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The locker room smelled like victory and testosterone—sweat-soaked jerseys, mud-caked boots, and that sharp, masculine tang of exertion that clung to everything after an away match. Jamie hovered near the equipment crates, towel in one hand and water bottle in the other, trying not to stare too obviously at the chaos unfolding around him.

At nineteen, he was the youngest and smallest guy on the team by a mile: slim-hipped, pale-skinned, with a mop of unruly dark curls that always looked a little too soft for this world of broken noses and bruised knuckles. He'd taken the waterboy gig thinking it would be simple; hand out drinks, stay out of the way, maybe earn a bit of respect from the older, burlier players. He hadn't counted on how their eyes would linger on him when he bent over to pick up a dropped bottle.

Big Mike had been named MVP tonight, and the announcement hit the room like a second wave of adrenaline. The massive prop forward—six-four of solid muscle, thick black hair matted across his chest and trailing down his abs, a deep voice that rumbled like thunder—grinned through the steam still rising off his shoulders. His thighs were tree trunks, calves bulging from the match, and those size-fourteen boots were still laced tight. The team erupted in cheers as Mike's gaze swept the room and locked straight onto Jamie.

"Tradition's tradition, boys," Mike announced, voice thick with satisfaction. "New waterboy needs to learn how we do things around here."

Jamie's stomach flipped. He'd heard whispers about the rite of passage on the bus ride over—something about an away game MVP getting to choose the team's bitch—, but he'd laughed it off as locker-room bullshit. Now the entire starting lineup was watching him, grins sharp, eyes hungry. Rourke, the captain, had his phone out, filming with that lazy, authoritative smirk. Jamie's cheeks burned, but his cock twitched traitorously in his shorts as Mike crooked a thick finger at him.

"Get over here, pretty boy."

Jamie's legs moved before his brain could catch up. The locker room floor was gritty under his trainers as he crossed the space, every step feeling heavier than the last. The team had gone quieter now, a low hum of anticipation rolling through them. Phones were coming out—Rourke's already recording steadily, the little red light like a predator's eye.

Mike spread his thick thighs wider on the bench, boots planted firmly, the leather scuffed and streaked with grass and mud. Up close, he was even more overwhelming: broad chest heaving, sweat still glistening in the dark hair between his pecs, the heavy bulge in his shorts already starting to thicken.

"On your knees, waterboy," Mike rumbled, voice low and commanding. "Time for your initiation. Every MVP gets a personal bitch for twenty-four hours after an away win. And since I'm the first MVP, I get to choose who the team's bitch is for the entire season."

Jamie sank, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. The concrete pressed cold against his knees. Mike's boot—still warm from the match—lifted and pressed firmly against his chest, the muddy sole smearing across the front of his thin team polo. The smell hit him immediately: wet earth, leather, and pure masculine sweat. A nervous whimper slipped out before he could stop it.

"Lick it clean," Mike ordered, pressing the boot higher until the filthy tread brushed Jamie's lips. "Show the boys how well you take it. And don't you dare use your hands."

Jamie hesitated only a second before his tongue slipped out, tentative at first, pressing flat against the rough, muddy tread of Mike's boot. The taste was sharp and filthy—dirt, grass, and old leather. A low, approving chuckle rolled through the team as he dragged his tongue along one deep groove, collecting smears that made his eyes water.

He swallowed hard, forcing the muddy slurry down his throat, the earthy grit scraping lightly as it went. Mike's boot pressed heavier, his hand forcing his face down harder, the thick rubber sole grinding lightly against his cheek and lips.

Why am I doing this? The thought flickered, but Jamie already knew the answer. The humiliation burned hot in his gut, yet it sent a dark, shameful thrill straight to his cock. He'd always gotten hard from the raw power of men like this—their size, their sweat, their effortless dominance. Being on his knees, reduced to cleaning victory off Mike's boots while the whole team watched... it was exactly the kind of filthy, overwhelming surrender he'd secretly craved for years.

"That's it... good little bitch," Mike murmured, voice thick with pleasure. "Look at him, boys. Knew he'd take it best. Nice and eager with that pretty pink tongue." Rourke stepped closer, phone angled down for a tight close-up of Jamie's face, capturing every lap and whimper. The flash of humiliation burned hot in Jamie's chest, but his cock was rock-hard and leaking in his shorts, trapped and throbbing with every degrading word.

Mike switched boots, the muddy sole hovering right over Jamie's mouth, and lifted the cleaned boot to rest heavily on Jamie's shoulder. "Don't miss a spot. These boots carried me through eighty minutes of smashing the other team. You're cleaning my victory, waterboy. Say thank you."

Jamie's voice came out shaky, muffled against the leather. "Thank you...." He licked harder, swirling his tongue into every crevice, the metallic tang of mud coating his mouth while the team's low murmurs and laughter washed over him.

His cheeks flamed, but he couldn't stop the soft, needy sounds escaping him as Mike's boot pressed firmer, owning his face completely.

He swallowed again, throat working visibly around another mouthful of mud and spit. The taste lingered, thick and degrading, but it only made his cock throb harder against the front of his shorts. Mike noticed, of course. He let out a deep, satisfied laugh and ground the sole
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