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I'm the Star Athlete and She Is Just the Water Girl


I was a senior at college on a full scholarship for basketball. I didn’t have plans for after college. Sports were the only thing I was ever really good at. And I was really good at sports, but not good enough to play anything professionally.

Because I was one of the top players on my college team. My social value was super high and I knew it. Everybody in college knew who I was, and a lot of people were fans of mine. People came to my games to cheer me on. The school cheerleading squad also came to all my games and cheered me on. And our cheerleaders were gorgeous. Even when I was having a bad game, I could count on them to still make me look good to the crowd. They even had cheers that were custom made for me, where they repeatedly cheered my name.

So, I grew up with a lot of people kissing my ass, and I had developed a huge ego. I loved when people would complement me on how great I was. I especially loved it when unathletic women were in awe of me.

There was a woman who went to my college who was my team’s water girl, and general assistant. I found her to be obnoxiously cute, but always looking to please. I usually tried to be subtle about it in the beginning, but I was a total asshole towards her.

For example, after a game, or even just after practice, I was sweaty and stinky. Most of my other teammates would put their laundry in the bin. But I would leave my stuff out for her to clean up every time. It was pretty gross. Everything was wet with sweat, and smelled bad. And all my most personal items were there to be cleaned up, including my socks, my sports bra, my underwear, and my pelvic protector. Yick.

This assistant never complained, and always did what I told her to do. So, of course, I only escalated my bullying, pushing more and more. I was taller than her so I stuck my chest in her face every chance I got. If she was bent over, I would try to stick my crotch or ass near her face. One of my favorite moves was to put my foot on a bench or something and start tying my shoe, and stick my ass as close to her face as I could get it. 

She totally allowed it. Looking back, I now think that she definitely liked it and obviously had a huge crush on me. Because one day I decided to leave a hidden camera running on my dirty laundry. I actually just wanted to have a video of her cleaning up my nasty pile of clothes, and cleaning up after me. I wasn’t expecting to see what I saw.

I reviewed the tape of her cleaning up. She had waited until everybody had left except for her. She was nervously looking around. She picked up my pelvic protector, or what I call my jock strap, and she started smelling it! I must say I was really surprised. That thing is fucking dis-gus-ting! I don’t care if you have a crush on me or not. It reeks of my sweaty vagina!

She started playing with herself, like it was the ultimate turn-on. She switched off, smelling all my most stinky stuff. My sneakers, my socks, my underwear and all its ass sweat, and my sports bra that is always saturated with sweat. She was totally paranoid to make sure no one was coming. Except for her lol. What a sneaky bitch.

I started to snap out of it, and realize this shit was for real. I wasn’t mad at all. I felt thoroughly respected to the point where I thought this bitch worshipped me. I said to myself, “I got you bitch.” And I mischievously thought to myself that I needed to see how far she would go for me. What could I get her to do for me? Because it was on.

Next time I saw her was before practice. I told her, “I’m going to teach you how to tape my foot.” It wasn’t very complicated, but it could easily be five minutes of working on my foot. She had no problem doing it, and she seemed to nervously enjoy it. I told her that I needed her to do this before every practice and game. I made her take it off after practices and games too.

After a few days of this, I stuck my foot in her face while she was taking the tape off, after practice. It was sweaty and nasty. “Kiss it,” I commanded. She was like a deer in headlights. But she gave my foot a big kiss. “Keep going,” I demanded. She looked around for a second, without moving her head away from my foot. We had privacy. And she started repeatedly kissing my foot and my toes!

I thought, “She just does whatever the fuck I tell her to do. OK. This is really good to know.” I was so satisfied with myself. I looked at her seductively, and said, “You must really like me.” She was shy about it, but she said, “Yeah.”

I asked, “You must know this gym really well. Is there anywhere we can go that is more private?” She said, “There are actually a couple of spots. But there is an area in back of the laundry room that no one ever goes.” I smiled and said, “Well, lead the way.”

She had no idea what I was up to. Maybe she thought I wanted her to worship my feet some more. Nah, we could have done that at the back of the locker room, where we were. If someone was coming, we could have quickly acted like she was taping my foot. 

I wanted to continue establishing total dominance over this bitch. We got to the more private area, and I tried to make myself comfortable. There was a box that I put my foot on. I was wearing my sneakers now. She bent over and started kissing my foot. Ha! It was nice to see her take the initiative, but I wasn't even expecting that. I was just checking that the box was a comfortable height for me. 
I put my foot back on the ground, and I took my shorts off. I put my foot back on the box, and said, "Come here." She understood what I meant. I put my hand behind her head and guided her face to my pussy. 
She started eating my pussy. She was really into it, and doing a great job. I hadn't showered, and I had one sweaty pussy. But I knew that she secretly liked that shit. 
I thought, "OK. No remorse for this bitch." I turned around and stuck my sweaty ass in her face. Ironically, I almost said, "Eat that shit," but I just barely caught myself. I thought, “Let me not be too crude here. My asshole is probably pretty disgusting right now.”
I actually hadn't said anything, and she started kissing my ass. After like a minute of that, she hadn't started on her own, so I guided her head to my asshole. I thought to myself, "Let's go, bitch. I own you now." Although, looking back on this, it was premature for me to think that I owned her at this point. I was just such a cocky egomaniac. 
She started doing a great job of eating my asshole. She was spreading my ass cheeks with her hands, and getting all the way in there with her tongue. I thought, "Is she fucking serious? What the hell are this bitch's limits?" 
I let her continue for a while. She was showing no signs of stopping. I was wondering what I should make her do next. How about my fucking homework? Lol.

I had enough, and I was feeling dominant. So, I grabbed the back of her head again, and I basically wiped my ass with her nose and face. It was totally unnecessary and mean. 
She had a new appreciation of me after this. She was looking to serve me before, during, and after my practices and games. I regularly had her service my pussy and asshole after every single workout. I was trying to think of good ways to escalate my dominance over her, and possibly take complete control of her. 
For now, the best I could come up with was to be more aggressive with her. I twerked my ass in her face and on her face. I grinded my pussy on her face, using her face aggressively in order to bring myself to orgasm. I was just so excited that I had my very own servant.

She was going to fulfill my every command, right? I put her in charge of
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