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Chapter 1

The hallway outside my hotel room smelled faintly of chlorine and stale carpet cleaner—like every budget chain we stayed at for away games. My keycard clicked, the little green light flashing, and I should’ve been inside, headphones on, zoning out before tomorrow’s game.

Instead, she was there.

“Carter?” she said, brows lifting in surprise.

Maddie Ellis. Coach’s wife. She had her blonde hair in a loose ponytail, a team sweatshirt over fitted jeans, the kind she wore to every game, always on the sidelines, always smiling. She was holding a to-go cup of coffee and a paper bag—probably one of those homemade snacks she always brought around.

“Hey, Mrs. Ellis,” I said, leaning on the doorframe like I had every right to be there. “Coach isn’t feeling great. He, uh, told me to let you know he’s calling it an early night. Got the flu or something.”

Her face fell just slightly. “Oh. Really? I drove up to surprise him.”

I grinned. “That’s sweet of you.” My eyes traveled over her, slow enough that she noticed. She didn’t step back.

“Well, I don’t want to bother him if he’s sick,” she said softly. “Guess I’ll just… go grab a hotel room myself.”

The words were out before I even thought about them.

“You don’t have to do that. You can come hang out here. Just for a bit. I’m not doing anything. We can watch some film or—hell, order room service. I’ll take care of you.”

Her lips curved, a tiny unsure smile, like she wasn’t sure if I was joking.

“That wouldn’t be weird?” she asked.

I tilted my head, gave her my best cocky smile—the one that made half the campus drop their panties.

“Not unless you want it to be.”

Her eyes stayed on mine for a beat too long. She glanced toward my open door, then back at me.

“Okay,” she said finally.

She brushed past me into the room, the scent of her shampoo following. Sweet. Familiar. The door clicked shut behind her.

I kicked my sneakers off and sat on the edge of the bed while she set the bag on the nightstand.

“I made cookies,” she said, pulling them out. “Figured Coach and the guys might need a pick-me-up after the drive.”

I grabbed one before she could even open the bag fully. “You’re a lifesaver. These are better than anything we’ve had all week.”

She smiled, sitting on the other side of the bed, tucking one leg under her. “Glad somebody appreciates them. Sometimes I wonder if I embarrass him, always showing up with food like some… team mom.”

I smirked around a bite of cookie. “You kidding? Nobody complains when you show up. Trust me.”

She laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re just saying that to be nice.”

I leaned back on my elbows, letting my knee brush hers—accidentally, but not really. “Nah. I’ve heard half the guys talk about you. How sweet you are. How you’re always around. You’re like… everybody’s favorite person.”

Her cheeks flushed just slightly, and she looked down at her cookie. “That’s just because you’re all young and far from home. You need someone to fuss over you.”

I let my eyes linger on her, slow, deliberate. “Oh, we notice more than that.”

Her gaze flicked back up to mine, a little startled, a little curious.

“Carter…” she said softly, half-warning, half-question.

I shifted, letting my arm rest behind her on the headboard, closing the space just enough that she’d have to decide whether to lean back or stay put.

“You ever think about that?” I asked. “How all of us see you?”

Her lips parted slightly, but she didn’t answer.

I gave her a crooked grin. “Don’t worry. Nobody says anything bad. Just that you’re… way too good for Coach.”

She gave a surprised little laugh, shaking her head. “That’s not fair.”

“It’s true, though.” I let my fingers brush her shoulder lightly, just enough to feel the fabric of her sweatshirt. “I don’t think he realizes what he’s got.”

She swallowed, eyes darting to my hand. “You’re bad.”

I grinned wider. “Yeah. But you like bad, don’t you?”

She shook her head with a half-smile, still holding that cookie like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

“You’re trouble,” she said softly.

I grinned, leaning back against the headboard like I owned the place. “Want some water? Or something stronger? They stocked the minibar.”

She hesitated. “Water’s fine. Thanks.”

I slid off the bed, grabbed a bottle, and handed it to her. Our fingers brushed, just barely, but she didn’t pull back.

“Thanks,” she said, twisting the cap. She took a sip, then nodded toward my playbook lying on the desk. “Still studying? Like you don’t know it all by now.”

I smirked, climbing back onto the bed, this time a little closer than before. “Hey, game film wins games. Coach would kill me if I didn’t at least pretend to care.”

Her eyes softened, and she gave me that warm, easy smile—the one she gave everyone after a win, the one that made her seem so damn… reachable.

“You’re good, Carter,” she said. “Really good. He says you’ve got a shot at the draft.”

I shrugged, leaning back on one hand. “That’s the idea. But right now? I’d rather talk to you.”

She laughed lightly, shaking her head. “You really don’t quit, do you?”

“Nope.” I leaned a little closer, letting my knee touch hers—this time deliberate.

She glanced down at where we touched but didn’t move away.

“You really don’t get nervous about saying things like that?” she asked, almost curious.

I reached out without thinking, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. My knuckles brushed her cheek, just for a second.

“Nah,” I said quietly. “Not when I mean it.”

She stared at me then, lips parted slightly, like she wasn’t sure if she should speak or just… stay there.

Her eyes stayed on me after I touched her cheek, and I let the silence stretch just long enough to feel heavy.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

I gave a half-shrug, glancing down like I didn’t want to meet her eyes. “Yeah. Just thinking, I guess.”

“About tomorrow?”

I let out a small laugh that didn’t quite sound like one. “About… everything. Football. The draft. The fact that in a year I might be out there with nobody in my corner, just… some guy getting chewed up in the league.”

Her brows knit together. “Carter…”

I shook my head, hand raking through my hair. “It’s stupid. I shouldn’t even say that to you. You’ve always been so… solid for everyone. Always cheering us on. Coach is lucky. I just—sometimes I wish someone like you was rooting for me, not just the team.”

She blinked, surprised. “You know I am. I always have been.”

I looked at her then, letting every bit of that fake vulnerability sit heavy between us. “Yeah, but it’s different when it’s… you. You actually care. Not just because I’m a player.”

I rested my hand on her thigh—firm enough to feel the warmth through her jeans, but not moving, just staying there.

She swallowed, eyes flicking down to where I touched her, then back to my face.

“I just—” I let out a breath, shook my head again. “Never mind. You’ve got Coach. You don’t need to be hearing this from me.”

“Carter…” she said again, but this time her voice was softer. Almost pleading.

I looked away, jaw tight. “Sorry. Forget I said anything. Just… trying to get my head right before the game. I’ll be fine.”

Her hand came down on mine, light, almost tentative. “Hey. You don’t have to keep all that in.”

I turned back slowly, meeting her eyes, letting her see every ounce of that fake conflict I was feeding her. “Sometimes I think I’d play better if I had someone who believed in me like that. Just… one person. Doesn’t even have to be much. Just… something to hold onto.”

She bit her lip, glancing at my mouth, just for a second.

“You’re gonna do great tomorrow,” she whispered.

I tilted my head, gave her the faintest smirk, like I was half-joking but half-serious. “Maybe. Guess it’d help if I… felt like somebody believed in me that much.”

Her breath caught. She stared at me like she was about to say something—then she shifted closer, slow but sure, her hand still on mine.

“If it would help…” she whispered.

I gave her the smallest nod. “Maybe it would.”

Her voice came out in a low rush, like she was talking more to herself than to me.

“I mean… sometimes people just need… encouragement, right? Just a little… boost, to know someone’s in their corner. Like… like a kiss can mean a lot. Like a good luck charm.”

I let my brows lift slightly, just enough to look surprised. “A kiss, huh?”

She swallowed, eyes darting to my mouth before she caught herself. “Not like… anything serious. Just… support. Because you… you deserve to feel like someone believes in you. Really believes in you.”

I nodded slowly, like I was mulling it over. “Yeah… yeah, I guess that could help.”

She let out a tiny laugh that was more nervous than amused. “God, listen to me. I sound crazy. I just—if it helps you go out there and play your best, then… then maybe it’s not so bad. Just one little kiss.”

I tilted my head, letting a slow smile creep in. “I mean… if you think it’d help.”

Her lips parted, breath catching just slightly. “I… think it would.”

I stayed perfectly still, just watching her, letting her feel every inch of that choice hanging between us.

She shifted even closer, her knee brushing fully against mine now, her hand still resting lightly on my thigh.

“Just… one,” she whispered, more to herself than to me.

“Yeah,” I said softly. “Just one.”

She hesitated for a beat longer—then finally, finally closed the gap.

Her lips brushed mine softly—barely a kiss at all, like she was still testing whether this was really happening.

For a second, I let her lead, let her feel like she was doing this for me. Her mouth was warm, tentative, tasting faintly of sugar from the cookie she’d eaten.

But then I moved.

My hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers threading into her hair as I pressed in just a little harder, just enough to make her gasp softly against my mouth.

The sound sent heat straight through me.

I parted my lips against hers, slow, deliberate, my tongue just barely tracing hers before slipping deeper. She hesitated—then melted into it.

God, she tasted sweet.

I sucked lightly on her tongue, pulling her closer by the nape of her neck, feeling the tiny tremor that ran through her as she let me take control.

Her hand that had been resting on my thigh gripped tighter, clutching at me like she didn’t even realize she was doing it.

I kissed her deeper, coaxing her mouth open more, letting her feel exactly how much I wanted this while still keeping it slow, unhurried—making her want more before she even knew she did.

By the time I finally pulled back just slightly, she was breathing harder, lips parted, eyes wide like she couldn’t believe what just happened.

I let my thumb brush along her jaw, my voice low, teasing.

“Guess that was more than one.”

Her lips were still parted, cheeks flushed as she stared at me like she couldn’t quite figure out what just happened.

I let my hand slide from her neck to her cheek, thumb grazing her skin. “Didn’t think you’d taste that good,” I murmured, my grin lazy, deliberate.

Her breath hitched, and she shook her head slightly, trying to regain control. “Carter… that was… more than we should’ve—”

“Yeah,” I cut in softly, still stroking her cheek with my thumb. “But you liked it.”

She blinked, lips parting. “I…”

“You did.” My voice was low, steady. “Could feel it. The way you kissed me back? You didn’t want to stop.”

Her fingers curled against my thigh, like she was just realizing they were still there.

“I… just wanted you to feel… supported,” she whispered.

I leaned in, so close that my mouth nearly brushed hers again, my voice barely above a murmur. “You think that kiss didn’t help? You think I don’t feel more ready for tomorrow already?”

Her eyes widened slightly, caught between disbelief and something hotter.

“Maybe you should do it again,” I said softly, like it was just a suggestion. “You know… if you really want me to play my best.”

She stared at me for a long second, like she was weighing every bad decision that had just led her here.

Then she leaned in again.

This time, there wasn’t anything hesitant about it. Her lips pressed to mine with more intent, a little shaky at first but hungry—like she’d been holding herself back for too long.

I didn’t make her wait.

My hands slid to her waist as I kissed her back, harder, deeper, letting my tongue trace hers again before sucking lightly, teasingly, until she let out the faintest sound in her throat.

God, she felt good.

I tugged her closer, guiding her until she shifted fully onto my lap. Her legs settled on either side of me, denim brushing against my thighs as I held her hips, pressing her down just enough to let her feel how much I wanted this.

Her breath came faster, her fingers curling into the back of my shirt as I deepened the kiss, letting my mouth move against hers like I couldn’t get enough.

She moaned softly against my tongue, a sound that went straight to my head.

I pulled back just barely, lips brushing hers as I murmured, “See? Knew you’d be good at this.”

Her cheeks flushed even deeper, but she didn’t move away.

I kept my hands at her waist, kissing her slow, deliberate, like we had all the time in the world. Then I pulled back just enough to look at her—really look at her—while she sat on my lap, breathing fast.

“You know what you’re doing right now?” I asked softly, letting a crooked smile creep in.

Her brows knit, but her lips stayed parted. “Carter…”

“You’re sitting in my lap. Kissing me. Like you want it.”

Her face flushed hot, but she didn’t move.

“Guess that means you care more than you let on.” My voice stayed low, steady, as my hands slid slowly up under her sweatshirt.

Her skin was warm under my palms as I traced up her sides, higher, until my hands cupped her breasts through her bra.

She gasped softly, grabbing at my wrists. “Carter—no, we can’t—”

“Shh,” I murmured, giving a gentle squeeze, my thumbs brushing over the thin fabric. “Feels good though, right?”

She shook her head slightly, eyes wide. “We shouldn’t—”

“Hey,” I said softly, squeezing her again, deliberate and slow. “You’re helping me relax. Like a stress ball, yeah? You want me to play my best tomorrow, don’t you?”

Her lips parted, breath shaky.

“This is just… therapy,” I said with a smirk, rolling one nipple lightly between my fingers. “Good for me. Good for the team.”

Her eyes fluttered shut for just a second, her grip on my wrists loosening even as her hips shifted slightly in my lap.

“Yeah…” I said quietly, leaning in to brush my mouth against hers. “Feels like it’s helping already.”

I kept my hands on her, kneading slowly, my thumbs brushing just enough to make her breath catch.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I murmured, my grin low and lazy.

Her eyes fluttered open, conflicted, lips parting like she wanted to protest.

“Come on,” I teased, fingers giving her a firmer squeeze. “Be honest. You like this. You’re helping me.”

“I…” Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“You want me to play my best, right?” I said softly, leaning closer until my mouth was just at her ear. “So, you’re just… taking care of me.”

She shivered.

“That’s all this is.” My fingers slid to the hem of her sweatshirt, tugging it up slowly. “Just taking care of me.”

She hesitated—but she didn’t stop me when I pulled it up over her head, leaving her in just a simple bra.

“See?” I said with a smirk, tossing the sweatshirt aside. “Already helping.”

My hands slid back up her stomach, slower this time, until I reached behind her and popped the clasp of her bra.

She inhaled sharply, but before she could speak, I murmured, “Shh… just let me feel how good you are to me.”

I pulled the straps down her arms, letting the bra fall away.

God, she was perfect.

I cupped her breasts fully now, kneading them with deliberate slowness, my thumbs brushing over her nipples until they tightened under my touch.

“You feel incredible,” I said softly, watching her face as I played with her. “Bet you didn’t think you’d be doing this tonight.”

Her lips parted, a shaky exhale leaving her.

“Say it,” I whispered, eyes locked on hers. “Say you’re helping me.”

“I’m…” she breathed, voice trembling. “…helping you.”

“Yeah,” I murmured, leaning in to kiss just below her jaw. “And you’re so damn good at it.”

I kept my hands on her breasts, kneading them slowly, feeling the way her body reacted even as she tried to keep some shred of composure.

“You’re so soft,” I murmured, brushing my thumbs over her nipples again, watching them tighten even more. “Bet nobody’s touched you like this in a long time.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, and I leaned in, my mouth brushing over the swell of one breast.

“You want me to play my best tomorrow?” I teased, lips dragging over her skin.

“Yes…” she breathed.

“Then let me get what I need,” I whispered, before flicking my tongue over her nipple, slow and deliberate.

She gasped, her hand tightening on my shoulder.

I sucked lightly, letting my tongue swirl around the peak before biting down just enough to make her inhale sharply.

“God, you taste good,” I muttered against her skin, then kissed lower, leaving a small, dark mark just below her nipple.

Her breathing was uneven, shaky, as I switched to her other breast, licking, sucking, nipping lightly—claiming her inch by inch while my hands kept kneading her soft curves.

“You like that?” I asked softly, voice low and smug.

“I… don’t…” she whispered, shaking her head faintly.

“Yeah, you do,” I said, lips brushing over her nipple before sucking it deep into my mouth. “Feels too good, doesn’t it?”

Her head tilted back, a soft sound slipping out before she could stop it.

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, my fingers still teasing her breasts. “Say it.”

She blinked, dazed. “Say… what?”

“Say you want to make me feel good,” I said, voice low, steady, like it wasn’t even up for debate.

Her lips parted, trembling slightly.

“Come on, Maddie,” I coaxed, kissing up to her collarbone before flicking my tongue over the mark I’d left earlier. “Say it. Say you want to make me feel good.”

Her breath hitched, her chest rising and falling fast.

“I… want to make you feel good,” she whispered, so quiet I almost didn’t hear it.

I grinned against her skin, sucking her nipple hard just to hear her gasp.

“That’s my girl,” I murmured, my voice full of satisfaction. “Knew you’d say it.”

I dragged my tongue slowly across her chest, leaving a wet trail as I nipped her again, harder this time, just enough to leave another mark.

“You’re perfect like this,” I said softly, still teasing her breasts with my mouth and hands. “And you don’t even know how much I’m about to take from you.”

I kept my mouth on her, tongue circling one nipple as my hand squeezed the other, slow and deliberate. She was breathing fast now, chest rising against my lips, fingers tightening in my hair.

“God, you feel so good,” I murmured, sucking lightly before letting her nipple slip from my mouth with a faint pop. “Bet you’re soaked already, huh?”

Her eyes widened, but she didn’t deny it.

I smirked, sliding one hand down to her hips, fingers pressing just enough to make her rock slightly against me.

“Yeah…” I whispered, kissing her again, open-mouthed and deep. “Just like that. Keep moving.”

Her hips shifted slowly, tentative at first, denim dragging against the hardness straining in my sweats.

“See?” I breathed against her mouth, my hands guiding her hips as she started grinding more deliberately. “Feels better already.”

A soft sound escaped her throat—half a gasp, half a moan—before she buried her face against my neck like she was ashamed to let me hear it.

I tilted her chin up with my fingers, forcing her to meet my eyes.

“Say it.”

Her lips parted, eyes wide. “Say… what?”

“That you like making me feel good,” I said, voice low and commanding. “Say it.”

Her breath shook. “I…”

I rolled my hips up against her, letting her feel exactly how hard I was.

“Say it, Maddie.”

“I… like making you feel good,” she whispered, a little louder this time.

My grin was slow, smug, as I kissed her hard, pulling her hips down against me again.

“Yeah, you do,” I murmured against her lips. “Say you wanna make me cum.”

Her breath caught, eyes darting to mine. “Carter—”

I squeezed her ass through her jeans, grinding her down harder. “Say it.”

“I…” She hesitated, trembling slightly under my hands.

I kissed her again, deep and filthy, sucking her tongue until she whimpered into my mouth.

When I pulled back, my voice was a low growl. “Say it.”

“I… wanna make you cum,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

My smile widened, full of triumph. “Good girl.”

I kissed her again, guiding her hips faster over me, letting her feel how badly I wanted her while my hands slid under the waistband of her jeans, fingers brushing the top of her panties.

“You’re gonna,” I breathed against her lips. “But not until I take every damn thing I want first.”

I kissed her slow and deep, my hands sliding lower until my fingers hooked under the waistband of her jeans.

“Lift up for me,” I murmured.

She hesitated—then lifted just enough for me to shove her jeans down over her hips, underwear going with them to her thighs.

The cool air hit her, and I grinned when I saw how wet she already was.

“God, look at you,” I muttered, fingers brushing just barely along her folds, not giving her what she wanted yet. “You’ve been wanting this way more than you’ll admit.”

Her cheeks flushed deep, but she didn’t move away.

I shifted my sweats just enough so she could feel how hard I was, then guided her hips down over me.

“Yeah… just like that,” I said, my voice low as she started grinding against me, bare now, every slow drag of her slick heat against me making my jaw clench.

She let out a shaky breath, her hands tightening on my shoulders as she moved.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I teased, keeping my hands on her hips, making her keep the slow rhythm I wanted.

“Carter…” she breathed, like she wanted to protest but couldn’t.

I kissed her again, sucking on her tongue until she whimpered.

“You’re so wet for me,” I murmured against her mouth. “Say it. Say you like how I feel against you.”

“I… I like how you feel,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Say it better,” I said, grinding her down harder so she felt every inch of me.

“I… like how hard you are against me,” she said, the words breaking as a moan slipped out at the end.

My grin was pure satisfaction as I kissed her hard again, my hands sliding up to squeeze her breasts while I kept her moving.

“You’re perfect,” I murmured, my lips brushing hers. “And you’re gonna cum for me like this… aren’t you?”

Her eyes widened, but she didn’t stop moving.

I kept my hands on her hips, guiding her slow, deliberate, as she ground against me bare. Her eyes were glazed now, lips parted, every shaky breath giving her away.

“You like riding me like this?” I teased, my voice low. “Rubbing that wet pussy all over my cock?”

“Carter…” she whispered, cheeks burning red.

“Yeah, you do,” I said, smirking. “I can feel how soaked you are. You’re making a mess on me.”

I slid one hand down between us, my fingers finding her clit.

The second I touched her, her hips jolted, a breathy moan escaping her before she could stop it.

“God, you’re sensitive,” I murmured, rubbing slow circles against her while keeping her grinding over me. “Bet Coach doesn’t ever get you this close.”

Her lips trembled, eyes squeezing shut.

“Keep looking at me,” I ordered softly, fingers pressing harder on her clit.

She forced her eyes open, meeting mine through her messy, flushed haze.

“Yeah… just like that,” I said, kissing her hard, sucking her tongue deep into my mouth before pulling back. “You’re so fucking perfect like this. You feel how hard I am for you?”

She nodded, breathless.

“You know why?” I whispered, my grin sharp now. “Because I wanna fill you up. Pump you full of me. Make you all mine.”

Her breath hitched hard, her grinding faltering for a second before I pressed my fingers harder against her clit.

“Yeah, that gets you, doesn’t it?” I teased, my voice a low growl. “Bet you’ve never had anyone want to cum in you. Breed you. Fuck a baby into you.”

“Carter—!” she gasped, her voice breaking as her hips bucked against my hand.

“That’s it,” I said, my fingers rubbing faster, my other hand squeezing her breast. “Think about me filling you up. Think about me making you mine. You’d take it all, wouldn’t you?”

She whimpered, her moans getting louder as her hips rocked uncontrollably now.

“You’d let me cum in you, wouldn’t you?” I pushed, voice deep and filthy, my fingers relentless on her clit.

“I—yes—” she cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Say it,” I ordered, pressing her down harder on me while my fingers worked her faster.

“I’d let you… cum in me,” she gasped, her voice trembling, breaking.

“Yeah,” I growled, kissing her hard, sucking her tongue into my mouth before murmuring against her lips, “Good fucking girl.”

She moaned, loud and desperate, as her hips bucked wildly, her climax hitting hard while I held her down and kept rubbing until she was shuddering in my lap.

Her body trembled against me, every shaky breath brushing against my neck as she came down from it. I kept my fingers moving slowly, lazily circling her clit just enough to make her twitch and gasp softly.

“Look at you,” I murmured, kissing just under her ear. “Made a mess all over me. Came so hard for me, didn’t you?”

Her face flushed crimson, but she nodded, breathless.

“Yeah, you did,” I said with a smirk, my other hand squeezing her breast as I kissed down her neck, slow and deliberate. “You were perfect for me. Better than I imagined.”

I nipped lightly at her skin, leaving a faint mark just under her jaw.

“You like that I made you cum?” I whispered, dragging my lips back up to hers.

She gave the smallest nod again, eyes half-lidded.

“Say it,” I teased softly, rubbing her clit just a little firmer to make her gasp.

“I… I liked it,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

“Liked it?” I chuckled low in her ear. “You fucking loved it. Felt good to let go like that, huh?”

She whimpered faintly, biting her lip.

“Good girl,” I murmured, kissing her slow and deep, sucking on her tongue before pulling back just slightly.

My hands stayed on her bare hips, holding her against the thick hardness still straining in my sweats.

“You feel that?” I asked softly, pressing her down against me. “Still hard as hell for you. And I’m not even close to done.”

Her eyes widened slightly, a mix of nervousness and anticipation.

“You made me feel good,” I said, my voice dropping lower, rougher now. “Now it’s my turn. Gonna fuck you exactly how I’ve wanted since the first time you smiled at me on the sidelines.”

I kissed her again, harder this time, biting at her lower lip before pulling back.

“And when I’m done, Maddie?” My smirk was sharp now, deliberate. “You’re not gonna be thinking about anyone but me.”


Chapter 2

I kept my hands on her hips, holding her firmly in place while kissing her hard, deep, my tongue sliding against hers like I owned her mouth now.

Then I pulled back just slightly, breathing rough.

“Lift up for me,” I said, my voice low, commanding.

She blinked at me, still flushed and dazed, but she obeyed, rising just enough for me to shove my sweats and boxers down to mid-thigh. My cock sprang free, thick and hard, the tip already slick.

Her eyes widened when she looked down at it—at me—but before she could say a word, I guided her hips forward, letting the head of my cock press right against her soaked entrance.

“Yeah,” I murmured, rubbing myself against her folds, slow and deliberate. “You feel how wet you are for me? You’re ready for this.”

She let out a shaky exhale, her hands clutching my shoulders.

“You’re gonna sit down on it,” I said softly, teasing the tip against her clit just to make her gasp. “Take all of me.”

“Carter…” she whispered, but it wasn’t a protest—it was want.

“Yeah, baby,” I murmured, kissing her neck, sucking just under her ear. “Come on. Be a good girl. Take what you wanted this whole time.”

I guided her hips slowly, the head of my cock just starting to push into her slick heat.

She gasped, nails digging into my shoulders as I stretched her, inch by inch.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” I growled softly, holding her still for a second so she could feel how big I was. “But you can take it. You want to take it.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, and I leaned in, my mouth right at her ear.

“You’re gonna take all of me,” I whispered, kissing her jaw as I pushed deeper. “Because you wanna make me cum so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes…” she breathed, her voice trembling.

I smirked, gripping her hips tighter as I bottomed out inside her, stretching her completely.

“Good girl,” I growled, holding her down on me, letting her feel every thick inch. “Now ride me. Slow.”

She started to move, tentative at first, her slick walls clenching around me as she lifted and sank back down.

“Fuck, that’s it,” I groaned, my hands sliding up to her bare breasts, squeezing and playing with her nipples as I guided her hips. “Look at you—riding my cock like you’re made for it.”

Her breaths came faster now, her movements gradually losing their hesitance as she found a rhythm.

“Yeah, you love this,” I murmured, my voice deep and filthy. “Love feeling me stretch you open, don’t you?”

She whimpered, her pace faltering as she bit her lip.

“Say it,” I ordered, my thumb brushing her nipple roughly.

“I… I love it,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

My grin was dark, full of triumph. “Fuck yeah, you do.”

I lifted my hips, thrusting up into her harder just once, making her gasp loud.

“And when I cum in you?” I said, my voice dropping even lower, right at her ear. “You’re gonna take it all. Every drop. Like you were meant to.”

I kept my hands on her hips, letting her set the pace for just a moment, watching the way her brows pinched as she took me deeper each time she sank down.

“You like how I feel inside you?” I asked, my voice low and rough.

She nodded quickly, biting her lip.

“Say it.”

“I… like how you feel inside me,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I smirked, rolling my hips up hard into her, making her gasp.

“Ride me faster,” I ordered softly.

She hesitated, but when I gave her hips a firm squeeze, she started to move quicker, her wet heat gripping me as she bounced on my cock.

“Fuck, yeah… just like that,” I groaned, my eyes locked on her perfect tits as they moved with every bounce. “Look at you. Coach’s perfect little wife—riding my cock like you’ve been waiting for this.”

“Carter…” she whimpered, her pace faltering at my words.

“Keep going,” I said sharply, thrusting up into her once, making her gasp again. “You’re gonna give me everything I want tonight.”

Her cheeks flushed deep as she moved faster, her breaths coming out in quick, desperate gasps now.

“You feel how hard I am? How deep I am?” I teased, sliding a hand up to squeeze her breast again. “You’re gonna make me cum soon if you keep going like that.”

Her eyes widened slightly at that, and I grinned.

“Say you want it,” I murmured, my thumb brushing her nipple roughly.

“I… want it,” she breathed, shaky.

“Not good enough,” I said, thrusting up into her hard enough to make her cry out. “Say you want me to cum in you.”

She shook her head slightly, lips trembling, but I didn’t let up, keeping her hips moving, my cock sliding deep into her over and over.

“Say it, Maddie,” I ordered, my voice a low growl.

“I… want you to cum in me,” she gasped, her voice breaking.

“Yeah, you do,” I groaned, gripping her ass as I guided her faster. “You want me to fill you up. Breed you. Put a baby in you, don’t you?”

Her eyes squeezed shut, and a moan escaped her throat before she could stop it.

“Say it.”

“I… want you to… breed me,” she whispered, almost inaudible.

“Good girl,” I growled, kissing her hard, sucking her tongue deep into my mouth as my hips started thrusting up into her faster, taking control of the rhythm entirely.

“You’re mine now,” I muttered against her lips, my voice rough. “Gonna fuck you full, and you’re gonna take every drop.”

I slid my hands up her back and pulled her flush against my chest, one arm wrapping tightly around her while the other cupped the back of her neck.

“Yeah, that’s it,” I murmured against her ear as I thrust up into her deep and hard, feeling her walls clamp down on me. “Ride me just like that, baby. You feel so fucking good.”

She moaned, shaky and breathless, her arms clutching around my shoulders as she bounced on my cock.

“You like this?” I whispered, my voice low and rough. “Like feeling me stretch you open?”

“Yes…” she gasped, her voice breaking.

I thrust up harder, hitting deep enough to make her whimper against my neck.

“You’re my perfect girl,” I murmured, kissing just below her ear. “Making me feel so good. You’re gonna make me cum in you, aren’t you?”

Her hips faltered, but I held her tight, my cock driving up into her faster now.

“Yes…” she breathed, her voice barely audible.

“That’s right,” I groaned, my lips brushing her ear. “Gonna fuck you full. Put every drop inside you. You’ll take all of it for me, won’t you?”

Her breath hitched hard, her pussy tightening around me as her climax built fast.

“Come for me, Maddie,” I growled softly, my thrusts sharp, deep. “Let go. Show me how bad you need it.”

She cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders as her orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling violently in my arms.

“Good fucking girl,” I gritted, my hips pounding up into her, relentless now. “Stay on my cock while I fill you up.”

Her moans were broken, high, as I slammed into her one last time and finally let go.

“Fuck—” I groaned against her neck, spilling deep inside her, holding her hips down tight so she took every drop.

Her body quivered in my arms, still trembling as I stayed buried in her, pulsing inside her while I caught my breath.

“You feel that?” I murmured, kissing the side of her neck. “All of it. Exactly where it belongs.”

She let out a shaky exhale, her forehead resting against mine.


Chapter 3

The faint gray light of early morning seeped through the thin hotel curtains. My body ached in that perfect, satisfied way—like every muscle had been put to use—and the room still smelled faintly of sweat and sex.

Maddie was out cold, sprawled half on her stomach, her hair a tangled mess across the pillow. She looked wrecked in the best way, soft little breaths escaping her lips, her bare back marked with the proof of everything we’d done.

We’d barely stopped all night.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed, rubbing the back of my neck as I grabbed my sweats off the floor. My practice bag was by the door—I had to be down on the field in twenty minutes.

Quietly, I dug through the extra gear I’d packed and pulled out a crisp white jersey, my number stretched bold across the front.

I found a scrap of hotel stationery and a pen, crouching at the edge of the desk.

Wear this for me at the game. Sit close. I’ll know you’re mine when I see you in it.

I folded the note, laid it on the nightstand, and set the jersey neatly on top.

For a second, I just stood there, looking at her—her bare skin tangled up in the sheets, the faint marks along her shoulders and neck where I’d claimed her.

A slow grin spread across my face.

Yeah. She’d be wearing my number when I walked out on that field.

And Coach? He’d never have a clue.

I grabbed my bag, cracked the door open, and slipped out into the quiet hallway—still buzzing with the thought of her in my jersey, cheering for me like she belonged to me.

I eased the door shut behind me, careful not to let the latch click too loud. My bag was slung over my shoulder, the jersey and note left on the nightstand for Maddie.

I was halfway down the hall when the door to the room next to mine swung open.

“Morning, Carter,” Coach Ellis said, stepping out, perfectly healthy, coffee cup in hand, perfectly healthy.

My chest tightened for half a second, but I forced my face into its usual easy grin. “Morning, Coach.”

He looked me over, smirking. “Rough night? You look like you didn’t get much sleep.”

I laughed lightly, scratching the back of my neck. “Something like that.”

Coach gave a conspiratorial grin and lowered his voice like we were two buddies swapping secrets.

“Hope you weren’t the one I heard keeping the whole floor up last night. Walls are thin in these places, you know?”

He chuckled and shook his head, sipping his coffee. “Hell, good for you if it was. Last night before the big game, gotta get that energy out somehow, right?”

I gave him a crooked smirk, playing it cool. “Yeah. Guess you could say that.”

He clapped me on the shoulder as he walked past, still laughing. “Ah, to be your age again. Enjoy it while you can, son.”

I watched him head toward the elevator, still grinning to myself, my heart pounding in my chest—not from guilt, but from the thrill of knowing he didn’t have a clue.

Because in a few hours, when I stepped out on that field, I’d see Maddie in my jersey, cheering for me like she was mine.

And Coach?

Coach would never know that the woman he kissed on the cheek before the game was still sore from me.
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