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Chapter 1: The Forced Dinner

The email from the league coordinator landed like a challenge:
Mandatory captains' meeting. Judy Voss (Pin Crushers) and Harper Kane (Spare Assassins). Saturday 7 p.m., Mario’s Italian Bistro. Topic: disputed lane oil patterns + scheduling conflict for finals week. No proxies. Behave.
Judy stared at her phone in the empty bowling alley after close, thumb hovering over delete. Behave. With Harper Kane. The woman who’d spent three seasons turning every Thursday into foreplay disguised as warfare. She showed up anyway-black skinny jeans, fitted charcoal Henley rolled to the elbows, hair in a loose braid. Casual armor. Harper was already in the corner booth when Judy arrived, long legs stretched under the table, dark-wash jeans hugging her thighs, emerald-green top dipping low enough to show freckles across her collarbones. Her hazel eyes flicked up and the corner of her mouth curled.

“You’re late, Voss.” “Two minutes. You counting already?” Judy slid in opposite her, knees almost brushing under the narrow table. “Thought you’d be busy polishing your trophy case.” Harper leaned forward, forearms on the wood, cleavage pressing against the edge. “It’s lonely up there without your name on second place.” Judy snorted, but heat crawled up her neck. They ordered-spaghetti carbonara for Judy, eggplant parm for Harper, a bottle of red to “keep things civil.” The waitress barely left before the sniping started. “The oil pattern on lane 7 was inconsistent last week,” Harper said, voice low and sharp. “Your team was the last to practice on it. Coincidence?” 

Judy met her stare. “If I wanted to cheat, I’d do it better than spilling oil. Maybe you just choked on your spare.” Harper’s foot nudged Judy’s under the table-deliberate, slow drag along her calf. Judy froze. Harper’s expression never changed. “Careful, Kane,” Judy murmured. “Someone might think you’re flirting.” “Maybe I am.” Harper’s voice dropped to velvet gravel. “Or maybe I just like watching you squirm.” The bread arrived. They tore into it like it owed them money. Conversation circled league bullshit-scheduling, prize money, the upcoming finals where their teams would finally face off for the trophy. Every sentence was laced with barbs.

“You really think your girls can handle my hook?” Harper asked, twirling pasta. Judy licked sauce from her lip, slow. “My hook’s been handling yours for years.” Harper’s pupils blew wide. She set her fork down. “Outside. Now.” They paid separately, walked out into the cool night air. The parking lot behind Mario’s was dimly lit, only two cars left-Judy’s beat-up Jeep and Harper’s sleek black SUV. Harper didn’t stop until they reached the shadowed side of the building. She spun, backing Judy against brick. “You’ve been fucking with my head for three seasons.” Judy grabbed Harper’s hips, yanking her closer until their bodies slotted together. “You started it. Every time you bend over to pick up your ball, ass in those tight jeans-”Harper crashed their mouths together. No preamble. Teeth clacked, tongues fought for dominance. Judy groaned into it, hands sliding under Harper’s top, finding warm skin, the edge of a lace bra. Harper bit her bottom lip hard enough to sting. “Fuck,” Judy gasped when they broke for air. “We’re doing this?”

Harper palmed Judy through her jeans, firm pressure over the seam. “We’ve been doing this in my head every Thursday night for years. Your turn to catch up.” Judy shoved Harper back against the opposite wall, hands diving for her zipper. Harper’s jeans slid down just enough. No panties. Bare, already slick. Judy’s fingers found her clit-swollen, begging-and circled hard. Harper’s head thunked against brick. “God-yes-like that-”Judy kissed her again, swallowing every sound. Two fingers pushed inside-hot, tight, wet. Harper clenched immediately, riding Judy’s hand with desperate rolls of her hips. “You’re soaked,” Judy growled against her mouth. “All that trash talk and you’ve been dripping for me.”

“Shut up and fuck me harder.” Judy obeyed. Palm grinding Harper’s clit, fingers curling, hitting that spot that made Harper’s thighs shake. Harper’s nails dug into Judy’s shoulders through fabric. “Gonna come-fuck-Judy-” “Do it. Come on my fingers right here where anyone could walk by.” Harper shattered with a choked cry, walls pulsing, slick coating Judy’s hand. She slumped forward, forehead on Judy’s shoulder, panting. After a long beat, Harper lifted her head, eyes glassy but wicked. “Your turn.” She dropped to her knees on the asphalt, yanking Judy’s jeans open. Judy’s black cotton boy-shorts were drenched. Harper shoved them aside and licked a long, flat stripe from entrance to clit. Judy’s knees nearly buckled. 

“Harper-”Harper sucked her clit hard, two fingers plunging deep. No teasing. Ruthless. Judy fisted Harper’s hair, hips jerking, chasing the pressure. “Fuck-your mouth-gonna- ”Harper hummed around her, vibrations ripping the orgasm out of Judy in brutal waves. She came with a bitten-off curse, thighs clamping Harper’s head, pulsing hard. They stayed like that-Harper’s cheek pressed to Judy’s thigh, both breathing ragged-until headlights swept the lot. They scrambled upright, clothes hastily fixed, hearts hammering. Harper wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, smirking. “This doesn’t change anything.” Judy zipped up, still trembling. “We still hate each other on the lanes.” “Exactly.” 

Harper stepped close one last time, voice low. “But after close? You’re mine.” Judy grabbed her chin, kissed her once-hard, possessive. “And you’re mine. No one finds out.” Harper’s eyes flashed. “Deal.” They walked to their cars separately. Engines started. Taillights disappeared into the night. But the secret was born. And it was already burning them alive.

Chapter 2: The Roommate

Judy Voss pulled into her apartment complex just after midnight, thighs still sticky, lips swollen from Harper’s bites, the taste of her rival lingering on her tongue like expensive whiskey. Her hands shook slightly as she unlocked the door to unit 4B. The living room lamp was on-low, warm. Tara, her roommate of two years, was sprawled on the couch in oversized sweats and a cropped tank, scrolling her phone, dark curls spilling over one shoulder.

Tara looked up the second Judy stepped inside. “You’re late. League drama run long?” Judy kicked off her boots, leaned against the doorframe, and let out a shaky laugh. “You could say that.” Tara sat up, eyes narrowing. “Spill. You look like you just got railed in a parking lot.” Judy crossed to the couch and dropped beside her, head tipping back against the cushions. “Because I did. Harper Kane. Behind Mario’s. Against the wall. Fingers. Mouth. The works.” Tara’s phone clattered to the floor. “Shut the fuck up. The Harper Kane? The one you’ve been hate-fucking with your eyes for three seasons?”

Judy nodded, cheeks flushing. “We hate-fucked for real tonight. And we’re doing it again. Secret. No one can know.” Tara stared, mouth parted. Her breathing had already shifted-shallower, faster. She licked her lips. “Tell me everything. Every detail.” Judy turned toward her, voice low and rough. “She backed me against the brick. Kissed me like she wanted to bruise me. Then she dropped and ate me out right there-tongue on my clit, fingers curling inside until I came so hard I almost screamed her name loud enough for the whole lot to hear.” 

Tara’s hand drifted to her own thigh, pressing. “Jesus. And you...?” “I fingered her first. She was soaked-no panties, dripping down her thighs. Came clenching around my fingers like she’d been waiting years.” Tara whimpered, a soft, needy sound. Her pupils were blown. “Fuck, Judy. That’s so hot.” The air between them thickened. Tara’s tank had ridden up, exposing the soft undercurve of her breasts. Judy’s gaze dropped, lingered. “You’re turned on,” Judy said quietly. Not a question. Tara didn’t deny it. She shifted closer until their thighs pressed together. “Hearing you talk about getting off with your arch-rival? Yeah. I’m fucking soaked.”

Judy’s pulse hammered. She’d never crossed this line with Tara before-flirty roommates, sure, but nothing more. Tonight felt different. Raw. Reckless. Tara moved first-slow, giving Judy every chance to stop her. She leaned in and kissed her, tentative at first, then deeper when Judy opened for her. Their mouths met in a slow, filthy slide-tongues tangling, tasting the remnants of Harper on Judy’s lips. Tara moaned into it. “God, you taste like sex,” Tara whispered against her mouth. Judy grabbed the hem of Tara’s tank and yanked it over her head. Full, soft breasts spilled free-dark nipples already tight. Judy dipped her head, sucking one into her mouth, tongue swirling, teeth grazing just enough to make Tara arch. “Fuck-yes-suck them harder.” Judy obliged, switching sides, lavishing attention while her hand slid down Tara’s sweats, finding bare skin, no underwear. 

Tara was drenched-slick folds parting easily around Judy’s fingers. She circled Tara’s clit slow, teasing, while her mouth worked her tits-sucking, licking, biting gently until Tara was writhing. “Bedroom,” Tara gasped. “Now.” They stumbled down the hall, shedding clothes. By the time they hit the mattress, both were naked-skin flushed, breathing ragged. Tara pushed Judy onto her back, straddling her thighs. “My turn to taste you.” She kissed down Judy’s body-collarbones, breasts, stomach-until she settled between her legs. Judy’s pussy was still sensitive from earlier; Tara didn’t care. She spread her wide and licked a long, slow stripe from asshole to clit. Judy’s hips bucked. “Shit-!” 

Tara hummed approval, tongue flat and broad, lapping at her entrance before focusing on her clit-tight circles, sucking gently, then harder. Judy’s hands fisted the sheets. “More-fuck-don’t stop.” Tara slid two fingers inside, curling them while her tongue flicked relentlessly. Then she pulled back, pushed Judy’s knees higher, and dragged her tongue lower-circling Judy’s asshole, teasing the rim before pressing inside. Judy cried out, back arching. “Tara-oh god-”Tara ate her ass with filthy enthusiasm-tongue spearing, swirling, one hand rubbing Judy’s clit in fast circles. Judy came hard-body shaking, pussy clenching on nothing, asshole pulsing around Tara’s tongue. Wetness slicked her thighs.

Tara crawled up, kissing Judy deep so she could taste herself. “Want to taste me?” Judy flipped them. She pinned Tara’s wrists above her head with one hand, used the other to spread her. Tara’s pussy was swollen, glistening. Judy dove in-sucking her clit hard, tongue lashing, then sliding lower to rim her. Tara keened, legs trembling. “Yes-eat my ass-fuck-”Judy tongue-fucked her hole while her fingers plunged into Tara’s cunt-three now, stretching her, curling against her G-spot. Tara’s hips rolled, chasing it. “Gonna come-gonna come on your face-” Judy sucked harder, fingers pumping. 

Tara shattered-squirting in hot pulses that soaked Judy’s chin, neck, chest. She kept licking through the aftershocks until Tara was whimpering, oversensitive. They collapsed together-sweaty, sticky, breathless. Tara’s legs tangled with Judy’s. Cum and spit painted their skin, hair mussed, lips bruised. Tara traced lazy circles on Judy’s stomach. “So... Harper tomorrow?” Judy laughed, hoarse. “Yeah. And you whenever the hell I want.” Tara grinned, wicked. “Deal. But next time? Bring her home. I want to watch.” Judy’s breath caught at the thought-Harper’s sharp eyes on them, the three of them tangled. She kissed Tara slow, deep. “Maybe,” she murmured. “If she behaves.” They fell asleep like that-limbs entwined, bodies a sloppy, satisfied mess, the secret with Harper still burning low in Judy’s chest. But tonight belonged to Tara. And tomorrow... tomorrow the lanes would see the same old rivalry.

Chapter 3: League Night

Thursday league night hit Alley Cat Lanes like a storm. Neon buzzed overhead, pins cracked like gunfire, and the air smelled of lane oil, beer, and anticipation. Judy Voss strode in with the Pin Crushers-black polo tight across her chest, jeans hugging her ass, braid swinging like a weapon. She felt Harper before she saw her: that prickle at the back of her neck, the same one she’d felt every week for years, only now it came with the fresh memory of Harper’s tongue on her clit in a parking lot.

Harper was already at lane 13, Spare Assassins clustered around her, laughing at some joke. She wore her signature dark-green team shirt, sleeves rolled, jeans low on her hips. When their eyes met across the divider, Harper’s smirk was slow, filthy-private code for I can still taste you. Judy stepped up for warm-ups. Harper leaned on the ball return, arms crossed, cleavage pressing forward just enough to taunt. “Ready to choke again, Voss?” Harper called, loud enough for both teams to hear. Judy selected her ball, chalked her hands, and shot back without looking. “Only if you’re buying the lube this time, Kane. Your spares have been looking extra dry lately.”

The crowd hooted. Harper’s laugh was sharp, but her eyes darkened-pupils blown, thighs pressing together under the counter. Judy felt her own pussy clench at the sight. She lined up, swung, released-perfect hook, strike. The Crushers cheered. Judy spun, locking eyes with Harper again. “Your move, princess.” Harper’s next shot was ruthless-strike of her own. She sauntered past the divider on her way back, brushing Judy’s arm “accidentally.” The contact sent electricity straight to Judy’s clit. Harper whispered
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