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Chapter One

Uninvited

Showing up uninvited and unannounced at the home of a woman with whom you had an undefined relationship required a lot of nerve—and usually not the good kind of nerve. Especially following a significant fallout only two days in the past. It took a substantial amount more to show up at that home, knowing you were unannounced, uninvited, and unwelcome. Jason Courtland, fully aware of these truths, offered only a shrug—and not even an apologetic one—to the scowling beauty standing in front of him. It was her own fault. She wouldn’t see it that way, of course. Even though he’d come with only the best of intentions, she wouldn’t see it that way. No matter. He pushed his way into Christine Miller’s luxurious mansion with a clearly defined goal.

He was here to help her get her head out of her ass.

Well before his arrival, he understood the level of arrogance such a thought necessitated. After all, he knew only that Christine’s despondency was connected to a woman named Erica Samuels, the captain and setter of the Cross Fires, the rival team to the one Christine played for. Since their loss to the Cross Fires in a Fourth of July volleyball tournament two days past, in which Christine had played so recklessly that she’d earned herself an injury midway through the match, she’d turned herself into a recluse—the kind who skipped out on a long-planned party in her own backyard. Whatever the story between the two women, Jason knew getting it out of her would be like pulling a splinter out of a puppy’s paw. She looked almost as likely to bite him.

Regardless, Jason was here with his pliers, whether Christine wanted him here or not.

Which she didn’t. She radiated the most malevolent energy toward him as if hoping she might will him into dissolving if he proceeded with his unwelcome intrusion. But, after flashing a long-held notary of hers, a coupon she’d scribed and given to him weeks ago that permitted him a visit to her luxurious mansion at any time of his choosing, she clenched her jaw and moved out of his way.

Christine was intriguing like that. Pissed off and plainly seeking to spend her day in further reclusion, some scribbled words of her own making somehow provided him safe passage inside. Regardless of the why, Jason took full advantage of it.

“Where can I drop off my things?” he asked, shifting his gaze from the furious yet still amazingly gorgeous woman toward the sports bag filled with the effects he needed to stay the night hanging off his shoulder.

“I don’t give a fuck,” Christine growled. “You won’t be here long enough to need them.”

Given the nature of her problem, as well as how stubborn she was, Jason doubted that. He didn’t plan to leave until this was all resolved, one way or another. He was still workshopping the exact specifics of the “how.”

Jason supplied only a grunt to Christine’s annoyance, which further tightened her death stare. She remained mind-shatteringly beautiful despite radiating murderous intent, bedraggled with a lack of sleep, self-care, and the splint on her right arm.

The tall blonde setter sent Jason’s heartbeat into a pounding roar from every angle he looked at her, even now. She possessed a lithe, shapely hourglass figure, scintillating blue eyes, and the kind of gravity-defying breasts that could raise every hair on Jason’s arms whenever she pressed them against him. Something she’d delighted him with frequently up until just a couple of days ago, regardless of who was watching.

Now, she seemed a husk of her former self. The Christine he knew and carried numerous developing feelings for wielded a maverick streak that would have caused Ferris Bueller to blush. She, not he, was the catalyst behind most of his relationships with her teammates, the other gorgeous women of Served Hot. She’d continually awed him with her forwardness, boldness, and risk-taking. Each time, it’d paid off. Regardless of her current mood, irrespective of some cruel words she’d slashed him with recently, he owed her for everything she’d set in motion. He cared about her too much to let her wallow in self-pity like this.

“I’ll just drop it off in the living room for now,” he said as he strolled on by her. “Have you had lunch?”

“No.”

“Then I’ll make you something. Know what you want?”

“I want you to fuck off, Jason.”

Jason glanced over his shoulder with a bemused smile. “I guess I walked into that one, huh?”

His affable mood only further irritated her. Glaring at him, she stomped after him as he entered her living room, set down his bag, then made for her luxurious kitchen. Only once he arrived did he pivot and confront her.

“Lunch now, a movie after. That’s our agenda for the next few hours. You get to pick lunch; I get to pick the movie.”

Christine clenched her teeth tightly. “I’ve some rat killer around here somewhere.”

Jason smiled. “I’m glad to see your Erica didn’t completely shatter your spirit.”

At the mention of her arch-nemesis, a term that would have seemed ludicrous in the modern age yet perfectly fit the unbridled hatred the two women blatantly shared, Christine’s lip curled spitefully. He might have stepped back a step if he hadn’t anticipated the heat of her fury.

“Don’t you mention that whore’s mouth in my home.”

Jason understood the difference between wading into the deep end and cannonballing straight in, so he didn’t bring her name up again. “All right. So, lunch?” He nodded at her splinted forearm. “While you’ve got someone here willing to make you something, shouldn’t you take advantage of that?”

Eying him severely for a full minute, she eventually nodded brusquely. “I want chicken fajitas. Everything’s there to make them.”

Jason smiled at his first victory. “I’ll get right on it.”

While hardly a world-class chef, he’d spent the better part of a year living alone, which had eventually motivated him to improve his cooking skills. Fast food could only sustain him for so long, especially after a childhood in which he’d only known an athlete’s food intake. Even if he had cast off some of his childhood chains, a few had seemingly slipped back in place over time. At least this one was on the healthier side.

Within forty-five minutes, he’d compiled an edible, if a tad sloppy presentation, pair of plates of chicken fajitas joined by some spicy roasted potatoes. Yet, his calls for Christine went unanswered. A quick search throughout the first floor of her mansion yielded no results, and he found her Porsche still sitting out front. As he walked toward her stairs, wondering if she had headed up to her room, a sudden realization stalled him, turned him, and led him to a place he realized should have been his first destination. Quietly sliding the screen door to her enormous backyard, he trudged into the sunlight. Just ten paces ahead, the wistful blonde stood with her toes just inches from the outer line of an outdoor volleyball court that dwelled in her backyard.  He set down their plates on a nearby table, then carefully made his way toward her.

“I brought lunch.”

Christine grunted.

He remained silent for a time. “So, do you want to talk about it?”

“Can’t you just leave it alone?” Christine said, shaking her head as she stared at the white line in front of her.

“Probably not.”

Her eyes flashed hotly as she spun on him. “Why are you being such an ass?! When a woman wants to be left alone, any decent man gives her her space!”

“I guess I’m not all that decent, then,” he replied with a shrug. “I have been sleeping around with a lot of women recently.”

“You won’t be getting anything like that here,” the beautiful blonde snapped.

“I know. It’s not why I came.”

Christine’s nostrils flared. “If you start spouting off drivel about your feelings for me, I will choke you to death.”

“With your bad arm, could you?”

She looked ready to find out. Jason backed away with a calming gesture, which he turned into one toward their cooling food. Christine glared at him a bit longer, then stomped toward the table where their plates lingered. Maybe after soothing her hunger, she’d open up to him.

He didn’t place any bets on it.


Chapter Two

Insubordination

After a tense luncheon in which Jason elected to focus on consuming his fajita rather than coaxing Christine into chatting with him, the injured setter’s vivid blue eyes speared him across the table. Setting down the surviving portion of his lunch, he met her stare, electing to allow her a chance to speak first. Thankfully, only about a minute passed before she broke the unwavering silence between them.

“I don’t want a knight in shining armor, Jason. I never have, and I sure as hell don’t right now.”

“I don’t think that highly of myself,” he said.

She stared at him flatly. “Our egos are pretty fucking similar in size, so yes, you do. Don’t lie.”

“If we’re so similar, then shouldn’t I be up for the task of helping you feel a little better?”

“And your brilliant plan of attack was just to march over, ignore my desires to be left alone, and shove your way into my home?” she scoffed.

He shrugged and smiled. “I’ve been your loyal foot soldier until recently, so I never went to officer school. I’m still learning about planning attacks and battle formations and all that.”

“Well, you won’t be learning anything more like that from me. Insubordinate soldiers don’t get officers training.”

There we go. Jason silently whooped with joy as their rapport, even damaged, coalesced around them.

“I’m only being insubordinate because my general isn’t preparing for the next battle like she normally would be.”

Christine snorted. “The next battle? The… last one ended two days ago.” Her momentary mirth faded swiftly before an onslaught of unpleasant memories.

Jason didn’t allow her a chance to resume her wallowing. “That’s right. You’re not geriatric just yet, so two days should be more than enough.”

She glowered at him, yet it had a different burn than the one she’d hurled at him outside her front door. It singed his skin just a tad less. He hoped it just wasn’t because he was acclimating to the heat.

“Not all of us recover as fast as you do,” she said, nodding pointedly at a particular part of him.

Jason smiled as softly as sand poured out of an hourglass. “I don’t know if I’d consider nearly a full year a speedy recovery.”

Christine’s brow furrowed, but his intended realization soon dawned upon her face. For once, she didn’t seem to have a comeback.

No great orator, Jason spoke from the heart. Although he’d managed to usher himself inside, there was only so much about her gloomy mood he could affect. In truth, he couldn’t make her feel better about whatever roiling emotions crippled her so viciously. He couldn’t solve her problems or rewrite the past. She had to want it for herself. Only then could he offer her anything. Even then, it’d ultimately come from her, not him.

“I think I might be qualified to help you out, Christine. I know a little bit about wallowing. Recently, I’ve learned a little bit about overcoming the past. If you let me, I’ll do my best to pass on a bit of….” He paused as he realized which word sat on his tongue.

“Wisdom?” Christine said, raising a slightly sarcastic eyebrow. “From a man half my age? Am I truly in such dire straits?”

He could only offer his hands up at his sides. “I wouldn’t be here if we weren’t all worried about you.”

“We.” It wasn’t a question, and Jason couldn’t discern Christine’s tone. “Is that right?”

“It is. Everyone on the team cares about your well-being.”

“And their grand plan to make me feel better is sending you over to force your way into my home?” she said with a snort.

“Well, that was all me,” he admitted. “They trusted that I was the right person to help our wonderful setter out of her doldrums.”

Christine snorted again. She folded her arms, tenderly watching out for her injured forearm. “They really must not know what the hell they’re doing without me. That’s a terrible plan.”

“That’s what happens when our general is off the battlefield,” he said, shrugging. “We need her for these sorts of things.”

Christine rolled her eyes, then grew worryingly silent. Biting back an interruption to her musing, he waited on pins and needles for her to speak. A momentary sideways pull of her mouth proved the only hint of her thoughts.

“I’m through with my lunch. What movie have you picked out for us to watch?”

Jason breathed a sigh of relief, then picked up their crumb-covered plates. He smiled and nodded with his head toward her door.

“Right this way, General.”


Chapter Three

Remake

His broad grin earned him a flat look.  Shrugging innocently, Jason started the movie that he’d selected for them. Sitting side by side on a black leather couch at the front row of Christine’s home theatre, the buxom blonde rolled her eyes. Nonetheless, she leaned back into the plush leather rather than stomping off.

The remake of West Side Story began to play on her enormous screen.

“You’re such an ass,” she said, snorting at his barely withheld mirth as the updated version of one of her favorite movies, the same one they’d watched together not long ago, trawled across her screen.

“You said this version was pretty good,” he said, unapologetic. “I wanted us to watch it together.”

“Are you sure that’s the only updated version you’re hoping to get?” She eyed him suspiciously.

“I don’t know what you mean,” he said, playing dumb.

With her good hand beside him, she placed it gingerly on his thigh. Naturally, his eyes trailed to her slender fingertips, especially as they started gently circling over his shorts. Even more naturally, a sizable mass tented those shorts a bit further up north.

“I’m sure you don’t,” Christine said, nodding toward his swelling erection and snorting again.

Jason crinkled his nose. “I told you, I’m not here for that.”

“Yet, you wouldn’t be disappointed if you got it, would you?”

“Obviously not.” He picked up her hand and placed it back on her thigh. “You know full well how stupidly fucking hot you are and just how badly I want you. But. I’m. Not. Here. For. That. So, let’s watch the movie.”

Christine’s gaze lingered on him as he shifted his focus toward the movie screen. Throughout most of the first act, he felt her scrutiny burning his cheek as if she held a candle’s flame to his skin. Staying focused ahead of him, he ignored it. She’d eventually understand how much he—how much everyone on her team—cared about her. It wasn’t just about the sex, even if she thought it was.

Around midway through the movie, Christine shifted in her seat. Regardless of his attempt to keep himself from reacting, his gaze forced itself over to her as her body met his. Their eyes met as Christine’s shoulder nudged against him.

“You’re actually terrible at this,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“At least fucking cuddle with me some. Who the hell wants to watch a movie in awkward silence like this?”

“The silence is awkward? It’s not for me.”

She glared at him, which caused him to break into a smile. Still, as he slipped his arm around her lower back and pulled her closer, she let him maneuver her as he liked. With her legs crossing diagonally across his lap, she leaned her cheek on his shoulder. Acutely aware of the weight of her breasts against his side, he massaged her back gently with his hand. The heat of her body sounded the bellows of desire deep within his core, but he violently repelled its call. He was here to soothe her in whatever way she liked. Until she asked something of him, he’d hold himself back.

“Is this better?” he asked teasingly.

“Anything’s better than sitting here like two praying nuns for almost three hours,” she responded. “If you’re going to barge into my home and drag me around against my will, the least you can do is make yourself useful.”

“I did make you lunch,” he pointed out.

She grunted at him and turned her attention back to the movie. Jason smiled. As the story progressed, he continued rubbing her back. She shifted him into a slightly more comfortable position for her after a little while, which allowed her to lay her head fully on his chest. In response, Jason laid his cheek on her head, instinctively kissing it before he did.

As it didn’t earn him any admonishment, he did it again a few minutes later. And again. And again. Okay, so maybe it was hard to stay focused on the movie.

With each new kiss he bombarded her with, he expected her to growl at him to knock it off. However, as she neither shifted nor spoke that curtailing command, that expectation slowly dwindled. She eventually whispered, her voice uncommonly hoarse, a vastly different request.

“You can kiss other places than just the crown of my head, Jason. I don’t need you trying to flatten my skull.”

“I wouldn’t want that either. Your mind is half the reason I’m so into you.”

She grunted at him, though he thought he spotted a hint of color swimming across her cheeks. “Most of the other half is still off-limits to you. Keep your mouth above my shoulders.”

“Yes, General,” he whispered into her ear, brushing his lips against its soft shell.

As he kissed behind her ear, Christine’s erratic breathing thrummed through the air. Moving his mouth lower, he teased her slender neckline with light, fleeting kisses. The gorgeous blonde tensed further with each one she received.

He felt soft fingertips rush across his forearm. Christine arched her head to one side, allowing him more opportunities to scald her skin with his lips. Their bodies crackled with the heat emanating off their skin, and Jason’s breathing against her throat caused Christine to shiver.

He grew a bit bolder with each new area he conquered on her smooth skin. When Christine practically foisted herself onto his lap, it took every speck of resistance not to roam his hands over her sublimely voluptuous body. But that wasn’t what she’d asked of him. So, he continued traversing the course she’d set him on.

He lingered at her jawline, then moved up to her cheek. He felt her hand run over his stomach, then thrust his shirt out of the way. Her slender fingers took their time admiring his abs.

“Why do we always end up like this?” she wondered aloud, sighing softly as he kissed her cheek. “I was determined to kick you out of my house as soon as I could a couple of hours ago.”

“And now?” Jason kissed the side of her mouth—just a peck. The first one.

She splayed her hand out on his stomach, splashing his core with a rousing heat emanating from her palm. Her eyes scintillated like sapphires, even in the dark room.

“I’m still pissed at you,” she murmured, pausing long enough for him to kiss her lips again quickly. “This… is just a break from that.”

“So, afterward, you’ll…?”

“Go right back to glaring and grumbling.”

“If you do, I’ll go right back to being an ass. Are you sure you want that?”

She snorted, then swallowed audibly as he coaxed her into shivering as he began sucking upon her throat. “You’re always an ass. That’s your default.”

“Rude.” Jason sucked a bit harder, nipping with his teeth.

“It’s the… truth.” Christine wiggled her hips, grinding her shapely butt on his growing erection. “You’re only interested in sticking this big cock in me. Making me fall to you like all the others have.”

Jason immediately stole his mouth away from her sensitive throat. Confusedly, Christine shifted her eyes back to his. She recoiled slightly at the intensity of his gaze.

“That is not true.”

“It was just a joke,” Christine said, uncommonly demure in the face of his irate glare. “I… I know you… care.”

“You almost winced saying that last word,” he noted, unwilling to let her off the hook so quickly.

She fidgeted in his arms but reclaimed a bit of her steeliness. “Don’t push it, Jason. You got your win. Now, let me have mine.”

Jason mused quietly for a moment. “Give me one more thing.”

She glared at him.

“Please.”

“Make your request,” she growled warily.

He leaned his mouth in close to her ear. “After the movie, I want to play a game with you. If you promise you will, I’ll be an obedient soldier for the rest of the movie.”

Christine licked her lips and spun her gaze toward the movie. There wasn’t too much left to go, assuming the remake didn’t deviate from the original and tacked more on at the end. Still, there was probably enough left for Christine to consider the deal.

“What kind of game?”

“One we’ve played before.”

Jason watched Christine’s pulse quicken. He remained silent, allowing her to ruminate over which of the games they’d played together in the past he might be referencing. Based on the gleam in her eyes, she liked the idea.

“Okay, I’ll play your game, Jason.” Christine licked her lips. “Now, put your mouth back to work. I don’t want you to stop until the credits roll.”

“As you command,” he whispered, elated by the excited shiver his words earned.

He returned his mouth to her throat, planning to thoroughly ruin her neck with hickeys. The gorgeous blonde didn’t seem to mind, ruffling his hair and practically shoving him back to his torrid work.

“I should have spent more time scouting you before I started all this,” Christine mumbled, sliding her hand down from his stomach to his waistband. “I thought you’d be a good boy who listens and does what he’s told. I even served all these beautiful women up to you on a silver platter, yet you still act up.”

Jason sucked so hard on Christine’s neck that she jerked in his arms and seized a ragged breath. He didn’t relent, attacking her throat recklessly, feverishly, mercilessly. Christine gripped him as if he were the safety bar on a rollercoaster, panting unevenly as her body tautened. Not until he was confident he’d splotched a dark oasis on her fair skin did he take his mouth away.

“Like that?”

“W-what?” Christine panted.

Jason kissed the other side of her neck softly, working his lips over the slender territory as he looked for the next site where he’d leave a mark. “You just said I act up. Is that how you meant it?”

Before waiting on a response, he assaulted her neck again. Christine moaned fully this time, clinging tightly to him as her chest heaved. She started slipping off his lap, but Jason caught her by her curvaceous hips and held her steady. As she melted in his arms, he delighted in the symphonic passion in her panting moans.

“A little, ungh, slower, Jason. I can’t… hear the movie.”

“Turn it up, then.”

“See? You… are a bad soldier. You said you’d do as I commanded.”

Jason rolled his eyes but slowed his fervor, intending to remain a man of his word. He focused on keeping Christine a moaning mess, and she focused on playing with his waistband and grinding her wonderful butt on his cock. His hands ached to feel her up or outright strip her out of her clothing. Yet, he remained dutiful to her commands, even if it did agonize him to obey.

“I’m too hot,” Christine whispered. “Give me a second; I have to get out of my shirt.”

“That’s not fair,” he groaned as she tugged her shirt off and hurled it onto the floor. Her spectacular breasts sat contained within a modest dark violet bra, nothing like the lacy kind she usually wore when she planned to titillate him. It hardly mattered, not for a woman with some of the sexiest tits in existence.

He remembered with a giddy excitement how sensitive Christine’s nipples were, how she could climax from their stimulation alone. Right now, there was nothing more in the world he wanted than another chance at seeing her expression warp with ecstasy when her orgasm slammed into her.

“When has anything between us ever been about fairness?” Christine cooed, plainly pleased by his wide-eyed interest in her bust. “This is a war. One of us is going to win it.”

“It is?” he asked with a raised eyebrow. “What are we fighting over, currently?”

“Which of us, ohhh, will get their way.” Christine glared at him for his sudden sharp hip on her neck. “Which of us gets the other to fall in line.”

Pausing in his assault on her smooth skin, Jason arched a curious eyebrow. “What do you mean, Christine?”

She huffed at him for his unawareness. “If I’m going to rein you in, so I can just have the casual fuck buddy I originally intended for you to be, or if you’re going to make me….” She frowned, wrinkled her nose, and said no more.

Jason didn’t need to hear anything more; the message delivered itself loud and clear. Heart detonating with countless small explosions against his chest, he redoubled his efforts.

Christine leaned back with a throaty moan, running her hands over her supple body as if an inferno blazed across it. At her breasts, she stopped, pressing her palms harshly down on the enormous globes. Her eyes dilated, her body trembled, and desire burst off her body like steam off a grill. Jason saw, felt, and tasted her response with glee.

“That’s all you were supposed to be,” she panted. “You were just supposed to come over here and give me some—fuck—release every now and then. I wanted your hands and lips and cock, not these obnoxious feelings. Unghhh!”

She clenched her teeth as he bit down harshly on her neck and sucked. This time, when she fell back, he didn’t catch her. She landed on her back, body twisting and writhing as he followed. Overtop of her, he punished her creamy skin with his teeth and his tongue and his feelings for the beautiful, mischievous, and headstrong setter.

She gripped his cock through his shorts, grimacing with her eyes shut tight before each wave of pleasure he thrust into her. An animalistic groan, brimming with carnal need, fled her lips. Before he knew it, she’d retracted her hands, undone her bra in record time, even with one arm in a splint, and yanked his hands by the wrists to her stiff nipples.

“Let me fucking cum,” she growled, the plea vibrating within the depths of her throat as arousing as anything he’d ever heard. “You can titfuck me senseless for all I care. Just make me cum.”

Jason overwhelmed her within minutes. Holding back his urge to free his cock and seek his pleasure between her gargantuan breasts, he solely focused on hers. Squeezing her breasts tightly, the great mounds of flesh pushed between the gaps in his fingers. Christine hissed in a voice like steam escaping a pot as he rubbed his palms over her pert, budded nipples.

He’d done this to her before, yet she seemed far more charged now than then. Every motion, every grasp of his hands, and every nip at her nipples with his teeth brought forth a response of impassioned fervor more arousing than any he’d ever experienced. Christine’s hands grasped for something to latch onto. They ended up inside his shorts almost as if by gravity’s pull. Repelling the easy chance to let her take over, he didn’t allow her to free his cock from its confinement. Not yet, anyway.

“Fuck me, why is this so good?” she moaned as he flicked his tongue over her nipple while it remained trapped between his teeth. She writhed like an eel as he scorched her flat stomach with his blazing hot hand.

“I’m going to fuck you, Christine,” he promised. He pinched then yanked harshly on her nipples, eliciting a euphoric set of shudders from the stunningly beautiful woman. “I’m going to fuck you for years to come. But we have a game to play after this, so it’ll have to wait a little longer.”

“Ooo, aaahhh, it’s—!” Before she could finish her sentence, her pelvis leaped off the couch as her first orgasm pounded her mercilessly. She bucked wildly beneath him, a sail at the mercy of an ocean storm. Every lewd sound she uttered drove Jason mad with lust.

He didn’t allow her a chance to come down from her euphoria. He recognized the importance of this bout of intimacy between them. The wounds it could heal - the doors it could open. He wouldn’t relent until, just as she’d said, he emerged as the victor of their war.

“Jason, please!” Christine pleaded almost half an hour later, following several more orgasms he’d thrust into her through her sensitive breasts. “A break—a short one. Please!”

Jason, busy running his thumbs in sensual circles around her nipples, which he’d viciously ravaged until now, shook his head. “I can’t do that. If I stop, how do I know that you’ll let me do this again later? This might be my last chance to feel Christine Miller’s fantastic tits, so I have to make sure I get as much of them as I can.”

Christine’s magnificent chest heaved for air as she shook her head frantically. “I swear, you’ll get other chances, you ass.”

“Is that a promise?”

“Yes, ahhh!” She shut her eyes tight as he pinched her right nipple lightly. “Fuck, Jason, you’re going to kill me. I promise that you can play with my tits again. I promise I’ll get you off with them—okay?!”

Jason kept up his gentle aggravation of her taut body. Overwrought with pleasure as she was, he agreed with her self-assessment. There wasn’t much more she could handle, not without chafing her and adding as much pain to her sensitive breasts as he would pleasure. The titjob she’d promised would need to wait a bit longer.

Besides, the movie’s credits were already playing. Neither of them had noticed that fact. Christine still hadn’t.

Slowly, he removed his hands from her breasts. Christine sighed in relief. Before she could say a single word, Jason pressed his lips to hers. Catching the aroused woman off guard, her hands initially pushed him back. After a moment, however, her mouth moved in motion with his, and her hands clutched his shirt tightly. A kiss to seal her promises, but also to give her one final taste of his feelings for her. While a pensive tinge mingled in their kiss, it was a single grain of sand in a bathtub.

Jason knew he could send it down the drain with just a bit more patience. Some light teasing, too.


Chapter Four

The Impossible Task

After their kiss ended, Jason dutifully tended to the lovely blonde beneath him. After fetching them some water, he found her gingerly checking her breasts’ soreness. He saw her wince as she ran her fingers over her left breast’s nipple. Rejoining her on the couch, he handed over her water. The refreshing liquid lasted all of ten seconds before she’d drained it all.

“Sorry if it was too much,” Jason said, nodding toward her creamy skin. Bite marks aplenty marked her previously smooth skin.

“It wouldn’t usually be, but my body isn’t used to what I like currently. Once I build up to it again, I can take much more.”

Jason swallowed audibly as thoughts of what “much more” entailed conspired attractively within his mind. Seemingly misreading the reason behind his gulp, Christine’s gaze slid from tending to her sore body to him. She rolled her eyes at him, then prodded his ribs with her forefinger.

“This is what you wanted, isn’t it? To make me one of your women? You’ll get your dumb chance, so don’t tell me you’re regretting it now.”

He caught hold of her finger, then pressed it to his lips. “One, as I’ve said, I did not come here for anything like that. I wanted to do my best to help you out of your rut. That’s still why I’m here. Because I care about you, Christine, and I hate to see you as depressed as you’ve been.”

Christine couldn’t meet his eyes. She shrugged. “Well, I feel a bit better now… I suppose.”

Jason beamed. “I’m glad. And two, I would never regret anything that brings me closer to you—or your stupidly erotic tits. I heard you promise I could touch them again, and you’re getting held to it. You’re going to cum so many times because of that promise, too.”

His proclamation earned him the exact deep red hue upon her face that he’d hoped to see. “Whatever, you ass,” she mumbled.

Jason grinned and leaned in to kiss her on the cheek. “I’m glad you’re feeling a bit better, by the way.”

She grunted at him. “Is this game of yours I’ve agreed to play going to make me feel even better, or should I prepare to start scowling again?”

“Probably a bit of column A, a bit of column B,” he answered honestly. “When it’s all said and done, I think you’ll feel much better.”

“Another question,” she said flatly, clearly less optimistic. “Do I need a shirt on for it?”

“Uh, no, not really.”

“Good, because I’m not wearing one for the rest of the day.”

“You won’t hear any complaints from me,” he said, eyeing the enticing mountains.

“I’m sure I won’t,” she harumphed. “Now, this game. Which one is it?”

Jason tilted his head toward the door far behind them. “Follow me, and I’ll show you.”

Retreading commonly taken steps, Christine eyed him warily as he led her back outside to her volleyball court. Keeping his secrets to himself, he softly ran his hands over Christine’s breasts, which earned him a glare. Which he considered a price worth paying.

“I take it you remember our very first game ever?” he asked.

Christine glanced over her shoulder toward the table where they’d eaten lunch not long ago. On that same day, it’d been the place where he’d brought her to her first orgasm—all after completing a few volleyball drills to earn the opportunity.

“I recall it vividly,” she answered sardonically. “Are you interested in a round two?”

“Of the game, yes. The prize I want this time is a little different.”

Raising her walls, she dipped her chin. “What are you after?”

“A story about the past. Yours. And what the deal is with She-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named.”

Christine’s lip curled with virulent disgust at Erica’s mention. “Why can’t you just drop this? I’m feeling better, just like you said you wanted. If we can stay on that upward trend, maybe you can stay the night.”

Jason folded his arms stubbornly. “Really, Christine? Bartering? That’s why I can’t just drop this. You aren’t this kind of woman. You’re a cunning schemer and a seductive tease. You don’t give away things for free, not ever. You want your double dose of entertainment, which is why there’s always a game or challenge you have preloaded in your devilish mind. I know it, and you know it.”

“Maybe these ‘feelings’ I have for you are making me more generous toward you,” she said, though she rolled her eyes after hearing her snide tone. “Fuck.”

Jason nodded triumphantly. “Exactly.”

Sighing, Christine said, “I just don’t want to talk about her. Ever, Jason. It’ll just ruin the rest of today for us both.”

“I never wanted to play another game of volleyball not too long ago,” he said. “Ever. I despised even imagining it. And then some blonde, blue-eyed, conniving setter decided to get me roped up into something completely unimaginable. Now, here I am. Ready to run her gauntlet in the hopes of helping her as best I can.”

“Yeah, that stupid bitch always makes trouble for herself.” Christine shook her head and lifted a hand before he could speak. “Gauntlet—that’s what you just said.”

“I thought you said you remembered everything vividly? Three challenges.” He lifted three fingers. “If I complete them all, I get what I want. And what I want is for you to open up to me about just what the deal is between you and You-Know-Who.”

Christine chewed on her thoughts and stared at him. Slowly, he witnessed the cunning flame ignite within her vibrantly blue gaze. Relief and anxiousness mixed inside his mind upon seeing it.

“Okay. Three challenges. Complete them all, and I’m an open book. But if you fail even one of them, you never try and pry into what went on between me Erica and me again.”

“The challenges need to be physically possible,” Jason noted. “Otherwise, I agree to your terms. I just want to help.”

“Good intentions or not, that’s our agreement,” she retorted. “Now, challenge one.”

He held his hands up. “Hold on. At least let me stretch and warm up first. We need a ball, too.”

“Do we?” the maverick woman asked, tilting her head to one side.

“Uh, yes?” Jason beckoned over his shoulder toward the volleyball court, growing anxious as he saw Christine reveal her gleaming white teeth in a cocked smirk.

“I don’t have any volleyball-related challenges for you, Jason. You didn’t stipulate that they needed to, so I don’t have any for you that need stretching, warmups, or a volleyball.”

“Christine…” Jason frowned warily.

“It’s your fault for not ironing these things out beforehand, not mine. You’re lucky I’m not a genie that you just made a wish to, or you’d be screwed.”

Grinding his teeth together, he realized he should have expected something like this from her. It was exactly what he’d just told her that he expected out of her, even.

Well, in for a penny, in for a pound.

“What’s the first challenge?” he asked, stifling a sigh.

Even while standing topless in front of him, Christine's smugness proved thick as tar. It grew as she pointed at his shorts—at his pocket, not his groin. The pocket within which his phone sat.

“I want to see a picture of Angela’s tits so I can compare them properly.”

Silence followed—a lot of it. Jason lacked the capacity to break it for some time, far too busy trying to scrape his jaw off the floor. Eventually, he found enough control over his faculties to utter a single incredulous word.

“WHAT?!”

Still plainly sore due to their earlier stimulation, that didn’t stop Christine from slipping her hands beneath her own enviably large mountains and giving them each a slight bounce. Jason found nothing humorous about her antics nor the broad smile—already signaling her victory—glowing upon her face.

“I want you to show me a picture of Angela’s breasts. A new one, mind you. I want it fresh out of the oven.” She tapped her splinted wrist carefully. “The clock is ticking, and we haven’t got all day.”

The clock could tick all it wanted; Jason still hadn’t recovered his ability to think, much less speak. Christine chuckled and bounced her breasts in front of him again. An actual devil. She really was one.

“You cannot be serious,” he finally managed to utter.

“As pneumonia,” the topless blonde replied. “This is your first challenge. Complete it or throw in the towel.”

“Christine, come on. You said you’d pick challenges that were actually possible.”

“Which I have.” Christine’s eyes gleamed bright as sapphires beside an open flame. “I saw what you and the girls were getting up to yesterday. Even if Angela and Clara didn’t get involved, they were willful spectators of the orgy I spotted in my backyard. You can get that picture—I know it, and you know it.”

Jason folded his arms across his chest. “I’m not going to betray Angela’s trust like that, Christine. That wouldn’t be fair to her.”

“Then, by all means, let her know what it’s for. I didn’t say you had to lie about why you want one.”

Annoyance and exasperation ruled his face, but the older woman barely flinched before his scrutiny. Why was he even surprised? This sort of scandalous demand was right up Christine’s alley.

Expelling an exasperated breath, he dug out his phone. Grinning, Christine slipped toward him. The second she entered his reach, he flicked her on the nipple. She winced and swore, retreating a step and hurling a death glare at him. He ignored her, far too busy staring at his phone and utterly baffled about how he should word this unfathomable request.

I guess… honestly.

So, he typed out a message. He warded Christine off with promises of further flicks should she draw near. With only a single hand available to type out the message, it took a little while, but eventually, he’d as bizarre a request as he’d ever typed ready for sending. Taking a pensive breath, he sent it.

Hey, Angela. Like I said yesterday, I’m over at Christine’s today, trying to get through to her. I don’t know how else to really say this, but I’m playing one of her infamous games. If I win, she’s promised to tell me about whatever went down with her and Erica. With her first demand, she wants a topless picture of you. No, I am not joking. I swear.

It didn’t take long before Jason spotted three bubbles on the bottom right of his screen. Almost a minute passed—time he spent envisioning how Angela would lambast and deny his heinous request - before a message appeared on his screen.

I am currently at work. That does sound like her, so I suppose I should be glad that she’s at least acting like her usual self again. Even if that normal self is entirely inappropriate at every stage.

Jason chuckled, stymied Christine’s subsequent attempt to peer at his phone, and saw signs of Angela typing another text. A flabbergasting text, all things considered.

I will try and send something soon. Let me be clear, though—this is for your phone only. Christine is allowed her single look but nothing more. Understand?

Jason stared at his phone for ten seconds before the cogs in his mind shifted back into motion. He quickly tapped out his promise to heed Angela’s stipulations. Lifting his eyes from his phone, he grinned.

“Angela will send it soon; she’s busy right now.”

Christine’s shock spread across her features before she could adequately contain it. Jason imagined he was a mirror to her expression, though not for long. A giddiness spread through him like a balmy heat, and excitement kept his heartbeat racing.

Christine, having regained control of her expression, shook her head. “Doesn’t count until I see the melons.”

“She said she’d send it, so keep it in your pants,” he said with a grunt. “Let’s move on to the next challenge while we wait.”

“Absolutely not—I see your attempt at guile. If you fail one of the next two challenges, then there’ll be no reason for you to show me the picture when Angela sends it.”

Caught red-handed in his scheme, Jason merely shrugged. “Then you should just make the next two challenges super easy, so I’m guaranteed to win.”

“Not a chance.”

Jason nodded pointedly at her enormous—and still uncovered—breasts. “Well, if you’re making me take a break from the challenges, then I guess I’ll find something else to whittle my time away with.”

Christine hid them protectively behind her arms, yet her slender forearms proved ineffective in suppressing their alluring size. Jason grinned and took a step forward.

“Don’t you dare,” she growled. “They’re still sore. You need to let them recover.”

“That’s not how it goes, Christine,” he said, prowling closer. “You said I could have my way with them again. If the game’s getting paused, then that time will be right now.”

“That is not how I said it,” she protested, eying him warily. “Fine. Fine!”  She smacked at his hands as he teasingly reached for her breasts. “I’ll give you your second challenge. Ass.”

Jason grinned and held his hands out unapologetically. “If anyone made me this way, it’s the person standing right in front of me.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Christine pursed her lips as her gaze shifted away from him. A meaningful gesture.

“Wait, don’t tell me.” He grinned. “You didn’t come up with a second or third challenge because you didn’t think I’d get past the first.”

“Shut the fuck up, Jason, I’m thinking.”

That was all the proof he needed. With a grin plastered permanently upon his face, he playfully tapped his foot impatiently. Christine’s glare promised she’d look for something to hurl at him if he kept it up. He’d have taken the risk, too, if not for her finally providing a second challenge. By comparison, this one was both more difficult and more manageable than its predecessor.

“Tell me how great I am.”

That stopped him in his tracks. “Say what?”

Christine pointed at him. “I’m going to go get my phone while you think up a whole spiel about how amazing and wonderful I am, then record you saying it. You’d better make me downright swoon if you want to pass, so don’t just wax poetic about my tits.”

“Okay,” he replied, covering over his curiosity about why she’d selected such a challenge for the time being. “Go and get your phone.”

Once she’d nodded pointedly and traveled back into her home, Jason folded his arms and put his mind to work. There was no way she hadn’t heard every physical compliment in the book, not with a body like the one she possessed. She already knew how he felt about her personality; he’d announced as much just a little while ago. So, what kind of surprises did he have left to share regarding his feelings for her? Which would she appreciate hearing most?

His inner grumblings continued as Christine, gravity-defying breasts bouncing magnificently, trotted back outside, phone in hand. From the self-satisfied look on her face, she’d identified his struggle.

“I’m ready to have the rest of my clothes awed right off my body with your seductive poetry,” she teased, holding her phone—recording app already loaded on her screen—toward him.

“Listen, colleges wanted me because I could jump high and hit a ball hard, not because I was some Casanova.”

“That sucks for you,” she told him. “Now, wow me.”

Jason grumbled a bit more but accepted the phone in front of him. His thumb hovered over the start icon until Christine impatiently twirled a finger in the air. Making a face at her, he hit record.

“Christine Miller is the neediest of the women in my life.” Christine’s bemused expression immediately flattened. “I mean, here I am, tending to her ego with a recording about how supposedly great she is—and this is all so that I can gain the opportunity to try and help her stop moping around so much. Like, does she ever stop to consider these things before she makes one of her ridiculous, over-the-top demands? This woman has no decency, no sense of propriety, and hardly any regard for the sanctity of… well, anything.”

Glowering at him, Christine tried to snatch her phone back. She hadn’t learned her lesson. Another flick to the nipple thrust her back with a hiss.

“But damn, who else would I thank but her?” he said, staring right into those vivid blue eyes across from him. Mid-swear, Christine’s expression knitted together in confusion. “If not for her schemes, if not for her being the exciting, impossible, and wholly unique woman she is, I wouldn’t know a tenth of the excitement, passion, or happiness I’ve known this summer. She’s the reason behind pretty much every good thing currently in my life, and this is her reminder of that fact. I owe her more than I’ll ever be able to pay her back, but I’ll keep trying my best to do it. Which means I’m going to keep coming over to her house for years to come, so she better get used to it. With or without a coupon or invitation.”

As Jason made to end the recording and hand the phone back to the seemingly paralyzed woman, one more closing statement leaped into his mind. Yanking the phone back, he grinned at her.

“Also, I am going to fuck her brains out one of these days. Just thought she should know.”

He tapped the recording off, then returned Christine her phone. Taking it gingerly, color as vivid as a sunrise splotched on her cheeks, Jason basked in the sight of a rare speechless moment from the quick-witted woman. He stepped in, but she didn’t stop him, and he kissed her.

“So, do I pass?” he asked, circling his arms around her hourglass waist as he pulled her against him.

She looked up at him, eyes softer than he’d ever seen them. However, they both knew she’d never melt in his arms as Yvette or Samantha might. Still, very noticeable brevity glowed within her.

“That’s all? You didn’t even delve into my timeless beauty or inconceivable intelligence, and you really could have elaborated more on how you owe everything to me—plus, swearing your undying loyalty to me at the end wouldn’t have hurt.”

Snorting, Jason pressed an erection that instantly formed against her flat, toned stomach. “So, I should have talked about how gorgeous your eyes are, how soft your lips are, how smooth your skin is? How aggravatingly sexy your breasts and butt and long legs are? How fucking turned I am when I’m around you?”

“In more eloquent terms, but yes.” Eyes crackling with azure lightning, Christine licked her lips and glided her hands down to his sides. “Now, my supreme intelligence.”

“Hmm.” Jason grasped the buxom blonde’s shapely butt, kneading it in his grasp. “Honestly, I don’t know how you do it—you’re way beyond me. The way you’ve orchestrated everything is still unbelievable. I’m dumbfounded about how it happened, even though I saw you at work a few times. It’s a good thing you’re using your gift for good.”

“Am I using my gift for good?” Christine purred, climbing onto her toes to kiss him. “Or am I using it so we can all be very, very bad?”

Jason shivered as Christine’s husky whisper poured all the blood in his body into his groin. He’d managed to calm down in the movie theater, but he didn’t think he could do it again. He was sure Christine, the cunning vixen, knew it as well.

“So… did I pass the second challenge?” he asked again.

Christine shifted her mouth from one side to the other, then back again. “I suppose—by the skin of your teeth. Mainly because of how charitable I am—another fact you failed to mention.”

Jason chuckled and kissed her nose. “I’ll make sure I give you a better second recording the next time we play a game like this.”

“See that you do.” She swung her fingertips around to his short’s waist, which caught his breath inside his throat. Christine grinned and teased his skin as she danced her fingertips on the inside of his shorts. Her warm, smooth motions birthed a tempest of lust within his belly. Supercharged with a carnal need for the seductress whose butt he gave a hearty smack, the tethers of self-control on his body strained themselves taut.

“What’s the third challenge, Christine?” he asked, voice hoarse.

She kissed him again, guiding one of her hands away from teasing him so it could cup his cheek. Static gathered in the air around them. Everything boiled over, magnified manyfold by their nearness to one another.

“It’s a simple one, so I’m sure even you won’t mess this one up.”

“That’s rude.”

She grinned, tickling his lips with a quick peck. “You barely passed the second challenge, and we’re still waiting to see if you’ve accomplished the first. Sooo.”

“Fine, fine,” he grunted. “What’s this third challenge?”

Christine’s lust swept over him like a tidal wave. “Take your clothes off. All of them. Don’t put them back on until I say you can.”

She pulled his hands away from her butt, knowing he’d need them. Blood pounded within his ears, and his heart sped faster than a jet turbine. Eying her, Jason clutched his shirt and ripped it off his body. Those teasing hands returned to the shorts right as his shirt hit the ground.

“See, you just always mess things up.” Christine’s eyes twinkled as she torched his abs with a quick brush of her lips. “Why in the world would you prioritize getting your shirt off first?”

“I—”

“Shush.” Christine clutched his shorts and boxers. “If I have to, I’ll just do it myself.”

The gorgeous blonde setter fell to her knees, and she dragged his clothes down with her. His cock popped free directly in front of Christine’s face, which birthed a lustful smile upon her luscious lips. Yet, she aggravated him by undoing his shoelaces.

“That counts as a completed challenge,” he said.

“Does it?” Christine asked from her knees, peering up past the throbbing member between them. “I had to step in and help you out.”

“No, you chose to do all that. I can take my clothes off just fine, Christine.”

She rolled her eyes at him but maintained a beatific smile. “Very well. Congratulations, you’ve successfully completed your third challenge. Now, we’re just waiting to see if our lovely team captain follows through on her word. So… what should we do while we wait?”

Jason just said it. Rather than coy suggestions or innuendo, rather than making eyes at her and hoping she’d make a seductive offer, he announced it in a lustful growl.

“Suck my cock, Christine. I want to cum down your throat.”

“Then give it here so I can,” she husked, eyes ablaze and pulling him forward by the wrists.

Her scalding hot lips parted around his cock. The sultry woman maneuvered herself forward, and Jason groaned as the succubus slid her lips over the entirety of his shaft. He exhaled pleasurably as she thrust her slick tongue beneath his shaft while sliding his cock toward her throat. In one sublime motion, her nose reached his groin, and his entire cock vanished.

“Fuck, Christine,” he hissed, gripping the top of her head with a hand for support as her skill balked his knees.

She retreated all the way just as smoothly. “Don’t tell me you already forgot how good at this I am. Too much time with your other women, I guess.”

“Other women?” Jason grinned. “So, you do count yourself among them.”

His teasing earned him an eye roll. “I’m topless and sucking your cock. Read the room.”

When he glanced around their outdoor environment sarcastically, Christine flicked him lightly on his shaft. He responded by threatening to retaliate against her nipples, which ended with a childish standoff that lasted nearly thirty seconds.

“May I get back to what you demanded of me, or will we keep wasting time?” Christine said, biting her lower lip impatiently.

A newfound understanding, which he realized he should have probably picked up a long time ago, ushered his blood faster through his veins. If he’d noticed it a while ago, it might have helped their relationship along more quickly. Better late than never, at least.

“I want the best blowjob of my life, so you’d better deliver.”

A flash of playful indignation splashed across the beautiful seductress’s face, but he focused on the ember of heat nearly hidden within the depths of her eyes.

I knew it, Jason thought.

“Are you saying the ones I gave you already weren’t the best you’ve ever experienced?”

“I’m telling you to make sure this one is,” he said, pushing his hand into her hair and grasping it firmly. “Now.”

Try as she might to conceal it, Jason knew that he’d said the right thing when he saw her shiver with anticipation. Guiding her head forward, even if she maintained her glare up at him, her mouth proved a willing sleeve for his cock. With another guttural groan as her payment, he watched eagerly as Christine put her all into deepthroating him.

She’d a command over her tongue that sent shivers through his spine. With each determined motion, her tongue twirled along the underside of his shaft. It induced quiver after quiver within him, and he tensed resistantly before the adroit skill Christine Miller displayed.

He could see in her eyes that she intended to shove him over the edge swiftly, almost certainly so that she could taunt him for it afterward. Her lips glued around his throbbing member, urging pleasure into his sensitive flesh with the frenetic pace of her mouth. The sloppy moans she released from the depths of her throat assaulted Jason with a cruel intent.

Not yet, Christine. Not until you’re an even bigger mess than the one you think you’ll turn me into.

“You’ll have to do better than that,” he said, stroking her sore breast gently. She quivered and flashed a wary look at him. “Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle. But you should know better than to bring these sexy things near me if you don’t want them played with.”

Belabored by the size of his cock as it pushed its way down her tight throat, she could do little more than exhale a warning through her nostrils. Jason smiled, ignored it, and cupped her right breast gently.

Its heft and heaviness aroused him beyond belief. As he slowly swept his hand over her smooth skin, finding the occasional marring that his earlier roughness with his teeth had created, he almost felt bad. Reminding himself of the passion she’d exhibited and her claim that her body would heal and get used to that level of attention soon, he stuffed those worries away.

Clearly worried about what might happen if his expedition reached her nipple, which protruded erect and enticing to his eyes, Christine grabbed his wrist and dragged it to her throat. Guiding him to squeeze her slender neck, she sped up her sucking and moaning with a feverish intensity. The glorious pools of blue set within her gorgeous face pinned him in place.

“Swallow every last drop, Christine.”

“Mmhmm, mmhmm,” she purred, running her hands down her stomach and playing with herself over her tight leggings.

Jason breathed laboriously. Knowing he couldn’t keep quiet, he focused on willing the rest of himself to remain poised and in control. He tightened his grasp on the side of Christine’s throat, careful not to cut off her airflow.

“If you spill even a drop, I’ll make you walk around naked all day tomorrow. Even when we go on our morning jog together.”

Christine popped his cock out of her mouth. “You’re making a lot of assumptions about how long you’ll be staying.”

Jason tugged her head back toward his cock. Grinning, Christine swept her tongue along his shaft’s side all the way to the base. The carnal glee shimmering in her eyes disarmed the threat in her words.

“I’m staying for as long as it takes,” he replied.

“To do what, exactly?” the seductive blonde asked as she slathered his shaft with her saliva.

Jason cupped her cheek and lifted her eyes to his, giving her a perfect window into his feelings. For just a moment, she froze. He nodded.

“To make sure I’ll always be welcome here when I want to drop by.”

A wavering look that shifted between an almost girlish embarrassment and a concerned wariness foisted itself upon the wealthy woman’s lovely face. Chewing on the corner of her lower lip, she gave him an answer that he decided he could work with.

“We’ll see. This can be a trial run, of sorts.”

“How am I doing so far?”

With a maverick look in her eyes, Christine kissed his iron-hard length. “I’ll let you know shortly.”

Jason returned his hand to her throat as Christine bombarded his cock with her searing lips. She made a quick stop at his balls, which found some relief in their aching thanks to her sultry tongue. His cock twitched impatiently before long, laden with demanding neediness.

Christine chuckled upon noticing his cock’s cry for attention. She gathered her mouth back to his shaft, sliding those scorching lips of hers along its underside as she returned to its top. Ready to fulfill her promise, Christine eyed him.

His heart thudded with the bombastic enthusiasm of a drummer’s first real gig. Jason’s throat needed liquid, dry as sandstone, but that need came in as a distant second to his urge to cum. Nodding to Christine, who winked at him, he guided her head with his hand until his cock vanished entirely between her swaddling cheeks.

“Fuck,” he groaned as she swept her tongue over his shaft. “You’re not allowed to stop this time until I cum.”

Christine’s eyes flashed with a mirthful promise that she wouldn’t need long. Working in tandem to find the best rhythm, slow motions swarmed his sensitive member with euphoria. Not lasting very long, the pace accelerated swiftly.

“Fuck, yesss,” he groaned as Christine bounced her sexy lips over his cock repeatedly. He gripped her hair tightly, flaxen strands spilling in all directions due to his roughness.

She didn’t seem to mind. Instead, as he’d intuited earlier, she seemed to enjoy it quite a bit. As he kept her mouth bobbing from tip to base, she purred seductively—and that vibration alone flexed every muscle below Jason’s waist.

Rough, wild, animalistic, he demanded the euphoric release his body yearned for. Eyes brimming with seductive glee, she obeyed.

Jason clenched his teeth in a futile measure to last another few minutes. His entire body rebelled against his desire, utterly overwhelmed by the prolific devil bobbing her seductive head and speeding him toward an earth-shattering climax.

So, maybe it was the best blowjob of his life. He wasn’t going to tell her that anytime soon. Yet, given the subtle smirk she somehow managed even while deepthroating him, he realized she knew it.

“Don’t, ungh, forget! Not a drop spilled!”

Christine sped up just a fraction more. The pleasure barreling through his cock shuddered through him like a cresting wave beginning its crash upon the shore. Jason bellowed a bestial groan and climaxed.

Instinctively, he arched his hips forward. Christine eagerly shoved her lips to his cock’s throbbing base as he erupted with the force of a howitzer.

His seed surged out of him, and only his grip on Christine’s head kept them fully connected. As mind-shivering pleasure coursed through his veins, caught up in a longwinded moan because of it, he felt Christine sucking greedily to fulfill her promise. With contracting motion, his euphoria carried him higher. His mind blanked, his eyes turned sightless, and his passionate cry dimmed to a dull roar in his ears.

After the first few geysers of pleasure ripped through him, exhaustion bent him forward like a sapling in a hurricane. He shadowed Christine’s head from the sun, removing his hand from her neck to plant it on her shoulder for support.

And still, she kept sucking. Weak-kneed, muscles as useful as melted rubber, gasping for air, the immutably sexy woman sucking his cock ensured that there was no doubt.

It was the best blowjob he’d ever experienced. Nothing, not even her previous attempts, came close.

She must have known as much; she could have stopped and claimed her victory with a self-satisfied smirk at any time, but she didn’t.

She wanted him to keel over—that must have been it. She wanted him to collapse onto the ground, and then, only then, would she free him from his prison between her sultry lips—purely so she could smirk and taunt him for succumbing so entirely.

He nearly did collapse. Sensitive to the point of teetering with each new sensation that prickled his throbbing member, he groaned for relief.

Christine’s eyes flew up to his, spotted his precarious grasp on remaining upright, and finally, in a rare act of mercy, she pulled her mouth from his cock. Jason staggered back a step, balance a foreign concept to his body currently, and Christine snatched his wrist with her good hand before he collapsed onto his ass.

Eyes locked in a tawdry embrace, Christine lifted her chin high. With her slender neck bared to him erotically, he watched it quiver as every drop of his seed slid down it as she swallowed. Christine bared her teeth in a beatific smile. Standing up, they soon traded places—with him sagging to the ground and her towering over him.

“Do I even need to ask?” she purred.

Jason heaved some air into his lungs, then beckoned for Christine to lay beside him. Chuckling, she nestled against him, although she remained careful about pushing her sore breasts too tightly against his side.

“It was pretty good, I admit,” Jason said.

Christine snorted. “Don’t lie. I’m pretty sure I saw you staring into the depths of nirvana. It was the best head you’ve ever gotten—be honest. None of the others could have treated you to such pleasure.”

“Well, maybe that’s true. But I still plan to give them plenty of chances to try.”

Rolling her eyes, she patted him on the chest. “Myself included? I’m always game to try and beat my current high score.”

The lively twitch in Jason’s cock, surprising them both that it possessed some life still left in it, answered that question boisterously enough.

“Good. Maybe tomorrow morning. Or in the afternoon. Or in the evening.” Christine tapped her lips. “Who knows when I’ll get thirsty again?”

“You’re thirsty all the time, you succubus,” he retorted with a laugh. His eyes then widened as her meaning dawned on him. He grinned. “So, I am welcome to stay over into tomorrow?”

“Just until you realize that I’m the best and greatest.”

“Might be sooner than you think,” Jason said, giving her butt a pinch.

Christine patted him on the chest. “It should have already happened.”

As Jason made to reply flirtatiously, a chime from his phone called for both of their attention. Together, their eyes shifted toward his pile of clothes not far away.


Chapter Five

The Ugly Past

The sight of Angela’s bared breasts, immaculate in size, shape, and lift, revived Jason faster than a shot of pure adrenaline. His heart immediately throbbed, as did another part of him. A soft hand laid itself on his thigh, which only further aggravated his body with desire.

“What a naughty woman you’ve turned her into,” Christine purred into his ear as she nestled up against him. “Or maybe that’s who she’s always been, and you’ve just helped awaken her.”

Jason didn’t have anything witty to reply with; he was still overcome by the sheer bliss of the world he now lived in.

Angela’s picture involved her taking an image of herself in a restroom mirror. She’d thrust up her blouse, dragged down her bra, and zoomed in with her phone so that they could only see up to her seductive lips, then snapped the arousing picture. Even if it wasn’t in the sexiest venue, even if it’d been clearly rushed so she could avoid detection, it was the best gift he’d ever received.

If he could have gotten away with it, he’d have made it his screensaver.

Unfortunately, for a plethora of reasons, including one right below the picture in the form of a text, he couldn’t get away with such a decision. Beside him, seeing the text as well, Christine snorted.

“That’s rude.”

Jason chuckled as he reread it.

Here it is. Christine gets to look at it for five seconds. That’s it. If she complains, you have my permission to kick her off the team.

It was obviously a joke, but Jason grinned all the same. “Hear that, Christine? I hold your fate in my hands.”

“Is that right?” the smolderingly sexy blonde said as she slid her soft hand up to the base of his shaft. “Then I’ll just hold this in mine.”

Wise to her game, Jason shook his head. “You can later.” He put his phone away, knowing he’d spend plenty of time admiring his new favorite picture later. “That’s all three challenges completed, Christine. You know what that means.”

Obstinate to the end, she batted her eyelashes at him and slowly began stroking him off. “Wouldn’t you rather just see where this leads instead? Seeing Angela’s big tits has really turned me on. Enough that I might let things go a bit further than they have so far.”

Knowing his body would seethe at him later, he caught her by the wrist and stopped her enticing movements. “Nice try, Christine, but no. I won our game. It’s time for us to have a conversation.”

“God, read the room,” she said grumpily.

“We’re outside,” he again reminded her.

She rolled her eyes at him. “Ass.”

He didn’t apologize. “It’s what I have to be today.”

Christine’s face twisted with anxiety as she removed her hand from his manhood. “Can’t we just fuck and not talk about that stupid bitch?”

“Afraid not. I know you don’t want to, but I know you’re good for your word. A deal’s a deal.”

The right side of Christine’s mouth curled upward in disgust. “Really wishing I wasn’t right now.”

“Is sharing this really that hard?”

“No, it’s not, but I can do without the trip down memory lane. I’m going to get depressed again if I must lay it all out.”

“I don’t want that,” he said. “But I don’t want you to end up like you have this time if you lose to Erica and her team again in the future. So, I’ve got to keep insisting, Christine. I am sorry for opening old wounds, but this is the only way I think we can start resolving things.”

“So, all the other women get a stud who’ll fuck them senseless, yet I end up with a therapist? How ironic is that?”

“You know I’ve wanted nothing more than to fuck your brains out since this all started,” he retorted. “You’re the one who’s been keeping that from happening, not me.”

“Anticipation and progression go hand-in-hand. The best rewards are earned over time, not immediately.”

“Well, we’re adding a bit more time to it,” Jason said. “Now, no more delaying. I’m serious, Christine. Tell me why that one woman can almost turn you into someone unrecognizable to all of us.”

She glared; she grumbled; she swore under her breath. Yet, at the end of the day, he was right about her. She was good to her word.

“Fucking fine… but know that you’ve lost your privileges on picking which bed you sleep in tonight.”

“Duly noted.”

Christine exhaled a frustrated groan as she stared up at the sky. “Okay. Okay, okay, okay. Fuck. Fine.”

Jason remained silent as Christine worked through whatever ritual she needed to wade through in order to open up to him. As the woman colorfully swore a few more times at the sky, he restrained a smile, knowing it’d earn nothing but trouble if she saw it.

“All right,” Christine suddenly said, slapping her thigh with her uninjured hand as she pulled herself into a cross-legged position. “We’re starting, so pay fucking attention.”

“I will, Christine. I promise.”

Grumpier than the Grinch on Christmas, she finally began her story.

“I’m not some ‘pulled herself up from squalor and made her millions’ story, just so you know. I won’t act like I wasn’t born with a silver spoon in my mouth or that everything I’ve got today is because of my ingenuity and grit. I had more than just a head start on my path, okay? Just to be clear.”

“Sure,” Jason said slowly, unsure of the importance of this revelation but willing to let her say whatever she felt she needed to say.

“Erica and I met in college. We weren’t stereotypical roommates turned besties. Instead, we were stereotypical next-door neighbors who both fucking hated our respective roommates. God, Louise, why were you so damn into the Three Stooges?” Her eyes focused on him, departing the memory fogging them. “And I mean into, Jason. She wasn’t just some mega fan. It wasn’t just custard out of some pie she was hoping that they’d smear all over—”

“I think I get the picture,” he hurriedly interrupted, before any thoughts of Larry, Curly, or Moe grew even more cursed than Christine had already made them.

“Right.” Christine cleared her throat. “Anyway, Erica and I met as freshmen, bonded over how terrible it was living with the people we did, and soon became close friends. We found we shared many things, in fact. We played volleyball together for our school, liked the same movies, shows, and music, and both planned to become beauty specialists—with the same goal of opening our own businesses. So, given that it seemed like a match made in heaven, plans for businesses naturally became plans for a business.

“‘Never go into business with your best friend’ is a lesson I’m now sharing with you, free of charge. It might initially feel like a dream, but it will always end horrifically.” Christine sighed and shook her head, clearly wading through unpleasant memories.

“What went wrong?” Jason asked softly.

“Turns out, agreeing about most things doesn’t equate to agreeing about everything. After graduating, we invested—well, I invested—into starting our business. We weren’t just best friends anymore; we were business partners.”

“Erica came from a more modest lifestyle than mine; she wanted us to take things slow and steady. I didn’t. I wanted to market aggressively, research and launch new products swiftly, and ruffle feathers with a big splash right out of the gate. We argued almost every day, it felt like.

“I’d put in more stake than she had when we started, so I ultimately decided that I should be allowed to take a risk or two if I so pleased. I won’t act like that wasn’t wrong of me, but I was impatient with how she dragged her feet month after month. One such risk paid off massively. It could have carried us straight to the big leagues.” She looked at him flatly. “Safe to assume that you barely know the difference between mascara and eyeliner?”

“Pretty safe,” he agreed.

“Then I won’t bore you with the details. Just know that I might own a house even nicer than this one if that bitch hadn’t stabbed me in the back.”

Jason arched an eyebrow and glanced toward the resplendent mansion in the background.

“Pissed off at me for going over her head and jealous that my way of doing things had worked out, she went and sold our secrets to a competitor.” Acid dripped off her every syllable, so potent that it could have melted through steel. “She betrayed me. She made her wealth by sticking a dagger in my back, and the bitch has never once shown a drop of remorse about it. I despise her with every fiber of my being. If I could, I’d lap up every tear that fucking traitor has ever spilled and use it for moisturizer.”

Jason withheld his input while Christine seethed. Eventually, he said, “I get why you hate her so much. What she did sounds awful—and illegal.”

“Oh, it was both,” Christine said, grinding her teeth together. “But I wasn’t prepared to get into a massive legal dispute with one of the biggest corporations in the business at the time. So, Erica got to make her millions off the back of my work, and I got to watch it happen.”

“I’m sorry.” Jason didn’t know quite else to say. For a couple minutes, they sat in silence together. “I do get it now that you’ve explained it.”

Christine nodded, anger still punctuating her voice sharply. “Good. Then don’t give me any more shit for feeling like this.”

Jason shook his head. “Sorry, no.”

Christine’s eyes burned like a volcano about to erupt. “Excuse me?!”

“I get why you hate her. Hell, I support your right to. If you know where she lives, we’ll go on over and teepee her house tonight—anything that’ll make you feel better. But ultimately, I didn’t come over to learn why you hate Erica so much. I came over here because your team needs you to be able to play—and maybe lose, occasionally—to Erica without turning into a depressed hermit.”

“That’s not what I did!”

“Oh, yes, it is.” He jabbed an accusatory finger at her. “Where were you at the party yesterday? The party in your backyard, which you originally set up, which you mostly paid for, which you decided to skip out on so you could sulk. Even if Angela’s the team captain, you know you’re a leader on this team. Your absence matters. It matters to them more than you seem to realize. You matter to them more than you seem to realize. Yesterday was a chance for the team to heal after a stinging loss. Olivia, especially, could have used some consoling from you.”

“She got plenty of it without me,” Christine muttered under her breath, though her molten heat seemed cooled by his chastisement.

“Have you sent anyone any texts, made any calls, checked on how anyone else is doing after the loss?”

Christine clenched her jaw. “No.”

He shook his head and sighed. While he didn’t want to belabor the point, they hadn’t quite gotten to the root of the problem. “When we played in the final, were you focused on Served Hot versus the Cross Fires, or were you focused on Christine versus Erica?”

The silence proved deafening. As color flushed her skin, Christine grimaced, fully aware of the truth he spoke. Jason nodded, though he softened his attack after that.

“At the end of the day, volleyball’s a team sport. In almost every play, multiple people will touch the ball. The sport just isn’t suited for one-on-one grudge matches. No matter how the last game went, no matter how the next one does, it’ll never truly be you against her. She didn’t beat you, and you’ll never beat her. It’s Served Hot against the Cross Fires, and the winner will be decided by which team of six is stronger that day. If you want to settle things with Erica, take up mixed martial arts or something.”

Staring at him with a stranger look than Jason had ever seen scrawled across her lovely features, Christine snorted softly. “I’d kick her ass if we did.”

“I bet you would,” he agreed.

Sitting in a protracted silence, Jason kept his eyes from wandering. He’d finally managed to say what he’d come here to say, though not even in his strangest dreams would he have imagined they’d have sat across from one another naked while saying them. Things never quite went as he planned when Christine Miller was involved.

Sighing loudly, almost exaggeratedly so, Christine crinkled her nose at him. “This hurts. This fucking hurts.”

Jason raised a confused eyebrow at the woman’s antics.

“I cannot believe that a star hitter has reprimanded me. You all are supposed to be the fucking egomaniacs of the sport.”

“Ha!” Jason broke into an immediate and understanding grin. “Not a chance. Everyone knows that setters are the divas of any team. Just because you all touch the ball nearly every play, you think that you’re somehow more important than the rest of us.”

“Well, it’s not untrue, is it?”

“Exactly my point,” he said. “Why don’t we go ask your teammates what they think?”

Christine flared her nostrils and folded her arms. “They’re obviously going to take your stance since you’re fucking all of them.”

“And whose fault is that, General?”

“I think you mean, ‘thank you, thank you, I’m so lucky to have met you.’”

Jason lurched forward so suddenly that Christine’s shock didn’t register upon her beautiful face until he’d already pushed her onto her back. Planting his hands on either side of her head, he lowered himself until their noses nearly met. A blatant pulse raced within her slender neck.

“Thank you, thank you, I’m so lucky to have met you. You are still a diva, though.”

Jason tautened as he felt soft hands creep down his stomach toward a resurgent stiffness afflicting his body. Christine smiled and arched her back so that her nipples brushed against his.

“In a good way, right?” Her hands found his erection.

“Most of the time,” he whispered, brushing his lips against hers.

“Right now?”

“That depends,” he said, forcing his libido into the background. “Have my points managed to get through that thick skull of yours?”

“Rude.” Christine splashed cold air on his nose as she exhaled tightly, but she matched her seriousness to his. “I’ll let everyone know I’m sorry for not being there yesterday.” She grimaced. “And I will… try to be a better teammate and focus more on what’s good for the team than on my personal grudge with that nasty, treacherous, thieving bitch.”

Jason arched an eyebrow and chuckled. “Is that all she is?”

“Hideous, untalented, wretched—the list goes on.” Something sordid flared within her vibrant eyes, and Christine began stroking him off. “You know what would really get me going?”

“What that might be?” he asked, running his thumb from her neck toward her jaw. His goal remained her slightly parted lips.

“If, after we go over and teepee that whore’s house, you make sure her trees and house aren’t the only things covered in white.”

Jason shivered with anticipation just from imagining the possibility. “Do I get to have a bit more fun here before then if I agree to?”

Christine purred and sped her hands up. “I would never let my man leave my sight unsatisfied.”

Jason brushed his lips against hers again. “Your man? I thought I was your soldier?”

“No, you’re too insubordinate for my army, so I’m kicking you out.”

“So I’m just a civilian now?”

“Yep. You’re getting an honorable discharge, though.”

Jason snorted at that truly horrible joke. “If I’m no longer in your army, then I don’t have to follow your commands any longer.”

Christine eyed him with a playful wariness. “Technically. But you’re a good boy, right? You’ll still listen to your former leader.”

Jason smiled and stole a kiss. “I don’t think I will.” He pushed away Christine’s hands from his cock, then straddled her torso. As his cock entered the gap between her mountainous breasts, she bit her lower lip.

“You’re not even going to ask?”

Shaking his head, he slipped the tip of his cock between the lovely orbs. “I’m not even going to ask. I’m just taking.”

The intensity of lust that roared through Christine’s gaze could have burned him. Biting her lower lip as he fit his cock between her breasts, she wordlessly brought her hands to their outer sides. Arching her back willingly, she gave him the best possible access to titfuck her.

“Do you have some more left to give?” his seductive lover teased.

“For you, always.”

Grinning, Christine kneaded her breasts around his cock as he started with slow, languid thrusts between them. Their eyes remained locked, even as Christine’s tongue leaped to meet his cock’s tip each time it breached the valley. Lust and desire allowed a newer, purer emotion to stand alongside them. Heartbeats attuned, bodies connected, Jason broke into a broad grin.

“What?” Christine said.

“You’ll get mad if I say it.”

Christine rolled her eyes and moved her breasts more skillfully around his cock. Pleasure coiled around his manhood and sped his pulse up. A penetrating look spied right into his mind.

“I already know what you want to say. Just say it.”

Jason shook his head obstinately. “I’ll say it at some point, just not today.”

“It’s rude to make a lady wait.”

He shrugged. “You’ve called me rude how many times? It must be true.”

Christine snorted but didn’t press him to speak his true thoughts. “It must be. You are about to cover my saintly face in something very improper.”

“Saintly?”

“That’s right. Saintly.”

Jason smiled. Their rhythm flexed faster, louder, more intense. The air clawed at their bodies with the heat of summer, which joined the nature of their physical exertions. Sweat gathered, streaking down both their bodies, but neither minded. Connected, unwilling to break it, their bodies moved as their eyes spoke silent truths to the other.

Letting out his moans, his partner smiled at his honesty. His hands instinctually fell to her breasts, though he remained careful not to bother her sore nipples. He palmed the enormous things gently on the sides, feeling their magnificent weight.

“Up,” Christine growled suddenly.

Quickly, Jason found himself no longer mounting Christine, who pushed him off her, then back toward the nearest chair. The moment his butt landed on it, the seductive vixen smashed her breasts around his cock and struck him full force with the brunt of her talents.

A quick grin later, Christine spit upon his cock, letting her saliva seep between her breasts. Jason grumbled, then grimaced, then clenched his hands together as the pleasure quickly mounted. Upon sensing his impending climax, with a purposeful slowness, Christine slowed herself down. Her tongue swirled around his glans as she met his eyes once more.

Christine softly scraped her fingernails over Jason’s thighs, letting her forearms keep her breasts’ pressure snug around his cock. A perfect sight, yet equally as aggravating.

“Now, there’s something important I feel like I should ask about before I let you take a nap after I wring you dry.”

“What is it?”

She smiled and tormented him by almost dragging her rising body to a halt. A couple of inches each second, his cock ached for more stimulation than that. Eager to reach the brink and leap beyond it, Jason’s hips flexed to get a bit more motion.

“You said you’re staying here tonight, right?”

“That’s… right.” He grimaced as his body swam toward the edge. “Is that all?”

“No.” Her eyes smoldered with delight at his urgent need—and the barest thread holding him from finishing the job himself. “I wanted to know about tomorrow night, too.”

“Tomorrow night?”

“And the night after. Oh, and the night after.”

Jason snatched a gasp as understanding dawned. A question rose first in his thoughts, but he smothered it, remembering from earlier the right way to word it. This was a tipping point, he knew. Their relationship dwelled on the cusp of numerous possibilities, and this was Christine’s way of inviting him to decide for them both.

“I just figured I’d make myself right at home for the rest of summer vacation. Maybe longer.”

Christine batted her long lashes. “I guess I’m okay with that.”

“Though, I do have other places I might spend the night at. Because she’s so nice, Yvette lets me sleep in her bed whenever I stay the night.”

“She spoils you too much,” Christine said, picking up a bit of speed at long last. Jason arched like a cat stretching in the sun, pleasure pounding on him like a drum. “They all do.”

“I think they spoil me just right. You’re the one still playing hard to get.”

Christine’s brilliant smile flashed brighter than the sun. “I just like to see you squirm a little, that’s all. Not everything you get can be too easy, or you won’t appreciate how you got it.”

“No more squirming today, please,” Jason groaned, clawing the chair’s arms for support as his body suffered for control before her onslaught. “I can’t take much more.”

“If you insist,” Christine said, sighing. “After what you put me through today, I was planning to give it another twenty minutes at least.”

“I’d die,” he said.

“I’d resuscitate you,” Christine said with a wink. She stuck her tongue out above his cock, and put her bouncing breasts, coated in sweat, saliva, and precum, to their ultimate task. She didn’t need a tenth of the time she’d said she wanted.

Futile to resist, Jason still strained like a fishing line pulled to its end. Just as unceremoniously, the line eventually just snapped. The effects arrived immediately. He groaned and shuddered and clenched. Rapturous ecstasy gushed over him. His seductress earned her desires without another moment’s delay.

He fired his first hot geyser straight into Christine’s tempting mouth. The second splattered over her lower lip and chin. The third, lacking the force of its predecessors, coated her throat. The rest of his seed poured over her tits, which Christine kept at work until she’d—as promised—wrung him dry.

Teasing him with the swirling madness of her tongue after she swallowed audibly, she nuzzled his thigh with her cheek.

“Let’s get you that nap. There’s more trouble to get up to tonight.”

“That’s the plan,” he said, sagging as he heaved oxygen into his belabored lungs.


Chapter Six

Stolen from the Sky

Jason did not sleep in the guest room that night. He never did again. After they relived young adolescence together by hurling long lines of toilet paper all over Erica’s front yard, with Christine ensuring that they correctly—as if teepeeing were an art form with proper techniques and designs—draped her twin oak trees before they finished, they engaged in numerous sordid acts practically upon her doorstep. Jason almost wished he could have found out how Erica would have reacted if she found her mortal enemy climaxing over and over just outside her front door. However, and probably for the better, no one detected their juvenile, then licentious, acts.

Upon their return to Christine’s, both in high spirits, he ran a bubble bath for his partner in crime, who needed to keep her splint dry. Unsurprisingly, after she called him in midway through her soak, he ended up using her throat as a drain for his lust as she leaned over the edge of her bathtub and gagged loudly on his length. At that point, Jason’s body finally revolted against any further stimulation—to his frustration and Christine’s mirthful bragging.

Running a shower in another bathroom while Christine finished her bubble bath, they dried off while ordering pizza and ate a late supper together on her couch. As midnight approached, Jason prepared to make his way to the guest room.

“Oh, shut up,” Christine had snorted.

“I didn’t say anything.”

She’d rolled her eyes, clutched him by the wrist, and hauled him into her bedroom. Spooning the voluptuous beauty against him throughout the night, he woke up to such a wonderful smile that he’d no choice but to push her onto her back, spread her lithe legs, and put his tongue and fingers to work turning Christine’s voice hoarse well before noon arrived.

Right as noon arrived, they both heard his phone chime with a text. Climbing off his lap long enough for him to seek his phone out from his pocket, his blonde lover leaned her head on his shoulder as he opened Olivia’s text.

Could we meet up today for a lesson? I want to be ready for the rematch.

“Rematch?” Christine asked, snapping her gaze toward his.

Oops.

“Oh, did I not mention that?” he asked, playing coy.

“You most certainly did not!” She glared at him. “Fess up right now.”

“You’d have known if you’d come out to the party like everyone else.”

“Jason.”

He sighed. “I may have invited the Cross Fires over to your neighborhood tournament at the end of the month.”

“You did what?!” Christine’s face showed more shock than anger, which he knew he ought to be grateful for.

“The idea came to me, so I went for it.”

He earned a sharp jab to the side. “When were you planning to inform me of this impending rematch?”

“Soon,” he promised. “Probably today, honestly, because of how yesterday went. I wasn’t going to just drop it on your lap right before, I promise.”

A scowl remained, but his ribs remained safe from further prods. “I’m usually game for surprises, as you well know, but I don’t appreciate being the last to know about this.”

“I apologize. I didn’t know how you’d react, honestly—if you’d want to play them again so soon.”

“Of course I do! I want to crush… them.” Christine clenched her teeth as she overcame her desire to announce her sworn enemy’s name. “This time, we’ll show them we’re the better team.”

Jason grinned and pushed Christine down with a hard kiss. Their hands started another bout of steamy behavior, yet the softer pair soon pressed against his chest.

“Your protégé is probably waiting for a reply.”

“Oh, right.”

Christine smiled seductively. “I know, I know, I’m all you can think about.”

Rolling his eyes, he nodded at her. “Could I invite her over here? If the tournament is outdoors, she should get used to playing on a court with sun and wind and all that.”

Christine teased him by running two fingers up his chest. “If I weren’t so supremely confident in how twirled around my finger you are, I’d be a bit miffed that you’re inviting a younger woman over for you to play with at my home.”

“We’re going to be practicing, not fooling around.”

His proclamation garnered a look so rife with disbelief that he’d have needed a machete to wade through it. Christine patted him on the thigh.

“You’re not fooling anyone, babe. I’ll go out and grocery shop while you two exert yourselves. Just remember to clean up afterward. I don’t want to slip on the court later.”

Ignoring his further protestations, Christine swaggered off upstairs to get dressed. Sighing and shaking his head, Jason let Olivia know—sans a few details—that Christine was open to them using her backyard court for their lessons.

Cool! See you in a bit!

While waiting for Olivia’s impending arrival, Christine headed out to run her errand. Jason meandered a bit, then headed out front to wait for a sighting of Olivia’s car at the gate. He didn’t spend much time at all considering his lesson planning, nor would he for future sessions. From the moment she’d approached him about his help, he’d known what he intended to teach her.

He saw a familiar vehicle turn up at Christine’s gate. Before she even buzzed the panel beside it, he popped the gate open for her. After parking beside his, a young woman as radiant as the sun bounced out of her car.

Slender, tan, and nubile, Jason found himself mesmerized by Olivia as she jogged up to him with a vibrant smile. The rapturously beautiful brunette possessed more cheer within her narrow form than most carnivals could muster, which harshly juxtaposed the extreme sorrow that had clogged her eyes after the tournament finals the other day.

Even though she was a neophyte to the sport of volleyball, she’d volunteered to step in so that Served Hot wouldn’t have to forfeit after Christine’s injury forced her off the court. Try as they might to prevent her from being targeted by the Cross Fires, it’d ultimately—and unsurprisingly—fallen short of the goal. No one with any sense cast any blame on Olivia, but it hardly dampened the gut-wrenching feeling of powerlessness that he knew she’d experienced.

Which was precisely the reason she stood before him now. Because she never wanted to feel that way. Jason had hopped one hundred percent onboard with helping her achieve that goal after she’d shared her desire for private lessons.

“So, is Christine around?” Olivia asked after bounding up to him, her eyes so radiantly blue that they seemed to have stolen their light from the sky. She peered past him toward the doorway he’d left open.

Jason shook his head. “She’s out running an errand.”

“Is she doing any better?”

He smirked playfully. “Of course. Why, did you doubt me?”

Olivia beamed. “Nope, not me.”

Folding his arms, he made a face. “Meaning some of you did doubt me. Who?”

The vivacious woman held her hands out. “It’s not for me to say. It’s a secret among women.”

“That’s not fair.”

“Sorry,” Olivia said, restraining a giggle with some trouble.

Jason made a point of grumbling to himself as he beckoned Olivia inside. As she passed by, bouncing jovially with each step, he raked his gaze down her beautiful form. Before his eyes even found her butt, his hand already had.

Olivia yelped and nearly leaped to the doorframe’s ceiling. Wrinkling her nose at him, she smacked playfully at his hand as it pursued her for another meeting with her enthralling behind.

On their way indoors, Jason gathered at least two more handfuls of Olivia’s alluring backside. She stuck her tongue out at him, following the last of those, and spun around, beginning to backpedal toward their destination as a means of staving him off.

As if that would have ever worked.

She’d arrived in light blue running shorts, which hardly covered her tan, lithe thighs, and a white tank top. With her grinning at him as he took his fill of petting her front half, he kept her from bumping into any furniture on their way.

His hand slid over her cheek, absorbing the warmth of her skin. Running his hand over her lips, aggravatingly alluring at all times of the day, even in his dreams, Olivia surprised him by popping her mouth open and slipping her lips around his thumb. As his eyes widened, an uncommon mischief brightened Olivia’s smile.

She sucked hard on his thumb, making eyes at him the entire time. It didn’t take long before he’d traded his thumb for his fore and middle fingers, with Olivia now loudly gagging as he soaked his fingers on her warm tongue and edged toward her throat.

Her eyes flashed with steamy heat, and Jason breathed it in willingly. Closing the distance between them, he wrapped an arm around her slender waist, then scooped her up from the floor.

Olivia thrust her legs around his waist tightly, gyrating against his growing size. Giving himself a few more seconds to enjoy her sucking, he reluctantly withdrew his fingers from in between her sordid lips.

“Hey,” Olivia said breathlessly. “I wasn’t done with those yet.”

Slipping his hands beneath her shorts and panties, Jason grabbed her butt with both hands, kneading the supple flesh vigorously. He gave her no response, instead busying both their lips as he pushed his onto hers. Both their bodies burning up like two meteors plummeting through the atmosphere together, Jason’s heart resounded like a gong under the tender care of a toddler throwing a tantrum.

A sliding glass door caught their plummet into a bout of lovemaking like the ocean. Their kiss ended.

“We’ve made it to our destination,” Jason said, resisting a dangerous urge to leave volleyball for later. Much, much later, if he got his way.

“You should have taken the scenic route,” Olivia tutted.

“I’ll remember for next time.”

Grinning at him, she made no move to climb down from her perch. So, he didn’t make her. Sliding the door to the backyard open, he did add another minute of kissing and fondling by deviating toward the kitchen. With her sucking hard on his neck while he pressed her against Christine’s fridge, the heat of their bodies met the chill of the metal door. Eventually, he opened one of its two doors and collected a pair of chilled water bottles.

Far too trusting for her own good, Olivia didn’t realize the danger she was in until he’d already slipped them up her shirt and spread their frigid influence all over her lower back. She yelped like a puppy and writhed in his grasp, slapping him on the chest for his meanness.

“I couldn’t resist,” he said, struggling not to grin as she glared at him.

“Yes, you could have!”

Walking with her back to the open backdoor, he only brushed the bottles against the backs of her thighs a few times.

After setting her down outside, she promptly walked behind him and delivered a sweeping but playful kick to his rear. Grumbling at him, she snatched her water from his extended hand and downed a fourth of its sparkling contents. Jason doubled her on that point, then they placed their drinks on the table and set their eyes on Christine’s volleyball court.

“Does Christine know about our impending rematch?” Olivia asked without taking her eyes off the court.

“I let her know for good behavior yesterday,” he said. “All things considered? She took it rather well.”

Olivia remained focused on the court and net ahead of her, and Jason could practically spot the phantoms of the Cross Fires in her vision as her jaw flexed tightly. He laid a hand on her shoulder.

“The rematch will go completely differently.”

Olivia nodded fiercely. “Absolutely.” She finally looked his way. “Should we stretch and warm up?”

While accomplishing both those things, Olivia asked about the day’s lesson plan. Stretching his triceps behind his head, Jason revealed his full intentions for her training.

“We’re going to develop your serve. Seventy to eighty percent of today, and every day we get together, will focus on that.”

Olivia’s brow furrowed, and Jason suspected numerous memories of her failed defensive plays accounted for it. Unsurprisingly for someone as new to the sport as she was, her receiving needed the most work. However, Jason had a few weeks, not a few months. Which meant, if she truly wanted to help defeat the Cross Fires at the end of the month, it was time to specialize, not broaden her general skillset.

“Shouldn’t I work on receiving, timing my blocks better, stuff like that?” she asked, unaware of his thoughts.

So, he laid them out before her.

“We could practice every single day from dawn until dusk, focusing on all those things, and possibly raise you to a decent level here in the next three and a half weeks. ‘Decent’ meaning that you’d still be the worst player on the court in the rematch.”

Olivia blanched, and her face fell. “Oh…”

“For the rematch of the rematch in the Fall, or whenever there’s some Halloween or Thanksgiving tournament both teams participate in, you will be good enough to stand on the same court as your teammates and opponents. So long as that’s what you want.”

“Well, yeah,” Olivia said, tugging her lips over to one side. “I just thought we’d shoot for that for this tournament.”

“Sorry, it’s just not possible. There’re too many aspects of the sport to comfortably pick up in a month, no matter how hard we push it.” He held up his forefinger before Olivia’s sour expression could sink any lower. “So, instead, we’re going to focus on one specific aspect, which will more than make you worth putting into the game.”

Olivia’s chin lifted ever so slightly. “Really?”

He nodded sharply. “I promise. We can't work on teamwork, coordination, and chemistry here, not with just the two of us. That’s another reason it’d be impossible to lift you to everyone else’s level. But… there is one place where none of that stuff matters. A place where, if you’re good enough, you’ll earn points without anyone else needing to do a thing.”

Olivia’s eyes widened in understanding. While she remained pensive, a glimmer of hope sparkled in her eye. Jason smiled and nodded.

“Let’s teach you how to serve.”


Chapter Seven

Float

Scooping up the nearest of the four volleyballs he’d laid out for their usage, Jason spun it upon his palm. As Olivia’s eyes watched its rotations, he backpedaled onto the court. The slender beauty followed him.

“We’ve had this conversation before but serving is the one and only time in volleyball where a player is on an island. During that short time when you toss the ball, and your opponents try to receive it, you’re the sole deciding factor in scoring points for your team.”

Olivia nodded with rapt attention. “I remember.”

Jason walked back behind the end line. He tossed the ball into the air, then caught and cradled the ball. Wearing an instructor’s cap felt strange, especially since he’d quit the sport because of his instructor—though drill sergeant might be a more appropriate term. Aware that he’d need to stow that baggage away for Olivia’s sake, he nodded at her.

“Service aces are obviously the highlight of any serve, but it’s usually a bonus to the main goal, which is to stagger the opponent’s offense and force them to send back an easily blocked or received attack. Even if it makes its way back over to us, our team’s weapons will punish them severely for a feeble attack. That’s the real importance of a good serve. It’s both an offensive and defensive weapon.”

He bounced the ball off his wrist toward her. Olivia caught it, then stared at its seams. “That all makes perfect sense,” she said, though some slight hesitance trimmed her voice. “So, you think I can become a good enough server in a month?”

Jason nodded. “Serving is actually one of our team’s less stellar areas. Christine and Avery are phenomenal servers, and Yvette and Samantha get their points, but it’s never been Clara or Angela’s strong points. We don’t score a lot of service aces when they’re behind the line, and there are some places where a serving specialist could really turn the tide. Stringing together points off a good run of serves can completely break another team’s spirit and momentum.”

“And you think I can be that?” she pressed.

“I wouldn’t waste our time if I didn’t. You’ve been working on your float serve some already. We’re going to speed that process up.”

“But aren’t you a power server?” Olivia asked.

Jason flattened his eyebrows, then beckoned for her to return the ball into his grasp. Once she had, he pointed toward the opposite side of the court.

“Sounds like someone needs a demonstration.”

Surprise momentarily stalled the beautiful woman, but it soon thawed. In its stead, she beamed. “I bet I receive them all.”

Jason grinned. “If you receive even one cleanly, you win.”

“Do I get a prize if I do?”

“Sure. One of the best volleyball players around will teach you how to serve.”

Olivia folded her arms and puffed out a cheek. “An extra prize.”

Jason mused exaggeratedly for some time until Olivia’s glare broke his concentration and forced a grin onto his face. He held out his hands to either side, volleyball in one.

“What would you want?” he asked.

Olivia’s lips curled into a Cheshire grin. “Avery and I are going shopping this weekend. We need someone to carry our bags.”

Jason immediately raised a suspicious eyebrow. “Avery, shopping? For clothes? Are you two looking for new volleyball shoes?”

“Don’t be rude; she can be girly.”

An unexpected image of Avery in a sundress caused a shift in blood toward his groin. He cleared his throat, though the scintillating image remained.

“I’m just teasing. Sure, if you receive one, I’ll come along and be your henchman for the afternoon.”

“Deal!” Olivia turned and jaunted away before he could put in another word.

Once she’d arrived at her position in the back half of her side of the court, she staggered her stance and lowered herself into a ready position. Jason spun the ball in his hand and moved further back behind the service line.

“If you have to take more than two steps from your starting position, it’s a miss from me—that’s my handicap!” he hollered to her. “Also, we aren’t going for forever. Ten serves max.”

“Okay! I’m ready!”

Jason set himself up to serve, and he saw Olivia’s surprise when he showed her his intention to serve with his right hand, not his dominant left. After giving her a few moments to refocus, he began.

Lifting the ball into the air lower than he usually would when power serving, he also didn’t drop his arms down into a backswing for additional power, instead keeping them high and ready. There were a few other notable differences that he wondered if Olivia would spot during his demonstration. She should know a couple of them, given that she’d already started practicing a standing float serve.

After taking to the sky, he contacted the ball with the center of his palm, not his fingers, depriving it of any chance to gain topspin. As if he were high-fiving the ball, it compressed far less than when he usually served. It fired away from him, and he landed inside the court.

A decent serve.

The ball crossed cleanly over the net on its way to Olivia’s waiting arms. Since she’d known it was coming, on top of having already practiced and come to understand the danger of a float serve, he didn’t expect to catch her off guard with it. Nevertheless, he saw the panic flashing within her shimmering blue eyes as the ball suddenly—as if struck by a gust of wind that didn’t exist—rose higher than its initial trajectory suggested.

Jason wore a satisfied smirk as Olivia tried to shift from a standard receiving platform into an overhand one—and failed to do it in time. The ball glanced off her hands above her head, then bounced triumphantly outside the court.

“That’s one!” he called, smiling as she puffed one of her cheeks out. “Nine more to go!”

Nine more swiftly became three more. Olivia hissed under her breath when that number became two. Like several of his serves, she’d gotten this one back into the air as a feasibly—with some heroics—playable ball. However, like the rest, she’d not accomplished it cleanly enough for either of them to consider it a win.

His next serve was utter shit.

Gritting his teeth in frustration as the ball sailed high enough to be mistaken for a plane by someone on the ground, Olivia tracked the ball, then swiveled out of its path. The ball landed well beyond the end line.

“Good eye,” he called as she chased after the ball, focusing on her positives rather than his negatives.

Barely any better, he undercooked the next serve. He knew it, Olivia probably knew it, hell, the insects chirping in the yard probably knew it. Clenching his lips together to control his frustration, he landed on the court and watched.

He had to admit she was a quick learner.

Determination coalescing in her eyes, Olivia stepped forward, hands up, and cleanly passed the ball in the air toward the net. It landed right where a setter would have gleefully accepted her offering, then provided a perfect opportunity for her spiker to slam a point down past his blockers.

Olivia’s glee shone brighter chrome as she pumped a fist through the air and threw her gaze toward him.

Swallowing his self-criticism like a gallon of grape-flavored medicine, he grinned at her. The intensity of Olivia’s joy turned itself up a few hundred more watts.

“I’ll give Avery the good news!” she trumpeted, beginning a path toward her phone.

“Not so fast!”

A quizzical look arrived at his feet.

“That’s nine. One more for ten.”

Olivia cocked her head to the side. “But I already won.”

“A month.” Jason held up a finger. “Receive this ball cleanly, and you can use me like a mule for a whole month.”

She looked at him for a bit, chewing on her lower lip. “I don’t lose this weekend if I don’t, do I?”

“No, it’s safe. This is just a bonus round.”

“Okay, let’s do it.”

After retrieving the ball and passing it over to him, Olivia returned to her place and stance. Likewise, Jason followed suit… with only some slight alterations.

Olivia raised an eyebrow upon spotting him swap which hand held the ball and which foot stood in front. Jason stuck his tongue out at her, then began his approach. The toss was good, as was his approach. Smooth as satin from beginning to end, he grinned and contacted the ball, this time propelling it with his left hand.

As designed, it wobbled drunkenly through the air during its entire journey. Once it neared her, Olivia took a step forward, then froze, unable to read its trajectory. At the last possible second, she lunged for the ball, which had fallen like a bird poached from the sky by an arrow. It bounced off her wrists straight back toward the net. Jason waited for it to roll back to him on the other side.

Smiling almost like a mother would at her child, Olivia shook her head as he collected the ball. “You’re so competitive. You and Avery, both. Is losing that painful?”

“It’s not about that,” he protested.

“Sureee.” Olivia dismissed the conversation with a wave of her hand. “Anyhow, I’ll get you the details once Avery and I iron them out. Because. I. Still. Won!”

She jovially skipped off the court, found her phone, and sent the news of her triumph to Avery. Jason grumbled under his breath but let her enjoy the moment. After that, he quizzed her about what she’d not noticed about his jump float, corrected and added the necessary information as needed, then put her to work practicing her footwork and timing.

Unfortunately, though she took it well, she barely touched the volleyball again for the bulk of their two-hour training session. The fundamentals came first—a fact that she maturely accepted.

With how swiftly she absorbed and applied the knowledge he fed her, he suspected there wouldn’t be too many more days like today.

“We’ll have you in the air soon enough,” he promised.

Olivia responded enthusiastically to that. “We can play a few more games when that time arrives?”

“Sure. I won’t let you win again, so be prepared.”

“You didn’t let me win this time,” she huffed. “I took the win fair as square.”

Jason’s eyebrow shot to the moon. “Fair… as square?”

“Yeah, that’s right!”

“Don’t you mean ‘and’?”

Olivia’s brow furrowed. “Huh?”

Jason struggled not to break, clenching his lips together to stifle his grin. “It’s fair and square, Olivia.”

“It is not.”

“Is so.”

“Is not. That’s how my family’s always said it.”

He pointed to her phone. “Search it.”

So, she did. It didn’t take more than a few taps of her fingertips before Olivia turned a shade of crimson that any farmer would have loved to see on their tomatoes.

“You can’t tell anyone about this!” she blurted, sounding utterly horrified.

“I sort of have to,” he replied, no longer able to stave off a wickedly broad smile. “It’ll be great for team morale.”

“Jason, I’m serious. Don’t you dare!”

“I can’t keep this sort of thing from your teammates, Olivia. I’m sorry, really.”

“You don’t look sorry at all!” she exclaimed as she prodded him on the chest.

“Well, because I’m not,” he admitted.

She glared at him, and he grinned back. Strangely, after a few seconds more, her expression shifted.

“I’ll convince you not to.”

“Unfortunately, that’s impossible.”

“Even if I’m… willing to do anything?” she whispered, taking an aggressive step forward. Instead of feet, the distance between their bodies could now be measured in inches.

Jason’s body responded with as much enthusiasm as it could present. Olivia grinned at the sight of the flush coloring his face. It scrunched into a frown when he shook his head.

“As much as I’d love to let you seduce me into silence, I just can’t hide this gem from your teammates. It’s sort of the law of sports. I’m sure you understand, given your cross-country background.”

Olivia harrumphed and folded her arms. “Fine!”

“We could still have some fun if you want,” he offered.

She stuck out her tongue. “If I’m doomed to this fate, then you have to wait a little longer.”

“Well, that sucks.”

“I agree wholeheartedly.”

Their eyes connected. The silence didn’t last long.

“Okay, maybe a little fooling around before I leave,” Olivia said. “Over the clothes stuff only! I can’t only be doing stuff with you in Christine’s backyard.”

“That’s fair,” Jason said as he scooped the vivacious woman into his arms.

Olivia grinned and, once more, twined her flexible legs around his waist. Connecting her hands behind his neck, Jason didn’t make it a single step toward the indoors before she seized his attention with the sultry heat of her lips.

As their lips danced together passionately, Jason’s hands scorched a path up her bared legs. He felt every lean muscle, explored every lithe contour of her calves and thighs. Upon arriving at the edge of her shorts, he jumped his hands toward her hips.

He pulled his mouth back from Olivia’s. Her smile revealed she knew precisely what request he intended to make.

“But no taking my shirt or bra off,” she purred.

His hands darted up underneath her tank top, flexing the tight-fitting fabric as he ran his hands over her slender sides and flat stomach. Her skin radiated heat like a furnace, yet it was soft as silk, without marring or blemish to impede his exploration.

“You sure you’re not a succubus or something?” he murmured against her lips as he wrapped his hands around her back and found further perfection awaiting him.

“Promise,” Olivia said with batted eyelashes. “Nothing supernatural here.”

“Well, that just makes me more suspicious.” He swiveled his mouth to her throat, kissing it fiercely. “What are you hiding from me?”

Olivia hummed pleasurably as his hands and mouth caressed her supple skin. She dipped her head back, brunette locks flowing like a waterfall toward the ground. Her legs further tightened further as he intensified the kiss on her neck.

“I’m an open… book,” Olivia claimed, swimming her hands into his hair. “I’m not hiding anything.”

“I don’t believe you,” he whispered into her smooth skin. “There’s a secret or two I don’t know about in here, and I’m going to find them.”

Olivia quivered in anticipation as he climbed his hands up her back. Fingertips bumping against her bra’s hook, he teased her by tentatively slipping a finger or two underneath, imitating the act of unhooking it. His actions purchased an uncharacteristically impatient growl from the gorgeous woman wrapped around his waist.

He grinned and plucked at the hook before ultimately letting it snap against her smooth back. Olivia yelped and glared at him.

“I’m just obeying the rules,” he said.

She pouted for the next minute, during which he played with her bra but never brought his hands around to her chest to slip them in for a proper feel. His mouth continued its scorching hot work, leaving smoking hot trails across her neck, jaw, and lips. He could see the wavering in her sapphire depths, like light seeping through cracks in the gems’ structure.

“My bra,” she eventually hissed, sounding emphatically frustrated by his teasing. “You can take that off.”

“Are you sure?” he whispered against the shell of her ear, breath hot upon her skin. “I might not ever give it back.”

She only grunted in answer, though the taut flex of her lithe body spoke volumes. Leading his lips back to hers, his hands slowly worked their way back to the hook of her bra. As their tongues clashed within her mouth, he undid the hook.

No magician, he pulled it down her body with a fair bit of difficulty, battling with the shirt still dedicated to her slender frame. With some aid, which she provided with a roaring impatience, he pulled the bra away from her body. Holding onto her with only one hand, he grinned, gave it a twirl, and flicked the dark blue restraint toward the table.

“Nothing else, right?”

Olivia clenched her jaw and nodded tightly. “That’s… right!” Her eyes went wide as one of his hands traveled to and cupped one of her breasts. “You have to work with what you’ve been given.”

“I promise I will,” he said, grinning at her.

While she didn’t match up to the last pair of breasts he’d handled—Angela the only competitor for that—it was no less as blissful to have earned a free pass to do with the pert orbs as he wished. He could cup the breast in his hand, and he made sure to give it his full attention. Olivia smiled at his obvious interest and then quivered as he massaged her breast with his fingers and palm. A lively protrusion rubbed with painfully obvious arousal against his palm. Jason’s own point of much larger arousal caused Olivia to grin.

“This is so unfair,” he complained, moving from one breast to the other. After giving it its due, he focused on teasing her nipples, which elicited several throaty moans from the vibrant star in human form who’d landed in his arms.

“It’s just… practice,” Olivia panted, dipping her head back for a second time as he massaged his thumb in circular motions around her nipple. “Like today. I didn’t get to really serve any. It was all drills and stuff.”

“I feel pretty practiced by this point,” he replied.

Olivia shook her head. “It hasn’t been with me, so it doesn’t count. You need to, ungh, have at least one or two practice rounds before the real thing.”

“So, the Fourth of July party seemingly doesn’t exist anymore?”

Olivia colored fiercely and leaned her forehead against his. Their eyes locked, and powerful emotions danced vibrantly between them.

“I-it does. I’m just, you know…”

Jason grinned and kissed her. “I know. I’ll play along. So long as it’s one practice round, not two. I don’t know if I could keep my composure if we go on for too long.”

Nodding eagerly, Olivia lifted her chin like a traitor might raise the gate for an invading army. Eagerly, he invaded. The carnage didn’t end until he’d aggravated her body so mercilessly that, upon laying her on Christine’s table, she begged him to lift her shirt up and put his lips to her breasts. Once his mouth blazed a sultry path down to her navel a short time later, he could practically taste how badly she wished to rescind her earlier restraints. Her legs loosened around his waist, and Jason played with her waistband.

Olivia’s eyes bled azure lust, wolfishly hungry for a prize she herself had decided she’d deny them both. Seeing the conflict within her gaze, he decided to offer her a boon.

One of the hands playing with her shorts journeyed further than just their edge. Olivia gasped as his searching fingers ran across her smoothness until a slick opening practically invited them in.

“This is as far as we’ll go, okay?”

“O-okay!” Olivia arched her back as he slipped a pair of fingers inside her. She mewled and bucked like he’d chained her down, grasping his shirt as if she might fall through the table if she let go. Warmth pulsed around Jason’s fingers as he explored her tight cunt, and he searched her angelic face for the right areas to focus upon.

Rapture soon seized the slender brunette, who relinquished her hold on his shirt with one hand, needing it for another purpose. As vivacious moans poured out of her mouth, she clamped a hand over it. Jason winked at her and attacked her weak spots, proud to see such a desirable woman melting because of his skill.

Olivia’s eyelashes fluttered like dragonfly wings, her body arching before turning rigid. Close. She was very close. Focusing on turning “close” into “now,” Jason grinned as a long, throaty moan bled through the cracks between her fingers.

“Cum for me, Olivia,” he whispered, touching his lips to her ear. “Move that hand and let me hear you cry out.”

“Mmmm, mmmm!” Shivering wildly, she shook her head and kept her hand over her mouth.

I guess Avery and I aren’t the only competitive ones, he thought mirthfully.

His fingers worked fervently to break Olivia’s straining resistance. With every deft thrust, he saw the walls crumble a little more within her eyes. It almost felt wrong to sully their purity, though it was far too late in the game for him to start worrying about Olivia’s purity. Upon the zenith of her climax, there was only one path ahead.

Massaging her clit with his thumb proved the final cut to the tethers barely holding her together. Within seconds, Olivia tensed from her toes to her fingertips. Her eyes widened like azure floodlights bursting alive. Even behind her hand, he heard her excited shout clearly.

“Ohhh, ohhh, I’m cumminggg!”

Three more times, she cried something similar. By the time he slid his fingers out of her and gave her a chance to rest, Christine had also returned.

“Is this part of the training regimen?” she asked cheekily, holding a glass of water in her hands as she strode toward them.

Olivia blushed fiercely, but Jason merely shrugged. “Core body strength is an important thing to build up.”

“Oh, I see,” the blonde vixen said, snorting. “How altruistic of you.”

“Thanks, I know.”

Christine handed Olivia, whom Jason had helped get off the table, the glass of water. “Why don’t we have something to eat, and then we can discuss the rest of the day’s training regimen?”

Olivia blushed into her cup as she sipped from it. She didn’t depart Christine’s home until nearly midnight.


Chapter Eight

Sweetness

As the weekend drew nearer, only three days stood before Jason and Sunday’s promised shopping spree with Avery and Olivia. Unsurprisingly, especially with its suggested promises, it occupied most of his mind. However, the upcoming practice on Saturday—the first one since their defeat at the hands of the Cross Fires—held an undeniable importance to it. Jason could see it even in the texts he shared with Angela, Samantha, and Yvette.

This pensiveness did not solely exist because Christine would make her first appearance before the team since her injury and subsequent reclusion, where she’d hopefully follow through with clearing things up properly with her teammates, but also because it marked just three weeks before their rematch. They’d have eight or nine practices to go over and learn from their loss. They couldn’t waste even one of those, especially with Christine still a week away from removing her splint and rejoining practice fully.

Jason almost—almost—missed how students could attend boot camps. Where volleyball reigned supreme for a long three-day weekend, during which little else mattered. Unfortunately for Served Hot, adult life robbed them of the freedom kids and adolescents enjoyed. Maybe they could coordinate their vacation time for a boot camp in the fall of winter. Upon realizing he’d just thought such a thought, he almost couldn’t believe it’d come out of his head.

He put away such thoughts as a plate rife with delectable food placed itself before him. As wafting steam blasted him in the face, savory-sweet aromas cast away any volleyball-related ideas. He grinned at the woman who’d served him.

“It looks great.”

Dark eyes twinkled with delight. “It’s good to have someone around who can taste test for me.”

Glistening with caramelized barbecue sauce, Jason took his fingers to the long rack of smokehouse-quality ribs that Yvette had placed in front of him. Even after his compliment, her gaze remained pensive until he’d sunk his teeth into the succulent meat and stripped a hefty portion of it off the bone it adhered to. She scrutinized him heavily as he chewed, savoring the fantastic taste, then swallowed.

“Tastes great, too,” he informed her.

“Good!” Yvette beamed at him and took her seat before a rack of ribs half that of what he was eating. She still didn’t take a bite of her lunch until he’d cleaned off two more bones from his slab, eyeing him as if worried that he might change his mind.

A tyrannical sun beat down upon their heads today, unopposed in its might by any pleasant wind or stalwart clouds. Even still, neither it nor the grill now cooling down proved the hottest thing around.

That right, as it always did whenever she entered his field of view, belonged to Yvette Allard.

The French enchantress possessed such scintillating beauty that her mere presence shot up the likelihood of a car wreck every time she jogged through her neighborhood. There was no building up resistance or immunity to the dark-haired beauty; she was a tonic as glorious to drink the first time as it was the thousandth.

If she’d let him, he planned to test that theory himself. Based on the heavenly smile gracing her luscious lips as he chowed down on her latest grilling attempt, he liked his chances.

Dressed in a pair of tight jeans and a slim olive-green V-neck that practically burst at the seams to keep her full bust at least somewhat restrained, she’d grinned the moment she opened the door after his knock and found his eyes floundering not to sweep across her every divine curve. Eventually, he’d just given up any chance of halting his wandering eye. Whether he found himself enamored by her beauteous smile, bursting breasts, or curvaceous hips, he drank her more steadily than the lemonade she’d offered him at his arrival.

“I’m glad you like them,” she said, leaning forward on the table. Jason gulped as her breasts compressed alluringly on its hard surface. “They take forever to grill. I started working on them at nine.”

“You can call me back anytime you decide to make them,” he swore. “They’re that good.”

“So, I can only call you back when I have something scrumptious for you to taste?” she purred in her seductive accent.

“You can call me back anytime,” he amended, throat growing parched. “Because there’s always something I want to taste more of here.”

Yvette’s hazel eyes gleamed with pleasure. She separated her subsequent bone from the slab and—far more primly than he managed—scoured it of its meat. Jason reached for his lemonade, leaving a few smears of barbecue sauce on the glass as he scooped it up and nearly emptied its contents. Yet, even after several long gulps, he remained parched as a desert.

Someone knew why.

Yvette licked her fingers slowly, eying him like a hawk would a field mouse outside its burrow. Suddenly, her gaze dropped to her fingers. A ravenous smile appeared on her attractive features.

She extended her hand toward him.

It took Jason far too long to understand, but when he did, as if struck by a bolt of lightning, he stiffened. Staring at her slender fingertips, coated in barbecue, he eyed her, saw the gleam in hers, and then took hold of her wrist. Pulling her along with her chair closer to him, which skidded noisily on the patio concrete, he tasted her fingers.

Yvette leaned in coyly as he sucked on her slender fingertips. He stared directly at her the entire time, letting their heated looks coalesce into something raucously erotic. As a sweet taste and tantalizing heat warmed his tongue, he added a second of the French beauty’s fingers into his mouth.

The pulse in Yvette’s throat darted to life, as did the swell of her breasts as her breathing picked up. Gloriously beautiful, Jason hurried to draw her nearer to him as he continued to enjoy the sweetness of her fingers. Soon, he intended to put his tongue to other, potentially sweeter, places on her sultry body.

With his own fingers similarly coated in barbecue sauce, he resisted an urge to sweep her onto his lap and expedite that process. Aware of the tempestuous desire crackling beneath his fingertips, Yvette smiled slightly—the kind of smile that surged a man with vitality. Beneath her long lashes, she made promises that he stored for later.

“Don’t have too much fun just yet,” she cooed playfully. “My fridge is a bit empty, and I’d prefer to get our groceries before the dinner rush. This is my usual day and time to restock—the store’s always nearly empty.”

In response, he grumbled under his breath, which raised one of Yvette’s eyebrows.

“No, you don’t want to go with me, or no, I shouldn’t go?” she asked.

“Er, sorry.” He almost rubbed his face, but Yvette quickly saved him from smearing his face with sauce. “I didn’t mean to be impatient.”

Yvette smiled beatifically. “It’s a type of compliment, so I don’t mind. I do still want you to wait until after my shopping, however. Then I’m all yours.”

“All mine?” he said, mind racing with lewd ideas.

Tilting her head, she raised a questioning eyebrow. “Are you doubting me?”

“Well, no—”

“Because then you’ve forgotten how all this started,” the woman husked, practically singeing him with the sudden lustful heat that radiated from her eyes. “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten how I practically draped myself over you in the gymnasium, and how Christine came out and huffed like a nagging nun because I was ‘ruining’ her plans with my forwardness. Did I ever give you any reason to think that I’m not going to make sure you fuck me every chance I get?”

Jason’s heart roared like a waterfall as Yvette speared him with her blatant desires. She’d robbed his tongue of her fingers, but she now placed them over his lips, sealing him from speaking. Unless he revised history, there was no answer but one to give.

He shook his head. Yvette smiled and pulled her fingers away from his mouth.

“The other girls can play their games; I just want my lover to pound me senseless with his big, sturdy cock.” Yvette undressed him with a falling look down his body. “That is our deal, remember?”

“I remember,” he croaked. So did his body, which surged blood toward his groin.

“I’m glad you do,” Yvette purred as she watched his shorts tent. “I want you to keep remembering while we go shopping together.” Her eyes raised with salacious intent. “So that when we get back home, you’ll be ready to cover your cock in lube and ram it inside my tight ass. Deal?”

“Do I even need to answer that?”

Her eyes dropped again. “No, I think you already have.”

They pushed through the remainder of their lunch with a feverish intensity, and Jason almost choked on his food twice so that he could finish at the same time as Yvette. She grinned each time, plainly pleased by his rampant impatience to get her to her destination and then back as quickly as possible.

“Don’t be too hasty,” she said after he left his plate looking like a boneyard and started scooping the plates up. “Good things come to those who wait.”

“Not today,” he responded, marching off to do the dishes and clean his hands.

Her sparkling laughter followed him, as did the patter of her footsteps. While he dutifully scrubbed their plates after dumping the bones into her trash can, she set their glass cups beside him and kissed him on the cheek.

“Don’t forget to wash that too,” she said, nodding at the mark she’d left. She escaped before he could return the favor, and he soon heard the sound of her washing up in the nearest bathroom. She re-emerged around the same time as he’d finished the dishes and worked on scrubbing the clinging odor of barbecue from his fingers.

A minute later, Yvette grabbed her keys, but Jason grabbed her. As he crushed her firm butt against his erection, she peered over her shoulder up at him. Long eyelashes fluttered.

“Yes?”

“Just doing what I need to do to make sure I keep remembering what’s waiting when we make it home,” he claimed.

Yvette rolled her eyes, yet she gave a provocative wiggle against him. “Don’t worry, I won’t let you forget. On the car ride or at the store.”

Jason swallowed dryly. Looking down past her gorgeous smile, slender neck, and the bountiful freedom her plunging V-neck provided him of her breasts, he trembled with anticipation. He nodded, held her against him for a few seconds longer, and then finally released her.


Chapter Nine

Her Partner

They hadn’t even left her neighborhood before their edging games began. Yvette’s hand slipped over to his thigh by the first stop sign. In response, Jason ran his hand over her collarbone before the first red light they hit. By the time they reached the grocery store, only a five-minute drive away, Jason had leaned over and started kissing up and down her neck.

Only her pat on his shoulder stopped him from slipping his hand into her shirt in the sparsely populated parking lot they sat in.

“Come on,” she said, smiling seductively at him. “It’s not a short list, but we’ll power through it.”

Knowing he’d get himself into trouble otherwise, Jason shackled his hands behind his back as they grabbed a grocery cart, then set himself as responsible for pushing it along beside the heinously gorgeous woman as they entered the massive grocery store. Within seconds of Yvette’s arrival, especially with her current alluring state of dress, she’d torn the gazes of the otherwise bored cashiers toward her.

“Quite the fan club you have,” he noted.

“Don’t be jealous,” Yvette teased, leaning against him.

Those leers turned into glares aimed at him as they veered off toward the fresh produce. He realized she was a regular sight for them and that he’d likely upset their hopeful fantasies by arriving alongside her. He wondered what exactly they thought when they saw him beside Yvette and if they had any idea about their relationship. Family, friend, a much younger man who fucked her senseless each and every chance he got?

A moment later, any hopes they might have clung to dissolved into ash. Smiling wickedly, Yvette stole one of his arms from the push bar of their cart and wrapped her arms around it, snuggling her breasts tightly against him. With that one act, she declared their relationship more boldly than he’d have ever imagined she would have out in public.

“You’re mine,” she whispered into his ear as they perused the bags of grapes on display. “I want everyone to know it, too.”

“Why don’t we make it even more obvious, then?” he asked.

“How?”

He answered by pressing his lips to hers. After a moment of surprise, Yvette hummed elatedly and prolonged their kiss for several seconds. Bodies adhered as if by magnets, Jason placed a hand on her side, letting its hourglass nature guide it down to her curvaceous hip.

Breaking the kiss off before they delved into a territory that might get Yvette banned from her neighborhood grocery store, their eyes rivaled the sun’s heat with their shared lust. Gawking eyes and dropped jaws barely registered in their peripherals, from workers or the few customers shopping as early in the day as they did, as they made eyes at one another.

A sudden burst of spontaneity took control of Yvette, and the fruits and vegetables went forgotten for a bit longer. “Do you remember our conversation when you came over to my house for the first time? The one preceding a couple of days of you fucking me brainless and me wringing you dry as a desert.”

Jason certainly remembered those parts of his initial few days with Yvette quite vividly. Not quite as well remembered, he still recalled most of the specifics of their conversation over hamburgers leading up to their first bout of passionate lovemaking. But… which part was she interested in dredging up?

“Yeah, I do. We talked about how you came to America, about your ex-husband and his cheating, and about what you wanted from me.”

“‘Something pleasurable,’ I believe I said.”

Jason nodded. “That sounds about right.” A momentary worry coursed through him like a needle of ice scraping across his back. “That is what this still is, right?”

“Certainly,” Yvette said, reassuringly patting him on the hand. “What we have has been more pleasurable than anything I’ve experienced in a very long time.” Given her proclamation, he found the pensiveness dwelling within her eyes unsettling.

“Yvette? Everything okay?”

“It’s just….” She grew silent, frowning.

This time, he reassured her. Slipping his hand out from beneath hers, he took it up staunchly in his grasp. Their fingers flexed around one another, and he shared his strength with her.

As much as his heart hollowed in speaking the words, he forced them out of his throat. “You can say whatever you need to say. I’m listening.”

Yvette tilted her head to the side as she peered up at him. As the shadow of doubt sitting upon her expression fled before sunlight’s invasion, her fingers squeezed him tightly, and she boldly stepped forward.

“I know you are.” She took a deep, steadying breath. “I want more. Of you, of us.”

The world around him shrank down to a radius of about three feet. The grapes and shopping cart survived the sudden narrowing of existence, but nothing else. Yvette Allard stole his full, undivided attention with the words she whispered.

“More, more?” he asked, immediately kicking himself for his vagueness.

Yvette smiled slightly at his stuporous expression and nodded. “Yes. Let me be a bit more specific, though. I would hate for us to be on separate pages.”

Jason just nodded dumbly and held his breath.

As color crept up her cheeks, Yvette cleared her throat. “I want to keep up what we agreed to initially, so no changes there. I just want to add a few more things, potentially.”

“Add away,” he said, blood pounding in his ears.

Yvette’s confidence slowly solidified with each spoken request he didn’t object to. “I want to add more outings like this one to our time spent together. Dates, even simple ones like shopping together. You can also just come over to my place whenever you like; you don’t need to ask for permission anymore. I can have a key made for you if you like, too. Lastly….”

Yvette chewed on her lower lip while suffering from a moment’s hesitance. Heart thundering in his chest loud enough to match a raucous football stadium, he gave her all the time she needed. Their hands remained conjoined, pulses marching in rapid tandem.

“Lastly, I want more public displays of affection. I want people to know what we are, not wonder about it.”

As far as stipulations went, these, by far, were the easiest ones he’d ever accepted. Yet, now that his anxiety had ebbed away, replaced instead by a more intoxicating feeling than he’d ever felt, he decided that he’d tease Yvette a little. Like everyone always said, Christine had undoubtedly rubbed off on him.

“You drive a hard bargain,” he said.

“Is that so?” Yvette said dryly, immediately spotting his ploy. However, she played along. “Is there some way I can sweeten the deal so that you’ll accept my new terms?”

“I wonder,” he said, shifting his mouth from side to side. “In this new deal of ours, are our dates just going to be trips to the grocery store, or are we also talking about more romantic ones too?”

“Obviously, both,” she replied.

“Hmmm.” He saw Yvette resist an urge to roll her eyes as he pondered a deal no man would ever decline. Still, he stretched things out.

“Jason,” Yvette said, impatience tingeing her voice. She leaned in, setting her mouth to his ear. “The longer you fool around, the longer it’ll be before we make it home and you get to shove your big cock inside my ass.”

He physically shivered. “Okay, okay. One more thing, though.”

“Which is what?” Yvette asked as she pulled back.

He grinned. “I don’t just intend to fill up your ass when we get home.”

Yvette raised an eyebrow and folded her arms as a smile curled up her lips. “That all depends on you; I have the stamina for both.”

He stole another kiss from her, intending to pepper her with his affection throughout their time shopping. “It’s a deal. I’ll take that key as soon as you have it, too. I’ll be using it quite a bit.”

“That’s what I’m hoping,” Yvette purred.

Hands intertwined, which slowed their progress in collecting the groceries Yvette wanted, neither of them minded much. Stares from employees stocking shelves and the rare customer also shopping at this unusual hour flowed off their skin like air. Nothing seemed capable of dousing their good mood. Collecting a few items from the deli after they’d stocked their cart full of produce, cans, and cartons, they twisted back toward the front of the grocery, grinning all the way.

Only for Yvette’s gaiety to disintegrate like ash as they rounded the corner that would have led them toward the two bored employees chatting at the checkout lines.

A middle-aged man stood in their way. He didn’t have a shopping cart or basket in hand. He didn’t give so much as a glance at the aisle of hygiene products nearest to his left.

Standing of relatively average stature and build, he barely seemed to notice Jason’s presence. Greased with sweat on his brow, eyes slightly bloodshot, and in need of a shave, he cut a haggard figure. A sloppily made tie and crinkles ravaging his gray button-down completed the tarnished look of a white-collar worker down on his luck.

Or lacking a job and a wife, in this case. Just based on their responses upon seeing one another, he plainly understood who this man was.

Yvette’s ex-husband. The cheating fool himself.

“What are you doing here, Thomas?” Yvette asked, voice so chilling that Jason nearly shivered.

The named man flinched slightly but didn’t back down. It was an unwise choice but given everything Yvette had told him about her former husband, wisdom wasn’t his forte.

“Hello, Yvette,” he said, dodging her question without any finesse. “How are you?”

Yvette’s lip curled into a sneer, yet she just as quickly smothered it. Staring at him flatly, almost devoid of emotion, she nodded at the cart between them.

“I am getting groceries, obviously. I’m also ready to pay and leave before the rush arrives. Good day.”

Regardless of the clear dismissal, Thomas made no move to step aside. At this, an irate muscle flexed upon Yvette’s temple.

“We need to talk,” the haggard man said.

“The time for that is long past. There is nothing I wish to say to you, and there is certainly nothing I wish to hear you say to me. Now, get out of our way, Thomas. Come on, Jason.”

For the first time, blinking owlishly, Thomas seemed to become aware of his presence. Which, given his height and nearness to his former wife, seemed ludicrous. Yet, gawking at first, then tightening his gaze upon him, he’d apparently only noticed Yvette until now.

“Who are you?” he demanded.

“You don’t have to answer that, Jason,” Yvette said. She glared sharply at her ex-husband. “I said, get out of the way.”

Continuing to glare at him, Thomas stepped forward rather than laterally, and Jason tensed. While he didn’t look like the sort who’d kick off a brawl in a grocery store, Jason didn’t intend for him to get within arm’s reach of either him or Yvette.

“I asked you a question,” Thomas growled.

Jason smothered his own growing annoyance with the man. Well… most of it.

“Yeah, I heard you. I don’t owe you any answers, so don’t expect any.”

Yvette quietly smiled, shifting her gaze toward him. In harsh opposition, the unkempt man’s face mottled dark crimson, mixing humiliation and wrath in splotches. With his strained expression shifting between them, understanding finally swam up to the water’s surface on his third pass.

“No.” His gaze affixed itself on his former wife. “You must be fucking joking, Yvette. He’s half your age.”

“And that matters now, does it?” Yvette said with a snort. “It didn’t seem to mind you much when our situations were reversed.” She lifted her chin. “Besides, he’s already more than twice the man you ever were. In every way imaginable.”

The man recoiled as if struck, quivering with such a volcanic fury that Jason preemptively pushed Yvette back a step and put himself in between her and him. The cart remained a blocker, as well. Distant but curious, the bored employees and a couple of other shoppers peered with interest at the unfolding scene. Even if they couldn’t hear what had been said so far, some of them—especially those who’d recognized Yvette when they stepped inside—would surely recognize her former husband.

“Go on your way,” Jason said, calm but stern. “There’s nothing good that’ll happen here for you.”

“You little shit!” the man hissed, glaring with such acid that Jason wouldn’t have been surprised if his tongue began to sear and melt. “You think I’ll let you ride off into the sunset with my wife?! She’s—”

“Not your wife anymore,” Jason said, standing tall. “She gets to decide where she goes and the person with her. That’s how it is. The sooner you get with the program, the sooner you can move on. Because she’s made it clear she has.”

Yvette remained behind him, so he had no way of judging her response to his declaration. Her ex-husband, however, bristled like a porcupine throwing a temper tantrum. His seething gaze hurled vitriol more rancorous than an oil bath at Jason.

But that was all. Plain as day, Thomas was all bark and no bite. Which, given the alternative of getting into a brawl with Yvette’s ex-husband in a grocery store, suited Jason just fine. Regardless, it was time for this unpleasant ambush to end.

“Come on, Yvette,” Jason said, setting one hand on their shopping cart and extending his other behind him. Comforted by the sensation of her hand, he kept himself between Yvette and Thomas as he began their path around the fuming man. Watching warily for any sign of change as they passed by, the fuming man never raised his clenched fists above his waist.

“You’ll regret this,” he hissed at Yvette as they passed. “You’ll wake up one day and realize how stupid it was for you not to come back to me. Just wait and see.”

“No, Thomas, I will not.”

Those were the final words Yvette Allard would ever speak to her former husband.


Chapter Ten

Moonward Bound

After an awkward time spent listening to each item they’d purchased beep as a mousy brunette cashier dragged it over her scanner while struggling not to stare at them, they paid, collected their bags into their shopping cart, and pushed their way away from the store. Emerging into the sun and clattering their cart’s wobbly wheels onto the asphalt as they headed away from the unpleasant scene still fresh in their minds, neither of them broke the silence. Not as they stocked the backseats of Yvette’s car with their groceries, not as Jason wrangled their cart into a nearby pen, and not as he climbed into her passenger seat and shut the door.

Yvette started the car, and the whir of air conditioning flooded the compartment. Yvette’s hands dropped to her lap rather than reaching for the steering wheel.

Should he say something? Had he said the right thing to her ex-husband inside? Scrutinizing her expression for clues proved ineffective, as Yvette remained as void of emotion as an unblemished canvas. Bogged down in his uncertainty, he remained quiet as a graveyard as he turned his head and stared out his window at the parking lot.

“Jason.”

Yvette’s calm voice, almost unnervingly so, washed over him like ice water. Withholding a flinch, he returned his gaze to hers.

Within the dark depths of her eyes, a burgeoning light glimmered. Like a coin at the bottom of a pool of water, light refracted off it. With each new word Yvette spoke, it was as if a hand reached closer to grasping that coin.

“You handled yourself very maturely in there,” she said, allowing a soft smile to frame her lips. “I didn’t think you’d ever have to meet that wretched man. I’d hoped neither of us would ever see him again.” Her slender hand alighted upon his thigh, then squeezed comfortingly. “You are right, too. I do get to decide where I go. I do get to decide who comes along for the ride with me. If there was any doubt about those two things still in me, they’re gone now.”

Heart hammering within his chest, he didn’t blink or look away. “Mind sharing your decisions?”

Water streamed off the coin as Yvette finished retrieving it from the water and showed it to him. The silver gleamed so brightly that it was nearly blinding. Yet, it was all he wanted to look at.

“I want to go home,” Yvette said, speaking longingly. “I want to go home with someone I care about, and I want him to make me keep falling for him as I have been lately. I want him to continue warming me up to the idea that he’s the one I want to share my time, thoughts, and bed with.” Yvette’s gaze ignited like a match striking an ocean of gasoline. “And, in the shorter term, I want him to fuck me so fucking hard that I can’t walk tomorrow.”

Her hand found the answer to her last request. Sliding it up from his thigh to his groin, she smiled seductively at his honest response to her desires. Jason didn’t blush, not this time. Keeping his eyes locked on her, he nodded.

“I promise I’ll make all those things come true.”

“It’s a lofty hope,” Yvette warned.

“You’re too spectacular to settle for anything less, so I’d be upset if you didn’t have lofty hopes.”

Yvette smiled. “Good, because I’m reaching for the moon. Catch me when I arrive, okay?”

“I promise.”

Yvette beamed at him with such warmth that Jason immediately understood the vulnerability she placed into his hands. He could bring her joy unlike any she’d perhaps felt before. Yet, on the opposite side of the coin, she was dropping defenses as she pulled him more deeply into her life. If he abused her trust, he could cause her no end of sorrow.

So, as they rode home, Yvette surveying him lovingly and lustfully at each stoplight or stop sign that delayed their journey, he made another promise to himself. Years from now, when she looked back upon this day, she wouldn’t remember it because of her ex, nor would she regret the vulnerability and trust she’d shown him. Instead, she would remember it for their conversation in the grocery store, for the one they’d just shared, and for the most exhausting, passionate, and fulfilling sex she’d ever experienced. Her ex would be no more than a footnote when all was said and done—if that.

The second they made it back to her home, Jason scooped up almost every bag of groceries, which caused Yvette to raise an eyebrow, and hurried them to their designated places inside. Sparing only enough time to get the perishables into the fridge or freezer, he promptly decided that the rest would need to wait to leave the counter and find their more indefinite homes.

Because of the intensity emerging from his eyes, Yvette didn’t argue. Nor did she seem to mind when he grabbed hold of her.


Chapter Eleven

Forevermore

Yvette moaned throatily as Jason shoved her against her fridge. Staring lustfully at him as he hemmed her in with his height and physical strength, she bit her lower lip. Jason ran a hand from her curvaceous hip up to her side, giving her only inches of freedom. The heat of their bodies clashed with the chill emanating from her refrigerator.

“You did say so rough that you can’t even walk tomorrow, right?” he whispered, stealing another inch of freedom from her.

Yvette shivered with pronounced anticipation. Licking her lips, she raised her chin higher. Whether she intended to or not, her throat became a far more available target for his planned attack.

“That is what I requested, yes. Can you deliver?”

Jason moved his hand around behind Yvette’s back and pulled her forward the rest of the way to meet him. The woman willingly obeyed, nestling her firm breasts against his chest as he raked his gaze across her divine body. A body he planned to so thoroughly ravish that she’d need him to carry her to bed later.

They had a full day still ahead of them. Jason intended to use every morsel of it.

Yvette must have seen the answer to her question in his eyes. Arousal blazing hot as a stovetop in her expression, she started rubbing herself against him.

“Shall I up the ante?” she purred as he instinctively tightened his hold around her hourglass figure.

“How?”

“If you ravish me—and I do mean ravish me—I’ll let you bring a plus-one whenever you decide to come over. Just let me know in advance, of course.”

Several salacious permutations about said plus-one immediately sprung to his mind. Yvette and Avery could repeat the naughty reward they’d granted him at the Yard’s showers back when it was just those two and Christine he was involved with. Or he could bring Samantha along and see the two horniest women he knew vie for his attention. Or even Angela, who might go a bit further than she had with Clara the other night at her hot tub with Yvette’s plying.

“I see you like my idea,” the foreign beauty whispered as she rubbed herself against him.

“I’m considering it,” he said, though they both knew it was a bald-faced lie. “It mostly depends on how gracious a host you’ll be when I do bring someone over.”

Yvette’s gaze glimmered with sordid promise. “I’ll be so good. I know how naughty a boy you are, after all.” Her fingers slipped along the hem of his shorts, eliciting even more blood to race into his already stiff cock. “How you like to see your women kiss and play with each other.”

Swallowing dryly, he found he couldn’t move. “And how would you know that?”

“I’ve gotten very close with Angela since we went on that run together. She talks. Almost always about you.”

“Really?”

Yvette smiled seductively. “Should I whisper into your ear what she says about you? Or should I make you need to earn it?”

Jason’s excitement spiraled into an almost tangible form. Almost. He’d something else tangible currently in his grasp for him to focus his attention on instead.

As his hands sunk into Yvette’s ample backside, she smiled triumphantly. Holding her tightly, he pulled her along toward her kitchen table. As her eyes shifted toward it, he lashed her butt with a swift snap of his hand.

A throaty gasp of pleasure escaped the beautiful woman’s lips, and she skewered him with a lustful look. Jason grinned and kissed her, rummaging his hands forcefully and provocatively across her shapely form. Bumping against the table, he pulled his mouth from hers.

“Bend over,” he said, gesturing with a nod toward the table.

With a smoldering look, she bit her lower lip and obeyed his command. Splaying her lithe, long body on the table, her breasts swelled alluringly on its surface. Yet, Jason started his sultry gaze at her tight-fitting jeans.

Wrapped around the fine musculature of her calves and thighs, they led his gaze up to an ass worth any price to touch. Supple, pleasing, and straining the fabric that dared to try and contain it, Jason held out only a few seconds before his hands slid up the back of her thighs. Yvette purred proudly as he dug his fingertips into the sensual flesh.

He dug his hands in further as he draped himself over Yvette from behind. His erection pressed upon her butt, and she wiggled excitedly against him. As the rest of his weight pressed down on her supple body, he brushed his lips against her ear.

“You’re a naughty woman.”

“Have you just figured that out?” Yvette said breathlessly, anticipation striking every syllable in her sexy accent like flint to steel. “I thought you already knew.”

“I promise I won’t again,” he said, grabbing her by the hips and helping her grind against him.

“You’d better not, or I’ll be very upset. I’m naughtier than anyone else. More than Avery, more than Samantha, even more than Christine. Clearly, you haven’t been paying enough attention.”

Jason chuckled and kissed her on the nape. “I promise, my attention is undivided right now.”

Before Yvette could respond, he pulled away from her lewd body and slapped her butt. The woman hummed pleasurably, so Jason repeated the process on the other cheek. Pushing her shirt up, he burned her lower back with his lips as his hands snuck around to the front of her jeans.

They both delighted in the slow motions of his fingertips as he undid her jeans and began to tug them down her shapely hips. He saw dark lace, then excruciatingly alluring creamy skin, and he forgot how to blink.

With her jeans lowered to her thighs, Jason stopped and appreciated the sight of Yvette bent over the table, awaiting whatever intentions he had for her. She was one of the sexiest women on the planet, and she was his to do with whatever he liked.

He knew what he’d like first. It involved the sounds of her sexy moans as she climaxed over and over.

Running his hands over her smooth butt, he finished the task—with her help—of piling her jeans down to her ankles, then wholly removing them altogether. Jason tossed them away and started on his knees. Breathing cool air on the backs of her legs, he grinned as she fidgeted—one part excited, another impatient.

He kissed her calf and ran a hand up her thigh to squeeze her butt. Higher and higher, his mouth climbed, touching the creamy flesh at the back of her knee, her thigh, and finally, her shapely butt. Yvette’s quivering escalated with each new second he spent teasing her.

“Not done yet,” he whispered. He reset and climbed up her other leg next.

“I don’t mind,” she replied breathlessly. Her legs flexed as he slipped his fingers around the hem of the black lace hiding the rest of her lower half from his sight. With a languid approach, he stripped her in full, gracing every inch of her lissome legs with incandescent kisses.

“I’ll have those secrets you and Angela have been sharing soon,” he said. “And after, there’s our deal to look forward to.”

Yvette’s gaze shone as she looked over her shoulder at him. “That all depends on you.”

Jason ran a hand up between her thighs, watching as Yvette tensed with anticipation. She spread her legs slightly as his warm, probing fingers found her glistening entrance. Setting his other hand on her lower back, he petted her and smiled at her honest responses to his teasing.

“Should I get to it, or can I keep playing a little longer?”

“It’s… up to you,” Yvette said, though shards of impatience strained her voice. “You can do whatever you like to me.”

“Hmm. Well, let me think for a bit.”

Jason circled her slick entrance and gently teased her clit while he “considered” what he wanted to do next. The hand on her lower back massaged her smooth skin on the way up to her shirt, which he pushed even further up. Yvette helped scoot it up until he could see the beginnings of her bra.

Soon, he promised himself before returning his gaze to her lower half.

His fingers finally finished their teasing. With Yvette panting with a blossoming need, he slowly inserted his forefinger inside her. Her hips lifted as she granted him access, and Jason gleefully raked his eyes over her pleasured response.

Slow, steady, attentive to her body’s response for the first several minutes, he built up to a steady rhythm. After the first minute, a second finger joined in on the fun, and Yvette’s pleasurable flexing guided his attack on her lewd body.

“I see that you’ve been… practicing,” she panted.

“We’re still in the warm-up stage,” he cooed. “I’m going to make such a mess of you that I’ll need to carry you to bed tonight.”

Excitement rippled in waves up her curvaceous body as she nodded swiftly. “Do it. Please. Make me unable to stand.”

“You have to tell me about what you and Angela were discussing before that can happen.” He sped his fingers up ever so slightly as a token of good faith. “Don’t you dare cum until you spill it all.”

“Mmm, it’s just girl talk. She told me you’re out of control.”

“Am I?” Jason attacked one of Yvette’s weak points as a reward with renewed vigor.

“Yes!” she cried, rising almost to her toes as he hit the perfect spot. “You’re incorrigible. That was the word she used.”

Jason doubled down, clearly seeing the same first climax that Yvette did on the horizon. “Really? That doesn’t sound good.”

“Don’t, ungh, worry.” Yvette’s body quaked with the build-up, lighting her body aflame with pleasure. “She’s… just as besotted with you as I am.”

Jason grinned as Yvette’s voice cracked before the mounting pleasure coursing through her body. He gave her butt a quick smack and nodded, though she didn’t see it.

“Okay, then you cum. Try and keep count.”

Yvette nodded gratefully and tightened around his fingers. “Oneee!”

As her orgasm garbled her cry, Jason remained attentive and dedicated. He granted her a brief respite by slowing down his assault, which she used to catch her breath. With her draped over her table, she remained a willing servant to whatever pleasure he decided to inflict upon her. After his slight mercy ended, he didn’t give her another chance to catch her breath for a long while.

“Ah, ah, it’s… fuckkk!” Yvette shouted as her fourth orgasm shuddered her supple form. Sweat coated her body, and she’d long ago grabbed hold of the table’s edges to keep from slipping as her fatigued muscles struggled to keep her in the position he’d selected. With the practice he’d gained with Clara and the others, Jason remained brimming with stamina—especially with Yvette’s voice acting like a rejuvenating tonic each time her moans built into a tidal wave of passion.

“I need a breather,” Yvette panted after this most recent orgasm. “Just… a minute or two. We can get back to it right after, I promise.”

“I’ll hold you to it,” he said as he slowed down his attack. Exiting her slippery tightness, he kissed her lower back, then claimed her butt with his hands. “Want some water?”

Nodding as she heaved air into her lungs, Jason left her on the table. He looked at her as water rushed out of the faucet into a glass. Their eyes met, and Yvette crinkled her nose at him.

“You’ve come a long way since your first time over. I’m not sure if I’ll miss your innocence or be too busy getting fucked silly by the fiend you’ve become to care.”

“A fiend, am I?” he asked as he brought the water over to her. Pushing herself up, he saw red marks on her breasts due to how long he’d kept her pinned down. Her legs wobbled from the long task they’d fulfilled while keeping her standing during their first act of passion.

She nodded while gulping down the water like a woman dying from thirst. “Ahhh. That’s what I needed.” Setting the empty glass down, she eyed him. “And yes. You’re certainly fiendish. I barely see anything left of the young man I teased so much when he arrived at my home looking as anxious as he did.”

“I wasn’t that anxious,” he protested.

“Please, you were so nervous I could practically hear your bones creaking with each step.”

“That’s a bit of an exaggeration.” Jason folded his arms over his chest and glared lightheartedly.

“But not by much,” Yvette said, setting her emptied glass down and pecking him on the cheek with her sultry lips. Her hands slid up his chest.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, catching her wrists and keeping her pinned to him. “We’ll see whose bones are creaking shortly. Your break is over.”

Yvette peered up at him with a firestorm blazing within her eyes, biting her lower lip and smushing her breasts against his chest. “Make me fucking pass out. I’ll be yours forever if you do.”


Chapter Twelve

Breathless

Fabric ripped audibly as Jason pinned Yvette to the wall. Holding her wrists held together over her head, he tore at her revealing shirt. It’d taunted him long enough. He’d shown a moment’s hesitance earlier, only for a seductive purr to spur him to make his current vicious assault.

“It’s just a shirt; I can get a new one. Fucking rip it off my body.”

His worries dissipated, and he let his urges loose. The cords strung together over her breasts snapped like the tethers of a bridge in a movie before it collapsed as he scooped them into his gaze and yanked. As Yvette panted excitedly, he tore the light fabric off her shoulders, baring her immaculate breasts so that he could shove his hand among them.

“This is too fucking hot,” Yvette moaned as he groped her roughly. She shut her eyes tightly and shivered as he aggressively kneaded her ample flesh. Jason absorbed her pleasure and let it magnify his own.

He let go of her wrists suddenly, then grasped her throat. Yvette’s eyes flew open as he sealed her lips with his.

“Get my cock out,” he growled against her lips.

“Right away,” she whispered gleefully.

As he assaulted her body recklessly, ripping more of her shirt with the goal of completely rending it into useless scraps of fabric, he felt his gorgeous lover’s slender hands deftly obey his command. A cool burst of air preluded warm fingertips reaching around his painfully erect shaft as she freed it from its confines. Immediately beginning the process of smearing it in the copious amounts of precum flowing freely, Yvette eyed him hungrily.

“Put your hands on the wall,” he ordered.

As she hurried to obey, he stopped her only long enough to pull off the tattered remains of her shirt and hurl it out of the way. Afterward, with the beguiling woman panting in anticipation as she presented her backside toward him, he spent nearly a minute drinking in her timeless beauty.

“Be patient,” he said after she looked over her shoulder. “And close your eyes.”

“Okay,” she whispered, licking her lips.

Jason needed only a minute to strip down, discarding his clothes far out of the way. He could see the sheen of impatience curtaining Yvette in slight fidgets and staggered inhales. Mercilessly, as a bit of payback for earlier, he didn’t grant her the swift plunge he knew she was hoping for.

“You’re too damn sexy,” he said as he skimmed his fingertips over her back. “I could stare at you for days.”

Stiffening at his merest touch, her breathing sped up. “I hope I don’t have to wait quite that long.”

“That’s up to me. You’re welcome to try and convince me to hurry up, though.”

“Don’t you want to feel how tight my ass is again?” she asked. “You’ll cum in no time, I promise.”

A short gasp escaped her sultry lips as his hands traced her butt. Jason rounded his hands over what might be the most fantastic ass in the world. A light slap followed, as did another gasp.

“You mean this ass?”

Eyes still shut tightly, Yvette nodded emphatically. “Yes, that one. It’s all for you, too. You can do whatever you like to it. Just… hurry.”

Sounds like someone’s too impatient, Jason thought with a silent chuckle. He decided he’d investigate why.

“I could make you cum a bunch more before I fuck you properly, though. You want me to skip all that and just shove it in?”

Knowing better than to do such a thing, his fingers returned to Yvette’s soaked folds. She moaned as he played with her clit, but he had another purpose. While he left one hand to titillate her there, his other moved toward her other entrance.

“Fuck!” Yvette moaned as he slipped a finger covered in her love juices inside her ass. Feeling her tightness, he took it slow, letting the sensitive area acclimate to his intrusion.

“See? That’s just with one finger too. You’re way tighter today than when we did it at the Yard that one time, so we shouldn’t rush this. I want you to be unable to walk because I exhausted you, not because I hurt you.”

“I’ve waited long enough,” she panted, knees buckling as he delved all the way to the knuckle inside her constricting walls. “I want you inside of me.”

“Give it a little longer,” he said, beginning the focused process of rubbing her clit simultaneously as he fingered her ass. “I promise that it’ll feel good.”

“I, ah, know it will!” Dialed up more than he’d ever imagined, he realized she was already on the brink of another climax. However, her following words came out in practically a whisper. “That’s not why I’m so impatient.”

“What is it, then?”

Yvette mastered her pleasure long enough to open her eyes and look at him. “I don’t want more pleasure; I just want us to connect… as lovers.” A severe blush exposed her emotions candidly. “I want you to take me, make love to me, cum deep inside me. I don’t want to wait any longer. Please.”

“Oh.”

Nodding, Yvette licked her lips. “Do you… understand?”

He pulled his hands away, and Yvette shuddered at the sudden emptiness inside her ass. Heart rumbling like an earthquake, Jason put one hand on her waist. Another wrapped around the base of his cock.

“Yvette.”

The woman’s eyes shone. “Yes?”

“I love you.”

Her smile flared as radiant as the sun. “Will you show me how much?”

Nodding wordlessly, he nestled the tip of his cock between her butt. Yvette bit her lip and held her breath as he found her tight opening. She nodded fervently in the face of his momentary delay.

Her ass gave reluctantly before his thick intrusion. While the rest of her desperately wanted him, he hadn’t managed to quite prepare her for his size. Yvette gritted her teeth but didn’t utter so much as a sound as Jason, hesitant but willing to trust her, slowly forced her walls to accommodate his presence.

Halfway in, he wondered if she’d regret it or even ask him to stop. Three-quarters to the hilt, he realized that she wouldn’t have let cannon fire urge her to have him stop. Pushing himself until his groin met her shapely butt and he could press no further, he gave Yvette a worried pat on the back.

“See?” she said through gritted teeth. “Easy.”

I don’t know about that, he thought, though he elected to keep his doubts to himself.

“Should I start moving? Or stay still for a little longer?”

“It feels good. The pleasure is already way more than the pain. You can fuck me rough.” She looked at him and repeated the exact words she’d told him the first time he’d taken her like this, though with one extra addition. “You know I can handle it. I’m yours.”

A throb within his heart outweighed any other physical sensation he currently experienced. Swept away onto a tide of bliss by just those two final words, he gave her his everything. Right here, when he fulfilled his promise to leave her unable to stand, the following day when neither of them left their bed until noon, and every other time he knew her body intimately. The passion boiling between them never once cooled. It remained hot enough to sear them with just a look. The number of times they were nearly discovered in a public place because of it, unable to wait until they got home to strip away their clothes and ravish one another, numbered in the dozens before the year was up.

He simply couldn’t get enough of Yvette Allard, nor she of him.

Her body clenched like crinkling paper as he pulled out about three-quarters of his length. Yet, as she’d promised, the pleasure wracked her far more than the pain. Moaning provocatively in a hiss between her teeth, she speared him with an immolating look. 

“Go.”

Plunging himself back deep inside of her, she voiced her pleasure in an animalistic cry. Grunting at her tightness and how it stimulated his clock, he grabbed hold of her hips tightly and began barreling into her with a ravenous intensity.

“Goddd!” Yvette cried, hands constantly readjusting on the wall to keep herself upright. “No one else has ever hit me so deeply! Harder! I know you can!”

Jason added a slap of her butt to his thrusts, and Yvette hit her first orgasm like a wave against a sandcastle. As she groaned bestially and scrabbled against the wall for support, Jason reddened her round ass and pumped his cock with an uncontrollable intensity. Their bodies slapped noisily together, sweat gleaming off their skin. It could almost have cooked into steam.

Swaddled in silk, his cock quivered pleasurably within her tight walls. Each new thrust found a perfect sheathe ready to accept him. Jason dipped his head back and shut his eyes tight, forcing down the wave of ecstasy building within him before it drowned him entirely.

He wasn’t done yet. Yvette could still stand.

Unbeknownst to him at first, she was eager to ensure his success. Cupping one of her breasts, she played with its dark nipple. A hiss of pleasure flew from her lips as she pinched and twisted it. As soon as Jason’s eyes opened and he noticed, he swept a hand up to assault the other one.

He drew a shuddering breath and renewed his assault on the lewdest body he might have ever known.

Engulfed in her constricting walls, their speech turned into nothing more than garbled cries for more.

“Right there, yes, yes!”

“Fuck, you’re so tight!”

“I’m cumming againnn!”

Yvette began crumbling, but Jason wouldn’t let her have any respite. Gripping her ass tightly, he slammed into her so forcefully that she slipped from the wall. Now on all fours, he remained mounted and continued to plunge into her velvety folds.

“Ohhh, iii, nooo! It’s. Too. Much!”

“What do you mean?” he teased. “You told me you could handle it. That you’re mine.”

“I ammm! Ah, fu-fuckkk.” Yvette nodded, though she could barely lift her brow from the floor. “You can keep going. Really. I can, unghhh—”

She didn’t finish her statement, now or ever. Her next climax yanked all thought from her mind, forcing her to capitulate before the undulating waves of pleasure crashing over her.

Jason clenched his core and gnashed his teeth together, holding onto his own pleasure like a sprinting dog on a leash. A red haze constructed by his lust crowded his vision, allowing him to see no further than the writhing woman losing her mind beneath his powerful thrusts.

He growled in satisfaction as he instinctively lifted her hips slightly and found the perfect angle for them both. Yvette curled in like a cat, though her cries of passion belonged to a much wilder animal. She accepted every thrust with ecstatic glee.

Jason smacked his hips into her butt as he plunged deep into her, unable to cobble together a coherent thought. Only the rawest of bestial urges remained. Their bodies spoke in ways their tongues could not.

With one final burst of unbridled energy before cataclysmic fatigue swept in, he pumped into her like a piston. Face contorted by orgasmic rapture, Yvette bucked wildly as her final climax rattled her to her bone. She screamed pure ecstasy throughout her home. Jason’s guttural groan joined her song as she tightened. He couldn’t last another second.

Yielding like steel before magma, he rammed his cock into her so deep that not one drop spilled out. Gripping her hips so tightly that he left marks that lasted for days, he stretched into his final plunge as his knees turned weak.

His seed blasted into her so forcefully that it punched the breath right out of him. His sight dwindled even further before the staggering euphoria grasping him. He poured everything he had into Yvette.

Mere moments later, adrenaline fast receding, he felt himself lose nearly all control over himself. When he collapsed, Yvette, almost paralyzed by the swathe of orgasmic passion she’d experienced, crumpled beneath him.

For almost five minutes, they remained conjoined like two quivering bundles of straw—with all the strength and fortitude of such objects. Jason’s lungs burned like fire as he yanked oxygen back into them; sweat spilled off their bodies like rain over a rooftop. His breathing settled first, though his muscles remained about as useful as a bucket with no bottom.

“Y-Yvette,” he panted, the first word either of them had managed to say in minutes. “Are you okay?”

Seemingly still unable to corral enough breath into her lungs to respond while he remained draped over her, she opted for the barest of nods.

“Here, let me get off you,” he said with a grimace, finding whatever scraps of strength he could to try and push himself up to his hands and knees.

In unison, they shuddered as his cock withdrew from her ass. So sensitive that he winced, he dumped himself beside Yvette. Worry still coursed through his veins at how belabored her breathing remained.

A weak smile presented him the first glimmer of relief that he hadn’t put her through too much.

“Hey,” she sluggishly mumbled. “Want to suck on my tits some?”

It was a battle just to raise an eyebrow, but he managed the difficult task. “You need to roll over onto your side or back for me to do that.”

“Oh. Right. I don’t think I can do that right now. I don’t think I can do much of anything right now.”

“That was the goal,” he reminded her.

This attempt at a nod skirted about halfway to a proper one. A languid smile, toothless, lifted the corners of her mouth.

“I love you,” she said.

Smiling back, he slipped his hand across the floor, where their fingertips sluggishly crawled together like a group of spiders stuck in molasses. Eventually, they managed to connect their hands properly.

As their strength rekindled over the next many minutes, as they stared at one another and whispered their love back and forth while they remained invalids, that connection tightened until it forged itself into something unbreakable.

Which helped him pull her into his arms so that he could suck on her tits a little later.


Chapter Thirteen

The Approach

The only reason Jason initially denied Yvette another row of ravaging sex the next day was the practice approaching on the horizon. If he could have, he’d have shrugged away his fatigue and satisfied her seemingly endless libido with the variety of reckless heroism she deserved. However, they—or at least he—needed a day or two of rest, or else they’d shamble into practice looking like a pair of zombies. After all, he’d practically poured his soul out into her the day before.

“Fine,” she’d pouted after he’d explained his stance to her.

“I’ll make it up to you,” he promised.

“I’m holding you to that. Eventually, I want yesterday to feel tame by comparison.”

Jason made that promise, and Yvette seemed somewhat mollified. However, it didn’t take long before they skimmed the edges of their initial agreement, which he entirely blamed Yvette for. She’d known exactly what she was doing when she’d stretched herself out like a cat on the couch and put her hands on his thighs. So had he, though he lacked the fortitude to deny her for long.

He had ensured that, while she bounced on his cock with her arms around his neck, breasts mashed up against his face, she stayed hydrated between the multiple rounds in which he soaked her inner walls with his seed. Against his better judgment, one became two, which then became three. He realized as they started round three that it was simply inevitable. There was only so much a man could do when someone as drop-dead gorgeous as Yvette Allard decided she wanted practically around-the-clock sex.

However, at the same time, there was only so much a man could give before he dropped dead.

“One more, ungh, time,” she whispered into his ear as his third climax made a mess of her insides—this time with her feet pushed up toward the ceiling as he pumped into her slippery folds. “I’ll be good after that. Promise.”

“Yeah, and I’ll be a husk by the end of it,” he told her, dropping sweat off his nose like water melting off an icicle. “I thought you wanted a long-term relationship.”

“I’m sure you could manage one more good showing,” she said, patting him on the cheek.

“By shaving years off my life as the price, maybe.”

“Fine, fine,” Yvette said, smiling softly as she pulled him into a loving embrace. “You can go down on me later as payment.”

Snorting at her, the two of them remained entangled—sweet nothings whispered in between meetings of their lips—well into twilight. Only hungry bellies and the need for a shower finally pulled them up. Once those two issues resolved themselves, Jason pushed Yvette onto her back and provided her with her “payment.” Then the two spent a relatively uneventful evening together—certainly compared to future nights in which he’d stay over.

As he woke the next day, teased by Yvette that he’d need to buy a lot more clothes so that “he could have extras over at all his new homes,” he scampered home to avoid needing to use her laundry machine again. He delayed his return to Yvette’s for another lesson with Olivia, who easily noticed the fatigue shackling his alacrity during it. Prodding him on the chest, she teased him mercilessly over it at the end of her lesson.

“You better be well-rested when you, Avery, and I go shopping on Sunday. It’s a big deal to us both.”

With that reminder straightening his spine, he managed to form a staunch enough mental fortitude to hold Yvette at bay for the rest of the day. They only had sex twice that afternoon.

Friday’s arrival put his nose right into his phone. While he’d texted Christine lightly throughout his time with Yvette, he’d been a bit too… preoccupied to keep proper tabs on the team’s injured setter. Regardless, given their final conversation before he’d departed her home the other day, he remained confident that all would go well. What few niggling worries remained, he nipped before they could grow. At around one in the afternoon, he and Yvette climbed into their respective vehicles and made for the Yard.

For a multitude of reasons, most of them positive, it felt almost surreal to return to the Yard. As he passed through the central parking lot connected to the bulk of the sprawling sports complex’s gymnasiums and arenas, his eyes lingered upon the set of doors that he and the women of Served Hot had last emerged from—as finalists, but not as champions. He suspected they’d each feel their own sting upon returning today. He wondered how it might manifest at this first practice. For most athletes, the first practice after a devastating loss usually tasted like rusty iron.

Hopefully, the motivation for the rematch does away with that quickly, he thought as he spun his steering wheel and headed toward the southernmost gymnasium—the girls’ usual practice spot—and its smaller parking lot.

Yvette had lagged a little behind due to some unfortunate stoplight shifts, so he thought he might have arrived before anyone else. Quickly, he saw that second was the best he’d get. After parking his car, he climbed out and threw a smile and a wave toward the tallest member of Served Hot.

Dressed already for a vigorous practice, a conniving burst of wind hurled bright red hair into a fiery whirlwind around a fair face. Immediately scowling at the sudden buffeting, Clara Harris grappled with the untamed strands and didn’t return his wave. Withholding his mirth at her mild distress, he jaunted over to where she stood just outside the doors inside.

“Is the wind bullying you, Clara?”

She didn’t answer, still focused as she swiped the hair sticking to her lips away with a finger. No response followed, especially not as the wind swooped in for a second assault. The cracks in Jason’s calm mask prodded at the corners of his mouth.

“Here, let me be useful.” Volunteering his height, he swiveled to Clara’s side, offering himself up as a barricade against future gales. With his mild help and a calming of the wind’s outcry, Clara managed to reassert dominance over her fiery tresses. After which, she studied him with a searching look. A sentiment Jason returned, enticed as ever by her grace, maturity, and beauty—even if the wind had cruelly attacked the first of those just moments ago.

He’d once compared her to an Amazonian, and it wasn’t hard to see why. With legs that strived to reach the clouds, a fit musculature that enabled her to slam the attacks of enemy spikers right back into their faces, and a mature nature that separated her from the numerous maverick personalities running amok on her team, she dominated the attention of whichever room she strode into. While she might intimidate those who saw her from afar, Jason knew her as an oasis of patience and kindness.

Though, quite recently, he’d seen an austere side of her—a furious one, too.

Due to Christine’s… distinctive brand of spontaneity, in which she’d decided to spring onto Clara, at that time unaware but suspicious that he and several of her teammates were newly intimate, things had nearly erupted into chaos. Furious to learn about Samantha’s involvement, both her best friend and a married woman, it’d taken a concerted effort to soothe her anger.

And, somehow, impossibly, in a prophetic vision only Christine’s maddening foresight could see, the night had ended with him granting her numerous climaxes—and receiving a prized recording on his phone that he rewatched almost daily. And then there was what they’d gotten up to in Angela’s hot tub….

“Your face is telling me your thoughts very vividly,” Clara said suddenly, though she didn’t speak unkindly.

“Er, sorry.” He shook himself from the sordid reverie and reoriented his attention to the attractive redhead.

Clara’s smoky eyes, green, like glimmering emeralds surrounded by a light fog, peered at him curiously. Stepping forward suddenly, his face colored as her sublime lips drew closer to the distance between them and his jawline. Shocked as he would have been had she planted a kiss on his cheek, her sniff of the air brought the same surprise out of him.

“Ah,” Clara said as she drew back. “I thought I smelled Yvette’s brand of perfume. It’s a little potent for my taste.”

Shaking himself out of his stupor after a few seconds, he shrugged unapologetically. “I don’t think it’s too strong.”

“Of course, you don’t. I’m sure you’d be fine with her wearing skunk-scented perfume.”

Jason cocked his head to the side, struggling to judge whether Clara was truly sniping at him and Yvette. While he found no hint within the fog or the smooth line she maintained her lips, the subtle lean toward him offered him his way into her thoughts. Jason folded his arms.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were jealous.”

“Then it’s a good thing you know me better.”

“Better than most,” he agreed, beginning to lean forward himself.

Color conspired to reveal her innermost thoughts, even as she tried to maintain a serene façade. Jason smiled inwardly at that and opted to step forward. Clara didn’t back down. She lifted her chin and stared him in the eye.

“Yet not quite as well as you know some others.”

“Is that a challenge, an offer, or a complaint?”

While not quite as voluptuous as Angela or Christine—and to be fair, who was—there was plenty to appreciate about Clara folding her arms beneath her breasts. The firmness of her heavy breasts straining beneath her tight-fitting jersey beckoned to him like a siren’s call, and it required a great effort to hold himself back. Unlike her, he knew his thoughts were often easily observed.

“Just a simple observation,” the tall redhead said. “Nothing more.”

“I don’t believe you,” he said, deciding right then and there that he’d press her for the truth.

“That is your prerogative.”

He fought off an encroaching frown. Was she mad at him for some reason? Sure, she was now one of only three women on the team he hadn’t had sex with, but she knew as well as anyone that it was her decision that held him at bay. She’d asked to take things at a slower pace, and he’d honored her wish.

Let’s swap approaches, then.

“You’re right, you’re right, I’m just being paranoid,” he said, holding his hands up. “You’re not the kind to hold secrets and scheme like Christine. I know you’d tell me if something was wrong, so there mustn’t be anything wrong. My bad.”

Like a jab to the sternum, he watched Clara flinch as his words—spoken kindly but not innocently—battered her composure. Unlike him, she failed to stave off her frown, which served as clear a notice that there was something on her mind as a flashing neon sign over her head.

“That’s… right,” she said through gritted teeth. Oddly, her frustration didn’t seem directed at him specifically. Curiosity piqued, an SUV entered the parking lot and forestalled further investigation.

For now.

“Hello, hello,” Yvette said as she stepped out of her vehicle. Jason and Clara, a step behind, headed over to its trunk to help nab the volleyballs that the team’s opposite hitter brought en masse for their practices.

“You smell nice,” Jason said as he bumped elbows with the French beauty.

Collecting payment in the form of a confused but pleased look from Yvette and a further reddening of Clara’s fair skin, they helped get the volleyball-laden carts out, extended, and into the gymnasium just a couple minutes before the others began to arrive.


Chapter Fourteen

Together Again

Most of the members of Served Hot arrived already dressed for practice, sans their volleyball shoes, which always sat within their bags until they swapped over to them right before practice began. They’d all arrived in their tournament uniforms per Angela's request, which Jason understood was a motivating decision. There was something unifying about standing shoulder-to-shoulder with teammates in uniform. Especially if Christine arrived and completed the set, assuming she showed up like she’d promised him she would.

She was only a couple of minutes late so far, yet anxiety coursed through the room like a pungent miasma. It swirled between the small communities they’d gathered as they waited for their setter’s arrival. Eyes frequently glanced toward the door, even though they all tried to act normal while they waited.

It was odd to an outsider yet understandable to anyone who’d ever played on a team. Even if she couldn’t fully participate due to her injury, her presence alone would mean the world to her teammates.

“I’m sure she’ll show,” Angela said.

That makes four, Jason noted, spotting the telltale dimples on her rapturously beautiful face as trepidation clutched tight.

“She will,” he agreed. “There’s no doubt about it.”

“What do we do if she doesn’t?” Olivia asked nervously.

Angela swallowed her anxiety and forced a confidence he knew was as fake as a politician’s smile onto herself. “We shouldn’t talk like that. She assured Jason she’d come, so we should trust her word.”

Neither he nor Olivia missed her swift glance toward the still-silent metal doors. Hoping once more to alleviate her stress, he supported her claim.

“You’re right. She will be here.”

Angela smiled weakly and nodded. Jason stole a glance of his own toward the doors.

You’d better show up, Christine.

He could tell Angela’s spirits would suffer a heavy loss if their setter ghosted them. And as the person she’d trusted—whom they’d all trusted—to help Christine through her issues, a burden sat on himself, too. He didn’t want to disappoint any of them, least of all Angela.

In numerous ways, his relationship with her was the purest and the most salacious. He’d only met the rest of them because of her. After he’d quit volleyball the second his senior year ended, she’d convinced him to start tagging along to her practices. While his real mom left the country with barely more than a look over the shoulder to take up a coaching position in Japan after his decision, her best friend had never treated him with anything other than love and patience.

On every front, Angela was like a goddess. She’d the poise, grace, and beauty that only the divine ought to possess. Firm and shapely from head to toe, her enormous breasts' size and lift had caused him more adolescent angst than he would ever be comfortable admitting. Until he’d met Christine, he’d never imagined she might possess an equal in terms of pure voluptuous allure.

Yet, what glued his eyes to her wasn’t even half of why his heart beat so prolifically when she smiled or gestured warmly at him. Remarkably kind, patient, and generous, the only blemish he saw in her was an unexplainable loyalty to Jenny Courtland, whom she repeatedly maintained to be a complicated woman but not a horrible one.

He loved her. He loved the sight of her, and when her eyes, stealing their dazzling hue of green and blue from the sea, pointed at him, it took every ounce of self-control not to shiver in delight. He loved the sound of her calm, serene voice, her soft smiles, and even the motherly intonations she sometimes lathered upon him—even if he remained slightly ashamed of it.

An audible creak of hinges silenced every conversation in the gymnasium. Hopeful, relieved, and pensive expressions flew toward its source. Jason couldn’t pick one, so he selected all three.

With a splint on her arm, a gorgeous blonde woman whose uniform hugged tightly to her long, toned legs and hedonistically buxom chest entered the gym. Sunglasses still covering her eyes, it wasn’t enough to hide that those three emotions hung heavy on Christine’s shoulders. Her lips milled from side to side nervously, and her usual self-confident walk appeared stilted, hesitant—as if she worried a host of voices might shout her down for her arrival.

Instead, as she should have known from the outset, only smiles and greetings awaited her.

Jason watched from the background as Christine’s teammates welcomed her back. She earned a couple of verbal prods from Angela and Avery over her tardiness, but that was the extent of the admonishment she received. The heaviness on her shoulders lifted itself. Jason finally released his anxiety in the form of a long exhale.

Minutes later, it might have returned, but sheer surprise overwhelmed it completely.

“May I say something?” Christine asked, interrupting Angela as she began discussing the start of practice. “It’ll just take a minute.”

Jaws dropped comically all around her, and Jason’s was among them. Staring wide-eyed at the setter, who’d finally requested permission to interrupt rather than just launching into whatever she wanted to say without any regard for her captain, Angela slowly nodded.

“So… sorry. Really. I’m sorry for the tournament, I’m sorry I skipped the party in my own backyard, and I’m sorry you had to go to such lengths to help me pull my head out of my ass.” Her gaze, accompanied by several others, fell upon him. “And… thank you. I’m really, um, happy that you all went to those lengths on my behalf. I promise that you won’t have to do so again.”

Smiles circulated as Christine’s fumbled apology reached its end. She’d blanched twice throughout her speech, more than capable of hearing the stiltedness in her voice.

But, regardless…

Standing behind them, Jason gave Samantha and Angela slight pushes on their lower backs. The latter glanced over her shoulder at him, confused, but the former got the idea.

Christine turned bright red as Samantha’s limber arms wrapped around her in a warm hug. Nodding at the display for Angela, she stared at him for only a second longer before adding herself to the pile—which soon accounted for the whole team.

“You, as well,” Angela called out.

As every gaze pivoted toward where he stood just outside the circle, he shrugged. They didn’t need to ask twice.

All in all, nestled within the softest warmth he’d ever experienced, heart racing, enraptured in blissful comfort, he wished it could have gone on forever.

Alas, practice needed to start at some point. They had a tournament to prepare for. And a rematch to win.


Chapter Fifteen

Admission

The ball sailed over the net, and it took a diving save from Avery to keep the three-on-three going. With it thrust back into the air at a poor angle, Olivia raced after it. Platform forming, she just managed to bump it back toward the center of the net, where Clara leaped and smashed it back over the net.

Samantha, then Angela, then Yvette connected with the ball, with the dexterous left-hander hitting a hard cross-court shot that slammed into the floor before Avery could pancake it. As her ponytail swished behind her, the team’s superstar clicked her teeth together as Jason turned the other team’s scorecard over to twenty-five.

After a moment of congratulations amongst themselves, the three victors slipped under the net and boosted their teammates’ spirits with the usual show of good sportsmanship. It was just a practice match between teammates, so no one ought to end up too despondent over losing. Still, this was a competitive bunch, and there was always something to learn, win or lose.

Thusly, numerous of Olivia’s teammates gathered around her, willing to offer support and guidance. Some athletes wilted in the face of criticism, which ultimately stunted their opportunity for growth. Olivia, however, sought it out, wanting no buffer between her and the truth. It was another in a long line of impressive traits.

“She’s going to be an amazing player one day,” Christine said, echoing a similar sentiment as the one in his mind.

“Yeah. One day soon, I bet.”

Noticing the azure drifting toward him like two comets buckling by a planet, he abandoned the sight of her teammates on the court and looked toward Christine. “What is it?”

“You’re a surprisingly supportive person.”

He raised a quizzical eyebrow. “Did you think I wasn’t before now?”

“No, not now. I suppose I figured it out after your visit, but I hadn’t really put it into words until now.”

“You thought I was some selfish ass this whole time?” he asked, merely curious, not upset.

“Look at what you possess,” she said, beckoning toward the court full of beautiful women. After a moment, that hand came to rest upon her chest, and they both partook in its meaning. “You have a literal harem, like some sort of sultan or king would. You surpassed my expectations a long time ago; your luck knows no limits. They’re yours, now.” She frowned at a sudden revelation within her mind. “Oh. So, I’m the selfish one. I was the one thinking about everyone as property. Fuck.”

Jason nudged her with his shoulder comfortingly. “Say, does a king outrank a general?”

She rolled her eyes at him and bumped him on the thigh with her splinted forearm. “For once, I’m trying to have a serious conversation here. Don’t make me regret it.”

“Okay, okay.” He thought for a moment, then inevitably shrugged. “I agree with you that I’m as lucky as they come, and I can definitely see how my situation could be viewed in a bad light from a contextless perspective. I am glad you don’t think that way about me anymore, too, but I also don’t think you were nearly as bad as you might think.”

Christine captivated his eyes with a burst of emotion on her face. “That’s ultimately why I’m mentioning it now—because I wanted to make sure you know I don’t feel that way anymore. That I don’t think you were ever truly like that and that I wish I’d gotten on board sooner.”

“On… board?”

She rolled her eyes a second time. “You’ll figure it out, I’m sure.” Her gaze, to his dismay, shifted toward her teammates, who were heading toward them now that their practice was completed. “Now, to remind everyone that being apologetic doesn’t mean I’m suddenly not still Christine.”

With that cryptic proclamation boosting her to her feet, she grabbed for her duffel bag, which he’d had wondered about since her arrival. Knowing that she couldn’t do much in the way of practicing today, she’d spent more time off the court than he had. Minus a possible change of clothes, he wondered what she’d had in there.

She showed them all what she had in mind mere moments later.

Withdrawing seven indistinct bright orange straws, she waggled them around to attract everyone’s attention. Broad, sturdy things, like the kind of straw meant for boba tea, she wagged them in front of her mildly bewildered teammates.

“All right, everyone but Jason, take a straw.”

“…Why?” Samantha asked, staring with obvious confusion at her setter’s extended fist.

“I’m sure everyone here has at least heard of drawing straws. It’s pretty straightforward.”

“I think we’re more worried about what becomes of the person who draws the short one,” Angela noted.

Christine huffed at her team’s reticence. “Something good, of course. Have a little faith, won’t you?”

Eyes tinged with mild worry shifted between the rest of the team, but the “faith” Christine had requested slowly coalesced into existence. Clutching her faith, or perhaps merely curious about what game Christine was up to, Avery strode forward and plucked a straw from her setter’s grasp. Hiding it behind her back, she backed away so that no one could look at it until everyone else had grabbed their straw, which took only about a minute.

“And… reveal,” Christine said moments after Yvette chose from the two final straws, leaving Christine with one left in her hand.

Either by dangling them or turning their palms upright as they opened their fists, the seven players revealed their chosen straw. Everyone looked around. Only a spectator himself, Jason surveyed along with them.

On account of standing directly beside her, Samantha noticed first. Olivia, directly opposite her in the staggered circle they’d instinctively formed, noticed second. Jason, and most others, found the winner—or loser, depending on what Christine’s game was—a few seconds later.

Red tresses shifted as Clara, staring for a bit longer at her noticeably shorter straw, lifted her gaze and pointed it at Christine.

The buxom setter grinned and nodded at the tallest member of their team. “Bit of irony there, isn’t it? But congratulations, nonetheless! Would you all like to hear what our lovely teammate has just won?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, which Jason suspected would have amounted to a tepid smattering of nods or shrugs. Those looks quickly shifted as she stepped back a couple of paces, opened her arms up, and held them toward him as if he were a gift basket won at a raffle.

“…What?” His sluggish response caused Christine to grin. A few of the others echoed his confusion. A few who’d remained wise to Christine’s plot from the get-go understood a bit sooner than the others did.

She huffed at him. “Strike a pose, Jason. This is your moment to look sexy and enticing for our contestants.”

He stared flatly at her antics and, fully aware of the question she wanted him to ask, let her have her way. “How has Clara just won me, Christine?”

“I’m glad you asked!” The vivacious woman’s attention hurried back to her peers. “This is just a little bit of fun that I figured we could make a regular occurrence here at our practices. You know, since we’re all now part of the Jason Bang Gang.” Her eyes primarily focused on Angela as she spoke. She grinned. “Actually, I think this is our first true gathering since all of us became members. So, this is, in fact, quite a momentous occasion. Congratulations on being our first winner, Clara.”

Jason noted a heavy irony in the puritanical response Christine’s revelation caused. It wasn’t even truly a “reveal”; everyone knew it—hell, most of them had joined in on the salacious fun they’d experienced at the Fourth of July party. As he now knew, the three who’d sat out had all watched.

Nonetheless, color flooded faces, and eyes trended toward the ground. Avery and Yvette showed the slightest unease, while Angela and Clara showed the most.

“Christine,” he said as he leaned in and whispered into her ear, “you still haven’t properly explained what’s supposed to happen. What has Clara ‘won?’”

“She’s won you,” Christine announced loudly, so everyone could hear clearly. “Honestly, everyone, it’s not that complex. She gets to take you off with her and decide what your afternoon plans are. Just like the next person will when we do this again after our next practice. And the next, and the next, and so forth.”

“Thanks for the heads-up,” he murmured.

She shot him a maverick look. “Just because our relationship has evolved in a way I didn’t expect it to, it doesn’t mean I’m suddenly going to stop being me.”

Jason looked her over, then ran a hand down her backside. Christine’s eyes widened as she looked at him.

“Right back at you,” he told her quietly. “I’ll drop by again in a couple of days to punish you for acting out again.”

She flashed him a wicked smile. “Looking forward to it. Now… go on—get. You’re at Clara’s mercy today.”

He left behind one devilishly beautiful woman and carried himself over to another. In the time in which he and Christine had shared their whispers, most of the others had recomposed themselves. While unease still lingered in the air like an earthy aroma, it continued evaporating as he took his place beside Clara.

“Is everyone good with this new… game of Christine’s?” he asked, primarily focusing on the tall redhead beside him and the motherly figure just a few feet past her. “You don’t have to be part of it if you don’t want to be.”

Ignoring Christine’s minor protest about how it wouldn’t be a proper “team building exercise” if it didn’t include the whole team, he looked from woman to woman. Avery and Yvette shrugged and nodded their consent, respectively. Samantha lashed him with a look hot enough to singe the hairs on the back of his arms, while Olivia, a bit hesitant and fidgety as she glanced at Angela, nodded.

Which left only the two he’d figured might not participate.

“No more team surprises,” Clara said to Christine. “At least not when it comes to… this part of our team.” She turned her attention to him. “I’ll participate.”

Jason’s heart skipped a beat. He smiled briefly, but then his attention, as well as everyone else’s, shifted toward the final holdout.

Still bogged down by a crimson flush, Angela folded her arms over her prodigious breasts and glared at Christine. “It just can’t be a normal practice without you doing something abnormal, can it?”

“At this point, is there even a good reason to be surprised? If you are, it’s just your naivety keeping you from anticipating that I’ll pull some sort of stunt.”

Christine sighed. “At least you can admit it.” She looked around, shifting attention from teammate to teammate. It ended up on him, lingered, then broadened so that she wasn’t focusing on any of them. “I will… also participate in this. But to be clear, I suspect I’m at a different stage in my… comfort with how all this has played out than some of you. So, please respect that.”

Everyone looked at Christine, who immediately held up her hands innocently. “What? I didn’t say that you have to start stripping so he can fuck you when the straw gets picked, only that you’re the one who decides how he’ll spend his afternoon. If you want to waste his talents and have him pull weeds from your garden all day, go ahead and do it. I just know what I’ll be commanding him to do once I get the short straw.”

“As always, you have such a way with words,” Avery remarked.


Chapter Sixteen

Mighty Leaf

Showered, changed, and spotting everyone mingling like lemmings, Jason hid his mirth at the sight of sinfully gorgeous women as they waited for Clara, the last member of the team still in the locker room, to come out. Like paparazzi waiting for a scoop, they chatted half-heartedly about bland topics while they waited. Jason knew Clara had hoped they would have all dispersed before she emerged so she could avoid such a crowd.

She was going to be disappointed. Even Angela remained, growing more fidgety by the minute. It was almost comical enough for Jason to point out that, even if they did hang around, it was unlikely that Clara planned to give them all an itinerary of whatever she wanted the two of them to do this afternoon.

He didn’t even know. After Christine’s announcement and the group’s unanimous decision to participate in her new game, Clara hadn’t sent more than a look his way as she escaped to the locker room. The others had followed, and, like he had before he’d become their lovers, he’d waited for them.

While a heady desire to see if he could walk freely in the locker room had skittered along his arms, he’d ultimately restrained it. At least for today, he’d be good. Probably not next time, though.

Fiery tresses falling past her shoulders in damp clumps, Clara sighed at the sight of her gawking teammates still loitering nearby. Without sparing them a second look, she beckoned at him and made for the doors. Jason shooed her teammates back a step and then quickly caught up to the tall woman.

“Hi,” he whispered as he marched her quick stride. “What’s on the agenda?”

She turned her smoky verdant eyes toward him. Dressed for comfort in a floral shirt with a window just above her breasts, she examined him while they reached the doors, then pushed their respective barrier open and strode into the sunlight, which waited eagerly for its chance to batter them.

“If I thought you were an accomplice to Christine’s latest scheme, I really would have you plucking weeds for the rest of the day.”

“Yeah, sorry. I know you don’t like her way of doing things.” He kept a grimace to himself as he swallowed his rampant desire toward the woman and said, “If you don’t want to spend the day together, we don’t have to. I know there could have been some group pressure for everyone to agree to Christine’s game. If it’s not for you, we can pretend we’re going along for it each time you draw the short straw in the future.”

Clara stopped outright in her tracks, and he stumbled to a stop as he stepped onto the parking lot pavement. The beautiful redhead folded her arms beneath her breasts and stared right through him.

“Be honest; how much did it hurt for you to just offer me this way out?”

“A lot.”

“And you wouldn’t whine or complain or try and make me reconsider if I took you up on it?”

Like turning a statute’s neck, Jason found shaking his head almost excruciatingly difficult. Yet, he persevered and completed the gesture.

With her standing on the edge of the sidewalk and him down on the parking lot pavement, she stood an inch or two taller than he did. Her scrutiny dug into him like needles perforating his flesh.

As the doors behind them swung open and the rest of Served Hot filtered out, Clara grabbed him by the shirt and yanked him into one of the most intoxicating kisses he’d ever experienced. Eyes as wide as a pair of full moons, he partially took in the other women's shocked expressions. But only for a moment.

His world swiftly diminished until only Clara remained, and he lost himself in the crackling heat of her lips and staunch hold of her fist on his shirt. Caught completely off guard, the gates stayed wide open, and he knew—not that he’d have wanted any—no defense against her. An ocean of bliss submerged him deep in its warmth.

“There’s my example of a surprise,” Clara whispered huskily as she broke their lips apart. “How was it?”

“I’ll take a few hundred more down the line,” he answered breathlessly, body tingling to pull her back against him. He restrained himself with only the barest thread of patience.

“I suppose we’ll see how the rest of today goes,” Clara answered cryptically.

“Where are we headed?”

Clara shook her head. “One more surprise, and then I’ll stop acting like Christine. Just follow along.”

Eschewing any looks back at her gawking teammates, the lithe redhead stepped by him and headed for her car. On the other hand, Jason did glance at the women. Several of them, grinning like jesters, shooed him toward his own vehicle.

Rolling his eyes, but heart hammering inside his chest, he obeyed.

During the drive, he wondered hopelessly just where Clara was leading him. Each time her car reached an intersection, he slightly tensed, ready to bend into a turn lane if she did. He realized how fiercely she’d revved him up with just a single kiss, how much his thoughts now ran amok with hopeful fantasies. He wondered if she knew that, too. He supposed she might be taking a scenic route hoping that steam would flood out of his car when he opened the door.

Left. Jason hit his turn signal a second after she did, and the two of them gently veered into the left turn lane before a red light. While waiting impatiently for it to change to green, his gaze scanned the buildings lining the road. He previewed a business sector filled with restaurants, hobbyist stores, and the like.

A far cry from an upscale location like Romano’s, these wore the slightly aged, slightly rugged veneer of a middle-class area. Quaint storefronts espoused passion behind their mildly dusty windows and the tinkling of bells attached to string over the door whenever a customer entered. There was a moderate amount of foot traffic crossing from one store to another, and he wondered if Clara intended for them to add their steps to that traffic.

As the light ticked green, he and Clara lurched their vehicles into one final spurt of motion. After trawling down a narrow road with more of these short-statured buildings flanking them, she took one last turn—and Jason followed. Entering the parking lot of a small tea house named “Mighty Leaf Tea” by a vividly colored wooden sign hanging beside its door, Clara parked in one of the five spots directly in front of the slender building, and Jason took another. He hopped out with plenty of curiosity about their destination.

“Favorite of yours?” he asked as he joined her on the sidewalk in front of the clear glass door. Currently sitting in that lull that existed between lunch and dinner rushes, the place looked empty except for a couple of employees inside.

“That’s right. I like to get out and explore and find places like these. Samantha’s come with me here a couple of times.”

And now she was sharing it with him. He instantly understood the critical subtext of the situation. Breaking out into a smile, he tilted his head at her.

“If you’re a regular, should I be on my best behavior while we’re here, so I don’t get you banned from coming back?”

Clara looked at him flatly. “And what, pray tell, were you hoping we would do in this public space?”

Jason looked up at the clear blue sky and whistled innocently. He soon felt a nudge on his shoulder. Dropping his eyes, he found Clara had stepped in closer.

“I asked you a question.”

He heard it. Even in a whisper gliding beneath an otherwise innocuous statement, it proved as deafening as thunderous clamor. Like a trickle of blood in a river current, he noticed it immediately.

Jason embraced the lust Clara whispered against his skin. Its scalding heat tautened his muscles and put his heart into an endless sprint. Instinct banished planning, and he wrapped his hands immediately around her waist and pulled her against him.

And Clara didn’t resist for even one iota of one millisecond. Even as one of the servers inside stopped bussing a table and gawked at them through the glass, she let him pin her against him.

For her reward, he answered her request honestly.

“I was planning on kissing you, feeling you, and whispering all sorts of forbidden suggestions into your ear—all the way up until you were so turned on that you gave in and decided you couldn’t wait a minute longer to feel me inside of you.”

Clara brushed her lips against his but resisted when he chased his mouth after hers. He playfully glowered at her, and a smile broke across her beautiful face.

“We’ll see.”

She tapped him on the wrists. Grimacing, he released her waist. Stepping back, Clara nodded toward the door.

They headed inside.


Chapter Seventeen

Saint Dwynwen

Inside a steadily air-conditioned dining area which, as anticipated, chimed with noise because of the bell hanging above the door as they entered, it took all of Jason’s self-control not to return his hands to Clara’s sublime figure. To overcome this urge, he shoved his hands into his pockets and looked away from her shapely backside.

Instead, he focused on the young server, who looked beet red as they walked in. A tawny Indian girl who looked maybe a little older than him cleared her throat. She seemed unable to banish her embarrassment over his and Clara’s unexpected embrace.

“H-hi,” she said. “Welcome back, Clara.”

“Hi, Anvi,” Clara said, doing a much better job hiding any shame she might or might not currently feel. “Can we just sit wherever?”

The girl nodded quickly, probably glad she could have a bit more time to compose herself before confronting them. “And I’ll be right with you.”

Jason and Clara left her to finish bussing her table, though he remained acutely aware of the over-the-shoulder glances following them as they moved to a booth on the opposite side of a wall that cut the dining area nearly in two. Other than a wide walk space for their server to come and find them, they remained hidden from her and the cashier at his post.

“Nope,” Clara said after she slid into the booth. A hand on the wood stopped him from joining her. “You have to start across from me. Maybe you can come over to my side if you're good.”

“Or maybe you’ll come over to mine,” he fired back lustfully.

Clara shrugged noncommittally, though the earlier embers remained subtly stoked. “Maybe.”

Scooping up his anticipation like sand and dumping it into a bucket for later castle construction, he slid into the aisle across from her. Stealing a laminated menu from a metal holder on their table, he scanned its contents. Unsurprisingly, “Mighty Leaf Tea” quickly presented him with an utterly indecipherable horde of options of tea, sandwiches, and sweets.

Across from him, he noticed an uptick in Clara’s lips. He set his menu down and glared at her.

“Need some suggestions?” the fiery-haired woman asked.

“Did you bring me here solely to see me gawk at this ridiculous menu?”

“Perhaps.”

Jason rolled his eyes and tapped his finger on the menu. “What even is…” he looked down and found the first silly name that popped off the page at him, “‘Silver Slopes of Spring?’”

“It’s a white tea, and it’s produced in China. Low in caffeine, crisp, clean, and milder than other choices. Any other questions?”

“So, your hidden talent is being a tea expert?”

“You were there,” Clara said, nodding back toward the central area hidden by the wall. “They do know me by name. If you want, I can order for you.”

Jason rolled his eyes and scooped his menu back up, now determined to make a selection. He could see Clara’s persisting smile while he read through the menu for a second, then a third time. Contrarily, she didn’t even look at the menu.

Anvi appeared and approached their table soon after. She’d mostly smoothed down her flustered state, though Jason noticed how her gaze—like a hummingbird darting back to its favorite flower after each taste of the others around it—flitted back to him every other second.

“I’ll go first,” Clara said, throwing a slender smirk his way. “I’ll have the Verdant Bog with a summer apple salad. That’s it for me.”

Two sets of eyes, one smug, one struggling to meet his gaze, turned toward him. He set his menu down.

“Chicken salad sandwich and the Presiding Saint.”

Clara’s bemused expression didn’t change after his order, while Anvi’s eyes shot open even wider. He pensively put away his menu. After stumbling through letting them know she’d get them their food and tea shortly, Anvi skittered away.

Smoky green eyes observed her hurried departure, then shifted back to him. “Do you know what you’ve just gotten?”

“Some fourteen-dollar drink that’s bound to be way too expensive for its price tag,” he said with an inquisitive shrug.

A smile spilled off Clara’s beautiful face. “You’re the one who chose it.”

“It’s another white tea, which you said is usually pretty mild, and it had a star next to it—so I figured it was one of the favorites. If I did something stupid, just lay it on me; don’t make me have to wait until a ridiculous-looking drink in a fishbowl gets dropped in front of me.”

“Don’t worry, it’s nothing like that. You’ll… see.”

Jason frowned. What absurd drink had he just ordered? He almost got up and went to change his order. Almost.

Something about Clara’s smile kept him in his seat. Soft as silk, it captivated him wholeheartedly. Rather than looking forward to his dour expression, she seemed earnestly excited about the arrival of his drink.

So, he ultimately remained seated across from the heavenly beauty and let it arrive.

While not quite big enough for his earlier comparison to fit, the drinks brought over to them required Anvi to enlist the cashier so she could transport them and their respective light meals in a single trip. The salad and sandwich looked normal enough as Anvi set them down on the table.

Clara’s drink arrived in a gargantuan margarita glass. Set down carefully in front of her, Jason decided its deep green coloration perfectly fit its name. Clara smiled and thanked Anvi, then barely looked at her drink again.

Jason’s gaze fell as the cashier slid his drink in front of him.

It was pink—cotton candy pink. A basin’s worth of cotton candy pink tea sat within a vast heart-shaped porcelain cup with rose petals floating on the surface. And while Clara’s drink had come with only a single straw, his had two—one pointed his way, the other aimed across the table toward his companion. His knowing companion.

“Gee, thanks,” he grumbled at her as Anvi and the cashier returned to their duties.

“It’s not my fault; Saint Dwynwen is even named in the description of the drink. You could have searched her name, realized that she’s the patron saint of lovers, and intuited the rest.”

Clara pulled her drink closer, staring unblinkingly at him while her lips circled around her straw. As the murky green liquid raced into her mouth, she nodded ever so slightly at him.

“Give it a taste. Who knows, maybe you’ll love it.”

Grumbling to himself, Jason snagged one of the two straws as if it were an oar half-submerged in a pond. Leaning forward, likewise never taking his gaze away from his opposite, he taste-tested the gargantuan drink.

It was… pretty good. His eyebrows knit together in surprise at that fact, and Clara’s lips curled into a catlike smile upon seeing his expression. A mellow melon flavor arrived first, more robust than the floral one underneath it. He took a second, longer drink, aware that he’d take several more now. While it didn’t leap into his list of favorite drinks, at least he hadn’t accidentally ordered some sort of perverse sewage.

“Glad you like it,” Clara said, laying her chin on her palm and reading his thoughts.

He grunted at her and tore into his meal, which proved equally as decent, if a bit light in content—especially for its price tag—for his belly. Meanwhile, Clara finished her salad and offered him a drink of her tea.

“It’s okay,” he said, withdrawing from her straw after a quick taste test.

“You like yours more?”

“By a fair bit, yeah.”

“Then share; I’ve never had it before.” She nodded at the unused straw swimming in the drink.

Instead of pushing his heart-shaped swimming pool of a drink toward the center of the table, thus allowing Clara to lean forward and take her drink, he pulled it closer to him. Across the table, an eyebrow arched. Jason lifted his chin and smirked.

“If you want a taste, come over here and take one.”

Clara’s lips flattened. “Be good.”

“I don’t know what you mean. There’s plenty of room over here for you.”

“Uh huh.” Seemingly without realizing it, she began swirling a fingertip around the hem of her glass as she stared at him. “Plenty of room for what, exactly?”

He batted his eyes innocently, even as his body rumbled to life like a newly lit forge. “Don’t you want a taste? That’s all I’m offering.”

“Play coy all you like; I know full well how dangerous you really are.”

“Dangerous?” This time, Jason lifted an eyebrow.

“That’s what I said.”

“How?”

“You know how.”

Jason took another drink of his tea, then grinned. “I just don’t feel like it’s the right word. What’s to worry about with me?”

“In a public space like this? Plenty.” Yet, that finger continued swirling, and he easily noticed the flush creeping up her cheeks.

“I can be good.”

“No, you can’t,” she immediately retorted.

He frowned playfully. “I can too. This isn’t my house; I know better than to drape you over the table and make you cum twenty times.”

“Shhh!” she hissed at him, throwing a worried glance at the wall separating them from the main area. “Keep your voice down.”

Jason leaned forward, arms folding as he placed them on the table. He scorched Clara with a ravishing look. “Then come over here so I can speak a bit more quietly.”

She glared at him but needed a far superior poker face than the one she currently donned to send even a flicker of worry down his spine. She wanted him as much as he wanted her. That was a fact he’d take to the bank.

Glancing toward the opening their server might use at any time to check on them, Clara chewed on her lower lip. Sitting quietly, a radiant burst of triumph warmed him all the way to his fingertips as the gorgeous middle blocker scooted herself out of her side of the booth. Her eyes drifted across him as she stood outside his, paused like a statue.

Jason patted the spot beside him and smiled.

The fiery-haired beauty with shimmering eyes, luscious lips, and a crumbling sense of respectable morals slid in beside him.


Chapter Eighteen

Deft Hands

Jason immediately slid a hand behind her back and wrapped it around Clara’s curvaceous waist as she nestled beside him. While glancing at him, he ensured their body heat coalesced into one burning furnace as their sides met. She didn’t protest. If anything, she leaned in closer.

He could almost hear the pounding of her heartbeat. Or perhaps it was his own. Regardless, as Clara leaned forward to take his straw, leaving the second a pointless thing, and try his drink, Jason rubbed her lower back and felt far too much blood rush into his groin for his own good.

“How is it?” he whispered into her ear as her full lips surrounded the straw’s end, and she gave it a taste. She made it a prolonged draught that caused her to swallow four times.

Clara’s smoky eyes twisted toward him as she plucked her lips away from his straw. Her gaze fell on the blatant signs of arousal riddling his body. Unlike the rest of them, mainly because he hadn’t worked up any real sweat in his helping role with the team, he hadn’t changed after practice.

“I could see myself ordering it again in the future.”

“Only if I’m here. Otherwise, it’s off limits.”

Her eyes smoldered with a sordid blaze. “You’re assuming I’ll bring you back?”

Jason ran his hand underneath her shirt. Clara's breathing stilted as his warm hand spread heat into her lower back.

“I’m telling you to.”

“Aren’t you forgetting that I’m in charge of you this afternoon, not the other way around? That was what that game of Christine’s got me.”

Jason shrugged and skimmed his hand higher up her back, raising her shirt with it. “You know full well how I like to be in charge.”

“I know full well how much everyone else spoils you by letting you have your way all the time, you mean,” she shot back. “Even Angela melts around you and loses all her self-control.”

“You’re feeling pretty warm yourself,” he noted as his searching hand found the clip of her bra. “Close to melting.”

The gorgeous woman’s pulse quickened until it flowed like letters across a screen with its keys held down. “Close, but not quite there yet.”

“I can fix that,” he promised.

Clara gasped at the deftness with which he undid her bra. She instinctively bent forward, arms collecting around her chest, though the shoulder straps did their job and kept it from falling off. Slowly, Jason pried her arms away and straightened her back.

“Take it off,” he ordered into her ear, petting her smooth back as his lips brushed heat against her creamy skin.

Anxiousness and lust clashed like two tidal waves within her gaze. He kissed her on the jawline and slipped his hand toward her shoulder. Wordlessly, Clara joined in. With one arm, then the other, retreating into her shirt, her bra soon slipped off her bountiful slopes. She let it slide down onto her lap, in plain sight of anyone who could see her legs.

“I’ll take that,” he whispered, pulling it off her lap and placing it on the other side of him by the wall.

Clara’s nipples protruded like spires beneath the slim fabric barrier covering them. The fiery-haired woman’s breathing grew sporadic, which excited him even more. She couldn’t stop glancing toward the walkway that would let Anvi spot them.

A tinkling bell and a group of footsteps thrust a peal of fear through them both, although Jason was sure hers was far more poignant. Clara immediately shoved him away and covered her breasts with her arms. They stared toward the main area of the tea parlor.

Numerous voices, one of which he recognized as Anvi’s, conversed. A few seconds later, they heard footsteps again. Dampening footsteps. This new group had apparently decided to sit at the opposite end of the dining area.

While still poised with anxiety, Clara breathed a sigh of relief. She glared at him.

“Okay, that’s enough. Give me back my bra, and we can go find a better place to… continue.”

Jason smiled, kissed her, and shook his head. “Not yet. We’re not done.”

“Anvi is going to come check on us at any minute,” Clara hissed.

“I heard six or seven voices in that party, so I doubt it. I’ll wager we have at least fifteen minutes of privacy to have our fun.”

“You’re going to get me banned from one of my favorite tea places,” she growled, though her defenses remained easily penetrated as he slipped his arms back around her.

“Live a little, Clara,” he said as he brought his lips to her neck. However, he stopped and held his assault at bay. “I want you right here, right now. Say that I can keep going.”

Clara’s pulse danced as her eyes swiveled toward the sound of the distant voices. Not so distant that they wouldn’t want to be careful about their voices. The redhead fidgeted, swallowed, and gave him the barest of nods imaginable.

It was enough.

He teased her smooth throat with his scalding kiss as he pushed a hand through the opening in her shirt and brushed his fingers over her collarbone. A bit lower, he found her ample breasts. Soon after, he began rolling one of her pert nipples between his fingers.

“Fuck, why am I letting you do this to me?”

It wasn’t a question for him, so he didn’t pause long enough to answer. Gripping her around the waist with his free arm, he used his new leverage to bite her neck more fiercely. She immediately gasped, both in shock and pleasure.

“You’ll leave a mark!” she hissed.

“I’m going to leave plenty,” he promised.

Pinching tightly on her nipple, her complaint dwindled as a heady moan forced her to clamp her teeth shut. She glared at him but remained more than willing to lean into his touch, to dance on the edge of danger he’d brought her to stand upon with him.

“You’re enjoying this,” he told her. “I can tell. You’re so turned on by this.”

“No, I’m not,” she whispered weakly, face matching the color of her hair.

“You are.” He nipped at her throat and kissed her jawline. “You’re so sexy like this.”

“Jason, don’t… do too much more.”

“I want you to cum, though. I don’t want to leave until you have.”

“Fuck,” Clara panted, drawing ragged breaths between her teeth. “Oh, fuck.”

“Can I make you cum, Clara? Right here?” He started slipping the hand around her back toward her jeans. “How about I—”

Jason pulled his hand out of her shirt, yanked her onto his lap so that her evident lack of a bra would go unnoticed from an angle, and kissed her deeply the moment he saw a young server turn the corner. Clara gasped in confusion, but then her eyes swiveled toward Anvi. Bright scarlet, the server stopped in her tracks and gawked.

Okay, now go away, Jason thought, running his hands through Clara’s hair as if he were blissfully unaware of her peeping presence.

It took her nearly five full seconds before she broke out of her stupor. After which, the girl fled as if she’d just happened upon a murder scene.

“Well, I think we just got ourselves another fifteen minutes or so,” he said as he untangled his lips from Clara’s.

“You’re going to apologize to her,” Clara growled, shaking with a mix of excitement and horror at their near discovery.

“Why? Far as I can tell, she almost couldn’t tear her eyes away from the show.”

A colorblind person could have seen the violent red on Clara’s face, yet she put her foot down. “You’re going to apologize to her.”

“Okay, okay,” he said, knowing better than to argue.

“Now, give me back my bra so we can pay and change venues.”

“What about—”

“I’m about to invite you to my house,” Clara said. “Don’t be a pain in the ass and make me change my mind. Yes, this was a bit exciting, and maybe we can test our luck with it again in the future, but not today. I‘m not looking to have our first time in a tea shop, Jason.”

The bra was returned. Their meal was paid for. Jason offered his apology. Two car engines woke from their slumber for the final time that day.


Chapter Nineteen

Twenty-Five

Nervous. That was how he’d have described them both—which seemed almost ridiculous given their previous… activities together. Not even counting today, he’d gotten the tag-team titjob of his life from Clara and Angela just last week. And before that, he’d laid her out on his bed and made her cum over and over, which had earned him the right to record her as she sucked him off.

Yet, stepping into her master bedroom and seeing the queen-sized bed he planned to use to its fullest, his heart rate skyrocketed. A twinned reaction occurred just beside him.

Time to take charge, he told himself.

Letting his poignant desire for her overwhelm his nervousness, he extended his hand toward Clara. No preamble, no teasing, no more delaying. Just a single firm command.

“Come here.”

She didn’t immediately heed him. A moment or two passed, during which their gazes held firm. Clara glanced at her bed, which she’d laid out tidily before leaving for practice earlier that morning. Indeed, in the brisk walk through her home, he’d spotted nothing but neatness and cleanliness throughout her cozy home. Elsewhere, he’d leave it that way—but not here. He intended to undo her work when he stripped the covers and extra pillows off soon enough, but first, he needed to strip her.

A hint of impatience bled through his eyes, and Clara, at last, showed a hint of mirth. Smiling slightly, she cocked her head to the side.

“Were you expecting me to just obey like the others would?”

While Jason knew some of the others who might have pulled similar stunts, he decided he’d play along. Taking one step, then another, then a third, he arrived at the spot right in front of her. He didn’t peer down at her quite so much as he did with the others, but Clara’s green gaze still shifted slightly upward so that she could meet his eyes. Close enough that their chests nearly brushed together. Smiling, he raised an eyebrow.

“Okay. I’ve come to you. Is that better?”

“A bit,” Clara said, lust crackling but still controlled within her gaze. “We’re in my house, so don’t assume you’re in charge.”

“Assumptions ended,” he replied, though a smirk pulled up one corner of his mouth. “What would the person in charge like to do?”

Of all the responses he might have expected, she picked one that genuinely shocked him. Even if she always promoted straightforwardness, she’d never acted as boldly as Yvette or Avery often did. Until now, when he realized then that he’d underestimated her. He further acknowledged that he might not mind so much if this was how things would go between them in the future.

“Strip. I want to see what I’ll be working with here.”

After his shock no longer paralyzed him, a broad grin expanded across his face. “You got it.”

Shirt first, he held his grin as Clara’s eyes roved hungrily—losing a bit of their self-control—over his lean musculature. Thankfully, his recent foray back into volleyball had helped sculpt some of his atrophied definition back into a suitable form. Or maybe it was all the ravishing, exhausting sex he’d gotten up to of late?

Probably a little of column a and a little of column b.

Tossing his shirt at her, she made a face as she caught it. Looping his hands into his shorts and boxers at his waist, he ensured she didn’t blink as he gave her the show she was hungry for.

Clara’s yearning gaze swept over his lean muscles on its way to the sight of his arousal. Jason watched her focus on his manhood, which had long since filled itself with the blood his desire had spurred into his groin. Seeing the gorgeous woman’s arousal as she grew more and more transfixed by his nakedness spiked his heart with a concoction more potent than pure adrenaline.

“Like what you see?” he asked. While she’d seen him entirely nude when he, she, and Angela had gotten up to their fun in the hot tub, this was their first time truly alone. The first time she’d invited him to her house. The first time he’d entered her bedroom.

There were more such “first times” to experience. It was only a matter of when no longer if.

“It’s… adequate.” Clara blushed brightly at the crack in her voice, her body’s continual betrayal causing him to grin. As she was fast discovering, playing it cool proved incredibly difficult when your blood was sizzling with desire.

Jason pretended like he didn’t notice her faltered statement. “How can I upgrade things, then? I don’t want just okay. I want to make your heart race at the merest idea of me.”

Clara cleared her throat, though her voice remained hoarse. “That sort of thing takes time. It’s not just about the physical things of a relationship.”

Containing his elation at her noteworthy choice of the final word, he nodded vigorously. “Totally. I don’t want to let you down. Just say the word, now or anytime.”

“Do you mean that?”

“Of course I do.” He gestured at her, sensing the worry dwelling within like sediment at the bottom of a pail. “What are you worried about, Clara?”

The tall woman with fiery tresses clutched her arm behind her back. Adorable in a way, her mouth pulled from side to side in the exact same manner her best friend was famous for. She’d picked up the nervous gesture without even realizing it.

“I just don’t want to be at the… bottom of this new hierarchy you’ve been forming.”

Jason leaned his head to the side, confused. “I don’t mind letting you lead and be in control, especially if you prefer it that way. Just, with the others, they tend to like it more when I’m aggressive or at least fight them for control.”

Clara shook her head. “That’s not how I mean it. I’m talking about the hierarchy of all of us. There are seven of us whom you’re intimate with now. I don’t want to be number seven.” She shook her head. “I don’t want anyone to be number seven. I don’t want us to need to rely on Christine’s lottery to keep things relatively even.”

Jason absorbed her worries and gave them their worthy due. While they’d had a somewhat similar conversation as this one back at his home, he’d only known intimacy with about half the team back then. Now, as she rightfully noted, he was intimate with everyone.

“I don’t want anyone to feel that way either. Not ever.” He met her eyes with his. “So, can I ask you a favor?”

Clara regarded him with a confused look. “What kind of favor?”

“Help me out.” He smiled at her further perplexity, then elaborated. “Seven is a lot. I could use the help of a certain mature, deep-thinking woman to ensure I’m being fair to everyone. Because I do want that. I don’t want to let any of you down. I care so much about every single one of you.” He tilted his chin toward her. “You’re included in that statement, by the way.”

“I’m aware of what ‘every single one of you’ entails,” Clara said, though her blush renewed its vibrancy upon her face as she caught his meaningful gaze.

“Will you help me? Please?”

Folding her arms, she regarded him silently for nearly twenty seconds. At its end, she stuck her hand out. Grinning, Jason shook it.

“There are rules, though,” Clara said as their hands remained clutched.

He nodded. “I’m listening.”

“We… plan at your place or mine. And only when it’s the two of us.”

A second happy nod followed the first. “Sure.”

“We’ll obviously have a discourse, but I get the ultimate say on if you’ve neglected anyone, as well as deciding how you’ll fix that issue.”

Jason remained entirely on board. “Okay. I agree.”

“And…” Clara swallowed dryly, eyes roving down his body one more time. “And afterward, once we’ve hashed everything out, I remain in charge for a little longer.”

Jason’s heart beat a thunderous crescendo inside his chest. Still holding Clara’s hand, he tugged on it ever so slightly. The distance between them closed to nearly nothing.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered huskily. “Do you want to do a test run of just what that will look like?”

Clara’s lovely eyes gleamed with her answer before her voice whispered it back to him.

“Yes. Now, kiss me.”

Brimming with a balmy glee, he moved in for an intoxicating taste of Clara’s luscious lips. She accepted him completely, and their bodies pressed together. The air-conditioned bedroom turned into a sauna. While their hands shifted out of a handshake into an intertwining binding, they naturally moved away from her bed.

They’d be back to it soon enough.

When Clara’s back found the nearest wall, her eyes flashed lustfully as his arm snaked around her curvaceous waist. With nowhere to go, he granted her a moment of rest as he pulled his lips away from hers.

In a husky whisper, he asked, “Any other orders before I leave you unable to catch your breath? Say them quickly. Otherwise, I’m going to forget all about letting you be in charge.”

Clara raked her teeth over her lower lip, and Jason had a feeling she wouldn’t have minded very much if he had. However, unwilling to squander the opportunity in her hands, she nodded and pressed her nose against his.

“Take my clothes off. Wait.”

Already in the process of sweeping his hand up the hem of her shirt so he could dispatch her clothing with the fury of a whirlwind, he stopped. Clara’s eyes shone with a rare gleam of mischief. He raised an eyebrow.

“Close your eyes and do it,” the bewitching redhead whispered. “And take a step back.”

“I’m going to need my second hand back,” he said.

Maneuvering her hand behind her back to grab his wrist, Clara lifted both their hands until they hovered in front of their eyes. Slowly, she released his wrist. After that, Jason took half a step back and shut his eyes.

Holding himself at bay for a few moments, he indulged in the ramping anticipation of what was to come. His heartbeat beat like a drum, and every feeling in his fingertips seemed amplified. It was practically electric when he finally allowed them to skim upward over Clara’s hips.

Her soft breathing slightly sped up as they passed by her waist, taking a quick—yet somehow still agonizingly slow—journey over her clothing. Even through the fabric, he could absorb the sensual contours awaiting him beneath. At her breasts, he merely traced their voluptuousness, knowing they’d trap his attention otherwise. Eyes clamped shut, he felt the silky cream of her throat, then her jawline, and then his fortunate right hand earned the chance to trail across a divine set of lips.

“That’s… not what I told you to do,” Clara whispered as his fingertips skimmed over her lower lip.

“I can’t see anything, so I’m bound to stumble around a bit,” was his weak excuse.

A pause followed, then a blissful announcement to his ears.

“I’ll give you a minute or two more, but then you need to get back on track.”

He smiled and spent every one of those seconds memorizing her body, especially as he found her pulse thundering underneath the pads of his finger. Especially when he closed the distance to kiss her again.

By the time his hands started back down her curvaceous body, every breath she made was erotic. This time, he raced his hands down to her hips, having downed his full of anticipation. Unwilling to waste any more time, his hands found her shirt’s hem and raced it up toward her shoulders.

Still unable to see, he hoped Clara had lifted her arms. He felt her hands arrive to help him, and with little issue, her shirt passed beyond her head and arms.

Grinning, Jason kissed it and tossed it over his shoulder. Not hearing any commands that might hold him back, he connected his searching hands with Clara’s creamy sides.

“Time to show if what you did earlier was just a fluke,” she husked. “Take my bra off.”

He nodded, sending his hands on an exploration of Clara’s lower back. Afterward, they sprinted upward and located the hooks keeping one magnificent set of breasts contained. Like before, he barely needed a moment to undo it.

“How’s that?” he asked as he took a hand each to the straps on her shoulders and helped her out of them.

“I’ll give you a full review once we’re done,” Clara said, voice crackling with lust like kindling on a fire. “You’re not done yet.”

A truth that remained for nearly ten more minutes. Because this time, as they’d both expected, he didn’t manage to roam his hands back down her body without appreciating the ample breasts he’d just freed.

Feeling their heft, their smoothness, and running his thumbs over her stiffened nipples, his mouth soon entered the fray. Clara’s hissed pleasure overwhelmed her bedroom as he kissed her, sullied her neck for days to come with a harsh attack, and finally tasted one of her nipples between his teeth.

“Right… ah, there,” she moaned as he pressed his hand in on her enticing flesh and suckled tightly on the warm bud.

He couldn’t see her response when he dropped one hand in search of her flat stomach, but he felt it. She tautened and leaned into him as he undid the button of her jeans. The groggy groan of her zipper soon followed as he yanked it down.

“Can I get some help here?” he asked gently. “Otherwise, I might have to take my other hand down there.”

“I… suppose. This one time.”

Grinning and rewarding her with more attention on her sensitive breasts, her hands joined him in scooting her clinging jeans and panties away from her hips. A bit of awkwardness followed with her stepping out of them properly, but Jason stayed focused on his task at her breasts. However, his hand remained at her waist. A little lower, in fact.

“That’s not an order I gave you… either.”

“I can stop.”

Clara trembled against him as he massaged her clit, and it took everything within him not to open his eyes and see the pleasure scribed upon her face. It was pretty much the only rule he’d so far followed correctly, so he supposed he should at least follow through on that one. After one more pause, in which Clara’s excited breathing filled the silence, she spoke again.

“Don’t stop.”

“Is that an order? You are in charge, after all.”

“Am… I?” Clara buckled slightly as he slid his fingers over her wet folds. “You keep doing whatever you want, like always.”

“I’m sorry.” They both knew he wasn’t. “I just can’t stop myself when I’m around you.”

“I’ve gathered, ungh, as much.” Panting with a growing frequency and pitch, he felt the tall redhead lean her arms over his shoulders for support. “I blame everyone else for letting you have your way too often. You can’t even be good and do as you’re told for five minutes.”

Jason smiled, and his fingers sped up. Two entered her slick folds and began to crescendo his lover’s impassioned cries further. “Okay, okay. I get it. Five minutes. I’ll do whatever you like for five minutes to prove I can listen.” He raised an eyebrow. “So…?”

“You… know what I like,” Clara grumbled. “It’s not like I need to tell you.”

“No, no, you just told me I never listen. So, I must not know what it is you like.” He moved his mouth to the breast he’d so far only skimmed his hands over. “Five minutes. Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.”

Her arms shifted around his neck, tightening their viselike grip, pulling him in further. The pounding of her heart elated him, as did her beatific responses to his continued thrusting inside her warm sex. With his mouth nestled against her nipple, he withheld a rampant urge to take it into his mouth.

You’ve got to say it, he thought, and he was certain she knew his thoughts as clearly as if he’d spoken them aloud.

“Fine. Jerk.”

Resisting an immediate urge to snort with laughter, he listened intently as Clara Harris lowered her mouth to his ear and bared her desires into it.

“Suck on my nipple but be more careful with your teeth. I like it more when you suck and graze them than when you bite.”

He did so. Filing away the knowledge she’d shared with him, he promised he wouldn’t forget it. Soon, her impassioned moans grew even lustier.

“You can… keep going as you like with your fingers. You’re doing it, ahhh, just right there. I’m… close.”

Putting every effort into shifting her from “close” into “full-blown euphoria,” Jason heard a rewarding inhale barely a minute later. Clara tensed and held him tightly, body shuddering against him as he raced her to the cliff of her first climax. Tightening around his fingers, he leaned into her and absorbed her shudders as if they were his own.

“Yes, yes, like that,” Clara cried. “Just. Like. That! Jasonnn!”

As her voice turned shrill, an intoxicating moan imprinted itself forever into his memory. The call of his name upon her sultry tongue lived in his dreams for years to come.

“Open your eyes.”

Having given her a few moments of respite, though not intending to allow her much more for the coming hour or two, he obeyed. With his mouth still playfully aggravating her nipple, he scanned upward. He grinned.

“See? I can listen.”

Eyes smoldering incandescently, she didn’t even respond to his witticism. Instead, she put him to the test again, though it was with a command no sane man would have ever disputed.

“Fuck me, now.”

She landed on her bed seconds later, bouncing because of the force he’d tossed her with. Its sturdiness properly tested, Jason grinned and climbed atop her, sliding his fingertips up her shins and thighs as he did so. Clara’s breasts heaved as her excitement spilled off her divine body in waves. Her fingertips found his cock and hastily spread his precum across its length.

Her legs spread wide as they hurried their bodies into position. Hands on her hips, he helped her shift into an accepting position, though he stopped right before the plunge. Confusion appeared on Clara’s face, though her hands remained at work on his sensitive member.

“Sorry,” he said. “Just wanted a couple more seconds to stare at how beautiful you are.”

Clara’s face lit up like a flare. Grumbling at him for his “candor” under her breath, Jason knew he could wait no longer. With a slow but determined shift of his hips, his cock met her slick entrance. Still scorched by his compliment, her hands shifted out of the way, and her body receptively met his thrust. Jason’s eyes dropped to her waist as he disappeared inside of her.

They both shifted between tight inhales and languid exhales as he penetrated her to the hilt. Clara writhed and worked to accommodate his size, squeezing her knees together at his sides as he pressed ahead. Jason raised his eyes only once he’d fully filled her tight folds.

Clara’s expression wielded pleasure and anticipation enough that it momentarily overwhelmed him. A blissful smile appeared on his face as their eyes met.

“Ready?” he asked her.

Clara touched his chest and felt his heartbeat, then wiggled her hips lightly. “I am. You can have your way with me now.”

She hissed pleasurably as he drew himself out before barreling back into her. Leaning her head back, she tightened around him and drew his hands to her breasts by arching her back. Meanwhile, her hand found her clit and rubbed at it ferociously as the rhythm of their fucking sped up.

Jason grinned and fucked her tight cunt mercilessly. He could visibly see the small army of orgasms banked within Clara’s smoky eyes. They simply needed the sluice gates opened before they could flood out.

“That’s it, yes!” Clara cried as he found a steady rhythm. She responded to each of his motions with tiny shudders and eventually added her unused hand to her breasts.

Leaning beyond her, he snatched a pillow and paused long enough to set it beneath her hips. With an added lift, he could fuck her even harder, which she gladly accepted. She arched and shuddered like a rope bridge under attack by a tornado.

“Cum for me plenty, Clara,” he told her as they worked in tandem to thrust her into orgasmic rapture. “I want to hear every single one.”

“Yesss!” She hissed in response to her climax and his request. Another soon followed, and another. Her tight sex grew tighter each time she convulsed, and her fingers worked even harder to pursue the next one.

Kissing her throat, he plucked at her nipples and remained intent on hearing at least a few more before his own pleasure washed away his resistance. With each thrust, he knew that time hurried toward him, so he made sure to use each one well.

“Is it good for you too?” Clara murmured between her throes, tugging his lips down for another kiss.

“Of course it is. Everything about this is wonderful.”

Clara bit her lower lip and nodded. “Good—that’s good. Oh, fuck, it’s so good!”

Jason felt her tighten again, and this time he experienced the first genuine crack along his own defenses. Quivering with pleasure as he buried his cock deep inside Clara’s tightening folds, he heaved a ragged breath.

“Do you want to cum inside me?”

His cock throbbed with that answer. Clara smiled, and he colored slightly.

“Only if it’s okay with you,” he hastily said.

Her smile teased him like sunlight on his face. “I want to hear you say it. And then it will be.”

Jason stole his hand to the nape of her neck. Firmly holding it, he stared right into her eyes. He shivered as she ran her nails over his chest, his stomach, stopping them when they reached his waist. He watched her bite down on another orgasm long enough to wait for his response.

“I want to cum as deep inside of you as I can. Let me.”

Clara gave him an assenting nod. They raced to a shared orgasm like two wolves sprinting toward the top of a hill, both wanting to howl before the other could. He made it there before her by only a step, allowing Clara to watch pleasure erupt upon his face.

After that, cock swelling as his seed stampeded into it, her body arched in aching need as he poured himself into her—and then her eyes shut tight as her climax shook her into rapturous submission. Jason thrust his mouth to her shoulder and groaned like an animal unchained. His very essence spilled out of him, and he kept releasing his climax deep into Clara’s writhing body until he’d spent every last drop.

The thudding of his heartbeat in his ears added a strange filter to their breathing, like trying to listen to something while submerged underwater. Muscles banished of their vigor, body sticky with sweat and love juices, his mind possessed the activity of an icicle melting one laborious drop at a time.

With his mouth still tight to Clara’s soft neck, instinct demanded he kiss it. As his heart rate slowly descended to a level at which he could hear again, he listened gleefully to the satisfaction trilling through the soft sighs he elicited with his lips alone.

Clara’s hands wrapped around him and massaged his back lovingly. One of her hands trialed up to his hair, ensuring his mouth remained on her neck. Beneath him, bodies still linked, her legs writhed ever so slightly.

“Word on the… grapevine is that you recover very quickly,” Clara murmured as she massaged him. “So, do I get another round with you today? Or do you need to save up for someone else?”

A chuckle emerged from his lips before he could stop it. Clara tilted her face so that she could peer at him.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he replied, which earned him a thump on his lower back. “Okay, okay. It’s just… I was thinking about how things have changed so much between us.”

“How do you mean?”

“Remember how enraged you were when you found out about all this at my house? Compare it to now, where you’re hoping to wring me out all for yourself.”

Clara thumped him again. “That is not what I am doing. Furthermore, I was only furious because Samantha was a part of it. I wasn’t nearly as angry once the full details were explained.”

“That’s fair.” He nuzzled against her neck before pushing himself up with his forearms. His head hung just above hers. “Now, to answer your question, just give me about ten more minutes. I’ll take good care of you, Clara. I promise. Twenty-one. We’re getting you there today.”

Clara’s eyes gleamed. “I’m only at seven, currently.”

“Then maybe we’ll make it to twenty-five,” Jason responded before claiming her mouth with his once more.


Chapter Twenty

Come Hell or High Water

It stormed as if a battle between Norse gods raged within the voluminous purple clouds above. The raging storm stretched as far as the eye could see, rumbling like warriors chanting before the clash began. While eating breakfast with Clara, the pounding deluge began. Clamorous thunder shook the silverware on the table, booming so violently that the very foundation of her home quaked.

Initially, Jason had prepared himself for a disappointing cancellation from Avery or Olivia. Given the pounding rain pouring like an aerial bombardment all across the city, it seemed likely. The only consolation was that he’d get to spend more time with Clara.

She'd rolled her eyes at him when he’d told her as much as they finished breakfast. However, protesting his earnestness had eventually worn down her disbelief. Yet, before he could show her just how happy he would be to spend another day in her home, exploring every nook and cranny of her voluptuous body for hours, a text arrived.

We’re still going. You are too.

Mirth pulled up Clara’s lips as she read Avery’s message. Patting him on the chest, she kissed him on the cheek.

“I assume I won’t see you again today.”

“That’s not necessarily true,” he replied, catching her by the wrist.

She pierced him with a knowing look. “If that does happen, you’ve horrifically messed up—and we both know it.”

Jason conceded the point. Extricating her wrist from his grasp, Clara patted him on the shoulder. “If you text or call ahead, you’re always free to come over. Stay, too, I suppose.”

“No takebacks,” he hurriedly said.

Another roll of the eyes followed. “After yesterday, do you really think that’s going to happen?”

Jason shrugged and smiled teasingly, though another hint of earnestness shone through. “I hope not. You’d break my heart if you did.”

Clara’s blush widened his smile. “Just get out of here,” she grumbled. “Make sure you drive safely in this storm, too. I don’t want to get some awful message that you hydroplaned and wrecked while rushing on the road.”

“I’ll take it nice and slow. Promise.”

Clara nodded, satisfied. After standing, however, he lingered meaningfully. Upon noticing, the gorgeous redhead huffed at him. Yet, the hug and lengthy kiss he’d hoped for soon followed.

And then Jason finally left Clara’s home. They both knew he’d be back soon.

The furious beating of rain on his head soaked him thoroughly as he sprinted for his car. Keeping the promise he’d made to Clara, he made his way home carefully, squinting as best he could through the torrential rain battering his windshield.

With another burst of speed, he scurried inside. With haste, he stripped out of the clothes he’d been wearing since yesterday and sped through a shower—which almost felt redundant to take. After dressing himself in clean clothes, he banged around through a couple of the closets in his home, soon frowning at his inability to locate an umbrella.

Checking with both women that they still intended to keep their plans going forward, their confirmation propelled him away from searching further. With their intended meeting time at the mall approaching, he swore under his breath and waded back into the slicing winds and pouring rain. Surrendering to his waterlogged fate, he meandered slowly toward the mall, fighting his steering wheel as powerful gales tried to shove him off the road. The storm only intensified as he risked the trip.

However, given the two women he intended to link up with at his destination, the reward was well worth it.

By comparison to Alder Mall, which he’d visited with Avery what felt like an eternity ago, Burgess Mall was a boulder beside a pebble. The city had no larger contiguous structure, and its colossal nature allowed it to host every imaginable store inside its vast three stories. It drew in people from a hundred miles away on weekends, yet even most natives hadn’t fully explored its endless corridors.

Today, Jason had no idea how crowded the mall might be. Mostly because he couldn’t even see its enormous form through the rain bombarding his windshield as he turned into its endless parking lot. Driving carefully, he passed through the ranks of a line of cars on either side of him in search of a somewhat decent parking lot—one that would hopefully save him a long jog through the rain.

As luck would have it, he barely made out two hurrying forms, their arms holding their recently purchased bags over their heads, as they reached their car near the front of the mall. Pressing his brakes, he waited patiently for them to scurry into their vehicle, then, a minute later, back out of their spot. He claimed it happily once they’d started on their journey home.

His was only beginning.

Reacquainting himself with the rain, the unpleasant deluge soaked him for a fourth time as he rushed toward the mall’s protection. Tromping through puddles, he stopped before one of the dozen automatic glass doors in his way, which lazily—unconcerned by the rain and wind violently lashing him—opened itself and allowed him to scurry inside. Dripping wet on black mats strategically placed to catch the rainwater pouring off his body, he shook himself like a dog after a bath and pulled out his phone as his feet carried him through the second set of automatic doors.

You two already here? He paused in his group text and looked ahead, identifying where he’d entered the gargantuan mall.  I came in over by the indoor ponds.

In less than a minute, he received a reply from Olivia, though none yet from Avery.

I came in by the restaurants. I’ll come to you.

Confirming that he’d wait for her, he ventured over to the intricate set of ponds situated within the ground and took a seat on one of the many marble benches framing it. Fish of every vibrant color cut through the water of the various pools of water, and there were hidden tunnels that allowed each seemingly unconnected pond to join another. Beyond it, up two blocks of small stairs, the mall proper began. Dozens of stores called for attention to the new arrivals, of which Jason was not the only one. Scores of people trawled this area of the mall, most of them still drying off like himself—though he spotted a few who’d wisely brought along umbrellas.

People watching as he was, he didn’t notice the heavenly beauty sneak up on him with a mischievous grin.

A warm set of lips pressed against his still-wet cheek. Jason’s eyes widened as a beatific giggle mesmerized him. Looking over his shoulder, he found a tan, graceful, and much drier beauty standing with hands clasped behind her back just a step behind him.

She grinned at his befuddled look, then prodded him with the tip of her umbrella.

“Forget one of these?” Olivia asked.

“Couldn’t find one,” he grunted.

Olivia giggled again and, noticing the roaming nature of his gaze, stood up straighter for him. In tight jeans and a shoulder-less white long-sleeve shirt that stopped on its journey well before it reached her navel. Jason’s body responded immediately and vigorously to the smooth tan skin she allowed him to ogle. Just as Olivia had hoped for, he knew.

“Like what you see?” she asked airily.

“You know I do, but I’ll still say it if you like.”

“I do like.”

Jason snorted and cleared his throat. Even though no one was close enough to overhear, he announced it loudly.

“You’re so damn sexy that I want to rip your clothes off right here and now and fuck you silly.”

Olivia’s crimson response brought a grin to his lips. Nervously, her eyes flew toward the distant crowds of people. After confirming that no one had heard him, her attention returned to him. “Do you really mean that?”

“Want me to show you I mean it?”

A steamy heat gathered within Olivia’s incomparably blue gaze. Biting her lower lip, she gazed at the traveling shoppers.

“Maybe don’t do exactly what you said, but I wouldn’t… mind if you reminded me how much you want me.”

“So long as you don’t mind getting a bit wet.”

Olivia audibly gulped in the face of his innuendo. Yet, her lithe body leaned in close enough that Jason’s hands met her waist. A moment later, her butt pressed down on his lap.

“Don’t get us kicked out, though,” Olivia warned him, face still admiring a tomato’s hue. “I do actually want to shop a little.”

Jason just smiled and pressed his lips upon the creamy trail of tan skin stretching from her neck to her shoulder. Slow, intentional, unworried about who might be watching, he kissed her perfect skin and let her heat wash against his lips. Olivia shivered and laid her hand on his stomach, dangerously close to where she might begin slipping it beneath the hem of his pants.

“You’re such a temptress,” he murmured against her shoulder as he kissed it.

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked innocently, clutching his shirt and tugging it lightly.

“You know what,” he said as he pulled her in for a proper kiss.

Unsurprisingly, it spilled into twenty more. Unbothered by the people walking within the mall who gawked at their public display of affection, not even bothered by the sound of the doors he’d entered a little while ago opening whoever, their kiss grew more and more passionate. With a racing heart and forgetting himself slightly, he ran his hand down Olivia’s lower back and scooped her butt into his hands. Gasping, Olivia kept her arms slung around his neck. It was as close to a green light as she could currently give.

Because of it, neither of them noticed the approaching figure—the individual who’d just entered the mall—until her voice washed over them like a bucket of ice water.

“Have we decided we’re going to put on a show for everyone else in the mall?”

Jason and Olivia yanked their lips apart, then swiveled toward the voice’s owner. While Olivia didn’t climb off him, her arms slid away from his neck. She looked down at the floor, though he remained unabashed.

“We got a bit impatient waiting for you,” he said to Avery Hill.

Focusing upon him over Olivia, the athletic, competitive, stubborn woman rolled her eyes, which, like always, resembled a pair of the most perfect emeralds imaginable. Jason grinned and tilted his head in an inviting gesture toward the bench he and Olivia sat on.

“Yeah, no,” Avery replied flatly.

“Your loss.”

“Is it?”

Olivia surely felt his erection twitch beneath her butt as Avery lifted her lithe arms above her head and stretched boldly, causing her full breasts to squeeze together beneath the skintight fabric covering them. Jason’s tongue dried out as if he’d swallowed a spoonful of cinnamon. He glared at Avery, who grinned at his response.

Seemingly also having struggled to find an umbrella, water coursed off Avery’s skin and her marquee brunette ponytail. Jason’s gaze followed one stream of rainwater in particular. Beginning its descent at her wrist, it greedily collected more moisture as it zoomed past her elbow and met her shoulder. Choosing the path he’d hoped for, it careened down her collarbone before disappearing beneath a black sports bra that Avery filled out so spectacularly that he could have stared at her bust for days.

Smirking, Avery twisted ever so lightly, which yanked his gaze down to the equally formfitting leggings she’d decided would complete her purposefully eye-catching outfit. A curvaceous set of hips and a shapely butt that only Yvette’s could match stiffened his cock even further. The thin fabric contoured her thighs and calves, putting their lean muscles on prominent display.

“Now, who’s putting on a show?” he said, struggling to regain some moisture in his mouth.

“That would be me,” Avery answered without even a drop of shame on her tongue. She dropped her arms down to her sides. “You’re welcome.”

Jason grumbled at her, though all three knew full well how head over heels he was about Avery’s scintillating body. About Avery, in general, in fact. He loved her, and, to his everlasting delight, she reciprocated those feelings.

“Shall we get going inward?” Avery said, nodding past them both. “There’s lots to see, lots to buy.” She smirked at him. “Good luck carrying it all.”

Rolling his eyes as Olivia hopped off his lap and the two of them stood, he stabbed both beautiful women with a lustful look. “So long as shopping bags aren’t the only thing I’ll hold in my hands while we’re here.”

The women shared a look.

“We’ll see,” Olivia hummed, blushing.


Chapter Twenty-One

Bad Behavior

By hour number two, Jason was pretty sure that half the junk in the bags he now carried was never going to end up used—or at least by the person responsible for their purchase. For not even a moment did he imagine that Avery planned to use the bulk of the bath and body supplies she and Olivia had loaded up on as if they would be going out of stock if they didn’t get them now. Not to mention all the pet accessories the star player had thrust into a bag until it bulged like a mouth about to vomit.

“Do you even have a dog?!” he growled at her as they walked toward whatever next destination the girls had in store for him.

Avery flicked her gaze over her shoulder at him. “You think I’d buy all this junk if I didn’t?”

“Yes.”

One side of her mouth lifted in a toothless smirk. “Because I want to bully you by making you carry around chew toys and dog treats for a couple of hours?” She snorted. “Don’t be a narcissist; not everything’s about you.”

He glared at her. “You’re such an ass.”

“I have an ass,” Avery said, reaching her hand around and giving one of its unfairly sexy cheeks a light slap. “One everyone knows you can’t get enough of.”

“If that’s true, maybe I should drop these bags and get my hands on something I’ll enjoy holding onto instead.”

“You don’t have that option; you’re our mule until we say otherwise.”

They both glared at one another, though Jason quickly noticed the morsel of excitement his “threat” had caused the woman. He grinned at her knowingly, which caused her glare to deepen further—and for a splotch of red to attack her cheeks.

“The way you two flirt is so weird,” Olivia said with a loud but amused sigh, entering the fray.

“He’s a weird guy,” Avery said. “I warned you about it plenty.”

“Oh, please,” Jason cut in. “You’re the one smacking your ass out in public.”

“And? It’s mine. I can do with it what I want.” She gave it another slap, this one a little harder, louder. She grinned at him as a blush supplanted his glare, though not for long.

“Pervert.”

“Prude.”

“So. Weird,” Olivia reiterated. “Also, people are staring.” She ducked her head slightly as they passed a group of gawking shoppers who’d stopped in the middle of the wide corridor they currently walked.

“That’s hardly anything new,” Avery said with a snort. “People have been gawking at us since we started shopping.”

“It’s mostly glaring toward me,” Jason noted.

“Do you think they can tell?” Olivia asked, fidgeting slightly.

“Tell what?” Avery said, throwing her hands behind her head as she walked forward without a care for anyone else.

Comparatively, Olivia colored fiercely. “You know what I mean.”

“I don’t think I do. Jason, do you?”

“Nope, no idea,” Jason said, joining Avery in the lie.

Now it was Olivia’s turn to glare at them both. “That we’re… you know, together.” She uttered the final word so softly that Jason didn’t actually hear it, only read her lips.

Avery shrugged. “What’s it matter if they do? There’s nothing wrong with it.”

“I didn’t say that there was,” Olivia quickly protested.

“We could make it a little more obvious for them if that’s what you’d like to do.”

“I didn’t say that either!”

“You’re not saying we shouldn’t do it either,” Avery noted with a teasing glee behind her words.

Clearly flustered by the other woman’s verbal jabs, Olivia turned her azure eyes pleadingly toward him. Unfortunately for her, he wasn’t the champion she was hoping for.

“I think I—and it really pains me to say this—have to agree with Avery. You haven’t said we shouldn’t.”

“Oh, you two are just the worst!” Olivia huffed, folding her arms and scowling. Her eyes shifted between them as he and Avery smiled at her patiently. Eventually, her frustrated contemplation ended. Her face remained as scarlet as a cherry as she regarded them.

“Fine! I’m saying we should make it a little more obvious. There! Are you two happy now?”

He and Avery shared a look. In perfect sync, they nodded. Olivia huffed at them both.

“Now that we’re all on the same page,” Avery began, focusing on Olivia, “I have a message for you to pass back to our pack mule.”

Before Olivia’s confused look fully formed on her delicate features, Avery had already sidestepped so that their shoulders bumped together and thrust her mouth to meet the younger girl’s lips. Jason watched as shock completely overwrote Olivia’s ability to think, even walk. He couldn’t blame her. Watching the two beautiful women lock lips stole away his common sense, too.

Avery pulled back before Olivia finished fully registering what had happened, and Jason wished she hadn’t. If only to see how Olivia might have truly responded, be it pulling away or diving headfirst into the intoxicating act. As Avery grinned, Olivia ducked her head and glanced at the other shoppers around them.

There was only a handful, and none within twenty paces of them, but those who had witnessed the lewd act stared with a coalition of shock, embarrassment, and, especially in the men, plenty of envy and lust.

At first, it seemed like Olivia would collapse in on herself like a flower closing its petals. Avery had gone too far with her stunt. Jason almost began to say as much.

But it took only a look—not from Avery, but from Olivia—to silence him. A sordid heat as consuming as an inferno lanced straight through him. His heart skipped more than just a beat as it flared even brighter when Avery gave her compatriot a little push in his direction.

She approached him without breathing, and he spotted how her fingers trembled more noticeably with each step closer she took. Jason stole only a brief look toward Avery, who kept her expression neutral. Olivia reached him and stopped. His head tilted down at her.

Even the sun lacked the intensity of heat he saw around her slender beauty. Jason licked his lips and found no voice in his throat.

“I… I have a message to give you,” Olivia whispered.

Finding the means to cobble up a single two-word response, he nodded and said, “I’m listening.”

Gaze electric, Olivia climbed onto her toes. Completely enraptured himself in what Avery had somehow begun, his lips tilted to meet hers. Neither of them blinked as their meeting neared.

Heart crashing against his chest, just thirty seconds since Avery had kissed Olivia and plainly stated their relationship in front of the gawking, shocked, and envious onlookers, he and Olivia added far more intrigue to the situation as their lips met like two glaciers drifting into one another at sea.

After that, steam melted them both down entirely. The water levels rose.

Compared to other kisses he’d shared with beautiful women since this all began in Christine’s backyard, even just counting the ones he’d shared with Avery and Olivia, it was a chaste thing—and far too short. Yet, the boldness of the act struck Jason with sweltering desires enough to rob him of any disappointment about that fact. So much so that, when after only a few seconds their kiss ended, upon which Olivia’s scarlet face burned him even hotter, it took every iota of his self-control not to drop the girls’ shopping bags, grab them both by the arms, rush out of the mall and back into the storm, and then find whichever of their cars was closest and fuck them both in it.

Battling his urges and unsure if he would win, Olivia set a soft hand on his forearm.

“We have one more place to shop,” she said, glancing over her shoulder at Avery. Following her gaze, the athletic brunette’s ponytail bobbed as she nodded affirmatively.

“Hurry,” he growled, body rejecting the notion of a delay from the carnal needs boiling inside his chest.

“You want to come to this store,” Avery promised, breathing a bit more erratically than she had moments ago. “Come on.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

Aerie’s

This store the girls so needed to visit turned out to be Aerie’s, a ridiculously expensive women’s clothing store. Upon realizing this, Jason’s mouth flattened. This was the delay they just had to slide into his way?

“In we go,” Avery said, waving their trio forward through the entrance.

An unreasonable glut of crop tops, sundresses, sandals, and feminine accessories choked the long aisles ahead of them. Neatly folded and orderly, this wasn’t the kind of place a girl who’d just earned the first paycheck of her summer part-time came to spend it. Just a few complete outfits could stray toward a thousand-dollar price tag.

So, what were they doing here? Besides her car, which suggested she wasn’t a pauper, he didn’t know much about Avery’s financial situation. For Olivia, her family home was firmly middle class—and being a first-year college student as she was, he didn’t imagine she was rolling around in extra spending money. And while Jason’s mother was well-off, he wasn’t loaded with spending money. So far, neither of them had prodded him to spend any of his own money on their shopping spree. Would that change here?

“You know where to go,” Avery said, glancing over her shoulder at Olivia.

Nodding, Olivia reached for his hand. After finding it, blushing and ignoring the curious looks he shot toward them, she began pulling him along. Toward the changing area in the back of the store.

Meanwhile, Avery waved toward what looked like the manager of the store. From what he could tell, Avery and the manager looked around the same age. Were they friends? The hug, whispers, and looks they thrust toward him mere seconds later practically confirmed it.

It confirmed that the girls were up to no good as well, which he realized he should have anticipated the moment Olivia had started pulling him along toward the unseen parts of the store.

Together, he and Olivia entered a hallway full of changing rooms. Rooms, not just quaint stalls with a bench, mirror, and a couple of hooks for a dress or two. Olivia started walking up the hallway, leading him to the room furthest from where they’d entered the hall. Keeping the silence, excluding the thunderous clamor of his heartbeat, he followed her.

Entering the spacious room, he raised a playfully inquisitive eyebrow at Olivia. “So, now what?”

His slender companion glanced toward the door he’d left half-open. “We’re supposed to wait for Avery.”

Jason didn’t miss her meaning. “‘Supposed’ to?”

Olivia stared him down. Crooking his forefinger toward himself, any hint of reservations disintegrated before the skewering heat of her lust. She obeyed his hand motion and entered his reach with a hastiness that Jason used to pick her up off her feet.

As her toned legs latched around his waist, he thrust his hands to her rear and brought his mouth to hers. As their shared passion undid any worry of discovery, Olivia swept her hands through his hair, and he pressed her lithe body tighter against him. His cock throbbed against her as it grew to its full size, and she wriggled delightedly at his eagerness.

If not for Avery’s haste, and the cough she shot at them from the doorway, Jason was sure he would have mounted Olivia and lost himself inside her slick tightness.

They glanced toward the doorway without properly pulling their lips apart. Standing there, a host of outfits in her arms, Avery’s emerald eyes stared flatly at the two of them as if they were children unable to keep their hands out of the cookie jar.

“Can’t you two control yourselves for five minutes?” She shook her head. “Not even that. We were apart for, like, two.”

To reply, they finally needed to separate their lips. Olivia blushed and apologized, after which Jason set her down on her feet. Their bodies struggled to separate, like magnets yanked away by a feeble set of hands.

Avery snorted and entered the room. She carried the clothes to Olivia, allowing her to take half of them. The two women started laying or hanging down each garment with tender care.

“So, I have a decent idea about what’s going on, but it wouldn’t hurt if you two cleared it completely,” he noted as they worked.

“You’ll learn soon,” Avery said, her back to him. “Just chill out for a couple more minutes.”

“Hard to do that with your butt within grabbing range of my hand.”

That had earned a double glance from the two women. Naturally, afterward, everyone’s eyes shifted toward Avery’s utterly irresistible ass. How could anyone hold themselves back around her, especially in those leggings?

Sighing at him as if he were being unreasonable, she said, “Fine, be quick. And it’s just a quick feel. But then you have to go stand outside for a bit.”

Suffocating his first instinct to barter for more, Avery’s look convinced him to accept the gift she’d given him. With Olivia watching, he stepped up behind Avery, who put her hands on the wall and pushed her ample butt toward him. Staring at him, she tilted her head in a “well, I’m waiting” gesture.

He hurriedly stepped closer. Eagerly pushing his hands into Avery’s wonderful butt, the leggings’ thin fabric was all that stood between him and her creamy skin. He pressed his hands in further, spreading his fingers wide so they could seize as much of her shapely backside as they could.

“There, satisfied?” Avery said, mildly undermining her question with a crackling hoarseness in her voice.

Jason leaned forward onto the balls of his feet, forcing Avery’s arms to tremble against the wall as his weight pressed upon her butt. Kneading her through her leggings until he witnessed lust begin supplanting reason within her verdant eyes, he swiftly removed one hand, then delivered a powerful smack to her ass.

As the sharp strike of his hand impacted Avery’s butt, a sharp inhale hurtled between the beautiful woman’s teeth. Glaring at him for his sudden blow, and clearly just as turned on as he’d hoped he’d make her, he took a few more moments to massage her bountiful ass before finally relenting. Taking his hands back from her body, he grinned.

“You’re always such an ass,” Avery growled at him, voice cracked and quaking with lust.

“Interesting choice of words,” he remarked, which earned him a huff.

“See?” Olivia said, having finished distributing her half of the clothes that Avery had carried in and, from the color on her face, having enjoyed the show they’d put on. “You two do like flirting like this.”

“It’s her fault, not mine,” Jason said, taking the first step backward toward the door. “She made me like this.”

“Liar,” Avery growled.

“Can’t hear youuu,” he called as he slipped out the door. “Let me know when I can come back in.”

Olivia answered him affirmatively, though he hardly heard her over the ramping color of Avery’s hurled insults. Sticking his tongue out at her, he shut the door. The abuses continued bouncing off the wood, and Jason grinned to himself out in the hallway.

Resting his back on the wall beside the door, he heard muffled voices inside the room, but he couldn’t determine what Avery and Olivia were discussing. Wearing a meager amount of patience thanks to his newfound anticipation of what would come once the door next opened, his eyes drifted down the hall.

So far, they remained the only customers in the changing room, though he wondered if that would last for the entirety of whatever fun the girls had planned. Already quite aware of his and Avery’s shared allure toward skirting the fine line of risk and discovery, he remained curious about her relationship with the store manager she’d chatted with while Olivia led him back here.

As luck would have it, that same woman popped her head around the corner only a minute later. Their eyes met, a few seconds passed, and then she waved him over. Still hearing Avery and Olivia chatting inside, he pushed away from the wall and journeyed to join her.

“Hi,” he said. “I’m Jason.”

The woman chuckled. “I know. I know a lot about you, Jason. Comes with the territory of being Avery’s best friend. I’m Amanda, by the way.”

“Ah.” The puzzle pieces fit together correctly. He glanced down the hall, then back toward Amanda. “Well, it’s nice to meet you. And thanks, uh, for going along with Avery’s request.”

Amanda chuckled again. “You say it so vaguely, so I’d guess it’s safe to assume I know more about what she’s planning than you.”

“I think I’ve got a decent idea, but I’m all ears if you’re interested in clearing up the exact specifics.”

“What kind of friend would I be if I robbed her of the surprise?”

“Okay, then answer me this,” he said, figuring from everything he’d seen and intuited so far that she was well aware of where things were headed. “How bad would it be if the clothes they grabbed ended up a little worse for wear?”

Amanda eyed him for a second. “Everything in that room is already theirs, with some help from my employee discount. So, really, you only need to worry about how upset they might be if you ruin the clothes.”

“Noted,” he said.

“Oh, actually, there are two more things I should say. One as this place’s manager, another as Avery’s best friend.”

Jason gave her his full attention, hearing the seriousness in her voice. “I’m listening.”

“I expect you all to clean up after yourselves. I don’t need someone finding your cum on the floor once you all clear out.”

“Right, I’ll make sure we don’t let that happen,” he said. “And the other thing?”

Amanda crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “You know what it is.”

Standing over a foot shorter than him, her stern concern for her best friend added at least half that to her stature. He answered her assertion with a knowing nod.

“I love her. I’ll make sure I do right by her.”

“Glad to hear it. You’re already starting back a few steps with this weirdness involving that other girl. I try not to judge, though. Avery likes you… loves you, so I hope you don’t fuck it up.”

The door down the hall opened. A head peeked out. After spotting him and Amanda chatting down the aisle, its brow knit together in minor concern.

“I’ll make sure I don’t,” Jason promised Amanda. Letting her see the truth of his statement in his eyes for a couple of seconds longer, he walked toward Avery. Still only capable of seeing her head, he blew her a kiss as he walked toward her.

Rolling her eyes at him, she quietly ordered, “Close your eyes.”

Just a couple steps away from her, he obeyed. He was sure having to do this a lot, he realized. With his eyes shut tight, he resisted an urge to peek and waited for Avery to speak her following command.

“Now, give me your hand.”

After doing so, he felt her warm hand find his. She pulled; he flowed forward. She brought him into the room where she and Olivia waited, then shut the door.

“Okay, open your eyes.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

Option A or Option B

Jason transitioned from being unable to see to being blinded by the sheer beauty around him in only a second. As soon as he opened his eyes, his anticipation well beyond simmering by this point, the two heavenly forms standing before him sealed away his ability to think of anything beyond the room he now stood in. Heavenly, though, dressed anything but.

Olivia, smiling with a clear sign of trepidation laced within it, wore a beige halter top and a flirty skirt that fell only midway down her smooth, tan thighs. As he drank his fill of her, she gave him a twirl, which revealed that it was entirely backless. Upon seeing the sincerity of his awestruck attention, her smile grew more confident.

Beside her, Avery had opted for a two-piece—and undone her ponytail, which was almost as captivating. A white, ribbed crop top that also came with long sleeves, though it barely clung to her shoulders, giving him a great view of her firm, full breasts. It didn’t quite connect with the short skirt of the same texture and color, allowing him to roam his gaze across her flat stomach.

He knew he could be in one of only two places. Heaven, if they planned to let him out his hands all over them. Or hell, if they only intended to let him look.

Time to find out which.

“Not yet,” Avery said, reading his mind. “You have to declare a winner.”

Or I’m in purgatory, apparently, Jason thought wryly.

“A winner?” he asked reluctantly.

“Don’t look so upset,” Avery said.

“You just need to pick which outfit you like better,” Olivia said, fidgeting ever so slightly as his gaze shifted toward her. “We have a couple more outfits to swap into after this, and we want you to pick from those, too.”

“I get that, but why do you want me to pick between you? You’re both impossibly gorgeous. Can’t I just say that?”

“You totally can,” Avery said. “Say it all the time. But you’ve still got to pick someone each time.”

He sighed, seeing the insistence within their eyes. “Is there a reward at the end of this troublesome game, or do I just get sliced into pieces and dumped into six different trash cans by whichever of you two I manage to have pissed off the most when we’re done?”

“You’re so dramatic,” Avery snorted. “If you don’t want to play, we don’t have to play. We can just pack up and head out of here.”

Standing behind her, only Jason saw Olivia shoot him a meaningful look: a silent plea. He absorbed its meaning and returned his attention to the athletic superstar whose stubbornness matched his own.

“Fine.” He folded his arms. “I pick Olivia’s outfit for this first one.”

Avery rolled her eyes at his antics. “See, was that so hard? Now scoot your stubborn ass back outside so we can change into our next set of outfits.”

“You look great in that dress,” Jason said to Olivia as Avery shoved him out of the room.

She blushed and smiled, as he’d hoped and expected she would. Avery scowled at him and unceremoniously thrust him through the door, also as he’d expected.

“Love you,” he said as she closed the door, surprisingly proving enough for Avery to pause midway through the act.

She stared at him with her strikingly verdant eyes, thoughts behind an iron wall he couldn’t pierce. “Yeah, I know.”

The door shut in his face.

Smirking to himself, he settled in for another wait. This time, he remained undisturbed in the hallway. After about five minutes, the door opened.

“You know the deal,” Avery’s protruding head said.

Closing his eyes, he let her escort him back into the changing room. After the door shut, Avery gave him the go-ahead to see what the second round might bring him.

Arms behind her back and smiling, Olivia had thrown on a flirty white miniskirt and a revealing cardigan that only two buttons kept together at her bust. Everywhere else, tan, smooth skin delighted his eyes. Jason instinctually whistled appreciatively, and Olivia grinned in response. His eyes drifted toward the other “competitor” in the room.

A sudden rush of blood straight into his groin dropped the gazes of both women observing his response. They stared for a moment, then shifted their eyes toward one another.

“Guess we know who wins this round,” Olivia giggled.

“Hmm, he’s still got to say it.” Avery looked at him, smirking as he fumbled to find his voice. “We’re waiting. What do you think?”

Having chosen a lacy white blouse that dropped only halfway down her toned stomach, he barely noticed it—or her self-congratulatory smirk. Instead, his lustful attention remained affixed to a skimpy amount of black leather and some cords binding it around her waist.

Contrasting her blouse, Avery had squeezed herself into a form-fitting black leather skirt. High-waisted, it clung greedily around her shapely hips and thighs. Two cuts in the fabric on the side of her thighs required cords to keep the skirt from falling apart as it adhered to her creamy skin.

“Jason, hellooo?” Avery turned meaningfully to the side, and he feasted his eyes upon her unfairly sexy butt.

“You know which one he likes more,” Olivia said, shaking her head. Thankfully, she sounded mirthful rather than annoyed by the attention he continued granting Avery’s curvaceous backside.

“It’s got to be said out loud,” Avery repeated.

Taking a deep breath, in an effort deserving a Herculean fable around his willpower, he tore his gaze away from Avery’s lower half. “I like yours more this time, Avery. Happy?”

About as smug as he’d ever seen her, Avery shrugged. “A little… maybe.”

“We have one more to go through,” Olivia said. “This one might take a bit longer to change into.”

“I’m sure he’ll be fine waiting on us,” Avery pointed out. “Don’t have too much fun fantasizing about us out there.”

As he heeded their request one final time, he glanced toward the two remaining dresses hanging from hooks on the wall. One black, one white, he formed a guess about which one he’d find each woman in once he was allowed back into the room.

Waiting impatiently with his cock throbbingly hard within his pants, he heard sounds from the store itself. Footsteps followed, and they were of the “coming nearer” variety. Glancing toward his door, he found it remained closed. With a decision on his hands, he ultimately decided to stay where he stood rather than push his way inside and avoid being spotted. He did shift his stance enough that his erection should remain hidden, however.

A group of three women around his and Olivia’s age entered the hallway. Each carried a couple of outfits they intended to try on. As the first of them, an attractively buxom woman with bright blonde hair, noticed him, her stumbled halt caused her companions to bump into her. Soon, all three looked his way.

He offered them the barest of smiles, wishing they’d scamper into whatever changing room they wanted. Instead, their interest remained awkwardly on them, even though there was an easy assumption that he was just here with his girlfriend—which was true if they also added a second girlfriend along with the first. After whispering amongst themselves for several seconds, the blonde’s eyes wandered back to him. Then, to his chagrin, they started walking toward him.

You’ve got to be joking.

Not a few months ago, a gaggle of attractive young women sauntering his way would have piqued his interest plentifully. Especially with the type of eyes they were making his way, flirting, getting phone numbers, maybe more—it might all be on the table. So… what wasn’t to like?

All of it, especially right now. Jason saw only a bothersome trio approaching him, and he racked his brain on how to avoid it. Flattering as it was, he’d finished scribing the last name on his dance card with Olivia. He was already with every woman he’d ever want to be with, now or ever. There was nothing these three could offer him that he didn’t already have in his life.

Just as they got within about ten feet of him, they all suddenly stopped. Based on the widening of their eyes, he understood why. Pulling his gaze from them, he found Avery’s scrutiny affixed upon the trio of women. Without so much as a word, she cowed them into giving up whatever plans they had in mind. Instead, the blonde hurriedly opened the nearest door, only two over from the changing room he, Avery, and Olivia were using, as if that had been their goal all along. She hurried inside, as did her friends, the last of whom cast only a quick glance his and Avery’s way before she, too, disappeared inside. The door shut. Jason stifled a smile between wavering lips as he returned his attention to Avery’s hovering head.

“You’re like the monster in a horror movie.”

“Shut up and get in here,” she grumbled at him, making a face.

He strode on in without needing to hear an order to shut his eyes this time. After stepping inside, the door closed more forcefully than the past few times. Eyes still shut, he struggled to keep a straight face.

“What is it?” he heard Olivia ask.

“Jason was eying up a trio of girls.”

“That’s bending the truth,” he claimed, still holding his eyelids down. “They eyed me up. I’m completely innocent.”

“You’re anything but innocent,” Avery said, poking him on the shoulder. “What would you have done if I hadn’t come out and saved you?”

“I’d have told them I’m happily taken and wouldn’t want anything to do with them.”

Following his proclamation, he heard some shuffling, then a few faint whispers. Once they ended, several seconds of silence slithered by. While he waited, his heart rate gradually sped up. Anticipation gathered around him like steam from a sauna, growing so thick that it left him slightly lightheaded. Based on the past two times, he knew what to expect, yet the wait for it still excited him.

“Okay,” the girls said in tandem, scintillating electricity crackling off their tongues. “Open your eyes.”

This third time, rather than finding one of them, who was already an oasis to be happened upon in a desert, he gazed upon them both. Standing hip to hip, arms wrapped around the other’s waist, Avery smirked, and Olivia beamed.

To his surprise, Avery had taken the white dress, which put Olivia in the black one. Avery’s dress fell in velvet waves from one shoulder to her bare feet. It left the other shoulder bare, and a slit down that same side’s leg tantalized him to see how far his eyes could rise up her thigh. By comparison, Olivia’s dress kept itself up with only two crossing straps of black that twisted around her neck. With a turn, she showed him that the dress left her back bare to the hips. Falling only midway down her thighs, it left the rest of her tan legs free for his attention.

He gave it to her. He gave it to them both. His entire body thrummed with enough incandescent heat to melt a glacier.

“Take your final pick,” Avery said after giving him his time to absorb how frighteningly gorgeous they were.

“Not for this one,” he replied.

“We won’t get mad, really,” Olivia said. “We just need to know… for reasons.”

“I’m flipping a coin,” he said, making them frown. “I really don’t have a favorite for this one. You’re both unearthly beautiful—and I know you know that.”

Avery thrust up an eyebrow. “You have a coin on you?”

“No, but I have a phone. And the internet can do whatever I need it to do.” To prove his point, he searched for a coin-flipping site on his phone within ten seconds. Pressing the button on the screen to flip the coin, he turned it toward the girls.

Olivia giggled, and Avery shook her head and eyes at him.

“You didn’t say which of us was on which side, Jason,” Olivia pointed out.

Face coloring with heat, he quickly said, “Olivia was heads, Avery tails. I didn’t see the result yet.”

Rolling her eyes, Avery looked at her partner in crime. “Congratulations on your win.”

Olivia beamed all the brighter for it, and her eyes, already as pure as the fairest summer sky, gleamed with joy because of the prize she had apparently won. Finally, Jason hoped they’d let him in on just what his choices had led to.

So, in typical Avery fashion, she told him to shut his eyes and sit on the bench.

“Not back outside?”

“So we can find you flirting with your three new friends? Not likely.”

“So little trust,” he complained.

She stuck her tongue out at him and pointed him toward the bench. “Keep them shut until Olivia says you can open them.”

He pointed his attention at Olivia. Her only response was a fierce blush, which by its very nature, revealed a poignant hint about what was coming.

Finally, he thought as he sat down, put his back to the wall, and closed his eyes.

Based on the audible cues within the room, Avery and Olivia were changing out of their dresses. Every few seconds, an urge to open his eyes and watch while they undressed shot his heart with an extra burst of adrenaline. Each time, he shut it down. A little more patience—that was all he needed. If it wasn’t, if they forced him to play another game, or if this wasn’t the venue for some much-needed release deep in his aching balls, he didn’t know how he’d respond. Even if he liked letting them have their fun, he could only bludgeon his lustful desires with patience so many times before a riot kicked off within his own body.

While the two vixens played with his lust by merely changing their clothes, he could also hear the muffled sounds of the three other women in their changing room. However, with another empty changing room between them, he couldn’t make out more than an unintelligible drone of sound as it passed through two walls to reach his ears.

All interest in them vanished as a sudden quiet within his room shouted more deafeningly than an air horn. Once more, anticipation rushed within his bloodstream. Joining it was hope, which affected him in the most expected ways. As his cock tented boldly beneath his pants, he heard Avery snort lightly.

Soft as a trickle of sand inside an hourglass, he heard a noise in front of him. It rustled for only a handful of seconds, then ceased. Jason heard only his heartbeat for the next ten seconds, only for a gingerly placed hand upon his lower thigh to jolt him as if a taser had zapped it. That was all the hand did for several more seconds—it neither lifted itself nor moved up his thigh.

Avery’s torturous handiwork, if he had any guess. If Christine had been here, he’d have guessed her. Licking his lips, he remained rigid, brimming with anxiety, and nearly overwhelmed with desire. At the same time, he waited for whatever would come next—all the while grimacing at how excruciating it was to play along.

Thankfully, Avery didn’t make him wait much longer. The hand slid up his thigh, and its opposite started its journey on his other leg a few seconds later. Jason released a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding just as the first hand reached his groin area.

He heard a girlish giggle.

Wait a second.

Jason’s heart raced as the second hand joined the first. Swallowing, he dripped with anticipation as slender fingers outlined his arousal. Beside him, the bench creaked as someone put their weight on it. As the hands framing his cock began to free it from the interference of his pants, he felt a third hand alight on his shoulder. Warm breath soon tickled his ear, foreshadowing a light kiss on his cheek.

Eager to confirm his theory, Jason resisted every temptation to open his eyes. He must have provided some physical cue about his struggle, for the hand on his chest moved up to his face. Gliding into place over his closed eyes, it ensured that he wouldn’t peek. Scant seconds later, the two hands at his waist—aided by the willing lift of his hips—slid down his pants. His cock popped free, his toes curling as the changing room’s cold air collided with the heat emanating off the throbbing pillar.

And then… nothing.

His impatience grew like a burr stuck to his heel. Every second ticking by was an additional step on the painful needles digging into his skin. After growling in his throat, he heard two soft laughs. It was enough to confirm his theory about their placements.

Relieving him of his irritation, soft, warm hands caressed his cock, but only for a moment. A shift occurred. Eyes closed and covered by Avery’s hand, he exhaled contentedly as Olivia—he was sure of it—pressed her palms on his thighs and slipped her warm lips over the tip of his manhood.

Swirling her lips around his cock, Jason hummed approvingly in his throat. Avery chuckled next to him and removed her hand; however, he kept his eyes closed. That proved the right decision, and he quivered with pleasure as Olivia slipped his cock further between her lips. Slowly, playfully, she bobbed her head.

“Do you want to open your eyes?” Avery asked, brushing her lips against his ear. “Olivia’s doing something naughty.”

“I… can tell,” Jason said, drawing in a breath through clenched teeth as Olivia nestled him in even tighter within her warm mouth.

The bobbing sped up. Jason longed to open his eyes and watch the gorgeous woman deepthroat him. Pleasure wracked his body, and he gripped the bench tightly to keep himself from arching his hips.

“May I open my eyes?” he asked, draping politeness—and hoping Avery wouldn’t find a way to torment him if he did—over his impatience.

“He’s asked so nicely, Olivia,” he heard Avery coo. She’d dropped her hand back to his chest, where it swirled like a gentle whirlpool over his shirt. “Should we let him see us?”

“Mmph, mmhmm.” Given her erotic circumstances, it was the best answer he supposed she could give. Given the alternative, which involved her removing her sultry lips from his cock, he approved.

“I think that’s a ‘yes,’” Avery chuckled.

“And… you?” he asked, lip quivering as Olivia finally reached the base of his cock. Her lewd gagging filled the entire room. It was glorious.

Even though he couldn’t see her, he could practically sense Avery’s broad grin. She shifted on the bench beside him, and her voice suddenly came from a higher point than before.

“Open up.”

He did so. Olivia’s scintillating blue eyes stared up at him while she continued deepthroating his cock. She’d changed back into the first of the outfits she’d tried on for him, the one with the short skirt and beige halter top. Winking at him, she returned her attention to the throbbing tool burning inside her mouth.

His gaze shifted left, then up. Joining him on the bench, also on her knees, Avery had positioned her breasts within inches of his lips. In the lacy blouse and the skintight leather skirt.

“So, that’s what I was picking?” he said.

“Correct.” Avery smiled.

“What about the third one?”

“That decided who got to start where,” Avery said, beckoning toward Olivia with a hand. “Those dresses are expensive, so we’re not going to let you ruin those before we even get them out of the store.”

“But I can ruin these?”

“No!” Olivia said, freeing his cock from between her lips. “These are expensive too—just less expensive.”

“Okay, okay, I’ll be gentle.”

“No one said anything about that,” Avery said, flicking him on the arm. “Just no ripping fabric.”

Olivia nodded agreeably, then pushed herself up from her knees. “I need some space, Avery.”

“Right.” Avery slid back a foot from Jason’s side, denying him the chance to nip at her breasts.

Eyes incandescent with desire, Olivia ran her hands up his thighs. Grabbing hold of his wrist, she guided his hand underneath her skirt. He quickly realized that she didn’t have anything under the skirt.

Petting her wet folds, Olivia leaned forward and kissed him. Arms planted on the wall to either side of his head, he spent a hurried but important minute getting her ready for her following positional change.

Once that minute ended, Avery, not Olivia, grabbed his wrist and pulled him away. So not to be forgotten, as Olivia straddled him, Avery brought his fingers to her lips. Jason didn’t know which sight to focus on, and his indecision caused him to miss out on both succulent options.

With a satisfied sigh, Olivia fit him into her slick folds, which remained tight enough for him to groan passionately. At the same moment, Avery slipped his fingers inside her mouth.

While both were pleasurable, one undoubtedly reigned supreme. Jason’s focus twisted toward Olivia, whose tight cunt accepted every inch of his cock as she dropped her hips on him. They shared a moan as the last inch filled her, eyes meeting. Desire crackled so palpably between them that it could have scored the walls. He wrapped his available arm around the small of her back and nodded.

Olivia leaned into him and rocked her hips, bouncing her pert bottom on his lap while lewd slapping sounds battered the room. Jason sealed her lips with a kiss, holding her waist tightly. Each thrust bounced Olivia’s breasts, and he’d have claimed one with his grasp if he could have.

Scooting back toward them now that Olivia had mounted him and found her rhythm, Avery removed his hand from between her lips. However, she didn’t let him decide its next destination. Instead, she draped it around her throat, eyes smoldering with erotic desire. With a slight tug of his wrist, she told him where to send his hand.

Down her voluptuous body, it fell, stopping to heft the firmness of her breasts over her lacy blouse. After she grunted impatiently at him, he skimmed it across her flat stomach with a smile. He spent nearly a minute split between his interest in feeling her skirt’s clinging leather and the rhythmic clapping that his and Olivia’s bodies made while they fucked. Both women observed him as if judging him for not deciding sooner.

“Soon,” he growled at Avery, slipping his hand around her waist before pulling her into his side. He slid his fingers under her skirt, expecting to find her as welcoming as Olivia. Finding her slick heat, Avery purred and leaned into them both when he began fingering her.

“Oh, this is just right!” Olivia cried, wrapping him up in a burning hot kiss as she rode him. He could feel how close she was. With each new bounce of her hips, the volume of her moaning escalated. Jason spent only a moment remembering the three women just two changing rooms over. He could no longer hear their chatter. If that was due to its absence or because Olivia’s moaning was too loud for him to distinguish their voices, he had no idea. Regardless, he remained too preoccupied to care much.

“You’re always so tight,” he whispered into Olivia’s ear, which earned him a throaty purr. “Maybe the tightest on the team.”

That, as anticipated, earned him a playful but forceful shove from the woman next to them. He and Olivia grinned as Avery feigned indignation.

“You’re just so big,” Olivia responded, gyrating her hips as she sunk down until his cock disappeared inside her. “It’s all Avery seems to talk about.”

“It. Is. Not!” Avery growled, pinching Olivia’s butt.

The younger of the women squealed but didn’t take back her claim. Giving him a pat on the forearm, Jason removed his fingers from the bold outside hitter. When Avery climbed down from the bench, Olivia’s azure gaze flashed with alarm as her teammate—her ally until a moment ago—vanished behind her. Jason, however, saw it all.

The slow approach, the erotic and vengeful intent, and the lusty act itself. As Olivia tried to turn her upper half and locate Avery, Jason held her fast. Betrayal flared through her eyes, but then he lost sight of them.

With one hand, Avery pulled Olivia into a deep kiss; with the other, she invaded her blouse. Upon overcoming her surprise, Olivia leaned into the kiss, greedy and eager to slake her thirst for pleasure. The younger woman mewled loudly, then shook wildly as Avery pinched her nipple. That mewl transformed into an uncontrollable moan, but neither he nor Avery relented. As Olivia’s climax arrived, she grew so tight that Jason couldn’t bear it.

Avery contained her companion’s moan within her own mouth, turning it into a throaty, rapturous thing. Jason’s defenses faltered, rusting away before the sensual display before him. Quick, desperate to last little longer, he bucked his hips furiously—but his defiance crumpled.

Avery’s cunning gaze shifted toward him, spotting his struggle. Right at his brink, she pulled her and Olivia’s lips apart. Still succumbing to her orgasm, Olivia barely noticed.

“Right inside this naughty girl,” she said.

He thrust himself into her depths, clenching her waist in his hands. Buried to the hilt, he exploded violently within Olivia’s tight cunt. She gasped and arched her back, staring at the ceiling. Ever on the hunt, Avery dropped her lips back onto Olivia’s.

Once the crushing waves of pleasure ebbed away, he and Olivia panted like a couple of winded animals. Their smug companion prodded them both with light verbal teasing about their lack of stamina. Whether it was her design or not, Avery Hill became enemy number one.

Upon slipping off his cock, Olivia pulled him up to his feet. Teetering somewhat, he glared at Avery. The cruel but beautiful woman winked and held her arms out challengingly.

“Yeah, you’re next,” he growled at her.

“Only if you can get it back up,” she retorted, nodding with her eyes toward his manhood.

“I’ll help with that,” Olivia purred. Within seconds, she’d dropped to her knees and begun using her deft fingers and sultry lips to reharden his cock. With a finger, he beckoned Avery close enough for him to start kissing her and for her to rush her hands through his hair. During their short intermission, he decided what he wanted.

He wanted her from behind. When he thrust into her, he wanted to see her perfect ass strain against the tight leather fabric containing it. Upon relaying this information to Avery, she placed only a single roadblock in his way.

“Do not rip this skirt, Jason.”

Once Olivia had restored his cock’s vitality, Avery set her hands against the wall. He and Olivia traded looks as she pushed out her firm butt. Every lithe, supple muscle in her legs on display, a sudden burst of inspiration yanked Olivia into his arms. Whispering to her quietly, fluttering his hand in a “be patient” gesture at Avery, who glared at them impatiently, the younger woman’s face burned like a firework, but she ultimately agreed to his request.

Jason maneuvered himself behind Avery. Their eyes connected, and bold thoughts collected within his mind. Blowing her a kiss, he coaxed her into a shiver as he fondled her legs. Slowly, intentionally so, he glided his hands up her thighs. Once they reached the beginning of her skirt, he decided to leave it alone for a while longer.

“I wonder if they can hear this in the other room,” he said quietly.

“Hear wha—”

Avery’s gasp hissed between her teeth as Jason delivered a forceful slap to her ass. However loud as it might have been, the crack caused by his hand contacting her butt drowned it out entirely. The noise blasted through the room like a rifle shot.

“That,” Jason said, hiding a grin.

“Jason, that’s—”

A second powerful strike, this one targeting her other cheek, elicited a second guttural hiss. And while Avery hurled a dark glare at him, it didn’t obfuscate the potent desire rippling underneath her verdant eyes. He remembered quite well what she liked.

“I have a few more to give you,” Jason said, running his hand over the leather separating his palm from her smooth skin. “I have to give you all of them before I can fuck you.”

He didn’t need to strike her behind to silence her this time. In fact, he didn’t need to do anything. His role was already through.

As Avery readied her retort, a quiet click—as caused by the mechanisms of metal—drew her attention elsewhere. Her eyes widened, and her face flushed with heat.

Olivia had opened the door to their changing room exactly as he’d asked.

“Jason, that’s too far!” Avery hissed. “If Amanda—”

“She’s all the way out in the store,” Jason said, heart pounding. “I’ve got a few more spankings to give you, and then I’m going to fuck you senseless. We'll be safe if we aren’t caught during the first part, so long as you can keep your voice down during the second part.”

She glared at him more fiercely than she had in a long time. If they did get caught, by Amanda, by the three women who may or may not still be two changing rooms down, or by some new shopper who happened to overhear them, it’d be potentially calamitous. But if they weren’t caught—

“Fine,” Avery hissed, emotions of wariness and uncertainty ebbing before a licentious storm. “Bring it on.”

Setting a hand on her waist, they stared meaningfully into the other’s eyes as he drew the other back.

One. Avery shut her eyes tightly as he impacted her bottom, pleasure etched deeply into her face.

Two. Jason’s hand stung with the force of the lashing strike, and Avery moaned through clenched teeth.

He paused. Olivia stood in the doorway, playing the unbidden role of a lookout but also eyeing them from her peripherals. When their eyes met, and when he saw her arousal simmering for an opportunity to conflagrate, he waved her over. Unrooting herself hesitantly, the gorgeous brunette obeyed him.

Whispering a new suggestion into her ears, Avery shook her hips impatiently. Grinning, he petted her shapely butt and winked.

As he drew back his third and final strike, her focus followed his hand. Unaware until it was too late, Olivia snapped her wrist. While it was nowhere near as powerful as his own, it was enough—more than enough. Avery’s gasp robbed her of any composure or defense she’d built in preparation for his final strike.

The woman’s lust scraped between her teeth as his hand impacted her erotic ass harder than any slap before it. It was practically inhuman. The muscles in her legs flexed like iron; her throat quivered as the moan escaped; her eyes flashed vividly, surprise, lust, and even a dose of humiliation blazing through them.

Jason grinned victoriously, which earned him no end of payback later on. However, for the remainder of their stint within the mall, he remained in control. As he carefully bunched up her clinging leather skirt—an arduous process, especially so he didn’t ruin it—upward enough to confirm that fact and prepare himself to slide into her, he winked.

“Ass,” she growled, though she shifted in anticipation of his entry.

“I know. You still love me anyway.”

The tip of his cock found her womanhood. Soaked and warm and inviting him in, he rubbed his cock against it. Precum oozed from it, mingling with her love juices. Avery growled a second time, and he heard the impatience in it—which she should have realized would only make him tease her even more.

However, the angel among them laid her hand on Jason’s lower back. “She’s waited long enough,” Olivia said.

“I guess you’re right,” he said.

Spurred forward, Jason gripped Avery’s hips and, leaning over and quickly pecking Olivia on the lips, thrust himself inside her slick folds.

“Fucking finally!” she growled upon his entry, knuckles white against the wall as she flexed her body welcomingly to his intrusion.

“You’re lucky Olivia’s so nice,” he teased, giving her butt a firm slap as he guided himself further into her.

“If we get caught because you can’t resist my ass, it’s on you!” Avery hissed.

“I can live with that.” Driving himself forward, he filled her snugly. Every new inch recalled memories of their first time together, during which urgent need had crashed into them like a hurricane. He’d fucked her like he was ready to die afterward, and they’d experienced the type of carnal bliss that arrived with pure, unrestrained hedonism.

He saw within her eyes a willingness to share in it again. No matter how they prodded, glared, or feigned annoyance toward one another, the love binding them was as sure a thing as the next sunrise. Patting her smooth butt softly once, he buried the rest of his cock inside her.

“That’s it!” she whispered lustfully, dropping her head, inhaling deeply, and readying herself for the frenzy he intended to stir her into.

Olivia tried to join in a few times but soon realized she wasn’t quite ready to keep pace with their primal intensity. They’d take it a little slower in the future, for her sake—but now. Now, they needed to crash into one another like two elemental powers.

He plunged himself into Avery without any hesitation, any doubt, any mercy. Their hoarse swears clogged the room, leaving Olivia scarlet and terrified that their discovery was a foregone conclusion.

For Jason and Avery, their minds strayed no further than their tempestuous lovemaking. He rocked his hips, getting a few solid, loud pumps into her as she moaned and struggled to keep her composure. Her slippery insides compressed around his throbbing manhood, and he found himself unable to keep his voice down either.

Avery let out one more lusty whimper before she reaffixed her gaze upon him. Challenging him with a smirk, he put all his weight into fucking her until she couldn’t keep her eyes open. Even when making love, the rivalry remained. Sex was as much of a competition as everything else between them.

Olivia was right about them.

Setting his jaw, eyes glinting before her challenge, he rubbed her ass gently. As he fucked her tight cunt, battling the rising tide of rippling euphoria clambering up his body, he slid his hand toward a yet unclaimed opening on his lover’s seductive lower half. As soon as his middle finger swirled around the tight space, Avery gasped.

“Jason, that’s cheating, you asshole—”

“Fitting choice of words,” he said.

Her back flexed as if he’d dropped a mountain on it. Scraping her nails on the wall in search of something to grasp, she found it smooth and unhelpful. As Jason slid his finger inside her ass, Avery dropped her hands to the bench, pleasure ripping itself from her throat in a bestial groan. Bent over at a new angle, Jason wickedly took advantage of her faltering defenses.

“That’s fucking unfair!” Avery cried, unable to reclaim her composure or lift her head as he rammed himself into her tight entrances. “God, no, it’s—”

She shuddered like a ragdoll when her climax swept over her, though she resisted this one more viciously than any before it. If he could have seen her face, he was sure he’d seen her teeth gnashing together, furious at him and her body’s betrayal. Her spasms, like miniature detonations, raced up her body. With ruthless intensity, he pounded her even while she writhed in pleasure. He didn’t care one bit if her euphoric moaning put them all at risk of discovery.

He wasn’t long behind her. Waging war in this manner left them both rather defenseless, and even if his recent eruption inside of Olivia had given him an unfair advantage, he couldn’t last forever.

It simply felt too good to fuck Avery Hill, to hear her moan, to see her quiver as he fucked her. She knew that, even if she didn’t know anything right now, still busy fighting to regain control of her mind and body as her orgasm inflicted its enviable pleasure throughout her perfect body.

“Fuck, Avery,” he said, swaying forward like seaweed, legs growing weak, losing a bit of focus with fingering her ass. He kissed her back before the feeling in his lips diminished. All throughout his body, a similar diminishment took place.

No, it wasn’t that. It was just that, in one single point within him, his sensitivity ascended toward the insanity of bliss, which outstripped his ability to register anything else.

That roiling, writhing, promise-laden place within him crackled like lightning gathering in the clouds still raging over the roof. Urgent, aware of Olivia from the corner of her eye as she watched wide-eyed and aroused, he thrust into Avery harder. He listened to their boisterously erotic panting entangle and spiral toward the room’s ceiling, out the door, maybe even under the cracks of the door two down.

It felt as inevitable as breathing that he’d fuck her forever. He was the perfect key for her lock, and she’d wriggled herself so invitingly earlier. While everyone—and he knew it himself, by now—complimented him for his fast recovery time, it couldn’t be fast enough. He wanted Avery again once he finished inside of her. In truth, he didn’t want either of them to ever utter the word “finished.” If he could have, he’d have remained like this with her forever.

“Cum in me, Jason!” Avery begged as her voice broke in rapture, tightening for a second time around his cock. “Together, fuckkk! I’m ready for you!”

He groaned in a tongueless bellow as he came, ejecting his seed and spasming wildly. He poured it all into her, clutching her, and her reaching out and clutching Olivia’s arm so they all didn’t collapse like a tower made of cards. The exaltation that swept through him, in body and mind, robbed him of his ability to speak for almost an entire minute.

After his and Avery’s frantic grasps for air ended, their bodies ready for collapse, they shared a long look. Avery blinked her eyelashes coquettishly, but he didn’t take the full scope of her meaning.

“Ever going to take your finger out of my ass and cock out of my pussy?” she eventually said.

“Hmm, I wonder.”

Settling his hand on her lower back for support, he eventually severed their physical connection. Avery finally unbent herself, lifting her hands from the bench. She grimaced and stretched her arms above her head.

“My back is fucking sore. We’re finding a more comfortable way to do that at your place.”

“At my place?” he asked, raising a playful eyebrow.

“Did you think we were done?” Avery snorted as she pulled Olivia against her hip. “There’s no rest for the wicked.”

“And you both certainly are that,” Olivia agreed.

“Give us time; we’ll corrupt you,” Avery said, squeezing her companion’s butt.

After tidying themselves and the room up, they swiftly departed from Aerie’s—Amanda waving them off but glaring him down, one final reminder that he should watch out if anything he’d told her proved false. It never would, of course. At his place, they launched into a new round of copious lovemaking, and the ensuing corruption of Olivia began in full. She’d be as wicked as they were before the night was up.

However, the three women he’d encountered outside the changing rooms would have likely vehemently disagreed. Based on everything they’d overheard, they were—the three of them—already quite wicked.


Chapter Twenty-Four

The Final Hurdle

The ball went up, hanging motionless for the barest sliver of a second at the apex of its arc. Four sets of eyes charged toward it, but only one set of legs propelled itself into the air. As the ball plummeted, a hand drew itself back like a catapult dropping into a firing position. Sleek hair streaming behind her as she reached the ball’s height, Samantha delivered a powerful strike into it above the net.

A blur of synthetic leather zoomed over the net toward the ground beyond the attack line. The two women waiting for it responded immediately. As the one on the left took a step, then recognized it wasn’t hers to chase and stopped herself from taking another, the one on the right exerted herself and attempted to get herself in front of Samantha’s spike. This time, to no avail.

Before Samantha’s feet met the ground, her attack shanked off Angela’s forearms, sending the ball hurtling outside the court beyond where Christine’s feet could carry her. Shaking her fist victoriously, Samantha shifted her eyes from her two opponents back to her partner.

Jason threw a high-five in front of the beautiful woman’s infectious jubilance. However, more than their hands connected as Samantha pushed herself into his chest and thrust her lips against his. Overwhelmed by the balmy feeling, even if this was the dozenth time he’d experienced such a connection with her today, he greedily elongated the kiss for as long as they could get away with it.

It wasn’t until the volleyball they’d scored their most recent point with thudded loudly on the clay of Christine’s volleyball court nearby that they parted. Stepping into its bouncing path, Jason collected the ball. Samantha grinned provocatively at the two women on the other side of the court. Their responses were similar, though with some slight differences.

Christine seemed more annoyed than embarrassed by the regular physical contact he and Samantha had engaged in during their match. Not because of the contact but because she hadn’t thought to do the same thing during the last game when she’d been his partner. This was the third of three games they’d played, and teams had shuffled between each one. First, he’d played alongside Angela, then Christine, and now Samantha was his partner. Only the last of those had realized that she could prickle her opponents’ mood by making out with him or having him grope her after each successful point they scored. Much to Christine’s chagrin, they both well noticed. She did not seem to enjoy having been out-Christined.

By comparison, Angela’s dimples—her telltale sign of displeasure—had immediately appeared on display from the first kiss. However, rather than disdain, he gleaned a different emotion at the forefront of her glares.

Envy.

Jason gave Samantha’s erotically gorgeous butt a hard smack as he carried the ball back behind the serving line. Samantha shot him a lusty look over her shoulder as a secondary prize. Christine rolled her eyes on the other side of the outdoor court, and Angela flattened her expression.

A strong wind delayed his serve, which he spent focusing on Samantha’s beauty rather than preparing as he should have for his toss and leap. Her dark eyes drifted toward him, noticed his attention, and caused her to flash a jubilant smile his way.

Long and lean, with sleek black hair streaming down her back and hazel eyes that often conspired to light a fire in his belly with the sordid looks they speared him with, she’d been the team’s offensive powerhouse before Avery’s arrival. Today, with only the four of them playing, she’d gained the chance to remind her teammates why that’d been the case. In the two matches before this one, the flirty, alluring, and all too flexible woman had opposed him. Now, they worked in tandem to ensure his winning streak lasted throughout this final match.

The wind died down. Jason inhaled and exhaled. Flicking the ball into the air, he took his approach, leaped, and slammed his left hand into the spinning sphere in the air.

It careened over the net, though its path disobeyed his original intent. Angela smoothly slid over a step and formed her receiving platform. The ball collided cleanly with her forearms and launched high and toward the net. Jason landed and clicked his tongue against his teeth in annoyance. Wasting no more time than that to cry over his serve, he joined Samantha behind the attack line and waited for the inevitable attack one of them would need to receive.

On the other half of the court, Christine quickly set herself beneath the ball. Since she’d gotten her splint removed four days ago, she’d practiced almost nonstop. Twice at the Yard, twice here. Dedication to making up lost time crackled around Christine like static currents. It also proved rather infectious to those around her. Himself included.

“We’ve got this,” he said to Samantha as they bounced on the balls of their feet. Christine set the ball perfectly for Angela, who approached and took her leap.

“Of course,” his partner replied, eyes glued to the attack headed their way.

It arrived in his arms. Grunting under his breath, it impacted his forearms. He saw the glimmer of disappointment in both women’s eyes as he received their attack cleanly and gave Samantha the perfect opportunity to set for him.

This was the third of three matches today. It would be the third he’d won too.

“Ass,” Christine said about ten minutes later, pushing her knuckles into his arm as he grinned victoriously and held the volleyball over his head like a trophy.

“Undisputed champion right here,” he said, winking at all three women.

“And modest to a fault,” Angela said, lips shifting upward at his antics.

Samantha bumped her shapely hips into his, which caused the ball to flee from his fingertips. She snatched it from the air and nestled it to her chest.

“In case you’ve forgotten, I set you that final point,” she pointed out. “So this ball is mine.”

“Oh, right, because setting is the most important part of a play,” he said, knowing it’d elicit the response he wanted from the buxom blonde knuckling his arm.

“He’s right about that one,” she said, right on time.

“Not even close,” the team’s best defender immediately said.

“Agreed,” Samantha said, shifting to stand with Angela. “Without us receiving properly, you’ll never touch the ball. No instruments, no orchestra for you to run.”

“But I do run it so nicely, don’t I? Everyone loves watching my performance.” Christine lifted her arms over her head, stretching in an enticing manner that dropped all gazes to her magnificent breasts, which a sports bra—as usual—barely contained. He wondered if she—if all of them, as it was leggings and sports bras all around—might have worn something different if they’d known he wouldn’t be part of the practice today.

A heavy sheen of sweat glistened on each of their bodies, proof of their physical exertions over the past two hours. With the sun dominating the sky above them, only a calm wind and plenty of ice-cold rehydration kept them from overheating. Based on the lift of each of their chests, the percussion of their hearts remained elevated.

He wasn’t the only one to notice his lingering eyes. They all looked at one another amid a short burst of silence. As the heat built around them, emitting off their bodies in waves, so did a forbidden excitement. More than just adrenaline flooded their veins, more than just exhilaration sparked within their eyes. Even Angela seemed fully part of it, with no resistance discerned in her expression.

Tantalizing ideas flexed Jason’s hand, and led him to slip it around Christine’s waist. Her gaze widened as he pulled her hip to his. A quick gasp slipped between her lips as he swept his hand over her butt and sank it into the thin fabric between him and her creamy skin. Samantha and Angela watched him, fully aware of what he’d just done.

Christine tilted her head up at him, and her piercingly blue eyes shone as bright as sapphires. “Bad boy,” she whispered.

“I can’t help it,” he answered unapologetically, loud enough for them all to hear.

“I know,” Christine said, running her hand over his stomach. Unexpectedly, her gaze shifted toward Angela. “But… I’m pretty thirsty, so I’m going to get a drink. We’re out of water out here.”

As confusion knit his brow together, Christine slipped out of his grasp like a slippery vine. Pirouetting and refusing to look back, she practically fled inside. As her scurrying feet softened as she slid open the glass door in her way and disappeared indoors, he looked between Angela and Samantha. Yet, before he could say anything, Angela nodded toward the still-open door.

“I’ll join her. I’ll bring you both out some drinks.”

And then she, too, fled indoors.

“Are you going to run away too?” he asked Samantha, confusion wrapped around him like a pair of choking hands.

“No, I’m not,” she answered, looking at him apologetically.

He glanced at the door, which Angela had likewise left slid open. “Did I do something wrong just now? I thought I read the mood right.”

“Oh, you did,” she assured him. “You read it perfectly.”

“So… why did they both just run off?”

Samantha smiled softly. “Because they’re two stupidly stubborn women.”

Her words didn’t free him from the confusion shackling him. “Angela, sometimes, but this was right up Christine’s alley. She’s usually the one grabbing my butt or pressing her breasts up on me when we’re all around.”

“I know. That’s not what this was, though.”

“Will you explain what it was, then?”

Samantha folded her arms beneath her breasts, looked toward the open door, then sighed loudly. “You know how you haven’t, well, slept with those two yet? And only those two?”

“Sure… yeah. This didn’t have to end up going that far, though,” he quickly added, though he knew he’d certainly been hoping for as much. “I don’t want to rush them into things, Angela especially.”

Samantha shook her head. “It’s not that. It’s not you at all, even.”

“So, what is it?”

Samantha shrugged, seemingly not knowing how else to say it but bluntly. “Angela and Christine are being a couple of morons. They’re both adamant that they now be the last one of us you sleep with.”

Jason stared at her, unblinking and deprived of a coherent thought for nearly five seconds. Samantha set a hand on his arm and rubbed it understandingly. As much as he wished she’d tell him she was merely joking, she didn’t revoke her pronouncement.

“Are you serious?” he eventually asked, needing a second confirmation.

“Unfortunately. I don’t know quite how it started, but it became a thing just a few days ago. For some stupid prideful reason, they’re competing to hold out until you’ve slept with the other one of them.”

Jason checked to make sure Angela hadn’t returned yet with those waters she’d promised. He swept a hand through his hair upon finding they remained alone.

“I don’t know if I should fume over it or laugh hysterically,” he admitted. “I can see Christine pulling something like this, but I wouldn’t ever expect Angela to join in.”

Samantha shrugged. “I can see it. She’s as in love with you as any of us are, so maybe she’s not thinking with her head. And she’s always been weak to Christine’s antics.” She shook her head. “I don’t know exactly who suggested this or how it started, just that it is in effect. They’re both going to try and stave you off until you’ve fucked the other one.”

Jason chewed on both his thoughts and the inside of his cheek. In his mind, there were only three options. After ordering them in his head, he shared them with Samantha.

“The way I see it, I pretend I don’t know anything about this, I confront them and tell them to knock this shit off, or… I keep it to myself that you just shared this with me and dial the seduction up to eleven—and we see which one of them cracks first.”

Samantha smiled knowingly. “Does my input even matter? I think we both know which one you’ll be picking.”

“I am actually pretty annoyed with them, so I could see myself choosing option number two.”

“But you want to pick option three.” Samantha moved her hand from his arm to his chest, then moved in a step closer. “I can see how excited you are to try and seduce them both.”

Skin tingling as Samantha pierced him with her beautiful eyes, she parted her soft, full lips ever so slightly as she gazed up at him. Naturally, he laid his hand on her hip. Blood pounded in his ears as he slipped it further around, giving her butt a firm squeeze. In response, she sighed happily and pushed her body against his.

“I think I could use a helper for it,” he whispered huskily. “Someone who’ll be on my side, keep me informed, maybe give me some advice from time to time. Any interest?”

Samantha bit her lower lip seductively. “It depends on what I get out of it if I do. I haven’t gotten as much attention as I’d like to receive recently.”

Jason rolled his eyes but smiled. “You should contact Clara; that’s her job.”

“I’d rather go straight to the source,” Samantha purred.

The hand holding her soft, shapely backside dug in tighter. The married woman’s response—a poignant shiver and a flare of heat in her hazel eyes—caused him to grin mischievously. He leaned his mouth forward until their lips nearly touched, enjoying every tantalizing moment where she clearly hoped for more.

So, maybe she was right about how he wanted to handle Angela and Christine. There really was only one option he’d earnestly considered.

“Did you have something in mind as a price, or should I throw some options out there for you?” he asked as his remaining hand landed lightly on the side of her neck, knuckles brushing the soft skin gently.

Samantha’s skin burned hot enough to almost scald his knuckles. He wondered if her lips would feel the same, though he held out. For at least a little longer, anyway.

“I… have a few thoughts,” Samantha whispered, staring hungrily into his eyes as he held them both scant inches from the end of their conversation and the beginning of a bout of passion.

“Do tell.”

“It’s shameful,” she said, though he saw anything but shame within her. A bit of hesitance, maybe. Trepidation. “Do you remember the night we went bowling?”

“Yeah, of course. You, me, Christine, Clara.” He remembered what had happened afterward more than the bowling itself when all of them had made their way to his house and—

Samantha’s continuation paused his thoughts. “And what happened afterward? Do you remember that?”

He hid a smile. “I definitely do.”

“More of that.” She sounded almost sheepish.

“Visiting my house?” he asked, somewhat confused at first. However, partly due to the response she didn’t provide, his mind progressed deeper into her admittance. Behind the simmering heat in her eyes, he discovered that all-important clarification.

It wasn’t about visiting his house. Whose house it was probably didn’t matter in the slightest. Only the actions that might take place in it. And, perhaps most importantly of all, the number of individuals gathered there together.

Jason took another kiss from Samantha’s lips, and they both knew there’d be many more to come. Their lips tangled, their hands roamed, and Samantha shivered with anticipation as she felt the size of him pressing against her belly. Their conversation stalled for nearly a minute.

Angela still hadn’t returned.

“I think I can make that happen,” he promised after their kiss ended. “Scratch that. I will make it happen. How about tonight? Here. With the four of us.”

“I’m all for it,” she purred, mashing her breasts against his chest and biting her lower lip as he kneaded her butt. “But how could you convince Angela and Christine to participate? There’s no way they’ll end up having sex with us.”

“Maybe not, but I can get us some fun tonight. Everyone loves a good game night,” he replied, kissing her again. “You’ll see.”


Chapter Twenty-Five

A Prude no More

After another prolonged bout of making out, Jason knew he’d push Samantha down and have his way with her if they remained isolated outside. Prickled by regret, they forced themselves to delay the inevitable tsunami building off the shore for a bit longer. A quick round of scheming ensued, whispers and plans forming like honey in a hive. Upon its conclusion, the two conspiring lovers headed inside, searching for Angela and Christine.

They found the former finally filling up a pair of tall glasses of water in the kitchen. He assumed that she and Christine had shared words, thus delaying her from bringing out the waters she’d promised several minutes ago. She apologized upon their arrival, seeming flustered.

“It’s fine,” he said, smiling at his mom’s best friend. “We won’t die of thirst that quickly.”

While Samantha slid into one of the tall bar stools on the opposite side of the marble counter separating from her gorgeous team captain, he prowled around to join Angela. She glanced at him with a smile, though he noticed the trepidation tingeing it. As she passed Samantha her glass, he took his glass and scooted in beside her.

“Where’s Christine disappeared to?” he asked.

Angela tilted her chin toward the ceiling. “She’s grabbing a shower.”

His eyes chased her beckoning. Barely audible, he could just make out the rush of water in the pipes overhead. When he lowered his attention, he and Samantha shared a glance.

“Are you up next?” Samantha asked, leaning her forearms on the counter and smiling at Angela. “Wait, what am I thinking? Christine’s probably got fifteen separate full bathrooms in this gargantuan place of hers.”

“I don’t have anything to change into, so no. I probably won’t stay that much longer, anyhow.”

“But it’s Saturday,” Jason said. “We could all stay over and bond some tonight.”

Turning toward him and opening her mouth, Angela’s response skidded to a halt like a snowboard on gravel. Eyes more prominent than a pair of full moons, she swallowed stiltedly as she fought to regain her composure. Jason ensured she worked for it, giving the hand he’d just slid onto her butt free reign over its firm, ample shape.

“I, erm, but I don’t have anything to swap into, and I’m sweaty and gross right now.”

“I’m sure Christine would let you borrow something,” he said, savoring the delicious sight in front of him. He similarly caressed her as he had Samantha outside, though with more urgency and strength put into it. He didn’t know how Angela might respond, so he attacked her with lust as brazenly as possible.

Playing her part of the unaware third wheel, Samantha nodded in agreement with what he’d just said. “If she has fifteen bathrooms, she’s bound to have twice as many closets. Each choked to the limit with more clothes than she could have possibly ever worn.”

“Be that as it may, I don’t know how I feel about wearing someone else’s clothing.” Angela pulled in a deep breath and thrust an anxious glance at him. “It’s not proper.”

Jason smiled innocently, even if the stunt he’d just pulled was anything but. Giving up on massaging Angela’s butt outside her leggings, he’d decided to remove the issue of fabric between his palm and her butt. Her creamy skin was blazing hot, but he would not be dissuaded. His hand diligently and hungrily kneaded her butt while Samantha feigned unawareness.

“I could run to your place and get you something while you shower,” he suggested, taking a long drink of chilled water from his glass. His other hand remained in motion, forming the ample flesh he explored to his increasingly firm squeezes. “We want you to stay, in any case. I want you to stay.”

Assaulted by the crimson scrawled across her face, Angela’s seafoam green eyes shifted between him and Samantha. Understanding slowly dawned, and for a moment, he feared she might pull away and throw up her defenses.

Maybe she would have a month ago when propriety and decency had held back her feelings and desires like a staunch stone wall. Since then, numerous torrid moments between them, least of all one she’d shared with Clara in her hot tub with him, had chipped away at its sturdiness, providing cracks aplenty in the wall—until it had all but crumbled. How else would he feel free to continue massaging her naked skin beneath her leggings so boldly?

Taking a deep breath, she addressed them both. “I hope you both remember that I’m a bit less… daring when it comes to things than the rest of you. There are still limits to what I’ll… partake in. Yes?”

For now, Jason thought as Samantha nodded, after which he followed suit. Showing a slight relief that they hadn’t so far argued the point she was making, she continued.

“I’m not a prude, though.” She swiveled her head toward him, even going so far as to lean into him.

But you are still a bit mad I said you were one that one time, Jason thought, stifling a smile. Instead, as if to support her claim, she moved closer rather than away from him, presenting her chest inside its dark sports bra in a way that could only lead to one end.

Right in front of Samantha, Jason ran his hand up Angela’s flat stomach until it reached her almighty slopes. Flexing his fingers wide, he pushed his hand underneath her sports bra and took one of her massive breasts into his hand. Eyes glinting with a coalescence of pride, stubbornness, and embarrassment, Angela swallowed audibly but didn’t stop him.

“Point proven,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. “Does that mean you’ll stay?”

Face aflame, she sighed at him in an almost motherlike fashion. Almost. The hardness of her nipple against his palm ensured that they both knew the true extent of her feelings for him. “If the limits I mentioned will be respected, then yes.” She eyed Samantha. “By both of you.”

“They will be,” Jason promised, drawing her attention, inflamed and crackling, back toward him. “Just say what they are.”

Leaning in until she’d pushed herself upon his chest, her breasts bunched together, and he knew he wasn’t alone in staring at them. A clearing of her throat tugged his eyes regretfully upward until they remembered just how magnificently beautiful Angela truly was. The slight flush upon her skin, the softness in her eyes, and how her full lips parted in a smile as she read his thoughts captivated him completely.

“I’m not comfortable having sex in a group setting. Or, just in general, in Christine’s home. Or directly outside of it,” she said, looking at him as if he might try and exploit her words if she didn’t ferret out that possible loophole in advance.

He should have expected as much, especially given what Samantha had told him. Still, even as that restriction choked a hope that he’d only been allowed to ferment for a few minutes, numerous other hopes popped up like seeds taking root.

“Any others? Or is that the only one?”

While Angela’s gaze flitted between them, he squeezed tightly on the breast he’d captivated—as best as the massive object could be surrounded by even his large hand, anyway—and grinned as she shivered with a mix of annoyance and delight. He’d be a liar if he claimed not to enjoy her exasperation every now and then.

“That’ll be the only one… for now,” she said, hastily adding that last part, which served as a blanket protection in case things ended up rowdier than whatever it was she was anticipating.

He almost asked. Yet, before he could, she surprised him. His gaze shot downward as a pair of gentle hands caressed his cock over his shorts.

“As I said,” Angela whispered, her breath hot against his ear as she leaned in, “I am not a prude.”

Jason nipped her throat with his mouth, leaning into her, rummaging his hands across her sinfully sexy body harsher and quicker than before. Their breathing picked up speed, truncated bursts interrupted by soft moans that danced around their ears. Jason’s gaze slipped toward Samantha, who watched them with rapturous interest. He smiled at her, remembering the deal they’d made.

“Prove it one more time,” he said, kissing Angela’s hair, the shell of her ear, the soft length of her neck. “And then I won’t ever think of you like that again.”

“How?” The question held in it a shard of hesitance, and Angela’s hands slowed in their attention to his manhood.

He lowered his voice and put his mouth to her ear, ensuring only she would hear him. “Don’t just let Samantha be a spectator. She wants to kiss you nearly as much as I do.” Before Angela could reasonably cope with what he’d told her, he glued their lips together. While his mom’s best friend needed a couple of seconds to recoup her senses, she soon pushed back into the kiss.

Upon the end of their kiss, Jason slipped his hand out of her leggings, then gave her ass a resounding slap. Yelping, then glaring at him, Served Hot’s team captain blushed fiercely as he beckoned toward Samantha with his eyes.

“I don’t… see why you’d think I’m not up for that sort of thing,” she whispered into his ear. “With Clara, I gave you everything you wanted to see.”

“This time, it’s not just me who wants to see it. Besides, it’s a little preview of some of the stuff that’ll probably be happening here tonight.” He pulled back far enough for her to see him challenge her one final time with a daring smirk. “Assuming you don’t run away.”

Glaring at him for his impertinence, her hands retreated from his shorts. With a stiff nod toward where his hand lingered inside her bra, Jason, unsure what decision she’d arrived at, slowly—though not before swirling his index finger around her pert nipple a couple more times—removed his hand. Clearing her throat, she marched by him. Upon reaching the other side of the counter, she turned hard right. Toward the wide-eyed, hopeful married woman sitting on a bar stool.

“Just for my peace of mind,” Angela said. “Your husband is okay, or at the very least accepting, of the sorts of things you’ve been getting up to with Jason. That you’ll be getting up to with the team more and more as we all… relax certain inhibitions.” Her green eyes turned toward him as if said relaxation was entirely his fault.

Maybe he owned the lion’s share of the blame, but he wasn’t the only perennially horny person on the team.

One such woman, beautiful, slender, with hair as dark and sleek as night, could barely control the anticipation oozing off her tongue as she confirmed it. At Angela’s further insistence, a simple “yes” evolved into Samantha providing a definitive statement on the topic.

“Yes, he is okay with it. There will never be any problem with what Jason, I, you, and the rest of us get up to. Just, you know, don’t flaunt it in front of him if he’s ever around.”

“I would certainly hope we could at least act as decently as that,” Angela said, spinning her attention his way.

“I wouldn’t do something like that,” he protested immediately.

He soured further when she ignored him. Refocused on Samantha, Angela claimed one more step, placed a hand on the counter in front of the other woman, and put fully to rest any belief that she was, in fact, prudish.

“Since he’s not here right now, we can flaunt away for our captive audience, right?”

Jason’s jaw dropped outright. Samantha, maintaining her composure slightly better, nodded slowly. Her gaze was glued to Angela’s lips, which remained moist and warm due to his time kissing her. Breath held in his chest like a prisoner in a straitjacket, Jason unknowingly leaned forward at the exact moment Angela did.

Setting her other hand on one of Samantha’s arms as she closed the distance between their mouths, Angela glanced his way for only a second. To ensure that he watched with rapt attention, which he absolutely did. A howitzer couldn’t have distracted him from the tantalizing fantasy in front of him. Certainly not as Samantha, raising her chin, received her captain’s lips with a soft moan of fulfillment.

The beginning of their kiss proved slow and soft, with evident yearning scrawled over Samantha’s face. In complete control of the other woman, Angela beckoned Samantha to stand with only the gentlest of touches to her hip. With both women upright, their height practically identical, they pushed their breasts together and breathed quickly as their lips parted for hardly a second.

As Angela kissed her teammate more passionately, Samantha shut her eyes tight and shivered with a dangerous concoction of emotional and physical pleasure. Her hands slid up to Angela’s hips. Completely enraptured, her mouth moved with an endless craving for the kiss to continue. Jason couldn’t blame her. If anything, he envied her for the strength of her response.

Angela skimmed her knuckles up Samantha’s body, eventually leading it into her silky black hair. Thumb caressing the other woman’s cheek, she ran her hand in the same fashion that Jason had earlier over Samantha’s smooth stomach. Pivoting as she reached Samantha’s breasts, Angela wrapped her arm entirely around Samantha’s back and pushed her weight into her. Their breasts mashed together in a display Jason knew was for him.

The kiss could have lasted much longer, could have spilled into naughtier deeds—one that he’d have happily joined in, even spearheaded. Unfortunately, Angela decided it was time to end the show.

Upon the end of their kiss, breathing heavily, Samantha opened her eyes. Allowing her a couple of seconds to recompose herself, Angela smiled, first at her, then at him. The caresses of her thumb upon Samantha’s cheek slowed down, then halted. She released Samantha and withdrew a step, breaking the other woman’s grasp on her hips.

Impressively, her voice shook only a little as she regarded them. “Now, I believe I’ve fully put to bed any lingering doubts about my… involvement in all this. Yes?”

Samantha nodded. Their eyes turned toward him.

“Absolutely, Angela,” he said, sensing but not caring about the sliver of smugness kernelled inside her eyes. “That was so hot.”

“Yeah,” Samantha said, lust soaking her voice like blood through a tissue. “Thank you.”

Angela stepped forward and planted one more kiss upon her teammate’s lips, though this one lasted only a second. “If Jason has his way, I’m sure it won’t be the last.” She paused, then cleared her throat. “I’m going to shower now. If you want me to stay over for a while longer, you’ll need to convince Christine to let me borrow some of her clothes.”

“We will,” Jason said, more certain of that statement than any he’d ever made.

Yet, his declaration received a shake of the head. “Samantha needs to shower.” Before the other woman could protest, Angela beckoned with her forefinger. “You can shower with me so we can talk a little.”

And more.

Jason and Angela, and somehow probably Christine upstairs, all heard the thought in Samantha’s mind, as loud as a shout due to how her eyes lit up. Smiling, Angela looked his way.

“So, you need to convince Christine to let us both wear something of hers.” She shooed him off. “Go on. Get to it.”

Mouth as dry as if cotton balls were hosting a town meeting inside his mouth, he regretted nodding, knowing he was likely to miss out on something sinfully indulgent by obeying. At least he had a partner who could whisper into his ear about what had transpired a little later.

As Angela and Samantha headed for one of the first-floor showers, Jason bounded up the stairs and sought out the mansion’s gorgeous owner. Never in his life would he be so grumpy about being sent chasing after a showering woman.


Chapter Twenty-Six

Scrubbed Clean

Christine seemed oddly surprised when he entered her bathroom, which, given their unique relationship, she really shouldn’t have been. He’d knocked and called out to her, though she seemingly hadn’t heard him. Entering the enormous master bathroom, he’d spied the hamper where she’d dropped her dirty clothes, then called to her again. Only then did a blonde head, hair soaked and dripping all over her slender shoulders, open the glass door that led into her enormous shower and peer toward him.

“Jason, I’m showering.”

“Yeah, I noticed,” he said, chuckling and carrying himself closer to her.

She regarded him with an unfounded—well, mostly unfounded—wariness. “If you want to join me, you need to be on your best behavior, or I will make you find another one.”

His smile grew. “With how things usually are between us, my ‘best behavior’ probably isn’t what you want.”

“That’s… fair,” she said, conceding his point. “But you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I do.” He started stripping while she watched, still fully erect because of the sinful scene he’d witnessed downstairs a minute ago.

“And you plan to follow my order?”

“You’re awfully meek today, Christine,” he pointed out. “You wouldn’t usually phrase something like that as a question.”

“Don’t be an ass,” she growled at him, rekindling a bit of fire within her demeanor.

He held his hands up, though with his shorts already down, Christine’s attention remained diverted further down his body. “I promise to be good—no stepping out of line. We’re just showering and chatting. I’m mostly here to bring some good news.”

“Good for whom?”

Sighing, he folded his arms. “All of us. Are you going to let me join you, or are you just going to keep being weird and suspicious of me?”

Though her wary regard for him persisted, she finally moved back into the shower, leaving the door open for his entrance. Stepping into the enormous shower, the tiles warm due to the patter of steaming hot water pouring across it, he smiled as Christine retreated under the stream. Big enough that he could have invited Angela and Samantha and still had plenty of room, Jason answered her step backward with one forward.

“So, what’s this news?” the beautiful blonde asked, sweeping her arms up to push her wet hair off her shoulders. Her breasts defied every natural law of gravity, firm, heavy, and tantalizing as always. Every part of her aroused him, especially with a slick sheen of water pouring down her smooth skin from head to toe.

“Angela and Samantha are staying over for a game night.”

Leaning forward so that the water falling over her head now thudded upon her back, she arched an eyebrow. “Don’t you think you should have checked with the house’s owner before making nighttime plans in it?”

“It was an executive decision. This place is practically a second home for me by now, so I figured I could make that call.” He smiled at her teasingly. “Besides, I’m checking with you now.”

“No, what you’re doing is informing me of what you’ve already set into motion—and now I need to go along with it, or else I’ll look like a bitch.”

He flashed her a broad grin. “Is that so? It’s surprisingly effective. I wonder where I learned this tactic from.”

As a pair of brilliantly blue eyes rolled within their owner’s head, he added a second step in Christine’s direction. Her response—another step backward—proved to be the last she could take. With the cool wall on one side and an enflamed lover on the other, Jason stepped into the stream of water pouring out of her faucet.

Soothing heat soaked his hair, then streamed down his shoulders and abdomen. Closing his eyes for a moment, they opened as a warm, smooth sensation latched onto his cock. Looking down, he found Christine gripping his length with both hands. Peering through the curtain of water pounding on the top of his head, she tilted one corner of her mouth upward.

“We both know you didn’t come to see me just so you could tell me about your little game night,” she purred.

However, Jason remained wise to her ultimate ploy. Leaning forward, he emerged from the deluge above him. As the tips of their noses connected, water streaming down his back, he stared unwaveringly into his opposite’s beautiful eyes. Beautiful, but still scheming.

“And if you jerk me off, then you can make sure I don’t try and fuck you in the shower, right? That way, you and Angela can keep at your dumb competition.”

Surprise rippled through her expression, but not contrition. He hadn’t really expected to see any. He was here for explanations more so than apologies.

“Angela? Or was it Samantha who mentioned it?”

“That’s not important.” He put a hand on the wall by her head. “What gives, Christine? Why are you making this new brand of trouble, and how did you get Angela involved in it?”

The hands gripping his manhood slowly shifted into motion. Swallowing a lump in his throat, he avoided breaking eye contact with the seductive woman and her silky-smooth hands. Purposefully gentle, they caressed and explored along his length, providing him sensations of mild pleasure up his sensitive shaft. Christine didn’t look down either.

“You’re assuming I’m wholly responsible for this new ordeal you have to wade through.”

“I’m assuming you’re primarily responsible,” he amended for her.

“You’d be wrong. Angela’s not an unwitting accomplice; she’s a full-fledged coconspirator.” One of her hands reached his balls, where it then began to fondle them lightly. “I might have teased her about the notion, and I might have been only half-joking when I pointed out that I planned to hold out until she let you ravish her, but she’s the one who cemented it. Hell, just the other day, I offered a compromise—a threeway between us—but she’d have none of it.”

“Really?” Try as he might, he found no lie within Christine’s features.

“Yes, really. Is this a big surprise to you?” She twisted her head from side to side, rubbing the ends of their noses together.

“A little bit, yeah.” He fought off a frown for a few seconds, but it eventually found its purchase upon his face. “Why, though? What do you all get out of it, other than some bragging points?”

“You know I’m a stubborn woman,” Christine said, laughing softly. “Would you really expect any less from me? Turns out, Angela, at least when it comes to you, is just as hardheaded. Sometimes, the heart rules the mind.”

“It’d be easier if you could swap it off for a second.”

Smiling, she kissed him. Her fingertips swam along his sensitive member with alacritous skill. “We’d need more time than that. I intend for you to fuck my brains for hours out once we finally get after it.”

“Okay, but when will we get after it? If there was ever a time to break character, here it is. I’d very much appreciate it.”

“I’m sure you would,” she said, giggling. “It’s hard to play the impartial negotiator when you’re the one with the most to gain if things go how you want them to.”

“You’d gain plenty, too,” he replied. His hand slipped over her glistening thighs and up her slick stomach, ultimately triggering a burst of heat within her azure eyes as he pinched one of her nipples lightly. “Again and again and again.”

“I don’t doubt it,” she purred, arching slightly as he pinched harder. “But I don’t plan to give in, not to you, not to Angela.”

“You are such a pain in the ass sometimes,” he sighed, chuckling.

Her hands sped up a bit more, and pleasurable sensations swam from his cock into his torso.

“But it’s worth it, right?” Kissing him again, she moaned against his mouth as he rolled her nipple in his hand. “Right?” she asked again, mildly breathless as they pulled away.

“Most of the time,” he conceded, tilting his head so he could kiss her neck. “This time, it’s still up in the air.”

“Then… let me fix that.”

Beneath the downpour of water across their connected bodies, their hands ignited more heat within them than the hottest shower imaginable could have created. Tasting her freshly cleaned skin, he absorbed the floral scent of her soap as he moved his mouth from her neck to her shoulder. Adding his second hand to her breasts, even with the difficulty of pulling on her slippery nipples, Christine’s moans soon clogged the shower.

“Between you and Samantha, there are some sensitive breasts in this house tonight,” he said as he nipped her shoulder with his teeth. “I wonder which of you will cum more from them.”

“Well, unless you played with her for a bit before coming up here to see me, I think I’m, ahhh, going to get a nice head start.”

Jason smiled as the buxom beauty nearly lost her grip on his length when he twisted both her nipples in unison. Tugging at them afterward caused Christine to suck in a hurried breath. With her hands occupied, she settled for bumping her forehead onto his chest as his admonishment. There’d be a few more before the water stopped flowing above them.

“Angela and Samantha are both going to need some replacement clothes. Mind sharing?”

Christine batted her eyelashes coyly. “I’m sure I can find something for them both. Do you have something in mind for tonight, game-wise, or should I make those arrangements?”

“You have the game I want us to play, so don’t worry.”

“Which is it?”

“You’ll find out.”

Christine crinkled her nose at him, opened her mouth, then closed it. Thoughts ruminated behind her eyes. A devious idea, or maybe….

“If you cum first, you tell me. If I cum first, I’ll be the devil you always say I am all night.”

“Like you wouldn’t be otherwise,” he said, slapping playfully at one of her heavy breasts. “It’s your nature.”

“I could pout all night, instead.”

“If you cum first, I also get to cum on your tits,” he said, pinching her nipples so tight that Christine immediately arched her back. Her jaw shuddered as the barely contained moan rolled off her tongue.

“Yes? No?” He kissed the top of her breast, gazing up at her as she battled with the euphoric sensations coursing like lightning bolts through her breasts.

She eyed him with a dawning understanding that the puppy she’d adopted had finally grown into a full wolf. Still, just as she’d proclaimed about herself, she was stubborn.

“Fine. You’re… on.”

He won. Not just once, not just twice. If Olivia were here, she’d have used the sultry scene playing out as another confirmation of his competitive nature. However, the gorgeous brunette was nowhere in sight, and Christine lacked any opportunity to call him out. He barely allowed her to breathe, much less any real chance to speak.

Her first orgasm crashed down on her as he replaced one hand with his mouth, sucking tightly on the pert bud that so raucously shivered the proud, beautiful woman. After which, his hand trailed down her smooth stomach, falling like a stone down a waterfall until it found the pool at the bottom. As Christine’s orgasmic rapture sang loudly throughout the bathroom, he disturbed any chance at recuperation by teasing her clit with his recently freed hand. Try as she might to regain control with the work her hands put to his shaft, the two fingers he slipped inside her all but turned her knees to jelly.

By the time her third orgasm shook through her like a euphoric earthquake, her toes had curled, and she needed a hand on the shower valve to keep herself from losing her footing. If she had, they both knew he’d have followed her down and seen that three became at least five or six. However, as she kept herself upright, even if breathing laboriously and overwhelmed with pleasure, that was not the course they headed down.

“Jason, fuck, stop, stop. You’re going to wear me out.”

“Would that be so bad?” he asked, flicking his tongue from one nipple to the other, then back again. However, he did slow how quickly his fingers pumped through her slick sex.

“Usually, no.” Christine’s eyes shone as radiant as a pair of azure comets hurtling through space as she looked at him. “It’s not just us here tonight, though. I want to be rested and rearing to go for whatever you’re planning. I’m sure you want that too.”

“I suppose,” he said. Fitting her nipple between his teeth, he gave it one more soft bite. Reveling in the way Christine shivered, as overcharged as a powerline struck by lightning, bristling with more energy than its capabilities allowed it to contain, he slipped his fingers out of her folds.

“Back up a bit,” Christine said, clearing her throat, seeking to reclaim her tattered composure as best she could. Much like trying to catch all the shredded pieces of paper before they fell to the ground, she managed to clutch only a few scraps.

He did so, passing through the curtain of water falling from the faucet, wiping it away from his eyes, and watching Christine pursue him and do the same. And then she surprised him.

Rather than hurrying her hands toward his cock, which remained almost painfully engorged because of the unfathomably beautiful woman he shared the shower with, they drifted toward his wrist. The one belonging to the hand he’d used to ignite her body with passion less than a minute ago.

As she separated his forefinger and middle finger from the rest, the only dry spot in the entire shower happened to be his tongue. Staring at him seductively, Christine’s pillowy lips parted enough for her to slip his fingers between them. She began to suck, never breaking eye contact—not even blinking.

A step closer followed. Yet, she still worked to steal back her juices from his fingers. One hand dropped away from his wrist, knowing he wouldn’t try and pull it away. It traced his stomach, swirling like a whirlpool just above his groin. The impatient glare he fired at her seeded a mirth in her eyes that didn’t extinguish for the remainder of the day.

Splaying her hand against his stomach, she guided him back one final step. She removed his fingers from her mouth, kissed them, and then lowered herself to her knees. Water splashed across her feet and the backs of her calves. A devilish smile spread across her lips. One set of fingers reignited the supply of friction his cock so desired. The other reached for a sleek bottle of body wash sitting on a divot in the wall.

“It’ll be better this way,” she said. “More efficient.”

“I’m aware of the effect soap can have on the process.”

Christine flashed her pearly white teeth and laughed. “Recently, though? With all of us robbing you of any alone time? You might have forgotten about just how effective it can be. Plus,” she sang, “I’ll hit all the spots I know you like.”

His heart hammered. His skin tingled. His mind yearned. He knew that she knew all these things. Just like how she knew that he knew how much she enjoyed this part.

“Women always say that,” he said teasingly. He plucked at one of her breasts, which earned him a look. “They always forget that we’ve jerked ourselves off a thousand more times than they ever will. So, we know the best spots better than they ever could.”

Christine lifted the container of body wash out of its cave. “A thousand times more? Give me a year; I’ll rectify that division of labor.”

“Sounds like you’ll be busy.”

“So long as you can keep up.” Her fingers raised his cock so that it pointed toward her lips.

“You’ll see tonight how well I can.”

Splurt. She poured the floral-scented body wash, which had a lime-green appearance and smelled much like she often did, over his cock. Chilly, the warm hand that spread it along the sides and underneath his shaft. Thankfully, she didn’t let him suffer for long.

“You’ll have the nicest smelling cock anywhere,” Christine teased, taking her time in coating his cock with lubricant. She applied a second spurt of it after the first.

“I’m sure you’ll all appreciate that later.”

In the face of his bravado, Christine just smiled. Having slathered both his cock and her fingers in the lovely-smelling soap, she trailed her finger along the edge of his cock. Skewering her with another impatient look, she ran a hand up her breasts. Like sparks heralding an inferno, the teasing transitioned into one of wanton lust. Her hand wrapped itself firmly around his cock at the base. She finally began pumping him in the way he’d wanted all along.

“I’m going to have to wash again afterward,” she complained as she tilted her head up to look him in the eye.

“I promise to make a huge mess,” he responded, giving one of her enormous breasts another pass of his hand.

Christine bit down on her lower lip and sped her hand up. “You’d better. I want it everywhere.”

Jason nodded, then leaned his hand against the wall for support. As Christine pumped his cock excitedly, pleasurable sensations added themselves to it like beads of sand pulled in by a magnet. His heart sped in his chest, his breathing accelerated, and his balls absolutely ached as the ruinously beautiful blonde jerked him off.

Another squirt of the bottle added even more lime green to the mix, which her hand motions hurriedly distributed. Christine watched him, reading his small tells—the slight flex of his thighs and abdomen when she found the right rhythm, the lump he swallowed as pleasure spread like the roots of a tree within him as her assault dwindled how much longer he could contain his climax.

“All over my tits, Jason,” she hummed. “Mark them with the biggest load you’ve ever had.”

There was nothing he wanted more in the world right now than that. Impossible not to see it swirling within his eyes, Christine winked at him. Applying one more squirt of the bottle to keep him nice and slippery for the remainder of their time together in the shower, she set the bottle back in its area and beckoned with her newly available hand. Acquiescent, he gave her his hand.

Kissing his knuckles, her tongue slid over his fingertips. Her scintillating blue eyes tracked him as he pushed them back into her mouth. She pushed her head forward until his fingers disappeared within her mouth, and she lathered them in saliva.

The arousing feelings and the promise of two immaculate breasts he was about to stain white in front of it whipped him toward his edge. The commotion inside his body tightened his center, his thighs, his fingers. His cock begged for relief with an influence that grew more potent with each new pump of it.

Christine’s eyes dazzled him with the seductive heat pouring out of them. She gagged herself on his fingers, then yanked them out of her throat. She ran one hand over her enormous breasts while she brought him to the brink with her other.

“Cum, Jason. Cum all over my big tits. They’re yours to use whenever you like. Now, show me how big a load you can—”

She didn’t finish her sentence. Well beyond the limit of even his strongly developed self-control, which Christine and the others put to the test almost daily, he tensed like iron. He could no longer hold back the geyser threatening to erupt inside him. No force on Earth could have kept him from fulfilling the lewd promises Christine purred at him.

A harsh groan chafed his throat. His vision contracted, his knees quaked, and an unimaginable euphoria flooded his cock. If this were just the first taste of what he’d experience tonight, nothing would be left of him in the morning.

He spent no time focusing on that. Instead, he let the pleasure gouge him fully. With what little awareness remained within him, he focused on the thick ropes of cum he splattered all over Christine’s massive, slick breasts. So did she, beaming at him with each new white spurt he covered her creamy skin with. It almost felt endless, doubly so because Christine didn’t relent, continuing to jerk him off until she’d taken him for all he was worth.

“You never disappoint,” she said, looking down at the abundance of white upon her breasts. A twinkle appeared within her sapphire eyes. “I hope I haven’t stolen all your vitality for tonight’s game.”

Requiring a few more seconds to capture both his mind and his breath, he stiffened again as Christine kept her hand in motion. Running his hands through her wet hair, he almost considered pulling her mouth to his cock so that he could show her just how much vitality he had left in him. The soap still covering it proved the primary stifling element, which bought enough time for him to remember that he’d two other women who should be there for the next time he came tonight.

He opted for lifting her chin with a hand so that their eyes could meet and she could see the future he intended for her tonight. Her grin broadened.

“I’m looking forward to whatever game you’ve decided we’ll play,” she purred lustfully.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Unpleasant Contact

With a relative degree of abstinence—meaning that they continued to tease and aggravate the other’s body relentlessly—for the two of them, he and Christine stepped out of the shower together fifteen minutes later. Both sparkling clean save for their thoughts and desires toward the other, Jason possessed the far more accessible path to dryness. While Christine did her hair up and sought a blow dryer, he escaped her temptations before they both ended up discarding their towels and remembrance of Angela and Samantha. Still, before he went, he kissed the back of her neck and finally whispered into her ear the game they’d be playing.

The buxom blonde licked her lips with anticipation and whispered back exactly where he could find the game he was looking for.

With another kiss to her neck, he left her to finish drying off, though he reminded her about Angela and Samantha’s shared need for some of her clothes. He wondered if their shower continued and what may have transpired within it. Just minutes after Christine’s sensual ministrations, he found himself walking through her mansion with another vigorous erection.

Restraining his investigation until he dressed, he entered Christine’s bedroom and rifled through his area of her wardrobe. Afterward, he pursued the lead she’d whispered to him and confirmed the device he needed for their game sat within the closet she’d told him it would. Leaving it alone for now, he finally ventured downstairs in search of the two beautiful women on the first floor.

He found them also drying their hair in their respective bathroom. His presence didn’t go unnoticed, nor did he wish it to be. Entering, he immediately made his way over to Angela, the only one of the two with a towel wrapped snugly around her voluptuous body.

He undid that cover swiftly, tossing the towel toward the nearby marble counter before she could respond. As Angela’s eyes widened, he pressed himself to her and kissed her deeply. His hands journeyed eagerly across her naked form, gliding over her smooth, recently cleaned skin. They didn’t stop until they’d gathered her heavy breasts in their grasp.

She didn’t push him off either, even if her shock kept her mired in indecision for the first half of the kiss he gave her. Afterward, she leaned back into it a little, though he could still sense some hesitance in her response. He ended the kiss, though not his fondling of her breasts.

Blushing deeply, she glanced at Samantha, who offered her no help. Forced to reckon with his sudden libido on her own, she cleared her throat.

“I see someone didn’t get quite what they were hoping for upstairs,” she said, shivering slightly as he lightly pinched one of her nipples.

“Actually, I got everything I was hoping for,” he said with a grin.

Both women shared a quick but significant glance. Jason could see the question burbling around them both, but he didn’t offer them anything in the way of insight. If they were wondering if he’d finally fucked Christine, they wouldn’t learn the truth from him.

“And I’ve confirmed the game we’ll be playing tonight,” he continued. As their attention returned to him, he beckoned Samantha over. Upon her obedient walk into his reach, he left only one hand to stimulate Angela’s breasts. The other wrapped around Samantha’s shapely waist and pulled her against him so that he could add the taste of her lips to his palette.

“So, then we’re the after-party?” Samantha asked teasingly, humming pleasurably as he groped her butt in front of Angela.

“Something like that,” he said, smiling at the bold heat smoldering within her eyes. “Did you two have a good time together?”

Samantha glanced at Angela, and he could tell a confirmation of some sort passed from team captain to outside hitter. The dark-haired woman winked and ran her hand down his stomach, though she stopped her adventure before reaching his waist.

“We learned a lot about the other.”

And that was all either of them would say, no matter how he pressed for details—payback for his continued vagueness about what he and Christine had gotten up to.

“Christine’s closet is open to you both, and I’ll go see what we’re having for dinner,” he eventually told the two women. Kissing, fondling, and making eyes at them for several more minutes after declaring this, pulling away from them felt like ripping glue off his skin. The industrial variety, not the kind kids used for school projects.

Still, as he headed back toward the kitchen in search of his phone, intending to work with Christine on what they ought to order, he felt airy enough to walk on clouds. To prove it to anyone who might have spotted him, he wore a stupidly wide grin.

Finding his phone on the counter where he’d left it before pursuing Christine upstairs, he scooped it up. Wondering what the right option might be for such a night, he idly tapped his phone to life as he began striding toward the stairs again. Only for a message sitting on it to lasso him around the legs and yank him down from the clouds with just a few words.

Just saw a video of you playing with the twins and some other Division One players some weeks back. Guess you’re not as done with volleyball as you said you were.

His grin evaporated instantaneously. It was like it’d never even existed. His feet stuck to the ground as if wet cement ate them up. The thrill within his heart skipped only a single beat on its way to transforming into dismay. Lips pursed tight and thin as two sheets of paper layered on top of one another, he stared at that ugly text for far too long.

Deprived of his hearing due to the anxious pounding of blood in his ears, he somehow missed Christine’s descent down her stairs. Probably on her way to find Angela and Samantha so that she could help them find something to wear for the evening, standing there like a dumbfounded fool in the middle of her living room must have piqued her curiosity. He didn’t see her approach until she was practically by his side, partly due to his tunnel vision and partly due to the snaking path she took so that she could end up by his side.

He noticed her just a step before she would have attached her hip to his. As the maverick woman, dressed only in a towel, slid in beside him and peered at his screen, his faculties finally returned. Air sirens blaring in his head, he snatched his phone away from a pair of curious blue eyes. Shoving it deep into the pocket on the opposite side of her, he hooked two fingers onto his pocket when he tried to pull it out. Face as red as a bloody twilight, he hoped she didn’t notice his theatrics. Of course, she did.

“That wasn’t suspicious in the slightest,” Christine noted.

Heat flared within his face, an unpleasant mix of panic, indignation, and dismay. Why now? Why did she have to text him now? And why did Christine have to have found him staring like a moron at her message?

Grasping for his composure like a thief caught cheating at cards would for the cash sloppily laid out in the pot before he bolted, Jason cringed at his response practically in the same breath that it sprinted off his tongue.

“It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

Christine’s eyebrow shot up. “‘Don’t worry about it.’ In all of history, do you think those four words have ever convinced anyone not to worry about whatever it was they were already worrying about?”

“First time for everything,” was the best response he could come up with.

“Not this time.” Christine peered into his eyes as she leaned forward, searching for answers before she asked her question. “Was it one of us?” She nodded toward his pocket and the phone hidden within it. “That text.”

“No.”

“Do you have that bitch’s number?”

It took Jason a minute to register whom she was referring to. “What, no! Of course not!”

Christine straightened. “I see. And you’re sure you don’t want to talk about what she just sent you?”

Jason’s brow furrowed, which caused the beautiful blonde to roll her eyes.

“Given how distraught you were, if it isn’t from one of us, and if it’s not from Erica, there’s really only one choice left. Am I wrong?”

Biting his lip, his silence offered its own truthful statement. Why couldn’t she just have waited a minute or two more before coming down the steps, giving him the time he needed to scrub himself clean of his mother’s unexpected, unwanted attempt at contact? If it could even be called that. It was more like a barb she’d sent with the candid goal of pricking his heel when he walked over it. Disgust rose in his throat like bile, which he forced himself to swallow.

“I guess not,” he conceded sourly before Christine. “And I guess it makes me a hypocrite for not wanting to talk about it.”

Christine shrugged. “Are you going to stay down the whole night?” She asked a more important question. “Are you going to let it ruin the game you’ve gotten us all riled up to play with you?”

He found a certain solace in her eyes, a certain strength. In their now reversed situation, he drew from her as she had from him weeks back. Maybe it was repayment for how he’d helped her or the link they’d formed during those days together. Regardless of its specific nature, he absorbed what he could from her, like a plant stretching its leafy self out to gather as much sunlight as possible.

It helped. A little at first, trickling over him. He welcomed it, and the trickle became a steady stream of balmy comfort.

“Thanks,” he said to her, focusing on what was ahead, not what was behind. The potency of his mother’s text diminished somewhat. It still sat there, embedded in his heel as he knew she’d hoped it would. But, unbeknownst to her, he wasn’t sitting alone at his house, fiddling his thumbs with nothing to do.

Instead, he was about to have one of the best nights of his life with three of the most desirable women on the planet. Jenny Courtland had ruined many things for him in his life. That was simply a fact.

But she sure as hell wasn’t going to ruin this.

A smile as aware of his thoughts as if he’d announced them appeared upon Christine’s beautiful features. “Looks like we’re still in business. Now, what’s for dinner?”


Chapter Twenty-Eight

The Liar’s Chance

Later, Jason required only the subtlest head shake from the mansion’s owner to understand that she hadn’t shared anything about the text he’d received with Angela. Which probably meant that she’d received her own message from his mother. It was hardly surprising, given their friendship, as well as the expectations he knew his mother had for Angela to watch over and—even though she didn’t—report on him.

Whatever contact she’d received from his mother, Angela needed a few lessons on subtlety. Her gaze lingered on him during dinner, which he and Christine had decided would be takeout from a Korean barbecue place not far from her house. Offering to drive over and pick it up, the three women had acted like overbearing chaperones toward the other two, ensuring that his passenger seat remained empty when he left Christine’s.

Upon his return, lugging in bags of steaming hot barbecue and drink holders quivering loudly with the tea and ice inside, he found Angela’s mood dour and severe. While she tried to hide it, she had the composure of a child who’d broken something in the house and was hoping her parents wouldn’t find out. Even Samantha, the sole individual unaware of his mother’s recent involvement, noticed something amiss with their team captain as they sprawled out in Christine’s living room and chowed down.

Their conversation stilted because of it, acting like a heavy pendulum swinging over their heads, keeping their chins down as they all focused on eating what sat in front of them. To his relief, Christine didn’t let the awkwardness persist for more than the first few minutes. Dragging them all into some lighthearted small talk, she expertly fanned the flames of conversation between them. Starting by engaging Samantha, she pulled him along shortly thereafter. She only pulled Angela in once she shifted the conversation toward their fast-approaching tournament day. Whatever weight his mother had placed on her best friend’s shoulders, her mischievous teammate at least temporarily helped her forget about it.

This tactic eventually opened the door for Christine, eyes aflame with maverick delight, to drop the topic of his game directly onto his lap. When she did so, the question causal on her tongue, the room grew utterly silent, every eye sitting upon him. He wondered how much their combined heart rates had all sped up.

Stretching his arms over his head, he stood up from the couch he’d shared with Samantha while eating. He nodded toward the center of the room.

“Everyone get onto the floor in a circle. I’ll be right back.”

Bounding the steps upstairs, he heard Christine’s voice as she corralled the other two women to move aside their leftovers and settle in on the rug in the middle of her vast living room. Upstairs, remembering which closet Christine had told him to look in, he found a veritable treasure trove of board games, card games, and the like piled neatly inside. He wondered if this was her only closet designated for her entertainment or if she might have another couple spread around the house.

It took him a couple of minutes of rooting around before he found the game he was interested in. It sat among several other adult-themed games, and Jason saw many intriguing options for future game nights. Pushing aside the ideas sparking in his mind like fireworks on the Fourth of July, he gripped the dark blue box he’d come in search of and maneuvered it away from its friends. It was smaller than the rest of the boxes, compact and square, and on the lighter side. Angela and Samantha would find out why soon enough.

Back downstairs, the aforementioned women craned their necks in the hopes of identifying the name scrawled in gold print on the box’s lid. Neither managed to do it until he placed it on the ground between them, after which he took the remaining open spot—placing Angela on his left, Christine on his right, and Samantha across from him.

“The Liar’s Chance,” Samantha read as she stared at the text upside down from her current position. Her eyes shifted toward a standout set of boldened words on the top left corner of the box. “Eighteen plus.”

“Was that even a question?” Angela said, wielding her usual starting emotion of slight disapproval and exasperation. By now, it was apparent that this was the armor she geared herself up in before moments like these, likely because it helped her combat whatever moral trepidation or shame still dwelled within her. Jason wondered how long it’d take for it to slide off. Hopefully, around the time he, or one of them, got to slide her clothing off.

“How do we play?”

He or Christine could have explained the game. In fact, he’d expected the usual takeover from the blue-eyed beauty, in which she’d detail the game with a maverick smile and the right words to agitate the mind with anticipation. Yet, quite unlike her, she remained as silent as he’d ever seen her. She watched him, entirely giving him control—and responsibility—over how to explain the game he’d selected for them.

“Everyone has their phones charged?”

The three women nodded. He’d brought it up just before he’d left to get their food. To no one’s surprise, Christine had busted out a couple of sleek wireless charging stations capable of refilling their phones with the juice they needed.

Jason freed his phone from his pocket, and everyone else imitated him upon nodding. Setting it on the rug beside him, he leaned forward and scooted the box toward him. Popping the top off with his fingers, he set it down, then slipped his hands inside to grasp the cool metal within. Gripping it firmly, he pulled it away from its charging station and presented the slim object for all to see.

Which, truth be told, wasn’t much since he hadn’t powered it up yet. Holding a mostly nondescript electronic tablet, with only the game’s name repeated on its back in bold neon blue cursive defining it, he found the slender side button needed to power it up. He sure hoped Christine kept it charged, or he was about to look rather foolish.

A bright silver light eased his anxiety upon pressing the button. The Liar’s Chance flashed in front of his face for a few seconds, followed by a showy animation that named the game’s creator “Fairlove Games” for a few more. Finally, a menu cast in sensual dark blues and purples appeared before him. Jason tapped away on the tablet, first and foremost upping the number of players from two to four.

“Do we want official cards only, or should we let in user-made ones?” he asked Christine as that question appeared on the screen.

As Angela and Samantha shared a moment of parsing what he’d just said, the only woman aware of the specifics shook her head.

“Let’s stay official this first time. I’m sure the game makers won’t let us leave underwhelmed.”

Nodding, he tapped the higher of the two icons on the screen, then watched as it transitioned.

AWAITING PLAYER NAME (4)

Those three words shifted gradually in the center of the screen, swaying up and down from letter to letter as if riding a gentle wave. Below, a touchscreen keyboard waited for his input. As Jason slid the box out of the way with his foot, he entered his name into the tablet. He passed it counterclockwise, and Angela, Samantha, and Christine each input their desired names. Christine handed the tablet back to him.

“Have you two played this before?” Angela asked as she glanced between them.

“Nope,” Christine answered.

“But you do know how to play it?”

Christine tilted her eyes toward him, and he piped in with an answer because of it.

“It’s pretty easy to pick up. I… uh, I heard about the game a while back—it’s pretty new, actually. I mentioned it to Christine, and she went and got it.”

“Arrived last week, in fact,” his gorgeous partner in crime chimed in. “We were going to try it out soon, just the two of us. That’s why it’s charged.” She winked at him.

Angela glanced between them. Dimples appeared on her beautiful face, as they always did when consternation afflicted her. It wasn’t quite a disapproving expression, though it skimmed the emotion several times. Mostly, though, Jason guessed that Angela disliked the thought Christine had purposefully—which she should have recognized and defended herself against—put into her mind. There was an irony there, given that she seemingly wanted him to hurry up and sleep with Christine.

Jason dropped his gaze to the tablet, spotting four distinct player names. Only Christine had elected not to use her actual name.

“Christine the Great,” Jason said drolly.

“I speak only the truth,” the mansion’s owner said with an unapologetic grin.

“Is everybody ready?” Jason asked. The option to begin the first round hovered on the tablet’s screen.

“We still don’t know how to play,” Angela said, gesturing toward herself and Samantha.

“Oh, right.” He chuckled and nodded at the tablet. “Here, it’ll be easier if I explain during the first round. There’s no timer or anything, so we’ll have all the time in the world.”

With that, he started the game. The tablet shifted into a neon purple void, after which some rather suggestive words appeared on its screen. Usually, given that he was starting play this round, only he would have ever looked upon the words, though to teach everyone the game, he turned the tablet outward and let them see the two options on it.

Announce in a voice loud enough for all players to hear your most recent sexual act involving Christine the Great.

———————————

Take one piece of clothing (their choice) from any player and hold onto it for the rest of the game.

“Everybody see?” he asked, waiting for their nods before continuing. “There’s an option on the top half of the screen and one on the bottom. Since I go first, these are my options—everybody gets their own; you just need to press the button here.” He wiggled his finger over a NEXT PLAYER button hanging out in the bottom right corner of the screen.

“What do we do with the two options?” Samantha asked. “Pick one?”

“That’s right, but there is a caveat. See, only the top option is ‘legal’ to pick. The other one is ‘The Liar’s Chance.’ Thus the name.”

“Meaning the game revolves around that distinction?” Angela said.

“Yep. We’re playing an elimination game,” he further detailed. “Every round, we’ll all get two options, which we then pick from. Picking the top one keeps you safe from elimination, and it’s usually the tamer option of the two—but be warned: picking the safe option three times in a row will disable the option for the fourth round, which means you have to take ‘The Liar’s Chance’ that round. Which, if you’ve had some safe matches in a row, might make it obvious when you suddenly pick a really risqué one.

“You can pick the bottom option every time too, but you’re at risk of being eliminated from the game if the player you’re interacting with that round correctly calls you out as having picked ‘The Liar’s Chance’ option. There’s supposed to be a big reward for the ultimate winner too. So, you do want to win.”

“What if they’re wrong?” Angela asked. “What if they call someone out, but that person was using the safe option? Does that get them disqualified?”

“Eventually. They get one free wrong accusation per player. Also, making a wrong accusation allows the current player to use both their options on them that round. So, be careful. Or don’t.”

He grinned, his desires plain as day. This was the kind of game he wanted to play with them. He wanted to play it many, many times, with every configuration of Served Hot’s gorgeous women possible. It was a shame four players was the limit, but he certainly wouldn’t complain about the player configuration arrayed before him.

He and Christine gave Angela and Samantha some time to thoroughly absorb the rules he’d just explained. All in all, the game wasn’t particularly complex—and the goal was relatively straightforward. Try and get as much as possible without getting caught and removed from the game. Mind games would play the most prominent role in this game.

Jason’s eyes flicked toward Christine. The game favored her heavily since such games were definitively in her wheelhouse. Regardless, he invited the challenge. He would win. While he didn’t know what kind of a grand prize the game might reward, he wanted it, nonetheless.

Christine noticed his attention on her and smirked in response. “I’m going to win,” she mouthed silently, to which he staunchly shook his head.

“Everybody ready to play the first round?” he asked. “It goes in order. Player One first, then Player Two, and all the way around.”

Player two, Angela, nodded. He could tell she had some reservations about the game, which wasn’t all that surprising. Angela liked to have at least some control over most situations. She was a woman of poise and planning, even if she was trying to shrug off those titles with blitzes of spontaneity like the one she’d enticed him with earlier. Regardless, surrounded by the more… chaotic team members, she was the clear odd one out.

On the other hand, Samantha, Player Three, was rearing and ready to go. Their eyes met, after which she nodded subtly. Their partnership still stood. While it might be a bit unfair to keep it intact for this game, secret alliances seemed right up the alley of a game about deception and mind games.

Lastly, but certainly not least, Player Four winked. Jason resolved that, no matter how things turned out, Christine wouldn’t win. Jason cleared his throat, then pointed at Christine.

“She jerked me off in the shower when I went to see her. I came all over her tits.”

He didn’t see Angela or Samantha’s reactions to his announcement, choosing purposefully to stare directly at Christine—his primary competition on the way to seizing the crown—the entire time.

The gorgeous woman’s blonde eyes gleamed. She didn’t show one ounce of shame. She laid her chin on her palm and nodded either at his phone, his groin, or maybe both.

“I totally did. But that doesn’t count; we already saw your options, so play again.”

Grunting but grinning the whole time, Jason cycled through the first round to return to his turn. He looked down, read the options before him, and stood up. Carrying the tablet, though he kept it pressed firmly to his stomach to hide the screen, all three of them watched as he walked over to the still-seated Angela, lifted her chin, and kissed her.

“Do you want to call me a liar?” he asked once their kiss ended.

“N-no. I think you picked the top option.”

“Maybe you’re right, maybe you’re wrong.”

He tapped a button on the tablet, and without trying to steal a peek at her options, he handed it to her. Upon accepting it from him, Angela swallowed audibly, face bright red, as she became the center of the universe for those within Christine’s mansion.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

Defeat and Victory

Angela stared at the tablet for ten silent seconds, during which Jason, having returned to his area and sat down, examined her closely. With her dimples reappearing as she decided on her option, he imagined that one of the two options was particularly salacious. Based on everything he knew about the woman, she’d select the tamer option. Regardless of her growing comfort with intimacy, Angela Adams didn’t bolt out of the starting gates like certain others. Though she might catch up, perhaps even overtake them, by race’s end.

With her decision seemingly made, she raised her seafoam green eyes toward Samantha, who must have been the player whom her options targeted. Face as scarlet as the ripest apple, she spoke.

“It’s been four years since I had sex.”

While Samantha and Jason both blinked, needing a moment to remind themselves that she’d only volunteered this sensitive information because the option she’d selected had demanded it of her. Contrarily, Christine’s face split into a teasing grin.

“Only because you’re so stubborn,” the setter said. “Really, you could have been first easily. Even before any of us got involved. Your drought is on you.”

Angela’s eyes flashed with searing indignation. “I never said it was anyone else’s fault.”

“How about you, Christine?” Samantha said, stepping in before too much ill will gathered around them. After all, it was only the first round—only halfway through the first round. “How long’s it been?”

Her peerless blue eyes gleamed. “Who can say? Maybe you’ll find out if the game makes me spill the secret.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jason said, smirking confidently. “Four years, fifteen. Those streaks are going to end here soon anyway.”

“Oh, will they?” Christine said, chuckling. “Also, no, it’s certainly not been fifteen years for yours truly.”

He shrugged. “If you won’t tell us how long it’s been, then we can make up any number we want. So, I’m spreading the word that you’ve gone a decade and a half without getting laid. Explains a lot, actually.”

“Ha, ha,” Christine said, rolling her eyes. “You’re quite the comedian today.”

A clearing of the throat stopped any further back and forth between them. “It’s my turn now,” Samantha said, accepting the tablet from Angela.

While Christine reigned as the group’s marquee maverick, she wasn’t its sole wildcard. As Samantha weighed her options, looking at the tablet, he scrutinized her expression closely. She kept a far better poker face than Angela had. Yet, a small crack appeared in her composure—a barely observable tremble in the fingers revealed her intentions.

In the first round, she wanted to risk it.

Jason wondered if Angela or Christine noticed. Next, he mulled over if he’d call her out if her choice targeted him. Probably not. It was only the first round.

He noticed Christine glancing his way. Their eyes met, and he saw she was of a similar mind. Which only left….

After making her decision on the tablet, Samantha looked toward Angela. Setting the tablet down on its face, she uncrossed her legs and cautiously scooted herself beside Angela. Without a word, Samantha reached one arm out, sweeping Angela’s dirty blonde hair out of the way and gently laying her fingers on the far side of her neck with the motion. Pulse racing within Angela’s neck, Samantha soon hid it away as her face leaned in toward unprotected smooth skin.

Jason’s cock stiffened long before Samantha finished putting the dark hickey on Angela’s creamy skin. Much like their sensual activity in the kitchen earlier, he found himself enraptured in the display. As Angela shivered and breathed heavily while Samantha sucked tightly on her skin, a poignant silence draped itself over them.

“Well?” Christine eventually asked, teasing mirth framing her smile. “Do you think Samantha’s picked the legal option, Angela? You should call her out before her turn ends if you do.”

Angela bit her lower lip and swallowed heavily, and the battlefield between her embarrassment and excitement clashed vividly upon her face. She never found her voice. Not even after Samantha finally pulled her lips away and looked upon the agitated area of skin she’d created. Eyes darting up, the dark-haired woman pecked Angela’s neck with a kiss, cast a look that spoke volumes directly at him, then scooted back to her original spot on the rug. While Angela tried to reclaim her composure, Samantha nodded at Christine and slid over the tablet.

“Your turn.”

Christine met her teammate’s challenging look and smiled. Without an iota of hesitation, she copied Samantha almost exactly. Only, about halfway on her way toward Angela, she suddenly deviated from her path. Before Jason understood what was happening, Christine sat down on his lap. Without any conscious thought, he wrapped his arms around her shapely hips and helped her find a more comfortable position for the rigid erection pushing against her butt.

Turning her face, their noses nearly touched. Her brilliantly blue eyes shimmered with levity. “Hi.”

“Hi. Is this it?” He gave her butt a quick pat, wishing she’d at least start grinding against him.

“Afraid so. Now, are you going to call me out or not?”

A black hole of information, he couldn’t spot a single tell from the conniving woman. Which, as he knew she’d intended, thrust him into a spiral of mind games designed to rattle him in only the first round of the game. It’d be entirely in character for her to take a risk on the first round. Yet, she knew they all knew that. So, it was just as likely that she’d anticipate them calling her out no matter which choice she took, take the allowed option, then get to double dip fair and square when he mistakenly claimed she’d selected the lower option. Of course, she could have also anticipated that. And around and around they went.

Refusing to let her mire him in her web so easily, he stuck with the strategy he’d already decided upon with Samantha.

“Nope, I’m not. Are you getting up?”

“At some point,” she said.

“In a minute? When something happens?”

Christine shrugged. “I’m not telling.”

Offering her a roll of his eyes, he leaned for the tablet. It was just outside of his reach, and Christine made no move to help him. Grumbling at her, he dragged them both along until he could scoop it up. Keeping it close to his chest as he leaned back slightly, he prevented her from seeing his options, then hit the button to send them all to the next round. After that, Christine stood up. Patting him on the head, she winked.

“I had to sit there until the next round. Unfortunate that I’m the last player to go, huh?”

Jason watched her walk back to her spot, shaking his head as she bent down and gave him an eyeful of her aggravatingly enticing butt. After she sat down, his eyes dropped to the tablet, quickly scanning his options.

Run your hands over Angela’s body until they say your name (can last the entire game if they don’t). No stripping!

———————————

Tell Angela in a whisper about a naughty dream you had involving them. If not applicable, describe a sexual act you would want to see them engage in with you.

Jason used every ounce of self-discipline at his disposal not to suck in an excited breath. In only the second round, he’d already ended up with the perfect opportunity to be falsely accused—and by the woman most likely to do it. Keeping himself composed, he made his choice and set down the tablet.

Casting his eyes left informed the room who he was headed for. And well, he didn’t want to keep her waiting. Sliding himself over to her, bringing the tablet along, he patted his lap after reforming his seated posture beside her.

“What is it?” she asked, arms folded defensively over her breasts.

Jason avoided cringing. Conversation was the last thing he wanted between them, currently. Every time she spoke, there was a chance she might utter his name, which would end his chances before they even began. “It’ll be easier if you sit on my lap.”

“Is that what I’m supposed to do?”

“Not exactly. But it’ll make it better.”

Angela glanced at the two unaffected spectators. “I can decline, right?”

“Jason, does your card say that Angela has to get onto your lap?” Christine asked.

He shook his head.

“Then no. It’s up to you if you want to go along with it.”

Angela retrained her gaze on him. “I like my spot here, thank you.”

Aware of how Samantha and Christine both grinned at her stubbornness, he shrugged. He put a hand on Angela’s thigh. Her eyes dropped to it.

How she was dressed now wasn’t much different from how she’d been dressed pre-shower. Wearing some of Christine’s leggings, the only difference between then and now was a flimsy shirt rather than a sports bra. Jason intended to take advantage of that difference shortly.

He rubbed her thigh, wishing there wasn’t even that thin fabric in his way. Angela fidgeted, especially once he maneuvered his hand toward her inner thigh.

“Someone’s getting all the luck so far,” Christine teased.

Jason continued his advance, brushing his hand as if sweeping off crumbs along her thigh. With her transfixed as his hand climbed higher, she didn’t notice the hand he slipped beneath her shirt to find the smooth warmth of her lower back until she suddenly jerked at his touch. Her eyes flew toward him, twinged with wariness, enflamed with desire.

“It’s about to be your turn,” he noted. “So, anything you want to say before we get there?”

She narrowed her gaze in a scrutinizing manner, though he readily disrupted her concentration with his attention to her body. Otherwise, he met her stare, giving her a fair opportunity to try and pierce his composure and find out which option he’d chosen.

“I think…” She cut herself off, biting her lower lip.Jason grinned toothlessly and began playing with the hem of her leggings. He pulled at them, then let them snap back into place. He earned himself a well-deserved glare.

“I think you want me to believe you took the bottom option when, in reality, you just got a lucky opportunity with the arrangement of your options.”

He must have given some disappointed tell because Angela’s lips instantly formed a victorious smirk. Grumbling inwardly, he merely shrugged and accepted the prize of her body that the game had given him.

“Okay, it’s my turn,” Angela said, clearing her throat as Jason’s hand slipped higher up her back.

“Okay, it’s your turn.” He removed his hand from her thigh long enough to hand over the tablet.

“Aren’t you going to… stop?”

He shook his head. “This one doesn’t end like that.”

“O-oh.” Angela breathed in as his hand trailed up her spine slowly, like a rollercoaster ride eking its way to the summit of the first major drop.

“It’s your turn,” Samantha reminded her.

“I-I know.” She hid the tablet from him while she picked her poison, then looked at Christine, clearing her throat in the process. “The most attractive thing about you is your confidence. It sometimes goes too far, but it’s… alluring… occasionally.”

Angela bit her lower lip as he removed the hand from her thigh and carried it to her breasts. Feeling them, her lack of a bra, and the heat beneath the flimsy shirt Christine had offered her earned another glare. He smiled right into the face of it.

“That’s a pretty tame one,” Christine said, making a disgruntled face. “But I do love hearing how besotted with me you are.”

“That’s not how I’d—” She sucked in a tight breath as Jason pinched one of her nipples. Whatever protest she’d intended to deliver vanished from her tongue. Jason kissed the air and blew it toward her.

Samantha giggled and nodded at them after reading her option. “So, this is about to get really crowded.” She locked eyes with him, then crawled on her hands and knees around Angela and over to him. Jason diverted his attention from Angela on his left as a dark-haired beauty took her place on his right.

“Give me that shirt,” Samantha said, leaning her body against his.

His tongue pressed thoughtfully against his cheek as he eyed her. Did he risk it? At some point, they’d need to start playing to win. Well, not really. Technically, they could all spend the next six hours committing to whatever sordid acts the game pushed them to play, with hardly a care toward claiming victory. As delightfully salacious as that sounded, he wanted to win.

See?! He could almost hear Olivia’s voice, see her jabbing a finger at him as she again highlighted his competitive nature.

“I’m calling you out,” he announced boldly, meeting her gaze. “Liar’s Chance.”

Samantha’s growing smile slowly eroded Jason’s confidence—and his chances of winning the game. She patted him on the shoulder. “Shirt.”

Hands retreating from Angela long enough for him to obey, he soon gave all three women a chance to admire his torso. Which they took, though Samantha proved a bit busy taking her shirt—another one borrowed from Christine—off. As Jason’s jaw dropped at the sight of her silky-smooth skin, she winked, tossed her shirt toward her side of the rug, then put his shirt on.

“I’ll keep this for the rest of the game,” she said. “We’ll see if you get it back afterward.”

“Duly noted,” he responded, liking the look of the married woman in his shirt. “Now, what else do you get to do to me?”

Samantha grinned. “You’ll find out later.” Pecking him with a kiss, which Christine playfully called an illegal move, she returned to her spot.

Which left Jason free to resume his fondling of Angela, though he remained wary about how Samantha might trap him later with whatever trap sat within her pocket. Christine’s turn passed relatively unexcitedly by comparison, with her asking Samantha to stand up so that she could give a quick slap on her butt.

The third round began. Jason kept one hand at work, disturbing Angela’s peace of mind to the best of its ability.

The game progressed for the next thirty minutes, during which Jason spent half that time—two more rounds—fondling Angela’s body until she finally uttered his name. It was his fault, ultimately. Rather than staying the course, he let greed send his fingertips down to check how wet she’d grown—and that act earned a panicked sigh-gasp of his name that finally curtailed his fun. The only consolation was seeing the disappointment within Angela’s gaze after she realized he could no longer touch her.

Well, so long as they kept abiding by the game’s rules.

The other disappointment he faced was the game itself. It didn’t seem to go quite as far as he’d hoped it might. While there was plenty of fun to be had, it was along the lines of kissing, fondling, and titillating revelations—things he and the others had been getting up to for months now. However, it allowed him to pull Samantha out of the sweatpants she was borrowing from Christine as recompense for the shirt she’d stolen from him one round. While he didn’t copy her act of putting them on, which he was sure could have gotten a laugh from the women, he enjoyed seeing her sitting in nothing but his shirt.

“Just one article of clothing left,” Christine sang coyly.

The woman, eyes piercing Jason with enough kindling lust to light a bonfire, merely shrugged.

That unbridled desire proved infectious, as did their elevating merriment throughout the game. Furtive giggling boomed into boisterous laughter; mild flirtation spiraled into heady salaciousness. The game became secondary, like when Jason earned a chance to feel Angela’s heartbeat, which resulted in him spending far more time teasing her nipples while she moaned than counting the thirty beats he was supposed to that round.

However, they did slowly edge closer to ending the game. The next round, Christine tried to catch him when he declared how many times he’d had sex in the past week—and earned raised eyebrows all around for the rather high—but truthful—number. With that slipup, she’d find herself out of the game if he got her again. Just a few rounds after that, he removed Angela from play when she tried slipping her hands down his shorts. It was the first—and only—time he’d ever stop her from doing such a thing again.

Thankfully, she didn’t pout over being the first eliminated. Instead, still riled up, she settled in near him, seemingly no longer worried about discretion or Samantha or Christine’s presence. No longer needing her hands for anything, she slipped her hands back inside his shorts. Which, of course, proved impossibly distracting.

“Can’t I just take them off,” he complained during the next round.

“No.”

“Nope.”

“Of course not. What if the game lets someone take them off?”

Thoroughly shut down by the three conspiring women, he sighed and bit his lip as Angela lit up his body in pleasure like lights on a skyscraper turning on at night. Try as he might to stay focused, he failed miserably. Yet, she wasn’t who ultimately served him his elimination.

Samantha could take complete ownership of that feat.

Right after beginning the tenth round of play, she claimed the second option she’d been holding onto for a very specific set of circumstances.

“Does your option target me this round, Jason?” she asked innocently.

He frowned. “Excuse me?”

“It’s part of my earlier victory when you tried to call me out. So… does it?”

Jason looked at his options. “No.”

“Good!” Standing, she sauntered over to him and stole the tablet right out of his grasp. Staring at his options for the round, she smiled, handed it back to him, then cupped a hand over his ear and whispered into it.

“You’re taking the bottom option. Enjoy.” And then she returned to her place on the ground. They all stared incredulously at her, though he was the only who voiced that disbelief.

“Seriously?! That was your other option?”

She smiled victoriously. “Yep. At the start of any round, I can stop you and pick your option, so long as it doesn’t target me.” She winked. “Since Christine has already wrongly accused you once before, I’ve decided that now’s the right time. I look forward to playing against whichever of you makes it to the finals.”

“I’d so have called you out if you’d tried to use that in round two,” he grumbled.

“I know; that’s why I didn’t try and use it then. Good thing it came paired with a pretty naughty choice, huh?”

After a bit more grumbling beneath his breath, his and Christine’s eyes met.

“So, one of us is getting disqualified this round, huh?” she said.

“Not if you don’t call me out,” he noted.

“But where’s the fun in that? I get to guess: did Samantha set you up to lose here, or me?” Christine grinned. “Sounds fun.”

What he’d said was true. So long as she kept quiet, they’d both get to survive another round. However, if she did anything but that, one of them was out of the game. Of course, unless the wealthy woman was bluffing, he was screwed. Samantha had already whispered which option he had to take. So, his fate now sat within Christine’s willingness or unwillingness to risk her chance at winning the game.

Even though he kept a straight face, he knew he was screwed.

Finally, with Angela pausing herself long enough for him to regain some focus, he reminded himself of his options.

Yep. Screwed.

Whisper to Christine the Great about your favorite memory involving them.

———————————

Tie Christine the Great’s hands up with their shirt and kiss every inch of newly revealed skin. If lacking a shirt, kiss Christine the Great’s upper body for three minutes.

What a disparity. He wondered momentarily if the game re-randomized the pairings every time or if they’d see these same two options again in a future game. If it was, he knew everyone else would agree when they saw it in front of them.

In an average round, the only way he could have pulled this was by convincing Christine this was one of the rare times where the far more arousing option was the legal one. Given Samantha’s smug involvement in things, he’d no illusions about such an event occurring this time.

“Here I come,” he sighed. He didn’t feel like even putting on an act. At least he might get a decent consolation prize, assuming Christine let him carry on for a while before dropping the guillotine.

He went ahead and slid the tablet over to Samantha, then marched over to where Christine sat patiently for his preordained arrival. She peered up at his bare torso as he stopped in front of her, then smiled as he made a face at her. She dropped her gaze slowly, almost languidly, until it stared straight ahead, right at the throbbing erection in his shorts, which she, Samantha, and Angela—especially Angela, recently—had caused. Based on the amusement flickering in her eyes, she planned to let him have his fun.

She’d some kindness in her, at least.

Without any words between them for the next few minutes, Jason pointed at her shirt. In response, Christine arched a bemused eyebrow.

Rolling his eyes, he crouched in front of her, then reached for the hem of her shirt. Gathering it in his hands, he tilted his chin upward at Christine, who remained silent and bemused. Yet, as he pulled her shirt up, her arms went high. Jason felt his heartbeat brew a storm within his chest as her prodigiously large breasts, hidden in part by a lacy bray, made another appearance. No matter how often he looked at them today, they both knew he’d stare at them the same way. Longingly, fondly, and hopefully.

With her shirt escaping her wrists, he laid it on his shoulder, then examined her voluptuous body. She beamed proudly at him and reclined on her hands. It took a cough from Samantha to remind him of the game—and the part she’d assigned him to play.

The loser of the round. Though, if it meant his lips could trail across the silky-smooth skin radiating heat in front of him, there were worse severance packages to receive.

Setting his hands on her shoulders, he pressed his weight against her. Eyes sparkling mischievously, she locked her elbows. Making a face and even growling through sealed lips, he pushed harder upon her recalcitrant body. With a maverick smile, the troublesome beauty let herself end up on her back. Rolling his eyes at her antics, Jason poised himself on his hands and knees above her.

“I will win next time,” he promised in a whisper as he set his lips upon her shoulder.

“Sure, if I’m not one of the players,” she fired back.

Jason grumbled at her for a bit before finally lowering his mouth enough to glide his lips across her skin. Fair, smooth, and warm, he delighted in setting his lips on her body—or any part of her. Christine smiled with her eyes as he planted the first kiss upon her collarbone. They both knew he’d spend most of his time a little lower.

He singed her skin with the heat emanating from his mouth. Inhaling the fragrant scent hovering around her post-shower body, he tasted her with careful consideration about where to go next. He didn’t just linger upon the heavy slopes of her breasts, where a nuisance of a bra locked the more titillating parts away from him. To her upper arm, he trailed his mouth, then to her flat, smooth stomach, and then rotating himself so he could kiss her sides. Christine’s soft, satisfied breathing, the way she subtly lurched into the electric sensations his lips poured into her, and the excitement in her eyes showed how effective his choices were.

“I hope you two are enjoying the show,” the blonde beauty sighed, always finding some way to disturb someone else’s mood. “It’s pretty fun over here.”

Samantha smiled. “Once I win the whole thing, you’ll regret those words.”

“When’s that happening?” Christine asked. “Not tonight, surely. Not while I’m here.”

“Yes, tonight,” the married woman said stubbornly. “Who even says you’re going to make it into the next round?”

Christine flashed a knowing look at Samantha. “Your pride, for one. I know Angela’s not my only rival. You want to beat me, not Jason. So, that means you could only have set one of us up to fail.”

Jason noticed Samantha as she tilted her head to one side. “Who’s to say this wouldn’t count as beating you? Why does it have to be when it’s just the two of us? You’re assuming a lot here. It seems to me this would be the perfect chance to knock you out of the game—when you’re certain you’re making it to the next round.”

Pausing in the lecherous tale his lips had spent the past minute scribing upon Christine’s unfairly beautiful body, Jason pulled his head back high enough to witness the first crack of hesitation ripple across her expression. Even though he adored her, he still enjoyed the rare appearance of her flustered state. Jason touched his mouth to her breast, biting—technically against the rules as it was—the unblemished flesh lightly.

She squirmed beneath him. “No,” Christine said after her recovery, meeting Samantha’s gaze head-on. “I don’t believe you.”

Samantha shrugged. “You’ll find out if you follow through on your promise to call Jason a liar. One of you is departing the game this round. Whomever it is can keep Angela company.”

“Hardly the punishment you’re acting like it is,” Christine retorted, lifting her head long enough to wink at Angela.

With the current trajectory of kisses he blazed over Christine’s breasts, Jason couldn’t see the other woman’s response. He heard her sigh, so he envisioned a head shake accompanying it.

“It’s unending with all of you. No wonder Jason ended up the way he did.”

“Oh, please,” Christine said. “He was the way he was long before you ever started bringing him in to watch our practices. And we all know who’s responsible for how horny he constantly is.”

Jason, listening quite intently to the new bend in the conversation, didn’t hear Angela’s voice for several seconds. Long enough, he almost paused in his roving oral examination of Christine’s sensual body to look her way. However, a hand subtly tapped him on the chest before he could make that decision. Attention snapping up toward its owner, a pair of sparking blue eyes advised him to hold back that desire.

He received a reward for it a moment later.

“I’m not sure what you’re insinuating, but I was never… overtly flirtatious with him before all this began.”

Curious choice of words, Jason noted. A pleasant balminess tingled through him.

“Whether or not that’s true, Angela Adams, you can’t blame us for how hot-blooded our team mascot is.” Christine winced as Jason nipped at her collarbone over the title she gave him. She stuck her tongue out at him unapologetically before continuing. “How many years did you have him all to yourself? If he’s like this, it’s definitely because of you.”

“I have to agree with Christine,” Samantha chimed in. “The way he’d watch you during practice was anything but innocent.”

“That’s… not my fault. I wasn’t doing anything inappropriate.”

“Inviting a young man you know fantasizes about you to watch you leap about in skintight leggings and a sports bra on the regular passes for appropriate nowadays?” Christine said with a laugh.

“He was there for volleyball, not-”

“He was there for the women playing volleyball, and you know it. For you.”

“That’s…”

As Angela trailed off, Jason bit down on Christine’s neck, sucking for a moment before removing his lips from her skin. “Maybe we should stop picking on Angela so much?”

“Should we?” Christine asked, turning her head to look him in the eye.

“For now, at least.”

“Very well.” Christine smirked, pecked him on the lips with hers, then said, “You’re using ‘The Liar’s Chance,’ you bad, bad boy. Now, I think that means you’re out of the game.”

Jason rolled his eyes at her theatrics, then pushed himself onto his knees. Extending a hand to Christine, he helped her sit back up. As he made to stand, retrieve the tablet, and resign from the game, Christine’s grip remained sturdy.

“Nothing says you can’t keep going,” she noted.

This time, he smirked. “I really would, but I’m needed elsewhere.”

Christine crinkled her nose at him. “Mean.”

Both chuckling, their hands parted. Christine rolled her neck, making no attempt to let her shirt reclaim its touch upon her silky-smooth skin. Jason found no complaint to give, at that. Meandering away, his gaze tilted toward the other ousted player.

Red remained the color of the day upon Angela’s face. The power of truth, Jason mused. While words might lack actual tangibility, they could often prove just as effective in shining a light on something as a demolition hammer slamming through drywall. In this situation, Angela proved too slow in replacing the old wall with a new one.

He joined her on the ground, sitting close enough beside her that their knees brushed together as he crossed his legs. Though she tensed mildly, she didn’t scoot away from him. Settled in, he turned his head away from the continuation of the game, where Samantha and Christine duked it out to decide the victor. He barely noticed them. His attention knew only a singular interest.

After joining her, the tide that was Angela’s gaze slowly flowed toward him. Given all their experiences and all the taboo barriers they’d smashed through recently, he hadn’t expected his heart to respond as explosively as it did. Yet, the tide of seafoam carried upon it something so pure and captivating that Jason would have sat in it for all eternity if he could have.

Gentle and warm, a whisper without a voice, her eyes offered him the perfect window into the truth laid bare by Christine’s teasing. No more did Angela stammer out deflections of the accusations tossed at her. Instead of batting them down, she collected them like sacred, marvelous gemstones in her hand.

And now she showed them to him.

As Samantha and Christine vied for the winner’s podium, Jason and Angela sat in the solitude of the other’s eyes. The warmth of long-fermented love, cementing itself into something eternal, caressed them both. It took a jubilant shout to disturb them from it.

While it shifted their eyes, their connection remained linked. Forever.


Chapter Thirty

To the Victor go the Spoils

While Jason and Angela synchronized their attention upon the one figure pumping her fist as she claimed ultimate victory, their fingertips crawled across the rug, both in search of the other’s warmth. They found it, their connection hidden behind their crossed legs and bumping knees. Jason felt a loving squeeze, one which he merrily returned. An eruption of joy from a volcano that had sat ready to erupt for years shoved a grin onto his face. He let the victory obtained by the beaming woman in front of him further expand its potency.

“Way to go, Samantha!” he exclaimed.

“Thank you, thank you!” The married woman gave half-bows from her seated position. “All skill, of course.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Christine said with an exaggerated harumph. “I can’t believe that you got two in a row.”

“I guess I’m Lady Luck’s best friend tonight,” Samantha said.

It took Jason a moment, and a bit more context, to understand how Samantha had eliminated Christine from the game. It arrived upon the tablet in the middle of the screen, dazzling them with a graphic that layered the “cards” they’d all received throughout the game. Angela and Jason scooted forward, hands still intertwined, and all four of them scrolled through how the game had gone—who had managed to sneak in the most deception, who had gotten the luckiest, and all the other noteworthy metrics.

When it came to good fortune, no one argued that Samantha had earned Lady Luck’s kiss—not even the woman herself. As Christine had just complained, her opponent had ended up with two options in a row where the raunchier option was her legal one. If Christine cried foul luck, it’d be hard not to agree with her, but such was the nature of games like this one. Sometimes, random chance blasted through the wall and reminded everyone that it was in charge, not deductive skill or technique.

Tonight, that blessing cloaked Samantha’s shoulders.

“The grand prize is on the next screen?” she asked, pointing toward the flashing arrow on the bottom right of the tablet. “Do I show everyone what it is, or is it another secret?”

“I’m not sure,” Jason said. “It’s probably up to you.”

The dark-haired beauty mused for a second, then leaned forward on her knees. She tapped the arrow while they all remained focused on the screen. It advanced, presenting the prize for her victory in bold neon purple words.

GIVE ONE PLAYER A COMMAND THAT THEY MUST FULFILL. THE OTHER PLAYERS MUST STAY WHERE THEY ARE UNTIL THIS COMMAND IS COMPLETED.

Was there ever any doubt? Probably not, Jason assumed. The three sets of eyes puncturing him from all sides disillusioned him of pretending there might have been. He felt Angela loosen her hand from his, but he made sure it received one more adoring squeeze before he let it go. Samantha stood. Without waiting for her to declare him as the selected player for her command, he followed suit.

There really wasn’t any doubt.

“I don’t think we have to be too literal,” Samantha said, looking at the two women sitting on the rug. “You two can move to the couch. But nowhere else afterward.”

“My ass thanks you,” Christine said with a Cheshire grin as she stretched her arms over her head before standing up.

Stepping by him, Samantha caught him by the wrist. Her dark eyes twinkled as she pulled him along. Sparing a glance over his shoulder as they exited the room, he found Angela and Christine wearing similar emotions across their metaphorical sleeves.

A dash of envy, a tablespoon of disappointment, and several cups of lust. But no distress—at least, not the kind he’d worried might reflect within Angela’s eyes. She smiled at him warmly as their eyes met in a silent order to enjoy himself pursuing him as they departed the room. She’d be there when he came back.

Surprisingly, Samantha didn’t advance much further after they turned out from the living room and into the hallway that led toward the front door further down. Realistically, due to the open nature of the mansion, they’d only technically left the living room. Apart from closets, bathrooms, and Christine’s home theater, there weren’t any internal doors on this floor. And Samantha didn’t lead him toward any of those.

“Your command,” she said in a husky whisper, eyes alight with dangerous kindling, “is to fuck me right here.”

Jason glanced toward the living room. If they sidled over just three steps, anyone sitting on the couch could have looked over their shoulders and spotted them. He raised an eyebrow as he looked back at Samantha, who’d stepped in close and flashed a wicked smile.

“Loudly,” Samantha added.

“We’re here to make them jealous?”

“We’re here to make them jealous,” she confirmed.

“I was wondering if you’d already forgotten about our alliance,” he whispered as he leaned his mouth forward and kissed her on the neck.

She sighed and tilted her head to give him better access to her creamy skin. “I hadn’t. I still wanted to win this game, though. I have my needs too.”

“I know.”

His hands settled on Samantha’s hips, feeling the fabric of his shirt. It fell less than midway down her thighs, giving him a perfect entrée before the main course. As his lips tasted her neck, felt her pulse quicken, and sensed the heat emanating off her body, he nuzzled against her. Samantha sighed pleasurably, running a hand through his hair.

He edged her slowly, focusing on how she bent and leaned, letting her body language guide his lips to new ground upon her slender throat. He sensed and felt and heard her, then endeavored to keep her soft sighs alive. Holding her longingly, lovingly, he breathed chill air against her throat, which elicited the shiver of delight he’d hoped it might.

“You’re different,” she whispered to him, which caused him to draw back.

“What do you mean?” A worried frown formed upon his face.

The married woman shook her head, freeing him of his worries. “Not in a bad way.” She caught one of his wrists and pulled his hand up to her cheek. He caressed her smooth skin with his thumb, still waiting on her explanation. She laid her cheek in his hand and smiled. “I like this too.”

He still didn’t quite understand. “Am I acting differently?”

She nodded and kissed him softly on the lips. “You’re usually very determined with foreplay. You’re good at it, really good at it. You know how to make me so wet, and there’s always… intent behind it.”

“Intent?”

“Intent,” she reiterated. “I can usually feel your momentum building when we’re like this, like a train picking up speed. There’s always forward momentum. Not that that’s bad, and I’m not saying you rush things. I’m not complaining. I like it. I’m pretty sure we all do.”

“O…kay,” he said slowly. “Why is right now different?”

“You tell me. How long were you planning to kiss and nuzzle my neck?”

“I don’t know. For a while?”

Samantha smiled, though all Jason felt was flummoxed. Was that how he was, usually? And was he acting differently now?

“This is nice too,” she assured him, seeming slightly distressed by his lingering confusion. “Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. It just made me feel a little… different.”

“In a good way, at least?”

“A very good way,” Samantha quickly said, clutching his hand with hers. “Again, the other way isn’t bad—really. I’m sorry if I’m bumbling about how to explain it.” A crimson heat splashed over her delicate beauty as she took a deep breath. “I loved that feeling. That’s all I wanted to say.”

Jason nodded slowly, giving himself a few seconds to reflect on everything she’d said. How long would he have kissed and held her if she hadn't spoken up? Perhaps she was onto something. While he didn’t think he was too impatient, Samantha’s words registered in an octave of truth. Loitering, even if it was to kiss or fondle or tease, was a state he seldom slipped into.

Momentum was a concept he utilized for more than just sex. Realistically, he’d gained the instinct elsewhere and carried the approach into his lovemaking. As he recounted his more recent bouts with the women of Served Hot, he gleaned what might have caused Samantha to make her statement.

Like her, he didn’t think it was necessarily a bad thing. If he did his job well, when Christine or Avery or whomever he was driving mad with lust begged him to move to the next stage, he didn’t want to keep them waiting. But she was right—this time had been different. He hadn’t been thinking ahead to the salacious opportunity she’d dropped into his lap. Where usually he would have found himself chomping at the bit to turn her on, see them both strip, and then fuck her while Angela and Christine listened in just around the corner, he’d instead lost himself just in the quiet bliss of kissing and holding her.

How curious. How unusual. Was it solely because of what he and Angela had just shared, and the weight lifted from his shoulders to know she’d always felt the same way about him as he did her? Or had the text from his mother upset his sense of balance and control more than he’d realized? Or was he changing because of everything he’d been through these past months, affected in ways unseen by all the wonderful people now around him?

Jason tugged his hand free of Samantha’s grasp, which caused alarm to flash in her eyes. Before she fretted anymore, however, he returned them to her hips. Leaning his forehead against hers, he smiled softly.

“If I am different, you’re at least partially to blame, Samantha.”

The loveliest of smiles answered his. “If it’s a good change, is it really blameworthy?”

“Regardless, I’m holding you responsible, especially since you’re the one who just pointed it out to me.”

“Oops.”

“So that we don’t keep Christine and Angela sitting in there for the rest of the night, I’m going back to my old self now,” he said. He nuzzled his nose against hers. “Maybe we can test out just how long I was going to keep kissing you later—after you come home with me.”

Jason clamped his lips over her as Samantha drew in an excited inhale. Pushing her against the wall loud enough for an audible thud to reverberate through the hall, a torrid blaze of lust ignited all around them. Christine and Angela would definitely hear what they were about to get up to.

“Try and keep your voice down,” he whispered into her ear as he glossed his lips over the shell of her ear.

“That’s not what I asked—what I commanded—of you,” Samantha responded.

“I know.” He moved one hand from her hip to her stomach. With a gentle but firm application of force, he pinned the married woman against the wall. “I want you to try and keep your voice down. You won’t manage it, though.”

Samantha’s gulp proved alluringly audible.

Jason flashed her a quick grin. A tempestuous suite of desires rattled within his chest, a storm seeking a way out. One by one, he intended to fulfill them all.

The first sizzled through his fingertips as he gripped the hem of Samantha’s borrowed shirt. Leading his lips to hers, he worked his hands inside it, skimming his palms over her flat stomach. Slender, graceful, and all too enamored by his touch, she murmured pleasurably against his lips as he explored her body.

Sound, taste, touch, it all nearly drove him wild.  Approving shivers flooded his fingertips via her gorgeous body as he scooted the shirt upward. With each new ounce of delectable skin revealed, he fought the urge to break the kiss and put his mouth to further exploration, much as he had Christine’s body earlier. She could sense it, giggling during one of the brief moments in which they seized air in their lungs before their passionate kiss resumed.

Once he reached the underside of her breasts, to neither of their surprise, he paused the advance of her shirt toward complete removal. Breaking their kiss so he could watch her reaction, he kneaded her pert, perky breasts, which fit his hands well. Samantha’s chin quivered as she drew a tense breath, and she faced the first challenge of keeping her voice down as he rubbed circles around her sensitive nipples. Between her and Christine, he’d given a lot of attention to the alluring peaks today.

Not that he was complaining.

“This is so hot,” Samantha murmured, muscles flexing across her core as she focused on keeping herself as still as possible.

“Which part?” Jason murmured, lowering his mouth so that it could replace his fingers upon her nipple. He knew which part, and he knew the right way to tease her nipple with his teeth and tongue to stilt her response before a tide of gasps.

“Y-you know which part,” she responded, grabbing her borrowed shirt and lifting it so that it remained held high enough that he had full access to her breasts.

Jason flicked his tongue across one of her vulnerable nipples, eliciting another sigh. “I don’t. You’ll have to say it for me to keep going.”

“That’s… not fair.”

Seeing the married woman struggling to control her moans was profoundly arousing. Which he’d known to expect. What he hadn’t expected, however, was the sound of Christine and Angela chatting—about them.

It made sense; it wasn’t as if they’d been told to sit silently, nor would they know they were just around the corner. In unison, Jason and Samantha grew still as a pond, silent eavesdroppers to the other women’s conversation.

“So,” Christine’s voice asked teasingly, “at which stage do you think they’re at currently?”

“Is that really what you want us to talk about?” A sigh accompanied the question.

Jason chuckled, then thrust his eyes up at Samantha. Busy focusing upon the sound of voices coming from the living room, she didn’t notice his renewed attention. Defenseless as she was, how couldn’t he take advantage of that fact? Carefully maneuvering his thumb and forefinger up to her exposed nipple, he waited for Christine’s answer before he pinched and pulled and resumed his sucking of her other nipple.

“Two horny women with no outlet for their lust talking about sex? Seems plenty reasonable to me.”

His sudden attack earned such a visceral response that Jason missed Angela’s response. Samantha let loose a breathy moan, clenching her shirt in a white-knuckle grip as arousal betrayed her hope of remaining silent. They remained undiscovered only because of the timing of Angela’s response.

Samantha heaved in a panicked breath charged with arousal. Red-faced and quivering, she bit her lower lip. “More,” she whispered.

Angela and Christine’s chat, intriguing as it might have been to eavesdrop on properly, proved little more than background noise as he assailed Samantha’s beautiful form. He stripped her out of his shirt after she lifted her arms over her head. Risking it, he tossed it into the room. Neither woman inside noticed, busy chatting as they were. Keeping focused on the beautiful woman in his arms, he drowned out their speech.

“You’re going to cum so many times,” he promised, sliding his hand down her stomach. “We’re going to keep going until you can’t stand.”

“Fuck, please do,” Samantha whispered, throwing her arms around his neck as she pressed her lithe body against his. “I want you inside of me.”

Like a sunbaked stone on the hottest day of the year, his body burned with yearning. Earlier, he might have been okay with the indefinite cuddling and kissing, but not now. Twitching and growing even harder as her fingers grasped his shorts, heat emanated off him in such vicious waves that he wouldn’t be surprised if he heard sizzling steam when they soon began to sweat from their ardent activities.

One of her hands continued helping him join her in nakedness, but another, this one far more interested in the grown thickness of his cock, swam over his sensitive member. Collecting precum on her thumb, she smeared it around the tip. His skin tingled with blazing-hot anticipation. It’d be a miracle if they didn’t end up two panting, moaning messes within just a few minutes.

“I just want to cum so much,” Samantha whispered, holding him close. “I’ve been wanting it all day."

"The time’s arrived,” he promised, nuzzling her neck as he kicked out of his shorts. Standing naked in Christine’s hallway, Samantha raised herself onto her toes and guided his cock between her thighs. With her slick entrance adding more lubricant to his shaft, he thrust slowly between her clenched legs.

Grasping his shaft as he pulled back from one of his thrusts, it was apparent she’d wait no longer. Using the wall as support, she remained on her toes as she tried to help maneuver his throbbing member into a position to sink it into her tight pussy. Their height difference proved a mild nuisance, and she even bared her teeth at the problem.

Giving her one more kiss on the neck, he finally helped. Scooping her firm, shapely ass into his hands, he lifted her off the ground. Her legs immediately wrapped around his waist, and with a bit more manipulation of his cock, it found the right angle for the ensuing first thrust.

“Try your best,” he teased, wiggling her with his hands as he pulled her a step away from the wall.

With his grip on her butt tightening, he slid into her.

“Ohhh, fuck!”

“Still some more to give you,” he said, kissing her neck. With each passing second, he slid another inch into Samantha. The arms she tossed around his neck for support pulled his head into her cleavage as she moaned throatily. Jason kissed her beautiful breasts but didn’t let them distract him from his ultimate goal. Throbbingly hard, he pushed his connection with Samantha until there was nothing left to give the lusty wife.

Samantha gasped and wriggled as he filled her tight walls with his burning-hot member. He undid the step away from the wall he’d taken a minute ago, pressing her firmly against the sturdy barrier. Shifting his hands to her thighs to get a better sense of control, he began fucking her slowly.

“Oh, ooo, yes. I love this so much.” With each purposeful thrust into her tight sex, Samantha’s voice lilted. He clenched his jaw, keeping his grunts to a minimum. She was so tight, so inviting, and she matched the rhythm of his thrusting with her gyrations.

Everything about Samantha turned him on today. The way her gaze regularly shifted toward her left, back the way of the voices, which remained, for now, louder than her moans or the bumping of her back against the wall as he ramped up the intensity with which he pierced her tight walls. The way she clutched him so tightly, reveling in the pleasure they shared with one another. The way in which she tried her best to keep her voice down, even though it was clearly a losing battle.

The beautiful woman seized a ragged moan as his thrusting hit the perfect spot to rub against her clit as he plunged into her. It shattered the soft pants that had preceded it, hurrying down the hall but also into the living room they stood steps away from. The conversation within stopped.

“They heard you,” Jason whispered, nipping at the upper slope of one of her breasts. “Definitely heard you.”

“It’s… not… my… fault,” Samantha said through clenched teeth.

“It absolutely is. They’re going to be so mad at you. You could have invited them along, tried out some ‘team bonding.’ Weren’t you the one most interested in that sort of thing?”

“I, ungh, am!” Samantha’s voice cracked as his attention on her breasts picked up. “Just today, I wanted to be greedy… and have you all to my…self!”

Samantha’s eyelids fell like heavy curtains after he gave her butt a hard slap. There would be no mistaking what they were up to now, assuming any doubts lingered a room over. When Samantha reponed her eyes after he kissed her throat, she skewered him with a desire so powerful that his heart skipped a beat.

“You can have me anytime,” he promised. “Remember what I said outside the aquarium? This has to be a permanent arrangement.”

“I, ooo, remember! I’m glad you do too!”

Jason pumped his hips, cock trembling inside her slick pussy. He banged her recklessly against the wall, using its support so that he could fuck the married woman until he couldn’t stand. The booming thuds reverberated throughout the house. He heard a soft laugh one room over, then whispering, though he remained solely interested in the phenomenal body he shaped to his desires—whose tightening folds promised her climax wasn’t far off.

“No matter how many times I have you, I just can’t get enough,” he said, groaning above the noisy slapping sounds of their bodies connecting.

“It’s the, unghhh, same for me! You make me so happy, Jason!”

With any attempt at concealing their sordid affairs out in the hall tossed to the wayside, he went all out. The knowledge that Angela and Christine were listening poured extra fuel onto the pyre that kept his hips pumping forward. Samantha’s passionate whimpers came out in rapid bursts, and her eyelids fluttered like a dragonfly’s wings.

Unimaginable sights playing out before him, Samantha moaned and laughed gleefully in the same breath. She quivered, under the effects of numerous smaller orgasms, all leading up to the true tumble of pleasure he intended to see her into. The shared pleasure rocking through them overwhelmed her defenses first, so intense and overwhelming that she cried out in a throaty purr as her climax swept her away. Her legs squeezed him so tightly that he had to fight to keep thrusting inside her, her long, lithe legs flexing like iron as passion gorged her body like inhaling pure fire.

“Fuck me, fuck me, please, pleaseee, yesss!”

Samantha’s face contorted with rapture, head arching back as her entire body shuddered as if an earthquake rattled her bones. Sweat and love juices stained them both, and he tasted the former on her throat. It’d be another shower after this, for sure. Either here or at his place, where he intended to fuck her again. Teeth bared as she clenched her jaw, she bucked her hips with such intensity that he felt pinpricks of sweat mug his back as he tried to keep them both steady and standing.

Breathing raggedly, he pounded her constricting pussy, giving her butt another firm slap. He dug his hand into her perfect flesh, gripping her as tightly as she did him. With each new breath after her orgasm, it whistled through her clenched teeth, and she found no chance for rest as he rushed toward his need to unload his climax deep within her.

“That’s it,” she groaned, feeling his cock begin the heralding expansion. “Screw me harder, faster! Cum for me, Jason. All the way inside of me!”

Her trained athleticism kept her firm around his body. It drove him crazy too. Every inch of her shapely body invited him to bask in its perfection. Her dark hair bounced on her shoulders while her eyelashes fluttered rapidly. As he pounded her like a revved-up jackhammer, she hissed approvingly and orgasmed a second time. If not for that, he’d have worried about hurting her.

“Come on, Jason! Cum for me. Cum in me!”

Her forehead slammed into his chest, a primal exhalation of all her desires steaming upon his skin. He twitched wildly within her, plunging into her heat one final time. She fit him like the perfect glove, accepting every inch he jammed into her.

“I am!” he bellowed, losing himself before an emerging flash of multi-colored patterns behind the eyelids he shut tight.

He bucked, thighs flexing harder than diamond, as he unloaded his seed into her wanting womb. The force of his momentum pinned her against the wall, and she scrabbled her nails on the back of his neck as they howled together like wolves calling out to the moon. The intensity of his orgasmic pleasure, which had kept building within him since they’d begun their game more than an hour ago, rammed into him like a tank through a crumbling wall.

“Fuckkk,” he groaned, staggering a step to the side, knees weak because of the force of his climax. He pivoted in a hurry, removing Samantha’s back from the wall so that he could lean both their sides against it for support.

“I think they heard,” Samantha said through her pants, giggling girlishly.

“Yeah?” he wheezed, locking eyes with his partner-in-crime. “Are we sure about that?”

A voice put to bed any lingering worries just a couple moments later.

“You two are a couple of assholes, I hope you know.”


Chapter Thirty-One

Unease

An unmistakable foreboding crept through the metal doors each time they opened, like a chill fog seeping indoors with every chance it earned. Eight opportunities in total, with each arrival allowing a varying amount of trepidation inside as they arrived. Even he wasn’t immune, even Avery, surprisingly enough. This was it—their final practice before the tournament in two days.

If not for the Cross Fires, there wouldn’t have been a speck of anxiousness for such a tournament. With only eight teams participating in the neighborhood bout, there wasn’t even the slightest possibility that another team of Served Hot’s ability would have shown up. Except, he’d invited one. Given how the last tournament had ended, he knew that both teams looked upon their respective placings with utter distaste. He’d confirmed as much with Erica, the Cross Fire’s team captain, following their “victory” at the Yard’s Fourth of July tournament.

Tomorrow was a chance to decide on a clear winner. Other than that one match, there was nothing to worry about, even if Angela, in her role as captain, kept reminding them not to look past their other opponents. Stumbles happened all the time, even for teams of their level. She reminded him that, too, as this tournament allowed mixed-gender teams. He’d be playing on the court with Served Hot in all but their rematch. It’d be his first proper chance to play officially next to them.

His excitement about this fact proved just how much he’d changed over the past few months. Furthermore, although the level of competition in the pickup game he’d played with Avery and her former college teammates last month far outweighed the level of competition he would face in two days, it’d also be his first official match since he swore volleyball off last year. He wasn’t quite sure how he felt about that.

An elbow caught him unawares as it bumped into his side. Slamming the door on his thoughts, he turned his head and found Avery examining him intently with her piercing green eyes. Her perceptive intensity remained as honed as ever.

“Worried you’ll have too much fun tomorrow, or not enough?”

“I haven’t quite figured that out yet. I guess we’ll see tomorrow.”

She grunted at his tepid response, but he’d spoken the truth. He didn’t know which way he teetered. After that pickup game with her, after reigniting his competitive spirit somewhat and accepting that he could enjoy the sport without devoting every waking minute to it as his mother had intended, he’d thought he was past this. Apparently, all it took was a single text from a chain of islands five thousand miles away to crumple up his surety like a ball of paper and toss it in the trash.

Well, three texts, now. Another the morning after her initial one, and one more a couple of days later. He’d ignored every one of them, yet they hung off his skin like hooks dug into his arm. Instead of reveling at the sound of his phone’s text notifications, which might lead him to a sexy picture of one of the women he loved, a flirtatious conversation starter, or a probe about his night’s plans, now he winced at the noise, uneasy that he’d spot another brusque demand about replying to her earlier messages on it. At least she hadn’t tried contacting him over the past few days. He hoped his luck would continue indefinitely.

Already dressed for practice and carrying her volleyball shoes at her waist, Olivia arrived. Rather than her shoes, Jason mostly noticed a Santa Claus-sized sack of anxiety she clutched with white knuckles. She smiled weakly at the team, spotted him and Avery together, and headed their way.

“It’s all going to be good,” he told her once she reached them. “You’re ready.”

“I hope so,” she said, dancing from one foot to the other in a perpetual sway of unease.

“You’re an edge they won’t expect,” Avery agreed, patting the younger woman on the shoulder. “But also, relax. We’re going to win. Believe it, then manifest it.”

Jason grunted in agreement. “The better team will win. The better team is in this gymnasium.”

Jason hoped their combined words picked a present or two out of the weighty sack pressing down on the youngest player on the team. With Clara’s arrival a few seconds later, she and the other members who needed to swap clothes headed into the locker room. Soon enough, warmups, stretching, and the first drills were underway.

As was the norm for athletes of their skill and experience, practice proved an effective vacuum for sucking up their anxiety. He watched Avery, Clara, and Yvette quickly rid themselves of any lingering doubts, back to their old selves before the first set of drills ended. Samantha soon followed.

The remaining trio consisted of two expected members and one he wouldn’t have anticipated. Yet, it made a certain sense. As team captain, Angela had plenty to worry over, even if she usually held herself together quite capably. Watching her lead the drills as she usually did, he noticed her eye wandering his way more than once. Whenever their gazes did meet, she hastily severed the connection.

Maybe her anxiety isn’t tied to the tournament, he mused.

Other than some playful ribbing for their brazenness from Christine, he and Samantha had escaped a lecture for their behavior several nights ago. Given that unrestrained debauchery was quickly becoming the norm within the team, he hadn’t expected much admonishment for their acts. Still, disheveled and coated in sweat after redressing and revealing themselves to Angela and Christine, he had worried that the former might have something to say about his misconduct—verbally or just with her expression.

It hadn’t come. Instead, the rest of the night passed pleasantly, though Angela had headed home just an hour later.

They hadn’t spoken one-on-one since they’d silently declared the true extent of their feelings toward one another. Jason severely hoped that step forward remained forward. He wanted to love her and for her to love him. Ultimately, there was only one way to get the clarification he sought.

Long before practice ended, he decided he’d seek it today.

“Remember to breathe,” Jason told Olivia as she rotated into place to attempt a few dozen serves late into practice. “You are a good server. Trust in yourself.”

“You’ve got this!” Samantha called from the other side of the court, where she, Avery, and Angela all waited to receive.

After that, they gave her silence. The slender brunette bounced the ball a few times, imbibing and exhaling oxygen with a slow, controlled rhythm. Good. “Play like you practice” remained the number one motto for athletes everywhere, and he’d never once seen Olivia deviate from that rule. Alongside her remarkable athletic ability, her tremendous focus throughout practice—both these and their one-on-ones—imbued him with complete confidence in her. In just the span of a month, diligent and focused as it was, she’d already begun to show the capacity of an excellent volleyball player. In two or three more, Jason was confident she’d never be viewed as a weak link in any aspect of the game.

Her piercing blue eyes gathered themselves from the ball bouncing beneath her to the opposition on the other side of the court. Gathering herself like an imploding star, she thrust herself into motion after one final breath flowed through her lips.

Ball lower than a standard serve, arms high rather than flowing backward to enhance her power, and gaze focused upon the ball, Olivia took to the sky like a bird leaving the nest for the first time. Not quite as much of a soar as if she’d learned to power serve, but enough to keep her aloft long enough for a broad grin to mark Jason’s face. Her form was perfect.

A wobbly ball, barely spinning, crossed over the net as Olivia landed. She didn’t so much as blink as it veered up as if its wings caught a sudden updraft right before Avery could receive it. However, the skilled player dropped her hips, lifted her hands, and sent the ball flying back into the air. In place of Christine, who was running her own drills with the other half of the team, Angela settled under the ball and “set” it. Which was to say, she mimed the motion but caught the ball rather than popping it into the air.

Olivia frowned, but Jason didn’t give her any time to dwell on it. “Even the best serve can still be received.” He reached for the bulge of volleyballs in the cart beside him, then tossed another over to her. “You know Avery’s not going to let anything slip by her. When you do get one by her, you’ll know it’s because you earned it.”

She went again. And again. And a few dozen more times after that. As he’d said, several of the serves found clean receives. Yet, plenty did not. Olivia served hard even if there was no surprise among her teammates about which kind of serve was incoming. She outright took a handful of service aces, but Jason found far more pride in the difficulty with which she forced the other three women to work.

In a real game, stamina and mental fortitude were just as essential to put to the test. Jump floats were uniquely frustrating in that regard, as they didn’t blaze by a defender who knew they’d simply not reacted quickly enough. Most of the time, a receiver could always get ahead of a jump float. Whether it lifted, fell, or wobbled like grandma’s dentures after she dropped them into a glass of water, its tricks felt like exactly that—a trick.

And no one liked falling for one.

“Good job,” Avery said, slugging Olivia playfully on the arm after she finished serving. Everyone rotated, and now Samantha’s turn behind the line came. It continued, with members from the other half of the team flowing in as their drill ended. Serves usually heralded the end of practice, the winddown before a proper cooling off. In rare fashion with this team, it would be so today. They’d nixed the typical three-on-three, which had become a four-on-four with designated setters—Christine and himself—more recently, to ensure no one ended up injured right before the tournament.

“Feeling ready?” Jason asked Christine as she moved in to serve, the last among the team.

Her dazzling blue eyes shifted away from the ball spinning in her hands. “Worried for me?”

“No. I’m sure history won’t repeat itself. Right?”

Their eyes remained locked, and the waiting defenders on the other side of the court kept quiet. Christine spun the ball on her palm, then stopped its rotation by clamping her other hand on top of it. A single bounce on the ground followed, then Christine tore her gaze away, entered her serving motion, and blasted the volleyball over the net. Angela grunted and managed to get a single arm in its way, which kept the ball in play, though it would have been a messy counterattack at best in a real game.

Christine turned and waited for him to give her another ball. “It’s just another tournament tomorrow. We’ll win because we’re the best team there.”

With a silent but approving nod, he fed Christine her next ball.

At practice’s end, Jason rolled his eyes but smiled nonetheless as Christine fetched her straws before everyone else could make for the showers. This was the other new constant of their practices. Since things began with Clara and their tea date, he’d indulged in a movie date with Avery, cooking lessons with Yvette, a swimming pool visit with Olivia, and another trip to the aquarium with Samantha. Clara and Yvette had both won him twice. So far, everyone but Angela and Christine had “won” him for the day.

Which was about to change.

For buildup, Christine had started getting everyone to reveal their straws one by one a couple of practices ago, having those who hadn’t yet won open their hands last. In slow succession, it became apparent that the short straw sat in either the team captain’s hand or the setter’s.

“Well, how about that?” the latter said, smirking.

While Christine suggested they countdown from three, then open their hands simultaneously, Jason glanced at Samantha. The woman shook her head, though he’d known beforehand that it was unlikely she could have somehow affected how things turned out. For all Christine’s schemes, she’d so far kept this game an honest one.

“And three, two,” Christine began, holding her fist toward Angela’s as she counted down. She paused before the final number. “One!”

Hands opening simultaneously, every eye within the gymnasium peered interestedly at the results.

Interesting. He knew it’d be that. Yet, as he saw the claimant of the short straw open her hand, he had no idea what to expect.

Neither did anyone but the woman herself, he suspected.


Chapter Thirty-Two

Her Decision

Not an amusement park, not a restaurant, not even for a jog—his destination was much more mundane and, at the same time, more exciting. Jason trailed behind a familiar car to a familiar place, one he’d visited countless times. However, this time, he wasn’t sure what to expect. Since learning who’d won the draw, and then from that person where they were headed, he’d wondered about that continuously.

As he parked in a driveway whose every crack and bump he knew, Jason climbed out of his car a few seconds after the owner of the vehicle ahead of him did hers. A glance over the shoulder, a look charged full of simmering emotion, paralyzed him. Once the eyes turned away, their owner walked toward her front door. Emotions were beginning to succeed in speeding up his heart rate, and he chased down an urge to rush forward. Until he knew what was in store for him, he intended to keep himself from hoping for too much. He walked on pins and needles through the doorway opened for his arrival.

Into a home flush with memories capable of unsteadying his composure.

“It’s a bit overcast, and I guess there’s rain coming soon. It’ll limit us a bit from doing anything out back.”

“That’s okay,” he answered. “I don’t mind cozying up in here.”

“Hmm.”

“So, is there anything planned, or are we being freeform about today?”

“I have some plans. Some things to say too.”

Jason tilted his head, unsure if he should be worried by that. “Do you want to say them now?”

“Hmm.”

It was the second time he’d received such a noncommittal response. Arms folded, head down, he couldn’t see into his companion’s eyes. She stood in deep thought, fingers flexing upon her arms as she mulled through the oceanic depth of her thoughts.

“Should I just hang out for a little while? I can find something to do on my own for a bit.”

He didn’t mean to disturb her thoughts, but it had such an effect. Eyes as lovely as a soothing mist draped over the sea shifted toward him. Hair of blonde suffused with undertones of wheat swung about because of it. The deep musings that had overtaken her vanished. In its place, clarity shone through.

“No, I don’t want that,” Angela said, finally answering him with proper words. “Let’s do something together.”

“Such as?”

“Are you hungry?”

“Only a little bit. I’ll probably be interested in eating in an hour or two.”

“All right.” Angela’s dimples displayed the consternation she was experiencing, as did the short-lived silence accompanying it. “Why don’t we go sit out back? It hasn’t started raining just yet.”

“Sure.”

Making their way outdoors, his gaze naturally affixed to the nearby form of a hot tub covered by an olive-green tarp. With news of the ensuing rain on the way, it was unlikely they’d uncover it today. As his attention reoriented toward the oversized outdoor chairs sitting beneath rain covers of their own, he discovered Angela’s gaze similarly interested in the hot tub.

Settle, he told his heart, which immediately shuffled two speeds higher than it had before.

Covers removed, Jason and Angela settled into the chairs’ beige cushions. Only a small distance separated them. In almost perfect synchronization, they swiveled their chairs toward one another, knees brushing together.

After another minor pause, Angela said, “I’m going to start us somewhere unpleasant. It’s a conversation that’s long overdue.”

Warily, Jason nodded. Only two possibilities stared him in the face. Either they were going to talk about his mother, or they were going to talk about their relationship—most likely because of his mother. Her shadow had long draped itself over their attraction for one another, and Jason wasn’t so naïve to pretend it was something Angela could just cast off and leave pooled on the ground behind her. In silence, he waited for Angela to reveal which of these they would discuss.

As it turned out, it would be both.

“Following that first text you received at Christine’s, did you ever reply to Jenny?”

He could tell she already knew the answer, though he humored her with a head shake. “I didn’t. Not that one, not the other two she’s sent me. There’s nothing to say. How I spend my free time, playing volleyball or not, isn’t her business.”

Angela’s expression wavered, but she didn’t refute his claim. “She’s contacted me a few times, as well.”

“That doesn’t surprise me. What’d you tell her?”

“Not… a lot, unsurprisingly. It’s been like that a lot recently.” Angela’s dimples appeared. “I told her that I knew you were getting along well with one of our new players and that she somehow convinced you to play in a semi-regular pickup game she and some other athletes participate in. I told her I thought you enjoyed yourself a little, but I didn’t see any drive in you to enter the sport again like she always intended you to.”

“How’d she take that opinion?”

“In one ear, out the other. She also inquired about your involvement in our team’s practices. I let her know that you were always willing to help us prepare for tournaments. I did not mention your mentorship of Olivia or anything specific about the team beyond that.”

“Okay.” Jason’s fingers meshed as he clenched them. Even now, she wanted to find some way to shove him back onto the rails she’d designed for him since she first learned she was pregnant with a child. He knew that’s what it was. It was her only interest in him.

“She asked me to talk to you about contacting her.” Angela sighed heavily. “And I now have. So, that’s that.”

Shock hurriedly knit his brow together. “That’s it? Nothing more?”

“There’s a lot I would say to you both. If I thought it would help, I’d say it. At this point, playing therapist seems both ineffective and… inappropriate.” She sighed. “I hope you two will be able to work things out one day. That’s all I’ll say, now or in the future, unless you want me to say more.”

“I appreciate that, Angela. Really.”

She nodded briskly, licked her lips, and cleared her throat. “Now, I want to change gears. We’ve had a couple of conversations like these in the past. But… those mostly saw you coming at me with how you felt. So, this time, I wanted to reverse things.”

There it was again. However, this heart rate spike carried a needling jab of anxiety. The cumbersome emotion stuck his hands to the chair’s armrests as if dried cement covered them. He found his throat prickled by the air he breathed as if it were far drier than the humid heat promising rainfall surrounding them.

He’d assumed the epiphanic moment they’d shared at Christine’s would lead them to a closer connection—the one he’d long dreamed for. But, without a real chance at communicating just what they’d both individually felt, maybe he’d misinterpreted things. Could he have been so wrong about what he’d thought he’d seen?

There was only one way to hear the contents of Angela’s heart. Stifling paranoia before it clogged his mind full of conjecture and worry, he examined the woman he so dearly loved and nodded. The rest was up to her.

She led with a statement that uprooted the splinter of worry stabbing into his heart so swiftly that it nearly gave him whiplash.

“In no roundabout manner, Jason, inappropriate or not, I wholeheartedly love you.”

Even with the anxiety gone, the air still felt dry enough for him to consider if her backyard was secretly an arid desert. He nodded dumbly.

“Very inappropriate, all things considered,” Angela said, resituating herself in the chair to lean forward and place a hand on his knee. “Wildly, potentially catastrophically so. But… regardless of that, I won’t deny my feelings any longer. They need to be stated, as you did for me weeks ago. We can’t move forward if everything between us isn’t clear.”

Beginning to feel like a broken record, Jason nodded. Afterward, realizing the most wonderful woman in all of existence was waiting for him to respond, he clutched enough of the fluttering feathers in his mind to cobble together a response.

“I love you too, Angela,” he said. It seemed like the right first thing to announce, even if she knew it well already. “I want to be with you, now, in the future, always. That’s the truth.”

A pleasant glow imbued itself within the beautiful woman’s expression. “I believe you. And I am ready to see it through with you.”

Magnetically, as if unlocked from their cases and allowed to feel the others pull finally, the two leaned forward. The hand already on his knee squeezed affirmatively as he placed his over her wrist. Fingers wrapping snugly around her slender wrist, he upped his magnetic pull with a bit of physical aid.

Angela left her seat. She found no room in his. So, the only option was for her to place herself on his lap.

He immediately sat up straighter when she sat down and slid his other hand around her waist. Eyeing him sideways, she smiled at his evident joy as if it were her own. Splaying a hand upon his chest, the woman of his dreams, past, current, and future, leaned forward and kissed him.

He tasted the sweet lip balm she’d apparently put on after showering and changing at the Yard. His every moment stretched into a blissful eternity, trembling with delight as Angela pressed herself against him with a fervent intensity. A heavy but unearthly pleasant feeling burgeoned within him. Angela’s eyes twinkled, recognizing his completely expected response to her large breasts mashing against him. With a tiny roll of the eyes, her hand alighted on his cheek and kept him focused on the warmth where their lips melded into one.

Jason hummed and rubbed her lower back, absorbing her feelings, responding with his own. Love chased away doubt, which scurried not just back into the shadows but altogether out of his mind. Worry, hesitance, trepidation, anything that might have scrabbled across his back—it all vanished, never to return. He kissed and held and loved Angela, and together they ignored the soft patter of rain as it began to fall upon their heads.

Devoured by the whirlwind of temptation and desire that had permeated the air around them throughout the summer, the storm of the century couldn’t have disturbed them. Chasing her tongue with his, their hands flexed upon each other’s bodies as the intensity of their kiss spiraled out of control. Without breaking their lips apart, Angela shifted back a bit. In his peripherals, he noticed as she began undoing the buttons of the sleeveless four-button blouse she’d changed into after practice. The white, airy fabric soon parted enough to provide him an alluring glimpse at her gravity-defying bust.

But Angela wasn’t done yet. With a swift alacrity, she bent her arms backward and lifted the back of her blouse. It didn’t take more than a few moments, time which Jason used to understand her purpose. In the same second that the beautiful woman accomplished her goal, he understood it.

Grinning against his lips, humming herself, Angela unhooked her bra, then shrugged her way out of it just a few seconds later. She tossed the unneeded apparel onto a small drink table beside them, then redoubled their kiss. Now, Jason felt two lively points bristle through her shirt against his chest as she did so.

“I love you so much,” he whispered to her.

“I hear you,” she answered, throwing her wrists together around his neck. She spoke next in a husky whisper. “Now, show me.”

A sliver of excitement leaped up Jason’s spine, but he held it from expanding throughout his entire body. Not… yet, at least. He didn’t want to assume. Angela sensed his hesitation and broke off their kiss. She looked at him with a lifted eyebrow.

“Just want to make sure I know the limits before we get too far into things,” he explained.

To which Angela nearly blinded him with the radiant brilliance of her smile. Patting him on the chest, the woman kissed him on his forehead. Her mouth shifted until she’d put it nearly to his ear.

“There aren’t any.”

Jason shivered. The rain pattered a bit harsher upon them. He still didn’t notice.

“Are you sure?” he asked hesitantly, even as his hands swept down to the bottom of her blouse and gripped it. “What about your… competition with Christine?”

Surprise glimmered in her eye. “You know about that? Did Christine tell you?”

He shook his head. “I heard it from someone else.”

Angela looked as if she’d have something to say, but she sealed her lips long enough to shake her head. “It was always a stubborn and foolish thing for us to do. I’m not interested in some childish competition anymore.” Her tone shifted back to a throaty whisper capable of sizzling the blood inside his veins like he’d poured it all onto a frying pan sitting on a stovetop. “Just you. Just right now.”

She lifted her arms above her head. As the hesitance in him dissolved before the molten desire coursing through his veins, Jason hurled her blouse up her voluptuous body. With one hand gripping it, the other settling on her bare back, he flung it onto her unoccupied chair. With a smoldering grin, he dropped his attention to what might very well be the most perfect pair of breasts on planet Earth.

“You’ve always liked them so much,” Angela giggled, leaning back so he could drink in his fill. “Are they that alluring?”

Jason answered her with his eyes alone. Angela raked her teeth over her lower lip, then nodded. Sighing playfully, she wiggled her butt against the girthy erection beneath her, then moved her hands underneath her breasts. Blessing her hungry-eyed onlooker with a quick jostling of the heavy pair, she lifted one to his lips.

It was pure indulgence. He kissed the massive orb around the spire protruding from its center. At first, he started across its outer edges, but like a boat trapped in a whirlpool, he naturally tightened the circular arrangement of kisses he marked her voluptuous breast with. He ensured that not one spot of the peerless skin in front of his face went untouched. Closer, closer, he felt his cock twitch below Angela’s butt as he brushed the edge of his mouth against her pert nipple.

“Have fun,” Angela said, both a blessing and a slight tease.

“I will,” he answered, finally taking the hardened point into his mouth after kissing her areola in six places.

Suckling softly at first, he shut his eyes and focused on the taste, the texture, the reality. This was different from the time in the hot tub with Clara, different from their game night with Christine and Samantha. It was just them—alone. All the way. His body quaked with anticipation.

Angela shifted on his lap, and he nearly reflexively tightened the hand on her back to stop her. However, trusting her, he let her move slightly. After that, he knew what her game was.

His breathing rushed through the gaps at the edge of his mouth as he sucked upon her nipple, blood pounding in his ears like a flooded river rampaging wildly. She shifted just enough for her hand to seek access beneath his clothes. First, she felt his abs, then sped her hand up to his heart. She listened to his racing heartbeat for nearly a minute.

“Is that all because of me?” she whispered, touching her lips to his cheek as she shifted again.

“Of course,” he growled, teasing her nipple with his teeth.

“This… too?”

Jason tautened like the metal bindings of a bridge tested by wild winds. Already burning hot, the addition of Angela’s hand to his erection nearly seared it as if she’d just branded it. Disruptive breathing staggered him, allowing her to utilize her other hand to tug his shorts down enough for her to spring his cock from its prison. A single raindrop plopped on her thumb, and cool water splashed against his throbbing hot member. He shuddered.

“It’s all you,” he told her, shifting from one breast to the other, repeating the process he’d inflicted upon its twin. “It’s always been you.”

“Don’t let anyone else hear you say that,” Angela said, though her smile possessed the radiance of the most wonderous sunrise.

“It’s for your ears only,” he promised, tongue lashing her nipple as it finally arrived at the delectable spire.

“Spare me for a moment so I can get us ready,” Angela said, a conspiring glint shining within her eyes.

With a nibble that earned him a flick on the ear, which he responded to with a wide grin, he removed his mouth from Angela’s breast. His eyes raked lustfully across them, though she soon drew his gaze downward as she slipped off his lap and onto her knees.

Licking her lips, the gorgeous woman spread her hands over his thighs. With her eyes turning him as rigid as a board with the promises gathering in them, Angela focused her attention on the throbbing length between his legs.

“All because of me,” she said, this time not as a question. She leaned forward, tilting her head to the side as she approached his girth. “It felt hot in my hand.”

“That’s because it is.” Everywhere felt like a furnace, but that one place nearly felt molten.

“Then let me cool it off a bit.”

Before he could speak, she circled her hand around the base of his shaft, ensuring it wouldn’t twitch out of the way. Angela’s lips pursed, and a cool air current splashed across his shaft's underside. Jason’s body tingled, his head swimming with a yearning that built itself like a stack of cards. Just one push might send everything tumbling down.

“You’re going to be there for hours if you think that’ll cool me off,” he said.

“We have the whole day, so I don’t mind.” She smiled sensually and playfully, noticing the worry that flashed through his eyes. “No, I’m not going to make you hold out all day. We’re going to use all day.”

Relieved, he nodded. After “cooling” him off for a minute or two, which only really accomplished the curling of his toes at its end, Angela reduced the inches her lips hovered from his throbbing member from ten to two. Approaching it like it really was on fire, the buxom woman tested the heat emanating from his shaft with quick pecks of her luscious lips. All around it, in fact, and he understood halfway through that this was her retort to the earlier attention he’d given her breasts.

Even knowing that, he almost lost his mind from impatience. He just wanted her to fit it into the snug warmth of her mouth, to feel her tongue massage his shaft as she dipped her head. She could take him all, and he wanted to see it again today.

“Ready, impatient boy?”

“I’ve been ready, ma’am.”

She smiled and gave his cock one more rapid set of kisses. Rising on her knees, she settled herself above his cock’s tip. Rain falling over her head like an umbrella, his cock ended up far wetter than if she’d not. Saliva poured out of her mouth, falling as if in slow motion to splatter upon his cock. Jason seized a thankful breath as her hand spread it over his entire sensitive member.

“Just a quick taste,” Angela said in her husky whisper. “Your next climax happens inside another part of me.”

Every hair on his arms stood up. He nodded dumbly, then eagerly, which earned him a beatific smile. Dropping her eyes to his cock, her mouth echoed that sentiment a moment later.

“Yes, fuck!” he said with a deep groan.

She didn’t just go in for a taste as she’d said. In a single confident motion, she formed a perfect circle with her lips and took him all the way to the base. Every muscle in his body flexed at the electrifying passion that thrust itself into his most sensitive point. One of his hands, possessing a mind of its own, flew to her head.

It sure as hell wasn’t there to pull her off.

After only a minute of slow torture designed to titillate and drive him mad, Jason sped Angela up. Slow and steady wouldn’t do it for him today. Each time his cock thrust its way to the back of her throat, he found an undulating bliss that ramped higher and higher. Angela gagged noisily upon his cock, squeezing his thighs tightly for anchorage. But she didn’t stop. With each surge of pleasure within his veins, only one person deserved the credit.

“Damn, you’re so good at this,” he groaned, panting for breath like a dog.

Angela smiled at him with her eyes, ebullient because of his praise. Her tongue swirled over his cock each time she raised her head. During one of these, she popped his cock out of her mouth long enough to spit and lick the precum pulsing out of his cock. With a lusty wink, she resumed her scintillating attack on his sanity.

Torched by her mercilessness, he shut his eyes tight and leaned his head back. Giant bombs of rainwater exploded across his forehead. All at once, a measly drizzle became a pounding deluge. Eyes opening, he and Angela met gazes.

A rapid flurry of questions, answered only through the looks in their eyes, sped between them.

Should they go inside? No.

Should they stop? No.

Was it time, at long last? Yes.

In less than a minute, his and Angela’s clothes were strewn about the ground, the unoccupied chair, anywhere but on their bodies. Rain pounding upon them from on high, Jason burned so hotly that he wouldn’t have been surprised if steam danced off his skin with each watery contact. Heedless of the clouds literally raining on their parade, Jason began to stand from his chair and join Angela.

Only for a hand to splay upon his chest and forcefully pin him in place.

“No, you don’t move an inch,” Angela said. “Stay right where you are.”

Gripping the chair’s cushioned arms, Jason held his breath as Angela climbed back on top of him. Making eyes at him, she grabbed his rock-hard shaft and lined it up with her smooth opening. Chewing on the corner of her mouth, the woman of his dreams slipped the precum-smeared tip of his cock between her thighs. She took a deep breath, then met his gaze.

“Ready, Jason?”

“For so long.”

Holding onto his shaft as she slid him through her slippery opening, she only let go once he was halfway inside. Even that much was enough for Jason to lose himself in the banked and built rapture of finally making love to Angela. Every raindrop felt like pure sunlight, and he basked in the miniature explosions of bliss rampaging through his cock like timed detonation charges. From the top floor to the bottom. Because Angela dropped her hips until he filled her completely, arching her back and dropping her hands onto his knees.

“You’re big.”

“You didn’t have to take it all in on the first go.”

“Yes… I did.” Angela gathered oxygen in her lungs, then refocused on him. “All right. I’m ready.”

Rotating her hips a bit, she found the right pleasure point for them both. Kissing him once more, Jason’s hands found the hips of a woman he’d always viewed as unobtainable as she began to ride his cock.

A lance of white and gold flashed overhead, chased by a cacophonous burst that shook the foundations beneath Jason’s feet. It was barely a blip on the radar for him. All his attention belonged to the lusty bounce of the lusty woman overwhelming him with each seductive movement. Her voice pitched high, wild and free, moans and pleas and happiness more impactful than the loudest of thunderbolts.

He did ignore one part of her command. He moved more than a few inches. He raised and fell in tandem with how she rode him, ensuring that he alone wouldn’t know bliss. Their chests scraped together, and Jason inevitably took one of her breasts into his hand. He found every chance he could to kiss every part of her, especially her lips, when she bowed her head low enough for him to keep them occupied for a minute or two.

Passion blistered and broke away every manner of self-control within him. All he wanted, all he dared think about, was the ramping flood gathering within his balls. Even though they ached mightily, he swore he wouldn’t cum until she tightened and spoke his name with the euphoric reverence of prayer. Not just this time, but every time that was to cum. It was a promise to himself and, silently, Angela.

“Ah, ah, ungh.” Angela’s head tossed back, her tresses bouncing upon her back as she shut her eyes tight. The rain had soaked them both, and their grip floundered for it. Instead of his hand, he swept his entire arm around the small of her back. Pinning her against him, he endured the euphoric rampage swirling inside him.

“This is the best day of my life,” he told her. “I waited so long for this.”

“Oh, damn it, me too!” Angela pressed a hand upon his chest and felt his heart race underneath it. “I’ve wanted to fuck you for so long. It’s so wrong, but-”

He seized her lips with his, pumping into her until her moans spilled into his mouth. He gave her breast up and put his hand on her slick behind. The rain refused to let him clutch it like he wanted, and he growled in frustration.

“We’ll dry off and go again indoors,” Angela promised, gyrating her hips a little each time she plunged him inside her. “I promise. All day. It’s ours. For, ungh, this.”

“I need to ask sooner than later, but is it okay if I’m still inside you when I cum?” He nipped her collarbone but otherwise focused intently on whatever answer she might give.

“I’ve…” A pause surprised him, as did the blush. “I’ve been on the pill for two weeks now. It’s safe if you… cum in me.”

“Two weeks?” Jason grinned devilishly. “Is that when you and Christine decided you’d torment me with that competition of yours?”

“M-maybe,” Angela said, voice weak as he upped the intensity of his upward thrusts. “It’s not like that, ahhh, matters now. It’s over. I’m all… unghhh… I’m yours!”

Jason drew her in for one final kiss, cock swelling inside her clenching walls. The first sign of her orgasm arrived simultaneously as the second bolt of lightning flashed overhead. Her eyes dilated, and then she shut them altogether. She tensed; her pussy tightened, as did her thighs, as did her lips, leaving her unable to keep kissing him properly. He broke their kiss just in time.

“Oh, no, no, ohhh. I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum, Jason, please—inside! I’m cumminggg!”

She came as hard as any woman he’d ever seen, furiously quivering before the waves of pleasure dominating her very existence. Like tasking a single blanket to put out a thousand separate fires, she found it impossible to stifle her voice. The most wonderful moan of rapture outdid the next rumble of thunder in the sky.

His turn followed.

An eternity of dreaming and hoping and desiring coalesced within him. It burned incandescent within his center, yearning for a release that he’d spent years praying desperately for. At its arrival, he knew only unimaginable bliss. More than physical lust empowered his final few thrusts inside Angela’s tight pussy. Crying out and holding onto him as if they were both lost at sea, she gave him her all, and he gave her his all.

He erupted inside her with such a primal force that a portion of his soul must have departed with it. Grunting loudly, he jerked and saw his vision flicker like a light as he blasted his seed into her. That act swept through him with such emotion that he lost all ability to think, as it dominated him so thoroughly that a lasting impression seared itself into his mind. For the rest of his life, he could close his eyes and remember this moment, whom he’d shared it with, and how he’d felt as he finally made his most taboo dream a reality.

Together at last.

Panting heavily against him, Angela brushed his shoulder with a soft sigh. “That… was… excellent.”

“I’m always happy to get a passing grade.”

“You sure did. Wow.”

A minute of soft laughter followed, after which Angela propped herself up with her forearms upon his chest. They kissed, then spent another minute staring into the other’s eyes. Her hair was a soaked and tousled mess, and it’d take a herculean effort from her brush inside to fix that issue. Angela’s tongue flicked out, apparently ineffective at removing a few wet strands that had infiltrated her mouth during her climax. Laughing again, Jason helped her out.

Which inevitably led to her sucking on his fingers. Which inevitably led to him hardening again inside of her. Which…

They managed to get inside, though their clothes remained sacrifices to the storm, furious at them for ignoring it for so long. They did not manage to dry themselves off. When their wet feet crossed the threshold indoors, he had her again.

A third time before dinner, which they raced to complete before the pizza they’d delivered arrived. A fourth, a couple of hours after that, in her bed, which she declared was to be his other new bed away from home. Only some minor indignation infected her tone as he joked about having so many now, but he laughed at it all the same.

Around midnight, sleeping together after having cleaned, showered, and hunkered down for bed, he awoke to warm fingertips tracing over his stomach. On her side and propped up by her elbow, Angela raised a challenging eyebrow.

“I’m tapped,” he said. However, he didn’t give Angela a moment to speak. Flipping her onto her back, he soon tied her arms behind her back with an errant shirt from her closet, then spread his legs. “But I hear I’m pretty good at this too.”

He kissed her thighs, then got to work.


Chapter Thirty-Three

Clipping Wings

Sex did not negatively impact following physical activities. After that revelation at the Yard’s Fourth of July tournament earlier that month, he and Avery had fucked one another silly in a locker room before her match. So, given that he and Angela fucked like rabbits the day before the tournament, they were fortunate that was the case. Not even a minor soreness wore them down upon arriving together in their separate cars. That said, it did make itself known through other more apparent means.

“You are literally glowing right now, Angela,” Yvette noted as she arrived and spotted them. Her eyes shifted to him. “Has everyone else noticed?”

“Pretty much,” Avery answered.

And that was that. Humorously, the only individual yet unaware of his act… acts of lovemaking remained the woman who’d certainly want most to hear about it. Caught up in the role Angela usually handled, given that the only reason they could participate was because of her, Christine buzzed around the few officials in charge of the small tournament.

The Cross Fires had yet to arrive, though they’d plenty of time. Most of the teams he’d spotted had a mix of male and female players. The most notable differences he noticed were the age gaps. A couple of teams consisted primarily of players in the same age range as him, Avery, and Olivia, but the majority were in Angela, Christine, and the others range. Both one of the younger teams, an all-male team, and one of the older ones wore their uniforms, but they were the only two.

Since he didn’t have one, Served Hot had elected to dress casually. Even though the rain had left off early yesterday, the ten degrees it had stolen during its reign had yet to return. It was pretty chilly, so numerous competitors had elected for long-sleeved shirts. The clouds had scampered off, at least, so they didn’t need to worry about another deluge.

In the few minutes between their arrival and Christine’s return, Jason and Angela smothered their balmy contentment under a covering of competitive focus. Butterflies settled into his stomach, and he almost laughed upon realizing it. He’d played in official games with some of the best prospects in the nation less than a year ago. Now, a neighborhood tournament consisting of eight teams had him swaying the weight between his feet. He wasn’t even going to play in the one game that mattered.

“Should I fetch you a paper bag?” Avery asked, bumping him with her elbow.

“Funny,” he remarked dryly.

Christine eventually trotted over to them, by which point everyone had arrived. Unfortunately, she’d missed her window to spot Angela’s radiance on full display. Not only was she now the last member of the team to sleep with him, but she had also unknowingly become the last member of the team who would know that fact. They all knew she wouldn’t take that well, so without needing utter a word, the team collectively decided to hold off mentioning it until after the tournament.

“They’re right under us on the bracket,” she declared. “They’re our second match.”

“This tournament is different than the last one, right?” Olivia asked.

Christine nodded. “It’s an eight-team bracket. There aren’t any eliminations from the tournament, however.” She lifted three fingers. “Every team plays three matches, regardless of if they win or lose—that way, everyone plays the same amount of games. However, you’ll always play another team with the same record as you. So if you get thrashed twice in a row, you’ll end up playing the only other team who also lost their two previous matches in a fight for seventh place. Naturally, as we’re going to win our first two matches, we’ll play the only other undefeated team in the finals—where we’ll decimate them, too.”

“I see,” Olivia said. “That’s an interesting way of doing things.”

“It’s nice for a small one-day tournament like this,” Jason said, agreeing with her sentiment. “Every team gets to play the same number of matches.”

“Who do we play first?” Clara asked.

Christine scanned the gathered teams standing around. While Jason had seen his fair share of ostentatious country clubs, this one would be hard to beat. It had its expected golf course, whose verdant lengths and serene ponds stretched far beyond the horizon. It had a dozen modified courts, each capable of hosting volleyball or tennis matches upon their surfaces, three unique swimming pools on the grounds, one indoors, and a spa and wellness center inside the “clubhouse.” Said clubhouse was closer to a castle than its actual name. Apparently, its foundations were almost a century old.

For all that, and for the privilege and prestige of joining, all it cost was a measly two-hundred thousand dollars upfront, followed up by thirty-five thousand a year as an annual fee. Olivia’s comical expression of shock upon learning the cost had left him wheezing with laughter. If he hadn’t already known the general price of such outlandishly ridiculous places as these, he was sure he’d have worn the same kind of expression.

“The Soaring Seven,” Christine said, finally locating the younger team dressed in uniforms. The rest of the team followed her gaze to where five of the presumably seven members—or else they should consider rebranding—of the team stood.

Not only did average age set the two teams apart, but so did the gender ratio. Of the five members standing around together, they were all male. When two more showed up, seemingly bringing news of who their first opponents would be because of the immediate shift of their gazes right over to them, it confirmed them as an entirely male team.

Interesting, Jason thought.

What he found far less interesting was the way they stared. At this point, he’d long since squared himself with the fact that men—and sometimes, women—would stare at Angela, Avery, and the others. He wasn’t some territorial meathead who’d beat on his chest and grunt at anyone who dared consider the act of looking. Nor was he paranoid or distrusting about his relationships with any of them. It was entirely the opposite.

Yet, there was looking—and there was leering. For nearly half of the men pointing their eyes at Served Hot, they fell wholly into the latter camp. And that he did not like.

“Trust fund boys love to make good first impressions, don’t they?” Avery said, snorting and ignoring their stares from then on.

A little later, someone patted him on the arm. “Your jaw’s too tense; you’re going to chip a tooth or give yourself lockjaw.”

Heeding Samantha’s advice, he rolled his jaw and released some tension with the movement. It took him only a moment to realize the amused expressions around him.

“What?” he said.

“It’s not new,” Christine said, acting as the voice for all of them at that moment. “Looks like those. At this point, they slide right off. Especially coming from that sort.”

Her teammates murmured in agreement, which didn’t make him feel any better. Though, at the end of the day, he ultimately could not truly understand how it felt or what each of them had been through. Years for some, decades for others—Jason chewed on his cheek because of it.

“They’re going to look at us a lot differently after we throttle them,” Avery added. “Just ignore them.”

That seemed to be that, at least so far as the rest of the team was concerned. However, he couldn’t shirk off the knowledge of their stares quite so easily. Regardless, a more pressing event drew his attention toward the signup area.

Of course they’d all arrived as a unit. And in uniform.

“Bitch,” he heard Christine mutter under her breath.

The Cross Fires, led by Christine’s former best friend, partner, and current hated rival, didn’t draw as much attention as a team of their caliber should have. That said a lot about the level of competition participating in the tournament. The affluent were likely in for a surprise this year when they discovered that prep leagues and country club matches weren’t suitable preparation for the two nearly professional-level teams descending upon them like hawks. And all for their own grudge match. In a way, Christine’s country club neighbors were collateral damage. He’d have commiserated their fates a while ago. Glancing over his shoulder, he found most of The Soaring Seven’s players still ogling Avery, Angela, and the others.

He wouldn’t now.

After completing their signup, Erica and the Cross Fires finally looked toward Served Hot. There was a fair distance from the signup area and where Served Hot loitered, which he suspected was for the best. Jason and the others had naturally flowed to the midway point of the six courts in the area, which put the two rival teams at shouting distance from one another. Thankfully, silent glares and venomous scowls stayed the weapon of choice for both sides. The Cross Fires moved toward Court Five, where their first match was scheduled for play.

“We’re on Court One,” Christine spat, turning away from Erica.

As the team shifted toward the site of their first match, Jason sidled up to his team’s scowling setter. She shook her head.

“I’m fine. This won’t be like last time.”

“I know. I’m only interested in our first match, anyway. How do you want to use me?”

Christine pursed her lips thoughtfully. He gave her a few seconds to think. Although the team hadn’t decided on starting lineups, they’d established that he’d see play in every game except for their rematch with the Cross Fires. Whether they wanted him to swap time with Yvette in his usual position at opposite hitter, play any other position, or even pinch serve, he’d go along with the team’s wishes. At the end of the day, this remained their day, their tournament. He was happy to slot himself into whatever usage they had in mind for him.

“Which hand are you planning to play with?”

Jason’s mood lifted as he spotted the twinkling in her eye. Obviously, she had an opinion about that, as well as some schemes coalescing together as she waited for his response. Flexing both his hands, he looked down at them.

“If I’m playing both sets, maybe I can play one with each.”

His setter whistled. “Cruel boy.”

Jason’s gaze deviated toward the court beside theirs, where The Soaring Seven started their warmups. It took their captain several loud claps of his hands to regain the attention of the final few players intent on drinking up every last moment of the women of Served Hot they could. An unpleasant muscle twitched in his forehead.

“Only a little bit,” he told Christine, beginning to roll his wrists as they reached their court.


Chapter Thirty-Four

Merciless

Maybe he would feel bad later. Probably not, but maybe. It wasn’t as if the entire team deserved his ire. They weren’t all leering pricks; their team captain had seemed respectful and excited for the match when he and Angela met with their head official to determine which team would serve first. Jason had heard him wish her luck, and that was that. He’d trotted over to his team and shared the news: they’d be receiving first.

Unfortunately for him, more than half his team did deserve the thrashing Jason had decided they deserved. He didn’t just intend to win; he would see them demolished in the most humiliating way imaginable.

All because of two assholes who’d found him alone when he’d slipped off to use the restroom before the match began.

One had a mop of brown curls, a habit of rolling his lips inward before he spoke, and barely any attention for Jason. The other had ears like car doors thrown open, dark hair already receding in his early twenties, and a patchy beard. Both looked a few years older than Jason, and the latter of the two primarily spoke in their brief conversation—if it could even be called that. Blocking his path as he exited an indoor restroom inside the clubhouse-castle, he made to skirt around them and get back to his team.

“So, son, brother, or what?” the second man said before he could do so.

“None of the above,” Jason said. While he and the others hadn’t quite discussed how—if at all—he should relate himself to them if it came up, he knew better than to let pride swarm his common sense. He’d neither speak nor intimate anything about his relationships with the various women of the team. Certainly not to these two creeps.

“Boyfriend?”

“Teammate.” Jason passed by them without looking over his shoulder.

“Oh, come on,” the stubborn man said from behind him. “Don’t be like that; we just want to know who’s available and who’s not. That brunette with the ponytail-” An admiring whistle clanged against Jason’s ears and his patience.

Turning only his head, he glared at them. “She’s got a boyfriend.”

“Okay, okay,” the wide-eared man said, hands up defensively. “So, she’s off the board. But what about the rest? We’re just curious; you don’t need to get all upset.”

“They’re not interested in any of you,” he told them.

“Don’t be like that.” He and his companion shared looks. “Not for nothing, but we’re going to win this whole tournament. After which, we’ve got a big party planned.” He gestured with his hand as if Jason’s mind should be able to fill in the rest.

“Just let us know which of them aren’t married, or whatever,” the one with a mop for hair blurted out impatiently.

“Or don’t,” his friend said, smirking. “But do help us spread the word about the party after the match. You can nab a hundred bucks for each one you convince to come along—how about that?”

He’d only two words for them.

“Fuck off.”

He returned to the rest of his team with his jaw practically sealed shut as they began warmups. Yvette was the first to notice, and Jason soon felt her body heat as she leaned in near him while they stretched.

“Something amiss?”

With as little oxygen wasted on them as possible, he explained his run-in with two of their upcoming opponents. Yvette seemed more amused than offended by the time he finished.

“You know, if you were a bit more enterprising, you could have gotten at least a few hundred dollars into your pocket.”

“What?!” he hissed, drawing the attention of other team members.

Yvette smiled and quieted him with a finger to her lips. “If you’d kept your composure, you could have fooled them into believing you’d help them out. Obviously, we’d never actually go anywhere with them. Just like they’re never going to beat us in this match.”

“Yeah, I guess,” he mumbled, though the idea tasted repulsive to consider.

“Rid it from your mind,” Yvette suggested. “We’ll never even see any of them again.” A gleam appeared in her hazel eyes. “After we demolish them, I imagine not one of them stays around to watch us take the trophy later.”

Jason nodded, perking up slightly. That was one part of things he could agree with the beautiful French woman about. They deserved humiliation. He had a few ideas about ensuring it lived up to his hopes.

Ideas that he held onto as they gathered. Ideas that shifted somewhat, with a couple of new ones replacing untenable options, as they cemented the starting lineup for the first set of their match.

Avery and Samantha would play off the bench in the first set. He and Olivia would take their starting places, respectively.

“You really intend to play only with your right hand?” Angela asked, seeming a bit concerned by something she saw in him.

“Yep. We’ll still crush them.” He’d decided he would only show off his left hand in his final serve of the second set, right before the match ended—the cherry on top of the humiliation they deserved.

“If we do somehow lose the set, we’ll all blame him,” Christine chimed in.

“Agreed,” Avery said.

“We won’t lose,” he said a bit more stubbornly.

“We won’t, you’re right,” Angela said, noticing that the officials were ready for her and The Soaring Seven’s team captain. As she moved away from their huddle, the team spent the couple minutes allotted to them to ready themselves in whatever manner best suited them. For Jason, he spent it in silence, head down, eyes shut, ignoring the world around him.

He wasn’t sure why this manner of focus suited him or when he’d begun to employ it. He knew everyone had their own way of doing things; this one simply suited him best. Clara continued stretching, working to ensure limberness and deftness remained hers throughout the match. Avery and Samantha gathered around Olivia and spoke encouraging words to her, which caused him to smile briefly. And Yvette and Christine chatted about strategy, which seemed important given that Christine’s other two most common weapons wouldn’t be in play throughout the first set. He didn’t make out the specifics of their strategizing.

He emptied his worries from his mind like sand slipping between his fingers as he opened his hand. Maybe he did know why he readied himself like this. No one ever bothered him in these final few minutes before a match. Not even his mother. Peace and quiet could be his, even for just a hundred and eighty slender seconds. A break from the reminders about the tendencies of his opponents that he should look to exploit, how many points she expected him to score, and what scouts would be at the game. Just…  peace.

Jason’s eyes snapped open when he heard Angela return with the news that they’d be serving first. He and the rest of the team began to reconvene around their captain so that she might speak a few quick words before the starting six jogged out onto the court. Christine trotted beside him toward the huddle, and Yvette walked on her other side.

“They’re going to expect me to feed you a lot,” the setter noted. Their eyes drifted in unison toward the team on the other side of the court, where their expectations could be read as clearly as a Jumbotron. “On the first play.”

“Let’s see them try and stop me,” Jason said, only for the taste of those words to immediately turn sour in his mouth. He stopped, which caused Christine and Yvette to follow suit a step later. They turned and faced him. He shook his head, realizing that irony was the reason for the unpleasant taste. He grumbled inwardly at the sparkling white smile Christine presented him upon his realization.

Not so easy, is it?

“Scratch what I just said. Let’s go with another first play.”

Chapter Thirty-Five

Role

Their team gathered into one quick huddle before Christine opened things up with her serve. As Angela offered her words of team-wide encouragement, Jason barely heard them. He remained within his mind, though he didn’t return to his earlier thoughtless void. Far from it, in fact.

He wanted to win. It was any competitor's fundamental desire, and Olivia, Yvette, and the others were spot on when they teased him for how competitive he indeed was. Sports where you put your body on the line, games where you battled your opponent’s mind by moving small wooden pieces, and even in competitions where you hit a buzzer and shouted an answer before your family and friends could call theirs. Competition allowed a thrill that could seldom be matched. It allowed misery, too. Anyone who’d ever competed certainly knew that bitter tonic. It meant something different to each person, and the stakes of the match, game, or event added or diminished how potently and prolonged the taste might linger.

For Jason, it had meant listening silently as an Olympian detailed his every mistake and failure. Not that winning would spare him, but losing always ensured an unpleasantly harsh critique, like peeling back a bandage to stare at the oozing wound trying to heal underneath. Eventually, he’d grown numb to it all. To the realization that one needed to hate losing, or at least care about it, to love winning.

He remembered how he’d felt while riding along to play in the pickup game with Avery and her friends. Just ready to go and get it over with. Like a dentist appointment. There was no good news to be found there. Either everything was normal, or there was some bad news—a cavity due to too many sweets, a micro-fracture from grinding teeth while sleeping.

Volleyball was a visit to the dentist. It’d been that way for years. It’d been that way for most of the first set of the pickup game. Right up until the weight of mediocrity rusted the shackles around him enough that he could lift his head and stare into the truth.

He fucking hated losing.

But this game wasn’t about him. This wasn’t his grand comeback. This wasn’t his debut. This wasn’t his day, his moment, his chance.

Angela’s pregame hype-up ended with the team’s unified shout, which his voice joined. The starting six jogged to their positions on the court, with Christine heading back to receive the ball from the officials. One of the other courts had already begun play, and some spectators gathered around it clapped as one of the teams claimed the first point of the tournament.

Jason’s remained concerned only with the points on his court. In a matchup of men versus mostly women, The Seven Soaring would undoubtedly look to use their physical edges to overcome the differences in teamwork, experience, and skill they’d soon realize separated the two teams. Jason needed to play his role well, support the other five on the court, and see them onto their next match.

He was here only to help the women he loved end up in the rematch that they had worked so hard to prepare for. That was his purpose. He hated to lose, but so did all competitors.

However he could, he’d help Served Hot ensure they didn’t taste defeat’s bitter tang.

With a sharp burst through their whistle, the main referee signaled the beginning of their match. Knowing that Christine was waiting for the mild wind brushing over the courts to end before she’d serve, Jason put his hands behind his head, then stared tightly at the grinning fool standing in front of where he, Clara, and Yvette waited. It was the one with the messy curls, apparently one of their middle blockers. Like always, his lips pressed in before he spoke with a grin.

“Gonna make this quick. Hope you all don’t mind.”

Jason didn’t answer, and neither did the two women beside him. He did, however, decide that, while he chased victory only for his teammates, The Soaring Seven were due for the lesson in volleyball coming their way.

A familiar thud immediately voided Jason of any lingering thoughts. The ball sailed over the net, where a problematic receive put the ball up for The Soaring Seven’s setter and captain. A quick first set to their opposite followed. Easily read by a redheaded middle blocker and a filling-in outside hitter.

Timing in sync, shoulder-to-shoulder, they leaped and thrust their hands, fingers fanned wide, into the ball’s path. The ball deflected high off Clara’s right hand, and Angela called for the ball. Jason barely heard anything after that. Backpedaling in a hurry to a proper spot to begin his approach, he, Clara, and Yvette all flooded their lanes as Christine put herself under the ball Angela had put back up.

As anticipated, The Soaring Seven’s opposite and middle blocker cheated his way, surely expecting that Christine would establish him as a threat early and often. It was the improper assumption of a team of men—that he, Served Hot’s only male player, was their primary weapon. He wondered how they’d have taken it if they realized he’d never scored a single point for them before. Still, he didn’t give them any time to correct their improper assumptions about his role in the team.

Clara leaped and swung first, faking the quick middle set that was so common in the sport. As she fell, Jason breathed out. Selling his attack with a swing of his arms and a high leap, he stole the attention of his would-be blockers away from keeping one eye on Christine’s intentions. They assumed, narrowed their field of vision upon him as he soared through the air, then leaped to stop him. Jason swung his arm through the air.

Nothing but air. Swatting an invisible ball, he allowed himself a smirk as he landed back on the ground on the balls of his feet. The shock, panic, and frustration brewing within his opposition was everything he’d hoped he might see. As they tried to get back off the ground, fingertips barely meeting the upper edge of the net, it was too late.

Leaping from several feet behind him, Olivia contacted the ball sent her way. It zoomed over the net, too high and fast for the blockers to get in its way. One of The Soaring Seven’s back-row players fought to keep the ball in play, but they failed to get their body in front of the attack. Jason clenched his fist the second it shanked off their arms and careened beyond any hope of saving.

He and the rest of the team swarmed Olivia as a whistle signaled their first point of the tournament. Bombarding her with congratulations and cheer, the young woman released a pent-up nervousness that she’d donned from when Jason suggested their first play in the pregame huddle. In its place, confidence blossomed, with the encouraging words around her acting like rays of sunlight to unfurling petals.

“Next comes a service ace,” promised Christine boldly.

In a manner that Jason knew would add new juice to Christine’s battery of gloating for days to come, she delivered on that promise less than twenty seconds later. However, her teeth clenched frustratedly when her next serve carried too strong—to which she blamed an ill-timed gust of wind. Such was the variance that came with playing outdoors. The environment would give or take at its leisure.

After The Soaring Seven prepared to serve, Jason found himself in a rare position on the court.

“Sure you remember how to receive properly?” Christine crowed, having regained her composure quickly after her missed serve.

He glanced over his shoulder at her, where she stood just a couple of feet behind him. Playing in the outside hitter roll put him in an unusual position where he’d actually play a role in serve receive rather than standing shielded at all times from that risk. Instead, he now played the shielding role, protecting Christine from targeting by the opponent team’s server. No matter how they rotated or how elaborate or odd their formations ended up looking to a novice player, he, Olivia, and Angela would do their best to ensure that one of the three of them always received the serve.

“Just enjoy the sight of my butt while you can,” he said, resetting his focus ahead of him.

“Consider it enjoyed.”

He and the rest of Served Hot readied themselves as the serve went up. A sloppy but powerful blow zoomed over the net. Regardless, their team’s best defensive player easily lifted the ball back into the air. Jason rushed to his area at the front left part of the court.

This time, The Soaring Seven gave more respect to their opposition’s other weapons. Yet, with a brutal fake, Christine spread the court. Grinning like a villain who’d just robbed the bank, she dumped the ball over the net. No one got close to stopping her, and the humiliated members of The Soaring Seven didn’t realize that it was an emotion they’d need to get comfortable with.

Eight-five.

After shaking off their shock that a team consisting primarily of women wouldn’t feed him the ball every attack, the Seven Soaring finally knit their wounded pride back together and put forth some offense. With an undeniable advantage in raw power and height, they scored several points by spiking over their defenders, especially away from him and Clara. However, they remained woeful at best when cobbling together a defense. Jason had expected as much; teams like these always overfocused on serves and spikes, wanting to chase the thrill and glory of smashing the ball down when they should have been learning how to keep the ball in play on their side of the court.

A pinch-serve opportunity brought the talkative one with the car door ears off the bench. His pride demanded that he serve toward Jason. His jump serve had some kick to it, but it lacked any finesse—it was just an open challenge hurled his way. Stymied by a “first ball kill” routine that landed Clara her second point of the game, Jason enjoyed watching him grumble and swear beneath his breath as he stomped back to the bench.

His turn behind the line arrived as their team rotated upon regaining control of the ball. He’d so far not scored, though he didn’t mind nearly as much as he had during his pickup game with Avery. Christine had constantly used him as a threatening decoy, finding creative ways to keep their opponent’s attention fixed on him while she fed the ball elsewhere. And there was something amusing to the frustration bubbling within several members of The Soaring Seven, who seemed to remain certain that he was the greatest threat to their team. In a way, thanks to Christine’s cleverness and their ignorant beliefs, it was true.

But now was his time to widen the gap between them. When the whistle sounded, he needed only a couple of the eight seconds he was allowed to complete his service action. Finding his target, he put the ball into the air, admiring its spin as he pursued it. Thrust into the air by his leg muscles, Jason pummeled the ball with his right hand.

Decent enough that he didn’t clench his jaw in frustration, it still wasn’t the service ace he’d hoped he’d garner for the team. Kept in play, he sighed as a tip attempt crept over Yvette’s fingertips like a spurt of water from a pitiful school fountain. Across the court, it was as if they’d won the lottery, and celebration reigned supreme. Chewing on the inside of his cheek, Jason rolled his eyes as several shouted at him that he should expect more like it in the future.

Clapped on the back by Clara, he found her smoky green eyes boring into him with a simple message: “Stay focused.” Nodding, Jason moved on to the next play. One in which Christine gave him a chance to shut up the other team’s crowing.

An extended rally uncoiled before them, the first and only of its kind that the set would see. Angela’s defense brought up two difficult balls, and Christine stretched the ball around the court. Jason struck, but it ended up tipped and sent back. Back and forth, the ball hurried, sent to and fro like an unwanted pair of hand-me-down socks between siblings. Olivia saved the ball that deflected off his fingertips at an awkward angle.

“Time to show off!” Christine shouted as she sprinted under the ball, forced to bump rather than set the ball back toward the net.

Jason thrust himself back three steps, shoving oxygen into his lungs, ignoring the sweat greasing his palms and the burn in his muscles. There’d be no deception this time; everyone with eyes saw that this ball was his.

He’d make it work.

He flew. Arms swinging back for added momentum, he leaped toward the net as high as he could. His opponents arrived in three, a rare triple-block opportunity they undoubtedly viewed as their point to seize. They jumped up to meet him, six arms thrusting themselves up like metal prison bars erupting from the ground.

With the scant microseconds left to him, he examined the bars in his way. Fractures, bends, disorder. He looked for them, decided on his course, and swung his arm.

Due to his focus, he didn’t even recognize the hand’s owner until after the play ended. All he saw was the error in poise and the foolish, prideful focus on stuffing the ball back into Jason’s face. Blocking was about teamwide schemes and stubborn diligence, not individual heroics. But Jason was here to exploit weaknesses, not offer lessons.

The howl of frustration earned when Jason clanged the ball off his elbow and ensured his team reached double digits first thrust as broad a grin upon his face as he could remember. Both parties landed, staring at one another through the net’s meshing.

“You’re right,” he said, “this will be quick.”

He didn’t hear whatever rancorous snarl the messy-haired blocker hurled back, for he found himself mugged by his teammates. Olivia and Yvette each shook one of his arms while Clara smiled warmly. The two most buxom team members grinned, aware of something he didn’t seem to recognize. They all were.

“What is it?” he said, confused by the excessive celebration. It was a victory, especially in the face of the rally they’d just endured, but they weren’t even halfway to twenty-five.

Christine shook her head at him, but Angela answered his confusion. “That was your first official point for the team.”

Jason tilted his head to the side. That was a silly thing to celebrate. He’d achieved assists, blocks, and receives aplenty already. What was a single point comparatively? The answer, of course, was just a single point—nothing remarkable, not even a service ace.

He found himself grinning all the same.

“Yeah, guess it was.”


Chapter Thirty-Six

Selfish

The first set wrapped itself in a neat little bow well before Served Hot reached twenty-five. The final score of twenty-five to twenty-one imparted different stories to both teams. For The Soaring Seven, they simmered and stewed in the frustrating realization that the path to the championship they’d assumed rightfully belonged to them might have already slipped through their grasp. The same could be said for the hips and breasts they’d leered after before the match. It was exactly what they deserved, as far as Jason was concerned.

For Served Hot, especially after shuffling who would play where in the second set, it wasn’t really about if they would win the second set. Instead, it was about the fashion in which they accomplished that goal. Twenty-five to twenty-one was a comfortable win. But they could do better. Avery said as much during the brief respite before the second set got underway.

Several courts away, the Cross Fires were already up by three in the early stages of their second set. Jason spotted Erica pull off an impressive feint, opening her outside hitter up for an easy spike. Four up, and likely a gap that wouldn’t close throughout the rest of the set.

“How are you feeling?” Christine said, nudging his attention back to the game in front of him.

“Okay.”

Avery stretched her arms high over her head. “I bet I get more aces than you do.”

“That’s impossible,” he told her.

“Want to put some skin on it?”

Jason’s mouth pulled to one side, refusing to fall for her bait. “Not really.”

The women all shared a strange and unexpected look. “See?” Avery said. “Told you.”

“See what?” he asked, frowning.

“You’re not playing up to your level,” said Angela. “Or so Avery believes.”

“Well… yeah. I just played the last set with my offhand.”

“That’s not how she means it,” Yvette said. “She thinks you’re playing differently mentally. Less aggressive, less selfish.”

“Right…” he said, brow scrunched with confusion. “Because they’d expect that kind of play. They overfocused on me in the last set, even though I didn’t touch the ball that often. We won comfortably last set. I don’t get what it is that’s the issue here.”

“The issue,” Christine said, pointing at him, “is that you aren’t some selfless team player. You’re a lead guitarist, not a bass player, not a drummer, not a backup vocalist. If you aren’t playing the way you know how to play, then you’re willingly sandbagging.”

Jason folded his arms defensively. “So? It was what was best for the team that set.” He dared Christine, of all people, to dispute that. Bizarrely, it was the woman beside her, the last person he’d have assumed would pipe up, who spoke.

“That’s not necessarily true,” Angela said. “Do you really think the score would have been tighter if you demanded the ball more? With your skills?”

The conversation had started sounding a lot like the kind he’d grown up hearing, which immediately ruffled his mood. His mother had never taken it well when he played a more supportive role, even if he offered more to the team as a decoy than if his setter fed him the ball repetitively. She’d always objected to such claims even being possible.

“Forty percent. That’s how many of your team’s points you should be scoring a game.”

And she’d hear no argument if he failed to reach that goal in a game. He’d stomached dozens of berating critiques throughout the years because of that ridiculous rule she’d imposed upon him.

“I don’t get it,” he muttered. “You all want me to play selfishly?”

“We want you to be yourself,” Yvette clarified.

“So, yeah,” Avery quickly added. “Selfish.”

He glared at her, but Samantha placed a hand on his shoulder. “You know how she means that. Calling for the ball because you know you’ll score isn’t going to upset any of us.”

Olivia, silent until now, finally spoke up. “No one else has ever seen you play for real, Jason—just me and Avery.”

“Angela, too,” Clara added, otherwise staying out of the conversation.

“So, you know, it’d be nice to see you play like that again,” Olivia finished, smiling softly. “I know I want to see it a second time.”

Most of the team echoed their newest member’s sentiments, and even Clara nodded. Silent, Angela offered a look that suggested she’d support him no matter how he leaned. However, given the rest of the team’s insistence, he could see that this was a unified opinion.

Naturally, his gaze drifted toward the player who’d fired the first shot in this salvo about his perceived “sandbagging” in the last set. Avery didn’t speak a word, nor did she balk as he focused on her. She let the verdant eyes boring a hole into him say her piece. The rest of the team picked up on their silent conversation, and they ignored the official’s call that the second set was about to begin.

Sighing loudly, he revised his response to her earlier question.

“Fine. We’ll put some skin in the game,” he said, emphasis heavy as he stared at her.

She grinned and popped her knuckles. “May the best server win.”

Still somewhat exasperated by what felt like an ambush, he grunted and said, “He will.”


Chapter Thirty-Seven

Player of the Game

Even though he’d agreed to go all out, Jason kept his left-handedness a secret until his turn arrived to serve. Which, given that he was now playing back in his usual position, required a bit more waiting than usual. After staving off The Soaring Seven’s opening serve and taking the first point on a quick attack to Clara, Christine plunged the ball into the net on her serve—and colorfully swore under her breath afterward. Repeating the process after giving up only a single point, Avery rotated back to serve while they owned a one-point lead.

At the set’s beginning, his shift to the opposite hitter position had befuddled their opponents. While they hadn’t elected to make any changes themselves, nor even shift their starting rotation to avoid matching up head-to-head, he’d spotted the frustration bubbling around them as they conversed in their huddle a couple minutes ago. Given the lack of scouting available to them and the fact that he would use his left hand going forward, he wondered if they realized just how much more threatening their offense had just become.

Avery fired off a service ace in her very first serve of the match, which put a grin on her face—and a scowl on his. She took another opportunity, though it ended with The Seven Soaring closing the score line—and just like that, his and Avery’s expressions swapped. It was the only time he could remember ever smiling about an opponent team scoring against his—and his last. Christine and Yvette both elbowed him until he buried the smirk away.

The game traded blows early, with Avery and Jason each collecting a couple of points while attacking the net. Eventually, with the point differential stretching even more than it had in the first set, he rotated into the serving position.

With the ball finally in his hands, he stalked back behind the serving line. Setting himself up nearly as far left legally could, he saw the confusion on his opponents’ faces. He saw two other faces, as well.

Avery, first, standing closest to him, folded her arms and stared directly at him. “Hey.”

“What?”

“You look far too pissed for a guy with a bunch of beautiful women ready to fawn over how good at a sport he is.”

“Is that what’s happening here?” he asked dryly.

She answered with the merest of shrugs, after which the troublesome athlete refocused her attention on the play about to develop. The officials whistled, and his eight-second countdown began. However, as he extended his attention toward the other side of the net, he found the other turned head.

Angela. Standing near the net with Christine and Angela, who’d already put their hands up behind their heads for protection in case his serve fired low, she spoke a thousand words with her eyes alone. With the subtle motion of her lips, in a voiceless whisper, he found the two words she most wanted to impart.

“Have fun.”

She smiled, then spun her attention forward, hands also rising protectively behind her head. Given the count already in motion, he lacked time to muse over her advice. As Jason shifted from a right-handed serving stance to a left-handed one, clamorous shock uprooted the demeanor on the other side of the net. On his side of the net, his team wore nothing but smiles.

The toss went a touch high, and he slightly rushed things. Regardless, he blasted a stinger over the net that no one on The Soaring Seven was ready to receive. The ball impacted the clay and nothing else. Shock, then indignant fury, radiated across the net toward him as they finally realized that he’d been playing with them in the first set—fuel to the fire sparking to life within him.

“There it is,” Avery said, throwing a high-five at him—one he instinctively connected with. “See? Feels nice, doesn’t it? All their stupid faces befuddled and angry like that.”

“It’s the faces you’ll be making later that I’m more interested in,” he fired at her.

Avery smirked toothlessly. “Only if you win the bet. If you lose, I think I’ll have you take one of those vows of celibacy for a week or two.”

Jason accepted the ball as it finally returned to him. “We both know you couldn’t go that long without me.” He nodded at the rest of their team. “Also, they’d kill you if you did that.”

Avery shrugged and held her hands out. “Guess I’m in danger, then. Because I’m still going to win.”

Blowing air up from the corner of his lips, Jason readied to deliver his next serve. While he delivered this one far more smoothly than its predecessor, his opponents had overcome their shock. Not that was enough for them to put the ball up for their setter, but they did get some skin on it.

“That’s two,” he told Avery.

“Your basic counting skills are oh so impressive.”

“You’re such a pain in the ass,” he growled.

She grinned wickedly. “Force of nature, remember? I’m not your mommy, so don’t expect me to stroke your cheek and whisper how proud I am when you do what’s expected of someone with your skill set.”

“Yeah, because my mom ever did something like that.”

“Maybe not her, but someone like her has, I’m willing to wager.”

Jason blanched and hid his face before its redness betrayed his embarrassment. He heard Avery blow a kiss behind him, to which he flipped her off, which him a warning from the officials. Avery’s laughter didn’t help him suffocate the heat smoldering on his cheeks.

He decided that his next serve, which landed beyond the end line and ended his streak at two, was entirely her fault. The infuriating woman snatched his grumbling remark out of the air and stowed it into the pocket her short shorts didn’t have, grinning the entire time.

Nineteen-fourteen.

Scratch that, twenty-fourteen. Avery’s third service ace put her in the lead and stuck them within five points of seizing victory of the set and match. She’d added another to match him in her previous attempt at serving. Meanwhile, a damnable wind had thrown his ball far off course the next time he arrived behind the serving line. With a one-point lead, she held their bet in her grasp. While unlikely, it was possible they scored out from here. If she got close enough, then Clara—or Yvette, who was likely to pinch serve for her—could seal the deal before he rotated back to have a third attempt.

And Avery knew it. Upon noticing him staring at her, she winked. He scrunched his nose up and hurled a half-serious glare her way. Over the course of the match, seeing the defeat shrug down the shoulders of The Seven Soaring, especially when the big-eared one failed again to make anything of his pinch serve opportunities, he’d loosened up and let himself “have fun.” Celebrating with the women he loved as they stomped their unworthy opposition into the clay just had that sort of effect on a guy. Each moment reminded him how lucky he was, and he knew he'd look warmly upon this match, regardless of how the rest of the tournament played out. Now, if only he could steal away Avery’s chance of ruining the next two weeks by locking him up in a chastity belt.

Her next vicious serve required three difficult saves just to bump the ball back over the net. Jason called for the ball like he had numerous times this match. It was a shame they weren’t competing for total points because he’d have her beat if that were the case. Hurling himself into the air, Jason embarrassed the blockers before him and edged Served Hot closer to their rematch.

And it was a rematch; he and the others had heard the Cross Fires celebrating their win a couple of minutes ago. While that fact could have distracted them from their current match, with thoughts of what was to come dominating their consciousness, instead, it accomplished the opposite. Putting their foot to the gas pedal, Jason saw a team determined to close out their match without a single error. It boded well for their rematch, as far as he was concerned.

Twenty-three to seventeen—that was when he got the ball back into his hands. Avery hadn’t pushed her lead any further, much to her scowling chagrin. As their eyes met, this time, he blew her a kiss. She stuck her tongue out at him and clearly hoped he’d hit nothing but net on his upcoming serve, which was a far cry from the uplifting calls Olivia and Yvette offered him from the bench.

“Take us there,” Angela said, smiling at him.

He nodded, got the go-ahead to begin his serve, and wasted no time in tying Avery with what might have been his most potent serve on the day. The thud upon the court tightened his hand into a fist, which he pumped through the air. One more. The taste of victory, of multiple victories, sweetened upon his tongue. With one more act, he could have them both.

Unbeknownst to him, after seizing a full breath, he flowed through his serving motions for the final time in the tournament.


Chapter Thirty-Eight

Purpose

In the same fashion as a pair of siblings told to share time with a new toy, neither of them ended up happy. After the match, Jason and Avery grumbled like a pair of dying lawnmowers beside one another. Even if they’d brutally massacred their opponent twenty-five to seventeen, neither of them spent much time basking in the high it granted the rest of the team.

“Why couldn’t you save that painfully average serve for later?” Avery complained, hands behind her head as she made all manner of disgruntled faces at him. “I’d have taken your worst; hell, I’d have taken your best. But a tie? Come on!”

Jason wasn’t thrilled about it himself. He’d delivered a receivable serve, though it’d still proven vicious enough that its bite staggered The Soaring Seven’s offense. A meager attack formed around it, with their setter doing his best with what he was given. Jason and Avery glared at the woman who walked by them on her way to rehydrate herself.

“The bet was your business,” Clara said unapologetically. “Don’t blame me for batting down a weak attack.”

Twenty-five to seventeen, three service aces to three. Ties. Fucking. Sucked.

“It’s forty-five minutes until our next match,” Angela said, returning from a brief conversation with the officials. There’d been little in the way of post-match pleasantries between them and their opponents, several of whom had stomped off toward their Mercedes and BMWs without shaking hands or, at the very least, congratulating and wishing them well in their next match. It seemed like they didn’t plan to stick around for their remaining matches either, now that they’d no chance of making it to the finals. Jason didn’t feel one shred of pity for their crushed dreams.

However, the team captain and one of his players did come over and apologize for the behavior of their teammates, to which Angela had promised it was no issue. All in all, after their decimation, they’d already become a forgotten footnote. The rematch ahead of them seized their full attention.

Still, after convincing her team to head into the clubhouse and relax, Angela veered toward him as they walked. Her eyes shone brightly as she smiled. Allowing its infectious nature to overcome his defenses, he answered the question he knew fermented within her mind.

“Yes, it was a lot of fun.”

“It might have gotten lost in the excitement of your bet with Avery, but that was our first official match together, too.”

“Really?” Numerous memories of playing with her popped into his head, yet sifting through them, he realized she was right. They’d played alongside one another in practices and scrimmages where he filled in, a couple well before he ever knew anyone else on the team, but nothing that would be considered official.

She nodded. “Not for lack of trying, mind you. I tried to convince Jenny that you and she should both play in a couple of local tournaments with me from time to time, but….”

“Shocker, there,” Jason said. He hurriedly shifted their conversation back to today’s occasion rather than mucking about in the unpleasant past. “You’re a fiend on defense, as always. Every ball you put up had those guys grinding their teeth together.”

Angela hummed pleasantly. “They shouldn’t have underestimated us. And it’s hard to feel bad for most of them.”

Entering the gargantuan monstrosity of a clubhouse through expansive glass doors, the buzz of chilling air conditioning and opportunities for snacks welcomed them indoors. More and more spectators, up to a healthy hundred based on his guess, had filtered in during the first set of matches, bringing personal folding chairs and the like for their comfort. Usually, tournaments earned the bulk of their earnings through tickets, parking, and concession sales, but that must have seen like a quaint idea—or maybe even an insult—to the wealthy club. So, instead, if you were a player or member of the club—or direct friends or family of either of those two groups—it was free fare all around.

Knowing he wouldn’t play in the next match, Jason filled a plate with the delectable confections available to him. Chocolate truffles and pralines, tiny cookies covered in pink icing, and a pile of doughnut holes earned him exasperated looks from several of his teammates, who needed to subsist on granola bars, nuts, and other protein-rich snacks. Childishly, he popped a truffle into his mouth and grinned at them.

Sprawled about the large room they’d coopted for their resting area, Jason briefly chatted strategy with Avery and Yvette, secretly shared one of his truffles—and some whispered ideas about whipped cream—with Samantha, and flirted with Clara and Angela until the former shooed him away. He waved at the latter, who smiled and shook her head at him. The relaxed energy permeating the room stood in polar opposite to their last tournament, where nervousness and anxiety had dominated their setter—and like a virus had spread beyond her.

Finding Christine either thinking or meditating on a small couch in the corner of the room, Jason sauntered over and sat beside her. Her closed eyelids fluttered open as she sensed his weight shift the cushions, just in time to spot him as he leaned over and kissed her on the mouth.

If he’d shocked her at all, she didn’t show it. Without even a second’s hesitance, she pressed back into him, kissing him deeply and laying her hand over his heart. Jason caressed her forearm as their kiss lasted, piling enough seconds to reach a minute. When they finally pulled apart, Christine favored him with an arched eyebrow.

“Are we putting on a show for the others?”

Jason glanced with his peripherals at the other women in the room. Most of them had noticed his spontaneous decision. Amusement seemed to be the general response to it.

“No, not that,” he said.

“Then what?” Christine patted his chest and tilted her head toward her right shoulder as she stared into his eyes.

“I was just wondering if you’d end up telling me to fuck off,” he said, teasingly prodding her forearm with two fingers. “You know, like last time.”

“There’s still time,” she growled playfully, flicking him on the chest. “You don’t need to fret on my behalf; I’m locked in and ready to win the game—for the team, as a team.”

“And Erica?”

“Is still a massive bitch, but she’s just one component of our opponents, just like I am in our team. Afterward, I’ll gloat massively, but I’ll keep it together during the game. I want us to win; it’s not just for me.”

Jason whistled, then impishly put his mouth against Christine’s neck. He left it burning with the heat of his lips. “Is that character growth, from you of all people? I almost can’t believe my ears.”

His playful candor earned him another flick, this one battering his shoulder. “I already said all this weeks ago, in case you’ve forgotten.”

“It’s different, saying it there versus here. I just wanted to double check on our intrepid devil of a setter.”

The beautiful blonde rolled her vibrant eyes. “Well, watch and see. I won’t repeat the same mistakes.”

“I will, closely. Like I always do.” His hand drifted higher up her arm.

“Down, boy,” Christine whispered, though her pulse quickened in her throat. “That’s for after, during the celebrations.”

He nodded agreeably. “I’m looking forward to it. I have a surprise to share afterward, too.”

Christine hummed, far too cunning to miss the bait dangling in front of her face. Yet, she still went for it. Her hand settled on his thigh, and she nestled her immense breasts against him amorously. “What kind of surprise?”

Smiling at her batted eyelashes, he kissed her again, then spoke with their lips hovering mere inches apart. “I’ll whisper it into your ear after you dominate the Cross Fires.” He pulled away. “But no sooner.”

“Rude,” the gorgeous setter harumphed, drawing back her hand and breasts as if he’d lost touching privileges. “Fine, keep your secrets piled away. I don’t even care.”

Jason grinned and tried unsuccessfully to coax her back into his arms. Her indignation was as false as a politician’s promises, so he didn’t worry about it. She'd forget all about his teasing after learning of his and Angela’s recent lovemaking. Although, upon learning she was the last to know, he suspected she’d grumble at them all for keeping it secret. In his eyes, it was a fitting price to pay for ensuring that she’d be the last team member he slept with.

Which was the other half of the secret he intended to whisper alluringly into her ear after she and the others dismantled the Cross Fires.

A figure who’d spent the better part of the past fifteen minutes outside the room finally showed herself, downing the rest of her half-empty water bottle with six heavy gulps. Their gazes connected, and Jason excused himself from Christine, who grunted at him before closing her eyes and returning to her quiet meditation.

“Hey, how are you feeling?” he asked quietly as he joined Olivia by the doorway.

Evidence of her anxiety showed itself upon her face, where an uncommon paleness crept along her usually tan skin. She’d served well in their previous match, and he’d hoped that might bolster her self-confidence going into their rematch with the Cross Fires. Looking at her now, he could see that she wouldn’t be free of her worries so easily.

“Just trying to hydrate and stay focused,” she said, fidgeting and sounding meeker with each word.

“You’re going to do great,” he said. “You’re going to be one of the reasons why we win.”

“I just hope I don’t mess up,” she said, shutting her eyes and exhaling toward the floor. “I don’t want to let everyone down… again.”

That very worry must have dominated countless minds for countless millennia. All the way back to the first wrestling match in ancient Mesopotamia, he suspected. The thought of making a mistake, especially in a team sport like volleyball, where one wouldn’t just affect its maker, could be a paralyzing thing. For someone as caring and considerate as Olivia, costing her teammates likely weighed her down far more than any personal humiliation over messing up.

“You can’t think like that,” Jason told her, aware that he didn’t have much time to help wheedle through her anxiety. So, he relied on a harsh truth, but a truth nonetheless. “When you get called onto the court, it’s because everyone is trusting that you’ll serve harder than whomever you replace. You’re on the court to serve aggressively, not safely. If you can’t do that, mean as this might sound, then you should let Angela and the others know so they can let you stay on the bench with me for the match. This is a high-stakes game, and you’re still pretty new to the sport, so I know they wouldn’t think less of you if that’s what you decide. I wouldn’t either.

“That said, I believe what they all do—maybe I believe it more since I’ve been spending so much time with you.” Jason set a hand on her shoulder, then squeezed it supportively. “You’ve put in the work, and you have the skills. All that’s left now is self-belief. If you can believe in yourself, you’ll finally realize just how dangerous a weapon you can be. And you will be part of the reason why we win here today. That’s a fact, and I’ll say it to anyone who thinks otherwise, yourself included.”

She’d opened her eyes when he’d informed her that she should tell the others if she didn’t think she could serve aggressively. Silent and unblinking, almost like she was stuck in a torpor, she’d met the firm fierceness in his words with little response. He couldn’t tell if she’d shut down because of what he’d said, if she was mulling over his words, or otherwise. Worry lanced through him like a hot knife, leaving him believing he’d misjudged his approach.

In a sudden break, like a propeller plane slicing through the last bit of cloud clutching at its wings and pilot, a peerless blue world revealed itself before his eyes. Olivia’s torpor collapsed from her slender shoulders, nothing more than vapors left behind in the aftermath of her renewed spirit, which radiated vibrantly through her azure eyes. She dazzled him with a brilliant smile and nodded sharply.

“We’re all going to be part of it,” she said, voice growing more resolved with each word, many of which seemed pointed toward herself. “You’re right. We’ve all worked so hard to get here, so I’m going to do my best.” She refocused upon him. “I want to show off what you’ve taught me. It’ll be your win, too, when I do.”

He smiled and agreed with a nod. Soon after, with their time to return to the courts arrived, he and the rest of Served Hot collected themselves and began their march back outdoors. While walking, he found himself nudged by Angela. She and Clara attended him with soft smiles, which he enjoyed, though he’d no idea what he’d done to earn them.

“We heard what you said to Olivia,” Angela explained.

“Ah.” He scratched the back of his head. “Sorry if I overstepped my bounds there, but I figured I should say something sooner than later.”

“What bounds?” Clara asked. “Olivia was right: this win will also belong to you. You’re as much a part of this team as any of us.”

Angela nodded agreeably. “Who knows where we’d be right now without you, Jason? Worse off, certainly. You’re a member of this team, now and always.”

“And getting a jersey soon, don’t worry,” Christine called from where she walked with Yvette and Samantha, the trio apparently guilty of eavesdropping.

“And then we’ll see what you look like in only a jersey,” Samantha teased, prodding Avery, who walked ahead of her with Olivia in the back.

“What’s up?” the individual who’d first shown him via a text what she looked like while wearing only her college jersey said, peering back with Olivia at the rest of them.

Chortles and giggles carried the entire team into the sunlight, where their rivals awaited the fated rematch they’d all diligently prepared for. It was entirely different from the last time they’d taken to the same court as the Cross Fires.

He was confident the result would follow suit.


Chapter Thirty-Nine

Rematch

Other than through dark glares chucked toward one another like javelins, Christine and Erica didn’t interact before the game began. Which, ultimately, was probably for the best. Unlike the leering they’d received from their last opponents, which Served Hot had mostly ignored, the bad blood between them and the Cross Fires was a powder keg primed and ready for detonation. So long as the explosions happened on the court, Jason was sure it’d be fine. Throughout the warmups, narrowed eyes and scowls remained the chosen form of skirmishing between the teams. Surprisingly, Christine got her malevolence out of her system midway through warmups; from then on, she barely glanced Erica’s way.

Not that Jason, for even one second, thought she’d overcome her virulent dislike of the other woman. Christine confirmed as much when she muttered, “Fucking bitch,” under her breath as Angela and Erica met with the head official to determine who’d serve first. Jason had been the only one to hear, and she shrugged unapologetically upon noticing his attention.

“She is a fucking bitch,” he agreed, which both shocked and delighted Christine, who yanked him down low enough for her to whisper a sultry promise into his ear about what she’d do for him after the game. Even for her, it was exceptionally provocative. Still red-faced and clearing his throat when Angela returned with news that they’d serve first, she looked at him curiously.

“All right, everyone, short and sweet, just like last time,” their captain said, referring with all certainty to the last tournament, not their previous match. “It might not be the finals this time, but the stakes never change. They want to win; we want to win. They’re a good team, but we know that. Whatever our feelings for them, we won’t underestimate them. I’m sure they’re saying something similar over in their huddle.

“Our eight is better,” she continued, giving both him and Olivia long looks, resulting in affirming squeezes to their arms by other teammates. “I believe that. All of you should too. If we do, and if we play the way we’ve practiced, we’ll see whatever team is waiting for us in the finals—and then we’ll crush them too.”

“Over in two,” Avery said, a snarling grin flashing as her competitive engine revved up in full.

“Let’s crush them all,” Christine said, shoving her hand forward to act as the base of a stack that swiftly formed between their huddle.

A robust cheer powered their hands up into the air, their combined voices carrying over the court. With the game ready, the starting players jogged onto the court. As Jason and Olivia journeyed to their bench area, he spied that both teams had elected to mirror one another in typical 5-1 staring formations—not that he’d ever imagined otherwise. Avery threw her arms around her body, twisting and preparing for the defensive challenge of opposing the Cross Fire’s opposite hitter—their main point scorer from their last match. She and Clara exchanged whispers and nods as Christine set herself up to serve.

Jason felt a powerful squeeze to his hand. Looking down, he found Olivia clutching it. Giving it a firm return squeeze, they held their breath as Christine received the go-ahead to start the match.

Come on, he thought, desperately hoping she delivered a bomb right out of the gates. You’ve got this.

Christine lifted her eyes first. The ball followed, rising smoothly into the air. Pursuing her weapon into the sky, steely determination powered her every movement. Thrusting every ounce of power clutched within her athletic body into the ball, her wrist blurred into a whip that blasted the ball straight into the net.

SHIT!

“Jason, ow!”

He realized he’d crunched Olivia’s hand as soon as Christine’s first ball slammed into the net, then fell to the clay between Clara and Yvette. Swiftly releasing her hand, Olivia continued wincing as she nursed her hand. At least it was the left one.

“Sorry, I’m so sorry!”

“It’s okay, I’m fine,” she said, working her fingers to prove her point—though she winced for the next few minutes until his ill-timed reflex no longer pulsed pain through her hand.

Meanwhile, other than hurling her head up and uttering a silent curse to the heavens, Christine buried any frustration over her first serve away, which earned his admiration. Both sides traded blows in the first set, pummeling the other’s defenses with brutal precision and ruthless determination. Like in any grudge match, the sheer level of emotion usually translated into aggression, which translated into mistakes. However, after Avery slammed a ball outside the court on her first serve, Angela quickly stepped in and called for more discipline from her wolves. Thankfully, they responded well to their pack leader.

The game darted into the teens, with both sides grappling for a proper lead—or even a measly one that added up to more than a point or survived for more than a single play. Olivia found her first opportunity to sub in for Clara when the tall redhead moved to serve for her third time. Still nervous, Jason had patted her on the back and sent her out with a reminder that they trusted her—and she should trust that.

While unable to obtain a service ace, she helped them even up the point gap with a frustrating serve for anyone to receive, though her second serve lost its way when it tapped the top of the net, allowing the Cross Fires to methodically end her streak at one. Grimacing, she and Clara swapped back. The second she reached him, she wanted to know what he’d seen about her serves, and he was happy to oblige. There’d be more opportunities—they both knew it. Though, it would not come in this set.

Grasping for some breathing room, scrambling to keep the ball in play, expending every ounce of energy available to them, the two clashing teams scraped the underside of twenty, then slammed into one another like competing hurricanes in their quest to break the barrier first.

Throughout most of the match, even before she’d gone out to serve and then returned, he’d played the role of a quiet commentator in Olivia’s ear. This play could lead to a potential break in the game’s oscillating indecision about who had the advantage, that player showed this tell when they knew the set was headed their way, and more. However, during the rally that played out before them, his jaw remained clenched as tight as welded steel. It was a good thing they weren’t holding hands anymore.

With both teams’ desperate tenacity on display, something—or someone—had to give. How fitting, at least in Jason’s opinion, that a joust between setters would ultimately decide the fate of the rally—and with heavy ramifications on the set.

After Yvette sliced the ball over the net, a pairing of miraculous saves from the Cross Fires kept the rally alive. Yet, the second managed only enough forward momentum—or too much, in another light—for the ball to begin its descent directly over the net. Spinning in almost slow motion, the two members closest to the net leaped toward it.

A joust relied on grit, determination, and strength, but also timing and cunning. As the two setters rushed their hands to it, Christine arrived first by only a fraction of a second. Beginning to push the ball forward, Erica’s hands collided with the other side of the ball. They remained in the air for maybe two seconds, and the ball remained stuck in place for only a fraction of that time.

Muscles straining, teeth bared in concentration, the point that would finally cement control for the rest of the first set fell. The body that fell back, overwhelmed by her rival’s ferocity, instinctively kicked with her leg, desperate to keep the ball in play. It struck her thigh but didn’t gain enough air for her teammate’s diving attempt to keep the play alive. The ball landed on the clay, dribbling away as players, officials, and onlookers released held breaths.

For Served Hot, they released a bellowing cheer.

YES! Jason pumped his fist by his side, grinning as Angela and the others swarmed Christine. Olivia jumped to her feet, clapping and shouting ecstatically. The match’s spectators added their excitement to the swell of positive emotion flooding Served Hot.

Jason saw Christine and Erica’s eyes meet. It lasted only a moment, during the time before Christine’s teammates arrived to celebrate, and Erica’s arrived to help her up. Even if for just a moment, they locked eyes. Vitriol and frustration brewed within Erica’s gaze. Jason never learned which emotions Christine had responded to her old friend with.

The rally’s victory carried them like a tide to a win in the first set, twenty-five to twenty-two. That same tide of excitement swept Jason and Olivia onto the court to join the others, following Yvette putting away the final point of the set in spectacular fashion. Even if there was another set, potentially two, to play, there was nothing wrong with a minute spent celebrating a triumph. Joining the huddle, he saw grins all around.

“It’s her fingers?” Clara asked a few minutes later while she and the rest of the team rehydrated and talked strategy before the second set’s opening salvo.

Jason nodded, keeping his eyes from drifting toward the Cross Fire’s bench area. They were talking about the tell he believed he’d spotted in their opposite hitter.

“She wiggles them a little down by her side when she’s expecting the ball to come her way,” he said. “Right before she begins her approach.”

The team’s middle blocker thanked him for the help, then started spreading the news to the appropriate players. Catching the eye of Christine, who’d dried the sweat her exertions had earned her with a towel, she put any worries of his to bed with a genuine smile. No, he wouldn’t need to worry about her losing her way in the second set.

The Cross Fires, on the other hand, had plenty to worry about. With Clara and Avery armed with new knowledge about the Cross Fire’s opposite hitter, they stymied their offense early and often in the second set. So much so that, vastly different than the first set, Angela and company established a lead of three points by the time they reached double digits. Erica now faced the same strain Christine had last time, where she tried to rectify her team’s struggles with individual heroics.

“We’re going to win,” Olivia whispered breathlessly beside him, seconds after Clara read Erica’s intention to dump the ball and easily denied her. “It’s going to happen.”

She was probably right. Probably. But it was essential that they keep their foot on the gas pedal until the last play fell in their favor. Bumping his knee into hers, he reminded her as much upon recognizing that she’d see an opportunity to serve coming soon.

“We’re getting close, but it’s not done just yet. They’ll want you out there soon, so make sure you bury the knife.”

Olivia clenched her fists and impressed him with the severity of her nod. “Right.”

Her first opportunity in the second set arrived after the Cross Fires clawed their way back within two points. High-fiving Clara as they passed by, she found five more waiting for her before she traveled back behind the end line and prepared for her serve. Plenty aware of the type of serve heading their way, the Cross Fires readied themselves for its slippery nature.

Olivia’s astonishingly blue eyes gathered upon him for a second, to which he tapped his fist onto his palm. Returning her focus to the court, Olivia began her serving motion. Smooth, refined, and without a single blemish in timing or form, she put herself and the ball into the air. There were serves that felt good, and then there were serves that clicked together so seamlessly that it became the bar a player chased forevermore.

Olivia put that very serve over the net, and her eyes shone so rivetingly that Jason knew she felt the second of those feelings before her feet even touched the ground.

The players tasked with the unenvious task of receiving a ball that could seemingly possess a mind of its own did their best. Some serves simply refused to be received, no matter how prepared or talented a player awaited it. This was one such serve.

It fell like a stone right as it passed the ten-foot line, and not one of them got close. The closest of them lunged forward, saw they’d no chance at receiving it, and split their platform apart to catch themselves as they fell to their hands and knees. The ball connected with the clay. The point was theirs.

While another of her teammates nabbed the ball as it bounced by, the frustrated defender lifted her eyes, which shone with every type of upended emotion that a server dreamed of seeing. And as her teammates beamed at her and pulled her into a quick huddle of cheers after the serve, Olivia remained stoic and focused. She could earn more than just a single point, after all.

Another strong serve found itself returned, but Angela and Samantha, currently in the front row, worked in tandem to shut down Erica’s quick set to her attacker. After that, a vindictive wind scorned Oliva, carrying her next serve well beyond the end line. Grumbling about her poor luck upon her return to him, she’d still widened the gap. She’d get one more chance later, too.

At the precipice of the second set’s end, with Served Hot chasing their victory only three points away, Avery stole a play out of his book. He’d seen her and Christine chatting throughout the game, conspiring for an opportunity unlikely to arrive—until it did. Jason could only snort at the way it played out.

After the Cross Fire’s found themselves forced to bump the ball back over the net following Avery’s serve, Christine set a ball high and long for Avery, intending to give their best hitter, even if currently rotated into the back row, a perfect chance to detonate a bomb from behind the ten-foot line. Only, soaring into the air, she turned a spike opportunity into a pass in the last possible moment, similar to how he had when she’d scored the final point in the first set of their pickup game together a month ago.

Similar, but not quite the same.

Instead of zooming the ball across the court to Samantha, who stood where Avery had when she’d delivered that set-winning point in the current rotation, she elected for a lesser tactical outcome for a greater emotional one. Deny her reasoning as she might later, Jason knew it was true.

The pass hopped through the air like a frog leaping back from its new lily pad to its original one, deciding it liked that one more. Surprise stuttered Christine for only a second. As the ball dropped, she was ready—and setter became spiker. Truncating her approach down to a single step, Christine jumped while the front row of the Cross Fires scrambled to get arms, or even just a single hand, into her path. Falling for a feint, then scrabbling to undo the wasted time or movement—there was no worse feeling.

With the scent of victory coaxing them on like wolves circling their wounded prey, Served Hot roared as Christine spiked the ball past a feeble attempt to stymie her. Olivia rushed up from her seat beside him like an exploding geyser, and she didn’t sit down again for the rest of the match. For a heartbeat, Jason worried they might lose their discipline and give the Cross Fires, who, even if trailing by three points, weren’t about to roll over and die, an opportunity to sneak their way back into the game. However, the women on the court showed their experience, and poise buried the simmering excitement within them until the scorecard read twenty-five.

However, as he’d expected, the Cross Fires did not recede before the tide lapping at their ankles. Responding to Avery’s next serve with a lightning-fast attack, they put the game within two. If they could take three more before Served Hot found their next two, the game would break the twenty-five-point barrier—and continue indefinitely until one team possessed a two-point lead over the other.

One more, Jason corrected, fists clenched so tightly at his sides that he might have drawn blood after Erica, of all people, sent her serve straight into the net. Her team responded by gathering around her, sharing unheard words of encouragement, their bodies a wall against their opponent’s cheers. It was their serve. Clara’s. Which meant…

“Just like before,” he told Olivia as Served Hot used their second and final substitution between the two.

Nodding sharply, then passing Clara, their hands cracked loudly as they slapped them together upon trading positions. On the court, she again experienced an enthusiastic welcome. Clara remained standing, hands clasped behind her back, and Jason thought to join her. Standing up, he nudged her with his elbow. Her eyes locked with his.

“It’s good to win,” she said, a smile flicking up the corner of her mouth.

He looked at her, opened his mouth, then lost the words. Clara didn’t see it—not the sudden polarizing shift in his expression, not what he saw beyond her. Olivia had started her serve, after all, and she didn’t want to miss what ended up being the game’s final play. He didn’t want to miss it either.

But he did.

He missed it all. The heroics, the struggle, the triumph. Its roar swept over him like a dull murmur, like hearing the thrum of a parade from an underground parking lot beneath it. He missed out on every wonderful detail of Served Hot’s jubilance.

Because he finally didn’t miss the figure standing among the crowd of spectators. How long she’d been there, he didn’t know. Thanks to some sunglasses and a ballcap, she’d avoided notice from her fellow spectators, who usually draped themselves around her like flies to honey at events like these. However, after noticing his attention, the figure removed her sunglasses and stared into his mask of stupefied horror with eyes the same blue hue as his.

Whoever scored the final point, Jason had no idea. Exultation erupted like a volcano on the court. Clara rushed to join her team for a long-overdue celebration, but he didn’t chase after her. Instead, unable to move an inch, he watched Jenny Courtland clap politely alongside the rest of the crowd as Served Hot celebrated their victory over the Cross Fires.


Chapter Forty

Olympian

His mother stared at him in a calm, unbothered demeanor, continuing to clap as Served Hot celebrated on the court. Dread, thick as sludge, poured coarsely down his throat and supplanted the jubilance he should have attached to this triumphant moment. Gritting his teeth, he ripped his eyes away from her and forced himself onto the court with the others. Yet, their boisterous excitement provided barely more warmth than a fire built from twigs inside a blizzard. He plastered a fake smile, hoping no one would notice his dismay.

After their roistering ebbed, Angela’s collected leadership brought their focus in the opposite direction of Jason’s mother. The Cross Fires, distraught and frustrated, but still fellow competitors stood on their side of the court around their captain. Clenched jaws and the barest of murmurings presided over the post-game handshakes.

Unsurprisingly, Christine and Erica didn’t shake hands. Far more surprisingly, Christine didn’t gloat or crow over her victory. Neither woman said a word to the other as they passed by one another, eyes lancing toward the next person in line. At the end of the line, still shaken himself, Erica’s hand gripped his tightly.

“Next time,” was all she said to him before she and her team headed off to discover which match they’d play in next. Unlike The Soaring Seven, they intended to finish out the tournament.

The celebration reignited as soon as their vanquished foes departed. As finalists, they’d probably have more than forty-five minutes before their next match. Avery wondered aloud if they ought to consume something more than nuts and granola bars before it. As Angela began to respond, she was the first to see the malaise upon his person.

“Jason, what’s the matter? Are you sick?”

Before he could answer, Clara, first to spot the source of his dismay, cleared her throat. The team looked at her. With a flat expression, she tilted her gaze toward the crowd of spectators. For everyone but Olivia, who might not recognize one of the most famous volleyball players on the planet with just a look, confusion veered sharply into shock. For Angela alone, a horror spread behind her eyes—and Jason at least knew she hadn’t helped his mother plan this.

“Jenny?!” she exclaimed under her breath. She’d spoken far too quietly for the distant woman to hear, yet his tall mother stepped ahead of the spectators at that very moment, pulling off her ballcap. Given the type of fans attracted today, it didn’t take long for several people to realize who’d been standing in their midst during the match. And when an Olympian stood in your midst, word spread quickly.

He knew from experience that she did all this intentionally. Especially as she walked toward them, smiling the entire way. To the crowd, she probably looked like a champion coming to congratulate a competitive, hard-won match—even if they couldn’t comprehend why she’d be here, of all places. Maybe even some of his teammates didn’t know better, but Jason did. His scowl reflected as much.

“Jenny,” Angela said again, this time not a question, with her unease buried as best as she could behind a smile. She stepped ahead of the rest of them, almost acting like a shield between mother and son. “You’re… here? I thought you were still coaching in Japan.”

“Still am,” the tall brunette, tall as any woman but Clara, said. “I had some time to myself, so I decided I’d fly back home and surprise you. You’ve been hyping up your rematch with your rivals for a month now. I wanted to see it with my own eyes.”

In some parallel universe, Jason knew some version of her existed who could speak those words truthfully. In this one, however, he called bullshit. Even Angela seemed aware of its repugnant stench, donning a tight smile as she stomached the lie. Jenny’s gaze shifted from her friend and angled toward him.

“Hey, Jason, how’d your earlier match go? I heard you played in it. I wish I’d made it a bit earlier and seen you play.”

Resisting a vicious urge to screw his lips up in a tight frown, he shrugged. “It was fine.”

With the crowd spreading news of Jenny Courtland’s presence like a wildfire in a forest, she looked over the members of Served Hot whom she’d yet to meet. Long gone was the excitement of their victory, even though it was less than five minutes behind them.

Christine smiled warmly, appearing completely herself in the face of his mother’s sudden arrival. Of the lot of them, she’d always shown herself to be the best actor. Next in line, Yvette and Clara presented well-crafted masks of politeness. Olivia kept glancing worriedly at Jason, while Samantha and Avery appeared the closest to openly appearing displeased by Jenny’s presence. For Avery, in particular, he saw her chewing on the inside of her cheek. He knew she’d once been one of Avery’s favorite players. One of the catalysts behind their relationship had involved her wanting to test if he could hit bottles with his serve because his last name was Courtland. He still vividly remembered her initial frustration about his disinterest in playing the sport, quite like how his mother felt.

“Let’s make some proper introductions,” Jenny said, unaware or unbothered by how swiftly she’d killed the mood. It was undoubtedly a different mood than what usually awaited her when she introduced herself to a team of volleyball players. “If it’s not obvious, I’m Jenny Courtland, Jason’s mother. Thanks for looking out for him all this time.”

Introductions followed, stilted by the oppressive weight her sudden presence had brought. What was she here for, truly? Jason didn’t believe for one second that she’d flown five thousand miles just to watch Angela play in a small-scale tournament. Hell, he wouldn’t believe she’d flown five thousand miles to watch him play in such a tournament. While he fretted over everything, Jenny’s attention arrived upon Avery, who named herself.

“I recognize you; I watched you play in college several times. You were very good.”

“Thanks, that means a lot,” Avery said, in a voice far different than the usual reverential tone that followed Jenny Courtland complimenting a player’s skills.

With the brief introductions out of the way, Jenny reattached her attention to him. “The finals aren’t until four, so there’s time to kill. Why don’t you and I catch up while the rest of your team relaxes before the big game?”

“I’d rather stay with the team, talk strategy. There’ll be… afterward,” he said, scraping his tongue over his teeth and wishing she’d get an emergency call about some incident in Japan that would force her back onto a plane immediately.

With a bemused expression, Jenny gestured toward the net. “Are you playing? That could be fun to watch.”

Something about how she said it triggered alarm bells, but he couldn’t quite make out her plot just yet. With a noncommittal shrug, he announced dully that he supposed he would.

“It could be fun to play, too,” she said, musing as if the idea had just popped into her head.

“What?” he hissed.

His remark earned him a raised eyebrow but nothing more. “I said, it could be fun to play, too. I haven’t played in a tournament like this in ages. Coaching is rewarding, but there’s nothing quite like playing in a match with real stakes.”

“Um, Jenny, it’s a bit late to add someone to our roster,” said Angela delicately. “The sign-ups ended over a week ago.”

Jenny Courtland offered her best friend a knowing look, the kind that brazenly suggested what they all knew to be true: in no reality would the tournament organizers ever do anything but bend over backward for her if she said she wanted to play. Maybe the Yard’s organizers would have taken an issue with it, but here? Jason was half expecting to see them sprinting their way as soon as they got word of her presence here, with hopes that she’d consider joining the actual country club—and probably with a heavily reduced fee.

If he’d seen it once growing up, he’d seen it a thousand times. With enough clout, enough fame, and the right acumen for wielding those two things, you simply got your way. Unfair as it was, in the sport of volleyball, Jenny Courtland possessed those attributes.

“Jenny…” Angela said again, dimples on full display. Her concern earned a chuckle from the former professional player.

“You’re right; it probably would tilt the odds too much.” She tapped a finger on her lips thoughtfully. She “realized” suddenly that the rest of the team was still there. “Oh, sorry about that. You all should go rest up before the finals. Jason and I can talk about what’s for the best; he’ll let you know what we decide.”

The politeness in her dismissal didn’t obfuscate the fact that it was still a dismissal. Even with the nature of their relationship, a mother was saying she wanted to speak with her son alone. It’d take plenty of nerve to deny her that request, especially since most of them had just met her. Seeing—and loving them all for it—the resistance among the women around him, Jason nodded subtly. It was okay; he’d be fine.

With their hesitance on vivid display, the members of Served Hot began shuffling along toward the clubhouse. All save for one.

“You too, Angela,” Jenny said. “We’ll catch up in a little bit.”

“I should stay. We’re discussing my team, after all.” She moved to stand beside Jason, and he experienced a spectacular bliss, even if his mother sought to douse it a second later.

“I’m sure Jason can play the telephone game properly and let you know what we talk about in a few minutes.”

“You’re thinking about trying to play for our competition. That’s what you’re thinking, isn’t it?”

Jenny smiled, but the gesture didn’t reach her eyes. “It’d be interesting, wouldn’t it? Mother versus son, the old generation versus the new. We’ve never played against one another in an official match. Not that this little tournament is exactly official.”

“I’m sure that whomever we’re playing wants to win, just like we do. Is it really fair to step in like this and make things an exhibition match?”

Even Jason, as much as he wanted to find a good reason to keep his mother out of the finals, recognized how feeble Angela’s roadblock was. Like anyone here, save for those who knew about his relationship with his mother and cared enough about it to take his side, would ever utter even the mildest complaint about playing alongside a living legend. It’d be like a softball league shooing away Derek Jeter if he showed up looking to play some. Any team here would love the chance to see her play alongside them.

Jenny made a face that said she knew that and that she knew Angela knew that. Even still, Angela didn’t rescind her “worry” about it until his mother forced her to confront it.

“I’m sure no one would have an issue with it. And if they did, I’d respect that.” She glanced over her shoulder, and her point was made. Several officials, having finally learned of Jenny Courtland’s surprise appearance, were waiting on the outskirts of the court—and her presence had even disrupted the other games, with players and officials whispering among one another as they gawked at the three of them. Well, in the general direction of the three of them. Jenny was the only one they cared about. With a smug look in her eye, she lifted an eyebrow upon turning back toward her best friend.

“See what I mean? Nothing to worry about. It’ll be good fun for everyone involved.”

It didn’t take a seer to see the unpleasant trajectory the day was heading. From triumph to misery, all in the span of a few minutes. It’d happened fast enough that he was surprised he wasn’t suffering from whiplash.

Maybe I’m just used to it, he thought sourly. His eyes tightened upon his mother’s smiling face, smug and secure in getting her way. Like always.

Enough is enough.

“Could you just not?”

In a more clearheaded moment, he’d have worded it differently. However, the simmering disgust caused by her sudden appearance, her obvious scheme, and her inability to see how much he didn’t want her to ruin another volleyball moment for him proved too much. The dam could only hold back so much water before it groaned and gave out. His groan arrived in the form of that question. The giving out was still to come.

Angela blanched at his sharp question; his mother only shifted her bemused attention over to him. “Why, worried you’ll lose?”

“I don’t care if I win or lose.”

Jenny rolled her eyes. “Don’t lie; you hate losing. Every time you did, all you did was sulk on the car ride home.”

“Because you would rail at me about every little mistake I made the entire time!” he snapped. “I sulked because you laid into me like every loss was completely my fault.”

His mother rolled her eyes, giving his pronouncement the same level of attention as she would a commercial on tv. “Oh, please, not this again. You became the player you are today because of our focus on the little mistakes, not just the big ones. Those car rides were good for you.”

“I hated those car rides,” he hissed. “I hated every second of it. Half the reason I quit this fucking sport was because of those car rides.”

“And yet. Here. You. Are. Playing in a tournament, making it to the finals. I remember you swearing you’d never play the sport again, yet there are videos of you playing with some of the best players in the country—and now this. That’s a lot of volleyball for someone who swore the sport off forever. Unless forever has had its English definition changed without me hearing about it. I haven’t been in Japan that long, have I?”

Jason flexed his jaw, rage building in his throat like bile. He couldn’t keep it down anymore. No… he didn’t want to keep it down anymore. When he’d sworn that he would never play volleyball again, he’d only attacked the symptom, not the cause. He needed to say it fully, properly, so that there could be no more doubt.

“I don’t hate volleyball,” he said, and triumph sprang from his mother’s eyes, though it lasted only a moment. “I hate volleyball when I’m around you. I enjoyed today, it’s true. I enjoyed it right up until you showed up and started making everything about you. This was a fun tournament, and it was great seeing everyone’s hard work pay off. It isn’t anymore.”

Looking between them with panic in her eyes, Angela opened her mouth to speak, only Jenny to snort, which stalled her interruption. As she'd always done, Jenny shook her head and rolled her eyes at him. Even now, things stayed the same.

“You’re talking about fun like some first grader looking forward to recess. You aren’t like everyone else here; volleyball isn’t just a game you play on the weekends with your buddies. It’s your livelihood, and you’ve wasted almost an entire year running from that fact. I’ve been patient enough with you, but you need to stop acting like a child and grow up. I was hard on you, yes, but it was all to make you into the player you are today—a player who, if you’d end your foolish hiatus, every team in the country would want to play for them. I still get calls from coaches asking me if you’ll be interested in playing next year. You’re obviously not done with the sport,” she said, gesturing toward the court they stood on, “so it’s time for you to stop fooling around and throwing this tantrum of yours.”

In the face of her contempt, Jason realized his rage would never get him anywhere. There was no purpose to responding, not now, probably not ever. Nothing had changed in her, but plenty had changed about him. He wouldn’t engage in a shouting match with her, not again—never again. So, he swallowed his anger, then said nothing.

Someone else, however, did have something to say.

“Jenny, he is his own person, not a mirror of you,” Angela snapped, surprising mother and son both. “If he doesn’t want to treat volleyball as a profession, you should support his right to choose that path, not deride him for it. If anything’s going to run him off from the sport forever, it’s treating him like this.”

At first, blinking owlishly, shock rattled her composure. However, Jenny’s scowl formed promptly. “Angela, stay out of this conversation. This is between my son and me.”

“I will not,” she said sternly, providing his mother a second helping of shock. “I care about Jason too, and he’s here as a player on my team. Regardless of your relationship, or ours, I won’t stand here as you disparage him like this.”

“Then stand somewhere else. This is a family matter.”

A wounded expression cut across Angela’s features. “It wasn’t a family matter when you were texting me every day, hoping I’d impress your urge for him to refocus on volleyball upon him. But it is now?”

“Yes,” Jenny said, voice clipped, “it is now.”

“I’m not going to play,” Jason said suddenly, which stifled the volcanic eruption he saw brewing between the two old friends. While some of him loved seeing Angela take his side, seeing as she finally confronted how awful of a mother Jenny was, he didn’t want to see their friendship disintegrate over him.

“What do you mean?” Angela asked fretfully. By comparison, Jenny stared at him with a dangerous intensity glimmering in her eyes.

“I’m done for today.” He met his mother’s scrutiny head-on. “I only play for fun; that’s it. I’m not going to play professionally. And if you’re going to shove yourself into the finals, then I know I won’t have fun. So, I just won’t play anymore today.”

Distress shimmered within Angela’s eyes, but also understanding. His mother, on the other hand, almost sneered at him.

“Seriously?” Contempt dripped off her every word as if she were scorning some verminous creature that had dug a hole in her garden. “You’d actually run away from me like that? Don’t you have any pride?”

“I’m not scared of losing to you,” he said, seeing in her eyes that she was formulating that very belief. “I don’t care about that at all. Win or lose, it’d mean nothing to me. I won’t enjoy it either way. You can do whatever you want; I do not care. But I won’t play in any match with or against you. Ever.”

Stunned silence preceded the seething hiss—like burning hot steam shunted through a crack in a pipe—that emerged from his mother’s lips. Yet, even in the face of every irate word she uttered, burning the last bridge between them until it collapsed forever, he didn’t regret a thing.

“Then why don’t you go see what it’s like when I don’t care? When I’m done coddling you.” Her gaze flashed with rage during the briefest of pauses. But then she dropped a bomb he suspected she’d long since held at the ready. “I’m selling the house here. Either you can come live with me in Japan, where you will focus on utilizing your gifts, or you can find another roof to mope around under and waste your talent.”

“Jenny, that isn’t funny!” Angela hissed.

“This isn’t a joke,” the wrathful woman said. “If you aren’t coming with me, you have until I sell it to find a new place to live.”

She stared at him long enough to realize he wouldn’t respond, and then she turned. As she did so, he watched a false smile slide onto her face like a mask. As she walked away, meeting with the officials who’d stood waiting for their chance to meet the great Jenny Courtland, it was as if the past conversation hadn’t occurred. Her showmanship and acumen on perfect, hideous display, he knew it wouldn’t be long before someone somehow brought up the idea of her participating in the tournament. A long day of autographs, selfies, and basking in her fame awaited her.

For Jason, his involved letting the rest of the team know that he had no intention of playing in the finals with them.

“Come on,” he told Angela, who looked on the verge of tears, “let’s head inside.”

“I’m certain she’ll calm down and take that back,” Angela said as they reached the clubhouse. She’d somewhat steadied her emotions. “She’s just angry that she flew all the way here and expected things to go how she wanted them to go.”

“Maybe,” he said, shrugging, “or maybe not. It doesn’t matter at this point. I don’t want to stay there anymore anyway.”

“Jason…” Angela whispered, but she didn’t finish her words. They’d arrived indoors, where they found the rest of the team waiting pensively for them.

“That’s not a happy sunshine face,” Christine noted blithely, noting Angela’s wavering expression. “I take it that things went poorly.”

“As well as they could have,” he said. “Good news is you’ll probably get to play against an Olympic gold medalist in the finals, so have fun with that.”

Concern radiated his way from all sources, especially the one standing behind him. Taking a deep breath, he decided to provide a rundown of events as concisely and painlessly as possible. By the time he finished, silence had smothered the room like a weighted blanket.

“That’s awful of her,” Samantha said, the first to break the silence.

Jason merely shrugged, rocking on his heels. “It is what it is.”

“And it’s awful,” Yvette said. “She’s trying to throw a wall at you, expecting that you’ll do as she wants before you hit it.”

Murmurs of agreement pattered through the room like raindrops. Angela remained wholly silent behind him.

“Probably,” he admitted. “I don’t plan to back down, though.”

“Nor should you,” Christine said. “Your mom’s going to be in for a surprise when she realizes her threat has just dropped you from, what, four homes to three?”

“Is this how you want things to play out?” Clara asked, voice solemn.

“I don’t know,” he admitted, meeting the soft concern in her gaze. “I wasn’t expecting this to happen today.” He awkwardly scratched the back of his head. “I’m sorry, everybody. This was supposed to be your all’s day. You finally beat the Cross Fires, but now this….”

“What’s to worry about?” Christine asked. “We did beat the Cross Fires.” An epiphany struck her. “In fact, fuck this tournament. We already won the match we came here to win, so why don’t we get out of here and find somewhere to celebrate?”

“Forfeit and leave?” Olivia said, brow furrowed at Christine’s suggestion.

“Yeah, why not? We did what we came here to do. Why stick around through this farce, especially now?”

Her question went unanswered. Jason flattened his lips, furious at the strange and uncomfortable position his mother had put them all in. Just up and leave the tournament right before the finals? He couldn’t ask that from them. He wouldn’t. As he opened his mouth to say as much, to impress upon them that they should go out there and crush whoever stood before them in the finals, regardless of whether his mother participated, the woman outside his sight spoke up.

“I agree with Christine,” Angela announced, causing him to spin around and find her gaze as steely as they come. “Jenny’s made this tournament about her personal issues rather than about the sport. I’ve lost all interest in competing again today.”

Jason stared at her, but she didn’t show an ounce of regret about what she’d said. As he looked over his shoulder at the rest of the team, he found an agreeing sentiment coalescing around them. Yvette seconded Angela, with Clara and Samantha following suit moments later. Avery and Olivia nodded in unison, with the former quipping that they’d already played with the best Courtland, so they weren’t really missing out on anything by leaving.

“All right!” Christine said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s get the fuck out of here.”


Chapter Forty-One

Christine Miller

The announcement of their forfeiture and departure before the grand finals caused no small stir among the officials—those who weren’t fawning off in the distance over Jason’s mother, anyway. Angela merely explained that something had come up, something that would prevent them from playing in the finals. She apologized to the confused and panicked organizers but pushed through the unpleasant affair without delay. One more apology decoupled her from the situation, and then she joined Jason and the others in heading for their cars.

Their spots wouldn’t grow cold before new vehicles shoved their way in. News of Jenny Courtland’s surprise appearance had indeed reached friends and family of the players and spectators staying at the tournament. Jason knew from experience that things were about to get far more crowded. He was honestly glad to depart before he ended up trapped in her gravity well. Surrounded by orbiting bodies, she didn’t realize they’d left until it was far too late for her to kick up a fuss about it. Just for his peace of mind, as he climbed into his car, he muted her phone number, knowing he’d receive irate messages or calls sooner or later.

With a shared destination in mind, one he’d neither expected nor suggested—this scheme, like most others, belonged to Christine’s maverick mind—he pulled away from the parking lot, the clubhouse, and his mother.

He kept himself from withdrawing into what had just happened as he drove home, though one wriggling worry pushed itself up to the forefront of his mind at a stoplight outside his neighborhood.

What if she intended to stay at the house tonight? He didn’t know how long she planned to stay in the States. He hoped she’d board a plane and head immediately back to Japan now that her scheme had failed, but he had no way of knowing if she would. Knowing he wouldn’t reach out to her and try to find out, it’d be prudent to assume the worst and see if he could bunk elsewhere tonight. Given that she’d likely check Angela’s if she did come home and find him missing, he eliminated her as an option.

The sight of his house, and the cars of those who’d arrived before him, shut away those thoughts, at least for a little while. Parking on the road, his driveway cluttered by Yvette, Angela, and Samantha’s cars, he climbed out and hurried over to where they stood on the pathway leading to his front door. Although Angela remained somewhat melancholy, whispered conversation followed, which Clara joined in upon her arrival. When Christine arrived, however, they quickly snuffed it out. Once Avery and Olivia arrived, Jason let everyone in.

By this point, everyone had visited at least once, so he didn’t need to offer a tour of the layout. Filing inside, Jason focused on one particular woman. She’d used the point that it might be the last time they could visit as the reason for selecting his home. She didn’t realize that he’d always intended for them to come to his place after the tournament. He’d just figured the tournament would be over before they made the drive.

“I’m going to get some things out of my room, so I don’t need to worry about trying to get them later. Christine, mind helping out?”

The beautiful blonde seemed surprised by his request, but she nodded. “Sure. We’ve got enough cars to move your room out if you want.”

With the other women watching silently, he led Christine into the hallway, then down to his bedroom door. Thrusting it open, he beckoned her inside. He shut the door, which proved odd enough—because why would he close his door if they were here to take things out of it?—for Christine to eye him suspiciously. Jason grinned at her confusion, basking in the rare moment when Christine Miller didn’t know what was happening. It, of course, didn’t last very long.

“If you wanted some alone time with me, you could have just said so,” the woman said with a chuckle. “You didn’t need to act like we’d come in here to move your things.”

With a swift gesture, he removed and hurled his into a corner of the room. He prowled toward her. “It’s pretty likely some of my things will end up moved.”

Christine snorted at his wordplay and put a hand on his chest. It acted as a warm connection but also a barrier. “Are you assuming that just because we finally kicked Erica’s smug ass, I’m going to be more amenable to your seduction?”

“No, but it certainly helps that you’re not pouting,” he said, placing his hand over hers, then shifting her palm until it could feel the tremoring of his heart. He leaned his head forward until their noses nearly touched. “That’s not why I know you’ll finally let me have you.”

Eyes shimmering like radiant sapphires, she asked in a going-along-with-it sort of whisper, “Oh? Then why will I finally let you have your way with me?”

He tilted his head, smiled, and placed his lips to her ear. “Because,” he whispered, feeling the thrum of heat where her hand remained on his chest, “you’ve always reminded me that I had to wait until you were the last one on the team. And I have.”

After moments of confused torpor, her response barreled ahead like a train busting through a wall.

“What?! When?! How?!”

Jason shrugged his shoulders, earning him a quick slap on his chest.

“You tell me right now, Jason Courtland!”

His amusement further fueled her impatience, and he slipped a hand around her waist and pinned her against him before she could beat on his chest any further. She growled at him but didn’t pull back, and he basked in the always-intoxicating feeling of her firm breasts against his body.

“Two days ago,” he told her. “Her idea.” His hand moved from her waist to the hem of her shirt. “At her house.” He began to pull her shirt up. “Six or seven times.” Christine, eyes hazy with lust, lifted her arms over her head. “It was amazing.”

Her shirt hit the floor beside the foot of his bed. Raking his gaze over her creamy skin, Jason’s hand skimmed up her flat stomach until it bumped into her sports bra. He dropped his eyes. Lips falling as if weights were tied to them, he kissed the portion of her magnificent breasts not hidden behind the dark, sturdy fabric.

“This comes off soon,” he growled, biting her silky-smooth flesh.

“I want to hear more about, ah,” she shivered as he bit her sensitive skin, “you and Angela.”

“I already told you it was amazing,” he said, pulling at the fabric of her sports bra. She growled at him after he released it, and it snapped back into place. “I’m sure you’ll do all right, too.”

Christine snorted, affronted by his teasing. “You’ve never had as good as me before.”

“I can think of six women who might disagree.”

“They can disagree all they like. The truth is the truth.”

Jason chuckled and kept petting Christine’s voluptuous form. Her soft moans intermixed an interrogation of the complete details involving his lovemaking with Angela. Keeping things intentionally vague, he ducked his head, hiding his amusement, as she grew mildly vexed.

“Wait a second!” she suddenly exclaimed. “Who else knows about you and Angela?”

Currently suckling at her neck, he told the truth. “Everyone.”

He found himself pushed back from her, all so she could scowl at him directly. He tried to keep her in his arms, but her adamance superseded his grip. He found it quite impossible to keep his mirth hidden, which further ignited her ire.

“Don’t you giggle,” she fumed. “Everyone else knows? I’m the last one?”

“That’s right. It’s the price of making me wait so long. You get to be last, but you also find out about it last.”

Christine seemed unamused by his proffered reasoning. She folded her arms and scrunched up her nose, then shushed him when he opened his mouth before the first syllable could leave his throat. From where he stood, she wasn’t pouting but scheming, which was very in character. He’d known to expect some reprisal for his actions. As far as he was concerned, it was a matter of how and when not if.

“Are we just going to keep standing here?” he asked after a few more seconds of silence. “Or…?” He left the obvious implication to hang like a fat red apple barely clutching onto its branch.

“Or what?” Christine said, still playing at pouting.

Jason rolled his eyes. Letting his impatience guide him forward, he reclaimed the ground he’d given the curvaceous, scowling woman when she’d pushed him away. His advance sparked a dangerous warning in her vivid blue eyes. He called her bluff and kept moving in on her.

“You can be mad about it later,” he said. “Right now, we’re going to finally have some of this incomparable sex you’ve spent months keeping me from.”

After keeping him at bay with her glare for a few seconds longer, the blonde vixen rolled her eyes. “Only because I’m a woman of my word.”

Swallowing a glib remark before his tongue earned him another delay, he returned his hands to Christine’s womanly form as she leaned into him. The mischievous beauty kissed his earlobe as he coaxed her into arching her back when his hands palmed her seductive ass. Her arms reached around his throat, and she climbed onto her toes as he kneaded her through her shorts, already looking forward to ripping off the thin fabric keeping him from pressing into her smooth skin.

Humming against his ear as she suckled on it, Jason seized a hungry breath. Finally, finally, it was happening. He remembered the first time he’d started to hope that he might end up in this position, how it had all started when she’d leaned her breasts on his back and evoked a scowl from Angela. He remembered that day well. He knew he’d remember this one far better.

“Come here,” he growled, scooping her off the floor. Christine purred as she threw her legs tightly around his waist. Quaking with lust like a cup overflowing with burning hot tea, he kissed her wildly, striding toward his bed. Unable to see past it, he misjudged its distance; he bumped it into it, spilling them both loudly onto his bed. Beneath them, the springs of his bed creaked irately at the sudden weight dropped on it.

Christine laughed as they bounced on his bed, but then her eyes glinted mischievously. He was a second too late to respond. Rushing forward like a jaguar charging out of the underbrush, she pushed him from his side onto his back, then straddled him. Her hands pinned down his wrists to either side of his head.

“Think you can hold me down?” he asked, staring up at the beautiful woman.

“I think you want me to hold you down,” she responded, a gleam in her eye promising he would enjoy it if he played along. She repositioned herself from sitting on his stomach to sitting on his groin. “Okay, now I know you want me to hold you down.”

Grinning wickedly, she wiggled her butt over the pronounced outline bulging beneath his shorts. “Punishment for your treachery.”

Jason made a show of attempting to lift his arms up from the bed, though he inevitably let Christine keep him pinned each time. Leaning forward, her blonde locks fell like a curtain around his face, tickling his cheeks and ears. Her eyes emitted a playful suspicion.

“How do I know you’re telling the truth about Angela? Maybe you’re trying to pull a fast one on me?”

“That sounds like paranoia to me. I’ve always been truthful with you, with everyone.”

“Always?” Christine said, kissing him again. Their lips remained locked for nearly a minute. “You just admitted that you’d been keeping a secret from me.”

“Which isn’t the same thing as lying. You’ve kept secrets from me, but I still trust you.”

Christine gyrated against him, then released one of his palms. The way to progress became clear. Jason immediately set his freed hand on her cheek, then drew her back in for a kiss that set her face aglow. Christine’s nails lightly scrabbled against his chest, and she released a breathy sigh as their lips separated.

Whenever he kissed her, she rocked her hips. While it sent blood pouring into his cock, which had grown fully erect minutes ago, she didn’t relinquish her hold on his other wrist. Until he had both hands, they both knew he wouldn’t be able to get her out of her sports bra and sate some of his lust upon her enormous breasts. Christine, reading his mind, let her lips curve into a lopsided smirk.

“Devil,” he whispered.

She batted her eyes innocently, then fed his arousal with a long shake of her butt upon his throbbing member. Jason swallowed dryly, ran his hand down to her throat, and felt her pulse. Like his, it thudded like rain pounding on concrete.

“Don’t make us wait too much longer,” Christine murmured, turning her head as he brought his fingers up so she could suck on them.

“Like this is my doing,” he complained. Busy swaddling his fingers in her saliva, she shrugged.

Christine continued grinding upon him as though the clothing between them might simply rub off if she didn’t stop. Her eyes fell upon him like two sapphire anvils, pinning him down on his back far more than her weight could. If he’d wanted, he could have reversed their positions within seconds. With a bit more time, he could rip her out of her clothing, pepper her thighs with the heat of his lips, and then claim her as he’d fantasized about doing for months.

That wouldn’t do, though. More with her than anyone else, the games they played defined their relationship. It wasn’t a rivalry like the kind he had with Avery. It certainly was foreplay, though it was also more than that. In some ways, it reminded him of the dances he saw birds do in nature documentaries. A mating ritual—that was it.

Well, he wasn’t looking to “mate” with her, though it wasn’t far off.

“I’ve been hoping for this day for so long,” he said.

“How long?” Christine said, momentarily removing his fingers from her mouth.

“Since I first met you.” He bucked his hips up, causing Christine to steady herself by planting her available hand on his chest. “I’ve waited so long to have you, so, come on, don’t make me keep waiting.”

Staring down at him, his cruel lover batted her eyelashes. Jason sighed and resisted an urge to roll his eyes.

“Please.”

“There we go,” the wealthy woman purred, finally unlocking his wrist.

Jason rolled his eyes but smiled. Sitting up, he nuzzled his lips into Christine’s neck, then skimmed his hand up her bare back until they found something other than smooth skin. Beginning the long overdue task of ridding her of her sports bra, Christine’s lips curled as he fought to free her massive breasts. After he glared at her, she finally helped him. Once removed, she tossed it aside.

“Lie back down,” she cooed in his ear.

Doing as heeded, Christine chased him. Once his back refamiliarized itself with his sheets, the buxom woman laid her hands outside his shoulders. She grinned at him wickedly and maneuvered herself so that a pair of enormous barriers blocked his view. Lowering her chest until her nipples nearly nuzzled his lips, she began to sway from side to side, causing them to sway like pendulums.

“Have a taste,” she whispered salaciously.

Eager to obey that command, he seized them in his hands. Possessing the most sensitive nipples on the team, she sighed happily as he found them, a pair of needy carnations protruding from the center of two great hills, between his fingers. Twisting and pinching, he decided to water one. Positioning it over his lips, he lifted his neck a few inches and surrounded the budded point with his mouth.

As he tasted it, rolling it with his tongue, Christine’s sighs advanced into soft moans. She dropped from her hands to her elbows and forearms, quivering directly above him as she struggled to keep herself steady and upright. Jason hummed, vibrating his lip through her nipples as he pulled his head back, stretching out her magnificently perfect breast. He didn’t leave her other alone either, flicking, tugging, and pinching it until Christine buried her head into his neck and mewled with pleasure.

“You’re getting what you asked for,” he said, unrelenting in his focus to see her bend and bow before the ecstasy he provided her. She quivered and scraped herself against him, their bodies so scalding hot that it might end in a conflagration. Jason’s cock throbbed and twitched under his shorts, sending impatient demands through his body. A little longer, he let it know. Just a little longer.

He molded her breasts into his hands for another couple of minutes, then left only his mouth—swapped to her other nipple—to keep her distracted. He felt her smooth skin, gliding them down the contours of her shapely body. He found her waist, then formed a firm grip around it.

Christine’s breath fled her lips in a surprised gasp as he reversed their situation. Scooping her up, he spun and dumped her onto her back. As her vivid blue eyes flashed open, he pinned her beneath him, seizing her mouth with his. His hands released their grip on her waist, then began tugging at the last bit of clothing in his way. The lusty woman arched agreeably into his intentions, and he tugged her shorts and panties down to her ankles, after which she kicked them off.

He slid onto his side next to her and dropped his mouth back to her breast while he freed himself from his final barriers, as well. Christine’s eyes radiated with hungry desire as she watched. She rubbed his chest again, though her eyes dropped southward in a hurry the second he kicked out of his shorts and boxers. With a quick bite of her lower lip, she welcomed him as he remounted her.

“The best for last,” she husked, winking.

Jason’s only response was a smile. The world stilled itself for them both—right before they’d ensure neither of them thought another sane thought for a long time. He trailed his thumb up the path from her flat stomach to the beginnings of her wonderfully large breasts. He took in her presence, her slight smile, the way her bright hair spilled around her beautiful face on his dull-colored sheets.

Soon, very soon, he wanted to see nothing but writhing and sweat and her final shuddering arch when ecstasy dominated her, her breasts bouncing as he thrust through her; he wanted to hear nothing but her loud moans, so wild and unfettered that they could have belonged to a wild animal; he wanted to feel nothing but her tight pussy clenching him as he prepared to unload himself inside of her; he wanted to know the incomparable bliss that fucking Christine Miller would grant him.

Yet, if just for another few seconds, maybe a minute, he draped himself in the warm memories of how they’d gotten to this point. From her teasing him in front of Angela, which he’d never believed would amount to anything more than that, to now making love to her in his bed. Not only that, but a group of women he also loved waited for their return. After that, where their relationships would go, he wasn’t sure. He wasn’t even certain where he might be staying in a matter of hours.

A gentle hand slid past his defenses and cupped his cheek. Its generous warmth drew him from his thoughts like a hand reaching through the water to pull him above the current. Blinking, the tension in his thoughts relaxing, his gaze reoriented upon Christine’s alluring features. She wore an understanding smile. It lacked the teasing of a maverick, the cunning of a schemer, or the daring of a risktaker. It radiated only one thing: commitment.

To the moment, but also to whatever lay beyond. Today, tomorrow, and as far into the future as he could see within her beautiful blues, he saw her commitment to it. He owed her the same.

It was the right time to say it. They’d both known it weeks ago, of course, back when he’d forced his way into her mansion. But he hadn’t said it then, telling her he’d wait for the right time. It was now.

“I love you, Christine.”

Pressing his lips upon hers, their bodies each responded without thought. Her legs spread, and her back arched accommodatingly. His throbbing member found her slick opening. At long, long last, he slid into Christine.

He pushed his manhood all the way into her, thriving on the enveloping heat and wetness inside her body. A throaty moan, one made from the erotic pleasure she derived from his cock, escaped Christine’s sultry lips. It was wonderful, everything he’d been dreaming of for so long.

Giving her that moment to moan loudly, he darted his lips forward again, but she deftly dodged out of the way, causing him to kiss her hair and his sheets. Growling at her like a frustrated wolf, he tried again. She grinned and ducked him again, though he landed his kiss upon her ear that time. On this third try, he feinted, causing her to twist her head to the right. Before she could respond, he finally dropped his lips onto hers. Smiling with her eyes, she wrapped her arms around his back and squeezed the firm muscles her hands found. “Go,” they clearly said.

He did. Christine hugged him tight as he fucked her, moaning in the most alluring voice as he thrust and withdrew, again and again, seeking the right rhythm for her body. Their tongues met, then wrestled for supremacy. Jason clutched Christine tightly, adjusting her as he found a better position to shove his cock into her tight cunt.

Having found their best pace, their exertions shook his bed with rhythmic creaks. Christine’s hands swam around her body like two serpents, each seeking handfuls of his sheets to clutch for stability. She scorched him with the lusty heat in her eyes as she heaved breath between her powerful moans.

“Ungh, it’s just… right!” Christine hissed, toes curling. “I guess all that practice with the others has, ahhh, paid off!”

Jason snorted mirthfully but didn’t refute her point’s truth. He was a much different man now than the one who’d shaken like a leaf while waiting outside Yvette’s door, the first among the team he’d slept with, terrified he might not measure up to her expectations. He’d confidence aplenty in his skills. He’d shown many of them to Christine well enough that he knew she didn’t doubt him either.

Making a lusty grab at her thighs, he plowed into her as deeply as he could. Raw, sensational pleasure pulsed through his body. Christine cried out, quivering, breasts heaving as she reached the precipice of her undoing. The sweat he’d hoped he’d see coated them both, and Jason’s grip almost slipped away from her as she writhed and screamed.

“Ohhh, fuck yes, yes, right there! Fuck, Jason, I’m cumminggg!”

The beautiful blonde cried out, sinking her nails into his back, louder even than the boisterous, rhythmic clap of their sensual bodies that accompanied each new thrust. Jason raced toward the brink of his resistance, his pleasure ramping up like steam choking a sauna. He just needed… a little… more. Something to open the door, which would allow the steam to pour out and flood the next room over—the entire building, in fact.

A riptide of pleasure was his for the taking as Christine arched herself up, relieving him of the need to grip her thighs for anchorage. Bridging herself upward, tits bouncing wildly, Jason pounded into her tight cunt until the pleasure threatened to blind him.

“Right there, inside me! Holy—ohhhh—Jasonnn!”

With a few maddening thrusts as he leaped headlong into a mind-ravaging climax, Jason buried himself within her slick folds, grabbed one of her nipples between his teeth, and burst like a balloon overfilled with water. Every drop belonged to Christine’s greedy pussy. She clamped her thighs to his hips and ensured it.

For several minutes, he remained buried in her. Pawing at her sweat-covered form, just as drenched with ethereal fatigue, he tasted salt on his lips as he sucked on her nipple. Christine’s breasts lifted like a pair of hot air balloons expanding before they could take off into the sky, and a breathless comment about that fact earned him a flick to the ear.

Jason donned an idiotic grin, which proved infectious. He batted away a flurry of her flicks, then eventually grabbed her wrist and kissed the back of her hand. Naturally, they ended up kissing and petting one another, which escalated into them vying to determine which would control the other’s body. After a sudden attempt to flip him onto his back, their combined weight thudded on his floor.

“Ow,” he complained.

Christine, who’d used him as a cushion and had remounted her throne, rolled her eyes. “Don’t complain. We’re going to do it again on the floor. I’ll ride you this time, my love.”

“I’ll need at least a few more minutes to get it up.”

“I’m sure it won’t be nearly that long.” And with an eternally wicked look, the blonde vixen scooted her breasts and mouth down to revive his member. Her claim proved to be portentous, and the apparent seer grinned at him after holding her hands around his cock like she was a model presenting a car on a game show.

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Six or seven times,” she reminded him. “That’s what you told me about you and Angela. Don’t think I’ll let you go until we pass that number.”

“Over two days,” he quickly noted. “She let me have a bit of time to recharge before the next round.”

“You’ll get one after,” she issued a pleasured sigh as she mounted and sheathed him inside of her, “this round.”

Another foreseen truth, though likely achieved in a manner different than she’d have liked. After ensuring their shared rapture, the door to his bedroom flew open. Angela and the others glared in on them—more at Christine than him, notably.

“Okay, you’ve had enough time alone,” Angela, apparently now the democratically elected leader of how he spent his time, said. “We’re not all just going to sit out here and twiddle our thumbs.”

Christine, breasts still hoisting themselves alluringly while she panted for breath, tried to shoo them all away, but they’d have none of it. Apparently, in case this would be the last time they could all visit his home, everyone wanted one final explosive memory of it.

“Give me a glass of water,” Jason said, preparing for the bliss—and exhaustion—that was to come. “And then we’ll get to it.” He paused. “And maybe some lube, just in case.”


Chapter Forty-Two

Forward March

He could make a threeway work. He could make a fourway work. He could even make a fiveway work. But any higher than that, the simple ratio of male to female bodies proved too much to overcome. He only had so many attached appendages to maneuver, after all. So, it was less of an “all at once” situation and more of a “rotate in” one. A bit like volleyball, actually.

He did his best, however. He soon found out where he’d be staying, as well. During the first hour of an utterly depraved and exhausting bout of sex with Yvette, Avery, and Olivia taking the lead, the first of those had whispered into his ear as he pounded Avery’s insides that she’d let him rest until tomorrow night before she tried anything. Distracted by Olivia and Samantha’s attention on her breasts, Avery’s beatific moans provided the perfect cover for her to invite him over to her house. It felt fitting, given how this had all started. However, he didn’t get a chance to declare his decision after making it. Christine and Angela used their mouths on him until he exploded on their breasts almost immediately after he finished satisfying the other three.

He'd already decided he wouldn’t stay with either of them. Even if he didn’t care about his mother’s bothersome arrival at Angela’s place, he knew she and Christine would wring him dry if he stayed over with them.

Perhaps underappreciated as an option, he could have asked Clara if she minded him staying at her place for a night or two. However, when he slid into Samantha, he saw a glint in their eyes right before they finally kissed in front of him. He suspected Samantha would have turned up that night if he'd gone with her. Upon announcing his decision while chugging water and removing sweat from his body with a rag, he saw Samantha grumble under her breath. Angela and Christine seemed only slightly less disappointed.

He spent the entire second hour making it up to them. He pushed his athleticism to the limit, holding Angela aloft as he buried himself in front of her team. Crimson as a flame, she eventually lost her composure due to his vigorous prowess. Christine, much less embarrassed about fucking him in front of everyone else, needed only to bend over for him to mount and rail her on the floor while she moaned lustfully.

By the time the third hour arrived, he’d nearly hit his limit. Yet, determined to inflict Clara with the same pleasure he’d granted everyone else, he invested every last ounce of stamina still in him to achieve that goal. Based on her impassioned responses, he succeeded. The boisterousness of her cries proved as melodious as any song he’d ever heard.

There was no fourth hour. Drained and knowing he didn’t want to literally learn how it felt to empty his balls, the seven beautiful women allowed their debauchery to reach a natural conclusion. Most of them looked primed and ready for more, but the team possessed the wherewithal to recognize that he didn’t have any more to give—not today, at least. A fact that earned Yvette a whole new suite of glares. She responded to them all with a subtle smirk.

They departed before the fifth hour arrived, every one of them. Figuring that it’d be best if they weren’t all found draped in ardent passion and streaming with sweat by his mother, the team threw on their clothes and made for their cars. It was hardly the most subtle departure, especially since it was only around six-thirty at this point, so Jason knew the neighbors could tell stories about the team’s visit if his mother had the interest. However, he didn’t really care. She could do what she wanted. He’d do what he wanted.

Over at Yvette’s, a long shower soothed his aches and fatigue. A delicious dinner, a long evening on the couch snuggled up to the beautiful woman, and then peace in the bed beside her further rejuvenated him. He rewarded Yvette that afternoon, not needing to wait until nightfall to feel ready for another row. He also invited Clara over, finally making use of his “plus-one rights” at Yvette’s.

During a visit to Angela’s house the following day, he learned from her that his mother had visited her, though not because she was hoping to glean his whereabouts.

“I’m serious, Angela. You make sure Jason knows that. I’ll have this house sold in a month. He has until then to contact me.

She was back on a plane to Japan that day.

The team met for practice the day after that. More of a meeting than a practice, they properly celebrated their victory over the Cross Fires while playing four-on-four matches for almost the entire time they had the gym rented out. Jason’s mind remained elsewhere, however. His freshman year of college was impending. Given his unique living situation at the time of his enrollment, he’d obtained the okay from his college to live off-campus. He didn’t imagine having enough time to get himself shoved into a dorm, not with only a week left before classes started. With his living situation suddenly so upended, it weighed upon him like an anvil.

A shoulder bumped into him while they took a break and figured out how to reshuffle teams for their next friendly match.

“What’s up, Avery?” he asked, turning toward the ponytail-wearing brunette. Olivia stood beside her.

“Olivia and I are apartment hunting,” she stated simply. “We’re going to live together.”

“Oh, cool. I hope you all find a good place.”

Olivia smiled. Avery folded her arms.

“No, Jason, we’re going to live together. We’re looking for an apartment for three.”

Eyes lifted by surprise, he quickly swapped it out for a beaming smile.

“Sounds good to me.”

When the final match ended, when the last ball dribbled away, Jason, winded but bolstered by the sheer joy dwelling within his heart, called for attention. Beckoning everyone toward him, they gathered around with curious expressions. Keeping hold of that spark of happiness burning so brightly within his chest, he clutched it and let it seize the lead. A planned speech wouldn’t have suited him, anyway.

“I wanted to be a little sappy for a bit,” he said, causing a few eyebrows to arch. “Just for a little bit, okay?” No one foisted an objection, so he continued marching boldly ahead.

“It’s honestly crazy to me how things are now, especially compared to the start of the summer. Back then, I hated this sport. I only came here for one reason: to ogle you all while you jumped around in tight-fitting outfits.”

They all, Angela finally included in it, gave him a look that said, “We know.”

“I don’t feel that way anymore, and it’s completely because of all of you.” He looked at each of them, especially Avery, Olivia, and Angela. “I am always going to be grateful to you all for that. I think I do like volleyball now, but it’s still not why I come here so often. It never will be.” He took a deep breath.

“It’s still you all. It’s always going to be you all. I love you all, every one of you. You’re all more special to me than anything—I mean that. So… thanks.”

He could feel how awkwardly he ended the speech, which caused him to appreciate why most people didn’t just walk on stage and start vomiting up their heart’s contents. Scratching the back of his head, he fidgeted from foot to foot. Trying to think up something else to say, something poignant and provocative, anything that would cap off how he felt—emotions that rippled throughout him so powerfully that it overwhelmed him to hold them in his hands—more eloquently, he saw Angela.

Tears stained the corners of her eyes, which she started pawing at quickly. Standing beside her, Yvette leveled her gaze at him.

“You just can’t help yourself, can you?”

It took him a moment to remember that she’d been there the last time he’d made Angela cry.

“N-no, that’s-”

Angela smiled through her tears, still working on sweeping them away. Minus the leaking, Yvette donned a similar expression. They all did.

“Come on,” Christine said, sighing loudly, placing an arm around her team captain. “Quit it with the waterworks.” Shaking her head but smiling the whole way, she walked Angela toward him, upon which the woman he’d loved the longest threw her arms around him.

Like in any good volleyball play, the entire team followed through on their approach.

Jason found himself smothered in warmth, love, and a few hiccups Angela made as she tried to stop crying.

“You’re a true schemer, Jason,” Christine whispered into his ear, nodding toward the outpouring of affection surrounding him. “Maybe as good as I am.”

“Only maybe?” he playfully whispered back.

A devilish glint appeared in the beautiful setter’s blue eyes. “You haven’t seen what I have planned for Halloween.”

The End…?
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