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Chapter One

Hate the Game

For most guys, when their imaginations levied fantasy after fantasy about meeting that modern-day Aphrodite they all hoped to come across in the wild, they imagined they’d find her at a bar, a club, or even the pool. It made sense, and Jason wouldn’t try and convince anyone that those weren’t fine places to check. Really, he probably would have thought of those places too, if not for far too many years spent in places just like this one.

A sound unique to the sport being played in front of him blasted through the gymnasium as his mom’s best friend, Angela, served the volleyball over the net. Jason’s eyes watched her massive breasts strain against the tight jersey and sports bra struggling to contain them, then shifted his eyes to follow the volleyball as Yvette, the dark-haired foreigner who haunted his dreams with her impossible beauty, bumped it with her forearms. Christine, the only woman there capable of matching Angela’s buxomness, swiftly set herself under the ball, then thrust it into the air for their newest team member, Avery, superstar, ridiculously fit, and drop-dead gorgeous, to deliver a resounding cutter.

On the other side of the court, Clara, the tall redhead with an easy smile, grunted in concentration but couldn’t get her arms in the way of Avery’s strike. Samantha, the team’s former star player, couldn’t dig the ball, and it ricocheted off her arms outside the court. She pulled her mouth to one side as she came up, obviously frustrated that she’d failed to defend Avery’s attack.

Jason might dislike volleyball, but he certainly didn’t dislike watching these women play it.

A boisterous cheer burst through the gymnasium as the three women who’d taken the point celebrated, and Jason turned over the scoring card beside him in response. The three-on-three practice match continued, and he loved watching every second of it.

“We’re really coming along!” Angela said as the six women finally finished their practice. They’d gotten underway around 4 pm, and Jason could see the sun lingering like a peeping tom through the slitted windows above the metal doors. Since they could only get in a couple of practices a week, they favored longer ones, usually ending things with a three-on-three. Despite disliking the game due to personal reasons, this remained Jason’s favorite part of the week.

“What do you think, Jason?” Christine asked, stepping around the long bench stacked with towels and water bottles. Coming up behind him, she stretched herself across his back, her enormous tits firm but giving as she leaned upon him. “Do we look good out there?”

“Definitely,” he said, trying not to give away just how dry his tongue was. Or let anyone spot the bulging mass trying to push its way through his shorts.

A set of dimples appeared on Angela’s face as she frowned at Christine’s inappropriate contact. Which was pretty much why Christine did it, he knew. Angela probably knew it, too. Still, Jason wouldn’t complain about her bi-weekly flirtations.

He’d known most of the members of this team for about six months, not including Angela, of course. After numerous attempts, she’d finally worn him down enough that he’d agreed to come along for a practice during winter break, and well, the sights and sounds had been enough to keep him coming. The fact that his mom’s best friend resembled a model—the fact that the whole team was full of impossibly beautiful women—certainly helped.

Given how much he’d regretted agreeing to come along on that first drive six months ago, where he’d spent the entire ride expecting that he’d hate every moment, it was wryly humorous how much he enjoyed them now. It’d taken only a few seconds after he’d seen the rest of her team to realize the rare find he’d happened upon—a haven of gorgeous women who all treated him well and seemed happy to have him coming along. Before he’d realized it, he was coming along to watch every practice that saw the beautiful older women bouncing and diving and serving to one another.

Quickly, noticing how she could rile her team captain up by hugging him, Christine’s affectionate smothering had become another mainstay of his time with them. Which more or less sealed the deal. Angela’s team had its new unofficial manager.

“To the showers,” Yvette said in her thick French accent, scooping up her towel and striding off on her lithe legs toward the women’s locker room. The other women, save for Christine, who remained attached to him, and Angela, who remained glaring daggers at her, trailed after her.

“Let’s shower in adjacent stalls; we can keep discussing strategy,” Angela said, a blatant attempt to unlatch the buxom blonde draped over him.

The team’s setter smiled, finally lifting her mighty breasts from his back. “Sure. Let’s go.”

Jason watched them go, a touch disappointed, but that quickly faded as he drooled over their butts as they sauntered off. Right up until Christine, who’d dropped back a single step, looked over his way.

As far as he was aware, she was an executive in some makeup business, so money and influence were close confidants of hers. The Porsche parked outside backed that up. And she acted pretty much how he’d imagine such a person would, a touch haughty, certainly bold, and used to others listening when her voice rang out. Overall, it mixed well with her role as the team’s setter—the member who always touched the ball before an offensive strike and decided on which approaching spiker would earn the right to strike the ball.

The gorgeous woman’s conniving blue eyes twinkled as their gazes met. She offered him a small wave, which registered a touch different than her usual brand of teasing. Because Angela didn’t notice it. But she only teased him when Angela would notice.

While he furrowed his brow, she smiled and turned back toward the locker room. She and Angela disappeared inside moments later.

Jason spent some time considering that oddity slicing through the usual routine, but he ultimately shrugged it off. Busying himself collecting balls, taking down the poles and rolling up the net, and completing the other cleanup tasks that earned him plenty of appreciation from the women now showering, time passed swiftly. Nabbing the final ball and joining it with its siblings in the wheeled cart Yvette took home, he finished his final task moments before the first women emerged from the showers.

Clara and Samantha nodded his way as they passed by, duffel bags with their volleyball clothes and sneakers carried on their shoulders, chatting on their way to their respective cars. The former stood as the tallest woman on the team, and her red hair bounced as she departed. She always had a warmth about her, a spring to her step. And at six feet tall, she served as the team’s best middle blocker for obvious reasons. Playing up at the net as much as she could, she used her height to stymie opponent spikers.

Meanwhile, Samantha, a dark-haired woman trim, talented, and with the right level of petiteness and musculature to attract eyes like flies to honey, played as the team’s secondary outside hitter, which started her in the back row during play. Passing expertly, she still earned her fair share of points in the games he’d seen.

Much like Angela and Jason’s mom, these two were best friends. Going way back with Angela, they’d also been on the team since its inception five years ago. While Samantha’s role might have recently been somewhat reduced with the arrival of a phenom like Avery, she didn’t seem to hold any grudges against the younger woman—though she did everything in her power to fight to reclaim her spot.

Angela remained quite relieved about both those things, and Jason understood why. Drama among teammates always proved a dangerous knife’s edge to walk. Especially in intramural sports, where there weren’t any signed checks keeping people around. If things got out of hand between teammates, someone usually departed for greener pastures. Sometimes, the entire team collapsed.

However, thanks to Angela’s maturity and soothing nature, the team known as Served Hot remained primarily intact. Due to a job change, one of the members had departed a couple of months ago, which led to the search for a replacement—where Christine had found and snagged Avery. Otherwise, the next newest member of the team, Yvette, had been part of it for about three years.

The very woman who departed next. Her smoky eyes trailed upon him as she headed for the exit. Something within their darkness seemed to spark, which caught his notice. Besides Avery, mainly because of her newness to the team, he’d interacted the least with Yvette. She and Christine seemed somewhat close, though she usually declined the latter when she suggested heading to dinner after practice. A shroud of mystery sat wrapped around the exotic beauty. It’d drawn him in even further last month when he’d noticed that she no longer arrived at practice wearing her wedding ring. So far, the trickle of gossip among the team—partly due to Angela’s curtailing of such talk—remained uncertain as to exactly what had happened.

As a player, using her advantage as a southpaw to strike as the team’s opposite hitter, she competed with Avery for the most points scored per match. Quick and flexible, she maneuvered her strikes around blockers—and looked graceful and poised while doing it. Yet, on a few rare occasions, Jason felt he’d seen a different side of her. When she launched herself for a one-armed dig or sprinted and leaped outside the court to make a save, she seemed far wilder—and freer—than the poised perfection she usually presented to the world.

Yvette grabbed hold of the wheeled cart stacked with volleyballs, then started pushing it ahead of her toward the doors, where she’d shorten its legs and plop it into the back of her SUV in short order. As she exited the gymnasium, she glanced back at him one final time.

Is there something on my face?

Only a minute later, his eyes found Avery and Christine exiting the locker room together. Still locked in conversation, their eyes trailed toward him. Patting her younger teammate on the back, Christine veered toward him while Avery, eyes lingering much like Yvette’s had, marched out of the gymnasium.

“Hey, Jason,” Christine said, smiling brightly. “Angela’s just a bit slow. Mind if I keep you company while she gets dressed?”

“Yeah, sure,” he said, pulse picking up speed.

Hair still wet, fitted into a clean and equally snug sports bra with nothing over it to stop his peering, he watched a bead of water run down her throat and disappear between her mountainous breasts. How many times had he fantasized about seeing those hidden depths, he wondered?

Christine seemed to notice his struggles pulling his eyes away from her breasts, but she didn’t seem to mind. She even took one step closer, bringing the voluptuous hills within arm’s reach of him. Whatever the reason behind today’s additional gifts, he’d accept them happily. If Christine didn’t mind him gawking at her breasts, he’d gawk away.

“So, have you been enjoying your time here lately?”

“Yeah, of course.”

“But not because of the game itself.”

That did draw his eyes up to where her brilliantly blue eyes sparkled knowingly.

“No, not because of the volleyball.”

The gorgeous woman placed a hand on her hip as she looked him up and down. “Naughty boy.”

Jason blushed ever so slightly, but a shrug followed. “Is that an issue, Christine?”

“Hmm, I wonder.” She took one inviting step closer, and she must have heard the audible pounding of his heartbeat by now. “The women all seem to like having you around. We play better when Jason Courtland can’t take his eyes off us.”

“Is it the same for you?” he asked, struggling to keep his voice from cracking like tinder on a fire.

Christine’s smile showered sparks of heat upon his face as if she held a sparkler upon his skill. “I wonder about that too. I wonder about many things, Jason. Do you?”

If she was teasing him, he’d decide Christine was a cruel, cruel woman right then and there. But if it wasn’t….

“My thoughts are always going places,” he said, feeling drier in the mouth than if he’d poured a bag of sand into it.

“Maybe the same places as me. As some of the others.” Christine glanced toward the metal doors, and then she looked back the way she’d come, at the locker room. “Food for thought. I’ll see you next time, Jason.”

“You can’t… stay?”

“Afraid not. We setters like to scheme and play the court rather than just leaping for a spike like hitters do. I hope you can put up with that.”

“Maybe,” he answered.

Christine smiled, gorgeous, sensual, and the source behind his pounding heartbeat. “Just keep showing up for each practice. I’m sure there’ll be enough action for you to enjoy your time here.”

She left him with those final words, a scintillating glint in her eyes that entranced him. So did her swaying hips as she walked out the doors, putting on a bit more of a show for him than usual.

His heart rate didn’t come down for minutes. He wasn’t crazy, right? There’d been more there than just banal flirtation and vague suggestiveness. Though the full implication of her words remained cloistered behind a shroud of very appealing fog—fog he’d like to sprint into, hands groping for whatever lay within. Jason kept his hopes from simmering too hot, yet he knew full well he wouldn’t miss a practice to save his life.

He dropped his dangerous musings as Angela emerged from the showers. Like everyone before her, she’d deposited her kneepads, sneakers, and sweat-soiled clothes into a duffel bag and put on fresh clothes for the trip home. Her dirty blonde hair, still wet, clumped together and fell midway down her back. Cleansed of sweat by her shower, her smooth skin drew him to stare again—and to fantasize. Fortunately, she seemed unaware of his wildly inappropriate attraction to her or the other team members.

“Hey, ready to go?”

He nodded, quickly looking away before her soft seafoam eyes gleaned his forbidden desires from his leering. “How’d the planning go?”

“Well as it ever does,” Angela said. She marched alongside him toward the doors, wearing a floral blouse that highlighted her incredible buxomness with each bouncing step. “However, Christine and Avery had something to chat about, so it got cut short a bit.”

“Oh, what did those two have to talk about?”

“Not sure. I didn’t stick around long enough to find out.”

“Gotcha.”

“Yvette and Clara can’t make any more weekday practices until next week, so we’ve got our next practice planned for this weekend. Are you available for it?”

Jason nodded. “Definitely.”

While he couldn’t stand the game, he sure could stand the players.


Chapter Two

Just a Drill

Indolent and languid, the weekend taunted him as he crawled toward it. And to worsen matters, on each dull day passing by at a snail’s pace, it rained. Which kept him cooped up inside, alone, though that part of it was nothing unusual. With his father living on the east coast, and his mother off in Japan coaching a group of unfortunate souls who’d probably regret ever meeting their hero within a month, Jason mostly just sprawled himself out on the couch and threw the TV on.

Laziness remained an unusual companion for him to cradle in his arms, even almost a year since he’d started finally acclimating himself to the realization that, no, he didn’t need to spend every waking moment being as productive as possible. Still, his skin almost started itching when he lounged about too long. Fortunately, a single text on Saturday freed him of his listlessness.

I’m on my way to pick you up.

It still drizzled, pattering noisily on the top of her car as Angela drove them toward the Yard. The massive sports center lounged about fifteen minutes past the city limit. And it’d more than just the volleyball gym they rented out for private practices two to three times a week. Batting and pitching cages for baseball, a mega-gym with three basketball courts adjacent to one another, an indoor soccer facility, even a swimming pool with lanes—it had a flavor for everyone. Angela and her team always rented the southmost gym, one of the two rentable gymnasiums. But only ever that gym. For one reason and one reason alone.

Another team, usually on similar days, rented the western gym. The Cross Fires, the rival team they competed against in the semi-finals or finals of most official matches. Like their rivals, they refused to ever rent out the southern gym. It was almost territorial, as if both parties agreed not to cross the other’s lines.

Bad blood ran thick as oil between the two teams, especially between their setter and Christine. Jason didn’t know the whole story there, either. Still, he’d witnessed more fury converging around Angela and company after their loss to the Cross Fires in the spring tournament at the Yard a few months ago than he’d ever seen before—especially around Angela. Another tournament was coming up next month, planned for the Fourth of July weekend. The taste of defeat still lingered among the women; Jason saw that plainly. And, as any competitor knew, only one thing could wash it out fully.

“Do you think the team’s chemistry will have sorted itself out for next month?” he asked, glancing at Angela.

Given that this was another weekend practice, she’d already changed into her volleyball attire before scooping him up from his house. A tight-fitting jersey, which Jason remained quite thankful to Christine for sponsoring, and the famous compression volleyball shorts that adhered so lovingly to her fit body. She’d left her kneepads and volleyball shoes in her bag, planning to change into them once she arrived, as any respectable player would. If there was one thing volleyball players looked after, almost to the point of enshrining them when not worn, it was their shoes.

“Avery played in Division One,” Angela said. “She’s a touch ball hungry, but who with her skills isn’t? Christine knows how to get the most out of her.” His mom’s best friend flashed a wide smile as she glanced his way. “So, yes, I think we’ll be in good form a month from now.”

Jason nodded, having come to the same conclusion while watching them practice the past few weeks. He didn’t know about Yvette, but everyone else on the team had played the sport in college, and Clara even briefly played internationally in Europe at a professional level. However, a string of injuries hampered a career in the sport. Their team was good, with only one team in the city capable of matching them. He hoped they’d claim the victory they deserved next month.

Veering into the main entrance of the Yard, its many buildings appeared full as always. At least two hundred cars sat in the various parking lots nestled up to the main buildings, and there’d probably be more coming throughout the day. On days he dropped his window as they drove by, he could hear the metallic crack of baseball bats and the shout of basketball players calling for a pass from inside.

Angela took them away from the bustling section of the Yard, entering a parking lot devoid of cars but Clara and Yvette’s. Parking between them, he and Angela hopped out, the latter grabbing her bag, then made for the metal doors leading inward. Inside, they found the two early arrivals setting up the poles and net. While Angela got to work getting her pads and shoes on, he joined the two women in setting up.

The other three arrived in short order, and practice soon trotted forward. About halfway through it, he realized that he’d become the center of attention, at least so far as Avery seemed concerned. Whenever a drill ended, granting them all a bit of reprieve as they hydrated or set up the next one, he felt her lively green eyes tracking him. Since it seemed a far cry from smoldering attraction, the exact reason behind her sudden interest remained a mystery throughout the practice, but he soon realized he wasn’t alone in spotting her attention.

Christine wore an equally cryptic smile upon noticing Avery’s attention on him. Piling the layers of mystery on higher, she approached Avery during one of their extended breaks. The two’s hushed whispers seemed almost loud as thunder to him, even though he couldn’t make out a single word, and he could feel the heat of their eyes searing into him when they thought he wasn’t looking.

By the time practice ended, the women had all worked up a hardy sweat. Handing out water and towels as needed, he assumed things would bend toward the usual “make for the showers” event. How wrong he was.

As Avery marched up to him, Clara and Samantha shared a look, Yvette watched quietly, Angela frowned, and Christine’s eyes flashed with intrigue. Jason had little time to register what was coming before it ended up thrown right in his face.

“So, you’re Jason Courtland, right? Jenny Courtland’s kid?”

Oh, it’s about that.

“Yeah, that’s right.”

“The Olympian Jenny Courtland.”

“The one and only,” Jason said, stifling a sigh.

Avery’s verdant eyes narrowed suspiciously. “So why are you always free to show up to our practices? What about yours? You’re in college, aren’t you?”

“I’m headed into my first year, but I don’t plan to play volleyball.”

“What?!” The strained incredulity in her voice bounced throughout the gymnasium.

“I don’t play volleyball,” he said. “Not anymore.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t like the sport.”

Though she didn’t see the shared looks between the other members of her team behind her, Jason did. Even Angela joined in. As the women who knew his story a bit better than their newest teammate spoke silently with furtive looks between one another. Until now, no one had shown the nerve to ask why the famous Jenny Courtland’s only kid wasn’t preparing to play Division One volleyball somewhere. Maybe because Angela had warned them off the topic, maybe because they could read the room. Whatever it was, he’d escaped having to explain himself for the past several months. Until now, apparently.

“You don’t like volleyball? You?”

He shrugged. “Is that so strange?”

Avery’s frown remained, but she momentarily diverted her eyes toward Christine curiously enough. The team’s gorgeous setter made no move other than merely arching an eyebrow slightly. When Avery turned her head back to him, a determined look—one Jason didn’t much care to see—sat within her otherwise gorgeous eyes.

“But are you good at it?”

“Does that matter?” Jason threw a look toward the rest of the so-far uninvolved members of the team. They could step in at any time and free him from this awkwardness. Yet, frustratingly, none of them seemed on the cusp of doing so. Not even Angela.

“Yes.”

Instead of letting things trudge along for another minute or two of discomfort, Jason finally released his sigh. Holding his hands out, he asked, “What do you want from me, Avery?”

“I want to see if you’re any good,” she said.

“I’m not going to play.”

“Just do a drill,” she said immediately, almost before he’d even finished his sentence.

“And then?”

“And then I won’t make a thing of it after that.”

Finally, someone else had something to say. And, of course, to only add to his consternation, it came out of their setter’s mouth. Apparently, Angela was no longer her sole source of teasing amusement.

“I’d take her up on this, Jason. It’s the best offer you’ll get. You know how those outside hitters can be. Ruthlessly determined.”

He locked eyes with her momentarily, wondering what game she was playing. Because it suddenly felt like this wasn’t a spur-of-the-moment decision, nor one Avery had thought up on her own.

He sighed. “Fine. What drill?”

“Targeted serving,” she answered, again far too quickly for him to have any doubt that this wasn’t preplanned. But to what end?

“In what way?”

“I’ll plop down some water bottles. You serve and hit them.”

“Standing serves, or jump serves?”

“Jump serves, of course.”

Jason stifled a new sigh. “Can I stretch and warm up, at least?”

“Yeah. Have at it.”

Breaking eye contact with her, he headed off to do just that. While running through his stretches, he watched Clara and Samantha close ranks with Avery and begin some hushed discussion. The former of these two, the tallest woman on the court, kept glancing his way. Their eyes met once, and the tall redhead’s gaze turned apologetic.

Meanwhile, the two bustiest women on the team, and the ones who could have interceded most easily on his behalf, headed over to him.

“It’ll be quick and painless, Jason,” Christine said. “Thanks for playing along.”

“It didn’t feel like I had much of a choice,” he complained.

“Sorry,” Angela said. “She’s been asking about you the past couple of weeks. We’ve all danced around the topic. I didn’t think she’d just bullrush you about Jenny.”

“It’s whatever. So long as this is the only time I have to perform for the crowd.” He focused his attention on his mom’s best friend. “The deal was that I came along but didn’t get coerced into playing or participating.”

“I know, I know. And I’m sorry. After this, I’ll make sure Avery doesn’t try a stunt like this again.”

“It’s not that bad, is it?” Christine chimed in. “Having a gorgeous, talented volleyball player want to see your stuff? Are we really going to complain that much about it?”

Jason narrowed his gaze at the voluptuous setter. He felt the strong influence of her hand at work. But why? She was the last person he expected would care about him quitting the sport. Their conversation from the previous practice played in his head, yet it didn’t seem congruent with what was happening now. And he couldn’t question her in front of Angela.

So, he had to accept that he was going to trot himself out like a show pony and put on a performance for Avery and the others. After he’d warmed up and stretched, he nodded toward the court.

“Do you all mind?”

“We’d be happy to receive for you,” Christine said, winking at him and grabbing Angela by the arm. Pulled away before she could say anything more, Angela mouthed the word “sorry” as they took positions in the back half of one side of the court.

Jason looked up at the ceiling, sighed, and then made for the opposite side. Clara and Samantha joined him, pushing along a cart of balls for him to use. Where all serving occurred, he set himself up behind the end line, like the vast majority of players putting himself behind the right end of that line. Once he’d taken three steps back from that line, he nodded toward the two women near him. A volleyball tossed itself into his waiting arms.

“Go get it, Jason,” Samantha said, throwing him a thumbs up.

Taking a forward staggered stance with his right foot ahead of his left, holding the ball underneath with his right hand, he extended it in front of him and focused on the other side of the court, where Yvette had joined Angela and Christine. He ignored the watching woman outside the court.

Let’s get this over with.

The ball retreated to his side, and then a moment later, he tossed it into the air. A slow left step, then a quick right and left later, and he leaped into the air. His left arm extended upward, and his right cocked behind his ear. The ball reached its apex, then began to fall. At the pinnacle of his jump, his right hand blasted forward and struck the spinning ball.

A booming crack obliterated the silence within the gymnasium. Jason landed with a frown on his face. The ball hit the ground a couple of moments after, and Angela waited for it to bounce into her arms.

“What a shitty serve,” he complained to himself, though Clara and Samantha both certainly heard his grumbling.

He’d mistimed his swing, which had caused the ball to strike the lip of the net, which had sent the ball soaring into the air. In an actual match, his opponents would have licked their chops at the easy counterattack they could have used to earn the vaunted “first ball kill” every team loved to retort to a missed serve with.

“It’s just your first warmup,” Samantha said. “It’s all good.”

Right. Right. Who fucking cares, anyhow? Jason forced himself to scrub away his instinctual pessimism and self-critique toward the flubbed serve. This wasn’t in a game; this wasn’t even before a game. He didn’t play volleyball anymore. So, who cared?

Well, someone probably did, given how he’d ended up here. But why should that mean anything to him? Why was he even doing this?

He caught the next ball tossed to him, then frowned. His gaze traveled through the net, where Christine and Angela were watching him, ready to receive his next serve. A gleam sat within Christine’s blue eyes, while Angela’s watched him pensively, with a glimmer of concern in hers. She nodded at his lingering stare, then smiled toothlessly.

Jason stowed away the desire to back out. He’d already started. The least he could do was spend another five or six minutes swallowing his disgruntlement. So long as he didn’t have to do this again.

Of his next nineteen practice serves, only two more hit the net or overshot. As years of muscle memory returned to him swiftly, his jump height, timing, and swinging arc all coordinated themselves quickly, as well as his ability to pick the spot on the court he wanted to hit to. Even with a nearly nine-month hiatus, and even with his self-imposed handicap that only Angela knew about, he could still apparently get back into things quickly enough.

It kind of pissed him off.

“Okay, I’m good,” he said, looking at Avery. “Set your targets up.”

Angela, Yvette, and Christine cleared the court, the last circling like a vulture toward him. Meanwhile, Avery snatched four empty water bottles and interspersed them in different areas on the back half of the court. He watched somewhat warily as Christine joined him, a far cry from their last one-on-one.

“Be straight with me, is this your doing?” he asked.

Christine flashed a bright smile at him. “Yes, but also no. I suggested this specific idea to her, but she’s been chomping at the bit to find out why the son of one of the greatest volleyball players of all time shows up to our practices and just peddles out water and towels. When Angela told her you aren’t even playing volleyball, in college or even intramural, it sealed the deal.”

“Why does she care?”

Christine shrugged. “Maybe she doesn’t like seeing all that potential going to waste? I can understand such thoughts.”

He threw an exasperated look her way. “Really? You too?”

She lowered her voice and stepped closer. A husky edge sharpened her words. “Avery might be thinking about your volleyball potential, but I’m talking about something else.”

“Ready!” Avery’s shout cut off Jason’s chance to pounce on what Christine had just revealed to him. Christine smiled and headed over to join Clara and Samantha, who didn’t seem to have heard their setter’s last remark. His gaze distracted itself with her for a bit longer, but then Clara tossed him a ball.

He shook his head, shuffling the odd thoughts rising because of Christine away. “So, do I go until I hit all four, or do I get a certain number of attempts?”

“Until you hit all four,” Avery said, remaining where she stood outside the court by the net’s pole. Only Angela and Yvette remained on the other side, settling in behind the court’s end line where they could stop the balls after they hit their targets.

So I can’t just miss a bunch in a row and be done, Jason thought wistfully. Based on the knowing expression on Avery’s face, she’d anticipated he might do such a thing and had set the rules to account for any willful misses on his part.

He started with the bottle she’d sat just a couple of feet ahead of the end line. It sat almost directly in front of him, and it should be an easy enough hit. A freebie, more or less.

Tossing the ball high into the air, he entered his three-step approach and leaped into the air. Another booming crack filled the gymnasium—a moment after, the sound of an impact. A moment after that, the sound of a reusable plastic bottle clacking across the gymnasium floor.

“Next ball,” he said, looking toward the trio by the cart.

Catching it, he backed up and repeated the exact same set of motions. The bottle she’d placed almost directly in the center of the backcourt scattered through the air like its sibling had when the ball he served slammed into it.

“Number three.”

For a third time, he let a ball soar, then chased after it into the sky. This one barely nicked the bottle sitting about a foot behind the attack line, the line separating the front and back rows. Still, empty of any water in its belly, even a nick proved enough to send it rolling on its side.

“And the last,” Jason said, catching the final ball tossed his way without even looking.

He sighted the final standing bottle. She’d put it on the leftmost sideline, almost right at the very back. From where most people served, this put the bottle as far from him as possible. Now, he could have just sidled over to the left side of his end line and trivialized things, basically turning this final challenge into a repeat of the first. But where was the fun in that?

Well, nowhere. There wasn’t any fun in any of this. Still, a shard of competitiveness in him warned him from repositioning himself. He hadn’t glanced Avery’s way yet, remaining focused on his task like a good dancing pony. But after he nailed this fourth serve, he’d have a drink of whatever glowering frown plopped itself onto the youngest member of Angela’s team.

The ball went up. He went after it. It raced across the court, and Jason’s feet just touched the ground before it landed.

Fuck.

The ball bounced into Yvette’s waiting arms some ten feet from the end line. The bottle remained standing. He’d given it a buzz cut, but a near miss was still a miss.

“Another,” he growled, looking for another ball. It found his hands, and he was too annoyed with himself to miss Clara and Samantha’s shared look – or Christine’s slight smile.

Repeating his process for the twenty-fifth time today, he tossed too far ahead of him this time. His third step went longer than he’d have liked, and his timing faltered. When he struck this ball, he knew before it even got there that it’d veer off course. It landed almost a foot outside the court.

Jason clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth and called for another ball while glaring at the hateful bottle still standing. Strangely, it didn’t find its way to him as it should have.

“Ball,” he said, looking toward Clara, Samantha, and Christine.

“You’re looking a bit tense there, Jason,” Samantha said, picking up a ball from the cart but not tossing it his way right away.

“Yeah, have a breath,” Clara said, watching him with a trace of concern.

Bizarrely, Christine remained silent, though her unblinking stare nettled him more than if she’d made some teasing remark.

“The ball,” he said again.

Samantha did toss it over this time, the attractive woman glancing at her taller, bustier companion. Clara simply shrugged. And Christine remained silently watching.

Jason shoved thoughts of them away as he resighted the last standing bottle. Exhaling through his teeth, he took his third shot at felling the nuisance in the way of him being done with all of this.

Everything went smoothly. The toss, the approach, the leap, the swing. The ball zoomed over the net and slammed into the ground less than an inch from the bottle. Its forward momentum sent the bottle scattering across the floor. Which was not the same as hitting the bottle in the air.

Give me a fucking break! Jason gritted his teeth, then looked toward Avery, intending for her to set the bottle back up so he could take a fourth annoying attempt. Yet, before he could utter a word, a feminine voice called out to them.

“It hit, just barely.” Angela’s voice. Everyone looked her way.

“Didn’t look like it from back here,” Christine said.

“It did.” Angela glanced at Yvette. “Right?”

The dark-haired beauty glanced at him, then at Angela, and finally toward Avery. “Yep. Just edged it when it hit the ground.”

All eyes turned toward Avery. Jason and the three women near him could neither confirm nor deny what Angela, and now Yvette, claimed to be true. From their angle, they’d have lost the bottle behind the ball’s landing—though Jason was almost certain that it’d only hit the bottle after bouncing. From her angle, Avery might have seen differently.

Avery looked at him, but her thoughts remained inscrutable. After a lengthy pause, she nodded. “Yeah, it barely hit the bottle before its bounce. That’s all four. You’re free.”

Words that relinquished his need to remain on the court any longer. The nuisance ended. He should have been thrilled.

So, why did he walk off feeling so pissed off?


Chapter Three

On the Moon

As the women made their way into the showers, Jason tried and failed to wipe a permanent scowl off his face. They’d helped clean up the gym before heading off, leaving him with little to do but wait and relive his blunders. Which infuriated him almost as much as the mistakes themselves.

Why. Did. He. Care?

So what if he’d missed three serves in a row? So what if Angela had lied on his behalf? And so what if Yvette and Avery, for some bizarre reason, had gone along with it? He should just accept the handout and be done with it. It was simple as that.

Without realizing it, he found his knee rising as he tapped his foot repeatedly. A tic of his he’d used to exhibit before games. Glaring at his own body, he pounded his knee with the underside of his fist. He shut his eyes tight and willed away the frustrating thoughts bubbling up to the surface, only for a voice to wash over him, cool and calm.

“Are you trapped on the moon, Jason?”

His eyes snapped open, and he swiveled toward the owner of the accented voice just as she sat down beside him. Wearing nothing but black lacy underwear after her shower, Jason’s jaw dropped as the eternally sexy Yvette joined him on the bench. Hair still wet, her dark eyes examined him inscrutably as she waited for his answer.

“On the… moon?” he managed to say once his faculties returned.

“A French idiom. Être dans la lune—to be in the moon. It means to be lost in thought, paying no attention to things around you.”

“Oh. Then, uh, yeah. Pretty accurate.” Jason struggled to keep their eyes locked, knowing if he relented for even a second, he’d lecherously roam his gaze across her busty, curvaceous body. He imagined she wouldn’t invite him to do it quite how Christine seemed to do.

“Are you annoyed with Avery?”

Jason took a deep breath. “No. Not really. It’s more that I’m annoyed that… I’m annoyed. Does that make any sense?”

A small smile appeared on the exotic beauty’s pristine features. “Not particularly.”

“Right. Yeah, sorry.”

“You could try and explain. I’m happy to listen.”

You are?

Jason stared at the gorgeous woman, more than a bit confused by this sudden interest in him and his personal baggage. Based on how little they’d interacted before this, she was the last one he’d anticipated coming out to check on him.

“Uh, it’s just that….” He trailed off, unsure how to word it without dumping paragraphs of history on her.

“Did you not enjoy it? Any of it?”

“Getting my arm twisted into putting on a show? No, not really.”

“It was a light twisting, at most.”

Suddenly, Yvette turned her knees toward him, and one bumped against his leg. Jason finally couldn’t resist. His eyes dropped down her voluptuous body, drinking in what her skimpy lingerie didn’t hide from him. Toned in all the right places, not so busty as Angela or Christine, but with plenty to brag about, Yvette owned a body anyone’s tongue would wag over. And with a butt as round and captivating as any he’d ever witnessed. It was only a shame she was sitting down.

After a few moments of gawking, he ripped his eyes back up to her, blushing and knowing full well she’d seen the trail his eyes had poured across her scantily clad body. He expected to find a sharp glare waiting for him. Instead, Yvette’s expression remained as neutral as usual. Silent, she seemed to be waiting for his response. Had she not minded the pitstop he’d made in leering at her?

“I guess,” he said. “So long as it doesn’t get rubbed raw with more twists.”

Yvette’s eyebrows arched up at his inelegant choice of words, which Jason only realized a few seconds later. Crimson as a stop sign, he almost facepalmed.

“That was not how I meant that.”

“No, but it was an entertaining slip-up,” Yvette said, lips curling slightly at his continued embarrassment.

“I guess I’m off my game today,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “Be it volleyball or just talking.”

“That was an off-game for you? Your spikes were powerful and rather accurate—until the last one. Personally, I was rather impressed.”

His blush found a different angle to sucker punch him from. “Uh, thanks.”

“Just be careful you don’t repeat words like that in front of Avery. Or she will find a way to make you try again.”

“Duly noted.”

“But you truly didn’t like any of it?” Yvette pressed, her alluring eyes drilling into him. “Not even having everyone’s eyes on you, watching you shine?”

Ba-dump. Ba-dump. Captured by Yvette’s unfamiliar interest in his thoughts about his earlier challenge, Jason felt his heartbeat thud loudly against his chest. A strange heat gathered at his fingertips, which he bunched into fists on his thighs. Why had Yvette come out here without fully dressing beforehand? And why hadn’t he thought of that question until now?

“It wasn’t… so bad. Until I missed three in a row.”

Yvette smiled meaningfully. “You hit that third one. Angela, Avery, and I all saw it.”

“I know I didn’t hit it,” Jason said adamantly. “And you do too.”

“Perhaps.” Yvette leaned in a bit closer, and where their knees touched, heat scorched Jason. “If I was lying, should I tell everyone? We could set you up on the line again and let you try some more. I wouldn’t mind observing your technique a few more times.”

Jason fought back a dry shiver, uncertainty about the possible innuendo in her words speeding up his heartbeat. “I’m sure it wasn’t all that; I quit almost a year ago. I’m super rusty and out of practice.”

“It happens to the best of us. I'm available if you need someone to practice with, someone who wouldn’t growl and glare the whole time as Avery would.”

He almost didn’t hear the stress she put on that final word, entirely due to the fact that one of her slender hands sat itself down on his thigh. As his gaze tracked down to her hand, devoid of any wedding ring this past month, where it settled on his leg, a new phenomenon not far from their contact tented his shorts upward. He knew Yvette noticed it, too.

“If we… did practice together, what would you want us to work on?” Jason asked cautiously, still half-certain this was too good to be true—that his mind had run away with a simple gesture and stretched a ball of yarn into a bridge of steel.

Yvette leaned in closer, scooting her amazing butt right next to his hip. Her eyes sparked with dangerous, forbidden promises, and Jason’s breath vanished within his lungs. He resisted an urge to shudder as her hand moved slightly further up his thigh. Her following words tickled the side of his neck as she brought her mouth practically to his skin.

“Things that would keep us limber. Things that would leave us breathless. Things that would make some others very, very envious.”

Jason’s blood burned hotter than a pan on a stove. His gaze hungrily glanced downward across the dark-haired beauty’s curvaceous form. In only his dreams had he ever imagined the fullness of her butt within his grasp. Now, unless he was wildly warping reality, it didn’t seem like such an impossible fantasy.

“That’s still a little vague,” he whispered huskily. “Could I have a little sampler so I can understand a bit better?”

Yvette’s hand moved from his thigh, and a moment of electric panic sizzled through him. Panic that he’d overstepped, said the wrong thing. Only for it to immediately disintegrate back into a balmy lust as she lifted his hand in hers and brought his warm palm to her throat. If there’d been any doubt before, it ended now.

“How much more on the nose should I make it?” she cooed.

“A little more might help,” he said, thunderous blood roaring in his eardrums.

“Hmm. Greedy boy.”

“I know.”

Yvette’s smile remained as she tugged his hand lower, over her collarbone, and then onto the upper beginnings of her luscious breasts. His skin tingled as it contacted their forbidden fullness, and it took all his self-control not to shove his hand beneath her bra.

“Is this more to your preference?” Yvette asked, breath ever so slightly picking up, responding to the heat flush in his hand.

“It’s definitely helping me forget my frustration from earlier.”

“Good. Because this should be enjoyable. That’s the goal.”

Jason nodded, mouth dry and sure she could see exactly how much he was enjoying things. He wanted to ask too many questions, though he didn’t want to spoil the mood. He wasn’t so dense not to notice the chain of events that had led to this glorious event.

A month ago, her wedding ring had come off. Now, she had a much younger man’s hand all over her bust. Jason knew nothing but delight in being that younger man.

“Is there anything more you’d like for this sampler?” Yvette asked, a mirthful tilt of her head drawing his eyes to her slender neck.

A perfect place for him to put his mouth. “Hold still, and I’ll show you.”

As he moved his mouth toward her neck, movement on his right caught his attention. Movement far closer than just exiting the locker room. A woman in much the same style of dress as Yvette raised an eyebrow at the salacious pair she’d snuck up on, planting her hands on her hips. Yvette noticed her too, and a frown appeared on her full lips.

“Are we doing things we shouldn’t be doing out here?” Christine asked, arching an eyebrow at their nearness to one another. Jason flushed with heat under her gentle admonishment, though he didn’t pull himself entirely away from the beautiful woman next to him.

“Consenting adults may do whatever they like,” Yvette said, sounding brittle.

“Even ones that are still married?”

“Wait, what?” Jason looked between the two scantily clad women, wishing he could spend more time enjoying the fullness of Christine’s bust and creamy skin. Still, now that she’d appeared, it probably wasn’t long before the rest of the women filtered out too.

“You should get dressed and head out, Yvette,” Christine said, smiling patiently in the face of the other woman’s scorn. “We can chat later.”

Jason recognized a power struggle when he saw one. The air crackled between them, Christine’s patient but authoritative stare opposing Yvette’s sharp, upstart glare. So, it seemed that Christine was the current throne sitter in whatever this was—which Jason planned to figure out, no matter which of them bowed out here.

“Fine,” Yvette said. She stood, which finally separated their bodies. Her eyes locked onto Jason. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Yeah,” he said, nodding. “Soon.”

Giving him a brisk nod, then glaring a bit longer at the interloper who’d halted their fun, she sauntered with obvious designs to glue his eyes to her ridiculously perfect backside as she made for the locker room. And Jason absorbed it all, right until a busty setter sidled in front of his line of sight and folded her arms beneath her breasts.

“Weren’t you supposed to be stewing in your frustration right about now?”

Jason’s eyes flicked upward to her bright blue eyes. “Yvette helped me shake out of it.”

“Was she planning to help with that, too?” Christine asked, nodding toward his tented erection beneath his shorts.

“I don’t know. Someone interrupted us before it got that far.”

Christine rolled her eyes, but a sliver of a smile turned up one corner of her mouth. “You’re fortunate I did.”

“I am?” He didn’t even try and keep the incredulity from tainting his words.

“You are,” Christine said, bending forward so that the massive slopes of her breasts crowded his vision. “I might not be a horticulturist, so this might not stand up to scrutiny, but if you pluck a grape off the vine before the rest of them are ripe, you’ll lose out on all the others.”

“Yeah, I don’t think that’s how it works for grapes.” Still, he understood the implication, or at least he thought he did. “So, how does this work, then? Am I just waiting for your word?”

“You’d be wise to do so,” she said. “And reap the rewards once harvest comes.”

Apparently, the gardening analogies weren’t soon to end. Jason folded his arms. “Can you be a little less vague?”

“And deprive me of my fun? I’ve gone to a lot of trouble getting things underway these past few months, Jason. You’d be thanking me if you knew just how much.”

“You could tell me what you’ve been up to, and maybe I will.”

Christine smiled and shook her head. “Be. Patient. And give yours truly some trust. It’ll pay off far more than getting a little neck action from Yvette in a dirty gymnasium.”

Jason repeated a question he’d asked earlier. “Do I get a sampler?”

Christine pulled her mouth to one side. A slight silence followed, and he thought she’d deny him. Eventually, Christine’s eyes fell on his shorts.

“Okay. Have your phone?”

“…Yeah.”

“Then hurry and snap a picture.”

And then she slid the straps of her bra down her arms and maneuvered her massive breasts out from behind its coverage. The most perfect set of breasts, enormous, firm, and gravity-defying, appeared before his face. The cogs within Jason’s mind ceased their turning.

“With some haste now, Jason,” Christine said, smiling softly at his stupefied response.

He immediately shoved his hand into his pocket, where it fumbled to get his phone out. Yanking it free, nearly dropping it onto the ground, which would have literally shattered his heart alongside the glass, he pulled up his phone app and snapped as many pictures as she allowed him.

“That enough?” Christine whispered once he’d hit double digits.

A sudden confidence bubbled within him, and it dared him toward a dangerous ploy. “Wait one more second.”

As the gorgeous woman arched an eyebrow, Jason stowed his phone away, stood up, and climbed over the bench’s back. As Christine’s eyes widened, he dropped his mouth forward and tasted one of her hardened nipples between his teeth and against his tongue. He grinned as Christine inhaled with surprise but also because he noticed a slight shiver course through her divine body.

“Okay,” he said, withdrawing his mouth after a few seconds of tasting her. “That’s enough of a sampler. For today.”

“It better be,” she growled playfully as she put her bra back up. “And you better be my ally from now on. Now, get your phone out and add my number to it. Be quick about!”

Jason obeyed happily. Once he’d added her digits to his number, she prodded him on the chest with her forefinger, then returned to the locker room. And this time, nothing got in the way of him watching the entire journey.


Chapter Four

Propositioned

On the car ride home with Angela, Jason’s head swam with the intoxicating realizations of the previous half-hour. Like a cartoon character staring at the tweeting birds circling his head after a catastrophic injury, he couldn’t decide which to examine first.

Yvette Allard had been about to offer him a hook-up. The exotic French beauty, dark eyes, dark hair, sensual lips, and with a butt that not even the greatest sculptor would think they could outdo. That alone was enough to light the fire within the lighthouse of his fantasies for years to come. If it’d just stopped there, he’d have known nothing but excitement and contentment.

But it hadn’t. Upping the ante manifold, Christine had gotten involved—and apparently had been involved for much longer than he’d realized. He still needed to figure out precisely what she meant when she claimed to have been working on things for the past few months. And why?

The intimation was there, however. That more than just Yvette, more than just Christine and Yvette, had their eyes on him. He would have imagined it was impossible an hour ago, yet he hadn’t nearly gotten intimate with Yvette and loaded his phone full of Christine’s naked breasts back then. Now, with a strange but thrilling group of possibilities lingering in the fog right ahead of him, he could more than imagine wildly enticing fantasies as potentially available to him.

His eyes danced to his left, at the driver tapping her fingers on the steering wheel while they waited at a stoplight. Surely not. Of all the women forbidden to him, Angela undoubtedly ranked at the top. He’d known her for years, thanks to the connection they shared through his mom. Her best friend, her only son. Jason’s heart started to race, and he swallowed dryly.

They’d driven in silence for the first five minutes of the drive, following Angela apologizing to him over Avery’s ambush. He would have never considered her culpable for this, and he knew she’d never have played a part in its happening, so he’d waved away her apology as entirely unnecessary. He couldn’t ever see her yearning for her best friend’s son either. Still….

“When’s the next practice?” he asked, glancing toward her. His eyes roamed across the tightfitting green blouse she’d thrown on after her shower, which matched her seafoam eyes.

A look of sheer relief pointed his way, and Jason realized that Angela had been holding onto an iron bar of trepidation the entire time. Her gaze returned to the road as the light finally flipped to green, but he watched her glance his way three or four times in quick succession.

“It’s in just a few days. You still want to come?”

Jason licked his lips. He couldn’t see a world where Angela was a part of whatever was happening with Christine, Yvette, and whoever else it was on that “vine” their setter had alluded to. Of course, he hadn’t ever thought to see a world where Christine or Yvette would ever give him so much as a second look. And now he had a picture of the former’s tits on his phone. Maybe a cautious nudge might be for the best. After all, what if Angela did have some interest in him? Inside his chest, his heart skipped a beat.

“Yeah, I still do. Do you still want me to come?”

“Of course,” Angela said, smiling warmly at him. “And I’ll make sure nothing like today ever happens again.”

“I appreciate it, but I know you didn’t have a part in it, Angela. Really. Is it just Avery that was after it, though? It felt like Christine might have had a hand in how it happened.”

Angela blew air through her lips. “Christine always has her hand in things; it’s her one constant. If she were in the backseat of this car right now, she’d probably be reaching for the wheel.”

“Oof. Sounds like you two still don’t see eye to eye.”

“It’s okay on the court. She’s a very talented setter, and her personality supports her abilities there. It’s just off it that I get a little… aggravated with some of her antics.”

“Is there nothing you all agree on off the court?”

“Not so far as I’ve discovered. We’re oil and water, as far as I can tell.”

“That’s a shame. It’d be nice if there were at least one thing you could get on the same side about.”

Angela glanced his way, an enquiring expression knitting her brow together. It confirmed that his mom’s best friend was not part of… whatever it was that Christine and Yvette were a part of. The tinge of disappointment in his chest confirmed thoughts Jason had long known but mostly shoved deep down within himself. For the remainder of the ride home, he occasionally glanced at Angela—and imagined the impossible.

After she’d dropped him off, he waved as she headed out. And then he checked his phone for a text he’d heard come in about ten minutes before. From a number he’d only just acquired a little bit ago. His first text to her, of course, had been the best of the lot from the slew of pictures he’d taken of her bared breasts.

I’ve got the nicest tits on the planet, I know. Want to come over and bump some balls?

Is that just a euphemism, or…?

Fortunately, she didn’t make him wait ten minutes like he had.

Come over and find out.


Chapter Five

Mastermind

Jason had nabbed his keys and pulled out of his driveway within a minute, even before he’d remembered that he didn’t know her address. Christine quickly provided it once he sent a text requesting it. Once he saw the address and put it into his phone, he realized he should have known which neighborhood he’d find her home in.

Hollow Hill scoffed at the idea of anything less than a chief executive thinking they could ever afford a home within its hallowed community. Jason was by no means sitting at the median line; his mother’s lucrative career, even with her playing days behind her, had seen to that. Yet, even still, the opulent, expansive mansions within Hollow Hill measured a tier higher than even his home.

He found Christine’s mansion sitting near the top of the aforementioned namesake of the community. The gargantuan thing could have eaten two of his houses for breakfast.

After shooting Christine a text that he’d arrived at her gate, it receded out of his way just a minute later. Driving in and parking himself next to her Porsche, he jogged up her steps and gave her doorbell a ring. Only thirty seconds later, she stole his breath away.

She wore a grey dress that looked like a fashion designer’s attempt at making a cavewoman’s rags appear as sexy as possible. It was all disassociated straps and bands, all wrapped tightly around her hourglass curves and gravity-defying breasts – and with plenty of gaps for him to drink in her creamy skin, be it at her bust, her smooth stomach, or one long leg with nothing covering it. She’d done up her hair and used the perfect amount of makeup – which he figured was to be expected given her career path – needed to force his eyes to make hard decisions about which part of her perfection he wanted to look at.

Christine grinned at his wide-eyed trance as she stood in her doorway. “Even with heels on, you’re still taller.”

“Comes with the territory,” he managed to mumble, still struggling to regain his senses.

“Yes, it certainly does,” she purred while looking him over, and Jason’s heart nearly leaped into his throat.

“Come on in. And then straight out back.” She laughed. “I promised some ball bumping, did I not?”

He nodded dumbly and followed her as she turned and walked through her home. With a more extended gait, he caught up in short order, and his hands, possessing a mind of their own, couldn’t stop themselves from sinking into her deliciously round butt.

“Now, now,” she chuckled, glancing over her shoulder, spearing him with those azure eyes. “You must keep your hands to yourself until I say otherwise. Don’t forget that I’m the commander, and you’re my favorite soldier. Obey your orders, Jason.”

“I thought you were a gardener,” he said, running his hands around her waist and pulling her to a stop. “Now, you’re a military commander?”

“I like some variety in my analogies,” she murmured huskily. She didn’t pull away from him, even allowing him to grind her fantastic butt against his painfully engorged erection, but only for a moment. After that, she patted him on his wrist. “Jason. Listen to me.”

The sternness beneath the playful flirtation proved enough for him to exit his heady trance. He released Christine, which earned him an approving look.

“I appreciate a man who can listen,” she said. “And who can be patient.”

“I don’t know if I can go much longer today,” he said honestly. “I’m starting to ache in a place I don’t like to ache.”

“Yvette’s fault, more than mine, I think,” Christine noted. She smiled. “But don’t fret; I won’t let you leave here unattended. Not if you listen and play along tonight. Okay?”

Jason nodded. “Okay.”

“Good. Now follow me, soldier!”

She had a volleyball court in her backyard. Because, of course, she had a volleyball court in her backyard. The court had a permanent net cutting it in two, with all the correct markers and lines marking its clay. For a volleyball junkie, this would have been their wonderland. Jason felt a rather different set of emotions, which roiled about as he tried not to think about them. Reaffixing his eyes to the gorgeous woman beside him served as a viable distraction.

“Did you really call me over to play volleyball with you?” he asked, dubious for multiple reasons—her heels and dress highest among them.

“You’ll see. So. Be. Patient.” She bopped him on the nose with a finger, which caused him to furrow his brow at her.

“Christine….”

She sighed and waved him to follow her to a nearby table, where she placed her phone down. Yet, instead of pulling out a chair and taking a seat, she bent over and opened a basket next to it. Busy admiring how her tight-fitting dress strained against her round butt, he didn’t see the volleyball she’d pulled out of it until it landed against his chest. Instinct caught it for him before it landed on the ground.

“How do you feel about game nights? I grew up experiencing them every Saturday night, so I’ve a fondness for them.”

“I don’t have any thoughts about them. I never had any.”

“Really? Why not?”

“Time spent leisurely could be better spent focusing on self-improvement,” he said, quoting the exact spiel he’d heard day in and day out growing up.

“That’s no fun,” Christine said, frowning.

“Fun was never the point,” he said, another common line he’d heard.

“Well, it is tonight. And every other night you come over. How’s that sound?”

“Depends on the kind of fun you had in mind,” Jason said, a thin smile curving one corner of his mouth.

“I’m sure you'll appreciate some of the kinds I’m considering.” She nodded toward him. “We’re in the party games phase, currently. Until our other guest arrives.”

That raised his eyebrows. “Who else is coming over?”

“You’ll see, eventually. But don’t think about her right now. I’d rather you be thinking about me.”

“I can do that,” he said, though a significant portion of his mind remained fixated on who this mystery guest of hers would be. Yvette?

Christine smiled and waved him onto the court with her. “Even though I know you hated every second of it, I did find myself enjoying the spectacle you put on earlier. So, forgive me, but I had plenty of ideas sprouting up—and there’s your gardening analogy again—afterward. But I’ll add something I figure will make touching that volleyball a bit more palatable. Rewards.”

From how she said it, there was little doubt of the variety of rewards the stunningly beautiful setter had in mind. Which brought two questions to his mind. He vacillated slightly on asking the second of them, but he decided he needed to know.

“So, what’s the deal with all this? Like, why me? And what are you planning, gardener-slash-general?”

Christine’s eyes flashed amusedly at his consternation. “I promise to tell you, but not yet.”

“When?”

“By my best guess, before the summer is up.” She nodded to herself. “Yeah, by the end of summer. Assuming my good soldier follows orders and completes all his tasks.”

Jason rolled his eyes, but a smile still cracked through. “Depends on what the orders are.”

“Just games tonight, so you don’t need to fret.” Her eyes burned blue and mischievous. “Though, you might fret if your skills are too rusty.”

He snorted. “Try me. Second question: what rewards?”

She grinned at him. “I’m glad you asked. I’m sure a player of your caliber can bump a ball repeatedly or serve to specific spots on a court. Am I correct?”

“Didn’t I just do the second of those a few hours ago?”

A teasing glint appeared in her eyes. “Did you?”

Jason grumbled at the ambush he’d willingly walked into. “So, you don’t think I hit the bottle either.” It wasn’t a question.

“I think Angela is very generous and considerate of your past trauma, and Yvette was hoping to get on your good side—for reasons you now know.”

“It’s a bit much to call it trauma,” he muttered before a realization cocked his head to the side. “And Avery? Why don’t you think she called me on my miss?”

“Who can say?” Christine said, doing so in a manner that clearly intimated she knew why. “But anyway, those are the—types of party games we’ll play here tonight—and maybe on your future visits.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about trotting myself out like a party clown, even for you,” he said.

“That’s a dour way of looking at things.”

“Comes with the territory,” he repeated with a shrug.

“Well, let me see if I can’t change your outlook on things by night’s end. I’ll have you know; I’m very determined.”

Jason ran his eyes along the voluptuous woman standing in front of him. “I’m… open to see how it goes tonight. That’s as far as I’ll commit.”

She flashed him a pearly white smile, then nodded toward the ball. “We’ll give you an easy one to start with.” He followed her toward the net. “Net bumps. Know the drill?”

“Solo?”

“Do I look ready to be your practice partner?” she asked mirthfully.

He shrugged. “Yeah, I know it. I start near the net, turned sideways toward it, then bump the ball over the net, then sprint under it, then bump it back over. Rinse, repeat. I’ve done it plenty.”

“Think you could do it consecutively twenty-five times?”

He narrowed his gaze. “Is this a thinly veiled attempt to get me back into playing shape?”

“No, I don’t care if you play volleyball or not. That’s your business, ultimately. Now, do you think you can do it?”

“If I’m motivated enough to want to.”

“Then allow me,” she said. Her hands streamed down her curvaceous body slowly, drawing his gaze to follow her hands on their tantalizing journey. “See all these parts to this stupidly expensive dress?”

“I definitely do.”

“You can select one of these pieces to take off me each time you win one of my games. And if you get all of them off before our late arrival shows up, then you’ll get an extra special reward from me tonight.”

Jason quickly counted the disjointed sections of her grey dress. She’d a thin band traveling around her throat, a larger one that surrounded her breasts and sent up fabric to loop around her collarbone for further support of her bust, another length that covered some of her stomach, and then the material actually presented itself like a dress from her waist down, though with a slit that began at her hip and revealed the entirety of her toned right leg at all times.

So four games. That wouldn’t be too bad, especially if they were simple drills like the one they were starting with. He could put up with that much, he imagined.

“I get to take them off you myself,” he said.

She smiled. “Of course. So long as you don’t spend too much time enjoying the undressing process.”

“No promises.”

Christine’s smile didn’t diminish. “It’s a risk I’m willing to take.” She nodded toward her phone. “I’ll be getting a call when our latecomer arrives. So, time’s wasting.”

Jason grunted and stepped onto the court. He bounced the ball and looked over his shoulder at Christine. The conniving, gorgeous woman fluttered her fingers at him.

He put his back to her as he set himself up in the middle of the court, just three sidesteps to the right of the net. Spinning the ball in his palm, he tossed it into the air, then lowered his body into a receiving stance and formed his platform with his arms. He lifted himself at the waist to receive and bump the ball into the air over the net with the flat undersides of his forearms.

It soared over the net as he sprinted under it, reset his stance, reformed his platform, and said hello to the ball for the second time.

Only twenty-four more hellos to go, he thought. He rushed back to his initial side of the court and repeated the process.

By the time he hit around fifteen, nine months spent loitering in his own personal doldrums had started catching up with him. Laborious breaths hissed between his teeth as he ducked and sprinted beneath the net, barely getting his platform set to bump the ball back over the net. Without even looking, needing all his focus to keep the drill going, he knew a maverick grin teased his backside from a few paces beyond the court’s edge.

He still hit twenty-five; he’d have never let himself live it down if he hadn’t. Chugging oxygen into his lungs as he bumped the ball for the final time over the net, rushed after it, then caught rather than sent it flying back into the air, humiliation coursed bright crimson across his face. Especially when he shoved his head toward the clouds to suck more air into his lungs.

“I started to worry about you there at the end,” a teasing voice called out.

Jason spent ten more seconds filling his lungs with oxygen before he dropped the ball on the court, planted his fists on his hips, and turned toward Christine. “Oh, shut up.”

She grinned and waved him toward her. “Now, I don’t know about Yvette, but I value stamina quite highly.”

Jason grunted and approached her. The scantily clad beauty smiled up at him as he crowded her front. Even though his heart still pounded, and fatigue seeped through him like tar, he couldn’t wait to claim his prize.

Even with her heels bringing her almost to six feet, he still had several inches on her. As he crowded her personal space, he gazed lustfully upon her. His fingertips gathered at her hips softly.

“Do you know which piece you’ll be taking off first?”

He knew which one he wanted to rip off her first. Yet, his instincts warned him off the idea, prompted patience. If Christine liked her games, he would play along a while longer.

As his fingertips found her curvaceous hips, where no fabric covered her smooth skin, her eyes dilated slightly, and then she smiled.

“Up or down, which one?”

He looked down her body. Either her skirt or the band traveling over her stomach and navel. He oscillated his warm fingertips over her creamy skin, enticed by her slightly parted lips. Try as she might to conceal it from him, her body reacted to his touch. That fact swelled more than just Jason’s confidence.

Finally, after making her wait nearly twenty seconds, he answered her question with the direction his hands shifted. He stepped in close, bumping their chests together, bringing their mouths within inches of one another, and wrapped his arms around the small of her back. Finding the hook keeping the band covering her stomach in place, he slowly undid it, enjoying every moment their hearts pounded in unison.

As soon it was unhooked, he tossed it to the ground. Christine wrinkled her nose at him. “I think I mentioned that this dress is terribly expensive.”

“I’d forgotten,” he said, a bald-faced lie. Before she could chide him further, he ran a brazen hand along her hourglass hips and took her butt back into his hand. As she gasped slightly, the heat of her exhale warm on his lips, he added his other hand to her shoulder blades and kept her pressed against him.

“Did you also forget the other thing I said?”

“Remind me,” he whispered, leaning forward so close that their lips traced against one another’s.

She arched into him but kept her lips from fully accepting his eager kiss. As he groped her round butt and felt her breasts push into his chest, her eyes sparkled longingly. One of her hands snuck its way to his shorts and found his arousal.

“Be. Good.” She moved her mouth and threw a kiss onto his cheek, then pulled away.

He growled like a carnivore, frustrated to see its prey escape, which caused Christine to laugh.

“You’re in such a rush. A meal tastes better if you admire it for a little first.”

“I’ve been admiring you for months,” he grunted. “I want a taste.”

The gorgeous woman sighed and shook her head. “The impatience of youth. Very well. We’ll make this next challenge a two-for, so you can speed things along if you succeed. But I’m ramping up the difficulty because of that.”

“What is this one?” he asked quickly before she could pull back her offering.

Christine flashed a marvelous smile at him. “A setting drill. I’m curious if you have any finesse. Most of you spikers don’t.”

Jason chewed down on a smile before it gave away the fact that he’d plenty of practice setting. “Bring it on.”

“I’ll stand somewhere on the court, and you’ll set it to me. You get one look, and then you close your eyes. Ten in a row, and you’ll get your prize. And they must be good sets. I’ll be examining your form closely.”

“All right. Let’s do this.”

Halfway through, Christine wore a lighthearted frown on her face. “Okay, fine. I guess mommy dearest put some setter skills into you, too.”

Jason didn’t like hearing his mom earn any credit, but it was true enough. Even though she’d determined his destiny as an opposite hitter pretty much from his toddler years, she’d still ensured he knew how to play every role on the court. Which included the conductor’s position on the court, and one Christine had obvious pride in herself for playing.

“Want to stop here, come on over so I can strip you?”

She stuck her tongue out at him. “You’re doing all ten, mister.”

And he did. As the last set arched behind his back, where he knew it’d land in Christine’s arms, he smiled. A moment later, a volleyball tagged him on the butt.

“Don’t be a sore loser,” Jason said, opening his eyes and glancing over his shoulder.

His teasing earned him a middle finger, but Christine followed it right into his waiting hands. She sucked in a tight breath as he ran his hands over her throat, playing with the band around it.

“Your skin’s so soft,” Jason said, taking his sweet, sweet time before he undid its hook and tossed it – again earning a glare from her – onto the ground.

“Moisturizer is my friend,” Christine whispered, lifting her chin as he returned his hands to her slender throat. He watched in her brilliantly blue eyes as lust and restraint vied for control. Knowing which one he wanted to see win the battle, he ran his hands down to the fabric at the base of her neck, which made room for his mouth to burn the rest of her neck with hot kisses.

She sighed pleasurably, this time not chiding him for his extra fun. If she had any intention of halting his advancements, that was a mistake. He roamed his warm mouth over her smooth skin and sent his hands to find whatever was holding up her top. Finding the hook holding it together, he swiftly undid it, though her top didn’t fall away as he’d hoped.

“There’s another set of three hooks on my back,” Christine breathed airily. “It keeps everything nice and tight around my bust.”

“Noted,” Jason whispered against her neck, running his hands down her back in search of this final nuisance in the way of him earning a second look at her naked breasts. Impatiently undoing each hook, the back finally opened. A stern command stopped him from removing it from its wearer.

“Don’t you dare throw that part on the ground.”

“Fine, fine.” Jason pulled back and took her top with him. As her gorgeous breasts filled his sight once more, he promised he wasn’t done with her just yet. He picked up both other pieces of her dress he’d already removed and carried them over to the table her phone sat on. When he turned around, he found her right next to him.

“That’s better.”

Yeah, it is.

He wrapped her in his arms and took one of her nipples into his mouth. A wholly fabricated shock appeared as a gasp on Christine’s tongue. She’d known what was coming, or she would have kept him from ever getting within arm’s length of her.

“You’re so bad,” she murmured, even as her body betrayed her admonishment by leaning into him. “I told you not to get too frisky.”

Jason bit softly on her nipple and pulled, and Christine responded exactly as he’d expected. Exactly how someone with extra sensitive nipples would. He could have filed that knowledge away for later use, but why not utilize it now? Taking one of the hands wrapped around her hip and palming her unattended breast, the gorgeous woman shivered.

“Jason, I think that’s enough—”

He pinched her nipple with his fingers and flicked his tongue over the other. Christine’s words fell down the waterfall, shoved from its perch by a sharp hiss of pleasure that Jason greedily memorized. Ones he planned to hear more of soon. Right now, in fact.

“O-okay, Jason. That’s plenty, don’t you think?”

He took his mouth from her breast, though his hand remained at work. Looking up, he found the earlier conflict within her eyes drastically shifting toward lust’s victory. He smiled at her.

“No, not even close.”

When he put her nipple back in his mouth, he struck with everything he had. She’d had her fun teasing him for months. Now, it was his turn.

“You bad… boy,” Christine moaned. Her hands rushed into his hair, and instead of pulling him back, they pushed him harder on her huge breasts. Jason gave her exactly what she wanted, sucking, pinching, and drawing on her sensitive nipples while her moans speared the air louder and faster.

He started walking her backward, slow and careful, cognizant of her heels and the difficulty added by the distraction he assailed her breasts. She let him, and he brought her all the way to the table her phone and most of her dress’s pieces sat upon. Wrapped up in the pleasure pouring into her breasts, she didn’t even seem to notice her butt bumping against it, nor Jason’s obvious designs.

She became aware of them once his left hand, until a moment ago, busy feeling up every amazing inch of her ass, traced up her bared thigh. As it curled along her smooth skin toward her inner thigh, her eyes widened in understanding. He pinched extra hard on her nipple before she could speak, which elicited a gloriously sexy moan. By then, his fingers had crept up her legs and found her dripping wet sex.

“You bad girl,” Jason whispered, throwing her line back at her. He kept running his tongue around her nipple in small circles as he stared up at her.

“Shush, you,” she growled, though her legs parted slightly as he pushed two fingers over her opening. “You’d better make me forget about your insubordination, or it’s a court martial for you.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

He entered Christine’s tight sex with his two fingers, slowly but confidently guiding them into her slickness. Watching her body tense as pleasure slipped into her, a pleasure she hadn’t anticipated she’d let him grant her tonight by all accounts, caused an ear-to-ear grin to split his face. Noticing his giddiness, Christine wrinkled her nose at him again.

Pushing his fingers as deep into the quivering beauty as he could, he started slow. He wanted to enjoy every moan, every shiver, and every moment enjoying the realization that he was about to make Christine Miller cum until her knees shook. Until they gave out, even.

Her pants climbed louder as he fingered her, putting his mouth back to work on her breast. She was hot, slick, and tight, and her eyes roared with need within their azure depths. Qualified to meet her high hopes, he began a rhythm of quick, deep thrusts inside her, which resulted in her gasping and throwing a hand over her mouth to stifle her noisy ecstasy.

“Am I doing all right so far?” he asked teasingly, peppering successive kisses onto her breasts.

“You could, ungh, stand to be a little less smug about it.”

“I’m just meeting the quota you’re not fulfilling currently,” he said, rolling her nipple between his teeth.

“I’m going to get you for this,” she hissed, shoving her hand back into his hair and pushing him harder onto her breast.

Face smashed into one of Christine’s enormous breasts, he couldn’t reply. So, instead, he focused on giving her the first orgasm of many on the night. Pumping his fingers into her, exploring every sensitive spot he found within her tight walls, Christine struggled to keep standing—and Jason reveled in that fact. When he added his thumb to her clit, gently massaging it as he thrust deep inside of her, Christine’s stifled moans turned into rampant cries of passion that sang across her enormous backyard.

Her hands grasped for the edge of her table, hoping to find something to lean on. Her legs quaked; her entire body jerked. Tense as a strummed guitar chord, the stunning setter of Served Hot experienced her first orgasm, shouting it to the world as her shattered cry rent the air.

“Oh, fucking, fuck, fuckkk!”

Jason smiled viciously. “Now, you said something about me possibly lacking stamina, right? Let’s see who can last longer.”

By the time he’d given her a third orgasm, she could no longer stand. He caught her when her hands slipped from the table’s edge, promising a fall if he didn’t. It was the only mercy he granted her. He didn’t stop his motions deep inside her, even as his forearm tightened sorely from the past ten minutes of effort making her cum three times already.

It wasn’t enough. He wasn’t here to give Christine a good time but to inflict her with such ecstasy that she’d never forget it—or him. Whenever she thought of him, he wanted her hot with need as she remembered how much bliss he’d granted her. To that end, he ignored the cramping in his forearm and kept up his pace.

“Oh, God, again! Againnn!” Laid gently on her back by him moments ago, legs spread wide of her own volition, she came a fourth time.

“I can keep going,” Jason whispered, kissing her on the throat before returning to play with her breasts. “Should I?”

“Jason, I need a fucking break,” Christine panted, staring up at him in a haze. “And some water.”

Nodding, he slowly pulled his fingers out of her, removed his mouth from her breasts, and let the fatigue he’d been holding back wash over him. It still didn’t hold a candle to the lust booming within his bloodstream. Especially as he stared down at the disheveled woman sprawled out beneath him, her breasts rising with each quick breath she took.

“And then after, will you do me?” He guided her hand to his shorts, letting her feel the hard-on he’d carried for far too long today.

Christine’s bright blue eyes shone. “I told you I’d get you back, didn’t I?”

Elation flooded through him, and he grinned.

And then fate spat all over his hopes.

A chirping ringtone played from the table right beside them. Jason almost swore aloud. To further irritate him, Christine’s smile turned wicked, and some of the lust in her eyes faded before a mischievous glint.

“That’s what you get for playing around,” she cooed from her back. “You didn’t even finish the final game and earn that promised reward, either. Let that be a lesson.” She poked him in the chest.

He caught her finger in his grasp, then brought it to his lips. “I could just let the phone ring, make whoever’s out there wait while I get what I want.”

“That’d be a very rude thing to do to her… and to me.” Christine sat up, and Jason didn’t stop her.

“I’m literally going to die if I don’t get some relief here soon, Christine,” he grumbled.

Her eyes fell on the signs of his erection. “Then be a smart boy and get yourself some.” She waved for him to grab her phone for her.

Sighing, he obeyed, watching silently as she answered.

“Yep. I’ll get you buzzed in, so just hold out a little longer.” She glanced at him, a coy smile flitting across her lips. “Yeah, just be a little patient. I’m out back.”

The call ended. Sighing loudly, Jason helped them both stand. Christine prodded him with her finger again.

“I know all your blood’s headed south for the winter, but use. Your. Head. The right one. And that’s the only hint you’ll get from me for the remainder of tonight. Now, go and let our latecomer in. The button right next to my door opens the gate.”

“And you?”

“Obviously, I need to fix my attire, silly,” she said, collecting the three pieces he’d managed to get off her earlier. As she headed inside, hips swaying overtly, Jason cursed at the final piece he hadn’t managed to strip away.


Chapter Six

The Deal

Following Christine indoors, Jason resisted the urge to follow her as she headed up a flight of stairs to the second floor, presumably leading to her bedroom. She smiled at him and shooed him away as he lingered at its base. Sighing once more, he made for the front door, stopping in a bathroom to wash his hands and get some of the sweat gathered on his face off with a washcloth. And then, finding the button she’d mentioned, which was actually a red icon on a touchscreen, he tapped it.

It turned green, but otherwise, nothing happened. So, he opened the door and looked for the car coming toward him. Anticipating Yvette’s dark SUV, his head tilted confusedly when he saw a different one. Of all the cars he’d expected to see, the one he saw ranked near the bottom. Maybe the very bottom, excluding if he’d seen Angela’s.

Avery’s dark gray Accord passed him on its way to find its parking spot. He finally regained his senses as she parked her car next to his and climbed out. But why was she here, and what the hell was Christine up to inviting the two of them over together?

She climbed out of her car, dark hair in a ponytail, the sublime muscles of her long legs shown off by formfitting leggings. In a white tank top that let him see vague hints of the darker bra beneath, she looked at him as he looked at her. Shutting her car door, she climbed Christine’s steps up to him.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

Her emerald eyes pushed past him into the house. “Where’s Christine at?”

“Uh, she’s in the bathroom,” he said, realizing at the last possible moment that he shouldn’t mention that she was changing clothes.

“I see.”

They stood there staring at one another awkwardly for an uncomfortable amount of time. Should he say something about before? Should he wait for her to mention it? Jason didn’t really want either of those things. He’d just assume leave it hours behind, adding more and more of them with each passing one. So, of course, Avery brought it up moments after he had such thoughts.

“I don’t plan on apologizing for today, just so you know.”

“That’s fine; I wasn’t looking for one.”

“Good.”

“Good.”

She scowled at him, and he scowled back. He knew he should have stepped back, or barring that, at least moved out of the way so she could come into the house, yet he remained a stalwart barrier. Which was doubly ridiculous given that this wasn’t even his house. Their glaring might have continued indefinitely if not for the arrival of the home’s true owner.

“Glad you could make it, Avery,” Christine said, appearing behind him. “Come in, come in.”

Avery continued staring at him right up until he finally—because of a pat on his shoulder—retreated from her path. Only then did she enter the house, where Christine, dressed far more casually than before in jeans and a dark shirt, looked between them with bemused curiosity.

“I’m getting dinner started soon. How about you two go out back while there’s still light in the sky? You both know the way.”

To what end? Jason almost asked, but a look Christine pointed at him stifled his question. Her earlier “hint” replayed itself within his mind, yet that only unbalanced him even more. His gaze followed Avery as she wordlessly marched by, then toward Christine one more time.

“Go on,” she whispered, shooing him with his hands. “And don’t you come back inside until….” She winked at him, cutting her own words short, and started her path toward the kitchen.

Begrudgingly, grumbling to himself like he’d grown used to hearing Angela grumble about Christine’s schemes, he followed Avery.

Outside, as if there’d been any doubt, the former collegiate volleyball player beelined for the ball he’d left on the court when he’d found more interesting round objects to throw his hands onto. Really, it felt almost surreal, reliving memories only a few minutes old. None the wiser to the sordid activities that had taken place just before her arrival, Avery scooped up the volleyball and looked his way.

Without delay, she asked, “So, why do you hate volleyball?”

He shrugged, wanting nothing less than to recount his family history to someone who barely qualified as an acquaintance. “It’s just not for me. Why do you seem to care so much?”

“You’re always showing up to our practices, aren’t you? If you hate the sport, why spend so much time around it?”

“Because it makes Angela happy that I come along,” he quickly said, awkwardly dodging the more sordid reason why.

“She and your mom are friends, right?”

“Yep. They go way back.”

Avery’s mouth pulled to the side, evidence that she’d far more she wanted to say. Stifling his sigh, Jason decided on a new approach.

“Listen, you’re obviously really good at volleyball. I’m not trying to trash this sport you love; it’s just not for me. Can’t we just leave it at that?”

He thought the olive branch he extended would earn some semblance of a truce between them. So, then why did Avery’s frown only deepen?

“Jason, I know the real reason you’re coming to our practices.”

Wait, what?

“Christine told me about it already.”

Wait, what?!

“So… I’m willing to work something out.”

This time, Jason’s stupefaction could no longer remain limited to just his thoughts. “Wait, what?!”

A glimmer of scarlet meandered across Avery’s face, but only a glimmer. “I’m willing to join in on this… thing you’ve got going on. But I want something in return.”

Jason had no idea just what Christine had told Avery, but from her words, it seemed like she’d been led to believe it’d been underway for longer than literally an hour. He planned to grill Christine on just what she’d told her younger teammate. But for now, he had a response to give. But which one?

“What do you want from me, exactly?”

Her verdant gaze gleamed with… relief, maybe even a little excitement? Jason wasn’t sure, but Avery’s shoulders lost a bit of the tenseness surrounding them.

“I want a practice partner. Even if you hate it, you are good. At least at serving, I’ve confirmed. I’ve always done better having someone next to me, someone who challenges me to get better. So, you show up an hour early whenever we practice at the Yard, and then you be my practice partner for that time… and in return, I’ll make it worth your while.”

Shouting at his heartbeat to calm itself, lest she realize just how potent a reaction her words had induced, Jason forced his face to remain neutral. He gazed at her for a time, letting her think he was musing over her offer.

“How worth my while, Avery? Because, like you said, I really don’t like volleyball.”

Avery had a response preloaded for just such a question. “You give me my hour before practice, and I’ll give you yours after it.”

On any day but this one, he might have acted more demure, less greedy. What she’d just offered him was a treasure trove any man would have taken her up on. It was to Avery’s misfortune that Christine had pumped him so full of lust throughout the day. Doubly so, given his lack of a proper outlet for that lust.

He understood Christine’s earlier hint correctly now. It was time for him to use his head.

“Throw in a weekly date that doesn’t involve volleyball in any way, and I’ll consider it.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Maybe you can earn that later on.”

“I’ll be earning other things later on,” he retorted. “This one’s there from the start.”

Avery’s mouth twisted to one side. “I’m in charge of the hour of practice. And you don’t drag your feet or half-ass it. Ever.”

“Same to you for our time after and date.”

Her eyes fell on the volleyball in her hands. Jason didn’t interrupt her thoughts, keeping himself still as stone. If she’d looked up, she’d probably have spotted just how strongly he desired for her to say yes – which might have given her leverage to swing their haggling back in her favor. Thankfully, she didn’t look up until the words were already propelling themselves off her tongue.

“Fine. We have a deal.”

She passed him the volleyball, then walked under the net to the opposite side of the court. Smirking at his confusion as she glanced over her shoulder, it disappeared as she stopped in a very particular spot. Jason frowned, which caused Avery’s expression to flourish further.

“Now, serve the ball at me.”

“So, I was right,” he growled. “I didn’t hit the damn thing.”

“Nope. You’re lucky we’re all so nice, or you might still be trying to hit it. From where I was standing, you were unraveling at record speed.”

“I’ll serve this stupid ball if I get a preview of what our after-practice routine will look like,” he said.

Avery held her hands out, eyes lively with a competitive nature he knew intimately. “You get one serve. I’m much bigger than a water bottle. If you miss me, then you lose your date privileges until I decide to give them back.”

And just like that, Christine’s actions from earlier proved a double-edged sword. Jason couldn’t have said no, even if he wanted to. The fantasies playing within his mind proved too enticing to even consider it.

“Fine.”

Avery grinned and lowered her body into a receiving stance. “Ready when you are.”

Jason didn’t waste any time. Even if it would have behooved him to request a few practice serves, an unrestrained shard of pride overwrote such wisdom. Moving back behind the end line on his side, he put himself exactly where he’d stood at the Yard some hours ago. On the balls of her feet and swaying side to side, Avery couldn’t have more blatantly announced her belief that he wouldn’t hit it to the spot she stood at.

Every fiber of his being honed onto the desire blazing through him to prove her wrong.

He tossed, took his approach, and hurled his hand into the spinning ball at the apex of his jump. As he landed, the ball soared back into the air, received perfectly by a woman who rolled her eyes at him as he grinned triumphantly.

“Yeah, yeah. Don’t get too big of a head.”

As the ball that she’d sent high with her forearms came back down, neither of them paid it any heed. Its dribbling barely registered to Jason, who’d already headed for the net—but no further. He wagged Avery forward with a finger.

She made him wait. Folding her arms, she watched him silently as the ball’s dribbling ended as it rolled off the court. From his distance, he spotted a slight blush on her face, and plenty of pride. One more time, he gestured for her to meet him at the net.

This time, she listened. Walking up to about a foot from her side of the net, she stopped. An eyebrow raised itself.

“Yes? Can I help you with something?”

“You know what you can help me with.”

Avery tilted her head in a confused manner. “Whatever do you mean?”

He didn’t answer her, instead watching as her eyes lethargically trailed down his body. However, it stopped mid-journey halfway down, and there it lingered. Avery’s tongue wet her lips, and he swore he saw something akin to anticipation shining within her expression. But still, she played aloof, eventually crawling her eyes back to his.

“You’re not going to make me call you a liar, are you?” he asked.

“What have I lied about?” she shot back.

“I hit the serve. First try, too.”

“Mmm, I had to move my arms a bit.”

“Bullshit. That was as perfect as if I’d walked over to you and dropped it where I wanted it to land.”

“Are you sure about that?”

He glared at her through the net, and she grinned at him. Apparently, he was dealing with Christine’s protégé, given her inclination toward driving him mad with her teasing. However, a small part of him worried that she wouldn’t keep up her end of the bargain. Thankfully, after letting him dangle off the cliff’s edge for just a few moments longer, Avery sighed, rolled her eyes, and pursed her lips.

And then she lowered herself onto her knees.

Jason exhaled more than just pent-up relief as Avery reached a hand up to his shorts. The cruel woman shot him a teasing smile as she ran her fingertips under his shirt and played with his shorts’ waistband. His heartbeat accelerated, nonetheless.

“I hope you can impress me here, too,” she said, the fracturing of her teasing expression giving way to one of carnal lust.

“Hurry up and find out.”

“Rushing things seems to be one of your chronic flaws,” she said, though she finally gripped his shorts and started tugging them down. Eager and far too tormented all day by Christine, Jason didn’t bother to think about her words.

As soon as she’d dragged his shorts down enough, his cock finally received the air it’d been begging to feel all day long. Now, if only it could receive the next thing it’d been hoping for all damn day.

“Hmm,” Avery mused, staring at his cock before flicking her eyes upward. “Well, I’ll give you points for presentation. Let’s see how it performs.”

Denying him any quip of his own, she scooted herself forward and extended her tongue toward his cock. Jason knew nothing but relief as wet saliva ran along the underside of his shaft, from tip to end. Avery’s tongue was warm, wet, and perfect, and her eyes grinned victoriously up at him as he shivered.

“Remember to be grateful,” she cooed, taking her tongue along his cock’s side on her way back to his tip, where her tongue played with his opening.

“That depends on how you perform.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” she said, running her tongue in slow circles around the tip of his cock. Slowly, still apparently teasing him even with her tongue on his cock, she worked her head around to wet his shaft thoroughly. Small doses of pleasure swam through him as she drenched his sensitive skin, arousing him to the brink of madness.

“Before my hair turns white,” he growled.

“Oh, relax,” Avery chided, tapping him on the tip of his cock with a finger. “Have a little faith. I know what I’m doing.”

Jason grunted impatiently but didn’t make any further fuss. Finally, a minute that felt an eternity later, his cock slick with the saliva she’d smeared all over his cock, Avery planted a kiss on its tip. Throwing a confident look up at him, her mouth opened, her head tilted forward, and his cock finally felt genuine warmth and tightness.

He was with a showoff. He realized that as Avery’s forward momentum, slow but constant, didn’t end until she’d taken his entire length into her mouth and throat. Her eyes flashed up at him as he swallowed dryly, unable to resist a contented sigh at the tight hotness around his cock.

She pulled all the way back, flashing an “I told you so” look the entire way.

“Yeah, yeah,” he grumbled.

She smiled and kissed his cock again. “It’s a big toy, but I’ll make it fit every single time.”

“I’ll hold you to that promise.”

“And I’ll hold you to yours.”

She took him back into her mouth. Splaying a hand on his thigh and another holding him by the back of his waist, she began a deepthroating that splashed warm bliss through Jason greater than any he’d ever experienced. She sucked boisterously, noisily, and appeared quite entertained by whatever expression all the pleasure ramming through him forced onto his face.

Jason didn’t care. All he wanted was for her to keep going. He set a hand on her head, guiding her rhythm to one that perfected the roaring pleasure inside him. From how things had started with Yvette, then with Christine, and now with Avery, he realized he should start counting his blessings—and probably give the middle of those three his thanks. He wasn’t sure how or why, but he recognized her for the mastermind she clearly was.

But for now, he was too busy sinking into the bliss Avery’s blowjob granted him. He groaned and grunted and did everything he could to keep from exploding into her mouth immediately. A tall task for his cock, which had suffered so long today as it remained ready and hopeful that either of Avery’s predecessors would grant him the release he so vehemently desired.

Now, with Avery adroitly deepthroating him so passionately, he didn’t regret the wait. His body responded to each expedient thrust of her tight lips around his cock, and he groaned every time she took him to the hilt.

Head swimming as his limit rushed toward him, he tapped Avery on the shoulder. Giving him a curious look, she pulled off his cock and began licking and kissing it again.

“Were you about to cum?”

He couldn’t lie. “Yes.”

She smirked victoriously. “Told ya.”

“Yeah, shut up.”

She took his cock back into her mouth, letting it sit within her tight throat. Batting her eyelashes at him, she pulled back slowly.

“If you give me a big load, I’ll say you’ve earned a passing grade. This time.”

His eyes widened, but it was the excited twitching of his cock that Avery noticed. She grinned.

“I’ll take that as your answer. Don’t disappoint me. Your cock’s big, but I need more than that.”

Faster and with her eyes glinting, she took him back into her throat. Jason’s body twisted like a clothesline caught in a hurricane, and he grabbed onto the net with one hand to remain steady. Avery noticed, but whatever she thought of it had to wait. Barring an actual hurricane appearing out of thin air, he wouldn’t let her mouth move off his cock until he finally blasted his load down her throat. He needed this release more than he’d ever needed anything in his life.

It crashed into him like a speeding racecar. As Avery slid her hot mouth back for another thrust, Jason’s body surrendered before the pleasure surmounting every other thought within him. Clutching her head with his left hand, he unceremoniously shoved her all the way until she’d taken his entire length back into her throat. And then he released a burning hot torrent of stickiness greater than any amount before it.

Her eyes went wide from the momentary shock of being shoved against him, and then they shifted even wider at how much he poured out. Aware of how much more would come after the first salvo, she quickly wrapped her hands around his waist and held her mouth in place.

“Fuck, I can’t stop,” Jason groaned, arching backward as what seemed an endless supply of cum gushed out of his cock.

Avery swallowed, still accepting every drop he could muster. And a second time shortly after that. A third time followed seconds later. To her credit, she never once pulled back. She let him pour everything he had into her mouth and throat. Her grasp likely kept him from losing his footing, as well.

After the longest rush of pleasure he’d ever experienced finally began to recede, Avery removed her mouth from his cock. Looking directly into his eye, she swallowed the remainder of what still lingered in her mouth.

“Sit down.”

He obeyed, but he probably would have even if she hadn’t said anything. His muscles felt like goo, and it was almost miraculous that he hadn’t collapsed into a puddle after what he’d just experienced.

After sitting, Avery crawled on all fours toward him. Her hand pressed firmly on his chest, and he soon found himself staring at the evening sky, which brimmed with bulging clouds and the smell of rain on the horizon. A moment later, he grasped a tight breath between his teeth before he could lift his head and see what she was up to.

“Fuck, Avery, wait.”

She’d already crawled onto him and started sucking him off again. More sensitive than he could ever remember feeling, her hot mouth confined him to an almost agonizing pleasure. Barely able to tap her on the shoulder, she dismissed his efforts easily.

“After pumping that much cum down my throat, you thought I wouldn’t see if you had anything left for me?” she purred, giving him only seconds before she resumed her assault. “Now, cum for me again, Jason. I’ll give you a treat if you can.”

Unable to resist the temptation, he nodded and laid his head back down on the court. Even after blasting everything he thought he had within him into her tight throat a minute ago, they both soon discovered that he’d some more to give. While nowhere near as much as its predecessor, Avery found her second drink only a few minutes later.

“Okay, okayyy,” he groaned, managing to get one arm working well enough to flick her on the top of her head. “I’m out. You’re going to turn me into a husk.”

Avery favored him with a grin as she finally let his cock feel some air again. She moved down to his balls, apparently intending to see if he could cum a third time after a bit of rest.

“Want to hear your grade?” she asked, still playing with him, now adding her hand to his shaft.

“Aren’t you worried Christine’s going to come out here and see us?”

“Not particularly,” Avery said, causing him to shiver as she ran her tongue up his length. “I’m sure I’ve all the time in the world to suck you dry.”

“Yeah, but if I die here tonight, we can’t do this again.”

“You won’t die. You’ve got more to give me, I’m sure.”

He groaned due to the sensitivity her tongue blasted him with, increasingly confident he had nothing left to give. So, obviously, a few minutes later, twisting like a candy wrapper, Avery stroked him off to a third orgasm.

“There we go,” she said with a grin, letting his seed fall over her hand. “Now, you’re empty.”

“Holy shit,” Jason groaned. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to stand again.”

“If you don’t, I’ll go for fourths.”

Grimacing, he rolled onto his side, pulling his hips away from the voracious woman. She smiled at him, then made a show of licking her hand clean in front of him.

“I’ll give you a B+ today,” Avery said, sitting cross-legged. “It’s a better score than your volleyball got.”

He made a face at her, and she laughed. “You say that like I couldn’t make you cum just as much. More.”

“Could you?” she asked, winking at him. “Right now, I don’t think you could do much of anything.”

“I made Christine a sopping wet mess before you arrived,” he said.

Avery rolled her eyes. “And? I’m Avery, not Christine. I’m a harder nut to crack than she is, I guess. Than you are, certainly.”

“Ha, ha, ha.”

She stuck her tongue out and popped herself up to her feet. He pushed himself up a couple of seconds later. Once he’d gotten his shorts back up, to the surprise of neither of them, Christine appeared at the door.

“Dinner’s ready.”

Avery flashed him a brilliant smile. “Good. I’m starved.”


Chapter Seven

Joining the Navy

When Jason left Christine’s a couple of hours later, he’d added the second new number to his phone for the day—his reward for earlier. With a warning that he’d better not expect any pictures or the like until she’d seen that he planned to take the volleyball portion of their deal seriously, Avery had winked at him and thrown her eyes lower. A sultry promise had followed.

“Give me a good time, and I’ll keep giving you a good time.”

Standing next to his car, Jason had watched her depart, and then he’d thrown his gaze at the gorgeous setter responsible for more than he imagined he knew.

“Rain your thanks all over me at any time,” Christine said, grinning wickedly nearby. “I know you currently can’t rain anything else on me.”

He left his car door open and walked over to Christine. “I’ve had a couple hours for my muscles to rest and plenty of your food. And it’s not that late just yet. If you tease me, I might decide you need to cum a few more times yourself.”

She put a hand on his chest, stopping his approach. “That was you being a very naughty boy, but you need to know that I’m off limits.”

“Yeah?”

A sensual and all too inviting smile crept upon her beautiful face. “For now, yes. Your plate is plenty full, as is.”

“Is it?”

“Yes, because I am the most amazing woman in the world. I had my conversation with Yvette while I was making dinner – while Avery was forcing you to realize that the women of Served Hot aren’t dainty little flowers you’ll captivate so easily.”

Yvette. He’d nearly forgotten. His eyes widened at her mention.

“So…?”

“So, just exist; Yvette’s bound to pounce on you once she gets her chance. You’re welcome.”

“Why?” He’d asked the question already, but it leaped unbidden from his lips again. “I mean, I’m super grateful about… well, whatever this all is. But at least explain a little of it. This is… fantastical. I’m almost worried I’m going to wake up from a dream at any moment.”

Christine pursed her lips thoughtfully, and her fingers began to tap on his chest. After a short silence, she nodded toward the path Avery’s car had taken.

“Avery might mind if I do, so I won’t give you her reason for being part of this. If you want it, you’ll need to get it from her. I’ll warn you that it’ll take more than a ‘please’ to get it. Yvette’s… is not complicated, and I’m pretty sure she’ll explain it if you ask. You’ll know it before this time next week, I’m sure.”

“And you? How come you, the amazing and gorgeous Christine Miller, are interested in me? And in helping set me up with Avery and Yvette?”

“Do you want the straight answer or the seductive one?”

“Tonight, I want the straight answer.”

“No fun.” Still, she smiled. Leaning forward and climbing onto her toes, she put her mouth beside his ear. “Because it’s going to be good for us all.” And then she’d retreated, pulling even out of his arm’s reach. “That’s all you get from this woman tonight. I’m off limits until you’ve passed some other hurdles. Got it?”

“But I don’t want that,” he said, taking a step forward. She echoed his forward movement with a retreating step. “I want to make you cum some more. Right here, right now. On the trunk of my car.”

Christine wrinkled her nose. “Maybe if you’d taken it to a car wash before you came over. I can see the dirt on it.”

“We could wash it together.”

“Nope.” She pointed at him, then took another step back for good measure. “Remember, you’re my good little soldier. You say ‘aye, aye’ when I give a command.”

“Am I a pirate now, too?” he chuckled.

“No, we’re in the navy.”

“Do they really say ‘aye, aye’ in the navy, nowadays?”

“They do in my navy,” Christine harumphed. “Now, get in that car and drive away.”

He snapped off a lazy suit. “Aye, aye. This time.”

“And any other time I command it.”

They both broke into smiles, and Jason reluctantly entered his car and began the path away from the buxom, conniving, sultry woman whom he wanted nothing more than to grab into his arms and make her moan his name until the sun came back up. He saw her waving in his rear-view mirror as he departed.

They knew he would be back onto her the next time he saw her, trying to convince her to rescind her “command” of sobriety from her body. He supposed that made him a mutinous sailor of her navy.


Chapter Eight

What’s Necessary

For Jason, explaining why he no longer needed a ride with Angela to practice and why she’d find him there long before she arrived, proved a slightly worrisome conversation. He hemmed and hawed for two days before he finally initiated it. Waiting until tomorrow, when they had their next practice, seemed like a poor choice. With that in mind, rather than shooting her a text explaining things, he gave her a call.

Within two rings, a familiar and curious voice answered.

“Hello? Jason?”

“Hey, Angela, sorry for the sudden call.”

“It’s always okay. Nothing’s wrong, is it?”

“No, nothing is. I’m, um, calling about the practice tomorrow.”

“Oh.” He heard a tinge of gloom in her response.

“Not cause I’m skipping,” he hurriedly said. “I’m… I’m meeting Avery early. I told her I’d start showing up before the team and practicing a little with her.”

A pause followed, and he could hear the incredulity within it—and Angela’s next question. “You did?!”

Jason sighed. “Yes, so I wanted to let you know about it. And… ask that you just keep it to yourself.”

Another pause. They both knew he wasn’t talking about her keeping it from the rest of the team.

“Sure. I won’t mention it.”

“Thanks, Angela. I mean it.”

“Does this mean you’re considering playing again, though?”

“Absolutely not,” he said a touch too sharply. He softened his tone. “I still don’t like volleyball one bit.”

“So… why are you doing this?”

This time, Jason’s lack of a response provided the silence. He realized he hadn’t thought this conversation through. Why would he start showing up to practice volleyball with Avery if he still hated volleyball? He understood that he couldn’t reveal the real reason to her, whatever he decided to say.

“Your silence is deafening,” Angela said, a teasing element to her words. “I understand. I won’t tell Jenny about this.”

Even over the phone, he turned slightly red-faced. Still, he recognized that letting Angela hold her assumptions smoothed his path tremendously. “Thanks, Angela.”

“Anytime. I’ll see you at practice tomorrow.”

“See you tomorrow.”

Tomorrow arrived with all the haste of a school day ending for a student. Exactly as they did, he found himself checking his phone the next day every few minutes, practically counting the seconds before he should head out. While the prospect of whatever manner of practice Avery had in mind didn’t excite him in the least, memories of her mouth’s sheer talent amped him up plenty.

As promised, she hadn’t sent him anything remarkable over the phone. No sultry texts, no lewd pictures. The only one she had sent his way was of her middle finger, and it’d come after he’d asked for a taste of her dressed down late at night.

Christine had followed suit, mostly. Teasing him as he put in his requests, she’d offered a few photos on the cusp of what he wanted. One showing her while she sunbathed, but with a towel over her body, had proved the most aggravating. He was sure she got plenty of entertainment out of his teasing.

Because of the two women’s uncooperativeness, he’d languished without an outlet for his gargantuan lust. Three days. He’d saved up, and today he planned to see Avery hold up her end of the bargain.

Which meant, as he pulled into the Yard an hour later, finding only one other car—an Accord he recognized quite well—in the parking lot, he needed to first suffer through whatever she had planned.

“Hey there, glad to see you show up on time,” Avery said, glancing over her shoulder as he entered the gymnasium.

“I said I’d show up an hour before practice. I meant it.”

She nodded. “Help me set the net up.”

After doing so, they ran through fifteen minutes of warmups and stretching. Since Yvette was the designated ball carrier, Avery had come with a quartet of her volleyballs. Lining them up near the end line, she pointed him toward the opposite end of the court.

“I want to practice serves. Can you receive them?”

“Sure. Where do you want me?”

“Start diagonally from me. I’ll shift you as needed.”

“Gotcha.”

Jason moved about to where she had stood the other day when he’d landed the serve that had earned him an unforgettable reward. He didn’t go quite as close to the sideline, instead positioning himself where an actual defender in a game might stand.

“I’m going to be trying to serve around you, but within two steps!” she called from across the court. “Any further, and it’s my miss!”

Jason gave a thumbs up, then put himself into a ready stance. Weight on the balls of his feet, one staggered slightly in front of the other, he lowered himself and loosened the tension in his shoulders. Waiting on him to nod, Avery tossed and took her approach, leaping into the air with a grunt.

Her serve flashed over the net. Jason swiftly shifted a step to his right, joined his hands and formed his arms into the correct platform, and received the serve. It soared into the air closer to the net, where an invisible setter would have licked their lips at the attack they could orchestrate with their spikers. As no corporeal version of said setter existed, the ball bounced noisily on the hardwood a second later, then continued its way off the court.

Jason returned to his original position and reset himself for the next. He could see a sour look on Avery’s face, more to do with her serve than his defense. It was a look he recognized pretty well. It was probably the same look he’d worn the other day when he’d missed the final water bottle.

She got plenty by him over the next twenty minutes, though clearly not as many as she’d have liked. Her competitive nature flared hot in front of him each time he received one of the hundred serves she blasted toward him. A bit like looking into the sun, staring too long earned her ire, but the brightness of it proved captivating.

And, well, more than a little sexy.

“That’s enough of that,” she growled, frustration rippling behind her emerald eyes.

“You’re really good,” he said. Apparently, it was the wrong thing to say.

She flashed a simmering glare at him, seeming to think he was teasing her. But after staring at him for a moment, it softened as if she could see there wasn’t a shard of glass underneath the compliment. She ran a hand through her hair, trailing it along her ponytail.

“Sorry, I get really pissy when it comes to my jump serves. I had them down my junior year, but I spent my entire senior year inconsistent as fuck. I’m still trying to get them back in order.”

“It’s all good. Do you want to run fifty more?”

“No,” she said. “It’ll just piss me off more. Let’s do some ball control drills now.”

Nodding, they moved into the middle drill of their first practice together. Focusing on her responsibilities when playing as a front-row player, Avery ran a couple of unique exercises for today. The first involved him tossing the ball into her side of the net. As a front-row player, digging such a ball was one of her responsibilities. This drill pushed her to get low so that she could get the ball up before it pattered to the ground, as the net killed the ball’s momentum and usually dropped it straight toward the ground.

During the next drill, he hopped over to the other side of the net, then tossed the ball over while she stood almost as close to him as she had the other night. Turning her body toward whichever sideline she needed to, she extended one arm to dig the ball up. All in the name of developing comfort in playing the ball in a wide variety of situations. As any experienced player knew, no matter what sport they came from, if a ball was involved, weird things happened. Developing the means to respond to unexpected situations proved a boon Avery wisely pursued.

The doors to the gym opened a bit earlier than they should have. But then, Jason should have expected as much. He and Avery glanced toward it, and there they found a curious head poking its way through the doors.

“Hi, Angela,” Jason said. He continued their drill.

“I can wait outside if I’ll be interrupting,” she immediately said.

Avery caught the ball he tossed over the net to her, this time. She arched an eyebrow at him, then turned toward Angela. “Come on, it’s not like there’s anything weird going on here. You can come in, Angela. We’re almost done, and I can join you all for our team practice.”

The team’s captain nodded and entered the gym. Her eyes lingered as she made for the locker room, intending to change into the proper attire and pads. Avery smirked at Jason as Angela disappeared inside.

“It’s really that strange for this to be happening?”

Jason shrugged and tossed the ball over to her again. “Yeah, it is.”

“And I’m assuming she doesn’t know how I got you to agree to this.”

“I didn’t tell her.”

“Me neither. And as much as Christine would probably love the slack-jawed expression of shock she could get by revealing it, she wouldn’t do something that would potentially rip the team apart.”

Before Angela returned from the locker room, Yvette arrived. Carting in the balls the team would use for practice, the gorgeous woman’s appearance distracted Jason from the drill. Her dark eyes tracked him for a transient second, and then she marched to the locker room.

Avery pointed a look his way. “Already planning the next conquest, are we?”

He arched an eyebrow at her and grinned. “Oh, I conquered you?”

She blew air out her mouth at him and caught the ball he tossed over at him. “Enjoy watching from the sidelines as we bounce around, pervert.”

“I will,” he said, stepping under the net and crowding her space. “Especially you, Avery. You’re just too damn hot to look at sometimes.”

He reached his hands for her, but she deftly backed away a step. “That’s only after practice. Or did you forget already?”

“I can’t have another preview?” he pouted.

“No.”

He pushed his lower lip out further.

“No.” Avery folded her arms adamantly.

He sighed. “Fine. I’ll just imagine it while I wait for practice to end, then. Maybe you, Christine, and Yvette all at once.”

She rolled her eyes at him and made for the bench. Grabbing one of their reusable water bottles, she took a deep swig, then handed it to him. “That’s as close as you’ll get to feeling my lips until practice ends.”

“Now, you’re just being mean,” he complained, though he took the bottle and drank from it.

She stood and suddenly pushed herself into him. The heat and softness of her body against his chest immediately hurled blood into his cock.

“Oops.” She slipped by him and started for the locker room.

“I’ll get you for this!” he called after her. He glared at her exaggeratedly.

“Maybe,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “But I’d say it’s more likely I get you.”


Chapter Nine

Whom He’s Known the Longest

As far as Jason could tell, Avery might not be happy with the current state of her serves, but she was still plenty dangerous. A cheer went up at the practice’s end as Avery blasted the opposing trio with consecutive service aces. Samantha swore under her breath as the final of these, which ended the match, deflected off her arms and fired itself almost to the gym’s ceiling before it came down.

Jason watched Avery, Angela, and Clara celebrate their win, then regroup with the remainder of their team for the post-practice huddle. Afterward, they all gathered around him, where he dutifully handed out water bottles. He quickly grew acutely aware of the numerous eyes upon him, though the looks held a variety of thoughts behind them.

“To the showers!” Christine called, breaking the focus on him before it grew awkward.

Most of the group marched off with her. One did not, though she didn’t linger long enough for anyone to check over their shoulder and spot her.

“So, should I shower or not?” Avery asked quietly.

“Up to you,” Jason said. “You might need another afterward, though.”

“We’ll see if you can make me feel like I need another,” she said, eyes flashing with a dangerous combination of competitiveness and lustfulness.

Jason watched her chase after the others, heart already thrumming like a cold engine warming up. Glancing around the gym, he wondered if they’d stay here or head somewhere else. He realized they’d never discussed it, though he imagined Avery already had an opinion.

What he did not imagine was that, for the second time in as many practices, Yvette would join him alone in the gym. As before, it seemed she’d showered quicker than the rest. However, this time she’d dressed herself appropriately before coming out. Wordlessly, the dark-haired beauty handed him her phone, which raised his eyebrows.

“If you want to come to my place tomorrow night, put your number into my phone.”

Jason spent a few seconds processing and then the next twenty hurriedly entering his information into it. She glanced at what he’d put down, then flicked her eyes up at him. Completely inscrutable, she nodded slightly and made to exit the gym.

Everything else progressed as usual, though with one alteration. Today, he wasn’t going home with Angela.

“See ya, Jason,” Clara said as she and Samantha walked off.

“Have a good one, you two,” he told them.

They engaged in hushed whisperings as they reached the door, and the tall redhead and slender brunette both glanced back at him when they reached the doors. Their whispering intensified as they left the gym.

Christine appeared next. The nefarious mastermind behind everything tossed him a crisp salute but didn’t engage in conversation with him today. She blew him a kiss and trailed out of the gym.

Avery followed her path a minute later. He made to stand and follow her, but she pointed a glance toward the locker room, where a single woman remained. Understanding, he sat back down and waited for Angela to arrive. At this point, he didn’t expect Avery to break her word. They’d meet up soon enough.

Angela came out of the locker room only about a minute after Avery. Spotting him, a bright smile spread across her beatific face.

“Were you waiting on me?”

A crumb of shame for lying sat within his gut, but it faded upon seeing how wide her smile grew when he nodded.

“I have to make sure all my ladies make it out of the showers safely.”

“Is that right?” she said, waving him to walk with her toward the outside. “And not in the hopes of spotting one of us still throwing our shirt on?”

He gave a mock gasp, which expanded that crumb slightly. Yet, a new emotion devoured it. “Angela, what kind of guy do you take me for?”

“A hot-blooded athlete who’s far too handsome for his own good,” she answered immediately.

He exaggerated snagging her words out of the air with his hand, then shoved it into his pocket. “Angela Adams thinks I’m handsome. I’m saving that one for later.”

She rolled her eyes at him. “Please. You’ve never been humble, mister. I know you know you’re plenty good-looking.”

“It never hurts to hear someone else say it.” Jason’s heart threw words into his mouth that his mind would have otherwise brought to a screeching halt. “Especially when you say it.”

A spark of surprise glinted within Angela’s seafoam green eyes. And a shallow blush spread across her cheeks. It entranced Jason, whose heart pounded – but he didn’t take back his words.

“And why do my words carry such weight?” she asked, a hint of caution clinging to her question. But only a hint. That was enough for Jason to press a bit harder.

“When someone as drop-dead beautiful as you says it, then I know it must be true.”

The caution raised itself behind her eyes, but he watched as she ignored it. Her arms pushed up beneath her breasts, guiding his eyes to them. With her dirty blonde hair still wet and her skin recently cleaned of any dirt, images of Angela showering rapidly sped up the erection beneath his shorts.

“How does that line work on others?” she asked.

“Don’t know. I’ve only used it on you. Did it work?”

“It might have… if I was fifteen years younger.” She hastily attached that lighthearted qualifier, though she sped through it a bit too fast.

“Damn. I was certain it would work.”

Angela speared him with a suspicious look. “And what, pray tell, would it have gotten you if it had worked?”

Once more, emboldened—intoxicated, even—by his luck with Yvette, Avery, and Christine, he pressed forward.

“Dinner and a movie is the normal reward, isn’t it?”

“Silly, you could have those things with me without the compliment,” she said, withdrawing her arms from beneath her breasts. He wasn’t sure how or why, but the tunnel of light he’d thought he’d spotted vanished in front of his eyes. Angela smiled, and she was her usual self again.

“So, then we’ll make some plans soon?”

“Sure. I’ll whip us up something tasty when you decide you want to come over.”

“Okay, great.”

He attached a smile to his face, though inwardly, he swore violently at whatever misstep he’d somehow made. The dangerous subtext he’d thought he’d seen all but scrubbed itself clean from their ensuing weekend plans, and it joined the ranks of the numerous platonic dinners they’d shared. Though his mom had usually been at those, and he’d been much younger for most of them. So maybe a chance still glimmered somewhere deep beneath the soil.

“I’ve got to get going,” Angela said. “Have a safe ride home, Jason.”

“Yeah, you too.”


Chapter Ten

Making New Memories

Waving goodbye to Angela as she pulled out of the parking lot, Jason frowned. Partly due to the blunder with Angela but mostly because he didn’t see Avery’s car anywhere. Had she truly left? He checked his phone hastily, though he found no messages on it. To his relief, after Angela’s car headed out into the main parking lot of the Yard and made for the road, a familiar Accord pulled itself out of one of the parking spaces in the main lot and made its way toward him.

“I figured it’d be for the best if Angela didn’t see me lingering like a vulture,” Avery explained as she parked her car beside his and lowered the window. Curiously, she didn’t climb out.

“Fair. So, I get my hour after practice, right?”

“I said you would, so you will. But not here, at least this time. Do you know where Alder Mall is?”

“Yeah.”

“Good, ‘cause that’s where we’re headed.”

“What’s waiting for us there?”

“You’ll see,” Avery said, already raising her window up.

With no choice but to climb into his car as she backed out of the parking lot, he followed her. A red light separated them halfway along the journey, but they’d find each other again soon enough. One of the lesser malls in the city, he spent the twenty-minute drive wondering what Avery had planned. Inevitably, his mind dialed up his fantasies even further at each new stoplight.

Once parked among the two hundred or so cars dotting the massive parking lot more used to a thousand or more visitors it would see once the weekend arrived, he found Avery quickly enough. She waved him into the mall alongside her, clearly with a destination already in mind. Jason kept his curiosity in check as they passed dozens of stores inhabited by bored clerks and the occasional perusing customer.

Unsurprisingly, Avery attracted plenty of attention from the other journeyers they passed by. A covetous instinct led him to reach and grab her hand as the lingering stares accrued. Avery glanced down at their new connection, then arched an eyebrow at him. In response, he shrugged.

To his astonishment, Avery didn’t pull away. Hands connected, they continued walking until they reached their destination. They passed through a mildly busy food court, attracting even more attention.

Avery pushed open a glass door and brought them both out into an open space and back into the sun. Aptly named, Alder Mall hid a verdant landscape dotted by white alder trees behind it. Pathways led to a small playground on the right, and benches and tables popped up every twenty or thirty feet throughout the large park. So far, it seemed like they were the only ones around, though, given the time and day of the week, it wasn’t particularly astounding.

“So, are we getting some food and eating out here?”

“Later,” Avery said. Her eyes took on a depleted expression as she scanned the open area.

“Is everything all right?” he asked, noticing her unexpected morosity.

“That depends on you.” She shrugged off most of her gloom as she looked at him, though a glimmer of it remained. “Are you going to ask why I picked this place, in particular?”

Jason played along. “Why have you picked this place, Avery?”

“Because I used to come here all the time. But it’s been a minute, that’s for sure.” The gloom spread again as she glanced around the area, but she hurriedly banished it before looking back at him.

“Why haven’t you come here in a while?” he asked.

“Because it’s where my ex would bring me every weekend back when I was in college.”

“Right.” He spoke the following words carefully, almost hesitantly. “So, why have we come here?”

She slung the last remnants of gloom off her expression with obvious effort. In its stead, a smirk appeared. Jason didn’t know if he should enjoy the sight or grow wary of it.

“Because I like this place, this mall. And I don’t want to avoid this place I like just because of something that happened in the past. So, here’s your chance to overwrite my bad memories with some good ones.”

Jason stared at her flatly. “You’re not exactly subtle, are you?”

Avery shrugged exaggeratedly. “I’m an outside hitter. We’re usually not expected to be subtle.”

“Uh-huh.”

She batted her eyelashes and brought his hand to her lips. “I do recall someone telling me that he could make me cum like he made Christine cum. Or was that just false bravado?”

“Here?” Jason glanced around the open space, ensuring that they were truly alone.

“Unless you’re scared you can’t live up to your claim.”

That wasn’t exactly what he was fretting over. His eyes stole toward the door leading back to the food court. Even though it was a nice enough day, the couple dozen eaters inside seemed uninterested in heading out into the sun to consume their meals. For a third time, he scanned the area around them.

“Well?” Avery asked, a teasing impatience sliding off her question.

Still holding her hand, he pulled her with him. Her smile appeared in his peripherals as he made not for the doors but for an area of the quaint park where a group of trees offered some coverage in case anyone peered through the doors. If anyone entered, well, that would be a different story.

Because he was going to make her moan even louder than Christine had.

The moment he’d guided her among the trees, he claimed his first kiss. She seemed momentarily surprised, but her mouth pushed against his after it wore off. He kept her hand within his as his other ran up the side of her thigh, and she murmured pleasurably as he pushed it under her shirt.

Her smooth, recently cleansed skin begged him to explore it. Soft skin and firm muscles met his journeying fingertips, and he wrapped his hand around her back and sent it up to the gap between her shoulder blades. All so he could push his mouth harder against hers, letting his hand keep her steady.

Their kiss ended, and hot flashes of need danced between the small space between their faces. Finally, their hands separated, which Jason immediately took advantage of. Avery’s emerald eyes thrilled with excitement as he grabbed hold of her shirt and began pulling it over her head. Her arms went up, allowing him to discard it easily. It landed on the nearby picnic table with a toss.

Which left Avery standing in her dark sports bra, which she didn’t even try and cover with her arms. She smiled proudly as he drank in her bustiness. While she sat a tier lower in size than Angela and Christine’s maddeningly enormous breasts, hers still captivated him thoroughly. And she saw they did, pushing her chest forward for him just a second later.

In response to her straightforward offering, he ran a hand up her smooth, fit stomach, then pushed it under her bra. His hand cupped one of her large breasts, and he snuck his other around her waist and pulled her closer. A pert, hardened nipple jabbed into his palm.

“Taking your sweet time, I see,” Avery chuckled as he groped her sublime body.

“Is there a rush?”

“Well, you only get an hour, remember?”

“Maybe I can convince you to let this one last a little longer.”

She squeezed a tight breath through her teeth as his thumb found her nipple and began to circle it. Her eyes shone brighter than he’d ever seen, but she still wore a teasing smile.

“No breaking the rules on the very first day, Jason.”

“Let me try and convince you,” he insisted.

Her smile wavered slightly as he pinched her nipple beneath her bra. A sharp pleasure spread behind her eyes as he rolled the budded nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She bit down on her lower lip and ran her hand up to the erection pushing through his shorts.

“Maybe,” she said slowly.

He grinned, and she scowled.

“Maybe,” she repeated. “Just playing with my nipples isn’t going to get you there, though.”

“Then let’s move on.”

He withdrew his hands to latch them back onto her bra’s underside. Again, Avery’s arms willingly went high. Again, he removed a barrier of fabric preventing him from seeing more of her soft skin. As they both glanced around to make sure they remained alone within the park area, their eyes met. Lust kindled brightly between them.

Taking her breasts into his greedy hands, she smirked. “You boys and your breasts.”

Jason stuck his tongue out at her, then put his hands to work. Slowly, dedicated to the goal he’d set for himself, he kneaded her breasts. Even in this dangerous spot, he wouldn’t rush. Not until her skin tingled at the mere thought of his touch.

Avery’s smirk slowly wilted. As he guided her further into the coverage of the trees so that he could pet and play with her body at his will, he enjoyed seeing her confidence fade almost as much as seeing the lusty heat behind her verdant eyes burn hotter with each passing minute.

“Don’t worry, Avery,” he whispered, mouth close to her ear. He tugged slightly on her nipples, then released them and resumed slowly massaging over her breasts. “We’ve still got loads of time.”

“Jerk,” she grumbled.

He smiled, spotting her slight trembling as her body grew more and more sensitive to his touch. Taking his mouth to her jaw, he blazed a hot trail of kisses down her throat and collarbone. Starting again on the other side, he ran this set upward.

“Are you keeping time?” he asked, biting softly on her earlobe. “We’ve got, what, fifty-five minutes left?”

He intensified his kneading of her breasts before she could answer, and she gasped as he pressed his fingers into the gravity-defying orbs. The soft massage designed to get her nice and sensitive ended. Now, it was time to make her squirm.

“Your cockiness will earn you payback soon enough,” Avery said, trying to act unbothered by his attention, though Jason felt the quickness of her pulse on his lips as he repeated the kissing process on her neck.

“Someone recently told me that humbleness isn’t my specialty. So, I figured I’d just be me. Your body doesn’t seem to mind.”

He kept at it, roaming his hands and mouth across her upper body. Her throat, her shoulders, her arms, her breasts, her stomach, her sides, nowhere remained unexplored. Avery could have stopped him, could have counterattacked, in the hopes of regaining control of the situation, but they both knew it’d prove she couldn’t stand up to his patient, determined assault. Her pride kept her in place, but it was her body’s growing compliance to wherever his fingertips or mouth moved to next that elicited the quickening of her breath, the flush on her cheeks, the dilation in her eyes.

“Jason,” she eventually whispered.

His eyes turned up, found her quivering lips struggling to hold back the needs scorching her heart. He stood straight, having spent the past minute pouring electricity into her breasts with the circular movements of his tongue around her nipples. His hands took up the cause as his mouth abandoned it, continuing to rile her up.

“Yes?”

She glared at him, and it almost seemed like she might rein in the voracious desires pouring off her gaze like steam. Almost. Today, Jason could indulge in his feelings of pride and success.

A blush crept upon Avery’s cheeks as he looked at her. Only a pair of words eked off her tongue, but they’d pages of need encased within them.

“Come on.”

Giving her another kiss, his hands dropped from her breasts. As their tongues met and their kiss’s passion skyrocketed toward an almost dizzying height, his hands trailed across her leggings. Her curvaceous hips, her firm, round butt, and her long, toned legs sent his heart into a dead sprint.

His hands slipped into her pants, pushing past the tight fit until they found the next barrier of fabric. Going under it as well, Avery’s body trembled as she laid her head on his shoulder. A soft sigh graced his ears as he found her soaking wet and ready to accept him.

With some initial difficulty, because she hadn’t stripped off her pants yet, he slid a finger into her tight sex. Warmth and wetness swarmed his finger as he pushed it in further.

“Get another one in there,” she whispered breathlessly.

Obeying, he slipped another finger inside of her. Her tight walls constricted around them, and her breathing intensified. Using his wrist more than his forearm due to the angle, he finally began to grant Avery a taste of the pleasure he’d promised her he would.

“Why am I so wet?” she mumbled under her breath. It wasn’t a question meant for him. He answered it, anyway.

“Because I’m that good.” He kissed her on the side of her lips, then fully on the lips as she turned her head to glare at him. The sweet taste lasted, and their tongues met again.

“You’re so damn… cocky,” she moaned as their kiss ended, but his slow thrusts inside her continued.

“Can you really blame me? Listen to how fucking hot your moans are, Avery.” He sped up a little, and those same moans lurched off her tongue even faster.

“You’re… right. I am… fuck!”

He grinned as his ministrations interrupted her ability to think. Her arms swung around his neck, and she pressed her breasts against him as she fought to remain standing. Feeling her first orgasm on the horizon, he decided not to speed up anymore. Nice and slow but still powerful and deep, he inched her toward the first example of bliss she’d receive today.

“Ungh, I’m… I’m cumming!” Her harsh whisper warped into a shrill hiss as she shoved her forehead against his shoulder and began quivering like a vibrating phone.

Jason kissed her on the top of her head. And he kept going, of course. Even as her body trembled and her grip tightened around his neck, he pursued the next orgasm he would grant her. Only a few minutes later, he earned it.

“Oh, it’s… too… muchhh!” Avery’s slick walls tightened around his fingers, almost locking them in place as she came for a second time. Her entire body responded to his focused efforts, and he wondered if she even realized it. He could have teased her, but he chose not to, for now. Instead, he simply enjoyed seeing, hearing, and feeling how eager Avery responded to his motions.

“Wait,” she whispered. “Let me… get these off. And you get yours off too.”

Jason’s eyes widened. He glanced around the open space. They yet remained alone.

Avery barely spent a moment checking their surroundings. Before he'd even started, her shoes, pants, and panties joined the grass. She glared impatiently at him and took matters into her own hands. Shoving him toward the nearby picnic table, she tore his shorts and boxers down, forced him to sit down, then fell to her knees in front of him.

He licked his lips. “Don’t you think you might like it better on my lap?”

Avery’s eyes flashed with lust, but also a glimmer of control. “This is date number one, Jason. I’m not that easy.”

“So, it is a date, at least.”

She rolled her eyes, then started soaking his cock in her saliva. In under a minute, she was deepthroating him again.

Her hot throat proved just as inviting as he remembered. But he realized something. He wasn’t done giving her pleasure, too.

Tapping her on the head, and then again slightly harder when she didn’t heed him, she glared up at him and removed her mouth from his cock with a noisy plop.

“What?”

He pushed her out of the way and laid down on the grass. Ignoring the scratchiness on his back and butt, as well as its coolness because of the shade overtop them, he grinned, then beckoned her with a finger. “If you cum first, then I get to start getting some of those pictures you know I’d love to have.”

Avery needed only a moment to understand. “Fine. But if you do, then I get to take you somewhere next week.”

“Where?”

“You’ll find out once you’ve lost.”

“Bring it on.”

Climbing on top of him, she rotated her front toward his lower half and practically sat down on his chest. As she stretched herself toward his cock, her wet opening revealed itself to his face.

Jason kissed the back of her thighs, pulling her soaked sex closer as they prepared for the beginning of their competition. As soon as he felt her hot mouth slide over his iron-hard rod, he pulled her down toward him and swept his tongue over her clit.

Her puffy pink lips trembled as he guided his tongue over her juices. Avery immediately shivered, which filled Jason with more confidence. However, she struck back by pushing her mouth down over his entire shaft. One of them whimpered with hungry desire, though it was hard to decipher which of them it was over the loud slurping sounds Avery bombarded him with.

Holding her round butt tightly, Jason focused all his efforts on her clit. He didn’t know what she had in mind, but he knew he wanted to both tease her and bother her for pictures at his leisure. That more than motivated him to give it his all.

The heat of need conspired to steal both of their minds. Caressing her butt, playing with her clit, he felt her stiffening, resisting the release of pleasure she surely couldn’t hold back for much longer.

In response, she bobbed her head faster, noisier, her tight mouth taking him in his entirety faster and faster. Jason’s body writhed in that pleasure, and he almost lost himself to his own desperate desires. As the gorgeous superstar of Served Hot put her hot mouth to work, Jason’s body begged him to relent.

By the barest of threads, supported by the thought of an album’s worth of pictures of Avery’s nude body, he held himself together. Instinct calling upon him to give her butt a firm smack, which caused her to moan unexpectedly, he found his avenue to victory.

And he fucking took it. As the pleasure crashed upon him, hurling him toward the brink, he spanked Avery and played with her clit. An assault that caused her to gyrate like a woozy patient still on anesthesia. Only, she felt the pleasure sharply; nothing about it felt dulled, he knew.

Mere moments later, her body could take no more. With his cock still deep in her mouth, he heard a guttural moan reverberate through it. Immediately afterward, her entire body tensed and twisted as an orgasm smashed into her.

Fucking finally, Jason thought, exploding deep inside her throat barely a second later.

She didn’t stop slurping until she’d sucked him dry. Her petty vengeance, he imagined. He wouldn’t complain, or rather, he couldn’t. His mind needed another full minute before it rebooted.

“That’s my win,” he whispered once he found he could speak again.

“Fucking barely,” Avery complained. She climbed around and laid her chest down on him. “Another round. Double or nothing.”

“How much time do we have left?”

She glared at him. “As much as we need.”

He grinned, and she favored him with a soft smile of her own. Right afterward, the sound of voices struck sheer panic into them both.

They hadn’t heard the doors open. But they certainly heard the three distinct female voices within the same space as them. Avery climbed off him but kept herself low, and Jason followed suit. Peering through the trees, they spotted a group of middle-aged women entering the park area. Laden with fast food on red trays, they’d thankfully selected one of the picnic tables furthest from them. And so far, they remained unnoticed.

“That’s my ex’s fucking mom,” Avery hissed, staring at a dowdy woman in a pantsuit. “I forgot she fucking manages the beauty salon in the mall.”

“So, they’re here on a lunch break?”

Avery nodded as she grabbed her clothes and quickly dragged them back onto her body. Jason followed suit, staring the entire time at the three women. Based on their laughter's boisterousness, their conversation was an attention snatcher, which proved a boon to the hidden lovers. Once they were dressed, still unnoticed, Jason swatted at some loose grass that had somehow found its way into his hair. Together, they hurried toward the food court.

Glancing over his shoulder as they opened the door and shoved out, he spotted the three women all looking their way. The woman Avery had singled out tried to stare past him, but his body hopefully blocked her sight of Avery as she pushed through the doors first. Whether she spotted and then recognized Avery, he didn’t know. Regardless, based on how disheveled they appeared, he imagined he’d just given the three ladies a new topic of conversation.


Chapter Eleven

A Jersey

Completely, unequivocally, without any doubt in his mind, Jason was glad he’d won his competition with Avery. After their close call, they’d decided not to risk their luck any further. When their stomachs growled in unison as they walked through the mall, food leaped past sex as a priority. Neither of them suggested heading back to the food court to find something to eat.

Traveling and reconvening at a nearby restaurant, a smooth balminess gathered within his chest as they ate and chatted and made eyes at one another. Seeing Avery brandishing a warm smile and easy laughter throughout their time together proved infectious. It was a tonic he knew he’d never grow tired of drinking.

“So, did I manage to overwrite your bad memories of Alder Mall?”

Avery popped a French fry into her mouth, then chased after it with a long drink of her milkshake. “Some of them. It might take two or three more trips before they’re all gone.”

“We can make that happen, I’m sure.”

She pursed her lips. “I’ll get my win soon enough, and then you’re coming with me.”

“Maybe if you tell me where we’d be going if you win, I’ll just go along.”

“No, you wouldn’t.”

“So, it’s volleyball related.”

He received a shrug for his sleuthing. “You really want me to like volleyball, huh?”

“Nope. But I want you to see if you like volleyball.”

Jason furrowed his brow in confusion. “What do you mean?”

Another shrug. “Now, what picture would you like for today? You get one.”

“And another tomorrow?”

“One per day,” she said.

Jason smiled, then tapped the table as he considered his options. “It’s a bit like being a kid in a candy store. I’m not sure I can decide on just one thing.”

She drank from her milkshake again, glaring at him playfully. “Well, you better decide quickly.” She held up a hand for the check. “Because I might forget to check my phone for the rest of the day once I leave here.”

Jason folded his arms and shoved himself into a trance as their bill arrived, only exiting long enough to cover only his part of the meal—and no more, as Avery had insisted. The moment she’d paid her portion and added half the tip to the table, she started for the door. He grumbled, added his part, and then chased after her.

“I’ll shout it in the parking lot if you don’t slow down,” he called after her, attracting numerous eyes from some new arrivals passing them by.

Avery didn’t look back, but she did slow a step. Jason grinned and caught up to her. She looked his way.

“Well?”

He had an answer by the time they reached her car. “If you want me to start liking volleyball, why don’t you put on your college jersey and send me that? I could use a new wallpaper.”

As he’d hoped, Avery’s eyes widened, and she even stopped midway through opening her door. Even better, a hint of color crept onto her cheeks. He’d surprised her; that much was plainly visible. In a good way, as far as he could tell.

“Okay. That’ll be your picture.”

“Oh, and make sure your face is in it. Especially your eyes.”

“And why’s that?”

“Humble doesn’t suit you well either, Avery. You know you’ve got beautiful eyes.”

“Still nice to hear someone say it,” she said, an almost exact reply as the one he’d given to Angela not long ago.

He grinned. Avery finished pulling open her door, yet then she thrust her own surprise upon him. Grabbing his shirt, she pulled his mouth down to hers. And that proved more than enough to make his heart soar to the moon.

“It better be your wallpaper the next time I see you,” she said, pulling back. “See you next practice, Jason.”

“Or for our official date this week.”

Her eyes gleamed bright and beautiful as she slid into her car. “Or for that, I guess.”

He didn’t stop grinning until he’d found his car and pulled out of the parking lot. The high lasted long past the time it took to drive home, and it exploded into pure bliss when a picture of Avery wearing a navy-blue jersey and her volleyball shorts buzzed his phone. Within moments, he kept his word and made it his phone’s wallpaper.

You’re a stunner.

There are a few other places I’d like to visit in the mall, by the way.

We’ll hit them all.

Good.

He received a second text. This time, Avery had pulled her jersey up far enough to show him one of her gorgeous breasts. Jason’s grin reappeared.

I thought I only got one.

If you’d like, I can take your phone the next time I see you and delete it.

Nope! Thanks! You’re the best!

Don’t you forget it.

As evening turned into night, Jason didn’t think anything could improve his mood further. But then his phone vibrated again. Fumbling for it, wondering if Avery had graced him with a third heavenly gift, he instead found a number he didn’t know on it. A moment ticked by before he realized who it was from.

An address. A time.

He’d almost forgotten. He had plans tomorrow night with Yvette Allard.


Chapter Twelve

Cupid Christine

How did one prepare for a night alone with an exotic married woman? A question driving itself into Jason’s head like a hundred rusty nails. With Avery, they were roughly the same age, and he didn’t need to expand his horizons all that much to understand what to do, where to go, how to talk with her. And Christine was a personality magnet; Jason just went with her flow, which was easily enough picked up.

Yvette Allard carried, intentionally or not, an air of mystique around her stunningly beautiful person. It clung to her like an invisible shroud, permeated her surroundings.

Jason fully understood that holding such thoughts was probably idiotic, or at least a mite childish. Yvette was a woman, a person. Gorgeous, sensual, and mysterious as she was, he shouldn’t thrust her up on some pedestal. He should just be himself, speak to her like a normal person, treat her like he did Avery or Christine.

And yet lingering doubt punched holes in his stomach as the next day arrived. He knew why he was headed to her place, what they’d end up doing together. For him to experience performance anxiety after the time he’d spent with Avery and Christine seemed utterly ridiculous. Thankfully, an unexpected text offered him some relief as five in the afternoon rolled by, just an hour before he’d depart, so he could make it to Yvette’s at six-thirty, as she’d asked.

How’s our stud feeling about his date later tonight?

He rolled his eyes. Of course you know, somehow.

Christine’s subsequent text tarried only a minute before it arrived. Duh. As setter and cupid for the team, I’m aware of where any and all balls are at all times. They go where I send them, after all.

Uh-huh. Well, I’m getting ready to leave—

An idea popped into his phone as he typed out the above message. It couldn’t hurt. He deleted his current message and threw Christine a new one.

Are cupid’s services currently available?

They might be. Throw her your question or thoughts and find out.

Jason chewed on how to word it for a few minutes, then typed something out.

I didn’t really get more than her address and the time to show up. So, I don’t know what else to expect.

Christine made him wait— he was sure it was that—for her next reply. It didn’t come in a text as he’d anticipated. Instead, at five-ten, his ringtone sounded off, and his screen showed him a request for a video call. Oddly reluctant, as if her seeing his face might key her into how nervous he was, he still decided to answer.

Christine’s divine features appeared on his screen. From what he could tell, she was in an office—a spacious one at that. Was she still working? Otherwise, her beauty partially took the edge off the teasing grin promising she’d plenty to say about the nervousness she’d already divined from just his texts.

“Trouble in paradise, Jason?”

“It’s not… that. Not exactly.”

“So, why the obvious agonizing over tonight?” she bantered with a smile. Before he could answer, a look of mock shock, which turned into mock indignation, gathered upon her face. “Don’t tell me that you’re nervous about a simple dinner liaison with Yvette? And after you were feeling me up and acting so confident at my place just a matter of days ago. I will be very hurt if you’re ranking Yvette above me.”

“That’s not how I’d put it, Christine,” he said.

“Well, how would you put it?”

“You’re… well, you’re really welcoming and easy to get along with.”

“Angela might disagree,” Christine chimed in, chuckling to herself.

“Yeah, but you dial it up on her. We both know that.”

“Guilty as charged.”

“But yeah, it’s easy to talk with you, to flirt with you, to hang out with you, even.”

“And Yvette’s our dark, mysterious foreigner with obvious secrets and clandestine affairs. Did I get it right?”

“I guess. Yeah… yeah. Pretty much that.”

Christine chuckled again. Appearing momentarily thoughtful, she leaned back in her chair and spun herself to the side. “Now, usually, I would prod and rib you ravenously for being silly like this. But I would earnestly like you to have a good evening. Both of you to have a good evening. So, Maverick Christine is going to take a quick power nap, and you can have Cupid Christine in full for this call.”

“Thanks?”

“You are supremely welcome. Now, establish Yvette’s goal with me.”

“Her… goal?”

Christine tapped her temple with a finger. “Yes, her goal. Why is this gorgeous woman inviting you over to her house tonight? Don’t be dense, Jason. She was hardly subtle about what she wanted last week.”

“That’s… fair.”

“And so you understand?”

He started to nod, only for a question to freeze him in ice. “You said she was married, didn’t you?”

Christine presented him with a relaxed smile. “A question you should drop into Yvette’s lap when you see her. Trust me. It’ll all resolve itself nicely, and then you’ll both get your fun. So Cupid Christine decrees!”

Jason nodded. While he wasn’t sure he’d put a five-star review on Cupid Christine’s business page, some of the stress burdening him seemed to have retreated. A reminder that Yvette had initiated all of this, even in a way starting all of what he’d ended up wrapped in, soothed his mind well enough.

“So,” he said, gazing upon Christine, “when are you inviting me back over to your place?”

“Ah, there he is,” the gorgeous setter said with a snort. “Should you really be thinking about conquering me when you haven’t even climbed a much less treacherous mountain?” She ran a hand over her breasts as she emphasized the word mountain.

“I can’t help it,” he said with an unapologetic shrug.

Christine leaned forward, her dazzling blue eyes brightening his screen. “If Yvette texts me afterward about how great you were, I’ll consider sending you my own cryptic text. Sound fair?”

Jason’s heart danced a little jig, but he kept his lips clamped tightly neutral. The betrayal must have occurred within his eyes, for Christine’s grin crowded the screen.

“Now, that’s the kind of response I’m due. Have yourself a very wonderful night, Jason. I’m sure I’ll hear all about it, one way or another.”

“See you soon, Christine.”

“Maybe,” she cooed before ending the call.

With his confidence mostly restored, he took a deep breath. With twenty minutes to spare before he left, he hurried to get dressed.


Chapter Thirteen

Savory Sensations

Jason opted for a semi-casual look. He remained uncertain about what to expect for the evening, so he tried to split the middle. Finding clothes that he could wear to a nicer restaurant but which could also transition into a more relaxed style by undoing a few buttons and untucking his shirt, he scooted out of his driveway a few minutes earlier than was probably necessary to make it to Yvette’s in time.

On the drive over, even after Christine’s help, his nervousness protruded into his spine as if there was a rock embedded underneath the fabric of his seat. He didn’t sit comfortably the entire way over, and the short ride felt an eternity because of it.

On his arrival, he stopped in front of a two-story house with an orderly yard and a flare of color in its many flowers within the garden. A single SUV sat in the driveway, though Jason hadn’t expected to see another one there. Whether they were separated or in the process of separating, he couldn’t imagine Yvette inviting him over to meet her husband—or Christine letting him walk into such an ambush if that risk existed.

Sitting on the street for a moment, he scanned the windows, then immediately felt foolish. This wasn’t a surprise birthday party, and he wasn’t Caesar heading unwittingly toward his doom among a host of murderous senators. He wouldn’t spot peering eyes waiting for him.

Climbing out of his car, he walked up the driveway until he reached a brick path guiding him toward the three steps climbing to Yvette’s front door. As his forefinger reached for the doorbell, he felt a sudden emptiness in his other. Should he have brought flowers, chocolate, or some other gift? A moment later, the tolling chime of her bell robbed him of any hasty retreat so that he could find the nearest grocery store stocking such effects.

One of the sexiest women alive opened her door just ten seconds later. He realized at that point that he’d overdressed. Though he certainly didn’t mind Yvette’s style choice for the evening.

Barefoot, she wore a pair of summer-printed high-waisted shorts that left him plenty to admire about her long, lithe legs and a very loose white blouse whose sleeves she’d rolled up to her elbows. Numerous buttons sat undone, and he could see plenty of her cleavage and bra because of it. Her hair fell past her shoulders, luxurious and windswept. Upon seeing him, she granted him a soft smile.

“Hi, Jason. Thanks for coming.”

“Thanks for the invite,” Jason hastily said, realizing after a short block of silence that he needed to reply. “You look great.”

“But not as you expected from me,” she noted.

“Ah, well—”

Yvette waved him indoors, still smiling. “My accent may still be rather thick, but I’ve lived in America for over a decade. There are certain parts of it I’ve added to my repertoire. As you’ll see out back, as well. I think it’ll surprise you what I’ve planned for dinner. Come, come.”

Trailing behind her, they cut through her home, which seemed as orderly as her lawn, on their way to a sliding glass door. When she started sliding it open, a horde of piquant aromas crashed into him. His stomach immediately responded by growling hungrily, which earned him a smile from his hostess.

She was right, of course. Maybe excluding her having a bag of greasy fast-food waiting for them on a table, a cookout certainly sat at the bottom of what he’d anticipated she’d have prepared for dinner. Preparing for dinner. Not quite finished, perhaps because of his early arrival, Yvette hurried back to the grill, picked up her spatula, and gave the burgers sitting on it a flip. Glancing over her shoulder and finding him lingering at the doorway, she waved him out properly into her backyard.

Stepping onto her patio, he saw a nearby table already marked for their inevitable use by the two plates sitting on it. Jason turned his head back toward Yvette, in the same motion loosening up his clothes for a more relaxed look.

“So, do you like barbeques?”

“Love them,” Yvette said, glancing over her shoulder and nodding him toward her. “The smells, the atmosphere, the food—it seized me at my first Fourth of July party here in the States all those years ago. Seeing the summer sky studded with clouds of smoke brings back good memories, and the delicious smells always make me salivate. I hope this isn’t less than you were desiring.”

He walked beside her just as she reclosed the grill’s top and set down her spatula, which banished much of the heat flaring toward them. She turned and waited for his reply.

“Like you pointed out, it’s not what I was expecting, but it’s definitely not in a bad way. Honestly, I feel a bit less tense than I was on the way over because of it.” He nodded toward the grill beside them.

“Tense?” Yvette took a step closer. “Whatever would you have to be tense about?”

Jason stiffened faster than a lightning bolt falling from the clouds could reach the ground. As Yvette pointed her dark eyes and luscious lips up at him, his peripherals found plenty of distraction in her creamy skin and full breasts. Her billowy blouse saw to that.

“I think you know what,” he said.

“I don’t. You need to tell me what you mean, Jason.”

Yvette lifted her arms slowly and wrapped them around his neck. She nestled herself against him, and Jason’s pounding heart roared louder than cannon fire. Hot fire seared through his veins, and the slight weight of her arms around his neck felt thicker than a shackle of iron. He couldn’t so much as lift his eyes, let alone his neck, staring down at one of the most beautiful women he’d ever laid eyes upon.

Gathering a few words onto his tongue, he decided to take Christine’s earlier advice.

“I’m tense because I haven’t been able to get you out of my head since you sat down next to me at the Yard.”

Feeling his hardness pressed against her body, the seductive woman lifted herself onto her toes. Her mouth ventured into a range of centimeters from his, then stopped. “Here, let me take some responsibility for that.”

She kissed him, and heat like standing on the rim of a volcano blazed across his skin. His arms immediately gathered around her slender waist, feeling the beginning of the contours leading down to her curvaceous hips. Yvette pressed into him with a furious need, a hunger, all while desire spiraled around them raucously and earnestly as their kiss spiraled into the longest kiss Jason had ever known.

“I’ve still got to get dinner all situated,” she said breathlessly after pulling back. “And then we’ll get back to this.” She nodded toward the doors. “I’ve got to grab some sides and the drinks inside.”

“I’ll help,” he said, still having not let go of her waist.

“Thank you.”

“For another kiss indoors.”

She chuckled. “You don’t have to buy or trade favors for my lips, Jason.”

She climbed onto her toes and kissed him again to prove her point. After ending it, she threw a few more on his cheek.

“See?”

He nodded. “Then I want to kiss you again indoors.”

“Then come along,” she purred, overtly grinding her butt against him as she turned and sauntered toward her home.

Once inside her kitchen, he put his request forward again. Moments afterward, he’d lifted her onto her counter and started making out with her while she wrapped her legs around his waist. She smelled of lilac and had the softest lips he’d ever known. Needy fingertips started at her thighs and moved upward. A tap on the shoulder forestalled his advance.

“We’ve got a mission here, and I need to ensure the burgers don’t burn. Medium well is my preference. Is that all right with you?”

“Yeah, that’s good for me.”

Helping her down, he gathered the chips and dip while she grabbed the salad and a few dressings. The burger toppings and two long glasses of lemonade waited for his return trip, where he soon placed them on a table that quickly found itself covered in delicious offerings.

“Hold up,” he called to Yvette as she started back toward the grill.

“You’ll have to wait for your next one,” she said, knowing what he was after. She hopped over to the grill and checked the meat inside. “Almost done. Then we can eat.”

He followed her, though he wasn’t so idiotic as to grab her by the waist while she was next to an open and active grill. After adding the cheese to the burgers, she noticed his presence, and a meanness he would have expected from Christine followed, where she loitered around the grill and made him wait a minute longer than was necessary. A fact that he complained about openly.

“I’ve no idea what you mean,” she said, sticking her butt out and swaying it in front of him.

“That’s just evil,” he growled.

She sent a look over her shoulder that seared him hotter than if he’d shoved his face onto the grill. “Shouldn’t you know already that I’m very, very bad?”

“I must have forgotten,” he said, repeating his earlier excuse.

“Just don’t do it again.”

“I might… unless you come over here and help me out.”

Yvette glanced at the burgers, then reached for a large plate holding a bag of hamburger buns. Deftly, within less than a minute, she’d a plate carrying three burgers, two with cheese melted upon their bodies, one without. He arched an eyebrow at her over the curiosity.

“Indeed, you’ve discovered the true reason for my banishment from France. I’m lactose intolerant.”

“I’ll have to send them a postcard thanking them for driving you out,” he teased.

One corner of Yvette’s mouth pulled over in a smile as she set the plate down with the rest. She surveyed all that she’d made, seeming pleased.

“Can you be a little more patient, so we can eat all this while it’s at its best?”

“And then?”

Yvette bit her lower lip and threw her eyes toward his waistband. “And then I’ll make good on ensuring you never forget again how bad I can be.”

Jason didn’t doubt she meant it for even a second. He almost cheered. Instead, he forced himself to nod a single time. Together, they sat down and made their plates.


Chapter Fourteen

Wants

After sinking his teeth into the first bite of his first cheeseburger, he knew the entire meal following would leave him satiated. So did Yvette, her eyes sparkling with pride as his enjoyment played across his face. In fact, she didn’t take her first bite until he’d sampled burger, salad, chips and dip, and lemonade.

“It’s all amazing,” he told her, both knowing it was the complete truth.

“I’m glad. This is my first time touching the grill this summer. I was fretting over it quite a bit.”

“Just let me know when the second time is.”

“That is the idea,” Yvette said, setting her chin on her palm. “Third, fourth, fifth. If you wanted to hit double digits before the month ended, I wouldn’t mind.”

Jason’s mouth suffered a spontaneous drought, which Yvette noticed. A teasing smile appeared on her face as she reached for his lemonade and handed it to him. He drank gratefully, then almost coughed up the sweet liquid in his mouth as a hand pressed on his thigh.

“You’re surprisingly vulnerable to my teasing,” Yvette said. “I would have assumed you would be nearly immune, given everything Christine’s put you through in front of Angela.”

“Maybe it’s like a virus. Immunity to one doesn’t mean you’re safe from the rest.”

Mirth spread over Yvette’s stunning features. “Now, that is certainly the first time I’ve been likened to a virus.”

“Highly contagious, making me feverish, the only thing I’ll think about for days on end. You’re a super virus among viruses.”

“That was an admirable attempt to spin that positively,” Yvette said.

“No, it wasn’t.”

“No, it wasn’t,” she agreed, chuckling. “But you have my… kudos, is it, for trying.”

“I gladly accept them,” he said, finishing his first burger.

Eating half as much, Yvette finished a couple of minutes before he did. While he reckoned with his second burger, he noticed her glancing toward the door leading back inside.

“We’re… not on a clock or anything, right?”

“Absolutely not,” Yvette said, frowning. “Has Christine not clarified her earlier comments about my marital status?”

“No, she never did. She said I should get it from you.”

Yvette sighed heavily. “Of course, she would say as much. Troublesome woman.”

“We agree there.”

While Yvette ordered her thoughts, a brief silence settled upon them. Jason did not disturb it. Instead, he waited patiently for Yvette’s story, knowing he’d make himself a liar if he didn’t admit that he was interested in hearing it.

“Is it all right if I provide the shorthand version?” Yvette eventually asked. “A lot of specifics can be brought down to a sentence or two.”

“That’s okay with me.”

“Thank you. To make this brief, when I moved to America fourteen years ago, it was because of the man who would become my husband. At the time, I felt this passionate love I mistakenly believed was eternal. So, I left home and came here. After a few short years together, I was married. After a few more, I was miserable. He was never home, and there was a new excuse each night. Staying late to impress his bosses, going out with his coworkers, all that. I should have figured it out far more quickly, of course.”

“It being…?” Jason asked tepidly, an idea already formed.

“That he’s a cheating dickhead,” Yvette confirmed, voice brittle as a rusty iron file. “Not only that, but he also liked to hook up with new employees, ones who didn’t know his reputation—or that he was married. The whole wretched thing finally came out at his work a little over a month ago. He’s fired, he’s not welcome here ever again, and our marriage is over. That is the short version. Please do not request any more details. I despise even wasting words insulting the bastard.”

“I’m sorry,” Jason said. “We won’t talk about it anymore.” He paused.

“Say what you need to say,” Yvette said, noticing his hesitance.

“It’s not about your husband. It’s about… whatever this thing is that Christine’s spearheading. Given what happened to you, is it okay that I’m, um, involved with other members of your team? It sounded like you knew about it, but I just want to make sure.”

“I might know more about it than you do,” Yvette pointed out. She began trailing her forefinger around the rim of her lemonade, staring at him intently. “I am okay with it. I’m part of it, after all. We didn’t make sacred vows of monogamy together, and I’m not hoping you will swear any such vows with me in the future. At this strange and unpleasant time in my life, I’m looking for more things that I’ll find pleasant. Are you up to be one such pleasantry?”

“I’ve really enjoyed talking with you, eating with you, and kissing you so far.” Jason smiled. “I’m pretty sure I’ll still enjoy all of it tomorrow too.”

“Well then,” Yvette said, voice growing quieter but huskier, “let’s get these dishes inside and cleaned off. I want you to enjoy tonight enough that you’ll come back tomorrow.”

I already have, Jason thought.

Gathering their things, barely taking their eyes off one another, they glided indoors. As if entranced by the smoldering heat behind the other’s eyes, neither said a word. Not as they deposited the dirty dishes, not as Yvette began rinsing the first plate, and not as Jason brought his arms around her waist and pulled her back against him. That plate didn’t get thoroughly cleaned until hours later.

Yvette pushed against him, grinding her firm butt against his stiffness. Leaning her head back on his shoulder, she flashed a steamy look up at him as he ran his hands along her thighs.

“Show me what you’ve got,” she purred. “I want to dream of you tonight.”

His hands reached her blouse and immediately went to work undoing the recalcitrant buttons delaying his fun. He guided Yvette away from the sink and toward a clear space of counter, where he pushed her against it and made sure she felt exactly what he had within his pants. The French beauty’s lips curled, and she wiggled her butt against him.

Twisting in his arms so that she faced him, her lips found his. He stifled a hot gasp as her hand cupped his stiffness. Bodies crowded close, it delayed him undoing her buttons, but he didn’t care. Heat flooded his entire body as she felt his size with her slender hand.

Eventually, he managed his original design and practically tore her blouse away. Her creamy skin, so soft and smooth and perfect, appeared before him. Yvette’s breathing lifted her breasts with impatient need. Grinning seductively, she shoved her hand down his pants and found his cock.

“You’re dangerous,” she whispered into his ear, nibbling on his earlobe. “I can tell. You’re going to make me feel all sorts of things I haven’t felt in soooo long.”

Jason ran a hand into the dark waterfall of hair flowing down her back, then dipped her head back to kiss her again. She hummed against him, pleased, and ran her hand up and down his shaft. He thrust his other hand behind her back and undid her bra, hurling it after her blouse.

Anticipation coursed through his body like embers connecting into a single great inferno as Yvette added her second hand to his pants, this one working to spring his cock free. Knowing he’d get only a few moments more to enjoy the sight of her naked body before things ramped up, he swept his hands up her sides, over her flat stomach, stopping to enjoy her full breasts and hardened nipples, and then glided them up to her throat. Her pulse beat a frenetic drum under his palm, and he kissed her again.

She had his erection finally freed by the time their mouths no longer burned the others with the ferocity of their passion. And Yvette’s eyes immediately fell, and an almost carnivorous desire blazed within them.

“Have you done it fully with any of the others yet?”

He shook his head.

“Good. I’m first, then.”

She pushed him back a step, then thrust her shorts and panties down. Kicking them aside, she fell to her knees and drizzled her saliva all along his cock, spreading it with her hand. The impatient need within her eyes only grew more frantic as she stared at his size.

After properly lathering him up for easier penetration, she climbed back up. Staring into his eyes, she smiled.

“I promise there’ll be more and better nights between us. Just… tonight, I need it like this. Pound me, Jason. Okay?”

He nodded, unable to tear his gaze away from the heat of her lustfulness. Relief splashed across her face, and then the inferno of desire burned it off. Turning, she bent over her kitchen counter, presenting herself for him to take at his leisure.

Jason licked his lips and stared at her slick opening. His cock throbbed with the need to penetrate her exactly as he asked. With those two things in mind, he took her by the hips and positioned himself at her sex. Yvette sucked in a tight, readying breath.

“Give it to me, Jason,” she said again, and this time it sounded almost like a plea.

He indulged her with just the slightest of pushes forward. Her body immediately tensed as his cock met her tight entry. Running his hand over her small back, he pushed forward a little more.

As he slid a few inches into Yvette, he could feel her pussy stretch to accommodate his intrusion. A shiver of illicit pleasure spread through him. Yvette sighed pleasurably, even a bit impatiently, as he slid further inside.

“All of it, Jason,” she whispered. “Give it all to me.”

“You’ll get it,” he said. “But I want to enjoy how tight and warm you are a little longer before I fuck you silly.”

He circled his arm around her waist and pushed himself to three-quarters of his length inside her. Yvette’s hands formed fists on the counter, and he wondered if this was as deep as she’d ever felt a cock before. Well, he’d some more still to give. Giving her butt a slight squeeze, she tensed tighter than anything before this as his cock finally fully entered her tight sex.

“Ooo, fuck,” she whispered. “Is that all of it?”

“That’s all of it,” he said, tenderly caressing her lower back.

“When you start, don’t you stop until you flood me. All of it, Jason. That’s what I said.”

Jason’s eyes widened, yet his mind raucously cheered at the permission she’d granted him. She looked over her shoulder, and he nodded.

“Now, fuck me, Jason. Fuck me!”

Like ripping on a lawn mower’s cord, he transitioned from inert to active faster than the blink of an eye. Pulling almost entirely out of her, which caused her to gasp, he pumped his entire length back into Yvette’s tight pussy before she’d finished it. A guttural cry leaped off her lips—the first of many.

He thudded through her like a piston firing on all cylinders. Noisy slaps created when his hips and her butt collided clattered across the kitchen floor, but her moans sang louder than all of them. With each thrust, each new adventure into Yvette’s tight sex, she moaned more vivaciously than before.

Unlike his experiences with Avery, there was no competition, no rivalry. Yvette didn’t hold back her moans, her shudders, her desires. She released them all freely and openly, and Jason indulged in each new one.

“Is it... good?” Yvette asked, ducking her head as he continued pounding through her.

Only just, Jason heard the concern within her voice. Trepidation, even. He almost dismissed what he’d picked up as a mirage, but Yvette’s story about her marriage stopped him from discarding the fact. Beautiful, exotic, indelibly desirable, she was still a person, and fears and anxiousness could afflict anyone, no matter who they were.

He leaned forward, pressing his body on hers, putting his mouth near her ear. He kept fucking her as fast as he could, of course.

Let me take away some of that worry, Yvette.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he whispered, running his hand through her hair. “It’s so good. Better than anything I’ve ever felt before.”

She groaned as he plunged himself back to the hilt inside her, and her fingers flexed to their full length on her counter as he filled her deep. Fully coated by now in her fluids, he could flex his hips and spear her as deep as he wanted with each thrust. All the way. Each one. And every time he bottomed out inside her tight hole, he felt himself building closer to a violent explosion.

“I’m glad!” Yvette hissed, quivering as he slammed into her again. “I want you to come back and, ungh, do this again.”

“Tomorrow, right?”

“If you’re not… busy.”

“Ohhh.” Jason felt her tighten around him, and his cock throbbed, cocooned in a world of pleasure so marvelous that he clamped his teeth together so that he didn’t cum inside her right then and there. Yvette glanced over her shoulder, and a wide grin appeared as she saw the desperate resistance on his face.

“Come on, Jason. Make me a mess. Kids aren’t on the table for me, so you can cum inside whenever you like.”

Jason hissed as his cock swelled within her, and Yvette’s teasing broke before a sharp inhale of her own. Determined not to cum alone, he pushed her down on the counter and seized complete control of her body. He pumped faster than before, giving Yvette everything he had, pulling her hips back against him with each thrust. She cried out in ecstasy, unrestrained in her lust and need to cum.

Giving her the pounding she’d been hoping for, he watched Yvette squirm and reach for something to hold onto with her hands. Unfortunately for her, she kept a clean countertop, and her hands grasped only air. Holding her waist tighter, one hand on either side, he barreled into her with reckless abandon. Thoughts and words failed him, supplanted by the feverish urge to make her cum first. It rumbled through him like thunder, loud and demanding, and Yvette must have sensed the change.

“Oh, ungh, do it! Make me cum, then fill me up! Jasonnn!”

Her voice turned shrill as she cried his name, her body more and more receptive to his thrusts. Impassioned, excited, and plenty compatible, they built one another up to their limits, then held on for dear life as the pleasurable tidal wave crashed down upon them. By just a handful of seconds, it hit Yvette first.

“Oh, Goddd!” she cried, tightening around him, reaching once more for a handhold that didn’t exist, and losing herself before the rush of euphoria barreling down on her.

Jason knew hardly a moment indulging in her pleasure before his own exploded like a dormant geyser reminding everyone around it still lived. Bottoming out inside her with a bestial grunt, he shoved her down hard on her counter, then spasmed as his seed flooded her. Yvette thrust her knuckles into her mouth and squealed in pleasure, joining him in her own euphoric throes.

Pants, ragged and strained, survived their orgasms but little else. Overtop of her, still deep inside her, Jason laid his mouth upon her bare back and kissed her softly. Yvette’s pants turned almost giddy, and giggles intermingled with them. The joy he heard in them was the very antithesis of how she’d sounded when mentioning her husband earlier. A stupidly large grin grew on his face because of it.

He pulled out of her slowly, carefully keeping his hands on her waist in case she lost her footing. Feeling a bit like one of the tube men bending in the wind outside of used car lots himself, he steadied himself on the counter beside her. Yvette’s head rested on the counter as her panting came down, but she turned it toward him.

“Was it as good for you as it was for me?”

He leaned on the counter beside her, laying his cheek on one forearm. “I have to have you again. In… fifteen minutes, tops. A little breather, maybe some more lemonade, and then we’re doing this again.”

Yvette’s agreeing smile thrust his heart, which had just started calming down, back into a mad dash.


Chapter Fifteen

Have it and Eat it

For the tomorrow that Jason and Yvette had discussed, he didn’t need to waste a single drop of gas in his tank. Because his car didn’t budge an inch. Other than when he fucked her in her backyard once the stars shone overhead, Jason never left Yvette’s home.

He was far too busy getting to know every room of her house, after which they made new memories in half of them—while planning to make more in the other half in the coming days and weeks. It proved blissful, enflaming, and exhausting. By the time they came inside after their fourth bout of lovemaking on her back patio, it was all they could do to reach her bed before they passed out.

In the morning, sharing her impressively large stained-glass shower, she grinned and soaped his cock up while making eyes at him. It didn’t take long before she was jerking him off while he did his best to hold on for dear life.

“You’re going to run me dry,” he complained fallaciously—and she knew it.

“I’ll give you a big break after this one,” she whispered, speeding up her hand motions. The soapy suds trailing along his cock provided her hand plenty of extra help, and his orgasm shuddered behind the bars of resistance for its release.

“And what’ll we do then?”

Yvette smiled disarmingly. “Well, I’ll go and tell Christine about just how amazing you were as my partner yesterday.”

She sped her hands up as she made her salacious promise, and Jason gasped and reached for the wall to steady himself. He’d received a text from Christine this morning during breakfast, in which Yvette had introduced him to a bit of French cuisine, a ham sandwich topped by an egg, which she’d told him was called a croque madame. The teasing woman had noted that Yvette had neither called nor texted her the night prior. Sitting beside him, the woman in question had leaned over and seen the message. An inquiry had followed, and he’d explained the notable portion of his call with Christine involving Yvette texting her about how it was afterward.

“God, you’re the best,” Jason said, body responding to each motion of her hand, mind basking in every other gift she’d given him since he arrived.

“And I will be tomorrow, the next day, and every day after.”

He nodded and ducked his chin into his chest as his body finally couldn’t wait any longer. He burst hot and sticky on her hand, though the water pouring out of the showerhead quickly swept it away. Clearly enjoying his panting, she smiled and allowed him to rest on his laurels while she cleaned herself up. Following her lead, they soon emerged from her shower and dried the other off. That simple act almost spiraled into another morning row of sex, but they wisely held off. He really did need a rest.

Relaxing on the couch in her living room beside her, he resisted an urge to turn his eyes from the TV, currently showing a nature documentary about lions that he’d just thrown on so that there was some background noise, to her as she tapped on her phone’s touchscreen. A few minutes passed in whatever back and forth she and Christine were engaged in, and then Yvette placed her phone down on the couch’s arm. She chuckled at the speed with which his gaze swiveled toward her as her mouth opened to speak.

“It’s done. I’m sure Christine will make you wait a bit, but you should get her message soon enough.”

“Is this strange?” he asked spontaneously, the realization of it all finally sitting down on his lap. “I mean, I know it is, but am I being too greedy? Or worse?”

“I don’t think you’ve acted inappropriately if that’s what you’re worried over,” Yvette said, pulling her legs up onto the couch and crossing them beneath her. “I do agree that this is all very unusual, and it’s starkly obvious we’ve got Christine to blame for that. But everyone involved is willing to be involved. So, have your cake and eat it too. That is the saying, correct?”

“Is there cake?”

Yvette pursed her lips. “If you’ll help me bake it.”

Jason threw both thumbs upward. “I’ll be the best kitchen stooge you could ever ask for.”

To neither of their surprise, the moment the cake entered the oven a little past noon, with over half an hour of nothingness to whittle away, both their heads swiveled toward the counter where they’d first coupled the evening prior.

“So, round two?” Yvette asked, batting coquettish eyelashes his way.

Jason smiled and wordlessly pulled her against him. Her heartbeat against his chest transmitted pure electricity into his veins. The soft smile, alluring and hopeful, ignited him like a firework on the Fourth of July. If he ended up a dried-up husk by the end of the day, then so be it. He simply couldn’t say no to Yvette Allard.


Chapter Sixteen

Her Grand Scheme

As Yvette had suggested would happen, Christine did indeed make him wait. The troublemaking schemer’s text didn’t arrive until a minute before midnight when he was back home after another fantastic day with Yvette. Sighing as he’d grabbed his phone off his nightstand, he’d known full well that she’d likely enjoyed imagining him waiting like a kid on Christmas Eve for the next morning to arrive. Nevertheless, the content within was enough to shrug off the droplets of sleepiness hanging on him that night.

I don’t feel like I should reward you since you told Avery about our little game… but I'll give you something since I’m so magnanimous. But I’m changing what it is, and you’ve got a task to complete, soldier. You have to keep your hands to yourself until our practice this Saturday. Fail, and no goodies for you.

In the same message, she both tantalized and tortured him. Finally, he was starting to realize how that was Christine’s specialty. And just a minute later, as midnight had ticked by, she’d thrown a second message his way.

That includes your deal with Avery. So, you don’t need to show up early Saturday and practice with her. You’re welcome.

Even though he didn’t mind that part at all, he’d still wanted to check with Avery, which he did the next morning. While he didn’t think Christine would go above her head or make such a decision without speaking with her, he could do without earning her ire if she showed up an hour early and waited for him—only not to see him until the usual practice started.

Yep, Avery’s text had said. We talked about it, and it’s fine. THIS ONE TIME. She also wants us to wait until after practice before our weekly “date,” so we’ll go out somewhere after practice or on Sunday.

Noted. And okay. But why’d you put the word date in quotation marks?

His question went unanswered.

And so, Thursday and Friday passed with all the swiftness of an icicle melting in a freezer in Antarctica. Especially because of the pictures Avery and Yvette both now assaulted his peace of mind with. Still sticking to only one per day, Avery didn’t take any further requests from him. But she did set his blood on fire with the daily picture she did send his way, including one notable one of her on her back, hair spilling around her head like a curtain of silk, a slender forearm hiding the most delectable parts of her round breasts.

On the opposite side of the spectrum, Yvette was ready and willing to spoil him rotten. The unfathomably gorgeous woman happily indulged him, and like a kid alone in an amusement park, he wanted to get on every ride before someone found and stopped his fun. He had a whole album going in only three days.

Somehow, it made the slow passage of time both better and worse.

“Hey, ready to get going?”

He nodded at the woman who’d come to pick him up, as she had on so many days before this one. It was Saturday at last, and the day was hot but challenged by a steady wind. Like a stallion at the starting gate before a race, he was riled up and full of energy. But it wasn’t any gallop that would soothe his busy intensity. Only the fulfillment of Christine’s promise. She’d messaged him and asked if he’d been saving up the past few days.

He answered with only a single word of affirmative.

“Yep,” he said, hoping his simmering excitement didn’t pique Angela’s curiosity.

However, on the car ride there, it was all he could do not to fidget like a kid on his way to a candy shop. The buxom woman driving, the strap of her seatbelt pressing in on the flimsy tee she wore over her sports bra, soon noticed.

“Everything all right, Jason?”

He swiveled his gaze over to his left. His mother’s best friend glanced his way, then returned her eyes to the road.

“Yeah, everything’s great,” he said quickly. Maybe too quickly.

Angela’s gaze flicked toward him again, confirming his fear. “You seem a bit extra excited today. Is there something I don’t know about waiting for us at the gym?”

Jason shook his head slowly. Angela did not enjoy surprises. Especially since the same mischievous woman usually served as the catalyst behind them. It was the same here, though this was one secret he couldn’t spill. Ever.

“Not that I’m aware of.” Guilt speared him like a harpoon as he spoke his lie, even if it was a partial truth. Nothing was waiting for them at the gym. He didn’t enjoy lying to her, but he had to. Should she learn about what he, Avery, Yvette, and Christine were getting up to, nothing but catastrophe awaited.

“All right,” she said, returning her focus to the road. “You can talk to me about anything. I hope you remember that.”

“Thanks, Angela. I know.”

Arriving at the Yard a little earlier than usual due to a lucky string of green lights, they found themselves the first arrivals. While they lifted the poles and got the net set up, Yvette arrived with the cart of balls.

Try as he might to avoid it, Jason found his gaze lingering on her, though she remained appropriately aloof while she headed for the locker room to change. A slight cough startled him as she disappeared into it, and he turned scarlet knowing Angela had seen him gawking. She said nothing, however, and the rest of the team began filtering in soon after.

Once everyone had arrived, changed, and stretched, another day of practice started with their usual receiving drills. Jason loitered and tried not to repeat his earlier mistake by overfocusing on any of the three women he was involved with. Struggling with it, anticipation about what was in store for him pumping his heart frenetically pretty much since he’d laid his eyes on the Yard, he started flipping through his phone, hoping he could distract himself for a little while.

It didn’t work. As soon as the current drill ended and the women headed over to him to grab some water before their next one, he was staring like a drooling idiot. He earned a different response from each woman who noticed.

Avery rolled her eyes at his blatantness, though he swore he saw a small glimmer of contentment sparkling in her emerald eyes as she turned away. Yvette maintained herself perfectly, with one exception. She stared far too long, and far too longingly, at him while she drank from her bottle. Jason didn’t know if anyone else noticed, but he did. And his cock stiffened into steel as her smoldering look dwelled upon him.

Lastly, Christine flummoxed him by not smothering him in one of her trademark hugs. Instead, smirking at him rather than toward Angela, she left him yearning for her touch. Frowning, he then noticed one more thing.

Christine wasn’t the last to notice him. Angela’s eyebrows knit together as she looked at him, and only then did he realize how flagrantly his erection pushed against his shorts. Crimson bombarded his face as he quickly adjusted things to hide his arousal better, but the damage was done. Everyone noticed his panicked movements, even Clara and Samantha.

Kill me now, he thought.

Thankfully, the practice soon resumed, which saved him from more than a few lingering stares over the shoulder as the women made their way back onto the court and into their next drill. His shame remained throughout the entire drill, and the next, and the next.

Finally, an eternity two hours in the making, the typical three-on-three scrimmage began. Still sitting in his pool of shame, he was barely paying attention when Yvette crashed onto the court on her wrist after diving for a ball. When she didn’t come up quickly, the scrimmage ground to a halt. Only then, as the opposing three members ducked under the net and rushed to her side, did he notice.

Standing hurriedly, he tried peering past the bodies in his way. Thankfully, she stood only a moment later, though she held her wrist with her opposite hand, wincing in pain. Jason could spot Angela’s dimples of concern from outside the court.

“It’s fine; I’ll be fine,” Yvette was saying, though Christine was shaking her head adamantly.

“We should get ice on it and then a compress. You’re done for the day.”

“I agree,” Angela said, only a step behind. “Yvette, you’ve got all that in your trunk, right?”

“Yes.”

Before Angela could take control of the situation, Christine’s gaze rotated toward Jason. “Jason, dear. Could you tend to Yvette?”

The slightest of frowns turned around Angela’s concern. Her gaze flickered between him, Christine, and Yvette. Seemingly, she didn’t spot anything she could pick out for use as an objection. It was fortunate she didn’t glance at Avery, who rolled her eyes again.

“Hurry back,” she said as he and Yvette started toward the parking lot.

Snatching a towel, he waited for Yvette to head into the locker room and get her keys, after which he attached himself to her hip as they left the gymnasium. Stepping out into the sparsely populated parking lot, he walked with Yvette toward her car.

“You’ve got that cooler in the trunk, right?” he asked. “I can wrap some ice in the towel, and then we can get it on your wrist.”

The dark-haired beauty smirked, and every ounce of pain scribed upon her delicate features melted away. “Or we could take advantage of our time out here for you to put your big cock inside my ass.”

Jason’s jaw dropped. “Y-you—”

“Could have been quite the actress, no?” She grinned at him and removed her hand from her wrist, then swished the supposedly strained thing about for only his eyes to see.

“Yeah, truly,” Jason said, brow furrowed at how easily she’d duped him. Duped them all. Well, most of them. Avery’s eye roll suddenly made a lot more sense, and Christine undoubtedly had her hands in this.

“The showers don’t offer enough time for what I want today. So, I had to get creative. Don’t worry; Christine and Avery will keep Angela’s focus away from us while we have some fun.”

Heat flooded Jason’s face, but he latched onto that critical confirmation. “Is this the reward, then?”

“Part of it,” Yvette purred.

Yvette’s car lights flashed as she unlocked her doors. Walking around behind it, she popped open her trunk and revealed the spacious back of her SUV. In it, as he’d intended to use to aid her suffering originally, sat a cooler full of ice and a small kit with bandages, disinfectant, and other medical necessities beside it. Which Yvette promptly shoved toward her back seats.

She looked over her shoulder, eyes twinkling with her own brand of deviousness. “You heard what I said, yes? Where I want it.”

Jason looked around the parking lot. Thanks to its location beside the gym and a picket line of trees hemming it from the connecting road, they were mostly invisible to passing cars. Mostly. And there was the danger that Christine and Avery couldn’t keep Angela from coming to investigate if she realized how long they’d been gone.

All those thoughts slowed him down for about two and a half seconds. The chance to bury his cock inside Yvette’s tight ass, especially as she ran her hand over his crotch, obliterated any objections he might have propped up in its way.

She grinned as he nodded, responding by kissing him on the cheek and caressing the erection he revealed to her and nature’s eyes. “I’ll make sure this was worth the wait. I promise.”

Helping him undress swiftly, her fingers explored his length, and then she lowered herself so she could soak his cock with her saliva and hot lips. Immediately upon accomplishing that task, she stood up, then turned around and placed her hands on the carpet-like floor in the back of her SUV.

“Let’s go. I’ve waited far too long for this.”

He yanked her shorts and panties down in one swift motion. She purred happily and bent forward further, causing her jersey to slide up her lower back. It gave Jason a perfect view of her gorgeous ass. The pure, creamy skin captured him hook, line, and sinker, and he roamed his hands across the ridiculously ample butt Yvette possessed, drinking in his fill of her contours and beauty.

Yvette sighed contentedly as he felt her up. “No time like the present, Jason,” she still eventually said.

Nodding, he maneuvered his cock between her bountiful ass to the tightest entrance on the woman’s body. Her breath drew in like a rising tide as he found it, then gently placed his cock’s tip against the opening. While he was certainly no expert on anal, he suspected foreplay and probably lube greater than just saliva should come into use.

“I can take it. Believe me.”

Well, if you say so.

Jason pushed his hips forward as carefully as if there were eggs beneath his feet, ensuring he could stop and pull out if her claim was bluster. A concoction of pain and pleasure hissed between Yvette’s teeth as the first couple of inches spread her asshole to make room for the rest of him. Every muscle in her lithe legs flexed as he continued penetrating her.

“Oh, fucking yesss,” she groaned, throwing a mind-blowingly salacious look over her shoulder as he pushed half of his length into her ass. “You’ve got more to give, don’t you? All the way, Jason. Make my tight ass form to your cock.”

He didn’t stop until he’d done as she asked—and once he had, every passing moment trawled out like an eternity as the impossible tightness of her ass poured pleasure into every inch of his cock. Putting his hands on her lower back, he took a few moments to steady himself and catch a breath he hadn’t realized he’d lost until now. Sweat gathered on his forehead, his body’s lust and the day’s temperature conspiring to exhaust him faster than usual. Nevertheless, he kept himself in the moment—in this glorious, unforgettable moment.

Yvette’s ass loosened ever so slightly, allowing Jason to begin fucking her properly. A harsh pressure gave way to a silky bliss as he built up a slow momentum inside her. With each thrust’s end, with her demanding he fit himself in his entirety every time, she released a panted gasp. She shivered, and it passed into him.

“Come on, Jason,” she said after the fifth or sixth of those. “You know I can handle it. Leave the gentility for later. Fucking fuck me!”

Voice loud enough that it likely carried all the way to the road, Jason drew in another deep breath. He pulled out nearly to the tip, holding himself in place for a single aggravating moment. Yvette growled, throwing her eyes around to demand after the holdup. And only then did he spear her to her core like she was a simple sex object for his relief.

“Ahhh, ughhh!”

Yvette’s teeth practically snarled at him, but the pain immediately vanished beneath the wave of pleasure he watched crash upon her. Her head nodded rapidly as he repeated the harsh thrust, this time without any delay. Over and over. The French beauty lost her voice as he fucked her. Every sound turned into a rough moan or French swear. And since he’d taken Spanish as his second language in high school, he’d no idea what it was she said. But based on the throes of pleasure wracking her slender body, he could ballpark her wild utterances.

With each new thrust into her tight ass, Jason became less aware of his surroundings. The fact that they were outside, the fact that someone driving by might see them rutting like wild beasts together, and the fact that Angela might step outside because they’d been gone too long all faded into the ether. All he knew was that this dark-haired beauty needed his cock to keep thrusting inside her. He needed that, too.

Pleasure gripped him at every angle as he kept barreling into Yvette’s ass. She’d already orgasmed, he realized. Maybe two or three times. He vaguely remembered her cursing in a mix of English and French a couple of times, after which she’d shivered and tightened around his cock suddenly. It was hard to remember anything, assailed by this euphoria building deep within him.

It demanded he let it out. He couldn’t have stopped if a cop had turned into the parking lot.

Yvette nodded swiftly, though it was hard to tell with her chin tucked in. Moaning, her hands formed into tight fists. He’d had to hold her by the waist to keep her weakened legs from letting her fall.

“Do it, Jason. I feel how ready you are! Empty it all in meee!”

Grunting with one final effort to prolong the euphoric experience, he buried his cock to its depths within her ass, feeling her clamp down and orgasm wildly for a final time. He’d saved up for the past three days imagining all manner of risqué acts. But this blew well past his wildest expectations.

They both groaned like a pair of wild animals as he released his pent-up seed into her. The hot, sticky flood rushed out of him, taking every ounce of energy within him along for the ride. Yvette threw her hands over her mouth as she practically wailed with pleasure.

Jason didn’t pull out until he’d felt every last droplet leave him. Grabbing onto her car for support, he sagged down beside her in the back as his knees buckled and his head swam. Yvette remained slouched on her chest, legs barely keeping her knees from falling to the concrete, unable to do much more than keep on panting. He wasn’t in a state yet to help, and Jason leaned his head back and grabbed for oxygen greedily.

“Now, wasn’t that quite the show,” a familiar voice said.

What little adrenaline his body still possessed snapped through him like a bolt of electricity. His eyes shot open, panic grabbing his heart in a cruel fist.

“Relax,” Christine said, smiling at him. “It’s just me. Only me.”

“You almost scared me to death,” Jason complained, grabbing his shirt over his thudding heart.

“I’m sorry. I probably should have chosen my entrance a bit more carefully… or waited for you two to return to your senses.”

“Everything that just happened here was plenty sensible to me,” Yvette mumbled, still with her face buried in the floor of her SUV’s trunk.

“Quite. I can tell it was everything you’d been hoping for, hmm?”

“Everything.”

Christine smiled, then turned her bright blue eyes upon him. “This is just act one. Are you up for more today?”

Jason took a moment to calm himself, and he watched as Christine’s gaze lingered on his semi-flaccid cock. “I’m up for it.”

Christine’s sparkling white teeth flashed before him. “Are you sure? The next prize you could seize has a request of you, and it’s one you won’t like.”

“Which is?” Jason asked, regarding her a bit more warily.

“Well, we’d like to finish our scrimmage. But our opposite hitter, who is suffering from a horribly sprained wrist right now, couldn’t possibly join back in. So, we need a replacement.”

Jason scowled. “Is this Avery’s idea?”

“Who can say?” Christine said with a shrug. “But it may or may not be a necessary component to reach the next stage of your day.”

Jason’s frown remained. As Christine stepped in and wrapped gauze around Yvette’s wrist, which was also a necessary component to this ruse they were all now part of, he tried to remember what the score had been when she’d fallen. Twelve to Fourteen, Yvette, Christine, and Samantha’s team trailing. Since it wasn’t until twenty-five that either team would claim victory, they were halfway through.

“Just one set, right?”

“Like always,” Christine said without looking up from her work.

Damnit. He sighed, and both women seemingly sensed what he was about to say. They looked at him just as he stiffly nodded.

“Fine.” And then he repeated what Avery had texted him the other day. “This one time.”

Christine grinned. “Yep. Just this one time.” She pointed toward some disinfectant wipes in Yvette’s car. “Maybe use those before you start touching our shared ball. You’re a little sweaty looking.”


Chapter Seventeen

A Prize to Earn

Only a couple of minutes later, when they headed inside, now cleaned off and a bit recovered from his electrifying romp with Yvette, Jason spotted Christine in his peripherals as she gave a single nod. All at once, the other four women on the court shared a shocked expression. Angela appeared particularly surprised, while Avery stared right at him. Clara and Samantha shared a truncated set of whispers.

Much like swallowing a pill, Jason just focused on getting it over with. He ran through some warmups and stretched for about ten minutes, and just like before, all eyes trained on him. He didn’t bother trying to read their gazes, delve into their thoughts—Avery and Christine’s, especially. With the set halfway over already, he wouldn’t spend that much time on the court. And then he could get back to not playing volleyball.

“Ready, superstar?” Christine asked as he finished his routine, joining a small huddle with him and Samantha. On the other side of the net, the other three team members did the same.

He answered Christine with a grunt.

“You good to play opposite?” Samantha said.

“It’s where I played when I did, so yeah.”

“Really?” The fit outside hitter arched an eyebrow. “I would have guessed you’d be an outside.”

“Nope, opposite since the beginning.” Acutely aware of Avery’s narrowed focus across the net as he admitted this, he regretted his words. He looked at Christine. “I’m going to assume there aren’t any hand signals or anything I need to learn.”

“It’d be a bit ineffective overall, what with the other half of our team as our competition. Just listen to our calls and give your own. Now, let’s win this and see what kind of face Avery makes because of it.”

She stuck her hand into the mix, and Samantha followed suit. Jason reluctantly added his hand to the pile. Christine whooped, and all three lifted their hands and made for their positions. A repeat performance took place on the other side of the net.

Avery moved to continue her string of serves, retreating behind the back line. She bounced the ball and prepared herself. Jason glanced to his left as both Christine and Samantha—giving Avery the respect she was due as a powerful server—readied themselves to receive the ball. Usually, in three-on-threes, each side’s setter, in this case, Christine, showed no intention to receive the initial serve and instead stood practically by the net, waiting to see where they needed to move to conduct their offense.

In a three-on-three match, the game’s rules mostly stayed the same as they would in a full six-on-six match. They played to the same final score of twenty-five, the service order still existed, and ball contact rules remained intact. Of the few changes, two stood out as most notable.

For reasons necessary to play the game, positional faults and blocking and attacking restrictions got the cut. Otherwise, it’d be more or less impossible to play a match. With only three people per side, everyone needed to receive, block, and attack. And they could do so anywhere on the court, regardless of where they started. So, even though Samantha had asked if he was comfortable playing opposite, he’d probably find himself attacking from the left side of the court as needed and perhaps even setting a few balls.

In his experience as a player and a spectator, three-on-three matches could get a bit messy. To clean that up a little, they used a house rule that barred drop attacks or any attack that landed within the front zone that didn’t hit a defender first.

Ready to serve, Avery trained her gaze upon him, and Jason almost wondered if she’d serve directly at him purely to challenge him. But her actual target became apparent as she tossed, took her three-step motion, and leaped into the air.

Christine grunted and received the ball Avery smashed toward her. A proper strategy, given her role as the team’s setter. Now that she’d received the ball, she couldn’t make the next contact.

“Me!” Jason called, identifying the trajectory of the ball tilting toward him.

Rushing under the ball, putting his hands above his head, and preparing to set it to one of his two attackers, he saw Christine split off to the part of the court where he’d have run to if he wasn’t now setting. His contact would be the second of the three allowed to his team. The ball needed to cross over the net to the other side of the court within three contacts, so wherever he set the ball, that was where their attack would originate.

With the precious seconds he had before the ball met his waiting hands, he scanned his surroundings. Clara, the team’s tallest member, stared at him like a hawk, attempting to read his body language and anticipate the trajectory of his set. Meanwhile, Angela and Avery remained in the back zone, ready to receive if the ball made it by the tall redhead.

As the setter in this situation, his goal was simple: throw Clara off the scent and get whichever attacker he picked a nice open path to determine where they hit the ball. The dream scenario for any spiker.

Easier said than done.

Most players agreed that the setter possessed the most challenging position. Shaking blockers off their spikers was just one part of the litany of tasks they fulfilled, and there were numerous ways to accomplish it.

Practiced but certainly not a mainstay in the role, he opted for a simple feint.

With his body sideways to the net, he was already facing Samantha’s way as she approached the net. For an inexperienced setter in his first set in who knows how long, it would have made all the sense in the world to set Samantha. He even leaned forward an inch, intimating a set her way. Clara’s sharp eyes didn’t fall for his ploy, but it did slow her half a step. It’d have to be enough.

The ball fell into the net of his hands, where it couldn’t even linger for a second. His arms rushed upward, and his fingertips flicked the ball away from his hands before he earned a lift or carry foul. The ball arced through the air, barely spinning as intended, toward one of the two leaping women soaring through the air. A part of him appreciated Samantha for selling it so hard in a three-on-three. Though she probably didn’t need to have actually jumped into the air.

Christine took her swing as Clara shifted to thrust her long arms in the way. The morsel of a delay he’d earned Christine proved enough. Her swing contacted the ball, which she propelled past Clara’s hands, barely a second before the wall would have closed the path tight.

Angela, the team’s best defensive player, stymied the desired “first ball kill,” where the receiving side took the point in their very first contact with the ball. Still, as the ball swung back into the air, it drifted off course. Running under it, Avery bumped rather than set the ball back into the air. Approaching the net, Clara leaped, swung, and sent the ball back over the net as best she could.

Where Jason was waiting for it.

Like a hawk spotting a wounded field mouse directly in its path, instinct demanded action. As much as he hated the sport, he’d spent far too long living a life where a professional career was his preordained path not to have those instincts dwelling within him. For a few moments, that part of him supplanted his usual self.

He received the ball perfectly. Christine saw it, Samantha saw it, and he was sure every member of the other team saw it. As Christine took the one step she needed to get under the ball, Jason began his approach with a right step.

Wait, you idiot, his mind called out, dim but audible over the instinct to pummel the ball he knew would come his way.

That proved enough for him to hold back from revealing something he fully understood would earn him plenty of trouble from Avery. Fortunately, he’d only just begun his approach and quickly recovered it.

He leaped into the air and found a beautifully set ball waiting for him. Aware of this ball’s trajectory, Clara jumped in front of him, her long arms crowding his field of view. But a single blocker, especially since he had the height advantage over her?

Jason slammed the ball past her left arm with a thudding boom that reverberated through the gymnasium. With Avery a step slow to reach it, the ball slammed into the ground scant inches from the sideline, then zoomed toward the gymnasium walls past her. He landed, a momentary rush of adrenaline soon fading at his near mishap. Because of Avery, more specifically, the aggressively inquisitive narrowing of her eyes that told him that she had noticed the oddity in his approach, he barely noticed Samantha and Christine trotting over to congratulate him on his score.

“Nice kill,” Samantha said, throwing a high-five his way.

“Thanks,” he said, turning away from Avery’s discerning stare.

“Let’s win this and take our reward,” Christine said, grinning mischievously, knowingly.

Jason nodded, determined not to make another blunder like that again. Thankfully, Avery’s continued interest in staring his way stopped her from noticing the curious look thrown his way by the one other person in the gymnasium who knew his secret: her teammate beside her.

Twenty-three to twenty-four. They’d come back and put themselves in striking distance of their win. So long as he landed his upcoming serve, they’d take the win. If not, the rule requiring a two-point victory would come into effect—and Jason desperately wanted to avoid this match going on any longer than it needed to. If there was any time for a service ace, it was now. It might finally get the bloodhound off his scent.

Avery hadn’t relaxed her obvious suspicion toward him all game. Even now, she observed him.

Sheesh, Avery, we need to get you another hobby.

“Take us home,” Christine cooed at him from her place near the net, the other individual needing another hobby.

She’d hurled enough innuendos at him throughout the last twenty points to fill a cargo ship. And he’d only played half a set. He imagined she’d have turned the dial up even further if not for Angela, Clara, and Samantha. Which he might have enjoyed, truth be told. A little less volleyball, a little more grinding of her gorgeous body against his. But especially with Angela around, such opportunities never sprouted.

Whatever I’m getting after this better have been worth this headache, Jason thought, stifling a sigh that would likely have earned even more suspicion from Avery.

One more point. It was all he needed to seize.

Every time he’d served, all three women on the other side of the court took up receiving positions in the back zone. Which, given the force of his serves, was to be expected. Even if he hadn’t played in almost a year, and even if fatigue stuck fat beads of sweat all over his out-of-shape body, he’d height, strength, and jumping ability all in his favor.

They hadn’t raised the net any after he’d joined, either. The net height was set to just under eight feet for men's and coed volleyball. For women’s volleyball, the net was set just over seven feet four inches. For that reason, he hadn’t played up at the net on defense—and no one, not even Avery, had complained at him for holding back in that regard.

One more point. Then it was done. It all better have been worth it.

Jason tossed the ball. He took his approach, leaped, and delivered a heavy serve right between Avery and Angela. But he knew it even before his feet hit the ground.

Damn.

“Mine!” his mom’s best friend cried.

The ball went up, and Clara moved to set it toward Avery. Jason groaned and joined Samantha in preparing to defend in the back zone while Christine moved toward the net with the intention of setting their receive.

Avery’s eyes flashed toward him momentarily as she approached the net. She leaped. Her swing crashed into the ball, sending it blistering toward him. A powerful spike. Maybe too powerful.

At the last possible moment, Jason dodged out of the way. Every eye watched as Avery’s spike slammed into the ground.

Outside of the court.

With her one “good” hand, Yvette updated the set’s scores.

Twenty-three to twenty-five. Jason, Christine, and Samantha had won.

“Nice read!” Samantha called as she rushed over to him, grinning.

“Thanks.”

Christine just smiled as she joined the two of them, starting a quick huddle that was the team norm after a game, even their practice ones. However, Jason’s eyes lingered on the huddle on the opposite side of the net. Angela and Clara spoke to Avery, though he couldn’t hear what they were saying. Obviously frustrated, Avery soon shook away at least a portion of her discontent. The three of them ended their huddle at the same time as Jason’s team did, and they all gathered for a full huddle that lasted only a few painful seconds.

Spending a few minutes helping him again in getting balls into the cart and taking down the net and poles, they soon drifted toward Yvette. Taking over his position today, she handed out towels and water to Clara and Samantha as they arrived.

“Sure it’s just a one-time thing?” Christine asked as she sidled beside him as they headed off the court.

“Yes.” He narrowed his eyes and lowered his voice. “It better be, at least.”

Christine shrugged and whistled a tune to herself as Angela replaced her at his side.

“Thanks for helping out.”

“Yeah, sure, any—” He stopped himself. “Well, no, not anytime, but you know what I mean.”

Angela chuckled and smiled at him, and a warmth that could have thawed a glacier swam through him. She patted him on the shoulder.

“We’re all thankful for you filling in, I’m sure.”

Some more than others, I hope, he thought, glancing toward Avery.

“Sorry about leaving you all sweaty out here. I’ll shower quickly, so we can get you home and into yours as soon as possible.”

“Nonsense, Angela. He can just shower along with us and take a towel home,” Christine said.

Angela didn’t even deign to give her teammate a response. “I’ll be out soon.”

Jason shook his head. “Take your time, Angela; I’m in no rush.”

“Yeah, we’ve got plenty to chat about,” Christine said. She locked arms with her team captain and started dragging her along, pursuing the other four women already on their way to the locker room. Of note, Jason spotted Yvette and Avery in hushed conversation, with the latter woman shaking her head adamantly about something.

“Sorry, Jason, I’ll try and be out soon,” Angela called.

“It’s no rush,” he repeated, waving her concerns off.

And then, an oddity caught his eye. While Christine tugged Angela toward the locker rooms with one arm, her other gathered behind her back. The glint of Christine’s bright blue eyes sparked with something dangerous as she glanced over her shoulder, then wiggled her fingers in an overt “follow me” gesture. It continued right up until the two women disappeared into the locker room.


Chapter Eighteen

A Partial Reward

Alone in the gymnasium, a single deafening question resounded within Jason’s mind. It blared so noisily that he wouldn’t have heard a fire alarm go off by his ear.

Should he obey?

Even for Christine, this might be pushing things a bit too far, inviting a bit too much danger. Half the women in there probably wouldn’t take too kindly to his intrusion. Especially Angela. The last thing he ever wanted to do was cause her grief, see her opinion of him disintegrate. As close as they were, he didn’t imagine she’d forgive and forget if she found him peeping—or whatever it was Christine intended him to do if he followed her.

And yet, even if she did exude a certain chaotic madness, Jason recognized that there was a method to everything Christine did. She wouldn’t simply set him up for failure or half-bake a plan. This was days in the making, maybe even longer. And he’d played a volleyball set to get to this point. He wanted his damn reward for the nuisance he’d endured.

Still, worries about the consequences should he be discovered caused him to tarry. He’d dreams aplenty involving crossing that forbidden threshold, but he’d never so much as stepped a toe inside of the women’s after-practice haven. If there was one thing that could ruin his bi-weekly bliss, it was a permanent banishment from all future practices.

Hemming back and forth on the pros and cons, he realized that he didn’t have an eternity to make up his mind. Sighing and running a hand through his hair, he knew – and Christine had probably known it too – the choice he’d make. He just hoped it didn’t blow up in his face.

Whichever way the wind soon blew, either toward bliss or catastrophe, he’d find out soon enough.

Shuffling forward tepidly, he approached the gap in the gymnasium wall that snaked left and right around an isolated blue brick wall that blocked his sight of the changing room beyond. He could take either path, just five or six steps, to get around it and see the rows of benches and lockers. As he got closer, he heard the hiss and patter of showers running further beyond that. Muffled voices joined that noise.

Sweat gathered on the backs of his palms, and he looked around the otherwise empty gymnasium. He could always go back, retreat, and wait in the gym, then demand something less risky from Christine as his reward once she emerged.

But what did she have in mind for him? He had to know. His time with Yvette earlier wasn’t enough to soothe his hunger. So close to whatever tawdry reward Christine had planned for him, he’d hate himself forever if he didn’t take this risk.

Sucking in a tight breath, he invaded the privacy of the women’s locker room. Stepping up to the blue wall like a thief in the night, he sidled over to one end and slowly peered into the changing room. Empty. Other than the sweaty sports clothes tossed onto the benches by the women who’d disrobed them, the unsullied sets of clothes they’d wear when they head home, a few phones and effects of jewelry, he didn’t spot any forbidden sights.

This is dumb, Jason realized. Really, really dumb.

He started backing away, intending to turn around and swiftly depart, when he turned around and came face to face with the youngest woman on the team. Dressed down to her sports bra and a pair of tight black panties, Avery stared at him unblinkingly.

Did she know? That thought buzzed through his head as if a thousand bees dwelled within it. It’d be so like Christine not to have keyed Avery or Yvette in on her invitation into the locker room. Which, given the glare on Avery’s face, seemed more and more likely. That, or she was still upset about the game.

Jason opened his mouth to speak, but the green-eyed woman shoved her hand over his mouth.

“We can talk later.” And Jason knew she meant it—and that he had an interrogation destined for his future.

After that, she snatched his wrist in a tight grasp and pulled him along behind her. Deeper into the women’s locker room, not out of it.

Jason’s heart pounded louder with each new step. He saw sweaty clothing and their cleaner replacements waiting to fulfill their duty. He saw lingerie and blouses and tight jeans that caused him to imagine their owner struggling to get them up around their round butts. He saw Avery roll her eyes at him after noticing his juvenile gawking.

They advanced through the changing room, took a right, and then arrived at the shower room. Two long lines of stalls, four each, stretched ahead of them. Tile floors separated the eight separate showers, with curtains hanging closed in front of four of them. Another woman stood right within the room’s entrance, however, and she stopped leaning against the wall and put on a gorgeous smile as soon as she spotted Jason and Avery.

Yvette didn’t wear a thing, save for her gauze, which she kept there for appearances when the others inevitably saw her again shortly. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder, covering one of her lovely breasts in a way that caused Jason to wonder if it was intentional. It certainly drew his gaze to her other one, to a hard nipple and dark areola. With the finest features of any woman he’d ever seen, Yvette’s lips pursed as she reached them.

“Did he almost not come?” she whispered. However, due to the running showers and conversation, the loudest of which involved Angela and Christine in the two middle showers on the left-hand side, the risk of anyone making her words out seemed precipitously low.

“Almost. But here he is.”

Jason glanced at Avery and Yvette, then at the closed showers. While they couldn’t have been running for more than a couple minutes so far, who knew what might cause one of the other women on the team to glance out and notice his forbidden presence?

Noticing his angst, Yvette smiled. “This one.” She tilted her head toward the nearest shower on his right.

Before he could say a word, they’d both pushed him into the stall, then slipped the curtain shut. Large enough for one person comfortably, three pushed it. He found himself pleasantly constricted by voluptuous curves and lithe limbs.

“Get your clothes off,” Yvette whispered. “Hurry.”

He didn’t need told twice. With speedy but fumbling hands and a bit of aid from the two women, they helped him out of his attire. It clumped on the ground of the shower in a messy pile. He realized they really should have used one of the lockers for this. He didn’t realize until too late that this was the locker.

Avery tore the curtain open the moment he’d gotten the last of his clothes off. Immediately hiding his throbbing erection as if he expected someone to be waiting outside, Avery rolled her eyes. Yvette just smiled, and together they tugged him out into the short hallway again, then hid his clothes behind the curtain.

“Not that one,” Yvette said.

She guided him deeper among the stalls, directly past those in use, while Avery trailed behind. Jason’s heart thudded louder than a jet engine with each step, and he was certain someone would notice the deafening sound and peek out to investigate. But no one did. They kept going. Past Angela’s stall, her voice ringing out as she discussed strategy with Christine in the stall beside hers. They passed that one next, which left only one option before them. The stall directly next to the schemer apparent in this plot. He found himself pushed inside and joined by two unfathomably gorgeous women.

“Remember to keep your voice down,” Avery warned as she shut the curtain, then hastily stripped herself out of her sports bra and panties. She volleyed them over the curtain onto the tiles just outside.

This is really happening.

Yvette stepped in behind him, pressing her lithe body against him. A hand snaked by, turning on the shower, though she tilted the adjustable head so that it splashed against the wall, leaving them mostly dry but for some splatter. Avery spent just a few more moments telling him with her gaze that she meant what she’d said earlier, but then she fell with practiced grace to her knees, verdant eyes trailing up his body to him as her hands teased circles around his hips. Her mood changed, and the lustful woman whom he’d played a dangerous game with at the mall reappeared. She smirked at him, then spit onto his throbbing cock, finally bringing a hand to smear in the liquid and provide some lubricant for what came next.

“You’re a lucky man,” Yvette said, blowing against the back of his ear.

“I know,” he whispered, voice hoarse with desire.

Yvette kissed him on the back of his shoulder, then gave his butt a sudden pat, pushing his hips forward. With her mouth hovering just inches from the tip of his cock, Avery found it bumping her lips before she was ready. She shot a dark glare up at him, then realized who the true culprit was.

“Before the heat death of the universe,” Yvette teased.

Crinkling her nose at the other woman, Avery opened her mouth and placed it over just the tip of his cock. At that moment, the pounding of the blood racing past his eardrums drowned out all else. As her hot lips circled his cock, he sucked in a tight breath, which he saw she enjoyed. A bit more disappeared into her mouth as she tormented him slowly. Yvette snorted at the younger woman’s foreplay.

Jason dropped his hands onto her shoulders and ushered her forward more quickly. The woman’s green gaze glared at him, but she allowed him to speed things up a bit. With half his cock having vanished within her lips, his body ached with such a need that he bit his lip. At three-quarters, he shivered. As she took him all the way to the hilt, her tight throat expanding to allow him entry, her eyes grinned at his obvious pleasure.

“Show off,” Yvette whispered.

Avery withdrew her mouth from his cock with a noisy plop at the end. Her tongue lapped up the precum and saliva on the underside of his cock as she took a journey around his cock, swirling and enflaming his body hotter than a black phone left in the sun all day.

“Well, I’m not going to just hold back my best,” she said pointedly. “That’d be stupid.”

Okay, Avery, I get it, Jason thought.

Yvette rolled her eyes and nodded toward his cock as it sat unattended in front of her lips. “We don’t have forever, Avery. Leave that until later.”

“Fine.”

After running her tongue over his balls a few times, Avery finally buckled his knees as she began sucking him off in full. Her eyes remained on him as she bobbed her head, ponytail bouncing behind her as she found a swift rhythm. Each movement compounded the growing euphoria as the tight-lipped volleyball player treated his cock to his second reward of the day.

He reached forward and tried to run his left hand through her hair. She caught his hand midair and dragged it over her throat, where he felt her electric pulse sprinting full speed. Overwhelming heat cascaded through him, driving him mad.

“Don’t ignore me the whole time,” a voice whispered into his ear.

Turning his head as the cock-sucking queen on her knees below continued her sordid work, he found his lips seized by the French beauty circling around to his side. Lust rumbled between them, and Yvette dragged his free hand over to feel her perky breasts as she pushed her body against him.

Assailed on both sides, Jason’s self-control crumbled like an ancient wall before a fleet of bulldozers. Avery’s mouth moved with a growing rapidity, the noisiness of her deepthroating louder finally than the running water. But thankfully, not louder than Christine’s voice, which rang out beside them. Did she know about what was happening in the stall beside hers? Almost certainly, he imagined.

Jason pulled back from Yvette’s kiss, gritting his teeth. “I can’t hold out much longer.”

“That’s okay,” Yvette said, caressing his cheek and smiling at him. “This is just the first time, after all. That’s your reward. Whenever you want to come back here, you can. And we’ll help out.”

Still sucking him off like mad, Avery managed a few small nods. The spiking desire to flood her hot mouth crackled beneath his feet like the tiles were broken.

“Do it,” Yvette whispered into his ear, biting softly on the shell of his ear, kissing him along his jaw and cheek. “Make a mess of her, Jason. You can do me next time.”

As soon as she uttered those words, Jason lost himself. His orgasm shattered him, and thankfully the nearby walls and Yvette’s help kept him upright. A roaring hot torrent of white sprayed out of his cock, and the team’s superstar slammed his cock to the hilt down her throat. She grabbed hold of his thighs and held tight as he flooded her mouth.

In part due to what Yvette had taken from him just an hour ago, Avery managed to take him all, not spilling even a drop. Once she was done sucking him dry, still glaring at Yvette competitively, she gave them both a pronounced swallow. Opening her mouth, she showed she’d taken it all.

“Yes, we’re all so proud of your slutty talent,” Yvette said, waving a playfully dismissive hand in front of her. That hand laid itself on Jason’s stomach. “I wish we had time for you to recharge, but I’ll get my shot next time. All right?”

Jason nodded dumbly. Avery stood, running her hand over his cock. Her eyes bored holes into him.

“You’re welcome.”

She slipped out of the stall, gathered her things, and made for the changing room. She hadn’t even showered yet.

“Sorry, Jason,” Yvette whispered, drawing his eyes back to her. “Avery… changed what she planned to give you at the last second.”

“It’s okay,” he said, running a hand through his hair. “I might deserve it.”

Yvette didn’t say anything more on the matter. “You should make a hasty getaway while I get my shower.”

Jason nodded. “I’ll see you soon?”

“Very,” the woman purred, running her arms around his neck. After that, she pulled him into a deep enough kiss that he almost asked if he might stay a little longer. But his wisdom won out, and he soon fled the showers, snatching his clothes and throwing them on as he hopped out into the changing room. To his surprise, Avery was already gone.


Chapter Nineteen

Love the Players

After throwing on his clothes, Jason headed out of the gymnasium. He wasn’t sure why; it wasn’t as if his remaining in the gym would key anyone off about his recent intrusion within the women’s locker room. But even without any logic backing it, his body still carried him outdoors.

The sun beat harshly overhead, and the few wispy clouds dotting the bright blue sky kept their distance from the judgmental ball of light in the sky. Shading his eyes with a hand over his forehead until his sight adjusted, he loitered by Angela’s car. Avery’s car was already gone, and he considered texting her, though ultimately, he decided to wait off it for a bit. He mused over what to say, if he should apologize or explain himself, right until the first group of women emerged from the gym.

Samantha and Clara waved his way as they passed by on the way to their respective vehicles. He waved back.

“Thanks for stepping in and playing today,” Samantha said.

“But you’ll take the loss next time,” Clara followed up.

“I don’t think there’ll be a next time,” he said.

The tall redhead’s smoky green eyes trained on him, and she smiled. “Never say never.”

“Fair enough,” he conceded, if only not to make an issue of it here and now.

“See you next week,” Samantha said as she reached her car.

“You all have a good rest of your weekend,” he called after them as they departed.

He earned plenty of waves as they passed by, but he found their gazes lingering. Immediately, a shard of panic raked across his spine. Had they heard anything? He quickly smothered his paranoia. A far more reasonable explanation existed: he’d played volleyball just a short while ago. Surely, they weren’t aware of his time spent in the showers with Avery and Yvette. Relaxing somewhat, though still troubled by a sharp sliver of doubt, his eyes pulled toward the door as Yvette, Christine, and Angela appeared together.

The first of these sent a look his way, hid a meaningful smile from his mom’s best friend, and then broke into a conversation with her. Which allowed the unaccounted-for mastermind of everything sordid he’d gotten up to these past couple of weeks to make her way over to him unchaperoned.

“Hey, big boy,” Christine whispered, glancing toward Yvette’s deliberate distraction of Angela. “I’ve got something for you.”

Jason licked his lips, then turned his gaze momentarily toward Angela. She’d stopped walking toward her car, taken in by whatever she and Yvette were discussing. It’d even put her back to them.

“Which is?” he whispered. His eyes roamed across the voluptuous woman. In a sundress that left little to the imagination, her blonde hair still wet, and her brilliantly bright eyes outdoing even the sky’s blueness, Jason felt an uncomfortable stiffness grow beneath his shorts. He quickly tugged on his shorts, trying to shift his erection to a slightly less bothersome angle.

Plenty aware of his body’s response, Christine patted him on the thigh and beamed at him. “Your stamina and quick recovery time will definitely serve you well, but no, that’s not what I’m giving you today. You still have a few roadblocks in the way before that happens. One whom I hear changed things up at the very last second.”

“Yvette mentioned something similar.”

“Should I help out with our rambunctious superstar?”

Jason folded his arms and mused for a moment. “No, I’ll handle it. I know why she’s mad, so I’ll talk to her about it.”

Christine’s smile only widened. “As always, I remain impressed and optimistic about you, Jason. Keep making the right choices and,” she extended her hand, “keep reaping the rewards.”

Jason held his hand out as Christine dropped a folded piece of paper onto his palm. She winked at him, then backed away and started for her car. Right after, Yvette excused herself from the conversation she shared with Angela. As his mom’s best friend made for the other side of the car he leaned upon, the seductive French woman speared him with a scorching hot look.

“See you, Jason,” she purred as she passed by.

“Very soon,” he agreed, deeply drinking the sight of her backside as she sauntered toward her car.

He heard the driver’s door open behind him. Quickly, he unfolded and read the few words on the piece of paper. And he learned that he’d be hiding an erection from Angela on the car ride home just moments later.

Coupon: One visit to the amazing, wonderful, and generous Christine Miller’s home. Redeem at your pleasure, soldier.

He shoved the piece of paper into his pocket and joined Angela in the car before she got suspicious. As his head swam with possibilities, his mom’s best friend smiled warmly at him.

“Thanks again, Jason, for playing with us. It meant a lot to me.”

Shaking his head free of the fantasies, at least for now, he smiled back. “Well, I’m glad one of us had fun, at least.”

Angela slightly pouted. “Was it really that bad?”

He delayed his response, and Angela began backing out of her parking spot. “No… it wasn’t the worst,” he said. “I’ve had worse Saturdays, that’s for sure.”

“Then I’ll consider today a success.”

Me too, Jason thought. And I’m just getting started.

For drastically different reasons, they both remained in high spirits for the duration of the car ride back to their neighborhood.

END PART 1
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