, but he’s hot. And ripped. And…he was kind of great in bed.” She replied, obviously not mincing her words. “Not that you need to hear that.”

I thought about how to respond, because she didn’t know what I’d seen. All of her, doing things I could only fantasize about her doing.

“I can’t imagine you acting like that. You’re usually under control.” Although I could, because I’d already seen it. She didn’t need to know that, though.

“Maybe I like a guy who can actually take control of me instead of somebody who acts like a little pussy all the time.” She said with a cocky grin. “Maybe I like getting my hair pulled and my ass spanked and thrown around a bit.”

As soon as she described the details, my cock responded. Thinking about seeing her sexy body on all fours, being able to spank her and hold her down while my cock plunged inside her gorgeous tight little ass, had my body responding quickly again.

She didn’t know I’d already watched how slutty she could be. “Not exactly something I ever thought I’d discuss with my tennis partner.”

“We need to know everything about each other, right?” her eyes dropped, and I could only hope that she didn’t see the fact I was starting to grow downstairs. “But thank you. Again. That was hanging over me a lot, and now maybe I can relax and focus on tennis a bit.”

“Let’s start over and get into a good place together.” I suggested. “I think we can really play well together if we do.”

“Deal. I’m good with that. And if we can just get your backhand faster, we might win something.”

“Hey!” she was smiling while she said it, and I could tell she was grateful for what I’d done. Even though we weren’t on the best of terms, at least she wouldn’t have that potential problem looming. If Raphael decided to share things about their sex life, at least it wouldn’t be going viral on the internet and never go away.

When we stepped back onto the court, it was obvious she’d relaxed quite a bit. Linda arranged for another pair to join us, and that meant we could work on our doubles chemistry properly. It was all about communication and reading where your team member needed you to be without having to say anything, and all of a sudden our performance together was like night and day.

Linda even came down to the court to watch for a bit, and she commented we were moving much better together. Her observations and the way we were suddenly so in sync made me start to wonder. Could it be possible that, as a team, we could do well at the tournament? It would be a significant change for me, literally.

Even Gisele’s attitude had changed. She wasn’t being snarky about missed cues or movements; she was simply reinforcing what we were supposed to do and what the strategy was. Maybe she was finally giving me a chance to play the way I knew how and was going to stop controlling everything between us.

It was thoroughly refreshing, and that attitude continued into the next day, and the next. Our first tournament game was only a day away, and my nerves were super high. That showed on the court, unfortunately, and Gisele even noticed.

“We need to figure out a way to get you to relax, Charlie.” She commented, after I mishit my third ball in a short period. “You’re way too in your head.”

“Yeah, I think it’s just the pressure of the tournament. I know you’re used to it, but it’s a big deal for me.”

“Man, you really need to just enjoy it. Think about it, you’re playing a game. It isn’t life or death.”

She was almost being nice about it. It was a side of her I definitely wasn’t used to, and knowing that she was okay with me relaxing and taking the pressure off was fantastic. It let me get into more of a rhythm as we continued, and by the end of the session, I was confident we at least wouldn’t embarrass ourselves.

It had been a good practice, and the chemistry between us was building. A lot of communication between partners was non-verbal, so the more you could know what the other person was thinking, the easier it was to flow together on the court.

I stripped down and thought about what had taken place between us. The lingering thought of what I’d watched on her sex recording was still in the back of my mind, and it didn’t make things any easier once I began soaping myself up. My thoughts ran into very illicit areas once I’d finally washed myself off, and the steam continued to rise around me as I thought about my partner.

Closing my eyes, I thought about her sexy body and the way it looked writhing on top of her boyfriend. The little gasps and moans, the way her lovely breasts looked as she bounced on top of him. Just one time, I needed to get off to the thought and then that was going to be it. Definitely the last time. Grabbing my cock, I started to jerk off slowly, enjoying the slick movement of my hand with the soap.

I was just getting into a rhythm and feeling my body sliding towards a pretty epic orgasm, when, without warning, the bathroom door opened. The curtain was mostly open, and I was standing there with my cock in my hand as Gisele stepped into the room, wearing only a towel. It was wholly unexpected.

“Jesus, how long do you take in the shower?” she said. I was still agape at her walking into the bathroom, trying to cover my length with my hands and flushing at the fact she’d caught me jerking off. “Come on, dude. Hurry up! We both have places to be.”

“Jesus, Gisele. Get the fuck out!” I said, even though I wasn’t exactly upset about her walking in on me. But then she did something I didn’t expect.

She dropped her towel.

And suddenly, the insanely desirable body I’d already seen in action and lusted over for a couple of weeks was presented to me naked, and it was just as insanely hot as I’d seen in the video.

Her tits were magnificent, proportioned globes that sat perfectly on her chest, and now that she didn’t have a tight sports bra on, I could see they had some heft and curve to them. Big nipples pointed straight at me, hard as little erasers. A flat stomach tapered down with just a small amount of taut muscle on it, and then her lovely hips swelled with the powerful legs and ass I’d admired so many times. Except now her shaved pussy was also winking at me.

She brushed the curtain aside and looked down at my barely covered erection. “Oh. Damn. Okay. Apparently, I caught you at the right time, Charlie.”

My face was crimson. Although I appreciated the compliment. “You know, you can take your hand away. I’ve seen one before.”

“Yeah, I know you have. Remember the whole sex tape thing?”

Her eyebrow shot up. “You watched it!?”

There was no way I could admit that. But she was standing in front of me naked, and that meant I could justify being hard as a rock. “Of course not. I just mean, I know you’ve had sex before.” Hopefully, she bought it.

My eyes drifted up and down her naked body, and I finally dropped my hand. Of course, my cock was bobbing in front of me, like it was pointing at her and saying yes, please. “And it looks like Charlie’s a very healthy man.” She smiled.

“Don’t flatter yourself too much.”

“Oh, come on. Tell me you don’t want this.” She slid a hand down her naked body. “You’ve probably jerked off to my Instagram already.”

My face flushed instantly, thinking about the sex tape again, and she laughed. “I knew it!” Stepping inside the big enclosure, she got closer and pushed me aside, stepping under the flowing hot water. “Come on, let’s share. We need to get close if we’re going to be partners.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. And her naked body was exactly as I’d pictured it. Rippling with muscle, a lovely flat stomach, and even her breasts were perky as hell. The area between her legs was completely shaved bare, and when she turned her back to me, the ass cheeks were firm and ripe, just like they always looked in her shorts. Tempting beyond belief.

Meanwhile, I was rock hard from seeing her naked, and my cock was getting in the way in front of me. She turned around and leaned over towards me to grab the soap. “Oh. I can see you have a bit of a problem there.”

“It’s not a problem.” I was trying to stay cool about the fact there was a naked girl in the shower with me, but it was totally natural to respond like I was. Within a few seconds of watching her soap herself, my cock was at more than full mast, almost pointing up to the ceiling. Her eyes kept darting to it as I stood there.

“What? You’ve never seen a naked woman before?” her tone was slightly mocking. “I’m just taking a shower.”

“Of course I have. Just not…”

“What? Just not one you play tennis with?”

No, just not one I’ve jerked off to while watching her fuck.

She glanced down again. “Apparently, you also need to get laid if your dick gets that hard with a naked woman around.”

As if she didn’t know what she was doing. That brought a rise of anger into me. Who was she to tease me like she was? All it created was more frustration.

Although it suddenly dawned on me, maybe that’s exactly what she wanted. She’d been on my case for the entire week about calling things and talking about strategy. Being more assertive with my shots and how I was dealing with her. And then when I’d found out about what was going on with her former partner, she had responded to me losing my temper. Could this possibly just be another test?

If it was, it was one I was going to get through with flying colors. I let all the lust I had for her boiling inside me bubble to the surface. I stepped closer to her, so my cock almost brushed against her skin. Gisele took a step away. But the shower wasn’t that big. “What are you doing? I didn’t say you could touch me.”

“I’m not touching you.” I stepped even closer, and now my dick was pressing on her flat stomach. She took another step back but met only the tiled wall behind her. “Now I am. What are you going to do about it?”

Her hands lifted, and she placed them against my chest. But they didn’t shove. They laid there. “I think I want to ask you the same thing. What are you going to do about it?”

I’d been getting teased by her insane body for weeks now, and all the pent up need bubbled to the surface. If she wanted this, she was going to get it, and the teasing had to stop. Remembering how much she liked men taking control, I let myself move even closer until our lips were only inches apart. Hers parted lightly, and I could see her heart beating fast and her nipples grow hard.

My mouth crushed down onto hers, and even though her hands went firmer against my chest, her body pressed into me, almost feeling like she was eager. The little fists weren’t beating me off. They were tense with anticipation.

Letting my tongue press against her lips, I almost forced them open, but when I did, her tongue slid against mine aggressively, and I tugged her wet hair as I kissed her with passion.

Breaking away, I could see she was breathless, but I wasn’t going to stop. The old me would have been asking for permission every step. To make sure everything was okay. This was meant to be different, and it was absolutely going to be.

The hardness between us was now rubbing against her stomach, and I took one of her hands and moved it to my member. Without having to ask, she wrapped her hand around it while moaning into my mouth. Continuing the kiss felt electric, and I didn’t want to break it off. Instead, I enjoyed our mouths exploring one another while her hand stroked my rigid shaft and I grabbed both of her perky little tits.

It was blowing my mind that things had escalated to this point. I was about to fuck Gisele Martinez, and in the shower, of all places. At least, that’s where this was leading to.

When our mouths finally separated, I kissed her neck and then slid my tongue down to her sexy little breasts, tonguing a hard nipple. She hissed above me. “Oh, fuck…yes…keep going…”

Her hand was busy on my dick, jerking it slowly, and I decided to take a bit more control. Pulling her hand off, I took hold of both her wrists and pinned her back against the tiled wall. She struggled a bit, but when my mouth dipped down and sucked her other sexy little tip into my lips, she hissed again.

My mouth alternated back and forth, teasing both breasts just enough to make her gasp, but not going any further.

I positioned my hips while bending my knees and slid my cock between her legs. As soon as I did, Gisele gasped. “Shit. That’s really fucking big. You want to fuck my tight little pussy?”

“Fuck yes. I want to fuck you so hard.” I kissed her after the words left me and used my hips to rub my cock up and down her slick opening. A loud gasp escaped her, echoing inside the glass stall. The instinct to ask is that okay almost flew out of my mouth, but I knew exactly what she was craving, and it was control. If I backed off at all, this was all going to end and there was no way I was letting that happen. “When I let go of you, turn around and bend over.”

“Oh, fuck…” she gasped sensually, but as soon as my grip was off her wrists, she obeyed, turning her petite but powerful body away from me. I took hold of her wrists again against the tile, and when I trapped her arms, she didn’t struggle at all. Now the gorgeous muscular ass I’d been lusting over was right there for the taking.

I slid my hard erection up and down the lovely crack that invited me to enjoy it. Leaning back, my cock slipped down between her legs again and rubbed against her dripping slit once again, her little moan telling me I was okay to do exactly what we both wanted.

Like two puzzle pieces slipping together perfectly, my cock found her entrance, and the head slipped inside. Without warning, her ass pushed back, and she impaled herself on my dick, gasping loudly with pleasure while my entire length was coated with her juices. “UUUUHHHH!”

Holding her wrists, she twerked her sexy ass on my dick, riding me as if she was possessed by a sexual demon that never wanted to relinquish a hold of me.

“You…need…to…make…me…CUM!”

I decided the best way was probably to just fuck her hard, and the idea that maybe at practice next time she’d be walking funny had its appeal. Grabbing her hips, as she slammed her gorgeous butt back into me, I took hold of her hips and drove forward even harder. Little squeals came from her every time I thrust, and she started to gasp with little yelping noises. “YES…YES…YYYYEEESSSSS!”

As soon as I felt her tightness squeeze me, I knew she’d orgasmed all over my cock. The flood that followed surprised me, squirting out between her legs like a hose was spraying down my thighs and balls that were swaying between her legs. “OH…SHIT! YES! You made me fucking CUM!” she gasped.

I was already far beyond the point of being able to control myself, and when I realized that she’d just squirted when she came, it tipped my already racing sexual mind over the edge.

Holding her hips, I drove deep into her and held myself there as my cock exploded with cum, coating her entire tunnel and sending ropes of lovely cream straight inside. I gasped and grabbed her lovely little tits, holding her against me while I drained my load deep inside her naked pussy.

As soon as she felt me spurting, she gasped. “Shit. Jesus Christ!” she exclaimed, pushing me away so that my cock finally popped out of her tight pussy. “Did you just cum inside me?” I wasn’t expecting anger.

As if the thick dollop of my cum that dripped out of her onto the shower tile didn’t confirm it, she rubbed between her legs, her eyes suddenly full of fire. The sensual nakedness and sexuality were gone, and now she was Gisele about to lose her temper again. “Fuck! I didn’t tell you to do that!? Asshole!”

Shoving me against the wall, she stalked out of the glass enclosure and went to the toilet, grabbing some paper and wiping down her pussy.

Even though she was obviously pissed, it was honestly kind of hot to watch her cleaning my cum out of her pussy. If looks could kill, I would have been dead on the floor.

When she was done, she grabbed a towel. “Dick. Don’t expect me to ever fuck you again.” Quickly wrapping it around herself, she stalked out of the bathroom in a huff. We’d gone from lust to confusion in a heartbeat, and I had no idea what had just happened.

Meanwhile, my cock was deflated, but extremely happy. I’d had sex with the insanely gorgeous Gisele Martinez, and it had been hot as hell. Even if it didn’t exactly end on a pleasant note.

But what was going to happen moving forward now that we’d crossed that line? I wasn’t going to be able to think about her the same way, that was for sure. And even though she hadn’t been happy about the ending, the way she’d been until that point told me she was quite happy with my performance.

It would only matter now what happened on the court. We had to pull it together, no matter what. Tomorrow, I was going to be playing the biggest match of my life, and whether she was speaking to me or not, we were going to have to get along on the court.

Maybe the sex would help. Maybe it was a disaster in the making. What happened on the court tomorrow would determine everything. And I was determined myself to perform at my absolute best, no matter how I felt about her.


CHAPTER SIX

The first game of the tournament had my nerves on edge. It was going to be the first time Gisele and I really had to work together properly, and after what had happened in the shower, she’d been distant for a couple of days.

My memories of the sex with her were still nice and fresh of course, and on the court we had almost meteorically improved playing together over the time we’d been practicing. So it boded well for the first match.

When we did need to talk, I wasn’t about to bring up what took place, and obviously neither was she. It was better just to chalk it up to a one-time thing and leave it at that. At least, that’s what I kept telling myself. It was easier that way, even though it was in the back of my mind.

Alone in the back room, Gisele was ignoring me as usual, doing her preparations and getting herself psyched up. I was attempting to do the same thing, of course. It had been a little while since I stepped onto a competitive court, and our first opponents presented a problem right away, at least on paper.

The fact she was still ignoring me was bothering me. How could a woman thank you for helping her so clearly, but then fuck you and think nothing of it? It was confusing the hell out of me. A distraction I didn’t need. Even walking with her out onto the court, I noticed she walked in front of me.

The crowd erupted as she entered, and while I knew they were technically cheering for both of us, it certainly didn’t feel that way.

It was our turn to receive serve first, and my nerves were at a peak when the first serve was fired over the net at me. I managed to return it, but it was a perfect setup for the other side, and the ball got slammed back at us so fast, there was no way Gisele could react. She glowered at me, even though she slapped my hand as if it was no big deal. “Watch the returns.”

Of course, her return on the next serve was perfect, and we got into a decent rally, at least until I mishit a ball again, and it was out. The other side quickly cleaned up the game and suddenly we were down 1-0. Not unexpected, because it was hard to hold serve.

The problem quickly became that we weren’t working well together at all. Like two separate people on the court, and all the practice and cohesion we’d had went out the window. I could see Linda in the stands wringing her hands in between games.

Every game that went by, I kept screwing up and Gisele was getting more and more irritated. Dirty looks, disdainful comments, making sure they were out of earshot of anyone. But I could hear them. We eked out a couple of games but lost the first set 6-2.

And the second didn’t start any better. I could see my potential career future evaporating, because it was the best two sets out of three, and if we lost in the first round, it would humiliate Gisele and seal my fate as a player who brought her down. We were down 3-1, and suddenly dark clouds rolled in. I was hoping for a break somehow, and it looked like God was answering my call.

Rain began to come down quite fiercely. The umpire lifted a hand. “Break in play due to rain! Players, please head back into the waiting area. Fifteen minute break.”

Phew. Something to break up the momentum and get our heads right was welcome. I was playing like crap, and something about the communication between Gisele and I was totally off. The rain couldn’t have come at a better time.

She didn’t even look at me as we gathered our bags and left the court, and when we walked into the waiting room, we were finally alone. I could sense the tension coming off both of us, and it needed to be addressed.

I tossed my bag down, knowing we had at least fifteen minutes. Her expression could have turned me to stone, and I definitely wasn’t expecting her to let me have it. But her anger was visible, and I was on the receiving end of a Gisele Martinez tantrum before I realized it.

“Stop fucking being so tense!” she yelled. “You’re going to fuck this whole thing up!”

Normally I would have just let her yell, but because of everything that happened between us, there was no way I was about to bear the brunt of something she’d caused.

“Don’t blame me for this! You’re acting like a total bitch on the court, and it’s ruining my game.”

The eye roll she gave me was epic. “Poor widdle Charlie, can’t take his partner telling him what do to?” It triggered the memory of when we’d first played together, and that only made me angrier.

“You just need to relax and get into the flow again, for fuck’s sake. Get your head together.”

That pissed me off even more. The exact wrong approach, which seemed to be her M.O. I could see why she couldn’t keep a relationship together, much less a partnership.

“Yeah, easier said than done.” I shot back. “It’s kind of hard to flow with a partner when she hasn’t spoken to you all day.”

Gisele laughed. “Oh, so sorry. Poor Charlie had his feelings hurt? Is he going to cry? I don’t talk to anyone before games, not even Linda. Last thing I need is some idiot breaking my focus.”

Her snarky attitude brought a rise of anger through me. “Shut up. You don’t need to talk to me that way. We’re partners, and you need to get used to the fact you’re playing with somebody else, not just yourself. So stop fucking talking down to me. I’ve done nothing but help you.”

“Yeah, and I’ve helped you too.” She fired back. “You’re only playing in this tournament because of me, and now you’re letting it all fall apart because you’re butthurt about yesterday.”

“Hey, I’m not the one who was screaming the whole time. And you climbed into the shower with me, not the other way around. You must have wanted something.”

Maybe that was the key. She’d been clear about liking assertive men and being controlled. I’d been spending way too much time being passive and letting her call the shots, and now that we had a chance to do something really incredible, we were going to blow it if I kept being that way.

Her eyes flashed, but the way she looked at me was starting to turn me on. My cock was growing, seeing her finally get flustered. “Maybe you want some more of what you got.” I stepped closer to her.

“What are you doing, Charlie?” but she didn’t push me away. She took a step back but hit the wall behind her and I took another step forward. Now we were only inches apart, and I saw her lips part and her nipples were clearly hard under her tight dress. Heat was coming off her in waves.

“Maybe this is what we both need. A nice big dick fucking your tight little pussy and filling you up with my load again. You loved it, didn’t you?” I let my hand brush against her nipple, and she gasped.

“Charlie, stop it.” She sighed, but she didn’t pull away, just like she hadn’t in the shower.

“You don’t want me to stop it. You want me to perform. And I’m going to fuck you before we head back out on that court.”

Then she gave me the green light I’d been waiting for.

“Okay. Do it.”

Her lips parted as mine crashed down onto hers. Right away, her arms wrapped around me and her leg came up, rubbing against my thigh. The way our anger turned instantly into lust took my breath away. I felt her hard nipples rubbing against my chest, and as we started to moan into one another’s mouths, the effect was instantaneous.

I grabbed her shirt and yanked it over her head, only breaking the kiss long enough to let it happen, while she did the same to me. As soon as my chest was bare, her lips slid down my chest and found one of my nipples, teasing it and then giving it a gentle nip. By that time, my hands were under her skirt cupping her mound, and the heat there threatened to burn the fabric away between her legs.

Instead of letting it burn, I brushed the shorts aside with ease and sank a finger into the wettest pussy I’d ever felt. She gasped and kissed me again, grinding her hips into my hand. “Fuck…yes…more.”

The explosion of lust had taken me off guard, but once I knew it was definitely what she wanted, I didn’t want to stop. Panting, I started to finger fuck her wetness, and she slipped a hand into my shorts to wrap fingers around my shaft, the hard thickness feeling incredible in her hand.

“We don’t have a lot of time. You need to fuck me. Hard.” She moaned, her lips finding my neck as she stroked my shaft. “Like yesterday.”

I quickly got my cock out and spun her around, placing her hands against the wall just like we’d done in the shower. The shorts she was wearing under her dress were hard to move aside enough, but I managed, and then my cock sank into her pussy deep and hard with one thrust.

She grabbed my hand and slipped it over her mouth to muffle her moans so that nobody could hear what we were doing.

Fucking her was fast, furious and insanely hot. I felt her sexy ass bouncing against me as I drove deep, her pussy leaking like a faucet down my shaft as little mewls escaped her throat. It was maybe two minutes before I felt my balls tighten.

But this time, instead of thinking about pulling out, I growled into her ear. “Feel that? I’m going to fill your slutty little pussy with my cum. And then you’re going to walk back out onto that court and we’re going to win.”

All she did was shudder, and her pussy tightened around me. When my cock expanded, her teeth bit down on my hand as I felt her inner muscles spasm, her legs trembling and telling me she was cumming. My cock spurted deep into her, barely able to stop myself from bellowing out my own orgasmic bliss.

We both froze as a knock came at the door. “Rain’s over! Two minutes!” It was Linda’s voice. I quickly slid out of her and repositioned her shorts, but instead of just letting her go, I turned her to face me and kissed her hard one more time. Her teeth nibbled at my lip.

“That was just what we needed.” She sighed. “Let’s go kick some ass.”

It only took a moment to recompose ourselves, and I enjoyed seeing the damp spot between her thighs as she adjusted her skirt. She looked at me and laughed. “Yeah, okay. That was pretty hot.” I took her hand and led her towards the door.

Walking out into the hallway, she squeezed my hand and then let it go. Linda was standing there, and she almost saw it, but all her eyes could see was that the two of us were almost glowing together as a pair. “Okay, you two ready?”

“Absolutely.” We both said at almost the same time. She laughed and motioned us towards the entranceway.

Stepping out onto the court surrounded by cheering people was incredible. Seeing thousands of eyes on you was definitely intimidating for somebody who had maybe been in front of a few hundred people in the past. Gisele was actually waving at people like she was friendly instead of having her resting bitch face. The sex had taken her edge off, and the fans were responding.

Our opponents were already out, and we shook hands again, then took the court opposite to one another. Gisele’s first serve was a cannon, and the return was easy for me to mop up when it was lobbed back. The first point slid into the second, and then the first game was over within minutes.

Their serve wasn’t anything special, and their play was good, but it was like Gisele and I could read each other’s minds. The game was actually quite fun.

Especially because we completely dismantled them in no time whatsoever. The key to our game that elevated it to the next level was clearly our sexual chemistry, not just the way we performed on the court. It was like we could read each other’s minds and bodies, and the result was obvious.

Who could have ever suspected that two people who couldn’t stand each other a couple of weeks earlier could come together and perform at an elite level, like we’d been playing together for years? I certainly couldn’t have.

Even Linda commented on it when we arrived in the backstage area, and the reporters were clamoring for attention. “I don’t know what you two did but just keep on doing it!”

Well, that certainly wasn’t going to be a problem.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Now that we’d discovered the key to our game, not only was my body exhausted from sex, but it was exhausted from winning. Every single opponent we met didn’t have a chance against us with the type of chemistry we had.

By the time we entered the final, the media had nicknamed us The Dynamic Duo, and we were happy to claim that title. What happened on the court wasn’t nearly as good as what happened off it. Every night we were in bed together talking about the matches and things we could do better.

But the sex was only getting better as well. Ever since we’d given into the lust that was apparently mutual, every time we fucked it was like two puzzle pieces in the same place. That led us straight to the final match, where our opponents weren’t even close to our level.

We annihilated them 6-3, 6-2 and when Gisele hit the final winner, taking us to our first title on the court together, it was hard to not embrace and kiss her in front of the entire stadium. I knew I could wait to celebrate until later. But not long.

The rush was unreal. As soon as we were in the back room alone together, I was still feeling the adrenaline coursing through me. Her eyes met with mine. “We did it. We really did it!”

Now it was her turn to lunge at me and as soon as our mouths met again, her sexy tongue was stabbing between my lips, giving me more than enough to suck on while she moaned into my mouth and I felt her hips grind into my hard cock. Making out with her was like heaven, and I felt lightheaded at the fact that she was finally in my arms again. Cupping her perfect ass, I massaged it.

The only thing that stopped me from trying to tear her clothes off was the fact we were going to get interrupted within moments. Gisele knew it was well, and this time when the kiss broke, we were both breathless. My eyes met hers, and I could feel how much we both wanted each other, but we also both knew it had to wait.

“Tonight. We celebrate. Properly.” She said, her teeth gently nipping at my lip. “You’re going to get rewarded properly. You can do whatever you want to me. I want you to fuck me until I can’t stand up.”

My cock instantly went to full mast, and when she kissed me once again, her tongue brought it all the way there. There was a knock at the door, and she broke away as Linda poked her head into the room. “Guys? They’re ready for you!”

I hadn’t forgotten about Linda, of course. We’d been flirting the whole time, but at a professional distance that I wanted to bring closer again. Even though I was enjoying Gisele quite thoroughly, having another romp with Linda would be the perfect way to celebrate a victory I’d never expected. After all, she’d brought the two of us together.

A thought started to percolate in my head. Gisele was on board with having a night we hopefully wouldn’t soon forget. If Linda was as well, maybe I could pull off the move of the century, just like we had on the tennis court. All I had to do was play my cards right.

“Charlie. Hang back for a moment. Gisele, you go ahead.” Linda said. My partner walked out of the room and Linda quickly glanced after her. Once the door was closed, she stepped into me and wrapped her arms around me in a close hug.

But there was much more to it. I didn’t expect it at that moment, but her lips quickly found mine, and suddenly I was on the receiving end of one of the hottest kisses I’d ever felt. At least in the past minute. Both women had literally taken my breath away in a short period of time.

Her hand slid down to my shorts right away and she squeezed my rapidly hardening erection. “Damn. Watching you two out there got me so turned on. I can’t wait to celebrate properly with you. Tonight? I’m dying for some more fun.”

Only a minute before I’d gotten the same offer from Gisele. Feeling Linda’s sexy body pressed against me reminded me of the fun we’d already had, and I couldn’t resist returning her kiss and letting my hands roam around her sexy, thick body.

“You sure about this? I’m getting pretty close to Gisele now.”

Quickly, she broke away and smiled. “Yes, tonight. Your hotel room. I’ll be wearing something you can tear off me. And I want to get fucked all night long.”

Her hand gave my cock one more squeeze, and then she quickly stepped away and fixed her hair. “Okay. Let’s do this. Get out there.”

Walking out into the press room, it was insane to me that there were so many people who wanted to ask questions to us. Gisele had experienced it before, but I certainly hadn’t. Mixed doubles wasn’t nearly as big a deal as the regular singles players, but the fact Gisele’s career was on the trajectory it was, and I was a relative unknown, made it a big story that would get a lot of coverage.

“Charlie!” a reporter called out. “How does it feel to reach this level? And how are you handling being an unknown in this situation?”

I hadn’t had any media coaching for a long time, but I knew to keep the answers generic. “It’s a big thrill, honestly. I’m looking forward to continuing to work with Gisele and focusing on bringing my best game possible.”

“Your chemistry on the court is pretty obvious. Are you two involved at all off the court?”

I glanced at Gisele, and even though of course I wanted to exclaim to the entire room that we were partners in more ways than just tennis, it wasn’t the right time to do so. That would come out in due time, but for now I wanted to make sure the attention wasn’t taken off of the game.

“We’ve been very lucky to find one another as tennis partners. And Gisele has been nothing but an excellent professional both on and off the court. I respect her a ton.”

“Charlie has become the partner I never knew I could have.” Gisele added. “It’s very refreshing to have a relationship that’s so incredible on the court.”

Like before, I wanted to take her hand and announce to the world that we were more than just partners. But I also didn’t know what her intentions were after the tournament. That was probably on the table for discussion after whatever happened that night.

My nerves were almost as high as when I stepped out onto the court earlier that day for the final. The entire afternoon had been a whirlwind, with everyone wanting time to talk to me. And all I wanted to do was process everything that had happened.

That, plus prepare for what promised to be an incredible night. Or a total disaster. I’d done the unthinkable and made a date with two different women, both of whom were planning to come to my room and have sex with me. There wasn’t even a chance to possibly entertain one and then have them leave and let the other come by, because they’d both told me their plan was to enjoy me all night.

So, this was either going to be a total nuclear explosion, or something that I might end up telling my grandkids about. If I ever talked to them about my sex life.

Once I was back in my hotel room and changed, trying to relax, I realized what I’d done. Was it totally stupid? Maybe. But I also knew that both women wanted me, and maybe they’d be willing to entertain sharing me.

I sat with nerves firing off until I finally heard a knock at my door. Both women told me they’d be up soon, and I was excited to see which one might arrive first. Opening the door revealed it was Linda, who’d arrived promptly, and what she was wearing took my breath away, even though I’d just spend an entire week dealing with Gisele wearing a tennis dress.

She stood there smiling in an outfit that looked like she was about to play her own tennis match. “I’ve always wanted to wear one of these and then have it ripped off me. I hope you don’t mind that I wore one. And you can do whatever you like with it.”

The tennis dress was tight and sultry, right out of the fantasy I’d almost had a chance to indulge with Gisele. Even though it covered more than I would have expected, it was sexy as fuck on her frame, and it was obvious what she was there for.

Now I just had to take the gamble that when Gisele showed up, she wouldn’t freak out. “Come on in. You look well dressed for the occasion.”

“I wouldn’t say that.” As soon as she walked in and I shut the door, Linda flipped the bottom of the dress up and exposed the fact she was only wearing a thong underneath. “I was going to go commando, but just in case.” She turned to face me. “Plus, you fucking me in only panties would be really hot.”

Well, she certainly wasn’t mincing her words. “We are definitely on the same wavelength about that.” I slid my hand down and let her see my bulge rapidly growing under my pants. “Because I can’t wait to strip that dress off you.”

Stepping towards her, we met in the middle of the room, and the passionate kiss we shared took my breath away. My hands slid down behind her dress, and her sexy ass felt like heaven in my hands, full and thick. As I massaged the cheeks, she moaned into my mouth.

One strap of her dress went easily down, and when the breast it covered popped out, I kissed the top and then sucked her hard nipple into my mouth. “You’re making these panties so wet. I’ve been dying to feel you inside me all day.”

“No rush. We have lots of time.” I kissed her neck. “I’m planning on enjoying you all night long.” My hand cupped her pussy, and she was right. The damp heat coming from her made me know her pussy was dripping wet already, and she was completely ready to be ravaged. Our lips met again, and she moaned into my mouth.

“Get this dress off and fuck me already.” Her hands fumbled at my pants, and I knew it was only a matter of time. What happened next was going to either blow up in my face or become a night I’d probably never forget.

A knock suddenly came at the door, and it startled both of us, even though I was expecting it. My heart began to pound. “Who’s that?”

I walked to the door and opened it with a shaking hand, praying to God that my life wasn’t about to blow up. Gisele stood there, wearing a small summer dress and looking absolutely gorgeous. But when she saw her manager, her eyes flew wide.

“Linda? What the hell are you doing here?” Gisele asked. Her eyes narrowed when she took in what her coach was wearing. “And why are you dressed like…oh, shit!”

It was like watching something dawn over her face in slow motion, and as the two women regarded each other and then turned to me, I gulped hard. This was a tipping point of the relationship I had with both women, and I had to play my cards exactly like I’d planned to all along.

Gisele was interested. Linda was most definitely interested. And now it was time to get them interested in enjoying me at the same time.

“I obviously interrupted something.” She said, her face flushing red. “You two…are a thing? Charlie? What the fuck!?”

I could feel my heart in my throat. “And apparently, you two are as well.” Linda replied. “I think our lovely man here has been dipping his wick into the company ink on both ends of the pen, so to speak.”

“Okay, let’s be really transparent about this, shall we?” I declared. “You.” I pointed at Linda. “Decided to seduce me in order to get me to play with her. Then.” I pointed at Gisele. “You decided to seduce me in order to get me to play better. And both of you had the same ulterior motive. To win. Correct?”

Both women looked at each other. “Is he telling the truth?” Gisele said. Linda nodded. “Oh, Jesus. This is messy.”

“Yes, it seems to be,” Linda replied, looking at me. “Because now all three of us are in a bedroom together, and apparently we all want the same thing.”

“We all want the same thing?” Gisele asked.

“Yes.” Linda stepped forward. “To win. And if we all just stay the course, then that’s what will continue to happen. Think about it. Slams. Major tournaments. Money. You two are the best mixed doubles pair to emerge in a very long time. You crushed two of the best players in the world. And you just won a hundred thousand dollars. So if we can just figure out how to make this work, we can all benefit from it.”

“That’s exactly right.” I joined in. Linda was firmly on my side, we just needed to get Gisele to think about the situation. And then everything could fall into place. Her future, and mine, would be assured, at least in the tennis world. “There’s no way you’re going to the top alone, and I’m definitely not. But together, we can be something really great. What do you think?”

“And then how does us all being in this room fit into that equation?” Gisele asked. “I mean, it’s pretty obvious what’s going on between you two.”

“And don’t claim for one second you haven’t sampled the goods as well. Every single night.” I fired back. “Until you decided to climb into the shower with me, we weren’t going anywhere. Now we’re in line to qualify for a major for the first time. Thanks to some intense sexual chemistry.”

“Plus, don’t kid yourself. Remember that night in Budapest after your semi final loss?” Linda said.

Gisele blushed. “We were supposed to forget about that.”

“Forget about what?” I had to ask, even though my heart and my cock soared at the implication.

Linda smiled. “Let’s just say my lovely little charge here is bisexual. And when she gets horny, she doesn’t care who she climbs in bed with. I’ve busted her with guys and girls before. She’s a bit of a sexual girl when it comes to victories. Remember that other time in Panama with the two hotel workers?”

My ears perked up, but what it told me was Gisele was a lovely little sex kitten that I couldn’t wait to sample again. And the fact she’d shown up at my invitation told me she was okay with something happening again between us. “So, winning makes you horny?”

Stepping forward, it felt bold to get closer to her, but she didn’t shrink away. Her eyes looked defiantly up into mine and when I grabbed her waist and pulled her in, there was a brief pause until she finally sighed. “Fuck it.”

Our lips crushed together, and hungrily I took a taste of her tongue, feeling her lovely firm body pressing hard against me. My hands slid down and grabbed the hem of her short dress, tugging it up and feeling the firm ass cheeks I’d already sampled. The great thing I found quickly was that she had no panties on, which confirmed to me she was more than prepared for some sexual fun.

I broke the kiss and quickly turned to Linda, grabbing her and pulling her into my arms as well. As we kissed and I let my hands wander over her body, I kept one hand holding Gisele’s, to make sure there was a connection between us, even though I was kissing another woman.

Moving carefully back and forth between them, I drew the two women closer together until they met in front of me. There was a brief moment of hesitation, but then Linda leaned in and the two women kissed, making my cock throb as their lips met and they began to eagerly let their hands roam.

“This is so fucking crazy.” Gisele said. I didn’t want the spell to even have a chance to break, so I quickly kissed her again and then guided her towards the massive bed. When she sat down and leaned back, I spread her legs and saw a very wet pussy, shaved and exposed. Quickly kneeling down, I dove in with my tongue, trying to make sure she didn’t have a chance to object or stop anything.

As soon as my mouth kissed up her glistening lips, she gasped. “Ooh…fuck…God, your mouth feels fucking amazing.”

I wasn’t watching Linda, but was pleased beyond belief when she slid beside Gisele on the bed and the two women began kissing while I devoured my partner’s labia and slid my tongue inside her delicious hole.

Linda’s legs spread, and I put my hand on her thigh, making sure she was open to me going down on her as well. The panties she wore were white and lacy, virtually transparent because she was also dripping wet already.

Moving between her legs, I quickly let my tongue slide up the fabric and then tugged it aside, taking a taste of her flavor. Both women were sighing and moaning, interspersed with kisses.

Moving back and forth between them was like heaven, and I didn’t want to stop. But my cock needed some attention, and I stood up finally, unzipping my pants and quickly stripping them off, along with my shirt. The two women followed my lead, both getting their dresses off and letting them fall to the floor.

It was a frenzy that didn’t require words, but quickly Linda took somewhat of a lead, kneeling in front of me and sucking my cock into her lips. I put my hand between Gisele’s legs and fingered her dripping pussy at the same time, seeing her sexy tits peaked with hard nipples and hearing her moan.

When we kissed, it was pure passion, with tongues swirling together. The lust was infectious, and it had nothing to do with Linda’s mouth devouring my throbbing dick. I couldn’t get enough of my sexy partner, and the way our lust built to a fever pitch in a brief moment only fueled our sexual heat. Especially because I had another gorgeous woman tending to me at the same time.

Gisele lay down beside Linda, and the older woman relinquished my cock, but only for a moment while I watched the two of them kiss passionately, tongues licking at one another. Gisele turned to my cock and licked the head, looking up at me and making me moan with the sight of her tongue swirling around my spongy head. She looked like a goddess, her gorgeous firm ass flexing on the bed.

My cock slipped into her lips and the sensation made my eyes roll back into my head. Linda slid down on the bed and began kissing Gisele’s perfect ass, and almost as if she knew exactly what the other woman wanted, Gisele slid onto her knees, pushing out her naked butt and pussy as she continued to suck me.

But when Linda started to lick her from behind, she let go of my cock and moaned sensually. “Oh, fuck yes…your tongue feels so good.”

Linda looked at me and smiled, her mouth kissing and licking at Gisele’s ass cheeks, tight asshole and pussy from behind. Quickly I grabbed her head and thrust into her mouth again, and she became the centre of two people, my cock fucking her mouth while Linda tongue fucked her dripping slit.

I watched Linda slip fingers into her pussy and begin fucking Gisele as I shoved my cock deep into her throat, feeling her resist at first and then swallow my entire length.

Her hot mouth embraced my shaft and her tongue licked the underside, teasing the base of my head while she moaned and made my dick vibrate. I’d never been with a woman not only as hot as she was, but that genuinely enjoyed giving a blowjob. Except, of course, for the woman who was behind her licking her pussy.

“Let’s make our sexy champion cum,” Linda moaned, and I quickly realized she wasn’t talking about me. She was talking about the gorgeous young athlete whose pussy she was devouring. And I was more than happy to help.

Gisele lay on her back, and as her mouth relinquished my cock, I moved down with Linda, who was still devouring her gorgeous slit. Massaging the most perfect tits I’d ever seen, I moved my hand down and as Linda tongue fucked her, I rubbed her clit. The effect was Gisele arching her back and gasping, giving off high-pitched wails of orgasmic pleasure. “Oh shit…oh, shit…I’m going to…YYYYYYYEEEEESSSSS!”

If only the hotel knew that the darling of the current tennis circuit was exploding with a shuddering, wet orgasm on one of their beds. I’d never seen anything so gorgeous, and as soon as she was done, Linda slid over and sucked my cock into her lips again to keep me nice and hard, as if that was ever going to be a problem.

I fucked Linda’s mouth for a bit until Gisele took my hand, and just like on the court, we knew exactly what the other wanted. Grabbing her firmly, I yanked her on top of me with a squeal from her, and when our lips met, it was just as furious as it had been in the room in between matches. Our sexual chemistry as just as good as it was on the court.

Her sexy body eased back on my throbbing erection, and she impaled herself with an inaudible sigh, making me gasp as my cock slid deep into her and her tight walls caressed my entire length. Hands went onto my chest and she eased herself up and down, riding me just like I’d enjoyed for over a week every night.

Just like I’d loved watching in the video, Gisele Martinez was bouncing on my cock and writhing like a snake, her sexy little tits bobbing up and down. The only difference was that I had another woman right beside me rubbing her clit and kissing my chest, and the moans and gasps I heard were from all three of us.

Not long after, I heard her little gasps increase, and her pussy got even tighter and wetter around me, like the most incredible silky glove in the world jerking me off until she let out another loud orgasmic wail and shuddered on top of me, her pussy flooding me with sexy heat.

When Gisele dismounted me, Linda slid down, and her mouth gobbled down my cock again. She was licking at it like cleaning off an ice cream cone and moaning, keeping me nice and hard and slick. Then she slid on top of me and impaled herself just like Gisele had. Her large breasts were swaying, but they were a delicious handful to hold while her pussy plunged down on my throbbing shaft. It was looser for sure, and knowing I was able to compare the two pussies enjoying me was a rush I never could have imagined.

They were using me like a fuck toy, and I was more than happy to provide partnership in that realm. But I wanted more, knowing that Linda loved to be spanked. Sitting up, I easily hugged her and then flipped her over into position on her knees, and as I fucked her hard, I saw Gisele’s eyes go wide and her hand creep between her legs.

She was getting wet from watching me fuck. From watching me perform in the bedroom, and that boded well for any future encounters. If I had my way, I was going to be fucking the lovely Gisele for a very long time. And Linda could join us whenever she liked.

The task at hand was the gorgeous thick ass I was holding while my cock plunged into Linda’s pussy, and just like Gisele, you could tell when she was cumming all over my cock, because she clenched at the sheets and cried out her pleasure loudly.

My hotel room smelled like delicious female sweat, and I never thought I’d be in a place where I could fuck two women like a sex god, but the fact Gisele had been draining my balls regularly for the past week, and Linda too, had given me superhuman stamina.

Gisele got down beside Linda and wiggled her sexy ass at me, and I slipped out of Linda, thrusting into her tight tunnel from behind. A hard spank of her ass made her squeal with delight, but what made her cum for the third time was Linda tugging at her hair and pinching her nipples while I kept fucking her hard and fast.

She was panting as I finally withdrew, and Linda threw herself onto her back, inviting me. “It’s time to give me a big load of cum, Charlie.”

I couldn’t deny I was ready. With her sexy thick legs wrapped around me, I let my cock bottom out inside her wet tunnel and finally felt my balls tightening as I prepared to release my load inside her. Tugging Gisele towards me, I made sure to have my tongue rammed down her throat as I came, feeling her suck on my tongue as my balls drained into her manager.

Collapsing on top of Linda, her full breasts pushed into my chest and Gisele sighed, rolling back on the bed until I was strong enough to dismount Linda. My cock felt like it had run a marathon with both women, and I was completely spent. At least for the time being.

“I need a moment.” I stammered. Both women giggled, and Linda wiggled her fingers at me as I stood up on shaky legs and walk to the bathroom. The frenzy we’d just enjoyed had completely drained me, and I knew I just needed a break if the women genuinely wanted to fuck me all night.

I was staring in the mirror at what felt like a new man. How the hell had I pulled off the most incredible day of my lifetime? Not only had I cemented my career as a doubles partner, but I had just spent what felt like an hour in bed with two insanely passionate women. I’d definitely have to keep up with my cardio if this was going to be my new normal.

Splashing some water on my face, I wasn’t sure how the night was going to continue. How did one suggest that two women spend the night so that you could get some rest, and then wake up and have another threesome? Better to just head back into the bedroom and see what they had in mind.

Linda was sliding her dress over her head as I emerged, my cock still mostly hard and bobbing in front of me. I was slightly disappointed to see she was planning to leave, but happy to see that Gisele wasn’t joining her, still lounging naked on the bed.

“You two stay together. I think you need to make sure your chemistry is the best it can be. We’ll figure out another date soon.” Linda kissed me quickly and then was out the door. When I turned back towards the bed, Gisele was lying there on her elbow, and she looked like she was performing as a naked model. I’d never seen anything so gorgeous.

“Keep looking at me like that and I’m going to need another round before we fall asleep.” I growled. Already, even after sex so intense I’d never be able to duplicate it, my cock was trying to get hard again.

She motioned me forward, licking her lips. “Well, come here, then. Let me help.”

Even though my cock was still glistening with the juices of both women, Gisele slid to the edge of the bed and as I approached, she took me in her hand and almost swallowed me whole. There was no denying we had chemistry both on and off the court, and that was going to take us a very long way.

Just giving her a chance and allowing her into my life had transformed it. I lifted her chin as she looked up at me and leaned down to gently kiss her, not caring that she just had my cock down her throat. “You’re amazing. You know that?”

“Aww.” She grinned. “Is Charlie catching feelings?”

With her mouth quickly sliding down my entire length again, I gasped and grabbed her tousled hair, but what she’d said was lingering in the back of my mind.

Before long I was fucking my lovely partner’s mouth again, and we were tumbling into another frenzy of lust, only fusing us together with tight passion and incredible chemistry. Sweating with her had taken on a whole new meaning, and now I knew that on court practices were something to look forward to, because afterwards I was going to make sure that we showered off together every single time.

Maybe it started out as enemies, and we were now lovers, but maybe it was possible there was something more. Something that would make us more than just partners on the court. I’d never felt luckier.

THE END
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