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        They leaned against the lockers, Dönhoff flattened against the cool, hard metal with his jersey halfway off, dangling from around his neck. Broad chest bared, pecs firmly encased in Rodriguez’s squeezing hands. The younger, hungrier player’s cock jutted into his back like a gun in a stick-up, and Rodriguez breathed familiar commands against his neck.

        “Beg me for it. You know how.”

        Dönhoff’s Herculean frame shuddered with the desire for surrender.
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        * * *

      

      Dönhoff is the undisputed champ of the football world, captain of the Badrid club and hero to millions.

      Rodriguez is the hot new kid on the block, a rising star of the Marcelona team who has declared himself Dönhoff’s rival and heir apparent to the World Cup.

      On the pitch, Dönhoff is masterful, ice cold. Rodriguez is nothing but a bug trying to crawl up his leg.

      Off the pitch, things are very different.

      Dönhoff may be on top of the sporting world, but when the two rivals meet secretly in sordid hotels, he is the one left biting the pillow.

      Cocky Competition is a short work of absurdist MM sports rivalry. It contains a secret affair, rough sex, a younger dom top, restraints, dom/sub action, master servant play, nipple torture, and a surprising dollop of tenderness.

      All characters involved are 18+ years old.

      No AI was involved in the writing or editing of this book or the creation of its cover.
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      Juan Manuel Rodriguez Benjamin Rodriguez was the new main frontline kicker of the Marcelona football club. A fresh-faced, suave, rebel-without-a-cause case of casual prodigy, he put the ball exactly where he wanted it, every time.

      And Lord have mercy on the player whose face, gonads, or hopes and dreams stood between him and his objectives.

      His dark eyes were so piercing they could have opened up a tattoo parlor. His hair, jet black, was not cut in the unflattering tonsure traditional among professional footballers, but allowed to floop down over his forehead in a bang like a raven’s wing. He could afford to have hair that obscured his field of vision; he was that good. At 22 he had already led his team to victory against all the world’s best players and teams, who don’t need to be named because we all know who they are, and I mean all of them. Yes, even that guy.

      He had the calves of a Greek statue (not the twinkish statues, the other ones) and the thighs of a rugby player. His ab definition looked laser etched, as crisply segmented as a chocolate bar, but a chocolate bar the color of a sun-baked Spanish hottie. His parents (who died mysteriously in a terrible offside foul incident while touring a football factory, imprinting upon his soul an irresolvable hatred for the ball, fueling his hard-kicking feats with a bitter but fruitless desire for catharsis not unlike Batman’s) had blessed him with that particular hotness for which the Catalonian people are renowned. An effortless hotness, a hotness endemic to that magnificent homeland, a hotness rooted in rich history and a deep, profoundly sexy heritage that your average Spaniard could only dream of possessing.

      His accomplishments at 22 had already sent players the world over into spirals of despair and self doubt. His own teammates regarded him with the awe due a bodhisattva. Not even his bad attitude, his selfish play-style, or the intimidating swing of his massive dick in the locker room (mocking their own modest packages), could dampen their admiration.

      They called him… Rodriguez.

      Only one man could rival him:

      Diego Rodriguez Fernandez Hezekiah von Dönhoff, the main forward side lead of the Badrid football club.

      Dönhoff had been born to football royalty, and also actual royalty, his father Badrid’s former head line fielder and his mother thirty-second in line for the throne of the beautiful, fifty square kilometer kingdom of Thumbergia. (They also died in a tragic football accident, but when Dönhoff was already a famous athlete with lucrative energy drink sponsorship contracts and could afford therapy.) His father had gifted him dark hair, bronze skin, and a love for jamon iberico; his mother a pair of piercing blue eyes, full lips, and an innate inability to pay taxes.

      A generational prodigy like nothing seen before, Dönhoff entered the sport at only 15 years of age, and changed the game forever. A last moment substitute in the final two minutes and thirty seconds of the World Cup, he all but teleported the ball into the goal box or whatever it’s called, so fast and twinkishly graceful that none of the opposition could touch him. Propelled to instant stardom, he went on to lead his team to five World Cup consecutive victories (two of them from his hospital bed, where a mysterious medical condition left him paralyzed, forced to tap out key strategic directions with a single finger).

      In his prime at 32, Dönhoff cast a magnificent shadow over the game. His signature stubbly square jaw and piercing eyes graced the covers of magazines, cameoed in movies, and his Hot Box sponsorship sold designer jock straps at a rate that had urologists clambering to issue public statements and debate his influence in academic panels.

      He gave extravagantly to charity and spoke humbly in interviews, his kindness and gentle nature off the field matched only by his absolute lack of mercy upon it.

      Dönhoff didn’t just play the game. He played the players of the game.

      He shoved his psychic fist up the back ends of his enemies and monkeyed them around like puppets.

      If there was one obstacle to Rodriguez’s rise to power, it was Dönhoff.

      And Rodriguez was already fucking him in the ass.

      —

      “We can’t do this.” The sound of panting steamed the locker room air. “The World Cup is tomorrow.”

      Rodriguez put his lips against Dönhoff’s ear and hissed: “I don’t give a fuck about the World Cup. Show me that ass.”

      Half of their uniforms lay in a jumble underfoot, the different colors marled together, a jarring reminder of the forbidden nature of their tryst.

      They leaned against the lockers, Dönhoff flattened against the cool, hard metal with his jersey halfway off, dangling from around his neck. Broad chest bared, pecs firmly encased in Rodriguez’s squeezing hands. The younger, hungrier player’s cock jutted into his back like a gun in a stick-up, and Rodriguez breathed familiar commands against his neck.

      “Beg me for it. You know how.”

      Dönhoff’s Herculean frame shuddered with the desire for surrender.

      “I can’t.” The words emerged in a groan, protesting his own resistance as much as Rodriguez’s craven proposition. “The team is counting on me.”

      The faces of his teammates floated before his eyes in a mirage of guilt. He imagined their expressions of shock, of betrayed trust, if they could see him now.

      If they had been able to see what he did, alone with the enemy, for so many shameful months.

      “‘The team.’” Rodriguez laughed. A selfish, lone wolf of a player, he frequently mocked the very concept of camaraderie. Particularly when alone with his biggest — and really only — rival. “‘The team’ can’t fuck you like I do.”

      He snapped the elastic of Dönhoff’s waistband, hard enough to make the more-seasoned player gasp, and then yanked the shorts down.

      Rodriguez jammed his cock between Dönhoff’s thick as hell, muscly thighs and humped aggressively against his taint. Shoved him harder up against the locker. Made his cheeks bounce with a purpose.

      “Just admit it.” Rodriguez ran his hands up Dönhoff’s sides, back up to his pecs, teasing the rock-hard nipples. “You want me more than you want that trophy.”

      Psychic agony wrung Dönhoff’s very soul.

      The game was everything. The game was his life, his purpose. He had sacrificed it all to be here. To be the champion, to be that hero for all downtrodden and despairing sports fans to watch with joyful tears in their eyes. To be the very embodiment of hope, and the trustworthy face of international sporting bodies whose complicity in atrocity, economic ruin, and neo-colonialism required modern gladiators to serve as a balm for the masses. He was vital. He meant something.

      But only as long as he continued to win.

      And now, in this moment, as Rodriguez began to crush Dönhoff’s sensitive nipples between his fingers, the five time World Cup champion felt the vital anima of a winner abandon him as surely as TV viewers during an unwanted halftime show.

      “Don’t just whimper,” said Rodriguez. His voice was smoothing out, taking on the sleek air it did whenever he picked up a flogger or snapped a leash onto a collar, a voice much older and darker than his 22 years. A voice the sound of cold, hard silk. “Use your words.”

      Those final syllables took the final will out of Dönhoff. Their rigidity. The sound of pure command, the implicit expectation that he would obey. That he would do as he was told.

      And he did.

      “Yes, sir,” he said hoarsely. The words issued gooily from his lips, his brain turning to shivery rainbow slush as Rodriguez licked up the side of his throat. “Oh, god.” He gulped convulsively. “God.”

      “That’s what I thought,” said Rodriguez.
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      The hotel was out of the way, the opposite of anything approaching swanky, populated solely by unsavory people who avoided eye contact — and them.

      No chance of the media finding them here.

      That risk haunted Dönhoff into his nightmares, wet dreams of Rodriguez between his thighs dissolving into phone screens, leaked videos, the demonically gleeful faces of rival fans rushing to perpetuate foul, paparazzo evils. The great man of Badrid. The hero. The champion. Splayed, opened, gaped, fisted and owned and cumming on the cock of his young and gloating rival.

      “Grab the sheets.”

      Dönhoff seized big handfuls of cheap bedsheets. His knuckles already white. His chest already rising and falling massively, rapidly, lungs and heart firing up in panicky anticipation.

      “Look at you.” Rodriguez unbuckled lazily, gloating down at his competition. His piercing eyes fucked every bared and naked inch, assessing Dönhoff with the same ferocity as eyeballing the pitch, lining up a destructive play to unleash upon the enemy. His belt rustled and clinked as it fell away. “You ready for this dick, baby?” He reached out, ran a hand over one bound thigh. “You look ready.”

      Dönhoff’s legs were bound flexed, knees bent, a belt apiece clamping thigh and calf together. Rodriguez liked using belts. The leather. The air of improvisation. The everpresent threat of that tool fastened so innocently, inconspicuously around the waist.

      Another belt encircled Dönhoff’s torso below the pecs, cinching his arms to his sides. Pushing his
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