

Tempting her Timorous Teammates

Exhibitionist Exploits - Book II

Sonja Sable


Copyright © 2025 Sonja Sable

The moral right of the author has been asserted

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law

All rights reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental

This publication is intended for a mature audience only


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Tempting her Timorous Teammates

Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 


Tempting her Timorous Teammates

Jessica stood in front of her bedroom mirror, examining her outfit with critical satisfaction. Her white t-shirt was just tight enough to accentuate her small breasts, the fabric thin enough that she knew her nipples would be rendered visible by even the slightest cooling breeze—that is, if the inevitable perspiration didn’t get the job done first. And her green shorts… They teetered on the edge of indecency without going over the edge. Barely covering her cheeks, with white trim that drew the eye precisely where she wanted it, they were still just long enough to provide plausible deniability. Everybody knew that short shorts were appropriate for volleyball. Who could possibly accuse her of harbouring ulterior motives?

Certainly not the men she had in her sights. Like Harry, her manager from work. Only a few years older than her, in his early thirties, maybe he thought he had a chance with her, or maybe he was content just to enjoy the show. She’d certainly noticed that he always seemed to position himself perfectly to catch glimpses of her during practice, pretending to be focused entirely on the game while his eyes unmistakably wandered. She'd caught him adjusting himself more than once after she'd bent over to retrieve a ball.

And then there was her neighbour Alex—not quite forty, but not far off—always so polite and reserved, but quick to blush when Jessica greeted him in the neighbourhood. Was he getting to that age where he simply no longer expected to be acknowledged by bubbly young twenty-somethings like Jessica? The poor man practically choked on his water last week when she'd stretched directly in front of him. What would his wife have thought if she’d seen him looking?

If anything, Jessica enjoyed the reactions she got from Alex even more than those from Harry. Harry’s were almost to be expected. Alex’s were like forbidden fruit. Still, she was happy to receive them from any and all onlookers. And today, she’d decided, she was going to push things further than she ever had before.

∞∞∞

The club met out the back of the community centre gymnasium every Saturday afternoon, a casual rag-tag ranging from young adult to middle-aged, all acquaintances of varying degrees—everyone knew everyone in small towns like this.

Jessica always timed her arrival perfectly—late enough that most people would already be there to witness her arrival, but not so late that she'd miss the customary warm-up. And today was no different. She wanted her audience, after all.

She sauntered across the grass toward the volleyball court, feeling the weight of every gaze landing on her body with delicious precision. The afternoon sun cast a golden glow over the community centre grounds, backlighting her perfectly—a silhouette of curves and promises approaching the gathered players.

"Hey everyone," she called out with a wave, her voice carrying just the right note of innocent enthusiasm. "Sorry if I'm a little late!"

The response was a mumbled chorus of greetings, some barely audible, a notable few overly enthusiastic. Jessica suppressed a smile as she noticed Harry fumbling with the volleyball in his hands, nearly dropping it as she approached. Beside him, Alex stood awkwardly shifting his weight from one foot to another, his eyes darting toward her and then quickly away, as if looking directly at her might have similar consequences to looking directly at the sun.

As she reached the edge of the court, she made a show of adjusting her high ponytail, stretching her arms upward and arching her back slightly, her water bottle pinched between her thighs. The movement caused her white t-shirt to ride up, exposing several inches of her toned midriff. She held the pose a beat longer than necessary, feeling the cool air kiss her exposed skin.

"Beautiful day for volleyball, isn't it?" she asked to nobody in particular, slowly lowering her arms and watching as several of the men struggled to maintain eye contact rather than track the movement of her shirt as it settled back into place—though not quite where it had been before.

Mrs. Peterson, a woman in her fifties who played with surprising agility, gave Jessica a knowing look. "Quite the outfit today, Jess," she said, her tone somewhere between amusement and disapproval.

Jessica smiled sweetly. "Oh, this? Just something comfortable to move around in." She performed a little stretch, touching her toes and feeling the tightness of her shorts across her backside. "Gotta be able to dive for those balls, right?"

The double entendre hung in the air like perfume, subtly attracting attention. Harry coughed nervously while Alex suddenly became incredibly interested in retying his already perfectly tied shoes.

Mrs. Peterson was one of only a few women who attended the weekly meet-up. Of all the members, Jessica—only a few years out of college—was the youngest, but amongst the women, she was the youngest by far. She held a practical monopoly over the men’s attention, and she was willing to abuse her dominant position.

"We're just about to start with the warm-ups," said Mark, one of the older players who had taken on the unofficial role of group coach. Jessica noticed his eyes lingering on her smooth legs a moment too long before he allowed his gaze to pass by and added, "Two laps around the court, everyone."

As they began to jog, Jessica deliberately positioned herself in front of both Harry and Alex. She could feel their eyes on her with every stride, watching the bounce of her ponytail, the movement of her hips, the way her shorts rode up with each step. She added just a hint more sway than was strictly necessary for running, knowing exactly what kind of show she was putting on.

When they finished their laps, the group formed a circle for stretching. Jessica made sure to sit herself directly across from Alex and Harry, giving them a perfect view as she spread her legs wide for the seated stretches.

"Now, let's start with some hamstring stretches," Mark called out, his voice slightly strained as he deliberately avoided looking in Jessica’s direction.

Jessica leaned forward diligently, extending her arms toward her toes. As she reached, she allowed her loose white t-shirt to fall forward, creating a tantalising window for those present inclined to steal a glance. She held the position, counting slowly, feeling the delicious stretch in her muscles and the equally delicious weight of attention on her body.

When she looked up through her lashes, she caught Harry mid-stare, his eyes fixed squarely on the revealed area of skin between her breasts. The moment lasted only a second before he jerked his gaze away, apparently suddenly fascinated by a bird flying overhead. Jessica bit her lip to suppress her smile. The flush creeping up his neck was unmistakable, even from across the circle.

Alex was being more cautious, chancing only brief glances when he thought she was looking elsewhere. But Jessica had positioned herself precisely to catch him in the act, and when their eyes met, his widened slightly before darting away.

"Now butterfly stretches," Mark announced, the older man’s voice cracking slightly as if he were suggesting this particular exercise as a result of the attire he had already been caught off guard by.

Jessica brought the soles of her feet together, knees splayed wide to the sides. She leaned forward, gripping her ankles, deliberately giving the men across from her the most tantalising view possible. The fabric of her shorts pulled taut against her most intimate parts, forming a thin barrier that concealed almost nothing. The knowledge that there was no underwear beneath that thin layer of cotton sent a thrill through her body, making her nipples harden beneath her t-shirt—arousal, she noted, had beaten both perspiration and a cool breeze to the punch.

"Remember to breathe through the stretch," Mark advised the group, though his own breathing seemed somewhat laboured.

Jessica caught Mrs. Peterson watching her with narrowed eyes, clearly aware of the game being played. The older woman shook her head slightly but said nothing. Jessica responded with an innocent smile, as if completely unaware of the effect she was having on the men in the group.

As they shifted to the next position, Jessica noticed that nearly every one of those men was now finding excuses to look her way, each employing varying degrees of subtlety. Some pretended to scan the whole group, their gaze pausing just a moment too long on her. Others made a show of checking their phones or water bottles while stealing glances from the corner of their eyes.

Jessica revelled in the power she held over these men, particularly the ones old enough to know better. There was something deliciously taboo about making a man two decades her senior forget himself, watching his carefully constructed professionalism crumble as his baser instincts took over. She could feel the shift in the atmosphere with each movement she made—like conducting an orchestra of desire with her body as the baton.

"All right, everyone. Let's wrap up these stretches," Mark announced, his voice carrying a hint of relief. Jessica could tell he was struggling to maintain his composure as group leader while she continued her little exhibition. She held her final stretch a moment longer than everyone else, arching her back dramatically before finally relaxing her body.

"Time for the real action," Jessica said, brushing invisible dust from her thighs. The double meaning wasn't lost on Harry, whose Adam's apple bobbed visibly as he swallowed.

Mark cleared his throat before dividing the group into teams. Jessica felt a flutter of excitement when she found herself grouped with both Harry and Alex. This was perfect—both of her targets on her team. As they moved into position, she made a point of standing between the two men, close enough that they could feel the heat radiating from her body.

"Alright, team," Jessica said, clapping her hands together and bouncing slightly on her toes, fully aware of how the movement made her breasts jiggle beneath her thin white t-shirt. "Let's crush them."

Harry nodded enthusiastically, his eyes darting from her face to her chest and back again in a nervous dance. "Absolutely. We've got this."

Alex, meanwhile, was making a show of retying his shoelaces for the second time, though Jessica could tell he was stealing glances at her legs from his crouched position.

"I'll take the front position," Jessica announced, moving to stand at the net. Bending her knees, she looked over her shoulder at her teammates with a mischievous smile. "You guys keep an eye on the rear."

Harry’s eyes widened at the prospect. Alex’s jaw visibly tightened. Mrs. Peterson rolled her eyes.

Mark blew his whistle, and the game was on—not just the game of volleyball, but Jessica’s game of temptation. She made a point of being exceptionally active, diving for balls that were just barely within reach, knowing full well how her body would look sprawled across the grass. Each time she stood, she'd brush off her shorts with exaggerated movements, running her palms slowly over the tight fabric.

"Nice save, Jess," Harry called after she'd lunged for a particularly difficult shot, landing on her hands and knees.

"Thanks," she replied, rising slowly and arching her back as she stretched. "Always willing to get down and dirty for the team."

As the game progressed, Jessica noticed that both Harry and Alex were becoming increasingly flustered. Harry had missed two easy shots, his concentration clearly compromised when Jessica had bent over directly in front of him, her shorts straining against the swell of her ass, the hem rising to reveal even more cheek. Alex was faring no better, stumbling over his own feet when Jessica had asked him to help her adjust her ponytail, pressing her back against his chest as she guided his hands to the task.

The intensity of the game picked up as both teams fought for dominance, the score neck and neck. Jessica's team was up by one point when a particularly intense rally had everyone diving and lunging across the court. She'd been pushing herself hard, partly for the game and partly for the show she was putting on. A fine sheen of sweat now covered her skin, making her practically glow in the afternoon sunlight.

"Time out!" called Mark, blowing his whistle. "Two minutes, everyone."

During the brief water break, Jessica took a long drink from her bottle, letting a few drops spill down her chin and neck, tracing a path down to the collar of her shirt. She watched with satisfaction as Alex’s eyes followed the droplets on their languid journey.

"Getting hot out here, isn't it?" she remarked innocently, fanning herself with one hand. Her shirt was now damp with perspiration, clinging to her curves and rendering the fabric nearly transparent in places. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin material, hard peaks that she knew were impossible to miss.

"Yeah," Harry managed, his voice cracking slightly. "Really hot."

As the group prepared to resume play, Jessica made her move. With deliberate slowness, she gathered the hem of her t-shirt in both hands. "God, I'm so sweaty," she sighed, her voice taking on a husky quality.

She seductively lifted her t-shirt to wipe sweat from her brow, turning towards Alex and Harry as she did so, revealing her bare stomach, from just below her breasts all the way down to her low-riding shorts. The fabric bunched just beneath the swell of her breasts, exposing the delicate underside curve while still maintaining the barest pretence of modesty.

Alex froze mid-motion, water bottle halfway to his lips, his eyes wide and unblinking as they traced the smooth expanse of her exposed midriff. A drop of water escaped his bottle, landing unnoticed on his shoe. Harry, meanwhile, made a strangled sound in the back of his throat, something between a cough and a groan.

Jessica held the position longer than necessary, dabbing at her forehead with exaggerated care. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps across her stomach. She felt a delicious thrill at the knowledge that both men were now completely captivated, unable to look away from the forbidden sight of her nearly-bare torso.

"Much better," she murmured, slowly lowering her shirt—but not all the way. She left it rucked up just enough to keep her navel exposed, and to draw attention to dangerously low her shorts rested on her hips.

"You… you've got, um…" Harry stammered, gesturing vaguely toward her. "Your shirt is still…"

Jessica looked down with feigned surprise. "Oh! Thanks," she said, making no move to fix it. Instead, she stretched her arms overhead, causing the shirt to rise even higher. "I'm just so hot I can barely think straight."

"Game's about to restart," Alex managed to say, his voice noticeably strained. Jessica noticed with satisfaction that he was shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot. She wondered whether he was struggling with a physical reaction he couldn't entirely control.

"Right," Jessica said brightly, giving her ponytail a toss. "Let's get back to it, shall we?”

The game resumed, and Jessica decided to escalate her little performance. When it was her turn to serve, she made a show of concentrating, bouncing the ball a few times against the ground, then tossing it high in the air. As she jumped to serve, she knew exactly what would happen—her shirt rose completely, exposing the entire expanse of her torso, the underside of her breasts clearly visible for anyone watching. The serve was powerful and precise, but she doubted anyone on the opposing team noticed its technical perfection.

When she landed, she took her time adjusting her shirt, smoothing it down with deliberate slowness. "Sorry about that," she said to no one in particular, not sounding sorry at all.

"Focus, everyone," Mark called out, his voice strained. "Let's keep our eyes on the ball."

Jessica bit back a smile. Eyes on the ball indeed. She'd noticed that nearly every man on both teams had been watching her during that serve, several missing their positions as the ball sailed over the net.

The next few points passed in a blur of activity, with Jessica finding every opportunity to bend, stretch, and display her body to maximum effect.

"Nice teamwork," she purred after a particularly good play by Harry, letting her hand linger on his arm. She could feel his muscles tensing beneath his skin, see the rapid pulse at his throat.

When Alex managed a spectacular save, diving to keep the ball in play, Jessica was the first to help him up.

"My hero," she said, pulling him to his feet with both hands and ‘accidentally’ stumbling forward so that her body briefly pressed against his. "That was quite impressive."

Alex's face flushed crimson. "Just doing my part," he mumbled, eyes darting everywhere except directly at her.

As the game progressed, Jessica noticed Mrs. Peterson whispering to one of the other women, both of them glancing her way with disapproving expressions. Jessica merely smiled and waved, before positioning herself strategically near the net, directly in front of both Alex and Harry. She bent forward slightly at the waist, hands on her knees, presenting them with a perfect view of her ass in those tiny green shorts. She could practically feel their eyes tracing the curves of her body, imagining what lay beneath the thin fabric. The others’ disapproval did little to quell the excitement building within her.

"Ready when you are," she called over her shoulder, her voice honey-sweet and loaded with suggestion.

The opposing team served, sending the ball arcing high over the net. Jessica tracked its trajectory, deliberately moving backward as if to position herself for the return. She took three quick steps, each one calculated for maximum effect.

"I've got it!" she called, even as she stumbled in an impressive display of choreographed clumsiness.

Jessica collided first with Harry, her back pressing against his chest as she fell into him. His hands instinctively came up to steady her, gripping her waist. She felt his fingers splay across her bare midriff where her shirt had ridden up, his touch burning against her skin. She wondered if he was taking liberties in just the same way she was.

"Oops, sorry!" she gasped, but instead of moving away, she wiggled against him as if trying to regain her balance. The movement caused her ass to rub directly against his groin, and she felt a distinct presence there that sent a thrill racing through her body.

Harry’s breath hitched, his fingers tightening momentarily on her waist before he seemed to remember himself. "N-no problem," he stammered, his voice barely audible.

Before he could fully release her, Jessica pivoted and lunged for the ball, deliberately losing her footing again. This time, she crashed directly into Alex, her breasts pressing against his chest as they collided. Her momentum carried them both backward a step, his arms automatically wrapping around her to prevent them from falling.

"God, I'm so clumsy today," she laughed, making no immediate move to extract herself from his embrace. Instead, she placed her hands on his shoulders, her face mere inches from his. She could feel his rapid heartbeat, see the dilation of his pupils as he stared down at her, the discomfort in his face as he strained to maintain his composure in spite of his instincts.

"It's… it's fine," Alex managed, his voice rough. His hands hovered at her waist, clearly unsure whether to hold her or let go.

The ball bounced harmlessly on the ground beside them, but Jessica hardly noticed. She was too busy revelling in the feeling of Alex’s body against hers, the heat radiating between them, the slight tremor in his hands.

"Point for the other team," Mark called out, clearing his throat loudly.

Jessica reluctantly pulled away from Alex, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "Sorry about that," she said, but the gleam in her eyes suggested she was anything but sorry. She noted with satisfaction how Alex's gaze lingered on her lips before he eventually looked away.

"Let's get back in position," Mark called out, his tone carrying a note of exasperation.

As they resumed their places, Jessica made a decision. Alex's reactions were simply too delicious to ignore. The way his composure cracked, the obvious internal struggle between propriety and desire—it was intoxicating. Harry was fun to tease, but Alex… Alex would be her primary target now.

The next serve came, and Jessica made sure she was near Alex. She could feel his awareness of her, the way he kept a careful distance that was just a little too deliberate.

"Alex," she called, her voice low and intimate despite the noise of the game around them. "I'll take the front, you cover me from behind?"

He nodded, swallowing visibly. "Sure, yeah."

When the ball came over the net again, Jessica made her move. She called for it loudly, watching as Alex instinctively moved toward the same spot. With calculated precision, she lunged forward, deliberately misjudging her trajectory.

Time seemed to slow as she ‘stumbled’, her body twisting as she reached out—not for the ball, but in a controlled fall that sent her hands directly toward Alex's crotch. Her palms made contact with the front of his shorts, fingers splaying across the fabric as if to break her fall.

The contact lasted only a second, maybe two, but it was enough. Beneath her hands, Jessica felt an unmistakable firmness—substantial and already semi-hard. The size of him surprised her, sending an unexpected jolt of genuine arousal through her body. This wasn't just for show anymore.

"Oh my god!" she gasped, her eyes widening as she looked up at Alex, whose face had drained of all colour. "I'm so sorry, I completely lost my balance!"

The ball hit the ground beside them, forgotten. Mark blew his whistle, signalling another point for the opposite team, but Jessica barely registered it. She was too focused on the look of absolute mortification on Alex's face. But it wasn’t just embarrassment, there was something else there too—a flash of raw desire quickly suppressed.

"It's… fine," he said hoarsely, taking a step back and angling his body away from the others. "Just an accident."

Jessica rose to her feet slowly, keeping her eyes locked on his. "Are you sure you're okay?" she asked, her voice dripping with feigned concern while her eyes communicated something entirely different. "I didn't… hurt you, did I?"

"No, no, I'm fine," Alex insisted, his voice strained. He was standing awkwardly now, clearly trying to hide the evidence of his arousal from the rest of the group. Jessica smiled to herself, feeling a rush of triumph. The game was evolving in ways she hadn't anticipated, but she was more than ready to play.

"Let's take five," Mark announced, perhaps sensing the sudden tension on the court. "Hydrate, everyone."

As the group dispersed for a water break, Jessica noticed Alex hanging back, still awkwardly positioned to conceal his predicament. She approached him with deliberate casualness, water bottle in hand.

"I really am sorry about that," she said, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "Total accident."

Alex met her eyes, and Jessica saw something shift in his expression—a subtle darkening, a flash of recognition that perhaps this hadn't been an accident at all. His gaze dropped briefly to her lips, then lower, lingering on the damp fabric of her shirt where it clung to her breasts.

"No problem," he replied, his voice rougher than usual. "Accidents happen."

The way he emphasised "accidents" sent a clear message—he was onto her game. But instead of backing away, he took a small step closer, invading her personal space in a way that made her breath catch.

"We should be more careful," he continued, reaching past her to retrieve his water bottle from the back of a bench. The movement brought his body tantalisingly close to hers, his upper arm brushing against the side of her chest with deliberate pressure. "Wouldn't want anyone getting hurt."

Jessica felt a sudden shift in the dynamic. Alex wasn't just a passive recipient of her teasing anymore; he was responding in kind. The realisation sent a delicious thrill through her body, hardening her nipples against the damp fabric of her shirt.

"Of course," she murmured, making no move to step back. "Safety first."

When play resumed, Jessica noticed a new confidence in Alex's movements. He positioned himself closer to her than before, his eyes following her with an intensity that was both thrilling and slightly unnerving. This wasn't the same timid neighbour who blushed when she said hello.

During the next rally, Jessica dove for a ball near the boundary line, landing on her stomach with her ass in the air. As she pushed herself up, she felt a presence behind her—Alex, extending a hand to help her rise. His fingers closed around her wrist, pulling her up with surprising strength. As she gained her footing, his other hand briefly settled on her hip, fingers splaying possessively before moving to the small of her back.

"Good effort," he said, his breath warm against her ear before he stepped away, leaving her slightly off-balance.

The next few points passed in a blur of increasing tension. Alex had positioned himself strategically on the court, always managing to be wherever Jessica was. When she moved forward, he was there behind her. When she stepped back, he was at her side. Each movement brought them into brief, electric contact—his hand grazing her lower back, his chest brushing against her shoulder, his thigh momentarily pressing against hers as they both reached for the same ball.

Jessica realised that the game had evolved into something far more interesting than she'd anticipated. She'd expected to tease, to provoke reactions, to enjoy the power of making men uncomfortable with desire. She hadn't expected one of them to match her move for move, to turn her own game against her. In all the weeks she’d been attending, her male teammates had been timid around her, timorous even—none more so than Alex. And yet, it now seemed like she had pushed him over the edge. Whether it had been building gradually all this time, or whether it was today’s more direct content that had done it, something had changed in Alex. Whatever constraints had been holding him at bay all this time had suddenly been loosed.

"Point!" Mark called as their team successfully returned a difficult shot. "Good teamwork, everyone."

Alex's hand came to rest on Jessica's shoulder, squeezing briefly in celebration. "Nice play," he murmured, his thumb tracing a small circle against her skin before dropping away.

Jessica felt a flush of heat that had nothing to do with the physical exertion of the game. Her skin tingled where he'd touched her, and she found herself anticipating his next move with an eagerness that surprised her. This was supposed to be her game, her rules, but somehow Alex had changed the parameters without her noticing.

"Thanks," she replied, her voice huskier than intended. "We make a good team."

Harry, meanwhile, was watching their interactions with obvious confusion, clearly trying to understand the sudden shift in dynamic. Jessica caught his eye and winked, not wanting him to feel entirely left out of her little performance. He blushed immediately, fumbling with the ball in his hands.

As the game continued, Jessica decided to reclaim some control. When it was her turn to serve again, she made a show of preparing, rolling her shoulders and stretching her arms overhead. Her shirt rode up, exposing her midriff, and she held the position a beat longer than necessary.

"Ready when you are," Mark called, a note of impatience in his voice.

Jessica nodded, bouncing the ball a few times before tossing it high. As she jumped to serve, she felt a sudden breeze across her body—stronger than before, catching her shirt and lifting it higher than she'd intended. For a breathless moment, the underside curves of her breasts were completely exposed, the white fabric billowing up almost to her collarbone before settling back as she landed.

A collective intake of breath from several players told her the exposure hadn't gone unnoticed. Mrs. Peterson made a disapproving noise, while Mark suddenly became very interested in checking the score sheet. Harry's mouth had fallen open slightly, his eyes wide with shock and unmistakable desire.

But it was Alex's reaction that caught Jessica's attention. Unlike the others, he hadn't frozen or looked away in embarrassment. Instead, his eyes had darkened, his gaze travelling slowly, deliberately over her body before meeting her eyes with an expression that could only be described as hungry.

"Sorry about that," Jessica called out, tugging her shirt down with feigned embarrassment. "Wind's picking up."

"Perhaps you should wear more appropriate attire next time," Mrs. Peterson remarked dryly.

"Or less," Alex murmured, just loud enough for Jessica to hear as he moved past her to take his position. For the first time today, Jessica was the one who was shocked. Those words sounded like a challenge, or maybe an invitation.

The game continued, the score now neck-and-neck as both teams fought for dominance. Jessica found herself increasingly distracted by Alex's presence, by the deliberate way he moved around her, always finding reasons to make contact. When she bent to retrieve a ball, he was suddenly behind her, his body pressing against her backside with unmistakable intent.

"Excuse me," he murmured, his voice a low rumble that she felt more than heard. His hands came to rest on her hips, steadying her as she straightened—but they lingered longer than necessary, his fingers pressing into her flesh with just enough pressure to convey possession.

Jessica felt her breath catch. This was not the same timid neighbour who could barely meet her eyes when they passed on the street. This was someone else entirely—someone unleashed, uninhibited. The transformation was as alarming as it was arousing.

"No problem," she replied, her voice betraying a slight tremor. She turned to face him, finding him much closer than she'd expected. For a moment, they stood there, bodies nearly touching, the volleyball game continuing around them as if they existed in a separate reality.

"Your serve," Mark called out, breaking the spell.

Alex stepped back, but his eyes never left hers. "Don't let me distract you," he said, the corner of his mouth lifting in a knowing smile.

Jessica moved to her position, feeling oddly off-balance. The control she'd felt at the beginning of the game was slipping, shifting into something else—something equally exciting but far less predictable.

The game progressed with fevered intensity, but Jessica's mind was elsewhere. Every time Alex's body brushed against hers, every lingering touch and heated glance sent electric currents through her. She found herself watching him more closely now, noticing details she'd previously overlooked.

His wedding ring caught the sunlight as he reached for a high ball, the gold band glinting accusingly. Jessica felt a forbidden thrill course through her at the sight of it. She'd always known he was married, of course—had seen his wife occasionally, a pretty blonde woman who always seemed to be rushing off to work. But until now, that fact had been merely incidental. Now it added a dangerous edge to their interactions, a line being crossed that couldn't be uncrossed.

During a brief lull in play, Jessica caught Alex watching her, his eyes trailing the beads of sweat that trickled down her bare stomach before reaching the low waistline of her shorts. There was something different in his gaze now. It was the gaze of a man who had made a decision, consequences be damned.

As play resumed, Alex became even bolder. When Jessica called for a ball, he deliberately moved into her path, causing her to collide with him. His hands came up to catch her, one palm landing squarely on her breast, fingers splaying and removing any doubt as to his intentions.

"Oops," he said, not sounding one bit flustered. His thumb moved almost imperceptibly, brushing across her nipple before he released her. "Didn't see you there."

Jessica felt heat flood her body, pooling low in her belly. This wasn't part of her plan—she was supposed to be the one doing the teasing, the one in control. Yet here she was, flustered and aroused by this sudden reversal.

"My fault," she managed, her voice weaker than intended.

Mark blew his whistle, calling for another water break.

Jessica sauntered to the sidelines, deliberately taking her time. She could feel Alex's eyes on her as she bent to retrieve her water bottle, her shorts riding up to reveal the very bottom curve of her ass cheeks. When she straightened and turned, there he was, mere inches away.

"Quite the game you're playing," he said quietly, his voice pitched low enough that only she could hear.

Jessica took a long, slow drink from her water bottle, letting a droplet escape the corner of her mouth. She watched his eyes track it as it slid down her neck, disappearing beneath her collar.

"I don't know what you mean," she replied innocently, though her eyes told a different story. "I'm just enjoying the volleyball."

Alex's laugh was soft and knowing. "I think we both know that's not the only game happening here." He stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. "The only think I’m unsure of… is whether you’re prepared to finish what you've started?"

The directness of his question caught her off guard. Suddenly she felt every year of the age-gap between them. She felt his maturity, his authority. She was seeing a side of Alex she'd never glimpsed before. Gone was the awkward, blushing neighbour. In his place stood a man with unmistakable confidence, a predatory glint in his eyes that made her stomach flutter. A man making her feel like a girl who had been caught doing something naughty.

A reflected glint of sunlight startled Jessica out of her stupor—it was his wedding ring again, making its presence known. "What… what about your wife?" Jessica asked, the words coming out before she could stop them. "Does she factor into this… game?"

Something flickered across Alex's face—not guilt, exactly, but acknowledgment. "My marriage is my concern," he said, his voice taking on a harder edge. "I want to know what you want, Jessica."

The way he said her name—drawing out the syllables as if tasting them—sent a shiver down her spine. Jessica realised that she was treading in deeper waters than she'd anticipated. This wasn't just harmless flirtation anymore. This was real. This was her neighbour, a married man, making direct advances toward her in a very public setting.

"I…" Jessica found herself at a loss for words, a novel experience for someone who usually had a flirtatious comeback ready for any situation. "I was just having some fun."

Alex's eyes darkened. "So was I. But now I'm wondering if you're willing to take this beyond the court." His voice dropped even lower, his breath warm against her ear as he leaned in. "Because I've been watching you for months, Jessica. Watching you tease and tempt and walk away. And I'm starting to think you might be all show and no follow-through."

The challenge in his words ignited something in Jessica—a competitive spark, a refusal to be beaten at her own game. Before she could respond, Mark's whistle cut through the air.

"Alright, everyone back to positions! Last few points before we wrap up!"

Alex stepped back, his eyes never leaving hers. "Think about it," he said, then turned and walked back to the court, leaving Jessica staring after him, her heart racing and her body humming with a tension unlike anything she’d experienced on the court.

As they resumed play, Jessica felt off-balance for the first time that day. Alex had shifted the dynamic completely, and she found herself reacting to him rather than the other way around. When the ball came her way, she fumbled it—genuinely this time—earning a concerned look from Harry.

"You okay?" Harry asked, his brow furrowed. "You seem distracted."

"I'm fine," Jessica replied, forcing a smile. "Just a little tired."

The final points of the game passed in a blur. Jessica was acutely aware of Alex's presence, of the way he positioned himself near her at every opportunity. When their team scored the winning point, the group erupted in cheers. Harry impulsively pulled Jessica into a celebratory hug, lifting her off her feet briefly before setting her down.

"We did it!" he exclaimed, his face flushed with excitement.

Jessica laughed distractedly. Ordinarily, she would be focused on the contact between their bodies, on the liberties Harry was clearly taking, emboldened by her previous actions. But not today. "Great teamwork," she agreed simply, patting his shoulder.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Alex watching them, his expression unreadable. As the group began to disperse, gathering their belongings and discussing plans for next week, Jessica felt a moment of indecision. The game was over—both the volleyball match and, presumably, her little exhibition. Usually, this was where she'd saunter off, satisfied with the reactions she'd provoked, leaving her admirers wanting more.

But this time was different. Alex had called her bluff, challenged her in a way no one else had ever dared. The thought of simply walking away felt strangely like conceding defeat.

She was still pondering this when she felt a presence behind her. "Want a lift?" Alex asked, his voice casual but his eyes intense.

Jessica glanced around, noting that most of the group had already begun to drift toward their cars or say their goodbyes. She'd driven herself here, as she always did, her little blue Honda parked just beyond the community centre. But something about Alex's question felt weighted with significance—a simple offer layered with deeper meaning.

"I have my car," she replied, gesturing vaguely toward the parking lot.

“I know,” Alex nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. "But that's not what I'm asking."

The air between them seemed to crackle with electricity. Jessica felt her pulse quicken, aware that they were approaching a precipice. If she said yes, she'd be acknowledging that this wasn't just a game anymore. If she said no, she'd be retreating, admitting that her teasing had limits she wasn't willing to cross.

"Harry was talking about grabbing drinks," she said, a last-ditch attempt at deflection. "A bunch of people might go."

"Is that what you want?" Alex asked, stepping closer. In the late afternoon sun, his features seemed sharper, more defined. There was nothing soft about him now, nothing hesitant or uncertain. "Drinks with the group? More teasing maybe, more innuendo, but nothing real?"

Jessica swallowed, suddenly aware of how dry her mouth felt. "I don't know what you're suggesting."




"Yes, you do," Alex countered, his voice dropping to a near-whisper. "You've been suggesting it yourself all afternoon. The only difference is, now I'm actually offering to follow through."

A few yards away, Harry was hovering uncertainly, clearly waiting to see if Jessica would join the post-game gathering. Mrs. Peterson was giving them a suspicious look as she collected her belongings. The community centre grounds were emptying quickly, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the grass.

The offer hung in the air between them, a line drawn in the sand. Jessica felt a flutter of something like fear in her stomach—not of Alex himself, but of what crossing this line might mean. All her teasing and flirtation had been safe, controlled. This was something else entirely.

"Why now?" she asked, genuinely curious. "I've been doing this for weeks. You never seemed... interested before."

Alex's smile was slow and knowing. "I've always been interested. I've just been better at hiding it than some of the others." His gaze flicked briefly toward Harry, who was still lingering nearby. "But today… today you pushed too far. Or maybe just far enough."

Jessica thought about the moment she'd 'accidentally' grabbed him, felt his hardness beneath her palm. The memory sent a fresh wave of heat through her body.

"So what changed?" she pressed, needing to understand this sudden shift.

Alex's expression turned contemplative. "Maybe I just got tired of pretending. Maybe I decided it was time to show you that your little games have consequences." His eyes darkened as he added, "Or maybe I just wanted to see if you're still as bold when someone actually calls your bluff."

Jessica felt her breath catch. There was something irresistible about this new Alex—this confident, assertive man who seemed to see right through her performance to the desire underneath. For weeks she'd been playing with fire, assuming she was safe from getting burned. Now the flames were licking at her skin, and instead of backing away, she found herself wanting to step closer.

"Jess!" Harry called, finally working up the courage to approach. "A few of us are heading to O'Malley's for drinks. You coming?"

Jessica glanced at Harry, noting the hopeful expression on his face, the way his eyes kept darting to her exposed midriff. Any other day, she might have gone along, enjoying the attention, the admiration. Today, it seemed hollow compared to what Alex was offering.

"Not tonight," she replied, her decision crystallising as the words left her mouth. "I'm pretty tired. Think I'll just head home."

Harry's disappointment was palpable. "Oh, sure. No problem. Maybe next time?"

"Maybe," Jessica agreed with a vague smile. She watched him walk away, shoulders slightly slumped, before turning back to Alex. "I… I think I’d like a lift.”

Jessica’s heart raced as the implications of her decision sank in. This wasn't just about getting into his car—it was about crossing a boundary she'd always flirted with but never breached.

"Just let me grab my bag," she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

As she collected her belongings, Jessica caught Mrs. Peterson watching her with narrowed eyes. The older woman's disapproval was evident, but to Jessica’s surprise she found she didn't care. The thrill of what she was about to do far outweighed any concern for propriety or judgement.

Alex was waiting by his sleek black BMW, keys in hand. The sight of him leaning against the luxury car added another layer to her understanding of him. Until now, he had been so one-dimensional to her—the shy older neighbour who should only be delighted to be given a glimpse of her young form whenever she deigned to reveal it to him. But now she saw him for what he really was, a successful man with a life of his own, with an agency of his own, and with hidden depths she was only beginning to glimpse.

"Ready?" he asked as she approached, opening the passenger door with a gallantry that seemed at odds with the heat in his eyes.

Jessica slid into the leather seat, her bare legs immediately cooling against the expensive upholstery. Alex closed the door and rounded the car, giving her a moment to absorb her surroundings—the immaculate interior, the subtle scent of leather and his cologne, the sophisticated tech display on the dashboard. This was a side of Alex she'd never seen before—polished, affluent, desirable.

As Alex slid into the driver's seat beside her, Jessica felt the atmosphere in the car change—become charged with possibility. He started the engine, the powerful purr vibrating through the leather seats. For a moment, neither of them spoke, the tension between them building in the confined space.

"Seatbelt," he reminded her, his voice low and commanding.

The simple instruction brought into focus the extreme shift in the power-dynamic that had hitherto existed between them. Through her flirtations, Jessica had always been the assertive one, the one in charge. But now, she was reminded of the real-world difference between them, of her relative immaturity, of his greater life experience. Her newfound appreciation of his maturity only served to emphasise her own youth. She was a passenger now, and Alex was very much in the driving seat.

Jessica complied, the click of the buckle somehow sounding final, like a decision being locked into place. As Alex pulled out of the parking lot, she was acutely aware of his hands on the steering wheel, the same hands that had touched her with such deliberate intent during their game. His wedding ring caught the late afternoon sunlight again, a glinting reminder of the line they were about to cross.

They drove in silence for several minutes, the only sound the soft hum of the air conditioning and the occasional clicking of the indicator. Jessica watched Alex's profile, noting the strong line of his jaw, the slight tension in his shoulders. He seemed different behind the wheel of his car—more commanding, more in control.

"Where are we going?" she finally asked, her voice sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet car.

Alex glanced at her, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I thought you might have some ideas about that."

The implications in his tone sent a shiver down Jessica's spine. This was her last chance to back out, to laugh it off, to return to the safety of flirtation without consequence. But something about the way Alex looked at her—like he could see through every defence, every pretence—made her unwilling to retreat.

As they approached the main road, Jessica noticed that they were nearing a crossroads. To the right lay the residential area where both of them lived—her in her modest apartment and, just across the street, Alex and his wife in their upmarket detached home. It was the obvious direction, the expected one. The safe one.

Alex slowed the car as they approached the intersection, the BMW purring softly beneath them. "Left or right?" he asked, his voice deceptively casual.

Jessica understood immediately that this was more than a simple question about direction. Right would take them home—to their separate lives, to the status quo. Perhaps he would drop her at her door with nothing more than a lingering tension between them. Perhaps they would cross another line, but still within the familiar territory of their neighbourhood, where reality and consequences lurked around every corner.

Left, on the other hand, led toward the outskirts of town, toward the lake and the secluded areas beyond—neutral territory, away from neighbours who might recognise his car in her driveway, away from the possibility of his wife returning home unexpectedly. Left meant committing to whatever this was becoming, embracing the forbidden nature of it.

Jessica felt her heart racing as she considered her options. The volleyball court teasing had been harmless fun—or so she'd told herself. This was different. This was deliberate. This was her, consciously choosing to pursue something she could never take back. It wasn’t lost on her that this crossroads was as metaphorical as it was literal. She heard her own voice before she had even realised the decision had been made.

“Left,” she said.

The word hung between them for a moment, simple yet heavy with meaning. Jessica watched as Alex's fingers tightened almost imperceptibly on the steering wheel, the only indication that her choice had affected him. Without comment, he signalled and turned the car smoothly to the left, away from their homes, away from safety, away from the boundaries that had kept them in check until now.

The road stretched before them, gradually leaving behind the familiar buildings of town. Jessica felt something shifting inside her—a delicious tension building in her core as the distance between them and their normal lives increased with each passing second. The rays of the sun slanted through the trees lining the road, creating a hypnotic pattern of light and shadow that flickered across Alex's face, occasionally illuminating the intensity in his eyes.

"Second thoughts?" Alex asked, breaking the silence. His voice was casual, but Jessica detected the underlying current of tension.

"No," she replied, surprised by the steadiness in her own voice. "You?"

Alex's laugh was soft and low. "I had second thoughts every day since I first saw you in those tiny shorts. And third thoughts. And fourth." His eyes remained fixed on the road as he added, "But here we are anyway."

The admission sent a thrill through Jessica's body. The knowledge that he had been watching her, wanting her, fighting his own desire—was more intoxicating than she had expected. All those times she had caught him looking away quickly, she had assumed it was simple embarrassment. Now she understood it was something far more complex—a married man battling his attraction to a younger woman, a neighbour he saw almost daily, a temptation not easily escaped.

As they drove deeper into the more secluded outskirts of town, the road narrowed and wound around the lake. Tall pines created a natural barrier on either side, screening them from view. Jessica shifted in her seat, acutely aware of how exposed she still was in her volleyball outfit. Her tiny green shorts had ridden up during the drive, revealing most of her thigh. Her white t-shirt, still damp with sweat in places, clung to her skin.

"Cold?" Alex asked, noticing her movement.

"No," Jessica answered truthfully. If anything, she felt overheated, her skin prickling with anticipation.

Alex nodded, then unexpectedly reached over and placed his hand on her thigh. The contact was electric, his palm warm against her bare skin. Jessica inhaled sharply, her body responding instantly to his touch. He didn't look at her, keeping his eyes on the winding road, but his thumb began to trace small circles just above her knee.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice deeper than before.

Jessica nodded, then realised he wasn't looking at her. "Yes," she managed, the word coming out breathier than intended.

Alex's hand remained on her thigh as he drove, his fingers occasionally flexing against her flesh, reminding her of his presence, his newfound control. The gesture was possessive, a silent claim that made Jessica's breath quicken.

The road curved around the lake, eventually leading to a small turnoff partially hidden by overhanging branches. Without hesitation, Alex guided the BMW onto the narrow track, the car's suspension absorbing the bumps and dips with expensive precision. Trees closed in around them, creating a natural tunnel that seemed to separate them further from the world they'd left behind.

"I come here sometimes," Alex said, breaking the silence. "When I need to think. Or be alone."

Jessica felt a strange intimacy in that admission—that he was sharing a personal refuge with her. The track opened into a small clearing overlooking a secluded cove of the lake. Alex parked the car facing the water, the late afternoon sun casting golden reflections across its surface. The spot was completely private, shielded from the main road by dense forest, the only sounds the gentle lapping of water against the shore and the occasional call of birds.

As the engine died, silence enveloped them—a silence heavy with possibility. Alex's hand was still on her thigh, his touch burning through her like a brand. For a moment, neither of them moved, the tension between them building to an almost unbearable pitch.

"Why… Why did you bring me here?" Jessica asked eventually, needing to hear him say it.

Alex turned to face her fully, his eyes darker than she'd ever seen them. "You know why."

"Say it," she pressed, a final test—for him or for herself, she wasn't sure.

Alex's gaze travelled deliberately down her body, taking in her damp t-shirt, her exposed midriff, her tiny shorts. When he looked back at her face, there was no hesitation, no uncertainty.

"I brought you here because I'm tired of watching you parade around in front of me, teasing and tempting and then walking away," he said, his voice rough with desire. "I brought you here because I've wanted to do something since the first day you showed up to volleyball practice in those goddamn shorts. I brought you here… because I want to fuck you, Jessica"

The bluntness of his words hit Jessica like a physical force, sending a rush of heat straight to her core. This was what she'd been pushing for, wasn't it? This raw, unfiltered reaction, this breaking of restraint. Yet hearing it spoken so explicitly made it suddenly, thrillingly real.

"But what about your wife?" she asked, the question escaping before she could stop it.

Alex's expression hardened slightly. "That's not what this is about." His hand moved higher on her thigh, his fingers slipping under the hem of her shorts. "This is about you and me, right here, right now. Nothing else exists outside this car."

The pressure of his fingers against her inner thigh made Jessica's breath catch. She was acutely aware of how little now separated his hand from her most intimate parts—just a small distance and nothing more, given her decision to forego underwear this morning. The realisation that he was mere centimetres from discovering this fact sent a flood of arousal through her body.

"And what if I say no?" Jessica asked, not because she wanted to refuse, but because she needed to know what kind of man she was dealing with.

Alex immediately withdrew his hand, placing it back on the steering wheel. "Then I drive you home," he said simply. "And tomorrow we pretend this never happened." His eyes held hers, serious now. "I may want you, Jessica, but you’re not mine to take."

The respect implicit in his response only increased her desire for him. This wasn't some fumbling boy who couldn't control himself. This was a man—a man who could control himself despite his obvious arousal, a man who understood boundaries even as they teetered on the edge of crossing such a significant one. And, most importantly, a man who refused to take her for granted, even in the aftermath of all of her presumptuous flirtations.

Jessica made her decision. She unbuckled her seatbelt and, in one fluid motion, leaned across to press her lips against his. The kiss was electric, a culmination of weeks of tension and teasing. Alex responded instantly, one hand coming up to tangle in her hair, the other gripping her tightly.

The angle was awkward, the gear stick between them an unwelcome barrier. With a growl of frustration, Alex pulled back, his breath coming in harsh pants. "This isn’t working," he said, his voice thick with desire. His eyes, dark with hunger, scanned the interior of the luxury vehicle. "Back seat. Now."

Jessica didn't need to be told twice. She scrambled between the front seats, her lithe body sliding into the spacious rear of the BMW. Alex followed in the more conventional way, swiftly exiting the car and reappearing via the rear driver’s side door, his movements more controlled but no less urgent. The moment he settled beside her, their bodies crashed together again, mouths seeking, hands exploring with newfound freedom.

His lips were demanding against hers, his tongue claiming her mouth completely. Jessica whimpered, overwhelmed by the intensity, by the knowledge that it was really happening. Alex's hands slid under her damp t-shirt, palms hot against her skin as they travelled upward to cup her breasts.

"No bra," he murmured against her lips, sounding both surprised and pleased. His thumbs brushed across her nipples, drawing them into tight peaks. "Were you planning this all along?"

Jessica arched into his touch, gasping at the sensation. "Just… just wanted to tease," she admitted breathlessly. "Didn't think you'd actually—"

"Call your bluff?" Alex finished for her, a hint of smugness in his voice as he pinched one nipple lightly, making her gasp.

His mouth dropped to her neck, teeth grazing the sensitive skin there as his hand travelled lower, sliding over her flat stomach to the waistband of her tiny shorts. When his fingers dipped beneath the fabric, his breath caught audibly.

"And no underwear either," he said, his voice dropping to a dangerous register. "You little tease."

Jessica could only moan in response as his fingers explored further, finding her wet and ready. The first touch against her most intimate flesh sent a jolt of pleasure through her body so intense she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.

"So wet," Alex murmured against her throat, his fingers circling her clit with evident experience. "Is this what you wanted? All those times you bent over in front of me, all those 'accidental' touches? Were you hoping I'd snap and fuck you senseless?"

The crude language from this previously reserved man sent another flood of arousal through Jessica's body. She reached for him, her hand fumbling with his waistband, desperate to touch him, to feel the hardness she had only briefly grasped during their ‘accident’ on the court.

"Yes," she admitted, the word a half-moan as his fingers slid inside her. "I wanted… wanted to see how far I could… push you."

Alex chuckled darkly, curling his fingers to hit a spot inside her that made her back arch off the leather seat. "And now you know."

Jessica finally managed to find her way inside his shorts, her hand delving beneath the fabric to wrap around his length. The moment her fingers made contact, she gasped. He was thick and hard, pulsing with heat against her palm—larger than she had imagined, even after the fleeting impression she had obtained of him through his clothes on the volleyball court.

They stared into each other’s eyes as they pleasured one another. The intimacy of the moment caught Jessica off guard—his deep blue eyes locked on hers, pupils dilated with desire, watching her reactions as his fingers worked their magic between her thighs. Her hand moved over his shaft in rhythm with his strokes inside her, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that had them both breathing heavily.

Then his fingers stilled without withdrawing. Still staring deep into her eyes, he said, with an authority that made her shudder, “Jessica, you’ve been so naughty for so long. It’s time for you to be a good girl. It’s time for you to do what you’re told for once.” His voice was deep and commanding, nothing like the timid neighbour she’d thought she knew. The transformation sent a thrill through her body, her inner walls clenching around his fingers at the dominance in his tone. “So,” he continued, “put that pretty mouth of yours to good use.”

The command sent a shockwave of arousal through Jessica's body. She'd always been the one in control, the tease, the instigator—but now, with Alex's authoritative tone leaving no room for debate, she discovered a part of herself she hadn't known existed. A part that enjoyed being told exactly what to do, a part that thrilled at his dominance.

Without a word, she shifted position. His fingers left her as her own fingers, trembling slightly, tugged at his shorts, freeing his erection completely. The sight of him—thick and hard, imposing and enticing—made her mouth water. In that moment, she wanted nothing more than to taste him, to please him, to show him just how good she could be when properly motivated.

Jessica lowered her head, her long ponytail falling over one shoulder as she took him into her mouth. The weight of him on her tongue, the musky masculine scent, the heat radiating from his skin—it all combined to create an intoxicating sensory experience that made her moan instinctively around his length.

"That's it," Alex groaned, one hand coming to rest on the back of her head, not pushing, just a gentle pressure that communicated his approval. "Such a good girl after all."

The praise sent another surge of wetness between her thighs. Jessica hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper, driven by a newfound desire to impress him, to make him lose control the way he was making her lose hers. She worked him with growing confidence, using her hand to stroke what wouldn't fit in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head.

Alex's breathing grew more ragged with each passing second. She felt his hand gather her ponytail, wrapping it around his fist to guide her movements. "God, Jessica," he murmured, his voice strained, his head falling back against the seat as she took him deeper. “You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined this—watching you tease everyone at volleyball, knowing exactly what you were doing…”

Jessica sucked harder, faster in response to his words. The knowledge that he had been fantasising about her sent another pulse of arousal through her core. She reached between her own legs, desperate for friction while her mouth worked him over.

“No,” Alex said sharply, catching her wrist. “Not yet. You don’t get to come until I say so.”

Jessica whimpered around him, surprised by how much his control excited her. She had always been the one in charge of her encounters, setting the pace and deciding what happened next. This reversal was new territory—thrilling in its unfamiliarity.

Alex’s fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her to a rhythm that had him groaning. “That mouth of yours,” he said with a strained voice, “always so smart, always full of teasing comments. It looked like we’ve finally found a better use for it.”

The crudeness of his words should have offended her, but instead, Jessica felt herself growing wetter. She took him deeper still, wanting to show him just how good she could be. His appreciative moan told her she was succeeding.

“Look at me,” he commanded, tugging gently on her ponytail.

Jessica lifted her gaze, meeting his eyes as she continued pleasuring him. She imagined the sight from his perspective—her lips stretched around him, her eyes wide and darkened with arousal, her flushed cheeks hollowed as she sucked. Something primal shifted in his expression as their eyes locked, a final barrier breaking down.

"Enough teasing," he growled.

Without warning, Alex's hands moved to either side of her head, fingers threading through her hair as he took control. His grip tightened, firm but not painful, holding her in place as his hips began to thrust upward. Jessica's eyes widened at the sudden shift, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she relaxed her throat, surrendering to his dominance as he began to use her mouth with deliberate, measured strokes.

"This is what happens," he panted, his voice rough, "when you push a man too far."

The car filled with the obscene sounds of his cock sliding between her lips, her muffled moans vibrating around him as he controlled the pace. Jessica's hands gripped his thighs, not to push him away but to steady herself as he facefucked her with increasing intensity. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, not from discomfort but from the overwhelming sensation of being used so thoroughly, so completely.

"Look at you," Alex groaned, his eyes never leaving hers as his hips pistoned upward. "All those times you bent over, showing off that perfect little ass… all those 'accidental' touches… This is what you really wanted, isn't it? To be put in your place?"

Jessica could only moan around him in response, the vibrations making him hiss with pleasure. Her jaw ached deliciously, her lips stretched wide around his girth. She should have felt degraded, objectified—but instead, she felt powerful in her submission, thrilled by his loss of control. This was what she'd been pushing for all along without even realising it—to break through his reserve, to make him snap. This was what she had done to him.

Alex's thrusts became more erratic, his breathing harsh and uneven. His fingers tightened in her hair, holding her exactly where he wanted her as he fucked her mouth with abandon. Jessica felt saliva dripping down her chin, felt the press of him against the back of her throat, and still she didn't pull away.

"Fuck, Jessica," he growled, his voice strained as his control began to slip. "You’re so fucking good… such a good little cocksucker. Who would have thought the neighbourhood tease would turn out to be so obedient when properly handled?"

His filthy words sent another flood of arousal between her thighs. Jessica whimpered around him, her own need becoming desperate as he used her mouth for his pleasure. She was soaking through her tiny green shorts now, her body responding to his dominance in ways she never could have anticipated. Every nerve ending in her body felt electrified, hypersensitive, as if all her senses had been heightened by her submission.

Suddenly, Alex pulled back, withdrawing from her mouth with a slick sound that should have been obscene but only served to heighten Jessica’s arousal. She gasped for breath, her lips swollen and glistening, her eyes questioning as she looked up at him.

"Why did you—"

"Strip," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. "Take those shorts off."

Jessica's heart pounded against her ribs as she obeyed, awkwardly manoeuvring in the confined space of the backseat. Her legs trembled slightly as she stood crouched beneath the car's roof, her fingers fumbling with the waistband of her tiny green shorts. Under Alex's intense gaze, she slowly pushed them down her thighs, letting them fall to her ankles before stepping out of them.

The cool air against her exposed, wet pussy made her shiver—or perhaps it was the way Alex was looking at her, his eyes dark with hunger as they travelled over her naked lower half. She remained there, half standing, half kneeling on the seat, and half naked, awaiting his next command.

"Turn around," Alex said, his voice rougher now. "Show me what you've been flaunting all afternoon."

Jessica complied, turning to face the window of the rear door. The glass was tinted, but the knowledge that they were still technically in public—that someone could potentially walk by and see them—sent another thrill of forbidden excitement through her body.

"Bend over. Hands on the glass."

Her breath caught at the command. Slowly, she leaned forward, placing her palms flat against the cool window. She heard Alex's sharp intake of breath behind her.

"Spread your legs wider."

Jessica shifted her stance, widening the space between her feet, knowing exactly what view she was presenting to him. The vulnerability of the position was intoxicating—her ass on display, her slit fully exposed and glistening with arousal, her face turned to the side, cheek nearly pressed against the window.

She felt the leather seat shift as Alex moved behind her. His hands came to rest on her hips, fingers digging into her flesh with possessive pressure. For a moment, he simply held her there, admiring the view she presented.

"Is this what you wanted?" he asked, one hand sliding up her spine to grip the back of her neck. "To be bent over and fucked like the little tease you are?"

"Yes," Jessica admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I can't hear you," Alex said, his hand tightening slightly on her neck.

"Yes!" she repeated, louder this time. "Yes, I want you to fuck me. Please."

The admission sent another surge of wetness between her thighs. She had never begged before, had always been the one in control. But now, bent over in Alex's car, exposed and vulnerable, she found herself desperate for him in a way she'd never experienced.

She felt him shift behind her, heard the rustle of clothing as he positioned himself. The blunt head of his cock pressed against her slick lips, hot and insistent. She held her breath, anticipation coiling tight in her belly.

"Is this what you were thinking about?" Alex asked, his voice a low growl as he teased her entrance. "All those times you bent over in those tiny shorts? Were you hoping someone would finally take what you've been offering?"

"Yes," Jessica gasped, pushing back against him, seeking more contact. "Please, Alex."

He chuckled darkly, his hand sliding up to grip her ponytail again. "So polite now. Such a change from the cock tease on the volleyball court."

With deliberate slowness, he began to push inside her. Jessica's mouth fell open in a silent gasp as he stretched her, filling her inch by excruciating inch, his thickness creating a delicious burn as her body accommodated him.

"Fuck," Alex hissed, his free hand now grasping her ass firmly, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. "Such a tight little cunt. And so fucking wet for me."

When he was fully seated inside her, both of them stilled, adjusting to the sensation. Jessica could feel every inch of him pulsing within her, could feel her inner walls clenching around his girth. The position—bent over, hands braced against the window, ass in the air—left her completely at his mercy, and that realisation sent another flood of arousal through her.

"Alex," she pleaded, trying to rock back against him. "Please, Alex, fuck me."

His grip on her ponytail tightened, pulling her head back slightly. "I'll decide when you get fucked," he said, his voice stern. "You've had control for long enough, Jessica. Now it's my turn."

The dominance in his tone made her whimper. She remained still, hands pressed against the window, waiting for him to take what he wanted. The anticipation was excruciating, every second feeling like an eternity as he held himself deep inside her without moving.

Finally, agonisingly, he began to withdraw, dragging his length almost completely out before slamming back into her with a force that pushed her forward against the glass. Jessica cried out, the sudden fullness sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body.

"This what you wanted?" Alex growled, establishing a punishing rhythm. Each thrust was deliberate and powerful, his hips slapping against her ass with an obscene sound that filled the car. "To be fucked like this? Used like this?"

"Yes!" Jessica gasped, her voice breaking as he hit a spot deep inside her that made her vision blur.

"All those men… watching you… wanting you… But I'm the one who gets to fuck you."

His words, combined with the relentless pounding of his cock inside her, pushed Jessica toward the edge with alarming speed. Each thrust drove her against the window, her breasts bouncing beneath her t-shirt, her nipples dragging against the fabric with delicious friction. The car rocked with their movements, the tinted windows fogging from their exertion.

"Look at yourself," Alex commanded, his voice harsh with desire. "See what you look like when you're being properly fucked."

Jessica's eyes fluttered upward, her gaze meeting her own reflection in the window. The sight was obscenely erotic—her face flushed with pleasure, lips parted and swollen from his earlier use of them, eyes heavy-lidded and dark with arousal. Behind her, Alex's powerful frame dominated, one hand still tangled in her ponytail, his hips driving relentlessly against her ass.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, the visual stimulation pushing her even closer to the edge. She could see the place where their bodies joined, could see his thickness disappearing inside her again and again. The knowledge that this was really happening—that her quiet, reserved, older neighbour was fucking her senseless in the backseat of his car—was almost too much to process.

"Not yet," Alex growled, sensing her approaching climax. The hand that had been claiming her ass now snaked around her thigh to find her clit, rubbing firm circles that had her gasping. "You don't come until I say so. Understand?"

"Yes," Jessica whimpered, struggling to hold back the tidal wave of pleasure building inside her. "Yes, Alex."

The sound of his name on her lips seemed to spur him on. His thrusts became even more forceful, the car now rocking significantly with each impact. Jessica's palms slipped against the window, leaving smeared handprints on the fogged glass as she struggled to brace herself against his onslaught.

"Tell me who you belong to right now," Alex demanded, his voice rough with exertion. His fingers continued their relentless assault on her clit, while his other hand maintained its grip on her ponytail, keeping her head pulled back at an angle that forced her to watch their reflection.

"You," Jessica gasped, the word torn from her throat. "I belong to… you, Alex."

The admission—something she would never have imagined herself saying—sent another surge of pleasure through her body. In this moment, bent over and being fucked within an inch of her life, it was the absolute truth. She was completely his, surrendered in a way she had never surrendered to anyone before.

"That's right," he growled, his pace becoming erratic as his own control began to slip. "Mine to fuck. Mine to use. Mine to make come. So come for me, Jessica."

The command, combined with the unrelenting pressure of his fingers on her clit and the pounding of his cock inside her, finally pushed Jessica past the point of no return.

"Alex!" she cried out, her body convulsing as the orgasm crashed through her. "I’m coming, Alex, I'm coming for you!"

Her inner walls clamped down around him, pulsing and squeezing with an intensity that had Alex groaning. He continued thrusting through her climax, prolonging it, his fingers never ceasing their relentless circles on her sensitive bundle of nerves.

"That's it," he grunted, his rhythm faltering as her pussy pulsed around him. "Fuck, Jessica, you feel so good coming on my cock."

She whimpered, overwhelmed by sensation as the pleasure crested and broke over her in waves. Her legs trembled, threatening to give way as her body shuddered with aftershocks. Only Alex's grip on her ponytail and his arm now wrapped firmly around her waist kept her upright.

"I’m not done with you yet," he growled, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining control. Without withdrawing, he shifted their position, managing the confined space with surprising agility. He guided her to turn and straddle him, his cock still buried deep inside her.

Jessica found herself facing him now, her knees on either side of his hips, her chest pressed against his. The new angle drove him even deeper, making her gasp as her sensitive flesh stretched to accommodate him.

"Ride me," Alex commanded, his hands moving to grip her ass, guiding her into a rhythm. "Show me how grateful you are for that orgasm."

Despite the trembling in her thighs, Jessica began to move, lifting herself up before sinking back down onto his length. The new position allowed her to control the depth and pace, but Alex's hands on her ass made it clear he was still very much in charge.

"Look at me," he demanded when her head fell forward, her hair curtaining her face. "I want to see you. I want to see what you look like when you're being properly fucked."

Jessica lifted her gaze to meet his, struck by the intensity she found there. This close, she could see flecks of gold in his blue eyes, could see the beads of sweat on his brow, could feel his hot breath mingling with hers. There was an intimacy to this position that hadn't been present before—a connection that transcended the purely physical act.

"You're so beautiful," Alex murmured, his voice softer now, though no less commanding. One hand left her ass to cup her cheek, his thumb tracing her lower lip. "So fucking beautiful, Jessica."

The tenderness in his touch, contrasting with the crude words and the relentless drive of his cock inside her, created a heady mix of sensations that had Jessica's head spinning. She increased her pace, bouncing on his lap with growing confidence, her hands braced on his shoulders for leverage.

Alex’s hands returned to her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he guided her movements, setting a pace that had them both gasping.

"Yes," Jessica moaned, her head falling back as a fresh wave of pleasure built inside her. "God, Alex, yes."

His mouth found her throat, teeth grazing the sensitive skin there before latching onto the spot where her neck met her shoulder. The slight pain mixed with pleasure, creating a cocktail of sensation that had her clenching around him once more.

"Take off your top," Alex commanded against her skin, his voice rough with desire. "I want to see all of you."

Jessica complied eagerly, crossing her arms to grab the hem of her sweat-dampened t-shirt. She pulled it over her head in one fluid motion, tossing it aside and revealing her small, pert breasts to his hungry gaze.

"Fucking perfect," Alex groaned, his eyes darkening as they took in her naked torso. Without hesitation, his mouth descended to capture one hardened nipple, tongue swirling around the sensitive peak before sucking it between his lips.

Jessica cried out, her rhythm faltering as pleasure shot straight from her breast to her core. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him against her chest as she continued to ride him, each downward motion driving him impossibly deeper inside her.

"Alex," she gasped, feeling another orgasm building with alarming speed. "Alex, I'm going to—"

"Not yet," he growled against her breast, his teeth gently grazing her nipple in warning. "Not until I say so."

The command itself sent another bolt of pleasure through her, making her whimper with need. She was quickly learning that being told when she could come—having that control taken from her—was intoxicating, adding an edge to her arousal that she'd never experienced before.

Alex gripped her ass firmly as he began to thrust upward to meet her downward motions. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the car, mingling with their harsh breathing and Jessica's desperate moans.

"Please," she begged, her voice breaking as she struggled to hold back her impending climax. "Please, Alex, let me come. I need to come."

His eyes met hers, dark with dominance and desire. "Not yet," he repeated, his voice strained with his own approaching release. "Together. We come together."

Jessica whimpered, her body trembling with the effort of restraint. She could feel him swelling inside her, knew he was close too. His thrusts became more erratic, more forceful, driving her toward a precipice she was desperately trying not to fall from.

"Tell me what you are," Alex demanded, one hand leaving her ass to tangle in her hair again, pulling her face close to his. "Tell me what you've always been."

"A tease," Jessica gasped breathlessly. "A tease who pushed you too far."

"That's right," Alex growled, his control visibly slipping as his hips bucked upward with increasing urgency. "Such a fucking tease. Showing off that perfect body, pretending it was all innocent. And now look at you—naked and begging on my cock."

His crude words were pushing her to the edge. She was close, so close, her inner walls clenching around him as she fought to obey his command to wait.

"Please," she whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders. "I can't hold on anymore."

Alex's rhythm faltered, his breathing harsh and uneven against her skin. "Now," he commanded, his voice a guttural growl. "Come with me now, Jessica."

The permission snapped the last thread of her restraint. Jessica cried out as her second orgasm crashed through her, even more intense than the first. Her body convulsed around him, pulsing and gripping his length with rhythmic contractions that had him groaning her name.

"Fuck, Jessica," Alex gasped, his hips jerking upward as he followed her over the edge. She felt him swell inside her before the hot rush of his release flooded her core, triggering another wave of pleasure that had her sobbing his name.

They clung to each other as they rode out their shared climax, bodies trembling and slick with sweat, the windows of the BMW now completely fogged with the heat of their exertions. Jessica's head fell forward onto his shoulder, her breathing ragged, her body still occasionally shuddering with aftershocks as he pulsed inside her.

For several long moments, neither spoke. The only sounds were their gradually slowing breaths and the distant lapping of lake water against the shore. Reality began to seep back in, bringing with it a dawning awareness of what they'd just done.

Alex's hands, which had been gripping her with bruising intensity, now gentled, one moving to stroke her hair while the other traced soothing patterns on her back. The tenderness of the gesture made something twist painfully in Jessica's chest.

"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice softer now, the dominant edge replaced by genuine concern.

Jessica nodded against his shoulder, not quite trusting her voice yet. She was more than okay physically—her body humming with satisfied pleasure—but emotionally? That was more complicated.

Slowly, reluctantly, she lifted her head to meet his gaze. The intensity was still there in his eyes, but tempered now with something that looked almost like vulnerability.

"That was…" she began, searching for the right words.

"Not what you expected?" Alex finished for her, a hint of wry humour creeping into his voice.

Jessica laughed softly, the sound slightly shaky. "You could say that." She shifted slightly, wincing as her body reminded her of how thoroughly she had been used. As she began to carefully disentangle herself from him, she became acutely aware of their surroundings—the fogged windows of his luxury car, the secluded lakeside spot, the volleyball clothes scattered across the leather seats.

"We should probably..." she gestured vaguely, suddenly feeling a strange shyness that seemed absurd given what they'd just done.

"Yeah," Alex agreed, helping her move off his lap with gentle hands. He reached forward between the front sets, finding a pack of tissues, offering them to her first. "Here."

Jessica cleaned herself up as best she could, painfully aware of the intimacy of the act even after everything they'd shared. She glanced at Alex from the corner of her eye, watching as he tucked himself away and straightened his clothes. In the aftermath, without the haze of arousal clouding her judgement, the true reality of what they'd done began to settle in.

"Your wife…" she began hesitantly.

Alex's expression shuttered immediately. "I told you, that's not what this is about."

Jessica nodded, though the answer didn't satisfy her. She retrieved her t-shirt from where it had fallen to the floor, pulling it over her head. The fabric felt cool against her overheated skin. Her green shorts were harder to locate, eventually found wedged between the seat and the door.

As she dressed, an awkward silence settled between them, the passionate intensity of minutes ago fading into something more uncertain. Jessica found herself wondering what would happen next. Was this a one-time thing? Would they go back to being neighbours who barely acknowledged each other outside of their weekly meet-up? Would those volleyball games carry an entirely different subtext from now on?

"I should get you home," Alex said finally, breaking the silence. "It's getting late."

Jessica nodded, fixing her ponytail. "Right. Of course."

They moved back to the front seats, Alex sliding behind the wheel while Jessica settled into the passenger seat, her body still humming with the aftereffects of their encounter. The drive back toward town was silent, the tension between them now of a different quality—no longer the electric anticipation of before, but something more complex, filled with unasked questions and unspoken implications.

As they approached the neighbourhood, Jessica felt anxiety building in her chest. "You can drop me at the corner," she said suddenly. "I can walk the rest of the way."

Alex glanced at her, his expression unreadable in the gathering dusk. "Worried someone might see us?"

"Aren't you?" she countered, meeting his gaze directly.

A small, rueful smile touched his lips. "Fair point."

He pulled over at the corner where their street began, the engine idling softly as they sat in silence for a moment. Jessica's hand rested on the door handle, but she found herself reluctant to leave, as if stepping out of the car would break whatever spell had been cast over them in that secluded spot by the lake.

"Alex," she began, not entirely sure what she wanted to say, but feeling that something needed to be acknowledged between them.

He turned to face her fully, one hand still resting on the steering wheel. In the fading light, his features seemed softer somehow, less commanding than they had been during their passionate encounter. "Jessica," he replied, her name almost a sigh on his lips.

"What happens now?" she asked, the question hanging between them like a fragile thing.

Alex's gaze dropped briefly before meeting hers again. "I don't know," he admitted. "This wasn't… planned."

Jessica nodded, understanding the complexity of their situation. "Will I see you at volleyball next week?"

A small smile curved his lips. "Planning your next performance already?"

The teasing note in his voice made something warm unfurl in her chest. "Maybe," she replied, a hint of her usual confidence returning. "Though todays performance might be hard to top."

Alex's expression darkened slightly, his eyes traveling over her once more. "I wouldn't be so sure about that," he said, his voice dropping to that low register that made her stomach flutter. "You're full of surprises, Jessica."

"I could very honestly say the same about you, Alex," she countered.

A genuine laugh escaped him then, breaking some of the tension. "I guess we've both been keeping secrets."

Jessica's hand was still on the door handle, but she made no move to open it. "So… volleyball next Saturday?" she pressed, needing some kind of confirmation that this wasn't the end of whatever had started between them.

Alex held her gaze for a long moment before nodding. "I'll be there," he confirmed.

A fresh wave of heat spread through Jessica's body, and she failed to suppress the smile that began to play at the corners of her mouth.

Finally, with reluctance, she pushed the door open. The cool evening air rushed in, a stark contrast to the heated atmosphere inside the car. Before stepping out, she turned back to him one last time.

"Thank you," she said simply, though the words seemed inadequate for what had transpired between them.

Alex's expression softened. "Thank you," he replied, the sincerity in his voice unmistakable.

And then she stepped out into the evening on still shaky legs, and watched as the source of so many conflicting emotions receded into the distance. Out of sight, out of mind. It was a mantra she could at least try to follow, she thought… until next weekend.


Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable 





Flashing her Flirtatious Flatmate

Examined Head to Toe

Making an Example of the Med Student


Posing for her Artist Friend

Tricked Into Being the Only One Naked at the Office


Dripping Wet on his Doorstep






Follow Sonja Sable on Amazon for New Releases







OEBPS/image_rsrcPU.jpg
TEMPTING

HER TIMOROUS

TEAMMATES

' - — o
onya Sable

Exhibitionist Exploits ~ Book 11





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		Tempting her Timorous Teammates


    		Other Embarrassing Stories by Sonja Sable


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63






OEBPS/font_rsrcPT.ttf


