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Chapter One

Learning His Lanes

Crash! The cacophonous rattle echoed throughout, earning cheers, whoops, and even friendly jeers on occasion. Such was the sound of victory. By comparison, defeat was almost soundless. Imperceptible swears under the breath, groans, even a hat was thrown onto the floor over that missing sound of crashing pins.

Of all the places Jason Courtland had figured he might end up tonight, a bowling alley did not rank high on the list. Given the company of ludicrously beautiful women sharing the lane with him, he wouldn’t utter so much as the first syllable of a complaint. Even as midnight crept forward surreptitiously, the alley, which remained open until two in the morning, remained the place to be tonight.

And it was all because of a trio of indelible beauties, who alone could have disturbed the natural order of things with their presence. Together, all in close proximity, they drastically lowered the scores of the nearby male players—and even some of the female ones—by virtue of their distracting allure.

“Woo!” Christine pumped a fist through the air as she knocked down the lone pin standing with her second throw, earning her and her partner another spare. “Beat that, Jason!” she said, turning around to him with a haughty smirk.

Blonde, blue-eyed, and with the body of temptation that only a succubus of myth should be granted, Christine Miller drew eyes with each bouncing step in her flirty blouse and tight-fitting jeans. And the woman knew it. Diabolical, ever eager to tease and rile him up, she trotted over to him and winked, then smoothly brought her impossibly alluring breasts just inches from his chest as she scraped by. Knowing he wanted nothing more than to grab a fill of their enormity. Knowing that he couldn’t, not in such a public space. She grinned over her shoulder as she sauntered back to their seats, a full, round butt clutching his gaze as she did so.

Devil, Jason thought, grumbling to himself.

“We’ve got this,” a tall redhead said as she clapped him on the arm. “Our comeback is on the way, and then we’ll give Christine her comeuppance.”

Far less confident about his skills, Jason smiled weakly as the stunning woman attempted to uplift him. In the realm of volleyball, he might possess skills enough to lather a bit of arrogance into his smirks, but bowling was a different beast entirely. Mediocrity wafted off him pungently.

Meanwhile, Clara, his teammate tonight, was apparently a dual threat. A fantastic volleyball player who had briefly played professionally overseas until injuries curtailed that dream, she was strutting her stuff plentifully between the gutters here tonight. If not for her, Christine and Samantha would have demolished them. He felt bad that she’d ended up saddled with him, even if she’d remained pleasant and uplifting since they started an hour ago.

If Christine was a succubus designed to inflame the desires of men and women alike, an expert in driving them mad with her antics, then Clara was an Amazonian. The only woman here joining him in the realm of six feet and above, her dangerous curves and sublime musculature gathered an almost intimidating aura around her. Men drank up every ounce of Christine that they could. Conversely, they only ever snuck peeks at Clara, as if afraid of the confrontation that might ensue if she noticed their leering. If Jason hadn’t known how calming and pleasant she was as a person, he imagined he might have felt similar.

Instead, because he knew how kind and patient she was, it only ruffled him further to know he would probably cost her all night long. He was simply too heavy an anchor for even her impressive physique to carry, especially against their competition.

“Any day now, Jason,” Christine called, flicking a hand toward the heavy bowling balls waiting in the return area in front of their lane. “This day, if you don’t mind. Midnight’s on its way.”

Her teasing earned a tame elbow from her partner. After doing so, Samantha waved her hand at him patiently.

“Take your time, Jason,” she said, smiling brightly. “We’ve got hours.”

And Jason did, specifically so he could soak up the warm radiance in Samantha’s smile. Not long ago, he’d seen her emptying wine glasses with the same speed a gambling addict tore through scratch-offs. That is, until Christine had swooped in and set him and Samantha up on a date to the aquarium—a well-selected choice for Samantha, a marine biologist.

There, as well as dodging danger after they bumped into one of her colleagues, he’d learned about Samantha’s marital troubles. With no sex drive to speak of, her husband regrettably offered little fulfillment to his gorgeous wife. At the end of her rope, and with her husband’s blessing, Samantha had begun searching for a lover. And as Jason’s sex drive and, perhaps more importantly, recovery time were both in high regard in Christine’s eyes, she’d set them up for more than just a walkabout among manta rays, penguins, and dolphins.

He'd taken the slender, fit, and altogether sexually explosive woman the first time just a few hundred steps away from the aquarium, just out of sight and hearing of the numerous guests waiting to gain entrance. And as passion and magnificent compatibility spiraled around them, Samantha had ended her search. She’d found someone capable of satisfying her.

Jason swallowed, tearing his gaze away from the two unbelievably beautiful women. Selecting the heavy purple bowling ball he’d been slinging around ineffectively all night, he slotted his fingers in place, approached their lane, and focused on the ten bowling pins at its oily end. Even solely compared to Christine, he lagged. Put next to Clara or Samantha, he imagined they could have beaten him with blindfolds on. A sight he wouldn’t dislike in a different type of venue.

Focus! he growled at himself, shaking his head to dispel the intoxicating images swirling inside his riled-up mind. One riled far more than usual, even his new usual. All because of a conversation he’d held a handful of hours ago. With someone so utterly forbidden to him, he ought to be soaking himself in ice water until he could overcome the desires supercharging him as if lightning coursed through his veins.

He had plans tomorrow night. With Angela Adams. His mom’s best friend.

And based on the sultry heat that they’d exuded toward one another as they made those plans, this wasn’t going to be another of their usual “dinner dates” together. There might still be dinner, maybe a movie, or some other activity, but—with what Jason hoped for and anticipated—that would be only the preamble to a night he hoped would end with him still in Angela’s home. In her bed, if he got his way.

Jason took his approach, heavy ball arcing behind his waist as he swung his arm back, and then he released the heavy ball to bounce, then roll, across the oiled lane leading toward the pins. It clattered loudly, then rumbled dully on its speedy way toward its destination. A loud, cacophonous explosion followed seconds later, and a rainbow-colored set of ten resin pins scattered across the floor.

“Great…” Jason sighed heavily.

Eight pins lay on their sides, while two—the dreaded seven-ten split—mocked his inadequacy. They remained as the machinery above lifted them, allowing the other eight to be swept out of sight. And then they returned to their positions, daring him to try and get a spare with his second throw.

“What a shame!” Christine called from behind. He didn’t even bother to look, expecting the shit-faced grin that’d cause him to grind his teeth together if he saw it.

Grumbling to himself all the way, he returned to the ball return area and waited for his ball to reappear on the track from the machine’s mouth. Christine continued to lightly jeer at him, which only further nettled him.

I’ll get you for this, he promised her with his eyes.

Do your worst, her vivid sapphires bounced back at him.

He’d been expecting as much. When he’d called to let Christine know about his… fortuitous opportunity with Angela, she’d stifled any further words out of him by immediately ordering that he answer the second she called back. Hanging up on him before he could get a word in edgewise, about twenty-five minutes later, she’d given him that callback with an invitation to Myriad Pins Bowling, a popular nighttime bowling alley, on her tongue. Jason had happily accepted, at the time operating under the belief that it was where they’d meet up and discuss Angela. So, he’d been plenty surprised when he’d shown up to see that they’d be bowling alongside Samantha and Clara—who were both apparently regulars.

Already an hour into their outing, they’d snagged some surprisingly high-end wings, and the women also claimed some fruity alcoholic beverages. And while he was having a good time so far, even if his clear ineptitude compared to the rest of his party diluted his enjoyment somewhat, he wondered just when and how Christine’s plan—which he knew without a shadow of doubt existed—would enact itself.

Not yet, it seemed. Picking up his ball, Jason reapproached their lane. A dark purple pin and a bright green pin stood stalwart at its end, knowing that he didn’t have it in him to hit them both. Regardless, he still planned to try. They were down a fair bit, and the end of their second game approached with an accelerating speed. If they were to stay in it, he needed to get them a spare.

And so, to the surprise of no one, he whiffed both pins with his attempt to slam one into the other. Jason groaned audibly as his ball zoomed by the purple pin, not even scraping it. He sucked. He really, really sucked.

As he made his way back to the others, Clara and Samantha patted him on the back—the former verbally, the latter physically—as he jammed himself into his seat with a grumbling frown. The other woman in their party cackled gleefully at his distress. At least someone was enjoying herself.

“How can you be so good at volleyball but so bad at bowling?” she crowed, which caused a muscle to twitch within his forehead.

“There’s no need to pick on him,” Samantha said, bumping her teammate with an elbow.

“Christine’s just overjoyed because there’s finally someone else in the position she’s usually in,” Clara said, bearing a slight smile.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Christine quickly said, harumphing and folding her arms beneath her heavy breasts.

“Don’t worry, Jason,” Clara said, patting him on the shoulder. “We’ll put her back in her place.”

My thoughts exactly, Jason thought, sending another heated look promising a different sort of payback than what Clara suggested when she wasn’t looking.

Christine stuck her tongue out and hopped to her feet. “I’m going to grab one more drink, and then we’ll finish thrashing you. So be good while I’m away.”

“But you’re up, Christine,” Samantha said.

“I won’t be gone more than a few minutes, promise.” The woman brooked no further conversation, tossing a scintillating smile over her shoulder as she sauntered toward the alley’s surprisingly impressive bar area.

Her absence left the three of them with little to do but chat. Jason dropped himself onto his seat, then connected his gaze with Samantha’s, which earned him a look holding similar wishes to the ones bubbling up inside of him. But nothing further… yet. Painful as it was for them both, they needed to abstain until they got a bit more privacy.

“So, ready for the tournament in a few days?” Jason asked both women.

Clara smiled. “It’ll be good to retake our title at the Yard.”

“Agreed,” Samantha said, glaring at a spot ahead of her where Jason knew an invisible group of women known as the Cross Fires stood. As the primary rival of Served Hot, the team Samantha, Clara, and all the others played on, they’d taken first place in a lesser spring tournament that both teams had participated in at the Yard, an enormous sports complex where both teams rented gymnasiums for their practices. The Fourth of July tournament coming up within a few days was the Yard’s biggest tournament each year. And the Cross Fires and Served Hot were the frontrunners on the women’s side of things.

Jason smiled at the competitive flareup within both women’s eyes. He decided he’d stoke those flames a bit hotter. “Your last match in the spring with them went the full distance. I ended up fatigued just watching it.”

Samantha simply grunted and folded her arms, which left her best friend responsible for answering his question.

“Yeah, I couldn’t even get out of bed the next day because of how sore I was.” She rubbed her bicep. “We’ll ruin them in quick sets this time, so we can all be rested for this party you, Christine, and Avery are scheming to throw afterward.”

“Me, scheming?” Jason asked, attempting to replicate Christine’s mock shock whenever someone called her out on her habitual plotting.

“Yes, you,” Clara said, chuckling. “Don’t think I haven’t seen how much time you’ve been spending with Christine of late. She’s the kind of woman who rubs off on people who spend too much time around her.”

An apt choice of words, Jason thought, glancing quickly at Samantha for her reaction. The black-haired beauty stifled a giggle and thrust her hazel eyes away from their conversation.

“I like to be upfront about things,” he protested.

“Like you were with actually being left-handed?”

“…Fair.” Jason bowed his head, conceding to her point. Until very recently, as in days ago, he’d kept hidden that he was actually a lefty. In the few times he’d participated in anything volleyball related with the women of Served Hot, he’d always used his right hand—which he could do relatively well, given that he’d been trained for years to develop both his arms as viable tools in the sport.

Now that it’d all come to light, especially how it had, it all felt rather foolish. Still, not wanting to bear any further needling about his choice not to play volleyball in college, about wasted gifts and talent and opportunities, he’d hidden one of his more enviable advantages from view. Until one particularly dogged member of the team had taken a sledgehammer of stubbornness to his wishes, ending with him finally relenting and playing with his left hand in a match with her and numerous other college players. With a recording made and sent by one of those players to said dogged member, everyone on Served Hot had seen what he could truly do at their most recent practice.

“And there’s more, I’m sure,” Clara said, eyeing him with her alluringly green eyes. “I’ve seen you whispering with Avery, Yvette, Samantha.”

Samantha’s eyes widened, but Clara didn’t see. Her eyes remained homed in on him, sharp, focused, digging for answers in his response. Jason didn’t respond immediately, instead testing words on his tongue before he let them dive off.

With his newfound relationship with Samantha, he was now romantically—or sexually, if romance was too strong a word for it—involved with more than half of the team. Even if that number now included Olivia, a brand-new beginner to the sport who’d just joined up, that remained true. Certainly, the furtive looks and steamy whispers magnified with each new partner, as did the risk of being caught by one of those not yet involved.

Jason slightly blushed at that all-important word: yet. Christine had more than intimated that the endgame of all this saw the team bonded in more than just the sport of volleyball—though the specific reason why continued to elude him. But she’d pointed him at Olivia and told him to go get her, and she had plainly stated that she’d work on Clara. Which, if all had progressed as expected, would have left Angela as the isolated island of celibacy surrounded by a roiling sea of carnality.

Of course, with his apparent landfall on said island just a bit earlier, Angela might not stay above water for much longer. In fact, Jason desperately hoped for as much—and he planned to make headway into submerging her shores tomorrow evening.

He wanted Clara, too. Fully aware of the avaricious nature of his desires and quite aware of the story of Icarus, he remained determined nonetheless to taste her lips, run his hands over her voluptuous body, and hear her cries of ecstasy as he provided her the same passion that he had—and would continue to give—her best friend.

“I’m sorry if you’re feeling left out,” Jason said, mostly containing his lust for the tall redhead and her lithe curves. He let a bit of it leak out, however. To test the waters. “I can start inviting you over for some whispers.”

From his peripherals, he saw Samantha’s face color scarlet. She squirmed in her seat, dual parts uncomfortable and slightly turned on. He realized that he wasn’t aware if Christine had yet let Samantha know about her designs involving her best friend.

Clara folded her arms beneath her breasts, eyeing him—and only him, thankfully. “That depends on what it is you all have been whispering about, exactly.”

So, she didn’t know. That important revelation tempered the blatancy of his planned aggression. She might have her suspicions, but they remained only that until he leveled something more open against her. Which meant Christine either hadn’t revealed things yet or that she was taking a more cautious approach with her teammate. Given her success rate so far, Jason decided that he wouldn’t mangle Christine’s work with a foolish shove forward. Still, he didn’t feel he needed to take his entire foot off the pedal.

“We talk about plenty of stuff. Volleyball’s common, the tournament coming up especially.”

“What about that requires whispering?”

Jason smiled languidly. “I didn’t say volleyball was the only thing we whisper about. I figured it might be the only thing you’re interested in, though.”

Clara’s brow knit together in consternation. She ran her smoky green eyes up and down his body, mulling something over. Jason struggled to parse her body language.

“Like I said,” Clara said, nodding over his shoulder. “A lot of Christine has rubbed off on you.”

“If that is true, is it a bad thing?”

“I suppose it depends on the person in question.” Clara placed a hand over her breasts, pressing down slightly on the alluring pair. Jason forced his eyes to remain locked with hers, which earned him a slender smile of approval. “Personally, I prefer something more straightforward over wily cunning. It feels too much like manipulation to me.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

Clara’s smile slightly broadened. “Good. I’m going to hit the restroom, so you two can have your whispering time. I’ll be back.”

With that, she walked off. The moment she was out of sight, Jason and Samantha’s eyes yanked together as if a line of rope connected them. The former wiggled a finger toward the latter, who immediately shifted out of her seat and took the one beside him. Jason leaned over and kissed her on her sultry lips the second she was in arm's reach. A quick peck, given that there were still other players in different lanes. It’d tide them over a little longer.

Samantha’s hand slid up his thigh as he withdrew his mouth from hers. Apparently, it might not.

“I feel like I should be upset about you flirting so overtly with my best friend,” she whispered into his ear, tickling his skin with a kiss below his earlobe.

“We were just drawing the battlelines,” Jason said, trailing his hand behind her back. She scooted forward a bit so he could get it to the far side of her waist.

“Do you like that sort of thing?” Samantha asked, seeming almost pensive all of a sudden. “The hard to get. I know it was a lot like that with Avery, too. And Christine, even. Whereas I….”

He’d heard enough. Risking stares from the other players if they noticed, he scooped Samantha out of her chair and onto his lap. She gasped and blushed heavily, though she made no move to climb off him. Instead, her arms wrapped around the back of his neck, and she leaned in until their mouths were only inches away.

“I like all sorts of things, Samantha,” he whispered, running a hand up to the buttons on her blouse. “I like when I see you making eyes at me.” He undid the topmost button. “I like when you can’t wait to drag me off somewhere so we can fuck.” He undid another. “And I fucking love knowing that you’re going to stay the night at my place tonight.”

A truncated gasp escaped Samantha’s lips. Smiling at her lustfully, he undid a third button. With a hefty portion of her firm, lively breasts displayed, he ran a thumb over its creamy flesh.

“Do you mean that?” Samantha asked, shivering pleasurably as he roamed his warm fingertips over her sensitive body.

“Of course. You’re coming home with me tonight, Samantha. And staying the night.”

She licked her lips, then pressed her mouth to his jawline and peppered him with wet, passionate kisses. “I like that idea a lot.”

“And you can stay as long as you like,” he whispered, erection pressing into her round butt. Noticing, she wiggled it against him, which only further inflamed his desire for the married woman. A married woman whose husband was on a business trip, so there shouldn’t be any issues with her staying with him tonight.

“I think I might.” Samantha ran a hand through his hair, then kissed him deeply.

“Ahem.”

They parted their lips like a couple of adolescents discovered by their teacher while kissing in the hallway. Christine’s sparkling blue eyes and teasing smile drew a grumble of annoyance from Samantha. Holding a wide-rimmed glass of a fruity beverage nearly as colorful as the bowling pins, she set it down on a nearby table.

“You’re attracting a fair too many eyes,” Christine said, nodding toward a gawking group of college students just a few lanes over. “And you, Samantha, are a regular, so maybe wait until a better venue arrives before you two resume your lustful conduct.”

Begrudgingly, and slightly annoyed that it was Christine who was chiding them for their actions, Jason and Samantha separated. Yet, as Samantha began to rebutton her blouse, Jason reached out his hand, placing it on her wrist.

“Nope. Those buttons stay undone for the rest of the night.” Samantha’s hazel eyes flashed with surprise, and Jason smiled. “Like I said, I like all sorts of things.”

The huskiness within Samantha’s expression quickly devoured the trepidation. She nodded, glared at Christine, and stole one more kiss from her young lover. Christine chuckled.

“While we have a moment before our lovely middle blocker returns, why don’t we discuss the primary reason our young stud is here,” Christine suggested as she sat down, flirting with the rim of her heavy glass as she eyed him. “Someone’s leaped ahead of schedule with their mommy’s best friend.”

Jason slightly blushed, but he didn’t let her teasing cow him. True as it was, and forbidden as it was, he was already full speed ahead on the tracks headed toward Angela. Neither hell nor high water would stop him now. Even if it was thoroughly strange to gameplan with his other lovers about her.

“You were taking too long,” he said, shrugging. That earned him a lighthearted snort from the initial mastermind behind everything he’d recently gotten swept up into.

“You’re going to her house tomorrow night, right?” Samantha asked.

“Yeah. I imagine there’ll be plenty of awkwardness about what happened earlier today to cut through. And I highly doubt that I’ll do more than chip away some ice tomorrow night. There’s… baggage there, obviously.”

“That is a rather perceptive and pleasant thing to hear you admit,” Christine said, lifting her glass toward him. “Angela’s a different beast than the rest of… us.” She smiled, and Jason was pleased to hear her include herself in front of Samantha. Even though she’d kept him traveling at the speed she chose so far in their pleasurable meetings, he appreciated her making it known that she was just as much a part of this as anyone else.

“I know.”

“Do you?” Christine asked teasingly. “How would you file all of us in your mind in regard to our types?”

He narrowed his eyes at Christine, which caused her to smile innocently. Thankfully, she hadn’t asked such a question in front of his crowd of lovers, so he wasn’t immediately surrounded by women interested to hear how he would describe them. It’d be just like Christine to throw him under the bus like that, all for her personal amusement.

“I’d file you away as a conniving pain in the butt,” he grumbled.

Christine batted coquettish eyelashes. “That’s high praise, so thank you. And Samantha?”

“She’s wonderful,” he said, looking at the woman in question. “She’s open and warm, and I plan to spoil her rotten.”

As Samantha turned bright crimson, Christine chuckled. “Aren’t you a wordsmith? What about your other coterie of lovely women?”

He returned his gaze to the mirthful woman, then spoke nothing but the truth. “Yvette is happy to be free of her rotten marriage and to have someone in her life who wants to spend time with her. So am I. Every second around her is better than the next. Avery’s a competitive force of nature,” he said, using similar words to the ones he’d announced to Avery herself not long ago. “Plenty of people might like lazy weekends, but not her. She wants competition and activity, and everyone around her knows it.”

“Clara?” Christine asked, sipping more of her drink.

Jason glanced toward the restrooms off in the distance. “I’m still ordering my thoughts on her, so pass.”

“Olivia, then.”

“Olivia?” Samantha’s voice added itself to the conversation.

“Didn’t you know? He wants all of us,” Christine said, smiling playfully at him.

“Ignore her,” Jason told Samantha. “She’s doing that thing she does.”

“So you aren’t interested in our young, supple, and newest member?” Christine said.

Samantha’s ears remained perked up, and Jason frowned. “That’s not how I’d say it, at least,” he said cautiously. “She’s beautiful, and—”

“And you’re a greedy, greedy boy,” Christine teased. “We’re all fully aware.”

He ignored her and continued, mainly looking at Samantha. “And I like her a lot. But I’m not actively trying to seduce her or anything.”

“From what I’ve heard,” Christine said, “you don’t need to do anything but wait. She’ll make her move soon.”

He frowned. “What have you heard?”

Christine just shrugged. “Now, last, but certainly not least, we come to our buxom team captain. What do you make of her? You’ve known her longer than any of us, after all.”

Frown persisting as the team’s setter dodged his question about Olivia, he folded his arms thoughtfully. What did he make of Angela? They’d met years ago, after he’d moved back to the States with his mom, following her divorce from his father and the end of her professional volleyball career due to injury. From the very day he met her, he’d spent his adolescence dreaming about her almost nightly. He’d never dared imagine the possibility that they might end up stepping into the realm of reality.

“She’s uncertain, but I think there’s a part of her that wants me just like I want her,” Jason said slowly. “She won’t tease me like you do, invite me over like Yvette would, take a leap of faith like Samantha did, or challenge me like Avery has.”

“All correct,” Christine agreed. “Fair to say it, Angela is by far the most sexually repressed individual among us. Not ‘frustrated,’ mind you, but repressed. I’ve turned her redder than a tomato on numerous occasions by whispering something that not even our easily blushing Samantha here would redden over. Safe to say it, she’s a complete prude.”

Jason couldn’t deny it. As much as he’d like to say the road ahead was smooth and bump-free, he knew better. “Which is why I wanted to… strategize a bit with you. Both of you.”

“We shall so don’t worry,” Christine said, eyes changing from him to someone exiting the restroom and making her way back toward the group. “Enjoy yourself a little longer, and then we can get down into the nitty-gritty of how you can make Angela fall for you.”

Clara returned, immediately noting the three buttons newly undone on Samantha’s blouse. Flattening her gaze dryly, she looked between the lot of them, probably deciding they were all a bunch of troublemakers.

She was right.


Chapter Two

Challenge

Jason dropped his head as he missed the final pin standing at the end of the lane, which sealed his and Clara’s third straight loss to Christine and Samantha. He turned away from the standing pin, planning to apologize for his role as an anchor tied around Clara’s waist.

Yet, even after suffering repetitive losses, he found her still in high spirits. She patted him on the shoulder and smiled.

“You’re too hard on yourself,” she said. “I’m quickly learning that about you. It’s just a game with some friends late at night. Nothing worth moping over.”

It helped. A little. Unfortunately, a lifetime of indoctrination, in which he’d been taught that only victory was an acceptable end to any competition, would not dislodge itself so easily. Smiling shallowly at Clara, he accepted as much of her point as he could.

The night progressed. They played without teams during their fourth and final game, giving Jason a chance to scrape after something other than last place. He and Christine met eyes, the latter flashed a conniving smile, and the battle for third place was on!

After a rare spare early on, he found himself with a shallow lead. So, of course, he milked it for all it was worth, gloating and grinning the entire time he held the lead. Unsurprisingly, when she caught up, then surpassed him, she shoved the same medicine right back into his face.

“You two are like children,” Clara said, amused by their back-and-forth antics.

“Oh, is that right?” Christine harumphed. “Does that make you our mommy?”

Clara cracked a smile. “More like a chaperone. If I had kids, I’d never let them act up as much as you two do.”

“Hear that, Jason?” Christine said, tossing a meaningful look his way. “She says we’re the kind of kids who can’t be taken out in public.”

“Yeah, I hear her,” Jason said, playing along. “She thinks we’re public nuisances.”

“Your words, not mine,” the beautiful redhead pointed out.

“I think we should teach her a lesson,” Christine said, a twinkle in her azure eyes.

“Not a lesson in bowling, surely,” Clara snickered.

She looked at Clara, then puffed one cheek out. “Then how about a bet? If you’re so confident in yourself.”

A transformation occurred immediately. The redhead eyed Christine a touch more warily. Her reputation preceded herself, after all. If only Clara knew the full extent of the danger that came with playing one of Christine’s games.

“I’ll hear the terms first before I decide.”

Christine smiled. “Oh, it’s nothing bad. If our combined scores at the end of this round bests your score, then you’ll have to play a game of our choice once we head out of here to our next location.”

“Next location?” Samantha chimed in, equally as in the dark as the rest of them.

“You all didn’t think midnight was the end, did you?”

“Some of us have work tomorrow, Christine,” Clara said.

The blue-eyed schemer poured every ounce of her wiles into the smile that stretched across her face. Brilliantly white teeth hid the danger prowling on her tongue.

“Come on, Clara, live a little. It’s just one night. You’ll regret what it is you’ll be missing out on.”

“Which is?”

Her opposite shrugged. “Everyone will see soon enough. Just one more round here, then we can make the change to location number two.”

Three sets of eyes traded looks. A mixture of wariness, anticipation, and even excitement glimmered amongst them, with most of the former dwelling within one woman’s eyes. Yet, it wasn’t the sole emotion imbued in those smoky greens.

Clara glanced at the scoreboard. Halfway done with the round, she was on her way to a score of around two hundred and forty. Which meant Jason and Christine needed to both drop in scores of around a hundred and twenty. Given that Jason had just barely scraped a hundred in his last round and that Christine had gone about thirty higher, it was a coin flip. Either side could win.

Clara looked back at them, curiously including Samantha in the discerning swipe of her gaze. “I get something if I win, right?”

Christine nodded. “It’s only fair.”

“Fine. I accept. But when I win, you all are going to tell me exactly what it was you were whispering about on my way back over.”

Without so much as a moment’s notice, a stubborn lump formed in Jason’s throat. Swear conglomerated on the backs of his palms, his heart rate kicked up thirty beats a minute, and his eyes must have widened in shock. He also saw a flash of worry speed across Samantha’s gaze. However, the mastermind herself remained cool as a cucumber. Without even looking toward either of her co-conspirators for so much as a nod, she grinned.

“Deal.”

Nodding, Clara swiftly—as if to ensure they couldn’t back out of their deal—lifted her ball and made for the lane. Ball and wood cracked loudly as she sent it speeding down toward her pins. Jason’s confidence dropped precipitously as she scored a strike.

Christine patted him on the arm as she walked by. “Don’t worry. Just score at least a hundred.”

Easier said than done, especially for someone as painfully mediocre as he’d so far shown tonight. After Christine took a spare, Samantha matched—purposelessly, save for a matter of pride—Clara’s earlier strike, and Jason stepped up to the lane. That sweat on the back of his palms proved a nuisance that he worked to scrub off against his shirt.

“Relax,” Samantha called from behind him. “Take a couple deep breaths, flow into the motion smoothly. You’ve got this.”

“You’re on their side?” he heard Clara say.

“You’re the one who decided that when you included me in things!” Samantha shot back.

Her best friend grumbled at her but made no fuss as Samantha continued to coach him for the remainder of the game. As expected of a novice player, his scoring oscillated wildly, but Samantha’s sage advice proved a boon he happily lapped up. Especially as he earned his first strike of the night with only one more throw after this one.

As Samantha explained the unique rules involving a strike to him, the others went through with their turns. Clara scored out with a two-thirty-three. Samantha, a two-twenty-seven. Christine, a one-twenty-eight.

Meanwhile, sitting at a seventy-nine prior to his strike, Jason’s chance to push him and Christine into the realm of victory appeared—though he didn’t know precisely how, as Samantha had dodged his question about what he needed to win. Cheers chased after him as he approached the bowling lane.

Breathing in deeply again, relaxing his tenseness, and very much hoping to avoid telling Clara about how they’d been whispering about how he planned to seduce Angela, Jason sighted his path. Taking his approach, licking his lips, he swung his arm in a low arc. His ball crashed upon the oiled lane, then tumbled on its way. A clatter of pins shattered the silence as he held his breath.

Eight pins down. Two on the right corner remained. He heard a gasp behind him, and he wasn’t sure if that bode well or ill.

“Just hit those two pins, Jason!” Samantha cried excitedly. “That’ll get you a spare, which will bring you up to ninety-nine and give you another throw since this is the final round!”

Jason nodded slowly, focusing on keeping his cool as his ball returned on the track. Picking it up, his eyes lingered on the three women. Samantha seemed earnestly excited for him, while Clara kept her emotions muted. Christine just smirked, probably because she’d enjoy either outcome of this game.

Well, Jason knew which one he wanted to see come to pass, and mostly because he didn’t want to confront the other. One more time, he tossed his ball onto the lane. It rolled and rolled and rolled, and Jason’s breath stilled itself within his chest, though the pounding of his heart soon deafened all.

Because of that, he saw but did not hear the two pins scatter before the fury of the object that thrashed through them. A shock of relief coursed through him, and he looked back at the women.

“One more throw!” Samantha cheered, clapping her hands together as she bounced out of her seat.

“You need a seven to win,” Clara said, still maintaining a steely discipline that denied him any insight into her thoughts. “Six gets you a tie. Less, you lose.”

“What happens on a tie?” he asked, looking between all three women.

“The bet’s void,” Clara replied.

“Is that right?” Christine asked, curling her lips into a catlike grin at her teammate. “Shouldn’t the novice players get the victory in such cases?”

“A tie is neither a win nor a loss.” Clara lifted her chin, making her stance evident. “If you want your win, then earn it.”

“That’s fine,” Jason said, drawing their attention back to him. He locked eyes with Clara, dipping his head in a slight nod. “I plan to.”

“Then let’s see it.”

Upon its return, Jason picked up his ball, then refaced one final wall of rainbow-colored pins. Just seven needed to fall. He could manage that. He would manage that.

Taking his approach, he delivered his last ball of the night onto its speedy journey toward the victory he desperately hoped to claim. This time, without even needing to check over his shoulder, he knew he wasn’t alone in holding his breath.

His bowling ball crashed into the hapless defenders standing in its way. The lead pin crashed into the left side of the pins as his ball curved right. Eight pins cleaved through the air on their way onto their sides. One better than he’d needed.

Yes! He swallowed a shout, not wanting to attract the other players’ attention, but he formed a fist and pumped it into the air. As he spun around, he saw Samantha and Christine grinning at him as they rushed up to him. Behind them, though their bodies blocked his sight soon enough, he could have sworn he saw a glimmer of a smile prop up Clara’s lips.


Chapter Three

Homeward Bound

For Jason, Samantha, and Clara, they’d a surprise waiting for them as they departed the bowling alley fifteen minutes later. After seizing his victory, Christine had refused to share any details about this “next location” they were destined for. Finishing her drink in its entirety, which left her in no position to drive, Jason earned another chance to drive her Porsche, leaving his car for pickup tomorrow morning.

“I’ll text you both the address!” Christine shouted at the other two women. “I expect prompt arrivals!”

She slid into the passenger seat and grinned at him as he turned her car’s ignition switch. In the dark, with only the alley’s external lights highlighting her shadowy features, Jason’s breath caught. He’d known it from the moment he’d first laid eyes on her, but he received new remainders at the regular. Christine Miller was an undeniably beautiful woman.

“Where are we headed?” he asked, voice a touch hoarse.

“Somewhere familiar,” Christine purred, typing a quick group message on her phone. “Your place.”

Jason arched an eyebrow, licking his dry lips as he ran his eyes down her bountiful bust. Something electric crackled within the car. Within Christine’s expression, he saw lust and anticipation simmering. It had seemingly overwhelmed her usual playful teasing while he wasn’t paying attention.

“To do what?”

“Things that you’ll enjoy. Things that we’ll all enjoy soon enough.”

Slipping across the way like silk sheets fitting to a mattress, her hand made its way over to his thigh. As Jason’s eyes zoomed toward her slender fingertips, they didn’t cease their prowl. Gripping the hem of his shorts, she tugged—with some maneuvering of his own—his cock out. Her soft fingers trailed over his girth, which grew as blood poured into it, as understanding dawned upon him.

“Let’s have some fun on the ride over,” she whispered. “But don’t have us be too late. You’re the ones with the keys.”

Nodding wordlessly, Jason put her car in reverse and pulled back from their parking spot. Meanwhile, Christine’s smooth fingers hardened his member into a rod hard as a rock. She smiled, then breathed hot over its tip.

“Is this for winning the game against Clara?” Jason asked, starting on the twenty-minute trip to his home.

“Partly,” Christine said. “And partly for your proactivity with Angela. But mostly, truth be told, it’s for how horny I’ve felt recently. You’ve been making me feel a bit… reckless.”

Her warm lips traced the tip of his cock, smearing precum as her tongue flitted out. A heavyset anticipation flooded his veins, drenching him in its honey-coated need. Struggling to keep his eyes on the road, his thighs tensed tighter than steel as Christine slipped her silky lips over the first few inches of his cock.

He felt her tongue swirl hotly around his girth as she soaked his throbbing member in preparation for what was to come. Christine made it nice and noisy, just as she knew he liked it. Her lips popped off his cock as she removed her mouth, though she remained bent over his lap.

“There’s plenty still to come tonight,” Christine whispered, running her blazing hot tongue down his shaft. “But I wanted the first taste.”

“You can have whatever you like, Christine,” he said, shuddering lightly as her lips suckled on the side of his cock as they moved back toward its tip. “If you’re feeling horny, I can help with that, too.”

“Can you?” she whispered, tapping her pursed lips on his cock’s opening. “I might have a request or two tonight, a couple tomorrow, and some more after that. You’re not the only greedy one here.”

Jason reached a red light, eyes dipping to the rearview camera on her console. Clara’s car, followed by Samantha’s, slowed behind them. Heart pounding with an urgency unlike any he’d ever felt, he looked down at Christine, who’d turned her head so that she could peer up at him with one eye.

“Put your faith in me, Christine. I won’t let you down.”

She smiled, bold, wanting, enticing. “You haven’t yet, so I shall. After I finish my work down here, I’ll let you know what I’d like from you tonight. Agreed?”

The light turned green. Jason nodded at her, then focused on the road ahead of him. “Agreed.”

Warmth submerged his cock in pleasure as his foot pressed down on the accelerator.

Jason let Christine earn his groans plentifully as she deepthroated him. He knew she liked it when he was noisy, too. So, as she put her tight throat and soft lips to the task of making him burst inside her mouth, he made sure to let her know exactly how much he enjoyed the bliss she granted him.

If he could have gotten away with it, he’d have unbuttoned her blouse and played with her massive tits. But that was a bit too much distraction, given that he was already in a car he was unused to—and that it had a manual transmission, which they both worked hard to ensure wasn’t obstructed by her body. Lithe and flexible, Christine made it work.

As she plunged her hot lips repeatedly over his throbbing member, Jason swam within the oasis of pleasure gifted to him. Lewd and loud but swift and skillful, her tight suctioning lips assaulted his cock with viciously ravenous intent. One he understood. She wanted to take his seed from him, to gulp it down her slender throat, to earn a victory before they made it to his house.

“You’re fucking so good at this,” he groaned as they sloped down a gradual hill.

Christine adroitly shoved her mouth to his hilt, rewarding him for his compliment with a flourish of her skill. With his cock cocooned within her tight tunnel, her tongue swiveled around his member as she tested how long she could keep him within her throat. A red light ahead caused her to put a hand on his knee for balance.

“Christine,” he whispered urgently, glancing to his left—at the car they’d pulled up alongside. “Maybe take a quick break.”

Why Sally, his neighbor from two houses down, was out as late as she was, he had no idea. But with her right beside them, with a chance to notice Jenny’s son in a car that was not his own, with a bobbing blonde head covering his lap, a single glance over could prove ruinous.

“Why’s that?” Christine asked, removing her mouth but putting her tongue back to work. “You said that I could have whatever I like. And I want to keep sucking on this big cock until it gives me every sticky drop I’m after.”

Jason gulped audibly, which earned a grin from the vixen responsible. Still, this was too much risk.

“I know the person beside us. If she glances over here and sees us, it could get me in a load of trouble.”

“Then I guess you should hope she stays busy with her phone.”

Christine’s sultry mouth claimed his entire cock back into its tight confines, where it immediately began bobbing faster than before. Jason groaned and shoved his head back against his seat’s headrest. His fingers reached for her hair, yet he could only help her along her salacious path when they found it. He wanted to cum so badly, and he wanted to do it now.

At what was apparently the longest red light in history, Jason panted breathlessly as Christine stole his vitality from him. Head lolling over to his left, he met a pair of squinting eyes. Jason immediately stole his head away from the window, hoping the darkness would hide his features from the searching woman peering at them. Jason saw enough to notice Sally’s eyes widen as she registered what the second individual in the Porsche was up to. The woman’s jaw dropped as she gawked.

Jason’s gaze flipped toward the light. Green. He jammed his foot onto the accelerator, blitzing forward and leaving Sally behind. Christine chortled—the devil—and kept up her merciless assault. A deep-seated ache clamped onto his balls, growling at him like a wounded animal as he struggled not to blow his load inside Christine’s inviting mouth.

Graced with a wink, Christine, acutely aware of his strife, added her hand to his balls, fondling them gently, pleasurably. Every inch of his body screamed at him to let himself loose. Resistance seemed futile, yet he burdened his body with it a little longer.

Less than a quarter mile down the road, zooming past streetlights that illuminated the blonde beauty going down on his cock with reckless abandon, he hit his limit. As another red light stalled their path fleeing from Sally, he grimaced as Christine sensed his faltering walls. Attacking him before he could catch his breath as he pulled to a halt, she slurped and sucked his cock well beyond what was needed to break him.

A turbulent heat ripped through Jason like a tornado raged in his stomach. It gored him in the belly, then surged into his groin. Jason practically shouted as Christine finished him off with a threepeat of deep, quick nods of her mouth. His hands left the wheel, both shoving her head down onto his cock, as his climax surged forth like a popped fire hydrant.

He felt a geyser gush out of his cock so powerful that it interrupted the guttural gasp torn from his lips. An ocean roared within his ears; the world blurred as if he tumbled in darkness. Every ounce of feeling numbed in comparison to the ungodly pleasure pouring out of him, which Christine stole like a succubus draining his life essence. He didn’t even notice as Sally caught up to them, eyes peering over with a strangeness that only Christine spotted.

The seductive beauty who’d just robbed him of his breath, vitality, and ability to think pulled her mouth away from his cock. Eyes gleaming like sapphires because of a nearby streetlight, she too noticed their onlooker. Dipping her head back, she swallowed in an exaggerated manner, then patted him on the thigh.

“I couldn’t help it,” she said with a girlish giggle after seeing the range of exhausted emotions skewed on his face. “I am sorry for this one time. If you get in trouble because of this, I’ll make it up to you.”

Struggling to earn enough breath to speak, Jason just nodded dumbly. He wasn’t sure he’d survive whatever action she took to make it up to him, but if that was how he went out, then so be it. Avoiding Sally’s gaze, hoping she didn’t recognize him, he took the next right he could—an alternate path home. Slower, she should make it there before he did. It also earned him a little time to recuperate.


Chapter Four

Guillotine

Because of his alternate route, Samantha and Clara were already waiting at his home when he and Christine arrived. Their tardiness earned them a slight bit of curiosity, though no one impressed their will to find out why they’d taken a detour upon them. Jason spent the time walking toward his door focused on Sally’s place. She’d also arrived home, though he didn’t see her prowling about outside, at least.

“Don’t we think this is a touch inappropriate?” Clara said as he reached his front door and began shuffling through his keys.

“Whatever do you mean?” Christine asked innocently.

“You know what I mean. Three women, one of whom is married, slipping into a college student’s home well past midnight?”

“Would it be better if we woke up the neighbors and let them know of our presence?”

“You know what I mean,” Clara repeated.

“It’s an afterparty, not an orgy, Clara.” Christine waved a dismissive hand. “We’re going to play games, not rip off each other’s clothes.”

Jason and Samantha shared a glance. They’d both heard the word left unspoken by the conniving beauty.

Yet.

“So, why Jason’s house? Why not yours?”

“Closer, just as private, and we can check his fridge and make sure he hasn’t been storing any alcohol. See, I can be a responsible adult?”

“Are you all coming in?” Jason called, having long ago opened his door and flicked on the entryway lights.

“Clara?” Christine asked.

Plainly distrustful of Christine’s motives, as she well should be, the tall redhead lingered on his doorstep a little longer. After failing to search for the truth in Christine or Samantha’s eyes, she turned and strode into his home, attempting the same with him. Based on the continued furrowing of her brow, he reckoned that she wasn’t quite as successful as she’d hoped.

Overabundantly suspicious, with heaps of evidence behind a theory Jason imagined fit almost uniformly to reality but unable to yet prove anything, Clara blew air between her lips. He wondered if that was her purpose for coming in tonight. To see if she could discern just how far into sinful deplorability things had grown amongst most of her teammates.

“Make yourselves at home,” Jason said, giving them the tour and turning on the lights in most of the rooms he thought might see use. “There’s a Chinese place open late that delivers. I can order us some food.”

“That’d be great!” Christine said, clapping him on the back. “You can use my card.”

After getting everyone’s orders and their delivery enroute, Christine gathered them all up like loose change in his kitchen. Jason noticed Samantha glancing toward the hallway leading toward the bedrooms. Anticipation, and impatience, dwelled within her hazel eyes. Jason felt it, too, though it was slightly relaxed due to Christine’s efforts on the drive over. He still needed a little longer to recuperate, and then he’d see to Samantha’s fulfillment.

As soon as she grew aware that he was watching her, he nodded knowingly, which led her to blush in understanding. Busy eyeing Christine warily, Clara missed that subtle but obvious indicator that her best friend had just provided.

“All right!” Christine said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s get our needed prop and begin this game of spin the bottle.”

Collectively, a “huh?!” filled the air. Grinning from ear to ear, Christine let them all stew in their stupefaction. At this point, Jason was beginning to consider if maybe Christine was a form of succubus, yet of a variety that garnered sustenance by routinely bewildering people.

“You’re not joking, are you?” Clara said, an eyebrow flattening as she squinted with one eye at the Cheshire Cat in front of her. A flare of anger ignited as she switched her gaze to Jason, then Samantha. “And you two aren’t half as surprised as I am. What the hell, Samantha?! You’re married! Is this what you’ve been getting up to?!”

Samantha shrank before her friend’s ire like a cube of ice beneath a hair dryer’s heat. “I… it’s… um…”

“I thought there was something odd going on recently between all of you, but… what are you thinking?!” She glared at all of them.

“Clara, you should really calm down,” Christine said, striding into the kitchen and digging through Jason’s fridge. Her round butt presented itself as she shoved through his things. “Aha!” She stood and faced them, holding a glass bottle of root beer in her hand. “Chilly. Mind if I dump the contents, Jason?”

“Christine,” he growled as his heart pounded with anxiety. “You’re being too flippant about this.”

“No, Clara’s just being too uptight. And making far too many assumptions for her own good.”

“Then enlighten me, Christine,” Clara growled, folding her arms.

Given her typical calmness on and off the court, the furious spearpoint sharpening behind her green eyes proved an unnerving change. Samantha seemed on the verge of hyperventilating, and Jason wasn’t that far behind. Arrogant, due to her success so far, had Christine finally overstepped? Had she misread Clara?

He wasn’t entirely sure how she’d approached the other women of the team, but the bombshell she’d let slip between her lips seemed ripe to spoil everything. What if Clara took this to Angela? How would the two women respond upon learning that they were the only members not part of the salacious activities the rest of them were getting up to? That their lack of inclusion wasn’t meant to be a permanent thing?

Praying that Christine would cut in with a jest or jibe about how they were playing a modified version of the game every middle schooler dreamed of, one which would begin to diffuse the tension spiraling throughout his home, he remembered shortly thereafter that she was, in fact, a devil. Not someone you prayed to. Because, as she then revealed, Christine Miller didn’t plan to just drop one bombshell before the night ended.

“If you want to find out, you can play our game. Spin the bottle—with a few house rules.” She smiled, lifting one finger. “You gave me the idea yourself, even, with your choice of reward for our bet at the bowling alley. So that you can get all your questions answered, whenever a person is about to spin, they can call in advance that they’re spinning for a truth. Rather than locking lips with whichever sexy counterpart their spin lands on, they can instead ask them any question they like. So, we can mix a bit of truth or dare into things. All questions are fair game.”

“Good lord, Christine,” Samantha said, running a hand through her hair. “This is not the time to double down on your maverick tendencies.”

“It’s the perfect time, in fact,” Christine purred. She diverted her eyes, sparkling with promises and reminders within them, toward him. “What do you think, Jason?”

He didn’t answer immediately, using what time he had to mull over as many things as he could fathom within a handful of seconds. Why now? Why here? He came up with nothing in the brief span of seconds he was allowed to remain silent that answered those questions. Clara’s earlier comments about preferring straightforward tactics over underhanded ones—though Christine’s ambush certainly drifted toward the latter of these two opposites—clanged loudest within his mind for a moment. Another followed.

For some reason, Christine had looked his way, had put the ball into his hands. One rule he’d learned about volleyball, which he knew transcended itself to almost every team sport, fizzled up over the dense cornucopia of thoughts vying for him to spot them.

If a teammate made a wrong decision, it was always better to dive in alongside them fully committed than let division of intent mire a team’s cohesiveness. Even the wrong play, if everyone followed up on it, could end up working out.

“Yeah, I’m down to play,” he said, locking eyes with the beautiful redhead. “I think we’ll all have a good time.”

“Is that right?” Clara snorted. “And if I don’t have a good time?”

Jason licked his lips, sensing the shift in Hurricane Clara. Now appropriately aimed at him, his survival instincts warned him to get out of the way. As it had so many times before, his desires for one of the team’s beautiful women, which preferred that he wade into the torrential storm and see what lay at the center, won out.

“It’s up to you. Pick whatever punishment or whatever you like.”

“Noted.” Clara strode between him and Samantha, over to where Christine was struggling to pop the bottle’s top off. Snatching it from her while still glowering at her setter, she slipped the bottle’s edge against his countertop, eyed all three of them, and then slammed her palm onto it. A bottle that much resembled a head flying off a guillotine spun through the air, landing on his counter. The redhead shoved the bottle back into Christine’s mildly impressed grasp, then stomped back into the living room.

“Well,” Christine said, beginning to overturn the bottle so it could empty into Jason’s kitchen sink. “I’d say that went rather well.”

Samantha repeated her earlier outcry, muttering it under her breath this time. Jason was inclined to agree. Just what had she gotten them into?

His doorbell rang a minute later. Their food was here. Maybe that would help with the wrath stewing within his living room.


Chapter Five

Spin to Win

The Chinese food, while hot, tasty, and plentifully enough to feed thrice their number, did not diminish Clara’s boiling hot anger. Throwing on some background noise on his TV, they ate with an underwhelming amount of small talk on the floor. He sat against his couch, much like he had at Christine’s during a recent movie night in which she’d spoiled him with her hot mouth. Tonight, a very different vibe manifested itself.

The other three women formed the cardinal directions with their locations relative to him. If he was south, then Christine was west. Leaning against a plush leather recliner, she remained the only one in outwardly high spirits. Samantha sat to the east, looking almost physically ill. She didn’t say anything the entire time they busied themselves with mildly spicy chicken and rice. And Clara, hurricane manifested, ready to crash into all of them for their sins, sat on his rug at the northern position, back to the TV.

“Are we ready?” Christine asked once the pace of their midnight snack—glacial to begin with—had fizzled out.

“Samantha should not be playing,” Clara said insistently. “As I’ll say again, even though it seems she’s forgotten, she is married!”

“I haven’t forgotten!” Samantha snapped, drawing the surprise of her best friend. “If you want to find out why, you’ll have to call a truth and land on me.”

Clara’s brow furrowed, but disconcertment, not rage, burdened her expression now. She glanced at both other members of their quartet as if hoping to discern the truth that way. Neither Jason nor Christine gave up Samantha’s secret so easily.

Clara refocused on Samantha. “Can we talk outside? Privately?”

“No,” she snapped. However, upon seeing the hurt flash of hurt cut across her best friend’s face, she softened. “After, yes. Not now. I’m not some harlot, though, if that’s what you think. Nor am I cheating on Lincoln.”

“But….” Clara frowned and let her next point stay unknown. Samantha’s remark clearly added confusing elements rather than stripping them away, and Jason could see those elements dancing behind Clara’s verdant eyes.

“Trust her, Clara,” he said. “She’s telling the truth.”

Clara chewed on her lower lip, then reaffixed her gaze upon him. “I’ll see soon enough, won’t I?”

He nodded, then looked toward Christine. “Who spins first?”

“Who, indeed.” Christine chuckled, tapping the bottle already in her hands. Leaning forward, she placed the bottle on the hardwood between them and spun it.

All eyes watched the clockwise motions of the bottle. It growled across the hardwood as its spinning continued, then slowed, before finally choosing its mark. All eyes lifted.

“Fate really does favor you,” Christine said, smirking.

“Apparently,” Jason mumbled in reply, staring at the glass mouth gaping his way. He stifled a frown lest his thoughts bleed out. For all his earlier bluster, this situation remained far too strained—and strange—for him to seize it by the reins.

He weighed his options. An aggressive approach might speed him on his way to the classic goal of the game, but troublesome tethers clung off that choice. He saw danger in the darkness no matter which woman he landed on.

If he kissed Christine, she might introduce a new rule or reveal some hidden aspect of the game that shifted things toward an even more taboo path—which would be entirely in character for her. If he landed on Samantha, he was certain neither of them would enjoy it, acutely aware of Clara’s glowering gaze as they were. Until she had a chance to explain herself, it’d be best to avoid locking lips with the dark-haired beauty.

Greatest of all, kissing Clara came with its obvious risks, and Jason remained wary of how to approach this whole situation Christine had shoved them all into. He’d backed her up earlier, but he still wasn’t quite sure which watering hole she was leading them toward. That was always the risk in trusting Christine, even if he continued to do so.

Ultimately, that understanding prompted him to take a lighter touch to his first spin.

“Truth,” he announced, spotting two sighs of relief and one exaggerated look of disappointment. Well, Christine could have her chance once it was her turn to spin.

Sitting cross-legged, Jason leaned forward and placed his fingers over the chilly bottle. Giving a glance to all three women, desperately hoping he hadn’t made a mistake in pushing them toward this point, he gave it a spin.

It whirred as it whirled, grumpily scraping on the wood as the droplets of condensation on its belly spattered on the floor like teardrops. Let them be the only ones of the night, Jason prayed.

The bottle’s revolving dance slowed. It edged past him, saving him from spinning again, on its way toward Christine. The bottle continued past her before finally halting while pointing between Christine and Clara. All four sitting figures tilted their bodies like palm trees swaying in a storm, seeking to decide which of them it was closer to pointing to.

“Christine,” Samantha said, which earned a nod from Jason and Clara.

The buxom blonde lounged back on her palms as she tilted her sparkling azure eyes toward him. “Ask away. I’m an open book.”

The three other individuals sharing the space begged to differ. Jason stared at Christine, musing over the “right” question to ask. He had plenty. Top of the list: what stunt was she trying to pull tonight?! Questions about her end goal with this team harem she was forming around him or about why she’d picked him also filtered into his mind.

“Okay, I’ve got one. Have you been doing all this for your own amusement, or do you honestly believe that this will all make things better for everyone involved? For the long-term.”

Christine pursed her lips, aware of the acute attention directed her way from three intrigued sources. However, she focused solely on him. “Now, I thought you understood that a sizable portion of my allure was my mystique. If you make me out my motives like this, I’ll lose out on that advantage.”

“Depending on your answer, I might find you even more attractive than before,” he replied, adamant to hear her reveal at least this.

Christine sighed. “It is the game, and I did curate the rules. Such is the price for my hubris, I suppose. Your answer is the latter. I earnestly believe that everyone’s lives will be improved—and several, such as Samantha’s, already have been—if all goes according to my plan. Satisfied?”

Jason saw no deception in her eyes, heard no tremor of deceit in her voice. He spent a moment checking Clara’s expression. The woman seemed interested in further digging because she remained hyper-focused on Christine. He nodded.

“But I am incredibly amused by the proceedings that have so far taken place. And I look forward to the coming days very, very much.”

Jason sighed. “You just had to throw that in there, didn’t you?”

“Of course,” Christine said, smiling as she reached for the bottle that was rightfully hers to spin. Her fingers put the bottle back into its whirlwind of motion without uttering the all-important word beforehand.

A twinkle brightened Christine’s eyes as the bottle spun. Jason knew she didn’t mind which of them it inevitably pointed at. She’d have her fun, regardless. To use a military analogy that she might appreciate, this was a “target-rich environment.”

It landed—without a shadow of a doubt, practically pointing right at her—upon the worst possible choice. Storm clouds gathered hurriedly above Clara’s head. Trouble sat on the horizon.

Which Christine, in her usual fashion, completely ignored. Instead, she flashed a dazzling grin at the frowning redhead. “To think I get to taste your lips before Jason does. He must be so very envious.”

Clara’s coiled expression shifted toward him, then toward Samantha. Was she looking for an out, for someone to pipe in an objection and save her? But if she did so, if she backed out now, then how would she earn the answers to the questions she sought?

They all saw that truth plainly, Clara most of all. As Christine crawled over beside her teammate, winking at her, crimson spread out from Clara’s hair and invaded her cheeks.

“I’ll be nice and gentle,” Christine cooed, setting her hand on Clara’s thigh. “Just a little peck to start us off.”

She leaned in, but not so far that Clara wouldn’t have to do the same. The busty middle blocker diverted her eyes once more toward the onlookers. No one spoke a word. It was decision-making time. Lean in, or back out.

As green met blue, something akin to static electricity brimmed through the air around the two gorgeous women. If it was the sort to draw someone in or the repelling kind, Jason couldn’t yet see. However, an ache deep in his groin rumbled alive as he witnessed the paralyzed moment, with such soft sets of lips hovering inches apart. What would Clara do?

With eyes fastened upon Christine’s lips, the stunning redhead dipped her mouth forward. Without any hesitation, Christine pushed her mouth the last bit ahead. The kiss—the peck—lasted only a couple of seconds, but Jason’s heart hammered inside his chest while he witnessed it. As Christine pushed her mouth harder against Clara’s, Clara shut her eyes tight and let her mouth move in rhythm with Christine’s.

It was over far too soon for Jason’s liking. More importantly, he wanted to join in.

Christine’s eyes grinned at her counterpart as the kiss broke apart like a sandcastle struck by waves. The remnants of the taboo meeting of their lips trembled across Clara’s expression, and she swallowed dryly. Shame, disgust, arousal—whichever of them blazed hottest within her, Jason could not tell.

“See, not so bad, was it?” Christine whispered as she resettled into her place on the floor.

Clara didn’t answer but for a minor grinding of her teeth. Reaching for the bottle, she spoke, “truth,” and then gave it a spin.

Jason saw the tightening in Clara’s eyes as it landed on him. Her fingers drummed on the floor beside her as she mused over what question to ask.

“Jason, what are your intentions with this?” she asked firmly. “What’s your endgame? Have you even thought about that since you started fooling around with my teammates?”

His mouth opened, then immediately clamped shut. A dearth of thought prompted such a reaction. A dawning realization that he hadn’t considered his goal and what he’d do if he gained all he hoped for jabbed him sharply in the spine. All three women saw his hesitance and understood it.

“To be fair to him,” Samantha said, rising to his defense, “we haven’t been giving him a whole lot of time to think. He’s been rather busy.”

“Samantha!” Clara growled at her innuendo.

“It’s true,” Christine said, chuckling. “There’s been little rest for the weary. We’ve demanded quite a lot from him.”

Jason mostly ignored their back and forth, focusing inwardly. What did he want besides sex with a group of stunning women? Would it be too cheesy or unbelievable if he admitted that he really liked everyone and wanted to be with them all? It sounded stupid and, more notably, unabashedly avaricious in his head, but…

“I think I can answer,” he said, interrupting the three women.

“Let’s hear it, then,” Clara said.

“There’s more to it than this, but it’s up to specific people to share what they will… if they will.” He glanced at Samantha. “But, generally speaking, my goal is to enjoy the time I spend with the people I spend it with. I know I’m not the one that started this, but I am fully on board to see where this all goes. My endgame is to do the best I can do each day and to make as many people around me as happy as I can make them. I know I can get better at that, and you’re right that I should start thinking more about where we’ll all be weeks or months from now. I’m committed to Christine, Samantha, and the others, so I will start doing more of that.”

“And yet it’s still not enough, having all that?” Clara said. “You still want more?”

“That’s another question, Clara,” Christine said. “You’ll have to wait and ask-”

“Yes,” Jason interrupted. “I want more. I want you.”

Immediately after his declaration, Samantha’s jaw dropped, Christine whistled appreciatively, and Clara’s eyes widened.

There you go, Clara. If you like straightforward, it’s hard to be more straightforward than that.

“Well, there we are,” Christine chortled. “Care to respond to his declaration of desire, Clara?”

The woman looked down at the bottle, then up at him. “It’s your spin again.”

Jason nodded and thrust the bottle back into motion. This one’s destination brought it between him and Samantha. As he wasn’t about to start smacking lips with himself, not quite to that level of narcissism just yet, his eyes swiveled toward the other option. She stared right back.

“Rules are rules,” he said, looking at her but addressing Clara just as equally.

Samantha nodded, hazel eyes gleaming at him. They seemed more charged than usual, and he could figure out why.

Naughty girl, Jason thought whimsically.

When Clara espoused no objections or delays, her emotions inscrutable from his peripherals, he and Samantha edged toward one another. From his first kiss with her at the aquarium, he’d found her willing and eager, starved, even. He was ready to replenish her emptiness right here in front of her best friend.

Samantha approached warily, blushing heavily. Her eyes flickered toward Clara until she nearly reached him, where she leaned in for a kiss. Jason’s mouth met hers in transit, and a married woman kissed a man much younger than her while her best friend witnessed it. Wow. Jason’s mind spent a few seconds reeling at that fact, which caused him to miss most of the fireworks Samantha’s kiss could have granted him. When she pulled away after nearly twenty seconds of slow, adroit kissing, smiling as if aware of the reason behind his stupor, her eyes flicked down.

“So big,” she whispered into his ear.

Jason swallowed dryly, seeking something to cure his parched throat. His body grumbled for a more extensive taste. More was to come, he reckoned. Samantha made sure of that when she spun the bottle. It landed on him.

“Maybe a little longer this time?” he asked.

A bit bolder, Samantha only glanced once at Clara. She crawled seductively back toward the place she’d just departed from, giving him a slight nod. That was the only permission he required.

Cupping her smooth face between his hands, he nearly pulled her fully onto his lap. Eyes lively and hungry, Samantha pushed herself the rest of the way. Pressing her chest against his as she straddled him on his lap, knees on the floor, her hands slid alongside his sides. Without any delay, she shoved her mouth against his. The kiss—hard and rough, blisteringly hot—solved every issue in Jason’s mind; he knew only Samantha during that time. Tongues probed at one another, frenzied lust crackling like kindling on a firepit.

Jason wrapped his arms around her slender sides, pinning her breasts against his chest. His lips needed more of Samantha, and she willingly gave herself to him. An ache continued growing within his groin, pulsating with the next step of need his body required. He grabbed hold of Samantha’s ass and scooted her closer to his erection, letting her grind herself against him.

If not for a polite cough after nearly a full minute of their making out, given the downward trajectory of Samantha’s hands toward his groin, they likely wouldn’t have stopped. Christine grinned at them, but she tilted her head toward Clara, who wore an uncomfortable flush upon her cheeks. Like resin bleeding through a pale wood, it spread thick.

“Sorry,” Jason said, though he didn’t really mean it. His hands lingered on Samantha’s shapely bottom, and she made no move to relinquish his hold on her body.

“It’s your spin,” the redheaded middle blocker grumbled once Samantha returned to her spot on the floor.

His next spin chose Clara.

“Well, come on,” Clara muttered at his hesitation. “It’s not like I’d ever be fooled into thinking you were shy at this point.”

Jason made his way over to Clara, struggling to keep his heartbeat from spiraling out of control. This was the last way that he’d imagined he might first taste her lips. With everyone else, even Avery, his first kiss had held an air of romance about it. Whereas this seemed almost forced… or coercive.

He meant what he’d said. He did want Clara to have a good time, too.

Sitting in front of her, he paused. The woman’s smoky green eyes, usually so calm and relaxed, held a zeal and determination in them that he couldn’t quite discern the properties behind it. If she leaned in for a kiss or if she leaned in for a karate chop to his throat was anyone’s guess.

“Ready?” she asked.

“If you are.”

Clara grasped his wrist and tugged him forward. His eyes widened. Her other hand grabbed him around the back of his neck and crushed his mouth against hers. A wave of anger permeated the mashing of their lips, a frustration—even a hint of betrayal and grief. Jason made sure he recognized each of those, even as his head swam in the fantasy granted to him.

He’d now kissed every team member except for Angela and Olivia. Even if it wasn’t in the most ideal circumstances, he reveled in the exciting reality. It was time to make sure Clara wanted another.

He lightly ran a hand along her side, elongating their mingling lips beyond the sliver of a kiss that she’d shared with Christine. Clara’s eyes widened, yet she didn’t push him away. As Jason pressed forward, using his weight to push Clara onto her back, their kiss continued. He placed a hand by the spill of red framing her lovely face, a knee between her legs, another hand coaxing her shirt slightly up.

Clara put a hand on his chest, then softly but firmly pushed. Jason heeded its silent command, moving his lips away from hers. Still, he kept his hand on her silky-smooth side, feeling the taut contours and muscles beneath her skin. Fuck, he wanted more.

“It’s only a kiss,” Clara whispered, showing a side of herself that Jason memorized. One rippling with barely contained desire. Barely contained.

“Fair. Sorry.” He helped her sit back up, though he lingered a bit longer. Even as the lustful heat surrounding her receded, replaced by a heavy dose of wariness and perhaps understanding why Samantha had come to his side, Jason could see it wouldn’t all vanish.

“Back to your place, Jason,” Christine chuckled.

Obeying, Clara cleared her throat and reached for the bottle. An almost timid decision to choose “truth” eked off her tongue before she spun.

It finally pointed toward Samantha. Clara immediately breathed a sigh of relief.

“Why, Samantha?” she asked. “Explain it to me.”

So, she did. Much like she had to him at the aquarium, Samantha explained her diminished, nearly extinct, sex life with her husband—though she skipped over enough parts for Jason to assume that Clara was already aware of much of that. Such made sense, given that they were best friends. She glossed swiftly over his asexuality because of that, only doubling back at Clara’s questioning to explain that “yes, the therapy, medicine, and other things I mentioned we were looking into proved ineffectual.” She explained the ultimate agreement she and Lincoln reached, in which Samantha could find herself satisfaction elsewhere, and that she kept her husband aware of her activities, though without mentioning names or details.

At the final note of this long dialogue, silence pervaded the room as Jason muted the TV while Samantha explained things to her best friend. As they watched her, Clara mulled over the revelations piled in front of her, shifting through them like a health-conscious parent would their child’s stack of Halloween candy, looking for the pieces she could take issue with. Yet, as more and more time passed, her eyes did not lift from her lap, alight with disgust or disdain toward some part of what Samantha had told her.

Eventually, the silence needed an end. But only one of them could pierce the veil, so Jason, Christine, and Samantha all waited for her to order her thoughts. Anxiety, curiosity, and hope all coalesced around them like vaporous cloaks, ineffective against any actual storm but clutched tight all the same.

Clara’s eyes shifted upward. Jason and Samantha held their breath while Christine barely contained a victorious smirk. If she saw something in Clara’s expression to lead her to that assumption, Jason couldn’t find it.

“I… apologize for my earlier anger,” the busty redhead said slowly, addressing them all equally. “I made certain assumptions that I should not have.” Her gaze shifted toward Samantha. “I should have trusted you wouldn’t do something so horrible as what I’d believed.”

“Yes, you should have,” Samantha agreed, lifting her chin slightly.

“You two, as well,” she said, splitting her attention between him and Christine. “I’m… still a bit shocked about this whole… situation happening within our team, but I’m sorry for my shouting earlier. I hope you can forgive me.”

“That depends,” Christine said.

Clara’s defenses raised high, but she peered over her walls at Christine’s envoy. “On?”

Christine smiled and glanced toward Jason. An understanding thrilled him, and now it was his turn to stifle a smirk. His heart, recently pounding with anxiety, shifted gears. Just as quick as before but airier and less clenched by iron. Excitement thrummed through his blood as he spoke his following words.

“On if you keep playing the game,” he said.

Clara’s hazy green eyes sharpened in hue. Color reappeared upon her face, and she swallowed. “Is that… right?”

“Yes,” Samantha said, nodding.

Clara looked between the three of them, expression shifting in a dozen different ways. She looked like a kite that knew a tornado was about to form around it. Either she hurriedly made her way down to the surface and got out of there, or she accepted the torrent that would soon buffet her wildly. Her hands clenched together in her lap.

“Okay. Just for tonight, though. I’m… not sure how I feel about joining in on this situation that’s going on within the team.”

Jason, Christine, and Samantha all smiled in unison, and it was as if a singular thought linked them together.

We’ll see about that.

“It’s your spin, Samantha,” Christine pointed out.

“Right.” In case Clara decided to back out, Jason noted as Samantha swiftly twisted the bottle back into motion. It made its way over to Christine.

Jason’s cock throbbed painfully in his pants as the sultry woman crawled over to the bustier of the two. Now that her fears involving Clara seemed disintegrated, a newfound eagerness shoved Samantha along. And as the two women made contact, their kiss didn’t just end after a sweet bit of shared nectar.

Jason’s body shivered with an urgent need to join in on the fun as the two unfathomably beautiful women made out in front of him and Clara. Greedily clutching onto Christine’s heavy breasts, Samantha sank her hands into them with a burning need that Jason himself understood well. As the two women fell upon their sides to the floor, vying for the top position, Jason knew he couldn’t sit on the sidelines any longer.

However…

His gaze turned toward Clara, who was just as drawn in by the two women kissing on his floor as he had been. Clearing his throat, she didn’t notice.

“Clara,” he said. “Clara.” A bit louder.

She was startled as if he’d pressed an ice cube to her spine, jerking her head toward him with a blindingly red flush on her face. “Y-yes?”

“I think they’ll be a while. Why don’t we keep playing?”

Wise to his game, Clara flattened her lips. “There’re only two of us, so it’s hardly going to mean anything if we keep playing.”

“So?”

She looked at him, then glanced over toward where Christine and Samantha were making out. One of them slipped her hands onto the other’s blouse. Due to his handiwork at the bowling alley, he’d expediated Christine’s path in undoing Samantha’s remaining buttons. As she worked Samantha out of her blouse, the women parted their mouths long enough to look at them.

“We will be a while longer,” Christine agreed.

As they resumed their sultry make-out session, Jason looked back at Clara. He posed the same question as before. “So?”

Sighing heavily, possibly accepting her fate, she beckoned a hand toward the bottle. “Spin away. But I get to ask you a question when we’re through. And… we go somewhere else for it.”

For “it.” Jason wondered just what Clara was suggesting, just how far she’d let him carry her tonight. He’d go as far as she was willing, but he wouldn’t push her any further.

Jason nodded, then spun the bottle. He’d already stood and began walking over to her even before it stopped spinning. Extending a hand to help her up, she cautiously took it.

“You two have fun,” Christine chortled as they made their way away from the noisy kissing and avaricious groping behind them.


Chapter Six

Thought Experiment

Jason pushed open a familiar bedroom door, then beckoned Clara inside. The gorgeous woman glanced at him, still clenched with anxiety that Jason planned to do his best to relieve. There were a lot of his “bests” he hoped that she’d let him provide her.

“Your bedroom?” Clara asked as they stepped into a relatively tidy room. Tidier than usual, given how little time he’d spent in it these past few weeks, trading his bed for Yvette’s quite regularly of late.

“And my bed,” Jason said, directing her toward it as he turned on his lights and closed the door behind them.

“Lock it, please,” Clara said, glancing over her shoulder.

“More worried about Christine than me?” he asked half-jokingly.

“And Samantha too, apparently,” Clara said, blowing air up from the corner of her mouth. “I feel so dense. I can’t believe I didn’t figure it out.”

“You implied that you were aware of what we were getting up to at the bowling alley, though,” he said as he locked his door.

“I assumed there was something inappropriate going on. But I thought it might be something less developed than what’s reality. I didn’t realize I was one of the last holdouts from your harem.”

Jason blushed slightly at her point. He grew a bit more crimson because of his hopes about removing her “holdout” status before the night ended.

“Can I ask my question before rather than after?” she suddenly said. “I know I said afterward, but….”

“You can ask me anything at any time, Clara,” he said. “Without spinning a bottle or whatever other games I’m sure Christine will try and get you swept up into.”

Clara nodded, fiery tresses bouncing delicately around her shoulders. “Thank you.” She paused, taking a few moments to chew on her thoughts. Her eyes trailed around his bedroom, taking in cabinets, a desk, and a glass cabinet with a blanket thrown over its front. She arched an eyebrow.

“Volleyball trophies in there,” he explained. “I didn’t like looking at them, but I hadn’t decided if I’d trash them yet.”

“I see. Your relationship with the sport is quite complex.”

“And growing more complex by the day, thanks to Avery.”

“Do you intend to play in more matches with her as you did?”

“I… think so,” he answered tepidly. “I know it’d mean a lot to her, and I didn’t have as bad of a time as I thought I might have.”

“That’s good.”

Jason merely shrugged.

“If you could only have one of us, who would you choose? That’s my question.”

His frown formed in record time. “Is this a thought experiment, or will you hold my answer against me?”

“The former. I just want to hear your choice and the reason behind it.”

Jason leaned against his door, giving the question the musing it was due. Pleasantly, Clara took a seat on the foot of his bed and waited silently for his answer.

“I can’t pick one,” he said, the beginning of a dull and lazy answer. However, he had a bit more flavor to add. “Can I pick two instead?”

Clara favored him with a curious look, then answered slowly. “Sure. So long as there is a satisfactory reasoning.”

He nodded. There was. “I’d pick Yvette and Samantha.”

“Why those two?” she asked, plainly intrigued by his answer.

Jason spoke only the truth. “Because of the reason why I’m with them. Yvette just got out of a terrible marriage, and Samantha’s bedroom troubles just got solved. Their needs are a little more serious than everyone else’s. So, if I had to end things with everyone but two people, I’d have to pick them as the two I stay with.”

“They could find someone else to fulfill their needs.”

“Maybe. But that’s not guaranteed, and I earnestly believe I’m successful in fulfilling their desires. And I’ll keep trying my best to get better at it, in the bedroom and outside of it. Now that you know everything, I might bother you about date locations with Samantha. I don’t want to see her like she was at Romano’s ever again.”

Clara pursed her lips thoughtfully. “That’s… admirable. I think. It’s hard to properly gauge how noble and generous you are since you’d still keep two gorgeous women on your arms if you had to make the choice.”

Jason chuckled. “Fair enough. Mind if I ask you a similar question?”

Clara arched an eyebrow. “You may have the wrong idea about me if you assume I have my own harem of hot younger men.”

“Only because you haven’t gone out and gotten yourself one.”

“Uh-huh.”

Jason smiled, and Clara proffered her own back at him. “But that’s why it’s only a similar question.”

Clara beckoned at him with one hand. “Ask your question.”

“Put yourself in my shoes, then answer your earlier question. Pick your two.”

“Right back at you. Is there a deeper point to this inquiry?” Clara asked, reclining on her elbows on his bed.

Jason approached, stopping right before their knees bumped together. He looked down upon her, drinking in his fill of her long, lithe, and soon-to-be writhing body.

“Nope. Just another thought experiment. I’m curious about how you’d judge things.”

Clara mused on it for a second. “I’m going to exclude the personal laundry of everyone, so I don’t just pick the same answers as you did.”

“Fair.”

“And I assume I’m out of the list? I’d prefer it, anyhow.”

“Sure. The rest of the team; you’re excluded.”

Clara motioned him onto the bed, and he merrily obeyed. After settling in, she rolled onto her side and supported her head under one arm, which brought their bodies close. Inches separated the bountiful slopes of her breasts and his chest. Their noses nearly touched, and he could see the glimmers of something carnal within the depths of her eyes. Heat that Jason’s bed was unused to emanated over his covers.

“Well, I know this is for you, but I think it’s only fair that I let my personality play a part. As I’m a woman who likes a little diversity in my… diversions, there stands out one obvious duo.”

“Being?”

“Christine and Angela.”

“Ah.”

Clara nodded, and Jason was just happy to see her relaxed, even, dare he say it, a bit mirthful. “Worlds apart in personality, but do I really need two impossibly buxom women when I can only have two?”

Yes! Jason’s body shouted, though he kept himself silent.

“So, it’s a matter of picking one over the other.”

“Fair enough. How would you make your pick?”

“By weighing—and wipe that smirk off your mouth—the pros and cons, like any good business major would.”

“Do tell,” he said, struggling mightily to heed her command.

“So, Christine comes with obvious perks. I’ve seen you drive her Porsche enough times to know you enjoy at least a few of them.”

“Guilty as charged.”

“Fine entertainment, fine dining, all that. She’s also completely diabolical, so I’m sure her deviousness extends into sex.”

Jason said nothing, though his mind zoomed back only a couple of hours to the most recent time he’d driven her Porsche.

“Though I also imagine she’s the type to put her lover through plenty of… we’ll call them ‘ordeals.’ I bet she frustrates as often as she titillates.”

“That is a very fair accusation,” Jason said, chuckling. He extended a hand onto Clara’s waist, then used it to scoot her an inch closer. The woman’s eyes flashed with a few different emotions, but the one Jason had hoped for won out. She didn’t back away. Instead, she leaned in until their mouths were nearly touching.

“If you’re into Christine so much, which we both know you are, maybe I should throw in more of those ordeals for you,” she whispered.

“If it gets me you, I wouldn’t mind,” he whispered right back.

The response proved everything that he’d hoped to see. A fire ignited behind Clara’s cheeks, matching her hair, pronouncing the green of her eyes spectacularly. Her mouth parted slightly, yet no response tittered out. Jason took full advantage of that stupor.

Meltingly hot, he mashed his lips against hers. With a heady confidence that she’d kiss back, he used the hand on her hip to pull her as close as possible. He wanted his taste of her; he’d waited long enough.

She came willingly, blissfully cupping his face with a hand as her mouth melded with his. The change was extraordinary. An hour ago, she’d been all glares. Now, as her zesty body leaned into him, she grabbed hold of him just as eagerly as he did her.

Jason ran his hand past her waist, finding a firm and shapely butt that he planned to feel without the fabric of jeans in the way before the night was up. With a single powerful motion, he scooped her on top of him, throwing his hands down her lovely body. This was just the start.

Clara rushed her hands through his hair, kissing him passionately, almost starvingly. He wondered just how much seeing Christine and Samantha going at it had revved her up. He certainly didn’t mind, given the outcome.

“I haven’t finished my answer,” she whispered.

“Go on,” he said, slipping his hands under her shirt, where they found smooth skin and taut muscles running along her back.

“Now, Angela… she’s much more doting than Christine will ever be,” Clara said, sighing every other word as Jason explored her supple but toned body. “If I wanted to be taken care of, if I wanted to have caresses and tenderness and kisses along my neck, I’d choose her.”

Clara put her point into motion as she began to kiss and bite her way down his neck. The lusty act caused Jason to shiver pleasurably, soft warmth spiraling through his skin like drops of warm water soaking into the ground.

Eager not to let her feel left out, he rummaged his hands out of her shirt, then swept them up to her lustrous hair. Twining his fingers through its fullness, he felt her nape, her sprinting pulse, the heat of need twirling around them both. Her breasts pressed heavily into his chest, and he felt her heartbeat through them.

“Not to mention,” Clara whispered into his ear, nibbling on the lobe. “How taboo it would be. Given the relationship, I’d have to be truly depraved to desire my mom’s best friend in such a way.”

Jason sucked in a breath so tight that his muscles all tensed. Clara smiled. With sure fingers, she trailed her hand down to his shirt’s hem, pulled it up, and then began tracing his musculature. She lingered on his abdomen, swirling her fingertips over them.

“It’s a hard decision,” Clara whispered. “Picking one of them.”

“Which one would you make?” he asked, holding his breath.

Clara lifted herself slightly off him, staring down at him, her eyes shining in rare form tonight. She swept her fiery tresses back behind one ear, then scooped his heart out with a crooked smile as she laid her mouth over his.

“I’d flip a coin, knowing I’d be satisfied with either of them. But just barely, if you forced me to answer, I think I’d take Angela. If I was in your shoes, that is. It feels a bit naughtier, and I bet Angela would be eager to please me.”

He reversed their situation in a powerful motion fueled by his lust for every woman so far mentioned, and especially for the one laying on top of him. Clara gasped playfully as she found herself on her back, now reckoning with his body weight atop her. Feigning that shock a moment longer, she leaned up and met his lips, hungry for the continuation of their kiss.

“Now, pick your second woman,” Jason said as he started shimmying her out of her shirt.

With her arms held up to help, he managed it relatively quickly. Her eyelids fluttered half-closed, almost lazily peering up at him. A teasing smile spurred even more blood into his groin.

“I’ll answer, but a moment of caution, Jason. I didn’t come into this bedroom for you to fuck me. Assuming that I… am now interested in exploring this strangeness amongst our team, you might find my pace a bit more glacial than others. Is that acceptable?”

“Take all the time you need,” he whispered, taking an opportunity to attack her unprotected neck with a sortie of smoldering hot kisses and nibbles. “I’m not Christine, so you don’t need to worry about any deals with the Devil from me. There aren’t any promises, insistences, or binding agreements—nothing like that. You can walk away whenever you like, set what you’re comfortable with, anything.”

“Thank you,” she said, arching into the exploration of his mouth with an enticingly beatific moan. “I appreciate your understanding.”

“But before we get back to your second selection, I have to ask why you did choose to come into this bedroom.” He traced his fingers over her collarbone as he took in a pair of full, lovely breasts. Unfortunately, they remained restrained by a black bra.

“I’m not some celibate nun,” Clara answered, licking her lips. “I can’t just sit there and stay… unaffected when you all are battering me with your horniness like baseball bats.”

Jason chuckled. “Oops.”

“And… it’s been a little while for me. So, time for you to saddle up and show me why all these women are so crazy about you. Without putting your cock inside of me.”

“I can do that,” he murmured into her hair, running deft fingers around her smooth sides. Clara answered by arching her back upward, allowing him access to her bra strap.

“Good. Now, my second choice.”

“Mmhmm.” Jason unhooked the bra, its purpose no longer required—instead, a nuisance. A pair of creamy breasts peeked out. While not quite ready to swap bras with Christine or Angela, there was plenty of sensitive flesh for him to give his full attention to. Soon. Very soon.

“Samantha, Yvette, Avery, Olivia.”

“You can remove Olivia from that list,” he said. “She’s not really part of this.”

Clara smiled. “This is just a thought experiment where I pretend to be you. And the you I’m pretending to be wants our newest team member.” She slipped a hand down his stomach, over his belt, and onto a serious erection underneath his pants. “I think the real you does too.”

“Maybe.”

Clara chuckled and chewed on her lower lip. Jason took that opportunity to reignite her creamy skin with the tempestuous attention of his mouth. Beginning at her collarbone, he danced along the base of her throat. Meanwhile, his hands, eager to show what they could do, started helping Clara out of her jeans. She gave him a reminding look of her earlier proclamation but then provided him the avenues to remove them off her shapely hips and then begin the journey along her endless legs.

His mouth moved away from her throat. As it passed over her breasts, he lingered, stopping to enjoy a few kisses upon the enticing orbs. And a few more. And a few more.

Clara snorted playfully at him but let him have his fun. “Of the four I listed, in your shoes, I’d weep about the choice I must make. All beautiful, all enticing, Samantha’s… clearly impassioned about making sure she makes up for her lost time. Yvette’s as strikingly beautiful as they come, and I suspect wilder than any of us realize. And Olivia possesses that deadly combination of innocent beauty and obvious interest in you.”

Having moved down to her flat stomach, toned and without a spare ounce of fat on it, giving it its due attention with his greedy mouth, Jason lifted his eyes toward Clara’s head, only for two large hills to block his line of sight. “You skipped Avery.”

“I know,” she said. “Because, in your shoes, that’s whom I would pick.”

“Really? How come?” Jason swirled his mouth over her stomach, fingers digging into the taut muscles on her thighs as he scooted her jeans further down her long legs. With focused, practiced movements, he relieved the tension he found, eliciting soft sighs from Clara as he worked. It delayed her response a bit, though once she started, she managed to make it the entire way through without his distraction cracking her voice.

“Because it’s the best match with Angela. Avery’s not going to dote on me—you— like Samantha, Yvette, and Olivia all would. She’s going to kick me on the rear if I don’t keep up with her, if I don’t measure up to her. Angela would smash my head into her bosom whenever I’m upset, but Avery won’t. She’d tell me to get back on my feet and try again. Like she has been doing with you already when it comes to volleyball. Avery’s the best choice by a country mile if I’ve already picked Angela.”

Jason pressed his mouth to her lower stomach, spotting her as she lifted her head enough for them to make eye contact. “I can’t argue with anything you’ve said,” he admitted. “I appreciate you humoring my request.”

Clara smiled, but it was the lust crackling within her eyes that drew him in. He’d primed her properly, just as he’d hoped. If there was any lesson that he’d learned from the various gorgeous women he’d coupled with these past few weeks, it was that patience truly deserved its ranking among the seven virtues. So far, it’d paid off every single time.

“Make it up to me properly,” she said, shivering as he alighted his fingertips on her panties.

“I promise.”

She leaned her head back on his bed and lifted her hips so that he could join her panties to the jeans he’d bunched up on her calves. Quickly, patience now dwindling like sand pouring through an hourglass, he removed both from her lithe legs. Tossing them in with her shirt and bra, planning that she wouldn’t need either for the rest of the night, Jason stood long enough to slake his thirst upon her bountiful form. Long, lovely, and trusting him to provide a bliss that she’d admitted not to feeling in some time, he swore to himself that he wouldn’t let her down.

It was time to get to work.

He spread her legs slowly, earning a soft quiver from her body. Laying on his side next to her, he continued absorbing her every beauteous curve – but no longer solely that. His hand crept up her calf, then over her inner thigh. It stopped there long enough to bring a flush to Clara’s face; her eyes seemed ready to smite him if he didn’t deliver on his word. Swirling his fingertips lightly over her smooth skin, he took the next step in his journey.

Wet, warm, and inviting, he glossed two fingertips over her slick folds. Clara tensed, the alluring muscles across her legs flexing tight. Her legs spread a bit wider, inviting him in. The look on her face alone drove Jason mad with desire.

He rubbed his fingers across her warmth, gathering wetness across his fingertips. Slow, methodical, reining in his desire to make tonight one that she’d never forget, he teased and further opened her up. Locating her delightfully sensitive pearl, he traced his forefinger over it. Clara moaned girlishly, her body betraying how aroused she truly was.

“I’m going to make you cum so much,” Jason whispered, stretching alongside her so that his mouth brushed against her ear.

Clara’s eyes flashed with an intense desire for him to do just that. “If you can, I might reward you afterward. I can cum a lot… if you know what you’re doing.”

Jason licked his lips, staring into her eyes. His forefinger continued its rhythmic work, and he felt her small tremors as her body responded to his light pressure. “How many times do I need to make you cum to earn this reward?”

Chewing on her lower lip, her trembling growing as Jason gave more attention to her clit, she glanced at the prominent signs of his arousal behind his pants. “Five times.”

Jason plucked his mouth from her ear, then kissed her hard. As he did so, he added his thumb to her clit, gently pinching the needy pearl between the two. Soft, slow, but certain, he kneaded her most sensitive point until she could no longer match his lips with hers. When he added a hand to one of her breasts, sweeping it over her silky skin, finding and tugging on her pert nipple, a moan shuddered off her tongue as her entire body locked up in a transient showering of bliss.

Jason pulled his mouth back, grinning at her. “That’s number one.”

“I know,” she growled at him, face flush with heat.

He took his forefinger from her clit, leaving only his thumb to continue its work. It and his middle finger slipped through her folds, found her hot opening. Slick and welcoming to his arrival, Clara’s body arched like a workout band pulled taut as he slipped them into her warm tightness.

“You’re so sensitive,” he whispered teasingly.

“You’ve got big fingers,” she murmured, panting slightly as he began to thrum with life inside of her.

“This is a nice… what’s the word… juxtaposition.”

Her eyes snapped to his. “What do you mean?”

He smiled, speeding up his fingers slightly. Her body arched again, and a guttural groan rippled off her tongue. “That’s what I mean. You’re normally the one we all think of as cool, calm, and collected. There’s that Clara,” he said, running his lips over her throat until they reached her ear. “And there’s this one, who’s going to cum endlessly. Maybe until she passes out.”

The roar of her heartbeat proved audible, and Jason smiled as the tag team of his fingers and words thrust her into a second orgasm. Another girlish moan escaped between her teeth, much as he knew she wanted to keep it incarcerated. It was exactly as he pronounced it.

“Don’t get… too… cocky,” she panted during a brief slowdown he provided so she could catch her breath.

“It’s way too late for that,” he chuckled. “I have one of the most beautiful women in the world on my bed, making these lewd sounds while I tease her. How could I not end up like this?”

“This is all, ungh, Christine’s fault!” Clara’s body writhed on its way to climax number three.

Jason smiled. “So, will you thank her after this, then? I’d rather you thank me instead.”

Clara hissed through her teeth, clamping them together, resisting every bodily urge to release her moans and welcome her next orgasm. Jason saw the point of pressure and how to exploit it. He ran a hand up and down her smooth side, gentle, tender, playing games at the edge of her breast.

“I’m going to keep being direct, just like you want,” Jason whispered.

Caution emerged behind Clara’s eyes, though only for a moment. Like a struggling swimmer emerging from beneath the roiling ocean, it soon disappeared again beneath the waves.

“What else, fuckkk, do you want?”

Three.

Jason smiled, swinging his hand over the side of her breast, getting a handful of her delicious flesh. “I want to cum on these.”

Clara drew a ragged breath, still working to come down from her most recent climax. “T-ten.”

“And I want to record it.”

That floundering swimmer emerged far longer this time, staring into his eyes with shock, wariness, and, as he’d hoped to see, a bit of daring. He knew he’d seen what he thought he’d seen. Juxtaposition was the exact right word for it.

“Twenty,” she said, licking her lips. “I’ve cum that many times before, so it’s not impossible. But… if you don’t get there, I don’t have to give you anything tonight.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, he said, “deal.”

He dipped his fingers through her tight walls. Clara’s eyes widened as he began a rhythmic fingering within her that wouldn’t stop for over an hour. Not until Jason claimed what he desired. Not until he made sure this wasn’t a one-night thing. Regardless of his prizes, what mattered most to him was showing Clara that he was the right person to bring her the satisfaction that her body clearly craved. He didn’t just want to give her a decent time but an unforgettable night that she’d dream about for weeks to come.

He retreaded the path to her throat, splashing warmth over her smooth skin. He attacked both her breasts, teasing her nipples, enflaming her body. And all the while, his fingers worked inside of her, motivated by the dream he dared to dream.

Clara grasped his sheets with one hand, straining under the coordinated assault he used to fray away her self-control. Pants and moans traipsed off her tongue, further evidence of his belief about her. Gazing upon her beauty each time she broke before his determination, swearing loudly and writhing in the bliss swimming through her long body, Jason knew no fatigue that could slow him down.

“Seventeen,” he said, giddy as Clara, barely able to form a coherent sentence by this point, quivered roughly beneath him. He’d since flipped her over onto her hands and knees, taking her from behind, allowing him access to her round butt—which he’d ravaged with his lips, teeth, and other hand. “Or was that eighteen?”

Face buried in his pillow as she kept her butt high for him, seemingly fully hoping he’d keep going after twenty. “Eighteen!” she cried, which earned her a slap on her lovely butt for her honesty.

“You’re so beautiful when you’re a naughty mess,” Jason said, kissing her lower back. He rubbed something nearly as hard as steel against her hip. “I can’t wait to see what you look like afterward.”

“That’s only… only… if youuu!!” She came again as Jason swept his fingers around inside her slick pussy with a sudden uptick of speed. Her passionate cries had long since grown in volume enough for them to surely pass through his walls. Unless Christine and Samantha were still busy with their own game, they’d surely have heard something of what was happening in his room. Jason knew Clara must know that as well. It hadn’t silenced her yet.

“If I what, Clara?” he asked. His arm ached, nearly deadened. But his prize remained within reach, so not even an earthquake would have stopped him now.

“I’m not cumming again!” she hissed, though her body continued to move willingly to meet his thrusts with her own.

What he wouldn’t give to have swapped his fingers for his cock twenty minutes ago when he’d reached double digits. But even if she responded so vibrantly, so needily, he remembered her earlier words. There were boundaries in place, and they would be heeded.

He wanted her again, and he wanted her to want him again. He hoped he’d already done enough to convince her of that, but he didn’t plan to stop. Certainly not now, as she reached the brink of her twentieth orgasm. He had far too many ideas about the future to give her anything less than everything he had.

“I’ve lost count,” he teased. “When you cum this next time, I need you to shout what number it is. Okay?”

She didn’t answer, either too proud or too enraptured to respond. Having alternated between his focusing on her clit or pumping his fingers inside her tight sex and making sure she remained well-lubricated the entire time, he’d brought her to this point without any mistakes. She could probably cum a few times beyond twenty. If his arm would allow it, he’d see if he couldn’t at least reach twenty-one.

“You’re going to… ahhh, pay for this!” she hissed, voice warbling to such a degree that they both knew her threats lacked any teeth.

Jason wasn’t, however. As he brought his mouth to her butt, kissing the burning hot skin he’d played with for this past hour, he bit the round, creamy flesh just as he jammed his fingers into her slick sex. He was ready to hear her succumb.

“Oh, ohhh, ohhh!”

He pounded her faster, biting all across her shapely butt, digging his fingers into her muscular thigh. “Say it, Clara. Let everyone in the house hear it.”

“No, I… won’t… do it! I… I…” Her body relented midsentence. As her mind held out against him, her gloriously honest body tightened like iron. Jason felt his victory before he heard it. For when she writhed this time, her orgasm piercing her to her very core, a scream of bliss emerged from her lips, curtailed only because she then dumped her face back into his pillow.

“Twentyyy!”

Grinning from ear to ear as triumph warmed his entire body, with a chaser of anticipation to follow, his arm cried at him for no more. Twenty-one would have to wait until next time.


Chapter Seven

Victory Lap

Exhaustion clung heavy and sticky upon them both as they lapped up what air their lungs could seize. Muscles as useful as melted rubber, Jason sagged onto his bed beside Clara. He turned his head toward her, a giddy pride swelling within him at her disheveled state. As she finally pulled her head away from his pillow, fiery red hair clinging to her moist lips, it was her eyes that drew him in most of all. They hungered for more. Precisely as he’d hoped.

“That was twenty, right?” he asked in between gasps for the air, tanged salty by the sweat coating his lips.

Green eyes glared at him. “Get your phone.”

They loitered in their fatigue for a couple more minutes, making eyes at one another. Jason’s heart knew nothing but joy. Given the tumultuous beginnings of their time in his home, to end up here, basking in the blissful dishevelment they shared, proved more than enough to break him into a wide grin. Clara answered with an admonishing look, yet he could see her euphoria behind that front.

“Are you ever going to get your phone out?” she asked.

“Fine, fine.” Muscles twinging like frayed rope as he sat up, he fiddled in his pocket and retrieved his phone. Fumbling through it with slightly clammy hands, he started the recording and pointed it at Clara’s beautiful face. It didn’t take long to scoot down the rest of her naked body.

“No sharing this with anyone,” she said as she scooted herself off his bed.

“I promise not to,” he said as she dropped to her knees in front of him. “I’ll just let Christine and Samantha wonder what we’ve gotten up to tonight.”

Clara’s face colored, but she accepted him as honest. Her fingertips moved up beneath his shirt, dwelling for a time on his muscles. Migrating south, seeking their destination for the summer—and longer, if Jason got his way—they found it. Clara licked her lips, seemingly unaware of just how lustful a sheen swept across her face. Jason would show it to her later, likely when he texted the entire thing to her.

“I hope you don’t think I’m going to make a habit of this,” she said. Her eyes flicked up. “Unless you’re just as good the next time as you were tonight.”

If his cock had grown any larger, it’d have started ripping through the denim restraining it. He licked his lips and nodded. “I’m going to treat you right. Every time you want me to.”

Deft fingers freed his belt from the loops of his pants, defeating the barriers in their way faster than a drill unscrewing a nail. His pants soon opened, then rushed down around his legs. Attentive and urgently in need of care, his cock throbbed in front of Clara’s angelic face. Fiery locks still a mess, she tried to sweep them back, though several loose strands remained. It only upped his arousal, seeing her still unkempt because of the euphoria he’d pumped into her minutes ago.

“You’re not even pointing it at me,” Clara said with a light sigh.

Noticing that he’d lost himself in her beauty, his hand holding the phone pointed at his thigh, he quickly raised it back up to catch the important scene unfolding in front of him.

“Sorry. Won’t happen again.”

A maverick smile appeared like the first light of dawn upon Clara’s face. “We’ll see about that.”

Slow and seductive, she crept her fingers up his thigh. Each warm splash of contact onto his leg drew moisture out of his mouth. As his entire body anticipated their arrival at his most sensitive point, he ensured the recording didn’t miss one bit of it.

“It’s big; I’ll give you that,” Clara said, looking up at him with a desire bordering on salivating. “But is it resilient?”

“Find out,” he told her.

Assailed by libido, imagination running amok with plans, hopes, and desires for next time, all that disintegrated the moment her lithe fingers met the beginning of his shaft. Anytime but the present would suffice for such thoughts. Now, he needed to enjoy himself.

Likewise, Clara’s focus narrowed on his point of arousal. Regardless of the bliss he’d provided her earlier, or perhaps because of it, he knew she wouldn’t go easy on him.

Good. He was ready to make her even messier.

“Don’t you look at me like that,” Clara husked. Her fingers moved further along his shaft, giving it small strokes. Light, barely anything, yet his body sang louder than an opera. Only in one place did his body reject her foreplay. His balls tightened, tingling impatiently for more.

“Like what?”

“Like I’m one of your women already. I see you plotting behind your eyes.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“I’m certain you do.”

He tried to summon up some clever retort, only for her to finally give a bit of firmness to her stroking at that very moment. Only a croak eked out through his teeth. Which, of course, caused Clara to smile.

“Don’t you look at me like that,” he said, wrinkling his nose at her.

Her dexterous fingers sent wave after wave of pleasure through his throbbing cock as she jerked him off. She proffered him a seductive yet teasing look through heavy eyelids.

“Like what?”

Jason licked his lips, scorched by the passion dwelling within his chest for this cruel woman. “Like I’m putty in your hands.”

“But you’re only in one of my hands right now.” Clara’s eyes brightened with mirth. “And you are.”

“We’ll see,” Jason grunted, unable to collect his thoughts due to the sensual motions dribbling through him with a swiftly ramping intensity.

“You’ll have it in that recording of yours,” Clara said. “It’ll be the proof of how puttylike I made you.”

“Or how hard you had to work to complete your end of our bargain.”

A competitive gleam gathered in her eyes, and she said no more. Instead, as her hands graced his cock with increased fervor, she leaned in and kissed his thigh. And then, taking a wide loop over his cock, she kissed the other. All the while, her eyes remained pointed at him and his phone.

Jason shivered wildly, breath discordant and ruptured with growing moans. Clara’s mouth danced dangerously from one thigh to the other. The heat of it scalded his legs.

“All over me, right?”

Jason nodded, unable to form words.

Clara’s rhythmic hand worked and worked and worked. A rumble in his balls promised that he didn’t have long. When Clara slathered saliva on his thigh, brought her tongue toward the other one, and gave his cock a long sideways lick, the eroticism on display barreled him toward his climax.

“Soon?” she purred, repeating the same process.

Her fiery tongue caused him to grit his teeth as he nodded.

“Good. Right here, Jason.” She pushed forward her breasts. “Don’t miss it.”

Whether she was referring to his recording or the gush of white that sprayed out mere moments later, he didn’t know. But both managed to find their mark.

Jason’s body tightened like a rubber band pulled tautly, and then it snapped. Clara arched her head back a bit as the first of his loads blasted free. It struck her on the chin and throat, after which she quickly adjusted for the rest of his seed.

Bathed in euphoric heat, he barely noticed as he drenched her gorgeous breasts with his cum. He was just trying to avoid his soul exiting his body due to the bliss of it all.

“There we are,” Clara said as his final few spurts soaked her hand and his cock. “I hope you got your fill.”

Fatigued beyond belief, he managed to lean forward and kiss her one more time on the lips. She returned it, which swelled his heart with joy. Just because the sex was over didn’t mean she would rebuff him.

“Now, where’s your shower?” she asked, denoting how soaked in sweat and cum she was with a hand.


Chapter Eight

A Change of Plans

Something stirred Jason from his slumber. Not the light cluttering through the gaps in his living room windows’ blinds nor the sound of one of his neighbors mowing their lawn at an ungodly hour in the morning. Not even the buzzing sound of his phone as it danced a manic jig on the nearby corner table. Instead, it came because of the gentle hand nudging his arm, rousing him from his deep slumber.

An unwelcome rousing, he rolled his arm away from its touch, then rolled his entire body into the cushions of the couch he still sprawled upon. Burying his head in a pillow there, he lessened the intensity of the light filtering through his eyelids. Perfect. If left undisturbed, he could get back to sleep in just a few minutes.

To his groggy, sleep-induced dismay, he was left anything but undisturbed.

“Wakey, wakey,” Christine’s voice cooed into his ear, her presumed hand chasing after his arm as it continued nudging him. “It’s almost ten.”

“I’m on summer… break,” Jason mumbled half-heartedly, a final hope that he could be permitted another hour or two of sleep dwindling as Christine’s hand remained on him.

“Normally, given your exertions last night, I’d let you have your rest,” he heard Christine whisper, the heat of her breath tickling his ear. “But Angela just called you, then left a text message after you didn’t pick up. So, I think you’re needed.”

Jason’s eyes snapped open, seeing only the leather of his couch’s back. Rolling hurriedly onto his other side, Christine took a step back so that he could sit up, plant his feet on the ground, and stretch his arms high over his head. Wearing only a shirt that she must have pillaged from his room while he slept, his eyes ran along the long lengths of smooth skin Christine left available for his viewing pleasure. If not for her pronouncement just now, he’d have enjoyed it longer.

Grunting, he leaned across the couch and fumbled for his phone. Getting his hands around its frame, he tapped it to life with his thumb. As claimed, he saw a missed call from Angela and a text, which he quickly opened to read.

Hey, I need to reshuffle our plans for today because of some work stuff. I have a couple of hours in the early afternoon to spare but none later tonight. Care to meet me at the park around noon?

A frown fermented upon his face, and Christine chuckled after she swiveled around to his shoulder and read the message. She patted him on the shoulder.

“She’s gone and lost her courage.”

Jason glanced into the vivid blue eyes of his chuckling companion. “It could just be… the truth.”

Christine gave him a look. “Denial won’t get us anywhere. Now, come on. Let’s make some breakfast and have a chat.”

She made for his kitchen, and his eyes instinctively lingered on her lithe strides. Rubbing the sleep from his eye, he scooped himself off his couch and dragged himself after her.

“Where’re Clara and Samantha?” he asked as Christine foraged through his fridge. With her bent over properly, his shirt dragged up, revealing an ample backside that his hands longed to feel. So, why stop them?

Christine shot a look over her shoulder as he felt her up, but she allowed him his morning stimulation. Eyes back in the fridge, she reached for a pair of avocados.

“They had to scoot on out of here a couple hours ago, so they could make it home and get ready for work. It is a Wednesday, after all.”

“What about you, then?” Jason slid his hands around Christine’s toned stomach, pulling her away from the fridge. She brought her two prizes with her, then wiggled her butt against his crotch, which had woken up far faster than the rest of him.

Christine reached an arm over her shoulder and patted him on the cheek with one of the dark fruits. “My week of vacation started today. Lucky you.”

Carrying his shirt along for the ride, Jason grunted and ran his hands higher up the seductress’s sides. However, she maneuvered out of his grasp just before he managed to reveal a pair of enormous breasts that could further help him wake up.

“None of that, now,” she chided. “Breakfast, chatting, and then you need to get ready. I can see the fatigue in your eyes. Even you have your sexual limitations. You need to crash into Angela like a tidal wave today, not a burbling wave that toddlers run from.”

It was true, for the most part. After Clara had proudly marched out of his room, ignoring the watching eyes of the two imps who’d been listening at his door the entire time, they’d turned their sights on him. Taking Samantha with every ounce of strength still within him had taxed him beyond belief, especially with Christine acting like a devil in his ear, coaxing him to ram Samantha harder and faster—right to his physical limits.

He didn’t even remember how, or why, he’d ended up sleeping on his living room couch.

“Fine,” he said with a complaining sigh. “But afterward, you’ll still be here?”

Christine’s eyes twinkled as she made for his kitchen counter. “You can consider me practically moved in. The other way around is true, as well. You have my house codes, after all.”

After breakfast’s creation, which saw eggs, rice, and sliced avocados filling out their respective plates, and orange juice swimming in their glasses, they gathered at his kitchen table. At Christine’s lead, the topic of Angela reignited.

“You understand what she’s done, yes? With the time and location change?”

He grunted affirmatively. “Broad daylight, out in public. Hard to let the steamy romance gather outdoors.”

“It’s more than just that,” she said, taking a sip of her orange juice. “Have you checked the weather for today? It’s going to be ninety-five degrees out there. The husk she’s hoping to turn you into is a bit different than the kind Clara, Samantha, and yours truly did last night.”

Jason rolled his eyes at her colorful description, but the idea seemed sound. “So, she’s going to sweat me out, hoping I don’t try and pull anything?”

“Herself too, perhaps,” Christine said with a wry smirk. “It takes two to tango, after all. With a long enough run in that blazing heat, it’ll wear you both down enough that your libido can’t overcome the exhaustion in your muscles. Then you can have a nice little date sipping milkshakes at some corner restaurant. And that’ll be all she wrote for today’s excitement.”

Once, he’d have loved—well, minus the deliberately exhaustion-inducing run—every moment of what Christine had just described. He viewed any time spent with Angela as a positive, and that aspect of it wasn’t any different today. Still, he’d grown up quite a bit this summer. While he’d giddily accept every outing she invited him along on, he wanted… more. It was no longer enough just to hang out, at least not today. Not after what had transpired between them yesterday, not with the expectations for today that he’d developed because of it.

“So, what do you think I should do, then? If she’s already flighty, I obviously need to approach things carefully.”

“Right you are, though maybe less so than you think.”

Christine’s response lifted his eyebrow. “Go on.”

She grinned, white teeth sparkling, blue eyes radiant. She appeared almost angelic. She bashed that assumption on sharp rocks with the salacious intimations that soon emerged off her tongue.

“If you just try and jump on her and start humping, she’ll scurry away. But based on what you told me about your encounter with her after our practice yesterday, she was practically melting in your arms. Based on my experience running, there’s a nice little sweet spot between winded and exhausted. The fatigue’s mounting, thoughts are a little less frequent, you’re probably far enough on the trail to have a bit of privacy, and a taste of water is just what the doctor ordered. You just need the stamina to make it to that point.”

“Then I should get in my breakfast and make sure I’m plenty hydrate beforehand,” Jason noted, understanding her meaning in its entirety.

“That you should,” Christine purred, clinking her glass with his for a second time.


Chapter Nine

Cutting Words

His thirst for water well-slaked when he started on his way toward the nearby park, Christine had waved at him from his doorway as he trotted off. Before setting off, she’d ordered him not to return without “claiming victory on the field of battle,” pointing off into the distance—and toward the wrong direction if he wanted to head for the park—as she so pronounced her command. Wrapping her finger in his hand, he’d kissed its end, then pointed it in the right direction. His teasing had earned him a crinkled nose and a kiss on the lips.

Unsure if the park’s fountains, which spent more time inoperable than a McDonald’s ice cream machine, would keep him hydrated, he’d brought along a filled reusable water bottle, which numerous thick slices of ice jostled inside of merrily. On his short journey, he quickly experienced the heat Christine had brought up as the sun’s glowering fury beat down atop his head. At least the woods the jogger’s path went through would offer some shade.

At his arrival, he trotted into the small parking lot bordering the relatively modest park playground, which sat beside a sloping hill of green. Cozy to the tree line at the base of the hill sat the beginning stretch of a jogger’s paradise.

Yet, he didn’t make it even to the playground before an unexpected sight dragged him to a halt. His eyes swiveled toward a specific SUV. A specific SUV that he recognized quite well. Just… usually, he found it in the parking lot of the gym Served Hot rented at the Yard, or, with slightly increased frequency of late, in front of her home.

Slowed by a swamp of confusion over its most recent location, he didn’t notice that Angela had found him before he found her. Her voice called out, snapping him from his stupor. Head twisting toward the sound of her voice, he saw her waving at him with her own bottle of water in hand.

With a third wheel standing just a step behind her.

“Thanks for coming along,” Angela said as he walked up to the two women waiting for him.

Angela Adams could set his heart ablaze even from a distance. With eyes made of the very seafoam that had supposedly created Aphrodite, her angelic smile usually induced some manner of heart throbbing. Tender and kind, she was responsible for more butterflies within his stomach than any other woman alive.

As his mom’s closest friend, though he had no idea what Angela saw in Jenny Courtland to make her consider her as such, he’d experienced the pleasure of always knowing her door was open to him. He’d been hoping to make some progress in expanding that statement to include her bedroom door today. Seeing those hopes crumpled up in his face soured his mood.

Fixed up in the everyday sports bra and leggings for a visit to the park, which saw her alluringly heavy bust, which only Christine’s could match, and toned firmness from head to toe on perfect display, he noticed only one less than perfect point: her smile. Nervousness cracked it in a hundred separate places. Angela hated surprises. For her to pull one on him, and in such a duplicitous manner, spoke volumes about her current concerns.

Unamused by her deception, Jason pinned his gaze on her a little longer, which almost caused her to blanch and look away. Noticing his ire, the other woman stepped beside his mom’s best friend, which, as if caught in a gravitational pull, forced his gaze over a couple of feet.

“Hi, Jason,” Yvette Allard said, wearing a much more relaxed smile as she greeted him in her alluring French accent.

“Hey, how have you been?”

Yvette’s smile tinted a bit mischievous. “I’ve been doing super well, thank you for asking. And you?”

“Pretty much the same.”

Busy avoiding any state of eye contact with him, Angela failed to notice the heady lust crackling within the eyes of her two invitees. Or how Jason raked his eyes covetously over Yvette’s stunning features and figure.

Ravishingly beautiful, Yvette boldly presented herself for his inspection. A celestial in human form, here stood a woman capable of launching a thousand ships. Helen herself would have known envy had she laid eyes on Yvette’s beguiling beauty and elegance.

Likewise to Angela, the dark-haired and dark-eyed opposite hitter wore her lustrous hair up in a ponytail. She’d elected for a white sports bra and silver leggings, the latter of which possessed lateral slices up the sides of her muscled calves and supple thighs. If Angela’s resplendence wasn’t enough to turn him on, Yvette’s captivating form was more than enough to push him over that edge.

And she knew it. Her smile slightly expanded, and her eyes journeyed across his body to a specific point of strain.

“Ready to exhaust ourselves with Angela?” she asked, innuendo trilling off her tongue.

As far as consolation prizes went, Yvette proved an effective cream to the rash of annoyance caused by Angela’s duplicity. He buried as much of his frustration with the woman as possible, though the pit he’d dug wasn’t fully deep enough to conceal it all.

“I guess so. What are we going to do? Just run?”

“You don’t know?” Yvette asked.

He shook his head. “I didn’t even know about you joining us, much less what we’re doing. I assumed we’d run the trail.”

Yvette glanced at Angela, who fidgeted under the examination. “Really? That’s so unlike you, Angela.”

Usually, in the role of responsibility among the team, it was a rare pivot to see her as the one who deserved reprimanding. She floundered anxiously beneath their stares, clearly ill-suited for the role. Not willing to make up a decent lie, but not willing to explain the truth.

Jason ultimately took pity on her and offered her a way out. “Well, what’s done is done. I’m glad you’re here, Yvette. So, what are we getting up to?”

“Angela, it’s your outing, so you should explain.” Apparently, Yvette wasn’t quite so forgiving.

“R-right.” The gorgeous woman cleared her throat, the discomfort afflicting her posture and ability to make eye contact. She pointed toward the trail. “I figured we could take the path until we reach the ballfields, where we could snag some food, then keep going until we make it to the waterfall.”

“There’s a waterfall?” Yvette asked.

“Don’t get too excited,” Jason said. “It’s only a little taller than I am. It feeds into the woods’ stream.”

Yvette shrugged. “I’d still like to view it with my own eyes.”

Angela angled her gaze toward the path. “So… is everyone ready to get going? There’re water refilling stations and restrooms on the way, and again at the ballpark.”

He turned to Angela, who still refused to meet his gaze properly. A splinter of frustration bleeding into his gaze, he nodded. Undoubtedly aware of the tenseness around them, if perhaps unaware of its true cause, Yvette elected to remain silent about it. She nodded. The three of them trotted to the trial, stretched in relative silence, and started their jog.

For all his frustration with her, it was hard not to forgive her purely for the sights allowed to him on this sweltering day. Pure sapphire sat within the sky, and it wasn’t until their path veered into the trees that the furious brightness dwindled into dappled reflections and the occasional shear of light cutting through the branches. Each time the gorgeous women bounded through one of those spotlights, it yanked his eyes toward a new aspect of their ravishing forms.

Sports bras were truly a marvel of the modern era. Greedily wishing he could divert his eyes into opposite directions like a chameleon could, he knew he must have missed plenty of the alluring bouncing of firm, heavy breasts that Yvette and Angela sponsored on their run. As the two women’s breathing picked up, their pulses thumping in their slender necks, Jason’s mind drifted toward dangerously erotic possibilities.

“How goes the party planning?” Yvette asked after half a mile of silence. Her lips curved with the awareness of the thoughts behind his lingering stares.

“Pretty well. It’s been smooth sailing, especially since Christine announced that there weren’t any budget concerns. Actually, that sort of caused its own problem since it opened the option to include basically anything we wanted to include.”

“I hope you’re all not going too overboard,” Angela said. “Just because anything can happen doesn’t mean it should.”

He turned his head toward her, finally given a chance to look her properly in the eye. Yet, she’d elected the worst set of words to utter—words that dug the splinter in deeper. The origins of a scowl crept along his expression.

“We know that,” he said, voice brittle. “We’re just looking to make sure everyone has a good time. Why have a party at all, otherwise?”

“I’m not trying to be a buzzkill, Jason,” Angela said. Some part of her wilted under his obvious anger, but she held the course. “I do want everyone to have a good time.”

“Then maybe throw a few fun suggestions into the hat rather than just reminding us what not to do all the time.”

Angela recoiled as if she’d brushed against a wall of thorns. Her face twisted in obvious hurt, a quiver to her lip as she answered his cruel words with a damning silence. Damning to them both. Immediately, all the ire in his chest disintegrated, replaced by a more profound and poignant shame than any he’d ever experienced.

Moments after his cruel outburst, they arrived at the first water refill station. A lonely building without a door split into restrooms for either sex. A couple of water fountains sat outside. They didn’t need to refill their water, and he doubted anyone needed to relieve themselves so soon into the start of their run.

However, one woman elected to stop. “I’ll be right back,” Angela said, voice trembling at its end.

Before anyone could say anything, she fled into the women’s restrooms. Moments later, an elbow jammed him in the side. He followed it to its source.

“That was a very hurtful thing to say,” Yvette snapped, a bristling look of disappointment on her face pointed his way. “It’s not always fun to play the responsible one, but someone has to.”

“I… I know.” Shame gripped his heart in an agonizing vise.

“It was incredibly cruel,” Yvette continued, unrelenting in her admonishment. “You need to recognize just how much you mean to her and how much sway that grants your words. With a hug and a compliment, you could make her day. With a barb like the one you just raked her with, you can do the opposite.”

“I didn’t mean to hurt her.”

“Did you not?”

Jason opened his mouth to confirm what he’d just said, only for reality to stuff his mouth with cotton. His silence earned him a stiff nod.

“I understand that you’ve been on a whirlwind of success recently and how it can make any setback seem greater than it is. But it’s obvious that she’s struggling with her feelings for you. It’s probably confusing and shameful to her to confront those feelings, but she clearly isn’t trying to keep you at arm’s reach. She could have just canceled this outing of yours rather than secretly inviting me, after all.”

Even without all the information, Yvette hammered the nail perfectly into place. He hadn’t even told her about his steamy interaction with Angela after practice yesterday, so she likely only spoke of her surprise invitation as the sole setback. But even still, her words tolled with only the truth within them. Jason knew no other course of action but to nod. She was right—every word of it.

“You’re right. Any ideas on how I should apologize?”

“By doing it immediately,” she answered, pointing past him.

He swallowed an immediate burst of reticence. He nodded. “Okay.”

“Don’t come back out until you’ve fixed her day,” Yvette said as she extended a hand to take his water bottle from him. “I have a high opinion of you, Jason Courtland. Don’t ruin it with this mistake.”


Chapter Ten

Stipulations to Walk

Nervously, Jason scooted toward the restrooms with all the swiftness of a snail stuck in tar. He could convince himself that it was mostly a way of buying time for his mind to consider the best way to apologize, yet the other part would not go unnoticed. It was trepidation, and it coiled about his chest like a serpent. What if what he’d said couldn’t be undone? What if his apology went unaccepted? He wouldn’t blame Angela if she did. He made that vow to himself as his feet finally left earth and touched unclean tiles.

Turning left, then taking two steps, he reached the turn right that led into a secluded restroom area with only two stalls in it. A pair of sinks, too, with one currently claimed by a woman scrubbing at the tears crowding within her eyes.

Wincing at the hurt scribed upon the loveliest and kindest woman in his life—hurt that he’d caused—Jason cleared his throat so that she could become aware of his presence. Angela had turned the water on, potentially to drown out any tear-induced hiccups. But she heard him. Her gaze turned his way, and she blanched at his presence. He couldn’t blame her for that, either.

“Jason, this is the women’s restroom,” she swiftly said, throwing up one arm to swipe at her tears and hide them from him.

He trudged in deeper, batting down the part of him that feared what might come of this conversation. “I know that. But… I didn’t want to wait on my apology.” He walked closer to her, and she regarded him with a wariness unlike any he’d ever seen out of her. He hoped he never gave her cause to wear such an expression again. “I am sorry for what I said, Angela. I made a complete ass of myself by saying such awful things. Untrue things.”

Angela’s arm dropped somewhat. Eyes rimmed red peered over it. “They wouldn’t have hurt so much if there wasn’t some truth in them. I am a killjoy.”

“That’s not true,” he said adamantly. “It’s the complete opposite. I always want to spend more time with you. Every second around you is better than any I’ve had without you there.”

His words produced the desired effect. Her shoulders, tight and carrying the harm he’d thrust onto her, released a sizable portion of her distress. Her entire body softened a little, and something akin to relief flooded her seafoam eyes. Not all her trepidation disappeared, however.

“But we haven’t spent much time together recently. You’ve been… elsewhere.”

Was that a hint of jealousy Jason heard in her voice? Typically, he’d have lifted the line from the water, then followed it to its end. Given the current precarious nature of their conversation, he regrettably avoided chasing it.

“Not today.”

“And look how that ended up?”

“Because I was an ass,” he reminded her. “It’s not your fault. I just got… frustrated. Our plans changed, and then it wasn’t just the two of us.”

A different form of fidgeting moved Angela’s body. “I thought you might like it if Yvette joined us. I saw how you stared at her at our dinner at Romano’s.”

Jason colored and scratched the back of his head. “I’m not complaining about her being here. It’s just, um, well, I want us to have our time alone, too.”

“Like yesterday?” Angela’s voice trembled slightly.

He nodded, cautious about how he worded things. “We’d made a deal, remember? To spend more time together. I want as much of you as I can fill into my schedule. I… hope you feel the same way.”

“I do,” Angela whispered, finally moving closer to him. She set a hand on his chest and peered up at him. “I want that so much.”

“So, then, why did you invite Yvette along?”

A slow but thorough creep of scarlet swathed itself upon her cheeks, and she didn’t answer him for quite some time. “Yesterday was… unexpected. I didn’t think that was how things would go.”

“What do you mean?” Jason asked, though it was simple enough to intuit.

“I think you know, mister,” she replied sternly.

Jason knew Angela must feel the rush of his heartbeat with her hand. “I really liked our chat in the parking lot. I thought you did too.”

Angela swallowed dryly. “I liked the chatting and our mutual hope to spend more time together. It’s the… other parts that I’m concerned about.”

“Which parts, Angela?”

This time, even though she favored him with a knowing look, she gave him the answer he was after. “The parts where our bodies moved a bit too close together. The parts where your hands lingered in places they shouldn’t have. The parts… where I didn’t stop you.”

Acutely aware of how their bodies closeness, Jason asked a bold question. “Why didn’t you stop me?”

A maelstrom gathered. Creeping through the entryway, through the vents on the floor, through the slight crack in a shoddy window above the sinks. Tempestuous desires roamed throughout the space they shared, ruminating. Would it falter and fade before it could make itself the mighty storm it was capable of, or would lightning finally strike?

Try as he might, he remained unable to parse which way Angela would lean. He knew better than to try and create that first strike himself. She knew full well what he desired, even if she might not understand just how long he’d desired it. Now, she needed to determine what it was she wanted.

“I…” Angela fell silent after only a single word, brow knitting together due to the internal conflict raging within her. She remained silent for half a minute longer.

Come on, Angela. I know what I saw yesterday. You want this. We want this.

Angela finally emerged from her mire of thought. Due to whatever she saw within his gaze upon exiting it, she blushed. The hand on his chest felt hot as a branding iron. And with it, she possessed the means to push him away or to clutch his shirt and pull him closer.

“It just seems like a… dangerous idea, Jason,” she said.

Dangerous. Not “bad.” Not “wrong.” Not “impossible.”

Lightning might not have flashed before his eyes, but he could hear the rumble of distant thunder. Of opportunity.

“We could try and make it less dangerous,” he said. “Whatever it takes to make things work.”

Angela frowned. “Do you understand what I mean when I call this ‘dangerous?’ Fully? Completely?”

“Your relationship with my mom,” he answered.

“Is only the largest and most potentially damming issue. Your mother texted me last night, Jason, after… our risky behavior in the parking lot. She messaged me about our upcoming tournament and wished me luck. We text regularly, even now. And I’ve already explained to you how lying to her is something I don’t wish to do. Not to mention our age difference and the relationship we’ve shared for years. It wouldn’t just be the friendship with your mom I’m afraid of losing.”

Jason openly moved his hand from his side. Angela’s eyes tracked it like a field mouse would a falcon taking to the sky. He made sure he moved slowly enough for her to understand his designs. She had her chance to stop him.

When his hand arrived at her cheek, he cupped it beneath his calloused palm. Her skin radiated warmth into his hand, and she stood stark and tense beneath the contact.

But not unwilling to let him keep the contact going.

And so, charging himself up with a breath that he would use to speak long-held desires, the truth flowed out.

“I think the reward is worth the risk. You know that’s how I feel. I want to see you look like you did yesterday while our bodies burned the others with how hot we were. I want to share with you just how strongly I feel, and I want to do it with more than just words. Like I said, I’ll do whatever it takes to see if things can work out between us. I mean it, Angela.”

As he declared his desires, Angela barely seemed to breathe. Absorbing his words as if utilizing photosynthesis, an uncomfortably long silence pursued his speaking of her name. Jason’s heart slammed against his ribs so hard that it hurt. He could do nothing more but wait for her answer.

“If… we did try…things, you might not like the stipulations I would put in your way.”

Jason resisted the urge to fist pump. In his reply, he struggled with keeping his voice from cracking like saltines beneath combat boots.

“What kind of stipulations?”

He’d asked the right question, or maybe it was that he hadn’t pouted over the possibility of hurdles. Whichever it was, Angela leaned slightly further into his hand. An angelic sight stole his breath away.

“The kind that a young, virile man such as yourself might not appreciate. Walking before we run.”

Jason spared no time, and his elation appeared in the broadest smile that he’d ever known. “Crawl, walk, tango—we can move at whatever speed you’re comfortable with.”

Angela immediately blushed. “Walking’s… fine. I’m not that much of a prude.”

“Is that right?” Jason asked teasingly, caressing her cheek with his thumb. “So, what’s this ‘walking’ speed entail? Allow?”

Upon her cheek, crimson spread like wildfire. It made its way to her eyes, allowing him to see his earlier hope fulfilled. Now, about that trembling lip.

“I didn’t really have it all mapped out,” she said, fidgeting slightly. “It’s not a tiered list or anything.”

Jason smiled, thinking of Christine, who’d very much made things in that guise. Afterward, he swiftly snapped his full attention back to the gorgeous woman before him.

“Well, why don’t we hash that out now?”

Angela glanced by him toward the shared entry-exit from the small restroom area. “We really shouldn’t make Yvette wait on us.”

He shook his head. “She straight up ordered me to come in here and fix things because of what I said. Which is what we’re doing. She’ll be patient.”

“Okay.” Angela chewed on her lower lip. “What, erm, what do you suggest as possible options for this ‘walking tier?’ So I can see if we’re on the same page,” she quickly added, blushing even more crimson.

Seeing the woman of his dreams fidgeting nervously as they discussed such a steamy topic was almost too much for Jason to bear. He wanted to thrust his lips onto hers and see where their passion took them. But he’d been the one to suggest they measure things out, so he couldn’t just start cracking eggs before they’d written up the recipe.

“Since you’re not that much of a prude, I’ll assume normal things like hugging, kissing, and cuddling are all in the ‘crawling stage,’ which we’re already past. That fair?”

Angela seemed distracted by his caressing, or was it the carnal desires rumbling within her? Whichever it was, she swallowed a hard lump in her throat and presented him with a sliver of a nod.

“So, then tender caresses like these are also good, right? Even ones below the neckline.” As he spoke, he glided his hand away from her cheek. At her throat, he felt the rampage of her pulse, and he let his hand linger there. Let Angela again understand his intentions.

Once more, she didn’t stop him.

As he trailed his palm over her collarbone, he arrived at the beginnings of a pair of alluring mountains. Ones he’d dreamed about exploring for years. Ones responsible for more late-night fantasies than any others. Ones that now burned hot as he slipped his hand onto the bountiful pool of creamy skin unhidden behind a sports bra.

Angela shivered, eyes staring at the hand on her breasts. She wetted her lips with her tongue. “Only a bit more… here. Today. It’s a slow walk today. Maybe brisk the next time.”

“Okay,” Jason said, wrapping up his desires and shoving them back under control. He didn’t want to lose what he’d gained, ruin this final agreement they’d seemingly made. “But… what’s a bit more, exactly?”

With a look that toed the line between glare and crackling, Angela wrapped her slender fingers around his wrist. “A little, a tad, a touch more. Understand?”

She tugged his hand inches lower, and Jason handled the rest. His fingers shoved themselves past the constricting fabric designed to support one of the most marvelous pairs of breasts in existence. Keeping his eyes locked with hers as he explored further, just in case he ventured too far, a scorching need to find just how aroused he’d made Angela overtook him. Along the fabulously large mountain his hands slid over, the fabric on the back of his hand unable to slow him even a little, his middle finger bumped into the base of his goal.

“Twenty seconds longer,” Angela husked. She’d barely breathed since his invasion of her bra, unable to take her eyes away from his searching hand.

“There’s a time limit?”

“Yes. seventeen.”

Unwilling to waste a single second longer arguing, he pushed his hand forward. His fingertips each earned their touch over the hardened nipple hidden from his sight, and he memorized the delicious feeling. Next time, he hoped to see and taste. But, for now, this sufficed.

“Ten, nine…”

With her titillated nipple underneath the center of his palm, the angle a bit awkward for his elbow, he finally copped a complete feel of the magnificent breast beneath his hand. It was too much for even his large hand to surround fully. But its firmness gave as he squeezed, as Angela’s eyes flashed with a delectable intensity.

And her countdown, even if still going, slowed. Two or three seconds passed between each count, rather than just one. Which gave him plenty of time to swim his hand around to the sides of her amazingly heavy breast, to sculpt it to his hand, to squeeze, rub, and sear it with the heat emanating off his hand.

“One.”

Angela’s voice crackled like autumn leaves crumpled between a pair of palms. If she hadn’t been so unyielding about following through on her word, a world of passion might have revealed itself to her within minutes. He desperately wanted to satisfy her. But she was who she was, which was a sizable part of why he’d fallen for her so long ago. So, he didn’t ask her to restart the count or consider a count to negative twenty.

He still took his sweet, sweet time in removing his hand from the inside of her bra. It earned him a mildly admonishing look, though no further punitive actions followed. As his fingertips finally tugged away from her bust, Jason looked at his palm. Warm, tingling with the remembrance of the impossible gift it had just received, a grin swam across his face.

“Stop that,” Angela said, batting his hand down. “You’re going to give it away when we finally rejoin Yvette. And unlike the rest of them, I don’t want our activities shared with everyone like a group pizza.”

Jason’s eyes leaped up from his hand, wide as saucers. Angela planted her hands on her hips. She rolled her eyes in a very un-Angela way.

“Did you think I hadn’t noticed?”

“Uh….”

“I’ve seen the way you look at them and the way they look at you. More importantly, I’ve seen the way they look at each other after they look at you. It’s like being surrounded by a bunch of teenagers rather than adult women.”

Jason struggled to find a response. She had revealed to him that she was aware, at least in some regard, about what he was getting up to with the rest of the team. And the way she’d just worded it, she didn’t plan to have him stop. Right?

“So, no gossiping to the others,” he said cautiously, hoping he wasn’t stepping on a landmine that Angela had put down as a trap. “Got it.”

“And I don’t want to hear about whatever it is you’re doing with them, past, present, or future. Understand?” After he nodded, she started holding up her fingers. “I also don’t want to see you feeling up Yvette at this waterfall when you think I’m not looking. Or see my team collapse because you start distracting everyone at our practices, start playing favorites, or turn into a top-grade asshole. Oh, and God as my witness, Jenny can never know. Jeez, I can’t believe I’ve done this. That I’m doing this. That we’re all seemingly doing this. Most of us are twice your age.”

Jason couldn’t remember the last time he’d heard Angela swear. He nodded, properly filing away every word of what she’d just said to him at the top of his priorities.

“We should get back to Yvette,” Angela said. “I feel bad that we’ve kept her waiting for so long.”

“Okay, but there’s one more thing, Angela.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What is it?”

Jason stepped in, ignored Angela’s widening eyes, wrapped his arms around her waist, and finally – finally! – brought his lips to hers.

Sweet as nectar, warmer than summer, softer than silk. Caught off guard, Angela didn’t kiss him back for several seconds. Yet, as he began to worry if he’d made the wrong move, she melted into him. Her lips took his kiss, its passion, hope, and desire, and met his with her own. They blossomed just as flagrantly as his, and he felt such jubilance that he could have burst into song.

Angela’s blush returned as the kiss ended. “A warning next time, mister.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, taking one more kiss without obeying her.


Chapter Eleven

A Chance to Run

Compared to how they’d entered the restroom, Jason and Angela exited it while struggling not to make it overwhelmingly obvious that they’d gotten up to something sinful. After their second kiss had ended, she’d lightly slapped him on the chest, grumbling at his “complete disregard for her rules.” To prove his sincerity, he hadn’t pushed for a third.

Once Angela had soothed her face of the redness her blush had caused, they’d headed back outside to Yvette. Who, even if she didn’t say a word, surely possessed the perceptiveness needed to see some semblance of the change between them. And while, as promised, he dodged Yvette’s probing inquiries at the ballfield, where they nabbed hotdogs, nachos, and drinks, and again at the waterfall, he knew she probably gleaned plentifully from his body language. Just like Angela had done, he was sure Yvette spotted some of their shared looks during the rest of their time spent together.

Enough so that he asked Yvette to keep any inferences she might have made to herself when they made it back to the park, and he gained a bit of alone time with her as he walked her to her car. His request earned him a pat on the arm and a smile.

“I’ll be the very essence of taciturn. I am happy you were able to sort things out.”

“I owe you one.”

Yvette’s smile broadened. “No, you don’t. Friends help friends.”

Jason arched an eyebrow. “We’re just friends?”

“I was referring to myself and Angela,” she said, leaning in and lowering her voice. “Haven’t you gotten enough evidence already as to what kind of relationship we have?”

Jason felt a sudden resurgence of blood in his groin. “I can always use more reminders.”

“Mm-hmm.” Yvette chuckled. “Well, I don’t have any business this evening. So….”

“So, I’ll see you in a couple of hours.”

“Good,” Yvette purred, giving him one more pat on the arm, though her fingers curled with promising ideas about where they’d curl later tonight.

As the gorgeous woman climbed into her car, he raked his gaze across her lithe form. She waved as she backed out and headed out of the parking lot. After she’d gone, he turned and found Angela adorned in her telltale dimples.

“You’re hopeless.”

“What? I didn’t feel her up or anything.”

“Uh-huh.” Angela waved him toward her. “I’ll give you a ride home.”

“And then walk me to my door?” Jason asked, knowing he’d now need to quickly text Christine so she could get out of his place in a hurry. He hoped that she’d listen.

Angela shook her head at him, but her eyes trailed down to the struggle beneath his shorts. “No, but you can stay in my car a little longer once we reach your driveway. Maybe. If you can earn it.”

“And do what?”

“Talk volleyball. Our tournament’s just a couple of days away, and I wanted to pick your brain. Assuming it’s still good for that sort of thing. Or have your recent carnal desires taken up all the room in that head of yours?”

Jason grinned. “Angela, you’ve been taking up all the room inside my head for years.”

His remark earned him a half-hearted glare. Joining Angela in her car, they chatted lightly about the topics – mostly stratagem – she wanted to discuss. Once they pulled into his driveway, which thankfully did not still have a Porsche in it, though the lack of his car earned him a knowing look, they lingered in the cool AC. Ten more minutes spent chatting volleyball did, in fact, earn him about half as long making out with and feeling up the lovely team captain of Served Hot.

“Now, shoo,” Angela announced, shoving her finger toward the car door behind him, still plenty scarlet. “And make whatever you’re planning with Yvette the last thing you do until the tournament’s end. I want us to be well rested and limber, not walking bowlegged because they can’t keep themselves off you.”

At her candid imagery, Jason hid a wide smile behind his forearm. “I promise I’ll be the perfect celibate for these next few days.”

“See that you do. And I will see you again when I pick you up on Friday.”

Jason nodded. “Okay.” He climbed out of the car, then ventured over to her side. Angela dropped the window as he arrived.

“Yes?”

He leaned into her car, then took a deep breath. “You mean the world to me, Angela. I just wanted you to hear it again, this time not in a dirty restroom in the middle of the woods.”

Examining him thoughtfully, she favored him with a slight smile. “Consider it heard.” She yanked him by the shirt further into her car and glued her lips to his. Long enough for a neighbor looking outside their window to potentially spot them. But Jason knew none of that. He was far too overwhelmed by the sultry lips and stars he saw within his mind.

Angela ended the kiss. “And consider that my response.”

“Sure you don’t want to come inside?” Jason asked.

“I’m sure. This time, at least.” Angela beckoned over her shoulder. “Now, remember what I said.”

He offered a crisp salute. “Team, well-rested, not exhausted. I’ll see that I do my part.”

“Good.” Angela’s expression swathed itself in something so sultry that Jason’s jaw nearly dropped. “Because beating the Cross Fires would probably make me consider a brief run. Maybe even a sprint.”

She left him gawking at the possibility in front of her. Nudging him back so that she could pull out of his driveway, she was the second woman to give him a wave as she departed. He was too stupefied to wave back.


Chapter Twelve

Shutdown

Jason saw the text about twenty minutes after it had been sent. Late in the afternoon on Thursday, he’d spent most of the day haphazardly lounging on his couch while he flipped through channels like a middle-aged father. Eventually, the call of hunger had proven enough to wrench him away from his indolence, and he’d gone about scrounging through the leftovers from the Chinese place that he and his three bowling cohorts had ordered the other night. Which had caused him to miss the message.

Seeing it with a mouthful of Kung Pao Chicken turning into mush between his teeth, his eyes shot up. It was from Avery.

Hey, some of us are making our way over to the Yard to watch the early first-round matches. Want to come?

Because of how many teams had signed up for this year’s tournament, the organizers had realized that they couldn’t fit every game in just three days like they usually could. So, they’d shifted some of the first-round games to Thursday night.

In any normal reality, Jason would have loathed the idea of spending his evening watching volleyball—especially since Served Hot wouldn’t be playing. But he no longer dwelled in such a reality. Instead, he’d somehow lucked his way into romantic entanglements aplenty, as well as even… enjoying the time he’d recently spent in a volleyball match. All because of Avery Hill.

Sorry, I was making dinner. I can come. Who else will be there?

The text took a few minutes to arrive, time Jason spent preparing to depart his home.

Me, Christine, and Olivia.

Jason tossed her a message that he was en route as he departed through his front door.

A pattering of rain started up as he trudged to his car, yet its light tantrum had already ended by the time he reached the Yard. Rather than turning off the gargantuan parking lot for the smaller one attached to the gymnasium that the women of Served Hot regularly rented out for their practices, he joined the other several dozen cars gathered in front of one of the enormous sports complex’s central areas.

It took only a quick text to Avery to learn which gymnasium he should head for, and then he set off. Hopping over a few puddles on his way inside, paying an entry fee because he wasn’t officially part of Served Hot, he heard the cheers and uniquely bombastic cacophony of volleyballs compressing each time someone struck one long before he saw the current matches in play.

Three courts, side-by-side-by-side, saw multiple games late into their first sets underway. Two matches involved men’s teams, and one, the middle of the three, involved women’s teams. Which certainly cut down the difficulty in finding where his companions sat in the bleachers.

Not that it’d have been difficult to begin with. Even if he hadn’t spotted them after only a cursory scan of the seating areas, he could have just followed where half the eyes in the building pointed at any given time. That even included the referees, players on the bench, and, after a play ended, even some on the court.

The women noticed his arrival when he reached the streak of metallic stairs he intended to take to reach them. Only two of them, curiously enough. As was explained once he joined them, Olivia was off nabbing something for herself at the concessions.

“You all are distracting everyone from the matches going on,” Jason noted once he climbed up to the nosebleeds, where they’d elected to stow themselves. Possibly so that leering minds would worry about craning their necks around for too long a time. “Even some of the players.”

“Really?” Christine said, offering a rarely derisive snort. “We hadn’t noticed.”

Jason arched an eyebrow. A brunette ponytail swished behind a shaking head. Curious. And strange.

The owner of that ponytail patted the bench beside her, eyes as verdant as emeralds sparkling as they promised to explain the other woman’s unusual ire when the opportunity arose. Nodding, he slid down beside a woman who’d accomplished something no one else had ever managed to do.

She’d made him enjoy a game of volleyball.

Avery Hill was as much a tempest of nature as she was a woman of flesh and blood. Tall, firm, fit, and jaw-droppingly beautiful on the outside, competitiveness, stubbornness, and determination pumped through her veins as surely as blood. And to taste the former, you’d better be up for the latter. Which, for someone espousing their desire to never play volleyball again just a week ago, made her quite dangerous.

Most recently, he’d experienced said danger when she’d dragged him along to play in a monthly volleyball match made up entirely of former and current collegiate players. One that had swept him up into it enough that he'd finally given it his all, holding nothing back. Even days later, he remained shocked that she’d somehow coaxed him into actually considering returning with her for next month’s match.

Not to be understated, the sex afterward had certainly helped. Inviting herself into his home after dropping him off, Jason had chased after her like a cartoon animal drawn in by a tempting waft of a pie sitting on a windowsill. Where, finally, they’d tasted the full capabilities of the other. Where, again, competitiveness, stubbornness, and determination all mixed.

Neither of them had been able to move amid the aftermath, so exhausting it had proved.

“What?” Avery lifted an eyebrow at him, and Jason realized that he’d been staring at her while he relived their first bout of raunchy lovemaking.

“Just reminiscing,” he said, leaning over to bump their shoulders together and plop a kiss on her cheek.

The slightest tint change upon her face hurled a beaming grin onto his. While there’d been a bit of rockiness between them early on, that seemed well in the past. Certainly in the past, as, a moment after he pulled his lips back from her cheek, he felt a hand slip into his. His eyes shot down, finding Avery’s fingers slipping between his. That one small act flooded him with a joy so warm that it could have sustained him in a blizzard.

“So, what did I miss?” Jason whispered to the fiercely beautiful woman holding his hand, mostly interested in whatever had put Christine in such an unusually grumpy mood.

“We ran into Erica on our way in.”

“Oh.” Well, that’ll certainly do it.

Avery nodded furtively, careful not to draw Christine’s attention to their murmurings. “I’d only heard the two didn’t get along. Seeing it for myself firsthand was… something.”

“Yeah, apparently, they go way back. Like, Clara and Samantha way back. I don’t know the full story myself.”

He had seen the two women sniping at one another on numerous occasions, however, usually at tournaments that typically saw the two teams meeting in the semifinals or finals. Bad blood boiled hotter than stew between the teams, but especially between their setters. Based on what he’d overheard during their viperous quarrels, their vehement disdain for the other reached far beyond just what occurred on the court. Something stretching decades back into the past. Something that time had clearly failed to mend.

Whatever it was, Christine’s rare scowl shoved every other facial expression off a cliff whenever she remembered the existence of the Cross Fire’s setter and team captain. And based on what Jason saw on the other side of Avery, they wouldn’t be climbing back up to the summit for quite some time.

“This will be your first tournament against them, right?”

“Yeah. First time they lose to me too.”

Jason chuckled. “For Christine’s sake, I hope that’s true.”

“Otherwise, it’ll put a damper on this party of ours,” she said, squeezing his hand warmly.

Avery knew exactly what she was doing. By the raising of her chin, which drew his gaze like bees to honey to her gracefully slender neck. By the dip of her nearest shoulder to him, which dropped his gaze down to her full bust. And from there, his eyes didn’t stop until they’d wrapped around every seductive curve of the recent college graduate. In her form-hugging shirt and black leggings, she captivated him without barely any effort.

“That’s mean,” he whispered, brushing his lips against her ear’s shell. “I can’t do anything right now.”

Avery shrugged unapologetically. “Who says I’d let you do anything, even if we were somewhere else?”

Jason kissed the back of her ear, then nibbled on her earlobe. Avery fidgeted slightly. Responsively. He smiled to himself.

“I’d try and convince you. I think I could do it.”

“How?” Avery’s eyes roamed around to meet his. Their captivating brilliance gleamed with a burbling lust.

“First, I’d mention last weekend. Where I completely tired you out at my place. Where I made you cum so many times, over and over and over. Until you couldn’t even get up. Then, I’d consider giving you an opportunity for a rematch.”

Avery’s lips curled, and those three aspects so strongly tied to her being surfaced boldly. “Don’t get cocky just because you sprinted the first mile well. This is a marathon. There’s loads more to come.”

At that, Jason held back his own excited fidgets. They were the exact words he wanted to hear.

“Want to go for a walk? I’m sure there are some less crowded places around here somewhere.”

Avery’s eyes flashed with an answer, but a voice not her own answered for her.

“Absolutely not!” They both turned toward the sharp sound of Christine’s denial. The woman glared at them both. “We have a game tomorrow afternoon. I won’t have you tiring out our star hitter with your stupidly ridiculous stamina.”

Spending a moment completely stunned, Jason and Avery’s eyes slowly wrapped back around to the others.

“I did not have Christine as the one who’d cockblock you on my Bingo card,” Avery whispered.

Neither had Jason. Nor had he anticipated that Christine would echo the same sentiment Angela had yesterday—a sentiment he’d briefly forgotten due to Avery’s indelible allure.

“I guess… afterward?”

Christine answered again, apparently possessing the ears of a bat. “After we hoist the trophy. Not before.”

Jason and Avery shared one more look. Well, at least they could keep holding hands. Christine hadn’t cracked down on that yet, though she might as soon as she noticed that Avery’s hitting hand was wrapped up in his.


Chapter Thirteen

Caught in the Crossfire

The second set on the center court, which was the only one of note to Avery and Christine, started up. And still, Olivia hadn’t returned. Over the past few minutes, he’d glanced toward the gymnasium doors numerous times, wondering where she was. When he mentioned this fact to Avery, she smirked knowingly.

“Worried some other guy might be hitting on her, robbing you of the chance you so obviously want?”

Jason frowned, though a pebble of truth weighed down his stomach. “Sex isn’t the only thing I think about.”

“Uh-huh.” Avery snorted, eyes scanning toward the doors. “Well, here’s your chance to prove yourself. Here she comes.”

Without recognizing the consequences of his actions, Jason’s gaze snapped hopefully toward the doors. If she hadn’t stood there, he suspected he’d have earned no end of chortling from Avery for how quickly he’d looked. But she was there, eyes trailing back toward her seat. A pair of the purest blue eyes in existence lit up when she spotted him. While carrying some hard candy from the concession stands, Olivia waved and started hurrying toward them.

“You’re so simple sometimes,” Avery said, snorting.

He tore his gaze away from the slender brunette jogging up toward them and found Avery wielding a smirk heavier than lead.

“I blame the women who’ve all made me feel like I can have anything I want.”

“That right? I’ll let them know, so we can start rationing appropriately.”

Avery started to pull her hand out of his, but he didn’t let her. They glared at one another as an exuberant young woman made her way up to them. Within quick succession, Jason followed up his previous thoughtless action with another.

“You’re lucky I love you so much.”

Avery’s lips parted. So did Christine’s, in a much more comical fashion too, after her turned head appeared in his field of view when she leaned forward in her seat so that she could gape at him.

His jaw wasn’t far behind. WHAT DID I JUST SAY?!

None of them had much time to consider his abrupt… revelation? Slip of the tongue? Flub? About fifteen feet away, Olivia reached the same level as them, then started trotting their way.

Christine recovered first, nudging Avery with her elbow, who shook herself out of whatever fog his pronouncement had just put her through and yanked her hand out of his before Olivia could spot their handholding. She nodded fiercely in Olivia’s direction, then shoved her gaze toward the volleyball matches below.

Shit. Shit, shit, shit.

Smothering the roiling distress in his gut as best he could, he plastered on what he hoped would appear to be a welcoming smile rather than the pained expression of someone with constipation just as Olivia arrived. Fortunately, she didn’t seem to notice anything amiss.

“Hey, Jason! Avery mentioned you were on your way.”

Jason nodded as the slender young woman, about the same age as he was, plopped herself down onto the seat beside him. She was all smiles, bright pearly whites contrasting the lovely tan that stopped just a couple of hues lighter than her hair. Other than carrying around some slight nerves on her first day of introduction to him and the rest of the team, she’d shown nothing but an affable and cheery personality since then.

A neophyte with magnitudes more interest in the sport of volleyball than most beginners, Avery had recently intimated—well, more than intimated—that Olivia had something of a crush on him. He’d gotten her phone number after the match he’d played in last weekend, which she’d been invited along by Avery to watch. However, there'd been no forward momentum other than some light back and forth since then.

He wasn’t capable of the delusion necessary to pretend he wasn’t wildly attracted toward the newest member of Served Hot. Avery had just turned his head easily enough with news of her arrival, after all. And with her sitting beside him, beaming his way, if not for the deafening trumpets roaring in his ears about the mishap he’d just bungled his way into with the woman on his left, he’d likely have basked in the blissful warmth it provided.

“Yeah, I just got here a couple of minutes ago,” he said, stumbling to find some vapid question to ask before she noticed his clear discomposure. “Have the games been good so far?”

It was the right question to ask someone with so much interest in learning the sport. While her lissome fingers opened her candy, her gaze traveled to the volleyballs smashing across the nets below. She nodded eagerly.

“There’s always that big difference between practice and real matches. Everyone out there is giving it their all, and it shows. I’m excited to watch a lot this weekend.”

“You’ll be playing in them in no time,” Christine said, though Jason didn’t look away from Olivia, primarily out of cowardice. He wasn’t sure what he’d find scribed upon Avery’s face if he did.

Olivia looked yearningly toward the court, though a hint of hesitance bled through. “I don’t want to cause you all to lose, though. I know I’m not any good yet.”

“There’s a ‘Back-to-School’ tournament that gets played in my neighborhood every year, right at the end of the month. It’s nothing big, just a small single-day tournament in which a handful of teams will play. Outdoors at our country club. I think it’d be a great debut for you. Low stakes, less competitive by nature.”

“Really?” Olivia’s face lit up with hope.

“Mm-hmm. It lets mixed teams play too, so Jason, you can hop in and play as well.”

Jason grimaced inwardly, knowing he needed to glance in her direction. Stomach rumbling as he did so, he slowly confronted Christine and her suggestion. Avery as well.

Both women stared right at him. Christine’s mood had clearly shifted. No longer mugged into a foul mood by an unpleasant bump-in with Erica, he was all she looked at. At least, so far as Jason could tell, a strange form of curiosity lingered within her gaze rather than a design to play her usual role of troublemaker.

Unsure if it was to his relief or dismay, the woman sitting between them kept her face more controlled than a professional poker player’s. Neither in expression nor body language did Avery allow him so much as a peek into her thoughts. She waited silently for his response, which, this time, he made sure to plan out in advance. He’d turned his teeth into prison bars, and only after careful consideration and escort would any words slip out for the rest of the night.

“If it’s just something casual, I wouldn’t mind playing.”

“It is,” Christine said, a curling smile warning him that she was shifting into her troublemaking norm. “It’s only something casual. Nothing to get all flustered about.”

“That’s not true,” Avery said immediately, eyes remaining glued to him even as she responded to Christine. “Even casual things can be a bit serious. That’s how I feel about things. I know some others that do too.”

Jason shifted his chin, barely an inch, in an understanding nod. Like a mild burn thrust into a stream of cool water, the pain he’d been experiencing soothed swiftly under its ministrations. He practically sighed in relief. After that, jubilance took its rightful place on the throne of emotions within his chest. He hadn’t ruined things. Instead, it seemed the opposite. Instead, a resplendent balminess unlike any he’d ever known burbled to life within his chest. It poured through him like warm water from a spring, and he soaked himself plentifully in it.

So, this was what lounging on Cloud Nine felt like. He could get used to it.

“Well, okay,” Christine said, shrugging her shoulders. “Some people are playing seriously, some people casually—that’s fine… I guess. All good.”

While Olivia answered with a promise to “do her best” in the modest tournament a month away, Jason mused on Christine’s lukewarm response to Avery’s declaration just now. While he wouldn’t say she appeared bothered by it, a certain reticence shrouded her body language. He wondered why.

He wondered about a lot of things when it came to Christine Miller. She was, after all, the grand architect behind everything. While there were plenty of complex circumstances behind each of the women whom he’d grown intimate with, Christine’s influence could not be ignored. Nor should it.

He was thankful, more than thankful, for everything she’d done for him. But questions lingered like cobwebs in a dusty crawlspace. He still didn’t know exactly why she’d done what she’d done, other than what she’d revealed the other night in front of him, Samantha, and Clara. Why had she selected him for this task, and why only him? While his pride was happy to lap up the belief that he was uniformly exceptional, especially with the proven fact that he could satisfy numerous divinely beautiful women, his mind ordered him to dig deeper. There must be a reason why. A genuine reason why. Why she’d gone to all this effort? Why him? Why did she continue to hold herself back from him, even as she placed other women in his path?

That final fact chronically flummoxed him. They’d gotten close to that final hurdle several times, and there was more than enough proof by now that they were wildly compatible as sexual partners. Yet still, she continued to keep limits in place between them. She’d promised—in a way—that a time would come when he could finally have her. He wondered if tonight’s unexpected confessions would affect that presumed future.

“Do you want something from the concessions?”

Avery’s question snapped him out of his musings, and he realized that he’d zoned out completely during the past several minutes of conversation. He hurriedly shooed away the lingering unanswered questions clotting his mind, then nodded.

“Sure, let me come along. I could go for a snack.”

Christine’s eyes narrowed in a very Angela-like manner. “Why don’t you go with them, Olivia? Show them where the concessions are.”

“Uh, sure,” she said, glancing away from the match, not quite caught up to speed with the conversation. Or why she needed to escort them.

“We’ll be back,” Avery said, standing. Jason and Olivia followed suit.

“Before too long,” Christine said, eying them both with a severe intensity that Jason suspected usually only came out at her work.

Avery just grunted. Ushering him and Olivia out, their trio started down the bleacher steps and made for the doors. Stepping into the enormous hallway adjacent to it, Olivia pointed at the nearest homemade sign offering directions to the nearest concession area.

“They’ve got tons of stuff stocked up,” Olivia said. “Food, snacks, drinks, the whole nine yards.”

“That’s good,” Avery said, turning her eyes toward him as Olivia led them from the front. “I’m super thirsty right now.”

Jason tried not to gulp audibly.

They passed by several other like-minded individuals along the way. Those coming back from the concessions, those headed toward it, and plenty of spectators shifting from one gymnasium to another in search of the most exciting matches. Vaguely, though not knowing any names, Jason recognized a few members of other teams. A couple of players from the Moon Jumpers, out of uniform and trawling for potential opponents they could observe, waved at them as they passed by.

Finding the short line waiting to approach the concessions counter, wafting smells of butter, carbonated drinks, and spicy mustard commingled inelegantly in the air. Glancing within the concession area, which was little more than a squat, hollowed-out area where three volunteers manned things, he saw hotdogs spinning on rotary displays, relatively freshly popped popcorn, and piles and piles of a dozen different candy boxes.

“Any recommendations, Olivia?”

She held up her box of half-eaten Nerds in answer.

“Right,” Jason grunted, which earned him smiles from both women.

“Excited for the party after we inevitably win this thing?” Avery asked Olivia, which earned a few looks from a pair of women on another team in the line adjacent to theirs.

“It’s at Christine’s, right?”

“Yep. Jason and I have been her little helpers, though it’s been mostly me. He’s been busy elsewhere all week.” Avery slid her verdant gaze toward him.

“I guess I could skip out on your all’s games and focus on the setup,” he sniped back. “Since you’re so sure you’ll win.”

Avery lifted one corner of her mouth in a crooked grin. “I am sure. Aren’t you?”

Jason held his hands out as he shrugged. “The Cross Fires are pretty good.”

“Don’t let Christine hear you say that,” Avery noted, to which he nodded.

“The Cross Fires,” Olivia said. “The woman we bumped into earlier was their setter, right? She and Christine really seemed to hate one another.”

Avery nodded. “Apparently. I’ve not been with the team long enough to ever play against them. I get that they’re the team’s big rival, but I don’t plan for it to be. We’re just going to smash them every time going forward, which means it won’t be much of a rivalry for much longer.”

“What words of wisdom,” Jason said, chuckling.

“And ones that require the means to back them up,” a new voice said.

All three of them turned toward it. Given that Avery and Olivia had become recently acquainted, Jason didn’t need to introduce them to the setter and team captain of the Cross Fires, who’d apparently been walking by with one of her teammates just as Avery had declared her intentions to demolish them.

The woman in question wore a self-confident smirk, though her dark eyes only slightly shadowed the contempt brewing within them. An inch or two shorter than Avery, she looked around Christine’s age, though she was slightly less timeless in comparison. With jet black hair that sprawled down her back, the anticipated bodily fitness of a volleyball player of her skill level, and ostentatiously showy brands of clothes, accessories, and jewelry about her person, his mind could already make up a few origin stories behind the vehement rivalry she and Christine possessed.

“I have them,” Avery said. “So does my team.”

“And yet your team has yet to beat us this year.”

Jason, wary of adding more fuel to the fire, much-preferring everyone keep moving toward their respective locations, didn’t point out how they’d only played twice all year. There was the recent one, the one which everyone on the team at the time still stewed over, and one where the Cross Fires won because of—and Jason would attest to this—some horrific officiating.

“Cool. I don’t really care about the past. Just the future.”

Erica’s lips pulled back in a sneering smile. “Did Christine coach you to say that line? How quaint.”

Jason, Avery, and Olivia all shared a look. The bad blood between the two setters flowed thick and pungent. But why? What was the cause?

“Let’s get one thing straight,” Avery said, noticing that there was only one more person between them and their turn to order their snacks. “I don’t care about you. I don’t think about you. I don’t even know any of your names. We aren’t nemeses, and we aren’t rivals. If you make it far enough to play us, you’ll lose to us. Just like everyone else who gets in our way.”

While the taller woman with Erica, their opposite hitter if Jason recalled correctly, rolled her eyes at Avery’s candid remarks, Erica’s mouth tightened flatter than the horizon. The open malice in her dark eyes rolled like toxic sludge within their pools. First Christine, now Erica. Seeing it now up close, Jason almost felt he should chastise the two women. What possibly could have gone on between them for two adult women to carry such venomous spite toward one another?

“We’re on opposite sides of the tournament. If your team of mediocrity and failure can stumble your way that far this time, we’ll sweep you up like the rabble you are, just like we always do. Give Christine my regards.”

With her hair whipping around behind her, she stomped off. Her teammate spared a less spiteful second staring at them, then chased after her captain.

“That woman seriously needs her stress relieved, or she’s going to pop a blood vessel one of these days,” Avery said, blowing away a strand of unruly hair hanging over her forehead. Her eyes slid over to him. “You up for it?”

Jason stared at her flatly. “Ha. Funny.”

“What?”

Having forgotten about Olivia, they found her brow knit in confusion as she looked between them.

“Nothing,” Avery quickly said, waving a hand through the air. “How funny would it be if they didn’t make it to the finals after that little spiel of hers?”

“About as funny as if we didn’t after yours.”

Avery glared at him. “Thanks for the faith.”

He held his hands up defensively. “I do have faith. Plenty of it. You all are the best team here.”

“And we’ll prove it the whole weekend,” Avery said. “Like a romantic proving his love over and over and over.”

Jason glared at her flatly, though he could feel his cheeks heating up slightly. Which caused Avery to grin, Olivia’s confusion to grow, and the concession worker waiting for them to step up and order something to fold their arms impatiently.


Chapter Fourteen

Smooth Sailing

To the surprise of no one, Christine’s mood upon hearing of their encounter with Erica darkened so deeply that Jason almost expected storm clouds to gather overhead. His curiosity suitably piqued, Jason decided that he would get to the bottom of it. Eventually. Certainly not today. The three of them wisely elected to avoid mentioning Erica’s name again for the rest of the night.

Yet, he knew they were all thinking about the prior confrontation and whatever history had created such a bitter rivalry. For better or worse, that encounter draped itself over what he’d said to Avery. Plagued by uncertainty, he sat there in stasis for most of the night without mentioning it again.

Darkness smothered the parking lot hours later as the four of them wandered out of the Yard. There were still a few games going on, but most of the spectators—save for those interested in those specific matches—had headed home. As they emerged into the night, maybe a tenth of the cars he’d seen when he arrived remained.

“Your car’s this way, Avery,” Christine growled as the woman started heading with him in the direction toward his.

“I’m plenty aware,” Avery said coolly.

The two women locked pointed glares, and Jason sighed. The last thing the team needed right now was a schism between its setter and star spiker. He coughed politely, earning their attention.

“It’s getting late. We should all head home, get some rest. Our first game is at four tomorrow, right?”

“Four-thirty,” both women said, exactly as he’d hoped would happen when he intentionally gave the wrong time.

“Right, four. Against…?”

Avery narrowed her eyes, seemingly wise to his ploy. Before Christine could join her in that assessment, Olivia benignly saved him by calling out the correct answer.

“The Sky Hoppers.” Not without her own perceptiveness, she kindly helped him keep paddling the conversation forward, away from where it’d sat a moment ago.

Jason nodded. “Gotcha. Let’s do our best, yeah? Nothing but victory this time.”

A sentiment that Christine, more so than any time he could remember, snatched up for her own. “That’s right. We’re going to crush them all.”

Like peering through a veneer of bubble wrap to see the contents of the prize inside, Jason parsed through the word “all” and noticed its true name: “The Cross Fires.” And really, “Erica” sat one layer below that. But to get there, they needed to beat everyone else in their way. Like most sports, volleyball didn’t behoove a team to look too far ahead of their next opponent.

“Okay. I’ll be here around three,” Avery said. “See everybody when you all arrive.”

Jason furtively nodded as her eyes glossed over him as she turned, ponytail swishing behind her head, and started heading toward her car. Christine, probably busy enjoying a fantasy in which she pummeled—perhaps literally, and less just in volleyball—Erica, didn’t notice. She barely even said goodbye to him and Olivia as she headed in a similar direction as Avery did.

Which left the two non-participants of the tournament standing in the darkness. Olivia broke the silence with a point. “I’m that way.”

“So am I. Can I walk you to your car?”

Olivia’s smile proved itself bright enough to banish the shadows momentarily. “Yes!”

He could see his car’s shadowy outline just a dozen spaces away when they reached Olivia’s car. However, with the company smiling at him as she spun around and delayed opening her door and climbing inside, he found no reason to look at it, let alone start making his way toward it.

Radiant as a star plucked from the black tapestry overhead, Olivia fidgeted with nervous excitement as she leaned against her car door and looked up at him. It seemed she didn’t feel any need to hop into her car yet, either.

“Are you excited about tomorrow?” he asked, uncertainty opting him into the most banal question imaginable.

“Super excited,” she said, smiling keenly. “I hope we win every game.”

“I like our chances,” he said, unsure if it was appropriate for him to consider himself truly part of the team. “The team was consistently at the top before Avery joined. Now, I think there’s a clear favorite in any tournament they’re in.”

For a few minutes, they maintained a steady stream of small talk. Mainly about the tournament tomorrow, though neither of them strayed very close to the topic of Erica and the Cross Fires. Neither of them seemingly had anything remarkable to say, so the conversation eventually dwindled to its foregone conclusion.

The only woman on the team whom he hadn’t at least kissed tilted her weight from one foot to the other. As if waiting. As if hoping.

Even without Avery having bashed him over the head with the fact days ago, he could see her interest in him. The darkness was an unsuitable shroud tonight as Olivia licked her lips quickly and swallowed. The telltale signs all emerged as they stared into one another’s eyes for more than a minute, and he was sure he exuded the exact same suite of desires.

Yet, how in the world did he explain everything to her? He had long since decided it would be the first step in any romance he pursued with Olivia. It’d be wrong otherwise—like it would be wrong with any of them, any woman. So, somehow, he needed to explain his relationship with… literally everyone else on the team but her and hope she didn’t slap him when he also admitted his desires for her.

How had Christine done it? He hadn’t thought to ask, which he now deeply regretted. She’d managed to pitch things to everyone—even Clara, though it still seemed like pure recklessness with how she’d gone about triggering that event—she’d so far targeted without fail. And Angela had just known about and accepted things as they were, so he hadn’t really revealed his relationships with the other members of her team to her.

“Jason, you look lost in your thoughts,” Olivia said. The slender woman’s expression bled curiosity. “What’s on your mind?”

He didn’t know how well honesty would work, and none of the ideas flitting through his mind inspired him to try them. So, he might as well do what he did best and bumble forward. It’d worked so far… sort of.

“You are.” Jason nodded. “You, Olivia.”

Olivia’s tongue wetted her entrancing lips a second time. “What about me is worth thinking about?”

Where to begin? Really, it must be the eyes. Their unparalleled purity could have stopped a charging bull in its tracks so that it could avoid harming the rareness of them. The recent joyous glint in them whenever they locked eyes completely overwhelmed his senses.

Beauteous in the most angelic way, she’d aggravatingly full lips, which he struggled not to stare at each time she mused thoughtfully. While she might not match up in bust to most of her teammates, the lithe possibilities of her slender body haunted his dreams. Years spent running cross-country in high school had kept her devoid of even the slightest bit of body fat, and now volleyball was picking up the slack left behind by her swap of activities. She had tantalized him from the moment she stepped out of Avery’s car all those weeks back.

His head tilted forward, drawing closer to those unsurpassably attractive features as if caught by gravity. Olivia’s gaze widened with a momentary shock, but anticipation hurried it away and took its place.

“I’ve thought a lot about you,” he whispered. He stopped his slow momentum by putting his hand on her car, right beside her lovely face. No. He needed to follow through like he’d decided. He couldn’t kiss her yet. Which might mean he’d never kiss her. As much as that thought repelled him, he kept his arm firm and their mouths apart.

Olivia didn’t seem to notice his internal struggles. Her eyes hadn’t left his lips, and her voice was a throatier husk than any he’d ever heard from her. “What kinds of things are you thinking about when you do?”

“Kinds I probably shouldn’t be imagining.”

Olivia’s eyes shone incandescently, and a warm summer night suddenly turned scorching hot for Jason. “I don’t mind if you do. There’s nothing wrong with fantasizing a little.”

Jason understood what was about to happen. He also understood that he needed to reveal things now, or the lust forming into a hurricane within his gut would rob him of the opportunity until their clothes were scattered on the outside of her car.

“I’d like to go a step further than fantasizing,” he began, which earned him a silent “yes” so deafening that his ears rang. “But there’s something I need to explain first.”

“Explain?”

He nodded, forcing his body to resist the incessant urge to throw his lips closer. Soon enough, she might wretch at the idea of how close they’d drawn.

“Before you joined, something… unusual kind of started up between some of us on the team.” He frowned at his own vagueness. “A relationship. That’s the ‘something.’”

Olivia’s expression shifted away from lusting after him to wild shock. Which pretty much dispelled any notion that she had picked up on that fact in the same way that Clara and Angela had.

“R-really?”

He nodded.

Olivia chewed on her thoughts for a couple of seconds. “Wow. I, uh, huh….”

“Yeah.” Jason’s face burned as hot as if someone had stuck a couple of lit lightbulbs inside his mouth. “I really, really like you, but I couldn’t just, you know, lean in any further without mentioning that first.”

The gorgeous woman’s nose scrunched up in an odd self-awareness of how near the edge of their lips meeting they stood. Yet, to his great relief, she didn’t shove him away and flee into her car. Her eyes cast down, and her musings continued. He let them, waiting silently.

“Is Avery one of them?” she asked as she lifted her head.

“I shouldn’t really say anything on that yet. I don’t want to out anyone.” Or that it’s basically everyone on the team but you at this point.

“That’s fair, I suppose.” Olivia chewed on her lower lip. “Is it… serious? Or is everyone just fooling around?”

“It varies. There’re some serious relationships. Some of them are just casual flings.” I think.

“So, is this a recruitment? Do I need to agree to join in with everyone else if I want to kiss you?”

“N-no, nothing like that.” He flushed with heat, realizing that he’d made things sound far more decentralized than it actually was. Or than he was aware of, at least. “You don’t need to be part of anything; that’s not how it is. I just wanted to be straight with you about the fact that I’m not exactly… single right now.”

He winced at how poorly he was explaining himself. It’d been much more manageable when he could confidently flirt with women he knew were okay with what Christine had created within the team. Regret prickled his spine like needles. He should have just walked her to her car, then made a quick getaway.

Olivia nodded at his lips. “One more question. If we had just kissed, would it land you in hot water with anyone you’re ‘serious’ with?”

He shook his head, though a part of him wondered if maybe that had changed because of his earlier slip-up with Avery. “No. I did it only because I didn’t want to lead you on or give you a reason to regret kissing me.”

“I… see.”

Olivia grew taciturn once more, and Jason remained an uncomfortable mute. The prickling trepidation in his spine spread across his entire body. It’d be a miracle if he didn’t break out into some sort of rash in the morning. Or if Olivia still showed up to the tournament tomorrow.

At last, something changed. Olivia’s attention slowly turned toward the arm beside her head, and Jason started to remove it. Only for Olivia to grab onto his wrist and stall his retreat. Their eyes met once more.

“I appreciate you stopping and explaining all this to me,” she said. “I don’t really think there’s much more for me to say about it all tonight. I definitely need some time to think.”

Jason nodded. An expected response. Honestly, a much more collected one than his revelation possibly deserved—especially because of the late hour in which he’d delivered it.

“But… can you do me one quick thing?”

“What is it?”

“Close your eyes real quick.”

Jason’s face must have paled drastically because Olivia suddenly bit back a smile. She shook her head.

“I’m not going to slap you or knee you in the groin. I promise.”

Dreading any number of other possibilities that he might deserve, he cautiously shut his eyes tight. A second went by, the tensest he’d ever known. Another. A third. Horrified expectations built within him like water in a clogged sink.

Movement brushed against his chest, and a few strands of hair tickled his nose. A hand covered his eyes, apparently untrusting his ability to keep them closed. The softest lips he’d ever felt planted their warmth gingerly on his cheek.

Olivia was wise to have distrusted him, for his eyes shot open though they saw only darkness. Her lips moved away from his cheek, her tickling hairs fading back. Her hand remained.

“Eyes closed if they opened just now,” she said, quite the seer for her age.

Regrettably, Jason shut them again, then gave the briskest of nods. The hand fled his face. He felt two hands help guide him back a couple of steps, after which he heard a car door open, an engine rev, and then tires turning slowly on asphalt cement.

Only once the retreating sound faded did he hear a voice—created by a head peering out a lowered window—shout back his way that he could open his eyes.

When he did, all he saw were taillights. But all he felt was the warmth on his cheek.


Chapter Fifteen

Firm Memories

Remembering exactly when Avery had said she would arrive at the tournament, Jason still showed up fifteen minutes before three o’clock. Where he then spent the ten minutes crawling through the parking lot, looking for a spot that didn’t force a five-minute walk on him once he stepped out into the sweltering heat still ramping up outside. Eventually, he found one only half that walk away from the doors designated for tournament entry, as a pair of basketball players—rare creatures today—returned to their car and granted him their spot.

Funneling into those doors to escape the heat swiftly, he found a short queue leading up to a recently set up table lined with three tournament workers—triple the number compared to last night. He ended up in front of a paunchy, balding man who asked if he was a player or a spectator. Technically, even though everyone viewed him as the team “manager,” no such title existed. While Christine had paid the fifty dollars for the team’s entry into the tournament long ago, he wasn’t included in that.

“Spectator,” Jason said, pulling his wallet out and handing over the ten dollars required of him.

He only nominally paid attention as the man—who took his job far more seriously than the older lady who’d waved him in with a grunt last night—explained where he could find concessions, restrooms, and the posters designating which matches would be played in which gymnasiums. Nearing the end of his spiel, a whistle called out from behind him. Turning, he found Avery entering the doors and tossing him a wave.

“Player,” the superstar said as she walked up beside him, flicking the laminated pass tied to her sports bag.

The man still examined it thoroughly before nodding. Before he could launch into another lecture about where everything was, Jason promised that he would share the details with Avery. The two of them marched on after that.

“Anyone else here?” Jason asked, though he already knew the answer to that question.

“Nope, just the two of us.” She knew he knew too.

Besides Oliva, who’d only liked his message this morning when he’d asked if she planned to still come, he’d already spoken with everyone else on the team. Well aware of their first match’s start time over a month ago, all had taken the necessary steps to ensure they’d have a clear enough schedule to arrive no later than an hour in advance, which left half an hour for the two of them.

She was already dressed for play, and Jason’s eyes wandered over the tight fit of her jersey and compression shorts. As usual, her ponytail bobbed behind her head. She still needed to get her volleyball shoes on, though he knew she’d wait for that. And while they’d some time on their hands, the team had a long day of play—three matches—ahead of them. Unfortunately, this dashed the carnal hopes chronically dwelling within him.

Avery noticed his internal disappointment and chuckled. “What, didn’t you get some relief last night?”

Jason scrunched his face up. “No.”

“Really?” The team’s star player seemed genuinely surprised. “I set you up for success, so how’d you ruin it?”

“I didn’t ruin anything,” he growled. “I was… honest.”

Avery’s verdant eyes gleamed with interest. “And how did that go over?”

“Not sure, but I think… okay? She kissed me on the cheek before leaving, but that was all. She didn’t kick me in the shin and flip me off as she drove off, at least.”

There was something almost insane about the comfort he now felt in explaining his sexual exploits so candidly—or lack thereof, in this instance—with another woman with whom he regularly linked limbs. Especially given yesterday’s revelation. Which, as he remembered it, caused his face to flare crimson.

Amused and intuiting his sudden temperature change, Avery sidled over a step and bumped her shoulder against his. “Whatcha thinking about, my love?”

He glared at her, growing even hotter in the face. “Don’t tease me?”

“If not me, then who? It feels like a privilege I now get.”

“Yeah, and do I get any new privileges?”

Avery’s smile could have thawed even the most frigid heart. “Yes, as you’ll soon begin to find out.”

Jason nearly stumbled a step, which brought a laugh to Avery’s lips. She wasn’t through teasing him, entwining her hand into his and almost pulling him along into skipping as they made their way toward the gymnasium hall where their first match would be played. They arrived to find the area—a location capable of running four matches simultaneously—being set up by volunteers and the officials overseeing the matches.

Other than the usual brand of attention someone as beautiful as Avery earned whenever she entered a new location, they went unbothered as Avery tugged him toward the locker rooms. Taking the time to split from her and head into the men’s area, he soon poked his head back out, and when the opportune moment arrived, he quickly slipped into the women’s. Equally expansive compared to the gym, they found themselves alone among the vast number of lockers and showers.

“Bring back any memories?” she asked as she sat down on one of the benches.

“One in particular,” Jason said, nodding.

Avery stretched her arms over her head and leaned back upon the wall of blue lockers. His eyes drank her beauty in, from the knowing smile on her lips to the lithe muscles shaping her calves. Damn, she was beautiful.

“You’re taunting me,” he said, frowning. “You have a game in thirty minutes, and I have to keep my hands off.”

Avery’s smile widened, and she ran a hand along her thigh, up to the hem of her jersey, and tugged the formfitting fabric up a few inches. “Funnily enough, I got a bit curious late last night when I was all alone in bed. Turns out, the whole idea that having sex before a big game will cause a bad performance isn’t true. It got debunked a while ago. So….”

He plucked her up from the bench without a moment’s hesitation, then started walking deeper into the locker room. Toward an unfamiliar but familiar area.

“Show off,” Avery said, though she quickly thrust her arms around his neck, tied her hands together, and pulled his neck forward so their lips could meet.

Taking her back to a long row of showers, their lips slipping away so they could take stock of the sight, Jason chose not to deviate as he walked. He carried her past every opened curtain, earning a curious look from Avery as they reached the far wall. A dead end. Or, if he was strong enough, where he planned to fuck the gorgeous woman.

“Climb down. We don’t want to ruin your uniform.”

The huskiness in his voice shivered Avery’s lithe body, and he felt her heat against his fingertips as he set her down on the ground. Shoes and socks flew off in a hurry, but the rest took a bit longer. Partially because of the tightness with which it clung to Avery’s supple body but partially because his mouth roamed across whatever oasis of skin he freed.

Her jersey first, and then her black sports bra underneath. Jason’s mouth hungrily nuzzled over her large breasts, her pert nipples, her smooth abdomen. Avery shoved her hands through his hair, moaning her appreciation at his dutiful appreciation of her perfect body.

“Don’t take too long, though,” she said. “At best, we’ve got half an hour.”

Jason grunted as he dropped to his knees, pathing his mouth from her solar plexus to her waistline. His hands slowly but firmly invaded those compression shorts he loved to see Avery in so much, where they began the difficult task of freeing her shapely butt and toned thighs from their binding grip.

“That’s my butt, not my shorts,” Avery said once, as his hands instinctually wrapped around her hips to earn a few moments kneading one of her most wonderful assets.

“Oops.” His half-hearted apology earned him a roll of the eyes, but a smile joined it too. Grinning, he managed to add her compression shorts to the relatively neat pile of clothes on the ground in just a minute more.

Jason’s mouth kissed her thighs, her waist, slowly gliding closer to Avery’s wet sex. A new grin appeared on his face, and how could it not? Pride tingled his skin upon seeing how aroused he could make the beautiful woman.

“Time. Limit.” Avery’s voice eked out in a breathy sigh as her fingers splayed against the wall behind her. Taut as rope because of how close his lips edged toward her sensitive warmth.

Jason nodded. Hoisted up to his feet by a primal urge demanding satisfaction, he didn’t need half as long to disassociate his clothes from his body.

Avery licked her lips as she raked her wanting eyes across his muscles, all the way down to a fully grown member aching to remember just how tight she was. They’d need to cool their competitiveness this time, however. With their time limit, Avery’s upcoming matches, and the position Jason was after, today was more about cooperation than competition.

“Hop aboard,” he said as he helped lift her off the floor once more.

With her legs tightly pressing around his sides, his hands found their way back to her firm butt as he lifted her off her feet. Focusing on the most important part first, they worked their bodies until his throbbing hard member found her inviting opening. Eyes meeting, Avery bit her lower lip and wiggled her body seductively.

Thoroughly riled up by her motions, Jason pulled her hips down. His cock slid through her tight folds, and a pleasurable hiss escaped his lips at how warm and inviting he found her. Avery grinned, pleased by his reaction. She ran her fingers through his hair as their mouths hovered just inches apart.

“It’s such a perfect fit,” she whispered. Her face suddenly colored, but not because of what she’d just said. But because of what she was about to do. “Must be because we’re so in love.”

She’d slathered a humorous veneer around the words, but Jason’s heart rate still skyrocketed. Because, couched deep within it, the truth gleamed like a piece of metal struck by sunlight within a clear pool of water.

“Must be,” he answered, letting his sincerity bleed through a bit more openly.

Which turned Avery even redder. Taking advantage of her lowered defenses, Jason buried himself to the hilt inside of her. A shocked but gratifying gasp stretched into an excited moan as her walls clamped tight around his cock. Glaring at him, she wriggled a bit more, finding the best position for him to penetrate her without issue.

“My back’s getting cold,” Avery said, tapping her head gently on the dark blue tiles of the wall.

They remained silent and still for only a couple of seconds. During that time, they surveyed one another. The rise of their chests, the thrill in their eyes, the heat gathering where their chests contacted. Feasting on the vision of beauty opposite him, Avery gingerly kissed him on the nose.

In return, Jason smiled and touched his lips to hers. Gripping her shapely butt hard, he pulled his shaft back to the tip. As their kiss ended, eyes glinting with a shared lust, he plunged himself back into her yearning folds.

Avery’s guttural noise may have reached all the way to the gym itself. Hopefully, the tireless work of the officials would drown it out—and the numerous copies Jason planned to help her create. Leaning her head back in bliss, she responded to each new thrust with the same urgent excitement. Every one of them plunged into her deepest warmth.

“Fuck,” Avery muttered, eyes screwed shut in rapturous pleasure. “Ungh! I forgot how good it is with you.”

If he could have, he’d have grinned and teased her a little. Instead, partly due to the strain on his muscles but mostly due to the immense pleasure swathing him like silk, he couldn’t come up with the right words for it. Instead, he just focused on the pleasure tingling through him, rising like the sun at dawn throughout his body.

In a bout of spontaneity, Jason dropped one hand away from Avery’s butt. Her eyes shot open, probably fretful that he’d lost his grip and was about to drop her. A vigorous slap to her bottom disillusioned her with that worry. And earned a throaty moan that Jason memorized on the spot.

“Unghhh! Don’t scare me like that!”

Jason did manage to grin this time, and he gave her covetous butt another slap. Avery growled warningly at him, though it didn’t so much as slow her rhythmic gyrations on his cock. She slung one hand over her head, scrabbling her fingertips over the tile wall. Her mouth tightened as her pleasure mounted.

Bringing his mouth to her throat, he sucked vigorously on her smooth skin. She flicked him on the ear, reminding him that he shouldn’t give her a hickey right before her match. Moving his lips to her earlobe, he teased it between his teeth, earning a sharp inhale from his partner.

Avery began shaking her head, teeth appearing as they bit down her lower lip. Her seductive moans drowned out all else, and her eyes crackled with a familiar arriving force of pleasure. For that, he needed to tease her—at least a little.

“So soon?” he whispered against her ear, breathing hotly over her smooth skin.

“Shut… up… fuckkk!” Her body arched into him as her pussy contracted around his thrusting cock as if it planned to keep him trapped inside her forever. Unable to control herself, she violently squeezed her hands together behind his neck, and Jason slid his hands from her butt to the back of her thighs so that she wouldn’t slip. Slamming her forehead against his chest as her orgasm crashed upon her, Jason traded his lust for the growing hearth of feelings for her for just a couple of seconds.

Only a couple. She needed to cum at least one more time before they finished.

“Lay down,” Avery said, pushing on his chest as her orgasm ebbed. “I need to warm some muscles up.”

Not wasting any time, Jason stepped back, which drew Avery’s back away from the wall. She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, and then he gingerly—with some struggles due to the nature of the beautiful woman kissing him on every part of his face and neck that her lips could reach—managed to sit down. After that, Avery undid her legs and helped him to his back.

“This time, you’ll cum.” Avery poked him on the chest as she slipped his cock out of her pussy, only long enough to reposition herself over him.

“We’ll see,” he fired back.

A finger on his lip silenced him, and then Avery squatted down upon his cock. Jason clenched his teeth, stifling the rumble of pleasure burbling in his throat. But Avery saw, which in turn trotted a grin onto her lovely face. Tutting at his resistance, she started bouncing herself on his cock with a confident gleam in her eye.

“Let me know when you’re close,” Avery said, running her hands over her nipples, tugging tightly on the protrusions. “Do it outside this time so that I can be saved some cleanup. I can’t be leaping out on the court with your cum inside me.”

“Only if you do me something afterward,” he said, which earned him a heap of suspicion upon his chest. He beckoned her ear toward his mouth with a finger. The buxom superstar eyed him suspiciously but ultimately did as he asked.

Avery’s face flushed with heat at the condition he whispered to her. She glared at him, but he stayed the course.

“Fine,” she relented. “But you better never speak a word of this to anyone else.”

Jason smiled broadly as Avery bit her lower lip, acting as if she were reconsidering her assent to his request. She grabbed hold of his wrists and guided them to her hips, which he used to help her bounce herself faster into a reckless frenzy. Jason squirmed and withheld his climax for as long as he could.

Her writhing maxed out as a second orgasm sank its fangs into her supple flesh. She cried out and grabbed hold of his forearms for anchorage. It was utterly captivating. Unfortunately, he had no time to sightsee. His body rebelled against even a moment longer spent holding back.

“Avery!” he shouted.

The woman, still in her own throes of ecstasy, slid his cock out of her slick pussy and immediately hurried to wrap her tender lips over his swelling cock. She’d only gotten halfway down his shaft when he exploded.

Jason’s hands curled into fists, and his hips lifted off the ground as his orgasm rattled him like he was being wrung out on a clothesline. Avery’s determined sucking, as well as the hand she added to the base of his cock, working to guarantee she took stole every last drop, nearly caused the ecstasy to blank his thoughts. She got what she was after. He emptied his balls into the velvety lips caressing his length, then quivered at the sensitivity as she didn’t relent for another full minute.

She appeared in his vision while he remained sprawled on his back on the cold tile floor. He watched her swallow the bulk of his seed, though plenty had dribbled over her chin and onto her breasts. Grinning tiredly, she rolled her eyes at him.

“I’m going to clean up really quick. And then I’ll say what you wanted me to say.”

“Okay. Don’t take too long.”

She grunted at him, then climbed into one of the showers and hid her beautiful backside from his view with a curtain. He heard the spray of water for only about a minute, and then she reemerged. By that point, he’d lifted himself off the floor, fixed his state of dress, and preemptively retrieved her sports bag—the towel inside of it, most important of all. She smiled at him, only her front half wet, and accepted the towel, which she quickly used to dry herself off.

After the speedy task of redressing herself, which Jason happily watched, her mouth flattened. The noticeable sheen of embarrassment swiftly recemented itself in place upon her cheeks.

“Come on, Avery,” he said, prodding her with his words as he leaned in, one ear turned her way. “You can do it.”

He knew she’d get him back for this. But that hadn’t stopped him when he came up with the idea, nor would it slow him down now. The current entertainment was worth whatever recompense she decided on later.

“Thank you so, so, sooo much, Jason,” she said, each word crawling off her tongue like the most recalcitrant final drop of syrup left in the bottle. “You’re so good at making me cum. The best. Yay.”

Okay, so maybe it didn’t have quite the same ring to it when the delivery of the message dripped sardonicism so thick that it could have choked him. Or when the woman delivering it looked ready to physically choke him out if he tried to make her say it properly. But it birthed a broad grin on his face, nonetheless. Which only further raised the risk of the aforementioned choking.

“You’re the best, Avery,” he said, taking a step back for his safety.

“I fucking know I am,” she growled, albeit with a thankful element of playfulness sprinkled within. “You’ll have the best seat in the house while I prove it on the court too.”

“I know you will,” he said, drawing in close to hold out a fist. “There’s not a doubt in my mind.”

She grunted and bumped her knuckles against his. “Pay attention. You might learn a thing or two.”

“Oh, I will,” he said, raking his eyes across her seductive body.

“I regret everything with you,” she groaned, throwing her hands up in the air.

Their laughter spilled out into the locker room, where another member of their team patiently waited.


Chapter Sixteen

Pool Play

As soon as he and Avery rounded the corner, they realized they were no longer alone in the locker room. She must have arrived just a minute or two ago, so they should be safe. Well, if she wasn’t already privileged with information about the sorts of things that happened whenever he ventured back into the shower area of a locker room.

“I take it that I’ll need to score the bulk of the points in this first match, then?” Yvette said as she finished stowing her bag inside one of the lockers and clamped a lock over it.

“No, I’m fine,” Avery harumphed, wearing only a tinge of scarlet on her face.

Yvette glanced toward him, to which he nodded. Mirth turned up the dark-haired beauty’s lips, but she didn’t tease her teammate further.

“I saw Angela just a minute ago. She headed to the restroom, though. You two are fortunate she wasn’t waiting in here along with me.”

“Uh, yeah,” Jason said. “Lucky us.”

Both women glanced his way, curiosity framing the looks he earned. He kept his face as statuesque as possible, fearful that they might somehow peer into his mind if he granted them even the slightest opening. How would they react if they realized that Angela knew fully about what they were all getting into? And had for a while? Or that he was now keeping secrets with Angela from them?

Better to push that conversation along until after the tournament.

A third arrival to the locker rooms granted him a reprieve from Avery and Yvette’s discerning looks.

“Oh. Hey.” Whereas Avery had only slightly colored, Clara’s skin turned almost as fiery as her hair.

Everyone in the room turned toward him. Fortunately, Yvette was mature enough to shift the conversation for her clearly embarrassed teammate.

“Ready for the game, Clara? We’re relying on you to stop that lefty of theirs.”

Their tall middle blocker nodded, relief flooding her expression that volleyball was the chosen topic of conversation. Jason also imagined that now was his time to take his exit.

“I’ll see you all outside,” he said, slipping by Avery and nodding to both Yvette and Clara as he departed the room, fully aware that their eyes followed him. He wondered if the conversation topic might switch now that he’d given them some privacy to gossip about him.

After ensuring he could slip out without being detected, he set himself out of the way of the officials working on setting up the courts. Angela soon arrived, chatted with him briefly, then headed into the locker room. Samantha and Christine arrived together, and both flashed their smiles at him as he waved.

Which left only one more to arrive. Would she? Even though she knew she wouldn’t play in this tournament, she was on the player list, which earned her a spot on the sidelines. After last night, he wondered how much awkwardness would dwell between them during today’s matches.

He got his answer well before the first serve.

She appeared in uniform, carrying her other effects in a small backpack with only one sling. Somehow, like always, Christine had gotten her way. She’d seen to it that Olivia’s jersey was ordered, made, and sent out within record time. As Olivia entered the gymnasium, fiddling with her jersey and compression shorts and looking notably overwhelmed, she spotted him. A moment where they stared silently passed, and Jason’s worries began wriggling out of the soil like insects.

Olivia dropped a sidewalk of cement on them, burying them for good when she blasted him with the brightest smile that he’d seen out of her yet. Waving and hurrying over to him, she further eased his trepidation upon her arrival with the simplest but most effective question possible.

“So… how do I look?”

Jason spent a couple of seconds basking in his examination of her sublime beauty, then answered with the honesty he could tell she was looking for. “Like one of the most beautiful volleyball players on the planet.”

She beamed at him. “And I assume the others on that list are already here?”

He nodded. “In the locker room. Where the players go.”

“So, should I go?”

“When you’re ready.”

“Hmm. I’m not ready just yet.” Olivia swayed her shoulders from side to side, plainly enjoying how overtly interested he was in her new look. His eyes spent far too long trailing down her long, tan legs, and he didn’t even hide as he roved his gaze across her butt when she gave a small twirl for him.

“Does this mean… anything?” he eventually asked, knowing the time when she needed to stow her things into a locker and join the team for warmups was fast approaching.

“It certainly does,” Olivia said, grinning at him. “But I won’t tell you just what it means until after the tournament is over.”

There seems to be a lot of that going on, Jason thought wryly. Though, given the evidence so far piled up, he suspected he’d enjoy what he eventually learned.

“Then I’ll be as patient as I can.” He tilted his head toward the locker rooms. “Your team’s waiting for you, Olivia.”

She beamed at that, too, then jaunted off. Jason smiled and watched her go. Every worry in his mind dissipated. Could life get any better?

In fact, it could. He discovered as much just five minutes later when seven stars descended from the heavens and emerged from the women’s locker room. By this time, a couple dozen early spectators had already arrived. The emergence of Served Hot deserved a parade, but they’d make do with the eyes on hand—almost every one of which glued themselves to them.

And for Jason, who received the attention of those seven divinely gorgeous women, smiles and waves called him toward them. And he went gladly.

With his role explained to the officials by Angela, he was allowed to join them on the court. As the warmups began across every court, he took up his role of helping Served Hot get ready for their first match.

They’d three matches today, just like every other team in the tournament. As he’d learned a while back, the Yard ran this tournament with a quick bout of pool play. The two top-ranked teams established last night and today from each pool then ended up seeded into a thirty-two-team bracket for Saturday and Sunday. They did so for both the male and female sides of the tournament.

Which meant there was a lot of volleyball to be played today.

After finishing their warmups, the Sky Hoppers, their first opponent of the day, took to the court for theirs. Heading toward his team’s bench area, Jason took charge of the water bottles Samantha had brought along and passed a few out for pre-match hydration. Though, given the experience of this team, he knew they’d all have hydrated themselves plentifully over the past couple of days.

“Have a speech for us, team captain?” Christine asked teasingly as the warmups neared their end.

Angela threw a look her way, then noticed all the smiles pointed her way, even his. She sighed, then beckoned them in for a huddle.

“We’ve practiced long and hard for this tournament,” Angela said, looking at each of them. “We know how good we are. We know what we need to do to win. There might be a different game some of us are more focused on.” All eyes pointed at Christine. “But don’t lose focus of the present. Our opponents deserve our full attention. And our best. Every tournament win starts with the first match. The first win. Let’s make sure we follow through.”

A roar of voices, Jason’s among them, resounded throughout the gymnasium. The first of many that the day would hear, and not solely from Served Hot. Hundreds of athletes would bellow their war cries before the day ended. As many would earn victory as defeat. Such was the nature of competition.

Angela and the Sky Hopper’s captain both met with the official. Even though he didn’t hear what was said, Jason possessed more than enough memories from his own time spent playing to practically fit words to the movements of the official’s mouth. Detailing the format of the match—a best two out of three—court boundaries, noting the ceiling lacked any obstructions hanging above that would affect play, and so forth. After a nod from the two captains confirmed that there were no questions, he looked to Angela, who was considered the home team’s captain for this match.

She made her decision about the coin toss, which the official then tossed into the air. Jason didn’t see which side it landed on, but as the official nodded toward Angela again, he assumed she’d called it right. After making her decision about if Served Hot would serve or receive first, the captains shook hands, then returned to their teams.

“Serving,” Angela said.

Both teams soon took the court, with substitutes—and Jason, the out-of-place male individual—moving to each team’s respective bench area. The Sky Hoppers had two extra subs, though anyone who knew their team knew how they planned to win.

On the back of a lefthanded superstar of their own.

“That’s what I’ve heard from everyone,” Olivia whispered after he mentioned as much to her. “Which one is she?”

“The blonde with the brace on her right knee.”

Olivia followed his nod toward the flexible woman stretching in the back half of the court, which drew a scrunched-up look of confusion out of the neophyte sitting next to him.

“Why is she in the back row, though? Shouldn’t she be in the front left position at the start?”

“Remember how formations shift clockwise whenever a team regains possession of the ball?”

She nodded at him.

“The Sky Hoppers have elected to shift their formation a few times before the first serve.”

“You can do that?”

“Both teams can choose to do so, yeah.”

Olivia looked back onto the court. “So, how come?”

“Because they want their best player to be in the front row when our best blocker, Clara, is in the back row. Their game plan is to funnel most of their points through her, so they want a weaker front row of defenders when she can attack at the net.”

“So… did we mess up by not expecting them to do that?”

Jason shook his head. “Not really. It’s a game of bluffs, basically. If we make changes, but they anticipate that and leave their opposite in the front row, then we’d be in the same boat. If we don’t make changes, but they expect that we will, then we’d have gotten the edge on them. The teams are also allowed to rotate their starting formations with each new set.”

“I see,” Olivia said, watching as Christine prepared to serve the first ball. “So, do you think we’re in trouble for this first set?”

“No.”

He answered so confidently that it pulled Olivia’s eyes away from the court. “Really?”

“It’ll earn them a few more points, but there is no way for them to keep up with the triple threat we have. Avery, Yvette, and Samantha are going to get their points. If the Sky Hoppers reach twenty in one of the sets, I’ll be impressed.”

“The score goes to twenty-five, right? Twenty-five to twenty sounds close to me.”

The opening play stifled his reply. As Christine smashed a hard first serve across the net, the Sky Hoppers struggled to receive it. They dribbled a meager attack over the net, where Clara and Yvette stuffed it right back into the spiker’s face. Jason returned his attention to Olivia as Christine took the ball back into her hands. Serve number two was on its way.

“A five-point differential is a sizable chunk. As a sport, volleyball is designed to allow both teams plenty of opportunities to score. A service ace is a rare thing, overall. The team receiving gets the first chance to make a kill, which is a far more likely occurrence. Points are usually traded back and forth. If a team lags behind by five points, then they got pretty overwhelmed by their opponents. It’s not a complete trouncing, but it’s the kind of clean win that most teams would happily take.”

Olivia nodded, listening avidly to his explanation. He finished just before Christine’s next serve, which, to his team’s misfortune, bolstered his previous statement. Received more cleanly this time, the Sky Hoppers took to the air and threaded the needle between Clara and Avery’s arms. The scorer updated the electronic scoring device to one-one.

Still, everything else he’d claimed soon came to pass. It was almost like he had an Olympian-level player as a mom.

The Sky Hoppers funneled their offense through their high-flying lefty, who managed to bring in nine points of her team’s total eighteen. She proved her skill every time the ball tilted her way. Unfortunately, the better team of six almost always took the victory in volleyball. And while the Sky Hoppers were a skilled team, Served Hot was one of two tournament favorites for a reason.

Tournament favorites even before Avery had joined. Bringing eight points and two blocks to the first set, she proved quite aptly to him and Yvette that some pre-match sex wouldn’t slow her down a step. Information Jason planned to disseminate among the other women once the tournament was over—and hopefully won. If not, he might need to wait until they did win one before sharing his news.

So far, so good. After Avery tooled the final point of the first set off the blocker in her way, the team made their way over to him and Olivia in high spirits. Passing out water and congratulating the players alongside Olivia, the women soon refocused. After a brief conversation about how the previous set had gone, and some quick strategizing to ensure they continued their dominance into the second set, which included a chat about any changes they wanted to make with their starting formation, they soon headed back onto the court.

Twenty-five to sixteen. They grew only more dominant in the second set, where they cemented their first victory before any other team in the current gymnasium. It might have been the first win of the day, even. They’d blasted through their opposition that quickly.

After mingling with the Sky Hoppers for a quick trade of respect and well wishes in the rest of the tournament, the seven members of Served Hot and the luckiest man alive learned that their next match was scheduled for an hour from now, over in Gym H. Which left a bit of time for rest, relaxation, and rehydration.

“Think you’ll want to jump in for a play or two, Olivia?” Christine asked as they weaved through the heavily crowded hallways. In typical fashion, gawkers aplenty appeared around them.

Olivia blushed. “I want to say yes, but I know I’m not ready to play yet. And it’d probably upset the other team if someone like me got put in when the win was guaranteed.” She looked to Angela, deftly shifting the conversation before Christine could respond. “Who’s the next opponent?”

“The Tall Wall,” Samantha said, chuckling at the face pouting face Christine made. “They tried to recruit Clara a couple years ago, but I snapped her up.”

“And I assume that they’re very tall?”

“Maybe the tallest team here,” Angela confirmed. “They play staunch, methodical defense and attack their opponent’s stamina. They’re likely to be our toughest competition on the day.”

“By which our fearless captain means we’ll still two-zero them,” Christine noted.

Angela frowned at Christine’s cavalier remark but didn’t step on it. This was her typical bravado on display, and besides, when it came to confidence, it was always better to overfill rather than underfill. So long as it didn’t start seeping over the edge, Angela ought to be capable of managing the team well enough that they didn’t stumble on their own swagger.

Chatter about their forthcoming opponents continued to the site of their next match. On the regular, they stuck their heads into nearby gyms and checked on what matches were being played within. Jason knew there was one match, in particular, they were hoping to find.

And as luck, or misfortune, would have it, they found the Cross Fires in the same arena as their next game was planned for. Eyes speared across the way to the final match underway in this large gym, one of the Yard’s biggest. Twelve teams played six matches, but only one was close to ending.

Twenty-four to eighteen. And the final ball of the match lofted in the air, lazily arcing down toward where a hungry setter licked her lips. Erica smoothly set herself beneath the ball, then glanced at her approaching spikers. Their opponents flooded toward them, desperate to keep their dreams of a third set alive. A blunder that their middle blocker realized a step too late in her lurch toward the Cross Fire’s high-flying outside hitter.

Spikers weren’t the only way to score points on offense.

“Bitchy show-off,” Christine grumbled under her breath as the Cross Fires cheered, the ball still bouncing on the floor after Erica’s deft setter dump scored them their final point.

“Let’s focus on our upcoming match,” Angela said, trying to usher them toward the bleachers.

But it was too late. After they’d exchanged post-game pleasantries with their routed opponents, one of the Cross Fire’s middle blockers spied them standing at the gym’s entrance. A few shoulder nudges later fated the collision to come.

Stomping toward them after learning where their next match was from an official, tournament favorites confronted one another with glares and glowers.

“Took you long enough to win,” Christine said with a smirk, teeing off the encounter. “First match jitters, or are your crabby old fingers not as spry as they used to be?”

Erica snorted derisively. “We’re the same age, you moron. If anything’s getting old, it’s your addled, failing mind. You should consider winning something before you mouth off. Try and remember who won our last match.”

“You spend a lot of time chittering about the past,” Avery sniped, adding her voice to the mix. “So does my grandma.”

Jason facepalmed as the spiteful maelstrom snatched new bodies into its maw. Before long, it’d nabbed Yvette, Samantha, and most of the Cross Fires. Neither Clara nor Angela immediately stepped in, holding back their vehement disdain toward their rivals. When Jason finally noticed Olivia glancing his way, clearly hoping for an end to the growing volume and color of their insults, he sighed and entered the mix.

“Okay, we’re kind of in the way,” he said, leveraging his height as a beacon that drew all eyes as he waded into the storm of rankled voices. “Before the officials come over and penalize us, let’s break things up ourselves.”

Smirking, Erica waved a hand at him. “You all should listen to your mascot. Just do what he did and run away. Out of the tournament, out of the sport. He knows the way.”

A muscle twitched in Jason’s temple, but he restrained himself. He failed to realize that, by becoming romantically entangled with just about every woman standing behind him, some of them wouldn’t take kindly to a barb pointed his way. Especially not that barb.

“Watch your damn mouth,” Samantha hissed.

“Or get a fucking clue before you run it,” Avery added.

Yvette smirked contemptibly. “She can’t help it. If she had one more brain cell, it’d be lonely.”

As Erica took a step back due to the pure vitriol crashing upon her in waves, a shocked expression befuddling any verbal riposte of her own, Angela had a more poignant slash to make.

“Every time I watch you play, I’m more impressed by how skilled a setter you obviously are. But every time you open your mouth, I realize how crass and miserable a person you must be.”

What more needed said? Even Christine stared at Angela with a hint of awe. Wide eyes and mouths hanging open surrounded the scowling woman like moths gathering around a hanging lantern.

As Erica recovered from her public humiliation, Jason spotted a couple of officials heading toward them. He gave a slight nudge to Angela, whose gaze shifted away from the kindling fury within the other captain’s expression. She nodded, diverted her attention from her rival captain, and started making for the bleachers. Her team, mascot included, slowly drifted after her, like curtains of water pulled after a ship.

The arrival of those officials cut off any secondary confrontation between the two teams, but Jason saw nothing diminishing within the faces of Angela and the others. Irate fury bellowed to life within all of them. For the Tall Wall, it proved quite disastrous for their chances in the match that began forty-five minutes later.


Chapter Seventeen

Invitation for Two

With the volcanic loathing that Erica had unwittingly created still smoldering around every member on the court, Jason watched Clara piledrive Served Hot’s final point on the day past two defenders. It was the kind of massacre that players and spectators alike wouldn’t soon forget. After dismantling the Tall Wall with a vengeance they didn’t deserve, they carried their fury into their final match.

Twenty-five to thirteen. Twenty-five to eleven. Jason pitied that final team, who’d done nothing to deserve such decimation.

Thankfully, once the slaughter was over, Angela and the others all seemed to return to themselves somewhat. During their post-game mingling with the other team, he watched them offer words of encouragement to their opponents, who, as far as Jason could tell, wasn’t a particularly experienced team. While nothing they could do would fully take the sting off such a thrashing, Angela and the others did their best to numb some of the pain.

Afterward, grabbing their things and deciding not to stick around as a team and watch a few more games, they headed toward the main entrance area in search of tomorrow’s bracket. Unsurprisingly, they found it still waiting for the other teams to finish their pools, but Angela was given a promise that the finalized version would be texted to her before the night was up.

“The earliest games are at noon, so no matter what, you won’t need to be here before then,” an official explained.

With that, they scattered to their respective vehicles and made for home, with Angela and Christine both harping at the rest of them that they should all rest up for tomorrow. They’d three more games then, and those would be against far stiffer competition.

So, as Jason made it to his car, he found it more than a little curious and wildly enticing when among the barrage of flirty texts blowing up his phone from multiple sources, he’d an offer in between them all.

Want to come over?

Jason answered with an immediate affirmative, shifted his car into motion, and almost drove himself home.

In fact, he made it to his destination before its owner did. Parked in front of her house, he leaned against the trunk of his car as Angela arrived home.

After she pulled into her driveway, he walked behind it. As she parked, turned off her engine, then climbed out into the warm evening, he extended a hand to take her sports bag.

“What a gentleman,” Angela said as she handed it off to her, a teasing edge to her voice further enticing him. It sent a thrill through Jason’s body, born from anticipation and hope.

She was still in her uniform, and Jason’s eyes knew no track but the one that roved across her indelibly voluptuous body. Aware of his lingering eyes, Angela huffed at him but planted her hands on her hips and boldly turned around so that he could absorb every scintillating inch of her.

“Thanks,” he said, grinning.

“You’re incorrigible, and I hope you know that.”

“By now, I’m plenty aware,” he agreed.

He earned himself another huff, and then Angela started walking. Curiously, she kept walking further along her driveway, eschewing a turn onto the brick path that led toward her front door. Waving for him to follow, the two of them headed for the driveway gate which led to her backyard. If Angela wanted to spend a bit more time outdoors, especially if it kept her in her volleyball getup, who was he to complain?

After unlatching the gate, she pushed it through. Jason tagged right behind, eyes sizing up every shapely curve on the woman’s tantalizing body. As Angela glanced over her shoulder at him, she shook her head at him, but he saw the telltale glimmer of a smile tugging up her lips.

After climbing the two necessary steps to her expansive, unfenced deck, she set down her bag and pulled out her phone. Jason thought he saw a text on it, and the frenetic tapping on her screen all but confirmed it. However, she swapped over to a light control app as he joined her. Within moments, with the sunlight in low supply within her fenced backyard, she awakened the lights along the backside of her home.

He saw a grill that he imagined she hadn’t used all summer, a few oversized chairs under rain covers, and a hot tub. Right. He’d forgotten she had one of those.

She hadn’t, apparently. Her smile amplified as she noticed the new location his eyes stared at.

“It’s not a run, not a sprint, but how about a soak?” she asked as she drifted toward the object.

“Should I run home and grab some swim trunks?”

Angela’s eyes glinted like the sea. “We’ll just keep the jets on. I’m sure no one will notice. I wouldn’t want you to think I’m being a prude again.”

Dry-mouthed, Jason just nodded dumbly.

Angela started removing the olive-green cover on the machine. “There are some ground rules, though.”

“Which are?”

“When I decide it’s time to get out, it’s time to get out. We all need our rest for tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

“The same goes for when I say the fun’s over.”

Which meant the fun might continue after when they left behind the hot tub. An easy duplicate of his earlier assent leaped off his tongue. Satisfied by his responses, Angela eyed him with an amused expression. She finished taking the cover off, then started up the hot tub, jets and all.

“Good. Now, let’s get out of these clothes.”

Jason shrugged himself free of his clothes even faster than he had with Avery earlier. Meanwhile, Angela had slipped out of her jersey, undone her bra, and currently wiggled her curvaceous hips as she tried to slip out of her compression shorts. How could he not take advantage of that?

Stealthily approaching her from behind, ogling the shapely butt in front of him, he gave it a light slap. The response was everything he’d hoped for and expected.

Angela yelped as if she’d just received a bee sting, then glared over her shoulder at him. It didn’t stop him from adding his other hand to the other cheek, though he elected to caress her supple skin rather than deliver another smack.

“Need some help.”

“I was doing fine on my own, thank you very much. So, you can just-”

“I can just… what?” Jason asked, grinning broadly and fully aware that he wouldn’t receive an answer.

In the same manner that he’d run his eyes over her body, hers had just led her gaze down his chest and abdomen, and to a rather lively tower no longer hidden behind any barrier.

Although they’d danced on that forbidden edge for quite some time, he realized that this was the first time she’d seen him naked. Of the team’s original members, she was the last to have done so. She certainly made the most of her gawking, and Jason didn’t interrupt her. Pride prickled warmly across his body at her widened eyes and the gathering blaze of lust he found within her seafoam eyes.

So he could keep the sordid moment around a bit longer, he carefully wrapped his fingers around her wrist. He found her pulse thudding like a prisoner against its cell. Angela gasped at the hot contact but didn’t pull away. Gingerly, Jason led her fingertips to his lower abs. She could find her path after that.

It seemed Angela needed a little longer for her mind’s processes to catch up to her body’s overt desires. The warm pads of her fingers remained transfixed on his stomach muscles while that occurred. Once mind and body reached alignment, her fingers slowly, tentative and uncertain, traced downward. Jason held his breath as Angela reached his waist.

She didn’t stop. Blazing a path down to his shaft, her fingers made the small leap needed to alight softly around midway up his length. Her eyes remained affixed to his size, and she swirled her fingertips around the girth of his member. She barely blinked, swallowing dryly, acting as if he’d hypnotized her.

“Your hand’s really warm,” Jason whispered.

“In a bad way?” Angela asked breathlessly.

“No. Definitely not in a bad way.”

Her motions afterward found a bit of boldness. Tracing his length, properly gripping his cock, she gave it a few silky caresses. Not content solely spectating, especially with the massive breasts finally on display in front of him, he ran a hand up her side and made his own contact.

For a few quiet minutes, they maneuvered their hands over the other’s bodies. Jason hefted her breasts, played with her nipples, and ran his thumb over her soft lips. With each new spot of attention he granted her sensitive body, she shivered. Delight and anticipation swirled around him. However, something inevitably disrupted their trance.

“We should get into the water,” Angela eventually said. “It’s ready for us.”

Jason tweaked one of her pert nipples between two fingers, giving it a mild tug. Angela’s breath left her in a heady gasp. With a crimson face, she glared at him.

“Be good,” she said admonishingly.

“Sorry.” He didn’t mean it. “I’ve just dreamed about you, about these, for so many years.”

Angela bit her lower lip. “They’re not going anywhere. We’re just changing locations.”

Jason raked his eyes over her nearly naked form. “Let’s get you out of those shorts, then.”

Once it was done, with the both of them fully naked, Jason’s eyes zoomed down to the misty sex between her legs. Her lithe thighs led him to her slick oasis, and his mind went wild with hopes for the future. Was there anything more wonderful than to finally see the woman of his affection—years of it!—aroused just because of the sight of him and some light touching? Right now, Jason couldn’t think of anything more enthralling.

Angela climbed a small set of stairs that led up to the edge of her hot tub, then sat down on it. Noticing the angle of his gaze, she blushed. However, rather than chiding him, her legs slowly spread a little, providing him a few moments of better gawking. Afterward, she turned herself and slipped into her hot tub. A wave beckoned him in after her.

Jason scrambled up the steps, then stuck a foot into the warming waters. Not quite to their maximum temperature just yet; it was still plenty hot. With the sun descending and a cool breeze active, it was the perfect night for a long soak. With the company he could share it with, doubly so.

He entered the hot tub, muscles immediately subsumed by heat. Angela smiled and scooted over as he climbed fully inside. Immediately pursuing her, he sat next to her, then ran his hands beneath the water around her waist.

“I told you, I’m not going anywhere,” she said, chuckling at his urgency.

“I just need to make sure. I’d be really upset if this were all just a dream.”

“It’s not. I promise.”

“Let me make sure.” He leaned over and planted a fierce kiss on her lips. Angela responded exactly how he’d hoped, twining her lips to his. Tongues met as the intensity of the kiss rose with the water’s temperature. He felt her sides, then the underside of her breasts, and then he put a hand to her cheek as their make-out continued.

“See?” Angela said once they pulled their needy mouths apart. “It’s real.”

“I still need to check some more tonight, but I’ll believe you… for now.”

Angela laughed but didn’t oppose his further exploration. Within seconds, round two of their kissing began. Hungrily, he fondled her body below and above the hot water. Her hands found work of the same fashion, and it went on for a while.

“How did you think we looked today?” she asked during a brief respite. He’d since pulled her onto his lap, and her hand beneath the surface caressed his cock with growing boldness.

Jason ran his tongue over the upper half of one gloriously large breast, and then he pecked at her nipple like a woodpecker four quick times. “You’re asking about the volleyball part of things, right?”

She snorted at him and directed his mouth over to her other breast, which needed its own attention. “Yes, the volleyball part.”

He answered honestly. “I think you all crushed that last team’s spirits so badly that they won’t even think about volleyball for a week or two.”

“I did feel a bit… bad about it.” Angela huffed as he teased her nipples with his teeth, but her body’s honesty betrayed her. “But we are all just so fired up because of what Erica said.”

“Just make sure you do the same to them,” he said, flicking his tongue over her hardened nipple.

“We will. It’s a promise!” Her voice turned slightly shrill as Jason brought his hand to her other nipple and began assaulting them both. “Settle down. We have a while, still.”

“Yeah, but I’ve already waited for so long.”

Angela blushed and pulled him into a quick kiss. “Just a little longer. Chat with me. Then we can move onto… other things.”

Jason sighed but lessened the intensity of his groping. He remained intent on roaming his hands over Angela’s divine body, however, and she didn’t seem to mind. Her touch remained ever present upon his throbbing member below the water. He wondered what these “other things” would prove to be tonight.

“I saw you and Olivia cozying up today,” Angela said matter-of-factly.

A playful smile lifted the corners of his mouth. “I thought I wasn’t supposed to mention what I might or might not be getting up to with the others.”

His lip earned him a flick on the nose. “Obviously, if I broach the topic, it’s fair game.”

“Okay. Yeah, we’re getting along great.”

“Define ‘great.’”

Jason chuckled. “I’ll find out after the tournament is over. I’ve heard something along those lines before, I think.” He pointed a look at her.

“She must have a good head on her shoulders, then. Instead of leaping onto you, she’s taking some time to think things over. I presume you explained your situation to her.”

“I was honest about it, yeah,” he said.

“Good. I’m proud of you.”

In any normal situation, hearing a naked woman on his lap note how proud of him she was would have caused him to chuckle at the situation. But, coming from Angela, it somehow still felt meaningful. Jason nodded.

“And she would be the… last of us you’ve grown intimate with, correct?”

Jason nodded, albeit a bit more warily this time. “Is that all right?”

Angela shrugged. “I don’t know quite how I feel about everything, though I’m not really in a position to complain, am I?”

“Not currently, at least,” he grinned, bouncing her on his knee a little.

Save for a roll of the eyes, she ignored his jostling. “Samantha, as well? Who is married. Not just recently married, like Yvette.”

Their eyes met. “I can’t really say much about that, not without her permission. But neither of us is doing anything wrong. I hope you can trust me on that.”

“I will. And her. Please don’t give me a reason to stop.”

Jason nodded seriously. Afterward, their conversation bent back toward the previous games played today. Yet, as they conversed, he couldn’t help but notice an oddity. Angela kept glancing toward her driveway’s gate. Was it because he hadn’t closed it behind them? Surely, none of her neighbors were the sort to wander into someone’s backyard at night.

“Expecting company?” he eventually asked.

In no way had he expected her to crinkle her nose at him, but she did. Because he’d landed the dart right on the bullseye.

“Wait, really? Who?!”

“You’ll see,” she harumphed, clearly miffed that he’d uncovered her poorly kept secret.

“One of your teammates?”

Angela glared at him.

“Really?!”

“Don’t you ask another question, or so help me, I will get out of this hot tub and tell her not to come!”

It was the most unfair thing anyone had ever ordered of him because he had about a million questions currently rumbling in the pit of his mind. “Who” and “why” were chief among them.

Well, he could sort of figure out the second of those questions based on their current state of dress and contact, though the motive remained an aggravating mystery. For the first, it was just a waiting game to see which of the women Angela had, for some reason, decided to invite over.

“I’d like to make a statement,” he said.

Angela eyed him warily. “You may make one.”

“You are fucking amazing.”

Eyebrows lifting at his compliment, she soon grinned. “You might be right. Just don’t forget it anytime soon.”

“How could I ever forget something like this?” he mused aloud.

Angela jabbed him in the cheek with a finger. “That’s another question. I just outlawed those.”

“It was a question for me, not for you!” he quickly said, ready to start playfully pleading if he needed to.

“You’re on thin ice, mister.”

He looked down at the boiling hot water they sat within, then lifted his head and raised an eyebrow, which earned him a splash. In response, her nipples received a renewed assault from his mouth and fingertips. Caught up in their antics, neither of them noticed the newcomer arrive. Not until she cleared her throat, anyway.

Jason and Angela pulled apart like two teenagers found out by one of their parents. With his back toward the mystery woman, Angela saw her first. Seeing how she’d been the one to extend the invitation, she snorted at her panic, then smiled.

“Thanks for coming.” She patted him on the lap, then slid off him fully so he could turn around.

The journey Jason’s eyes took started at the bottom of a supple pair of long legs. His gaze arrived at a red bikini bottom tied by a string around shapely hips, which transitioned into a toned stomach and an hourglass figure. A matching bikini top contained a heavy pair of breasts, under which a pair of folded arms supported them further. Canvased by fiery red hair falling in very light curls toward her shoulders, soft, full lips, a nose splashed lightly with freckles, and eyes with a smoky green tint amused themselves with the sight in front of her.

“I didn’t realize this was a nude gathering,” Clara said.

“We elected to skip the bathing suits and let the jets be our coverage,” Angela said. “Up to you if you want to keep yours on.”

“And be labeled a party spoiler if I do.”

“Only slightly,” Jason said, finally overcoming his shock that it was Clara, of all people, whom Angela had invited over. Questions aplenty forced their way to the top of his throat. Given that Clara was now here, he imagined he was free to ask them again. But first, another statement. “It’s pretty sexy to see you in that bikini.”

Clara’s freckles disappeared under the crimson that pumped through her cheeks. Angela bumped him on the shoulder, but Jason didn’t look away. He stared longingly at Clara, letting her see full well the contents of his thoughts about her.

“I’ll consider it after I’ve soaked for a little,” she said, depositing her keys and phone on the table before climbing in with them.

To his chagrin, rather than squeezing in beside him, which would have pinned him between two utterly divine beauties, she sat across from him. Well, there was still time for adjustments in the seating arrangement.

“Ask your questions,” Clara said with a chuckle after she’d settled in. “I can see them bubbling around in your head.”

Jason’s head swiveled toward the buxom woman sitting naked next to him. “What made you invite Clara?”

“Because I know anyone else would probably escalate things beyond what I’m comfortable with currently, and she’s trustworthy enough to keep whatever does happen here tonight between us. And,” Angela’s voice quieted, “because I thought you’d enjoy the extra company.”

“You’re definitely right on that account.” His attention snapped over to Clara. “Why did you agree to come over?”

“Because I trust Angela enough to know she won’t let you escalate things beyond what I’m currently comfortable with.”

“Which is?”

“If you’re good, you’ll find out.”

The last thing he wanted to do right now was “be good.” It was torturous enough to hold himself back with only Angela in the hot tub. Now, with Clara’s seductive body heating the temperature to almost molten levels, it might be impossible. His willpower was only so strong, especially in the face of such alluring women. Especially with them dressed—or undressed—like they were.

“I’ll try my best,” he said, though even he could hear the impatience straining his voice.

Angela patted him on the thigh beneath the water. “There, there. We’re not monsters. Just have a good time first.”

The better time comes later.

Picking up on that unspoken promise, which Clara did not attempt to refute, his anxiousness eased itself slightly. Not fully. The sights and sounds and hopes for the future saw fit to that. His erection remained fully engorged, and his balls ached fiercely. When Angela, with the cover of the jets camouflaging the action, returned her hand to his cock and began memorizing its size and shape once more, it took every ounce of focus in him to keep pace with the conversation, which Clara kept focused on the tournament—until she didn’t.

“So, who have you slept with so far?” Clara asked a short while after the jets stopped and the water stilled. To his shared excitement and burbling grief, Angela had kept her hand on his cock, stroking slowly, ensuring he remained hard as a rock. Allowing Clara to now see what she’d been up to the past ten minutes.

From his peripherals, he saw the flash of interest that her question caused within Angela. Her stroking almost stopped because of her diverted attention. Jason fixed that by lightly tapping her wrist. If she wanted an answer, then she had to keep going.

As Angela’s hand returned to its duty, Jason looked at Clara. He almost suggested a deal where he told her what she wanted to know, and she rewarded him for it. But he remembered their time at the bowling alley and all that had happened that night. If he wanted to build a bridge across to her, it took straightforwardness, not agreements.

“I’ve had sex with Yvette, Samantha, and Avery.”

“Not Christine?” Both women seemed surprised.

“Nope.” He didn’t elect to explain anymore, and they didn’t ask.

“One more question seems fair,” Angela said, adjusting her gaze toward Clara.

The redhead pursed her lips but nodded. “Are you, Christine, and Avery planning anything nefarious for this Fourth of July party on Monday?”

“It’s just a normal party, as far as I’m aware. But we all know Christine probably has some scheme in the works. I’ve mostly been in charge of the outdoor entertainment. Which is a barbeque with some fireworks and one other thing I won’t mention. But it’s not something sexual.”

Clara looked over him for a moment, then deviated her gaze to Angela. A nod followed. Angela smiled, released his cock from her hand, then patted him on the thigh.

“Be right back.”

Confusion covered Jason as the gorgeous woman climbed out of the hot tub. The sight of her naked backside captivated him as she made her way into her home, dripping wet and seemingly uninterested in drying off.

“Over here, Jason,” a seductive voice husked.

He found Clara cutting through the water as she took Angela’s spot. Reaching through the water, she lifted his hands out of it, then guided them around to the knot keeping her bikini top up.

“She’ll be back soon. Until then, I’ll keep you entertained.”

While his curiosity remained piqued, the sight of Clara’s stiffened nipples called for his attention after he undid her bikini top and left it to float on the surface of the water. Clara arched her back, lifting her breasts fully from the water for him. He didn’t spend any more time staring than was proper.

As he lovingly massaged the ample flesh given to him, he admired his situation. The two most serious women of the team, certainly the ones he’d have picked as least likely to ever involve themselves with him, had approached him. In fact, it seemed like they planned to work together on the task of seducing him tonight.

Playing with her breasts, Jason felt Clara’s hands reach for Angela’s recently abandoned task. Looking down, he found her fondling his cock. Looking back up, he found her eyes smoldering with expressive desire.

“You’re so unbelievably sexy, Clara,” he said.

“You don’t need to waste your compliments on me,” she said, ducking her gaze away from the intensity in his. “You’ll get what’s on its way, regardless.”

“I’m not wasting them. They’re specifically designed for you. I’ve been thinking a lot about things I could design specifically for you, especially after our time in my bedroom.”

A scourge of flame burst over Clara’s face, but her eyes lifted. “You’re a danger to be around. Like a wildfire. It’s impossible to outrun you, isn’t it?”

“Do you want to run?”

After a moment’s hesitation, Clara shook her head. “I want to see exactly what you have planned for me rather than just always being brought along like a side dish. Later. Tonight, we’re both dancing to Angela’s tune.”

“Okay.” He still kissed her after that, pulling her against his chest. She climbed onto his lap, eager to feel his lips meld with hers. Joy spiraled around them, as well as a sealed promise that the next time they ended up in this situation, it would be just the two of them.

Angela’s return heralded Clara’s pat on his shoulder. She nodded for him to climb out of the hot tub and sit down on its edge. Curiosity kept him obedient, especially because of the object in Angela’s hand. He shivered nonetheless as he resituated himself, with his calves the only thing still within the warm water.

“We’re going to use the whole bottle, pretty much,” she said as she climbed into the hot tub. She and Clara both crowded around his knees as Angela opened the fresh bottle of lube that she’d brought along with her. “Get ready for a mess, Jason.”

He was more than ready. As Clara massaged his thigh, Angela upended the bottle directly above his throbbing member, then squeezed. A thick, glistening dousing of slightly pink lubricant belched forth.

“Strawberry flavored,” Angela explained. “Safe for consumption.”

Jason swallowed dryly, wordlessly nodding at the given explanation. The salacious women eyed his cock hungrily as Angela drenched it and his thighs with lube. Clara at his right thigh, Angela at his left, their mouths burned his skin as they lowered their heads to his lube-coated thighs. Jason’s head arched back as they began a covetous trail up his legs, thighs flexing tight.

“Don’t wriggle too much,” Angela said.

Nodding, he managed to bring his eyes back around just as the two exploratory women’s mouths found the base of his shaft. In near-perfect unison, their greedy lips leaped from his thighs to his cock. Jason hissed as heat flooded his cock, soft caressing mouths and wet tongues within hardening him even further as they played along the sides of his shaft.

Angela remained lower while Clara went higher. Jason found his best friend’s mom running her tongue around his shaft, tilting her head so she could tightly suckle on his balls. The ache elicited another groan out of him.

Meanwhile, Clara, whose beautiful eyes remained pointed up at him, swept her tongue up his cock as if she planned to swipe away every ounce of lube coating it. Holding out her hand, she received the bottle from Angela, then, tongue at the underside of his cock’s tip, she began another slow pour from the bottle.

It fell over his cock, her tongue, her face. Jason’s body roared with such immediate lust that he nearly lost control. But he clamped down on that urge. The show had only just begun.

Eyes smiling at him for his resistance to her first ploy, Clara arched her mouth like a cresting tidal wave then took a third of his cock into her mouth. She patted Angela so that she could be aware of her intentions. Slipping a bit lower into the water, Angela remained adamant about titillating his balls.

“Can you get it all?” Jason said, running a finger along Clara’s jawline.

Watch me, her eyes seemed to say.

So he did. As the buxom redhead pressed her hot lips tightly around his cock, she started to take more of his girth into her mouth. He felt his cock reach the back of her throat, the resistance that came there. Clara breathed heavily through her nostrils, expelling a wave of heat over his groin as she prepared herself.

She pressed ahead. Jason groaned again, earning a chuckle from Angela, who pulled away long enough for Clara to make his entire cock disappear down her tight but pleasurable confines. Jason lovingly ran his hand through Clara’s hair. She’d only gotten the ends wet, and his hand found an island to plant itself.

Slow as the thaw of ice on a cloudy winter day, Clara brought her mouth back up. Jason shivered, affected by the cold of sitting outside the hot tub but mostly just enthralled by the euphoria ramming its way through his cock. When Angela started kissing his thighs, adding her hand to fondle his balls, another wave of pleasure nearly surmounted his self-control.

“Give us a big load,” Clara whispered huskily as she popped his cock from her mouth noisily. “All over us.”

“I promise. If you all kiss a little, first.”

The two women eyed him flatly, though they soon looked at one another. Sighing theatrically, both women wrapped a hand around his cock, stacking them as if they were trying to decide who batted first in a pickup game of baseball. Clara poured more lube over his cock, which slipped through the cracks and smoothed their hands.

What happened next would titillate his dreams for years to come. Angela and Clara’s mouths connected in a passionate embrace. Their hands lurched into slow motion, keeping him rock hard. The two indelibly gorgeous women made out because of his command.

Intoxicated by their lewd lips, he couldn’t just be a spectator. With a hand for each beautiful woman, he traced their jawlines, their slender throats, their shapely breasts. He found a nipple each, giving them pinches that drew eyes toward him. Yet, still, their kiss remained unbroken.

“Fuck, you all are so hot!” he grimaced, body afire with incandescent need.

A thin line of saliva strung between the two of them as they finally broke their kiss apart. Sharing a silent message with only their eyes, they rotated in the water back toward him. He continued fondling their breasts even as they closed in on him like predators in the water.

“It’s time for you to give us what we want now,” Angela cooed.

Clara nodded beside her, and the two women angled their bodies to come in from the side. Their breasts mashed against his cock, squeezing it snugly between the four glorious mountains. Spit, lube, and slowly ramping up motions stole Jason’s breath.

Clara and Angela focused on each other, needing to keep their shared titjob in tandem. It wasn’t innately as tantalizing as getting sucked off, but the idea of it alone added spice enough to captivate him.

The two most mature, responsible, and respectable women he knew were trying to ensure he gushed all over their tits.

“Kiss again,” he ordered, a rumble in his belly wanting to see the sight at least once more. Well, probably a thousand times more. But once more tonight.

“Who put you in charge?” Clara said.

“I don’t mind,” Angela said, giggling. “I sort of like when he’s demanding.”

Clara eyed her partner. “You can’t dote on him too much, or it’ll spoil him. You, of all people, should know that.”

“Maybe just this once? We can be harder on him in the future.”

“I agree with Angela,” Jason said, which earned him an eye roll from the fiery-haired beauty.

“This once.”

Angela glanced his way, and Jason beamed at her for her help. His mom’s best friend’s face lit up with joy. A moment later, however, she and Clara were far too busy melding their lips together for her eyes to remain on him.

They kept their breasts in motion, snug and squeezing against his sensitive member. Pert nipples occasionally rubbed against his length, which gouged him with little bursts of pleasure. Assailed by heat, supple flesh, and the lewd sights and sounds of the two women making out before him, his limit finally arrived.

“Ladies, I’m going to cum,” he said, holding the dam together for as long as he could.

Their kiss ended, after which they nodded salaciously. Leaning their heads over his cock, they mashed their breasts together even tighter. Jason gurgled like a drowning man, his soul gathering in one place inside his overwhelmed body. For his pleasure and to keep the women on their toes, he held back for as long as he could stand it.

His climax struck like a volcanic eruption. Both women earned a hot geyser to their faces with the first spurt, which elicited a throaty gasp from Angela. More rushed after it, reaching their tantalizing lips, coating their chins. Plenty splattered on their breasts, mixing with water to dash down their voluptuous hills.

It was almost endless. Jason clutched the side of the hot tub like he’d be hurled into the sea if he let go. He continued to climax, pouring ounce after ounce of his seed all over the two women’s lewd bodies. It was more than he could ever remember having ever released before.

Once he’d expelled every sticky droplet onto the two seductive women, Jason sagged. His lungs gulped for air, his eyes struggled to focus, and his cock twitched wildly. Slowly, he reoriented himself, though fatigue thoroughly rinsed his muscles into an ineffective state.

He found Clara and Angela positively covered in his seed. Fuck, but it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. It dripped down Clara’s chin, but her tongue snuck out for a taste. Angela’s massive tits held a bounty of his cum on its great slopes, and her fingertips collected some.

Jason groaned at the sight of her holding her fingers out for Clara to suckle on, which the woman, only hesitant for a moment, soon eagerly engaged in. They both glanced his way. They ensured that the cleanup was just as staggeringly sexy as everything that had come before it.


Chapter Eighteen

All it Ever Was

On the next day, Served Hot continued baring their fangs at their competition. Sweep after sweep after sweep followed. Only one set of one match, the second of their day, ended in a tight score—twenty-five to twenty-seven. For the most part, they were firing on all cylinders, which was a delight for Jason to see. He wanted nothing more than to see them hoist the trophy high on the morrow.

Save for one outlier, the women seemed in higher and higher spirits with each decisive win. And, when the opportunity arose, a bit friskier. After the first match, while walking to the gym holding their next one, Samantha pinched him on the butt right while she and Clara were talking. The latter had simply rolled her eyes. However, before the start of that second match, he’d found her alone. Their bodies had pressed hotly together as Jason gave the tall redhead a “good luck kiss.” More interactions with the other women had kept him swimming in a constant state of bliss.

The aforementioned outlier, which was quite the personality swing, glared with bright blue eyes at anyone whom she caught getting too hands-on with him. Christine’s mood remained as severe as the grave, almost irate. He imagined she would have grated on them if not for the team’s good camaraderie. Fortunately, her dour mood remained ineffective in spoiling the team’s lofty cheer.

But something needed to be done. Jason, Angela, and Avery all mentioned as much following the end of the day. Christine played best when she was loose. Wound tight as she was, she’d made more errors today than Jason had ever seen her make. Her teammates had covered for her, tried to keep her confidence bolstered, but it was clear that problems and anxiety were mounting within their setter’s mind.

“Can you?” Angela asked, looking at him as the three of them walked to their respective cars. “I… assume you’ll do better than I would, certainly.”

Avery arched an eyebrow at that statement but didn’t delve into it. A moment later, she nodded. “I think you’re the best choice. We’ve all tried, but no dice. So, maybe you can speak sense to her. She just needs to calm down. We’re going to win. She just needs to trust the team. We’ll make sure Erica’s crushed tomorrow if she can.”

“I’ll try my best,” he promised. “Just find me some space when we’re all here tomorrow.”

“Can do,” Avery said.

The eight remaining teams in the tournament—four for the men’s bracket, four for the women’s—all arrived roughly around eleven the next day. Collecting into the gymnasium that the final three matches for the women’s side would play in, Jason found some spectators bleeding in. Hundreds more would join them, he imagined.

On the phone with her husband, who he later learned was wishing her luck from Toronto, Samantha waved at him. Yvette, Avery, and Olivia were peppering a ball between them. Clara and Angela glanced his way, pausing their conversation. The target was alone.

“Hey, Christine,” he said as he sidled up beside her, where she was going through a film of the Cross Fire’s final game last night on her phone. “Sleep well?”

She only grunted at him in reply; she didn’t even look up from her screen.

“The team’s been looking on fire. Your weapons are all there.”

She grunted again, which brought a frown to his lips.

Okay. Then I’ll be more forceful.

He covered her phone’s screen with his hand. A pair of beautiful blue eyes darted angrily at him.

“Why are you so tense, Christine? It doesn’t suit you.”

His candor earned a frown. “I’m focusing. We haven’t won the tournament yet.”

“The prep’s been put in. I’ve seen how hard you’ve been working. How hard everyone’s been working. Just believe in that, your teammates, and take the path to victory that’s already there.”

Christine’s jaw set. “I don’t need a pep talk, Jason.”

“No, but you need to relax a little. You’re a great setter. You have great weapons and defenders ready to bring this team a win. This team is the best in the tournament. You just need to believe in that.”

Christine’s lip curled. “Have you said your piece?”

“I have.”

“Great. Now, shouldn’t you be off trying to slip away with Avery or Yvette? I’m sure they’d love a different kind of pep talk.”

Jason folded his arms. “Does Erica really live in your head this much? You haven’t been yourself since you ran into her.”

“I just want to win. Which means I need distractions to move their hands, then the rest of their body, out of my way.”

“And after you win? Will I get Christine back after you can rub Erica’s nose in her defeat?”

She opened her mouth, yet no response emerged. What was it? What was it between them that so rattled and disturbed her? What catastrophic event in her past had happened between them, which warped her into a completely different person over an upcoming volleyball match?

“You can fuck me on the court after I win, for all I care,” she said. “Right in front of everybody. How’s that sound? But now, leave me alone.”

Jason shook his head. “It’s not just sex, Christine. That’s not what I mean. I like you for more than just your sexiness and charm. Don’t you get that? I want you to breathe a little, feel better.”

“No, I guess I really don’t,” she said, piercing him with a cold look. “Why all of you are making more of some casual sex than what it is remains beyond me. That’s all this is, and it’s all it’s ever been. Stop trying to make it more, all of you.”

Jason buried his feelings about what she’d said deep down inside. Those were for later. “Why’d you do it, Christine? Just give me the answer. I’ll walk away after that.”

She groaned. “Because half our team knew they needed a good fuck, and the other half didn’t know it but still did. You’re hot, virile, and didn’t originally overcomplicate things. And yes, it was fun corralling everything around once we started, nudging you toward Olivia and Angela, seeing how far things could go. Until now. I see now that it all went way too far.”

A muscle twitched angrily in his temple. “Which half were you in?”

She didn’t answer him but for a dismissive wave of her hand. “Fuck off, Jason. I’m trying to prepare for the tournament. You can get your dick wet with the others from now on.”

It took every ounce of self-restraint for him not to stay right where he stood, fuming over her words, fists clenched, readying a vicious response of his own. However, he was able to remind himself that this wasn’t her, at least not entirely. The worst parts of her were enflamed by whatever hold Erica had over her, but not Christine Miller as a whole. So, he backed away.

He elected not to share more than that he’d failed miserably with Angela and Avery. Better not to further degrade the team’s mood.

An hour later, the semi-finals began.


Chapter Nineteen

The Better Team

Twenty-five to twenty-three. Served Hot barely scraped by the Moon Jumpers in the semifinals. They’d lost the first set but battled their way back on the shoulders of numerous heroic plays and saves. But the team itself played its worst game of the tournament. Jason knew it. They knew it. Their opponents knew it. Christine must have known it too.

Yet, she remained standoffish and embattled with her thoughts, barely participating in the group discussion before the finals began. Before their rematch with the Cross Fires.

Jason and Olivia stood nervously on the sidelines as the announcer called out the individual players of each team before the grand finals began. Off to the side, on a table where the Yard’s owners waited to hand them out to the teams at the game’s end, two trophies and numerous medals gleamed in the bright gymnasium light. One trophy stood far larger than the other.

After the pregame introductions and warmups, Angela and Erica met with the official presiding over the coin toss. Jason could see the tightness in both women’s eyes, even from the bench. Glancing toward where Christine stood just a few feet away from him with the rest of the team, he found her eyes burning with a vengeful hatred unlike any he’d ever seen.

Angela trotted over after confirming that they had first serve. The team huddled together. She kept it short and sweet.

“Okay, now they’re here. We don’t need to worry about anything else. Let’s kick their asses.”

A cheer went up, and the six women trotted onto the court. A packed crowd held their breath as the first ball tossed itself into the air.

Twenty-four to twenty-three. Served Hot led.

Olivia had long since tightly clutched his hand in hers during the first set. The match had never left the knife’s edge, not even for a momentary respite. The two teams had traded points back and forth the whole way through, even with Christine mired by three errors—a net violation, a failed setter dump, and a wildly inaccurate toss toward Yvette after an attempted fake in Avery’s direction. Like in the semifinals, the rest of the team’s herculean efforts secured them a chance to take the first set.

As happy as he was for the team to have pushed through the internal strife surrounding their setter, he wasn’t sure it would hold up. Even after scoring points, Christine’s head hung low. She’d slammed her fist onto her thigh after each bad play she’d made. It was obvious who the weak link of the team was today.

What was potentially the final ball of the first set went up. Jason and Olivia held their breath as the Cross Fires received it cleanly. The ball wafted cleanly through the air, with Erica, a self-satisfied smirk on her lips, positioning herself under it.

Up hurtled the Cross Fire’s opposite hitter. The ball, delivered in one smooth motion, met them in the air. Her attack blasted into Avery’s outstretched fingertips, then sailed high into the air over Served Hot’s side of the court.

“Mine!” Angela shouted, getting herself ready to receive the ball. Bumping it toward Christine, she put it into the air for Avery.

Avery powered through the air, then slammed her attempt at scoring the final point past her defenders’ hands. Only for a one-armed diving receive to keep the ball alive. It made its way outside the court. Erica swore under her breath and pursued it, forced to bump the ball with her forearms back to her spiker. This time, Yvette made the defensive touch.

“Let’s finish this!” she shouted as Christine set a pipe attack to Samantha.

Yet, the ball refused to fall. An absurdly long rally forced Jason, Olivia, and countless other spectators to eventually start breathing again, or else they’d pass out. It was agony to watch. For the players, remembering rallies much like this one, Jason knew there was nothing but burning lungs, straining muscles, and sheer determination to see the ball fall on the other team’s side of the court.

Erica faked a setter dump, then set up her own pipe attack to the back row. As Angela dove for the ball, her heroics managed to barely keep the rally going. Jason swore under his breath as the ball arced back to the Cross Fire’s side of the court.

“Time for a kill,” he heard Erica hiss.

Clara denied them that chance. The tall redhead stuffed the ball right back into the face of the opposite who’d tried to barrel it past her. Miraculously, the woman’s leg kicked the ball back into the air, at which point Olivia groaned as if she’d just gotten kneed in the gut. Glancing at her, seeing the pure agony draped across her face, he missed how the Cross Fires managed to save the play.

But all good things would inevitably come to an end.

Another traded attack sent the ball back into the Cross Fires’ possession. Erica found a perfect set. Her attacker almost hovered in the air, motionless at the apex of her jump, as the perfectly set ball appeared in her cone of view. She struck. The ball zoomed over Yvette’s fingertips.

Not yet!

It was as if Jason had heard Samantha’s thoughts. The woman hurled her body with reckless abandon toward the ball’s landing point, spreading her fingers wide as she did so. By scant inches, she managed to scoot a few inches of her hand between the ball and the floor.  Sending the ball back into the air, Jason winced. Her effort had been miraculous. But the result looked like it’d still be the same.

The ball hurtled forward, not upward, on its way toward the Cross Fire’s side of the court. Unfortunately, it’d pass under, not over, the net.

One more effort forestalled Served Hot’s misery.

Snarling like a wounded animal, Christine dove after the ball. Her platform came together. The ball struck her arms. It flew back into the air.

Jason didn’t see how Avery, a phenom deserving nothing but adulation, somehow turned the most awkward set of saves he’d seen into the point that sealed the first set in Served Hot’s victory.

He was too busy spotting a catastrophe unfold.

After Christine managed to get the ball back into the air, her momentum carried her past the court's boundary. Right into the padded pole supporting the net. He’d watched with a gasp as her shoulder struck it, her velocity spun her dive into a tumble, and as her forearm cracked audibly onto the wooden floor.

As the rest of the women roared their triumph, their setter’s voice did not add itself to the cry.


Chapter Twenty

The Winning Team

They noticed slowly. Samantha first, still in the process of getting herself back to her feet. Clara, after that, spotted Samantha’s stare and then followed it. And then the rest. The other team, the officials, the tournament organizers, and the crowd.

Christine Miller clutched her forearm as she rolled onto her side, tears of pain welling up within her eyes as she clenched her teeth together. Jason instinctively stood from the bench and stepped forward, though he stopped himself from running onto the court. Angela and the others did what he could not, rushing to their injured teammate’s side.

It was too much.

Jason saw that even from the other side of the court. He didn’t know what the others were saying, but he could attach context to the body language alone.

Regardless of how vehemently she hissed at her teammates, Christine would not be able to stay in the game. The first time she removed her hand from her forearm and tested if she could flex her hand into a fist, she bit down so hard on her lip to stifle her pained moan that Jason was surprised she hadn’t cut open her skin. Either a horrific sprain or a fractured forearm. He whispered as much to Olivia, who remained silent as the grave as she looked upon their injured setter.

The argument about Christine’s viability to continue carried its way over to the bench. Everyone agreed, except for one stubborn woman who could barely stop her arm from shaking with the pain wracking it.

“You can’t play, Christine,” Angela said, earning agreeing nods from her teammates. “It’s a forfeit. There will be other tournaments.”

“Don’t you dare fucking forfeit,” their setter snapped.

“There’s nothing to be done,” Clara said. “You can’t play volleyball with only one working arm. You should already be on your way to the hospital. Odds are that you’ll need a splint for that injury.”

Christine bared her teeth like a wounded animal, her entire form shaking with incandescent wrath. Frustration sprung the newer tears to her eyes, not pain.

“Wh-what about me?”

On the outside of the huddle alongside Olivia, he turned toward her insane question first. The other members of the team weren’t far behind.

“We can’t ask that of you,” Angela said. “You’ve been practicing with us for only a few weeks. It’s a kind offer, though.”

“Please?” Olivia swallowed nervously. “I don’t want you all to lose like this. I know how hard you’ve all been practicing.”

Eyes met, silent conversations ensuing.

This is a bad idea, Jason thought.

“I could switch to setter,” Samantha said, sounding unconvinced. “We could shield Olivia in serve receive, keep her from being targeted.”

“Is this really a good idea?” Clara asked.

“No. It’s really not.” Avery shook her head.

“Please,” Olivia said again. “Let me try.”

“Hey.” Jason’s voice cut in. He nodded past them as they looked his way. “An official’s coming over.”

Said individual’s arrival resulted in a chain of events that Jason knew would only end badly. Needing to know if they could continue playing, Christine spoke again when the team captain should have. With Olivia proffering one more plea, the team’s resistance wilted just enough for Angela to sigh and assent. Jason understood why, especially because of how hard they’d strived for this day.

But it could only end poorly.

He said as much to Christine as the second set began, with everyone helping Olivia align herself properly before the Cross Fires’ serve.

“Noted,” was all that Christine said, pain chattering her teeth together as she glared across the net toward Erica, who also looked none too pleased by anything that had just transpired.

In just under an hour and a half, the Cross Fires hoisted the larger of the two trophies. Most of them cheered only halfheartedly. Erica seemed ready to chuck the medal they awarded her as MVP of the finals across the gymnasium.

Meanwhile, Olivia’s head hung so low that Jason almost missed the tears coursing down her cheeks. Angela, Samantha, and Avery all gathered around her, whispering words of encouragement.

It’d had never been a good idea. They had to have all known it. A desperate hope might have paralyzed the logical parts of everyone’s brains, but they must have realized it now.

Avery straightened long enough to accept the medal for Overall Tournament MVP. She wore no pride as it bumped against her breasts after she let it be looped around her neck.

Christine didn’t look at anyone or anything. Even though she still needed to get to the hospital, she barely seemed to even breathe throughout the closing ceremonies.

No one said much of anything as they filed out of the gymnasium. Jason lingered at the back, unsure about who, if anyone, he should approach. With Olivia still mobbed with support by Angela and Samantha, Christine was practically comatose as Avery dropped back to inform her that she’d be taking her to the hospital. Yvette and Clara walked silently at the rear of their pitiful formation.

He didn’t know why, but he looked over his shoulder. There, he spotted Erica and a couple of her teammates walking along amid their own dour conversation. None of them looked like tournament champions.

An idea sprung into place. Whether it was the best or worst one he’d ever had, he didn’t know. So, he decided to run it by a couple of women he trusted before pulling a stunt.

After snagging both Yvette and Clara, their eyes widened as he bared his thoughts to them.

“I… don’t know,” Clara said. “It might be a bit soon.”

“We don’t need to tell the team right now,” he whispered. “But the opportunity to get this rolling is right behind us.”

Yvette glanced meaningfully at Erica and company, then at him. After a few moments of searching his soul, she nodded. “I’m for it.”

Clara chewed on the inside of her cheek as she looked at Christine’s back up ahead of them. “Okay. Something needs to be done, obviously. So… sure. Can you set it up?”

“On my way.”

Jason slipped away from the rest of the team. And headed right for Erica and her teammates.

They noticed him coming, of course. Frowns all around manifested on their faces.

“What do you want?” Erica snapped.

“A better match than the one we just got,” he answered straightforwardly.

“If you’re suggesting some stupid exhibition match, we’re not interested.”

“I’m not trying to start one. I want you to come play in a tournament a month from now.”

“Where?” Erica asked warily.

Jason tilted his head over his shoulder. “Christine’s neighborhood throws a little one before the school year starts. Come and play in it.”

Erica frowned at him suspiciously. “What’s your angle?”

“I already told you. I want a better match than the one we just got. It’s an ugly look when winners and losers all walk off the court pissed off.”

The three members of the Cross Fires exchanged looks. “We’ll think about it.”

“Great.” He pulled out his phone. “Give me one of your numbers.”

He rolled his eyes at their dubious looks. “Or I can give you mine.”

So he did. Erica claimed his phone number, then promptly told him to fuck off.

So he did.


Chapter Twenty-One

The Fourth of July

Jason arrived at Christine’s the next day before anyone else did. Using her code to get in, he didn’t bother knocking on her front door. Instead, he made his way around to her backyard, found the tools he needed, then set them up to fulfill their purpose. The party was in only an hour, after all.

All of you better show up thirty minutes early. That was the group text he’d sent to everyone but Christine and Olivia this morning.

He’d sent a far nicer text to Olivia so that he could make sure she still intended to come.

Yeah, I will.

The last time he’d seen her, she’d been as melancholy as the lonely moon. Stumbling as if in a haze to her car after yesterday’s defeat, Avery had noticed him oscillating between leaving her be and pursuing her. With a tilt of her head in the opposite direction of the miserable woman sharing her thoughts on the matter, he’d opted for the former.

But not today. Today, spirits needed lifting. Especially Olivia’s.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Christine said as she appeared at her backdoor. She still wore her pajamas, even with noon four hours at their backs. All in all, the blonde-haired woman looked rough. Unkempt, depressed. The splint on her right arm was currently the only well-put-together part of her.

“Setting up for the party.”

“You’re joking.”

“No, I’m not. Everyone needs their spirits boosted after yesterday. A Fourth of July party is just the thing to do it. We’re not canceling it.”

“This is my house,” Christine said. “If I don’t want a party here, there won’t be a party here. And I—”

“Will not be a selfish pain in everyone’s ass today,” Jason snapped, cutting her off. Christine’s eyes widened, and she took a step back. “Olivia was beyond demoralized yesterday, and most of the others were pretty depressed, too—not that you seemed to care. They need this. And you need to get out here and be part of it with us. Yeah, we lost. But it was because of an injury after a great play, Christine. Even with your head up your ass all weekend, you were still able to win that first set. So stop fucking moping, or go back inside and keep out of the way. I’m not putting up with your bullshit today. That’s tomorrow.”

For once, Christine Miller didn’t have a response. She looked utterly dumbfounded by his rant, which was precisely what he’d been going for. Either she got on board or she stayed at the bus stop. It was going to continue on its way either way.

“The second floor is off limits,” she said. “Make sure everyone knows that.” She slammed her glass screen door closed. Jason watched her stomp away.

Very well, Jason thought. Tomorrow it is.

Yvette arrived while he was still overseeing the task that he’d gotten underway when Christine appeared to growl at him. Her eyebrow lifted at the sight of the shifting form growing in size behind him.

“Ready to grill?” he asked.

She chuckled, then tossed her thumb over her shoulder. “Do you even need to ask? I’ve loaded up on all sorts. Come help?”

Jason nodded, and two sets of arms laden with burgers, hot dogs, chips, coolers, and bags of ice soon became three after Avery arrived.

Angela, then Clara, then Samantha arrived. The last of those brought the bulk of the fireworks.

“What is that?!” Samantha chuckled, nodding at the finally completed object taking up most of the space on Christine’s volleyball court.

“Can’t you tell?” Jason said, grinning. “It’s a bouncy house.”

“Christine’s idea, or yours?” Clara asked.

“Hers, though I’ve coopted it because she’s still not in the mood for any festivities.”

Gazes fell at this mention. However, like before, Jason would brook no party poopers. With a clap of his hands, he snatched the women’s attention.

“She’ll be fine in a day or two. I promise. But Olivia needs us today. So, I’m going to need all of you to help her out when she gets here. By making this party a good one. For everyone involved.”

“We know,” Angela said. “It’s just… it’s just a shame about yesterday.”

“Yeah, it is. But you’ll get another crack at the Cross Fires.”

“Sure, but-”

“I wasn’t finished,” Jason interrupted, smiling wickedly. “You’ll get another crack at the Cross Fires. Next month. Christine’s neighborhood throws a tournament for all the rich folks before they all send their kids back to prep school or wherever.”

Save for the three women who hadn’t already known about things, their eyes widened.

“What, how?” Angela asked.

“I told a few of them about it yesterday when we were all leaving the Yard. Erica messaged me this morning to tell me that they’d participate. So, there we go. Just under a month until the fated rematch.”

“And you planned all this without asking us about it?” Angela said.

“I asked some of you about it,” he said, nodding toward Yvette and Clara, whom both nodded.

“Still, you should have mentioned it to the whole team before making that decision.”

“So, is it a no?” Jason said. A lingering shard of anger from his conversation with Christine sharpened his words.

Angela frowned. “That’s… no, that’s not what I meant.”

Jason held up his hands apologetically. “Sorry. I’ve been kind of on the warpath since yesterday. I didn’t mean to be snippy.”

Thankfully, Angela forgave him with a dip of her chin. “It’s okay.” She looked toward Avery and Samantha. “How do you two feel about this idea?”

“Yeah, I still want to kick their asses,” Avery said. “So, I’m down for it.”

Samantha looked at him and smiled. “Yep. Me too. And thanks for helping get us all back up while we’re down.”

Angela added her assent, which put them well over the majority.

“Please leave Christine and Olivia to me,” he said. “I’ll tell them at the right time. All right?”

“Okay,” Angela said.

Long before the sun came down, long before they ever lit their first firework, the sounds of distant thuds and pops around Christine’s neighborhood proved a curious boon to the women’s mood. He was glad to see it. Excitement, much of it about the rematch he’d revealed to them, but plenty of it about the one day a year when aromatic barbeques, exploding gunpowder contained by paper, and increasingly relaxed and friendly were the norm, swelled among the gathered bodies.

And when Olivia arrived, still looking somewhat despondent about yesterday, a great cheer of welcomes shocked her out of it.

Conversation coaxed each of them to brighter and brighter moods. The pain of yesterday’s loss remained there, but it dulled. Jason knew an unfathomable relief the first time Olivia giggled at one of Avery’s whispered jokes. White smiles appeared more and more frequently.

A tug on his arm distracted him from a conversation with Yvette. Turning, he found Olivia curiously anxious. She apologized to Yvette and him for interrupting.

“Can I speak with you? Alone?”

Yvette nodded after he looked at her. Jason promised they’d pick up where they’d left off once he returned, then started on a short journey with Olivia to the side of Christine’s house. As he walked, he could feel the heat of intrigued gazes burning his back.

“So, what’s up?” he asked once they were adequately alone. They could still hear the jubilance of the party just around the corner, but they’d found some shade and privacy for whatever conversation she wished to engage in.

Olivia chewed on how best to word whatever it was she needed to say; Jason saw that. He didn’t rush her, and he hoped he could supply something helpful to whatever she would mention or ask of him.

“Will you… teach me volleyball?” she eventually asked.

Ah. That makes sense.

“Because of yesterday?”

Olivia nodded, and tears brimmed in her eyes, though she flushed them away with her forearm. A determination steeled her from allowing any more to trickle into existence. “Yes. I know we practice a couple of times a week, but… I want to get better more quickly. I hated yesterday, feeling so worthless to the team. I let everyone down.”

“Olivia, you did not let anyone down. Don’t be so hard on yourself.” He jabbed her in the front of her shoulder. “If you do that, then I’ll teach you volleyball.”

Her eyes, pure as azurite, flooded with brilliant hope. “Really?”

“Yeah. If you want to speed up your volleyball growth, then I want to help you do it. What are friends for?”

Olivia’s face colored. “We’re… a bit more than friends, aren’t we?”

Jason’s heart skipped a beat, and a stupid grin broadened on his face. “I also get to take you out after every lesson. It’ll help me stomach all this volleyball we’re going to get into.”

“I don’t mind that at all,” Olivia answered boldly.

They locked eyes for a bit, after which they locked lips. He picked her up into his arms, turned, pressed her against the wall, and their mouths and hands spent the better part of five minutes in a sordid journey across the other’s body. When Jason finally set her down, they both grinned cheerfully.

“When can we have the first lesson?” she asked.

“Give me a couple of days. I’ve gotta deal with our stubborn-as-a-mule setter. After that, pretty much every day. Do you mind if I ever bring along another teammate or two? Just on occasion. I think there’s plenty that they could help with.”

Olivia nodded, though she smiled seductively at him. “But not every time. I want us to have lots of alone time during and after.”

Gulping dryly, he nodded. “That’s how I feel too.”

They made their way back to the party, collecting looks aplenty. Neither of them shared what they’d discussed. It would be their surprise for later.

Thirty minutes later, Jason pumped the air in his mind when he finally managed to get the women, save for Yvette and Clara, who manned the grills, inside the bouncy house. When they pulled him inside, he grinned from ear to ear.

Within its walls, with the arrived nightfall shadowing everything in grey hues, a recklessness infected them all. With each bounce, those within seemed to gravitate toward one another like celestial bodies caught in the others’ gravity field. As Angela bounced beside him, he reached a hand toward her butt. The squeeze of firm, shapely flesh he snatched earned him a glare but no further admonishment. Nor did Angela move away.

Nor did any of them.

Avery snagged her own squeeze of his butt, as did Samantha, who kissed him on the cheek. Olivia, blushing fiercely, bounced into him hard enough that Jason instinctively caught her. Before he set her down, he pulled her against the hardness tenting his shorts. When he did, he boldly palmed Avery’s breast as she pressed in on his side.

Samantha grinned and gave Angela’s butt a loud smack. The team’s captain turned crimson but didn’t admonish any of them. Chaste, over in barely a second, she leaned in and kissed him on the lips in front of her teammates.

“I’m… going to go help with the grill,” she said after that, swallowing audibly.

“Are you sure?” Jason asked, hoping she didn’t feel uncomfortable by their recklessness.

“Yeah, you’re welcome to stay,” Samantha said.

Avery watched quietly while Olivia, bright as a tomato, fidgeted nervously. Excitedly.

“This time, I am,” Angela said. “I’ll see if either of the girls wants me to take over for them. Have… a good time, everyone.”

“Okay,” Jason said. “See you soon.”

Angela nodded, then awkwardly climbed out of the bouncy house. Everyone stared at her shapely butt as she wriggled her way to freedom. Looking through the mesh walls, they watched her speak quietly to Yvette and Clara. The latter shook her head after glancing at them while the former grinned and nodded. As Yvette abandoned her grill, which in and of itself was a rare thing, to Angela, the temperature within the bouncy house skyrocketed.

“Am I allowed in?” Yvette asked as she stuck her head through the opening. The layers of her question did not go unnoticed by any of them.

“Come on in,” Jason said.

Their game renewed once she joined them. A complete lack of subtlety set in. Jason ran his hand beneath Avery’s shirt and felt up her smooth stomach. Samantha and Yvette kissed. Olivia took a smack on the butt from every one of them.

Laborious panting filled the bouncy house. Eyes locked with one another. Sordid thoughts ruminated like a spicy stew between them.

While he was midjump, Avery’s arm collided with the back of his thigh. His world upended, and he ended up landing on his back. Several beautiful women joined him.

Yvette’s dark hair and eyes shadowed as she grinned at him on his right side. She boldly led him by the wrist to her breasts, which he happily fondled. Avery set herself down on his left side, and her mouth burned over his neck as she suckled heavily enough to ensure that it would leave noticeable marks. Olivia dropped to her knees above his head. She stared lovingly and with an inferno of passion that finally rid her of her nervousness at him. Her gaze shifted down his long body, where Jason felt Samantha at work tugging down his shorts.

As his cock popped out, fully erect, all four women gazed at it. After a silent discussion between their eyes, three of the women looked toward the same person.

“Want to take the first ride?” Yvette asked Olivia.

Starting, Olivia glanced around. “I, uh… is that okay? I mean, we haven’t yet… you know.”

Those three sets of eyes all tilted downward.

“Taking your sweet ass time, are we?” Avery said with a snort.

“It’s not like that,” he said.

“You fucked me on our first date,” Samantha noted.

Jason fidgeted, but the women all held him down.

“It’s not his fault,” Olivia said, blushing fiercely. “We just hadn’t gotten there… yet.”

“Do you want to get out?” Yvette asked. “Or have us get out?”

The gorgeous college student shook her head. Jason remembered how Avery had intimated that he’d underestimated Olivia a while back. She looked around at each of the three women, then turned her startlingly blue eyes down at him.

“Is this… okay for you?”

Avery snorted, but Samantha nudged her with her elbow. Silence spread over them like icing over a cake.

“If it is for you,” Jason said. “It’s probably going to be a bit awkward on this surface… and definitely more crowded than if we headed inside alone.”

Olivia nodded. “I’m okay with that.”

She leaned forward, and Jason, allowed some freedom with his arms, rummaged his hands through her light brown hair as their lips met. Kissing her while she kneeled over his head proved an enticing choice, especially as it robbed of him his sight of the other three women. But he could feel the bouncy surface bending as the sound of garments removing themselves reached his ears.

A hand slipped itself upon the base of his cock. Another slid his shirt up. A third patted his abs.

“I’ll get it nice and ready for you,” Samantha said to Olivia.

Soon after, Jason felt a tight pair of warm, wet lips cocoon his cock. He groaned, which Olivia took advantage of. Her tongue invaded his mouth, and she thrust her hands through his hair for grips.

Impassioned and growing bolder, Olivia pulled one of his hands to her shirt. Jason knew the track to follow, and he found her pert breasts. Sliding his hand beneath her bra, the supple things provided him plenty to engage with.

Which the other women took full advantage of. He felt hands, mouths, tongues, and even nipples gyrate against his body. His head swam because of the myriad of desirable sensations coaxing his body alight. He heard giggles, whispers, schemes. But Olivia’s scorching hot lips kept him mainly focused on her.

He grunted as Samantha flexed her throat and took him to the base inside her inviting throat. He heard a slap on a butt, then Avery reminded Samantha that Olivia was first. Reluctantly, the married woman withdrew her mouth from his cock.

“He’s ready for you,” she said to Olivia.

Olivia’s mouth pulled away from his, though her eyes struck him with such ferocious desire that it was as if she’d jumped onto his gut.

“You’re damn beautiful,” he whispered.

She grinned. Then she started crawling over his body on the way to his rigid member.

Jason gave himself the right to delay her slightly, mostly so he could run his hands over her slender sides and shapely butt. Eventually, Avery and Yvette grew tired of his stalling, and the two women grabbed a wrist each and held it down beside his head. He glared at them, but they just grinned. Olivia continued her path toward his cock as Yvette and Avery kissed him in turn.

Samantha pivoted out of the way as Olivia arrived. Jason tensed as he felt soft lips trace lightly around his cock. With a moment of rest from Yvette and Avery’s assault, he could see Samantha helping Olivia mount his cock. Olivia’s eyes flashed toward him, and he saw her tan, flat stomach as Samantha helped her out of her shirt and bra.

“It’s okay without a condom?” Yvette asked the girl, properly looking out for everyone involved.

Olivia nodded. “I’m on the pill.”

“All right. He’s all yours.”

“Ready?” Olivia asked, looking at him with plain impatience.

“Have been since I first laid eyes on you,” he said, resisting a mild urge to delay and tease her a little longer.

With more help from Samantha, who gripped the base of his shaft, the youngest of women on the team slid her tight sex over his cock. Her body shuddered as if she’d suffered a horrendous shock, but her eyes remained wide and focused on him. Excitement connected them both. Desire, need, and promises for the future too.

“You okay?” Avery asked Olivia.

She nodded. “It’s… big. But I’ll get it all in.”

To prove her point, she slid her hips down a few inches. Her body tensed and flexed, but she didn’t stop. With Samantha’s help, and only a single stop halfway on the journey, to reposition a little, Jason’s cock slowly disappeared inside Olivia’s tight pussy.

For him, she was the tightest entrance he’d ever known. His cock found itself submerged in a pleasure so magnified that he gritted his teeth. Avery noticed and chuckled. Jason’s head swam as Olivia fit herself to his size, her pussy stretching to accommodate his intrusion. It would need to get used to his size, one way or another. Jason wouldn’t let this be the only time he fucked the gorgeous girl, and she knew it. Based on her erotic gaze, she wanted that same future.

He watched Olivia’s hands flex into fists, listened to her erratic breathing seek steadiness. Avery, Yvette, and Samantha all nodded. The four of them joined a strange sisterhood Jason would have never imagined a couple of months ago. It was the four of them now. They’d all connected with him in the most carnal and intimate of ways.

On the outside looking in, two spectators who had not yet gone so far, trying not to gawk, shared a look. As did one woman no one spotted peering out of her second-story window restlessly.

“Fuck,” Olivia whispered, planting her hands on his stomach for support. “It’s in there deep.”

“Slow and steady,” Samantha said, rubbing the small of her back. “And be gentle, Jason.”

“I know!” he said.

“It’s going to be hard to move on this weird surface,” Yvette noted. “So, just focus on finding a good rhythm.”

Olivia nodded. Avery and Yvette guided his hands to her slender hips, where he gave her his strength as support. Smiling and blushing brightly, she began to gyrate her hips.

As they’d all anticipated, a bouncy house was great for flirtatious fun but less so for actual sex. Still, with all hands on deck, helpful guidance, and plenty of enthusiasm, they got it to a decent point.

It was the right call for Olivia to ride him, for one. With Samantha, Yvette, and Avery all adding to her stability, Olivia could bounce her tight cunt on his cock at a relatively normal intensity. What was lost in the strange location of his first time with Olivia was made up for with the pinching fingers and roving tongues the three beautiful women used to titillate him and Olivia further.

Their lusty attacks kept them both on edge, but Jason did his utmost to focus on Olivia. On her beauty, her excitement, her satisfaction. It was challenging to rock his hips with the uneven surface stymieing his powerbase, but he could still add a little motion whenever she slammed her tight sex down on his groin. He chased after her perky breasts whenever they weren’t crowded by the three women interested in her petite body, held her hips tightly, and shared with her every ounce of bliss he could.

Cleopatra was fortunate that Olivia hadn’t been around in her heyday, or she wouldn’t have earned half as many legends about herself. The utterly gorgeous brunette bucked her hips, her hair bouncing on slender shoulders. Her breasts, smaller than the others but firm and lovely all the same, jiggled enticingly. And her eyes, oh, her eyes. Aflame with euphoria spearing her to her core, they practically sang.

“I’m close!” Olivia cried eventually.

Jason clutched her hips, rolling her on his cock. Avery and Yvette tugged on Olivia’s nipples, which gave Samantha the perfect opportunity to slap the girl on the butt. As her cries rent the night like an air siren, Jason was glad for the burst of fireworks that could keep Christine’s neighbors from overhearing the orgy taking place in her backyard.

As Olivia slammed her hips down, taking his cock fully into her, she moaned like an animal in heat. Wild-eyed and primal, her nails scrabbled over his stomach as her walls clenched onto his cock. He grimaced, his own euphoria rushing up through him. He held onto his mind long enough for Olivia’s howl of passion to fully enter his memory banks.

Then he released his seed deep inside of her.

“Oooo!” the girl cried, gasping as he filled her up. She threw her head forward onto his chest, shuddering within the throes of her orgasm, overwhelmed and unable to utter a word. A wildness swept them both up, and Jason’s body kept his hips pumping into her as best they could long after he’d spent his seed inside of her.

After a short respite on his chest, Olivia lifted her face. Strands of her hair clung to her wet lips, but her eyes shone radiantly. “Wow. So, I guess that explains why everyone’s okay with sharing.”

“Mildly okay for some of us,” Avery grunted.

“We’re quite the sisterhood,” Samantha chuckled. “We’ll send you the details on membership fees, meeting nights, and the rest later, Olivia.”

Olivia laughed jubilantly. Jason grinned up at her, then turned her chin with a finger. Kissing her deeply, their bodies warmed each other. Though… Jason knew he wasn’t through just yet.

“So, which of us goes next?” Yvette said, putting his thoughts into words.

He took the woman who’d asked the question next. However, they gave up on the bouncy house as their sole cathedral of sin. Instead, everywhere in Christine’s backyard became fair game. Angela sighed as she saw them pulling each other out of it, most of their clothes left behind inside of it. But, well, everyone kind of knew what everyone kind of knew at this point.

Angela, with Clara choosing to abstain alongside her, likely just so she wasn’t alone in it, didn’t participate in any of the licentious activities that spanned the remainder of the night. But she watched from afar, emboldening all those who chose to participate.

While they ate dinner at Christine’s outdoor table, Yvette wriggled her butt onto his cock while she sat on his lap. He lost all interest in hamburgers, tasty as they were, as he fucked her in front of the other envious women. Angela, most of all. God, he wanted to have her finally. And she saw it too. She didn’t look away. Her arousal was on display as he fucked Yvette’s tight ass.

While Yvette, now quite sore, Angela, and Clara set up the fireworks in the backyard, he had time to take Samantha on the grass. With her on her hands and knees, he fucked her from behind, expending his seed deep into her pussy just as the first bombastic firework sent forth from their backyard exploded into golden sparks with its brethren in the night sky.

They paused after that, letting him recuperate but also so they could all enjoy the show. He cuddled with the beautiful women arrayed around him, grinning like an idiot the whole time. They knew how desirable they were, how wonderful they were. Regardless, he made sure to remind them throughout the night.

With the fireworks show nearing its end, Jason and Avery fucked in the same spot where their sordid relationship had originally begun. Right at the net, which wasn’t set up tonight due to the bouncy house taking up one-half of the volleyball court. He held her in his arms, whispering his feelings boldly to her as he pumped his cock through her. She returned each and every one of them.

Afterward, completely rinsed with fatigue, the night growing long in the tooth, they put their backs to work one more time—for cleanup. The bouncy house, sans the clothing inside that they retrieved, was left to collapse over an hour or two as Jason let the air out. For the plates, remnants of the fireworks, and other trash created by the night of festivity, they worked in tandem to get them to Christine’s garbage can.

After which, still with no sign of the mansion’s owner, they trailed to their cars.

“So, when’s our next practice?” Samantha said with a giggle.

“Of the volleyball kind?” Clara asked, rolling her eyes at her best friend.

“Yes,” Angela said, cutting in. “We have a tournament to prepare for.”

Olivia finally learned, then, of the upcoming tournament. While she seemed momentarily fretful, Jason whispered promises that he’d make sure she was ready into her ear.

“With a setter who’s injured and locked herself in her castle,” Yvette noted.

“It’s just a sprain,” Avery said. “The doctor said it’ll heal in a couple of weeks. We can focus on other stuff until then.”

“And you’ll handle the other healing she needs?” Angela asked him. Everyone’s eyes turned toward him.

“I do,” he said. “Promise.”

“Maybe figure out why she hates Erica so much,” Samantha said.

“It’s on the agenda.”

“Good.” Angela blushed slightly, but then she surprised them all by walking over to him and kissing him. His arms swung around to her butt, and she didn’t so much as flinch as he felt her up in front of her teammates. Their noisy kiss lasted nearly a minute until Angela, red as a stop sign, swallowed, bid them goodnight, and then swiftly made for her car.

No one else did. He had to match the intensity of his kiss with his mom’s best friend with each of them, most lasting longer and growing more boisterous, before any of them would head to their car. Jason sensed a new trend that he’d see at work after every practice being born. He definitely didn’t mind.

After Avery, it left only Olivia. As the others watched, he kissed her, but she leaped up and twisted her thighs around his waist.

What else was he to do but fuck her again—his time, right on the trunk of her car?

It was long past midnight when Jason finally made it home, where he immediately collapsed on his couch. Five rounds were a bit much, even for him. He didn’t regret it, not even in the slightest, but he definitely knew he wouldn’t wake up until noon. Which put him a bit behind the clock on his plan for the following day.

Oh, well, he thought. There were worse ways to spend the Fourth of July.


Chapter Twenty-Two

The Fifth of July

His knuckles called out, and angry footsteps answered. It was almost noon; surprisingly, he’d managed to wake up around eleven. After quickly showering and throwing together a duffel bag filled with necessities, he’d driven like the devil himself back to the very spot his car hadn’t left until midnight the previous night. Yanking his tired muscles out of his car, he’d hurried up to the rich mahogany door in his way. Rather than using the code he possessed to gain entrance, he’d decided to do things the old-fashioned way.

It always began with a knock on the front door of a girl a guy liked. Even if she was being a colossal pain in the ass, currently. Hearing those footsteps coming, he shoved one hand into his pocket.

She didn’t like him very much right now. That much was evident.

“What the hell are you doing back here again?!” she growled.

Sorry, Christine. But I’m not going to let you mope around for two weeks. We’re getting to the root of this today.

Jason nodded at her. “I’m here for you.”

“Not fucking likely,” she said with a snort. “I’ve got two more days of vacation to enjoy. And I won’t have them ruined by you.”

“Funny,” Jason said, grinning a mischievous grin that she surely recognized. He’d learned it from her, after all.

“What is?” she snapped, taking a wary step back.

Jason removed his hand from his pocket. Something came with it.

Christine’s eyes widened, then narrowed fiercely. Anger frothed at what he showed to her.

Pinched between his fingers, a small piece of paper scrawled with particularly fine handwriting quivered in the afternoon breeze. It read:

Coupon: One visit to the amazing, wonderful, and generous Christine Miller’s home. Redeem at your pleasure, soldier.

“I’m here to redeem this today,” he said.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” she growled, eyes flashing with anything but amusement to see him finally use the long-held coupon.

He shrugged, then lifted his arm in a lazy salute. “Sorry, General. That’s just how it’s going to be today. I’m coming in.”

And he did, much to her grumbling, swear-filled consternation.

End Part 3


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It is immensely helpful!

To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, check out the links below. There is much more to come.

To keep up with new releases and hear what I’m working on in the upcoming days and weeks, you can sign up to my newsletter.

Thanks so much,

Jenna Albright
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