
		
			[image: image-V1ALDLIG.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: image-V1ALDLIG.jpg]
		

		

		

		Straight Until Her Foul

		

		Arden Morven

		

		

		

		Contents

		

		Chapter 1

		

		Chapter 2

		

		Chapter 3

		

		Chapter 4

		

		Chapter 5

		

		Chapter 6

		

		Chapter 7

		

		Chapter 8

		

		Chapter 9

		

		Chapter 10

		

		Chapter 11

		

		Chapter 12

		

		Chapter 13

		

		Chapter 14

		

		Chapter 15

		

		Chapter 16

		

		Chapter 17

		

		Chapter 18

		

		Chapter 19

		

		Chapter 20

		

		Chapter 21

		

		Chapter 22

		

		Chapter 23

		

		Chapter 24

		

		Chapter 25

		

		Chapter 26

		

		Chapter 27

		

		Chapter 28

		

		Chapter 29

		

		Chapter 30

		

		Chapter 31

		

		Chapter 32

		

		Chapter 33

		

		Chapter 34

		

		

		
			Title Page
		

		
			Cover
		

		Table of Contents

		
			Start
		

		
			Copyright
		

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 1

		

		The Championship Foul Replay

		

		

		Vivian Ashton froze as the replay looped once more on the massive screen, the moment of impact frozen in high definition: Charlotte Quill's cleat clipping her ankle in the championship's dying seconds, the whistle blowing red card, her leg buckling under the weight of what should have been victory. The disciplinary ruling hung over the team like a guillotine - the World Cup qualifier slot slipping away unless the league review board overturned it in the next fourteen days. She rubbed the half-moon scar on her left knee, the skin there puckered and familiar, a tic she couldn't shake when the anxiety clawed up her spine. Alone in the dim team film room at the training facility, the hum of the projector her only company, she replayed it for the tenth time, dissecting angles, timings, anything to prove it was accidental, not the malicious foul the officials claimed.

		The door banged open without a knock, shattering the isolation. Charlotte Quill strode in, her ponytail still damp from post-practice drills, jersey clinging to the taut lines of her shoulders. Vivian had barely spoken to her before - teammates by necessity, strangers by choice. Charlotte's eyes, sharp as a striker's focus, locked on the screen. "What the hell are you doing, Ashton? Reliving your martyr moment?"

		Vivian straightened, heat rising in her cheeks. "Processing. Unlike some, I follow protocol. That call wasn't just wrong - it cost us everything."

		Charlotte snorted, crossing her arms, the motion pulling her jersey tight across her chest. She stepped closer, invading the space between the control console and the screen. "Protocol? That's your answer? It was a battle for the ball, not a dive. You went down like you'd been shot, and now the board's got us all sanctioned because you couldn't stay upright."

		Vivian's pulse quickened, not just from the accusation. Up close, Charlotte smelled of sweat and citrus body wash, her presence electric, filling the room with an intensity that made Vivian's rule-following instincts scream retreat. "I know what I felt. The replay shows contact - enough for review. If we submit timestamps and witness logs properly - "

		"Properly," Charlotte mocked, leaning in, her breath warm against Vivian's ear. "You're such a by-the-book princess. While you're filing paperwork, the clock's ticking. Fourteen days, Ashton. We need aggressive plays, not your timid filings."

		They were inches apart now, voices rising over the loop of the foul, the screen casting flickering shadows across Charlotte's face. Vivian's full hips brushed the edge of the console as she held her ground, sculpted thighs tensing under her track pants. "Aggressive gets you suspended. Like you almost were last season."

		Charlotte's scar on her lower lip pulled in a smirk, off-center and dangerous. "Maybe I need to show you aggressive." Her voice dropped, husky, the challenge shifting from strategy to something primal.

		Before Vivian could retort, the video wall flickered. Victor Lang's face filled half the screen, his conservative suit and pinched expression materializing via link from his office. "Ladies. I see you're... collaborating."

		Vivian stepped back, heart slamming, but Charlotte didn't budge. "GM Lang," Vivian said, forcing composure. "We're reviewing the foul for the appeal."

		Victor's eyes narrowed, zeroing on Vivian. "Review all you want, Ashton. But sponsorships are bleeding. Corporate partners want the wholesome image - family values, straight-arrow star. Resume your public dates with that model you were photographed with. Smile for the cameras. Or..." He paused, lips thinning. "I have private footage. Intimate clips from last season's gala. Leaked, they trigger league sanctions - not just for you, but anyone caught in the frame. Like Quill, here, if she's tangled in your mess."

		Charlotte's jaw clenched, her lean frame going rigid. Vivian's stomach dropped. Private footage? The gala had been innocuous - dancing, laughs - but twisted, it could paint her as the perfect heterosexual poster child or ruin her if spun wrong. "That's blackmail," she whispered.

		"Protection," Victor corrected. "Fourteen days. Fix the image, or the board sees everything. And your qualifier dreams die." The link cut, leaving the foul replay humming mockingly.

		Silence crashed in, thick and charged. Vivian turned to Charlotte, words tumbling out. "We can't let him - strategy first. Procedural challenge on the foul, cross-reference the ref's log - "

		Charlotte whirled, eyes blazing. "Strategy? While he dangles your dirty laundry? Fuck procedure." She advanced, backing Vivian against the screen's warmth, their bodies colliding - chest to chest, hip to thigh. Vivian's breath hitched, the press of Charlotte's firm breasts against hers sending a jolt straight to her core, unfamiliar and scorching.

		"You're too close," Vivian managed, but her hands betrayed her, fisting the front of Charlotte's jersey, knuckles brushing the heat of her abdomen.

		Charlotte's smirk faded, replaced by hunger. "Tell me to stop." Her thigh nudged between Vivian's legs, pressing up, deliberate. Vivian gasped, the friction igniting a ache she'd never felt with a woman, her body responding against every rigid lesson from her family's ironclad expectations.

		They argued on, voices overlapping - timestamps versus witness hunts, rules versus risks - but the words blurred into heat. Charlotte's hands gripped Vivian's hips, pulling her flush, the replay's glow highlighting the scar on her lip as she leaned in. Vivian's fingers tightened on the jersey fabric, bunching it higher, exposing a strip of toned midriff. Their breaths mingled, argument dissolving into heavy pants, bodies aligned, pressed so tight Vivian felt every shift of Charlotte's muscles, the insistent grind of her thigh teasing the seam of her pants.

		Vivian's mind reeled - straight, always straight, men only, family expectations - but this rival, this stranger, unraveled it all. Charlotte's gaze dropped to her mouth, then back up, dark with intent. Vivian's thighs clenched around the invading leg, a whimper escaping despite herself. Hands gripped harder, jerseys twisting in fists, the screen's heat mirroring the fire building between them.

		The door was locked. Victor's threat loomed. But neither pulled away.

		Charlotte's mouth hovered a breath from Vivian's, her voice a low growl. "What now, rule-follower?"

		Vivian's resolve cracked, her body arching into the contact, desire overriding everything. The central fight - for the foul, the qualifier - hung unresolved, Victor's deadline a ticking bomb, but here, pinned against the replay of her downfall, Vivian felt alive in a way rules had never allowed.

		She yanked Charlotte closer, their lips nearly brushing, the pull inevitable.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 2

		

		The Film Room Floor

		

		

		Vivian's lips crashed into Charlotte's, the kiss a collision of fury and fire, tongues tangling in a battle neither wanted to win. Charlotte growled low in her throat, releasing Vivian's hips only to seize her wrists, slamming them against the cool wall beside the glowing screen. The championship foul replayed endlessly behind them - the moment Charlotte's cleat had clipped Vivian's ankle, sending her sprawling in the grass - but now it was just white noise, a pulsing backdrop to the heat exploding between their bodies.

		Charlotte's thigh drove harder between Vivian's legs, the thick muscle grinding against the damp seam of her shorts with relentless pressure. Vivian bucked involuntarily, a sharp gasp tearing from her mouth into Charlotte's, her full hips rolling forward to chase the friction. She'd kissed men before, felt their stubble and bulk, but this - Charlotte's lean power, the scar-tugged smirk pressing into her own lips - was a revelation, raw and electric, shredding every straight-laced certainty her family had drilled into her.

		"God, you're soaked already," Charlotte murmured against her mouth, voice husky with triumph, her free hand shoving under Vivian's jersey to palm the curve of her breast, thumb circling a hardening nipple through the sports bra. Vivian arched, whimpering, her sculpted thighs quivering as Charlotte's leg rocked faster, pinning her in place. The ache built fast, a coiling heat in her core that had nothing to do with the argument over fouls or footage, only this stranger's body dominating hers.

		Charlotte broke the kiss, eyes locked on Vivian's flushed face, then dropped to her knees in one fluid motion, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Vivian's shorts and underwear. She yanked them down roughly, exposing Vivian's slick folds to the dim light of the room. Vivian's breath hitched, her hands flexing against the wall where Charlotte still held her wrists captive with one strong grip. No one had ever looked at her like this - predatory, reverent - let alone touched her there with such unapologetic hunger.

		"Charlotte - fuck - " Vivian's protest dissolved into a moan as Charlotte's mouth descended, tongue flicking out in rapid, insistent strokes over her swollen clit. The sensation was immediate, overwhelming: hot, wet laps that circled and sucked, Charlotte's lips sealing around the sensitive bud while two fingers plunged deep inside her, curling to hit that spot that made stars burst behind Vivian's eyelids. Her walls clenched around the intrusion, slick and greedy, as Charlotte pumped in and out with steady force, her free hand gripping Vivian's thigh to spread her wider.

		Vivian's half-moon scar itched under her anxious rub, but there was no room for nerves now - only the building wave, her hips jerking forward into Charlotte's face. The woman's tongue worked mercilessly, flicking side to side, then flattening to lap broad strokes from her entrance to clit, tasting every drop of her arousal. Fingers thrust deeper, scissoring inside her, stretching and filling as Vivian's thighs trembled uncontrollably. "Oh God, yes - right there - " she panted, head thudding back against the wall.

		Charlotte hummed against her, the vibration sending Vivian over the edge. Her first orgasm hit sharp and shattering, a cry ripping from her throat as her pussy spasmed around those invading fingers, juices coating Charlotte's hand and chin. Her legs buckled, but Charlotte held her up, licking her through the pulses until Vivian sagged, chest heaving, thighs shaking like they'd just run ninety minutes.

		Charlotte rose slowly, lips glistening, that off-center scar pulling as she smirked. She kicked off her own shorts and underwear in one swift motion, revealing her own arousal - glistening thighs, trimmed dark curls framing pink, swollen lips. "Floor," she commanded, voice rough, shoving Vivian down gently but firmly onto the cool tile. Vivian went willingly, heart pounding, her body still humming from the aftershocks. She lay back, staring up at Charlotte's lean-muscled frame, high firm breasts straining against her jersey, nipples peaked and visible.

		Charlotte straddled her face without hesitation, knees bracketing Vivian's head, lowering her dripping core inches from Vivian's mouth. The scent was intoxicating - musky, feminine, utterly new - and Vivian's hands gripped Charlotte's ass, pulling her down. Her tongue darted out tentatively at first, tasting salt and heat, then bolder, lapping at the slick folds, circling the hard pearl of her clit. Charlotte moaned loudly, grinding down, her hands bracing on the floor above Vivian's head as she rode her face with sustained rolls of her hips.

		"Yes - fuck, just like that," Charlotte gasped, her voice breaking, thighs flexing as Vivian sucked her clit between her lips, tongue thrusting inside her entrance before flicking back up. Vivian's own arousal throbbed anew, watching Charlotte's breasts bounce under the jersey with each movement, her scar-twisted lip parted in ecstasy. She delved deeper, nose buried in wet heat, tongue spearing in and out while her fingers dug into firm glutes, urging her faster.

		Charlotte's climax built fast, her moans turning to shouts - "Vivian - shit, I'm - " - her body shuddering violently as she came, flooding Vivian's mouth with her release. Vivian drank her down, lapping every drop until Charlotte collapsed forward, then twisted around without pause, their bodies aligning in a heated tangle on the floor.

		She hooked one of Vivian's legs over her hip, pressing their cores together - wet, swollen clits kissing in slick friction. Charlotte's hips snapped forward with firm thrusts, grinding their pussies together in a scissoring rhythm that had them both groaning. Vivian's hands clenched Charlotte's, fingers interlacing tightly, eyes locked in the dim glow of the screen. The slide was obscene, slick lips parting and rubbing, clits bumping with each powerful roll, building the pressure anew.

		"Fuck, you feel so good," Charlotte panted, thrusts picking up speed, her lean abs flexing as she drove them higher. Vivian met her, hips bucking up, the shared heat coiling tighter - her second orgasm crashing over her just as Charlotte's hit again, their cries mingling, hands squeezing white-knuckled, gazes never breaking. Waves of pleasure ripped through them, bodies shuddering in sync, pussies pulsing against each other until they collapsed, entangled and spent, breaths ragged in the quiet room.

		The screen looped the foul silently now, Victor Lang's threat a distant echo, the league board's deadline ticking unseen. Vivian lay there, Charlotte's weight half-draped over her, skin sticky with sweat and release. Something cracked open inside her - a vulnerability long suppressed by her family's rigid rules, the expectation of husbands and picket fences. This woman, this rival she'd barely known hours ago, had unlocked it with her mouth and hands, leaving Vivian trembling not just from orgasm, but from the terror of wanting more. Bi awakening? It felt like awakening, period - raw, unplanned, her body alive in ways no man had stirred.

		Charlotte shifted, propping on an elbow, her expression softening for the first time, that scar flickering with something unguarded. She brushed a thumb over Vivian's cheek, but her eyes held a shadow - abandonment's old wound peeking through the dominance, a flicker of fear that this, too, might vanish like everyone else who'd promised support. "We shouldn't have," she whispered, voice laced with conflict, yet her body stayed pressed close, unwilling to pull away.

		Vivian swallowed, rubbing her scarred knee absently, the central fight - the foul, the qualifier, Lang's footage - crashing back unresolved. But as Charlotte's fingers traced lazy circles on her hip, the pull between them felt bigger, more dangerous than any sanction. The door rattled suddenly - footsteps in the hall? - and they froze, hearts slamming, the secret they'd just ignited hanging by a thread.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 3

		

		The Disciplinary Notice

		

		

		The door rattled again, harder this time, and Charlotte's instincts kicked in like a reflex on the pitch - her body uncoiling from Vivian's in a fluid scramble, yanking up her discarded shorts with one hand while shoving Vivian's jersey down with the other. "Get dressed," she hissed under her breath, voice low and urgent, her lean frame snapping into motion despite the lingering ache between her thighs. Sweat cooled on her skin, a stark reminder of the slick chaos they'd just unleashed, but there was no time for the haze of afterglow. Vivian's eyes widened, her full curves still flushed and heaving as she fumbled for her shorts, that half-moon scar on her knee catching the dim screen light while her fingers trembled.

		The lock clicked - someone had a key. Charlotte lunged for the control panel, slapping the replay off with enough force to make the console hum, plunging the room into shadowed quiet save for their ragged breaths. They barely had time to smooth jerseys and kick aside a stray sock before the door swung open.

		Victor Lang strode in, all tailored menace in his crisp polo and slacks, a manila envelope clutched like a weapon. His gaze swept the room, sharp as a referee's whistle, lingering on the disheveled floor - mats askew, a water bottle tipped over - and then on them. Charlotte stood tall, blocking Vivian slightly with her shoulder, her high chest rising steady under the jersey even as her pulse thundered. Vivian hung back, one hand absently kneading that knee scar, her athletic thighs pressed tight together under the hem of her shorts.

		"Lang," Charlotte said first, injecting steel into her tone to mask the post-climax quiver. "Bad timing. We're deep in tape review."

		He smirked, that corporate predator gleam in his eyes, shutting the door with a deliberate click. "Deep in something, Quill. You two reek of exertion. Hope it's not distracting from the real crisis." He waved the envelope. "Official notice just dropped from the league. Full disciplinary ruling on that championship farce. Thought you'd want it firsthand before it hits the wires."

		Vivian's breath hitched audibly behind Charlotte, but she stepped forward, chin lifting with that rule-bound resolve Charlotte had already learned to both admire and want to shatter. "Hand it over, Victor. We've been breaking down the angles all night."

		"All night?" Lang's laugh was oily, echoing off the screens. He tossed the envelope onto the console between them, crossing his arms. "The ruling's brutal. Team's sanctioned - fined, points docked, and officially out of the World Cup qualifier slot. Board convenes in fourteen days for appeals, but good luck without ironclad proof. That foul? They're calling it deliberate aggression. Your career-ender, Ashton. Quill, you're lucky they didn't tag you for incitement."

		Charlotte snatched the envelope, ripping it open while keeping her body angled toward Vivian, a subtle shield. The pages inside were dense legalese, but the headlines screamed: Indefinite Suspension: Vivian Ashton. Team Penalty: Loss of Qualifier Eligibility. Her gut twisted - not just for the team, but for the woman beside her, whose suppressed fire had just burned them both alive minutes ago. She scanned faster, the words blurring with the memory of Vivian's pussy clenching around her fingers, those sculpted thighs quaking.

		Vivian leaned in, her hip brushing Charlotte's, sending a forbidden spark up her spine. "This is bullshit," Vivian muttered, voice cracking with the vulnerability Charlotte had glimpsed earlier. "Referee bias. We have witnesses - "

		"Save it," Lang cut in, pulling out his phone like a threat. "You know the deal, Ashton. Sponsors are circling like vultures. Resume the hetero facade - dates with that model ex, photo ops, whatever sells the straight-arrow captain. Or I hit send on this." He tapped the screen, a thumbnail flickering: grainy stills from some hidden cam, timestamps matching their argument earlier. Charlotte's blood ran cold; if that caught their floor show... league sanctions would bury them both. Expulsion. Careers torched.

		Charlotte's scar-pulled smirk twisted into a snarl, her dominant edge surging protective. "Blackmail now, Lang? Classy. She's not your puppet." But inside, the old abandonment scar throbbed - people like him always pulled the rug, left her chasing ghosts of loyalty.

		Vivian's hand grazed Charlotte's arm, a fleeting anchor that made her nipples tighten under the jersey. "He's right about one thing," Vivian said, steeling herself, rubbing her knee harder. "We fight procedural. Rule 17-B: Incomplete video disclosure forces review. If we pool match evidence - your sprint logs from the play, my tackle breakdowns - we cross-reference and file."

		Pool evidence. Charlotte's mind raced, latching onto it like a game-winning pass. Her intensity meshed with Vivian's precision; together, they could dismantle this. "Damn right. I have unedited sideline footage from my phone mount. Angles the league buried. We sync it with witness pulls, hit the board before deadline."

		Lang's eyes narrowed, flicking between them, suspicion sharpening. "Teaming up? Cute. But Ashton's image stays pristine, or the footage drops. Both of you - sanctions waiting." He pocketed the phone, turning for the door. "Fourteen days. Don't fuck it up."

		The door thudded shut behind him, leaving the air thick with tension - and the musk of their earlier release, faint but damning. Charlotte locked it this time, spinning to face Vivian. They were inches apart again, bodies humming with unresolved electricity, the floor still bearing the imprint of their frenzy. Vivian's full hips shifted, her reserved facade cracking, eyes dark with the same hunger Charlotte felt pooling hot between her legs.

		"We can't," Vivian whispered, but her gaze dropped to Charlotte's mouth, that off-center lip scar begging to be bitten.

		Charlotte stepped closer, crowding her against the console, one hand bracing beside Vivian's head. "We already did. Twice. And now?" Her free hand traced Vivian's jaw, thumb pressing the pulse point. "We're in this. Evidence. Plan. No backing out." But her voice roughened, body betraying her - breasts heaving, the firm peaks visible through damp fabric. The bi pull was feral now, awakening something starved in her core, men fading to irrelevance against this woman's power.

		Vivian's breath stuttered, thighs parting instinctively as Charlotte's knee nudged between them, echoing their first grind. "Professional," she insisted, even as her hands fisted Charlotte's jersey, pulling her nearer. Vulnerability flickered - family chains loosening, terror of this need blooming. "Until the ruling flips."

		Charlotte's laugh was low, predatory, her lean muscles coiling. "Rules later. This?" She captured Vivian's mouth in a bruising kiss, tongues tangling wet and desperate, tasting salt and surrender. Vivian moaned into it, hips rocking forward, grinding her soaked core against Charlotte's thigh with shameless need. Charlotte broke away just enough to yank Vivian's jersey up, exposing those powerful thighs and the slick, swollen lips of her pussy, still glistening from before.

		"Fuck, you're drenched again," Charlotte growled, dropping to one knee, her breath hot against Vivian's clit. No hesitation - she spread those full hips wide, tongue diving in with flat, hungry laps, circling the throbbing nub before sucking hard. Vivian's cry echoed, hands tangling in Charlotte's hair, scarred knee buckling as she rode the assault. Charlotte thrust two fingers deep, curling them against that spongy spot, pumping in rhythm with her mouth - wet slaps filling the room, Vivian's juices coating her chin.

		"Charlotte - God, yes, right there," Vivian gasped, bucking wildly, her suppressed walls shattering. Orgasm hit fast, pussy clenching vise-like around Charlotte's fingers, gush flooding her palm as Vivian shuddered, thighs quivering with athletic power.

		Charlotte rose, lips shiny, spinning Vivian to face the console. "My turn to feel you." She stripped her own shorts, guiding Vivian's hand back between her legs - fingers sliding into her dripping heat. Vivian fucked her with matching ferocity, thumb grinding her clit while Charlotte ground back, their free hands roaming: Charlotte pinching Vivian's nipples to stiff peaks, Vivian raking nails down Charlotte's abs.

		They built frantic, bodies slamming together, until Charlotte shattered - walls pulsing, a guttural moan ripping free as she soaked Vivian's hand. Panting, they clung, but Charlotte pulled back first, eyes shadowed with that abandonment fear. "Alliance. Evidence tomorrow. No more until we win."

		Vivian nodded, shaken, pulling clothes straight. "Deal." But her eyes lingered, promise burning.

		Lang's interruption hung heavy; they couldn't stay. "His office," Charlotte said. "Grab the notice copies. Confront him on the footage source now."

		They slipped into the hall, strides synced like midfield partners, hearts pounding from more than sex. The general manager's office was two corridors down - glass walls, plaques of past glories mocking their peril. Lang looked up from his desk as they barged in without knocking, the disciplinary envelope clutched between them.

		"Out," he snapped, but Charlotte slapped the pages down.

		"Source those stills, Victor. League property?"

		He leaned back, smug. "Private security. My discretion."

		Vivian's voice cut precise. "Breach of privacy clause. We'll subpoena."

		Their united front rattled him - eyes darting, a bead of sweat. "Fourteen days. Play nice."

		They left him stewing, alliance forged in the fire of their secret. Back in the hall, Vivian's hand brushed Charlotte's, electric. "Equipment room. Tomorrow. Files."

		Charlotte nodded, her scar twitching with a smirk. But as they parted, a shadow crossed her mind - Victor's phone, the hidden cams. What else had he captured? The evidence locker waited, but so did deeper traps.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 4

		

		The Evidence Locker

		

		

		Vivian Ashton pushed through the heavy door of the team equipment storage room the next morning, the metallic tang of rubber mats and polished leather gear hitting her like a memory she couldn't shake. Sunlight slanted through the high windows, dust motes dancing over stacks of shin guards, water bottles, and the cluttered table where they'd stashed the match footage the night before. Her pulse thrummed unevenly, that half-moon scar on her knee itching under her fingers as she rubbed it absentmindedly. The room smelled of sweat-soaked fabric and faint disinfectant, a stark contrast to the sterile film room where everything had unraveled.

		Charlotte Quill was already there, crouched amid boxes of archived tapes and USB drives, her lean frame coiled like a spring as she rifled through a plastic bin labeled "Championship Finals." Those high, firm breasts rose and fell with her focused breaths, straining against the thin tank top she'd thrown on over her sports bra. Her off-center lower lip scar pulled tight as she muttered under her breath, sorting files with efficient snaps. She glanced up, eyes locking on Vivian's with that predatory glint, but she straightened without a word, gesturing to the table.

		"Files from the locker," Charlotte said, voice rough from whatever restless night she'd had. She slid a stack of printouts across the scarred wood - witness statements, timestamped stills, referee logs. "Started cross-referencing. Your turn to play rulebook cop."

		Vivian nodded, forcing her gaze to the papers. The air between them crackled, thick with the ghost of slick skin and shared gasps from twelve hours ago. She could still feel the ghost of Charlotte's fingers inside her, the way her body had clenched and flooded. But they'd made a deal. No more until they won. Professional. Alliance. She pulled out a chair, the legs scraping loudly, and sat, thighs pressing together against the insistent ache low in her belly. "Victor rattled. Good. But we need hard inconsistencies before the board. Fourteen days ticking."

		Charlotte dragged her own chair close - too close, their knees brushing under the table. Vivian's breath hitched, but she ignored it, flipping open the first witness statement from the linesman. "Here. He notes 'incidental contact' at 78:32. Official ruling calls it 'reckless challenge.'"

		"Video angle three," Charlotte countered, plugging in a drive. The ancient projector hummed to life on the far wall, grainy footage blooming: the championship foul in slow motion, Vivian's leg buckling under the opponent's slide tackle, her career-ending twist echoing in the silent room. They leaned in, shoulders nearly touching, Charlotte's arm flexing as she paused and rewound. Heat radiated from her skin, a clean scent of soap and salt cutting through the storage room's staleness.

		Vivian pointed, nail tracing the screen. "See the whistle timing? Ref blew two seconds late. Linesman's flag was down first." Her voice stayed steady, but her free hand clenched in her lap, fighting the urge to trace the corded muscles of Charlotte's forearm. God, the woman moved like she owned every space - deliberate, unapologetic.

		Charlotte's smirk flickered, that scar tugging her lip into something wicked. "Inconsistency one. Matches the unedited report I pulled last night." She tapped a highlighted page, their fingers brushing - electric, deliberate. Vivian jerked back, heat flooding her cheeks.

		"Boundaries," she murmured, more to herself. The rule she'd set burned in her throat: no intimacy until the objective cleared. No pinning, no grinding, no shattering climaxes on cold floors. But Charlotte's eyes darkened, pupils dilating as she held Vivian's gaze a beat too long.

		"Working on it." Charlotte's tone was gravel, laced with strain. She shifted, thighs parting slightly under the table, and Vivian swore she caught the faint outline of heat through her leggings. Swallowing hard, she refocused on the files, rubbing her scarred knee faster.

		They worked in tense tandem, the room growing warmer as the sun climbed. Charlotte read aloud from player depositions, her voice dropping low and commanding: "Teammate Sawyer: 'Foul exaggerated for drama.' Cross with angle five." Vivian logged it in her notebook, precise lines forming under her pen. "Adds weight. But Victor's email came through this morning." She pulled out her phone, screen glowing with the general manager's smug missive: Public appearance required. Sponsor gala, Friday. Male escort. Maintain image or footage drops. 14 days.

		Charlotte snatched the phone, jaw tightening. "Bastard. Accelerates everything. We file prelim appeal by end of week or he buries us." Her free hand balled into a fist on the table, knuckles whitening. Up close, Vivian saw the flicker in her eyes - that old wound, the abandonment shadow from lovers who'd bailed when things got real. It twisted something deep in Vivian's chest, cracking the walls her rigid family had built around her heart.

		"We use it," Vivian said firmly, reclaiming the phone. Their hands overlapped again, lingering. Charlotte didn't pull away. "Pressure him back. Cite privacy breach in our packet. But first, this." She isolated a new clip: the foul from the sideline cam, revealing the opponent's elbow flare uncalled. "Inconsistency two. Ref notes say clean; video proves intent."

		Charlotte leaned closer, breath ghosting Vivian's ear. "You're good at this. Methodical. Turns me - " She cut off, exhaling sharply. The air thickened, their knees pressing now, unyielding. Vivian's core clenched, nipples hardening against her bra as memories assaulted her: Charlotte's thigh grinding between her legs, tongue lashing her clit until she screamed.

		"Stop." Vivian's voice cracked, but she held Charlotte's stare. "Rule stands. We win first." Her body screamed traitor, slickness gathering between her thighs, soaking her panties. Charlotte's nostrils flared, scenting it - predatory, attuned.

		"Fine." Charlotte growled, shoving back from the table. But she didn't retreat far. Instead, she paced the narrow aisle between gear racks, all coiled power and frustrated energy. "Your rule. Fragile as fuck." She stopped, back to Vivian, shoulders tense. "That shit with Lang... he saw more than we think. Cams everywhere."

		Vivian rose, drawn like a magnet. "Then we expose him too." She stepped up behind Charlotte, close enough to feel the heat rolling off her. Professional. Alliance. But her hands itched to grip those hips, to yank down those leggings and bury her face in the soaked heat she'd tasted last night. "We have three solid inconsistencies now. Witness flip, whistle lag, elbow intent. Small gain, but it's forward."

		Charlotte turned, caging Vivian against a rack of hanging jerseys. Their breasts brushed, Vivian's full hips bumping Charlotte's lean ones. "Forward." Charlotte's voice was a rasp, her scar twitching as she smirked through the strain. One hand lifted, hovering near Vivian's waistband before dropping. "You're trembling."

		Vivian was. Her thighs - sculpted from years of sprints - quivered, that anxious scar pulsing. Vulnerability seeped through her reserve, the suppression crumbling. "So are you." It was true; Charlotte's chest heaved, high breasts shifting visibly, nipples peaked under the tank.

		The email pinged again - Victor's follow-up: Confirm escort or footage to board. Optics first. Charlotte cursed, slamming her palm on a shelf. "Fuck him. Fuck waiting." But she stepped back, honoring the rule, eyes burning with promise. They returned to the table, compiling the packet: pages stapled, drives labeled, timeline mapped. Thirteen days left now.

		By midday, sweat beaded their skin, the room a sauna of suppressed fire. They'd nailed it - the first joint review complete, evidence packet ready for the booth session tomorrow. Vivian's notebook brimmed: inconsistencies logged, rebuttal drafted. Central objective inching ahead, fragile but real.

		Charlotte zipped the final folder, her fingers lingering on Vivian's as she handed it over. "Deal holds. But when we win..." Her gaze dropped to Vivian's mouth, then lower, to the curve of her hips straining her shorts.

		Vivian licked her lips, tasting phantom salt. "Then no rules." Strain etched them both - visible in Charlotte's clenched jaw, Vivian's restless knee-rub. Victor's pressure loomed, sponsorship noose tightening, but their alliance solidified amid the heat.

		As they packed the last box, Charlotte's phone buzzed - a memo from Lang, cc'd to the team: Immediate strategy review required. Booth, dawn. Vivian's heart sank. Dawn meant no sleep, no distance. And as Charlotte's eyes met hers, dark with barely leashed hunger, Vivian knew the fragile rules were cracking already. The booth waited, but so did the inevitable slip.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 5

		

		The Strategy Session

		

		

		They slipped out of the equipment storage room under the fading afternoon sun, the heavy door clanging shut behind them like a verdict. Charlotte's pulse thrummed in her ears, Victor's memo burning a hole in her pocket - dawn strategy review, booth. No rest, no reprieve. Vivian walked a step ahead, her stride clipped, those powerful legs carrying her with the grace of someone fighting every instinct to turn back. The air between them crackled, thick with the scent of sweat and unspoken promises. Thirteen days until the board. The private booth loomed at the edge of the training field, a glass-walled pod overlooking the empty pitch, isolated enough for secrets but exposed to anyone who dared look.

		Charlotte unlocked the door with her keycard, the beep slicing the tension. Inside, the space was stark: a long table scarred from years of tactics sessions, dual monitors flickering to life, chairs pushed back like forgotten battles. She flicked on the overheads, harsh light casting shadows that danced across Vivian's flushed cheeks. "Dawn's in twelve hours," Charlotte said, voice low, dropping the folder onto the table. "Let's make it count."

		Vivian nodded, sliding into a chair without meeting her eyes, her fingers already prying open the packet they'd slaved over. The half-moon mark on her knee caught the light as she crossed her legs, a subtle rub betraying the nerves she tried to bury. "Timeline first. We map it end-to-end, no gaps." Her tone was all business, the investigator's edge sharpening her words, but Charlotte caught the slight hitch in her breath, the way her chest rose too quickly.

		Charlotte pulled up the chair beside her - close, too close for the rules they'd sworn to - but neither shifted away. She synced their laptops, the championship foul replaying in slow motion on the main screen: Charlotte's boot clipping Vivian's ankle in that split-second tangle, the ref's whistle piercing the roar. "Mock it out. You lead as appellant, I'll play the board's devil advocate." Her thigh brushed Vivian's under the table, denim on skin where Vivian's shorts rode up. Accidental? Bullshit. The contact sent heat spiking through Charlotte's core, her scar pulling tight as she bit back a smirk.

		Vivian cleared her throat, leaning into the mic they'd rigged for realism. "Ladies and gentlemen of the review board, the foul call on play 47:23 was not only erroneous but pivotal. Multiple angles show incidental contact - no intent, no malice." Her voice steadied as she spoke, eyes flicking to the timeline projection: Day 1 filing, Day 5 witness depos, Day 10 rebuttal hearing. Charlotte watched her, mesmerized by the transformation - the reserved woman from hours ago now commanding the room, vulnerability flickering behind steel.

		"Objection," Charlotte cut in, her role flawless, leaning forward until their shoulders touched. "Teammate bias. Where's the hard proof?" She dragged the cursor to the referee's log, heart pounding as Vivian's scent - salt and citrus - filled her lungs.

		Vivian's hand shot out, pausing the feed, her palm warm against Charlotte's knuckles. "Here. Cross-reference the linesman's prelim notes." They scrolled together, fingers overlapping, breaths syncing. The screen froze on it: an unedited report buried in the league's archive, timestamped minutes after the whistle. Contact minimal. No card warranted. Player 17 (Quill) clean challenge. Charlotte's breath caught. "Holy shit. This contradicts the final ruling verbatim. They buried it."

		Vivian's eyes lit up, a genuine smile breaking through - rare, electric. "That's our wedge. With this, we force the board to reopen the full packet." She rubbed her knee absently, the gesture pulling at Charlotte's gut, stirring that fierce urge to soothe, to claim. Trust bloomed in the air, measurable, their rhythm seamless: Vivian's precision dovetailing Charlotte's aggression, like they were built for this.

		Charlotte's phone buzzed, Victor's memo flashing: Sponsorship optics critical. Ashton: confirm male escort for Friday gala or footage escalates to board. Team viability at stake. She slammed it face-down, jaw grinding. "Bastard's tightening the noose. Thirteen days, and he's already swinging."

		Vivian glanced at the screen, color draining. "We use it. Mock response: cite league code 14.2 - neutrality in personal matters." She typed furiously, their heads bent close, hair brushing. The booth's AC hummed, but sweat prickled Charlotte's skin, her tank clinging to the swell of her chest. Vivian's proximity was torture - those full hips shifting in the chair, thighs parting slightly as she reached for the mouse. Charlotte's gaze dipped, memory flooding back: the film room floor, Vivian's gasps, the way she'd shattered under her tongue.

		"Stop." Vivian's whisper was ragged, her hand freezing mid-air. She hadn't moved away. "The rule - "

		"Fuck the rule." Charlotte's voice dropped to a growl, her off-center scar twitching as hunger clawed free. The professional friction they'd clung to eroded like sand, personal awareness surging in its place. She turned Vivian's chair with one hand, knees parting hers as she stood between them. Vivian's eyes darkened, pupils blown, that suppressed fire kindling. "Tell me to stop."

		Vivian didn't. Her hands gripped the armrests, knuckles white, thighs trembling anew. "We can't... not until - "

		Charlotte silenced her with a thumb to those parted lips, then replaced it with her mouth - hard, claiming, tongue sweeping in to taste the desperation. Vivian moaned into it, arching up, her reserved shell cracking wide. Charlotte's hands roamed, shoving up Vivian's tank to expose the taut plane of her stomach, thumbs circling peaked nipples through the sports bra. "You want this," she murmured against her neck, nipping the pulse point. "Same as me."

		"Yes," Vivian gasped, hands fisting Charlotte's tank, yanking it over her head. Charlotte's lean frame gleamed under the lights, muscles coiling as she shrugged free, high breasts bare and heaving. Vivian's gaze devoured her, awakening raw and unfiltered, that bi hunger uncoiling like a spring. She pulled Charlotte down, their mouths crashing again, tongues dueling with the ferocity of rivals turned lovers.

		Charlotte spun her onto the table, papers scattering, the unedited report fluttering to the floor like confetti. She hooked fingers into Vivian's shorts, peeling them down those sculpted thighs, exposing slick folds already glistening. "Look at you," Charlotte rasped, dropping to her knees on the booth's thin carpet. "Drenched for me." Her breath ghosted over Vivian's clit, teasing, before her tongue plunged in - flat, broad strokes lapping from entrance to hood, savoring the tangy flood.

		Vivian cried out, back bowing, one hand tangling in Charlotte's short hair, the other rubbing that scarred knee in frantic rhythm. "Charlotte - fuck, yes - " Her hips bucked, chasing the pressure as Charlotte sucked her clit between firm lips, two fingers curling deep inside, stroking that spongy spot with expert precision. The booth echoed with wet sounds, Vivian's moans, Charlotte's hungry groans. Tension coiled tight in Vivian's core, thighs clamping Charlotte's head, until she shattered - orgasm ripping through her in shuddering waves, juices coating Charlotte's chin.

		Charlotte rose, licking her lips, eyes feral. She stripped her own jeans, kicking them aside, her core throbbing, arousal dripping down her inner thigh. "My turn." She climbed onto the table, straddling Vivian's face reverse, knees pinning her shoulders. Vivian's hands gripped her ass, pulling her down, tongue darting out to trace Charlotte's seam. "God, eat me," Charlotte demanded, grinding slow circles, her scar pulling in ecstasy as Vivian's mouth latched on - lips suckling her clit, tongue thrusting inside like she was starving.

		Charlotte rode her hard, breasts bouncing, one hand braced on Vivian's thigh for leverage. Vivian's moans vibrated through her, fingers digging bruises into firm cheeks, slipping one digit into Charlotte's ass while her tongue flicked relentlessly. Pressure built, white-hot, Charlotte's abandonment wound twisting with the vulnerability of surrender - needing this, needing her. "Don't stop - fuck, Vivian - " Climax hit like a thunderclap, Charlotte's walls clenching, a gush of release flooding Vivian's mouth as she screamed, body convulsing.

		Panting, slick with each other, they flipped - Charlotte dragging Vivian up, bodies aligning in a fierce scissor. Thighs locked, cores grinding wetly, clits kissing with every thrust. Charlotte's hips snapped forward, dominant rhythm claiming them both, eyes locked in burning intimacy. Vivian's hands clenched hers, vulnerability pouring out in whimpers, her emotional walls dust. "Harder," she begged, full hips rolling to meet each grind, the table creaking under them.

		Sweat-slick skin slapped, breaths mingled, the booth fogging from their heat. Charlotte's free hand pinched Vivian's nipple, twisting just enough to draw a keening cry. Pleasure spiraled, shared and savage, until they peaked together - bodies seizing, cores pulsing in unison, a symphony of gasps and shudders. Charlotte collapsed onto her, foreheads pressed, hearts hammering as aftershocks rippled.

		In the haze, reality intruded - Victor's memo glowing on the discarded phone, thirteen days ticking down. They'd gained ground: the linesman's report, trust forged in mock fire and flesh. But distance? Shattered. Charlotte traced Vivian's jaw, voice husky. "No more rules. We're in this."

		Vivian nodded, eyes soft with that cracked-open vulnerability, thumb brushing Charlotte's scar. "Together." The booth door rattled - janitor? Teammate? - but they didn't move, alliance sealed in sweat and spend. Victor's pressure loomed larger, the gala demand a blade at their throats, but as Charlotte's gaze dropped to Vivian's lips, she knew the slip was total. Dawn would bring the board fight, but first, Elena Vargas's legal brief waited at headquarters, and with it, the next unraveling.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 6

		

		The Legal Brief

		

		

		They disentangled slowly, limbs heavy with satiation, the booth's air thick with the musk of their release. Vivian's thighs trembled as she slid off the table, her full hips swaying with residual quakes, that half-moon scar on her knee itching under her anxious rub. Charlotte's lean frame gleamed with sweat, her high chest rising in ragged pulls, the scar on her lower lip tugging as she smirked through the haze. The rattling door had been nothing - a gust, a shadow - but it snapped them back. Thirteen days. Victor's gala demand pulsed on the phone screen like a threat.

		Vivian snatched her shorts, yanking them up over slick skin. "Elena. The brief. We can't - " Her voice cracked, vulnerability raw in her eyes, the rigid walls of her upbringing fracturing further.

		Charlotte zipped her jersey, dominance softening into resolve. "Headquarters. Now. We're filing today." She cupped Vivian's face, thumb tracing that scar-kissed knee through fabric. "Together."

		The drive to league headquarters blurred in charged silence, thighs brushing in the front seat of Charlotte's SUV, the engine's hum underscoring unspoken hunger. Vivian clutched the updated files from the booth - linesman's report, referee discrepancies, witness timelines - their mock testimony etched into her like Charlotte's fingerprints on her skin. Arrival hit like a cold splash: the gleaming lobby, security nods, the elevator's sterile ding to the third-floor conference room.

		Charlotte was already there when Vivian pushed through the glass doors, projector humming, stacks of printouts fanned across the polished oak table. Her rival - no, partner - paced with predatory grace, jersey clinging to the taut lines of her abdomen, that off-center lip scar pulling in focus. Elena Vargas sat at the head, mid-forties sharpness in her tailored blazer, dark hair pinned back, eyes scanning a tablet with the precision of someone who'd shredded precedents for breakfast.

		"Vivian," Elena greeted, voice smooth authority. "Right on time. Charlotte briefed me - championship foul, disciplinary block on qualifiers. Let's see the packet."

		Vivian dropped the files, heart hammering not just from the stakes but the ghost of Charlotte's mouth between her legs, the grind of cores that had rewritten her. Straight? That word tasted like ash now. She slid into a chair beside Charlotte, their knees knocking under the table - electric, deliberate. "Linesman's unedited report contradicts the final call. Ref notes show angle bias. We've got timelines synced to the millisecond."

		Elena flipped pages, her gaze dissecting. "Solid. Board precedents favor new evidence if submitted pre-convene - thirteen days buys us provisional acceptance. But Victor Lang's memo?" She tapped the gala demand. "He's pushing optics. Sponsors hate 'distractions.'"

		Charlotte leaned forward, voice low thunder. "Distractions like burying a miscalled foul that kills our World Cup slot? File it. We coordinate testimony: Vivian on procedure, me on field dynamics."

		Tension coiled, professional mask cracking. Vivian's hand brushed Charlotte's under the table - accidental? No. Fingers linked, hidden, Charlotte's grip firm, possessive. The contact sent heat pooling low, her sculpted thighs clenching against the memory of grinding release. Focus. Files. But Charlotte's scent - sweat, arousal, victory - wafted, bi awakening a live wire in her veins.

		Elena projected the appeal form, screen filling with fields. "Testimony angles: Vivian, emphasize rule 7.2 - mandatory review on contradictory reports. Charlotte, detail the foul's mechanics - how it was clean contact, not reckless." Her fingers flew, inputting data. "This secures the packet. Provisional slot hold until hearing."

		They dove in, voices overlapping in seamless rhythm. Vivian mapped procedural loopholes, her reserved energy channeling into clipped precision: "Board precedent '18 qualifier - evidence packet overturned a 90th-minute call." Charlotte countered with visceral play-by-play, her provocative edge sharpening: "I felt the contact - ankle roll, no studs up. Tape shows it." Elena wove it tight, her knowledge a scalpel: "Allies on the board? Lang has two, but neutrality clause binds them."

		Under the table, Charlotte's foot hooked Vivian's calf, sliding up those powerful thighs, toes pressing inner seam. Vivian bit her lip, heat flooding - wetness seeping anew. She squeezed Charlotte's hand, nails digging, a silent plea. Not here. But god, the need. Charlotte's eyes flicked, smirking scar-twitch, dominance flaring.

		Hours blurred - mock runs, revisions. Elena's tablet pinged: "Submitted. Provisional acceptance granted. Evidence packet logged for convene." Triumph sparked, but her face hardened. "Victor's deeper in than I thought. Sponsors whispering - corporate pull to kill the review. He prioritizes checks over fair play."

		Vivian's pulse spiked, vulnerability surging. Rigid family echoes - emotions suppressed, now erupting. "We fight it. Alliance holds."

		Charlotte's grip tightened, her wound of abandonment flickering behind intensity. "Ongoing. Elena, you're in."

		Elena nodded, packing files. "Next phase: rebuttal drafts. Watch your backs - Lang's entrenchment means leaks." She stood, heels clicking exit. Door shut. Alone.

		Air thickened, unresolved tension igniting. Vivian lunged first, rule-follower shattered, shoving Charlotte against the table. "Fuck the rules," she growled, lips crashing, tongues tangling in desperate claim. Charlotte yielded a beat - vulnerable gasp - then flipped dominance, pinning Vivian's wrists overhead, lean body grinding down.

		"You started this," Charlotte rasped, free hand ripping Vivian's jersey up, exposing full breasts, nipples pebbled tight. She latched on, sucking hard, teeth grazing areola, drawing a keening moan. Vivian arched, hips bucking, sculpted thighs parting instinctively. "Been wet since the booth. Taste you on my tongue still."

		Vivian writhed, emotional suppression crumbling. "Inside me - now." Charlotte's fingers dove, shoving past soaked panties, two plunging deep into clenching heat. Vivian's walls fluttered, gushing around the thrust, her half-moon scar rubbing frantic against Charlotte's hip. "Yes - curl them - fuck!"

		Charlotte obeyed, hooking fingers to drag her G-spot, thumb circling swollen clit in merciless swirls. Wet schlicks filled the room, Vivian's juices dripping down Charlotte's wrist. "So tight, Vivian - milking me. This pussy's mine." She pumped harder, scissoring digits, stretching, while her mouth claimed the other nipple, biting just shy of pain.

		Pleasure coiled vicious, Vivian's vulnerability spilling: "Never felt - women - you." Hips rolled, chasing, full curves undulating. Charlotte released her wrists, commanding, "Touch yourself. Show me."

		Vivian obeyed, fingers finding her clit, rubbing frantic circles over Charlotte's thumb. Dual assault shattered her - orgasm ripping through, walls spasming, a squirt jetting over Charlotte's palm. She screamed, body convulsing, thighs quaking as aftershocks milked those fingers.

		Charlotte withdrew, slick hand smearing Vivian's lips. "Taste us." Vivian sucked greedily, eyes locked, bi hunger raw. Charlotte stripped her then - shorts yanked, panties shredded - exposing dripping folds, clit throbbing. She dropped to knees, lean muscles flexing, high breasts heaving under jersey.

		Tongue first - flat, slow lick from taint to hood, savoring gush. Vivian bucked, hands fisting Charlotte's hair. "Deeper - eat me." Charlotte dove, lips sealing over clit, sucking hard while tongue lashed - flicks, circles, thrusts mimicking cock. Fingers rejoined, three now, stretching Vivian's cunt wide, knuckles-deep curls hitting every ridge.

		"Fuuuck - Charlotte!" Vivian's hips ground face-fucking rhythm, juices flooding, chin glistening. Charlotte hummed vibration, nose bumping clit, relentless. Pressure built, white-hot - Vivian's emotional walls dust, abandonment fears mirrored in Charlotte's fierce hold. "Don't leave - need this - you."

		Charlotte's scar pulled in a growl against flesh: "Never." She sucked clit between teeth, nipping, fingers pistoning - orgasm two crashing harder, Vivian squirting arcs onto Charlotte's throat, body seizing, thighs clamping ears.

		Panting, they rose - Charlotte shedding clothes, revealing lean-muscled perfection, trimmed bush damp. Vivian pushed her onto the table, vulnerability flipping to hunger. Straddling, cores aligned in slick scissor - clits kissing, folds parting wetly. Thighs locked, Vivian rolled full hips, grinding savage.

		Charlotte's hands gripped ass, spreading cheeks, thumbs teasing rim. "Ride me - harder." Vivian did, snapping forward, clits sparking friction, juices mingling in sloppy slaps. Breasts bounced, nipples dragging Charlotte's firm peaks. Eyes burned intimate: "You're ruining me - for men, for everything."

		"Good," Charlotte hissed, hips bucking up, dominant snaps claiming rhythm. One hand snaked to pinch Vivian's swinging nipple, twisting, the other dipping to finger her own clit mid-grind. Pleasure shared, savage - building, coiling.

		They peaked synchronized - cunts pulsing, clits throbbing in unison, screams echoing off glass walls. Bodies shuddered, locked, gushing together in hot flood. Collapse followed, sweat-slick tangle, hearts thundering.

		Reality intruded: Elena's warning, Victor's video call incoming on the conference screen - gala demand, sponsor blade sharpening. Thirteen days ticking. Their alliance - with Elena, with each other - solidified in spend, but Lang's entrenchment loomed, a blade at their qualifier dreams. Charlotte's phone buzzed: Victor Lang, video. Answer?

		Vivian traced Charlotte's scar, voice husky. "Together." But as the screen lit, Victor's face filled it, sponsor call crashing their haze.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 7

		

		The Sponsor Call

		

		

		Victor's polished face dominated the conference screen, his smile a razor-thin veneer over corporate menace. "Ladies - and Elena - good to see you all... productive." His eyes flicked across the feed, lingering on Charlotte's disheveled jersey, Vivian's flushed cheeks, the faint sheen of sweat on both. The air still reeked of their release, musky and sharp, clinging to skin and table edges like a guilty secret.

		Charlotte straightened first, pulling her chair closer to Vivian's, their thighs brushing under the table - a deliberate anchor. "Lang. Cutting it close for your daily intimidation quota?" Her voice was gravel-rough from recent screams, but steady, the off-center scar on her lower lip twitching as she forced nonchalance.

		Vivian leaned in beside her, full hips shifting against the seat, one hand subtly finding Charlotte's knee under the tablecloth - squeezing, a silent vow. Her small half-moon scar itched on her left knee, anxiety bubbling beneath the post-orgasm glow, but she matched Charlotte's fire. "We're in the middle of finalizing our appeal. What's this about?"

		Elena Vargas, ever the unflappable advisor, cleared her throat from her spot at the table's head, smoothing her tailored blazer. She'd arrived mid-chaos earlier, eyes widening at the state of the room before pivoting to business, her sharp gaze now fixed on the screen. "Victor, league protocol requires advance notice for these calls. State your purpose."

		Victor's chuckle was oily, echoing through the speakers. "Purpose? Protecting investments, Elena. Vivian, darling, the sponsor gala is tomorrow. Black tie, high profile. You'll attend - on the arm of that charming exec from Apex Sports, Marcus Hale. Public optics demand it. No more solo acts or... whatever this rogue investigation is turning into."

		Vivian's fingers tightened on Charlotte's knee, nails digging crescents into denim. The demand hit like a fresh foul - Marcus Hale, the bland financier her family had paraded her toward for years, a safe bet for their rigid expectations. But now? After Charlotte's tongue had unraveled her, after that scissoring frenzy had rewritten her body's loyalties? "I'm not your prop, Victor. The appeal stands on evidence, not photo ops."

		"Oh, it does?" Victor leaned forward, his backdrop a wall of sponsor plaques glinting mockingly. "Leaked footage says otherwise. I've got angles from the championship match - unflattering ones for Charlotte's 'foul.' And whispers of your... extracurricular teamwork here. Push this appeal, and it all goes public. Charlotte's qualifier eligibility? Gone. Your investigator cred? Shredded. Attend the gala, Vivian. Smile pretty. Or watch your paths to the World Cup qualifier vanish."

		Charlotte's blood ignited, lean-muscled frame coiling like a spring. The threat snaked personal now - her spot on the roster, the dream she'd clawed from abandonments past, dangled like bait. "Blackmail via dick pics and doctored tape? Classy, Lang. But try leaking that, and we countersue for defamation. We've got the linesman's report, referee cross-refs - your rigged ruling crumbles under scrutiny."

		Elena nodded crisply, already pulling up a tablet, her fingers flying. "Victor's overstepping neutrality rules, Article 17. No sponsor interference in disciplinary reviews. I'll draft a formal rebuttal right now - cc'ing the board." She slid a notepad across to Charlotte and Vivian. "Notes. Hit him where it hurts: precedent."

		Victor's brow furrowed, the first crack in his facade. "Elena, you're playing with fire. My allies - "

		"Allies who prioritize revenue over fairness?" Vivian cut in, her voice gaining steel as she scrawled bullet points, shoulder pressing Charlotte's in seamless rhythm. Their reliance hummed unspoken - Charlotte's provocative edge fueling Vivian's reserved precision, a tandem that had just fucked the conference table raw and now pivoted to war without missing a beat. "We cite the 2022 Milan case. Sponsor pressure invalidated. Back off."

		Charlotte added her own jabs, pen slashing paper: timelines, witness pulls. "And threaten my eligibility? That's retaliation. League bylaws, Section 9.2. We're documenting this call."

		The screen feed glitched faintly - Victor's side, not theirs - as Elena forwarded contacts mid-draft. "Neutral board member, Carla Reyes. I've got her direct line. She owes me from the Barcelona arbitration. Vivian, Charlotte - loop her in post-call. This rebuttal files by EOD."

		Victor's jaw clenched, eyes darting between them. "You think a footnote lawyer and two grudge-fueled players can touch me? The board convenes in thirteen days. Your 'central objective' - overturning that foul, snagging those qualifier slots - dies without sponsor goodwill. Vivian, gala. Male escort. Or leaks drop tonight."

		Charlotte's hand found Vivian's under the table now, intertwining fingers - a bold claim in front of witnesses, her dominant pulse steadying Vivian's tremor. "Leak away. Our evidence packet's ironclad. Linesman report contradicts your final call. Ref notes tampered - timestamps don't match. We're not bluffing."

		Vivian squeezed back, heat pooling low again from the contact, her sculpted thighs clenching involuntarily. The room's erotic haze lingered, fueling her defiance; Charlotte's scent still marked her skin, a bi awakening branded deeper with every shared glance. "No gala. No escort. We're done dancing to your tune."

		Elena's rebuttal pinged into Victor's inbox live - cc'd to Reyes - bulletproof legalese citing rules, precedents, threats logged. Victor's face purpled. "This isn't over. Thirteen days. Tick-tock." The screen went black.

		Silence crashed, thick with victory's edge and rising costs. Elena exhaled, leaning back. "That was surgical. You two... coordinate like you've been at it for years." Her eyes sharpened, flicking between their joined hands - still linked under the table, thumbs stroking secret rhythms. "But Victor's personal now. Charlotte's eligibility on the line means league scrutiny on all angles. Your... dynamic. It's deepening reliance, yes, but the cost? If this leaks beyond his bluster - "

		Charlotte pulled her hand free reluctantly, scar pulling in a half-smirk to mask the wound Elena's words prodded. "Dynamic's getting results. Appeal's advancing."

		Vivian rose, rubbing her knee scar absently, vulnerability flickering behind rule-following armor. "She's right. We need Reyes. Elena, your contact - "

		"Done." Elena emailed it over, standing. "But heed this: pursuit's personal cost just spiked. Victor's entrenchment runs board-deep. Stay sharp - or it buries you both." She gathered files, pausing at the door. "Hallway. Debrief. Now."

		Charlotte and Vivian followed, the conference room's door clicking shut behind them. The adjacent hallway stretched dim and empty, fluorescent hum underscoring the shift from glass-walled exposure to shadowed intimacy. Elena faced them, arms crossed. "Reyes will hear you out, but Victor's footage threat? Real. And your... whatever this is." She gestured vaguely at their proximity, the way Vivian's body angled toward Charlotte's instinctively, hips swaying close. "It's fuel, but volatile. Board smells distraction, appeal fractures."

		Charlotte stepped nearer Vivian, protective heat radiating from her frame. "Fuel's why we won that call. Seamless. Deeper dependence? Fine by me." Her voice dropped, eyes locking Vivian's - raw hunger mirroring the film's floor surrender, abandonment fears quelled in tandem pursuit.

		Vivian's breath hitched, full curves brushing Charlotte's side, the hallway's cool air a stark contrast to their inner blaze. "Elena's right about costs. But together..." She trailed off, hand ghosting Charlotte's arm, electric.

		Elena sighed, pinching her brow. "Just... contain it. Reyes expects your joint statement by morning. I've greased the intro - use it." She nodded curtly, heels clicking away down the hall, leaving them alone.

		The space constricted, stakes electric. Charlotte backed Vivian against the wall gently, palms framing her face, thumbs tracing jaw. "He threatens my spot? Yours? Fuck him. We're unbreakable now." Her lean body pressed in, high firm swells grazing Vivian's chest through fabric, breath mingling hot.

		Vivian's hands slid to Charlotte's waist, gripping hips, pulling flush. "Unbreakable." Lips hovered, almost brushing - tension coiling like pre-orgasm throb, bi hunger roaring past suppression. But Elena's warning echoed; thirteen days loomed. "Reyes first. Then..."

		Charlotte's scar quirked in promise, foreheads touching. "Then we burn it all." Their reliance shone bare - professional partners turned visceral allies, Victor's blade sharpening their bond to a lethal edge.

		But as Charlotte's phone buzzed - Reyes confirming? - footsteps echoed from the observation window ahead, Elena's voice carrying faint: "They're watching closer now." The hallway felt like a threshold, proximity promising fracture or forge.

		Thirteen days. Qualifier dreams. And a dynamic too potent to contain.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 8

		

		The Observation Window

		

		

		Vivian Ashton turned toward the sound of Elena's voice, her pulse hammering as Charlotte's body lingered a heated inch from hers, the hallway's fluorescent hum amplifying every ragged breath. The observation window lay just ahead, its wide glass pane framing the training field below where players dotted the turf like distant shadows under floodlights. Elena Vargas stood there already, arms crossed, her sharp gaze flicking between them as if she'd anticipated their magnetized pull.

		"Thought we'd find you here," Charlotte said, voice low and edged with that familiar command, stepping back just enough to let Vivian breathe - but not escape the orbit. Her fingers brushed Vivian's lower back in a proprietary graze, sending sparks up her spine.

		Elena nodded toward the glass. "Reyes's contact came through faster than expected. Board's eyes are on every move now - yours included. Come. See for yourselves."

		They followed her into the dim observation room, the door clicking shut behind them with a finality that sealed the space. The air smelled of polished wood and stale coffee, the window's vast overlook turning the field into a living strategy map. Vivian's thighs clenched involuntarily as she positioned herself beside Charlotte, their shoulders brushing, the contact igniting memories of slick skin and desperate grips on the film room floor. She rubbed the half-moon scar on her knee, a nervous tic betraying the storm beneath her composure.

		Elena paced to a console, tapping up a digital overlay of the field - lines tracing player paths from that championship game. "Your joint statement for Reyes? It needs to nail the foul's trajectory. But first..." She paused, eyes narrowing on them both. "You two move differently now. Since the appeal kicked off. It's not subtle."

		Vivian froze, heat crawling up her neck. Charlotte's presence beside her felt like a live wire - lean lines radiating dominance, the faint scar on her lower lip twitching as if suppressing a smirk. "Different how?" Vivian asked, forcing steadiness into her tone, though her full hips shifted closer to Charlotte's frame, seeking that unconscious anchor.

		Elena gestured at their stance, the way Vivian's body canted toward Charlotte's like a flower to sun. "Looser. Synced. Like you're reading each other's breaths. It's effective - your mock testimonies? Seamless. Complementary skills shining through. But that shift? It's personal. Board smells vulnerability, Victor exploits it. Thirteen days to the review, and his footage threat hangs like a noose."

		Charlotte's hand found Vivian's waist under the console's shadow, thumb circling a slow, possessive arc against her shirt. "Fuel," she murmured, echoing the hallway words, her breath warm on Vivian's ear. "We burn brighter for it."

		Elena's sigh cut the tension. "Fuel's fine until it explodes. Victor's allies are circling - sponsor optics, moral clauses. Your dependence? It's your edge and your fracture point. Contain it, or the appeal crumbles." She straightened, professional mask slipping back into place. "Finalize that statement here. I've pulled the linesman's log - cross-reference it with the foul cam. Reyes wants it by dawn."

		Vivian nodded, swallowing hard as Elena's heels echoed toward the door. The console lit up with feeds: timestamped clips of the championship chaos, the moment Charlotte's boot had clipped Vivian's leg in a tangle of limbs, the ref's whistle sealing her fate. But now, layered with new data, the truth sharpened - the miscalled contact, the overlooked linesman note.

		Elena paused at the threshold, glancing back. "You're good together. Just... don't let it undo you." The door shut, leaving silence thick as fog.

		The room constricted. Vivian's gaze locked on the screen, but her body hummed with proximity - Charlotte's muscled thigh pressing against hers, high chest rising and falling in sync. Days of denied glances since the film room, the hallway heat, the sponsor call's adrenaline-fueled near-kiss. Emotional residue simmered: Charlotte's abandonment scars fueling her fierce claim, Vivian's suppressed longings cracking open under that gaze.

		"She's not wrong," Vivian whispered, voice husky, eyes tracing the foul replay. Her fingers itched to map Charlotte's scars instead - the lip quirk, the hidden vulnerabilities masked by command. "We move different. Because of... us."

		Charlotte pivoted, caging Vivian against the console without touch, her presence alone a dominant press. "Good different." Off-center lip pulling in that predatory half-smile, eyes dark with mirrored hunger. "Film room wasn't impulse. It's us. Unbreakable."

		Vivian's breath hitched, sculpted thighs parting instinctively as Charlotte's knee nudged between them. The window's glass cooled her back, field lights casting their shadows long and entwined. "Work first," she managed, though her hands betrayed her, sliding up Charlotte's arms to grip biceps honed from sprints. "Reyes. The statement."

		Charlotte's laugh was low, vibrating through them. "Multitasking." She leaned in, lips brushing Vivian's earlobe, not kissing - teasing the threshold. "Read the log. I'll sync the cams."

		They dove in, bodies a hairsbreadth apart, voices overlapping in clipped analysis. "Linesman saw the clip - ten degrees off the call," Vivian said, marker squeaking on the glass overlay, her hip bumping Charlotte's as she stretched. Electric jolt.

		"Ref's blind spot here," Charlotte added, her voice gravel over Vivian's neck, one hand steadying the console while the other ghosted Vivian's thigh. "Push the angle - your fall, my boot clean." Her fingers dug in lightly, possessive, awakening the ache from their first collision.

		Vivian's core clenched, wetness gathering as she rubbed her scar harder, anxiety twisting into arousal. Every glance scorched: Charlotte's firm swells straining her jersey, nipples pebbling under fabric from the room's chill - or them. "Victor leaks that footage," Vivian breathed, timestamps blurring, "our qualifier spots - gone."

		"Won't happen." Charlotte's palm flattened against Vivian's stomach, sliding under her shirt to trace abs slick with tension-sweat. "We own this." Her touch dipped lower, teasing waistband, as she highlighted the log entry. "See? Contradicts the ruling. We're flipping it."

		Proximity turned torturous. Vivian turned into her, breasts crushing against Charlotte's chest, full curves yielding to lean power. "Charlotte..." Names unspoken for days, now a plea. Their mouths hovered, breaths mingling - hot, desperate. Emotional threshold: vulnerability bare, bi awakening roaring past family chains, rival walls.

		Charlotte's scar quirked, control fraying. "Say it." Her hand cupped Vivian's mound through shorts, pressing firm, thumb circling the seam where heat soaked fabric.

		"Need you." Vivian's confession cracked open suppression, hips rocking into the pressure. "Here. Now. Can't think with this fire."

		Charlotte growled, claiming her mouth in a deep, devouring kiss - tongues tangling slick and fierce, tasting coffee and unresolved fury. Hands roamed: Vivian yanking Charlotte's jersey up to palm those high, firm breasts, thumbs flicking hardened nipples that drew a moan into her throat. Charlotte retaliated, shoving Vivian's shorts down athletic thighs, fingers finding drenched folds.

		"Fuck, you're soaked," Charlotte rasped, two fingers plunging deep, curling against that spot that buckled Vivian's knees. She spun her to face the window, chest pressed to cool glass, ass arching back. Field below oblivious, but the exposure thrilled - dark romance edge sharpening every thrust.

		Vivian gasped, palms splaying on the pane, watching phantom players sprint as Charlotte finger-fucked her relentlessly. "Harder - yes - " Juices slicked Charlotte's hand, clit throbbing under circling thumb. Emotional flood: abandonment fears quelled in this claim, Vivian's rigidity shattering into raw want.

		Charlotte dropped to her knees, spreading Vivian's cheeks, tongue lashing her clit from behind - long, flat strokes alternating sucks that hollowed cheeks. "Mine," she murmured against dripping pussy, off-center scar brushing inner thigh as she devoured. Fingers scissored inside, stretching, hitting g-spot with precision born of their first frenzy.

		Vivian's thighs quivered, scar-rubbed knee buckling as orgasm built - coiling, white-hot. "Charlotte - gonna - " She shattered, walls clamping fingers, gush coating tongue, cry muffled against glass. Waves pulsed endless, body trembling, full hips grinding back for more.

		Charlotte rose, shedding clothes in efficient dominance - jersey tossed, shorts kicked aside, lean frame gleaming. She pulled Vivian down to the carpeted floor, straddling her face reverse. "Your turn." Vivian dove in eagerly, tongue spearing Charlotte's slit, lapping tangy arousal, nose buried in trimmed curls. Charlotte rocked, high breasts bouncing, scar-pulled lip bitten as Vivian sucked clit like a ripe berry, fingers plunging to match the rhythm.

		"God - Vivian - " Charlotte's control slipped, grinding harder, thighs clamping head. They flipped, 69 frenzy: Vivian's tongue flicking relentlessly while Charlotte's mouth latched back on, fingers everywhere - curling, pinching clit hood. Sustained proximity boiled over, tension threshold breached in symphony.

		Simultaneous peaks hit - Charlotte flooding Vivian's mouth, Vivian bucking into devouring lips, nails raking backs, names gasped like prayers. "Vivian - fuck - " "Charlotte - yes - "

		They collapsed entwined, slick bodies cooling, breaths syncing. Emotional turn: no more denial, dynamic forged in release. But work console blinked - statement half-done, Reyes deadline ticking. Victor's threat loomed, thirteen days compressing.

		Charlotte kissed her scar-soft knee. "Finish it. Then closet next door. Burn deliberate."

		Vivian nodded, pulse racing anew, hand threading Charlotte's hair. Tension simmered unresolved, pulling toward the supply closet door like gravity. The field lights dimmed below, but their blaze? Just igniting.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 9

		

		The Supply Closet Door

		

		

		Vivian Ashton disentangled from Charlotte Quill's sweat-slicked embrace, her pulse a thunderous echo in the dimming observation room. The console's glow mocked their half-finished statement, but the pull toward the supply closet door was visceral, undeniable - a magnetic yank forged in the aftershocks of their frenzy. She stood on trembling legs, full hips swaying as she tugged her shorts back into place, the fabric chafing against her still-throbbing core. Charlotte watched her with hooded eyes, that off-center scar tugging her lower lip into a predatory half-smile, lean muscles flexing as she rose fluidly, jersey still discarded on the floor.

		"Lock it," Vivian murmured, voice husky from cries she'd muffled against fogged glass. Her fingers brushed the small half-moon scar on her knee, a nervous tic amplified by the deliberate intent now crackling between them. No more accidents. This would be surrender, chosen and slow, after days of stolen glances and denied sparks amid boardroom battles and Victor Lang's shadow.

		Charlotte's hand captured hers, thumb stroking the scarred knee with deliberate tenderness before pulling her toward the adjacent door. The supply closet yawned dark and narrow, shelves crammed with training cones, spare jerseys, and stacked water crates - a forgotten utility space smelling of rubber mats and faint bleach. Charlotte flicked the lock with a decisive click, the sound sealing them in privacy as the observation window's field lights faded to black outside.

		Vivian turned, backing Charlotte against the door first, her athletic frame pressing forward with uncharacteristic boldness. The tension from Elena's parting words - you move differently around each other - ignited something feral, her reserved shell cracking under the weight of accumulated proximity. She cupped Charlotte's jaw, thumbs tracing the scar-pulled lip, and initiated the kiss: slow, deep, tongues sliding in unhurried exploration. No frenzy this time. Vivian savored the taste of herself on Charlotte's mouth, mingled with the tang of their shared release, lips parting to let out a soft moan as Charlotte's hands settled possessively on her waist.

		"You're breaking first," Charlotte whispered against her mouth, voice a low rumble that vibrated through Vivian's chest. But she yielded, letting Vivian lead, her high, firm chest rising with quickened breaths under the thin sports bra. Vivian's hands roamed, palms gliding over the taut ridges of abs earned from endless sprints, dipping lower to palm the heat radiating through Charlotte's shorts. The kiss deepened, Vivian's tongue stroking deliberate patterns, mimicking what she craved lower down - a promise of reciprocity after days of professional restraint.

		Charlotte's control frayed first. With a growl, she reversed their positions, hoisting Vivian onto a low metal shelf lined with folded towels. Vivian's sculpted thighs parted instinctively, shorts yanked down in one fluid motion, pooling at her ankles. Cool air kissed her exposed folds, slick and swollen from their earlier peak, clit pulsing visibly under Charlotte's gaze. "Look at you," Charlotte breathed, dropping to her knees on the gritty floor, lean frame folding with graceful power. Her scarred lip quirked as she spread Vivian's thighs wider, thumbs digging into the powerful muscle there.

		The first touch was torture - tongue flat and broad, lapping from entrance to clit in one agonizingly slow stroke. Vivian's head thunked back against a shelf, fingers threading into Charlotte's sweat-damp hair, pulling her closer. "Charlotte... please." No euphemisms, no holding back. Charlotte obliged, tongue circling the engorged nub with precision, alternating feather-light flicks and firm pressure that made Vivian's hips buck. Two fingers slid inside effortlessly, curling upward to stroke that spongy ridge, scissoring gently to stretch her walls. The rhythm built methodically: lick, suck, thrust - deliberate strokes that had Vivian's channel clenching, arousal dripping down Charlotte's chin.

		Vivian's anxiety scar itched under her absent rubbing, but pleasure drowned it, coiling tight in her belly. Charlotte's free hand pinned one thigh open, nails biting crescent moons into flesh, while her mouth hollowed, sucking clit with vacuum pull that hollowed her cheeks. "So fucking wet for me," Charlotte murmured, voice muffled against pulsing flesh, the vibration sending sparks up Vivian's spine. Fingers curled harder, g-spot assaulted relentlessly, thumb now rolling her clit in tandem. The orgasm built prolonged, waves cresting without mercy - Vivian's walls fluttered, then clamped like a vise, a gush flooding Charlotte's tongue as she shattered. "Oh God - Charlotte!" The cry echoed softly in the closet, body convulsing, full hips grinding forward for every last pulse, thighs quaking around Charlotte's devoted head.

		Charlotte didn't stop until Vivian whimpered oversensitivity, rising with lips glistening, eyes dark with hunger. She stripped fully now, sports bra peeled away to free those pert breasts, nipples peaked and begging. Vivian slid off the shelf on rubber legs, wrapping one powerful leg around Charlotte's hip, pulling her flush. Their cores aligned through thin fabric at first, grinding in teasing friction, but Vivian's hand delved between them, shoving Charlotte's shorts aside to find her soaked.

		Mutual fingering ignited standing, bodies pressed chest-to-chest, breaths mingling hot and ragged. Vivian's fingers plunged first - two, then three - into Charlotte's tight heat, palm grinding her clit with each thrust. Charlotte matched, fingers curling deep inside Vivian anew, the dual invasion slick and obscene, wet sounds filling the closet. Sustained eye contact locked them: Vivian's gaze vulnerable, Charlotte's intense and claiming. "Need you," Vivian whispered, the admission raw, born of days denying this bi awakening amid appeal deadlines and rival-turned-ally fire.

		"Have me," Charlotte gasped, scarred lip brushing Vivian's ear, free hand tweaking a nipple to sharp pleasure-pain. Their rhythms synced - thrust, curl, grind - hips rolling in counterpoint, breasts sliding sweat-slick. Vivian's leg tightened, heel digging into Charlotte's ass, pulling her impossibly deeper. Whispers escalated: "Can't stop thinking about your mouth." "Your pussy clenches so perfect around me." Control shifted again - Vivian pinned Charlotte's wrist, dictating pace faster, harder, until Charlotte's walls fluttered warning. But Charlotte twisted, fingers hooking Vivian's g-spot in retaliation, mutual destruction assured.

		They sank to the floor in a tangle, towels dragged beneath as makeshift bedding. Charlotte guided them into slow grinding, straddling one of Vivian's thighs while Vivian mirrored, cores slotted together - clit to clit, slick folds parting in slippery kiss. Hands clasped tight, fingers interlaced, palms sweating as they rocked. The pace deliberate, building friction like a fuse: hips circling, grinding, pressure mounting without rush. Vivian's free hand cupped a breast, thumb flicking nipple; Charlotte leaned down, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss, tongues dueling as bodies undulated.

		Names spoken aloud marked the peak - "Vivian" - Charlotte's voice breaking on a moan, scar twisting her lip as tension snapped. "Charlotte!" Vivian cried in echo, simultaneous climax ripping through - walls spasming untouched, clits throbbing in unison, arousal squirting in hot pulses between them. Hands clasped bruisingly, bodies arching, thighs locked in vise grip. Waves rolled endless, grinding out every tremor until they collapsed, slick and spent, foreheads pressed together.

		In the quiet aftermath, breaths syncing to the distant hum of headquarters AC, emotional barriers shattered irreparably. Vivian traced Charlotte's scar with a fingertip, vulnerability spilling free - no more rigid suppression, no more pretending this was just release. Charlotte's abandonment wounds quelled in the clasp of their hands, her dominance softening to something tender, possessive. "This changes everything," Vivian whispered, voice thick.

		Charlotte nodded, kissing the half-moon scar on Vivian's knee anew. "Good. No going back." But reality intruded - the appeal deadline tightened to thirteen days, Victor Lang's leaked footage threat unresolved, board convening with his allies stacked. Their dynamic had shifted twice in this deliberate burn: Vivian initiating, Charlotte dominating, mutual surrender sealing it. Partners now in every sense, but the mission demanded focus.

		They dressed in languid silence, shorts readjusted, jerseys smoothed, emerging from the closet with flushed cheeks and linked pinkies hidden from view. The team bus idled outside for the ride to league offices, documents waiting. Vivian's phone buzzed - Elena's alert on Victor's latest maneuver. As they boarded separately, stealing one last heated glance, the setback loomed, forcing them to confront how this blaze might torch their fragile alliance.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 10

		

		The Setback Report

		

		

		Charlotte Quill slid into a window seat near the back of the team bus, the engine rumbling to life as the doors hissed shut. The air inside carried the faint tang of leather seats and lingering gym sweat from the morning's training gear stashed overhead. Her thighs still hummed with residual ache from the supply closet's frenzy, skin hypersensitive where Vivian's nails had raked faint red trails. She pulled her tablet from her bag, forcing her gaze to the appeal documents glowing on the screen - affidavits, timestamps, league bylaws - but her pulse betrayed her, thudding heavy in her ears. Across the aisle, two seats up, Vivian settled with deliberate casualness, knees pressed together, rubbing that telltale half-moon scar on her left knee. Their eyes locked in the reflection of the bus window, a spark jumping despite the space between them. No words yet. Just the weight of what they'd done, deliberate and shattering, hanging like smoke.

		The bus lurched forward from league headquarters, tires crunching over gravel toward the offices downtown. Other players chattered up front - post-training banter about drills and qualifier odds - but back here, isolation reigned. Charlotte's fingers itched to bridge the gap, to drag Vivian into her lap and taste the salt of her skin again. Instead, she tapped open the latest filing draft, voice low when she finally spoke. "Elena's alert. You see it?"

		Vivian twisted slightly, her full hips shifting against the seatbelt, jersey clinging to the curve of her waist from their earlier sweat. She nodded, phone in hand, thumb scrolling. "Victor's playing dirty. Leaked a clip - me at that sponsor dinner last month. The one he forced." Her voice was steady, but her free hand clenched the armrest, knuckles whitening. Charlotte watched the way her sculpted thighs tensed under her track pants, power coiled like a spring.

		Charlotte leaned across the aisle, keeping her tone clipped, professional - or trying to. "Show me." Vivian passed her phone over, their fingers brushing electric. The video was edited malice: thirty seconds of Vivian laughing politely with a male exec, his hand lingering too long on her arm, looped with ominous music and a caption - "Ashton's Real Priorities?" It had already hit league forums, comments piling up: Career over? Distracted by dick while we fight for spots. The timestamp showed it dropped an hour ago, right after their closet surrender.

		"Fuck," Charlotte muttered, scar tugging her lower lip into a half-snarl. She thrust the phone back, mind racing. Victor Lang wasn't just threatening anymore; he'd shaved two days off their board window. Review now in eleven days, his allies whispering sanctions. Her own eligibility dangled by a thread - any whiff of "moral compromise," and the qualifier slot vanished. But worse, the clip painted Vivian as the weak link, undermining their entire appeal on the championship foul. Charlotte's gaze flicked to Vivian's face, flushed not just from the leak but from the unspoken: This is on us. Our distraction.

		Vivian caught it, eyes narrowing. "Say it. Our... whatever this is, it's bleeding into the work." She gestured between them, voice dropping to a whisper as the bus hit a pothole, jolting them closer. Up front, laughter spiked, oblivious.

		Charlotte's dominance flared, protective and raw. She unbuckled, sliding into the empty seat beside Vivian without asking, their thighs pressing immediate heat. "Not 'whatever.' You know what it is." Her hand found Vivian's knee, thumb tracing the scar's edge - not anxious now, but claiming. Vivian didn't pull away; instead, her breath hitched, full lips parting. The bus's hum masked the intimacy, windows tinted against prying eyes.

		"We can't keep pretending it's separate," Vivian admitted, voice husky, turning her body toward Charlotte. Her hand covered Charlotte's, guiding it higher, up the firm muscle of her inner thigh. "That closet... it wasn't just release. You broke me open." Vulnerability cracked through her reserved shell, eyes dark with the hunger they'd fed twice now - first frantic, now deliberate fire.

		Charlotte's lean frame leaned in, high firm breasts brushing Vivian's arm through thin jerseys. She smirked, scar pulling wicked, but her eyes held the old wound - abandonment's echo, silenced only in Vivian's grip. "Good. Because I'm not letting go." Her free hand cupped Vivian's jaw, tilting her for a kiss that started soft, lips grazing, then deepened - tongues sliding slow, tasting the lingering mint of post-orgasm breath. Vivian moaned into it, quiet but desperate, her hand slipping under Charlotte's waistband, fingers teasing the damp heat still slick from their grinding.

		"Not here," Charlotte growled against her mouth, but she didn't stop Vivian's exploration, hips canting subtly. The risk amped everything - the bus swaying, teammates yards away. Vivian's fingers delved bolder, parting Charlotte's folds, stroking the swollen clit with featherlight circles that made Charlotte's breath stutter. "Fuck, Viv... you're soaked still." She retaliated, hand diving into Vivian's track pants, finding her bare - no panties, deliberate tease. Two fingers plunged deep, curling against that spongy spot, thumb grinding her clit in firm orbits. Vivian's walls clenched greedy, arousal flooding Charlotte's palm.

		They moved in sync, hidden by the high seatbacks, breaths ragged whispers. "Tell me what you need," Charlotte demanded, voice gravel, nipping Vivian's earlobe. Her fingers thrust rhythmic, slick sounds muffled by the engine drone.

		"You," Vivian gasped, her own fingers pinching Charlotte's clit, rolling it until Charlotte's lean muscles quivered. "Deeper - make me come thinking of your tongue on me again." Eyes locked, no hiding now. Charlotte obliged, adding a third finger, stretching Vivian wide, pumping hard while her thumb flicked relentless. Vivian's hips bucked minutely, thighs clamping Charlotte's wrist, her free hand fisting Charlotte's jersey over one breast, pinching the hard nipple through fabric.

		Charlotte's arousal dripped down her own thighs, Vivian's skilled fingers plunging in retaliation - two inside, scissoring, thumb pressing her clit in punishing circles. "That's it - fuck me like you own it," Charlotte hissed, her scar twisting as pleasure coiled tight. The bus braked at a light, jolting them deeper, gasps syncing. Vivian came first, body arching subtle, walls spasming around Charlotte's fingers, hot gush coating her hand as she bit her lip bloody to stay silent. "Charlotte - oh god - " The whisper broke, climax rippling endless.

		Charlotte followed seconds later, grinding down on Vivian's hand, clit throbbing under the assault, inner muscles milking fingers as orgasm tore through - sharp, blinding, juices squirting in pulses against Vivian's palm. They shuddered together, foreheads pressed, hands buried deep until aftershocks faded. Slowly, they withdrew, fingers glistening, shared a wicked lick - Charlotte sucking Vivian's clean first, then Vivian mirroring, tongues curling explicit.

		Panting, reality crashed back. Charlotte wiped her hand on her thigh, grabbing her tablet. "Victor's clip sets us back. Board's stacked - formal appeals are dead." Her voice was steadier now, post-climax clarity sharpening strategy. But the emotional weight lingered; this wasn't distraction anymore - it fueled them.

		Vivian nodded, rubbing her scar absently, eyes fierce. "We pivot. No more documents. Direct testimony - from the ref who called the foul. He saw it clean; Victor buried him." Her mind, always tactical, cut through the haze.

		Charlotte's smirk returned, possessive pride flaring. "Smart. I know his contact - neutral line Elena slipped me. Off-books meet, neutral spot. Record it clean." They huddled over the tablet, plotting logistics - coffee shop near offices, tomorrow, encrypted app for the approach. Victor's leak forced this shift, their entanglement acknowledged not as weakness, but ignition. Hands brushed knees under the table, pinkies linking hidden.

		The bus pulled into league offices, brakes sighing. They separated seamless, cheeks flushed blame on "traffic heat," but eyes promised more. As they grabbed bags, Vivian's phone buzzed - Elena's confirm on the ref's line. Stakes skyrocketed: eleven days, sanctions looming, footage threat real. They stepped off together, shoulders brushing, unable to feign distance. But in Vivian's glance back, Charlotte saw it - the referee contact as their lifeline, Victor's escalation the spark. Whatever this unnamed blaze was, it burned brighter, demanding they harness it or lose everything. Tomorrow's meet couldn't wait; one slip, and the board slammed shut.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 11

		

		The Referee Contact

		

		

		Vivian Ashton stepped off the team bus into the humid afternoon air outside the league offices, her pulse still thrumming from the bus's hidden intimacies. Charlotte Quill fell into step beside her, their shoulders grazing with electric intent, the encrypted app confirmation from Elena burning in Vivian's pocket like a live wire. Eleven days until the board convened - Victor's selective clip had shaved precious time, but this referee meet was their pivot, raw testimony to gut his narrative.

		They didn't speak as they crossed the plaza, the coffee shop's nondescript sign a beacon two blocks away. Neutral ground, Elena had insisted - no league logos, no team colors, just caffeine and concealed recorders. Vivian's thighs ached faintly from Charlotte's earlier grind, a delicious reminder that sharpened her focus rather than dulled it. Charlotte's presence was a drug now, fueling the fire under their skin even as sanctions loomed.

		Inside the shop, the scent of dark roast cut through the low hum of midday chatter. Vivian scanned the room: mismatched chairs, a few remote workers hunched over laptops, steam hissing from the espresso machine. No Victor plants, no prying eyes. She claimed a corner booth, back to the wall, while Charlotte ordered - two blacks, no sugar, and a platter of anonymous pastries to blend in. Her return was all coiled grace, sliding into the seat opposite, knee pressing Vivian's under the table in silent claim.

		"Ref's ETA five," Charlotte murmured, checking her phone. Her off-center scar tugged as she smirked, eyes dark with shared secrets. "You good?"

		Vivian's fingers found her knee scar, rubbing the half-moon absentmindedly. "Locked in. He saw the foul clean - Victor's burying him won't stick if we get this on tape." Her voice was steady, but heat pooled low when Charlotte's foot hooked her ankle, a subtle anchor.

		The door chimed. In walked Marcus Hale, the original referee - mid-forties, salt-and-pepper stubble, referee stripes faded on his polo like a ghost of that championship night. He spotted them, hesitated, then approached with the wariness of a man who'd fielded too many calls. "Ashton. Quill." He slid into the booth beside Charlotte, voice low. "This off-books?"

		"Encrypted," Charlotte confirmed, tapping her phone to activate the hidden recorder in her smartwatch. Vivian mirrored with hers, synced via the app. "League won't see it unless we push. Elena greenlit the line."

		Hale nodded, glancing at the door like Victor's shadow might slither in. "That foul - clean slide tackle. Your cleat caught air, Ashton; Quill didn't chop. I signaled no card. Then the angle shifted, board pressure hit. Victor Lang called me that night. 'Recant or retire early.'"

		Vivian's breath caught, validation flooding her veins. "Record it. Exact words, timestamp memory. We validate, board reopens."

		He leaned in, words tumbling precise. "Minute 87:42. Your hip check deflected, no studs down. Clean. Lang texted post-match: 'Wrong call costs qualifiers. Fix it, or pension review.' I held - until his clip looped everywhere. Now he's circling again."

		Charlotte's jaw tightened, her lean frame vibrating tension. "When?"

		"Last night." Hale's eyes flicked between them. "Voice message: 'Talk to Ashton-Quill alliance, or your daughter's coaching cert gets audited.' Personal now."

		The air thickened, personal danger crystallizing. Vivian's hand found Charlotte's under the table, fingers lacing fierce. Victor wasn't just rigging rulings - he was weaponizing families, compressing their window to under ten days. But Hale's testimony? Gold. Hale recited details - wind conditions, turf slickness, exact replay angles - until Charlotte killed the recording with a nod. "This flips it. Moral clauses won't stick."

		Hale stood, uneasy. "Use it fast. Lang's filing counter-motion today - cites your... distractions." His gaze lingered a beat too long on their joined hands, half-hidden by the table edge, before he vanished into the street.

		Distractions. The word hung like smoke. Vivian's pulse spiked, not from fear, but the raw proximity of Charlotte across the booth, her high chest rising steady under the thin tank, nipples faintly outlined from the AC chill. Victor's escalation should terrify, but it ignited something feral - their entanglement wasn't weakness; it was the blade they'd wield.

		Charlotte's phone buzzed first: league alert. Counter-motion filed. Moral clauses invoked - public conduct violations, leaked sponsor clip twisted into scandal. Ten days max now, footage dump imminent. "He's desperate," Charlotte growled, but her free hand slid up Vivian's thigh under the table, possessive, thumb circling inner seam.

		Vivian's core clenched, arousal spiking unbidden. "We can't - here." But her legs parted fractionally, traitorous, the booth's dim corner shielding them from the barista's glance.

		Charlotte's smirk was pure predator, scar pulling wicked. "Can't? Or won't stop?" Her fingers traced higher, brushing lace through denim, finding Vivian already damp. "Ref gave us the win. Victor's move just lit the fuse."

		Heat bloomed, undeniable. Vivian gripped Charlotte's wrist - not to stop, but guide. "Lock the bathroom." Her voice was husky, rule-breaking urge overriding caution. The shop's single-stall unisex was tucked hallway-deep, perfect for this madness.

		They moved as one, abandoning cooling coffees, Charlotte's body blocking Vivian from view as they slipped inside. Door locked with a decisive click. No words - just collision. Vivian shoved Charlotte against the sink, mouths crashing in a kiss all teeth and tongue, devouring the victory's edge. Charlotte's hands yanked Vivian's shirt up, palms cupping full breasts, thumbs rolling hardened nipples until Vivian moaned into her mouth.

		"Fuck, you taste like triumph," Charlotte rasped, spinning them so Vivian's back hit cool tile. She dropped to knees, efficient, unzipping Vivian's jeans and yanking them down with panties in one pull. Vivian's sculpted thighs quivered, exposed, pussy glistening under fluorescent light. Charlotte's breath ghosted her folds. "Spread."

		Vivian obeyed, feet planting wide, one hand fisting Charlotte's hair as that wicked tongue dragged flat from entrance to clit. Slow, deliberate strokes, circling the swollen nub with precision born of their supply closet map. Fingers joined - two, then three - curling deep to stroke that spongy spot, thrusting in rhythm with her sucks. Vivian's hips bucked, chasing, walls fluttering. "Charlotte - God, yes, right there."

		Charlotte hummed vibration against her clit, free hand gripping Vivian's ass, pulling her closer. Tongue flicked relentless, lapping juices that dripped down her chin, fingers pistoning faster, knuckles slick. Vivian's scar-rubbing hand abandoned her knee to brace the wall, body arching as pressure coiled tight. Orgasm hit like a rogue wave - sharp cries muffled against her own fist, pussy spasming, squirting clear pulses onto Charlotte's waiting tongue. She drank it down, greedy, until Vivian sagged, boneless.

		But Charlotte rose, feral, shedding her own shorts in a heap. Lean muscles flexed as she boosted Vivian onto the sink edge, legs wrapping her waist. "Your turn to feel me." Vivian's fingers dove in, finding Charlotte soaked, clit throbbing under her thumb. Mutual now - Vivian's hand buried knuckle-deep in tight heat, Charlotte grinding down, their clits rubbing slick through the frenzy. Eye contact locked, breaths syncing, whispers raw: "Need you inside," "Fuck me harder," names gasped like prayers.

		Control shifted - Vivian pinned Charlotte's wrists overhead with one hand, free fingers scissoring wide inside her, thumb assaulting that pulsing clit. Charlotte's firm breasts heaved against Vivian's chest, nipples dragging friction. She broke first, walls clamping vise-like, juices flooding Vivian's palm as she shattered - body jerking, off-center lip bitten bloody, low keen escaping.

		They didn't stop. Charlotte flipped them to the floor, tile hard against Vivian's back, but she didn't care. Straddling reverse, Charlotte lowered her dripping pussy onto Vivian's face, grinding slow circles while bending to devour Vivian's again. Sixty-nine perfection - tongues plunging, lips sucking clits, fingers everywhere. Vivian's tongue speared deep, tasting salt-sweet essence, nose buried in trimmed curls as Charlotte rocked. Charlotte's mouth worked merciless, teeth grazing inner lips, fingers twisting to hit every angle.

		Simultaneous build - muscles tensing, moans vibrating flesh. Vivian came first this round, thighs clamping Charlotte's head, release gushing into her mouth. Charlotte followed seconds later, flooding Vivian's chin, body convulsing in waves. They shuddered through aftershocks, licking clean in languid swipes, bodies slick with sweat and spend.

		Panting on the floor, reality intruded - Victor's counter-motion ticking like a bomb. Charlotte pulled Vivian up, kissing her swollen lips. "Testimony's our edge. But him coming for Hale? Personal."

		Vivian's eyes hardened, rubbing her scar with slick fingers. "We hit back. Elena's next." They dressed hasty, emerging flushed, blaming "long line." Bags grabbed, they hit the street, shoulders brushing inseparable.

		But as they rounded toward the offices, Vivian's phone lit: Elena. "Board accelerated. Lounge meet post-training - Victor's sponsor there. Watch your backs."

		Jealousy loomed, wedge forming, but Vivian's hand found Charlotte's in the crowd, grip iron. Victor's game escalated; theirs burned hotter.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 12

		

		The Jealousy Wedge

		

		

		Charlotte Quill gripped Vivian's hand tighter through the bustling street crowd, the post-training rush hour pulse mirroring the throb still echoing between her thighs from their coffee shop frenzy. Elena's warning hung heavy - "Board accelerated. Lounge meet post-training - Victor's sponsor there. Watch your backs" - but Vivian's fingers laced with hers like an anchor, slick from their release, refusing to let go even as they dodged pedestrians toward the team facility. The neutral coffee shop faded blocks behind, referee's testimony secured in Vivian's encrypted drive, but Victor Lang's shadow lengthened with every step. They split only at the locker room doors, a quick press of lips hidden by angled shoulders, promise unspoken: survive the lounge, then regroup.

		Sweat from the late session clung to Charlotte's skin under her damp training kit, lean muscles cooling in the air-conditioned corridors as she strode toward the team lounge. The championship foul appeal deadline crushed down - under ten days now, board accelerated, Victor's counter-motion weaponized with that planted sponsor clip. Her off-center scar tugged as she clenched her jaw, mind replaying Vivian's gasps, the flood of her taste on Charlotte's tongue. No more denial; this was real, raw, beyond strategy. But Elena's call spiked fresh unease. Victor didn't play fair - never had.

		She pushed through the lounge doors, the scent of cooling Gatorade and leather couches hitting her first. There, by the wide windows overlooking the practice pitch, stood Vivian - full hips cocked casually, sculpted thighs flexing in those tight post-training shorts that hugged every curve earned on the field. Vivian rubbed the half-moon scar on her left knee absently, a tell Charlotte now read like hunger cues. But she wasn't alone. Towering beside her was Marcus Hale, Victor's handpicked sponsor, all slick suit and predatory grin, leaning too close as he gestured at his tablet. His hand brushed Vivian's arm - innocent? Bullshit. Vivian laughed, light and professional, but Charlotte's gut twisted, hot jealousy surging like a red card wave.

		Elena's sharp gaze caught Charlotte from across the room, perched on a stool with files spread out. The league investigator's no-nonsense bob haircut framed a face etched with calculated calm, but her eyes flicked warning: Watch. Charlotte's pulse hammered. Marcus fucking Hale, the same sleaze who'd "accidentally" leaked that old clip of Vivian with some male exec, painting her as compromised. Victor's jealousy play, mirroring Charlotte's own boiling inside. She crossed the room in five strides, boots thudding soft on carpet.

		"Vivian," Charlotte said, voice low, edged with possession she couldn't mask. Heads turned. Vivian's eyes lit, relief flashing before professionalism snapped back.

		"Charlotte. Perfect timing." Vivian stepped away from Marcus fluidly, creating space. "Mr. Hale was just updating on the sponsor review for the qualifier qualifiers."

		Marcus straightened, flashing teeth too white. "Quill. Fresh off the pitch? You look... intense." His gaze raked her, lingering on the high swell of her breasts still marked faintly from Vivian's teeth under the jersey. Charlotte smirked, scar pulling sharp, but inside, the wedge drove deep - imagining his hands on her Vivian, the woman who'd just shattered on her face hours ago.

		"Always am," Charlotte replied, sliding beside Vivian, hip bumping hers deliberately. Heat sparked instant, Vivian's breath hitching faint. "Especially when sponsors sniff around our business."

		Elena's throat cleared. "Enough posturing. Counter-motion deadline's tomorrow noon. Victor's footage threat is live - Hale's here to 'clarify' the moral clause angle." She nodded at Marcus, who tapped his tablet, pulling up the doctored clip: Vivian at some gala, arm looped with a male exec, laughter edited to look intimate. Bullshit, but board fodder.

		Vivian stiffened, knee scar thumbed harder. "That's ancient history. Irrelevant."

		Marcus shrugged. "League optics, Ms. Ashton. Your... associations could taint the appeal. Victor wants clean."

		Charlotte's hand found Vivian's lower back, thumb pressing possessive circles under her shirt hem, hidden from view. Vivian leaned into it micro-inch. "Clean?" Charlotte growled. "Like Victor's selective edits on the foul tape? Fuck off, Hale."

		"Charlotte - " Vivian started, but Marcus cut in, stepping closer to Vivian again, invading.

		"Feisty. But Ms. Ashton understands strategy. Don't you, Viv?" Viv. The nickname slithered, and Charlotte saw red - visions of pinning Vivian down, claiming every inch Marcus dared eye.

		Enough. Charlotte's arm snaked around Vivian's waist, pulling her flush against her side, the curve of her hip grinding perfect into Charlotte's. "She understands perfectly. Back off."

		Tension crackled. Elena stood, files snapping shut. "Lounge clears in five. Hale, your point's made. Quill, Ashton - hallway. Now." Her eyes drilled Charlotte: Not here.

		Marcus chuckled, but retreated toward the exit. Vivian twisted in Charlotte's hold, eyes stormy. "Jealous?" she whispered, but her free hand gripped Charlotte's jersey front, pulling.

		"You have no idea." Charlotte's voice dropped husky, lips brushing Vivian's ear as Elena herded them out. The lounge door swung shut behind, hallway dim and empty - perfect wedge, primed to snap.

		They collided before the echo faded. Vivian shoved Charlotte against the wall first, mouths crashing hungry, tongues tangling with the pent-up fury of witnessed flirtation. Charlotte groaned, hands diving under Vivian's shorts, palming the firm globes of her ass, lifting her to grind pussy-to-pussy through damp fabric. "Mine," Charlotte snarled into the kiss, biting Vivian's lower lip swollen from earlier. Vivian moaned, thighs parting instinctive, rubbing her scar against Charlotte's hip as she hooked a leg high.

		"Yours," Vivian gasped, yanking Charlotte's jersey up, nails raking over the taut planes of her abdomen, thumbs circling pebbled nipples that ached from lounge exposure. "Saw you watching. Wanted to drag you out then."

		Charlotte spun them, pinning Vivian face-first to the cool cinderblock, shorts yanked to ankles in one rip. Vivian's pussy glistened exposed, lips puffy from their coffee shop fuck, clit peeking swollen. Charlotte dropped to knees, spreading those powerful thighs wide, thumbs parting slick folds. "This what Hale wants?" She spat on Vivian's hole, watching it drip, then plunged two fingers knuckle-deep, curling vicious to stroke that spongy front wall. Vivian bucked, cry muffled into her forearm.

		"No - fuck, Charlotte - only you." Vivian's hips rolled back, fucking herself on the thrust, juices coating Charlotte's wrist already.

		Charlotte's free hand snaked around, pinching Vivian's clit hood, rolling the nub hard while fingers scissored wide, stretching her open. Tongue joined, flat laps from taint to clit, sucking the pearl between lips with wet pops. Vivian's walls fluttered, clamping greedy, arousal puddling on Charlotte's palm. "Tell me," Charlotte demanded, teeth grazing inner thigh. "Your family - rigid fucks who locked you down. Suppressed this?" She pumped faster, thumb now assaulting clit in circles, tongue spearing Vivian's asshole teasing circles.

		Vivian shattered verbal first, half-sobbing. "Yes - Daddy's rules, no boys till marriage, no feelings ever. Buried it all till you - god, Charlotte, your mouth - " Orgasm hit like a slide tackle, pussy convulsing, squirting clear streams down Charlotte's chin. She lapped it ravenous, fingers twisting to prolong, milking every spasm till Vivian sagged, trembling.

		But Charlotte wasn't done. She rose, shedding her own shorts, cocking one leg over Vivian's thigh for friction. Their clits kissed slick, grinding desperate, Vivian's hand diving between to spear three fingers into Charlotte's soaked core. "Your turn," Vivian panted, turning head for a messy kiss, tasting herself. "Abandonment - supporters who bailed when it got hard. Left you scarred inside."

		Charlotte's scar lip pulled in a gasp-moan as Vivian's fingers hooked perfect, palm slapping her clit with each thrust. Vulnerability cracked wide - "Yeah. Mom first, then agents, lovers. All ghosts till you fucking stayed." She rocked harder, breasts flattening to Vivian's back, nipples dragging fire trails. Free hands clasped overhead, bodies welded sweat-slick. Build raced mutual, breaths ragged syncing. Charlotte broke, walls vise-gripping Vivian's fingers, cream gushing hot as she keened low, biting Vivian's shoulder to muffle. Vivian followed chained, grinding back to squirt again, soaking their thighs intertwined.

		They slumped, panting foreheads pressed, fingers still buried deep, twitching aftershocks. Raw confessions hung - histories tangled now with the foul appeal, Victor's threats no longer abstract. Their need wasn't strategy; it fueled the fight, inseparable.

		Footsteps echoed - Elena rounding the corner, files in hand. They jerked apart hasty, shorts tugged up, faces flushed blame-proof. Elena's eyebrow arched, but she didn't comment. "Counter-motion deadline confirmed: tomorrow. Victor's sponsor's footage drops unless we counter hard. Referee tape's gold, but board wants more. Evidence room access granted - tonight, locked down. You two in?"

		Vivian nodded, knee scar rubbed slick-fingered. Charlotte smirked, tasting Vivian faint on her lips. "Locked in."

		Elena glanced between them, sharp. "Good. Don't fuck it up." She spun away, heels clicking toward the lounge exit.

		Alone again, Vivian's hand found Charlotte's, grip iron. Pretense shattered - emotions fused to the objective, Victor's wedge backfiring into unbreakable alliance. But the locked evidence room loomed, Elena's access a trapdoor they had to leap.

		Charlotte pulled Vivian close one last press, whispering against her neck. "Tonight. All of it." Vivian shivered, nodding. Victor's game escalated; their surrender burned total.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 13

		

		The Locked Evidence Room

		

		

		The drive to league headquarters blurred past in tense silence, Vivian's thigh pressed against Charlotte's in the back of Elena's sleek black SUV. Streetlights streaked the windows like comet tails, mirroring the electric hum still thrumming between them from the hallway's reckless collision. Vivian's pulse hadn't slowed, her skin alive with the ghost of Charlotte's teeth on her shoulder, the slick evidence of their release drying sticky between her legs. Charlotte's hand rested possessive on her knee, thumb circling the small half-moon scar absentmindedly, as if staking claim even now. Elena gripped the wheel from the front, eyes flicking to the rearview with that knowing glint, but she said nothing - professional to the bone.

		League headquarters loomed like a fortress of glass and steel, its after-hours facade dimly lit, security gates humming open at Elena's badge swipe. They piled out into the chill night air, the weight of Victor Lang's counter-motion pressing like a storm front. "Evidence room's on sublevel two," Elena clipped, heels echoing as she led them through sterile corridors lined with championship trophies and framed jerseys. "Full lockdown protocol - cameras off, doors sealed till dawn. You compile the affidavits, cross-reference the foul footage with the referee's tape. Victor's sponsor clip drops at midnight if we don't bury it first."

		Vivian nodded, her full hips swaying with each purposeful stride, the athletic power in her sculpted thighs a coiled spring ready to unleash. The hallway surrender had fused them - histories bared, bodies mapped - but Victor's escalation demanded focus. Charlotte's lean-muscled frame brushed hers deliberately, high firm breasts rising and falling with controlled breaths beneath her fitted jacket, that off-center lower lip scar twitching as she scanned the shadows.

		Elena punched in the code at a reinforced door marked "RESTRICTED: ARCHIVES & EVIDENCE." It hissed open, revealing a cavernous room humming with server fans and the faint ozone tang of old electronics. Rows of shelving units towered under fluorescent strips, stuffed with hard drives, tape reels, and sealed evidence bags from seasons past. A central workstation glowed with multiple monitors, the championship match already queued. "Secure line's here," Elena said, tapping her earpiece. "I'll monitor remotely from my office upstairs. Call if you hit a wall. Door locks behind you - biometric release only. No distractions." Her gaze lingered pointedly on their flushed faces, then she was gone, the door sealing with a definitive thunk.

		Alone in the lock-down hush, Vivian exhaled, the air thick with dust motes and anticipation. "All of it," Charlotte murmured, echoing her earlier whisper, crowding close until Vivian's back hit a steel cabinet. Their mouths crashed hungry, tongues tangling with the urgency of the ticking clock - Victor's moral clause counter-motion loomed, threatening to paint Vivian as the unstable aggressor in that championship tangle. But Charlotte's hands roamed greedy, cupping Vivian's ass through her leggings, grinding their cores together in a friction that sparked fresh wetness.

		"Not yet," Vivian gasped, breaking free with effort, her reserved facade cracking under the bi awakening blaze Charlotte had ignited. "Affidavits first. We relive that foul together, find the hole in his narrative." Charlotte's eyes darkened, provocatively dominant energy simmering, but she nodded, pulling two chairs to the workstation. They sat thigh-to-thigh, the forced proximity a delicious torment, Vivian's vulnerability from her rigid family upbringing warring with the raw need Charlotte had unlocked.

		The footage rolled - grainy but merciless. Vivian watched herself on screen, uniform stretched taut over her powerful lower body, colliding with Charlotte in the championship's dying seconds. The foul that ended her career: Charlotte's cleat clipping her knee, the half-moon scar's origin, referees calling it deliberate. Victor's selective edit painted it malicious; their referee tape contradicted. "Zoom timestamp 87:42," Charlotte directed, voice husky, her scar-pulled smirk flashing as she leaned in, breast brushing Vivian's arm.

		Vivian's fingers flew over the keyboard, cross-referencing. Heat built not just from the screen - their knees knocked, breaths mingling, Charlotte's scent of sweat and desire flooding her senses. Elena's voice crackled through the speaker: "Lang's motion cites your 'pattern of instability,' Vivian - sponsor footage implies you're bedding allies for favors. Ref tape pokes holes, but board wants irrefutable. Dig deeper."

		"Got something," Vivian breathed, heart slamming. An overlooked frame: Charlotte pulling up at the last instant, cleat glancing not striking, Victor's doctored angle exposed. But the timestamp synced with a league-mandated body cam from the ref - irrefutable proof dismantling the moral clause. "This shreds it. Shows intent was clean contact."

		Charlotte's hand clamped her thigh, squeezing hard. "Upload to Elena now." As the file transferred, a league alert pinged on the secondary monitor - Victor's counter-motion response flooding in real-time. Vivian's stomach dropped. "Shit - he's preempting. Naming you in a suspension, Charlotte. Public threat: 'reckless play endangering peers.' They leak this, you're benched for qualifiers."

		Charlotte's face tightened, that abandonment wound flashing raw behind her intense gaze. Vivian witnessed it - the personal toll, league brass circling like vultures, ready to abandon their star for Victor's agenda. "Costly," Charlotte muttered, but her fingers laced with Vivian's, grip fierce. "Send it."

		Elena confirmed remotely: "Breakthrough. Timestamp kills the clause - board reconvenes in fourteen days, but Victor's suspension push on Quill is live. You bought time, but she's marked now."

		The speaker went quiet, leaving them in the evidence room's oppressive silence, the victory bittersweet. Charlotte slumped back, lean frame taut with suppressed fury, breasts heaving under her jersey. Vivian turned, cupping her face, thumbs tracing the scar on her lip. "You knew the risk. I saw it - your face when the alert hit. Why'd you push?"

		"Ghosts," Charlotte rasped, voice thick. "Mom bailed, agents ghosted post-injury, lovers ran when I wouldn't play soft. You stayed. Fight's worth the scar." Their mouths met slow, tongues stroking deep, the witnessed sacrifice igniting something primal. Vivian's hands fisted Charlotte's jacket, yanking it open to reveal the sports bra straining over those high, firm swells, nipples peaked dark against the fabric.

		Charlotte shoved her chair back, hauling Vivian onto her lap facing the monitors, their victory file still glowing triumphant. "Watch," she growled, dominant energy surging as she peeled Vivian's tank top up, exposing full breasts heavy with need, dusky nipples tightening in the cool air. Her mouth latched on one, sucking hard enough to hollow cheeks, teeth grazing the peak while her hand kneaded the other, pinching rolling until Vivian arched, grinding down on Charlotte's thigh. Wetness soaked through Vivian's leggings, smearing hot on Charlotte's jeans.

		"Fuck - Charlotte," Vivian moaned, fingers tangling in cropped hair, riding the friction as Charlotte's free hand dipped between them, shoving fabric aside to plunge two fingers knuckle-deep into her dripping core. The angle hit perfect, curling against that spongy ridge, thumb circling her swollen clit with slick precision. Vivian's walls clenched greedy, hips bucking to chase the build, breasts bouncing with each thrust. The room echoed with obscene squelches, their mingled pants, the hum of servers witnessing.

		Charlotte's scar lip pulled in a wicked grin against Vivian's skin, switching nipples to bite-mark the underside. "Come for me - while our win plays." The screen looped the timestamp victory, but Vivian shattered first, orgasm ripping through like wildfire, cream flooding Charlotte's palm as she squirted in arcs, soaking jeans and floor. She cried out, thighs quaking around Charlotte's hand, nails digging crescents into shoulders.

		Panting, Vivian slid down, knees hitting cold tile between Charlotte's spread legs. She tore at the zipper, freeing Charlotte's soaked panties, the lean-muscled frame arching as Vivian buried her face. Tongue flat and broad, she lapped from taint to clit, savoring the tangy flood, then sucked the nub hard, two fingers scissoring deep to stroke her g-spot. Charlotte's high breasts strained her bra, hands fisting Vivian's hair, hips fucking up into her mouth with desperate rolls. "Yes - fuck, Vivian, right there," she groaned, that abandonment scar twisting her expression into beautiful agony.

		Vivian added a third finger, stretching her wide, palm grinding clit as she hummed vibration against the hood. Charlotte broke with a guttural keen, thighs clamping Vivian's head, release gushing salty-sweet over chin and chest. They collapsed together against the cabinet, bodies slick-welded, fingers tracing lazy patterns on sweat-sheened skin.

		But Elena's voice crackled back: "Suspension threat's public - Quill, you're trending. Victor's spinning it now. Get out at dawn; we've reduced the barrier, but toll's high."

		Shaken, Vivian met Charlotte's eyes, the personal cost etching deeper - their alliance unbreakable, yet Victor's shadow longer. Charlotte pulled her close, whispering against damp temple. "Worth it. Floor's next - dawn's hours away." Vivian shivered, the evidence room floor beckoning, their surrender far from spent.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 14

		

		The Evidence Room Floor

		

		

		Vivian nodded against Charlotte's neck, the whisper igniting fresh heat low in her belly despite the exhaustion clinging to her limbs. The evidence room floor stretched out like a shadowed promise, cold tile gleaming under the harsh fluorescents, scattered with discarded files and the faint gleam of their spilled release. Elena's warning hung in the air, Victor's sanctions a distant thunder, but here, in this locked vault of secrets, dawn felt eternal. She pushed up on trembling arms, capturing Charlotte's mouth in a slow, deliberate kiss that demanded eye contact - deep, unblinking, souls stripped bare after the night's brutal revelations.

		Charlotte's gaze held hers, stormy green flecked with gold, the off-center scar on her lower lip tugging as she returned the pressure, tongues sliding in unhurried exploration. No rush, no dominance now; this was the trust forged in sacrifice, the kind that demanded they see every fracture. Vivian's fingers threaded into Charlotte's sweat-damp hair, pulling her down with her as they slid from the cabinet to the floor. The chill bit into Vivian's bare back first, a sharp contrast to the fevered slide of Charlotte's body following, their slick skins adhering where they touched. She broke the kiss just enough to breathe, "I see you. All of you. No more hiding."

		Charlotte's response was a low hum of approval, her hands moving with reverent precision to Vivian's waistband. She peeled the soaked jeans down inch by inch, exposing the full curve of hips that had powered her through seasons of sprints and tackles, now quivering under the scrutiny. Kisses followed the path - soft presses to the hip bone, a lingering suck along the inner thigh where muscle met softer flesh, teeth grazing just enough to raise goosebumps. Vivian's breath hitched, her small half-moon scar on her knee twitching as she fought the urge to clench her legs. Charlotte stripped the jeans free, tossing them aside, then hooked fingers into Vivian's panties, dragging them off to reveal the glistening pink folds still pulsing from earlier ecstasy.

		Naked now from the waist down, Vivian watched Charlotte's eyes darken with hunger, but it was tempered, worshipful. Charlotte kissed the arch of her foot, up the calf, lingering at that anxious scar with a flick of tongue that made Vivian gasp. "This," Charlotte murmured, lips brushing the raised skin, "every mark you've earned." Higher, to the sensitive hollow behind the knee, then parting Vivian's thighs wide to kiss the crease where leg met core. Vivian's hands fisted at her sides, the vulnerability cracking her open - this wasn't conquest; it was cataloging, committing to memory the body she'd craved since their first collision.

		Charlotte's mouth finally found her center, but not in frenzy. She started with feather-light kisses to the outer lips, parting them with her tongue to trace the slick seam from bottom to top, savoring the creamy remnants of Vivian's prior surrender. Their hands found each other instinctively, fingers clasping tight, palms pressing as anchors. Vivian's free hand cupped the back of Charlotte's head, not guiding, just holding, while Charlotte's tongue delved deeper, circling the entrance before flattening broad against her clit. Slow laps built the pressure, unyielding, drawing out every throb until Vivian's hips lifted off the tile, chasing the building wave.

		"Fuck, Charlotte - don't stop," Vivian whispered, eyes locked on the woman between her legs, whose lean frame knelt poised, jersey still clinging to those pert swells that heaved with each breath. Charlotte's scar twisted in concentration, her tongue spearing inside now, fucking shallowly while her thumb circled the swollen nub above. The dual assault stretched the pleasure into something endless, coiling tighter with each wet slide, each shared glance that screamed I trust you with this. Vivian's thighs trembled, toes curling against the cold floor, the obscene sounds of suction and lapping filling the room louder than the distant server hum. Her climax built like a tide, not crashing but cresting slow and sustained, ripping a keening moan from her throat as she shattered. Juices flooded Charlotte's mouth, hips bucking in rhythmic pulses, their clasped hands the only tether keeping her grounded. Charlotte drank her down, humming vibrations that prolonged the spasms until Vivian sagged, chest heaving, tears pricking the corners of her eyes from the raw intimacy.

		Charlotte crawled up, kissing her way over Vivian's stomach, between the undersides of her breasts still marked from earlier bites, to claim her mouth again. The taste of herself lingered, tangy and intimate, as they shifted seamlessly into a new position - seated facing each other on the unforgiving tile, legs scissoring wide, cores aligning in slick invitation. Vivian's sculpted thighs framed Charlotte's narrower ones, muscles flexing as they rocked closer, clits brushing in electric friction. Their free hands roamed now, but eyes stayed fused, breaths mingling.

		"Tell me," Charlotte demanded softly, her voice roughened by desire, as two fingers slid into Vivian's soaked heat, curling immediately to stroke that spongy inner wall. Vivian mirrored her, parting Charlotte's folds to plunge deep, feeling the velvet clench around her digits. "That you trust this. Us."

		"I trust you," Vivian affirmed, thrusting in time with the grind of their hips, the wet squelch of mutual fingering echoing obscenely. "With everything - the foul, the board, my fucking heart." Her thumb found Charlotte's clit, rubbing firm circles that matched the building rhythm, while Charlotte's fingers scissored wider, stretching and filling. Their joined hands from before rested between them now, a symbolic bridge, pinkies hooked as affirmations spilled out in gasps.

		"You're mine," Charlotte breathed, eyes fierce even in vulnerability, her high chest rising and falling rapidly under the thin jersey fabric. "No abandonment. Not after this."

		"Yours," Vivian echoed, adding a third finger to match, palm slapping wetly against Charlotte's mound with each deep drive. The eye contact burned, stripping away the last veils - Vivian's rigid family ghosts, Charlotte's parade of deserters - all laid bare in the grind, the plunge, the shared slickness coating their thighs. Pleasure spiraled, clits throbbing where they kissed, fingers pistoning faster now, g-spots milking every thrust. "Come with me - trust me back."

		Charlotte's nod was jerky, her scar lip caught between teeth, but she held Vivian's gaze as the orgasm tore through them both. Walls fluttered and clenched, releases mingling in hot gushes that soaked their intertwined legs, bodies shuddering in sync. Quiet affirmations turned to moans - "I trust you," "Fuck, yes," "Never leaving" - until they peaked, foreheads pressed together, breaths ragged and unified.

		Panting, they didn't separate, just adjusted, Vivian rising to straddle Charlotte's hips fully as the other woman lay back on the evidence room floor. Charlotte's hands gripped Vivian's ass, guiding but not forcing, as Vivian lowered herself onto Charlotte's thigh, grinding slow and deliberate. The friction reignited embers into inferno, Vivian's full hips rolling in languid circles, clit dragging along the firm muscle dusted with fine dark hair. Charlotte's jersey rode up, exposing the taut ridges of her abdomen, and Vivian leaned forward, bracing hands on those shoulders to deepen the grind, breasts swaying heavy and free.

		Charlotte's hands roamed up, cupping and kneading the soft weight, thumbs flicking hardened nipples until Vivian arched with a whine. Their rhythm built gradually - slow rocks turning to urgent humps, Vivian's cream painting Charlotte's skin in glossy trails. "Look at me," Vivian gasped, recapturing those green eyes, the vulnerability mirrored now, equal. Charlotte's hips bucked up to meet her, thigh flexing for added pressure, one hand slipping between to spread Vivian wider, fingers teasing her entrance without entering.

		The full-body contact overwhelmed - breasts to breasts as Vivian folded down, mouths fusing in sloppy kisses, breaths syncing into one. Charlotte's free hand tangled in Vivian's hair, holding her close, the grind accelerating to frenzied slides, clits pulsing against unyielding muscle. "Together," Charlotte growled against her lips, and they shattered as one - orgasms ripping simultaneous, bodies welded in sweat-slick tremor, Vivian's release squirting in warm arcs over Charlotte's hip, Charlotte's own clenching untouched but triggered by the intimacy, juices flooding from her core to pool beneath.

		They collapsed in a tangle, full trust extended in the quiet aftermath, limbs entwined on the cooling tile. Vivian traced the scar on Charlotte's lip, Charlotte rubbing the half-moon on her knee - marks of battles shared. "Nothing hidden now," Vivian murmured, the central objective tantalizingly close, the breakthrough timestamp their weapon against Victor's empire.

		But as pre-dawn light filtered through the high window slits, Charlotte's phone buzzed with Elena's urgent text: Victor's sanctions drop at release. Press waiting. Act professional - or lose it all. The rift loomed, their exposure a blade's edge.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 15

		

		The Communication Breakdown

		

		

		Charlotte Quill stirred first, the chill of the evidence room tile seeping into her back like a warning. Vivian's head rested on her chest, dark hair fanned across sweat-damp skin, breaths still deep and even in the fragile afterglow. But Elena's text burned in Charlotte's mind - Victor's sanctions drop at release. Press waiting. Act professional - or lose it all. The high slits in the walls glowed with pre-dawn gray, release time ticking closer. No more hiding. Not if they wanted to bury Victor Lang's lies for good.

		She eased Vivian off gently, muscles protesting the night's marathon of trust and release. "Hey," she murmured, brushing lips over Vivian's temple. "We gotta move. Elena's right - press is circling."

		Vivian's lashes fluttered open, those hazel eyes sharpening with the reminder. She sat up, full hips shifting on the floor, thighs flexing as she gathered discarded clothes. The half-moon scar on her knee caught the dim light, a reminder Charlotte now knew intimately. "Shit. The affidavits. Did we lock them?"

		"Triple-checked." Charlotte pulled on her shorts, jersey clinging to her still-sensitive skin. Her core ached from the grind, clit throbbing faintly with aftershocks. But the vulnerability they'd spilled - abandonments, suppressions, the timestamp breakthrough - hung heavy now, exposed under league lights. Professional. They had to be.

		Elena Vargas met them at the headquarters exit, keys jangling, face etched with fatigue. "Board's sniffing already. Victor's feeding them half-truths. Get to the team facility - press statement in two hours. I'll handle the filing."

		Vivian nodded, slipping into investigator mode, but her fingers brushed Charlotte's knuckles - a secret tether. Charlotte ignored the pull, jaw tight. Nothing hidden, Vivian had said. But everything was about to be public.

		The drive to the team locker room blurred in tense silence, city streets emptying as dawn broke. Charlotte gripped the wheel, lean arms corded, high chest rising with each controlled breath. Vivian stared out the window, rubbing that knee scar absently. The evidence room floor had stripped them bare, but Victor's empire loomed larger, sanctions ready to drop like fouls.

		They arrived as the facility stirred - staff milling, distant shouts from early drills. Locker room empty for now, the scent of industrial cleaner and lingering liniment sharp. Charlotte stripped off her jersey first, revealing the lean-muscled planes of her torso, breasts firm and marked faintly from Vivian's earlier grips. She yanked fresh shorts from her locker, avoiding Vivian's gaze in the mirror.

		Vivian peeled away her own layers slower, sculpted thighs gleaming under fluorescents, full hips swaying as she bent for clean socks. The air crackled with unspoken weight - their bodies knew each other now, every curve mapped by tongue and finger. But Elena's text echoed: Act professional.

		"Statement outline," Vivian said, voice clipped, pulling on a crisp team polo. She slid a tablet across the bench. "Stick to the timestamp. No personal shit."

		Charlotte snatched it, green eyes narrowing. "Like you won't go soft on the moral clause? We hit hard, Vivian. Victor's watching."

		Vivian's chin lifted, reserved facade cracking. "And you won't bulldoze? We're partners, not rivals."

		The word partners landed wrong, too intimate after the floor's confessions. Charlotte's scar-pulled smirk twisted. "Partners who just fucked on league property. Keep it pro, or we're done."

		Vivian flushed, but her eyes hardened. "Fine. Pro."

		They dressed in sync - jerseys snapping over sports bras, shorts hugging powerful legs - but the clumsiness seeped in. Charlotte's hand grazed Vivian's hip reaching for tape; Vivian jerked away like burned. Silence thickened, the rift cracking open.

		Press room buzzed twenty minutes later, mics thrust like weapons. Victor Lang's shadow loomed in the back, smug in his sponsor suit. Charlotte stepped to the podium first, voice steel. "The championship foul evidence has been re-examined. Timestamp 14:27 proves intent was defensive, not malicious. Affidavits filed."

		Questions erupted. Vivian leaned in, tablet glowing. "Victor's counter-motion ignores this. The board must reconvene - "

		Charlotte cut across, heat rising. "Suspensions threaten the league's integrity. Demand immediate overturn."

		Vivian's hand tightened on the podium edge. "Focus on facts, not drama."

		The room caught it - hesitation, misalignment. A reporter pounced: "Ms. Ashton, rumors of personal bias? Quill's suspension risk - conflict?"

		"No," Vivian snapped, but Charlotte jumped: "Victor's the conflict. His footage is doctored."

		Murmurs swelled. Victor's phone lit up; he smirked, typing furiously.

		Back in the locker room, door slamming, the fracture exploded. Vivian whirled, polo untucked over her hips. "What the fuck was that? You undermined me!"

		Charlotte ripped off her jersey, breasts bouncing free, nipples peaking in the cool air. "You went soft! 'Facts, not drama'? That's how he wins!"

		Vivian shoved the tablet down, thighs tensing like coiled springs. "And your aggression? We looked desperate. Uncoordinated!"

		"Because you pulled back!" Charlotte advanced, off-center lip scar pulling taut. Her frame loomed, dominant energy flaring despite the vulnerability they'd shared hours ago. "After last night? You freeze me out like I'm the foul again."

		Vivian's breath hitched, rubbing her knee harder. "We can't bleed personal into this. Elena said professional!"

		"Liar." Charlotte's voice dropped, raw. "You're scared. That rigid family shit - suppressing till it bursts. But we broke through. The floor, Vivian. Us."

		Eyes locked, heat shifting from anger to something darker, hungrier. But Vivian stepped back, walls slamming up. "Not now. Check your phone."

		Charlotte's buzzed - Elena's alert: Board advances hearing two days. Inconsistency cited. Victor's doubt inserted. Fix this.

		"Fuck." Charlotte's fist hit a locker, the dent echoing. "Two days lost. Because we couldn't sync."

		Vivian's face paled. "My fault? You steamrolled!"

		"Your distance!" Charlotte growled, closing the gap, bodies inches apart. Heat radiated - Vivian's full curves against Charlotte's lean power. Scents mingled: sweat, arousal from the fight, the ghost of evidence room musk. Charlotte's hand shot out, gripping Vivian's wrist - not hard, but unyielding. "We were synced there. On the floor. Trust. Now? Rift."

		Vivian yanked free, but her nipples strained against the polo, betraying the pull. "Trust doesn't fix deadlines. Or Victor."

		The blame hung, lovers fracturing under pressure. Charlotte's chest heaved, breasts rising with each furious breath, a flush creeping down her neck. She wanted to pin Vivian again, grind out the misfire, but the withdrawal stung deeper than any abandonment. Vivian's eyes darted, vulnerability flashing before the reserve clamped down.

		"You blame me?" Vivian hissed, voice breaking. "For trying to protect us?"

		Charlotte laughed bitterly, scar twisting. "Protect? This is surrender."

		Silence crashed, the rift visible now - bodies close but worlds apart. Phones buzzed again: more alerts, board chatter exploding online. Victor's win, concrete. The objective teetered, fourteen days shaved to twelve, their breakthrough tainted.

		Vivian turned away, grabbing her bag, hips swaying in defeat. "We're done coordinating. Separately."

		Charlotte watched her go, the locker room door swinging shut like a guillotine. Alone, she sank to the bench, head in hands. The exposure from last night mocked her - nothing hidden, yet everything breaking. Victor's sanctions loomed, but the real foul was this: them, pulling apart when they needed unity most.

		Her phone lit with a new text from Elena: Lang's in the blame game now. Locker room footage leak?

		The hook sank deep. Blame was just beginning.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 16

		

		The Blame Locker

		

		

		Vivian froze mid-stride, bag strap biting into her shoulder. The door's swing halted as if the air itself rebelled, thick with the echo of Charlotte's bitter laugh. She whipped around, eyes locking on that twisted scar pulling at Charlotte's mouth, the one that always made her look like she was daring the world to hit harder. "Surrender?" Vivian spat, dropping the bag with a thud that rattled the metal benches. "You think walking away is surrender? You're the one who can't handle the heat without turning it into a battlefield."

		Charlotte surged up from the bench, her lean frame uncoiling like a spring-loaded trap. The text from Elena burned in her pocket - locker room footage leak? - but she shoved it down, fury propelling her forward. Inches separated them again, Vivian's breath hot against her face, carrying the faint tang of the evidence room's stale coffee they'd shared in fragile alliance. "Battlefield? This is you running, Vivian. Always the good girl, hiding behind rules while the world burns."

		The shove came without warning - Vivian's palms slamming into Charlotte's chest, driving her back against the nearest locker. The impact reverberated through the empty space, a metallic clang that drowned out the distant hum of the arena's ventilation. Charlotte's jersey stretched taut over her firm chest, the fabric whispering against her skin as she absorbed the force, high breasts heaving with the collision. Pain sparked in her ribs, but it ignited something feral, the rift between them twisting into raw need. She grabbed Vivian's wrists in a vise grip, yanking her closer until their hips ground together, Vivian's fuller curves pressing insistently against her taut abdomen.

		"You want to blame me?" Vivian growled, twisting against the hold, her sculpted thighs flexing beneath the tight athletic pants that hugged every powerful inch. But she didn't pull away - couldn't, not with the heat pooling low in her belly, the ghost of last night's trust warring with today's fracture. Her small half-moon scar itched on her knee, a nervous tic she ignored as anger surged hotter. "Fine. Show me how you'd fight."

		Charlotte's response was a snarl, her free hand fisting into Vivian's polo at the collar, wrenching it open with a rip of buttons scattering across the tile floor. She spun them roughly, slamming Vivian's back against the cool metal locker, the chill biting into bare skin where the fabric gaped. Pinning both of Vivian's hands overhead with one iron grip, Charlotte's other hand dove straight down, shoving inside the waistband of those pants. No teasing, no mercy - her fingers found Vivian's slick folds already swollen, parting them with brutal efficiency to thrust two deep inside.

		Vivian gasped, arching off the locker, her body betraying her with a gush of wetness that coated Charlotte's knuckles. "Fuck - you - " The words dissolved into a moan as Charlotte curled her fingers, hitting that spot with punishing rhythm, thumb grinding hard against her clit. Pain laced the pleasure, the rough intrusion stretching her walls, but Vivian bucked into it, hips snapping forward in defiance. Charlotte's mouth descended, teeth grazing the delicate skin along Vivian's collarbone, then sinking in - not a love bite, but a mark of possession, hard enough to bruise purple tomorrow. Blood rushed under the surface, a sharp sting that made Vivian's vision blur, her nipples peaking painfully against the remnants of her shirt.

		"Blame me now," Charlotte rasped against the fresh bite, her scarred lip brushing the welt as she pumped faster, fingers slick with Vivian's arousal, the wet sounds obscene in the sterile locker room. Vivian's thighs quivered, those powerful muscles clenching around the invasion, chasing the edge despite the rage boiling in her veins. She hated this - hated how Charlotte could unravel her with anger alone, how the trust from the evidence room floor curdled into this desperate clawing. But her body didn't care; climax ripped through her fast and vicious, walls spasming around Charlotte's fingers, juices dripping down her hand as Vivian cried out, head thunking back against the locker.

		Charlotte didn't let up through the tremors, milking every pulse until Vivian sagged, panting. Then she released the pinned wrists, stepping back just enough to smirk - that off-center scar pulling wickedly. But Vivian wasn't done. Fire still licked her veins, the release sharpening her fury rather than dulling it. She lunged, hands tearing at Charlotte's jersey in retaliation, yanking it up and over her head in one savage pull. Charlotte's high, firm breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff peaks begging for attention, flushed from the fight's exertion.

		Vivian dropped to her knees on the gritty tile, no hesitation, her own pants shoved halfway down her thighs, exposing the glistening mess between her legs. She gripped Charlotte's hips, nails digging crescents into lean muscle, and buried her face against the damp fabric of her shorts. A rough shove down, and they pooled at Charlotte's ankles - revealing her bare pussy, lips swollen and slick from their proximity's electric charge. Vivian attacked without mercy, tongue lashing flat and hard over the entire slit before sucking her clit between her lips with vacuum force.

		Charlotte's hands fisted in Vivian's hair, not guiding but restraining, hips jerking involuntarily as the suction bordered on pain. "That's it - fucking take it," she groaned, frustration threading her voice like barbed wire. Vivian's mouth was relentless, teeth grazing the sensitive nub, tongue spearing inside to taste the sharp musk of Charlotte's arousal mingled with sweat. She alternated suction with flicks, hollowing her cheeks until Charlotte's thighs trembled, lean cords of muscle locking as orgasm barreled through her. A frustrated groan tore from her throat, body convulsing, cream flooding Vivian's mouth as she rode the waves pinned against the locker.

		They weren't sated - far from it. Vivian rose, shoving Charlotte around to face the locker, her own pants kicked aside in the scramble. Charlotte braced one hand on the metal, the other reaching back to yank Vivian flush against her from behind. No words, just raw intent as Charlotte's fingers - still slick from Vivian's first release - plunged back in, three this time, stretching her wide with a burn that made Vivian hiss. From this angle, Charlotte's hips snapped forward in brutal thrusts, mimicking a fuck, her palm slapping wetly against Vivian's ass with each drive.

		Vivian clawed at the locker for purchase, pushing back to meet the rhythm, the contest alive in every grind. Minimal eye contact - just stolen glances over shoulders, charged with resentment. Charlotte's free hand snaked around, pinching Vivian's nipple hard enough to twist a yelp from her, then dropping to rub her clit in savage circles. The dual assault built fast, Vivian's walls fluttering, then clamping down as her second orgasm hit - deeper, more shattering, sprays of her release slicking Charlotte's thighs. Charlotte followed seconds later, fingers buried to the hilt, her own climax pulsing in echo, a shared groan muffled against the locker.

		They slumped together, breaths ragged syncs, sweat-slick skin sticking where they touched. Charlotte withdrew slowly, a wet pop echoing, and they disentangled with deliberate care - pants yanked up, jersey tugged back on, buttons abandoned like casualties. No tender afterglow, no clasped hands. Vivian rubbed her scarred knee absently, anxiety creeping back now that the blaze had banked to embers. Charlotte's chest rose and fell, breasts still outlined sharply under the disheveled fabric, her scar lipped in a half-snarl.

		"Better?" Charlotte muttered, voice hollow, avoiding Vivian's gaze as she zipped up.

		Vivian snatched her bag, hips swaying with residual ache, the bruises on her collarbone throbbing. "No. We're still fucked. Twelve days, and Victor's spinning this." The rift yawned wider, physical release a temporary dam against the flood of isolation. They'd collided, released, but the fracture remained - lovers turned adversaries under deadline's knife.

		Charlotte's phone buzzed again, Elena's text escalating: Lang's office tomorrow. Image contract incoming. Don't go alone. The hook sank deeper, blame evolving into something that could shatter them for good.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 17

		

		The Image Contract

		

		

		Charlotte Quill stared at the glowing screen of her phone, Elena's text burning into her retinas like a fresh brand. Lang's office tomorrow. Image contract incoming. Don't go alone. The locker room air hung heavy with the musk of their spent fury, Vivian's scent still clinging to her fingers despite the hasty wipe on her thigh. She pocketed the device, jaw clenched, watching Vivian sling her bag over one shoulder. Those powerful legs, still quivering faintly from the rough claiming against the metal, carried her toward the exit without a backward glance.

		"Wait," Charlotte growled, voice scraped raw from the groans she'd muffled against Vivian's neck. "Elena's right. Lang's office. Tomorrow. We're not facing that snake solo after... this."

		Vivian paused, hand on the door, her full silhouette framed in the harsh fluorescent light. She rubbed that telltale half-moon scar on her knee, the gesture twisting something protective in Charlotte's gut even now. "You think showing up together fixes the mess we just made? Press conference is tomorrow too. Board's advancing the hearing. We're bleeding time."

		Charlotte stepped closer, the space between them crackling with unresolved heat. "Exactly. Divided, we're meat. Lang's been waiting for this fracture." She didn't touch her - didn't dare, not when the echo of Vivian's slick walls still pulsed in her memory - but the pull was magnetic, hips itching to close the gap again.

		Vivian's eyes narrowed, that reserved facade cracking just enough to show the storm beneath. "Fine. Together. But don't think this erases the blame." She shoved through the door, leaving Charlotte to follow into the cooling evening air of the stadium lot.

		The next morning dawned sharp and unforgiving, the league headquarters looming like a glass monolith under a slate-gray sky. Charlotte drove, knuckles white on the wheel of her sleek black SUV, Vivian in the passenger seat radiating silence like frost. No small talk, no lingering glances at the way Vivian's training pants hugged those sculpted thighs. Just the hum of tires on asphalt and the weight of last night's collision pressing down. Charlotte's lean frame tensed with every red light, her high chest rising in shallow breaths beneath the crisp button-down she'd thrown on - professional armor over the bruises Vivian's nails had left on her ribs.

		They rode the elevator in tandem silence, shoulders brushing accidentally, sending a forbidden spark up Charlotte's arm. Victor Lang's office occupied the top floor, all polished mahogany and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the practice fields where their careers had collided that championship night. His assistant waved them in without a word, the door clicking shut behind them like a trap springing.

		Victor Lang lounged behind his desk, a silver fox in a tailored suit, his smile all teeth and no warmth. Mid-fifties, league power broker with sponsorship strings tied to every major brand. "Ladies. Sit." He gestured to the leather chairs opposite, papers fanned out like a poker hand. Charlotte dropped into one, legs splayed in instinctive dominance, while Vivian perched on the edge of hers, poised like a coiled spring.

		"Cutting to it," Lang said, sliding a contract across the desk - thick, gold-embossed, the word "IMAGE" stamped in bold caps. "Sponsorships are drying up. That foul tape's viral poison. Board's convening in ten days now, thanks to your little press fumble. But I can lock in the deals - World Cup qualifiers intact - if we polish the optics."

		Charlotte snatched the document first, scanning the legalese. Her scar-pulled lip twitched. Public relations clause: Vivian Ashton to enter a "high-profile romantic partnership" with male sponsor rep - dinners, events, photo ops. Fake dating. A goddamn beard to sell heteronormative stability. She shot Vivian a sidelong glance, heat coiling low in her belly at the irony. After last night? After Vivian's cries echoing off lockers?

		Vivian's fingers trembled as she took the contract, eyes flicking over the terms. Years of rigid family expectations flashed in her expression - suppression etched into every line of her body. "This is... you want me to lie. Pretend with some suit for cameras."

		Lang leaned back, steepling his fingers. "Not lie. Project. Team needs it. Your career needs it. Charlotte here's been dodging questions about her 'personal life' too, but you're the face - the injured star investigator. One season of smiles with Derek Hale from Apex Sports, and funding flows. Foul ruling gets appealed quietly."

		Charlotte's blood thrummed. She saw it then - the fork in the road. Sign, and the team survives, their secret safe under a veil of bullshit. Vivian plays straight for the world, Charlotte swallows the abandonment ache because it keeps them funded, keeps Vivian close in shadows. Don't sign, and sponsors bolt, board dismisses the appeal as drama, Victor's threats materialize. But Vivian's face... god, the war raging there. Principles versus them.

		Vivian set the contract down, deliberate, her voice steady despite the knee-rub ticking faster. "No. I won't. Not after everything. Honesty got me here - chasing the truth on that foul. I won't bury it under some staged romance. My body's not a prop."

		Lang's brow arched. "Principles? Cute. But your little investigator crusade's tanking us. Charlotte, talk sense into her."

		Charlotte's gaze locked on Vivian, pulse hammering. The room shrank, air thick with the scent of leather and Vivian's faint citrus shampoo. She wanted to grab her, drag her out, fuck the doubt away like in the locker room - but this was deeper. Vivian's choice: them, or her soul. Charlotte's own wounds screamed - abandonment after abandonment, lovers who bailed when it got real. This contract? Protection. A shield.

		"You heard her," Charlotte said finally, voice low, edged. But inside, fracture lines spiderwebbed. "She's not doing it."

		Lang chuckled, dark. "Then good luck with the hearing. No funds, no slots. Your call, Ashton."

		Vivian stood, chair scraping. "It's made. We're going public our way - no lies." Her eyes met Charlotte's, pleading and defiant, full hips shifting as she turned for the door.

		Charlotte surged up, blocking her path, bodies inches apart in the charged space. Heat radiated between them, nipples peaking under fabric from proximity alone. "Vivian. Stop. This keeps us alive. The team. Us. You think I want some asshole pawing you on red carpets? But it's optics. Fake. We steal nights like last night - "

		"Last night was us breaking," Vivian hissed, voice cracking, close enough Charlotte could taste her breath. "Angry, isolated. This? It's me pretending to crave cock for cameras while I ache for - " She cut off, cheeks flushing, but the words hung: for you.

		Charlotte's hand shot out, gripping Vivian's wrist - not hard, but firm, thumb pressing the pulse point fluttering wild. "Exactly. Ache for me in secret. Sign it. Protect what we've built. Or watch it all burn because you can't bend."

		Vivian's free hand came up, shoving Charlotte's chest - palms flat against the firm swell beneath her shirt, igniting fire. "Bend? I've bent my whole life - family rules, suppression, straight facade until you. No more. Honesty or nothing. You think abandonment's your scar? Try living a lie forever."

		The shove turned grip, Charlotte pinning Vivian against the office wall beside the door, Lang forgotten in the haze. Vivian's thighs parted instinctively, Charlotte's knee slotting between, pressing up against the heat building there despite the fury. "Selfish," Charlotte breathed, lips brushing Vivian's ear, scar lip grazing the lobe. "Team first. Me first - because I can't lose you to this purity bullshit."

		Vivian's hips rocked once, involuntary, grinding down on Charlotte's thigh with a gasp that shot straight to Charlotte's core. Wetness seeped through fabric, the friction electric. "Not selfish. Real. You want protection? Earn it without chains." Her nails dug into Charlotte's arms, drawing half-moons of red.

		Lang cleared his throat pointedly, but neither moved, breaths syncing in ragged pulls. Charlotte's free hand slid up Vivian's side, cupping the underside of her breast through the blouse, thumb circling the hardening peak. Vivian arched, a whimper escaping, full lips parting. The office blurred - windows fogging from their heat, contract rustling on the desk.

		"Out," Lang snapped, standing. "Decide fast. Hearing's soon."

		Charlotte released her with a shove back, chest heaving, arousal throbbing unmet. Vivian straightened her blouse, nipples stark outlines, eyes blazing. "We're done here." She yanked the door open, storming into the hall.

		Charlotte followed, the elevator descent a pressure cooker. Alone in the car, Vivian whirled. "You get it? I can't. Not even for us."

		"And I can't watch you torch everything because Mommy's rules say lie!" Charlotte exploded, backing Vivian against the mirrored wall. The descent hummed, mirrors multiplying their flushed faces, heaving forms. Charlotte's mouth crashed down, claiming Vivian's in a brutal kiss - teeth clashing, tongues warring. Vivian moaned into it, hands fisting Charlotte's hair, pulling hard enough to sting.

		They broke as the doors dinged open, lobby empty. Charlotte's fingers dove under Vivian's waistband before she could think, finding her soaked folds, plunging two deep in one thrust. Vivian bucked, thigh muscles clenching, riding the invasion with desperate rolls. "Fuck - Charlotte - yes - " Wet sounds filled the elevator as it ascended again - no one called it, trapping them.

		Charlotte pumped harder, curling to hit that spot, thumb grinding Vivian's clit. "This is us. Raw. Sign the fucking contract." Her own cunt clenched empty, breasts aching against Vivian's.

		Vivian came undone fast, walls spasming, juices coating Charlotte's hand as she cried out, body shuddering. But as the peak faded, she gripped Charlotte's wrist, yanking it free. "No. Principles win." She zipped up, eyes wet, stepping out as doors opened to an empty hall.

		Charlotte sagged against the wall, fingers glistening, tasting Vivian on them as she licked clean. The rift gaped - both right, both wrecked. Objective in ruins, board looming, separation sealed.

		Vivian's phone buzzed as she reached the parking garage: Elena. Solo testimony tomorrow. Lang accelerated. You're on your own.

		Charlotte watched her drive away alone, the hook of isolation sinking deep.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 18

		

		The Solo Testimony

		

		

		Vivian gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles blanched, the garage's fluorescent hum fading in the rearview as she peeled out onto the rain-slicked highway. Elena's text burned on the passenger seat: Solo testimony tomorrow. Lang accelerated. You're on your own. The fourteen-day window to overturn the championship foul ruling had shriveled to days, Victor Lang's shadow lengthening with every mile. Her thighs, thick and corded from years of drills, trembled against the leather seat, the ghost of Charlotte's fingers still throbbing inside her. But principles held - no lies, no fake boyfriend for sponsors. Even if it meant facing the league review board antechamber alone.

		By dawn, she'd checked into the sterile league headquarters hotel across from the board complex, a faceless tower of glass and steel overlooking the training fields. No word from Charlotte since the elevator's brutal farewell. Vivian showered off the night's sweat, fingers lingering on the half-moon scar above her knee as she toweled dry, rubbing it raw. Her full hips swayed unconsciously as she dressed in a crisp blouse and slacks, the fabric hugging her powerful lower body like a second skin. Professional armor. She could do this solo. The evidence tape proved the foul was dirty - Charlotte's cleat never connected clean. Her testimony alone would sway them.

		The antechamber loomed at noon, a holding pen of polished oak panels and stiff chairs, air thick with stale coffee and tension. Vivian arrived first, file clutched like a shield, heart hammering. Elena Vargas, the team's wiry assistant coach with her salt-and-pepper braid and perpetual clipboard, paced near the double doors etched with the league crest. "Ashton," Elena said, voice clipped, eyes flicking to the empty hall. "Lang pulled strings. Hearing's tomorrow now. Board's pissed about the press fuckup."

		Vivian nodded, sinking into a seat, legs parting slightly for stability. "I'm ready. Got the timestamps synced." No mention of Charlotte. The rift was a fresh wound, principles clashing against survival.

		The doors swung open. Charlotte Quill strode in, lean frame coiled like a spring, jersey swapped for a fitted button-down that strained over her high, firm chest with each breath. Her off-center lip scar tugged as she spotted Vivian, eyes narrowing to slits. No greeting. She dropped into the opposite chair, flipping open her own folder, the parallel filing she'd prepped alone - procedural bid to force a recess.

		Elena hovered, phone buzzing. "Messages for both of you." She handed Vivian a sealed note, then one to Charlotte. Vivian tore hers open: Charlotte's scrawl. Your high ground leaves us buried. Board's seen my filing - rejected on form. Need your weight on the tape. Vivian's gut twisted. Charlotte's note from Elena mirrored it: Principles won't save the qualifier slot. My solo push bounced. Tape needs your voice on the hit.

		The absence screamed. Vivian's solo prep lacked the raw edge - Charlotte's firsthand account of the foul's intent, the slide that ended Vivian's season. Charlotte's filing crumbled without Vivian's investigator cred to back the evidence chain. They were halves of a whole, severed.

		Victor Lang sauntered in then, slick in his tailored suit, silver hair gleaming under the recessed lights. His smile was a blade. "Ladies. And Vargas." He leaned against the wall, arms crossed. "Board's convening at 0800 tomorrow. No extensions. Your little lover's quarrel leaked - sponsors are fleeing." His gaze raked Vivian, lingering on the stiff peaks of her nipples pressing through the blouse, then flicked to Charlotte's tense posture. "Sign the image contract, Ashton, or watch the slot vanish. Quill knows survival means compromise."

		"Fuck off, Lang," Charlotte snarled, surging to her feet, muscles rippling under her shirt. "We're exposing your foul cover-up."

		Lang chuckled, pulling out his phone. "Already did. Hearing accelerated - my motion passed. No joint testimony. Ashton's up first, solo." He pocketed it, eyes gleaming. "Break a leg." He vanished through the doors, leaving silence like shattered glass.

		Vivian stood, pulse roaring in her ears. "I have to go in. Now." The clerk had called her name minutes ago - she'd delayed hoping... something. Charlotte's jaw clenched, but she stayed seated, pride a wall.

		Inside the chamber, Vivian faced the five board members - stern faces under the league banner. She laid out the tape, voice steady at first. "Frame 47: Quill's cleat arcs clean. Lang's player initiated contact to frame the hit." Timestamps rolled, her sculpted thighs shifting as she leaned over the projector. One member, a gray-haired ex-player named Reyes, leaned forward, eyes intent. She was close - his nod said it.

		But the emotional gut-punch landed flat without Charlotte. "Ms. Ashton," the chairwoman intoned, "this proves mechanics. Where's the intent? Eyewitness to the slide?"

		Vivian's throat closed. Charlotte's testimony - the rival's admission of no malice, the foul's setup by Lang's man. Alone, it rang hollow. "It's... in the footage." Reyes frowned, unconvinced. They adjourned for "deliberation," her pitch teetering.

		Back in the antechamber, Elena waited, face grim. "Quill's filing? Bounced. Procedural - needed your co-signature." Charlotte was gone, stormed out minutes prior. Elena pressed another note into Vivian's hand: Your principles gutted us. Hearing's dawn. Don't call. Vivian's knees buckled into the chair, the half-moon scar itching fiercely under her fingers.

		Elena sighed, squeezing her shoulder. "She looked wrecked. You both do." The coach slipped away, leaving Vivian adrift.

		Hours blurred. Vivian retreated to her hotel room, a bland suite with a king bed and city view. She paced, full hips swaying in agitation, blouse discarded, bra cupping breasts heavy with unmet need. The rift's cost crashed down - objective crumbling, slot slipping, career's last shot fading. She collapsed onto the bed, hand drifting between her thighs, but it wasn't enough. Memories flooded: Charlotte's dominant grip, the way her lean body pinned and claimed.

		Across town, Charlotte's room mirrored it - separate towers, same isolation. But Vivian didn't know that. Her phone stayed dark. Lowest point: failing alone, needing the woman she'd principled away. The board needed them united.

		She dialed Elena in desperation. "Tell her... the final step. Her voice on the foul. Please."

		Elena's reply was a knife: "Already did. Her message back: Too late. We're done. Lang's sealed it."

		Vivian curled fetal, tears hot, cunt aching empty. The antechamber echo mocked her - Charlotte's fresh absence, Elena's deepening relay of failure. Tomorrow's hearing loomed, objective on the brink, window slamming shut. But Reyes's nod lingered. One crack. If only...

		In the league review board antechamber the next morning, Charlotte Quill waited alone, exhaustion carving hollows under her eyes, as Vivian Ashton's slot faltered without her.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 19

		

		The Boardroom Threshold

		

		

		Charlotte Quill slumped against the unyielding wall of the league review board antechamber, the sterile hum of fluorescent lights drilling into her skull like a persistent hangover. Her lean-muscled frame ached from the sleepless night, high firm breasts rising and falling with shallow breaths under the crisp button-down she'd thrown on without care. The off-center scar on her lower lip tugged as she chewed it raw, staring at the scuffed linoleum floor. Vivian's solo pitch had crashed without her - Elena's relayed update confirmed it - and now the accelerated hearing loomed like a guillotine, Victor Lang's shadow pulling every string. Charlotte's own filing? Dead on arrival. Separation had gutted them both, pride the only bandage on the wound.

		Footsteps echoed from the hallway, sharp heels clicking with purpose. Charlotte's head snapped up, pulse kicking hard. Not Elena this time. Vivian Ashton pushed through the double doors, her athletic power evident in the determined stride that made her full hips shift with each step. Those sculpted thighs strained against tailored slacks, a reminder of nights when they'd locked around Charlotte's waist in desperate rhythm. Vivian's blouse clung slightly from the morning rush, outlining the curve of her bra, and her fingers hovered near that small half-moon scar on her left knee, rubbing absentmindedly - a tell Charlotte knew meant the world was crumbling inside her.

		Their eyes locked. Exhaustion carved matching hollows under Vivian's gaze, her usually reserved composure cracked, lips parted on a held breath. Papers clutched in her fist trembled faintly. No words at first, just the weight of the rift slamming back into place: the locker room fury, Victor Lang's poisoned contract, the principled stand that had severed them. Charlotte's chest tightened, abandonment's old scar throbbing. Vivian had chosen truth over survival, leaving Charlotte to twist alone.

		"You're here," Charlotte rasped, voice gravel from disuse and defeat. She pushed off the wall, arms crossing over her chest like armor, but her stance wavered.

		Vivian halted a few feet away, the antechamber's tension coiling between them like a live wire. "The hearing's starting in twenty. Reyes almost bought it yesterday, but..." She trailed off, eyes flicking to Charlotte's disheveled ponytail, the dark circles that mirrored her own. "Your filing bounced. Elena told me. And Lang accelerated everything. We're out of time."

		Charlotte barked a bitter laugh, the scar pulling her lip into a smirk that didn't reach her eyes. "Yeah, procedural bullshit. Needed your co-signature, apparently. Funny how that works when we're not speaking." She paced a tight circle, boots scuffing the floor, the lean lines of her body taut with suppressed rage. But seeing Vivian like this - wrecked, vulnerable, the emotional suppression cracking through her rule-following facade - stirred something deeper than anger. Need. The kind that had ignited in the film room, bloomed in secret nights, and now clawed back despite the pain.

		Vivian stepped closer, voice dropping. "I tried alone. It fell flat. The board needs the foul from your mouth - the real weight of it. Not my secondhand version." Her fingers twisted the papers, knuckles white. "Elena's notes said you stormed out wrecked. I... we both paid for it."

		The admission hung, raw. Charlotte stopped pacing, close enough now to catch the faint citrus of Vivian's shampoo, mingled with the salt of unwashed exhaustion. Memories flooded: pinning those hands above her head in the locker room, the bite of teeth on collarbone, Vivian's aggressive mouth on her clit sucking until she shattered. Separation hadn't erased the hunger; it had festered. "Paid? You principled us into the ground, Ashton. That contract was a shield. You threw it away like my word meant nothing."

		Vivian's eyes flashed, but she didn't retreat. Instead, she closed the gap, full hips brushing Charlotte's thigh in the tight space. "It was a lie. I couldn't - " Her breath hitched, hand lifting as if to touch, then dropping to rub that knee scar harder. "You think I don't see the cost? My slot's slipping, the qualifier's gone without this. But faking a date with some sponsor prick? That guts everything we are."

		Before Charlotte could snap back, the antechamber door swung open again. A harried board clerk, mid-thirties with a lanyard badge and a stack of files, bustled in, eyes widening at the charged standoff. "Ms. Quill, Ms. Ashton - good, you're both here. Hearing's imminent, but this just came through." He thrust a single printed sheet at them, initialed in red ink. "Player protection statutes, subsection 14C. Third-path option. Allows joint testimony without image riders if you cite mutual vulnerability and league integrity. Bypasses Lang's sponsorship leverage entirely. Neither of you saw it because... well, his office buried the reference."

		The paper trembled in Charlotte's grip as she scanned it, heart slamming. A third path. Honest words, no contract, no abandonment play. The impossible choice from Victor Lang's office - Vivian's morals versus Charlotte's survival instinct - reframed in black and white. Vivian leaned in, their shoulders brushing, breath mingling as they read together. "This... this changes it," Vivian whispered, voice laced with dawning hope, her body heat radiating through the thin fabric between them.

		The clerk nodded briskly. "Cite it in your statement. Board's receptive post-Reyes. Five minutes." He vanished as quickly as he'd come, door clicking shut.

		Silence crashed back, heavier now with possibility. Charlotte's intense energy shifted, dominance bleeding into something cautious, probing. She turned fully to Vivian, their faces inches apart, the scar on her lip twitching. "Third path. No lies. You still in?"

		Vivian's reserved mask slipped further, vulnerability peeking through - the rigid family echoes, the suppressed fire Charlotte had awakened. "Yeah. But no half-measures. Full joint statement. Your foul account, my evidence chain." Her gaze dropped to Charlotte's mouth, lingering on that off-center pull, then lower, tracing the shift of firm breasts against the shirt. Heat bloomed low in Charlotte's belly, the antechamber's isolation amplifying every rustle, every shared exhale.

		Charlotte's hand moved first, cautious, fingers grazing Vivian's wrist - stopping the anxious rub on her knee scar. Skin contact sparked like flint, electric after days of void. "We fucked this up apart," Charlotte murmured, voice husky, thumb stroking the pulse point. "Lower the walls, Ashton. Just enough."

		Vivian shivered, full lips parting, but she didn't pull away. Instead, her free hand rose, palm flattening against Charlotte's abdomen, feeling the taut muscles clench under her touch. "You look like hell," she said softly, but her fingers curled, bunching the shirt fabric, drawing them flush. Bodies aligned - Vivian's softer curves pressing into Charlotte's harder edges, thighs parting instinctively to slot together.

		The defenses cracked wider. Charlotte's provocatively dominant urge surged, tempered by the new fragile truce. She backed Vivian against the antechamber table, the wood cool against Vivian's ass as Charlotte's mouth claimed hers - not gentle, but not the locker room's fury either. Tongues tangled, hot and demanding, tasting exhaustion and relief. Vivian moaned into it, hands fisting Charlotte's shirt, yanking it free to slide palms up the smooth, sweat-damp skin of her back.

		"Needed this," Charlotte growled against her neck, nipping the tender skin below the ear, one hand cupping a heavy breast through the blouse, thumb circling the hardening nipple. Vivian arched, sculpted thighs parting wider, hooking one leg around Charlotte's hip to grind their cores together. Fabric friction ignited - slacks dampening already, Charlotte's pants tenting with arousal.

		Vivian broke the kiss, gasping, eyes dark with bi-awakened hunger. "Show me. Here. Now. Before they call us in." Her hands dove lower, unbuckling Charlotte's belt with urgent tugs, shoving pants and underwear down lean hips. Charlotte's clit throbbed free, slick and swollen, as Vivian's fingers found it, stroking firm circles that made Charlotte buck.

		"Fuck, yes," Charlotte hissed, hiking Vivian's slacks down in retaliation, exposing the soaked lace beneath. She tore it aside, two fingers plunging deep into Vivian's clenching heat without preamble, curling to hit that spot that made Vivian's head fall back with a choked cry. The antechamber echoed their slick sounds - fingers pumping, hips snapping, breaths ragged. Charlotte's free hand pinned Vivian's wrist to the table, dominance reasserting as she finger-fucked her rival-turned-lover with precise, ruthless strokes, thumb grinding her clit.

		Vivian's other hand worked Charlotte's clit in tandem, pinching and rolling, then dipping lower to thrust inside her, matching the rhythm. Pain-tinged pleasure built fast, defenses dissolving in the wet slide, the scent of their arousal thick in the air. "Come for me," Charlotte demanded, biting Vivian's lower lip hard enough to sting, free fingers twisting a nipple through bra and blouse. Vivian shattered first, walls pulsing around Charlotte's fingers, a muffled scream buried in Charlotte's shoulder as her body convulsed, juices coating Charlotte's hand.

		The sight - Vivian undone, vulnerable fully exposed - tipped Charlotte over. She ground down on Vivian's still-thrusting fingers, clit dragging against palm, and came with a guttural groan, inner muscles clamping, release soaking Vivian's hand. They rode it out locked together, foreheads pressed, aftershocks rippling as reality intruded: footsteps in the hall.

		Panting, they separated just enough to right clothes - slacks yanked up, belts clicked, blouses smoothed. Faces flushed, lips swollen, but eyes held new clarity. Cautious alliance forged in release, defenses lowered without full surrender. The third path burned between them.

		Vivian straightened the papers, voice steady now. "Joint statement. We go in together."

		Charlotte nodded, scar pulling in a true smirk. "Yeah. But this - " she gestured between them, heat still simmering - "we finish later."

		The double doors swung open. Reyes's voice called: "Ashton. Quill. You're up."

		They stepped forward as one, renewed possibility crackling, but Lang's silhouette loomed in the hearing room beyond, his final play unknown.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 20

		

		The Honest Testimony

		

		

		Vivian Ashton stepped through the double doors into the league review board hearing room, her thigh muscles still quivering faintly from the aftershocks of their frantic release in the antechamber. The air here was cooler, sterile - polished oak table gleaming under recessed lights, five board members seated in high-backed chairs, their faces a mix of stern scrutiny and boredom. Victor Lang's silhouette resolved into sharp focus at the far end, his tailored suit impeccable, a predator's smile thinning his lips as he lounged like he owned the room. He did, in all but name, his sponsorship dollars the invisible chains binding the league.

		Charlotte Quill matched her stride, their shoulders brushing in silent solidarity, the scent of their mingled arousal clinging subtly to their skin beneath hastily smoothed blouses. Vivian's full hips swayed with residual heat, her small half-moon scar on her left knee itching under her slacks as anxiety tried to claw back in. But Charlotte's presence - lean-muscled frame radiating that provocatively dominant energy, high firm breasts shifting with each breath under her jersey - anchored her. The off-center scar on Charlotte's lower lip pulled taut, not in a smirk now, but in resolve.

		"Ms. Ashton, Ms. Quill," Board Chair Reyes intoned from the center, her voice clipped, glasses perched on her nose. "You've requested a joint presentation. Five minutes. Make it count. Mr. Lang has raised objections to your qualifier eligibility based on the championship foul discrepancies and your... personal conduct."

		Lang leaned forward, fingers steepled. "Indeed. Lies, cover-ups, and now this cozy little alliance? The image contract was clear: endorse the narrative, or lose everything. I've got sponsors pulling back - World Cup dreams die on bad PR."

		Vivian met his gaze, heart pounding but voice steady. No more hiding. The joint statement in her hand - the unedited truth, typed in the antechamber's haze of sweat and clarity - felt like a weapon. She glanced at Charlotte, who nodded once, fierce eyes locking with hers. This was the third path: raw honesty, no spin.

		"We have a statement," Vivian said, sliding it across the table. Charlotte placed her palm over Vivian's briefly, a grounding press of skin, before they both stepped back. No speeches, no pleas. Just the costly action of transparency. The board flipped pages, murmurs rippling.

		Reyes cleared her throat. "This is... unredacted. You detail the foul as mutual overaggression, not malice. And this section - your refusal of the image contract?"

		Vivian spoke first, rubbing her scarred knee unconsciously. "I was protecting the truth. Not just for me - for every player who's been silenced. Lying about that foul, signing that contract... it would've buried us both. I grew up in a family that demanded perfection, emotions locked down. Suppressing this felt like going back to that cage. I couldn't."

		Charlotte's turn, her voice low, edged with the abandonment wound she rarely voiced. "And I pushed it because every time I've trusted support, it vanished. Lovers, agents, teams - they bailed when it got hard. That contract was my safety net, control when I had none. But pinning you down in that antechamber..." Her scar pulled in a half-smirk, heat flashing in her eyes for Vivian alone. "Made me see I was running scared. We chose this instead."

		The board scanned silently. Lang's smile faltered, his fingers drumming. "Self-serving drivel. No proof - "

		"Proof?" Reyes interrupted, tapping the statement. "Timestamped match tape logs, witness affidavits from three neutral refs, and your own email chain, Mr. Lang, twisting the narrative for sponsors. This aligns. It's honest."

		A beat of stunned quiet. Then Reyes nodded. "Validated. Objection overruled. Your testimony stands. Qualifier slots intact - for both teams."

		Lang shot to his feet, face reddening. "This is - "

		"Done," Reyes snapped. "Meeting adjourned."

		The board filed out, leaving the room echoing. Vivian exhaled, shoulders slumping as the weight lifted. Understanding earned, not begged. She turned to Charlotte, their eyes meeting in the charged aftermath. No rift now - just two women who'd bared everything, scars and hungers exposed.

		Charlotte closed the distance first, her lean frame pressing Vivian back against the oak table, hands framing her face. "We did it," she murmured, thumb tracing Vivian's jaw, dominance simmering beneath the relief. "No more barriers between us."

		Vivian nodded, vulnerability cracking open fully, her full hips arching instinctively into Charlotte's heat. "Alliance reclaimed. Unambiguously." Her hands slid up Charlotte's sides, cupping those high, firm breasts through the jersey, thumbs circling hardened nipples. The hearing room door clicked locked - Charlotte's doing, quick and sure.

		Charlotte's scar-pulled smirk deepened, her mouth crashing down in a kiss that tasted of triumph and lingering need. Tongues tangled, wet and demanding, Charlotte's teeth nipping Vivian's lower lip as hands roamed. Vivian gasped into it, her sculpted thighs parting as Charlotte's knee nudged between them, grinding up against her still-sensitive core. Slacks were no barrier to the friction, Vivian's clit throbbing back to life under the pressure.

		"You were protecting us," Charlotte growled against her neck, sucking a mark there, visible enough to bruise. "Refusing to lie... fuck, it makes me want to ruin you right here." Her fingers worked Vivian's blouse open, buttons popping, exposing lace bra and flushed skin. One hand shoved the cup aside, pinching a dark nipple hard, rolling it until Vivian whimpered, back bowing.

		Vivian's response was fire - hands yanking Charlotte's jersey up and off, revealing sports bra straining over those perfect, high breasts. She ripped it down, mouth latching onto one nipple, sucking greedily, teeth grazing the pebbled peak. Charlotte hissed, hips snapping forward, their cores rubbing through fabric in slick promise. "Yes - fuck, just like that."

		Clothes shed in a frenzy: Vivian's slacks pooled at her ankles, kicked aside with panties; Charlotte's track pants shoved down, her lean-muscled thighs flexing as she stepped out. Naked now, save bras pushed up like afterthoughts, they collided skin-to-skin. Vivian's full hips cradled Charlotte's slimmer frame, their scars brushing - knee to thigh - as Charlotte lifted her onto the table, papers scattering.

		"Spread for me," Charlotte commanded, voice rough with possession. Vivian obeyed, thighs splaying wide, exposing her glistening pussy, lips swollen and pink from earlier. Charlotte dropped to her knees, no hesitation, hands gripping those sculpted thighs, thumbs digging bruises into the powerful muscle. Her mouth descended, tongue flattening over Vivian's clit in a long, slow lick that had Vivian's hips bucking.

		"Oh god - Charlotte!" Vivian's fingers tangled in Charlotte's hair, pulling her closer. Charlotte devoured her, lips sealing around the clit, sucking hard while two fingers plunged deep into Vivian's soaking heat. The stretch burned sweet, walls clenching as Charlotte pumped, curling to hit that spot inside, thumb circling her entrance teasingly. Wet sounds filled the room - slurps, moans, the table creaking under Vivian's writhing.

		Charlotte's free hand reached up, twisting Vivian's nipple again, the dual assault shattering her. "Come on my tongue," she demanded between licks, voice muffled against dripping folds. Vivian shattered, orgasm ripping through her, juices flooding Charlotte's mouth as her thighs clamped around that smirking face, body convulsing, a raw scream echoing off the walls.

		Charlotte didn't stop, lapping every drop, fingers thrusting through the pulses until Vivian was a trembling mess. Rising, she kissed her, sharing the taste - Vivian's own tangy release - tongues sliding filthy and deep. Vivian's hands explored, one cupping Charlotte's ass, squeezing the firm muscle, the other diving between her legs. Charlotte was drenched, pussy lips slick, clit engorged and begging.

		"Your turn," Vivian panted, pushing Charlotte back onto the table. She straddled one lean thigh, grinding her oversensitive core against it for friction as she worked Charlotte open. Two fingers first, sliding into tight heat, then three, stretching her wide. Charlotte groaned, high breasts heaving, scar pulling wide as her head fell back.

		"Fuck me harder," Charlotte demanded, but her eyes held that hidden wound melting away - trust, finally. Vivian obeyed, thrusting deep, palm slapping against Charlotte's clit with each pump. Her mouth claimed a breast, sucking the nipple raw, biting just enough to sting. Charlotte's hips rolled up, fucking herself on Vivian's hand, inner walls fluttering.

		"More - give me everything." Charlotte's hand guided Vivian's free one to her throat, a light press - consent clear in her gaze. Vivian squeezed gently, dominance flipping, thumb stroking the pulse point as her fingers pistoned faster. Charlotte's clit she ground against Vivian's palm, chasing release.

		They moved as one now, bodies synced - Vivian's full hips rocking, grinding her clit on Charlotte's thigh, the slick slide building her toward another peak. Charlotte came first, a guttural cry tearing free as her pussy clamped vise-like around Vivian's fingers, release gushing hot over her hand, soaking the table. The sight, the feel - Charlotte undone, vulnerable - tipped Vivian over again, her second orgasm crashing as she rode that thigh, juices smearing Charlotte's skin.

		They collapsed together, panting, limbs entangled, foreheads pressed. Aftershocks rippled, pussies still twitching emptily. Charlotte's fingers traced Vivian's scar-knee soothingly. "We're in this. No abandonment. No suppression."

		Vivian nodded, clarity sharpening. "The final plan - use this testimony. Lang's last barrier is the primary sponsor waiver. We leverage the board's validation: joint presser tomorrow, expose his emails publicly. Refs back us, fans rally. Qualifier slot locks, World Cup phase final."

		Charlotte's smirk returned, true and fierce, as she nipped Vivian's lip. "And tonight? We finish what we started. Properly."

		They dressed slowly, alliance unbreakable, bodies marked, souls aligned. Lang's silhouette was a shadow now - defeat scripted. The central objective surged forward, both committed, hands linked as they exited the room, heat promising endless nights ahead.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 21

		

		The Final Affidavit

		

		

		Their hands remained clasped as they stepped from the league review board hearing room, the heavy door clicking shut behind them like a seal on their forged pact. The corridor stretched dim and echoing, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, but Charlotte Quill felt the heat of Vivian Ashton's palm anchoring her, a tether against the ghosts of old betrayals. Victor Lang's parting glare lingered in her mind - his final call had come mid-testimony, a veiled threat whispered through a board aide about sponsor pullouts - but it glanced off their unity now.

		Elena Vargas waited at the antechamber's far end, tablet in hand, her sharp bob haircut framing a face etched with quiet resolve. "The suite's cleared," she said, falling into step beside them. "Notary kit's ready. Victor's move accelerated everything; board reconvenes at dawn for the sponsor waiver vote."

		Vivian Ashton's fingers tightened briefly in Charlotte's, her thumb brushing the off-center scar on Charlotte's lower lip in a silent promise. They moved as a unit down the service elevator, the descent humming with unspoken tension, bodies still humming from the table's wreckage upstairs. Charlotte caught Vivian's reflection in the polished doors - those powerful thighs flexing under her slacks, a faint flush staining her neck where Charlotte's teeth had marked her hours ago.

		The private preparation suite at league headquarters opened with Elena's keycard, a stark contrast to the hearing room's formality: sleek black table dominating the center, walls lined with screens frozen on championship foul footage, a side counter holding coffee thermoses and legal pads. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the empty training pitches, night cloaking the turf in shadow. Charlotte released Vivian's hand first, striding to the table to spread her notes - emails, timestamps, the third-path statute printouts they'd clawed from obscurity.

		"Lock it down," Charlotte said, voice low and commanding, shedding the hearing room's vulnerability like a second skin. Her lean frame coiled with focus, jersey swapped for a fitted black tee that hugged the subtle shift of her chest with each breath. She jabbed a finger at the foul replay paused mid-frame: her cleat clipping Vivian's knee, the infamous tangle that birthed this war. "Lang's barrier is the primary sponsor waiver. They balk at 'image risk' unless we flip it. Joint statement's validated us; now we notarize the affidavit tying his emails to the rigged review. Elena, you're the witness - stamp it clean."

		Vivian nodded, sliding into the chair opposite, her full hips settling with a soft creak. She rubbed the half-moon scar on her left knee absentmindedly, the gesture pulling at Charlotte's gut - a tell of the anxiety she'd once mistaken for weakness. "Refs corroborated the angle; fans are trending #FoulTruth. Presser tomorrow buries him." Her eyes met Charlotte's, dark with the memory of slick thighs and shared release, but steel now. "We hit every beat."

		Elena unpacked her kit - gold notary seal, ink pad, affidavits in triplicate - her movements precise, betraying no hint of the personal stake she'd confessed weeks back: her own sidelined career under Lang's thumb. "Signatures here," she directed, sliding pages across. But as pens scratched, Charlotte's phone buzzed - Lang's number flashing like a venomous strike.

		She answered on speaker, smirking as his voice slithered through. "Quill. Ashton. Pulling out all stops? Sponsors called me. Your little love story's toxic - waiver dies tomorrow."

		Vivian's pen froze mid-loop, color draining from her face. Charlotte leaned into the table, her free hand finding Vivian's under it, squeezing hard enough to bruise. "Bluff, Victor. Board's already leaning; your emails are public record now. Step off or watch the qualifier slip from your grasp."

		A pause, then his laugh - cold, calculated. "Test me. Dawn. You'll beg." Click.

		The room thickened, pressure coiling like a spring. Elena exhaled sharply. "He's probing. Ignore it."

		But Vivian's scar-rubbing intensified, her reserved facade cracking just enough for Charlotte to see the storm beneath - the rigid family echoes, the suppression she'd shattered upstairs. Charlotte stood, rounding the table in two strides, her palm cupping Vivian's jaw, tilting it up. "Eyes on me." Her voice dropped, intimate thunder. "We don't bend. Not now."

		Vivian's breath hitched, gaze locking with Charlotte's - raw need flickering amid the strategy. Elena cleared her throat discreetly, busying herself with seals, but the air crackled, charged from their unfinished edge. Charlotte's thumb traced Vivian's lower lip, parting it slightly, the lean-muscled press of her body invading Vivian's space. "Feel that?" she murmured, low enough for only them. "That's us. Unbreakable."

		Vivian surged up, chair scraping, her hands fisting Charlotte's shirt, yanking her close. Their mouths crashed, desperate and devouring - no preamble, just the pent-up fury of Lang's call igniting into flame. Tongues tangled, teeth nipping, Charlotte tasting coffee and victory on Vivian's lips. She shoved Vivian back against the table's edge, papers scattering like confetti, affidavits fluttering to the floor.

		"Fuck the call," Vivian gasped, her sculpted thighs parting instinctively as Charlotte wedged between them. Hands roamed - Vivian's nails raking down Charlotte's back, bunching the tee to expose taut abs glistening with a sheen of sweat. Charlotte growled, palming one of Vivian's heavy breasts through her blouse, thumb circling the hardening nipple until it peaked like a ripe berry.

		Elena averted her eyes, stacking documents with exaggerated focus, but Charlotte didn't care - this was their fuel, their proof against abandonment. She ripped open Vivian's blouse buttons popping like gunfire, bra shoved aside to bare those lush curves. Her mouth descended, latching onto a nipple, sucking hard enough to hollow her cheeks, tongue flicking the tip while her teeth grazed the areola. Vivian arched, a moan ripping free, her hips grinding up against Charlotte's core, the friction sparking through denim.

		"Charlotte - God, yes." Vivian's fingers dove into Charlotte's hair, tugging the dark strands, guiding her lower. Charlotte obliged, dropping to her knees on the suite carpet, yanking Vivian's slacks and panties down in one brutal tug. Those powerful thighs framed a glistening pussy, lips swollen and slick from earlier, clit peeking like a pearl begging worship.

		Charlotte spread her wide, thumbs parting the folds to expose the dripping entrance. "Mine," she rasped, breath hot against the sensitive flesh. Her tongue plunged in first, spearing deep, lapping the tangy cream that flooded her mouth - musky, addictive, Vivian's arousal coating her chin. Vivian bucked, keening, one hand bracing the table, the other clutching Charlotte's shoulder, nails digging crescents.

		Elena coughed politely. "Affidavits need both signatures. I'll... step out, seal them in the hall." Door clicked shut, leaving them alone, the lock engaging with finality.

		Charlotte dove deeper, tongue-fucking Vivian's hole with relentless thrusts, nose bumping her clit on every drive. Vivian's juices smeared her face, dripping down her neck, the scent heady and primal. She sucked the inner lips into her mouth, nibbling gently, then flattened her tongue to lap broad strokes up the slit, circling the clit without mercy - flick, suck, nibble - building the rhythm that made Vivian's thighs quake.

		"Inside - fingers, now," Vivian begged, voice wrecked, her vulnerability laid bare as she rubbed that scarred knee against Charlotte's arm. Charlotte rose just enough to slide two fingers home, curling them against the front wall, stroking the spongy spot that made Vivian's eyes roll back. Her mouth sealed over the clit, sucking hard, vibrations humming from her growl as she pumped - wet, obscene squelches filling the suite.

		Vivian's walls clenched, fluttering wildly, but Charlotte pulled back, denying the peak. "Not yet. Say it - we're locked in. No fracture."

		Vivian whimpered, hips chasing, but her eyes burned fierce. "Locked. Committed. Fuck me through it."

		Three fingers now, stretching her wide, thumb grinding the clit in slick circles. Charlotte's free hand snaked up, pinching a nipple, twisting until pain bloomed into pleasure. Vivian shattered, pussy spasming in rhythmic pulses, squirting hot and clear over Charlotte's wrist, soaking her arm to the elbow. The gush drenched the table edge, puddling on the floor, Vivian's cries echoing off the windows - raw, unfiltered surrender.

		Charlotte didn't stop, riding the orgasm, fingers milking every aftershock until Vivian sagged, trembling. But hunger roared in Charlotte now, her own pussy throbbing, soaked through jeans. She stripped efficiently, kicking denim aside, her high, firm tits bouncing free, nipples tight diamonds. Straddling Vivian's lap on the chair, she gripped the backrest, lowering her dripping cunt onto Vivian's thigh - slick lips parting around the firm muscle, clit dragging in a delicious grind.

		Vivian recovered fast, hands gripping Charlotte's ass, spreading her cheeks as she rocked. "My turn to wreck you." Her fingers found Charlotte's entrance, two plunging deep, thumb pressing her back hole teasingly - no breach, just pressure building the fire. Charlotte rode hard, tits jiggling with each slam, her scar-pulled smirk twisting in ecstasy.

		"Faster - thumb in," Charlotte demanded, grinding down, inner muscles rippling around Vivian's fingers. The thumb breached shallowly, stretching her ass just enough to spark white-hot pleasure, syncing with the pussy-fuck. Vivian's mouth latched onto a breast, sucking the nipple deep, teeth scraping as her free hand slapped Charlotte's ass - sharp, stinging spanks that reddened the skin.

		Charlotte's climax built like a storm, clit sawing Vivian's thigh, juices smearing everywhere. "Choke me - light." Vivian's hand rose, fingers wrapping Charlotte's throat, squeezing just right - air restricted, pulse thundering under her palm. The edge flipped Charlotte over, orgasm exploding in a full-body convulsion, pussy gushing around the thrusting fingers, ass clenching the invading thumb. She screamed Vivian's name, vision blurring, body convulsing in endless waves.

		They slumped, sweat-slick and spent, pussies twitching in sync. Charlotte nuzzled Vivian's neck, tasting salt. "Plan's ironclad. We own tomorrow."

		Elena knocked softly, reentering with sealed docs. "Notarized. Third-path statute embedded. You're set."

		Vivian and Charlotte disentangled slowly, dressing amid scattered papers, bodies marked anew - hickeys blooming, thighs sticky. They signed the final lines side-by-side, hands steady, alliance tempered in fire.

		As Elena gathered files, Charlotte's phone buzzed again - board alert: Lang's counter-motion filed pre-dawn. Vivian's eyes hardened. "He won't wait."

		Charlotte smirked, pulling Vivian close one last time. "Let him come. We're ready."

		Dawn loomed, the boardroom beckoning with its verdict.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 22

		

		The Boardroom Presentation

		

		

		The boardroom doors swung open at precisely 8:00 AM, the heavy oak panels admitting a flood of sterile morning light that sliced through the league review board hearing room like a referee's whistle. Vivian Ashton strode in first, her pulse still thrumming from the night's frenzy, thighs chafed beneath her tailored black slacks - a secret abrasion from Charlotte's relentless grinding that grounded her in their forged alliance. Charlotte Quill followed a step behind, exuding coiled menace in a crisp white blouse that hugged her lithe torso, the faint outline of fresh bite marks from Vivian's teeth pressing against the fabric like hidden tattoos. Elena Vargas trailed them, clutching the leather portfolio stamped with the league's seal, her notary stamp glinting like a talisman. Victor Lang was already there, perched at the defendant's table like a vulture, his silver hair slicked back, eyes gleaming with the predatory confidence of a man who'd clawed his way to power on buried scandals.

		The five board members - stern-faced executives in power suits - sat elevated behind a mahogany dais, their nameplates catching the light: Commissioner Hale, Sponsors' Rep Torres, Legal Chief Patel, Players' Advocate Ruiz, and Operations Director Kim. The room smelled of polished wood and stale coffee, the air thick with the weight of futures hanging on this verdict. Vivian's half-moon scar itched on her knee as she took her seat beside Charlotte, a nervous tic she suppressed by clenching her jaw. They were here to deploy the ironclad plan: the notarized affidavit leveraging the third-path statute, their joint testimony reframed as player protection, dismantling Lang's sponsor stranglehold that had kept the championship foul ruling intact.

		"Ms. Ashton, Ms. Quill," Commissioner Hale intoned, her voice amplified by the room's acoustics, "you've requested this emergency session to challenge the disciplinary ruling on the championship foul. Victor Lang represents the league's sponsorship interests. Proceed."

		Vivian rose, smoothing her blouse over the subtle curve of her hips, the fabric whispering against skin still hypersensitive from Charlotte's mouth. She activated the projector, the screen flickering to life with the meticulously edited match tape - the infamous foul where Charlotte's cleat had caught Vivian's knee, reframed not as malice but as the chaotic byproduct of Lang-orchestrated pressure tactics. "Board members," Vivian began, her voice steady, laced with the quiet authority she'd claimed in the suite's shadows, "the ruling ignored player protection statutes under Article 17-C. This affidavit," she nodded to Elena, who slid the documents forward with mechanical precision, "proves the foul stemmed from manipulated training regimens pushed by General Manager Lang to favor sponsors. Our unedited testimony validates it."

		Elena leaned into the microphone. "Notarized at 5:47 AM. Third-path statute embedded - full honesty without image contract breach."

		Murmurs rippled through the board. Torres, the sponsors' rep, leaned forward, brow furrowed. Charlotte stood then, her lean frame cutting a sharp silhouette against the screen, that off-center scar tugging her lower lip into a defiant half-grin as she synced the next slide: financial trails linking Lang's "consultants" to the intensified drills. "Lang buried this to protect his pockets," Charlotte said, her tone a velvet blade. "We risked everything - separately, then together - to surface it. Overturn the ruling. Restore the qualifier slot."

		Lang shot to his feet, his face flushing crimson. "Objection! This is a witch hunt by bitter players." He slammed a USB drive into the room's console, the screen hijacking to a grainy clip: Vivian and Charlotte in the film room, bodies entangled on the floor, Charlotte's jersey rucked up, Vivian's hands buried between her thighs, moans echoing tinny through the speakers. Gasps erupted. Vivian's stomach dropped - the private footage threat, the one Lang had dangled like a noose. How? It wasn't supposed to surface here.

		"Counter-video," Lang sneered, pacing like a litigator on a kill. "Their 'alliance' is a sham. Extortion via scandal. Sponsors pull funding if this stands - millions lost. Uphold the ruling, or the league crumbles."

		The board shifted uneasily. Ruiz whispered to Patel; Kim's pen hovered, frozen. Vivian's mind raced, the plan fracturing under this ambush. Sponsors' influence was Lang's fortress - without it neutralized, no overturn. Charlotte's hand brushed hers under the table, a fleeting anchor of heat, calluses rough from endless sprints. But the board's eyes darted to the screen, frozen on Charlotte's arched back, Vivian's fingers glistening as they plunged deep.

		Vivian opened her mouth to counter, but Charlotte beat her to it, rising with predatory grace. "Enough games, Lang." Her voice cracked like a whip. "You leaked that to bury us. But if it's leverage you want..." She paused, locking eyes with Hale. "Suspend me. Three matches. Validate their testimony. Prove the foul was clean intent under pressure - no malice, just survival. I take the hit; you get your optics."

		The room stilled. Vivian whipped her head toward Charlotte, heart slamming. Unplanned - this wasn't the script. Charlotte's gaze met hers, fierce and unyielding, the vulnerability of her abandonment scars flashing raw beneath the dominance: I won't lose you to this. Elena's eyes widened, portfolio clutched tighter. Lang barked a laugh. "A suspension? That's your sacrifice? Pathetic theater."

		But the board leaned in. Torres tapped his tablet. "Player-initiated penalty... could sway sponsors. Shows accountability."

		Vivian gripped the table's edge, knuckles white, her sculpted thighs tensing under the slacks. This tipped it - Charlotte's offer turned Lang's weapon into their blade, the testimony now ironclad with self-inflicted cost. Yet the vote loomed, hanging by a thread. Hale cleared her throat. "Bold, Ms. Quill. We'll deliberate. Five minutes."

		The board recessed to chambers, leaving the four in suffocating silence. Lang smirked, retreating to his corner, phone already buzzing with spin. Elena murmured, "That was... chess." But Vivian rounded on Charlotte, voice low and urgent, pulling her into the shadowed alcove by the water station. "What the fuck? Suspension? We had the statute!"

		Charlotte backed her against the wall, bodies inches apart, the heat of her radiating through thin fabric. "Plan B. He blindsided us - your face when that video hit? They saw weakness. This sways them." Her breath ghosted Vivian's ear, lips brushing the lobe. "Trust me."

		Vivian's resolve cracked, the room's tension igniting the embers from dawn. She fisted Charlotte's blouse, yanking her closer, mouths crashing in a desperate clash - tongues tangling, teeth nipping. Charlotte's high, firm breasts pressed into Vivian's softer curves, nipples hardening to peaks that scraped through layers. "You're wrecking me again," Vivian gasped, hand sliding down to cup Charlotte's ass, squeezing the muscled globe marked from last night's slaps.

		Charlotte growled, hiking Vivian's blouse, palm diving under the waistband of her slacks to find her core already slick. "Good. Need you wet for this." Two fingers speared her pussy without preamble, curling against the front wall, thumb circling her swollen clit. Vivian bit her lip to stifle a moan, thighs parting instinctively, full hips bucking into the thrust. The alcove shielded them barely - Lang's back turned, Elena pretending to review files - but the risk amped the fire.

		"Fuck, you're soaked," Charlotte whispered, free hand kneading Vivian's breast, pinching the nipple until it throbbed. Vivian retaliated, shoving a hand into Charlotte's skirt, fingers breaching her drenched folds, the scar on her knee pulsing with anxious heat as she rubbed it unconsciously against Charlotte's leg. They finger-fucked in frantic rhythm, pussies clenching around invading digits, juices trickling down thighs. Charlotte's off-center scar twisted with her gasp as Vivian's thumb grazed her asshole, pressing the puckered ring without entering, building that teasing pressure.

		"Harder - make me come before they vote," Charlotte demanded, her lean muscles flexing, breasts heaving against Vivian's arm. Vivian obeyed, adding a third finger, stretching Charlotte's cunt wide, the wet squelch obscene in the hush. Charlotte mirrored, scissoring inside Vivian, hitting her G-spot with brutal precision. Their clits ground together through soaked panties nudged aside, sparks exploding. Sweat beaded on Vivian's cleavage, Charlotte's mouth latching there, sucking a fresh hickey amid the swell.

		The orgasm built savage - Vivian's walls fluttered, clamping Charlotte's fingers as she shattered, a muffled cry into Charlotte's neck, pussy gushing in rhythmic pulses that soaked her slacks. Charlotte followed seconds later, body shuddering, inner thighs quivering as her release flooded Vivian's hand, ass clenching under the teasing thumb. They panted, foreheads pressed, fingers withdrawing slick and slow, the air thick with their mingled musk.

		Elena cleared her throat discreetly. "Board's reconvening."

		They disentangled, straightening clothes with trembling hands - Vivian's lips swollen, Charlotte's cheeks flushed. Back at the table, Hale returned. "Ms. Quill's suspension offer accepted - two matches, probationary. Testimony validated. Debate on the ruling..."

		Lang lunged. "No! Sponsors - "

		But Torres cut him off. "Influenced, but swayed." The board murmured, hands rising one by one. The vote teetered, eyes on Hale's gavel, the qualifier slot one breath from salvation - or ruin.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 23

		

		The Deadline Vote

		

		

		Hale's gavel hovered, the room's tension coiling like a spring ready to snap. Charlotte Quill's pulse thundered in her ears, her body still humming from the illicit frenzy under the table - Vivian's slick fingers had left her core aching, panties clinging damply to her swollen lips. She stole a glance at Vivian Ashton, whose full lips parted in a silent breath, her sculpted thighs shifting subtly beneath the tablecloth, that familiar half-moon mark on her knee hidden but pulsing with the same residual heat Charlotte had felt grinding against her calf moments ago.

		The board members' hands lingered mid-air, votes half-cast in the charged hush. Victor Lang's face twisted, veins bulging at his temples, his final lunge for control hanging by a thread. "This is manipulation!" he barked, slamming a fist on his folder. "The sponsors demand - "

		"Enough, Mr. Lang." Hale's voice sliced through, steady as steel. The chairwoman's eyes flicked to Charlotte, then Vivian, weighing the suspension offer like a bargaining chip. "Ms. Quill's willingness to sacrifice her own record speaks louder than any counter-video. We've reviewed the affidavit, the timestamps, the unedited footage Elena Vargas notarized. The foul was incidental contact, not malice. All in favor of overturning the ruling?"

		Hands rose - Torres first, then Ramirez, the murmur building like a wave cresting. Charlotte's lean frame tensed, high breasts rising with a sharp inhale, the fabric of her blouse whispering against sensitized skin. Five ayes. Lang's mouth opened, but Hale's gavel cracked down before his protest could form. "Motion passes. Six to three. The disciplinary ruling is overturned. The team's World Cup qualifier slot is secured, effective immediately."

		The room erupted in low exclamations, chairs scraping as board members nodded approvals. Elena Vargas leaned forward, her notary stamp clicking finality onto the docket. "Official acceptance logged. Congratulations - barriers cleared."

		Lang staggered back, his influence crumbling in the public vote like ash. "This isn't over," he snarled, but his voice cracked, eyes darting wildly as aides pulled him toward the exit. The door thudded shut behind him, sealing his defeat at the deadline's final second.

		Stillness crashed in. Charlotte stood beside Vivian, their shoulders brushing in the sudden void, the central threat - fourteen days of grinding pressure - evaporated. No more affidavits, no more levers. Just victory, raw and echoing. Vivian's hand found hers under the table, fingers intertwining slick with unspoken triumph, her palm warm and trembling. Charlotte squeezed back, her off-center lip scar twitching into a private smirk only Vivian would catch.

		Elena gathered her papers, shooting them a knowing glance. "You two pulled it off. Clean." She nodded to Hale, who adjourned with a final rap. The board filed out, murmurs fading down the hall.

		Alone now, save for the echo of footsteps, Charlotte turned to Vivian. Her rival - no, her everything - looked dazed, full hips swaying as she rose fully, uniform skirt creased from their earlier frenzy. "We did it," Vivian whispered, voice husky, eyes glassy with the weight lifting.

		Charlotte's dominant fire reignited, the adrenaline twisting into something feral. "Damn right we did." She yanked Vivian close by the waist, crushing their bodies together, mouths colliding in a bruising kiss. Tongues tangled, tasting salt and victory, Charlotte's hands roaming down to grip those powerful thighs, thumbs digging into the firm muscle that had clenched around her fingers minutes ago. Vivian moaned into her, hands fisting Charlotte's blouse, popping buttons to expose the swell of her firm chest, nipples pebbling instantly under the cool air.

		"Fuck, I've needed this," Charlotte growled, shoving Vivian back against the presentation table, papers scattering like confetti. The hearing room, once a battlefield, became their altar. She hiked Vivian's skirt, exposing drenched panties shoved aside earlier, pussy lips glistening, still puffy from their frantic fucking. Charlotte dropped to her knees, inhaling the musky triumph of Vivian's arousal, and buried her face between those sculpted thighs.

		Vivian's half-moon scar flexed as she spread her legs wider, one hand threading into Charlotte's hair, pulling hard. "Eat me, Quill. Make me scream our win." Charlotte obliged, tongue lashing flat against Vivian's clit, sucking the swollen nub between her lips, teeth grazing just enough to spark electricity. Juices flooded her mouth, tangy and hot, Vivian's hips bucking to grind her cunt against Charlotte's smirking mouth. She speared two fingers inside, curling to stroke that spongy G-spot, the wet slurp echoing off the wood-paneled walls.

		Vivian's walls fluttered, clenching greedily, her full breasts heaving as she yanked her own blouse open, pinching dark nipples until they ached red. "Yes - deeper, fuck me like you own it." Charlotte added a third finger, stretching Vivian wide, thumb circling her asshole again, pressing the tight ring until it winked open, dipping just the tip inside. Vivian shattered, back arching off the table, a guttural cry ripping free as her pussy spasmed, squirting arcs of clear fluid that soaked Charlotte's chin and dripped down her neck.

		Not done. Charlotte rose, shedding her skirt in one fluid motion, her lean-muscled legs gleaming with sweat. She boosted Vivian fully onto the table, positioning her on her back, knees hooked over Charlotte's shoulders. Their pussies aligned, clits kissing through sheer heat, Charlotte grinding down hard, scissoring their soaked folds together. Vivian's juices smeared across Charlotte's inner thighs, mixing with her own dripping arousal, the friction building savage friction-sparks.

		"Ride it," Vivian demanded, hands clawing Charlotte's ass, nails biting crescents into pale skin. Charlotte flexed her core, rolling her hips in brutal circles, clits throbbing in sync, breasts bouncing with each thrust - high and firm, nipples dragging across Vivian's softer curves. Sweat slicked their bodies, the scar on Charlotte's lower lip pulling taut as she gasped, pleasure coiling low. "Come with me - fill me up."

		Vivian reached between them, fingers plunging into Charlotte's cunt, four now, stretching her to the brink, palm slapping her clit with each pump. Charlotte retaliated, pinching Vivian's nipple chain - twisting, tugging - while her free hand slapped Vivian's thigh, leaving a pink handprint blooming over that scarred knee. The pain-pleasure snapped them both: Charlotte's orgasm exploded first, walls milking Vivian's fingers in vise-tight pulses, cream gushing in hot waves that trickled down to her asshole, clenching rhythmically. Vivian followed, howling, her release drenching Charlotte's hand, thighs quaking as she rubbed her scar frantically against Charlotte's hip.

		They collapsed in a tangle, panting, bodies fused in sticky bliss. Charlotte licked a stripe up Vivian's neck, tasting salt. "No more hiding. You're mine."

		Vivian's eyes softened, vulnerability cracking through her post-climax glow. "And you're not getting rid of me." They disentangled slowly, dressing amid scattered files, the room reeking of sex and success.

		Elena poked her head back in, eyebrow arched at their disheveled states - Vivian's swollen lips, Charlotte's mussed hair - but said nothing, just slid a sealed envelope across the table. "Official confirmation. World Cup qualifiers locked. Lang's done - investigation pending on his leaks."

		Victory sealed. They stood shoulder-to-shoulder, hands brushing, the stillness wrapping them like a promise. But as the door clicked shut behind Elena, Charlotte caught Vivian rubbing her knee again, that anxious tell flickering despite the win.

		The high lingered, but something quieter pulled at them both - a need to walk it off, to breathe where it started.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 24

		

		The Quiet Bench

		

		

		Vivian Ashton's fingers dug into the familiar half-moon scar on her left knee, the rough texture grounding her as the hearing room's sterile air clung to her skin. Charlotte's gaze flicked to the motion, that off-center scar on her lower lip twitching in silent understanding. Without a word, they slipped out past the lingering board members, Elena's nod trailing them like a benediction. The drive to the championship stadium was a blur - headquarters fading in the rearview, the city's pulse slowing as they pulled into the deserted lot under a bruised evening sky. The gates were unlocked, a perk of Charlotte's lingering access, and they walked in silence across the vast, empty field, grass whispering under their sneakers. The player bench loomed ahead, weathered wood scarred from seasons of triumphs and heartbreaks, the very spot where the foul had shattered everything fourteen days ago.

		Vivian sank onto the bench first, the slats cool against her thighs, still tender from their earlier frenzy. Charlotte lowered herself beside her, close enough that their shoulders brushed, the heat of her lean frame seeping through Vivian's thin sweater. The stadium stretched silent around them - towering stands like hollowed-out giants, floodlights dimmed to a faint hum, the goalposts stark against the horizon. No crowds, no whistles, no Victor Lang's shadow. Just them, and the weight of what they'd clawed back from the brink.

		"You rubbed it the second Elena left," Charlotte murmured, her voice low, gravel-edged from the day's strain. She didn't reach for Vivian's hand - not yet. Instead, she stretched her long legs out, cleats dangling off the edge, the muscles in her calves flexing subtly. "High's crashing. Talk to me."

		Vivian exhaled, staring at the pitch where it had all gone wrong. Her full hips shifted on the hard seat, sculpted thighs pressing together as the adrenaline ebbed, leaving a hollow ache. "I keep seeing it. The near-misses. That counter-video Lang pulled - god, if you hadn't thrown yourself on the sword with that suspension bluff..." She trailed off, rubbing her scar harder, the skin whitening under her thumb. "We almost lost the qualifier. My career. Your shot at the World Cup. And that footage he leaked - the private one. Us, in the hotel after the first review. If it had gone public..."

		Charlotte's jaw tightened, her high cheekbones casting sharp shadows in the fading light. "He can't touch it now. Board's got him under a microscope - leaks, tampering, the works. But yeah." She leaned back, arms draped over the bench's backrest, her jersey riding up to expose a sliver of toned abdomen, faint red marks from Vivian's nails still visible. "I keep replaying the vote. That last second, his face when they shut him down. We won, Viv. But fuck, the cost."

		Vivian turned to her, eyes tracing the pull of that lip scar as Charlotte worried it between her teeth. "The cost. You sacrificed your clean record for me. For us. I was so rigid coming into this - rules, affidavits, justice on paper. My family drilled that into me: suppress it all, play straight, never crack. And then you..." Her voice thickened, vulnerability bleeding through the cracks she'd spent a lifetime sealing. "You pinned me in that film room, made me feel things I didn't know existed. Women. You. It's not a phase, Charlotte. This bi awakening - it's real. Terrifying, but real. I almost lost you to it, to my own denial."

		Charlotte's breath hitched, her provocateur's mask slipping to reveal the raw underbelly. She shifted closer, knee nudging Vivian's scarred one, a deliberate press. "Terrifying for me too. Everyone bolts when it gets heavy - coaches who promised the world, lovers who couldn't handle the spotlight. I push, I dominate, because if I don't, they leave first. That footage? Lang dangling it like a bomb. I thought it'd break us before the vote even hit. Thought you'd run back to your safe, straight life once the dust settled."

		Vivian reached out then, tentative, her palm settling on Charlotte's thigh - firm, corded muscle jumping under her touch. "I'm not running. Not from this. Not from you." Their eyes locked, the stadium's quiet amplifying every rustle of wind through the netting. Charlotte's hand covered hers, thumb stroking the back in slow circles, calluses rough from endless drills. No rush, no clash of bodies like before. This was deliberate, a tether woven in the aftermath.

		Charlotte leaned in, forehead resting against Vivian's, breaths mingling - mint from gum she'd chewed during the hearing, laced with the faint salt of dried sweat. "What we almost lost," she whispered, "was this. Not the Cup slot. Us." Her free hand rose, fingers threading into Vivian's hair, tugging gently to tilt her face up. Their lips met softly, unhurried - a brush of mouths, Charlotte's scar catching on Vivian's lower lip, a tiny spark. Vivian sighed into it, parting for Charlotte's tongue, which swept in languid, exploratory strokes, tasting her deeply without demand.

		Vivian's hands roamed, sliding up Charlotte's sides, palms flattening over the swell of her breasts - high and firm, nipples peaking against the jersey's fabric as she teased them with light circles. Charlotte hummed approval, arching just enough to press into the touch, but made no grab for more. She broke the kiss, trailing lips down Vivian's jaw, nipping the pulse point where her neck met shoulder, sucking a gentle mark that bloomed pink. "Here," Charlotte breathed, voice husky, "on this bench where it ended. We start again."

		Vivian nodded, heart pounding steady now, not frantic. She tugged Charlotte's jersey up and off in one smooth pull, exposing sun-kissed skin, those breasts freed to the cool air - pert nipples tightening further, begging. Vivian cupped them, thumbs flicking the peaks, drawing a soft moan from Charlotte that echoed faintly off the stands. Charlotte reciprocated, peeling Vivian's sweater away, bra following, her mouth descending to latch onto one dusky nipple. She suckled slow, tongue swirling wet patterns, teeth grazing just enough to send zings straight to Vivian's core. Vivian's full breasts heaved with each pull, hips canting forward instinctively, but Charlotte held her steady with a hand on her waist - grounding, choosing patience.

		They shifted, Charlotte guiding Vivian to lie back along the bench, wood creaking under her weight. Vivian's legs parted, skirt hiking up to reveal lace panties already darkening with arousal. Charlotte knelt between them, eyes dark with reverence rather than hunger, tracing the scar on Vivian's knee with reverent fingers before kissing it - open-mouthed, lingering. "This mark," she murmured against the skin, "your armor. Let me worship it." Her lips climbed, inner thighs quivering under the path, until she nuzzled Vivian's mound through the fabric, inhaling her scent - musky, aroused.

		Vivian threaded fingers into Charlotte's short-cropped hair, guiding without force. "Please." Charlotte hooked the panties aside, exposing Vivian's slick folds - puffy, glistening, clit swollen and peeking from its hood. She blew a cool breath over it, watching Vivian twitch, then extended her tongue for a flat, broad lick from entrance to peak. Vivian gasped, back arching off the bench, the sensation electric but drawn out - Charlotte lapping in unhurried sweeps, savoring every drop of her cream. She delved deeper, tongue fucking into Vivian's channel, walls fluttering around the intrusion, before retreating to circle the clit with feather-light flicks.

		"Oh god, Charlotte..." Vivian's thighs clamped around her head, sculpted muscles flexing, but Charlotte pried them wider, pinning one with her shoulder. Two fingers slid in easily, curling to stroke that spongy spot inside, pumping slow and deep while her mouth sealed over the clit, sucking rhythmically. Vivian's hips rolled, chasing the build - not a sprint, but a simmer, pleasure coiling tight in her belly. Charlotte added a third finger, stretching her deliciously, the wet sounds obscene in the empty stadium - schlick, schlick - as she scissored them, thumb now rubbing Vivian's back entrance in teasing circles.

		Vivian's free hand found her own breast, pinching the nipple hard, syncing with Charlotte's thrusts. The emotional floodgates cracked wider: "I choose this. You. Every day, after all the shit we survived." Tears pricked her eyes, mixing with the sweat beading on her temples. Charlotte lifted her head, chin slick, eyes fierce. "Me too. No more ghosts." She plunged back down, humming vibrations against Vivian's clit, fingers pistoning faster now but still controlled, building the wave deliberately.

		Vivian shattered with a keening cry that bounced off the rafters - orgasm rolling through her in deep, pulsing waves, cunt clenching around Charlotte's fingers, gushing clear fluid that soaked Charlotte's palm and dripped onto the bench. She rode it out, thighs trembling, rubbing her scar against Charlotte's arm in frantic gratitude. Charlotte eased her through it, licking softly until Vivian tugged her up.

		Their mouths crashed together, Vivian tasting herself on Charlotte's tongue - tangy, intimate. She flipped them with surprising strength, athletic power surging as she straddled Charlotte's lap, grinding her soaked core against the ridge of Charlotte's shorts. Charlotte's hands gripped Vivian's ass, kneading the full curves, but let Vivian lead. Vivian stripped her bottom half bare - shorts and underwear yanked down, revealing Charlotte's lean hips, trimmed patch above her dripping slit. Vivian ground their clits together, slick folds sliding in delicious friction, breasts swaying as she rocked.

		Charlotte's hands explored - up Vivian's back, down to spread her cheeks, a finger circling her asshole before dipping in shallowly, matching Vivian's rhythm. "Yes - fuck, Viv, just like that." Their movements synced, hips circling in tandem, clits throbbing with each pass. Vivian leaned down, capturing a nipple between her teeth, biting down as Charlotte's scar-pulled smirk dissolved into open-mouthed gasps. Pleasure crested for Charlotte then - body seizing, inner walls visible clenching as she came, cream coating Vivian's mound, asshole puckering around the probing finger.

		They slumped together, Vivian draped over Charlotte, hearts hammering in unison. Simple touches followed - fingers tracing collarbones, palms stroking damp hair, shared silence thick with choice. No desperation, just them, remade.

		As dusk deepened, Charlotte's phone buzzed from her discarded jersey - Elena's name flashing. Vivian glanced at it, a flicker of the old world intruding. "Press room tomorrow. The announcement." Charlotte silenced it, pulling Vivian closer. "Whatever it brings, we're ready." But in the quiet, Vivian felt the shift - a public gaze waiting to dissect their victory, and whatever secrets it might unearth.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 25

		

		The League Announcement

		

		

		The stadium lights hummed faintly overhead as Charlotte Quill held Vivian Ashton close on the empty bench, their sweat-damp skin cooling in the evening breeze. Vivian's breath steadied against her neck, that small half-moon mark on her knee brushing Charlotte's thigh one last time before she shifted. The silenced phone lay forgotten between them, but the weight of tomorrow pressed in anyway - the press room, the announcement, the league's eyes turning their way after months of shadows and secrets.

		"We should go," Vivian murmured, her voice husky from their shared release, fingers lingering on the jagged pull of Charlotte's lower lip scar. "Can't face Elena if we're late."

		Charlotte smirked, the scar twisting asymmetrically as she stole one more kiss, tasting the lingering salt of Vivian's skin. "Lead the way, investigator." They dressed in unhurried motions - jerseys tugged over flushed torsos, shorts straightened over still-sensitive cores - then walked hand-in-hand through the emptying stadium corridors, the echo of their footsteps a quiet rebellion against the world that had tried to tear them apart.

		By morning, the league press room buzzed with controlled chaos. Reporters clustered at the front, cameras poised like predators, while league officials milled about the polished podium. Charlotte arrived first, shoulder to shoulder with Vivian, their fingers brushing discreetly under the cover of folded arms. The air smelled of fresh coffee and printer ink, a far cry from the musk of the bench the night before. Elena Vargas spotted them immediately, weaving through the crowd with a stack of folders, her sharp eyes softening at the sight of their synchronized stance - Vivian rubbing her knee absently, Charlotte's posture a protective lean.

		"You two clean up nice," Elena said under her breath, handing Charlotte a water bottle. "Announcement in five. Victor's here - front row, looking like he swallowed glass."

		Charlotte's gaze flicked to the man slouched in the reserved seats, his suit rumpled, face gaunt under the harsh lights. No trace of the smug general manager who'd weaponized footage and fouls against them. Vivian tensed beside her, full hips shifting as she straightened her blazer, but Charlotte squeezed her elbow - a silent anchor.

		The league commissioner, a silver-haired woman named Reyes, took the podium as flashbulbs popped. "Ladies and gentlemen, following the emergency review board's vote yesterday, we are thrilled to confirm the overturning of the disciplinary ruling on the championship foul. The World Cup qualifier slot for the team is secured, effective immediately."

		Applause rippled through the room, questions erupting like fireworks. Charlotte felt Vivian's hand find hers under the table they'd claimed at the side, palm slick with the ghost of nerves. Reyes held up a hand, silencing the din. "This decision restores integrity to our league. It also addresses a grave breach: leaked private footage intended to intimidate witnesses. Victor Lang, former general manager, has tendered his resignation, effective today. Institutional consequences will follow."

		Gasps and murmurs swelled. Cameras swiveled to Victor, who stood rigidly, jaw clenched, avoiding the lenses. Charlotte's pulse thrummed - not triumph, exactly, but vindication, hot and final. The man who'd dangled their stolen video like a noose, who'd nearly cost Vivian her shot at truth and Charlotte her freedom, was done. Stripped bare in public, just as he'd tried to do to them.

		Elena leaned in as Reyes fielded questions, her voice low. "That's the external validation you earned. Risked everything - suspensions, scandals - and look at it. Team culture's shifting because of you two. Vivian, especially." She turned to the woman beside Charlotte, whose cheeks flushed under the praise. "You came in rigid as a board, all rules and suppression. Now? Authentic leadership. The board saw it. Hell, I see it."

		Vivian blinked, her sculpted thighs pressing together under the table as emotion welled - raw, unfiltered. "We did it together," she said softly, eyes locking on Charlotte's. No hesitation, no old walls. Just them, side by side in the glare.

		Charlotte's chest tightened, that old abandonment scar aching faintly. But Vivian's gaze held no exit, no leaving. External eyes watched - the reporters scribbling, flashes capturing their united front - but inside, it was just this: victory not as a solo sprint, but a shared stride.

		Reyes wrapped up, inviting comments. Elena nudged them forward. "Your turn. Keep it tight."

		They approached the podium together, Vivian first, her voice steady despite the knee-rub ritual starting up again. "This ruling isn't just about a foul or a slot. It's about truth prevailing over manipulation. Charlotte Quill's testimony - and her willingness to sacrifice - turned the tide. We stand corrected, and stronger."

		Questions flew: "Ms. Quill, rumors of your suspension offer?" "Ms. Ashton, any bad blood with Lang?"

		Charlotte took the mic, her lean frame commanding the space, high breasts rising with a deep breath that drew a few lingering stares she ignored. "No bad blood. Just accountability. Victor Lang crossed lines - leaked footage is assault on privacy. The league acted. We're moving forward, qualified and united."

		Victor rose then, microphone in hand, his voice strained. "I resign with regret, but stand by my actions to protect the league's image." Boos rippled. He met Charlotte's eyes briefly - defeat etched deep - before slinking out a side door, the press room door clicking shut like a coffin lid.

		Elena caught them as they stepped down, pulling them into a quieter alcove amid the dispersing crowd. "He's gone. Really gone. And me? Advisory role's permanent now - no more temp gigs. Your win closes my arc too." She grinned, clapping Vivian's shoulder. "Proud of you both. Changed the damn landscape."

		Vivian nodded, vulnerability cracking through her poise. "Feels... surreal. Like the fourteen days were a lifetime."

		Charlotte pulled her close under the guise of a side-hug, inhaling the faint citrus of her shampoo mixed with the room's tension. "Fundamentally changed. No more pressing down our necks."

		But as Elena drifted off to chat with officials, a reporter cornered them - too close, mic thrust forward. "Ladies, off-record whispers about your... partnership? The bench footage leak mentioned intimacy - "

		Vivian's hand flew to her knee, rubbing harder. Charlotte's arm slid protectively around her waist, fingers splaying over the curve of her hip. "Private matters stay private," she said coolly, the scar on her lip pulling into a warning smirk. "Focus on the win."

		They extricated themselves, slipping into a side hallway as the room emptied. Door shut, finally alone, Charlotte pinned Vivian against the wall - not urgent like before, but deliberate, affirming. Vivian's breath hitched, full lips parting as Charlotte's mouth claimed hers, tongues tangling slow and deep. Hands roamed - Charlotte's up Vivian's blouse, palming the weight of her breast, thumb circling the hardening nipple through lace. Vivian moaned into it, legs parting instinctively, her thigh muscle flexing as Charlotte ground forward, their cores brushing through fabric in teasing pressure.

		"Fuck, Viv," Charlotte whispered, nipping her earlobe, hand sliding down to cup the heat between her legs. Fabric dampened under her fingers, Vivian's arousal seeping through. "They see us now. Strong. Together."

		Vivian arched, fingers digging into Charlotte's shoulders, nails scraping over jersey fabric. "Want you. Here. Prove it."

		No more hiding. Charlotte dropped to her knees, yanking Vivian's slacks and panties down in one fluid motion - exposing those powerful thighs, the slick folds glistening with need. She dove in without preamble, tongue flattening against Vivian's clit, lapping broad strokes that made her buck. Vivian's hands fisted Charlotte's hair, hips rolling forward, fucking her mouth with athletic precision. Charlotte hummed approval, the vibration drawing a choked cry, then sucked the swollen nub hard, two fingers plunging into Vivian's soaked channel - curling against that ridged spot inside, pumping in rhythm with her tongue's flicks.

		"Yes - Charlotte, god, deeper - " Vivian gasped, scar-rubbed knee trembling as she rode the building wave. Charlotte added a third finger, stretching her, thumb circling her asshole in slick circles before pressing in knuckle-deep. Vivian shattered - walls clenching vise-like around the intrusion, cream gushing over Charlotte's chin, thighs quaking as she cried out, muffled by her own fist.

		Charlotte rose, licking her lips clean of Vivian's tangy essence, kissing her fiercely so she could taste her own release. Vivian's hands were frantic now, shoving Charlotte's pants down, exposing her lean hips and the trimmed dark patch above her dripping slit. She spun them, pressing Charlotte face-first against the wall, breasts flattening to cool plaster as Vivian dropped behind her.

		Vivian's tongue traced her scar-pulled asscheek first, teasing, before spreading her wide. Hot breath ghosted Charlotte's puckered hole, then Vivian's tongue delved in - wet, probing laps that had Charlotte grinding back, clit throbbing untouched. "Fuck - eat me, Viv, just like that." Fingers joined - two sliding into her cunt, scissoring wide, while Vivian's mouth sucked her clit from behind, nose buried in her folds. Charlotte's high, firm chest heaved, nipples scraping the wall as pleasure coiled tight. She came with a guttural moan, inner muscles spasming, juices dripping down her thighs, asshole clenching around nothing as Vivian's tongue speared it shallowly.

		They slumped together, panting, clothes half-on in disarray. Vivian traced Charlotte's scar with a tender thumb, eyes shining. "No more threats. Just us."

		Charlotte nodded, pulling her straight - irresistibly, irrevocably. The hallway door rattled distantly - clean-up crew, maybe - but they dressed, emerging composed into the emptying press room.

		Outside, the fundamentally changed world waited: no Victor, no deadline, just open skies. But as they stepped into sunlight, Vivian's phone buzzed - Elena's text: Paperwork drop tomorrow. Domestic bliss awaits? Charlotte smirked, slinging an arm around Vivian's waist. Ordinary mornings. The real test.

		Yet in Vivian's lingering glance, Charlotte caught it - a flicker of unnamed fear, waiting to be voiced over coffee.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 26

		

		The Morning Coffee Ritual

		

		

		The drive home blurred into a haze of golden afternoon light slicing through the windshield, Vivian's hand resting possessively on Charlotte's thigh as the city streets gave way to their quiet neighborhood. No words passed between them - just the easy rhythm of breaths syncing, the faint stickiness between Vivian's legs a secret reminder of the press room frenzy. By the time they pulled into the driveway of the shared apartment, the sun dipped low, painting the kitchen windows in warm amber as they tumbled inside, shedding jackets and kicking off shoes in the entryway.

		That night unfolded in languid waves: showers taken together, soap-slick bodies gliding under the spray, fingers lingering on fresh curves without demand. They ate takeout on the couch, thighs pressed close, Vivian's foot hooked over Charlotte's calf. Sleep came early, tangled in sheets that smelled of laundry softener and lingering arousal, bodies spooned tight against the chill of ordinary life settling in.

		Morning light filtered through half-drawn blinds, pulling Vivian awake first. Charlotte's arm draped heavy across her waist, breath warm against her neck. She slipped free gently, padding barefoot to the kitchen in nothing but an oversized team tee that skimmed her thighs, the fabric brushing her full hips with each step. The half-moon scar on her knee itched faintly - a nervous tic she ignored as she fired up the coffee maker, the machine gurgling to life like a contented beast.

		The scent of dark roast bloomed, rich and grounding. Vivian leaned against the counter, watching steam curl from the pot, her mind drifting to Elena's text. Domestic bliss awaits? Yeah, this was it - no more fourteen-day countdown, no Victor's shadow. Just coffee and Charlotte. But that flicker in her chest, the one Charlotte had caught outside the press room... it stirred again. What if this hunger, this electric pull toward another woman, was just adrenaline's afterglow? What if she woke up one day and craved the safe, familiar lines of men again?

		Charlotte appeared in the doorway, hair tousled, wearing only boy shorts that hugged her lean-muscled frame. Her high, firm breasts moved freely beneath the morning chill, nipples pebbling against the air. She smirked, the off-center scar on her lower lip tugging asymmetrically. "Smells like victory. Or at least caffeine."

		Vivian poured two mugs, handing one over with a soft kiss - lips brushing, coffee-mug warm between them. "Ordinary mornings. The real test, right?" She echoed Charlotte's words from yesterday, testing the waters.

		They settled at the small kitchen table, legs entwined under it, knees bumping in lazy Morse code. Charlotte sipped, eyes half-lidded. "Pass the sugar? You're out of oat milk again - how do you fuck that up every time?"

		Vivian laughed, a low ripple, sliding the jar over. "Says the one who leaves protein shakes half-finished in the fridge. Recovery habits, Quill. We're pros."

		"Pros who just toppled an empire." Charlotte's foot traced up Vivian's calf, teasing the sensitive skin behind her knee. "Feels weird, doesn't it? No tape reviews at dawn, no strategy sessions. Just... this."

		The domestic friction sparked light, playful - nothing like the high-stakes clashes of before. Vivian savored it, the way Charlotte's toes curled against her shin, the unexpected joy of bickering over fridge space. She set her mug down, leaning in to capture Charlotte's mouth, coffee-tart tongues sliding slow. Heat built unhurried, Charlotte's hand cupping Vivian's jaw, thumb stroking the pulse at her throat.

		A knock shattered the moment - sharp, insistent. Vivian pulled back, glancing at the clock. Nine a.m. "That'll be Elena. Paperwork drop-off."

		Charlotte groaned, adjusting her shorts. "Five more minutes of tongue would be better."

		They answered the door together, Elena Vargas standing there in crisp slacks and a blouse, folder in hand, her sharp eyes taking them in at a glance. "Morning, lovebirds. Hope I'm not interrupting breakfast foreplay."

		Vivian felt heat bloom in her cheeks but stepped aside. "Coffee?"

		Elena waved it off, striding into the kitchen like she owned it. "Official closure. Victor's resignation processed - full investigation into the footage leak pending, but he's out. Ruling stands: foul overturned, qualifier slot locked." She slid the folder across the counter, signatures gleaming under the light. "Sign here, initial there. Team culture's shifting because of you two. Vivian, especially - you went from by-the-book investigator to the one bending rules for what's right."

		Charlotte leaned against the counter, arms crossed under her chest, the motion lifting her breasts subtly. "Flattery? Or just here to gawk at our synchronized glow?"

		Elena chuckled, genuine warmth cracking her professional veneer. "Both. Look at you - moving like you've been orbiting each other for years. Domestic suits you." Her gaze flicked between them, lingering on the way Vivian's hand brushed Charlotte's lower back without thought, Charlotte's hip nudging Vivian's in casual ownership. "Whatever this is, it's solid. Hold onto it."

		The words landed soft but probing. Elena lingered only long enough for signatures, chatting lightly about training schedules, then clapped Vivian on the shoulder. "World Cup prep starts next week. Don't fuck it up by burning out on each other." Door click, and she was gone, leaving the kitchen humming with her absence.

		Vivian locked the door, turning to find Charlotte already pouring fresh coffee, that scar-pulled smirk inviting. "She's right. We move like that now."

		"Yeah." Vivian's voice dipped, vulnerability cracking through. She rubbed her knee scar absently, the half-moon ridge rough under her fingers. "But... what if it's not forever?"

		Charlotte froze mid-pour, mug clattering softly. She set it down, closing the distance in two strides, hands framing Vivian's face - gentle, unyielding. "Talk."

		The words tumbled out, Vivian's heart hammering. They sank onto the kitchen floor, backs to the cabinets, knees drawn up, mugs forgotten on the table. Vivian's tee rode up, exposing the curve of her thigh, but touch waited. "This - us. My bi awakening. It crashed into me like a foul tackle, all heat and certainty. But now? The deadline's gone, Victor's gone. What if it fades? What if I wake up and want... normal again? Straight lines, safe. Ruin you for nothing."

		Charlotte's eyes darkened, not with anger, but raw recognition. She traced Vivian's jaw with a fingertip, voice low and scarred by old ghosts. "My turn, then. I've been ditched before - supporters who bailed when shit got real. Lovers who promised forever until the next sprint, next drama. You're it for me, Viv. But I wake up terrified you'll see the cracks, the abandonment magnet I am, and bolt. Leave me chasing shadows again."

		The confession hung, electric and bare. Vivian's throat tightened, tears pricking. "I won't. But the fear... it's there."

		Charlotte nodded, pulling her close - foreheads touching, breaths mingling coffee and fear. "Name it. Share it. That's how we kill it."

		Their lips met then, not frantic, but deep - tongues exploring like mapping new territory, hands roaming with purpose. Vivian's fingers slipped under Charlotte's shorts, finding slick heat already gathering. "Prove it," she whispered against Charlotte's mouth. "Fuck the fear out."

		Charlotte's laugh was husky, dominant energy flaring as she shoved Vivian flat onto the cool tile, tee rucked up to bare her full hips and the dark thatch between her sculpted thighs. "Bossy this morning." She stripped the shorts off in one yank, exposing her own glistening folds, lean legs straddling Vivian's waist. No rush - eyes locked, Charlotte ground down slow, clit kissing clit in slick drags that pulled gasps from them both.

		Vivian's hands gripped Charlotte's ass, kneading the firm muscle, thumbs parting cheeks to tease the tight ring hidden there. "Like this?" She bucked up, hips rolling in counterpoint, their juices mingling in wet slaps echoing off cabinets.

		"Fuck - yes." Charlotte's breasts swayed with each grind, nipples dark and begging. She pinched one herself, rolling it hard, while leaning forward to capture Vivian's mouth again. The scissoring built deliberate, clits throbbing in tandem, Vivian's walls fluttering empty but aching. "Touch inside me. Now."

		Vivian obeyed, two fingers plunging into Charlotte's drenched cunt, curling against that ridged spot that made her rival's back arch. Charlotte retaliated, hand diving between Vivian's thighs, thumb circling her swollen nub while fingers speared deep - three, stretching, scissoring to match the external grind. "So wet for me. This pussy knows who owns it."

		The tile bit cold into Vivian's back, contrasting the fire building low. She hooked a leg over Charlotte's hip, angling deeper, fingers pistoning faster. Charlotte's scar-pulled lip caught between her teeth as she rode the dual assault, inner muscles clamping vise-tight. "Gonna come - make me, Viv."

		"Come," Vivian gasped, free hand tweaking Charlotte's nipple, twisting just shy of pain. Their clits mashed harder, slick friction igniting sparks. Charlotte shattered first - cunt spasming around Vivian's fingers, cream squirting in hot pulses that soaked Vivian's palm and thigh. The sight, the feel, tipped Vivian over: walls convulsing, gush flooding Charlotte's hand as she keened, thighs quaking, toes curling against tile.

		They rode it out, grinding through aftershocks, breaths ragged. Charlotte collapsed forward, breasts pillowing against Vivian's, lips nipping her collarbone. "Fear named. Still here."

		Vivian traced the scar on Charlotte's lip, thumb dipping inside to feel its texture. "Still here."

		But as they disentangled, coffee cold on the table, Vivian's gaze snagged on Charlotte's phone lighting up - a notification from the mail app. Charlotte glanced, smirk fading. "Family forwarder. Something from yours?"

		Vivian snatched it, heart lurching at the draft title glowing on screen: The Forgiveness Letter. Her own words, typed last night in a haze of post-coffee vulnerability, now staring back - unforged bridges to a rigid past she'd thought burned.

		Charlotte's eyes met hers, question hanging. What now?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 27

		

		The Forgiveness Letter

		

		

		Vivian’s fingers tightened around Charlotte’s phone, the screen’s glow casting harsh shadows across her knuckles. The draft title pulsed like a heartbeat: The Forgiveness Letter. Words she’d poured out in the dead of night, after the coffee had gone cold and their bodies had cooled from the kitchen frenzy - raw admissions of her bi awakening, of Charlotte, of a life rebuilt on her own terms. No pleas for approval, no groveling. Just truth, addressed to the family that had molded her into a rule-bound shell.

		Charlotte eased back on her heels, thighs still slick from their release, jersey rucked up over her ribs. Her gaze flicked from the phone to Vivian’s face, reading the storm there. “You wrote that? Last night?”

		Vivian nodded, throat working as she set the phone down on the tile. The half-moon scar on her knee itched under her palm, but she didn’t rub it. Not this time. “Couldn’t sleep. After Elena left, after we... named the fears. It hit me. They don’t get to define me anymore. Not my career, not this.” Her eyes lifted, locking on Charlotte’s. “Not us.”

		Charlotte’s off-center lip quirked, but there was no smirk - just a quiet intensity in her lean frame as she pushed to her feet, offering a hand. “Kitchen’s no place for this. Come on.”

		Vivian took it, letting Charlotte pull her up. Their bodies brushed - sticky skin, lingering heat - but the urgency had ebbed into something steadier. They moved together through the doorway, bare feet padding across the cool hardwood of the shared apartment’s living room. Sunlight slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows, gilding the leather couch and the low coffee table cluttered with training logs and Elena’s leftover paperwork. Charlotte released her hand, sinking onto the arm of the couch, watching as Vivian grabbed her own laptop from the side table. The screen woke with a chime, the draft email open, cursor blinking accusingly in the body.

		Dear Mom and Dad,

		I’ve spent years chasing the lines you drew - soccer excellence, emotional restraint, the straight path you mapped without asking. But the championship foul broke more than my knee. It shattered the illusion. I’m not that daughter anymore. I’m with Charlotte Quill, the rival you blamed, the one who fouled me and then fought beside me to reclaim what was stolen. She’s my partner, in every sense. My awakening isn’t a phase; it’s me. Forgive me not for this truth, but for the years I hid it to keep your peace. I forgive you for needing me to.

		No expectations. Just this bridge, if you want it.

		Vivian

		Charlotte read over her shoulder, breath warm on Vivian’s neck. “Fuck, Viv. That’s... brave as hell.”

		Vivian’s laugh was shaky, fingers hovering over the trackpad. “Or stupid. They’ll probably delete it unread. Call it a disgrace.” Her full hips shifted as she leaned forward, thighs flexing with the old athletic power that had carried her through leagues and hearings. Vulnerability cracked her voice. “But if I don’t send it, it’s still their power. After everything - the appeal, Victor’s bullshit, us - I’m done suppressing.”

		Charlotte’s hand settled on her lower back, thumb tracing the dip of her spine. Not sexual, not now - just grounding. “You’re not that rigid investigator who stormed into the film room anymore. You’re the woman who pinned me down and made me come apart on kitchen tile.” Her voice dropped, laced with that provocative edge. “Send it. Own it.”

		Vivian’s pulse thundered in her ears. The obstacle loomed: decades of conditioning, the rigid family that had praised her scars as badges of discipline, never weakness. Her finger trembled on the mouse, highlighting the send button. Emotional turn hovered - one click, and the bridge extended, no matter if they crossed it. She glanced at Charlotte, whose eyes held steady, fierce support masking her own abandonment scars. “Witness this?”

		Charlotte nodded, sliding onto the couch beside her, thigh pressing firm against Vivian’s. “Every word.”

		Click.

		The whoosh echoed in the quiet room, final as a referee’s whistle. Vivian slammed the laptop shut, exhaling like she’d sprinted a full ninety. “Done. Holy shit.”

		Charlotte pulled her close, arms wrapping around her waist, chin hooking over her shoulder. Vivian melted into it, the lean muscle of Charlotte’s frame a perfect counterpoint to her own curves. They sat like that, breaths syncing, the living room’s late-morning hush wrapping around them. No dramatic sobs, no collapse - just the weight lifting, inch by inch.

		“You feel it?” Charlotte murmured, lips brushing Vivian’s earlobe. “That deepening? Like we’re not just surviving the foul anymore. We’re building.”

		Vivian turned her head, capturing Charlotte’s mouth in a slow kiss. Tongues slid lazy, tasting coffee and salt-sweat from earlier. “Yeah. No more half-measures. You saw the cost - the family bridge I thought was ash. And you stayed.”

		Charlotte’s hands roamed up Vivian’s sides, palms cupping the undersides of her breasts, thumbs grazing nipples that pebbled instantly. “Staying’s my wound’s antidote. You naming your fear yesterday? This letter? It’s yours.” Her voice roughened, high firm breasts heaving against Vivian’s back as arousal stirred anew. “Makes me want to show you how deep this goes.”

		Vivian arched into the touch, heat pooling low despite the emotional rawness. “Show me, then.” She pivoted, straddling Charlotte’s lap on the couch, full thighs bracketing lean hips. Their jerseys - still half-on from the kitchen - rucked higher, exposing sweat-damp skin. Vivian ground down, clits nudging through damp folds, eliciting twin gasps.

		Charlotte’s scar-pulled lip caught in her teeth as she gripped Vivian’s ass, kneading the powerful glutes that had powered her across fields. “Fuck, these thighs. Could ride them all day.” She yanked Vivian’s jersey off, tossing it aside, then her own, freeing breasts that bounced with the motion - pert, nipples dark and begging. Vivian latched on, sucking one into her mouth, tongue flicking the peak while fingers pinched the other.

		Charlotte moaned, head falling back against the couch. “Harder. Mark me.” Vivian obliged, teeth grazing just enough to sting, then soothing with wet laps. Charlotte’s hands delved between them, parting Vivian’s slick labia, two fingers circling her entrance before thrusting deep. “So ready again. This cunt weeps for me.”

		Vivian rode the intrusion, hips rolling in a rhythm honed from their secret nights. “Yours,” she panted, releasing the nipple with a pop. Her hand snaked down, finding Charlotte’s core drenched and swollen. She plunged in - three fingers, stretching wide, palm grinding against the clit. Charlotte bucked, inner walls rippling.

		“More,” Charlotte growled, free hand tangling in Vivian’s hair, yanking her into a bruising kiss. Tongues battled as fingers pistoned in unison, wet squelches filling the room. Vivian’s thumb found Charlotte’s clit, rubbing firm circles; Charlotte mirrored, forefinger bending to tap Vivian’s G-spot with every thrust.

		The couch creaked under them, sunlight warming their tangled limbs. Vivian’s scar itched faintly, but pleasure drowned it - walls clenching, building that coil. “Close. Don’t stop.”

		Charlotte’s eyes blazed, abandonment fears banished in this claiming. “Come with me. Flood my hand.” She added a third finger, scissoring inside Vivian, stretching her to the brink.

		They shattered together - Vivian first, cunt spasming, juices squirting over Charlotte’s wrist in hot gushes. Charlotte followed, cream coating Vivian’s fingers, thighs quivering as she keened, nails digging crescents into Vivian’s hips.

		They slumped, foreheads pressed, breaths mingling. Charlotte licked a stripe up Vivian’s neck, tasting salt. “That letter? Deepened us. No drama needed.”

		Vivian smiled, tracing Charlotte’s scar with a fingertip. “Settled. Chosen.” But as they disentangled, her gaze caught the bedroom doorway down the hall, afternoon light spilling from the window within - a soft glow promising more unhurried homecoming. Charlotte followed her look, smirking faintly. What next?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 28

		

		The Bedroom Window Light

		

		

		Vivian rose from the couch, her thighs still slick from their release, and extended a hand to Charlotte. "That glow down the hall," she murmured, voice husky with lingering need. "Come with me."

		Charlotte's smirk deepened, her off-center lip scar tugging as she clasped Vivian's fingers, letting herself be pulled upright. Their bodies brushed in the hallway's dim light - sweat-damp skin sticking briefly before peeling apart - each step syncing like a shared breath. Vivian's full hips swayed with purpose, the small half-moon scar on her left knee catching the fading afternoon rays as they crossed the threshold into the bedroom. The window framed a golden spill across the unmade bed, curtains half-drawn to let in the warm haze.

		No words now, just the pull of eyes locking. Vivian turned to Charlotte, hands rising to the hem of her tank top, peeling it upward in a slow reveal. Fabric whispered over lean shoulders, exposing the subtle flex of abdominal muscles honed from endless sprints. Charlotte mirrored her, thumbs hooking into Vivian's shorts, dragging them down over those powerful thighs that had anchored her through every storm. They stripped like this - deliberate, unhurried - clothes pooling at their feet until bare skin glowed in the window's caress.

		Vivian stepped closer, her palms gliding up Charlotte's sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of those high, firm swells that rose and fell with quickened breaths. "I've got you," she whispered, leaning in to press her lips to the faint scar on Charlotte's lower lip. A soft kiss, then her tongue traced its jagged edge, tasting salt and the faint metallic tang of old battles. Charlotte sighed into it, her own hands roaming Vivian's curves, fingers splaying over the dip of her waist before cupping the weight of her ass, squeezing with possessive gentleness.

		They moved to the bed's edge, window light painting their bodies in amber strokes. Vivian's mouth trailed lower, lips parting to capture one pebbled nipple. She sucked lightly at first, tongue flicking the tight bud while her fingers feathered down Charlotte's taut stomach, nails grazing the faint trail of dark hair leading southward. Charlotte arched, a low hum vibrating from her throat as Vivian's hand cupped her mound, palm pressing flat against the heat radiating there. Already swollen, slick from the living room frenzy, Charlotte's folds parted under the touch, her clit throbbing against Vivian's thumb.

		"God, Viv," Charlotte breathed, head tipping back to let the light halo her sharp jawline. But she didn't yield control; instead, her fingers tangled in Vivian's hair, guiding her downward while easing them both onto the mattress. Vivian went willingly, knees sinking into the sheets as she kissed a path over Charlotte's hipbone, inhaling the musky evidence of their earlier claiming.

		Charlotte shifted, rolling Vivian onto her back with fluid strength. The pillows cradled her head, and she spread her legs instinctively, knees bending to offer everything. Afternoon sun warmed her inner thighs, highlighting the fresh sheen between them. Charlotte settled between, elbows hooking under Vivian's thighs to spread her wider. "Look at you," she murmured, voice roughened by desire. "So open for me now. No more hiding."

		Her breath ghosted over Vivian's core first - a teasing puff that made her hips twitch. Then Charlotte's tongue extended, flat and broad, licking from entrance to clit in one long, deliberate stroke. Vivian gasped, fingers clutching the sheets as Charlotte repeated it, slower, savoring the tangy flood coating her lips. She circled the clit then, unhurried spirals that tightened gradually, pressure building like a tide. Vivian's sculpted legs trembled, muscles coiling as pleasure unfurled deep in her belly.

		"Yes - right there," Vivian panted, her hand finding Charlotte's hair again, not pulling but cradling. Charlotte's scar-pulled smirk flashed up, eyes dark with intent, before she sealed her mouth over the bundle of nerves. Suction joined the circles, tongue pressing firm, then fluttering side to side. Vivian's walls clenched on nothing, aching to be filled, but Charlotte held back, drawing it out. The wet sounds filled the room - schlick of tongue on soaked flesh, Vivian's rising moans - mingling with the distant hum of city traffic beyond the window.

		The first orgasm crept up softly, no frantic rush. Vivian's breath hitched, toes curling into the mattress as ripples spread from her core. "Charlotte - I'm - " Her clit pulsed under the relentless laps, release washing over her in gentle waves, juices spilling onto Charlotte's chin. Charlotte didn't stop, lapping through it, prolonging the shudders until Vivian's thighs quivered uncontrollably.

		Panting, Vivian tugged her up for a kiss, tasting herself on Charlotte's lips - salty, sharp. "Your turn," she whispered against her mouth. They rearranged, bodies aligning side by side on the sun-warmed sheets. Legs tangled, Vivian hooking one over Charlotte's hip, their cores pressing together in slick alignment. The first grind sent sparks through them both - clits bumping, folds sliding wetly.

		Charlotte's hand rose to cup Vivian's face, thumb tracing her cheekbone as their hips rolled in tandem. "Eyes on me," she commanded softly, and Vivian obeyed, locking gazes while their pussies ground together. The friction built steadily - hot, swollen flesh kissing with each thrust, clits throbbing in sync. Vivian's free hand roamed Charlotte's back, nails dragging lightly over spine ridges, while Charlotte's fingers threaded through Vivian's hair, holding her steady for the intimacy of unbroken contact.

		Sweat beaded on their skin, window light turning it to liquid gold. Vivian's half-moon scar itched faintly under the strain, but she rubbed it absently against Charlotte's thigh, grounding herself in the now. Their breaths mingled, moans harmonizing as the scissoring deepened - legs wrapping tighter, hips circling to maximize the grind. Charlotte's inner thighs flexed, powering the rhythm; Vivian matched her, full hips undulating with athletic precision.

		"Feels like home," Charlotte gasped, her high breasts pressing into Vivian's softer ones, nipples scraping deliciously. Vivian nodded, words lost to the building heat. They rocked like this for what felt like hours - deliberate, endless - until Charlotte's rhythm faltered, her walls fluttering against Vivian's.

		"Inside me," Charlotte requested then, voice a husky plea. "Fingers - slow, like this." She demonstrated with her own hand, dipping two digits into Vivian's drenched entrance, curling them in a lazy figure-eight that tapped her front wall. Vivian moaned, mimicking the pattern as she slid three fingers into Charlotte's clenching heat. They stayed side by side, legs entwined, cores grinding lightly while fingers worked in tandem - slow thrusts, twisting, that perfect curl hitting every ridge.

		Charlotte's eyes never left Vivian's, vulnerability raw in the depths. "Nothing left unsaid," she whispered, walls sucking greedily at Vivian's fingers. Vivian's free hand caressed Charlotte's face, thumb brushing that scarred lip. "Nothing," she echoed, her own climax coiling anew around the intrusion.

		The shared peak hit them like a quiet storm - Charlotte first, her pussy spasming in rhythmic squeezes, cream flooding Vivian's palm as she cried out, body arching. Vivian followed seconds later, walls milking Charlotte's fingers, a second gush soaking the sheets beneath them. They trembled through it, gazes holding, breaths syncing until the aftershocks faded.

		Exhausted, sated, they disentangled just enough to pull the covers over damp skin. Charlotte nestled into Vivian's side, head on her shoulder, one leg thrown across those powerful thighs. Vivian traced idle patterns on Charlotte's arm, the room dimming as the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows from the window.

		"Sleep," Vivian murmured, pressing a kiss to Charlotte's temple. Charlotte hummed agreement, eyes drifting shut. Nothing lingered - no doubts, no battles, no fouls. Just them, chosen and settled.

		But as sleep tugged at Vivian, a faint clatter echoed from the kitchen down the hall - coffee mugs left from morning, perhaps, or the promise of tomorrow's dawn. Charlotte stirred faintly in her arms, murmuring something about hunger. What next?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 29

		

		The Kitchen Counter

		

		

		Vivian's eyes fluttered open to the soft haze of dawn filtering through the bedroom curtains, her body still humming from the night's languid unraveling. Charlotte's murmur about hunger lingered in the air like a teasing invitation, pulling her from the warm cocoon of sheets tangled around their limbs. She shifted, feeling the satisfying ache between her thighs, a reminder of those synchronized rhythms that had left them both drenched and drifting. "Come on," Vivian whispered, brushing a kiss against Charlotte's tousled hair. "Let's raid the kitchen. Coffee and something real this time."

		Charlotte stretched with a lazy groan, her lithe form arching against Vivian's side before she rolled away, grabbing Vivian's discarded tank top from the floor. "Only if you make it strong. And maybe pancakes." Her voice was rough with sleep, that off-center scar on her lower lip quirking as she smirked over her shoulder. They padded down the hall barefoot, the cool hardwood a sharp contrast to the heat still radiating from their skin. The shared apartment kitchen greeted them with morning light spilling across granite counters, the faint clatter from last night's forgotten mugs now a scatter of evidence on the island - two half-empty cups, spoons sticky with sugar residue.

		Vivian flicked on the coffee maker, the machine gurgling to life as she rummaged in the fridge for eggs and batter mix. Charlotte leaned against the counter, watching her with hooded eyes, the tank top riding up to expose the taut lines of her abdomen. "You move like you're still on the pitch," Charlotte said, voice low and appreciative. "All power and grace." Vivian shot her a grin, hips swaying deliberately as she cracked eggs into a bowl. The air between them crackled, charged with the easy confidence of lovers who had named their shadows and emerged whole.

		As Vivian reached for the whisk, her arm brushed Charlotte's - accidental at first, then not. Fabric whispered against skin, Charlotte's borrowed tank grazing the curve of Vivian's full hip. A spark ignited, familiar yet electric, pulling a soft gasp from Vivian's lips. Charlotte's hand caught her wrist, thumb circling the pulse point there. "Oops," Charlotte murmured, but her eyes darkened with intent, that scarred lip pulling into a predatory half-smile. Vivian didn't pull away. Instead, she set the whisk down with a deliberate clink, turning into the touch.

		"You started it," Vivian teased, her voice dropping to match the heat building in her core. She stepped closer, backing Charlotte against the counter's edge, hands sliding up those lean-muscled arms to grip her shoulders. Charlotte's breath hitched, but she countered by hooking a leg around Vivian's thigh, drawing her flush. Their mouths met in a deep, unhurried kiss - tongues tangling slow at first, then hungry, tasting the faint salt of sleep-sweat and last night's release. Vivian's fingers trailed down, light as feathers, skimming the undersides of Charlotte's high, firm breasts through the thin tank. She teased the hardening nipples with featherlight pinches, rolling them until Charlotte arched, a breathy laugh escaping her.

		"God, that tickles just right," Charlotte gasped, pulling Vivian closer by the hips. Their cores pressed together through soft cotton shorts, the friction sending jolts straight to Vivian's clit. Laughter bubbled up again as Charlotte nipped at Vivian's jaw, her hands roaming to squeeze those sculpted thighs that had powered Vivian through countless sprints. "I've wanted to do this here forever. Pin you right on this counter."

		Vivian hummed approval, strength surging through her as she gripped Charlotte's ass and hoisted her up in one fluid motion. Charlotte yelped in surprise, legs wrapping instinctively around Vivian's waist, but it dissolved into delighted laughter as her back hit the cool granite. "Fuck, warn a girl," she panted, but her eyes sparkled with mischief, hands fisting in Vivian's hair to yank her back for another bruising kiss. Vivian spread Charlotte's thighs wide, settling between them, her own arousal throbbing against the seam of her shorts.

		She started slow, exploratory - fingertips dancing over Charlotte's inner thighs, tracing the sensitive skin up to where heat radiated through damp fabric. Charlotte squirmed, hips bucking for more, but Vivian held her down with firm palms, teasing the outline of her swollen lips through the cotton. "Patience," Vivian murmured against her neck, sucking a mark just below the collarbone. Charlotte's response was a throaty moan, her pussy clenching visibly under the thin barrier as Vivian's thumb circled her clit in lazy loops. Fabric grew soaked, the scent of her arousal thick and heady, mingling with fresh coffee brewing behind them.

		"Rip them off already," Charlotte demanded, voice edged with playful frustration, but Vivian shook her head, grinning wickedly. She hooked her fingers in the waistband instead, dragging the shorts down inch by torturous inch, exposing Charlotte's glistening folds. Bare now, Charlotte's cunt was a vision - pink and puffy, clit peeking from its hood, slickness coating her thighs. Vivian dipped a single finger through the wetness, parting the lips to circle the entrance without entering. Charlotte's laugh turned to a whine. "Tease."

		Vivian dropped to her knees then, the tile biting into her skin, but she didn't care. She buried her face between Charlotte's legs, tongue flicking out to lap at the creamy essence dripping from her core. Charlotte's flavor exploded on her tastebuds - tangy, addictive - as Vivian sucked her clit between her lips, humming vibrations deep into the sensitive nub. Charlotte's hands flew to Vivian's head, fingers tangling in her hair, hips grinding against her mouth. "Yes, fuck - right there." Vivian's tongue delved lower, spearing into the clenching hole, fucking in and out with wet, obscene sounds while her nose nudged the clit.

		But playfulness reigned; when Charlotte's balance teetered as she chased the building pressure, one elbow slipping on the counter's edge, they both burst into laughter. "Whoa - easy, tiger," Charlotte gasped, clutching Vivian's shoulders as she nearly slid off. Vivian rose, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, eyes dancing. "Counter's not cooperating. Your turn to direct traffic."

		Charlotte didn't hesitate. She slid off the edge with athletic grace, spinning Vivian around and boosting her up onto the granite in return. The cold surface kissed Vivian's heated ass, sending a shiver up her spine, but Charlotte's warm hands were there instantly, stripping her shorts and spreading her legs wide. Vivian's pussy was no less eager - lips engorged, entrance fluttering, a trail of arousal snaking down to her ass. "Show me what you want," Charlotte whispered, voice husky, her scarred lip brushing Vivian's ear.

		Vivian guided her hand, fingers wrapping around Charlotte's wrist. "Like this - two at first, then curl up here." She pressed Charlotte's fingertips to her dripping slit, moaning as they sank in knuckle-deep. Charlotte's lean fingers stretched her perfectly, the ridges of her knuckles dragging along Vivian's walls. She pumped slowly, twisting on the outstroke, thumb grinding Vivian's clit in new patterns - tight figure-eights that made stars burst behind Vivian's eyelids. "Faster," Vivian begged, but Charlotte shook her head, leaning in to capture a nipple between her teeth, tugging just hard enough to sting sweetly.

		They experimented, fluid and fearless. Charlotte added a third finger, scissoring them wide to stretch Vivian's cunt, the squelch of her juices echoing lewdly. Vivian's walls gripped back, sucking greedily, her hips rolling to meet each thrust. Laughter punctuated the moans when Charlotte tried a new angle, her palm slapping lightly against Vivian's mound - too much slap, not enough glide - and they dissolved into giggles, adjusting with shared grins. "Here," Vivian directed, angling Charlotte's hand deeper, the tips now tapping that spongy spot inside that made her gush.

		Charlotte's free hand roamed, pinching Vivian's other nipple, then sliding up to trace the small half-moon scar on her knee - a tender counterpoint to the building frenzy. "You're so fucking wet for me," Charlotte growled, eyes locked on where her fingers disappeared into Vivian's clenching heat. Cream coated her hand, dripping onto the counter in shiny rivulets. Vivian's climax coiled tight, thighs quaking around Charlotte's arm. "Don't stop - oh god, right there."

		Charlotte surged forward, mouth crashing against Vivian's in a messy kiss, tongues dueling as her fingers pistoned faster - curl, twist, grind. Vivian shattered first, pussy convulsing in violent spasms, a hot squirt soaking Charlotte's palm and splattering the cabinet below. She cried out into Charlotte's mouth, body jerking, walls milking those invading digits until Charlotte followed, her own untouched clit throbbing against Vivian's thigh in sympathy. They peaked together this time, Charlotte's moans muffled, her free hand clawing Vivian's back as her orgasm ripped through - cunt untouched but pulsing, juices trickling down her legs from the sheer intensity.

		Panting, they clung to each other, foreheads pressed together, laughter fading into soft chuckles amid the aftershocks. Vivian's legs trembled as Charlotte eased her fingers free with a wet pop, bringing them to her lips to suck clean, eyes never leaving Vivian's. "Breakfast of champions," she quipped, earning another shared grin. They slid to the floor in a heap, backs against the cabinets, limbs entwined. The coffee maker beeped insistently, forgotten pancakes batter still in the bowl, but none of it mattered. Past wounds were ghosts; the foul that started it all, a distant echo. Here, in this sunlit kitchen, they were utterly, joyfully present.

		Vivian traced idle circles on Charlotte's thigh, catching her breath. "Garden later? Feels like we should make it official somehow." Charlotte's eyes lit with something profound, nodding as she pulled Vivian in for a lingering kiss. "Yeah. With a witness. Let's do it right."

		But as they rose to salvage breakfast, a soft knock echoed from the front door - familiar, unexpected. Charlotte froze, glancing at Vivian with a raised brow. "Elena?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 30

		

		The Private Vow

		

		

		Charlotte swung the door open, still flushed from the kitchen chaos, her tank top askew and shorts riding high on sweat-slicked hips. There stood Elena Vargas, their teammate and quiet confidante, holding a bottle of chilled prosecco and a small bouquet of wildflowers, her dark eyes twinkling with knowing amusement. "Heard you two might need a witness for something special. Don't ask how - I have my sources."

		Vivian's laughter bubbled from behind, where she was wiping down the counter with a dish towel, her cheeks rosy and hair tousled. "Elena's timing is impeccable. Come in - coffee's cold, but we've got pancakes if you don't mind them half-burnt."

		Elena stepped inside, kicking off her sneakers, her athletic frame filling the doorway with easy confidence. They caught up in quick bursts - Elena's latest training drill triumphs, the team's buzz over their upcoming co-captain roles - while Vivian flipped the salvaged batter and Charlotte poured fresh mugs. The air hummed with that post-orgasm glow, easy and unhurried, but the garden idea lingered like a promise. As plates cleared, Charlotte caught Vivian's eye across the table, that profound spark reigniting. "Ready for that official moment?"

		Vivian nodded, rubbing the half-moon mark on her left knee absentmindedly, her full curves shifting under the loose tee as she stood. "Garden's perfect. Lead the way."

		Elena grinned, grabbing the prosecco. "I'm honored. Let's make it count."

		They slipped out the back door into the private garden behind the shared apartment, a secluded oasis of terracotta pots bursting with lavender and rosemary, sunlight filtering through olive branches overhead. The morning warmth kissed their skin, carrying the faint tang of earth and blooms. A weathered wooden bench sat under a trellis heavy with climbing roses, facing a small fountain that trickled softly. Charlotte led them there, her lean muscles flexing as she spread a blanket from the kitchen basket they'd grabbed - soft cotton, still faintly scented with their earlier arousal.

		Vivian sank onto the blanket first, her powerful thighs parting slightly as she settled cross-legged, the sun gilding her skin. Charlotte dropped beside her, their shoulders brushing, electric even in this calm. Elena perched on the bench a respectful distance away, uncorking the prosecco with a expert pop, pouring three flutes that fizzed like their shared anticipation.

		Charlotte took a deep breath, the off-center pull of her lower lip scar deepening as she turned to Vivian. No script, no rush - just the truth they'd forged from fury to this. "Vivian," she began, voice low and steady, threading her fingers through Vivian's. "That championship foul? It wasn't just a slide tackle that ended one career and scarred another. It crashed us together in that dim film room, all heat and hate, until we couldn't tell rivalry from hunger. You fought for justice when no one else would. I fought you - and lost everything but this." She lifted Vivian's hand, pressing lips to her knuckles. "I vow to co-captain this life with you. Balanced schedules, no more hiding our advocacy for players who get screwed by the system. Our home stays ours - private, fierce, full of mornings like today. You're my horizon, Viv. Straight until you."

		Tears glistened in Vivian's eyes, but her smile was fierce, hips swaying subtly as she leaned in. "Charlotte, you pinned me to that floor first, made me tremble for something I never knew I craved. From tape reviews to secret nights, you unraveled me - bi awakening in every thrust, every gasp. The appeal win was ours, but this?" She squeezed Charlotte's hand, voice husky. "I vow the same. Team leads by day, lovers by night. Training that fuels us, not breaks us. Rights for every woman on that pitch. This garden, this bed, this fight - ours forever. Foul me again anytime."

		Elena raised her glass, voice warm. "To the rivals who rewrote the rules. You've earned this settled love." Glasses clinked, bubbles bursting on their tongues, the toast sealing it. Elena's role as witness clicked shut - supportive shadow fading into friend.

		The conversation unspooled slow and deliberate, prosecco loosening tongues without blurring edges. They sprawled on the blanket, legs tangling, Elena drawn into the circle. "Co-captains means synchronized drills," Charlotte said, tracing lazy patterns on Vivian's thigh, inching higher. "Morning runs together, no solo heroics. And advocacy? We push that player safety fund publicly, but here..." Her fingers dipped under the hem of Vivian's shorts, brushing damp folds still sensitive from the kitchen.

		Vivian shivered, parting her legs wider, her sculpted legs gleaming with a sheen of sweat. "Balanced nights too. No more late tape sessions alone." She glanced at Elena, inclusive heat building. "What do you think, witness? Our future solid?"

		Elena sipped, eyes darkening as she watched Charlotte's hand vanish deeper. "Solid as that appeal verdict. But show me how you seal it - no pressure, just... celebrate."

		The air thickened, lavender heavy, fountain's murmur underscoring their shift. Vivian's breath hitched as Charlotte's fingers found her clit, swollen and slick, circling with deliberate pressure. "Like this," Charlotte murmured, free hand cupping Vivian's breast through the tee, thumb rolling the hardening nipple. Vivian arched, full hips bucking, pulling Charlotte into a deep kiss - tongues sliding wet and slow, tasting prosecco and desire.

		Elena didn't retreat; she leaned closer, bottle set aside, her own jersey hugging high, firm swells that rose with quickening breaths. "Witnessing's interactive," she teased, voice gravelly, but this was their vow, their heat - Elena's presence a spark, not a takeover.

		Vivian broke the kiss, eyes locked on Charlotte's. "Want you inside me. Now." Charlotte obliged, two fingers plunging into Vivian's soaked pussy, curling against that ridged spot with expert twists. Vivian moaned, loud and unashamed, thighs clamping around Charlotte's wrist as juices coated her hand, dripping onto the blanket. "Fuck - yes, deeper."

		Charlotte pumped harder, thumb grinding Vivian's clit in firm circles, her own cunt aching, nipples tight against her tank. "You're so wet for our future, Viv. Clench for me." Vivian did, walls fluttering, her hand fisting Charlotte's hair, yanking her down to suckle her neck - teeth grazing, marking commitment.

		Elena watched, transfixed, one hand slipping under her waistband, but she held back, toasting again silently as Vivian's first orgasm built. "Gonna come - Charlotte!" Vivian shattered, pussy gushing around those thrusting fingers, hot squirt arcing to soak Charlotte's forearm, her body convulsing in waves, breasts heaving as she cried out, rubbing that anxious knee scar against Charlotte's side.

		Charlotte didn't stop, easing Vivian through it, then withdrawing slick digits to paint her own lips before offering them to Vivian. She sucked them clean, hungry, then shoved Charlotte onto her back. "My turn to vow with my mouth." Straddling one lean thigh, Vivian ground her dripping slit against it, leaving a glossy trail, while yanking down Charlotte's shorts. Charlotte's cunt was bare, lips puffy and glistening, clit pebbled under Vivian's gaze.

		Vivian dove in, tongue flattening broad against Charlotte's folds, lapping from asshole to clit in long, greedy strokes. Charlotte bucked, high breasts bouncing free as she ripped off her tank, scars pulling in her smirk - abandonment wounds forgotten in this claiming. "Eat me, captain - fuck, your tongue's perfect."

		Elena's breaths came faster, fingers now circling her own clit openly, but she murmured, "Beautiful. Keep going." Vivian hummed approval into Charlotte's pussy, vibration drawing a guttural moan, then speared her tongue inside, fucking deep while pinching Charlotte's clit hood. Charlotte's hips rolled, grinding against Vivian's face, juices smearing chin and cheeks, the garden filling with wet slurps and gasps.

		" Fingers - need them," Charlotte demanded, voice wrecked. Vivian slid three in, stretching her wide, knuckles-deep pistons hitting g-spot with every curl. Charlotte's walls gripped like a vice, her free hand tweaking her own nipples - pulling, twisting the dark peaks until they throbbed. "Harder - make me squirt for our life."

		Vivian obeyed, free hand spanking Charlotte's ass cheek - sharp, red sting blooming - while her mouth sealed over the clit, sucking hard, teeth grazing. Charlotte exploded, back bowing off the blanket, cunt spasming wildly, a forceful squirt jetting into Vivian's mouth, down her throat, splashing her heaving tits. She screamed, thighs quaking, milking Vivian's fingers until they popped free, strings of cream connecting them.

		Panting, they collapsed together, Vivian sliding up to trib their clits - wet cunts kissing, grinding in slippery figure-eights. Charlotte wrapped those endless legs around Vivian's waist, pulling her flush, breasts mashing - nipples dragging electric fire. "Together - come with me." Their hips snapped, clits bumping with filthy precision, hands roaming: Charlotte clawing Vivian's ass, spreading cheeks to tease her puckered hole; Vivian biting Charlotte's scar-lip, drawing blood-tinged kisses.

		Elena's climax hit quietly beside them, her moans blending as she watched, spent fingers glistening. "To your forever," she whispered, toasting with air.

		Vivian and Charlotte peaked as one - pussies pulsing in sync, fresh squirts mingling on their bellies, bodies shuddering in unified release. They rode it out, grinding through aftershocks, laughter mixing with sobs of joy.

		Elena stood eventually, hugging them both - sweaty, sated. "My work here's done. Call if you need backup." She slipped away, leaving them entwined under the roses.

		Sun climbed higher as they talked future - training blocks synced to 6 a.m. runs, advocacy pitches for fair fouls, home as sanctuary. "Co-captains on and off pitch," Charlotte said, nuzzling Vivian's neck.

		Vivian smiled, but as they rose, her gaze caught on the jersey draped over the garden chair - grass-stained from that fateful championship foul, waiting to be unpacked inside. "That thing... it's still got the mark."

		Charlotte followed her eyes, a shiver of memory passing between them.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 31

		

		The Scar on the Jersey

		

		

		Vivian set the jersey down gently on the garden chair, her fingers lingering on the stubborn grass stain, a faded emerald smudge right over the number that had once defined her downfall. The sun warmed her bare skin, still flushed from their release, but the sight pulled her back - not to pain, but to the pivot point of everything. Charlotte's hand found hers, squeezing once, their eyes locking in that wordless understanding that had become their language.

		"Let's get it inside," Charlotte murmured, voice husky from the morning's exertions, her lean frame glistening as she stood. "Before the dew soaks it again."

		They gathered their scattered clothes from the blanket - Elena long gone, her toast of forever echoing in the quiet - and padded barefoot through the sliding glass door into the cool shade of the shared apartment. The air inside carried the faint scent of last night's coffee and their mingled sweat, a domestic perfume that grounded Vivian as they moved through the living room, hips brushing in lazy rhythm. Charlotte led the way to the bedroom closet, a spacious walk-in they'd claimed as joint territory, shelves lined with folded kits, cleats polished in rows, hangers swaying from the breeze of the open window.

		Vivian followed, jersey draped over her arm like a relic, her full hips swaying with each step, thighs flexing from the garden's soft grass. The half-moon scar on her knee itched faintly - a nervous tic she hadn't felt in weeks - but she ignored it, focusing instead on Charlotte's back, the subtle play of muscles under sun-kissed skin, high breasts rising with her breath. They stepped into the closet together, the door half-closed behind them, enclosing them in a dim cocoon lit by a single bulb and slivers of daylight filtering through louvers.

		Charlotte flicked on the light, turning with that signature smirk, the off-center scar on her lower lip tugging as she eyed the jersey in Vivian's hands. "The scar on the jersey," she said softly, reaching out to trace the stain with one fingertip. "Look at it now. Not a ruin anymore."

		Vivian's pulse quickened, not from argument this time, but from the heat blooming low in her belly at Charlotte's proximity. They stood close in the narrow space, bodies inches apart, the air thickening with memory. This was where it had started - not here, exactly, but in the film room's shadows, replaying that foul on loop until fury ignited something feral. Now, transformed, the jersey hung between them like a talisman. Vivian held it up, the fabric whispering against her palms, the stain stark against the white field.

		"Victory mark," Vivian replied, her voice a low thrum. She rubbed her thumb over it, mirroring Charlotte's touch, their fingers brushing - electric, intentional. A shared smile curved their lips, slow and knowing, the kind of intimacy that would have scorched them as strangers. Back then, a glance like this would've sparked defense, not desire. Now, it was effortless, a small gesture sealing what the garden had vowed.

		Charlotte stepped closer, her firm breasts grazing Vivian's arm through the jersey, nipples pebbling against the thin cotton. "Remember how mad you were? Storming in, demanding tapes." Her breath fanned Vivian's neck, lips hovering near the pulse point. "I wanted to hate-fuck you right there on the floor."

		Vivian's core clenched, heat flooding her pussy at the words, slickness gathering anew between her sculpted thighs. "You did," she whispered, hanging the jersey on a hook but not stepping back. Their bodies aligned, fronts pressing - Vivian's fuller curves molding to Charlotte's taut lines. "Pushed me down, made me beg."

		Charlotte's hands slid to Vivian's waist, thumbs circling the dip of her hips, pulling her flush. "And you loved it. Dripping for your rival." Her mouth claimed Vivian's in a deep, claiming kiss, tongues tangling with the taste of garden dew and their earlier squirt still lingering. Vivian moaned into it, hands roaming up Charlotte's sides, cupping those high, firm tits, thumbs flicking hardened nipples until Charlotte arched, gasping.

		They stumbled deeper into the closet, backs hitting shelves lined with folded shorts and socks tumbling softly around them. Vivian broke the kiss, nipping Charlotte's scarred lip - gentle this time, drawing a hiss of pleasure. "Show me now," she demanded, voice rough with need. "How we'd claim this victory."

		Charlotte's eyes darkened, dominant fire flickering beneath the tenderness they'd earned. She spun Vivian face-forward against the full-length mirror on the closet door, hands pinning her wrists above her head with one grip, the other sliding down to cup Vivian's heavy breast, pinching the nipple hard enough to make her buck. "Watch yourself," Charlotte growled, grinding her soaked cunt against Vivian's ass, the wet slide audible in the confined space. "See how far you've come - my straight-girl investigator, ruined for anyone else."

		Vivian's reflection stared back, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, full hips canting back instinctively. Her pussy throbbed, clit aching for friction, juices trickling down her inner thighs. She spread her legs wider, rubbing her scar-knee against Charlotte's calf. "Fuck me like you own it," she panted, meeting her own gaze - vulnerable no more, just hungry.

		Charlotte released her wrists, dropping to her knees behind Vivian, strong hands spreading her ass cheeks wide. Cool air kissed Vivian's exposed holes - puckered asshole winking, swollen pussy lips parting to reveal glistening pink folds. "So fucking wet for me," Charlotte murmured, off-center scar pulling in a smirk Vivian caught in the mirror. She dove in, tongue flat and broad, lapping from clit to taint in one long, filthy stroke. Vivian cried out, forehead pressing to the glass, tits heaving as Charlotte's mouth sealed over her cunt.

		The suction was merciless - Charlotte's lips pulling her clit between them, teeth grazing the hood while two fingers plunged deep, curling to hit that spongy spot inside. Vivian's thighs quivered, sculpted muscles tensing as she rocked back, fucking Charlotte's face. "Yes - eat my pussy, make it yours." Slurping sounds filled the closet, Charlotte's nose buried in her folds, chin dripping with cream. She added a third finger, stretching Vivian's walls, thumb circling her asshole in teasing pressure.

		"Oh god, Charlotte - finger my ass too." Vivian's voice broke, hands bracing on the mirror for leverage, watching Charlotte's head bob between her cheeks, that lean-muscled back flexing. Charlotte obeyed, thumb breaching the tight ring, pumping in sync with her fingers in Vivian's cunt. The dual invasion shattered her - orgasm crashing fast, pussy clenching like a vice, squirting clear jets onto Charlotte's tongue and the closet floor. Her knees buckled, scar-knee rubbing raw against the carpet, but Charlotte held her up, drinking every drop, humming vibrations through her spasming core.

		Panting, Vivian turned as Charlotte rose, their mouths crashing together - tasting her own tangy release on that scarred lip. She shoved Charlotte against the opposite wall, shelves rattling with sports bras and jerseys. "My turn," Vivian growled, dropping low, her full lips wrapping around one of Charlotte's high, firm breasts. She sucked hard, tongue swirling the nipple, teeth biting just shy of pain while her hand delved between Charlotte's thighs.

		Charlotte's cunt was a furnace - lean thighs parting eagerly, lips puffy and slick, clit peeking like a pearl. Vivian thrust three fingers in knuckle-deep, no preamble, palm grinding the nub. Charlotte bucked, hands fisting Vivian's hair, pulling her up for a messy kiss before guiding her down. "Tongue my clit - make me flood your face."

		Vivian spread Charlotte's folds with her free hand, inhaling her musky arousal, then speared her tongue inside, fucking deep before flattening it over the clit in firm circles. Charlotte's hips snapped, fucking Vivian's mouth, tits bouncing with each thrust. "Harder - suck it like you mean it." Vivian did, sealing her lips around the swollen bud, humming as her fingers scissored inside, hitting the ridges that made Charlotte keen.

		The closet reeked of sex - sweat, squirt, the faint leather of cleats knocked askew. Charlotte's off-center scar twisted in ecstasy, her intense energy unraveling as Vivian added a finger to her ass, twisting gently. "Fuck - yes, stretch me everywhere." Her walls fluttered, then clamped, a gush of hot squirt erupting over Vivian's wrist, splashing her tits as Charlotte screamed, body convulsing.

		They didn't stop. Vivian rose, spinning Charlotte to face the mirror now - both of them watching, eyes locked in the glass. Charlotte bent forward, ass presented, pussy gaping and drooling. Vivian slotted their cunts together from behind, clits kissing in a slick grind, her fuller hips slamming forward. "Trib me - watch us come like this," Vivian ordered, hands on Charlotte's hips, pulling her back hard.

		Their pussies mashed obscenely, lips parting and sucking, clits bumping with wet smacks. Charlotte reached back, spreading Vivian's ass for better friction, fingers teasing both their holes. "Look at you - my bi-awakened goddess, grinding like a slut." Vivian's tits swung heavy, slapping Charlotte's back, nipples dragging fire. The rhythm built - filthy, precise - until they shattered together, cunts pulsing, fresh squirts mingling down their thighs, puddles forming on the floor.

		Collapsed against each other, foreheads touching the mirror, they panted, laughter bubbling up amid aftershocks. Charlotte's hand found the hanging jersey again, fingers tracing the stain over Vivian's shoulder. "From foul to this," she whispered, pressing a kiss to Vivian's temple. "Co-captains forever."

		Vivian smiled, rubbing her scar-knee absently, the vulnerability long transmuted. They straightened slowly, bodies slick and sated, sharing one last deep kiss amid the disarray. But as Charlotte turned to grab fresh towels from the shelf, her eyes caught on the desk in the bedroom beyond - season ticket forms scattered, renewal date circled in red. "Hey," she said, a spark lighting her gaze. "We should lock those in tonight. Our seats for the new season."

		Vivian nodded, heart swelling at the ordinary promise, already picturing them side by side.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 32

		

		The Season Ticket Renewal

		

		

		Charlotte Quill grabbed a stack of fresh towels from the closet shelf, her lean-muscled arms flexing with the casual pull, still humming from the raw afterglow that painted their skin in a sheen of sweat and release. She tossed one to Vivian, who caught it mid-air with a grin, her full hips swaying as she dabbed at the slick trails snaking down her thighs. The air hung thick with the musky tang of their mingled squirts, the floor a glossy mess beneath them, but neither cared - the disarray felt like a badge of their unbridled claiming.

		Vivian wrapped the towel around her waist, eyes sparkling with that post-orgasm clarity, the half-moon scar on her knee catching the low light as she stepped closer. "Seats for the new season," she murmured, her voice husky, leaning in to nip at Charlotte's earlobe. "Yeah. Let's make it official. Co-captains in the stands too."

		Charlotte's off-center scar tugged as her lips curved into a smirk, heat flickering low in her belly again at Vivian's proximity. She draped her towel over one shoulder, bare feet padding across the hardwood toward the desk tucked in the bedroom's corner. The space was a quiet command center amid their chaos: laptop humming softly, training logs pinned to a corkboard, and those season ticket renewal forms fanned out like an invitation. The circled date in red ink stared back - today. She sank into the ergonomic chair, thighs parting instinctively as residual throbs pulsed between her legs, and pulled the top form closer. "Come here, investigator. Help me pick the perfect spot. Privacy first - no more prying eyes from the cheap seats."

		Vivian followed, her sculpted thighs brushing Charlotte's shoulder as she perched on the desk's edge, one foot hooking playfully around the chair leg. The towel slipped, revealing the dark thatch above her still-swollen folds, and Charlotte's gaze dipped hungrily, remembering how those powerful legs had locked around her head just minutes ago. "Front row behind the bench?" Vivian suggested, leaning over to scan the seating chart printed on glossy paper, her breasts grazing Charlotte's arm, nipples pebbled and begging for teeth.

		Charlotte hummed approval, marker in hand as she circled sections on the map - mid-tier, off to the side, shielded by team staff. But the simple act of planning ignited something deeper, a slow-burning fuse of possession and promise. Her free hand slid up Vivian's inner thigh, fingers tracing the damp heat where towel met skin. "These seats mean we watch our girls dominate without the world knowing we're fucking like animals in the shadows." Her voice dropped, rough with intent, as she uncapped the marker and leaned in - not to the chart, but to Vivian's thigh, pressing the cool tip against that sensitive flesh.

		Vivian gasped, knees parting wider, her reserved edges fraying under Charlotte's provocative gaze. "Char... we're supposed to be renewing tickets." But her protest melted into a moan as Charlotte dragged the marker in a deliberate line, black ink blooming across her skin in bold script: Mine. The word stretched from knee scar to the crease of her hip, possessive and permanent until sweat or shower washed it away.

		"Fuck the tickets for a second," Charlotte growled, tossing the marker aside. She gripped Vivian's hips, yanking her fully onto the desk, papers scattering like confetti. Vivian's ass hit the wood with a thud, legs splaying open, towel falling away to expose her glistening core - lips puffy, clit peeking like a ripe pearl. Charlotte stood between those thighs, her own towel discarded, high firm breasts heaving as she palmed Vivian's mound, thumb circling that needy bud with expert pressure. "You think I can sit here plotting seats when your pussy's dripping right in my face? Spread for me, Viv. Show me how wet planning our future makes you."

		Vivian's breath hitched, hands fisting the desk edge as she obeyed, heels digging into Charlotte's ass to pull her closer. Her vulnerability surged, not as weakness but fuel - years of suppressed fire now roaring free. "God, yes - tease it. Make me soak this desk before we sign." Charlotte obliged, dipping two fingers into Vivian's soaked channel, curling them against that spongy ridge inside while her mouth latched onto a swinging breast, tongue lashing the nipple into a stiff peak. Wet slurps filled the room, Vivian's hips bucking, chasing the stretch. "Deeper, fuck - own this cunt like you own every part of me."

		Charlotte's scar-pulled smirk flashed wicked as she added a third finger, knuckles-deep, pumping with lewd squelches that echoed off the walls. Her free hand roamed, pinching Vivian's other nipple, twisting until she arched off the desk, a whine escaping her throat. "That's it, my rule-breaking beauty - squirt for our new season. Imagine us in those seats, my hand under your jacket, fingering you during stoppage time." The fantasy hit like lightning; Vivian's walls fluttered wildly, clamping down as a fresh gush erupted, spraying Charlotte's wrist and forearm, dripping onto the scattered forms below. She screamed, body convulsing, thighs quaking around Charlotte's head as she rode the wave, ink-smeared skin glistening.

		But Charlotte didn't relent, withdrawing her fingers only to flip Vivian onto her stomach, ass up, face pressed to the desk amid the wet chaos. "My turn to mark territory," she rasped, spreading those full cheeks wide. Vivian's pussy winked open, asshole twitching invitingly above, and Charlotte dove in - tongue spearing her folds first, lapping the tangy squirt like nectar, then rimming that tight pucker with filthy insistence. Vivian bucked back, grinding against her face, fingers clawing for purchase on the slick papers. "Eat my ass - yes, tongue-fuck it while I come again!"

		Charlotte's lean frame tensed with dominance, one hand snaking under to pinch Vivian's clit, rolling it harshly as her tongue plunged deep, alternating with sucks on those heavy labia. The dual assault shattered Vivian anew - her body seized, another squirt jetting backward to splatter Charlotte's chin and chest, the desk now a puddle. Laughter broke through Vivian's cries, breathless and joyous, as she twisted to watch over her shoulder. "You're ruining the forms - fuck, don't stop!"

		Panting, Charlotte rose, cocking one hip to slot her dripping slit against Vivian's ass crack, sliding her length along the cleft in a teasing glide. "Ruining? Nah - this is sealing the deal." She reached for the marker again, straddling Vivian's back now, grinding her soaked pussy against the dip of her spine while scribbling on the exposed jersey still draped nearby: Co-Captains. Ink smeared from their sweat, but the claim stuck. Vivian writhed beneath her, reaching back to spread herself, clit throbbing against the desk's edge. "Ride me like this - use my body to get off, then fuck me proper."

		The command flipped their energy; Charlotte obliged, hips snapping forward, her clit dragging through Vivian's slick folds from behind in a reverse trib that mashed their lips together obscenely. Wet slaps punctuated each thrust, Charlotte's firm tits bouncing against Vivian's back, nipples scraping fire trails. "Feel that? Our cunts kissing for the future - gonna flood these tickets with us." Vivian pushed back, ass cheeks clapping against Charlotte's pelvis, fingers dipping into her own ass now, stretching herself as Charlotte's rhythm turned brutal.

		Tension coiled, electric - Charlotte's hand snaked around, four fingers plunging into Vivian's gaping pussy, stretching her wide while their clits ground relentlessly. "Come with me - squirt on our plans!" Vivian shattered first, walls milking Charlotte's fingers in vise spasms, a torrent soaking the desk, papers floating in the flood. Charlotte followed, howling as her own release hit, pussy convulsing against Vivian's skin, juices mingling in a hot cascade down both their legs.

		They collapsed in a heap atop the desk, bodies tangled, breaths syncing amid tremors. Charlotte nuzzled Vivian's neck, tasting salt, her hand idly circling a nipple as reality seeped back. "Now... tickets." Laughter bubbled up again, shared and light, as Vivian rolled over, pulling Charlotte atop her fully. Forms plastered to their skin, ink running, but they gathered them anyway - Vivian selecting the seats with deliberate strokes, Charlotte nodding approval beside her.

		"These," Vivian said, pointing to the shaded row, her voice steady now, grounded. "Close enough to lead cheers, far enough no one sees you finger me at halftime." She signed first, passing the pen, her free hand lacing with Charlotte's over the paper.

		Charlotte signed with a flourish, sealing it, then sealed their lips in a deep, claiming kiss - tongues slow-dancing, bodies molding despite the mess. "Done. Our life, locked in." She rubbed Vivian's knee scar absently, the gesture tender amid their erotic wreckage, past wounds invisible now.

		But as they rose to clean up, Charlotte's eyes caught the laptop screen - next season's schedule popping up, the first away game highlighted. Vivian followed her gaze, a thrill sparking. "Hotel room awaits. Privacy on the road - think we can behave?"

		Charlotte's smirk returned, pulling her close. "Not a chance.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 33

		

		The First Away Game

		

		

		Vivian Ashton's pulse quickened at Charlotte's words, the promise hanging heavy in the air of their shared apartment. That smirk - lips twisting around the faint scar that always made her look like she was plotting delicious ruin - sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in Vivian's belly. But the schedule on the screen loomed, a reminder that their erotic chaos at the desk was just the prelude to the real test: the road. "Pack light," Charlotte murmured, nipping her earlobe before pulling away to gather their gear. "We leave at dawn."

		The drive to the airport blurred into a montage of stolen touches - Charlotte's fingers tracing the curve of Vivian's thigh under the console, Vivian's hand squeezing her love interest's knee in silent vow. Teammates boarded separately, their relationship still a guarded secret amid the league's prying eyes, but the shared glances across the aisle spoke volumes. By the time they checked into the sleek hotel overlooking the rival stadium, the first away game of the new season felt like a victory lap for their hard-won life.

		Vivian pushed open the door to their room, the click of the lock echoing like a starting whistle. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city lights, the king bed dominating the space with crisp white sheets begging to be rumpled. She dropped her duffel, the weight of travel lifting as Charlotte followed, kicking the door shut with her heel. No pretense tonight; they were co-captains off the field too, navigating this milestone with the ease of lovers who'd clawed their way from enemies to this.

		"Finally," Charlotte breathed, shrugging off her jacket to reveal the tank top clinging to her taut shoulders and the subtle swell of her chest, nipples already pebbling against the fabric from the AC's chill. She crossed the room in three strides, backing Vivian against the window, the cool glass pressing into her spine. "Privacy on the road. No Elena knocking, no board spies. Just us."

		Vivian's breath hitched, her full hips shifting instinctively as Charlotte's body heat enveloped her. Those lean muscles she'd once cursed on the pitch now promised pleasure, not pain. "Behave?" she teased, echoing her own words from days ago, her hands sliding up Charlotte's sides to cup the firm weight of her breasts through the tank. Thumbs circled hardened peaks, drawing a low hiss from her partner. "You? Never."

		Charlotte's response was a growl, lips crashing down in a kiss that tasted of airport coffee and unspent hunger. Tongues tangled fiercely, Vivian sucking on Charlotte's lower lip, feeling that off-center scar drag against her own mouth like a brand. Hands roamed - Vivian's tugging at Charlotte's waistband, Charlotte's palms kneading the powerful swell of Vivian's ass, fingers digging into flesh that powered her sprints. They stumbled toward the bed, shedding clothes in a frantic trail: Charlotte's tank yanked over her head, exposing high, pert tits that bounced free; Vivian's blouse buttons popping under Charlotte's impatience.

		Naked now, they hit the mattress with a bounce, Vivian sprawling beneath Charlotte's straddling form. The city skyline glittered behind them, but Vivian's world narrowed to the woman above her - golden skin flushed, thighs bracketing her hips like goalposts. Charlotte's pussy hovered inches away, already slick and swollen, lips parting to reveal glistening pink folds. "Missed this," Charlotte rasped, grinding down so their clits brushed, electric sparks shooting through Vivian's core. "You, spread out for me. No hiding."

		Vivian's core throbbed, arousal dripping onto the sheets as she arched up, sculpted legs wrapping around Charlotte's waist. "Then take it," she challenged, voice husky, one hand fisting those dark waves while the other delved between them. Fingers parted Charlotte's seam, two plunging knuckle-deep into velvet heat that clenched greedily. Charlotte bucked, a moan ripping free, her high breasts swaying as she rode Vivian's hand. Juices coated Vivian's palm, the wet squelch obscene in the quiet room.

		"Fuck, yes," Charlotte panted, leaning forward to capture a nipple between her teeth. She bit down just hard enough to sting, then soothed with a flat-tongued lick, making Vivian's back bow. The contrast - pain blooming into bliss - mirrored their entire arc, from foul to this fierce devotion. Vivian's free hand pinched Charlotte's other nipple, rolling the tight bud until her rival whimpered, hips snapping faster. "Deeper, Viv. Stretch me like you own it."

		Vivian obeyed, adding a third finger, scissoring inside the pulsing channel while her thumb flicked Charlotte's clit. The lean body shuddered, inner walls fluttering, but Charlotte wasn't one to surrender first. She retaliated, sliding down Vivian's body in a fluid glide, knees shoving those thick thighs apart. Vivian's pussy lay exposed, folds puffy and drenched, clit pulsing visibly under Charlotte's hungry stare. "Look at you," Charlotte murmured, off-center scar quirking in a smirk. "Soaked for me. Remember the film room? You fought it then. Now you beg."

		The callback hit like foreplay, Vivian's mind flashing to that first pin-down - anger turning to ache. "Don't make me beg," she gasped, but her hips canted up, offering everything. Charlotte's laugh was dark, triumphant, before her mouth descended. Hot breath ghosted Vivian's clit, then lips sealed around it, sucking hard. Vivian cried out, fingers twisting in sheets as Charlotte's tongue lashed - flicks, circles, a flat press that had her thighs quaking.

		Two fingers breached her without warning, thick and insistent, curling to hit that spongy spot inside. Vivian's walls clamped down, milking the invasion as Charlotte finger-fucked her with ruthless precision, mouth never relenting on her clit. "Come on my tongue," Charlotte demanded between slurps, the vibration sending Vivian spiraling. Her half-moon scar itched under the strain, but she didn't rub it - vulnerability long since claimed by this woman.

		Ecstasy built like a free kick, coiling tight. Charlotte added a third finger, stretching Vivian's cunt wide, the burn exquisite. Gushes of slick coated Charlotte's wrist, dripping down to her ass. "That's it - squirt for me, captain." Vivian shattered, a scream tearing free as orgasm crashed. Her pussy convulsed, walls spasming in rhythmic squeezes, a hot gush erupting to soak Charlotte's chin and chest. Stars burst behind her eyes, body jerking in endless waves.

		Charlotte didn't stop, riding her through it, then withdrawing to climb back up. Their bodies aligned, pussies slotting together in a slick grind - clits mashing, folds sliding in a messy trib. Vivian's hands gripped Charlotte's ass, pulling her closer, nails biting into firm cheeks. "Your turn," she growled, rolling her hips to match the rhythm. Charlotte's tits dragged across hers, nipples scraping like live wires.

		"Fuck - Viv - " Charlotte's voice broke, lean frame trembling as she chased release. Her scar-pulled smirk vanished into a snarl of pleasure, pussy lips parting wider around Vivian's mound. They rocked harder, bedsprings creaking, the air thick with musk and moans. Vivian slipped a hand between them again, fingers finding Charlotte's asshole - teasing the puckered ring before pushing one in to the first knuckle. Charlotte howled, back arching, her clit grinding frantically now.

		"Come - fill my hand," Vivian urged, pumping the digit shallowly while their cunts slapped wetly. Charlotte exploded, body seizing as her pussy contracted, a fresh flood squirting out to mingle with Vivian's earlier release. Juices sprayed across Vivian's belly, hot and copious, Charlotte's ass clenching around the invading finger. She collapsed forward, tits heaving against Vivian's, mouths finding each other in sloppy, sated kisses.

		They lay tangled, breaths mingling, aftershocks rippling through sweat-slick skin. Charlotte's hand idly stroked Vivian's hip, tracing the flare where muscle met curve. "Earned this," she whispered, nuzzling her neck. "Us, on the road. No more fighting."

		Vivian smiled into the dark hair, reality seeping back softly. She glanced at the nightstand clock - game tomorrow, but tonight was theirs. "Replay?" she suggested, nodding to the team tablet in her bag. A quiet nod to their origin, twisted now into comfort.

		Charlotte rolled off with a groan, grabbing the device. They propped against the headboard, naked and sticky, pulling up footage from their last clean match - a World Cup qualifier highlight. The screen flickered to life: both of them on the pitch, seamless passes, no fouls, just synergy. Vivian leaned into Charlotte's side, watching herself receive a perfect cross from her partner, slotting it home.

		"Look at that communication," Charlotte murmured, arm draping Vivian's shoulders. Her fingers toyed with a damp curl at Vivian's nape. "Film room all over again, but... right this time."

		Vivian chuckled, warmth blooming in her chest - not the old terror of desire, but the steady glow of belonging. "No pinning me to the floor. Though..." She trailed off, smirking as Charlotte's eyes darkened playfully.

		"Yet." They laughed, the sound light, bodies cooling as the replay looped. Privacy adjustments flickered through Vivian's mind - separate breakfasts tomorrow, subtle signals in the locker room - but they felt trivial now, ordinary hurdles for the life they'd locked in.

		As the video ended, Charlotte set the tablet aside, pulling Vivian down into the sheets. Limbs entwined, they drifted toward sleep, the city's hum a lullaby. But in the quiet, Charlotte's voice cut through, soft and teasing. "One year ago tomorrow... that cleat's waiting back home."

		Vivian's heart stuttered, a spark igniting for the anniversary dawn.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter 34

		

		The Anniversary Cleat

		

		

		The plane's hum faded into the familiar drone of homeward traffic as Charlotte Quill gripped the wheel of their shared SUV, the away game victory still buzzing in her veins like a low-grade high. Vivian dozed in the passenger seat, her head lolled against the window, full lips parted in the soft vulnerability of exhaustion. Charlotte's gaze flicked over, lingering on the way those sculpted thighs pressed together under her track pants, a reminder of the hotel sheets they'd left rumpled just hours ago. One year. The cleat. The words from last night hung between them, unspoken now but electric.

		They pulled into the underground garage of their apartment building, the engine cutting to silence. Vivian stirred, blinking awake with a lazy stretch that pulled her tank top taut across her chest. "Home," she murmured, voice husky from sleep and the replay's afterglow. Charlotte leaned over the console, capturing her mouth in a brief, claiming kiss - tongues brushing just enough to promise more. "Anniversary dawn's here. Balcony's waiting."

		Upstairs, the apartment enveloped them like a sigh of relief - no hotel walls, no prying eyes from the team. Bags dumped in the hall, they moved through the living room with the easy rhythm of a year forged in fire and flesh. Charlotte grabbed two chilled water bottles from the fridge, the same brand they'd chugged during those grueling fourteen days of the appeal, labels faded but ritual intact. Vivian paused at the closet door, shooting her a knowing glance. "The cleat?"

		"Balcony first." Charlotte's voice dropped, that off-center scar on her lower lip tugging as she smirked. She led the way outside, the late afternoon sun slanting gold across the railing. The city sprawled below, a glittering irrelevance to the private world they'd carved. Vivian followed, her hand brushing Charlotte's lower back, fingers dipping just under the hem of her shirt to graze warm skin.

		They settled into the cushioned lounge chairs, knees touching, the air thick with the scent of distant rain and rooftop herbs from the community garden. Charlotte twisted the cap off her bottle, the crisp snap echoing their first charged standoffs. "To the foul that fixed us." She clinked the plastic against Vivian's, watching her throat work as she swallowed, a single droplet escaping to trail down her chin.

		Vivian licked it away, eyes locking on Charlotte's with that mix of heat and history. "To the cleat that almost ended me." She rubbed the half-moon scar on her left knee absentmindedly, the gesture no longer anxious but affectionate, a talisman. "Feels like yesterday. You, storming into that film room. Me, pinned and... waking up."

		Charlotte's pulse kicked, memories flooding: Vivian's body arching under her on the cold floor, gasps turning to pleas, the raw shock of desire cracking open walls neither had known were prisons. Straight until her foul - god, how true. She set her bottle down, leaning in until their breaths synced. "You were fire under ice. I wanted to break you open." Her hand found Vivian's thigh, squeezing the dense muscle there, feeling it flex instinctively. "Did."

		Vivian shifted closer, her free hand cupping Charlotte's jaw, thumb tracing that scarred lip. "You did more. Made me yours." The words hung, heavy with the bi awakening they'd clawed through - nights of frantic discovery, tongues and fingers mapping bodies that had only known men before, trust rebuilt from the rubble of fouls and betrayals. No Victor Lang shadows lingered; the board's ruling was dust. Just them, transformed.

		Charlotte's lean frame hummed with need, high firm breasts straining against her sports bra as she pulled Vivian onto her lap, straddling the chair. "Show me." It wasn't a command, not anymore - just invitation, laced with the dominance that still made Vivian's core clench. Vivian's hips settled heavy, grinding down once, deliberate, her full curves molding to Charlotte's angles. Water bottles forgotten, they kissed like the first time: hungry, teeth nipping, tongues thrusting deep.

		Vivian broke away, breathless. "The cleat. Our ritual." She slid off, disappearing inside, returning with the battered thing in hand - the right cleat from that championship match, grass-stained turf embedded in the studs, the very one that had sliced Vivian's knee and ignited everything. Charlotte took it reverently, holding it between them like a trophy. "Pain to power," she said, voice rough. They rose together, moving to the balcony's edge where a small display shelf waited, installed just for this. Charlotte wiped it clean with her shirt hem, the motion exposing a flash of toned abs, then positioned the cleat beside a potted succulent - permanent now, displayed.

		Vivian pressed against her from behind, arms wrapping around Charlotte's waist, palms splaying flat over her stomach. "One year of this." Her lips found the nape of Charlotte's neck, sucking lightly, teeth grazing the salt of travel-sweat. Charlotte shivered, abandoning the shelf to turn, backing Vivian against the railing. The city wind whipped cool against heated skin, but Charlotte's body blocked it, dominant and sheltering.

		"More than survival," Charlotte growled, hands shoving under Vivian's tank, shoving it up to bare those lush hips and the heavy swell of her breasts, nipples pebbling in the breeze. She palmed them roughly, thumbs circling the peaks until Vivian moaned, arching into the touch. "You were straight, investigator girl, rubbing that scar like it owned you. Now look - wet for me already."

		Vivian's laugh was throaty, hands yanking Charlotte's shirt off, tossing it aside. Lean muscles rippled under her fingers, those high breasts freed next, spilling into Vivian's grasp. She pinched, twisted, drawing a hiss from Charlotte. "And you? All fire and abandonment scars, pushing everyone away. Now you beg for my mouth." She dropped to her knees on the balcony's tile, bold in their private aerie, no eyes to judge.

		Charlotte's hands fisted in Vivian's hair, guiding her face to the waistband of her shorts. "Begging's your job." But her voice cracked with want as Vivian tugged them down, boxers following, revealing the slick, trimmed heat between Charlotte's thighs. Vivian inhaled sharply, the musky arousal hitting her like a drug - the scent she'd craved through every league drama, every secret night. She leaned in, tongue flicking out to trace the outer lips, teasing the swollen clit before sucking it fully into her mouth.

		"Fuck, Viv." Charlotte's head fell back, hips bucking, her scarred lip caught between her teeth. Vivian worked her with expert hunger, lips sealed around the pulsing nub, sucking hard while two fingers plunged deep, curling against that ridged spot inside. Charlotte's inner walls clenched, juices coating Vivian's chin, dripping down her wrist. The sounds - wet slurps, Charlotte's guttural moans - blended with the distant city roar, balcony rails creaking under gripping hands.

		Vivian added a third finger, stretching, thrusting in rhythm with her tongue's lash, feeling Charlotte's thighs quake around her ears. "Come for me," she demanded, looking up through lashes, her own pussy throbbing untouched, soaking her panties. Charlotte shattered with a cry, body convulsing, release gushing hot against Vivian's mouth. She rode it out, grinding shamelessly, until Charlotte hauled her up, kissing her fiercely, tasting herself on Vivian's tongue.

		"My turn." Charlotte spun her, bending Vivian over the lounge chair's arm, yanking track pants and thong down in one rip. Vivian's ass presented, full and round, pussy lips glistening, pink and puffy. Charlotte knelt, spreading her wide, tongue diving straight into the dripping folds. Vivian bucked, crying out, rubbing her scar-kneed leg against Charlotte's shoulder. "Yes - eat me, Char."

		Charlotte devoured her, tongue fucking deep, nose bumping the clit, hands kneading those powerful thighs. She sucked the engorged nub, fingers replacing her tongue - three at once, slamming home, palm grinding the base. Vivian's walls fluttered, then gripped like a vice, orgasm ripping through her with a scream that echoed off the balcony glass. Cum squirted in arcs, soaking Charlotte's hand, the chair, the tile. Charlotte lapped it up, relentless, drawing out every tremor until Vivian sagged, boneless.

		They collapsed together onto the lounge, bodies slick and tangled, the cleat gleaming nearby like a sentinel. Charlotte nuzzled Vivian's damp temple, fingers idly circling a still-hard nipple. "From film room floor to this. Bi as fuck, and ours."

		Vivian smiled, tracing Charlotte's scar-lip. "Foundations now. No fractures." They toasted again with the half-empty bottles, water spilling carelessly as lips met soft, sated. Dusk crept in, city lights winking on, their reflections superimposed on the cleat - transformed, unbreakable.

		Later, showered and loose in fresh sheets, Charlotte spooned Vivian from behind, hand cupping a breast possessively. "Future seasons. You and me, owning the pitch off it too." Vivian hummed agreement, sleep tugging, but her mind flickered to sunrise runs, team fields, the life ahead.

		Outside, dawn waited on dew-kissed grass.
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