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The concrete court had been baking under the August sun all day, and even now, at nine o’clock, the air in the old converted warehouse gym hung thick and damp. Jenna loved it. She loved the sting of salt in her eyes, the way her heart hammered against her ribs like a war drum, and the slippery grip of her tank top as it clung to her spine. At twenty-two, her body was a masterpiece of conditioned muscle and feminine softness—five-foot-nine of lethal grace, with sculpted calves, a taut core that showed the faintest hint of a six-pack, and breasts that were, frankly, a miracle of genetics. They were high, full, and heavy, a generous D-cup that she usually strapped down with three sports bras when she played with the guys. Not tonight.

Tonight, she wore a single compression top, bright electric blue, the fabric so saturated with sweat it had gone navy down her front. Her black spandex shorts rode up the cleft of her perfectly rounded ass—an ass she’d built through years of squats and sprints—and her long, honey-blonde hair was piled in a messy, damp knot on top of her head. She looked like a wet dream in Nike pros, and she knew it.

“Rules are simple,” Jenna said, bouncing the ball hard enough to make it echo in the empty gym. She scanned the five men facing her, her gaze sharp, competitive, and undeniably hungry. “First to thirty, win by two. I score, I keep possession. You score, you check it up.”

Marcus, the tallest of the group at six-foot-four, crossed his arms over a chest that looked carved from onyx. His dark skin gleamed with a sheen of perspiration, and his gray compression shirt strained against a physique that was part NBA player, part Greek statue. “And the wager, Jenna?”

Jenna smirked, tossing the ball to him. She’d been flirting with this crew all summer—Tyler, the golden-boy swimmer with the V-cut abs; Diego, the wiry, tattooed striker with the smoldering eyes; Chris, the broad-shouldered hockey player built like a refrigerator; Jordan, the lean, chiseled track star; and Marcus, their ringleader, with the kind of jawline that could cut glass.

“If I lose,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry purr, “I’ll show you my tits. All of them. No bra, no hands, full view. I might even let you look for... a while.”

Tyler let out a low whistle, running a hand through his damp blond hair. “And if you win?”

“Dinner,” Jenna said. “Every night for a month. Somewhere with a wine list. And you boys pick up the tab.”

“Deal,” Marcus grinned, white teeth flashing. “But Jenna, baby, you’re about to be very, very naked.”

She laughed, a rich, throaty sound. “In your dreams, pretty boy.”

The game was brutal.

Jenna played like a woman possessed. She was quicker than them, her footwork a blur as she jab-stepped, spun, and dropped floaters over their outstretched hands. She fought for rebounds with a ferocity that surprised them, her toned body jostling against hard male chests and hips, her sweat-slicked skin sliding against theirs. She scored twelve straight before they adjusted, double-teaming her with Marcus and Jordan.

Jordan was all sinew and speed, his lean muscles rippling under olive skin as he guarded her. He kept accidentally—or not so accidentally—brushing against her ass when she boxed him out, and she could feel the hard outline of his cock through his shorts more than once. It made her core clench with a heat that had nothing to do with the game.

They caught up. Tyler started hitting threes, his bare, lean torso glistening, the deep ridges of his abdominal muscles flexing with every jump shot. Diego drove to the hoop with explosive power, his calf muscles bunching like coiled cables, his inked arms cutting through the air. Chris used his sheer bulk to screen her, his massive thighs and tree-trunk arms creating walls she had to fight around.

It was 28-26, Jenna’s point. Game point.

She drove hard to her left, her sneakers squealing on the polished wood. Marcus cut her off, but she spun, her hips brushing his, and floated a perfect layup toward the glass. It kissed off the backboard, danced on the rim, and dropped through.

But the whistle hadn’t blown. The guys played the make-it-take-it rule.

Jordan grabbed the ball and sprinted to the three-point line. He launched a prayer. The ball hit the heel of the iron, shot straight up into the air, and came down with a physics-defying bounce that sent it spiraling back through the net as the buzzer on Marcus’s phone went off.

Thirty-two to thirty-one.

Jenna stared at the rim, her chest heaving, her breasts rising and falling in rapid, glistening waves. “No fucking way,” she breathed.

The guys erupted. High fives, chest bumps, a cacophony of masculine triumph that filled the gym. Marcus turned to her, his eyes dark with triumph and something far more predatory. “Pay up, Jenna.”

She stood at center court, her pulse thundering. A lesser woman might have begged off, claimed it was a joke. But Jenna had never backed down from a bet in her life. And if she was honest with herself—the dampness between her legs that had nothing to do with sweat, the way her nipples had been diamond-hard peaks against her top all game, the way she’d been hyper-aware of every male body crashing into hers—she wanted this.

“Fine,” she said, her voice steady despite the adrenaline. “A deal’s a deal.”

Five pairs of eyes locked onto her as she reached for the hem of her tank top. She pulled it up slowly, revealing inch by inch of her athletic midriff, the subtle ridges of muscle, the faint tan lines, and then—

She tugged it over her head and tossed it aside.

Her breasts were magnificent. They sat high and proud on her chest, creamy and flushed with exertion, tipped with pale pink areolas and nipples that were tight and straining. The globes were heavy but perfectly shaped, bouncing slightly as she stood there, arms at her sides, letting them look.

“Jesus Christ,” Tyler whispered.

“Fuck,” Diego groled, the sound raw.

Marcus took a step closer, his basketball shorts tented obscenely with what had to be a massive erection, the fabric doing nothing to hide the thick, long ridge straining against the mesh. “You’re even more perfect than I imagined.”

Jenna felt a rush of power and arousal so intense her knees nearly buckled. The cool air of the gym hit her wet skin, making her nipples ache. Being watched by five gorgeous, sweating, half-naked men was the most intoxicating drug she’d ever tasted. She arched her back slightly, presenting them. “Just looking, right?”

“For now,” Marcus murmured.

It was Chris who moved first, the big, broad redhead. He closed the distance, his heavy cock swaying in his shorts with each step—he was commando, and the outline was thick and mouth-watering. “Jenna,” he rumbled, his voice a deep bass. “Can I touch?”

She should have said no. The bet was just to show. But her pussy was throbbing, her clit a swollen bud between her slick folds, and she wanted to know what those rough, calloused hands felt like on her skin.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Chris’s hands engulfed her breasts. They were huge, scarred across the knuckles from hockey fights, and they kneaded her flesh with a reverence that quickly turned rough. He squeezed, lifting the weight of her, thumbing her nipples until she gasped, her head falling back. The sensation shot straight to her core, making her clench on nothing.

Then Tyler was behind her, his bare chest pressed against her back, his hands sliding down her taut stomach to the waistband of her spandex shorts. “You’re soaked, Jenna,” he murmured against her ear, his hot breath making her shiver. “Not just sweat.”

“No,” she admitted, rolling her hips back against the hard bar of his cock, which was now free, pressing naked and scalding against the small of her back. It was long and slender, curved upward, the tip leaking precum that smeared on her skin.

They stripped her. The shorts were peeled down her long, toned legs, revealing a thong that was utterly drenched. That went next, and then she was naked, a goddess of sweat and muscle and curves, surrounded by men who were rapidly losing their clothes.

Marcus dropped his shorts, and Jenna’s mouth watered. His cock was a thing of beauty—thick as her wrist, dark and heavy, with a vein running along the underside that pulsed visibly. It hung low between his muscled thighs, already rock-hard and weeping a clear bead of arousal from the broad, flared head. Tyler stepped beside him, lean and defined, his cock standing upright against his stomach, pale and angry-looking. Diego shucked his shorts, revealing a lean, tattooed frame and a cock that was slightly shorter but brutally thick, the head a swollen mushroom. Jordan kicked off his gear, his lean runner’s body taut, his cock long and straight with a slight upward curve. Chris stood massive and bear-like, his cock the thickest of all, a ruddy, veined club nestled in a ginger bush.

Five perfect male specimens, all hard for her.

“Tell us what you want,” Marcus commanded, fisting his length slowly.

Jenna’s heart was a runaway train. She felt small and powerful all at once, surrounded by testosterone and raw male need. Her pussy felt empty, clenching, her clit throbbing in time with her pulse. “I want you to fuck me,” she said, her voice dropping into a register she barely recognized. “All of you. I want it rough. I want to feel every inch. Ravish me.”

They didn’t need to be told twice.

Marcus lifted her as if she weighed nothing, his biceps bunching like steel cables. He sat on a bench and impaled her on his cock in one brutal, downward thrust. Jenna screamed at the invasion—he was enormous, stretching her walls until she burned, the friction so intense her vision spotted. She was slick, but he was a tight fit, and the pleasure-pain of being stuffed so completely made her toes curl.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Marcus growled, his hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into the flesh of her ass. He
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