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Prologue

The roar of the crowd was still buzzing in my ears as I shoved through the tunnel, shoulder pads loose, jersey soaked with sweat and the sweet stink of victory. Another win. Another night where I proved exactly why I’m the guy they build this team around. Dean fucking Callahan—captain, star forward, the cocky asshole who delivers when it counts. Forty-two seconds left, down by one, and I sniped that top-shelf beauty like it was personal. Game over. Season momentum locked in.

I stripped off my gear in the locker room, the place emptying out fast. Guys slapping backs, heading to showers or straight to the bars to chase the high. Coach had already given his post-game speech—gruff praise for the team, a sharp look at me that said don’t get too full of yourself, kid—before disappearing to do press. Good. I needed the quiet.

Because she was still here.

Mia. Coach’s daughter. Twenty-three, soft-spoken, all big eyes and tentative smiles that hit me harder than any check into the boards. Four years younger than me, which should’ve been enough to keep my thoughts in check. It wasn’t. Not even close. I’d wanted her since the first time she showed up at the rink last season with her camera gear and that shy little wave, offering to handle the team’s social media. Instagram stories, TikTok clips of warm-ups, highlight reels that somehow made even my cockiest interviews look good. She was sweet in a way this league doesn’t touch—quietly competent, blushing when the guys teased her, always lingering just long enough after games to make sure she caught the right shots.

I’d kept my distance. Mostly. A lingering glance here, a teasing comment about her latest post there. But tonight? After that win? The adrenaline was still pumping hot through my veins, and the locker room was finally empty except for the two of us. She was over by the equipment bench, packing up her stuff, that soft ponytail swaying as she moved. I could smell her faint vanilla scent cutting through the locker room funk, and it did dangerous things to me.


Chapter 1

I wiped the last of the sweat from my face with a towel, tossing it into my bag before sauntering over like I owned the place—which, in this locker room, I basically did. The overhead lights hummed low, casting long shadows across the benches and lockers. Most of the guys were long gone, the distant echo of showers fading out. It was just us now. Perfect.

Mia was bent slightly over her gear bag, fiddling with her camera and a couple of spare lenses. That soft ponytail brushed her shoulder, and even in her simple team hoodie and jeans, she looked too damn innocent for a place like this. Too sweet. My blood was still running hot from the game, that winning goal replaying in my head, but seeing her here? It shifted something lower, sharper.

“Staying late again, princess?” I drawled, leaning one shoulder against the locker next to hers, close enough that she startled a little. Her big eyes flicked up to mine, a faint blush already creeping across her cheeks. God, she was shy—always had been around me, like she could sense the way I watched her. It only made me want her more.

“I—I just wanted to make sure I got some good shots of the celebration,” she murmured, her voice soft and a little breathy as she zipped her bag halfway. “That goal was… incredible, Dean. The guys are going to love the reel I put together.”

I smirked, crossing my arms over my chest so my biceps flexed under my compression shirt. Cocky? Yeah. But I earned it. “Incredible, huh? High praise from Coach’s favorite photographer. You know I only snipe those beauties when I know you’re watching from the bench. Gotta give you something worth posting.” I stepped a fraction closer, invading her space just enough to see her swallow. “Or maybe you stayed back tonight for a different reason. Private victory lap?”

Her fingers fumbled with the zipper, and she glanced away, that sweet shyness making her bite her lower lip. Fuck, it was adorable. And hot. I could practically feel the heat radiating off her, vanilla and nerves mixing with the lingering scent of ice and victory. She’d been helping with socials for months now—quietly making the team look good, never seeking the spotlight herself. But I’d caught the way her eyes lingered on me during practices, the little smiles she tried to hide. I’d had a thing for her too long to keep pretending this was one-sided.

“Dean…” she started, her voice barely above a whisper, but there was no real protest in it. Just that soft uncertainty that made me want to pin her against the lockers and show her exactly what a win like tonight deserved.

I chuckled low, the sound echoing off the metal lockers as I reached out and plucked the camera from her hands before she could zip it away completely. My fingers brushed hers—deliberate, lingering just a second too long—and I felt that little spark shoot straight through me. She was so soft, so fucking responsive even to that.

“Easy there, Mia. Let me see what you captured of my masterpiece.” I flipped the screen open, scrolling through the shots with one hand while crowding her back against the bench edge. The locker room felt smaller now, the air thicker, just the two of us and the faint hum of the ventilation system. No coaches, no teammates, no rules. Just the high of the win still thrumming in my veins and this girl I’d been eyeing for months.

The photos were good—really good. Action shots of me mid-celebration, arms raised, that cocky grin plastered on my face. But it was the candid ones that got me: her zooming in on me during the post-goal huddle, like she couldn’t look away either. “Damn, princess. You make me look even better than I already am. Almost like you’ve got a favorite player.” I glanced up from the camera, locking eyes with her. That blush deepened, spreading down her neck, and she shifted on her feet, all shy and sweet like she wanted to melt into the floor.

I set the camera down carefully on the bench beside her bag, then braced one hand on the locker behind her, leaning in close enough that my breath stirred the loose strands of hair around her face. “You know I’ve been watching you too, right? All those late nights editing clips, making sure my goals look epic for the fans. Sweet little Mia, always here after the wins, pretending it’s just about the socials.” My free hand came up, knuckles grazing her jaw lightly—testing, dominant, but not forcing. “Or maybe you stick around because you like seeing what I can do on the ice… and wondering what else I can do.”

She sucked in a soft breath, her eyes wide and fluttering down for a second before peeking back up at me. God, that shyness was killing me in the best way. I could see the pulse jumping in her throat, the way her hoodie suddenly seemed a little tighter over her chest. She helped with the team’s media because she was good at it—quietly professional, turning our chaotic games into polished content that had our followers hooked. But right now? She wasn’t the team’s social media girl. She was the coach’s daughter I’d wanted for too damn long, standing here alone with me after the kind of win that made a man feel invincible.

“Dean, my dad—” she whispered, but it came out more like a question than a warning, her voice all breathy and uncertain.

“Your dad’s not here,” I cut in, voice dropping lower, arrogant edge sharpening with want. “And I’ve been done pretending I don’t want this. You. After every fucking game.” My thumb brushed her lower lip, just once, claiming the space between us.

Her lips parted on a soft exhale, that single word—“Dean”—hanging between us like an invitation I wasn’t about to refuse. Fuck the consequences. I’d spent months biting back this exact moment, watching her from across the ice, pretending the coach’s daughter was off-limits. Not tonight. Not after burying that game-winner and feeling like the whole world owed me.

I cupped her face with one hand, thumb still tracing her lip, and closed the distance. The kiss started firm—dominant, claiming—but I eased it just enough to let her catch up, my mouth moving over hers with the kind of hunger that had been building since she first started showing up with her camera. She tasted like vanilla and sweetness, warm and tentative, a little gasp escaping her as I deepened it. Her hands fluttered against my chest, not pushing away, just resting there like she couldn’t decide whether to pull me closer or remember who her father was.

I slid my other hand down to her waist, gripping the curve of her hip through her hoodie and tugging her flush against me. She was so soft, yielding in that shy way that made my blood run hotter. I could feel the quick rise and fall of her breath, the way her body melted into mine even as a tiny, surprised sound vibrated against my lips.

“Been wanting this for so long,” I murmured against her mouth, breaking the kiss just enough to speak before diving back in. My fingers slipped under the hem of her hoodie, brushing bare skin at her lower back—smooth, warm, mine for the taking. “You, right here after a win. No cameras. No team watching. Just you being this sweet, perfect little secret I’ve been dying to unwrap.”

She shivered under my touch, her shyness showing in the way she kissed me back—eager but hesitant, like she was discovering how much she wanted it too. The locker room’s chill did nothing to cool the heat surging through me. This wasn’t just post-game adrenaline; this was months of stolen glances during media sessions, her quiet laughs at my arrogant jokes, the way she lingered just to help the team. Forbidden because of Coach, but that only made it sharper. I nipped at her lower lip, then soothed it with my tongue, my hand on her hip sliding lower to squeeze possessively.

The taste of her on my tongue only made me hungrier. That soft, shy whimper she let out when I nipped her lip again? It snapped the last thread of my control. I’d been patient—months of watching her flit around the rink with her camera, capturing my highlights while I pretended not to notice how her jeans hugged her ass or how her smile lit up after a good win. No more. Coach’s daughter or not, Mia was going to learn exactly how badly I’d wanted her.

I broke the kiss, breathing hard, and dropped to my knees right there on the locker room floor in front of her. The cool tile bit through my compression pants, but I didn’t give a shit. Her eyes widened in that sweet, surprised way, a flush racing across her cheeks as she stared down at me.

“Dean—what are you—” Her voice was a breathless whisper, hands hovering uncertainly near my shoulders.

“Shh, princess,” I growled, my hands sliding up her thighs, gripping the waistband of her jeans. “You’ve been teasing me all season with those close-up shots of me on the ice. Time to return the favor.” I popped the button and dragged the zipper down slowly, peeling the denim over her hips along with her panties in one smooth tug. She stepped out of them shakily, her legs trembling just a little as I pushed her back to sit on the edge of the bench.

Fuck, she was perfect—soft, smooth, already glistening with how much her body wanted this even if her shy little mouth couldn’t say it yet. I hooked one of her legs over my shoulder, spreading her open for me, and leaned in. The first slow lick up her center drew a gasp from her that echoed off the lockers. Sweet. So fucking sweet. I groaned against her, the vibration making her hips twitch.

“That’s it,” I murmured, voice rough with arrogance and need. “Been dying to taste you after a win like tonight. You stay late for the team’s socials… but this? This is just for me.” My tongue circled her clit, then dipped lower, licking and sucking with deliberate strokes—dominant, unhurried, savoring every quiet moan she tried to stifle. One hand held her thigh steady, the other pressing flat on her stomach to keep her from squirming away in that adorable shy way. She was dripping for me already, her fingers finally threading into my hair like she couldn’t help herself.

I worked her harder, alternating between long, flat licks and focused suction on that sensitive bundle of nerves, my cock straining painfully against my pants. This wasn’t just heat—this was months of built-up tension, the forbidden rush of knowing her dad could walk back in any second making it sharper. Mia, the sweet girl who blushed at my jokes and made our team look like champions online, was falling apart on my tongue in the empty locker room. And I was going to make sure she remembered exactly who made her feel this good.

I didn’t let up. Not for a second. Her shy little gasps turned into breathy moans as I devoured her, my tongue working her soaked pussy with relentless focus. She tasted like heaven—sweet, warm, and addictive—and I groaned loudly against her folds, the sound vibrating straight into her core. One of her hands tightened in my hair, the other gripping the edge of the bench like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

“Fuck, Mia,” I rasped between long, filthy licks, my voice thick with arrogance and raw hunger. “You’re dripping for me already, princess. This sweet little pussy has been waiting for my mouth, hasn’t it? All those nights you stayed late editing clips of me… bet you were thinking about this. Thinking about your captain on his knees where he belongs—for you.”

I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it rapidly with the tip of my tongue while sliding two fingers deep inside her tight heat. She clenched around them instantly, a soft, surprised cry escaping her. God, she was so responsive, so perfectly shy even as her hips started to rock against my face. I pumped my fingers in a steady rhythm, curling them to hit that spot that made her thighs tremble around my shoulders.

“That’s my good girl,” I praised, pulling back just enough to look up at her flushed face, my chin glistening with her arousal. “So fucking sweet and shy, but your body knows exactly who it wants. Coach’s precious daughter, creaming on my tongue in the locker room after I win us the game. You like that risk, don’t you? Knowing anyone could walk in and see me owning this pretty cunt.”

I dove back in, eating her like a man starved—messy, dominant, no mercy. Long drags of my tongue from her entrance to her clit, followed by tight suction that had her whimpering my name like a prayer. My free hand gripped her ass, pulling her harder against my mouth, smothering myself in her wetness. “Come on, baby. Let go for me. I want you to soak my face. Show me how bad you’ve needed your cocky captain to ruin you like this.”

Her moans grew higher, needier, her shyness cracking under the pressure as her hips bucked wildly. I could feel her walls fluttering around my fingers, her clit pulsing against my tongue. “Dean—oh god, Dean—” she gasped, voice breaking.

“That’s it, princess. Cum for me. All over my fucking face like the sweet, dirty girl you are.” I doubled down, sucking hard and curling my fingers just right, and she shattered.

Mia came with a choked cry, her whole body tensing then shaking as her orgasm crashed through her. Hot, slick wetness flooded my tongue and chin, coating my mouth as I kept licking her through it, greedy for every drop. She ground against my face, lost in it, her shy inhibitions gone for those perfect seconds while she rode the high. I groaned in triumph, savoring the taste of her release, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants at how completely she fell apart for me.

I slowed my movements as she came down, placing soft, possessive kisses along her inner thighs, my hands stroking her trembling legs. She was flushed, breathless, and utterly perfect—my secret weakness, right here in the empty locker room.


Chapter 2

I rose slowly from my knees, wiping my chin with the back of my hand but not bothering to clean the rest of her slick shine off my face. The taste of her was still on my tongue—sweet and addictive—and the sight of Mia sitting there on the bench, flushed and panting, legs still trembling, made my cock throb harder than it had all night. She looked up at me with those big, shy eyes, lips parted, like she couldn’t believe what had just happened.

I didn’t give her time to overthink it. I pulled her up into my arms and crushed my mouth to hers in a deep, filthy kiss. I wanted her to taste herself on me—every bit of that sweet release I’d just devoured. My tongue pushed past her lips, dominant and claiming, tangling with hers while my hands gripped her ass, holding her tight against my hard body. She moaned into the kiss, soft and hesitant at first, then melting into it, her fingers clutching my compression shirt like she needed something to hold onto.

“Fuck, princess,” I growled against her mouth, breaking the kiss just enough to speak, my voice low and rough. “You taste so goddamn good. Did you like coming all over your captain’s face in the locker room? My sweet, shy little media girl, soaking me after I win us the game.”

She whimpered, that perfect blush deepening, but she didn’t pull away. Good girl.

I stepped back just enough to shove my pants and briefs down, freeing my cock. It sprang out heavy and aching, already leaking at the tip from how badly I’d needed this. Her eyes widened, flicking down to it, and I smirked—that cocky grin I knew drove her crazy.

“On your knees for me, Mia,” I commanded softly, one hand threading into her ponytail to guide her down. She sank obediently, shy but eager, her soft hands resting on my thighs. “That’s it. Been dreaming about this mouth wrapped around me for months. Open up, baby. Let me fuck that pretty face.”

I guided the head of my cock to her lips, rubbing it across them, smearing precum like a claim. She parted them sweetly, and I pushed in slowly at first, groaning at the wet heat. “Good girl… so fucking perfect. Look at you, Coach’s daughter on her knees for me right after I made you cum. Suck it, princess. Show me how much you want your arrogant captain.”

I started thrusting deeper, careful but relentless, my hand firm in her hair as I fucked her mouth. Not too rough—she was still my sweet Mia—but dominant enough that she felt owned. “That’s it… take a little more. Fuck, your mouth is heaven. All those times you stayed late for social media, blushing when I teased you… bet you were imagining this. Imagining me using this shy little mouth after a win.”

I rocked my hips steadily, praising her between thrusts. “You’re doing so good, baby. So sweet and sloppy for me already. Gonna make me cum down your throat if you keep looking up at me like that—those big eyes, all innocent while you suck my cock in the locker room. My perfect girl.”

Her soft sounds and the way she tried to take me deeper had me cursing under my breath, the post-game high mixing with pure lust for her.

Her eager little whimpers and the way her tongue swirled around me pushed me over the edge. Fuck being careful. I’d waited too long for this—months of watching sweet, shy Mia prance around with her camera, filming my highlights while I fought the urge to drag her into the locker room. Tonight, after that game-winner, she was mine to use.

“That’s right, princess,” I snarled, fisting her ponytail tight in my grip. “No more shy bullshit. Open that pretty mouth wide for your captain.”

I slammed my hips forward, shoving my cock deep down her throat in one rough thrust. She gagged instantly, her eyes watering, but I didn’t stop—couldn’t. I held her head in place with both hands now, fingers tangled hard in her hair, and started fucking her face with brutal, arrogant strokes. Wet, choking sounds filled the locker room as I drove in and out, hitting the back of her throat over and over.

“Fuck yes—take it, Mia. Choke on my cock like the good little slut you are underneath all that sweetness.” I growled, voice thick with dominance. “Coach’s precious daughter, on her knees letting me ruin her throat after I win us the game. All those late nights doing social media… you were fantasizing about this, weren’t you? About me grabbing your hair and face-fucking you raw.”

I pushed deeper, holding her down until her nose pressed against my abs, her throat convulsing around me. Tears slipped down her flushed cheeks, but her hands clutched my thighs, pulling me closer instead of pushing away. My sweet, shy girl taking it so fucking well.

“Shit, baby—your throat feels incredible. So tight and hot. Gonna flood it with every drop.” I picked up speed, hips snapping relentlessly, using her mouth with zero mercy. The post-game high mixed with pure filthy need, my balls slapping against her chin as I buried myself again and again.

With a guttural groan, I yanked her head down hard one final time and came hard, spilling thick ropes of cum straight down her throat. “Swallow it all, princess. Every fucking drop for your cocky captain.”

She did—milking me with those soft, desperate swallows as I pulsed and emptied myself completely. I held her there until the last shudder faded, then slowly pulled out, my cock glistening with her spit and tears.

I wiped her swollen lips with my thumb, smirking down at her wrecked, beautiful face. “Good girl.”

I pulled her up from her knees, my hand still fisted in her ponytail as I yanked her close. Her lips were swollen, eyes glassy and flushed from taking me so hard, and it was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen. Without a word, I crushed my mouth to hers in a deep, messy kiss—tasting myself on her tongue, claiming every inch of that sweet mouth like it belonged to me. She whimpered softly into it, shy and overwhelmed but kissing me back, her hands clutching my shirt.

The taste of us mixed together was filthy and perfect. I dominated the kiss, tongue fucking her mouth just like I’d used her throat moments ago, one hand gripping her ass possessively while the other kept her head right where I wanted it.

Then—a noise.

A distant clatter echoed from somewhere down the hall, like a door opening or equipment being moved. Janitor? Coach? One of the guys forgetting something? Mia froze against me, eyes flying wide with panic.

I smirked against her lips, not pulling away immediately. “Shh, princess,” I murmured cockily, voice low and teasing as I nipped her bottom lip. “Scared Daddy’s gonna catch his sweet little girl with cum still on her tongue?” I kissed her once more—hard, arrogant, a quick reminder of who owned her now—before stepping back just enough to let her straighten her clothes. My cock was already stirring again at the thrill, but I played it cool, that signature grin plastered on my face.

She looked adorably wrecked, cheeks burning, ponytail mussed from my grip. I reached out and tucked a stray strand behind her ear, thumb brushing her jaw. “Relax. We’re good. But fuck, you look even better like this—flushed and marked up after I used that pretty mouth.”

Another faint sound—footsteps? I chuckled low, grabbing my bag like nothing happened. “Tomorrow after practice, Mia. Same time, same place. I’ll score another winner, and you’ll stay late for the ‘social media.’” I winked, voice dripping with arrogant promise. “Don’t think this was a one-time thing, princess. I’ve wanted you too long to stop now.”

I headed for the door first, glancing back at her with one last cocky smirk. “See you tomorrow, baby. Try not to blush too hard when Coach is around.”


Chapter 3

The rink was quiet in the early morning, the kind of silence that only existed before the team descended like a pack of loud assholes. I’d shown up way before practice—needed to burn off the leftover adrenaline from last night. Or maybe I just wanted the ice to myself so I could replay the way Mia had looked on her knees, throat full of my cock, swallowing every drop like my perfect secret.

My skates carved smooth lines across the fresh sheet, the cold air biting at my skin as I pushed hard into a sprint, then cut sharp for a one-timer that sent the puck flying into the empty net. Cocky? Always. But after last night, I felt unstoppable. Coach’s daughter or not, Mia was under my skin now. Sweet, shy, and mine to ruin.

The sound of the side door opening echoed through the arena. I slowed, gliding toward center ice, and there she was—bundled in her team hoodie, camera bag slung over her shoulder, ponytail neat like she was trying to pretend nothing filthy had happened. She hesitated at the boards, cheeks already pinking up when our eyes met. Fuck, she was adorable. And it made me hard just seeing her here, early, like she couldn’t stay away either.

“Morning, princess,” I called out, my voice carrying across the ice with that arrogant drawl I knew got to her. I stopped near the bench side, leaning casually on my stick, sweat already cooling on my neck. “Couldn’t sleep? Or were you just hoping to catch me alone again?”

She bit her lip, shifting her weight, that shy sweetness radiating off her. “I… thought I’d get some extra shots before practice. For the socials.”

I smirked, tapping my stick on the ice. “Bullshit. You came early for me. Get out here, Mia. Come to me on the ice.”

Her eyes widened, glancing around the empty rink like someone might appear any second. “Dean, I don’t have skates—”

“Don’t need ‘em,” I cut in, dominant and cocky as hell. “Step onto the ice. I’ve got you. Or are you scared I’ll remind you what that pretty mouth did last night right here where the whole team will be soon?”

She flushed deeper but moved anyway, tentative steps onto the slick surface. I skated over smoothly, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her flush against me so she wouldn’t slip. Her vanilla scent hit me instantly, mixing with the cold rink air, and my free hand tilted her chin up.

“Good girl,” I murmured, voice low. “Coming to your captain when he tells you to. After swallowing my load in the locker room like a filthy little secret… you’re still blushing this hard? Cute.”

I kept one arm locked around her waist, steadying her easily as I pushed off with my skates, gliding us slowly across the smooth ice. The rink was still empty, just the hum of the refrigeration system and the scrape of my blades cutting through the quiet. Mia clutched at my jersey, her body pressed close to mine for balance, that familiar vanilla scent cutting through the cold air. She felt good like this—soft and warm against me, even if her steps were tentative on the slick surface.

“Relax, I won’t let you fall,” I said, voice low and edged with that cocky confidence. I shifted my grip, sliding my free hand under the hem of her hoodie to rest against the bare skin of her lower back. Warm. Smooth. Mine to touch now. “Though after last night, you handled something much harder than a little ice.”

Her breath hitched, cheeks flushing as she glanced up at me. That shy look in her eyes—big and uncertain, but not pulling away—hit me right in the gut. I skated us in a lazy circle near center ice, my hand drifting higher under her hoodie, fingers tracing her spine.

“You swallowed every drop like you were starving for it,” I murmured against her ear, lips brushing the shell as I kept us moving. “On your knees in the locker room, taking my cock down your throat after I scored that winner. Fuck, Mia, the way you looked up at me with those eyes while I used your mouth… still thinking about it this morning.” My fingers pressed firmer against her skin, pulling her tighter so she could feel exactly how hard I was getting again just from holding her here.

She shivered, a soft sound escaping her, but she stayed close, her hand fisting my jersey. The risk of the team showing up soon only made it hotter—her dad’s daughter out on the ice with me, flushed from my words and my hands.

I nipped lightly at her earlobe, voice dropping. “Bet you’re wet again already, aren’t you? Helping with the team’s socials like the good girl you are, but showing up early because you needed more. Tell me how it felt, taking me so deep.”

I kept one strong arm wrapped securely around her waist, my skates carving slow, deliberate arcs across the pristine ice as I guided us in lazy, widening circles near center ice. The arena was eerily quiet this early—only the low hum of the cooling system and the rhythmic scrape of my blades breaking the silence. Mia clung to my jersey with both hands, her body pressed flush against mine for balance, her breath visible in soft white puffs in the cold air. She felt incredible like this: soft curves molded to my harder frame, that faint vanilla scent mixing with the crisp chill of the rink.

My free hand slipped lower under her hoodie again, fingers tracing the warm skin of her stomach before dipping boldly beneath the waistband of her pants and panties. She was already slick when I reached her folds, and I let out a low, satisfied chuckle against her ear.

“Fuck, Mia,” I murmured, voice rough and arrogant as I dragged two fingers slowly through her wetness. “You’re drenched. All this just from me pulling you out here? Or have you been thinking about last night since you left the locker room?” I circled her clit with deliberate pressure, feeling her hips twitch against my hand despite the shy way she hid her face against my chest.

She let out a soft, breathy whimper, her fingers tightening in my jersey. “Dean… we shouldn’t… practice starts soon…”

“That’s what makes it better,” I shot back, cocky confidence dripping from every word. I pushed one thick finger inside her tight heat, then added a second, stretching her slowly while my thumb kept working her clit in firm, steady circles. I pumped them in and out in time with our gliding movement, the motion of my skates adding a subtle, rocking rhythm that made my fingers slide deeper with every stride. “You’ve been driving me crazy for months, you know that? Always so sweet and focused when you’re filming for the team’s socials—capturing every goal, every celebration. But I see the way you watch me. The way you linger.”

Her walls clenched around my fingers, slick and hot, her shy little gasps turning into quiet moans that she tried to muffle against my shoulder. I curled my digits just right, hitting that sensitive spot inside her with each thrust, feeling her get wetter, her thighs trembling slightly even as I kept us balanced and moving. The risk of doors opening any minute, of teammates or her dad showing up early, only fueled me more. I wanted her like this—unraveling for me on the ice where I ruled.

She was close, her breathing ragged, body starting to tense in my arms. I could feel it building, that perfect flutter around my fingers. But I wasn’t done pushing her. I eased my hand free, ignoring her soft protest, and shifted my grip to my hockey stick. The thick, tape-wrapped handle felt solid and promising in my palm.

“Hold on tight to me,” I ordered, voice low and dominant. I adjusted our position slightly, angling the shaft between her thighs. The smooth, rounded end of the handle pressed against her soaked entrance, and I rubbed it along her slit a few times, coating it with her arousal before pushing it slowly inside her.

Mia’s eyes flew wide, a surprised, needy sound escaping her as the thick handle stretched her. I started fucking her with it—controlled, deep strokes while my skates carried us in smooth figure eights across the ice. The added leverage let me grind the shaft against her clit with every thrust, the cold rink air contrasting sharply with the heat between her legs. “That’s it. Take it just like that. My sweet, shy girl letting me fuck her with my stick before anyone else even gets here. You feel how deep it goes? This is what you do to me—make me want to claim you everywhere.”

I kept the rhythm steady and relentless, one arm locked around her to support her fully as her legs weakened. Her moans grew louder, less controlled, her hips rocking to meet the thrusts of the handle. I watched her face the whole time—the flush spreading down her neck, the way her lips parted, that perfect mix of shyness and overwhelming pleasure. “Come on, Mia. Let go. Cum all over my stick right here on the ice. Show me how much you’ve needed this.”

She shattered with a choked cry, her body clamping down hard around the thick handle as her orgasm hit. Wet heat flooded around it, her thighs shaking violently as she rode the waves, face buried against me to stifle the sounds. I kept moving it gently through her release, drawing every last tremor out until she was limp and panting in my arms, the ice still gliding smoothly beneath us.


Chapter 4

I held her close as the aftershocks faded, her body still trembling softly against mine while I glided us to a gentle stop near the boards. The stick clattered onto the ice beside us, forgotten for now. Mia’s face was flushed, eyes hazy with pleasure, and that shy sweetness mixed with the raw need in her expression made something possessive surge through me. I cupped her jaw, tilting her face up, and kissed her hard.

The makeout was deep and hungry from the start. My mouth claimed hers, tongue sliding in to tangle with hers, tasting the lingering chill of the rink air and the warmth that was all her. She kissed me back tentatively at first—soft lips yielding, a little gasp when I nipped at her bottom lip—but then she melted further, her hands sliding up my chest to clutch at my shoulders. I devoured her, dominating the kiss with slow, filthy strokes of my tongue, one hand fisting the back of her hoodie while the other gripped her ass, pulling her tighter against the hard line of my body. The cold air did nothing to cool the heat building between us again.

“Fuck, you feel good,” I muttered against her mouth between kisses, voice rough and arrogant. “All soft and sweet even after I just made you cum on my stick. You drive me insane, Mia—showing up early, letting me touch you out here where anyone could skate in.”

She whimpered into the kiss, shy but pressing closer, her body responding like it was made for this. I walked us backward carefully on my skates until her back met the boards, then lowered her down with me onto the ice. The cold surface bit through my pants, but I didn’t care. I settled between her thighs, shoving her pants and panties down just enough while freeing my cock from my compression gear. She was still slick and ready from before, and I rubbed the thick head of my cock along her folds once, twice, teasing her entrance.

Then I pushed in hard.

A low groan tore from my throat as I sank deep into her tight heat in one dominant thrust, stretching her around me. “Shit— so fucking tight,” I growled, bracing one hand on the ice beside her head, the other gripping her hip to hold her in place. I started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes—hard and relentless, the cold ice contrasting with the scorching slide of her pussy. Each thrust rocked her body, her soft moans echoing across the empty rink as I drove into her again and again.

“You take me so well,” I praised between gritted teeth, leaning down to capture her mouth in another messy kiss while my hips snapped forward. “My sweet girl, spread out on the ice for me after helping the team all season. This is what I’ve wanted— you, right here, falling apart on my cock before the rest of them show up.” The risk of footsteps, voices, her dad arriving for practice only made me thrust harder, deeper, the wet sounds of us mixing with the scrape of my skates for leverage.

She clung to me, shy gasps and whimpers spilling out as her walls fluttered around my length, her body arching up to meet every punishing drive. I kept the pace brutal and cocky, claiming her completely on the frozen ground where I owned everything else.

I didn’t slow down. The cold ice under us was nothing compared to the fire ripping through my veins as I drove into her harder, deeper, my hips snapping with raw, feral need. Mia’s back arched against the frozen surface, her soft cries echoing in the empty rink, and I hooked my arms under her thighs, wrapping her legs high around my waist so I could sink even further inside her tight, welcoming heat.

“Fuck, Mia—yes, just like that,” I growled, voice hoarse and arrogant as I pounded into her. Each thrust was powerful, relentless, my skates braced for leverage on the ice while I fucked her like I’d been starving for this exact moment. “You feel how deep I am? This sweet pussy was made for me. So wet and perfect, clenching around my cock after I already made you cum on my stick.”

She whimpered, shy and overwhelmed, her hands gripping my shoulders as her legs tightened around me. I leaned over her, chest to chest, capturing her mouth in a brutal kiss before pulling back to watch her face—flushed, lips parted, eyes glassy with pleasure.

“That’s my good girl,” I praised, grinding deep on every thrust, my pace turning savage. “Taking me so well on the ice like this. All soft and shy for the team’s social media, but spreading your legs for your captain before practice. Fuck, you’re incredible.” I drove into her harder, the wet slap of our bodies cutting through the quiet arena. My hand slid between us, thumb pressing firm circles on her clit to push her closer to the edge. “You’re gonna cum on my cock again, aren’t you? Let me feel it. Squeeze me while I fuck you raw.”

Her walls fluttered wildly around me, her moans growing higher and needier. I could feel my own release building fast, balls tightening as I railed her without mercy. “That’s it, baby—cum for me. I’m not pulling out. Gonna fill this pretty pussy up with every drop. Breed you right here where I score my wins. You want that? Want me pumping you full after making you mine?”

She shattered around me with a broken cry, her body locking down tight, pulsing and soaking my cock as her orgasm hit. The feeling of her coming undone pushed me over— I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, groaning her name as thick ropes of cum flooded deep inside her, spilling until I was completely drained, hips still twitching with aftershocks.

I stayed buried in her for a long moment, breathing heavy against her neck, her legs still wrapped around me as the cold ice started to seep in.

I stayed buried deep inside her, her legs still locked around my waist, both of us breathing hard on the cold ice. Her pussy fluttered around my cock with the aftershocks, warm and slick with our combined release. The sight of her like this—flushed, wrecked, and spread out beneath me in the middle of the empty rink—sent a fresh surge of possessive heat through me. I wasn’t ready to let this moment end just yet.

I reached for her discarded hoodie nearby, fishing her phone out of the pocket. Her eyes widened when she saw it in my hand, that sweet shyness flashing across her face as I unlocked it with the code I’d seen her use before.

“Dean… what are you—” she started, voice breathy and uncertain.

I smirked down at her, cocky and unapologetic, hitting record on the camera app. The lens pointed straight at us as I angled it to capture her face, her messy ponytail, and the way her body was still joined with mine. “Smile for the camera, princess. You’re always behind it filming me scoring… now it’s your turn to be the star.”

I kept the phone steady, recording every detail—her parted lips, the blush spreading down her neck, the way her chest rose and fell under her hoodie. My hips gave a slow, lazy thrust, pushing my still-hard cock deeper just to watch her react on screen. “Look at you. So fucking sweet and shy, but taking every inch of your captain right here on the ice. Legs wrapped around me like you never want me to leave.”

Mia whimpered, turning her face slightly, but I caught her chin gently with my free hand, keeping her in frame. “Eyes on the camera, baby. Let me get this perfect.”

I pulled out slowly, the wet sound obscene in the quiet rink. Thick white cum immediately started leaking from her swollen pussy, dripping down onto the ice beneath her. I zoomed in, recording the filthy sight—my release overflowing from her, marking her as mine. “Fuck, that’s hot,” I growled, voice thick with arrogance. “Look at that pretty pussy dripping with my cum. All filled up after I fucked you hard.”

With my thumb, I pushed some of it back inside her, slow and deliberate, filming as her body accepted it. She gasped, thighs trembling around me. I slid my cock back in with one firm thrust, sealing it deep, and kept recording the way her pussy stretched around me again.

“See? Now you’re the one on camera, Mia. My good girl, creamed and claimed before practice even starts. Gonna watch this later and remember exactly how you looked when I filled you up.” I gave the phone a little teasing tilt, capturing her flushed, shy expression one more time before stopping the recording and tucking the phone back into her hoodie.

“Dean…” she whispered, voice soft and breathless.

I just smirked, leaning down to kiss her slow and deep, my hips giving one lazy, possessive grind. “Not done looking at you yet, princess. Feel that? My cum still warm inside you. You’re going to be walking around practice feeling exactly who fucked you this morning.”

Her soft whimper vibrated against my lips, but before I could tease her more, the distant sound of voices and doors opening echoed from the players’ entrance tunnel. Teammates arriving early. Footsteps. Laughter. The team was coming.

Mia tensed hard beneath me, panic flashing in her eyes as she tried to push at my chest. “Dean—people are here, we have to—”

I didn’t move. My smirk widened, cocky and arrogant as I kept her pinned to the ice with my hips, my cock still nestled fully inside her dripping pussy. “Shh. Stay right here a second longer.” I rocked into her once, slow and deliberate, feeling her clench around me even as her face burned with embarrassment. “Let them get a little closer. I like you like this—full of me, trying so hard to stay quiet.”

The voices grew louder. Someone calling out a greeting across the arena. Keys rattling. I held her there for a few more heartbeats, savoring the way her shy panic mixed with the way her body still fluttered around my length. Only when the footsteps sounded dangerously close did I finally pull out with a wet slide, tucking myself back into my gear and yanking her pants up roughly over her hips.

“Go,” I ordered, voice low and teasing as I helped her scramble to her feet. “Hurry up, princess. Fix your hoodie and get off the ice before they see how wrecked you look.”

She stumbled toward the boards on shaky legs, tugging her clothes straight, face crimson. I skated smoothly beside her, grabbing my stick like nothing had happened, that arrogant grin never fading. The first couple of guys were just stepping out onto the bench area as she reached the gate and slipped off the ice, disappearing toward the media room.

I glided over to join the arriving team, heart still pounding from the rush. Perfect timing.


Chapter 5

Practice had been brutal in the best way—hard drills, sharp passes, and me pushing the pace like the win from last night was still fueling every shift. I was riding the high, especially with the memory of Mia spread out on the ice beneath me, full of my cum, scrambling off just in time. Now the locker room was buzzing with post-practice energy: guys stripping pads, laughing about plays, showers running in the background. The usual chaos.

Mia was in her element, camera out, moving between stations with that quiet professionalism she always had. She was interviewing a couple of the younger guys first—asking about the new power play setups, getting quick soundbites for the team’s socials. Sweet smiles, soft voice, ponytail neat like she hadn’t been wrecked on the ice hours earlier. But I noticed the subtle things: the faint flush that crept up her neck when she glanced my way, the way she shifted her weight like she could still feel me inside her.

I leaned against my locker, towel slung low around my hips after peeling off my jersey, watching her with open arrogance. When she finished with the rookies and moved closer to film some locker room ambiance, I caught her eye and smirked.

“Make sure you get my good side for the highlight reel, princess,” I called out, loud enough for the guys nearby to chuckle. I flexed casually as I reached for my bag, knowing exactly how it looked. “Or did you already get enough prime footage this morning?”

Her eyes widened just a fraction—that shy panic mixed with something hotter—before she quickly looked back at her camera screen. One of the defensemen laughed. “Yeah, Mia, Callahan’s always gotta be the star.”

I stepped a little closer under the pretense of grabbing my water bottle, lowering my voice just for her while the others were distracted. “How’s it feel doing interviews right now? Still leaking a little reminder of who fucked you before any of these assholes showed up?” My tone was cocky, teasing, but my eyes locked on hers with dominant heat. She fumbled slightly with her mic, cheeks blooming pink as she moved on to the next player.

Later, when she circled back for a quick captain’s quote, I made it worse. I draped an arm casually along the locker beside her, leaning in like I was just being cooperative for the camera. “Practice felt good today. Real good. Especially knowing certain people were watching closely.” I winked off-camera, my free hand brushing the back of her arm “accidentally.” “Gotta keep performing for the fans… and the ones who matter.”

She murmured a standard question about the upcoming game, voice steady but breathier than usual. I answered smoothly for the recording, but as soon as the camera clicked off, I added under my breath, “You did so well taking me this morning, Mia. Bet you’re still thinking about it every time you move. Good girl.”

The risk of her dad stepping in any second, or one of the guys noticing how flustered she was getting, only made the teasing sweeter. She was trying so hard to stay professional, handling the team’s social media like always, while I kept pushing—subtle enough to fly under the radar, but enough to remind her exactly who she belonged to now.

The locker room was still packed—guys shouting over each other, lockers slamming, steam already starting to rise from the showers as a few early ones hit the water. Mia was wrapping up her last interview, camera lowered, that professional mask firmly in place even though I could see the lingering flush on her cheeks from my earlier teasing. Perfect timing.

I waited until she stepped away from the group, then moved in close under the guise of grabbing something from my locker right beside her. My voice was low, commanding, leaving zero room for argument. “Meet me in the showers. Now.”

Her eyes snapped to mine, wide and startled, a soft protest already forming on her lips. “Dean, there are still—”

I cut her off with a sharp, cocky look, brushing past her so my body grazed hers. “Don’t make me wait, Mia. You know you want it too.” I didn’t give her a chance to reply. I grabbed my towel and headed straight for the shower area, stripping off the rest of my gear as I went. The place was busy but not wall-to-wall—plenty of noise to cover things, a few stalls occupied further down. I stepped into one of the more private ones at the end, cranked the water on hot, and let it cascade over my shoulders, waiting.

Seconds ticked by. I smirked to myself, cock already hardening again at the thought of her slipping in here with the team right outside. Then the curtain shifted. Mia stepped inside, cheeks burning crimson, eyes darting nervously toward the entrance even as she pulled the curtain closed behind her. She looked so fucking sweet and out of place—still in her hoodie and jeans, ponytail slightly messy from the morning, biting her lip like she couldn’t believe she’d actually done it.

“Good girl,” I murmured, voice rough with approval as I pulled her under the spray with me. Water soaked her clothes instantly, molding the fabric to her body. I backed her against the tiled wall, one hand bracing beside her head, the other already working her hoodie zipper down. “Couldn’t stay away, could you? Even with the whole team out there. That’s how bad you need your captain’s cock again.”

The risk made everything sharper—the muffled voices echoing just beyond the curtain, the chance her dad or any teammate could walk by any second. I kissed her hard under the hot water, dominant and claiming, while my hands stripped her soaked clothes away piece by piece.

The hot water pounded down over us, steam filling the small shower stall and making the air thick and hazy. I had Mia pinned against the slick tiled wall, her soaked clothes already peeled off and tossed in a heap in the corner. Her body was soft and flushed under my hands, water streaming down her curves as I lifted one of her legs around my hip, lining up my cock with her still-slick pussy.

I thrust in hard and deep in one smooth stroke, burying myself to the hilt. A low groan rumbled in my chest at how tight and warm she felt, still full of my cum from the ice earlier. “Fuck, Mia… this pussy is mine,” I growled against her ear, starting a steady, powerful rhythm—deep strokes that rocked her up the wall with every snap of my hips. “So sweet and shy out there doing your interviews, but sneaking in here like a good girl for your captain. You love this risk, don’t you?”

She whimpered softly, her hands clutching my shoulders, nails digging in as she tried to stay quiet. Her big eyes were wide with that perfect mix of shyness and overwhelming pleasure, lips parted under the spray. I fucked her harder, one hand gripping her ass to hold her in place, the other braced on the tile beside her head. The wet slap of our bodies was muffled by the running water, but the thrill of the crowded locker room just beyond the thin curtain made everything electric.

Then—voices. Close. Too close.

“Callahan? You in there?” Coach’s gruff tone cut through the steam, right outside the stall. My blood ran hot with adrenaline. Her dad. One of the other guys—probably Ramirez, one of the defensemen—chuckled beside him. “Hell of a practice today, man. That power play setup from last night’s game? We need to lock that in for tomorrow.”

I didn’t stop. Couldn’t. My hips kept rolling, driving my cock deep into Mia’s tight heat with slow, deliberate thrusts that made her walls flutter around me. She froze against me, panic flashing in her eyes, a soft, desperate sound starting to escape her lips. I clamped my free hand firmly over her mouth, smothering it instantly—dominant, unyielding—while I kept fucking her.

“Yeah, Coach,” I called out, voice steady and cocky, only the slightest edge of strain as I ground deep inside his daughter. “Felt solid out there. We tweak the entry a bit and it’ll be unstoppable.” I thrust harder on the last word, burying myself balls-deep. Mia’s muffled moan vibrated against my palm, her pussy clenching so tight I nearly groaned aloud. I leaned in closer, lips brushing her ear as I whispered, barely audible over the water, “Shh, princess. Not a sound. Take my cock while your dad’s right there.”

Ramirez laughed. “You looked unstoppable today, Cap. That speed on the breakaway? Killer. You hitting the weights extra or what?”

I smirked, even as I pounded into Mia with controlled, feral strokes—deep and relentless, the angle hitting that spot inside her that made her tremble. Water cascaded over us, her breasts pressed against my chest, nipples hard from the heat and the danger. My hand stayed locked over her mouth, fingers tight but careful, feeling every panicked, needy breath she tried to take. “Something like that,” I replied smoothly to the guys outside. “Just been motivated lately. Got a good reason to perform.”

Mia’s eyes rolled back slightly, tears of overwhelmed pleasure mixing with the shower spray as I fucked her without mercy. Her leg tightened around my waist, hips rocking subtly to meet me despite the terror of her dad standing mere feet away. Good girl. I praised her in a low growl only she could hear. “That’s it, baby. So fucking perfect and quiet for me. Taking every inch while Coach talks game strategy. Your sweet little pussy is dripping down my cock—bet you’re soaked thinking about how wrong this is.”

The conversation continued outside—Coach droning on about defensive adjustments, Ramirez chiming in with a joke about the upcoming opponent. I kept the pace brutal but controlled, grinding deep on every thrust, my thumb brushing her clit between us to push her closer. Her walls pulsed wildly around me, her muffled whimpers growing desperate against my hand. I could feel her getting close, body tensing, trying so hard to stay silent.

“Keep it up, Callahan,” Coach said, voice starting to fade as they moved on. “Proud of the leadership.”

As soon as their footsteps retreated a bit further down the row of stalls, I slammed into her harder, whispering filthy praise right against her ear. “Cum for me, Mia. Right now. Cum on your captain’s cock while your dad’s still in the room. Such a sweet, dirty girl for me.”

She shattered—body locking up, pussy milking me in powerful waves as her orgasm hit hard. I kept my hand over her mouth through every tremor, fucking her through it with deep, claiming strokes until I followed right after, spilling hot and deep inside her again with a low, suppressed groan. I held her there, pinned and full, as the water continued to rain down, the locker room noise swirling just beyond the curtain.

Only when I was sure they were gone did I slowly ease my hand away, replacing it with my mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. I stayed inside her, hips giving one last lazy grind as I savored the way her pussy fluttered with the aftershocks. “Fuck, Mia,” I murmured against her lips, voice low and rough with satisfaction. “You’re incredible. My sweet, shy girl coming so hard with your dad right outside the curtain. Not a single sound. Such a good fucking girl for me.”

She whimpered softly into the kiss, still overwhelmed, her hands sliding up my wet chest as the steam swirled around us. I pulled back just enough to look at her—flushed cheeks, water-slicked hair sticking to her face, eyes glassy with that perfect mix of pleasure and lingering panic. God, she was beautiful like this. I kept one arm wrapped around her waist to hold her steady against the wall, my other hand gently stroking her side as I finally eased my cock out of her with a slow, wet slide. Cum mixed with shower water trickled down her thighs, and I couldn’t help the arrogant smirk that tugged at my lips.

“Easy, princess. Let me take care of you.” I grabbed the soap from the shelf and lathered my hands, running them over her body with firm but careful strokes—cleaning her thighs, between her legs, her breasts—while keeping my voice low. The hot water rinsed everything away, but I made sure to linger, teasing her sensitive clit with soapy fingers just to watch her bite her lip and shiver. “You feel that? Still full of me even after I washed you up. You took me so deep while Coach was talking strategy like nothing was happening. Bet you’re going to be feeling me all day now.”

Mia’s breath hitched, that familiar shyness returning as she glanced nervously toward the curtain. “Dean… that was too close. If he had pulled the curtain—”

“But he didn’t,” I cut in, cocky and dominant as I tilted her chin up so she had to meet my eyes. I kissed her again, slower this time, tasting the water on her lips. “And you loved it. My perfect media girl, always so professional out there with the interviews, but sneaking in here to get fucked by the team captain. You did so well staying quiet for me. So sweet and tight, milking my cock while your dad stood right there.”

I helped her rinse off completely, then dried her as best I could with my towel before wrapping it around her. Her clothes were soaked and useless for now, so I grabbed one of my spare team hoodies from the bench just outside the stall and helped her into it when the coast was clear. It swallowed her small frame, the hem falling mid-thigh, marking her as mine in a different way.

Once she was somewhat presentable, I pulled her close again under the cooling spray, my hand cupping her ass possessively. “You’re not going home alone tonight, Mia. You’re coming home with me. No arguments. After all this teasing, all these risky little moments… I want you in my bed. Where I can take my time with you without worrying about the whole team or your dad walking in.”

Her eyes widened, that soft, shy uncertainty flickering across her face, but I could see the spark of want there too. I kissed her forehead, then her lips once more, arrogant promise in my tone. “Pack a bag if you need to, but you’re mine tonight. We’ll figure out the rest later. Now go get your stuff and meet me at my car after everyone clears out. Good girl.”


Chapter 6

The drive to my apartment had been pure torture—her sitting in my passenger seat wearing nothing but my oversized team hoodie, legs bare, still smelling like my soap and the faint trace of sex from the shower. I kept one hand on her thigh the whole way, squeezing possessively every time she shifted. No more stolen moments. No more rushing. Tonight she was mine, completely.

The second the door to my place clicked shut behind us, I was on her. I backed her against the wall in the entryway, hands sliding under the hoodie to grip her bare ass as I lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around my waist instinctively, that sweet little gasp escaping her lips as I kissed her hard—deep, demanding, no holding back now that we were truly alone.

“Finally,” I growled against her mouth, carrying her straight to the bedroom. “No coaches, no teammates, no fucking curtains. Just you and me, Mia. Been thinking about this all day—getting you in my bed where I can take my time ruining you properly.”

I tossed her onto the mattress, the hoodie riding up to expose her completely. She looked so soft and shy lying there, cheeks flushed, eyes wide as she watched me strip off my shirt and shove down my pants. My cock was already rock hard again, ready for her. I crawled over her, spreading her thighs wide and settling between them.

“Look at you,” I murmured, voice thick with arrogance and hunger as I rubbed my cock along her slick folds. “Coach’s daughter in my bed, still full of my cum from the locker room. You’ve been such a good girl today—taking me on the ice, in the shower with your dad right outside. Now you’re going to take everything I give you.”

I pushed inside her in one deep thrust, groaning at how tight and wet she still was. “Fuck, princess… so perfect.” I started slow but intense, rolling my hips to grind deep, savoring every inch. My hands pinned hers above her head as I fucked her with long, powerful strokes, leaning down to kiss her neck, her breasts, sucking marks onto her soft skin. “No rushing this time. I’m going to fuck you until you can’t think straight. Until the only name you remember is mine.”

Mia moaned softly, her shyness cracking as her hips started to meet mine. I released her hands to grip her thighs, spreading her wider, pounding harder now that I could be loud. “That’s it, baby. Let me hear you. No one’s around to interrupt. This sweet pussy is mine tonight—gonna fill it again and again. You feel how deep I am? This is what you do to me. Months of watching you with that camera, being all sweet and professional… now you’re my filthy little secret in my bed.”

I flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up and slamming back in from behind, one hand fisting her ponytail as I railed her. The sounds of her moans and the slap of skin filled the room. I reached around to rub her clit, praising her relentlessly between thrusts. “Such a good girl for me. Taking my cock so well after everything today. Cum for me again, Mia. I want to feel you fall apart while I’m buried inside you.”

She came hard, crying out my name, her walls squeezing me like a vice. I followed right after, spilling deep inside her with a guttural groan, holding her tight through every pulse. But I wasn’t done. I flipped her back over, kissing her slow and deep as I started moving again—taking my time now, savoring every shy whimper and soft touch.

“You’re staying right here tonight,” I told her arrogantly, voice rough as I rocked into her. “In my bed. Where you belong.”

I stayed buried inside her, both of us catching our breath after that first round, her body still trembling beneath mine on the bed. The sight of her—flushed, marked up from my mouth, eyes soft and hazy with pleasure—hit me harder than any hit on the ice. I wasn’t done. Not even close. Tonight I wanted more than just a quick fuck. I wanted to take my time with her.

I pulled out slowly, ignoring her soft whimper of protest, and slid down her body. “Shh, princess. I’ve got you,” I murmured, voice low and rough. I hooked her thighs over my shoulders, spreading her open for me. She was glistening, swollen, and leaking my cum from earlier. The sight made me groan. “Look at this pretty pussy. Still full of me. So fucking sweet.”

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly up her slit, savoring the taste of us mixed together. Mia gasped, her hands flying to my hair, shy and hesitant even now. I took my time—long, flat licks followed by teasing flicks over her clit, then sucking gently on those sensitive folds. “That’s it. Let me taste how good you are,” I praised between strokes, my voice vibrating against her. “You’ve been driving me crazy for months, Mia. Watching you at the rink with your camera, all soft smiles and quiet focus… I wanted you even then. Wanted to pull you into the locker room and show you exactly what I could do to this sweet body.”

Her hips rocked shyly against my mouth as I devoured her, sliding two fingers deep inside while my tongue worked her clit in steady circles. I kept it intense but unhurried, building her up slowly, savoring every soft moan and gasp. When her thighs started to shake around my head, I eased back, kissing her inner thighs and hips before crawling back up her body.

I rolled us so she was on top, guiding her down onto my cock inch by inch. “Ride me, baby. Let me see you.” My hands gripped her hips, helping her find the rhythm, but I let her set the pace at first—watching her shy little movements turn bolder as pleasure took over. I sat up, wrapping my arms around her so we were chest to chest, kissing her deeply while she rocked on me. “Fuck, you feel perfect like this. So warm and tight. I’ve wanted you in my bed for so long, princess. Not just sneaking around. You, right here, taking every inch of me because you want it too.”

I thrust up to meet her, one hand sliding up to cup her breast, thumb teasing her nipple while the other guided her ass. The pace stayed deep and deliberate—intense, grinding strokes that had her moaning into my mouth. “You’re mine now, Mia. Coach’s daughter or not, I’m not giving this up. You’re too sweet, too perfect. The way you come for me… the way you let me push you… I’ve been hooked since the first time you showed up for social media.”

She clenched around me, getting closer, her shyness melting as she rode me harder. I flipped us again, pinning her beneath me once more but keeping the rhythm slow and powerful. I hooked one of her legs over my shoulder, driving deep with every thrust, my mouth on her neck, her breasts, whispering praise between kisses. “That’s my good girl. Taking me so deep. Cum for me again, baby. I want to feel it while I’m inside you like this.”

When she shattered—crying out my name, pulsing around my cock—I followed her over the edge, spilling deep inside her with a low groan, holding her tight through every wave. We stayed locked together afterward, my forehead pressed to hers, breathing the same air as the intensity faded into something warmer.

“You’re staying the night,” I told her, voice still cocky but softer now. “No sneaking out. I’m nowhere near done with you.”


Chapter 7

I held her close for a moment longer, our bodies slick with sweat and the afterglow of that slow, deep round. But the hunger in me wasn’t satisfied yet. Not with Mia lying there all soft and flushed beneath me, her shy little breaths still coming fast. I kissed her one more time, deep and claiming, then gripped her hips and flipped her onto her stomach in one smooth motion.

She let out a surprised gasp into the pillow, her ponytail spilling messily across her back. Fuck, the view was perfect—her smooth curves, the gentle dip of her waist, that soft, round ass presented to me like an offering. I knelt behind her, running my hands up the backs of her thighs, spreading her legs wider.

“Stay just like that, princess,” I murmured, voice low and arrogant. “Ass up for me. You’ve been so good all day… but I’m not done tasting every inch of you.”

I started slow, leaning down to press open-mouthed kisses along the curve of one cheek, then the other. My lips trailed lower, teasing the sensitive skin where her ass met her thighs. She shivered, that sweet shyness making her bury her face deeper into the pillow. I licked a slow, broad stripe up one side, then nipped sharply at the soft flesh, soothing the bite with my tongue right after. “So fucking soft,” I growled against her skin. “This ass has been teasing me for months in those jeans you wear to the rink. Now it’s mine.”

I kneaded her cheeks with both hands, spreading them apart as I kissed closer to her center. My tongue traced teasing circles around her tight little hole, light and deliberate, feeling her tense and then melt under the new sensation. She whimpered, muffled and shy, but her hips pushed back toward me just a fraction. Good girl.

I groaned in approval. “That’s it. Let me have this.” I dove in fully, licking and sucking at her ass with filthy enthusiasm—long, wet strokes of my tongue over her puckered hole, circling, probing gently with the tip before flattening out again. I ate her like I was starving, messy and dominant, one hand slipping underneath to rub slow circles over her clit while the other kept her spread open. The taste of her, combined with the remnants of us from earlier, drove me wild.

“Fuck, Mia… you taste so sweet back here too,” I praised between licks, my voice rough. “My shy, perfect girl letting her captain eat her ass in my bed. No one else gets this. Just me. Relax and take it, baby. I want you dripping and ready for whatever I decide to give you next.”

She moaned louder into the pillow, her body rocking subtly as my tongue worked her relentlessly—licking, sucking, teasing that tight ring until she was trembling beneath me. I kept one hand playing with her clit, pushing her higher while I devoured her ass without mercy.

I kept my tongue buried between her cheeks, licking and sucking at her tight little asshole with filthy, relentless hunger. Mia was trembling beneath me, her soft whimpers muffled by the pillow, that perfect shy hesitation making my cock throb painfully against the sheets. She tasted so fucking good—sweet and forbidden—and the way her body responded, pushing back just a little despite her nervousness, had me growling against her skin.

I pulled back slightly, spreading her ass cheeks wide with both hands and spitting directly on her puckered hole, watching it glisten. “Look at this tight little ass,” I said, voice thick with arrogance. “All shy and innocent like you, but it’s going to take my cock tonight, princess. You’re going to let your captain fuck this perfect hole until you’re screaming my name.”

I slid two fingers from my other hand into her dripping pussy first, pumping them slowly while I circled her asshole with my thumb, pressing lightly. She gasped, hips twitching. I slapped her right ass cheek hard, the sound cracking through the room, leaving a red handprint on her soft skin. “Fuck, that’s pretty. Arch your back more for me, baby. Present that ass like a good girl.”

Mia obeyed with a shy little whimper, pushing her hips up higher. I added a third finger to her pussy, stretching her, then slowly worked one slick finger into her ass alongside my tongue. She clenched hard at first, but I kept praising her. “Relax for me, Mia. That’s it… such a sweet, tight hole. You’ve been teasing me for months with this ass at the rink. Now it’s mine to ruin.”

After a few minutes of fingering and licking her open, I couldn’t wait any longer. I grabbed the lube from my nightstand, slicked my cock generously, and rubbed the fat head against her asshole. “Breathe, princess. Gonna fuck this ass nice and deep. You’re going to feel me for days.”

I pushed forward slowly at first, the tight ring stretching around my thick cock. Inch by inch, I sank into her, groaning loudly at the incredible heat and pressure. “Fuuuuck, Mia. Your ass is gripping me so goddamn tight. So much tighter than your pussy. That’s my good girl—taking every thick inch like you were made for it.”

Once I bottomed out, I gave her a moment, leaning down to kiss her back and neck. Then I started moving—slow, deep strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. The sight of my cock disappearing between her reddened cheeks was obscene. I slapped her ass hard again, then again on the other side, watching the flesh jiggle.

“Fuck yes—look at that ass bounce for me,” I growled, picking up speed. My hips snapped forward harder, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room along with her muffled moans. “You love this, don’t you? Coach’s sweet little daughter getting her ass fucked raw in my bed. So shy during interviews today, but now you’re letting me pound this tight hole.”

I gripped her hips and really let go—fucking her ass with long, powerful thrusts, bottoming out every time. My hand came down repeatedly, spanking her cheeks until they were glowing red. “Take it, baby. Take every fucking inch. This ass belongs to me now. Gonna fill it up just like I filled your pussy earlier.”

I reached under her to rub her clit in fast circles, never slowing my relentless pounding. “Cum with my cock in your ass, Mia. I want to feel this tight hole squeeze me while you fall apart. You’re such a dirty girl for your captain—letting me slap this perfect ass and stretch it open. Fuck, you’re incredible.”

Her moans grew louder, her body shaking as she pushed back to meet my thrusts. I kept spanking her, dirty talk pouring out between gritted teeth. “That’s it, princess. Cream for me. This shy little ass is taking me so well. Gonna pump it full of my cum so you’re leaking me from both holes tomorrow at the rink.”

When she finally came—clenching violently around my cock with a broken cry—I roared and slammed deep one final time, flooding her ass with thick, hot ropes of cum. I kept thrusting through it, grinding deep, milking every drop while I slapped her ass one last time for good measure.

I stayed buried inside her as we both came down, leaning over to kiss her shoulder. “Good girl… my perfect Mia.”


Chapter 8

Game day. The arena was already buzzing with pre-game energy—fans filing in, music thumping faintly through the walls—but the locker room was supposed to be quiet this early. I’d texted Mia to meet me here twenty minutes before the team was scheduled to arrive for warm-ups. She showed up, shy and flushed in her team hoodie, camera bag slung over her shoulder like she was just doing her usual social media prep. But the second the door locked behind her, I had her bent over the bench in the back row of lockers.

“Fuck, I missed this,” I growled, yanking her pants and panties down around her thighs. She was already wet for me, that sweet pussy glistening from the drive over or the memories of last night. I freed my cock and rubbed the thick head along her slit before slamming in deep with one hard thrust. “Been thinking about bending you over in here all morning, princess. My cock buried in you right before I go out and dominate on the ice.”

Mia moaned softly, gripping the edge of the bench as I started fucking her hard—deep, powerful strokes that made her body jolt forward with every snap of my hips. Her ass was still faintly marked from my handprints last night, and the sight drove me feral. I gripped her hips tighter, pounding into her with arrogant, relentless force. “That’s it, baby. Take it. This tight little pussy is mine before the game. Gonna fill you up so you’re sitting on the bench later feeling every drop of your captain’s cum leaking out while you film me scoring.”

She was whimpering, pushing back against me despite her shyness, her walls clenching around my cock like she couldn’t get enough. I reached around to rub her clit, leaning over her back to bite at her neck. “You’re so fucking sweet and dirty for me, Mia. Letting me fuck you raw in the locker room like this. Coach’s daughter bent over for the team captain right before he walks in. You love how wrong it is, don’t you?”

The wet slap of our bodies echoed off the lockers. I was lost in it—her soft cries, the way her pussy fluttered and soaked my cock, the post-sex haze from last night still making everything feel more intense. I slapped her ass hard, then again, driving deeper. “Cum on my cock, baby. Right here where I get dressed. Gonna send you out there glowing and full of me.”

We were both so into it—me grunting filthy praise, her moaning my name—that neither of us heard the main doors swing open. The sudden burst of voices and footsteps hit like a slapshot to the chest.

“—alright, listen up, boys. We stick to the same power play from last game—”

Coach’s voice. Then the chatter of the full team pouring in, lockers starting to open, gear hitting the floor. They were early. Way too fucking early.

I froze mid-thrust, buried balls-deep inside her, but it was too late. Mia’s eyes flew wide with panic, her body tensing around me. I clamped a hand over her mouth just as a couple of the guys rounded the corner toward our row. The risk had never been higher—her dad’s voice carrying clearly now, giving instructions, completely unaware his daughter was bent over the bench with my cock stretching her pussy.

The locker room doors banged open, and the wave of voices hit us like a body check. I was still buried balls-deep inside Mia, her pussy clenching around me from the hard fuck I’d been giving her, my hand over her mouth, when reality crashed in.

“—power play needs to be tighter today. Callahan, you—” Coach’s gruff voice cut off mid-sentence as he rounded the row of lockers with half the team behind him.

Time froze for a split second. There I was—pants around my ankles, hips pressed flush against Mia’s ass, her bent over the bench with her hoodie pushed up, pants shoved down her thighs, my cock stretching her pussy right in the middle of the fucking locker room. Her eyes were wide with pure panic above my hand, tears already forming. The sweet, shy girl who handled our social media was completely exposed, flushed and wrecked, with the team captain’s dick inside her.

“What the fuck?!” Coach roared. His face went beet red instantly, eyes locked on us—on me balls-deep in his daughter. The rest of the team piled up behind him, Ramirez’s jaw dropping, a couple rookies freezing, one guy muttering “Holy shit” under his breath.

I didn’t pull out immediately. Cocky bastard that I am, I gave one last slow grind, feeling her flutter around me in humiliated shock, before finally sliding free and yanking her pants up with me. I stepped in front of her protectively, tucking myself away as fast as I could, my hand still on her hip to steady her shaking legs.

“Coach,” I said, voice steady but edged with that arrogant tone I couldn’t quite drop even now. “This isn’t what it looks like.” It was exactly what it looked like. “Mia and I… it’s not just some locker room hookup. It’s been building for months. She’s not some random—”

“Get your hands off my daughter, you arrogant little shit!” Coach exploded, storming forward. He looked ready to throw punches. Teammates were murmuring, some smirking, others looking uncomfortable as hell. Ramirez was staring like he couldn’t believe the captain had just been railing the coach’s daughter minutes before game time.

Mia whimpered behind me, trying to fix her hoodie and ponytail with trembling fingers, her face buried against my back in pure shy mortification. “Dad… please,” she whispered, voice breaking. “It’s not like that. Dean and I—”

I cut in, turning slightly to shield her better while facing the storm. “I’ve wanted her since she started doing the team’s socials. She’s sweet, she’s smart, she makes this team look good every damn day. I’m not sorry for wanting her. But I am sorry you had to walk in on it like this.” My tone stayed cocky, shoulders squared, even as adrenaline pumped through me. “She’s mine now. Game or no game, that doesn’t change.”

The locker room erupted—guys whispering, Coach yelling about betrayal and benching me, someone clapping slowly like it was the most legendary thing they’d ever seen. Mia’s hand clutched the back of my jersey, soft and scared, her body pressed close like I was her only anchor.

This was it. The secret was blown wide open right before the biggest game of the week. And I didn’t regret a single second of claiming her.


Epilogue

The final buzzer sounded like sweet fucking victory. We won. Not just won — we dominated. I scored two goals, including the game-winner in overtime, and the team played like they had something to prove after the locker room shitshow before the game. Adrenaline was still pumping through me as I skated off the ice, helmet under my arm, jersey soaked with sweat. The crowd was roaring, but all I could think about was her.

Mia was waiting in the locker room when I pushed through the doors, just like I’d told her to. She stood near my locker in that team hoodie that still smelled like us from earlier, cheeks pink, eyes shy but bright with pride. The rest of the guys were filing in behind me, loud and hyped, slapping backs and yelling about the win.

Coach was already there, arms crossed, glaring daggers at me the second I walked in. He hadn’t said much since he’d caught us earlier — just barked orders during the game — but his face said everything. You’re still on thin ice, Callahan.

I didn’t care. I walked straight to Mia, pulled her into me, and kissed her hard right there in front of everyone. She melted against me for a second, soft and sweet like always, before remembering her dad was watching and pulling back with a shy little gasp.

“Dean…” she whispered, glancing nervously toward Coach.

Before I could respond, Ramirez clapped me on the shoulder, grinning like an idiot. “Hell yeah, Cap! Two goals and you still had energy to rail Coach’s daughter before the game? That’s some next-level motivation.”

The locker room exploded with laughter. One of the rookies pointed at us. “We won, boys. Big time. You know what that means — hockey superstition. Dean and Mia gotta fuck before every game now. It’s tradition!”

More cheers and wolf whistles. Someone started chanting “Pre-game ritual! Pre-game ritual!”

Coach’s face turned purple. “The hell it does! This is not — Mia, get over here. We’re talking about this later. And you —” he jabbed a finger at me, “— if you think I’m letting some cocky asshole defile my daughter in my locker room before every game —”

I smirked, pulling Mia tighter against my side, one hand possessively on her hip. “We won, Coach. You saw the scoreboard. Team played like animals out there. If the guys think this is the reason…” I shrugged arrogantly, leaning down to kiss the top of Mia’s head. “Then I guess I’m doing my part for team morale. Can’t argue with results.”

Mia buried her face against my chest, mortified but I could feel her smiling. “Dad… it’s not just… we’re together,” she said softly, voice sweet but steady. “Dean makes me happy.”

The team kept ribbing us, clapping and joking about new pre-game routines while Coach muttered threats under his breath about benchings and curfews. I didn’t care. I’d take the heat. I’d take all of it.

Later, after most of the guys cleared out and Coach had stormed off with one last warning glare, I backed Mia up against my locker again, tilting her chin up so those big shy eyes met mine.

“Looks like we’ve got a new ritual, princess,” I murmured, voice low and cocky. “You, bent over this bench before every home game. Taking your captain’s cock so I can go out and win.” I kissed her slow and deep, hand sliding under her hoodie. “And you’re going to be a good girl and help me keep the streak alive, aren’t you?”

She nodded, blushing furiously but pressing closer. “Yes, Dean.”

The season was going to be a hell of a lot more interesting now.
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