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She wanted him because he was the
strongest man she'd ever seen.

Star quarterback Mick Jackson could
have any woman that he wanted. And he often did.

Sometimes more than once a night.
Sometimes more than one woman more than once a night.

Jenna just didn't know why he hadn't
picked her yet.

She was the newest, youngest member of
the cheerleading squad. The perkiest tits, the tightest, firmest
ass. The long blond hair that she so often put into pigtails
because of the way it made men treat her.

"What was it like?" Jenna
said.

She and Mikaela, another of the team's
cheerleaders, sat together in the change room.

The other girls moved around them,
laughing or talking while they changed from their street clothes to
their cheerleading uniforms.

The colors were the same as the
football team's: red and white alternating stripes on both the
skirt and the top.

"Intense," Mikaela said. She blushed a
little, and Jenna knew that she had to be remembering the
encounter.

"Tell me!" Jenna said, grabbing
Mikaela's hands and holding them tight.

Mikaela pulled her lower lip between
her teeth and bit down on it, just hard enough to turn the
ruby-colored skin white.

"I can't," she said, "Not really. He
just takes what he wants and who he wants, the way he wants it. Or
wants you. You're just... completely powerless. He's just too
strong. I couldn't believe how strong... And... And..."

"And what?" Jenna asked, hanging off
every word. The muscles low in her stomach tightened.

Her need for Mick had become something
else. Something she'd never really experienced before.

No man had ever drawn her to him like
this.

And it was all the more frustrating
because he didn't seem to feel the same way. At all.

Mikaela was a beautiful girl. An ass
that defied gravity, slim waist, dark hair that framed a lovely
face and a long and graceful neck.

But, and Jenna believed this was an
objective fact, Mikaela had nothing on her.

She thought...

No, she knew that she was the hottest
piece of ass on the entire cheerleading squad.

All the other men on the team also
thought the same. They desired her.

She could tell. From the way they
looked at her. From the way they asked her out. From the way they
peacocked themselves on the field when they knew she was
watching.

But it didn't matter at all to Jenna.
She knew she could have any of them any time she wanted.

And that made her not want them at
all.

An alpha female wants an alpha male.
And Mick was that alpha male. Large, powerful. All the other guys
on the team wished that they were him.

All the women on the cheerleading squad
wished they could be with him.

Many of them, as it turned out, had
been.

Which angered Jenna all the
more.

"And I loved it," Mikaela finished,
"Look, if he wants you, you'll get your turn. That's all there is
to it."

That evening, after practice ended for
the day, Jenna tried to butt ahead in line.

She went to the men's locker room. The
screaming eagle was the team's logo, and it adorned the walls and
the floors and all the various jerseys hanging from opened locker
doors.

Mick was the last guy out the door. She
knew this because she waited outside, watching all the others
leave.

Then she went inside.

The place smelled of soap and sweat and
musk. She breathed it in deeply, found it intoxicating.

Little shivers ran up and down her
back, the intensity of them increasing when they traced their way
down even farther. Down between her thighs.

She throbbed on the inside. Was already
slick, ready, and waiting.

And not wearing any underwear beneath
the short hem of her skirt.

Easy access, she knew.

"Mick?" she said.

Clouds of steam billowed out from the
broad, open doorway leading to the showers. The walls were tiled,
and little rivulets of water from the steam collected on them and
ran down towards the floor drains.

One of the shower heads in there still
hissed.

Then it stopped.

"Mick? Are you there?" Jenna said. Her
heart pounded against her ribs.

God, she needed this, needed him, so
bad.

Mick stepped out of the shower,
grabbing a white towel from the rack beside the entrance. He dried
himself. Face, then neck and shoulders.

He saw her. He didn't stop.

She swallowed hard, looking at his
hulking, naked body.

He was all hard angles and muscle. Like
some statue of a Greek god come to life.

But much better endowed.

His cock hung between his thighs, thick
and heavy. As big soft as many guys were hard.

When she saw how big he was she
swallowed again. The walls of her pussy tingled and quivered.
Little shocks of desire tickled their way up and down the front of
her stomach.

She could feel the slickness of her
pussy begin moistening her inner thighs.

She tossed her long hair back over her
shoulder with a single flick of her head.

"Can we do this yet?" she
said.

He continued ignoring her. He
considered Jenna just another bitch in heat. The cheerleaders were
essentially his own private harem, his own playthings.

And he could tell how badly she wanted
him. How she'd wanted to jump him from the moment she'd seen
him.

Oh, he also found her pretty desirable.
The long legs, an ass so shapely and firm he couldn't help
wondering how it would look bouncing against him on every thrust. A
taut, flat belly and perfectly symmetrical, perky tits.

A real wet dream of a woman.

But the only person who decided when he
got to fuck was him. And right then he was tired. Wind sprints,
drills to learn the new plays, the two hour workout in the gym that
morning. They all got to him. Made him ache.

And not for Jenna's undoubtedly sweet,
tight little snatch.

"No," he said. He swiped the cotton of
the towel against a trickle of water making its way down his
thigh.

Then he tossed the used towel into the
bin. Still stark naked, he walked over to his locker.

Jenna couldn't believe it. Couldn't
believe him. Any other guy on the team would have his cock jammed
all the way up into her at that very moment.

Mick wasn't even hard.

"What?" she said,
incredulous.

Her body thrummed with
frustration.

Mick didn't answer her, just rooted
around in his locker for something.

Well, Jenna thought, this is happening.
Whether he says yes or not.

So she walked up behind him, taking a
moment to admire the pleasant V shape the broad muscles of his back
made as they tapered down towards his waist.

And she could only imagine how that
hard, muscular ass would flex while he buried himself inside the
soft, tight sheath of her sex with every thrust.

"Come on, do it. Fuck me," she said.
"You know you want to..."

She wrapped her arms around his waist
and kissed the cleft his spine made in his back.

Her hands went down the washboard of
his stomach. They found his cock. She sucked in a breath when she
grabbed him. So thick, so warm.

She gave him a squeeze. Started
stroking him.

Her whole body quivered in delight as
she felt the hardness begin. She wanted, no, needed, to know how
big he got fully hard.

"Stop," he said.

She didn't. She squeezed his cock
again. Started stroking faster. Grinned when he hardened even more
in her grip.

She loved that feeling. That hard heat
of a big shaft. The way it got harder and bigger the better she
milked it. She wanted to know how he tasted. Wanted him to turn
around so she could get down on her knees and take his entire
length down her throat.

Mick didn't.

He was tired. He didn't need this shit.
He didn't need some horny bitch trying to take up his time. And he
needed her to know that.

He growled. Jenna mistook this noise as
pleasure, when it really should have been her warning.

Mick grabbed her hands, snaking his big
fingers around her narrow wrists. He wrenched her hands
away.

He rounded on her.

"I told you to fucking stop," he
said.

A flash of fear joined the rest of the
sensations mingling in Jenna's stomach. Mick was so huge. He
towered over her. Could crush her like she was nothing.

And he looked pissed.

"I thought you wanted..." she
started.

Mick grabbed her by the shoulders and
then shoved her into the lockers. She felt completely trapped.
Completely at his mercy.

But she already knew that Mick was
merciless.

"I don't give a damn what you thought.
Cut this shit out," Mick said.

He knew from experience that once the
need got into one of these horny bitches you couldn't stop it.
Usually he liked it. Right then he just wanted to get back home and
down a few brews.

And she was in the way of
that.

"I want you, though. I want you bad.
I'm so wet already. Why won't you just fuck me?" Jenna
said.

She could see how that shot of anger
affected Mick. It also shot steel into his cock. He was rock hard
and trembling, his cock pulsing with the rapid beat of his
heart.

And all she wanted to do was taste it.
Taste him.

"Another time," Mick said.

He held her pinned to the locker with
one hand around her throat. For the first time since she came in,
he ran his eyes over her.

Then he pushed his other hand down
between her legs. Felt the heat radiating from her thighs. She
spread her legs for him like a good little bitch.

She loved the rough touch of his
fingers against that smooth and sensitive skin.

And her breath caught when he ran those
fingers up between her thighs. Up so that he could cup the bare,
throbbing mound of her cunt.

Her whole body trembled at his touch.
At this fulfillment of her desire.

He pushed a finger up inside of her.
Her eager little beaver tightened up around him, slicked him
instantly with her juices.

Her snarled at the way her head lolled
back against the locker, the way her eyes rolled back in her
head.

"That's one wet pussy," he
said.

He pulled the finger out of her.
Brought it up to his nose and inhaled her scent, inhaled her
pheromones and her desire. Sampled her.

His cock was rock hard and it throbbed
even more at the animal instinct seizing his mind.

And this time when he growled, it was
in pleasure. He sucked her juices off his finger.

"Do it," she said, "Fuck me. Here and
now. Fuck me hard."

He considered. But he really wanted
those beers. "Not today."

He let go of her throat and then
ignored her, pulling on his boxers, pants, shirt, shoes.

 

Jenna's knees turned to water. She
barely made it to the lacquered wooden bench that ran down the
middle of the room.

She couldn't believe it, couldn't
believe him.

Her pussy ached. Throbbed. Her whole
body did. It hurt with her need and he was saying no.

She couldn't believe it.

Mick pulled on a baseball cap with the
eagle logo on it and walked out of the room.

He got most of the way down the hall,
each footstep echoing, when he changed his mind.

A nice fuck would relax him even more,
he knew. And it would shut the bitch up.

He turned and started back for the
locker room.

He came in just as Jenna stood up from
the bench. Just as she thought her knees could support her weight
again.

Her face was flushed. Her throat, too.
She stared defiance at him.

"What? Come to tease me some more?" she
asked.

"There are better things you can do
with that mouth," he said.

She crossed her arms and Mick smiled.
She'd decided on stubbornness. On trying to punish him.

She needed a lesson, and he was glad to
teach her.

He advanced on her. She fell
back.

"No. Not today. Not interested
anymore," she said, looking for some way around him. Some way
out.

Her heartbeat ratcheted up
again.

"Don't feed me that shit," he said, "I
can see it in your eyes. You still want me."

"No, I don't," she said.

He reached out, grabbed her shoulders.
She struggled, but it was like trying to get away from steel
restraints.

"Let me go!" she said.

So he did. He threw her into the
shower. The water-slick floor made her trip. She fell down, soaking
her skirt and her legs.

Mick advanced into the shower. He
stripped away his shirt. Pushed his pants down. Freed the monster
in his boxers again.

"This is what you wanted. This is what
you're getting," he said.

She tried standing up, but he pushed
her back down again. She hit one of the knobs for a nearby shower
head. It started spewing steam and hot water into the
room.

Her shirt stuck to her skin. Her body
betrayed her. Her pert nipples pressed against the thin fabric. He
smiled when he saw.

She tried standing again.

He shoved her down onto her knees. Then
he grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head with one
hand.

He used the other to grab his cock. He
slapped his hard, thick shaft against her cheek.

"You know what I want from you," he
said.

She shook her head.

Her pussy hadn't been this wet ever.
Her whole body thrummed with desire and need, responding to some
animal instinct that he brought out of her.

But she still resisted.

He yanked on her hair. Pulled her head
back so that she looked up into his eyes.

"Do it," he said.

He smacked her face with his cock
again.

This time she grabbed him. She moaned
when she felt his heat and hardness. She gave in. unable to resist
any longer.

Spit squirted into her mouth in
anticipation. She opened her lips and he forced himself
in.

She stroked his cock. Sucked. Ran her
tongue against his pole.

Then he grabbed her head in both hands
and fucked her mouth. Hard. Each thrust rammed his thick shaft into
her throat. She gagged on him.

Tears started in the corners of her
eyes.

Her pussy throbbed.

She loved it. Loved every second of it.
Every inch of him.

She dropped his cock, grabbed his legs.
Held on for dear life while he took the pleasure he wanted from her
body.

Thick, ropey strands of her spit hung
down from his shaft. She tasted the saltiness of his
precum.

The juices from her pussy felt like
they ran freely out of her and down her thighs.

Her inner walls quivered and trembled.
Her stomach did flips. Shocking fingers of desire walked their way
up and down her spine.

Mikaela was right, she knew. Mick was
too strong. Too powerful. Too much to handle.

And totally intoxicating because of
it.

"You're just a regular bitch in heat,
aren't you?" Mick said.

He pulled his cock out of her throat.
Her lips ached, were almost numb.

"What are you going to do about it?"
she managed.

She started standing, but he shoved her
down again. She winced at the hard floor hitting her knees. Mick
smiled, uncaring.

"If that's all you are, that's how you
get treated," he said.

He knew exactly how to take care of a
bitch in heat, too.

He hauled her up to her feet. Grabbing
her shirt, he ripped it open. They barely heard the tearing of the
fabric over the noise of the shower.

Her breasts popped out.

Mick wrapped an arm around her waist
and pulled her body against his. He savaged her neck and shoulders
with his mouth. Bit and kissed her.

She begged him for more.

She screamed when he took her nipples
in his mouth and sucked on them. Bit them.

Without warning, he let go of her. He
threw her into the middle of the shower room.

She barely managed to grab one of the
metal shower stands sticking up out of the floor. The kind with
multiple heads on it so that several people could shower at
once.

Mick grabbed her from behind, his
powerful fingers digging into her hips. She gasped at the pain of
it.

He yanked her ass out. She hung onto
the shower.

Her body shook with need and
anticipation.

"You better be on the fucking pill,"
Mick said.

He wasn't gentle. He wasn't nice. He
didn't ease himself into her, let her body adjust and stretch to
accommodate his girth.

No, instead he shoved the head of his
thick cock against the mound of her pussy.

He pushed. Hard. She spread open around
him. He forced himself into her, shoving every inch up into her
waiting, aching pussy.

She gasped every last bit of air out of
her lungs.

He was so big.

It hurt so much.

Hurt so fucking good.

She came on him almost instantly, her
pussy clamping down around his girth.

She screamed silently, her mouth
dropping open with no sound coming out.

He rode her through her climax, fucking
her pussy mercilessly while her body trembled and shook.

While incredible electric waves of
pleasure slammed and bounced around inside of her.

"So fucking tight," Mick
said.

He spanked her. Hard. Then he did it
again. Each slap stung, made every muscle in her tighten in
response.

He liked the way it felt around his
cock when that happened. Liked the way the strong muscles wrapped
the silky wet heat of her pussy around his shaft.

Then he grabbed her by the hips and
started fucking her again, pulling her back against him so that he
sheathed every inch inside of her on every thrust.

He did what he wanted to her. Squeezed
and slapped her ass. Grabbed her long hair and pulled back on it
like a dog leash to force her head back.

Reached around to squeeze and maul her
breasts.

Reached a rough finger between her
thighs to tease and torture her clit while she came on him again
and again. While he tore the orgasms from her body.

So many she thought she would pass
out.

Except she didn't.

"Now be a good bitch and get down on
all fours," he said, wrenching his cock out of her.

She went down on the floor, arching her
ass up into the air for him.

He put his feet on either side of her
knees. Dipped his body lower. He pushed her face down against the
tile floor of the shower, wetting her cheeks with the
water.

The spray from the shower dappled both
their bodies in a fine mist.

Then he entered her again. Forced
himself inside despite the tight loop her pussy made around
him.

He fucked her again. Hard.

So hard she grimaced and moaned. Her
body shook.

She screamed.

She kept screaming. Couldn't
stop.

Because he made her cum again. And this
time he joined her.

Her slid every last inch inside of her
and let loose. Let the writhing rhythm of her pussy milk the cum
out of him. Let her body pull his seed up into her womb.

He grimaced as well, the pleasure of it
so good it hurt. His balls tightened with each spurt. His whole
body tightened.

And he stayed inside of her until he
knew he was good and empty. Until he knew she got every drop of his
spunk, just like she needed.

He pulled out of her and washed her
combined spit, pussy juice, and his own cum off in the stream from
the shower.

She fell over onto her side. Her whole
body tingled and buzzed. Her pussy started going numb. He'd been
too big, she knew. But she'd liked it so much. Loved it.

It was a small price to pay.

"Now don't fucking bother me again. Not
until I want you. Got it?" he said, still casually
showering.

She nodded, and that seemed enough for
him.

"Maybe next time I'll take you and that
Mikaela girl at the same time. You'd like that, wouldn't you? Don't
bother answering, I already know."

He left again.

Jenna lay on her back for a while,
wondering how long it was going to take for her pussy to
recover.

Wondering when she could walk straight
again.

Wondering when Mick might follow
through on his promise.
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