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All American football star, starting quarterback for his D1 team, team captain. I absolutely could have had the Heisman this year, and as a sophomore no less! But we just couldn't come up with the win against our in-state rivals. One stupid mistake at the end of the game, and it cost me that accolade, and our team a birth into the national championship playoffs. It'll make us all work harder next year, and we'll be going into our bowl game hungry.

I've been working out and training hard in the lull between our conference championship and the New Years game, ironing out every potential flaw I might carry forward. With all the training, I find myself pretty confident, and ready to lead the team to victory! My best friend and backup quarterback, Brent, has found a good party for us to go to tonight, and I'm ready to let loose. In more ways than one.

After learning that more testosterone could make me more competitive, I've been edging myself for almost a week. I'm beginning to notice some issues in my behavior. I'm more aggressive, which is probably good, but I'm also getting a bit short tempered. Shouldn't be too hard for me to find someone to unload into. The thought of it causes a bit of growth below the belt even now, if you know what I mean.

Brent's girlfriend, Angie, has been coming around our fraternity more often. She's super hot, and I'd totally hit that if she wasn't with him. Honestly, she might've even been in my mind once or twice this week, and also before all the edging, when I've actually finished. I've even found myself thinking of her when I'm with someone else. 

She has a tight body - firm legs and a round ass (no doubt to the squats I've seen her do in the gym), sexy muscles over her midsection, silky auburn hair, and beautiful hazel eyes. With all the working out she does I have no idea how she is able to maintain the size of her tremendous tits, but they're nothing short of godly! I've caught myself staring at her as she watches Brent practice, and I'm sure she has too. I could swear she keeps glancing at me, and Waldron, our massive center, told me he saw her coming out of my room one night. He thought we were in there together, but I let him know that I was, unfortunately, not.

I get ready for yet another workout, wearing a ratty pair of shorts and a grungy shirt. No need to sweat through some good clothes in a gym designated for the school's athletes. As I'm about to throw my shoes on, my phone chimes with a text message. Angie's name is above the notification, and I read it a bit confused. She's never gotten in touch with me directly before...

"Could you help me with a quick workout?"

Some time ticks by as I wait for a bit before responding. I don't want to appear too enthusiastic, but the thought of her in her typical yoga pants and sports bra has me at 'full attention.'

"I'd be happy to. Come over anytime."

There, played it super cool. Guess I should shower and wear something a bit nicer. I snag a towel and some smoother shorts, and head for the bathroom.

My cock is hard the whole time I'm in there. I'm not one to rub one out in a community shower, but the desire for release is almost unbearable. Maybe this whole thing was a bad idea. I'd have a hard time keeping my hands off Angie in the best of times, let alone after building up for so long, and with us both exercising and sweating. Alone. My thoughts swirl around Angie, her skin shining in sweat, breasts bouncing as she runs, and realize I've begun stroking myself. I try snapping out of it, finish with the shower and dry off. My mind tries to focus on all the unsexy things it can as I put my shorts on, and wait until I'm no longer noticeably hard before heading back to my room.

My nicer tank top is already on my bed, and I put it on quickly. I lay back and take some deep breaths before stepping into my shoes. It takes longer than usual to get the laces tied, my fingers keep fidgeting. Really hope that doesn't continue into the postseason. Finally, I'm ready to go downstairs and wait for her to come over. Maybe a solid workout is all I need to get everything together.

She's already here. I see her coming through the door as I walk down the stairs. Her hair is pulled back in a sexy ponytail, and she's wearing a matching pink sports bra and yoga pants. They look like they're a couple of sizes too small, the way they're stretching to contain her amazing curves makes them almost translucent over her constricted figure. Her breasts are pressing firmly against the fabric, and I feel a stirring in my pants again. Hopefully the bagginess of my shorts won't betray me.

"Could we talk?" she asks quietly, glancing around the entry of the house.

No one is around, and I quickly reply, "Sure, what's up?"

"In your room," she suggests.

The request stops me in my tracks, but I can't help but perk up a bit. Was there some seduction in her voice, or did my horny self add that? I think. We walk up the stairs together, and enter my room. She looks at all the football and movie memorabilia decorating my walls and desk. Her eyes hesitate at my game ball, which I got after winning my high school's fourth consecutive championship, sitting on my desk.

"What's up?" I ask, closing the door as I enter.

She looks into my eyes, but then her focus drifts down my body. My thick arms cross my chest, making my pecs bulge a bit. The thin shirt conceals the chiseled abs I've worked hard to gain. I hope she can't see my growing bulge through my shorts, but only half-heartedly. My strong leg muscles tense and release subconsciously, nerves building. 

She bites her lip in an obviously seductive manner, "I was hoping you could help..." then glances at my bed, "stretch me out?"

What? Fuck. My eyebrows raise noticeably at her bluntness, cheeks undoubtedly reddening.

"You're my best friend's girlfriend. I don't think I could-"

She closes the distance between us, cutting me off as she grasps my hardening shaft through my shorts. My breath catches in my chest, looking into her beautiful eyes. She leans up, her body pressing into mine and whispers, "I want you."

My lust seizes control, and an arm reaches up. I grab her by the back of her head, her ponytail draping around the skin of my hand, and kiss her passionately. My other hand circles around and fulfills a dream as it gropes at her tight ass. She opens her mouth against mine, and my tongue plunges forward without resistance. Her warm tongue is there to greet mine, and they slide together between our wet kiss. I groan into her mouth as I feel her hand work its way under my shorts, exploring my hardening member. She moans back into me as her hand slowly works down and then back up my thickness.

I pull away, ready for so much more. She looks longingly into my eyes, but right before I toss her onto my bed for a more intimate workout than I ever expected she sinks to her knees. Her mouth drops wide as she pulls my shorts down and sees what I'm packing. My nine-inch cock springs free, thick, spongy head bobbing at her nose. My most impressive feature, according to all the women I've pleased, is my thickness. One of my previous girlfriends gleefully measured it before one of our countless experiences, and found it had an eight-inch circumference. The head is thicker, mushrooming out over where the shaft and head meet, then topped with a rounded tip.

I'm already leaking precum as she grips the base of my cock firmly. She looks amazed as her fingers struggle to meet her thumb when they wrap around. She angles my cock down a bit and licks at the tip, cleaning my pre away. Her tongue glides around the head and down the shaft, then back up the underside of my meaty rod. A moan pushes its way from me, then her mouth opens wide and she tries to take me inside. Her head falls forward, and she struggles to get me in. She pulls back slightly, gets my cock slicker with her wet tongue, and tries to inhale me again. I put a hand behind her head and help. My cock slides slowly in, her cheeks bulge around my thickness. Her tongue tries slipping around under the progressing member, but has
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