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Biggest Fan Ever

Tate Clark, one of college football’s top wide receivers, has been slacking, and his ex-best friend Courtney isn’t having it. She forces her way back into his life and decides to move into his apartment until the season is over, taking a very intense, hands-on approach to his training.

But having her around all the time means no more junk food, no more partying, and worst of all, no more women—which is especially hard to deal with when she's prancing around his apartment in clothing that does nothing to hide what she has tucked below.

While the last thing he wants is a babysitter, her methods are effective. There’s nothing she won’t do to keep his head on straight, even if that means occasionally giving him a helping hand or mouth.

Biggest Fan Ever is a best friends-to-lovers trans erotic sports romance with sweet fluff and a lot of explicit sex.


Chapter 1

I grinned wickedly as I watched my opponent’s offense line up. Unfortunately for them, they’d chosen to play as the University of Georgia, and because I was actually on the team in real life, I knew their formation like the back of my hand. Even worse for them, they were up against me—the team’s star player.

He snapped the football, and as soon as his quarterback dropped back to pass, I rushed forward. The play was designed to be a quick shovel pass to the running back. Since that was exactly what I’d expected to happen, my linebacker was perfectly positioned to intercept it.

My opponent screamed bloody murder into my headset, while I took the ball and easily ran it in for yet another touchdown.

“Sorry, man, tough luck,” I said, doing my best to hold back a laugh.

“Fuck you,” he spat back. “How do you always know exactly what I’m going to do? You’re hacking.”

This time I did laugh, and after stuffing another handful of chips into my mouth, I picked the next play and got my team set up to kick a field goal.

Before I could run it, I heard a loud, fast knocking on my front door. I tried to ignore it at first with the hopes that the person would catch the hint and go away. When it didn’t stop, I paused the game and stomped over to answer it.

“What?” I snapped, throwing the door open. I didn’t know who I thought would be standing on the other side, but I certainly didn’t expect to see a very familiar pair of cornflower blue eyes glaring up at me. “…Courtney?”

She was probably the last person I’d ever imagined would show up on my doorstep. I’d caught glimpses of her around campus since the fall semester started, but we hadn’t really spoken or texted in months. I didn’t even know she was aware of where I lived, though with me being who I was, it probably wasn’t very hard for her to find out.

We’d first met while playing youth football almost fifteen ago, and had become best friends almost immediately. She’d been the team’s quarterback, and since I was the best wide receiver, we had trained together almost every day.

It wasn’t an exaggeration to say that she was a big part of why I’d become so good at my position. For the entire four years we were teammates, we had been an unstoppable duo.

Of course back then she hadn’t worn skirts, her name hadn’t been Courtney, and probably most notably, she hadn’t been a girl.

But even though she’d quit playing football and her appearance had completely changed, we’d still remained the best of friends. On the inside she was the same person who pushed me to be better and genuinely wanted the best for me, and remembering that, my annoyance was replaced by an unexpected joy at seeing my best friend standing right in front of me again.

She wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts that showed off entirely too much of her tan thighs, and a deep-necked red tank top that made it very obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her face was just as round and youthful as it’d always been, but her thick, wavy brown hair was longer than I remembered with the ends of it now reaching the middle of her back.

At one point in my life I’d thought she was the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen, which had understandably confused the fuck out of me given our history together. I thought I’d gotten over my strange and unsettling attraction to her a long time ago; apparently, a tiny piece of it remained.

Courtney shoved past me to stride into my living room, rolling a large suitcase in behind her. There was clear disdain on her face as she looked around my apartment—her button nose wrinkling at the trash and dirty clothes strewn everywhere—and I might have felt embarrassed if she hadn’t seen my bedroom back home in a much worse state.

Her eyes locked onto my TV next, and before I could react, she marched right over and yanked the plug on my Xbox. Horror flooded me as the screen went dark, leaving behind only a stark ‘no signal’ message in plain white text.

“What the fuck, Courtney?! I was winning!” I shouted.

“Oh, is that what you’ve been doing? Because so far this season you’ve been slow off the line, missing your blocks, and you dropped three passes in the last game. Every single one of your stats are worse than they were last year, and if you keep this up, they’re gonna bench you.”

I nearly laughed at how ridiculous her statement was. I’d come out of high school as a five-star recruit, which meant I’d been among the top thirty football players in the nation and one of the top three wide receivers. Every top-level football program had wanted me, but since my family had been Georgia Bulldog fans for three generations and the school had produced hundreds of NFL players, I’d decided to attend.

As an elite prospect, the school gave me all kinds of perks. Besides receiving a full-ride scholarship, they’d hooked me up with a car that I didn’t really need and starting from my Sophomore year had given me my own two bedroom apartment within walking distance of campus.

My freshman year I’d set the school on fire, and then the next year I’d broken records for both yards and number of receptions. So far my junior season had admittedly been sort of shaky, but I was still considered one of the top ten receivers in the country.

“They can’t bench me, I’m Tate Clark,” I scoffed. “I’m the best player on the team. I am the team.”

Courtney stared up at me with genuine disgust. “I’m just gonna forget you said that, because otherwise I’ll throw up all over you. Where are your trash bags?”

“Why? And what are you doing here?”

She stepped close enough for me to feel the warmth of her body and catch the familiar smell of her peach-scented body spray.

“I’m here because you’re partying when you should be sleeping, playing video games when you should be practicing, and your kitchen is filled with junk food,” she said. “And since you clearly can’t be trusted to be responsible on your own, I’m staying with you until the season’s over. You have a guest bedroom, right?”

A small part of me felt a little excited about the idea—it had been an achingly long time since we’d hung out for longer than a couple of hours—but the larger, more sane part of me was absolutely horrified.

For the last year she’d been getting on my case about my performance, while I was just trying to enjoy my freedom as a college student. It was half of the reason I’d started ducking her in the first place, and if she was living with me, I couldn’t imagine how annoying her nagging would become.

“I don’t need a fucking babysitter,” I said.

Courtney poked my bloated stomach. “That beer belly says otherwise.”

“And why shouldn’t I just throw you out on your ass right now?” I threatened while shoving her hand away.

“Because if you do, I’ll tell your parents that you hooked up with a girl in their bed while they were visiting your sick grandma in Florida.”

My mouth fell open. “You wouldn’t.”

“I wouldn’t?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow.

I visibly blanched. My dad would probably just murder me and burn the remains, but I was much more worried about my mom’s reaction. She’d be horrified, and imagining the disappointed look on her face if she ever found out terrified me.

Courtney had me completely over a barrel, and judging by the wickedly smug look on her face, she knew it, too.

“I fucking hate you,” I mumbled.

She looked up at me with a smile so evil that it made my blood run cold.

“Oh, Tate. I haven’t even begun to make you hate me yet,” she sneered, reaching up to mockingly slap my cheek a couple of times. She left her palm there afterwards, its warmth and softness seeping into my skin. “So, trash bags?”


Chapter 2

For the first couple of weeks, I felt like a prisoner.

Every weekday Courtney would wake me up at five in the morning, make me choke down one of her disgustingly thick protein shakes, and then we’d go for a run around the campus to work on my stamina. After that we did an hour of plyometric exercises and agility drills on the football field, and then we’d return home to shower and get ready for our classes.

I was only allowed to relax the day before I had a game, and even then we’d go over the playbook and evaluate game film of my opponents to look for any weaknesses I could exploit. It had been years since I’d put in that much effort, so I felt exhausted and pissed off almost all of the time.

Once I got more used to her grueling training schedule though, I begrudgingly had to admit that I was seeing results. Courtney studied sports science with a minor in nutrition, so with her cooking me healthy meals, my bloated stomach quickly returned to its normal state. She also made it a point to remove all of my distractions, and I found that I was able to focus better both on and off the field.

I still hated living with her and wished I had my freedom back, but I could mostly manage her annoying, draconian rules. Most of them made sense, and I sort of understood the reasoning behind them—except for one rule I was really struggling to follow:

For the rest of the season, I wasn’t allowed to have any sex.

According to Courtney, women and everything that came with them were an unnecessary distraction. She didn’t even allow me to message them, which was especially difficult since I had half of the cheerleading team in my DMs.

I was under no illusions that they were interested in me personally. I wasn’t particularly smooth nor charming, but as ‘Tate the Great’ I didn’t really have to be. Maybe some of the girls I slept with liked me because they thought I was interesting or attractive, but most were probably hoping for the chance to bag a future first-round draft pick.

As an unfortunate side effect of being so pent up, I was brutally reminded of how hot Courtney was. I became much more aware of the soft swell of her breasts and the gentle curves of her butt and thighs, and it didn’t help any that she pranced around my apartment in either her underwear or workout gear that might as well have been underwear.

It was made worse by the fact that I didn’t have the time nor the space to masturbate because she was constantly checking up on me. She only left me alone when I was in the bathroom or already in bed, though by the end of day, I was usually too exhausted to do much of anything.

So that’s why I was begrudgingly standing beneath the hot water of my shower, using a small dollop of body wash to stroke myself. Since I couldn’t bring my phone in the shower to watch porn, I had to rely solely on my imagination for “inspiration.”

I tried to think of my previous encounters, but my thoughts just kept drifting right back to Courtney. At first I pictured more innocent things, like the way her lips curved when she was amused by something I’d said or the way her blue eyes would light up when she was happy with my performance.

And then I started to imagine the things I hadn’t seen. I wondered what her breasts looked like beneath the thin barrier of her bra, what it would feel like to squeeze her perfect ass in my palms, or what her face might look like when it was twisted in pleasure.

Right as I really began to get into it there was a loud knock on the bathroom door, jolting me out of my thoughts and completely ruining the momentum I’d managed to build.

“What’s taking you so long?” Courtney called through the door.

“I’m washing my hair,” I shouted back. It wasn’t a total lie; it just wasn’t the hair on my head that was getting clean.

There was a brief silence, and then she asked, “Are you jerking off?”

“No,” I shouted again. Apparently I wasn’t very convincing, because a moment later I heard the door open.

Unfortunately, I’d been shown the movie Psycho way too young—by Courtney, no less—and ever since then, I could only bathe if the shower curtain was at least translucent enough for me to make sure that I wasn’t being snuck up on by a knife-wielding maniac. It worked great because I had yet to be murdered, but on the downside, it was probably pretty easy for her to see that I had my hand firmly wrapped around my cock.

“You are jerking off,” she said accusatorily.

I poked my head around the curtain to see her more clearly, and I noticed that her gaze was trained quite obviously on my groin. There was a bit of a red flush to her cheeks too, though maybe that was just because of the steam filling the bathroom.

“It’s your fault. You won’t let a girl get within ten feet of me, and if I don’t get off, it’s gonna start affecting my performance eventually.” I hoped throwing in that last line would be enough to convince her to let me finish; to my disappointment, she only scoffed.

“Get out of the shower,” she said.

Grumbling under my breath I did as Courtney demanded, turning off the water and stepping out to where she was waiting. Water dripped from my naked body onto the bath rug, and I noticed that her eyes slowly roamed all over my naked body.

I tried to hide my erection by putting my hands over my groin. Since I was still mostly hard and wasn’t exactly small, it wasn’t particularly effective.

“Can you at least hand me a towel?” I asked, feeling extremely exposed and vulnerable beneath her gaze.

Rather than do as I requested, to my surprise she instead sank to her knees in front of me. She was only wearing a pair of tiny shorts and a low-cut tank top, and from my higher angle, I was able to get a pretty nice look down the front of it. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they fit her athletic body perfectly. Even better, she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Move your hands,” she demanded. When I hesitated, she rolled her eyes. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

With my throat tight I slowly moved my hands to my sides. The moment I did, she wrapped one of hers around my shaft. I jumped a bit at the feeling of warmth and softness from her palm; I hadn’t been touched in so long that I nearly came on the spot.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

Clearly amused, Courtney smirked and raised her eyebrows at me. “I haven’t even done anything yet.” Seconds after saying that, she lowered her head and slid my dick into her mouth.

Her hand had been bad enough, but the wet heat of her mouth nearly brought me to my knees. She swirled her tongue around the head a few times, lapping up the precum that had already spilled from my slit, and then she tried to work me deeper into her throat.

She was able to take around three-quarters of my length before choking, and with her limit reached she began to bob her head. Each time she moved her head forward she’d tilt it a bit, changing the angle just enough to slide my dick against a different part of the inside of her cheek.

I couldn’t believe my best friend was sucking me off, and doing a surprisingly good job of it too. In only a couple of minutes I was right back to where I’d been before she had so rudely barged in on me.

While I was busy thoroughly enjoying one of the best blowjobs of my life, I felt a fingertip suddenly rub against my asshole. I nearly jumped out of my skin at the unexpectedness of it, and when I stared down at Courtney with wide eyes, hers crinkled with knowing amusement.

It sent sharp shocks straight to the base of my balls each time she moved her finger, pushing me to the edge that much faster. I’d never experienced anything like it, and more than that how it enhanced the amount of pleasure already thrumming beneath my skin.

Though I mostly focused on her eyes, breasts, and what her shiny pink lips were doing to my cock, I was also aware of one of her hands squeezing her own erection. She firmly stroked herself through her tiny black running shorts, gently massaging the bulge like she was trying to relieve the pressure of her arousal.

Seeing her get so turned on from just giving me a blowjob only added to my excitement. I tried to breathe deeply and distract myself from the feeling of her slippery tongue sliding along the underside of my shaft, but it was a quickly losing battle.

“Hurry up and come,” Courtney said after a while, pulling my dick out of her mouth to glare up at me. She used her spit to keep stroking while she caught her breath. When she was ready, she leaned forward to swallow it down again.

She went at me with a renewed vigor, slurping noisily in a way that seemed strictly for my benefit. She was able to take me deeper too, her nose brushing against the short hairs of my groin as she fully sheathed it in her throat.

I groaned loudly and did my best to make it last just a little bit longer, but between the pad of her finger massaging my asshole, her soft pink lips sliding up and down my shaft, and her big blue eyes staring up at me, I didn’t stand any kind of chance at all.

My orgasm was sudden and powerful; almost to the point of being painful. Fireworks exploded behind my eyelids, and my knees nearly buckled as I began to shoot thick, creamy spurts of cum straight into her stomach.

I felt my balls constrict over and over again—tightening and drawing close to my body each time I deposited a fresh load of sperm onto her tongue—and I shuddered and gasped whenever she’d suck hard on the head. Through it all she kept stroking me, milking out the dregs and moaning softly as I released my last few drops.

She only let my cock fall from her lips after I’d gone completely limp. I fully expected her to immediately spit it into the toilet, so when she swallowed it down instead, I threatened to get hard all over again.

Like she didn’t currently have a belly full of my seed, Courtney casually wiped at her lips with the back of her hand and stood back to her feet.

“Get dressed, we have class,” she said shortly. Without a second glance she turned on her heel and quickly left the bathroom, but not before I noticed the prominent bulge tenting her shorts.

* * *

“Come on, Tater Tot, is that all you’ve got?” Courtney mocked me from forty yards away.

It was the nickname she’d had for me when we were younger—back before my growth spurt had shot me up to over six feet tall and given me the ability to finally look down on her. She’d used it whenever she wanted to get under my skin; unfortunately, it worked just as well as it had when I was eight years old.

“Shut the fuck up,” I shouted back. I jogged over to where she was waiting with another football in her hands, and then collapsed onto the soft grass next to her. “I need a break.”

Courtney sighed at my dramatics but plopped down beside me. “Five minutes.”

Relieved, I stared up at the quickly darkening sky. It was much cooler than it’d been earlier in the day, and I might have actually been able to enjoy the weather if she wasn’t currently working me into the ground.

She’d been waiting after practice in a sports bra and a tiny pair of spandex shorts, with a mesh bag of footballs slung over one shoulder. For the past couple of hours we’d been running wide receiver routes, because according to her, the way I ran them had gotten extremely sloppy.

I didn’t really mind the extra practice, and could fully admit that I’d been relying too much on my size and athleticism to make up for my poor technique. If I could be more precise in my movements the quarterback would know exactly where to throw the ball, making it much easier for me to get open for the catch.

But there were well over a dozen different routes, and she was insistent that I practice every single one until I met her standards for what a good one looked like. So far we’d worked on my slant, hitch, and corner routes, and for the last twenty minutes she’d been trying to fix how I ran my posts. After doing that ten times in a row and in very quick succession, I was exhausted.

Courtney, on the other hand, seemed completely fine. Sure, she was just throwing me the ball, but passing with that much power and accuracy was tiring too. I was genuinely surprised that she still had such a cannon for an arm, despite having quit football nearly a decade ago.

I lazily turned to look up at her. “Do you ever think about the fact that you’d probably be the quarterback of a Division One team right now if you hadn’t quit? I bet we’d be teammates,” I said.

Courtney cocked her head. “Sometimes, but I know I wouldn’t be very happy either. I liked playing football, but it was never my dream like it was for you,” she said.

“Then what is your dream?” I asked, embarrassed that I didn’t already have the answer. It seemed like the kind of thing a best friend should’ve been aware of.

Her face suddenly became flustered, and then she uncomfortably looked away. “None of your fucking business.”

I rolled my eyes and sighed. I didn’t see what the big deal was since she’d known my dream since the day we’d met, but judging by the stubborn set of her jaw, I probably wasn’t going to get it out of her.

While I was looking at her, my gaze involuntarily fell to her pink lips; the very same lips that had been sliding up and down my cock just that morning. I then watched a bead of sweat slide down her neck to disappear into her cleavage, and it reminded me of all the things I’d been thinking about while stroking myself in the shower.

“Stop staring at my tits,” Courtney said.

I shrugged sheepishly. I’d been so focused on her chest that I hadn’t noticed she’d turned to look down at me again. “Then stop having nice ones.”

Courtney snorted at first, but then she gave me a long, pensive look. She quickly glanced around to make sure that we were alone, and apparently not seeing anyone nearby, she lifted her sports bra above her breasts. They spilled out like two plump, juicy grapefruit—bouncing enticingly as they settled high on her chest—and my eyes widened.

I couldn’t believe how absolutely perfect they were. They weren’t the largest, maybe only big enough to fill my hands, but they were just as round and perky and tan as I’d hoped they would be. I wanted to caress the soft flesh until she was a trembling mess, and then wrap my lips around the thick, reddish-brown nipples until she completely fell apart beneath me.

“Satisfied?” she asked, giving them a deliberate little shake.

I nodded slowly, and like it was possessed one of my hands involuntarily reached towards her chest. When I got too close, Courtney blinked and quickly pulled her top back down.

“You don’t get to touch.”

With her beautiful round orbs hidden again, I was able to snap out of my breast-induced stupor. “I wasn’t going to.”

“Sure you weren’t. You always were obsessed with boobs,” she scoffed.

“I’m not obsessed,” I mumbled.

“Could’ve fooled me from the way you were staring.”

“I think it would be weirder if I didn’t stare. I mean, I’m a guy,” I said, shrugging.

“I know you are,” she said. Though she’d tried to keep her voice relaxed and nonchalant, there was an unmistakable disappointment in it that didn’t go unnoticed.

I sat up and frowned. “That’s not fair. You can’t give me a blowjob and show me your tits and not expect me to look at you a little differently.”

Courtney rolled her eyes and released a loud, long-suffering sigh. “I love you, Tate.” When she saw my mouth fall open, she immediately held up her hand before I could say a word. “As my best friend, and only my best friend. I know you better than anyone in the world, so trust me when I say that I would never—in a million years—ever date you. What happened this morning doesn’t mean anything to me, and I’m okay with sucking you off every now and then if it’ll keep your head on straight.”

I stared back at her, because I couldn’t believe my ears. My best friend of nearly fifteen years had given me one of the most amazing blowjobs I’d ever experienced, and she was treating it like she’d just scratched my back or given me a massage.

But at the same time, I was really relieved to hear that she still loved me. With how harshly she’d been treating me for the past month, I honestly hadn’t been sure.

“I guess I was confused as to why you’d do that for me when we haven’t been all that close lately,” I said.

“You might have stopped being my best friend, but I never stopped being yours.” She avoided my gaze to pull at the grass between her feet instead, and the guilt I felt was overwhelming.

Until recently I hadn’t thought much about how my pulling away might have made her feel. She’d done a good job of hiding it up to this point, but it was clear to me now that she was still very hurt.

“Sorry, that was petty,” she said when I hadn’t responded after a minute.

I shook my head. “No, I deserved it. I was an asshole for ignoring you.”

“Yeah, you were.” She jumped to her feet and stretched her arms high above her head before rolling her right shoulder to get it warm and ready to throw again. “That’s enough of a break. Let’s work on your wheel routes.”

I groaned loudly and dragged myself back to my feet. It was yet another route that required I run halfway down the field, and after the conversation we’d just had, I was starting to wonder if she was doing it on purpose to punish me.

But if making me run until I dropped helped her feel even a little bit better, then I was more than happy to do it. After the awful way I’d treated her I had a lot to make up for, and I promised myself I’d do whatever it took to make things right.


Chapter 3

As far as cornerbacks went, my opponent was very, very good. He was fast, smart, aggressive, and had been a thorn in my side for the entire game.

Unfortunately for him, Courtney and I had poured over hours of his game footage. I knew exactly how to exploit his biggest weakness; namely, that he was slow when it came to pivoting his hips and could be outmaneuvered by a few well-timed feints.

With that weakness in mind I made a couple of quick cuts, throwing him off just enough for me to get a couple of steps on him. I turned my head to look for the ball, and like I’d hoped it was already in the air and coming at me fast.

The pass was slightly underthrown, but luckily I had enough space to slow down and wait for it. It landed perfectly in the cradle of my hands, and then I sprinted the last ten yards for the touchdown.

The roar of the crowd was deafening. I couldn’t very well not give them what they wanted, so I showboated a little by putting the ball behind my back and bending over in a low, exaggerated bow. Unless our defense completely shit the bed and allowed the other team to score again, we were going into the conference championship game undefeated.

I jogged back to the sidelines with the rest of my team, accepting congratulations and slaps on my shoulder pads along the way. Once there I immediately looked for Courtney in the stands, and grinned when I saw that she was still standing right behind the player’s bench where I’d put her.

As the team superstar, I was able to get as many complimentary game tickets as I wanted. I probably could’ve gotten her into the stadium’s skybox if I’d tried to, but she preferred to be near the field where the action was rather than be surrounded by alumni and investors who’d barely watch the game.

It was one of the many ways I’d tried to make things right with her. Besides supplying her with some of the best seats in the stadium, I’d given her a ton of free Bulldogs merch, and since she took on so much at my apartment, I covered all of her expenses too.

I’d also stopped complaining as much, though part of that was because it was hard to feel bothered by much when she was regularly getting me off. Sometimes she’d use her hands and sometimes she’d use her mouth, but either way, I was getting my balls drained whenever I wanted.

She absolutely refused to let me touch her though, which was a really hard thing to resist when she was staring up at me from her knees with her big blue eyes. If I even so much as tried she’d pinch my thigh hard enough to leave a mark, and after a week or two of dealing with the resulting bruises I got the hint to keep my hands to myself.

Right after I came she’d always disappear into her own room to take care of herself. Or at least that’s what I assumed she was doing. If I stood at her door like a creep, I’d hear her soft moans and the quiet buzzing of her vibrator.

I pulled off my helmet so that Courtney could see my face, and when I caught her eye, I lifted my right hand to my chest. I tapped my heart with my index finger—the movement slow and deliberate—and then I arced it across my body to tap the other side of my chest. At the end I pointed directly at her, letting her know exactly who I was talking to.

Her eyes widened and she looked really surprised at first, but then she beamed and immediately returned the gesture.

It meant ‘Us’ in sign language, and was a cheesy thing that we used to do back in the youth league whenever I caught one of her touchdown passes. It was short for ‘Us against the world,’ and it served as our secret promise to always have each other’s backs.

For the past couple of years I hadn’t been living up to that promise, but after everything she’d done to get me back on track with football, I was determined to keep it going forward.

The defense stopped our opponents in their tracks—officially giving us the win—and after a brief celebration, we returned to the locker room to shower and change. When I finished I slipped out to the parking lot to find Courtney waiting by my car.

She glared playfully at me as I approached her. “You stole that touchdown celebration from me,” she said, raising her chin.

“Didn’t see your name on it,” I shot right back.

Courtney rolled her eyes. “Ready to go home?”

“Actually, there’s a party to celebrate us getting into the playoffs tonight at one of the frats.” Her smile fell, so I did what I’d always done whenever I wanted something from her; I shamelessly begged. “I’ve done everything you’ve asked of me for the past two months, and I really need a break. Please, Courtney?”

I fully expected to have to argue my case a bit more, but to my surprise, she only sighed. “Fine. You can go for a little while, but remember that the season isn’t over yet. You’re not allowed to get wasted, and you’d better be home by midnight.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “You’re coming too.”

Courtney blinked up at me. “How? They won’t let me in.”

“Of course they will, you’re with me. And even if you weren’t, you’re plenty hot enough to get in on your own.”

“I’m underdressed,” she said, glancing down at her shorts and oversized jersey with a frown. It was one of the brand new ones that I’d given her recently, and it had my last name and number emblazoned across the back in big, blocky white letters.

“It’s a frat party, not a wedding.” She still looked unsure, so I took her hand and squeezed it reassuringly. “Trust me, Court. Have I ever lied to you?”

“Yeah, you have. Like a thousand times.” Her shoulders fell. “Okay, we can go. For a little while.”

That was all I needed to hear. Before she could change her mind, I grinned and dragged her to the sidewalk leading to Fraternity row.

It was relatively close to the stadium, so we were able to make it to the party pretty quickly despite the number of students stopping me to offer their congratulations. They had a huge freshman on the door to keep out the ‘riff-raff’, and just like I’d promised, he only slapped me on the shoulder and ushered the both of us right in.

A few of my teammates were already there, and when they saw me walk in they immediately pushed a drink at me. Before I could take a sip Courtney swiped it from my hand, surreptitiously dumping it when no one was paying attention.

They wanted to talk about the game, but I wanted Courtney to actually have fun with me for once. As soon as I found the chance, I quickly excused us and steered her towards the main party room.

The music was oppressively loud and it was much, much darker, with the only light in the room coming from the colorful strobing lights. It was packed full of people dancing and jumping along to the music, forcing me to hold her hand a little tighter to avoid losing her in the crowd.

We found a big enough spot that we could comfortably move around in, and at first, she danced with me somewhat stiffly. She seemed intent on leaving enough space between us for Jesus, and I was vividly reminded of the awkward dance we’d shared at our winter formal back in middle school.

It was only then that I realized I hadn’t touched her in a long time; really touched her, like we were friends who actually liked each other. Up until a few years ago we’d hug every day, and if one of us was feeling down, we’d either cuddle or do some casual hand-holding for comfort.

Ever since she’d come back into my life after I’d tried to shut her out of it, Courtney had very obviously put up a wall between us. It was understandable and I completely deserved it, but that didn’t make it suck any less.

So that’s why it made me really happy when she huffed and closed the distance, sliding her arms around my neck to pull us close together. Her body pressed fully and warmly against mine, allowing me to feel the softness of her breasts through the jersey she wore. She was close enough for me to get a full whiff of her familiar peach-scented body spray, and I greedily breathed it in.

A part of me wondered if she’d done it simply because there wasn’t any room. No one was really leaving the dance floor, and there were more people squeezing in every minute.

That thought completely went out the window when she turned around to deliberately press her ass into my crotch. She began to gyrate hard against me, swirling her hips in rhythm with the music blasting from the speakers. I was too shocked to really react, so she grabbed my arms to wrap them around her body.

Given the official green light to touch her, I immediately took full advantage. My hands began to wander like they had a mind of their own, sliding beneath her shirt to grope at the skin of her soft, sleek belly. When she still didn’t protest, I lowered them to run along her smooth and fleshy thighs too.

Touching her skin combined with her grinding her ass against me like she was, it was inevitable that I’d get an erection. Not wanting to freak her out and ruin things I tried to back off a bit, but she followed me to press her ass even harder against my dick.

I was supposed to be the person who knew the most about her, and yet feeling her move was a fun and sexy side of her that I never got to see. A small spark of jealousy appeared as I wondered where the hell she’d learned how to dance like that and with who, because it certainly hadn’t been with me.

A strange possessiveness came over me then, and I gripped her thin waist tighter to pull her flush against my body. The deep bass of the music vibrating through us only heightened the already amazing feeling, connecting us in a way that I’d never experienced before.

While I was well aware that we were basically dry humping on the dance floor surrounded by dozens of strangers, I no longer cared about anyone besides the girl in my arms. I took it a step further by boldly moving a hand from the inside of her thigh to grip her cock, delighting in the startled gasp it ripped from her throat.

Courtney leaned her head back against my shoulder to stare up at me, her eyes appearing large and very, very dark in the dim lighting. It was a look I’d seen dozens of times before, but never from my best friend in the world.

With her face so close to mine I could feel her warm breath on my cheek as she panted. My eyes darted down to her pink, parted lips, and unable to stop myself any longer, I gently wrapped my hand around her jaw and leaned down to kiss her.

Moments before our lips could touch, Courtney jumped forward to rip herself out of my arms.

“I’m thirsty,” she shouted over the music. “Can you get me some water?”

Very disappointed and very hard, I nearly cried. “Sure. Stay here.” I tied my jacket around my waist to hide my bulge, and then shuffled awkwardly through the crowd to find her something to drink.

On the plus side, it gave me a few minutes to cool my head and actually think about what had happened. The look on her face had been just as disappointed as mine, and I was sure that I’d seen longing in her eyes.

She’d definitely wanted me to kiss her. If I was lucky she’d be willing to pick up where we left off, but from recent experience I knew that the more likely outcome would be that she’d pretend it hadn’t happened.

After finding a couple of water bottles in the kitchen, I immediately hurried back to Courtney. It took a lot longer than I wanted with so many people trying to get my attention, and by the time I got back to the spot where I’d left her, she was gone.

At first I had the horrific thought that maybe she had caught the eye of some other guy. Courtney was objectively hot, and with the way she danced, it was inevitable that she would draw someone’s attention. There’d be nothing I could say about it either, because she’d made it achingly clear that we were nothing more than friends.

Relief flooded me when I finally spotted her in the far corner of the room surrounded by a group of girls, though it was short-lived when I realized they were getting in her face a bit. Courtney only stared back at them with her arms crossed, looking completely calm and unbothered.

On the surface that might not have seemed a big deal. For anyone who knew her though, it was terrifying. Since it would sort of be my fault if she ended up in jail or expelled for knocking them all out, I shoved my way across the room to get to her.

“What’s going on?” I asked. Now that I was closer, I recognized one of the girls as a cheerleader I’d hooked up with a couple of times. I thought her name might have been Sarah, or maybe Cara; I wasn’t very good with names.

Sarah/Cara looked really surprised to see me, but then she cleared her throat and raised her chin. “We were just asking her how she got in. She keeps saying she’s your friend and that you brought her, but I’ve never seen her before. You don’t actually know her, right?” she asked.

She stepped closer to loop her arm through mine. I immediately shrugged her off.

“She’s actually my best friend, and she’s also the reason I caught thirteen passes today,” I said, moving forward to wrap my arm around Courtney’s waist instead. “So if she doesn’t belong here, then neither do I.”

Their faces were shocked and annoyed as I dragged Courtney away. Really they should have been grateful, because I was saving their lives. Even if it was three on one I doubted that they would’ve stood much of a chance against her.

Strangely enough, I was already kind of over the party. Normally I’d have stumbled home at three in the morning, and probably with one of the girls who’d just accosted Courtney. Now all I wanted to do was hang out with my best friend.

I said a quick goodbye to my teammates on our way out—ignoring their amused, knowing smirks—and then led her out the front door into the cool autumn night.

We slowly made our way back to the stadium parking lot, sipping our waters in silence. Courtney seemed a bit down as we walked along the brightly lit path, and since I still had my arm around her waist, I gave her a reassuring squeeze.

“What were they saying to you? It looked like you were about to kick their asses.”

“They were trying to get me to leave because I was ‘monopolizing’ you,” she said, rolling her eyes. “It was annoying, but I wouldn’t fight them over something stupid like that.”

“Then why are you so quiet? Usually, you’d be telling me everything I did wrong in the game right about now,” I joked.

Courtney shrugged her shoulders. “I’m just tired. It’s been a really long day.”

“Yeah, it has.” She still looked sad to me though, and wanting to cheer her up, I added, “I know I’m saying this way too late, but thank you, Court. I wouldn’t be doing so well right now without you.”

“Wow, Tate the Great is thanking little ol’ me?” she gasped, feigning shock. A glimmer of light had finally returned to her eyes, and I smiled.

“Shut up, I’m being serious,” I said while tugging at the end of her hair. “And I’m sorry for pulling away. I don’t know if I actually apologized for that.”

Freshman year we’d still seen each other all the time, but once I became the star of the team and suddenly had everyone vying for my attention, we’d started to hang out less and less. In the last year or so I’d been especially bad about replying to her texts and returning her calls, and worse, I hadn’t noticed when she’d stopped trying.

“A thank you and an apology. Now I know you’re not Tate the Great, because he’s an asshole.” She didn’t look at me as she spoke, and I noticed she’d slowed her pace a bit too. “Why did you start avoiding me?”

I’d been waiting for that question for weeks. Hell, it was the first thing I’d expected her to ask the day she’d shown up on my doorstep. It was an easy question to answer, but very hard to say out loud.

I owed her the truth, though. I’d already hurt her enough.

“I didn’t want to see how disappointed you were in me. I knew that I wasn’t living up to the person you thought I was,” I said.

Courtney sighed and leaned more heavily against me. “I won’t lie and say that I wasn’t frustrated by everything you were doing, but nothing could ever change the way I see you, Tate. I know who you are. You were the only one who stayed my friend through everything, and for that, you’ll always be the most special person in the world to me.”

Hearing that made the backs of my eyes burn. As much as I wanted to respond in kind and tell her how much she meant to me too, my throat felt too thick and uncomfortably tight.

We got into my car and drove the short five minutes back to my apartment complex in complete silence, and after parking the car we climbed the stairs to my apartment together. I let her enter first, and the moment I closed the door behind us, Courtney shoved me up against it with far more strength than I expected from a girl her size. Her teeth dug nervously into her bottom lip, but the heat in her gaze was obvious.

“Uh,” I said eloquently.

“I’ve been trying so fucking hard not to do this,” she mumbled, more to herself than to me. She took a step closer, wrapped her arms around my neck, and then leaned up on her toes to tentatively yet firmly press our lips together.

It wasn’t actually our first kiss. The summer after graduation and the night before I’d left for my first fall training camp, Courtney had come over to my house to hang out one last time. We wouldn’t see each other for nearly a month until she joined me on campus, and it would be the longest amount of time we’d spent apart since the day we’d met.

I didn’t remember what had led up to it. One minute we’d been sitting and talking on my back porch, and then the next my hand had been on her thigh and our lips had been locked. The kiss was incredibly awkward and had felt really strange, so we’d both mutually decided to pretend as though it never happened.

It had been easy for me to bury it in the very back of my mind, because the next day I was busy meeting my new teammates and enjoying the freedom of being on my own. But now I vividly remembered everything—the warmth of her skin, the softness of her lips, and the quiet, happy sigh that she’d breathed into my mouth.

Back then, I hadn’t known what to do with the strange flutter in my chest when our lips met.

This time, I did.

After the initial shock wore off, I immediately threaded my fingers into her hair to deepen it. Her lips were soft, warm, and slick from her lip gloss, and I was surprised by the intense sparks of pleasure I felt as our mouths met over and over again.

Courtney seemed to know exactly what she was doing, dividing and conquering each of my lips with eager, sucking kisses. The quiet smacking that accompanied our making out grew increasingly louder, overshadowed only by our heavy breathing.

There was so much passion and hunger in her lips that I began to wonder if she’d been lying about the type of love she had for me. I’d swapped spit with my fair share of girls over the past five years or so, but none of them had ever kissed me like they were trying to devour me. It took my breath away.

With her hips pressed flush against me like they were, it was inevitable that I’d feel her cock digging into my thigh. Even through her shorts its throbbing heat was apparent, and so was its length and hardness. Having an undeniable sign of her arousal was unexpectedly hot, because at the very least, her body seemed interested in what was happening.

Feeling how horny she was made my patience for only kissing wear thin. I snaked my arm around her waist to maneuver her deeper into my apartment—backing her towards my bedroom—but when we made it into the hallway she twisted us around so that we stumbled into hers instead. The backs of my knees hit the edge of her bed, and then we both fell onto it in a heap.

While I lay prone beneath her, Courtney sat up to firmly straddle my lap. Gentle pants slipped from her kiss-swollen lips, and her bright blue eyes roamed all over my face. Her tongue darted out to swipe against her bottom lip, and with a smile that was much more nervous than flirty, she slowly slid down my body.

She pulled my jeans and underwear down to my knees along with her, and at the same time, I quickly sat up to remove my T-shirt. Once I was fully naked she worked on her own clothing, starting with sliding her shorts and panties down her legs. She removed her jersey and bra next, and then she settled herself on top of me again once she was done. Her heavy balls and bare ass were hot against my stomach, and it also gave me my first clear look at her dick.

It was pink and smooth and long—maybe even longer than mine—and it had a gentle upwards curve towards the middle of the shaft. It wasn’t especially thick, but the tip was flared and seemed to grow fatter the longer I stared.

She was so turned on that it stood straight up in the air, twitching and oozing a drop of precum from its slit. I couldn’t look away from it, and even more strangely, my mouth began to water.

Courtney gently lifted my chin to make me look at her face. “Do you have a condom?” she asked. She was blushing really hard, but then I imagined having someone staring at your penis like it was a delicious, juicy sausage would do that.

I frowned up at her. “Do we need one?”

“Bareback is only for boyfriends,” she replied, somewhat tersely.

I thought about fighting her on it a little more—we were best friends, and I was closer to her than any boyfriend she’d probably ever have—but every second that I wasn’t inside of her felt like a waste of time.

Luckily, I always kept a couple of emergency condoms on me. I could just about reach my discarded jeans, and I impatiently rifled through them for my wallet.

While I searched for a condom, Courtney leaned over me to get at her nightstand, inadvertently shoving her breasts directly into my face. She retrieved a small bottle of lube and applied a generous amount to a couple of her fingers. After that she stood up on her knees and reached down to slide them inside of herself, moaning softly as she stared down at me through heavily lidded eyes.

I couldn’t stop staring at her. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen, to the point where my heart was pounding so hard that I worried I might pass out before we even got started. The nervousness I felt reminded me a lot of the first time I’d had sex, but this was much scarier because I knew that it had the potential to change everything.

“Are you gonna put that on?” she asked, nodding impatiently at the little foil package in my hand.

I dumbly nodded back, and with anxious, slightly shaking hands, I ripped the wrapper open with my teeth and rolled the condom down my shaft. When I was done, her already slippery hand briefly stroked my cock to get it slick and ready for her, and then she straddled my waist again as she held it straight up in the air.

She carefully lowered herself until my tip pressed firmly against her asshole. After a bit of resistance, the head finally popped inside.

I immediately groaned at how warm, slippery, and impossibly tight she was. The sensation was so distracting that it took a few seconds to notice her face held a slight grimace, but when I did, I gently massaged her thighs to soothe her.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

Courtney swallowed hard and nodded. She closed her eyes for a few seconds, and with a small, steadying breath, she slowly sank the rest of the way into my lap.

To say that she felt amazing wrapped around me was like saying that the sky was blue, or that Welshmen liked sheep. I was actually grateful for the condom now, because without it dampening some of my hypersensitivity I’d have come inside of her the moment I bottomed out. As it was, I already had to take deep, calming breaths just to stop the cum in my balls from boiling over.

To help distract the both of us from what we were feeling, Courtney leaned down, grabbed my face in her hands, and kissed me hard. It worked wonders, and it immediately wiped every coherent thought from my mind to focus solely on her lips instead.

At least until she squeezed down on me. It made me break the kiss entirely to gasp, and with a small, amused smile, she sat up straight again.

She slowly swirled her hips just like she had on the dance floor, wriggling them around to adjust to the feeling of me inside of her. When she was sufficiently loosened up she began to rise and fall in my lap, grunting softly each time our bodies met. As she picked up speed she leaned her hands on my chest for balance, and her hard cock smacked wetly against my belly.

Staring up at her flushed face and parted lips made my heart clench strangely, and though her breast bounced invitingly, I looked into her eyes instead.

“My tits are down here,” she joked, giving them an enticing little shake.

“I like looking at your eyes more,” I admitted.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes, but her face turned an even deeper shade of red. “I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Nah, I pretty much only stare at their tits.”

Courtney laughed surprisingly hard at that, which made me smile wider too. I hadn’t seen her laugh so freely in years.

But while I was happy to see her having such a good time, I was done with letting her have so much control. I sat up to wrap my arms around her lower back and pulled her deeper onto my cock, sinking her down until every single inch of me was fully sheathed.

The smile fell from her face then, and she leaned her head back and gasped as pleasure overwhelmed her. I attacked the newly exposed skin, sucking hard at the side of her neck until she began to moan and squirm on my lap. Each time I swiped the flat of my tongue against it she’d involuntarily tighten, which made me fuck her that much harder in turn.

Courtney narrowed her eyes, and as usual whenever we did anything together, her natural competitiveness came out. She threw her arms around my neck and used the better leverage to work herself harder against me, slamming her slippery asshole onto my cock to try to force me to come first.

It worked, somewhat. I groaned each time she ground her hips in my lap, meeting my thrusts with the weight of her perfect ass. The sounds of our hips clapping together gradually increased in volume as she bounced with abandon on top of me, single-mindedly doing everything she could to make me shoot off first.

But despite her best efforts, she didn’t really stand a chance. Besides my length filling her up and scraping against the deepest parts of her ass, she also had to contend with our stomachs sliding wetly against both sides of her dick. Within minutes her eyelids began to flutter as she struggled to hold herself together, and her gaze became more and more vacant.

With a choked gasp she came hard and suddenly, squealing girlishly while her orgasm overwhelmed her. Her body involuntarily bucked on top of me as her dick swelled larger between us, and then I felt a hot, sticky wetness splash against my chest and stomach as Courtney emptied her balls.

I watched her eyes roll upwards and then slide shut, her body shuddering hard as her warm, slick tunnel spasmed pleasantly around my shaft. With a bit of a triumphant grin I kept fucking myself up into her, coaxing her through the rest of her climax until her body eventually went limp. She slumped forward to rest her chin on my shoulder, and if I didn’t feel her heart still beating powerfully against my chest, I might have actually been worried.

Since I’d already won and made her come all over the both of us, I began to focus much more on chasing my own pleasure. I wrapped a strong arm around Courtney’s waist, using the years of strength that I’d built for football to slide her up and down on my cock like she was a living, breathing sex toy. At the same time I slammed up into her with rough, pounding thrusts, selfishly taking control of her still twitching hole in an effort to get myself off too.

My final few thrusts were short and frenzied, and then I squeezed my eyes shut and grunted hard. My cock erupted, filling the condom so completely that I felt my own cum try to seep around the edges. The entire time she only whimpered softly, hanging on to me as though her life depended on it.

“Fuck I love you,” I gasped out in a rush, crushing her smaller body to my chest. It caused her breasts to squish against me, to the point where I could feel her hard nipples digging into my skin.

There were some residual spasms of pleasure as I gradually came down from my orgasm. By the time I fully came back to myself, Courtney was covering her chest with one arm and desperately shoving her way out of my grip with the other. She looked shell-shocked, and the regret on her face made my heart sink into my stomach.

“What’s wrong?” I asked as she quickly pulled her jersey back on.

“Everything’s wrong. That shouldn’t have happened.”

“Is it because I said that I love you?” I asked. She grimaced, and I got my answer. “I’ve said I love you a million times. Why is this time any different?”

“It just is,” she snapped, sliding off of the bed. When I reached for her hand she snatched it away, and then she grabbed up her panties and disappeared from the room.


Chapter 4

We won the conference championship pretty handily, and then after that we’d gone on to win the Peach Bowl too. The bowl game had served as something of a playoff for us. Because of how well we’d done, we were going to be competing for the national championship against Alabama.

They were usually one of the best teams in the country so we played them often enough, and our schools had a pretty strong history going back over sixty years. It was a bit of a stretch to call it a rivalry, but it was always a huge event whenever we played each other.

Their team was especially good this year, and were undefeated just like we were. When we took the field tomorrow, it was going to be a tough battle.

It wasn’t the game that I was particularly worried about, though. I was much more concerned with Courtney’s state of mind.

She’d always been a massive over-thinker, and would come up with scenarios and contingencies to mentally prepare for everything. The same traits that had made her a great quarterback—her work ethic, preparation, and fastidiousness—could be a double-edged sword. If she wasn’t careful, she’d make herself physically ill with worry.

I, on the other hand, didn’t think much about big games at all. Courtney liked to joke that it was because I was too stupid, but really it was more that I’d always had full confidence in my own abilities. If I’d done everything I could to prepare, I didn’t see the point in losing any sleep.

As the more laid-back of the two of us, it had fallen to me to calm her down. Before our biggest games we’d have a sleepover, and I’d do everything I could to help her relax and actually get some rest.

Even long after she’d quit playing football we had kept them going. She could never sleep well because she was so nervous for me, and since I was concerned about her, it just made more sense for them to continue. Until we’d started college, anyway.

I rolled over in bed to glance at the clock on my nightstand. It was nearly midnight, and in just under eighteen hours I’d be playing in the biggest game of my life up to that point. I wasn’t feeling particularly worried about it, but if I knew Courtney at all, then she was definitely still awake.

I jumped out of bed in just my underwear to quietly sneak into the hallway. Just as I’d expected there was light coming from beneath her door, so I gave it a quiet knock.

“Come in,” Courtney called from the other side.

When I opened it she was leaning against the headboard in her pajamas with a tablet in her hands. From the sound alone I could tell she was watching game footage of our opponent, because we’d been poring over their videos for weeks already. I wasn’t at all surprised that she was over-preparing, and while it was exasperating, it was strangely comforting to see that she hadn’t changed.

“I can’t sleep. Too nervous about the game,” I lied, leaning against the doorframe while giving her my most pitiful frown.

Courtney shot me a flat stare, the kind that made it clear she didn’t believe a word I’d said. With a slight roll of her eyes, she set her things aside.

“Wanna braid my hair?” she asked.

I blinked at the request. Back when we were at our closest I’d done it for her dozens of times, but it had been years since she’d last asked me.

“I don’t know if I remember how,” I said.

“Yeah, you do.” She turned her back to me and fluffed out her tawny hair, basically telling me that I didn’t have any say in the matter.

With a small shrug, I entered the room to sit behind her on the bed, putting my legs on either side of her slender body. I then spent a minute or so running my fingers through the thick brown strands. She must have just taken a shower because her hair was damp and curlier than usual, and there was a really strong scent of peaches and vanilla.

After a while I began to massage her scalp, applying a bit of pressure with the pads of my fingers and moving them in slow circles. Though she tried to stay quiet a moan would slip from her lips every now and then, her body gradually relaxing as she leaned into my touch. Her nipples quickly became diamond hard in her tank top, and her breaths were a lot harsher than they’d been when I started.

“That’s not braiding,” Courtney said, leaning her head back to look up at me.

“I’m getting your scalp ready for it. You’re tender-headed, remember?”

"No, you're just too rough." Despite saying that she let me do as I pleased, closing her eyes and fully melting into my chest. When I glanced down her body I noticed that she had half of an erection, the outline of it made more obvious by her thin sleep shorts.

Seeing the bliss on her face made me get a little hard too. Combined with her happy sighs and the way she kept squirming in my lap, it was inevitable that I’d start to get turned on.

But I had a job to do. Once I felt she was ready, I made her sit up so that I could gather her hair and split it into three separate strands. My own erection was quickly forgotten as I focused on remembering the correct pattern. I had to start over a few times, and it really didn’t look good at all, but eventually I made something resembling a basic braid.

“Done,” I said, tying it off with the hair tie she’d been wearing on her wrist.

She reached her hand back to touch it. “See? Told you you remembered.”

“Don’t say that until you see what it looks like.”

Courtney laughed brightly, her blue eyes sparkling as she turned to look back at me. Her smile faded a bit once she realized exactly how close our faces were, and then her gaze fell to my lips. She gnawed thoughtfully on her bottom lip for a moment, and unable to help myself, I leaned forward to kiss her.

I fully expected her to immediately push me away like she always did. When she instead moaned into my mouth and allowed me to continue, I risked slipping a hand beneath her top to rub the smooth skin of her belly.

To my surprise she still didn’t say anything, so without breaking lip contact, I rolled us both over so that she was lying on her back beneath me. I leaned my pelvis more heavily against her, and as if on instinct her legs came up to wrap loosely around my waist.

We didn’t break lip contact for a single second, and my cock quickly began to make itself known again. For some relief I ground it against her hip, enjoying the smooth, gentle friction. It was only when I took it too far and reached down to grab hers that she finally broke the kiss and turned her head away.

While I was disappointed, I was much more surprised that she’d let me have my way for as long as she had. For the past month and a half, things between us had been…strained.

The morning after we’d slept together, Courtney had pretended as though nothing had happened. Any attempts to talk about it or apologize were promptly ignored, until I eventually got the hint and gave up on trying to figure out what was going on with her.

She’d still give me “oral support”—her words, not mine—but the blowjobs were quick and perfunctory and she refused to make eye contact with me while she did them. I couldn’t jokingly grab her butt anymore, and our occasional play fighting had been axed too. She didn’t want to be touched by me at all.

Probably the worst thing to come out of us having sex was that she now always made sure to be fully clothed. The skimpy workout gear she used to wear around my apartment was replaced by oversized t-shirts and leggings, which sucked because leering at her body as she went about her business used to be one of my favorite pastimes.

When I’d asked her about the sudden change in attire she’d said that it was because of the cooler weather. I wasn’t buying that excuse at all though, because Courtney would wear shorts and tank tops all the way into winter until someone forced her to put on a jacket.

My guess was that the extra layers were her way of avoiding any more ‘accidents’ between us. I thought she’d enjoyed everything we’d done together, so her reactions were really confusing. For reasons I couldn’t understand, she seemed absolutely terrified of ever having sex with me again.

“Why won’t you let me touch you?” I asked, frustrated.

Courtney hesitated for a long moment. “Because you should be focused on football, not me. I’m not here to distract you, I’m here to make sure you follow through on your dream.”

I narrowed my eyes at her. I knew all of her tells, and while I sensed some truth in her words, I also knew that she was lying. About what I couldn’t imagine, and unfortunately, I didn’t think she’d tell me if I asked.

“So I can’t touch you, but you can touch me?”

“Good, so you do understand,” she teased. She flipped our positions so that she was on top, pushing me down onto her bed until I was engulfed by her fluffy pillows. She then worked her hand into my underwear, and I groaned the moment she wrapped her hot little palm around my cock.

“This isn’t what I came in here for,” I said as she began to gently squeeze my shaft, applying soft pressure until I grew to full mast in her grip. It felt incredible, and had me squirming in no time.

“Maybe not, but it’ll help you relax and go to sleep. You know, since you’re so nervous and all.” She briefly let me go to get my underwear out of the way, but then her hand returned to carefully stroke me.

Despite the lack of lubrication it felt really nice, especially when combined with the feeling of her erection rubbing against my thigh. I was pretty sure she didn’t know she was doing it either, because when I looked up at her her gaze was solely focused on my dick.

I thought it was ridiculous that I was the only one enjoying myself, so I slid a hand beneath her waistband to squeeze her length directly. Her eyelids briefly fluttered shut and she tried to move away, but I tightened my grip to stop her.

“You need to sleep too,” I said by way of explanation when she glared down at me.

Courtney’s frown deepened. “I’ll handle it later.”

“Or, we can handle it together and both fall asleep faster,” I returned.

She gently bit her lip, thinking hard about my proposal, and I knew that I’d won when she sat up straight to shimmy out of her shorts. Once she was naked from the waist down, I pulled her more fully on top of me so that our cocks rubbed warmly together. Seeing them side by side she was definitely a little longer than me, though I had her beat in thickness.

Like the last time we’d been naked in her bed, she reached over to grab the lube from her nightstand. After pouring a good amount of the slick liquid into her palm she wrapped her hand around our shafts to stroke the both of us at the same time.

It felt amazing, and like nothing I’d experienced before. The sensitive heads of our cocks sliding wetly against each other sent shivers down my spine, and it was made worse by the way she slowly humped herself against me. Her blue eyes were electric and intense as they stared down into mine—almost like she was trying to make me come with her gaze alone.

Her solid weight on my hips meant that I couldn’t try to match her movements. I was at her complete mercy, and somehow I got the feeling that was exactly what she wanted.

“Does that feel okay?” she asked, innocently cocking her head as if she wasn’t explicitly aware of what she was doing to me.

Annoyed, I grunted back. It was about all I could do, because the pleasure of her slippery dick rubbing against the bottom of mine made it impossible for me to speak.

Amused by my plight, Courtney giggled and leaned down, close enough for me to feel her breath against my lips. Every now and then she’d ghost them together—just light enough for me to feel their warmth—but if I tried to turn it into a real kiss she’d only laugh and back away. It was extremely frustrating, and worse, I loved it.

She began to better coordinate her movements, carefully timing the squeezing of her hand with her quickening thrusts. It didn’t take long for me to swell in her hand, and then moments after that I shot my cum all over my own chest and stomach. I groaned deep in my throat as she continued to mercilessly stroke me, squeezing out every last drop my balls had left with a wide, amused grin.

Because of my cum her hand was more slippery now, and realizing the same, Courtney increased the speed of her stroking. I grit my teeth hard, far too sensitive after my orgasm to handle the overwhelming feeling, and if she noticed my discomfort she certainly didn’t seem to care.

Right as I was about to beg her to stop her hips lost their rhythm, and with a soft, keening moan, she finally came. I watched fascinated as ropes of pearly white spurted from the mushroom tip of her cock. It joined the mess I’d already made on my stomach, and felt hot and slimy as it settled into the grooves of my abs.

She slumped forward once she was done, gasping warm air onto the side of my neck as she panted through her post-orgasmic shivers. Despite the pain she’d put me through at the end I gently rubbed her back, enjoying the feeling of her warm body resting on top of me.

When she finally recovered, she sat up again to grab a handful of tissues from the box on her nightstand and carefully mopped up what she could of our mess. After discarding them in her wastebasket she lay down on the bed and curled up into my side, snuggling herself beneath my arm in only her thin tank top.

I had to admit that I really was much more relaxed after coming so hard—and sleepy, too. Seeing the content look on her face, I imagined that she felt the same.

“Can I stay here tonight?” I asked, figuring that it was smarter to beg now while she was in a good mood and still had endorphins rushing through her bloodstream. “It’ll help me sleep.”

Courtney narrowed her eyes and looked up at me. “Fine, but only because we’re playing Alabama tomorrow.”

For someone who was supposed to be reluctant about having me stay, she didn’t waste any time in leaning over to turn off the lamp on her nightstand. In the darkness she seemed much more comfortable getting close, wrapping an arm around my chest and a smooth thigh around my waist. The room was cool, but she felt soft and warm; almost like a fleshy electric blanket.

I was on the verge of passing out when I felt her shuffle closer. Maybe it was because she thought I was asleep already, but she leaned up, kissed me softly on the cheek, and whispered a quiet ‘Thank you’ into my ear.


Chapter 5

Things weren’t looking good for us at all.

It was third down and long with thirty seconds left in the fourth quarter, and we were down by five points. Since we’d just used our final timeout we could run two more plays at best, and to win we needed a touchdown.

I’d had an amazing game so far, and no matter what I would probably come out of it looking like a hero. I’d broken the record for receptions in a national championship game, and against one of the best defensive backs in college football too.

Before, I might have been satisfied with that. I’d put on an exceptional performance, and no one in their right mind could blame me if we lost.

But now that simply wasn’t good enough anymore. I wanted to win, and more importantly, I wanted to show Courtney that everything she’d done for me over the last three months had mattered.

I looked up from the huddle to find her in the stands. She was standing right next to my parents and sister, who’d all made the four hour drive from home to support me.

When she saw that I was looking at her, she frantically rolled her hands over one another. I furrowed my brow and it took me a moment, but I eventually understood what she was trying to say.

It was insane to take play advice from a member of the crowd. But Courtney had been my quarterback for almost fifteen years, so if she insisted that it was a good idea, then I believed her.

I snapped my attention back to my teammates in the huddle. “Call an audible when we line up,” I said. “I’ll move into the slot and run a wheel route up the right sideline. The last-minute change will throw him off, and that’s all I’ll need to beat him.”

“If it doesn’t work, Coach is gonna make us run suicides until we puke,” Marcus—our quarterback—warned.

I put on my cockiest smirk. “Throw it up and I’ll catch it; I’m Tate the Great.” I felt really embarrassed saying my own nickname out loud, but it seemed to work as he only shrugged and broke the huddle.

We lined up for the original play that our coach had called, and just like we’d agreed on, he called an audible at the last minute. We all shifted our positions, with me moving from the outside to line up closer to the offensive line instead.

The defense scrambled to adjust but it was far too late. Marcus snapped the ball, and I took off down the field. As soon as I reached my defender, I shoved him hard with my elbow and made a slow, deliberate cut towards the middle of the field.

I waited for him to overcommit before immediately making a quick cut in the other direction, sprinting up the right sideline just as Courtney and I had practiced a hundred times. It worked perfectly, throwing him off balance enough to create a full body’s length of space between us. With so much extra breathing room, I felt safe glancing over my shoulder to look for the ball.

When I did, I cursed; it was massively overthrown.

I put on the afterburners, calling upon every ounce of speed I possessed to try to catch up. When the ball was close enough, I stretched out my hand. It landed on my fingertips, and then with a combination of finger strength, intense focus, and a little bit of luck, I was just able to hold on to it.

The crowd erupted when I pulled the ball into my chest, and then it became a footrace for the final twenty yards to the endzone. If it hadn’t been for the intense training I’d done over the past four months the defender might have run me down, but I managed to maintain my top speed long enough to score the touchdown.

They’d been loud when I caught the ball, but now the roar of the crowd sounded like white noise as I stared up at the sea of red and white jerseys of our fans. My teammates swarmed me soon after, and though I really wanted to look for Courtney to see her reaction, there was too much happening. Besides, with everyone jumping and screaming like they were, I doubted that I would’ve been able to find her anyway.

Between my touchdown and then us kicking the extra point, there were only ten seconds left for our opponents to try to make something happen. They tried to throw a Hail Mary pass, but our safety intercepted the ball and then played keep away until the clock ticked down to zero.

The game was over.

We were national champions.

Everything else that happened after was a blur. A bunch of the major sports networks wanted to interview me, and then we had to line up to listen to some boring speeches and accept our championship trophy.

It was nearly an hour before I could shower and change, and once I had all of my gear together, I slung it over my shoulder and left to look for Courtney. I mostly ignored all of the people trying to congratulate me, giving them polite smiles or nods but otherwise keeping my distance.

I eventually found my family waiting outside the locker room, and they greeted me with hugs and congratulations that I much more happily accepted. The person I really wanted to see was missing though, and it worried me because she was always waiting for me after my games.

“Where’s Courtney?” I asked while scanning the crowd for her wavy brown hair.

“She left a couple of hours ago,” my mom replied with a little shrug. “We told her to wait for you, but she said that she had something to do back at campus.”

My frown deepened. She’d told me that she was going to catch a ride to the game with my family, so the fact that she’d lied to me and driven on her own made me feel uneasy. I pulled out my phone to call her, and was relieved when she picked up on the fourth ring.

“Where are you?” I immediately demanded.

Courtney was silent for a long time. In the background I could hear the rhythmic clicking of her turn signal, and the very faint hum of her engine.

“Driving home,” she finally said. “The season’s over, so I thought I’d get a head start on packing. I’m sure you’re sick of me living in your place.”

“When the fuck did I ever say that?” I asked, incredulous. Sure, in the first few weeks I might have complained a lot about her always being around. For the last couple of months though, I’d made sure to let her know how grateful I was.

“You didn’t have to. I forced my way back into your life, and I didn’t really give you the option of saying no. Besides, I never intended to stay any longer than absolutely necessary.”

It took everything I had not to yell at her. I’d wanted to hug her—to thank her for helping me so much when I myself didn’t know that I needed it—but she was trying to walk away from me before I could say anything at all.

“Look, I’m on my way back right now, so you’d better not leave before I get home. I’ll hunt you down if you do,” I threatened. I hung up before she could reply; I didn’t want to give her the chance to say no.

Unfortunately, because of some sort of stupid school regulation, I had to ride back to campus with the team and couldn’t catch a ride with my parents. It was another full half hour before the bus was finally loaded and ready to go, and the entire ride back home I was sullen and antsy. Eventually I just put the hood on my jacket up and pretended to sleep, mostly to stop my teammates from asking why I was being so quiet.

The moment the bus parked I jumped off and sprinted the five minutes to my apartment complex, completely ignoring the dozens of waiting fans holding up signs and chanting my name.

I burst through my front door, fully expecting to find my apartment dark and Courtney long gone. Instead she was sitting on the couch with her knees pulled up to her chest. She had her suitcase packed and ready to go, but all I cared about was that she hadn’t left me yet.

“You’re still here,” I breathed, nearly sagging against the door frame in my relief.

She looked up at me, her expression annoyed. “I wasn’t going to sneak away in the middle of the night without saying something first. But shouldn’t Tate the Great be out celebrating with his adoring fans right now instead of wasting time here with me?”

I immediately frowned. I hated the way the nickname sounded coming from her lips. “Don’t call me that.”

“Why not? Tate the Great is your name, isn’t it?” she asked with a challenge in her eyes and voice. She was trying to get a rise out of me for some reason, and I refused to let her.

“Stop it,” I said, more firmly this time.

Courtney huffed and stared back down at her feet. She’d painted her nails in the same bright red as our school colors, and she was clenching them all like she tended to do whenever she was anxious.

I entered the living room to sit down next to her. Annoyingly, she wouldn’t look at me.

“What did you want to talk about? I need to go soon,” she said after a minute of silence.

It was a tough question to answer because there were so many things I wanted to talk to her about. I always wanted to talk to her, even if it was just about the stupidest things that popped into my head.

But there was one major thing that had been bothering me for months. If she was going to leave anyway, I figured that I might as well get an answer.

“Why would you never date me?” I asked.

“You mean, besides the fact that I only date to marry while you haven’t had a steady girlfriend since high school?” she scoffed.

I visibly winced. “Yeah, besides that.”

Courtney finally snapped her head up to meet my gaze. I was embarrassed by how happy I was to have her full attention, even if she looked extremely frustrated with me.

“Because even if you weren’t, well, you, it could never go anywhere,” she said. “You’re going to be under a microscope now after a game like that, and if we start dating, we both will.”

She didn’t have to explain things any further. I already had reporters and random online strangers trying to dig into my personal life. When I went pro, the attention would be tenfold.

I didn’t want to subject her to that level of scrutiny, but I couldn’t bear the thought of losing her either. It was a problem I had no idea how to fix, and while I usually felt completely capable of tackling anything I set my mind to, this time I felt utterly and completely helpless.

“I don’t want to let you go,” I mumbled.

Courtney smiled sadly. “You always have to sacrifice something to make your dreams come true. Trust me, I know.”

“Well, just because we aren’t dating doesn’t mean that you have to leave,” I said, desperation slipping into my voice. I didn’t understand what she meant about sacrifice, nor why we couldn’t stay the way we were.

“Yes, it does. I’m not going to do the ‘friends with benefits’ thing with you, and if we keep living together, I don’t think either one of us will be able to keep our hands to ourselves,” she said as a small, wryly amused smile slipped onto her face. “And I’d like to find a boyfriend at some point, so.”

My stomach dropped and I wanted to argue with her, but I couldn’t because she was absolutely right. Even now my fingers itched to touch her, and definitely not in a friendly way. It was selfish of me to want to keep her by my side.

As if sensing my disappointment, Courtney grabbed my arm and leaned her head on my shoulder to comfort me. “It’s not like I’m dying, Tate. I’m just moving back to my dorm. No matter what we’ll still be friends, and I’ll always be your biggest fan.”

Though she’d probably meant for her words to be reassuring, they instead only made me feel so much worse. I hated the thought of going back to not seeing her every day, and I was terrified of us drifting apart again. On a night when I was supposed to be at my happiest, I felt more miserable than I’d been in years.

After a few minutes of silently sitting together, Courtney kissed me on the cheek and stood up to gather her things. I watched her walk over to the door with a blank frown, my heart sinking with each step that she took away from me.

She got as far as touching the doorknob before I snapped out of it. I leapt to my feet, hurdled over the coffee table, and tightly grabbed her wrist.

“Tell me your dream before you go,” I insisted.

I half expected her to tell me to fuck off again. Instead, she looked up at me with large, sad eyes.

“You’ll laugh at me.”

“I swear that I won’t.”

She stared at me in silence for what felt like forever, so long that I started to wonder if she would answer me at all. Finally, she broke eye contact and turned her gaze to where my hand was wrapped around her wrist.

“…I want to be a bride,” she mumbled shyly, her face turning an adorable shade of pink.

Truthfully I really did want to laugh, because as far as dreams went, it seemed relatively small. I’d figured it would be something like wanting to become a personal trainer or physiotherapist for professional athletes, or maybe opening up her own gym.

The more I thought about it though, the less surprising it became. Growing up she’d usually choose movies about marriage on our movie nights—Love Actually, Runaway Bride, 27 Dresses—and whenever the bride walked down the aisle in her beautiful white dress, Courtney would immediately begin to tear up. I’d teased her about it at the time, but looking back it was extremely obvious why she got so emotional.

I fully believed that she’d be an amazing wife someday. From the day we’d met she had been supportive, nurturing, and compassionate, and she had a way of making the people she cared about feel special. Any guy in the world would be lucky to have her attention.

I also now understood that the thing she was planning to sacrifice for her dream was me.

For her to find a partner we couldn’t stay as close as we were. No guy in his right mind would tolerate her living with me, especially not if he found out how much we’d done together.

The only way that she would stay is if I personally tried to make her dream come true, but I wasn’t sure if I could. Not yet, anyway. I was only twenty-one. The thought of being married was too big and too terrifying, even if it was to someone who meant so much to me.

I didn’t know if I had it in me to be a good husband let alone boyfriend, so if I really cared about her happiness, the logical thing to do was let her go. I should let her find a guy who was ready for something that serious, and who wasn’t a selfish asshole that had let the fame and attention get to his head and basically ignored her for a year.

But the thought of her kissing someone that wasn’t me, fucking someone that wasn’t me, and loving someone that wasn’t me made my chest ache. I pictured her walking down the aisle in a beautiful white dress to meet someone else at the end of it, all while I watched from the audience with dread pooling in my stomach.

I absolutely refused to let that happen.

Courtney shrunk back against the door when I suddenly loomed over her, and then she squeaked when I scooped her up in my arms bridal style to carry her into my bedroom. Once inside, I tossed her down onto the bed.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she asked, sitting up to glare at me.

“You’ve been taking care of me day and night for the last three and a half months. The season’s over now, so it’s only fair that I return the favor, right?” I asked as I pulled off my jacket and unbuttoned my jeans. I stripped slowly and deliberately, and with each piece of clothing I dropped, her eyes grew bigger.

Suddenly, she didn’t look quite so annoyed with me anymore.

“We can’t,” she said weakly, her expression betraying how she actually felt.

I crawled onto the bed to hover over her again. She didn’t shrink back this time, instead staring up at me defiantly, so I leaned in to peck her gently on the lips. I gave her a few seconds to stop me or move away, and when she didn’t, I closed the distance again for a deeper one.

Courtney’s arms came up to wrap around my neck, and I grinned into her mouth. It hadn’t taken any effort at all to make her cave.

She whined when I broke the kiss and backed away, but she quickly quieted down once my fingers began to work at the button of her jeans. To my surprise she didn’t resist at all when I pulled them down her legs, and I smiled wider when I saw that she was wearing a pair of bright red Bulldogs panties.

She was half hard already and growing larger the longer I stared. I leaned down to press my lips against the warm, firm bulge through the thin fabric. Her breath immediately hitched and quickened, and when I looked up at her from between her thighs, her blue eyes were shocked and wide.

I smirked and hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties, and then in one quick, rough motion, I pulled them down her legs. She gasped cutely as I ripped them all the way off, tossing them over my shoulder and into a corner of the room. There was a faint scent of musk and sweat, but they were overpowered by the smell of her familiar peach body spray.

With my face so close to her crotch, I was able to get my clearest look yet at her penis. The fat, flared tip was already sticky and shiny with precum, and in a fit of inspiration, I licked it all off with one long, curious swipe of my tongue. It tasted a bit bitter, but there was also a mild sweetness that had me craving for more.

Courtney gasped and squirmed the moment my tongue touched her. It was a much stronger reaction than I’d been expecting, and amused, I did it again. She moaned and twisted her hips in almost the same exact way, and then emboldened, I slipped the head into my mouth.

The effect was immediate. She arched her back high off of the bed, throwing her arms over her face to hide what I imagined to be a look of rapture. A bit of soft suction made her moan for the second time, and I smiled around her cock.

I didn’t really know how I felt about sucking dick, but I knew that I liked the sensation of her squishy tip sliding wetly against my tongue. I liked the cute, soft sounds she made, and I liked knowing that she was at my mercy for once.

To give her the most pleasure I tried to do what I liked best when receiving a blowjob, so when I pulled my head back I’d draw my cheeks in and tighten my lips around her shaft. When I dipped my head down again, I worked to fit as much of her into my mouth as I could without gagging.

Every now and then I’d have to swallow down the mixture of my saliva and her precum. Each time I made sure that she was in my throat so she could feel it, and she really seemed to love that because her hips would involuntarily come off of the bed to force her cock deeper.

After a while she sat up to remove her bright red hoodie, and after that her shirt and bra quickly followed. I watched all of this with greedy interest. I’d seen her in various states of undress over the years, but getting to see her completely naked was something else entirely.

She was leanly muscled but soft where it mattered, and with so much smooth skin on display, I couldn’t resist running my hands up her sides. I let her fall from my mouth to press slow, soft kisses to her belly, and then I rested my cheek on it to look up at her.

“Should I stop?” I asked, fighting a grin when she whined. It was fun being the one in control.

Courtney glared back at me from between her legs. “You’ve already got me naked, so you might as well keep going,” she grumbled.

My smile spread fully. Seeing her look so horny and impatient—even while she desperately tried to pretend that she wasn’t—was a side of her that I hadn’t seen before. It was incredibly cute and oddly satisfying to know that I could bring that out of her.

I took her halfway once again, much more easily now that my throat was warmed up and I had a better idea of what I was doing. One of her hands grabbed the hair on the back of my head as I slowly bobbed it in her lap, her fingers threading themselves into my dark hair.

Her grip stayed loose and she wasn’t really guiding my movements, but I got the sense that if I tried to move too far away from her dick I’d probably get a painful reminder of exactly why that was a bad idea.

“Have you done this before? You’re really good at it,” Courtney said, looking down at me with an amused little smirk.

I let her cock slip from my mouth again and pinched her thigh hard for that; just like she’d done to me whenever I touched her without permission. “Don’t be a jerk.”

“Sorry.” She bit her lip and averted her gaze. “Do you have any lube?”

Doing my best not to look as smug as I felt, I jumped off of the bed to search my nightstand. Luckily I found a few single-use packages of lube that the school had handed out during one of their many safe sex campaigns, and for good measure, I grabbed a handful of condoms too.

I wasted no time opening the lube and applying it to both the pink ring of her asshole and one of my fingers. There was surprisingly little resistance when I began to work a finger inside of her, and I was able to slide the whole thing deep in one smooth, firm push.

When I thought she was ready for it I added a second finger, all while continuing to slurp languidly on Courtney’s cock. She sighed happily, resting her legs on my shoulders as I steadily urged her towards orgasm. For a moment she seemed to grow larger in my mouth, and that’s when she tugged hard at my hair to force me to release her dick again.

I was surprised by the disappointment I felt. I’d sort of wanted to know what it would feel like to have my mouth flooded with her cum.

“I know you’re having a lot of fun down there, but can you hurry up and fuck me now?” she asked.

Just like that, any thoughts of making her come in my mouth were gone. I shot up and reached for one of the condoms I’d found, but Courtney grabbed my forearm to stop me.

“You don’t need a condom,” she mumbled.

I was surprised at first, but then, a slow, creeping grin spread across my face. “No condom? Does this mean I’m your boyfriend?”

Her face flushed. “Do you want to fuck me or not?”

I certainly wasn’t about to argue against fucking her raw, so I quickly scooted closer to line my tip up with her little pink hole. She’d already been thoroughly loosened by my fingers, and because of that, it took almost no effort at all for me to slip past the tight ring of her sphincter.

The feeling inside of her was indescribable. It was so much hotter without a condom, and slicker too. As I gradually worked myself deeper, my shaft was deliciously massaged by its silky tightness.

We both groaned when I finally bottomed out, but there was a slight look of discomfort on her face as she struggled to reacquaint herself with my size. She kept involuntarily squeezing down around me, and the sensation was absolutely mind-numbing.

While I wanted to give her more time to adjust, my horniness very quickly won out. I slowly drew my hips back and then shoved myself deep again, digging into the soft, vice-like grip of her asshole.

After that I settled into a slow, steady rhythm, carefully pumping my hips to avoid causing her any pain. From the way she moaned I probably didn’t need to bother, and seeing the look of absolute rapture on her face, I felt myself grow larger inside of her.

Her own cock was a dark, purplish red, and I watched fascinated as it angrily twitched and throbbed. Each time I humped against her it would slide a bit, leaving sticky smears of precum behind as it rubbed against her belly.

At some point I noticed that her moans had grown a lot louder. From the way she shivered I must have been hitting a spot that she really loved, and at first I was surprised by how quickly she was falling apart. I’d barely managed to work up a sweat while I was fucking her, but then I remembered she’d already been close before I’d stuck my dick inside of her.

Her nails scratched at my hips and thighs as she desperately tried to force me to speed up. Though it hurt a little and I knew that I’d have red lines all over my skin the next morning, I thought it was a small price to pay for the pleasure I saw contorting her face.

Once I began fucking her as hard as I could, she became completely unable to mask her reactions anymore. Everything about Courtney was sexy, and I watched enraptured as she twisted and writhed beneath me.

Like before her cock swelled to its full length and thickness, and as it filled with blood the veins criss-crossing along her shaft became much more pronounced. The sudden tightening of her hole and the involuntary twitching of her body were the only warnings I had that she was going to come; when she finally did, it was explosive.

Thick spurts of cum shot from her slit, painting lines of milky white across her tan skin. As she spurted her hot cum all over herself most of it landed on her stomach, and I had the amusing thought that she looked a lot like a delicious, freshly glazed donut.

Her body became much more loose and flexible after her orgasm. The tension she’d been carrying had completely disappeared, though that was probably because she’d gone limp and unresponsive.

Since she was much easier to bend now, I took the chance to put one of her legs over my shoulder and get as far as I could inside of her. The better angle allowed me to hit new spots, and she shivered hard each time my cock plunged deep.

Her wanton moans sent zaps of pleasure straight to my balls. In an attempt to distract myself I groped one of her bouncing breasts, but unfortunately, I’d been much closer than I thought. Her matching my thrusts and tightening around me certainly wasn’t helping any, and I’d already gone past the point of no return.

“Do it inside,” Courtney breathed as she stared up at me through hooded eyes, and unfortunately that was all I needed to push me over the edge.

With a shuddering gasp I came just as hard as she had, shoving myself deep to shoot her full of my seed. Every muscle in my body seemed to clench all at once, and as pleasure flooded my brain I only saw white.

Eventually my body lost all energy and I collapsed on top of her, burying my face into the side of her neck as I struggled to breathe again. One of her hands rubbed soothingly at my sweaty back, while the other gently played with my hair. Somehow, I was more exhausted than I’d been after playing two hours of football.

It took me a full minute or two of panting harshly against her skin, but I eventually found the strength to fall off onto my side next to her. She rolled over to look at me, and although her face was flushed, her hair was disheveled, and she looked like she was on the verge of falling asleep, there was a happiness in her gaze that I hadn’t seen in a very long time.

“You didn’t actually give me an answer about me being your boyfriend,” I said, fighting against my fatigue.

Suddenly wide awake, Courtney blinked owlishly at me. “You were serious about that? You remember that I only date to marry, right?”

I raised my eyebrows. “Yeah, I know. But I’m not planning on giving up anything to accomplish my dream.”

At first she looked genuinely surprised by my statement, and then her expression became dark and brooding. I could tell by the way her face clouded over that she was overthinking again, and considering all of the potential pitfalls and difficulties that we might face if we actually decided to make a real go of it.

After an achingly long minute, Courtney lifted a hand to her chest to sign the word “Us.” Her finger tapped my heart when she pointed at me, and then a shy, beautiful smile spread across her face.

I rolled my eyes a bit because it still wasn’t the clear, definitive answer that I wanted, but with a large smile of my own, I happily returned it.


Epilogue

Fall training was completely kicking my ass.

For a full week we’d been having two practices a day, one early in the morning and then another later in the afternoon. Between those we had a workout in the gym and meetings to go over any changes to the playbook, both of which were exhausting in their own ways.

I’d have to leave early in the morning to make it to my first practice on time, and then I wouldn’t be able to return home again until the sun was going down. There was barely time for anything besides sleep and football; luckily, I had a girlfriend who didn’t seem to mind that at all.

I tiredly dragged myself through the front door of the apartment we shared, and almost rolled my eyes when I saw that Courtney was sitting on the couch and making notes in my playbook. She had some football documentary on in the background, but I was far too exhausted to give a shit about the specific subject matter.

After dropping my gym bag at the door, I collapsed belly first onto the couch and rested my head in her lap. Her bare thighs were smooth and soft beneath my cheek, and I already felt more rejuvenated just from feeling her warmth.

“How was practice?” she asked, setting aside what she was working on to run her fingers through my hair. I groaned loudly, and she laughed. “That good, huh?”

“I swear coach has been taking lessons from you on how to torture us.”

“Aw, that’s really sweet of you,” she mockingly cooed. “I made dinner if you want it. You need to eat if you want to put on size before the season starts.”

There was a really strong smell of garlic in the apartment so I figured she’d probably made spaghetti, but I’d never had less of an appetite. “Can you put it in the microwave for me? I just want to sleep.”

To punctuate my statement I snuggled further into her lap, pressing my face against her stomach and taking a deep breath. Her smell was both intoxicating and relaxing all at once, and I settled in to take a quick nap.

The biggest reason I was so tired was because I’d spent the majority of the summer slacking off. Courtney and I had gone back to our hometown to recover from finals and see our families for a month. Between drinking with old friends and just being an all around bum, it hadn’t taken me very long to get out of football shape.

It was helped by the fact that I’d finally figured out how to get Courtney off my back about training. All I’d have to do is start kissing her neck or rubbing on her thighs, and soon enough she’d forget what she was talking about entirely.

Both of our families had noticed the change in our relationship right away. Hers had been pretty cool about it, and my mother and sister were ecstatic, but my dad hadn’t been very happy at all. As much as he liked Courtney as my friend, he too saw the potential problems that might arise if I was dating her.

As my girlfriend, Courtney would have to be by my side for everything—charity events, booster club fundraisers, and then on draft day when it came time for me to go to the NFL—so it was inevitable that others would wonder about the beautiful woman sitting next to me.

While she didn’t advertise that she was trans, it wasn’t necessarily a secret either. Anyone who’d grown up with us knew about her, and I was sure that at least some of them would have no problem at all letting the rest of the world know too.

It would push us both into the spotlight, so he was understandably worried about how that might affect my career. A majority of the players in the league probably wouldn’t be very accepting, and I doubted that the fans would be much better.

But once I’d told him about everything she did to help me perform at my best and how happy I was with her, he’d eventually come around to our relationship. At the very least, he saw the value in me having a live-in trainer who was tougher on me than he’d ever been.

Courtney lightly scratched at my scalp with her fingernails. I was really enjoying the soothing feeling of her fingers carding through my hair, so much so that it felt like my body was sinking into the cushions. Before I could fully drift off her hand suddenly stopped, and then she leaned down close to put her lips directly next to my ear.

“Want a massage?” she asked, her warm breath sending shivers down my spine.

After five days of nonstop exercise everything was sore, so the offer perked me right up. I didn’t normally need them from her since there were trainers on staff who would do it for me, but an extra massage from my girlfriend sounded really nice.

“Sure,” I said.

She quickly slipped out from under me to go to our bedroom, replacing the warm, fleshy pillow I’d been lying on with a much more disappointing real one. A few minutes later she returned, and then I felt a warm, naked weight settle on the backs of my thighs.

“Why are you naked?” I asked.

“Because I don’t want to get oil on my clothes,” she said as if the answer was obvious. “It’s a bitch to get out.”

She helped me out of my T-shirt, and then to my surprise she pulled off my shorts and underwear too.

“Why am I naked?”

“Same reason,” she replied.

Now officially suspicious, I sat up a bit and glanced over my shoulder to look at her. She was pouring oil into her hand, but her eyes were staring with just a little bit too much interest at my ass.

“What kind of massage is this going to be?”

“Deep tissue. Now lie down and stop asking questions.” She pushed me back onto my stomach again, and when I’d settled back onto my pillow, she got to work.

Courtney’s hands were absolute magic, warm and soft yet strong at the same time. Because she’d taken a class on massage therapy as part of her degree she was very good at them, and in no time I was moaning with both pleasure and a little bit of pain as she worked the knots out of my upper back and shoulders.

“Does that feel good?” she knowingly asked me from above.

“Mmhmm.”

“Great.” Her hands moved lower to dig into my lower back, and I groaned louder as the tightness that had been there all week was finally released. They wandered sometimes and would squeeze or rub against some not-so-innocent places, though since she didn’t linger, I passed it off as just an accident.

At least until I felt what was definitely her dick begin to poke at one of the cheeks of my ass.

Courtney leaned down until her lips were right beside my ear again. “I’m really horny,” she whispered with an edge of desperation in her voice. She gently slid her cock between my oiled cheeks, and I suddenly knew exactly what she was asking for.

It was only then that I realized we hadn’t fooled around all week. Normally we’d have some kind of sex every day, but with me only coming home to eat and sleep for the last week, she’d probably been holding back a lot.

I was feeling pretty pent up too though, so rather than answer her, I pushed myself back against her in a way that made my cheeks flush. Courtney giggled—darkly, I thought—and I was rewarded for my eagerness by having an oiled finger unceremoniously shoved into my asshole. She quickly followed it up with a second, and though there was a bit of discomfort, it really didn’t hurt at all.

She’d first talked me into trying anal over the summer, though in reality, she’d been getting me used to the idea long before that. Prior to officially asking if she could try being on top, she’d spent months fingering my ass whenever she sucked me off or “jokingly” slid her cock between my cheeks in the shower. It took me another few weeks after her request to work up the courage to agree, and once I did, I wondered why the hell I hadn’t let her try it sooner.

I jumped a bit when she drizzled some of the cold oil on my opening. She used her shaft to spread it around, getting both her dick and my hole slick and ready. When she deemed it wet enough, she pressed the fat, rubbery tip right up against my pucker.

Without giving me any time at all to prepare, she popped herself past my slippery ring and then slid herself deep in one smooth thrust. I groaned softly at the familiar stretch of her splitting me open. Once she was fully sheathed, she leaned down to plant soft kisses on my neck and shoulders in an attempt to help me relax. Every now and then she’d flex her cock inside of me, but for the most part, she stayed completely still.

Eventually my body loosened up again, and that’s when she rolled her hips to grind herself deeper. After a few slow, shallow thrusts, she reached down and gently grabbed my straining dick with an oil-slick hand.

She mostly just held on to it, using the motion of her humping my ass to provide all the friction I needed. She leaned forward and put her other hand on the arm of the couch for better balance, which had the added benefit of letting me feel her hard nipples scraping against my back.

As soon as she felt that I was ready for it, she began to drive her hips harder. The gentleness she’d been treating me with was long gone, replaced instead by crude, vicious shoves. The curve of her cock ground roughly against my prostate, and despite my best efforts, I couldn’t stop myself from moaning at the intense, delicious pressure.

“Do you like this more than the massage?” she panted, her voice annoyingly smug.

Even though my head was swimming and my eyes were threatening to roll back in my head, I was somehow able to form a coherent sentence. “I’m not answering that.”

“Why not? I need your feedback if I’m going to improve my technique.” She slammed her hips against my ass a little harder, forcing another strangled gasp from my throat. “Tell me what you want, Tate.”

I knew what answer she was after. She wanted me to tell her that I loved her cock, and that I wanted her to make me come on it. For some reason she always got a bit nastier when she was on top, and for some reason, I fucking loved it.

“Go faster,” I mumbled, my voice muffled by the pillow.

Courtney giggled, and I blushed. “There. Was that so hard?” she asked.

I wanted to joke and say that she was very hard, but she immediately increased her speed until she was hammering my tight hole as fast as she could. She used the full weight of her body to slam against me, driving me absolutely insane as she took a week of sexual frustration out on my already abused asshole.

I must have been much more pent up than I’d realized too, because my orgasm completely snuck up on me. With a sharp grunt I shot my cum all over my stomach and the couch, making a wet, sticky mess on the cushions that I already dreaded having to clean.

Courtney moaned loudly when I clenched around her, and she briefly slowed her hips to milk the last few droplets from my leaking tip. When I was completely empty and there was absolutely nothing left in my balls, she let me go to focus her full attention on herself.

She draped her upper body over my back and rested her cheek on my shoulder blade, allowing me to enjoy the feeling of her soft, warm breasts squishing against my skin. All hints of her previous steady rhythm were gone, replaced instead by fast, mindless humping.

The heavy smacks of our flesh slapping together were so loud that I worried they could be heard by the neighbors, but given how intensely we usually had sex I figured that they were probably used to it by now.

I knew that she was close when her breaths became heavy and her thrusts turned into shorter, sharper stabs. Her body jerked and she gasped into my ear, and then a moment later my ass was flooded by her warmth.

Although I’d never admit it to Courtney in a million years, I actually liked it when she came inside of me raw. There was something oddly satisfying about knowing that she’d selfishly used me to get off, and I also enjoyed being able to carry the evidence of it around with me for a few hours. It gave me an intoxicating rush that I couldn’t tell anyone else about, and especially not my girlfriend.

She ground her hips against me for a little while afterwards to squeeze every single bit of pleasure from my ass that she could. At the same time, she lazily sucked on the fleshy skin of my earlobe.

“I love you,” she mumbled tiredly into my ear. She kissed my cheek and then nuzzled it with her nose, all while leaving her softening cock deep inside of me.

It didn’t seem like she was planning to move anytime soon, and since I was too tired to do much of anything anyway, I decided to settle in and relax until she’d recovered. In the meantime, I allowed my mind to wander towards what the future would bring.

The next year would probably be the busiest of my life. Once my final season of college football was over, I’d have to prepare myself for the scouting combine. After that would be the NFL draft, and then finally, graduation.

Of course, there were a bunch of other little things to worry about too, and if I thought about them all at once it felt overwhelming. The only reason I could calm down and focus was because of Courtney; knowing I had her by my side every step of the way made all the difference.

She was the one person I couldn’t imagine my life without, so once I was drafted and achieved my dream of making it to the NFL, I was going to make sure that hers came true too.
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