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Chapter One

Boo

When Christine Miller promised something, she absolutely followed through. Or so she claimed, anyway. The proud, scheming woman had repeatedly hyped up her forthcoming Halloween party since the moment October 1st had appeared on the calendar. That was just when she’d begun ramping up the hype. She’d first mentioned her plans for a Halloween party all the way back in August, peppering in reminders every week or so since then.

Now, it was October 28th, which meant she only had three days left before she would have to put her money where her mouth was. Because Jason Courtland was ready to shove her nose into all the bragging texts that she’d blown his phone up with over the past few weeks if it wasn’t everything that she’d touted that it would be.

Since the 1st, Jason had intentionally kept his anticipation disguised behind a wall of apathy. Mainly because it annoyed Christine, whose glares were particularly sharp whenever he downplayed expectations for the party in front of another member of Served Hot, the intermural women’s volleyball team that he “managed.” To further stoke Christine’s ire, most of them played along.

He was sitting beside one such individual right now, his Saturday plans upended by Avery Hill’s insistence that he come along to Town Halloween with her. Apparently, she’d received a shopping list from Christine for some last-minute additions to the party’s decorum, after which she’d decided he’d make a useful extra pair of arms. Which was somewhat unexpected.

Ever since the wealthy woman had begun draping her mansion in ghoulish decorations a couple of weeks ago, she’d kept him far, far away from everything to do with the upcoming party. She wouldn’t even let him come over anymore. For the most part, the rest of her teammates, Avery included, had left him languishing in the dark about what was going on over there.

Until now.

“Like I care,” Avery had remarked when he’d pointed all of this out when she’d showed up unannounced at his college dorm.

And well, even if he was being used like a pack mule, there were worse ways to spend a Saturday afternoon. Not that he’d ever let Avery know that.

While he was midway through his first semester of college, she’d graduated just last year. If not for Christine, they never would have met—and they certainly wouldn’t be in the relationship that they were now. When Served Hot had lost a team member due to real-life complications, she’d found and scooped Avery up—and for good reason.

The athletic brunette had played four years of college volleyball and immediately proven her offensive prowess upon integration into the team. In fact, just yesterday, she’d racked up twenty-two points in the finals of a Halloween-themed tournament that Served Hot had participated in. She was lithe, fit, and could propel herself into the air to slam a spike down among the best of them.

She was also competitive as all hell, which was part of why they’d scraped against each other like sandpaper during the summer. Once she’d found out who he was, who his mother was, and that he’d quit the sport she loved, he’d earned her ire, which had persisted even into the beginning of a debaucherous yet competitive relationship. Nowadays, that was pretty much entirely behind them, sans the competitive part.

“What?” Avery grunted, emerald eyes deviating from the stoplight delaying them to his prolonged stare.

“Nothing,” he said, making an obvious pass over her curvy body with his eyes.

Damn, she was fit. You could hardly find an extra ounce of fat on her body, which Jason’s hands and lips had explored plentifully these past few months. She had full breasts, lean muscles worth admiring, and one of the firmest, shapeliest butts that he’d ever laid eyes on. Those muscles saw plenty of use whenever one of them decided that looking was no longer enough. The physical exertions that came with their sex went well beyond the norm, usually leaving them drenched in sweat and gasping for air by the time their bodies pleaded for a respite.

“Liar,” Avery proclaimed.

Jason grinned and returned his eyes to the road. “Love you, too.”

Snapping her attention back to the light as it turned green, her favored ponytail swished against her seat’s headrest. He’d only seen her hair down a few times, usually when the team went out to celebrate at a fancy restaurant following a tournament win. Those were the only times he’d seen her dressed in something that wouldn’t allow her to leap into a volleyball match if it spontaneously manifested in front of her. He wondered what kind of costume he’d see her in come Tuesday.

“I love you too,” Avery muttered as her car accelerated.

That left him grinning like a fool for the rest of their short drive.

Once Avery found a decent parking spot amid the crowded parking lot, perplexment replaced joviality as soon as he saw that there’d be a third wheel to their outing. He might not have been so surprised if it’d been Olivia, Yvette, or Samantha waiting in front of the store’s sliding doors. Really, anyone but her. After all, he hadn’t even known she was back in the country.

Jason threw Clara a wave and a smile—the first he’d been able to give her in two weeks—as he approached. “Welcome back, how was Greece?”

“It was quite nice,” the redheaded middle blocker said, returning his smile. “It was nice to catch up.”

“I bet it was,” he said, intending to do just that as soon as he reached her.

Clara’s smoky green eyes noticed what he was up to as his arms opened at his sides, but she didn’t deny him the hug he was after. He usually towered over most women, but at six feet tall, Clara was at least in the same ballpark height as him. Still, he didn’t have any trouble kissing the crown of her head as she pressed her voluptuous body into his.

“I missed them,” she said, referring to old teammates she’d caught up with over the past couple of weeks. When she’d been Avery’s age, she’d played volleyball internationally, though injuries had eventually cut her professional career short. Nevertheless, she and a few other players who had bonded always found at least one or two times a year to meet and catch up.

“Did you miss us?” Jason teased, lowering his lips to her cheek.

Her face echoed the hue of her hair as he did so; compared to some of the others on the team, Clara was a bit more hesitant about engaging in public displays of affection with a man half her age. Yet, the time away seemed to have worn that issue down, for she soon turned her mouth enough to signal that he could bring his lips to the location he was most interested in bringing them.

So, he did. Kissing her deeply not three steps away from the entrance to the store behind her, bliss sprung up in his heart. He was glad she was back.

“I did,” Clara admitted, clearing her throat upon noticing that Avery was standing with raised eyebrows beside them. She extricated herself from his arms a few moments later. “I wouldn’t have wanted to miss Halloween with all of you.”

“Unfortunately, you came back three days too early,” he chuckled. “You could have avoided Christine’s tyranny if you had.”

“That’s okay. I was missing my bed, anyway. I don’t mind helping with a little shopping.”

“I missed it too,” Jason grinned, intentionally encouraging Clara’s face to mimic the color of her hair.

“Yeah, yeah,” Avery interrupted, providing ample force with a shove to his side. “You two can fuck once we’ve gotten these party supplies. I don’t want to be here all day.”

The flush in Clara’s face persisted well beyond their entrance into the aptly named Halloween store. Given that it was the Saturday before Halloween, they were anything but alone inside. Dozens of people milled about inside the enormous store, perusing row upon row of costumes, plastic masks, and macabre decorations, small and large. One of the latter, a gargantuan blow-up haunted house whose doorframe even he could have fit through without ducking, towered in front of them upon their entry.

“So, what are we here to get?” Jason asked. Compared to Avery, he wasn’t in any real rush. Well, maybe that wasn’t true. He did now have something he wanted to do once they were through here. An embrace and a short-lived kiss weren’t enough catching up.

“Black sheets for hanging, some fake cobwebs, and some other junk that Christine wants,” Avery answered, squeezing her phone out of her leggings’ pocket to check what he assumed was a list. “There’s not too much we need to grab. It’s just stuff she ran out of and needs more of.”

“Sounds good,” Jason said, noticing a nearby area rife with fake cobwebs and other types of sinister, eerie set dressing. “Let’s start there.”

By now, Jason had grown accustomed to the phenomenon that occurred whenever he went out with any member of Served Hot. Eyes followed them wherever they went, in awe of the stunning women who walked on either side of him as they milled about the store. It came with the territory of accompanying two supermodel-level beauties. Today, however, something else was also in store for them. Today, Town Halloween had more female shoppers than male ones.

While Clara asked how Olivia, the newest member of Served Hot and a relative newcomer to the sport of volleyball, had done during the tournament she’d missed, a trio of women about Jason’s age rounded a corner into their aisle a little too quickly. The narrowly avoided collision prompted numerous apologies from the three women, though that wasn’t what earned him a glare from Avery.

Instead, once they separated, some giggling drew Jason’s attention over his shoulder. He caught all three of them staring at him, though their whispers were quiet enough that he couldn’t make out the specifics of their hushed gossip. Nevertheless, it lifted one corner of his mouth, though that flattened itself immediately when he found Avery’s prickly stare upon him when he straightened his neck.

“What, seven isn’t enough?” she growled.

“More than enough,” he replied, blowing a kiss her way. “Don’t be jealous.”

“I’m not.”

“Could have fooled me,” he said, intentionally antagonizing her further. “You’re so green with envy that we wouldn’t even need any face paint for you to be the Wicked Witch of the West.”

Avery snorted and folded her arms under her breasts, maintaining her wilting glare. While he knew he might pay for it later, Jason made no attempt at a peace offering.

“You’re an ass.”

“Okay, kettle.”

“Manwhore,” she growled.

“Manwhore lover,” he retorted.

A sigh from the third member of their group curtailed Avery’s response.

“You two flirt in the strangest way,” Clara said, shaking her head.

“We know,” they announced simultaneously, having heard the same line from practically every other team member by now.

Raising an eyebrow, the beautiful redhead shrugged. “Well, so long as you’re aware of it.”

Continuing forward, Clara walked a bit ahead as they reached a back corner area of the store that was practically overflowing with black and orange fabrics. During that time, his and Avery’s eyes met. Without a word spoken between them, enemies became allies against the individual who had slighted them both.

Jason caught up to Clara first. She'd left herself defenseless while comparing size to price ratios of the fabric options. A middle blocker of her caliber really ought to have been more prepared for his offensive.

His hands swept around her waist as he stepped up directly behind her. Shock turned her rigid, but it also delayed her counter maneuver. His lips advanced into her hair, kissing the back of her neck through the auburn tresses in their way.

“Boo,” he said.

“Jason!” Clara hissed, trying but failing to shake out of his arms. “There’s a time and a place!”

“You’re right,” he whispered, nuzzling some more of her hair out of the way with his nose so that his lips could make proper contact with her nape. “The time is right now, and the place is right here. I’ve missed you a lot.”

Turning her head enough to glare at him, he still didn’t let her wiggle free.

“I do not want someone to come back here and find us like this,” she insisted, face remaining scourged with red.

“We won’t be,” he promised. “Look around. There’s nobody back here but us.”

“That does not mean that it will stay that way.”

“I like my luck. I bet we’ll have some privacy for a while.”

“I didn’t see anybody headed this way,” Avery chimed in, having scouted a little before regrouping with them. “Jason’s right.”

“Oh, so now you’re on the same side about something?” Clara huffed.

“Shouldn’t have slighted us,” the athletic brunette said, shrugging unrepentantly. “It’s your own fault for not knowing better, Clara.”

“I should have known better than to go anywhere with you two,” the tall redhead sighed, ending her attempts to escape his grasp.

“Probably,” they both agreed.


Chapter Two

Teamwork

Now that she was at least mostly compliant with them having a bit of fun, Jason’s lips blazed a ruinous trail upon Clara’s nape. Each time he pressed them against her body, her defenses flagged. Eventually, her body leaned into his, and tiny tremors revealed how affected she was as he gently began sucking on one side of her neck.

“I really, really missed you,” he said, unlinking his hands around the front of her waist. They had another location to head for, and Clara stiffened again as they skimmed around her sides until they could feel her shapely butt.

“I’m quite certain you had plenty of company to satiate your… needs while I was away,” Clara whispered, shifting her attention to where her teammate stood to the left of them.

“Yeah, but I always have to bend my neck so much when I’m doing something like this with Avery and the others,” he complained, sucking a bit harder on her smooth, fair skin.

Avery snorted and folded her arms. “I’m not that much shorter than Clara is.”

“Every inch counts,” Jason grinned, pressing his palms deeper into Clara’s snug jeans. She instinctively flexed, and his hands admired her firmness while his lips sought new ground.

As they rose to her jawline, she turned her head to meet his advance. Soon, even though her face remained flushed with heat, their lips met. Rotating out of his grasp just long enough to face him, her eyes glimmered with passionate urgency as she pressed her ample chest against him. As she’d rightly called out, he’d had plenty of fun while she was away. She was the one who had suffered something of a romantic drought while across the Atlantic.

Jason made sure to make up for lost time, mashing his lips into hers, keeping his covetous hands in motion along her curvaceous form. There was a lot of ground to cover, but his hands were up to the task of refamiliarizing themselves with every inch of the tall, gorgeous woman.

And an additional pair of exploring hands, the Clark to his Lewis, joined in on the fun, too.

Clara breathed in deeply, briefly interrupting her ability to keep kissing him, as Avery positioned herself behind her and added two more hands to the exploration of her sexy body. Though she hid it from the younger woman, she couldn’t hide it from him. Her eyes shimmered with a little more excitement than embarrassment. In short order, Avery’s hands even slapped his hands out of the way so that they could claim ground on her butt. Rolling his eyes, Jason settled for feeling the lean muscles prominent in the backs of Clara’s thighs.

Their assault continued unabated, and Clara’s breathing soon grew ragged. Neither he nor Avery saw any reason to relent, and Jason made sure that his lips remained intertwined with Clara’s, robbing her of any opportunities to catch her breath. She trembled as they pressed against either side of her, any steel left in her melting before the fiery passion poured upon her gorgeous body.

“We should… go somewhere else,” she hurriedly whispered amid one of the fleeting moments where he wasn’t kissing her.

“Like where?” Jason innocently asked, thrusting his lips against her neck and sucking as hard as he could.

Clara’s sharp intake of air interrupted her response for several seconds.

“My… house is right nearby,” she pointed, swallowing.

“And you’re inviting us over?” Avery cooed, nipping the back of Clara’s ear.

“If you’ll both behave until then,” she said, biting her lower lip as their coordinated assault continued to unwind her.

“I don’t think we’re being bad right now,” Jason said. “Do you think we’re being bad, Avery?”

“Wouldn’t feel so good if it was bad,” she pointed out.

“Good point.”

Huffing exasperatedly, Clara reached around and found his wrists. Grabbing them, she slowly but firmly began to pull his hands away from her body. An urge to resist briefly flitted through his mind, though he let it fade. He’d already gotten the invitation he’d been hoping for, and while he knew that Clara secretly enjoyed what was happening, he didn’t want to push her too far beyond what she was comfortable with. She’d only just gotten back from vacation, after all.

Avery didn’t need her hands removed. Once Clara pulled his hands away from her thighs, the outside hitter separated from the middle blocker.

“You’re welcome,” she mouthed.

Clara kept ahold of his wrists, peering up at him as she waited to see if he’d follow suit. Their bodies remained pressed together, and she must have felt the size of his arousal against her stomach. Maybe she would have let him keep going here in the store.

But he didn’t test it, not this time. Seizing one more quick opportunity to feel the softness and warmth of her lips, he otherwise obeyed her request to behave while they remained in a public setting. Once they made it to her house, however…

“Thank you,” Clara said, finally releasing his wrists, which he put down by his sides. She cleared her throat, struggling to rein in her carnal urges. Jason didn’t even attempt to smother his. “Now, let’s hurry up and finish shopping.”


Chapter Three

The Unending Competition

The decorations that they’d purchased remained in Avery’s car as the three of them spilled through Clara’s front door. She’d barely had time to unlock and open the door before Jason had reclaimed her body in his hands. Her keys clattered noisily upon the floor, missing the entry table Clara had tried to lay them on. There they would stay for the next two hours. Their owner would be too preoccupied by the fervor pushing her toward her bedroom to come back and pick them up.

Jason lifted her off the ground before they made it to the hallway. He heard Avery snort mirthfully from behind, delayed because she was left the task of shutting the door before too much of the mildly chilly afternoon slipped inside. It’d have hardly mattered if she hadn’t. He had enough heat thrumming through his veins to ensure they all remained warm.

Now that they’d reached the privacy of her home, Clara no longer held back. She answered his raucous passion with her own, wrapping her firm legs around his waist as he carried her toward her bedroom. Shoving her lips against his, she crossed her arms in front of her stomach, clutched her sweater, and made sure it never even made it to her bedroom.

Pleasant memories surged through Jason as he kicked open the door to her bedroom, spotting a pair of recently unpacked suitcases sitting by one of her dressers. Following a date at a tea house that she liked, where he’d acted just as indecently as he had at Town Halloween, if not more so, she’d brought him back here. For their first time together.

She’d been nervous about if she’d end up lost in the shuffle of his numerous lovers then, though he’d managed to convince her that he had no intention of ever letting such a thing happen. Verbally, first. A little later, by making her cum over two dozen times in a single night.

She wasn’t nervous now. Luck crackled in her eyes as he carried her toward her bed, and she rushed her hands through his hair. Her bra remained on, though that issue would soon be rectified with passionate efficiency.

As soon as they reached her bed, Jason, quite aware of its sturdiness, dropped the sultry redhead onto it. Gasping as he suddenly let her go, her bed’s springs absorbed her impact. Before she could decide whether to glare at him, he climbed on top of her.

“I’m glad to have you back,” he said, collecting moisture on his thumb as he traced it over her lower lip.

“So am I,” Clara said, emotion rippling within her jade eyes. “I’m very happy to be home.”

Arching her back, she unhooked her bra around the time that Avery entered the bedroom. Before she reached them, Clara hurled her bra toward her suitcases.

“Goal,” Avery said as it landed inside of one. “Now, make some room.”

“That sound good?” Jason asked Clara, wanting to make sure she was comfortable with how things were about to go. Compared to some of the others, she rarely pushed for group encounters, though she’d participated in several of them since the summer.

“Yes,” she half-said, half-sighed. “Just don’t do anything too weird, you two.”

There wasn’t any time for him to request some clarification about what qualified as “too weird.” Shoved to the right side of Clara’s stunningly sexy body, Avery claimed her spot on the left.

Clara’s hands soon dug into her comforter, gasps of pleasure spilling through her bedroom. He and Avery each claimed one of her immaculate breasts as their personal playground, and from there, after a quick meeting of stares, their unspoken competition began.

They opted for similar opening strategies. Rather than heading straight for her nipples, stiff as they might already be, they began near the edges of her hefty breasts—and Jason started a little lower than that. With gravity compressing them somewhat, almost making them appear as though they were beginning to spill off her body, Jason began his lecherous journey midway up her curvaceous side. Tasting her skin, his mouth ploddingly climbed toward the outer spill of her breast.

Meanwhile, he spotted Avery as she flicked her tongue along the underside of Clara’s other breast. Her fingers glided over Clara’s smooth skin, right above her jeans’ waistband. The older woman shivered with delight, the pronounced outline of her stomach muscles strikingly visible as he and Avery welcomed her home from overseas with their corrupting gifts.

They were just getting started, too. It was Saturday afternoon, after all. There was nowhere to be but here.

Not intending ever to let Clara think that Avery was better at titillating her body than he was, Jason advanced his lips higher. Peppering her breasts with delicate kisses, remembering that she preferred a lighter touch when it came to this part of her body, their eyes briefly connected. They remained connected as he slowly eliminated the distance between his lips and her areola. With each passing moment, she breathed a little less calmly. If there were to be any signs of serenity around, it wouldn’t survive in this room.

Yet, before his lips could meet the dark edge of her areola, Clara suddenly bucked. Eyes shutting tightly, she hissed in pleasure. Jason knew exactly who to blame for ruining his plan.

Smirking self-satisfactorily, Avery didn’t show a hint of remorse as he glared at her. Like him, she’d started kissing Clara’s breast, working her lips closer over time. That couldn’t be what had just forced Clara into a shuddering moan, so Jason’s eyes dropped to where Avery’s hand had once played just inches from the gorgeous redhead’s jeans.

It wasn’t there any longer. Instead, he spotted an undone button, which led him to Avery’s wrist, which led him to the bulge of Avery’s fingertips as it cheated its way to victory beneath Clara’s pants.

“That’s against the fucking rules!” he protested.

“What rules?” Avery snorted, continuing to roll Clara’s clit underneath her fingertips. “Not everything’s a competition, Jason. This is supposed to be about making Clara feel good, remember? Not my fault if you’re not as good at it as I am.”

Oh, you’re just the fucking worst! he thought with a scowl.

Blowing a kiss his way, Avery gave Clara no respite. As her fingertips played with her clit, the sexy redhead’s moans intensified. Her body quaked, her eyes remained shut, and Avery reaped the rewards of his annoyance as she set her lips upon Clara’s nipple before he could.

“Though, if this was a competition, you’d have finished in second twice by this point,” Avery purred as she placed her moist, full lips around Clara’s pert nipple.

Muttering under his breath, Jason ripped his eyes away from what would usually be an indelible sight, as Avery began to suck away upon the rigid protrusion at the middle of Clara’s breast. Beset on multiple fronts, Clara’s body responded to this new stimulus by producing even more soft, breathy moans.

Setting his jaw, determined to cause more of Clara’s moans than Avery could ever dream of causing, Jason resumed his initial ploy—and he added a second component.

His lips circled Clara’s areola, her body quivering as he and Avery had their way with her. Using his tongue, he began to swirl it along the sensitive area, no longer in any rush to be the first of anything. Scoring the first points didn’t matter. Scoring the final one did.

As he teased one captivatingly beautiful woman, his hand reached toward another.

Avery’s eyes flashed warningly as his hand landed on her hip. However, having already committed her lips to their task, one hand to its task, and lying on her side in a way that made it awkward to use her free arm, she had nothing left with which to stave him off. Jason smirked, merrily ignored her sharp glare, and grabbed a handful of Avery’s phenomenal ass.

Bringing a hand to the edge of Clara’s breast to support it, he finally tightened his mouth around her tantalizing nipple and began lightly sucking. At the same time, he began to grope the firm, shapely object in his other hand. While one woman sighed contentedly, another scowled.

It didn’t dissuade him at all. He was unrepentant as a puppy who’d gotten into a bag of treats.

While Clara’s willpower collapsed before his and Avery’s onslaught, the first climax of many building in her like an overwhelming flood behind a cracking dam, Jason fondled Avery’s ass.

Which will it be? he asked her with his eyes. She knew what question he was asking.

She could focus on watching him, wary of possible escalation, but that would pull her attention away from Clara’s sinfully sexy body. Otherwise, she could keep focusing on outdoing him when it came to granting the beautiful redhead beneath them as much pleasure as possible. Yet, if he did escalate things, which they both knew was practically a certainty, he might disrupt her efforts far, far more.

Either way, Jason won.

Glaring at him for only a few moments more, Avery made her choice. The fingers pleasuring Clara’s clit sped up, and she hurled her gaze back to the breast her lips were responsible for. Working both angles of attack with renewed vigor, she’d decided to race for the finish line before he could enact his forthcoming scheme.

And Clara benefited from it, writhing in the rapturous grip that clutched her lithe body. Her eyelids fluttered, the danger of her impending climax forming her mouth into a small ‘O.’ Yet, just before she reached the zenith of her bliss, Jason introduced a boom almost as loud as gunfire to her bedroom.

Clara’s eyes flew open, a moan transitioning into a gasp. No. She just moaned. Her climax arrived, gouging her in utter rapture. She knew only pleasure.

It was Avery who had gasped.

Just as Clara had begun to shudder blissfully, he’d let go of Avery’s ass. His hand had risen over a foot, poised for half a second above the firm, shapely orb. And then he’d brought it down like a meteorite plummeting through the atmosphere. That was the crack of noise that had resounded through Clara’s bedroom. Just as the gasp of pain and pleasure, more of the latter than the former due to Avery’s taste for hard contact against her spectacular butt, was Avery’s, so too was the spark of enjoyment that briefly flashed in her verdant eyes.

She was just lucky that he’d only been able to use his right hand for it.

His palm stung slightly as he shook it above her butt, considering whether he’d deliver another before Avery could take steps to protect herself. Deciding that he would, it was Clara, not Avery, who interceded.

Having somewhat come down from her blissful peak, partially because both he and Avery were distracted from continuing to assault her lewd body, she cleared her throat. She received their attention, though he kept an eye on Avery just as she kept one on him.

“That was thoroughly enjoyable, but why don’t we transition into something else?” the gorgeous middle blocker suggested. “I’d rather you not end up slapping each other too hard while my nipples are between your teeth.”

He and Avery traded looks. Seconds later, in perfect sync, they released Clara’s nipples from their mouths. The fun that persisted for the next several hours guaranteed that Clara wouldn’t think about heading overseas again until she absolutely had to.


Chapter Four

The Day of Ghouls, Ghosts, and… Greeks?

Christine’s hilltop mansion was smothered in enough fake cobwebs, grinning jack-o-lanterns, and strewn-about skeletons to make Jack Skellington proud. As Jason pulled up to her walled-off home’s gate, more than a dozen electronic jack-o-lanterns lit up and cackled in unison. About five steps to the left of the gate, six beachball-sized black cauldrons sat on the sidewalk, with numerous electronic candles intermittently flashing orange and green around them to draw further attention to them. From his vantage point, they looked empty, though he assumed that hadn’t been the case a few hours ago, before hordes of dressed-up kids had nabbed handfuls of Kit-Kats, Skittles, and more from them.

Now that it was nine o’clock, and a school night, the wandering clumps of dressed-up children, chaperoned or not, had mostly dispersed. They’d be back home, likely counting their loot, trading unwanted items with siblings or friends, and dumping literal pounds of sugar into their bellies. Anyone who’d hit Christine’s house on their routes had certainly made off well enough to accomplish that, at least.

Not here to grab the sweets sitting outside of her home, Jason purchased his entry to the party that awaited him by inputting the code to her gate. It, too, was draped in decorations, including a trio of strung-up pirate skeletons, which rattled against the gate as it swung open.

Driving up toward the front of her house past numerous lawn decorations, including but not limited to a family of waist-high ghosts circling a brazier spewing emerald fire, a row of recently undug graves, and the shambling horde of zombies who’d emerged from them, he found the parking somewhat limited.

So limited, in fact, that he realized that he was the last one here. He counted seven other vehicles, including the homeowner’s Porsche. Frowning, he checked his phone.

8:56

I’m not late. So, it’s intentional.

If this party had been orchestrated by anyone else, he might have blithely assumed that everyone else had simply shown up a few minutes before he had. There wasn’t any rule against showing up five or ten minutes early, and the women of Served Hot were all pretty punctual. If anything, Christine was the least punctual of all of them, so she benefited from it being her party. It simply could have been a totally innocent event, him arriving last.

Yeah, fucking right.

Squeezing his car into place between Yvette and Samantha’s cars, Jason thanked the weather for having turned warmer yesterday—and for persisting into tonight. Instead of a chilly, windy evening, he stepped out of his car into a comfortable, if not relatively balmy, one. Not knowing what to expect of the hours to come, if he did spend time outdoors, at least it wouldn’t leave him grumbling about the cold.

Not knowing was the name of the game tonight. Try as he might to get a hint or two, every single one of Served Hot’s beautiful women had shut him down whenever he asked about their costumes. Even Angela had kept him in the dark, no matter how he “pouted.”

“You’ll see me in it soon enough, so just hold out a little longer,” she’d told him when he visited her on Sunday night.

Well, he had. So now, with seven stunningly beautiful women all gathered inside, he expected free rein to feast his eyes all he wanted during the coming hours. Whatever they were up to, he’d demand at least that much.

Passing several more jack-o-lanterns, these real, with candles flickering behind their carved screams and grins, he rang Christine’s doorbell. The final few seconds of his obliviousness bounded by.

Mildly surprisingly, Christine didn’t open the door. Surprising, yes. Disappointing, no.

“Hello, Jason,” he heard his name uttered in an unerringly alluring French accent.

It belonged to one of the most stunning women on the planet, who favored him with a warm smile while standing in a costume that turned his throat into an arid desert.

He’d expected the party to be full of such costumes. This wasn’t a homey get-together between friends where Dracula or the Cookie Monster would be making an appearance. Not that he doubted that Yvette Allard, the utterly gorgeous woman standing before him, couldn’t have induced a rather confused boner from him had she been in such a costume.

Instead, he was allowed to experience a normal one. The team’s opposite hitter, a left-hander like himself, wore something stripped from the annals of Greek history. Draped in a white dress that traded historical accuracy for immodesty, her costume showed off more of her flawless skin and curvaceous body than it hid. Jason, as the beneficiary of this trade, did nothing but celebrate because of it.

The dress possessed slits that began up at her hips, giving him every opportunity to ogle her long, lithe legs. Furthermore, the neckline plunged all the way to her navel, and he could even see the outline of her nipples against the flimsy fabric. He could also see the golden glitter that she’d coated the insides of her breasts in, as well as some that she’d jotted around her temples. She capped off the costume with a pair of golden bracelets, some sandals appropriate for the period, and a golden laurel, which gleamed like a line of starlight cutting through the night amid her dark tresses.

Whether she was depicting Aphrodite, Helen, or another famously beautiful woman from Greek myth, no one would ever claim that Yvette couldn’t do the look justice.

He didn’t realize that she’d shell-shocked him into silence until the gorgeous woman standing patiently in front of him politely cleared her throat. Reanimated, he quickly cleared his throat and grinned.

“Wow, you almost sent me to meet Hades.”

Rolling her eyes playfully, Yvette stepped forward and kissed him. “Stick around with us for a little longer, at least.” Stepping back, her eyes rose and fell upon his costume. “That’s… an interesting choice.”

Jason’s gaze also fell on the simple costume he’d picked out a week ago. “All I got from Christine was that I should wear something I could ‘be active in.’ So, I figured I’d just swap sports for a night.”

Yvette spent a few more seconds looking over his soccer uniform, which really was a uniform, not just a cheap costume, as he’d borrowed it from a friend on campus who played on the team, before backing up a step.

“You shouldn’t get too comfortable with it,” she said, smiling. “You’re not going to be in it for very long.”

Even though he raised an eyebrow, he didn’t dispute her claim. Shutting the door behind him as he entered, if she’d asked it of him, he’d probably have sped the process up for her. Based on the awareness gleaming in her dark eyes, she knew that. However, she simply beckoned for him to follow, dress swishing around her alluring hips as she turned away.

While following behind Yvette to where he assumed he’d find the other partygoers, whenever his eyes weren’t glued to her backside, he saw that Christine hadn’t skimped on the indoor decorations. He couldn’t go five feet without spotting a wall of paper bats or a stack of shrieking skulls. She’d really gone all out, and he wondered how much help she’d demanded of her fellow teammates to turn her mansion into such a display.

Other than Yvette, he wouldn’t be able to ask any of them anytime soon. Following Yvette into Christine’s massive living room, whose border to the adjoining kitchen was demarcated only by some countertop, he found the place heavily decorated—and sparsely populated.

As in, there’d been no one in it a few seconds ago, and now there were two people in it.

“Am I playing Hide and Seek?” he asked Yvette as she stopped behind the long L-shaped couch that faced Christine’s fireplace and TV. “I don’t get to see what everyone else is wearing until I find where they’re hiding?”

“You’re half right,” Yvette said, smiling as she nodded to something lying on the back of the couch. “Would you like to guess the theme of tonight’s party now?”

Jason soon picked up an outfit that would grant even less coverage for the person who wore it than what Yvette was wearing. Two hints were enough.

“Yeah, I get it,” he said, holding what appeared to be a white Greek tunic, if the maker had left most of it unfinished. Judging its size against his height, he didn’t imagine that its hemline would get anywhere close to his knees. His upper half would receive even less covering. The fabric that ought to have covered the left half of his torso and his shoulder was entirely missing.

“Please don’t tell me I’m Jason of the Argonauts, by the way,” he groaned.

“You’re safe from that,” Yvette informed him. “But you’re not far off. Instead, you’re Heracles, so you did travel with Jason. And these are your labors.”

Sighing, Jason didn’t bother with arguing. As he started stripping, the gorgeous woman sharing the room made no move to look away.

“So, why are we Greek-themed? Is this because of Clara’s vacation?”

“It might be. We’ve known Clara was headed on her trip for a couple of months, but Christine filled us in on what she wanted for the party back in September. Though, this is actually her second pick. Initially, she wanted to have the theme be the French Revolution.”

“Oh?” Jason asked, tossing his shirt onto Christine’s couch. At least he had the muscles to pull off a pseudo-bare-chested outfit. “Did you veto that?”

“Most of us did. We’re pretty sure she just wanted to dress up as Napoleon and make us all call her ‘General’ all night.”

“I could see that,” he chuckled, kneeling to untie his shoes. “So, which Greek heroine or goddess are you? And how many more can I expect to run into tonight? I’m still not really sure what I’m doing, either. You only said that I was half right.”

Going down the list, Yvette answered all his questions as he climbed out of his shoes and pants, though she paused a little when he was just down to his boxers. Jason grinned when that happened.

“I’m Athena,” she said, scowling slightly. “Apparently, my hair’s not light enough for me to be Aphrodite.”

“We both know that isn’t true,” Jason replied. “Drop you off in Ancient Greece, let you say that you’re Aphrodite, and you’ll have convinced every city-state in no time at all.”

Yvette’s lips curled, and she distracted him from picking up his rather revealing costume with a deep kiss. As it deepened, she felt the heat and stiffness of his cock through his boxers. With hardly any barriers of clothing between them, the others were lucky that they didn’t decide to make them all wait around another hour or so before he went to find them, wherever they were.

“Truer words have never been spoken,” Yvette huskily whispered as their kiss ended. “An unworthy Aphrodite is running around somewhere, who tried to get me to wear something that was more ‘Athena-like,’ but I told her to fuck right off.”

“So, Christine.” He grinned and kissed her again. “Got it.”

“And everyone else is out of Greek myth, yes. You’ll have to find out who they are from them. And you can do that once you’re dressed by going right through there.”

Gesturing with a flick of her wrist toward the screen doors behind her, Jason finally noticed just how devoid of light Christine’s backyard was. It wasn’t overcast outside, so even if all her backyard lights were off, there should have been some visibility due to the moon and stars.

Wait a second, he thought, expression flattening. He recognized the barrier hanging on the other side of the screen door. He’d been there when it’d been purchased.

Oh, damnit, he then thought, realizing the other part of the aid that he’d received a few days ago. Avery was the only one to have received a shopping list from Christine, yet she’d elected to bring him along and the woman who’d just returned home from Greece.

Pinching the bridge of his nose, he sighed. He knew she’d be in there somewhere, ready to gloat about having laid it all out for him and everything.

“And you still didn’t figure it out, did you?” he could already hear her asking, smirking the whole time.

Grumbling under his breath, Jason started to squeeze into what was apparently his actual costume for the night. Only for Yvette to delay him by clearing her throat.

“I don’t know if they had boxers in ancient Greece,” she noted, lips curving mirthfully. “Or those tennis shoes that you’re wearing.”

Jason lifted his chin and smiled back. “If the real Aphrodite would like to take them away from me, she’s welcome to do so.”

The salacious opportunity he offered her didn’t go to waste. Yvette pressed her lithe body into his, rising onto her toes as though she intended to kiss him again. Treacherously, moments before their lips connected, she rapidly dropped to her knees, hands grasping and yanking down his boxers. As his cock sprang free, her dark eyes glittered lustfully.

Jason could hardly deny that he felt the same emotion coursing rambunctiously through his veins. Even though she could easily be Aphrodite, in a way, it might have been more fitting for her to be Pandora. Everything had started on the day that she’d sat down next to him after one of Served Hot’s practices, wearing nothing more than some lacy lingerie. She’d been the first member of the team to reveal her interest in him—the beginning of it all.

“You know,” he said, fingertips aching to caress her cheek and see if he could guide her sensual lips to his swollen cock, “there’s not really any rush for me to get in there and find them, is there? I’m sure they could hold out a little longer. We could say I ran into some traffic while getting here.”

“Are you propositioning a Goddess?” Yvette purred as she stared up at him. Her lips hovered just inches away from his engorged manhood, even as her fingers undid his shoelaces. He continued to be good, stepping out of them, his socks, and his boxers.

“Seems like a very Greek thing to do, don’t you think?”

She set his pulse to pounding as she bit her lower lip, considering his offer. Her eyes drifted toward the covered screen doors, and she splayed her fingers upon his thighs. But she used them to help herself stand, not as a base of stability as she slid his cock between her lips and into her tight throat.

“You’ll see me again in there,” Yvette promised, pressing one final kiss to his lips.

“I’d love to keep seeing you right now,” Jason said, smoldering with desire for every divine curve Yvette possessed.

“I know, but there are some other women behind that door who have been waiting for just as long as I have. Unlike a certain blonde irritation, they don’t deserve to be kept waiting.”

“How wise of you, Athena,” Jason said, which earned him a sour glare. Grinning, he finally managed to fit himself into the costume that Christine had picked out for him. “Is it a good look? It’s certainly breezy. And revealing.”

He looked down. So did Yvette.

Due to Yvette’s rejection of his proposition, the issue of his erection remained unsolved, and with him no longer wearing any boxers that might tamp it down, a rather visible protrusion made itself known. The fabric of his costume was pretty lightweight and flimsy, which he imagined was the opposite of the tunics that the ancient Greeks had once worn. Otherwise, everyone just got to know who was and wasn’t turned on.

Hiding a smile behind her hand, she nodded. “Very breezy, I’m sure. You can let the next person you run into know that I’m to thank for the visual treat that they’re about to receive. Now, onward you go. Your trials await!”

So, they did. And while the historical accuracy of his version of the Labors of Heracles didn’t even survive the first of them, he certainly enjoyed them—at least some of them—far more than the famous Greek hero had his.


Chapter Five

The First Labor

After sliding open the screen doors, pushing through the black cloth hanging beyond it, and leaving one incredibly sexy version of Athena behind, Jason found hardly any light with which to make out his new surroundings. And thanks to his new, pocketless outfit, he’d left behind his phone. Though, he supposed he could rectify that issue with a bit of backtracking.

He supposed incorrectly.

Right around the time he considered going back for his phone, he heard the screen door rumble shut. Apparently, Heracles hadn’t been allowed a simple light by the gods.

Well, then I guess I’ll just stand here and wait for my eyes to adjust, Jason decided, folding his arms while waiting in the darkness for several minutes. His ears perked up to every sound, wary of what Christine might have cooked up for him. Greek-themed or not, it was still Halloween. That meant frights and scares. With the time spent waiting, combined with his mistrust of every distant noise, it also meant that his arousal calmed down.

Once his eyes somewhat adjusted to his surroundings, Jason found himself closed in on all sides by walls draped in more black fabric. The ceiling that kept him from seeing the night sky, probably plywood or some other light material, was close enough that he could have brushed his fingertips against it had he risen to his toes. The only way forward that he could divine was directly ahead of him, in the form of a path that progressed about five paces before hooking hard left. Before he’d even stepped outside, he’d known what awaited him, but this was as good of confirmation as any.

Jason wasted no more time looking as he forged ahead into Christine’s homemade haunted maze.

That didn’t mean he rushed, however. Stepping about warily, he scanned the ground, the walls, the ceiling, everywhere that someone or something might spring out at him. Even if Yvette had implied that this wasn’t that kind of night, he’d wait until he had a bit more proof before he let his guard down. It’d be just like Christine to feed her, and all the women on her team, false information.

As if proof that his wariness was warranted, after reaching the sharp left turn and peering ahead, the hallway shrank like a funnel. Lips pursed unhappily, Jason had nowhere to go but where he was directed. Soon enough, he was forced to sidle through the narrow gap, which left him available for a video game-style scare, where the hidden monstrosity snatched at the protagonist while they were most vulnerable. His wariness about a potential jump scare grew upon seeing some light at the end of the tunnel, which dimly highlighted the coming room.

His caution proved unnecessary—so far. Emerging from his tight confines, he found himself standing in a room roughly twice that of the one where he’d begun his journey. In it, some reappropriated electronic jack-o-lanterns scattered by the walls provided the room its scant light. There was also another path heading forward. For now, Jason ignored it. After all, there was a beautiful woman in between him and it.

And numerous tombstones between them.

“Hi, Jason,” Angela said, smiling lovingly. “Happy Halloween.”

“So far, more or less,” he replied, cursing the dim light for its slight obfuscation of another prime candidate to have played Aphrodite.

“Hopefully, I can help rectify that,” she said. “You look very handsome, by the way.”

“Yeah, are we sure about that?” Jason snorted.

“Well, I think so, anyway.” Angela’s seafoam green eyes shimmered with mirth. “I did pick your costume, after all.”

“Really?” Jason said, surprise coating his tongue. “Not Christine?”

“Not Christine.”

Jason folded his arms, letting this revelation reorder some of his opinions on what he might want to expect tonight. Across from him and the tombstones that he hadn’t really examined just yet, the woman responsible for more of the good in his life than any other clasped her hands in front of her stomach, clearing her throat. Her eyes briefly flicked upward, after which her lips moved, though barely any sound reached Jason’s ears.

Going over her lines? Jason wondered.

He gave her as much time as she needed. It was just more time for him to bask in the sight of her and her curious costume.

Like Yvette before her, he assumed it had something to do with a famous Greek woman, goddess, nymph, or otherwise. Compared to Yvette’s white dress, Angela’s sat somewhere between violet and plum—so far as he could tell in the room’s meager lighting. It was about as revealing, though, which was an enormous plus for two prominent reasons.

Other than Christine, no one in Served Hot could come close to Angela’s buxomness. The team’s stunningly beautiful captain wasn’t usually the type to dress provocatively, though tonight’s costume offered her no choice on the matter. The dark dress enshrouding her voluptuous body bared everything from her throat, which had a loop of golden string curiously acting like a sort of choker around it, to her waistline. Naturally, for a woman as busty as she was, that ensured a hefty display of tantalizing cleavage.

After drinking his fill of her bared skin, his attention gravitated toward the other strange component of her outfit. The dress also came with a hood, which currently hid most of Angela’s dirty blonde hair under it and shadowed her eyes.

Did a hood mean anything? Probably. Was he in any way, shape, or form an expert on Greek myth? Absolutely not. As much a hint as it must be about who she was depicting, Jason hadn’t a clue who that might be.

“All right,” Angela said, clearing her throat. Her voice changed slightly as she began a somewhat stilted recitation of her lines, and she fidgeted throughout the whole thing. “Welcome to the first part of the first of your trials, Jason. Here, you shall be tested by myself and two others in three unique tests. At the end of these three tests, you shall be asked to identify who in Greek myth we are portraying. For each test you have successfully completed, you will be allowed an additional opportunity to answer again should you answer incorrectly. And, um—” Angela paused briefly, lips in rapid motion as she went over what she’d said, and what still needed said. “And a grand reward can be yours if you manage to answer our question successfully.” She finally emerged from her reciting fugue state. “Got it all?”

“Yeah, I got it all,” he said, sighing playfully. “Were you also the one who decided that my Halloween required tests?”

“My hands are clean of that,” Angela promised. “But I do think the tests are kind of fun.”

“Of course you do.” He sighed again. “So, what’s my first test? Something to do with these tombstones?”

“Yes!” Angela beamed and crouched down. Starting at the end, she began turning each of them around.

“And who came up with this test?” he asked suspiciously.

“I did, of course,” Angela proudly announced. In a matter of seconds, she’d rotated every tombstone. Seven of them. Each with a name upon them.

“Bit morbid, isn’t it?”

“A little, maybe,” Angela said, but her smile remained vibrant. “Do you see all the names?”

“I do,” he confirmed. “A tombstone for each one you—Served Hot’s current team.”

“That’s right!” Angela propelled herself to a standing position. “And your test is a simple one. From left to right, put us in order of earliest members of the team to latest!”

As far as trials went, it was a relatively soft first pitch, especially because it left out the former players, which was where he might have struggled. Even though he’d not been part of the team for all that long, his closeness with Angela had ensured he’d heard about it. He knew who the founder was; she was standing directly in front of him. Olivia was the newest member, preceded by Avery, who was, in turn, preceded by Yvette. That left Christine, Samantha, and Clara’s placement as the only potential pitfalls.

“There aren’t any tricks involved here, right? Because even though the team was your idea, which I guess makes you first, Samantha, Clara, and Christine all technically joined at the same time. All four of you were part of Served Hot’s first squad.”

“There are no tricks,” Angela said. “However… that is not explicitly true. One of the three you just listed was not part of our first scrimmage as a team. We had someone else. That is the one hint that I’ll give you!”

Jason frowned. “That was, what, five years ago? How am I supposed to remember that?”

His complaint garnered no pity from the team’s gorgeous captain. “Well, you’ll just have to do your best to recollect. If you can’t pass this test, at least you’ll have two more tests you might manage to pass.”

“Brutal,” Jason said. Deciding to get the easy ones out of the way, he placed Angela’s tombstone first and Yvette, Avery, and Olivia’s tombstones fifth, sixth, and seventh, respectively. After that, he hurled himself back into his eighth-grade memories.

He vaguely remembered the night that Angela had revealed that she was looking to create and captain an intermural volleyball team. He and his mother, best friends with Angela since they’d met, had invited her over for dinner. During it, Angela had brought the topic up. She and his mother, a former Olympian in the sport, had spent most of the night discussing the best way for her to go about accomplishing her goal.

It'd been anything but spontaneous, Jason thought, stroking his chin as further memories bobbed to the surface. She already had several players in mind, and Mom gave her one more name to add a few weeks later when—

His eyes must have shone as the realization sparked in his mind, for Angela’s dimples appeared as she smiled approvingly.

Jason resumed moving the tombstones. After slotting two, three, and four into their correct places, he stood up.

“Come check my work?” he asked the voluptuous beauty who kept smiling at him.

Angela rotated around until she stood beside him. Pursing her lips, she openly read his order.

“Angela Adams, Clara Harris, Samantha Carter, Christine Miller, Yvette Allard, Avery Hill, Olivia Roberts.” Her eyes shifted to him. “Is that your final answer?”

“Lock it in,” he confirmed, smirking confidently.

Approbation broadened Angela’s smile. “Congratulations, you’re one hundred percent correct. I was a little concerned there for a moment.”

“Yeah, yeah. Christine’s name did come up on that first night because of my mom, but you’d already had a setter in mind. But then she ended up dropping out of the team because she found out that she’d gotten pregnant. So, you went and got Christine after that.”

Angela tapped the side of her nose. “Exactly how it happened. It seemed fate had decided that we ought to have Christine Miller as our setter.”

He snorted. “Don’t let her hear that.”

“I wasn’t planning to,” Served Hot’s captivating captain informed him. “Congratulations on passing your first test. That’s at least one guess you’ll have at the end of this leg of your journey. When you’re ready, you can find the next test that way.”

Though she gestured toward the path leading forward, his eyes remained affixed to the gorgeous woman standing beside him. He wasn’t ready to leave just yet.

“Be good,” Angela said, spotting the dangerous look burgeoning within his eyes. “You have to complete the trials to get a reward.”

“So, it is that kind of reward?”

Even in the dim light of the makeshift room, he could spot the red splotches of color as they appeared on her cheeks. “It might be. You’ll just have to see in a little while.”

He turned and faced Angela. “You know, Yvette, or Athena, said something similar. I let her push me along without any issue, but I don’t know if I’m going to do that again.”

“I don’t get the same respect that she does?”

“That’s not how I’d put it,” he said, focusing on the whirlpool of excitement building in her seafoam eyes.

“Well, how would you put it?” Angela asked, staring up at him.

“I need to recharge a little before I move on to my next test. Don’t a lot of Greek stories involve stories of islands full of nymphs or other beautiful women?”

“Yes, but they’re commonly not such great places,” Angela said, making no move to extend the narrow distance between their bodies. “Calypso kept Odysseus as a captive on her island for seven years, for example.”

“I wouldn’t complain if you decided to keep me captive here for a little while,” Jason said, reaching forward and setting a hand on Angela’s hip.

Angela’s pulse, the swirl in her eyes, and the quiver of her lower lip all betrayed her in concert.

“Maybe for… a few minutes, you can relax here with me,” she conceded.

“Seven minutes?” he suggested.

“And not a moment longer,” Angela said, swallowing.

Seven minutes wasn’t nearly long enough for what he really wanted to do to the heavenly woman whom he mashed his lips against. If he’d been permitted enough time to fulfill all his fantasies with her, he was certain that several annoyed teammates of hers would have come and found them while they were both still moaning in absolute ecstasy.

Nonetheless, seven minutes of sensual fun with Angela was worth more than a year with most people. Kissing her deeply, he slid back her hood, letting her hair cascade across the shoulders of her purple dress. His hands quickly sped to either side of her slender neck, holding her face up as he deepened their kiss.

Similarly, her hands didn’t waste the precious few minutes that they had together. Jason immediately sucked in a hasty breath as she found that there wasn’t anything underneath his costume. It took her barely any time at all to stroke him to hardness with her smooth, warm fingers.

“That’s so mean,” he complained as their kiss broke.

“Just make sure you get the answer right at the end of this,” Angela half-whispered, half-pled, working her hands along his shaft with dizzying skill.

“I’ll do my best,” he said, dropping his mouth to one of her breasts. Nipping the fabric covering about two-thirds of it in his teeth, he relieved it of its duty. As one of the most amazing breasts in the world, so full, so heavy, and so defiant of gravity, appeared before his covetous eyes, he wasted no time at all in battering it with a horde of scalding hot kisses.

As Angela’s delighted purr spilled from her lips, she arched back. One of Jason’s hands flew to her lower back, offering her some support as she willingly made herself vulnerable to further contact from his lips. Across her massive breast, he flooded it with the passionate blaze of his lips.

Neither of them was surprised when that naturally led him to the stiffened nipple at the center of the magnificently large sphere. Skimming his lips over the areola around it, his tongue flicked against the rigid spire. With each new pass around it, he coated it in more of his saliva. Angela’s hands fluttered upon his cock, losing some of their focus. Jason grinned, kissed her nipple, pressing it into her breast with his lips, then took it between them.

“Oh, Jason,” Angela sighed. “You’re going to be quite upset if you don’t get that question right.”

“I’ll do my best,” he reiterated, smiling with her nipple between his teeth as she frowned, clearly having wanted a more confident answer.

For now, he relieved her of her worries by sucking greedily upon the pert point caught between his lips. Each diligent application of pressure to the sensitive point caused her eyelashes to flutter. While Christine and Samantha were the two members of the team who had notably sensitive breasts, that didn’t mean he couldn’t disrupt Angela’s stability a little. He’d had a lot of practice over the past few months, with her and the others.

While one of his hands supported her at the small of her back, the other snatched some of her dress at her knee. Lifting it, he snuck his hand under its airy fabric. From there, he traced his palm across her smooth thigh, reaching her hip before long.

Jason’s eyes gleamed with pleasure as he realized that he wasn’t the only one lacking time-period-appropriate undergarments. Massaging her hip with his thumb, he loudly cleared his throat.

Angela understood his meaning, and the flames of passion and embarrassment further fanned across her complexion.

“I didn’t think they were needed, that’s all.”

“Was that a shared decision?” he asked, briefly releasing her nipple from his mouth so that he could make his inquiry.

“It might have been,” Angela whispered. “You’ll have to find out for yourself.”

“I’ll be sure and do that,” he said, grinning. Deciding that her other breast could use a bit more attention, he began to replicate the act he’d used to bare its sibling but was stopped.

“I believe it’s been seven minutes,” Angela hoarsely noted.

“That is such a lie,” he retorted.

“Well… we’re using sundials in this ancient day and age, so we can’t be certain. I just…” She trailed off, eyes flashing with a clear enough message.

Reining in his body’s raucous whining about having its opportunities nixed like this, Jason pulled his mouth away from the task of baring her other breast. He thought he might understand. It could be an hour or more before he finished this whole trial thing. Before she ended up so aroused that it might be unpleasant to wait that long, she’d curtailed their current behavior.

“Fair enough,” Jason conceded, though a smile kept itself on his face. “But… you do need to let go of me too.”

As Angela’s eyes hastened southward, color erupted across her face. “Right!” she exclaimed, finally releasing his cock. Clearing her throat did little to diminish the tide of crimson washing over her face.

Jason kept grinning as he helped her stand up straight, pecking the inside of the breast that he hadn’t gotten to reveal with one last kiss.

I’ll see you soon, he promised it.

Fixing her attire, including putting her hood back up, Angela took a deep breath. “Right,” she said again. “Your next trial awaits. So, get going!”

“Yes, my lady, my goddess, or my nymph,” Jason said, covering all his bases. He remained uncertain just who Angela was supposed to be depicting. Hopefully, the next woman he ran across would give him a better idea of who they were supposed to all be.

There was only one way to find out.


Chapter Six

The Duplicate

Well, that certainly makes things more interesting, Jason thought as soon as he laid eyes on the third beautiful woman that he’d seen tonight. The third of those, and the second who was dressed in a purple dress with a hood, and who had a loop of golden string around her neck.

“Happy Halloween, Jason!” Samantha Carter said, beaming enthusiastically at him as he finished crawling into her domain.

When he’d left Angela’s chamber, he’d glanced over his shoulder in time to see her lift a section of the black curtain hanging in front of one wall, which had revealed a secret passageway for her to escape to wherever it was he would presumably see her next. Taking the route that he was supposed to traverse, he’d ended up finding that, instead of narrowing walls, the next leg of his journey involved a sinking ceiling. Forced onto his hands and knees, he’d passed through several obnoxiously heavy curtains hanging in his way before finally reaching this new room.

At the very least, it was far more brightly lit. Compared to Angela’s room, which had been basically devoid of any noteworthy features other than the tombstones, Samantha’s room had proper lighting in the form of four floodlights, one in each corner of the room. It also had a square table at the center of it, where several facedown cards were neatly arrayed in two distinct rows.

Samantha sat on the other side of that table, and there was a chair—and he recognized both belonging to Christine’s patio chairs—on his side that was clearly meant for him. Later, he would sit in it, but not now. Instead, once he brushed off his knees, he ignored his chair and wrapped his path around the table.

“Jason?” Samantha asked, confusion knitting her eyebrows together. She glanced over her shoulder toward the exit that he assumed he was meant to take after the test.

Because of that, she just barely got her eyes back around when he thrust his lips upon hers. Wide with shock as they were, that didn’t stop her mouth from instinctively moving in concert with his, nor one of her slender hands from latching onto his bared shoulder, nails slightly digging into his skin. Similarly to Angela’s hood, Samantha’s also slid off during the time that their lips remained together.

“Happy Halloween to you, too,” Jason said, brushing his lips against her nose after their kiss ended.

Samantha’s jubilant smile relieved him of every vestige of annoyance over having been forced to crawl as much as he had. Now, he returned to his side of the table and sat.

His eyes rose and fell upon the beautiful, raven-haired woman, who quickly redonned her hood. “So, are you all sisters or something?”

“That would be telling,” Samantha said, laying her cheek on her hand after resting her elbow on the table. Her hazel eyes shimmered with affection as she let her eyes wander over his body. They lingered upon his arms, especially.

“And would that be so bad? From what I’ve gathered, you all would like it very much if I succeed at this guessing game of yours.”

“We do want you to win, but it’s still supposed to be a trial. So, we just have to hope you’re up to the task.”

“Will you at least let me know who the final person I’ll be seeing wearing this interesting dress of yours is?”

“You mean this dress?” Samantha asked, innocently playing with its fabric around her breasts, baring a bit more desirable flesh.

“I do mean that dress,” he confirmed, eyes all over the newly revealed skin.

While she wasn’t as voluptuous as Angela or Christine, that didn’t stop Samantha from having a body he eagerly awaited further opportunities to see, caress, and kiss. Before Avery had joined the team, she’d been their primary outside hitter, a role designated to those who could spearhead the offense and still play effective defense. Fifteen years older than Avery though she might be, she was no less fit, firm, or jaw-droppingly curvaceous. If there did exist a top three for who had the best asses in the team, which Jason would neither confirm nor deny having made, Samantha’s was part of it.

When it came to being openly flirtatious and excited about what sinful activities they might get up to on any given day, she also sat amongst the top three, and often as the undisputed champion. Samantha could make him salivate when she put her phenomenal body on display, which she loved to do.

Case in point, right now.

“It’s really hard to keep on my shoulders,” Samantha complained, batting her eyelashes flirtatiously.

“I bet,” Jason said, hoping the final member wearing one of those dresses might have a glass of water to slake the growing dryness in his throat. “It seems like a single slip could reveal a whole lot.”

Samantha grinned and blew him a kiss. “We’ll see. That’s for after you get past this.” Releasing her dress, she swept her hand over the facedown cards on the table.

Jason reluctantly reoriented his attention. Two rows of seven cards sat before him. Expectantly, that piqued a shard of familiarity. So far as he could tell, the cards were custom-made. Thicker than usual cardstock, their backs depicted a familiar image—a highly detailed aerial view of an empty volleyball court.

“Alright, so what am I doing with these?” he asked.

Samantha smiled and began to flip over the cards nearer to him. Even more familiar images appeared in front of him, starting with Clara. His curiosity remained piqued as he stared at it and its siblings.

Unaware as he was when they could have found the time to do it, the women of Served Hot had gotten together to make themselves some custom player cards. From Clara to Yvette, all in their uniforms, each one of them had a card. Each of them also posed differently, with the woman sitting across from him having thrown up a peace sign while grinning beatifically on her card. Every card also possessed a scrawled signature on its lower half.

“So, do I get to keep these?” Jason asked, finding Samantha replicating that grin as he lifted his focus.

“If you complete this task flawlessly, then maybe,” the gorgeous, dark-haired woman said.

“I’ll be sure to do that. So, what’s the task?”

“It’s a matching game,” Samantha said, now shifting her hand to the seven facedown cards on her side of the table. Instead of images of seven heinously beautiful women, he saw a statistic in massive letters upon each one.

22 Points, 4.66 Kills Per Set, 3 Aces, 5 Blocks, 16 Digs, 29 Assists, Busy Elsewhere.

“Busy Elsewhere?” he repeated amusedly.

“Bit of a freebie for you,” Samantha said. “She was kind of in another continent when these stats occurred.”

“Oh?” he mused, giving the stats on the other six cards another pass. An idea had already formed in his mind before he finished, but he decided to wait patiently for Samantha to finish her explanation. Compared to her predecessor, she was markedly less stilted when outlining his trial.

“You’ve got to attach a stat to each player,” the beautiful outside hitter explained. “All these stats were from the finals of our match last weekend. It’s up to you to pair them off. Once you have, you can finalize your guess with me, and I’ll let you know if you got them all right.”

“And I do have to get them all right to pass, yeah?”

“Of course. What kind of manager doesn’t know the stats of his players?”

“Not this one,” he assured her, picking up the only card without a number and laying it with Clara’s card. He raised his eyes after doing so. “Pretty sure I got that one right, at least.”

“We’ll see,” Samantha said, feigning awareness.

“Hmm, let me think about this,” Jason said, stroking his chin as his eyes glossed over the twelve remaining cards. “Is it alright if I think out loud?”

“Do whatever you like,” his proctor said.

“Appreciated, appreciated. Now, usually, it’d be Clara who’d collect the most blocks in a match, but she was busy elsewhere. So, somebody else had to step into her position and play it.” His eyes rose to her replacement, who continued to act oblivious. “She had a pretty good game in that unfamiliar position, too. A block in the first set, three in the second, and she sent the team to match point in the third with her fifth and final block on the night.”

“That’s an interesting story,” Samantha said, looking around the room so as not to give him anything.

Grinning, he picked up and placed the “5 Blocks” card next to Samantha’s card. “It’s a fact. Her manager was super impressed by how well she played in her off-role.”

“I’m sure she’s glad to hear that.”

His grin didn’t slip again. “Now, why don’t I go with this one next.” Between two fingers, he showed off the “4.66 Kills Per Set” card. If anything, it should have been one of the more difficult stats to apply to a player. Even so, he was ready to show off a little.

“Yvette had six points in the first set, seven in the second, and four in the third. That’s seventeen points. Seventeen points divided by three… well, that’s five-point-six-six points a set. But two of those were blocks, and another was a service ace. Fourteen divided by three does bring that number down by one. Pretty sure my math’s right on that.”

Knowing that it was, Jason tethered the card in his hand to Yvette’s card.

After that, he paused to reap his rewards.

Samantha’s mouth hung slightly ajar. He imbibed every drop of her awe and bewilderment.

“What’s up, Samantha?” he asked, tilting his head to one side. “You seem really surprised that I knew all that.”

“I—uh—”

“Isn’t it a manager’s job to know the stats of his team?”

Samantha’s mouth snapped shut and then tugged itself to one side.

There it is, Jason thought, continuing to amuse himself as her unique sign of consternation appeared on her face.

“You don’t ever ask the scorer for the stats at the end of a match,” Samantha said, remaining quite mystified. He could see her rolling back time behind her hazel eyes, yet the past offered her no source of explanation.

That was fine. He was here to do it for her.

“Don’t need to,” he asserted. “I feel a little underestimated here, Samantha. I mean, I had something of an awful childhood thanks to my mother. You know, the Olympian superstar. You better believe I knew all my stats before I walked off the court as a kid and heard about how I should have had two more points here, another block there. I can track stats while playing, so I can definitely do it while just watching.”

To prove his point, not that this one was too difficult, he scooped up the card that only a setter could earn.

“These twenty-nine assists obviously go to Christine. Pretty sure it was Twelve, nine, and eight on that one. You all blocked a lot in that second set, so she got to hang out a fair bit in that one. And the last set only goes to fifteen points, so just seven there.”

He grabbed the most obvious one next. He knew Samantha intended to let him win this one, just as Angela had a few minutes ago. Neither of them had put arduous trials before him. That much was obvious here by virtue of the literal freebie that she’d given him with Clara. Typically, he imagined that she’d expected that he would have accomplished this by matching up the obvious ones—assists with the setter, most points with the team’s superstar, digs with their best defensive player—to then boost his chances with the more difficult stats by process of elimination.

“I’m pretty sure Angela dug six, six, and four. Oh, and you all are welcome to fact-check me with the stats you all have later.” He placed that card with Angela’s. “Avery scored eight, seven, and seven—she really dominated that final set.” Another card found its home.

The last card, which denoted three service aces, could have actually gone to two players. He figured that it wasn’t a trick on Samantha’s part, but he decided to be safe as he lifted the quality cardstock and hovered it above the final player without a card beneath hers.

“Now, we both know that Christine and Olivia both scored three service aces. Christine landed two in the first set and a third in the final one. Olivia dropped one on all three sets, including one disgusting one in the second. But Christine already has a card, so this one can only go with Olivia’s… unless you’re pulling a stunt on me or something.”

The shell-shocked beauty across the table needed a few moments to recollect herself. Her mouth stayed pulled to one side as she glared grumpily at him.

“Yes, only one stat card per player.”

“Nice. Then this goes here.” He deposited the “3 Aces” beside Olivia’s. “And I’m ready for my lovely but annoyed proctor to check my answers.”

Grumbling under her breath, which seemed unusual given that she, like Angela, had set him up for a high probability of success, Samantha barely scanned his answers.

“Yeah, they’re all right,” she huffed. “You pass.”

“Whew, that’s a relief,” he said, wiping fake sweat from his brow.

Giving him a further stink eye, Samantha suddenly said, “Extra credit. How many kills did I have?”

“Eleven. Five in the first set, thre—”

She cut him off before he could finish splitting her score by sets.

“How many assists?”

“Six.” He didn’t try to detail her set split on this one, knowing he wouldn’t have the time before her next question raced off her tongue.

“And how many digs?”

He needed a moment to recount that one. “Fifteen.”

Samantha’s mouth remained tightly pressed into the right corner of her face.

“How many… no, what was my hitting percentage?”

Jason held his hands up placatingly. “Okay, I’m not that attentive.”

“Aha!”

Seeing her steal his triumphant grin for herself, Jason flattened his lips.

“Okay, fine. Give me a second, though.”

Dipping his head toward his lap, he called up the three numbers he needed for the pain in the ass of a stat that hitting percentage was.

Eleven kills… three attacking errors… oh, God.

Shutting his eyes, he called upon his memories of their dominating win in the finals a few days ago. For almost fifteen of his not quite nineteen years of life, the sport of volleyball had dominated his every waking moment. Even if he’d quietly hated the sport for most of that time, pretty much every waking hour of free time in his life, and quite a few hours while he dreamed, had been dedicated, forcibly or not, to it. It was in his blood, by this point, whether he wanted it there or not.

So, he might as well use it to his advantage.

“You had… twenty-three total attacks,” Jason more or less guessed, wracking his brain until he felt like he was due for a migraine. “So, eleven kills… minus three attacking errors—and you get eight. Divided by twenty-three is… I don’t know—a little higher than a .333 hitting percentage. So, not too bad since you were playing in a different position than the one you’re used to.”

As he opened his eyes and lifted his head, he realized what he should have realized from the beginning. Samantha didn’t know what her hitting percentage had been the other day. And she didn’t have the stats on her right now, either. As seemingly impressive a memory as he’d just shown off, there was no way for either of them to verify if he’d actually landed on the correct percentage.

Upon experiencing this revelation, he snorted with laughter, more toward himself than her. “Well, let me know if I was right later tonight.”

“I… will do that,” Samantha said, thawing out of her stupefaction.

“My head hurts,” he complained, rubbing his temple.

“I can imagine it does.” A maverick smile suddenly curled her lips. “Now, I should probably be careful about letting everybody else know about your impressive skills. I can’t imagine what havoc Christine, Avery, and the others might force upon you if they knew that you could remember the minutiae of our matches like that.”

“Please do,” he said, already envisioning the agitation headed his way if either of the women that she’d just listed found out about this. “It could just be our secret.”

“Could it?” Samantha asked, smile shifting a little.

“Just you and me. No one else needs to know.”

Laying her forearms on the table as she leaned forward, the lithesome woman pursed her lips thoughtfully. “I think I could be convinced to keep this unique talent of yours to myself.”

The “but it’ll cost you” part that went unspoken was practically deafening.

“You couldn’t just make it a Halloween treat?” Jason asked, leaning forward himself. “This is one of those big giving holidays.”

“You’re getting plenty tonight,” Samantha reminded him.

“So far, I’ve just gotten tested on my memory twice.”

“I don’t know what’s in store for you on your final test from the three of us, so maybe you’ll get something different there. But if you want to move on from this room with the knowledge that your secret is safe with me, I’m going to need a promise from you.”

“I’m at your mercy,” he conceded. “So, what do I need to promise?”

Samantha’s dark eyes shimmered. “Once the party’s over, we’re all going to go back home.”

He nodded. “Sure.”

“Promise that instead of going back to your dorm tonight, you’ll come home with me. Do that, and I won’t let anyone know about this talent of yours.”

Just as a way of getting back at her, he kept his expression neutral following her offer. Rare was it that he stayed over at Samantha’s home. Part of it was that he had a lot of places where he was welcome to rest his head, even back in the summer when he’d not yet had a dorm to sleep in. It’d been that way even after his mother, in an attempt to force him under her thumb again and make him come live in Japan with her, where she could try and force him back into making a professional career out of volleyball, had sold their house at the end of summer. Angela, Yvette, at this very mansion—he had a lot of pillows in a lot of houses by this point.

But Samantha’s house was a different story. Because Samantha’s house had a man living in it.

Some of the time. Samantha’s husband, who had eventually come to realize that he was asexual somewhat recently in life, traveled with some frequency due to his job. Still, he wasn’t always gone, and although he and Samantha had long ago hashed out a situation where she could find physical relief in the arms of others, Jason wasn’t exactly pouncing on the opportunity to invite himself over and let him know that he was the guy screwing his wife. They’d met once or twice, though that’d been before his first date to the aquarium with Samantha, where their relationship had started.

“Lincoln’s not there, of course,” Samantha hurriedly added, face as bright red as the ripest strawberry in the patch. “It’d just be you and me.”

The discomfort Jason felt whenever he stayed over at Samantha’s place was relatively mild, and it usually didn’t last very long, especially once their insatiable lust for one another crowded out every other emotion from the house. He could tell this meant a lot to Samantha, and while he could remember everything about a volleyball match, he couldn’t recall when he’d last slept over with her. Maybe not since mid-September.

Jason caused the beautiful woman to flinch when he shoved his hand toward her. Relief, however, poured into her soft hazel eyes as he nodded.

“You’ve got yourself a deal, Samantha. And I am going to fuck you so much once we get into your house.”

Beaming and blushing in concert, Samantha grasped his hand and shook it.

“That is very much the idea.”


Chapter Seven

A True Trial

By the time Jason found his way to Clara, he was pretty confident where he was in relation to Christine’s backyard. Throughout most of his time since he’d stepped into this maze, he’d walked, sidled, and crawled his way in a clockwise loop. If that backdoor was six o’clock, then he’d bumped into Angela at eight and Samantha at around eleven. Now, he figured he was somewhere around the one o’clock edge of her vast yard. As far as he could tell, he’d remained on the fringe of her yard during these first three trials, which had him thinking that his full journey would probably lead him into a spiral around and around and around, right up until he arrived at the center of her yard—and this maze that she’d constructed for him.

Because he still hadn’t seen Avery, Olivia, or Aphrodite herself. He also remembered Yvette’s insinuation that he would see her again, too.

For now, however, he had one trial before he was supposed to guess who Angela, Samantha, and Clara were depicting with their violet hooded costumes. He had a couple of ideas fermenting.

I better guess right, he thought as he rolled into Clara’s chamber. Otherwise, he’d spend the rest of the night with the same scowl on his face that he wore when he tumbled into Clara’s chamber.

The path that had led him from Samantha’s side to her best friend had eventually forced him to crawl on his belly, where he’d then gone up, down, and then up again, twisting askew at its second precipice, which dropped into one half of a halfpipe five feet beneath him. Forced to either keep crawling forward and let gravity plant his face on the bottom or trust that the roll that Christine had set up wouldn’t toss him into a set of unseen spikes, he accepted the latter as his fate.

There weren’t any spikes waiting for him, but there sure weren’t any damn cushions either.

“Ow, fuck,” he hissed under his breath, clutching his elbow, which throbbed due to a painful, uneven bounce that he’d suffered as he rolled into Clara’s chamber.

She didn’t say anything as he lay there, scowling at the ceiling above her. Like her predecessors, she was dressed—hood and golden string all—in the same costume he’d become so familiar with seeing. However, he could barely make her out while on his back, and that was entirely the fault of all the fog swirling around him.

It clung to the floor, spilling into the room via the rumbling smoke machine on the other side of the northern wall. For the woman whose verdant eyes already possessed a sheen of haziness over them in the best of lighting, he could barely make out their hue in his current position.

“So, how do you feel about all of this?” he asked grumpily as he sat up.

“Which part?” Clara asked dryly, extending a hand to help him to his feet, which he took. The fog loitered around their calves as Jason, again, brushed himself off.

Ignoring the throbbing remnant of pain in his elbow, he gestured first to her, then to himself, and finally to the room around him, which he finally took a moment to observe.

The room’s lighting came in the form of two dozen suspended candles hanging from the ceiling. That was it. Compared to her predecessors’ rooms, this one was far more expansive, which might be because of the fog being pumped into the room and not for any trial-related reasons.

“Take your pick,” he grunted after taking in his new surroundings. He saw another passageway out of the chamber, though for the first time, it was behind a door. A closed door.

“I think violet is quite a nice color on me, your costume is a bit ridiculous looking, and Christine’s Halloween budget is much too high. That’s all of them.”

He stared flatly at her. “Couldn’t just lie and act like it looks good on me?”

“I’m sure Angela and Samantha have already done so,” Clara said, cracking the glimmer of a smile. “So, I’ll just be the honest one of us.”

“You know, I had far more fun with them than I’m having here so far.”

“That’s not likely to change. I’m not doing a volleyball-themed trial like they did.”

Joy.

“Yeah? So what kind of trial is it? I don’t see anything around here unless it’s hidden in the fog, and you’re about to make me go bobbing for apples. You’re not going to make me jump for those candles, are you?”

“As amusing a sight those both might be, there isn’t anything hidden anywhere in this room. My trial for you is simple: ancient Greek history.”

Less joy.

“Does it have to be?” he asked, withholding a groan by the skin of his teeth.

“Your final test is to figure out who Samantha, Angela, and I are portraying. I would hope that you would have already figured that out by now. But this way, you can prove that you know at least a little about the subject matter of the party’s theme.”

She paused, clearly waiting for a response.

“I’ve… got a couple ideas about who you all might be. Just to be clear, you’re not all depicting the same person, right? You’re three distinct people?”

His fishing failed to land him a bite.

“I hope you passed the previous two tests, for your sake,” Clara said. Folding her arms beneath her alluring chest, she cleared her throat to call his attention back to her face.

“Yeah, I did. I wowed and impressed.”

“I’m sure. To wow and impress me, you need to earn a passing grade. I’ve got five questions for you, each one harder than the last. And a passing grade is…”

“Four out of five,” he dully intoned, pepping up a moment later. “Does that count as one of my questions?”

“It does not.”

Chuckling sheepishly, he gestured that he was ready whenever Clara was, though that word might not apply to his actual level of preparedness. His familiarity with Greece came from a class in the fifth grade that he’d taken on Latin while living in Italy. And that class had, for totally nonbiased reasons, focused far more on the Romans than the city-states across the… Something Sea.

Io—Io—

The sea’s proper name flitted about on the tip of his tongue, like a drop of honey that he just couldn’t swallow, only for him to lose the taste altogether when Clara asked her first question.

“What ancient, now world-famous event began in Greece more than twenty-seven hundred years ago?”

Oh. He supposed that he also ought to know that at least.

“The Olympic Games,” he answered flatly. “Yay.”

“That’s correct. What is the most popular origin myth of the Greek gods?”

The ramp-up in difficulty was apparently going to be a slow one, and that he did not mind.

“They’re the children of two titans, Cronus and Rhea. There was some prophecy about one of their kids overthrowing Kronos, so he ate them all one by one when they were born. But,” he sped up as his mind dusted off numerous old—not quite ancient Greece old, but still—memories, which imbued him with confidence, “Gaia hid her youngest son, Zeus, from that fate, instead feeding Cronus a stone. Zeus rose up, freed his siblings, and the Titans were cast down. That’s how the Gods of Olympus came into power.”

He lifted his chin, brimming with confidence.

“That is also correct,” Clara said. “Now, name at least twelve Olympian gods.”

As though Zeus had flung a thunderbolt at him for letting his confidence ascend too high, it came crashing down.

I miss Samantha’s room, he groused inwardly, beginning to collect names like fireflies in a jar within his mind.

“Okay, so we’ve got Zeus, Hera, Ares, Poseidon, Aphrodite, Athena, Hermes, Apollo,” he listed off, throwing up a grand total of eight fingers. A moment later, he added two more. “Hephaestus and Artemis, too.”

A pause followed those first ten gods, and he watched grumpily as Clara’s lips formed a slender smile.

“That’s ten,” she said. “Two more to go.”

Is Hades considered an Olympian? he mused, ignoring her smugness. Even if he was, who was he still missing from the list? If he wasn’t, which two members of Olympus was he leaving out?

“Dionysus!” he chirped, dropping five digits on his right hand, only to raise his forefinger. “That’s eleven.”

“Assuming they’re all right, so far,” Clara cruelly reminded him.

Who the hell else is there? By now, he was pretty certain that Hades didn’t count. He and Persephone lived in the Underworld, away from the Olympian gods.

Does Persephone count? She came from Olympus. Folding his arms and tucking his chin, he glared at the ground as if prompting the Underworld to split it open so that a skeletal hand could hold up a note with the final deific name he needed.

“I’m going to need an answer,” Clara said, frustrating his attempts to pour through every Greek myth he could think of, trying to find the name of this forgotten god in it.

He ignored her, keeping his mind whirring with stories that he’d learned almost a decade ago. Clara gave him about thirty seconds more before she declared that she needed an answer, or that his silence would be his answer.

Damnit, Jason thought through gritted teeth. Lifting his head, he resigned himself to putting Hades’ name—almost certain that it was incorrect—forth as his twelfth Olympian.

At the last possible moment, however, Persephone’s name popped back into his mind. Not just her name but her story.

She got kidnapped. Who was her mom? Hera? No. Athena, Aphrodite, Artemis?

Brushing aside how many female deities had their names start with the letter ‘A’ in Greek myth, a name a few spots away from the alphabet’s first letter coalesced into his mind. Persephone’s mother. The goddess who presided over the fertility of the land, who, in her grief following Persephone’s abduction, had caused nearly every living thing on Earth to wither and die.

“And Demeter,” he hastily added.

“You sound uncertain,” Clara said. “Are you sure that’s your final answer?”

“I am,” he grunted. “Now, did I get it right?”

Clara smiled as she dipped her chin ever so slightly. “You did. I would have accepted Hestia, as well. But I suppose a virgin goddess would be the one that you’d be most likely to forget about.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, waving a dismissive hand at her playful claim. “That makes three questions right. I just need one more to pass your test.”

“That’s right. So, here’s my fourth question. Between Zeus, Poseidon, Hera, Demeter, Hestia, and Hades, which of them is the oldest of Cronus’s children?”

He didn’t have a chance. Well, technically, he had a twenty percent chance. He knew that Zeus was the youngest; the whole myth revolved around him rescuing his older siblings from their imprisonment inside Cronus’s stomach. And… that was all he could come up with.

Multiple choice tests were all about removing the answers that couldn’t be true and then making the best decision you could among the survivors. Unfortunately for Jason, he couldn’t scrounge up the mental scraps to remove even one more deity from the list.

Clara gave him a minute, cleared her throat when it was time for him to answer, and then shook her head when he inevitably guessed wrong.

“Hera?” he asked more than said.

When she informed him that it was actually Hestia who was the firstborn among Cronus and Rhea’s children, he frowned.

“The virgin goddess is the oldest Olympian god?”

“That’s right. By the way, do you think you could name the other two Olympians who forever remained virgins?”

“Is that my final question?”

Clara shook her head. “No, but it’ll impress me if you can.”

“And I live to do that,” he muttered, halfway meaning it. After a few seconds, he figured there were only three valid options. “I’ll guess Athena and Artemis. Aphrodite might have spent pretty much every day she could cheating on Hephaestus, but they were married, so maybe he got some at some point.”

“You would be right about Athena and Artemis,” Clara said, smiling. “As to whether or not Hephaestus and Aphrodite ever slept together, one can only assume. I don’t actually know myself, though I know he had some children with other beings.”

“So, impressed?” Jason asked.

“Fairly,” Clara confirmed, allowing her smile to remain a while longer. “Just one more to go.”

“Lay it on me.”

With a rare maverick sparkle in her eyes, Clara stepped forward and laid a hand upon the bared half of his chest. “After the death of the individual that you’re somewhat passably portraying, what happened to him?”

“What… happened to him?” he repeated.

“That’s right.”

Before he reined in his tongue to mull over everything he knew about Greece’s most famous mortal man, it managed to say, “He became a god, right?”

“I don’t know. Did he?”

Yeah, I think so, Jason thought, though he didn’t confirm it aloud. Chewing on his lower lip, he went over everything he knew about Heracles in his head. Zeus’s kid with a mortal woman, Hera’s vehement hatred of him, how she’d afflicted him with bouts of madness, which caused him to kill his wives and children over and over, the Twelve Labors. He didn’t know how Heracles had died, though Clara had just suggested that he had died. Unless it was a trick question, and he’d ascended to godhood before death…

Jason thought he had a decent enough idea of who Angela, Samantha, and Clara might be portraying, and by this point, he had at least two guesses. So, to save his brain and further wringing, he just did what he assumed Heracles might have done and went with his gut.

“He ascended to Olympus as a god after his death.” This time, it was a statement, not a question.

“Even though Odysseus supposedly ran across him in the Underworld in the Odyssey?” Clara asked.

FUCK!

As his face fell, Clara’s shone with mirth. Patting him on his chest, she relieved him of his suffering.

“Congratulations, you’ve passed.”

Midway into its transformation into a mask of frustration, his features froze. “Huh?”

“You’ve passed,” the tall, beautiful, and apparently cruel woman said. “Heracles did become a god after his death, and he lived in Olympus. He even made up with Hera and married one of her daughters.”

“Wait, really? What about what you just said?”

“It’s a rather disputed moment in the Odyssey, with the wider consensus being that Heracles did become a god, so he couldn’t have been in the Underworld when Odysseus journeyed through it. That was the tricky part of the question, though it seems like you didn’t even consider it.”

“Seems like it,” he grumbled, just happy to be done with answering questions about the Greeks.

Except… now he had one more waiting for him. Who Clara, Angela, and Samantha were portraying. Assuming no delays, it was fast approaching.

There would, indeed, be no delays. Clara removed her hand from his chest and beckoned toward the closed door attached to her chamber.

“Right this way.”

Walking behind her, he put his thoughts together. He was almost sure he didn’t need more than two guesses—and now he had three. So, at the very least, barring further trickery, he allowed himself to feel a bit of confidence as they reached the door.

Glancing over her shoulder at him, Clara waited for his nod. Opening it, she revealed an adjacent room, which was much better lit than her foggy one.

Two gorgeous women in hooded robes waited in it, too.

That number moved to three as soon as Clara walked inside and turned their duo into a trio. Following her after shutting the door before the fog began spilling in, the time had arrived. One more question. And then his reward.


Chapter Eight

One More Than He Needed

Angela and Samantha, hands clasped behind their backs, smiled as soon as he stopped in front of them. The room that they’d been waiting in was smaller than the one that he and Clara had just vacated, though it was still more than spacious enough for the four of them. Spacious enough for them all to lie down if he could earn whatever mysterious reward hinged on identifying who they were, too.

The only noteworthy object in the room was a single chair—one he recognized as having also come from Christine’s patio set—off to the side, near another closed door. Its existence briefly distracted him from the three gorgeous, uniformly dressed women just an arm’s reach away.

Once his attention returned to the trio of beautiful women, Samantha and Clara looked in Angela’s direction.

Drawing a deep breath, still mildly stilted in her delivery, Angela said, “You’ve now made it all the way to the end of our three trials. In mine, where you were tasked with ordering our current team in order from longest to newest members, you succeeded.”

And I see the three original members right in front of me, Jason finally realized, though he remained quiet.

“And he succeeded in mine,” Samantha said. “He matched our stats from last weekend's finals to the proper player.” A grin touched her luscious lips. “But I did look at those stats. I had twenty-one attacks, not twenty-three. So, you’re not quite perfect on the day.”

“My bad,” he remarked with a grunt, which further widened her' grin.

“He also succeeded in mine,” Clara said, looking at Angela. “Barely, but he did. He answered my questions about Greek history and myth successfully.”

“Then that means you’re going to receive the full three opportunities to guess who we are portraying tonight,” Angela explained. “If you guess properly, you’ll get to stay here with us for a reward. If you can’t, then you’ll have to continue forward on your trials without it.”

The reward. Finally. He’d wondered as to its specifics pretty much since it had first been dangled in front of him. Its specifics, not its generalities. He’d surmised that from the moment he’d first seen Yvette in her revealing outfit. Three outfits later, even if they weren’t quite as revealing, he remained confident that this was a prize he desperately wanted to claim. Based on how Angela and Samantha had acted during his time with them, they similarly hoped that he would succeed here and now.

I know you do, too, he wordlessly told Clara, glancing at her.

She could maintain her calm demeanor all she wanted, but they both knew that she could have slammed him into a wall with her trial had she wanted to raise the difficulty of her questions. She hadn’t for a reason. For the same reason that Angela and Samantha had made their tasks more than accomplishable.

However, he didn’t need three answers. Two would have sufficed. He was certain of it.

They were either the Fates or the Muses, and it was probably the former.

“I’ve only got two guesses in mind, so I’m going to throw them both out at the same time. That alright?”

“Sure,” Angela said, glancing at her teammates, who offered no pushback. “Any way you want to, you have three guesses to give us.”

“Cool.” Jason lifted his chin, eager to get to the part where they rewarded him for guessing right. “If you three aren’t the Fates, then you’re a group of Muses.”

All three women shared a look. Neither Angela nor Samantha could quite obfuscate the shimmer of delight that transpired within their eyes, and Jason grinned.

Got it.

Yet, not quite. While they might have left her chamber, Clara wasn’t through with him just yet.

“Explain your answers. What makes you think we belong to one of those two groups?”

“Nope,” he said while folding his arms. “I don’t remember hearing anything about having to defend my guesses. So, I’m just going to guess them. Am I right, or am I wrong?”

“You’ve guessed right, but I think we’d all like to hear you explain why you’ve picked those two options,” Angela said. “After you do, we’ll let you know which one of those two groups we belong to.”

“Do I have to?” he grumbled impatiently.

Angela smiled knowingly but nodded nonetheless. “Please.”

Sighing loudly and glaring at Clara for delaying him from obtaining his reward by another few minutes, he began with why he believed they were the Fates.

“There’s three of you; you’re all dressed identically, and you all have those strings around your neck. Maybe I don’t remember all that much about Greek stuff, but I know the threads of fate—or whatever it’s actually called—are part of their mythos. And that’s why this guess is the one I’m most confident about.”

“And the Muses?”

“For all the tests you made me suffer through,” he said. “They’re all about the arts and sciences and that stuff. I got tested on my memory by all three of you, so it could be that you’re not the Fates, though I doubt it. You all being Muses is my backup guess.”

“What if we weren’t either of those?” Samantha chimed in. “Any final guess you want to put on the podium before we let you know who we are?”

“I guess… nymphs or something? I don’t have anything specific outside of these two guesses.”

Again, the three ravishingly beautiful women shared a glance. This time around, even Clara let a smile supplant her cool nature.

“Well, you have guessed correctly,” Angela said. “So, that means you may have your reward.”

Beside her, Samantha beamed with excitement and practically devoured him with the ravenous stare that she affixed him with.

“Which one were you?” he asked, keeping his face neutral. Internally, however, he wasn’t too far behind sharing Samantha’s impatient excitement.

“The Fates,” Samantha confirmed.

“I hope you had already figured that out before you made it to me,” Clara said.

Jason did nothing more than shrug. His time answering questions and undertaking trials was over, at least for a little while.

Or so he’d assumed.

Smiling, Angela shifted her attention away from him. Toward the lonely, unused chair in the room.

“Regardless of when you figured it out, you have done so. So, before you head forward to your next trial, you can stay here with us for a bit.” Her smile turned coquettish. “Assuming that’s what you want, of course.”

Grinning, he held his hands out to either side. “I can tell how upset Clara would be if I left you all high and dry, so I suppose I can bite the bullet and stick around for a little while.”

Clara snorted as the women beside her giggled.


Chapter Nine

Guess Who

They had him get the chair. Not only that, but while he carried it to the center of the room, the two women with their hands behind their backs shifted in such a manner that he could never peer at whatever it was that they didn’t yet want him to see. Once he set the chair down, he raised an eyebrow.

“Now what?” he asked.

An unusual object, the one that Samantha had been hiding behind her curvaceous body, provided an answer to his query. An infinitesimal moment of confusion rippled through him, though recognition—and some manner of understanding—cleansed him of it. Intrigue replaced it, and he stared at Samantha’s forefinger, upon which dangled a pair of handcuffs.

“And just what kind of an answer is that?”

“It’ll make sense in a moment,” Samantha said, nudging Angela’s side.

Jason folded his arms and pursed his lips as Angela revealed the dark crimson blindfold that she’d been keeping hidden behind her body.

“So, everybody got to bring a prop they want to use?” He pivoted his attention to Clara. “You just wanted to keep things vanilla?”

“They’re not for us,” the buxom redhead said. “So, sit down.”

First, Jason glanced at the chair beside him. Then, he swept his attention back to the metal object dangling off Samantha’s finger. Lastly, his gaze lingered on the swathe of silk pooling in Angela’s palm.

“The blindfold I get, but what do handcuffs have to do with ancient Greece?”

“They have to do with the Greek prophet Proteus, who wouldn’t do what he was told unless forced to,” Clara grunted, waving her hand toward the object beside him. “Now, sit down.”

“Please,” Angela added. “We can get started once you do.”

Purposeless though it was, Jason waffled with a brief bout of indecision while the three women waited silently for him to do as he was told. Eventually, he arrived at what he should have known from the outset. The risk was worth the reward. Obviously.

Once he plopped himself down onto the chair’s cushion, the three Fates lurched into motion. Samantha arced toward his left, hazel eyes glittering with excitement and anticipation. Angela approached him head-on, though she handed off the blindfold to the taller woman beside her. That woman then arced toward his right.

Angela stopped before him, and she immediately fell to her knees. After she removed her hood, a move which the other two women imitated, Jason’s throat went dry as her soft fingertips glided over his thighs. It was a distraction, and he fell for it like a dehydrated captive with a bulging jug of water dangled in front of him.

In his situation, there were two jugs.

As Angela bent forward like a limber tree in a storm, her breasts bumped into his knees. Entranced by the gorgeous woman, he didn’t even realize that Samantha and Clara had disappeared from his peripherals before it was too late.

He felt soft but firm hands grab his lower arms. Before he quite realized what was happening, though he certainly should have, Samantha and Clara tugged his arms behind the back of the chair. Seconds later, he heard a click and felt the cool touch of metal glide across one of his wrists. He frowned, almost instinctively pulling his arms away from their touch.

With a self-reminder that this was what he’d agreed to let happen when he’d sat down on the chair, he resisted that urge. Before long, he felt the same chilly metal caress on his other wrist. He wasn’t really bound to the chair. With enough effort, he could probably propel himself up, possibly bringing the chair with him for a bit, and then shake it off his body. Depending on how sturdy these cuffs were, however, he might find it more challenging to be free of them.

“You all do have a key, right?” he asked, worrying slightly that this was also part of Christine’s schemes. He’d get his reward, but handcuffed and blindfolded, he’d be forced to crawl or roll or sidle through the next section of her maze afterward.

“No,” Clara said, which further alarmed him.

“Clara,” Samantha huffed. “There isn’t a key, you just apply pressure onto the cuffs, and they open up. We’re going to take them off after we’re done.”

Drinking the relief that Samantha poured upon him, his attention refocused upon the voluptuous woman in front of him. Her fingertips met the hem of his costume. Bunching the fabric up, she pushed it toward his waist, revealing more and more of his thighs. Soon enough, given the arousing look she was skewering him with, it revealed even more.

His last sight of her, of any of them, involved a smoldering stare at his growing erection. He’d have to make do with the silent promise that it entailed, for Clara then placed the blindfold over his eyes.

“Don’t frown, Jason,” Angela giggled, though he hadn’t even realized he had. “This is going to be a lot of fun.”

“If you say so,” he grumbled, waiting for Clara to tie the blindfold in place.

“It’s a promise,” Samantha whispered, kissing the shell of his ear.

Now robbed of his sight, he focused on two sensations—touch and sound. Of the former, he felt Angela’s fingers as they continued gliding closer and closer to the root of his cock, though they’d always ebb whenever they nearly arrived. The aggravating but arousing sensation quickly stiffened him to his full size, nonetheless.

Of the latter, he heard what he assumed to be Samantha and Clara as they moved around to his sides or front. And then… silence. Just a few seconds of it, thankfully, before Angela spoke up.

“Now, there is something we kept from you, Jason,” she informed him.

He answered with a long groan.

“You’ve got one more trial to undertake with the three of us,” Angela continued. “You know your Greek history well enough, but how well do you know us? During what is about to happen to you, you will occasionally feel a tap on your chest. When you do, you need to… determine which of us is where based on what you’re experiencing. Does that all make sense?”

“It makes sense why you waited until I was handcuffed to a chair before you decided to fill me in on it,” he grumbled.

“I think it’s going to be a lot of fun,” Samantha reiterated, voice coming directly to the right of Angela’s.

“You can always back out if you don’t agree,” Clara, voice to Angela’s left, flatly pointed out.

“Yeah, yeah.” Robbed of his eyesight or not, he still turned and glared in her direction. More giggles ensued.

“So, do you understand the rules?” Angela asked again.

“I do,” he confirmed. “I’m ready whenever you all are.”

They made him wait, the cruel women. Not only did they bind him and rob him of the sight of their stunning bodies, but they made him wait for almost a full minute.

Alright then, he internally whined, though he refused to break the silence pervading the room with any type of impatient plea. With the time that they kept him waiting for a chance to feel something other than Angela’s fingertips gliding over his thighs, he used it to scheme his revenge against each of them.

Halfway through coming up with his mode of revenge against Samantha, whom he could enact it on once they made it to her house later tonight, Angela’s fingertips departed his body. After that, they intentionally made plenty of noise, probably swishing their dresses around as they tried to overwhelm his hearing. Underneath the blindfold, he rolled his eyes.

A few moments after the silence had reinfiltrated the room, soft, warm lips pressed upon his right thigh. Sight stolen, his sensation of touch felt heightened, and he immediately drew in a sharp intake of air.

Next, the part of him that couldn’t stiffen any further experienced an almost ticklish caress. It began at the base of his cock, gliding ephemerally up his length. Even his lungs felt taut as he dragged air into them.

His ears perked up as he heard fabric shift, then barely audible footsteps heading… behind him.

The fingertips on his cock continued to torture him with their gentleness. The lips on his thigh moved higher, playing a fiery game of hopscotch across his skin. Once they nearly reached his cock, they reset, starting again closer to his knee. Frustration rumbled through his very soul, but he kept it in check—for now.

Finally, the footsteps ended. Someone behind him pressed her breasts against the back of his head, her hands rushing through his hair. He felt her bend against him, and her lips soon seared the shell of his ear.

He felt a tap upon his chest.

“So, do I have a time limit before I’m supposed to guess?” he asked deviously.

No answer reached his ears, and he clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. While it hadn’t been much of a ploy, he’d hoped that at least one of them would have started to say something, which might have gotten another of them to hush her and reveal all three of their positions.

Fortunately, whether they slipped up like that or not, he’d already reached a level of certainty about which of the women was doing what to him.

“It’s Samantha behind me, Clara kissing my thighs, and Angela touching my cock.”

Silence.

“Yes, that’s my final answer,” he followed up with.

“You’ve gotten it right,” Samantha said, voice behind him. “What gave it away?”

“I don’t feel any breasts on my leg from the person kissing my thigh. Only Clara’s tall enough to get away with that when she’s as far up my leg as she’s getting. And well, there’s kind of a notable difference between you and Angela.” He leaned his head back a little further into the rather lovely but not quite Angela or Christine-sized breasts supporting it. “So, that means that Angela has to be the person touching my cock.”

Blindfolded or not, he could still envision the hand behind which Angela hid her smile as Samantha grumbled behind him.

“The next one will be a bit harder,” Clara said.

“A little more pleasurable, too, I hope,” he said.

Indeed it was. So much so that his body quivered with delight.

One of them dropped her lips around the tip of his cock, twirling her tongue around his opening. Another of them, maybe even still Samantha, though they made sure that he couldn’t feel her breasts against the back of his head, sucked on his neck and swept her hand beneath his tunic as she rubbed his chest—but it didn’t stop there. And the last of them guided his thighs further apart so that they could begin fondling his balls.

His abs flexed as the hand running down his torso reached the base of his cock, brushing its fingertips against his throbbing hardness. At the same time, the lips cocooning a couple inches of his manhood sank lower, and the tongue belonging to that same mouth more aggressively battered it.

Tightening his jaw as pleasure, precisely what he’d requested, rumbled within his throat, Jason ached with the hope that they wouldn’t stop until he experienced his release. Yet, he could envision the victorious grins all around him, and he even felt one against his neck as the mouth sucking upon it dropped to where his neck and shoulder met.

Fuck, Jason thought, body trembling as the lips stole another inch of his cock between their tight confines. With about half of him trapped, he felt the woman responsible for the primary source of his bliss begin to slowly bob her lips up and down, soaking him in saliva and the precum dribbling out of his cock.

A hand splayed itself against his thigh, keeping his legs spread high. The hand playing with his balls began to match the fall of whoever’s lips it was upon his cock. Each time that mouth fell, the hand holding his balls ever so slightly sped up its fondling. Maddeningly, whenever the sultry lips revoked their warmth and saliva from his shaft, the fondling almost entirely stopped.

A hand alighted on his chest, and Jason almost swore as all three sources of pleasure across his body halted.

“It’s… Samantha who is sucking me off, Angela who is sucking on my neck, and Clara who is being completely evil right now,” he hurriedly said, just wanting them all to go a little further with their current actions, not swap again and make him suffer this seemingly endless teasing.

“Well, you got one of us right,” Angela’s voice whispered against his neck. She pressed her breasts against the back of his head, letting him compare them to the feeling that he’d gained from Samantha’s a little earlier. A second later, she freed his eyes of the blindfold long enough for him to see the two women on their knees in front of him.

“I’m being completely evil?” Samantha asked innocently, batting her eyelashes as she resumed massaging his balls.

Triumph clamored within the misty green fields of Clara’s eyes as she also continued her current action. His cock twitched between her sensual lips as she dropped them until his cock reached the entrance to her throat.

“Please don’t swap,” he complained as Angela refitted the blindfold over his eyes.

“The next time you can get all three of us right, we’ll let you cum,” Angela promised, kissing his cheek.

The world was a wretched, wretched place. That was all there was to it.

For, to his cataclysmic dismay, he did not fare well during the next two guesses. With two sets of lips against either side of his cock, and another woman peppering his chest in kisses, he failed to get even one of them right. Following that, he only got Samantha right—as the person nibbling at his ear—while Clara sucked on his fingers and Angela jerked him off.

“Apparently, he only knows us by our breasts,” Clara commented while the three women stood in front of him.

“It seems that way,” Angela agreed.

“How disappointing,” Samantha added, shaking her head as she sighed.

“Oh, give me a break,” he growled. The blindfold sat around his neck, and he glared at the three cruel temptresses gossiping about him. His body felt like an eggshell trying to support a college textbook. First Yvette, then each of them in their respective rooms, and now here—there was only so much edging that his body could handle. He hadn’t cum a single damn time tonight, and his body ached for at least one opportunity to experience such a release.

Hiding as much of her smile as she could, which wasn’t a whole lot, Angela’s seafoam eyes drifted toward her partners-in-crime. “What do you think? Should we give him a break?”

“I vote no,” Clara immediately said.

Monster!

Giggling as she noticed his vehement scowl, Samantha shook her head. “I think we should. Halloween is supposed to have tricks and treats, after all.”

Folding her arms beneath her breasts, Angela tapped her lower lip thoughtfully. She avoided making eye contact with him while mulling over her vote.

“Maybe we’ll be forgiving this time—but not the next time.” She cast a meaningful look his way, and he knew without a shadow of a doubt that this wouldn’t be the last time he felt a pair of handcuffs or a silk blindfold. “How does that sound?”

“Fine,” he growled rapaciously. “Just let me cum before I break out of these damn things.” The handcuffs clinked behind his back as he half-heartedly tested their sturdiness. If they kept denying him like this, he really would try and break out of them.

“That depends on you,” Clara reminded him, reaffixing his blindfold.

Angela and Samantha were now the ones kissing either side of his cock, and it was Clara who was behind him. He was so certain that he would have put every dollar good to his name on it. Unfortunately, he wasn’t yet sure about which side of his throbbing manhood the two women had claimed.

For all her reticence over giving him a break, Clara was the one who made it the easiest for him. Pressing her breasts against the rear of his head, she’d wrapped her arms around his neck and begun rubbing her hands up and down across his chest. Occasionally, she burned his neck or cheek with the pleasant sensation of her lips.

That left him with a fifty-fifty chance to deduce which side Angela and Samantha had each claimed. It was better than nothing.

They’d each placed a firm hand on his knee, which he hadn’t realized at first was designed to keep him from being able to lift his leg and potentially bump into either a firm but moderately sized pair of breasts or as voluptuous a set as existed in this world. Both women had been careful to avoid any other contact with his body.

Pointless as it might be, he clamped his eyes shut underneath the blindfold, doing his utmost to decipher the subtle differences in their lips, their technique, or even just the soft sounds of their breathing.

Whenever one set of lips went up, the other went down. They drizzled his shaft in their delicate kisses, strangling what little tranquility remained somewhere deep in the pit of his gut. His cock twitched like a furious thing, and his body burned like an effigy lit ablaze. He was a prisoner to the singular, bestial urge roaring inside his mind.

Just tap my damn chest, and let me guess! he nearly shouted.

When it came, so ended the pitter-patter of kisses along his shaft. Clara’s hands departed his body a moment before two hands, not one, deposited their heat against his chest. He barely noticed. Instead, his attention remained far lower.

By accident or as one final gift from the woman whom he’d desired for years, he felt something sizeable and deserving of every second of attention that he planned to give it the next time he visited her home, brush against the side of his left knee.

He sighed audibly, beyond grateful. Whether by fate or because of a Fate’s mercy, he’d take it either way.

“Clara is behind me,” he croaked, voice raspy with how dry it’d become. He hoped they had some water stowed away somewhere around here. “And… Angela’s on my left, which puts Samantha on my right.”

More silence. The seconds that trickled by in between his statement and their response wracked him with anxiety. His mind whirred with panic, nearly convincing him to hurry and change his answer while he still had the time to do it. When the hands on his chest retreated, he almost faltered. His mouth even opened, though no words escaped the gap between his teeth.

A groan did.

A set of sultry lips, as pleasurable as any experience he could remember, wrapped around his shaft and then plummeted to its base in one smooth motion. He felt the resistance of a tight throat, but only for a moment. The lips enveloped his cock in further rapture as they raced back to the top of his cock. With it, a pair of hands grabbed his hips and then practically yanked him off the chair. He understood why a moment later.

A hand cupped his balls mere seconds before a flurry of kisses from another set of lips assailed them. In tandem, the first pair of lips plunged itself back down his shaft. Legs spread wide, uncertain as to which lips belonged to which woman, he didn’t care. So long as the bliss continued, he’d happily remain blind and dumb to it all.

By the time the bobbing lips fell for the sixth time, his cock pushed its way into her throat. Another groan poured out of his mouth as Angela or Samantha deepthroated him.

“Guess you guessed right,” Clara whispered into his ear, kissing his cheek.

He had no words with which to respond. Fingers kneaded his thighs while he experienced the dual assault of bliss granted to him by Angela and Samantha. Barely still sitting in the chair, he tightened his thighs so that both women could keep driving him toward a cliff’s edge of relief with their actions.

Deep, guttural pleasure unfurled within his body, sourced across his cock and his neck, the latter of which Clara resumed sucking with an enthusiasm that ensured that he wouldn’t walk away without a mark of what he’d gotten up to tonight upon it.

Like a cup brimming with liquid held in a shaky hand, his pleasure spilled over the top. The precum pouring out of his cock mingled with the saliva slathered across his cock, aiding the sensuous lips taking all of him into its owner’s mouth with every plunge of her mouth.

That pace increased, as did the work of the other woman’s mouth and hand. A frenzied urge bubbled up within the pit of his gut, expelling any knowledge of the world beyond this room. His body quaked more and more raucously with every passing second, and he knew his end could be counted in seconds, not even minutes.

“I’m about to cum!” he hissed, legs shaking rowdily. If he hadn’t gotten back into playing volleyball in the summer, he might not have had the strength to keep himself stable.

None of the three women savagely undermining said stability relented or reduced their fervor. Jason’s teeth clenched as they shoved him up to the cliff and, without even giving him a moment to enjoy the sight of the ocean stretching out in front of him, shoved him off it.

He erupted while the lips around his cock were midway through their plunge. As the first surge of his white-hot cum painted the inside of its owner’s mouth, she ensured that the second, third, and fourth all found their home deep inside her throat, speedily racing into her belly.

All Jason knew for the next minute was unrivaled bliss. His wobbly legs threatened to give out, but whoever it was that had been assaulting his balls seemed to notice. Allowing him to scoot back onto the chair a little, he dropped his head like a falling ACME anvil against Clara’s breasts. Ragged breaths ripped themselves from his lips as he blinked rapidly under the blindfold.

“Sounds like all those tests to get here were worth it,” Clara said, lifting her lips from his neck, where he was certain his skin was mottled red and purple, and kissing his cheek.

He managed to nod dumbly, still overwhelmed by the blissful bounty that he’d received. Doubly so as the mouth around his cock freed it with an intentionally loud plop.

Midway through his second minute since he’d blasted his cum into Angela or Samantha’s mouth and throat, which was a minute—the first of several—of recovery, Clara tugged down his blindfold. He found, as he’d guessed, Angela and Samantha on their knees in front of him.

Samantha beamed with pure radiance at him. Angela, however, showed a very different expression.

Opening her mouth, she gave him a chance to see the first geyser of cum that he’d launched still coated her tongue. Eyes crackling with lustful heat, she waited until he nodded before she swallowed.

Still grinning, Samantha nudged his knee with her elbow. “Best pop quiz you’ve ever had?”

Absolutely.


Chapter Ten

Off Script

Now that he’d finally experienced the release that his body had so desperately needed, another bodily need supplanted it at the top spot. Water. Refreshment. He needed more than a bottle’s worth, too.

“We could go get you something to drink,” Angela said, glancing at Samantha. Clara, though she was taking her sweet time, was in the process of freeing him from his handcuffs.

“I’m pretty sure some is waiting up ahead,” Samantha said. “Remember?”

Briefly, Angela didn’t seem to, though a flash of recollection brightened her seafoam eyes. “You’re right.” She turned back to him. “Just a little longer, and you can hydrate plenty. If you don’t think you can hold out, we can still go get you something.”

“Kind of just depends on how much longer is ‘a little longer,’” he said.

“You’ll be there soon. It’s the next real trial.” An eye roll followed.

“Angela!” Samantha said, bumping her elbow into her captain’s side.

“Oh. Um, forget you heard that, Jason.”

He certainly would not. Once Clara finally released his wrists, he rubbed them while considering the information that Angela had accidentally dropped onto his lap. The next “real” trial. Meaning there was some sort of trick coming up?

“Well, you should get moving forward, anyway,” the voluptuous woman said, hastily working to distract him. “You’ve still got a bit more to go.”

In tandem, she and Samantha stood, each of them offering him a hand up from the chair. After accepting their offer, he pulled them both into his body. As their breasts squashed against him, he grinned and shut his eyes.

“Angela’s on my left, and Samantha’s on my right.”

“Wow, so impressive,” Samantha snorted.

He tossed a grin to all three women as he departed, opening the second-to-last door that he would open while still within Christine’s maze. He left them the handcuffs, but the crimson blindfold remained around his neck. All three had seemed intrigued enough by his request to hold onto it to consent. While he didn’t have a specific plan in mind on how to use it just yet, he knew he’d come up with something when the time was right.

Right. Right. Right.

That was precisely the experience that his path provided him shortly thereafter. In the dark confines of a narrow hallway, he’d reached a fork in his way. Choosing to head right, he’d come to another. Going right again, he’d been forced to make that third right, only to find himself staring at a black wall. He was in a maze. An actual maze.

A labyrinth, he corrected himself, rolling his eyes.

He wondered if this was what Angela had meant while he backtracked to the second fork in the dimly lit maze. He found no comfort there, as both paths led him to dead ends, which he checked with his hand, realizing that maybe Christine had put up a false wall or some other deception designed to frustrate him. He even returned to the first dead end and checked it, too.

Three duds later, he returned to the original fork and chose the left path.

After that, he spent about fifteen minutes in the rather vast maze that Christine had filled most of her backyard with. He recognized that halfway through. He lost count of how many dead ends he encountered, though he growled at at least twenty of them. He also wasn’t spared from needing to crawl or climb over roadblocks impeding his path, which further annoyed him.

I miss Clara’s questions, he inwardly grumbled while army-crawling under some sort of electronic mirror, which had almost caused him to jump when he’d rounded the corner and found a shadowy, demonic version of himself reflected in it.

After crawling under it, getting up, and brushing himself off of the intentionally placed fake cobwebs he’d needed to suffer through, he walked forward seven steps, took the hard right turn—his only option—in front of him, and came to a complete halt.

“Hi, Jason,” Yvette said, sitting on a tall stool near a wall with a circular tunnel burrowed at its bottom. She looked at the blindfold hanging off his neck, as well as the splotch of discoloration near it. “Seems like you’ve had some fun.”

“A little bit, so far,” he responded, noticing a curious object sitting beside one of her stool’s legs. It was a bottle, though it didn’t have anything hydrating inside it.

Noticing where his eyes drifted, the gorgeous stand-in for Athena bent like a sapling and pinched it between her thumb and forefinger. Lifting it, she let it dangle between her fingers while he read the label. While it wasn’t designed to gush down someone’s throat, it was meant to help something else enter another bodily orifice.

“To put the last piece of the puzzle together for you,” Yvette said, noticing his protracted confusion, “you were supposed to find me right there.” She jerked a thumb toward the tunnel. “Stuck.”

“And then I’d use that lubricant to ‘free’ you?” he asked.

“Something like that.”

Jason’s gaze dropped to her hips, envisioning the sight that might have awaited him had he found Yvette’s jaw-dropping butt wiggling to no avail as he rounded the corner. It didn’t need to be stated that her “freedom” would have only come after some very arduous attempts to loosen up another part of her body. Which begged the question, how come she’d seemingly decided that she didn’t want such a thing?

“So, why are you sitting there instead?” he asked.

“Because I’d rather you fuck me in the ass somewhere else tonight,” she announced.

Jason raised an eyebrow. “I’m listening.”

Yvette set the bottle back down on the ground. Folding her arms, she nodded toward the tunnel. “This is my last ‘part’ in all of this. And as enjoyable as it might be for me to half-heartedly lodge myself in a tunnel and wait for you to come ‘rescue me’ from it, I could think of a thousand more interesting ways for tonight to go.”

“I’m not sure Christine would approve of you high-jacking her production,” he purposefully noted.

Yvette’s full lips flattened, just as he’d hoped they would. “She got to be Aphrodite. I didn’t argue… much.” That final word barely made it in. “But then she had to go and give me this ridiculous part to play.” Her hand flared out toward the tunnel again. “The question isn’t if I’m going to mess with her plans, but if you’re going to join me.”

“Depends on if changing things up will make things more fun for me or not.”

“I promise that it will.”

“And everybody else’s fun?”

“It will only impact Christine’s part.”

Dissension in the ranks was never a good sign for a commander. Jason wondered if Christine was aware of the rebellion brewing within her ranks. Wherever she might be, which he assumed would be at the ultimate destination of her maze, Aphrodite now had an enemy in Athena.

Jason knew which goddess he’d like to be a champion of.

“Give me the details,” he said, turning his ear toward the grinning beauty.

Hopping down from the stool, Yvette made sure to let him feel her curvaceous body against his side as she filled him in on her diabolical scheme.


Chapter Eleven

Persephone and Daphne

The light grew as he crawled through the tunnel, unimpeded by any need to free—and before that, fuck—the sexiest version of Athena that he’d ever laid eyes on before he could traverse it. Scraping his elbow and knees within the narrow confines, he ruminated over the information that Yvette had fed him before they’d gone their separate ways. The scheme that she’d bought him with had been plenty enticing, and he eagerly awaited the opportunity to put it into action.

For now, however, he had at least one more trial to overcome before he found Aphrodite waiting in her “Sanctuary of Love.” And for it, Yvette had left him uninformed.

“I don’t think it’d be appreciated if I shared,” she’d said, kissing him on the cheek. “But I’ll see you soon.”

Given that there were only three individuals he’d yet to see tonight, one of whom he now knew waited at the end, he wondered what Avery and Olivia’s trials would be. He wondered who they were dressed as, too, though he hoped that guessing who they were wouldn’t be part of whatever was in store for him. That form of test had worn out its welcome.

Reaching the end of the tunnel, he discovered that he didn’t have two more trials before he reached Christine, but one.

Or so he assumed as he dragged himself out of the tunnel and into a very familiar location in Christine’s backyard, and the only location from which he could see the sky. Standing up, he brushed himself off for hopefully the final time of the night as he turned his eyes upward.

The moon and stars glittered above the roofless arena in which Christine had set his trial with Avery and Olivia. His toes rested on the hard clay, slightly cool, of her volleyball court. With a lack of a roof, though certainly no lack of light thanks to the headlights clinging to the walls hemming it—and him—in, he breathed in fresh air for the first time in what felt like hours.

Considering who waited for him beside the court, he should have expected to end up here tonight. After breathing his fill of the clear night air, he dropped his attention from the endless array of stars to the spectacular beauties—radiant in their own right—who were there to meet him. He assumed that they’d test him together. He would find his assumption proven wrong in short order.

Grinning as he approached the youngest players of Served Hot, only one was standing and ready to greet him properly.

Tonight, Olivia wore an elaborate dress whose color skirted the balance between burgundy and black. The slender, tan, and newest member of Served Hot beamed with a smile as brilliant as a supernova as he waved and began to approach. Her eyes, a vivid blue that had stunned him the first time he’d seen them, shone nearly as brightly.

“Hi, Jason,” she said, her bubbly energy nearly infectious. Her good cheer opposed her outfit, which was rather formal compared to the revealing outfits that her predecessors had all worn. She’d done up her hair as well, though it was what sat on her head that attracted his attention.

A black tiara set with numerous rubies gleamed atop her head—genuine rubies, potentially, given the budget that Christine had to work with.

“And you are?” he asked, hoping for a straight answer.

“Persephone,” Olivia answered, allowing him to breathe a sigh of relief.

His gaze shifted toward the taller woman sitting on a very non-ancient Greek object underneath her. A crooked smile yanked up his lips. “So, does that make you Hades?”

“Nope,” Avery said, folding her arms. “Nice skirt, by the way.”

“I know. I wear mine better than you do yours.”

The oddities with the costume choices came in pairs. While Olivia—Persephone—wore a rather formal dress, Avery didn’t wear a dress at all. In fact, she wore an outfit that was more akin to his than any of the dresses he’d seen tonight. Except for the fact that hers fully covered her torso.

If she’d had a helmet, spear, and shield on hand, he’d have assumed she was dressed as a Greek hoplite. Wearing a sleeveless navy-blue tunic, he silently thanked Christine for at least finding one that would tightly adhere to her delicious curves. Her skirt looked like it would barely make it midway down her thighs when she was standing, too. So they had that in common.

“Interesting mount you’ve got there,” he said, nodding at the object underneath her. It possessed a bright shade of blue upon its body and a white top.

“We figured you’d be worn out when you crawled out to us,” Avery said, staring, as Olivia did, at the blindfold around his neck.

“I am a little thirsty,” he admitted, rolling his neck to show off the hickey on it as well.

“I bet.”

Lifting herself off the cooler so she could crack its lid open, fish out a water bottle, and toss it to him, Avery began stretching her arms over her head while he chugged the whole thing in under twenty seconds. As he did so, he confirmed his earlier assumption about the length of her tunic.

“So, what’s my trial here?” he asked, knowing he hardly needed to ask. He might not see any volleyballs around, but he sure as hell saw the net connecting the two poles on either side of the nearby court.

Olivia glanced at Avery, who grinned. “You’re holding it,” she said smugly.

For about half a second, confusion held him in its clutches. Before his eyes even finished falling to the object in his hands, a groan escaped his lips.

“Oh, you’ve got to be joking.”

He knew she wasn’t. Olivia offered him a somewhat apologetic smile as Avery revealed the volleyball that she’d hidden on the other side of the cooler and began bumping it with her arms as she headed for the court. Jason had no choice but to follow.

His final trial was to be the trial that had begun everything back in the summer.


Chapter Twelve

Familiar Grounds

Grumbling under his breath, he kept hold of the now empty water bottle as he stepped onto Christine’s personal volleyball court. A few steps ahead of him, Avery had already stopped, turned, and caught the volleyball that she’d been bumping into the air between her hands. A self-satisfied smirk framed her face as she set it against her hip.

“So, tell me that you caught on to all the help I gave you about tonight.”

He grumbled and flicked the empty water at her. With her available hand, she deftly snagged it out of the air.

“Yeah, yeah. Black fabric for the maze, Clara, who just got back from Greece—I got it.”

“I don’t believe you. I bet you didn’t realize it until Yvette explained it all.”

Jason merely shrugged, refusing to let her know she’d hit the nail on the head. “Believe what you want.”

“I will.”

Jason glanced over his shoulder as Olivia caught up to him. Standing beside him, she smiled and briefly leaned her cheek against his shoulder.

“So,” he said, looking at both beautiful women, “what am I doing other than hitting a volleyball at a bottle of water? Is that really it?”

“Of course not,” Avery said. “This isn’t a one-person test; it’s a competition.”

“Is that right? Seeing as how Olivia’s dressed for a ballroom dance, I’m assuming that it’s going to be you and me going head-to-head?”

The competitive outside hitter nodded. “You and me.”

“What about your test?” he asked Olivia.

“This is my test,” she said. “Avery and I are both part of your competition.”

“Are you going to be heckling me or something while I try and serve?” he asked, amused by how that might go far more than the competition itself.

She shook her head, but it was the crimson creeping into her face that he focused on. “I’m Persephone, remember? I’m not participating. I’m… the prize.”

One of his eyebrows elevated itself above the other. “Meaning what, exactly?”

“Meaning the winner gets Olivia,” Avery said, bouncing the volleyball beside her while grinning wickedly. “And the loser gets to watch.”

He emptied the contents of a second water bottle into his gut while he and Avery warmed up. During their warmups and stretches, he finally got Avery to tell him who she was—and then explain the significance of who she was portraying, as he had no idea who “Daphne the Naiad” was.

“I’m some sexy, superb athlete that Apollo wanted to fuck, but I wouldn’t let him or something. He wouldn’t stop chasing me, so I turned into a tree at the end.”

“So, you lost?”

“Unless Apollo stuck his dick in a tree hollow of mine, he didn’t get what he wanted either.”

Wincing at the evoked image, Jason didn’t ask for further details on Daphne for the rest of the evening.

Once they were fully warmed up, with Olivia participating as the individual who would place the water bottle that they needed to hit with their serves, Avery bowed and flourished one arm toward the serving line.

“Since you look so pretty in that skirt of yours, I’ll let you go first.”

“Is it one miss, and you’re done?” he asked, ignoring her jibe.

“That’s right. No room for error here. And if it doesn’t knock the bottle over, it also doesn’t count.”

“But you’ve still got to go and hit the bottle if I end up missing mine, right?”

“Yes, obviously.”

Grunting that he understood, Jason watched as Olivia placed the empty water bottle at the meeting of the backline and endline. There weren’t going to be any piddling warmup attempts, it seemed. Once she backed away, also intending to officiate things, as the ball needed to strike the bottle out of the air, not land in front of it and then scatter it across the ground off the bounce, Jason homed in on the eight-inch object.

While he’d played beach volleyball plenty of times, he couldn’t remember having served on a clay court while barefoot before. It felt strange not to feel warm sand seeping between his toes as he prepared for his serve. The woman beside him didn’t have any such issues, and she waited for him to kick their competition off while wearing her volleyball shoes—and ignoring his protests about it being a totally unfair advantage. Not to mention the thousands of years between antiquity and the invention of such shoes.

I’ll just win anyway.

After exhaling, Jason began his approach. It felt strange without shoes, especially with the hard clay court unwilling to give even a little. His leap was lower than he would have liked, but everything else moved like clockwork. Furthermore, unlike the first time that Avery had coerced him into a test like this, he wasn’t using his offhand.

The cannon fire boom that his left hand contacting the volleyball’s synthetic material created brought a grin to his face. He dropped to the ground as it zoomed over the net. His landing stung a little, but he barely noticed. A second after he landed, his volleyball did too. But not before slamming into the empty water ball in its designed trajectory, sending it hurtling outside the court—and Olivia after it.

“Let’s see if you can avoid the embarrassment of losing to someone without any shoes,” he crowed at Avery as he skipped backward toward the net, intending to get the volleyball to save Olivia a bit of work.

Glaring at him, Avery thrust herself to one knee. Jason stopped short of reaching the net.

“There!” she announced thirty seconds later, balling her socks up and sticking them into one of her shoes, which no longer housed her feet. “Now, you don’t have an excuse when I win.”

Parrying her glare with a grin, he bounced the volleyball back to her.

They were there for a while, not that he’d expected any less. Shoes or not, they were both proficient enough as servers to continually strike the water bottle, no matter where Olivia set it up. It was less about if she could find a place that they couldn’t hit than it was if one of them would simply make a mistake—a toss too high, an out-of-sync approach. However, so far, their competitiveness toward one another had kept them operating flawlessly.

As Avery struck the water bottle set directly at the center of the other side of the court, they’d nearly reached double-digit attempts. Once he had the ball back in his hands, waiting for Olivia to decide where next to put the bruised and battered water bottle, which had surely seen better days, he glanced at the fiercely beautiful competitor beside him.

“How about we swap the hand we serve with on every tenth serve? Otherwise, we might be here all night.”

“Now, who’s looking for advantages?” Avery grunted, emerald eyes sliding his way.

“I’m just trying to keep things moving, you know? Unlike you, I’ve still got stuff to do after this.”

“Uh-huh. Well, if you’re in a hurry, you’re welcome to give up—or miss.”

“I’m not in that big of a hurry. I could stand to watch your boobs bounce under that costume at least a few more times.”

Avery rolled her eyes as he refocused on the new location of the water bottle. Like the eight times before, serve number nine smashed into it. This time, however, its crumpled plastic form put it permanently out of commission. After Olivia replaced it with the other bottle that he’d emptied, Avery echoed his perfection.

They reached their tenth serve. With no agreement forged about swapping hands, Jason prepared to keep using his left hand. Yet, although they hadn’t come to a decision, it was Olivia who took charge.

Beside one another, he and Avery blinked as the stunningly beautiful brunette placed the water bottle within the front zone on the other side of the net. They shared a glance before Avery called out to her teammate.

“Uh, Olivia. That’s not a legal place to serve to.”

She had to know that, of course. While she was new to the sport, she wasn’t that new. No one other than a complete beginner was that new.

“It is tonight,” she said, leaving the bottle there as she moved outside the court.

He and Avery shared another look.

“I’m the goddess here,” Olivia continued, spotting their hesitation. “And I want to get somewhere tonight—and I’m sure everyone else would like that too. If you all want to do stuff like this for hours, there’re three hundred and sixty-four other days you can do it on.”

“That’s… fair,” he whispered from the side of his mouth to Avery.

After a momentary pause, she agreed with a nod. “Okay, fine!”

Olivia smiled triumphantly and beckoned toward the water bottle’s illegal and far more challenging-to-hit location.

“Whenever you’re ready, Jason.”

Since there were no rules on where he was supposed to serve, he decided there wasn’t a timer on how quickly he needed to serve. Absentmindedly tossing the volleyball repeatedly, he mulled over the best way to hit the target.

“We’re still only doing jump serves, yeah?” he asked Avery.

She nodded. “That’s one rule we’re not breaking.”

Chewing on the inside of his cheek, he stared at the water bottle. Because of how much closer to the net it had been placed, he’d only hit the ultra-fine fiber barrier if he served normally. He needed to lob the ball over the net and have it land like a hurled boulder from a catapult on the enemy fortress. In theory, that was all well and good. In reality, it meant he had to rely on a whole heap of luck.

Alright, let’s do this, he told himself, stepping back to the position he preferred for this particular target.

On his approach, he saw Olivia’s eyes widen with familiarity. Launching himself into the air, he didn’t draw his arm back as he would for his usual jump serve. Instead, he imitated the very motion that he’d once taught to Olivia. What he completed was a jump float, though he intentionally loaded the ball with a bit more spin than usual, which should reduce some variability from its landing zone.

His hand struck the ball, and off it went, arcing high enough that it would just have enough energy to inch above the net. Spinning too slow for a jump serve but too fast for a jump float, Jason landed well before the ball did. It lacked the power of the former and the unpredictability of the latter, neither racing toward its destination nor wobbling in the air.

But it did land where it was supposed to. His strike fell on target, and the bottle bounced along the clay like a bowling pin that had escaped its lane.

One fist pump later, he grinned at Avery. “Your turn, beautiful.”

His grin vanished like a meteor burning up in the atmosphere less than a minute later, for Avery also overcame the challenge.

Olivia’s flat look as she picked up the water bottle, which had skidded over to her feet, offered a glimpse into a rarely-seen side of her. Glaring frustratedly at them both, and undoubtedly aware that neither of their competitive spirits would ever allow them to throw the contest, she chewed on her lip while looking at the half of the court she could utilize.

Well, that’s kind of unfair, Jason thought soon after.

Rather than reversing course on her placements, Olivia had doubled down. The bottle still stood stalwartly in the front zone, but even closer to the net than before. In fact, she’d moved it by a matter of inches almost half a dozen times, during which she’d scuttled over to them so that she could judge its placement and make further adjustments. Only after a few minutes of changes did she finally nod.

“Okay, hit that one.”

She didn’t even bother to go back to the other side of the court, chin lifted as she dared them to accomplish what might just be an impossible task. At the very least, it wasn’t one that could be completed with any amount of certainty.

She’d put the bottle close enough to the net that arcing it over would count on the slimmest of margins. It’d be all too easy to overshoot it, given that about ninety percent of that half of the court now languished barren behind it. On the opposite end of the spectrum, anything less than the perfect amount of force would allow the net to deny their ball entry by slamming it down.

“What happens if we both miss?” Jason asked Avery. They’d been so confident until now that neither one of them had considered that they might both miss at the same time.

“Then you both suck, and we move on like you both lost, which means I set the rules,” Olivia said, denying Avery any chance to answer. Her soft blue eyes looked anything but kindly upon letting them plead their case.

“Harsh,” Avery said, glancing bemusedly at her friend and teammate, who puffed out a cheek and folded her arms in response.

Jason squatted down, bouncing the ball only a couple of inches off the ground before propelling it back down as he considered how to hit the target. And then… an idea formed. A devious idea, which, all things considered, seemed fitting. He was at Christine’s, and she was the devil. It was just in the air.

“You want to go first this time, Avery?” he asked, turning his head toward her.

Suspicion crowded itself inside of her verdant eyes. “No.”

“Come on. It’s not like it matters who goes first. You heard our pouting goddess.”

Her suspicion didn’t lessen by even a single watt. Nonetheless, perhaps because she saw Olivia glaring impatiently at them, she eventually gestured to him to feed her the ball. Grinning, he did just that.

“Nice butt,” he commented, having remained squatting while she bounced the ball where she’d decided to set herself behind the end line.

“Last you’ll see of it this close tonight,” she said, remaining focused on her target.

“Because I’ll be busy having so much fun with Olivia that I forget about you; yeah, I know.”

Snorting, Avery finished her preparation. One more bounce later, she delivered the ball into the air, pursuing it with steely-eyed focus. Her hand impacted it with barely any force behind it. Of all the serves that the talented outside hitter had fired off, this was not the one that would go on her highlight tape.

Not that Jason could blame her. If he hadn’t realized something vital to claiming his victory, his serve would have looked rather similar to hers.

It probably would have ended in the same result, too.

Wobbling as uncertainly through the air as the woman who’d fired it off must have felt, the ball looked like it would just have enough thrust to skim above the net. Initially, anyway.

As it neared the upper lip of the net, it fell. With it went Avery’s chances of victory. She groaned, already resigned to what all three of them saw coming.

The ball struck the net’s upper lip. Just barely. Enough so that it wasn’t forced down. Instead, the ball bounced. With it, Avery’s eyes widened. Jason’s did, too. The ball hovered in the air less than a foot above the net, poised at its precipice for what felt like an eternity. By comparison, its fall seemed infinitely quicker than it really was.

It bounced almost directly atop the net. Almost. By a matter of centimeters, it landed a little more skewed toward the side where three petrified, staring volleyball players stood and not on the side where a lonely water bottle waited for someone to fulfill its masochistic urges.

Purely because he was certain that she believed that the same fate awaited him, Avery didn’t seem nearly as downtrodden as anticipated as the ball bounced on their side of the court.

“Good luck,” she grunted, wandering onto the court to grab the dribbling ball before it rolled to a halt.

Tonight, Jason had decided to swap his luck for a few tablespoons of deviousness. Once the ball was back in his hands, he shooed Avery toward Olivia.

“Watch and learn, ladies,” he said, winking.

His charm slammed into the brick walls that were Olivia’s impatience and Avery’s stubbornness.

About ten seconds later, the ball went up. A little bit. In his peripherals, Jason saw the confusion within the sky and the earth, as recognition failed to spark in either woman’s eyes. Jason went up a little bit, too. The earth finally realized what was happening.

“Oh, you motherfuc—”

BAM!

Jason slammed his hand into the ball, launching it forward. And downward.

“—ker,” Avery finished saying, just as the ball he’d sent careening toward the water bottle zoomed beneath the net.

And there, it distributed all its kinetic energy directly into the little tower of plastic, sending it bolting into the air before the volleyball slammed into the court at the spot where it’d once been.

But not until after it had struck the bottle.

Jason wore the most shit-eating grin in his arsenal as he turned toward Avery and raised two fingers. V was for victory.


Chapter Thirteen

The Final Test

Arms folded, mouth pinched shut, eyes flaring with irritation, Avery remained a smoldering font of vexation even in Jason’s distant peripherals. Following his moment of triumph, she’d vehemently protested his “bullshit cheating serve,” but her complaint had fallen on deaf ears.

“I jumped, I served, and I hit the bottle before the ball hit the ground,” he’d said, lifting a finger for each delivered point.

“A serve has to go over the net,” she’d fumed. Mostly because she hadn’t thought to use the same tactic as he had, he reckoned.

“A serve also has to go beyond the attack line, but here we are, serving at something between it and the net.” Before she could further protest, he’d turned his attention to Olivia. “What’s your call on it? You’re the goddess here, after all.”

More often than not, he was certain that Avery could have relied on Olivia to stay fair and impartial. And in a way, maybe she still was. However, pushed to the brink of her patience already, Olivia had chosen her side. His side.

Which was how Avery ended up leaning against one of the volleyball court’s poles and grumbling to herself about the unfairness of it all. Meanwhile, Jason had a gorgeous personification of the Underworld’s queen to spend his time with.

“Shall we put on a good show for our audience?” he asked, setting his hands on her hips.

“I don’t think that will make Avery any less annoyed with us,” Olivia said.

“Pretty much the idea of it, isn’t it? You all are the ones who made this the prize, no?”

In tandem, he and Olivia glanced toward Avery. Still scowling, upon noticing their focus on her, she flipped them off.

“It was more Avery than me, there,” the beautiful brunette mentioned, lifting her tiara—one thing that probably ought to stay intact, assuming those rubies were real—off her head and placing it gently on the ground. “And this dress was more Christine than me.” She glanced down at the cascade of dark fabric between his hands and her slender, lithe body. “Could you fix that last part, please? There are buttons along the back.”

Grinning, he kissed her, finding a mild strawberry taste on her lips. As their lips tangled, his hands shifted from her waist to her butt. Slender though she might be, the past many months of volleyball practice, including a fair number of one-on-one practices with him or Avery, had resulted in the one assurance that came with playing a sport like this one.

Kneading her shapely butt, he soon earned a thump on the chest for having forgotten his task. Breaking their kiss long enough to mouth the word “oops,” he hurried his hands up to the base of her neck, counting over a dozen buttons that would need to be undone before he could slip Olivia out of the dress.

Olivia, a little more patient now than before, wrapped her arms around his neck as he undid the first button. Their lips remained passionately intertwined, and Olivia pressed her narrow frame against him.

Each time Jason undid a button, like a farmer testing how fertile his lands were, he ran his fingertips over the newly revealed skin. Between the dress and her skin, she was by far the softer to touch. He made sure to whisper his findings into her ear, which caused her to smile.

About halfway through the task she’d given him, Olivia pulled her lips back from his. At first, he didn’t understand why, though the sheer amount of desire blazing within her azure eyes kept him from worrying.

Next, Olivia released his neck. Her hands retreated to her body, crossing over her chest. Watching intently as she set her hands on the opposite shoulders of her dress, a surge of desire stiffened his cock as she seductively tugged the dress away from her body.

Her shoulders, upper arms, and collarbone looked as tantalizing as the rest of her, but Olivia didn’t give him much time to focus there. She kept tugging the dress further down, until she could trust gravity to do the rest. She removed her hands from its fall, now wrapping them around his waist, as her modest but perky breasts filled his view.

His hands resumed their work on the other six buttons, wanting to see the rest of her sublime body, but it was instinct that guided them. His attention remained affixed elsewhere.

Thrusting his lips against her neck, he began a hurried journey from there to her breasts. His lips seared her neck, and then her shoulder, and then her collarbone. With each new burst of heat that he marked her smooth skin with, Olivia bent further back. By the time his mouth found the upper slope of her left breast, his hands had undone nine of the twelve buttons.

That number reached ten when his tongue flicked one of her nubile, pert nipples. Olivia sighed pleasurably when he undid number eleven, anticipation wracking her body with tiny shivers. Putting his mouth to her breast, he laid more kisses upon it than there were mines on a World War II battlefield. At the same time, he gave his hands some leave from the arduous work of unbuttoning a few buttons. Their destination for said leave was neither Paris nor London. A gasp escaped Olivia’s lips as he clapped his hands powerfully upon her butt.

“I’m not Avery,” she grumbled at him, though that didn’t mean she didn’t arch into him as his fingertips kneaded her alluring butt.

“I know, I know,” he said, finally surrounding her nipple with his lips. Once he began sucking, he released her butt and undid button number twelve.

That didn’t mean he intended to let her escape her voluminous dress just yet, though.

Aware that she could now shimmy out of the rest of her dress, Olivia’s hands left his body. Yet, as they gathered up her dress, probably only needing the barest application of force for it to fall off her hips and pool around her feet, she found herself unable to apply that force.

It wasn’t a gasp, not this time. Instead, it was a pleasured shiver that wracked her slender frame.

“Jason!” she moaned, shoving her forehead into his shoulder.

“What’s up?” he asked, feigning innocence.

Breath bound tight by the assault happening upon her body, Olivia didn’t manage to answer him.

After undoing the twelfth button, he’d left one hand on the small of her back. The other, however, had gone unnoticed as he brought it back to her hip and then slipped it between her body and dress. After that, he’d led it to an opening that was as slick as it was inviting.

Olivia’s first moan occurred when, after gathering some wetness from her sex upon his thumb, he applied a bit of pressure to her clit, rubbing the tiny pearl. The next one occurred when, about thirty seconds later, he glided his middle finger over her wonderfully tight opening.

“Here I go,” he cooed, grinning with her nipple still between his teeth.

As his finger slid into her, she hissed with delight, eyes shutting tightly. Her exhale tripped on its way out of her body, and her curls toed as he pressed his finger deep into her tight sex.

“Ohhh,” she murmured, lower lip trembling.

“You’re always so tight,” he whispered, beginning the process of fingering her. “I love it.”

“I’m… g-glad you do,” she replied, drawing sharp intakes of air into her lungs as her body instinctively moved with his finger.

“Maybe another one?”

Nodding frantically, Olivia’s mouth twisted with rapturous glee as he fitted her tight pussy with another of his fingers.

Kissing her body, playing with her clit, whispering sweet nothings that were solely for her ears, Olivia rapidly descended into blissful collapse. If not for his sturdy grasp on her lower back, he was confident that she would have ended up sprawled on her back.

Not a bad idea for later, he thought, stowing it away.

For now, though, he continued his well-practiced assault upon her lithe body, listening joyously as she moaned so softly yet fiercely.

“Yes,” she murmured, biting her lower lip, eyelids fluttering as she managed to open her eyes. Eyes that shone as bright as the day, with pinpricks of pleasure spreading like wildfire throughout them.

Jason sped up a little, reaching what he knew was her ideal rhythm. Olivia’s narrow frame shook like a train hitting a turn at too much speed, and her moans spilled out like the shouts of the passengers.

“Jason, ohhh, Jason! I’m going to—”

“Going to what?” he asked, keeping his fingers in rapid motion inside her tight, soaked cunt. “Make sure our audience can hear it.”

As her angelic expression collapsed into one of utter rapture, she could only obey with a warbling cry.

“I’m going to cummm!”

He felt her tighten, clamping down on his hardworking fingers. The first rapid fire of convulsions in her greedy walls led to the largest in a matter of seconds. Her climax thudded into her, stealing everything but the ability to experience the pleasure pulsing through her body.

Her eyelashes worked overtime as she fought to keep her eyes open. The youngest member of the team was the first of them to climax at his hands tonight. And Jason intended to give her quite a few more before he saw another opportunity to grant such bliss to one of her teammates.

Yet, as he began to lower Olivia to her back, intending to finally free her of her dress and see if his cock could outdo the work of his fingers, she clutched his arm.

“W-Wait!” she whispered frantically. Frantically enough that he paused.

“What is it?” he asked, mildly concerned.

Inhaling deeply, overcoming her climax’s aftereffects with minor trouble, Olivia somewhat reoriented herself. “I just have another, um, idea.”

That raised an eyebrow, certainly. “I’m all ears, I guess.”

“Before I mention it, what, um, are you doing after the party?”

“Going home to sleep over with Samantha.”

A dejected frown formed on her soft, strawberry-tasting lips. “I knew going almost last was going to suck.”

He grinned and moved his lips high enough to kiss her narrow shoulder. “Well, I’ve only got one class tomorrow, at noon. After that, I’m pretty free if you want to scribble your name on my day planner.”

“I’ve got a class at eleven and another at two, but it’s a shorter one. We can meet up after that?”

Jason nodded. “It’s a date.”

Olivia’s dour mood faded. “Good. Now… I want to include Avery.”

“Wasn’t the idea that the loser doesn’t get to be included?”

“Sure, but I wasn’t going to let that happen, even if you’d lost,” Olivia said, glancing Avery’s way. “Please?”

Jason realized how strange a situation he was in, and it almost caused him to laugh. A stunningly beautiful woman was pleading with him to include another gorgeous woman in their lovemaking. Insanity would have needed to clutch him before he denied that, even if he was now making some plans on how to needle Avery a few more times before all was said and done.

“For you, anything,” he said, dazzled by the radiant glow of her eyes as he agreed to her request. “But I do want to do things my way, alright?”

“Okay!”

After helping her up, he and Olivia separated, with the latter finally escaping from her dress. Jason made sure to ogle her naked form, even extending an arm in Avery’s direction so that she could walk in front of him. Softly smiling, she shook her head at him but still took the lead. The night’s warmth staved off any shivers that otherwise might have crept along her spine.

Avery was anything but smiles as the two of them closed the distance between them.

“Oh, fuck off,” she growled, staring daggers at him.

She’d probably assumed that he’d convinced Olivia to bring the show even closer to Avery before things went any further.

Jason didn’t disillusion Avery of that belief until they stopped in front of her. Grinning, he kissed Olivia on the cheek while absorbing the emerald vexation flowing out of Avery’s eyes.

“So, we kind of feel bad for you,” he began, which did nothing to reduce the outside hitter’s irritation. “You looked really lonely over here, scowling and lamenting over losing to me.”

“I didn’t fucking lose to you,” she testily said.

He ignored her outburst and kept going. “So, we’ve decided to ignore the rules and include you. So long as you agree to a new test. Right, Olivia?”

Avery wasn’t the only one who showered him in their confusion. The naked beauty standing next to him realized that she was an unwitting co-conspirator to whatever he was scheming, so she played along.

“Um, right,” she said, giving him a morsel of trust.

“If you don’t want to do anything other than stand there and glower at us while we have a good time, you’re welcome to it, of course.” He folded his arms and, through a terrible battle within himself, resisted a smirk. “So, what’s it going to be?”

The talented athlete ensured she could glower for at least a little longer. Only after he raised an eyebrow did she finally grunt out a reply.

“What’s the test?”

Jason nodded at the pole behind her. “You put both your hands on that. If a hand comes off, you can’t put it back on. If both hands come off, you’re back to being a spectator.”

“You’re such an asshole.”

“Not much gratitude around here, huh? Like I said, it’s up to you. You can make sure you get in at least one win tonight, or you can stay in the loser’s circle.”

An irritable muscle flexed in her forehead, which Jason knew well. Once upon a time, he’d unintentionally caused it to appear. Nowadays, though, he pretty much knew how to intentionally press the buttons of the woman he loved—and he… did it somewhat frequently. He also knew to expect some kind of retaliation for it in the coming days. But that was then; this was now.

Now was the time for Avery to choose.

“Fine,” she hissed, unfolding her arms.

“Great! Now, turn around.”

Glaring as though he’d knocked an ice cream cone out of her hand, Avery slowly obeyed. The rest didn’t require much instruction. Once she turned around, Avery placed both her hands on the pole. Jason, stepping up behind her, set his hands on her hips and pulled her back, forcing her to bend at an almost ninety-degree angle.

“Nice butt,” he reiterated.

“Jackass.”

Grinning, he moved into place directly behind her shapely ass. His hands started on the backs of her thighs, where the tunic’s hemline brushed against his thumbs. Whereas he’d helped drop Olivia’s dress, he did the opposite to Avery’s costume.

His wrists bunched up the fabric on top of them as he gradually raised his hands, revealing more and more captivating skin by the second. Slowly, of course. He ensured that his fingers could explore every captivatingly firm muscle in her thighs along the way. Glancing at Olivia, he tilted his head toward the gorgeous body that had become their playground, welcoming her to join him.

Although she stepped closer, her arms remained by her sides. For now, it would just be his touch that Avery felt.

His hands reached the enviably shapely bottom of Avery’s butt. Out of sheer desire for her body, his cock stiffened. An ache of need flowed like a current from his fingers to his growing erection. Urgency fought to speed up his lethargic pace, but he tamped it down.

Higher and higher went the barrier of fabric keeping him from admiring Avery’s butt. For the entire time, she watched him, pretending to be wary, but he knew better. He could see it in the lustful shimmer within her eyes. On her face, he could tell that she was doing everything she could to stave off a blush.

In a few more moments, he finished exposing her butt, folding her tunic up as he laid it on her lower back. So long as she didn’t straighten, he wouldn’t need to deal with it again.

So, given what he was planning for her, he probably would have to fix it again.

Bending forward, he set fire to Avery’s lower back with his lips. At the same time, he thrust his fingers into her soft butt before she could flex it. Every tantalizing inch of her body fueled his lust. His love of her competitive spirit, her boldness, and even, yes, her stubbornness added further kindling to a fire that would never go out.

He saw similar feelings looking back at him when he briefly lifted his eyes.

“I love you,” he mouthed. He didn’t say the rest, as it was partially because of that love that he wasn’t going to easy on her.

But I’m still going to spank the hell out of you. Just how you like it.

He withdrew his hands and his lips, feeling the heat of her body pursue him like hooks trying to draw him back in. He turned toward his nude cohort.

“Alright, Olivia, time for the test.”

The slender brunette had gotten a bit lost in thought while staring at his erection, which his costume completely failed to hide. Her vibrant blue eyes snapped up, and she hastily nodded.

He grinned. Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten about you.

“The goal is to see if we can cause Avery to let go of this pole. So, why don’t we each take one-half of this sexy ass and put her toughness to the test?”

Somewhat cautiously, Olivia nodded. Jason moved to stand beside Avery’s right hip. Olivia followed suit at the other hip. With them facing one another and each capable of using their dominant hand, Jason leaned forward and kissed Olivia. On his way back to a straight spine, he gave Avery’s butt a few kisses, too.

“Ready?” he asked the team’s star player.

“Just get on with it,” she growled.

It was time for his second bit of deception since he’d arrived here.

“You first,” Jason said, nodding at Olivia.

Naturally, when he said that, Avery turned her neck from the shoulder facing him to the one facing her teammate. During that transition, she briefly lost sight of him. That was when he struck.

The glorious crack of his palm striking her unfairly cushiony butt reverberated off the walls that Christine had put up around her volleyball court. The hiss of pain and pleasure that ripped itself out of Avery’s throat chased after it, practically as loud.

“Ouch,” Jason said, lazily shaking his hand. It stung somewhat, though he was used to hitting large, pillowy objects.

“I hate you so much!” Avery hissed.

“I know. Olivia. Still waiting.”

Eyeing them both in a way that made it clear that she would never understand why Avery enjoyed having her ass struck as hard as she did, Olivia sighed and offered a much less forceful spanking to Avery’s other cheek.

“Come on,” he said. “You’ve got to try and match me, or it’ll feel uneven.”

“My arm isn’t as strong as yours. I can’t do that.”

“Well, just try your best,” he suggested, delivering a second powerful smack to the sexy ass beside him. It jiggled delightfully upon impact.

The owner of that phenomenal ass clenched her teeth as she inhaled loudly. Her glare lost some of its edge. Before long, she’d lose it entirely, replaced by an expression of ecstatic delight.

Or so he planned, anyway.

“There’s a lot of ass to play with, so make sure you spread your hand wide, too,” he said, delivering a third spanking before Olivia could deliver her second.

Rather than informing her that her hand’s size also couldn’t match up to his, she sighed and nodded. “I will do my best.”

“Good!” He leaned forward and kissed her again. He also grabbed her left wrist, dragging it along as he straightened.

From there, he guided it to the pole protruding forward beneath his costume.

One for each of you, he thought, grinning.

He let go of her wrist and filled in for Olivia, smacking Avery’s left cheek. A grating moan fought its way through her clenched teeth.

Meanwhile, Olivia let go of his cock. For just a second, disappointment flared within him. It vanished when he saw her sneak her slender hand underneath his ridiculous tunic and grasp his cock, her thumb on top of his shaft. Her sky-blue eyes smoldered lustily as her fingers wrapped around his length.

She’d just wanted to get that fabric out of the way.

“Don’t forget about your other hand,” he whispered, smiling as she began to stroke his cock.

Nodding, Olivia finally delivered a second smack to Avery’s butt. However, she remained far more interested in his body than her teammate’s. So, Jason picked up the slack, intent on hearing Avery’s depraved moans when her self-control failed her. If not now, then in a little while.

It wouldn’t be too much longer before he slid his cock into her tight cunt and fucked her brainless.

Olivia’s silky fingertips pumped his cock, delight shining within her eyes as he breathed unevenly. He almost reconsidered his plans because of it. He already had plans to fuck two other goddesses tonight. Why not make it a hat trick?

Spotting his indecision, Olivia smiled. Shaking her head, she pointed her eyes toward Avery, who had long ago dropped her head and lost sight of them.

“Tomorrow is all for me,” she mouthed.

He nodded, and the promise was sealed.

Delivering a final powerful blow to Avery’s alluring butt, he listened merrily as a growl of pleasure rumbled out of her throat. So far, she’d managed to keep both her hands on the pole, which only proved that he’d been too lenient. He moved from beside her to directly behind her, body quaking due to Olivia’s continued stroking. More than ever, she slathered the precum escaping it around his glans. Glancing at her, she smiled and climbed onto her toes, kissing him as her hand sped up. Only once their lips parted did she finally release him.

“How’s it going up there?” he called out, lifting the annoying skirt of his costume so that he could position his cock against the slippery opening to Avery’s pussy.

Her lowered head, held between her arms as she panted for breath amid the rampage of pleasure and pain coalescing inside her body, snapped up as soon as she felt the tip of his cock glide over her pussy’s lips.

“Barely any issue,” she said, though the slight dilation in her eyes betrayed her attempt at indifference. “You’ll have to try way harder if you want to take me down.”

“I’m about to,” he promised, leisurely pushing his hips forward.

As his cock spread her tight sex, which was beyond familiar with his size by this point, he focused on his breathing. If he ended up cumming before she did, she’d never let him live it down. So, as he steadily plunged his cock into her body, he formulated his plan of attack.

At the same time, Avery wiggled her hips, lower lip trembling as he spread her pussy with his girth. Each new inch he reintroduced to her body caused her breathing to waver. Her grip on the pole tightened, fingers flexing against the metal surface.

Jason’s groin met her phenomenal ass long before he finished sliding his cock all the way to its base. It compressed against his body as he kept progressing, and he set his hands on its sides. He didn’t stop until he’d filled Avery up, pushing against her body, letting her prepare for the onslaught that he planned to undermine her with. She wouldn’t just lose her grip. He’d have her on all fours, begging through her panted breaths for him to cum inside of her.

And it started now. Subsumed in bliss as his cock buried itself entirely inside of the gorgeous athlete, Jason began to slowly fuck her. The first thrust was as tepid as they came, barely faster than his initial entrance. The second just barely crawled faster. The third, the fourth, the fifth—the differences between each of them were scarcely discernible.

However, the difference between the languidness of his first thrust and the pedestrian pace of his tenth thrust felt magnitudes apart. Every thrust was just a hairsbreadth sprightlier than its predecessor. One became ten, ten became twenty, and twenty became thirty. By the time he reached his thirtieth thrust into Avery’s tight cunt, she was a complete mess.

His body slapped boisterously and loudly against her ass by thrust twenty, and Jason grinned as she shuddered, head thrust back between her shoulder blades as she heaved as much oxygen as she could in between her unrestrained moans. A few extra slaps to her ass, a few of which Olivia even delivered, made sure that she couldn’t find any chance to regain her footing.

Now, if only he could make her lose her actual footing. Try as he might to fuck her so hard that her grasp slipped on the pole, at least in that regard, she remained undefeatable. Her arms flexed, every lean muscle in her arms on display as she clutched it, refusing to let go.

Her stubbornness was hurriedly becoming a problem. After all, he received nearly as much pleasure as he gave. Every thrust he plunged into her sensitive pussy hurled a backlash of rising pleasure into him. As wet as she was, as tight as she was, and as indelibly arousing it was to fuck Avery Hill, be it the first or the fiftieth time, the time before he unloaded himself inside of her was rapidly dwindling.

To make matters worse, Olivia betrayed him. Rather than continuing to help him obliterate Avery’s likewise dwindling resistance, she suddenly grabbed his left hand and shoved two of his fingers into her mouth. Sucking on them like a popsicle, she skewered him with a heat bordering incandescent as she pressed her lissome body against his side.

Tomorrow might be all for her, but it seemed that she wanted at least a bit more tonight.

Fortunately for them all, by this point, he had months of practice when it came to threeways. Turning his head, he kept his hips moving with the intensity of a piston as he stole his fingers back and thrust his lips against Olivia’s hungry mouth. His tongue clashed with hers, and he used his freed hand to resume what they’d started a while ago.

Olivia’s husky moans joined Avery’s as he slipped them inside of her, finding her still soaking wet. He quite capably managed to split his focus, ensuring that neither beautiful woman missed out on the climaxes that soon swallowed them.

“Fuck!” Avery snarled, fingers gnarled by the struggle of keeping them tethered to the pole in front of her. Her left hand slipped down it, and though her knees wobbled, she remained standing.

“Come on,” he said, hammering away at her in a way that few others on the team could handle. “Cum for me, Avery. Don’t let Olivia get there first.”

“If she, ungh, does, it just means that you’re not doing a good enough job on me! Ahhh! Fuck!”

He still had one hand free, and he used it to clap her sexy ass, which was already red from the punishment that it’d received. Yet, even as an immense climax built within her lewd body, he felt his vision tighten. His peripherals faded, so much so that Olivia’s quivering lips disappeared from his sight. He only noticed that she’d started cumming because she bit his shoulder as she shivered in complete ecstasy.

He and Avery danced upon a knife’s edge, each gritting their teeth, each resisting every overwhelming compulsion in their bodies. The urgent need to unload his seed deep inside of her threatened to drive him headfirst into madness. His body boiled, his core clenched, and his vision grew hazier by the second.

It wasn’t an everyday thing, cumming at the same time. Usually, there was at least some manner of seconds in between the release two amorous bodies experienced.

Tonight, on what had now become the greatest Halloween he’d ever experienced, bothersome history questions or not, he and Avery lost their respective battles at the same exact moment.

She tightened. He bucked. She moaned. He gasped. Rapturous quakes rattled her body. His release stormed out of his cock.

Every bodily sensation faded into oblivion next to the unrivaled euphoria that surged through his body. An eclipse ended because the moon vanished from the sky, and all the light hidden behind it suddenly spilled across the world. The climax that he experienced while deep inside of Avery felt something like that.

What he felt afterward was the contact of his knees, one of three sets, on the clay beneath them. Still experiencing the ruthless battering of his senses by the pleasure washing over him, he didn’t even realize that, although she finally lost her footing, Avery kept at least one hand on the pole the entire time before, during, and after her climax.

She made sure to grin smugly at him ten minutes later when he and she managed to obtain enough rejuvenating oxygen for their muscles to allow them to sit up.


Chapter Fourteen

The Sanctuary of Love

Discounting the two water bottles that he’d sucked dry when he’d arrived, the cooler that Avery had dragged onto the court had ten water bottles left. By the time he left, there were only three left in it, though Olivia still had a half-full bottle in her hands as his final proctors of the night saw him off.

He’d rested with them for nearly half an hour, in what was a much-needed respite given what was coming. Christine’s Sanctuary of Love was all that was left. According to Yvette, she was waiting there to congratulate him on completing all his arduous labors. That ought to mean that a final reward, and only a final reward, awaited him there, though he knew better to make any assumptions of the sort. When it came to Christine Miller, it was wiser always to expect some kind of ploy.

But not this time, he thought, kissing Avery and Olivia before he headed through a southeastern-leading hallway attached to the arena. Just basing it off his internal clock, it had to be well past midnight by now. So, Halloween had technically passed, not that it mattered. This had started back in the summer when Christine had enticed him with her claims that she had big plans for Halloween. So, it was going to end with her. With her complete and total capitulation.

The difficulty of reaching Aphrodite’s sanctuary proved surprisingly problem-free. Other than the darkness, which his eyes needed to readjust to after his hour within the brightly lit arena, he didn’t find any complications in his way. No tight corridors, no obnoxious dead ends—he didn’t even end up having to crawl into the penultimate room of the maze.

After turning sharply right, he came upon a room so small that it really shouldn’t have qualified as such. However, staring directly at what would be the final door that he would need to open, he let it keep its status. Christine had put up—or had whatever professional she’d hired to put all of this up, rather—a string of heart-shaped lights above the door, which cast it in a pink hue. And beside the door hung a tiny bell.

He almost didn’t give it a ring, just to see if he could catch her unawares within. After all, she’d been waiting there for quite some time.

Wait, no, she hasn’t, he told himself. Seeing as how she’d designed the whole damn thing, she probably had a decent guess as to how long he’d need to get through it all. At most, he figured that she might have been waiting on him within her Sanctuary of Love for an hour or so.

Nevertheless, if only to play along for this final bit, Jason clutched the tassel hanging from the tin bell’s base and shook it plentifully. The peal filled the room and, he assumed, alerted the sole inhabitant in the room behind it that he had finally arrived.

After letting it ring for several seconds, he silenced the bell. And then, he waited several more. He used that time to finally remove the blindfold that he’d obtained all the way back at the reward for his first trial and hide it behind his back. He’d just finished balling it up in his fist when a familiar voice broke the silence.

“You may enter!” it called, somewhat distant and slightly muffled by the door between them.

Grasping the door’s handle, he did just that.

So, this is where most of the budget went, huh.

In more than just size, the room he entered resembled one of the rooms in her mansion far more than it did the rest of the maze that he’d passed through tonight. It had proper lighting installed in the ceiling, completely decorative furniture neatly situated all around the room, and the walls had even been painted bright pink by a professional hand. Hell, it even had fluffy pink carpeting on his half of the room.

A sudden rise in the room’s floor demarcated those halves, where a sheer wall about three feet high elevated the far half of the room above the rest. Two steps, which were covered in rose petals, would lead him to the higher terrain, as well as the goddess who was waiting for him.

Lounging, in fact. Eyes shimmering vibrant blue, Christine lounged on her side on a massive heart-shaped bed, which was also covered in rose petals. Head propped up by one hand, the other lying on her curvaceous hip, her blonde hair—hair suitable for someone to portray Aphrodite, or so she’d informed Yvette—cascaded around her arm onto the bed’s fuzzy crimson comforter.

The outstandingly buxom setter of Served Hot offered him a smile as he entered the room. Yet, rather than launching into a monologue that he knew she’d planned for his arrival, she let the room sit in silence. Time for him to admire her costume, he suspected. Whether he was right or not, that was how he used the silence.

There were numerous similarities between her costume and Yvette’s. The amount of skin on display, for one. Though her outfit was a light pink, matching the room’s walls, it offered even less coverage over her torso, partly because of the bustiness of the woman wearing it. Her heavy breasts spilled out of either side of the narrow strips of fabric, covering only about the center-third of her breasts. That coverage dwindled at her collarbone, with the pink fabric shrinking to barely two inches wide by the time it wrapped itself around her throat in a collar-like fashion. Golden earrings hung from her ears, and she, like Yvette, wore a laurel crown.

Her lower half was just as unconcealed. Intentional slits in the dress’s sides left her curvaceous hips and legs bared for his viewing pleasure. A golden belt wrapped itself around her waist, glittering in the light. The final similarity between her and Yvette’s dresses was the golden bangles she wore on her right wrist. She’d donned three of them, and they clinked together softly as she lifted her hand off her hip and beckoned him forward.

“Oh, and close the door, please,” she husked seductively, finally breaking the silence.

That was the only time tonight that he’d obey her.

Once the door was shut, he headed for the steps, the rose petals, and the indelibly troublesome but stunning woman beyond them.

“You arrived somewhat later than I had predicted,” Christine said as he climbed the steps. “Trouble, or…?” She trailed off, though the coquettish smile curving her full lips finished her question for her.

Stopping once he reached the raised half of the room, he shrugged, turned his neck, and showed off the mark that Clara had put on him. “Little of both. More of the latter.”

“I’m glad to hear it. Did you overcome every trial along the way?”

“Aced them all,” he said, even if that wasn’t strictly true. Clara wasn’t around to correct him with a reminder that he’d failed one of her questions, so Christine would just have to take his word on the matter.

“That’s fantastic news. That means you’re qualified to stay here with me for a little while. Aphrodite, in case you haven’t figured it out,” she added, one hand flowing showily across her enviable figure.

“I can tell.”

“Good, good.” Like many of the women had tonight, she indulged in a bit of sightseeing across his body herself. “Given that you’ve successfully completed your trials and reached my chambers, you can reap a grand reward. You’re a very fortunate man, I hope you know. The first man to ever step inside this sanctuary, in fact. And you can ensure that you’re the only one to reach me here, so long as you can manage to satisfy me.”

Midway through her speech, he realized that she’d effectuated a slightly breathier voice than usual—and had since he arrived. Right then and there, Jason promised that he’d cause her to break character before he even put his cock inside of her.

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” he said, reaching for his clothed shoulder with one hand. The other, carrying the blindfold, remained carefully hidden behind his back.

“Careful that confidence doesn’t become arrogance. It’s been the downfall of many a would-be hero, and—”

She trailed off upon noticing him begin the rather quick process of escaping the costume that he’d initially assumed that she had consigned him to wear throughout the trials.

Sorry, Angela, but I’m done with this thing, he thought while disrobing.

“Not to your preference?” she asked, mirth glimmering in her eyes.

“Not in the slightest,” he grunted, fully escaping the costume in a matter of seconds. He almost tossed it at her, though he put aside that petty act, instead dropping it at the top of the steps. At the same time, knowing he would eventually have company, he dropped the blindfold. Christine didn’t seem to spot it as it landed with his costume.

You can decide how that gets used, Yvette.

“I’m kind of holding a grudge about having to wear it all night.”

“Perhaps it wasn’t for you but for everyone else. And Angela is the one who picked it out, by the way.”

“Well, I hope everyone else enjoyed it because I’m never putting it on again.”

“Never say never.”

“Never,” he reiterated, taking a step closer to her.

The seductive woman on the bed held a hand up. As far as a means to halt his advance, it was entirely ineffectual. After he showed no sign of stopping, the lounging goddess cleared her throat.

“I know you’re eager, but—”

He made it to the bed, and her, before she could finish her sentence. He was on top of her before she could begin to formulate another one.

She ended up on her back before she could blink. Golden hair spilling about her captivating face, one wherein an expression of shock reigned, like the threads that the Fates spun and severed; Jason admired just how beautiful she was for a little longer than a second.

“Jason,” Christine huffed, “you’re supposed to—”

He thrust his mouth down upon hers, silencing her. At the same time, his hands sank into her breasts, feeling the nearly unrivaled globes of flesh as they gave up ground to his assault. It was here that he intended to make good on the promise that he’d made to himself. Even though they were one of Christine’s greatest assets, they were also one of her greatest weaknesses.

Before Christine could recover from the suddenness of his attack, he grabbed and then shifted the fabric of her dress that covered her breasts. Shoving them both inward, where they would meet up in the deep canyon between her ample breasts, he bared her chest. Pulling his lips back from her mouth, he remained straddled atop her.

“Jason!” she growled. “This isn’t how you’re supposed to act!”

“How’s that?” he asked, feigning ignorance. Christine couldn’t get out from under him. Doubly so a moment later, as he grabbed her wrists—one a little higher than the other due to her bangles—and pinned them above her head.

“There’s an order to this,” Christine further protested. Her scowl did little to scare him off her. “Now, behave!”

“I feel like you’ve forgotten who you made me by tonight,” Jason teased, dropping his mouth to one of the delicious orbs now fully available to him. “Heracles is kind of famous for going crazy and causing all sorts of havoc, isn’t he?”

He set his mouth against her breast before she could retort, though that hardly stopped her. Tuning out her complaints about his behavior, he pushed his face deep into her breast, only pulling away after he’d left a scaldingly hot kiss upon it. Afterward, he trekked closer toward the dark splotch and spire at its center.

When his lips arrived at the edge of her areola, he received another barrage of complaints and a fair bit of wiggling from his captive goddess. Lifting his eyes, he found her still scowling at him.

“What?” he asked, batting his eyelashes innocently.

“You’re being very bad.”

At that, he almost snorted with laughter. “Well, I just don’t think it’s fair that I’m the only one who has to participate in any of these trials. Seems fair to me that I should get to make you go through at least one.”

“Mortals don’t get to test gods,” Christine said, though her scowl wavered as he began to swirl his tongue around her areola.

“Then let’s say I died and ascended when I got here. That makes me a god now, too. Clara can confirm that if you don’t believe me. She sure knows a lot about Greek history.”

“Aphrodite wouldn’t let some brute come into her chambers and have his way with her,” the gorgeous blonde huffed.

“Didn’t she hook up with Ares all the time? The brute among brutes?”

Before Christine could reply, he gathered her nipple between his teeth. A sharp hiss of pleasure ensued, especially as he slightly bit down.

“Besides, can you blame me?” he asked, tugging on her nipple with his teeth, feeling it stiffen more and more with each passing second. “Who could keep their cool around such a sexy goddess? I was mad with lust from the second I opened the door.”

Christine snorted, though another sharp inhale pursued it hot on its heels. “You’ve been mad with lust for far longer than that.”

“Yeah, that’s fair. Although, I don’t think you wearing an outfit like this is what’ll cure me of it.”

Continuing to thrash her nipple with a mix of light bites, rapid sucking, and numerous lashes with his tongue, Christine clamped her eyes shut. He knew her body’s cravings as well as he knew Avery’s. Exploiting them had long ago become his specialty.

Soft moans, soft enough that he figured she was still trying to think of a way to reclaim control of the situation, emanated from her even softer lips. As he added a bit more pressure with his next bite, pulling on her nipple in a manner that only Christine, Samantha, and sometimes Avery enjoyed, her back arched off the bed.

I think that ought to be enough, he figured, though it wasn’t a ceasefire that he was thinking about.

Still continuing to unravel Christine’s self-control, he released her wrists. He needed those hands for something else.

Watching closely as he pulled his hands away from hers, he was pleased to see that she’d forgotten all about bucking him off so that Aphrodite could once again reign supreme within her Sanctuary of Love. Balled into fists, they remained on the bed, quivering like the rest of her, as he moved his hands toward their next target.

It just so happened to be the nipple that he’d been tormenting for the last minute. Now that it was slick from the bombardment of his lips, it was the perfect time for a ground invasion. He plucked his mouth away from it, leaving further titillation to his fingers, and moved his mouth over to the yet-moistened point protruding up from her other breast.

“Ohhh!” Christine hissed as the two-pronged attack left her body writhing beneath his. “Jason, you’re so bad!”

There it is, Jason delightedly thought, recognizing the usual tenor of her voice amid her lascivious outcries.

It didn’t earn her any mercy. If anything, it only emboldened him to continue wrapping her body in rapture, all sourced to her breasts, at least for now.

While she murmured in pleasure and shook like a leaf, his cock burned with desire against her stomach. Precum had already started flowing out of it, and numerous tasty ideas fluttered around in his head. It’d been a week or two since he’d titfucked her, mainly on account of her keeping him away from her house while she set all this up.

“What do you think?” he decided to ask during a brief lull, where his fingertips played with both her nipples simultaneously. “Is Aphrodite any good with these big, sexy tits of hers?”

Indignation flared across her face. “She’s the best at everything,” he was told. “If you’d been good, you would have gotten to see everything she was capable of.”

“Nah, I prefer the way things are right now.”

His lip earned him a scowl, though he didn’t allow it to last for more than a second. By pinching her nipples, he forced her to trade annoyance for rapture.

“So do I,” a husky new voice, moderately accented, said.

Both his and Christine’s eyes flew toward the sound. Even without the defining accent, Jason would have known who it was. After all, he’d been waiting for her.

“Yvette?!” Christine hissed, eyebrows furrowing as she spotted another scantily clad goddess standing at the base of the steps.

“Certainly,” the dark-haired beauty said, beginning to climb up toward them. Like when he’d arrived, she had a single hand behind her back. “Hello, Jason.”

“Hey. Good to see you again.”

“What are you two scheming?!” Christine demanded, glaring daggers at them both.

“I’m certain the master of scheming herself can figure that out,” Yvette said, glancing down as she reached the top of the steps. Bending down, she smiled upon straightening. A crimson blindfold dangled between her fingers.

“Up to you how that gets used,” he said.

“A blindfold and… this,” she said, revealing the unused bottle of lube from behind her back. “Christine, I think you’re a lucky girl.”

Jason interrupted Christine’s response by pulling on her nipples. A hiss of pleasure and a glare in his direction were the results.

Yvette curled around the bed, eventually stopping when she was above Christine’s head. Putting the bottle on the ground, she placed one knee on the bed.

“It’ll be a bit makeshift, but I suspect it will do.”

Yvette became the second person tonight to grab Christine’s wrists. The way quickly became apparent, and Christine would have fought to keep her freedom if not for his renewed assault on her sensitive body.

Quickly enough, the blindfold became a restraint. With a loop here and a loop there, Yvette snugly tied Christine’s wrists together above her head. Faces reversed, she stared down at Christine, smiling the entire time.

“Is this all because I wouldn’t let you be Aphrodite?” the buxom goddess grumpily demanded.

“More or less,” her rival for the night confirmed.

On account of getting lost in the sheer salaciousness of what happened next, Jason stopped playing with Christine’s nipples. Bending forward, Yvette forced a kiss onto Christine’s lips. For a span of about a second, Christine seemed like she was going to try and pull away from it. Yet, after that, for reasons that only she knew, it became a contest of who could gain the advantage during a long, long make-out session between the two sexy women.

Given Yvette’s positioning above her, she won far more of the battle than she lost. However, noticing his stupefaction, her dark eyes flicked toward him. With them, she nodded at Christine’s tits.

Right!

For the time being, he abandoned his plan to titfuck Christine. Dropping his mouth to one nipple and pinching the other, he settled for making her cum in a matter of minutes before he ever slid himself inside of her. Yvette’s help proved invaluable, and Aphrodite’s Sanctuary of Love quickly devolved into a den of lust and debauchery.

All according to plan.

Christine’s euphoric shivers built and built and built. With her arms held down by Yvette, Christine had no recourse but to hold out for as long as she could while they continued assailing her voluptuous body. “As long as she could” didn’t happen to end up being very long.

Even dampened by Yvette’s mouth covering hers, Christine’s moans intensified. More emerged, and they grew ever louder. Her body shook, craving the attention that it was receiving. With one final effort, Jason wrapped his lips around one of her nipples and sucked like he was hoping for milk to emerge from it.

Christine broke, eyes dilating as her climax gorged itself upon her wanton body. Yvette broke off the kiss a second later, allowing all three of them to hear the boisterous cry of bliss that escaped from the buxom blonde’s mouth.

Panting heavily, she half-heartedly glared at them both. “You two… are getting a ban from this sanctuary after we’re done.”

“Ah, but I don’t think we’re quite done yet,” Yvette purred. “Are we, Jason?”

“Not until I feel what it’s like to fuck two goddesses at the same time,” he said.

Sliding back from the bed, he repositioned himself so he could begin fucking the first of them. Christine offered anything but resistance. Still coming down from her blissful climax, she willingly parted her legs as he put his hands on her inner thighs. After picking up the bottle of lube, Yvette crawled over to his side, moving aside the long tongue of skirt that had kept him from seeing Christine’s slick opening.

“I don’t know if we’ll need that for her,” he noted, which earned him a glare from the woman whose body eagerly awaited his cock.

“I’m aware,” Yvette said, smiling. “It’s for me. You just said you wanted to fuck us at the same time. So, let’s see if you can.”

Handing him the bottle, she climbed on top of Christine, which placed a very sexy ass only a short distance away from his cock. The sequel to their earlier make-out session underway, Yvette’s butt wiggled as she lowered her body onto Christine’s.

Let’s see what I can do, he told himself, moving aside Yvette’s skirts so that he had free access to both women’s lewd bodies.

As it was already primed and ready for him, Christine’s body came first. The foreplay upon her breasts had ensured that she’d be wet and inviting for his cock, and, one hand on the inside of her thigh for stability, he slid deep into her. She arched for him, giving him the best possible access to her slippery cunt.

Cock twitching excitedly at the prospect—a challenge that he was actually interested in participating in—ahead of him, he filled her with every inch of his hard cock. Removing his hand from her thigh, he exhaled and let himself stay buried within her while he popped open the bottle of lube that Yvette had handed him.

After shaking the bottle judiciously and then flipping its cap open with his thumb, he set his other hand on one side of Yvette’s enticing butt. Between it and Christine’s breasts, there sure was a lot of cushioning in this room. No way he’d ever need the pillows at the top of the bed.

While he admired Yvette’s curvaceous body, a wiggle from Christine keyed him into her impatience for him to begin moving. Letting her have her way, he slowly began withdrawing and then thrusting into her. Having climaxed a couple of times already tonight, he wasn’t as sensitive as he might have otherwise been, which he suspected would play out in his favor.

While his cock gradually picked up speed inside of Christine, he upended and squirted the shiny liquid onto the top of Yvette’s butt. From there, he began to generously spread it across her body, which also coated his fingers in the faintly vanilla-scented lubricant. Thanks to his shaking and Yvette’s body warmth, it quickly warmed up.

As the two women continued tangling their lips, save for a single finger, Jason closed his hand into a fist. Limited to only possessing a single cock, Yvette would have to make do with his middle finger during this round of what he knew would end up being quite the protracted lovemaking affair. Licking his lips, cock twitching as he fucked Christine, he aligned his finger with the tight entrance to Yvette’s ass.

Timing it right as he began to provide Christine another thrust, Jason spread Yvette’s ass with the longest digit that he had.

“Ahhh,” she moaned, body arching like a leopard stretching under the single beam of sunlight that had found its way to the forest floor.

“Which of you is going to cum first?” he mused aloud, which resulted in two sets of eyes, one vivid blue, one glitteringly brown, snapping toward him.

“Her,” they said in tandem, only to then glare at one another.

“We’ll see about that,” Christine said.

“Yes, we shall,” Yvette replied.

So began a rather unseemly display for two goddesses of Mount Olympus to get involved in, with them both attacking the other’s weak spots. Feeling a bit forgotten at first, Jason soon realized that he could really only benefit from their competitiveness. Grinning, he began to fuck both women simultaneously.

Each time he hit the right spot within Christine, she bridged upward. Each time he did the same thing to Yvette, she quivered and tried to keep his finger fully buried inside of her. As a completely impartial bystander to their competition, he showed neither of them any mercy.

His cock hammered Christine’s cunt with the intention of releasing his cum deep inside of her just seconds after she moaned, constricted around him, and climaxed. His finger pounded Yvette’s ass with the intention of feeling her spasm wildly, perhaps enough that she collapsed onto Christine. It didn’t matter to him who came first, just that they both inevitably surrendered to the bliss rampaging through their bodies.

As he fucked them both, he kissed Yvette’s spine. She shivered, which allowed Christine a chance to wrap her arms, even bound at the wrists as they were, around Yvette’s neck. Keeping their breasts pinned together, their noisy lovemaking bounded throughout the recently constructed bedroom.

“So, is this bed a rental?” he asked, peeking around Yvette’s enticing ass, which required quite a bit of leaning, in order to grin at Christine.

“It’s, ah, not.” She bit her lower lip as Yvette began sucking on her throat. “I was thinking about putting it in my theater room.”

“So we can watch movies while lying side by side?”

“S-Something like that,” the buxom blonde said, shivering as Yvette also began to ply her nipples.

He could tell that Christine, having already climaxed once before, was sliding toward the next one. While who came first wasn’t ultimately his concern, he did want to keep the competition a competition. And his cock was far larger than his finger, after all.

“Fuck, Jason!” Yvette hissed, lips losing their grip on Christine’s neck as he added his forefinger to her tight asshole. “I need some, ungh, warning!”

“Oops.”

He more than made it up to her during the next phase of their raunchy fucking, during which he used his free hand to play with her pussy—and Christine’s, just so things stayed fair. Every second hurled all three of them closer to a wall that none of them could hope to climb. Once they reached it, it’d only be a matter of time before the pursuing rapture slammed into them.

Gritting his teeth, Jason swore as he felt the throbbing in his cock begin to signal that his end was fast approaching. Redoubling his efforts to make both women cum before he did, he urged them toward their blissful ends. Christine was panting for oxygen as though she’d run a mile, and Yvette had given up sucking on any part of Christine’s body. She’d thrust her head into the nook between Christine’s neck and shoulder, body quaking harsher and harsher with each passing moment.

“Come on, you two,” he cooed, biting Yvette’s side as he skewered Christine with an ardent stare. “I want to hear you both moan even louder. We’re not going to be done after this, anyway. I won’t let you have the strength to crawl out of this bed by the time I’m through with you two.”

It was as baldfaced of a bluff as any he’d ever uttered. He was clinging onto the final few vestiges of restraint that his body could muster. He didn’t know if he had a minute left at his current pace before his cum gushed into Christine’s pussy. If they’d realized it, they might have formed a last-second alliance and ousted him from his seat of control.

But neither of them did.

And Christine, portraying the Goddess of Love or not, broke first.

“Ooo, aiii, fuck, fuck, oh—my—Goddd!”

In this instance, he was the god in question.

Her body tried to wrench itself toward the ceiling as her climax slammed into her. Eyes burning like blue comets plummeting through the atmosphere, she writhed in unfettered rapture, pussy constricting around his cock as he pumped it through her. Mouth ajar, a garbled song of bliss escaped it.

Yvette was next. The very second that she realized that Christine had climaxed, her resistance collapsed. Her quivering became a full-blown convulsion, and the bed under her mouth dampened the husky, guttural moan that preceded her own descent into rapture. Her ass bounced in front of him as her shaking wobbled the entire bed.

And finally, holding back for three more rapid thrusts into Christine’s tight pussy, Jason flooded her body with his sticky seed. A long-withheld exhale of relief pursued the nearly overwhelming sensation of pleasure that he experienced. As his seed poured out of him into the sexy goddess’s tight cunt, he offered his own uninhibited moan to the cacophony of lust deafening the room.

After he’d emptied himself into Christine, his chin dipped. His muscles ached, his lungs begged for relief, and his cock twitched with satisfaction. Leaning forward on Yvette’s lube-coated butt for steadiness, he felt the perspiration on his chest and her lower back mingle.

Okay, so maybe Yvette and Christine would need to give him a bit of a respite before he could make good on that promise he’d made a little while ago.

For the covers under them, as well as numerous of the rose petals, which had bounced so merrily during the lovemaking that they’d witnessed, they ended up soaked in a mixture of sweat, lubricant, and love juices. Even those on the edge of the bed weren’t safe, as he and Yvette soon rolled off of Christine, whose breasts heaved enticingly while she panted wildly.

All three of them spent the next few minutes staring at the ceiling.

“So…” Christine said, still breathing laboriously. “Can one of you get this dumb blindfold off my wrists?”

“You’re it,” Yvette called from the other side of the voluptuous woman, whose rising breasts kept him from seeing much of her.

“Yeah, yeah,” he groused, rolling onto his side. Claiming a few kisses from Christine as he lazily undid her bindings, which proved somewhat troublesome given the lube all over his fingers, he managed to stay sitting up after managing it.

Looking over the deities he’d conquered, a satisfied but exhausted grin landed on his face. Both women noticed, shared a look, and then sat up.

“Remember, we’re not done yet,” Christine said to them both. “So, don’t you think about going anywhere. Got it?”

“Certainly,” Yvette said, having found the common ground she needed to agree with Christine. Finding the stamina to propel her lithe body to a seated position, she skewered him with a greedy stare.

Well, at least on this Halloween night, he’d managed to reunite Olympus’s two most beautiful goddesses. How the next one would go was anyone’s guess.

To be continued…?
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