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Penny was still half-stuck in the chicken suit when she hit the dugout floor.

The dance-off had been a disaster. Sir Honks-a-Lot had nailed every beat of “Cotton-Eye Joe” while Penny’s left wing got tangled in the mascot head and she toppled sideways off the dugout roof. She landed squarely on Moose’s lap, the giant foam beak smacking him in the face. The crowd roared. Moose just blinked, nachos everywhere, and muttered, “Clucky, baby, if you wanted a ride you could’ve asked.”

She scrambled up, feathers shedding, face burning under the mesh. “Sorry! Sorry-oh my god-”

“All good,” Moose said, grinning like an idiot. “You good?”

“I’m fine. I’m fine. I’m gonna go die now.”

The rest of the game passed in a blur of chicken dances and forced smiles. By the time the final out was recorded, Penny had the mascot head under her arm and the suit unzipped to her waist, the heavy foam body hanging around her hips like a deflated parade balloon. Underneath she wore only a sports bra and shorts that were doing a terrible job of containing her. Her tits were huge, soft, and already shiny with sweat; the bra was soaked through and her nipples were stiff points against the fabric. Her thighs were thick, her ass round, and every step made everything jiggle.

She was heading for the parking lot when she heard the voice she hated most.

“Penny! Still single, huh?”

Kyle. Of course. He stood by his shiny truck with his fiancée on his arm, both of them looking smug and polished. The fiancée’s eyes flicked over Penny’s half-dressed chicken mess and her mouth twitched.

Penny’s mouth moved before her brain. “Nope! I have a boyfriend. He’s right... there.”

She spun, grabbed the first man walking past-Theo Vance, ice pack on his shoulder, scowl already in place-and yanked him down into a kiss.

It was supposed to be quick. A panic peck. Instead Theo’s mouth opened under hers and she tasted mint and heat. His free hand landed on her bare lower back, big and rough, and pulled her closer. The chicken head slipped out from under her arm and hit the asphalt. Penny moaned into his mouth, soft and shocked, and pressed her heavy tits against his chest. Theo made a low sound in his throat and kissed her harder, tongue sliding against hers, one hand sliding down to grip the top of her ass through the half-shed suit.

Across the lot, Tasha’s keys hit the ground. Moose’s remaining nachos followed.

Kyle’s jaw was on the pavement.

Penny broke the kiss, breathing hard, lips swollen. Theo just stared at her, ice pack forgotten, eyes dark.

“Boyfriend,” she croaked at Kyle. “There. Bye.”

She grabbed Theo’s wrist and dragged him toward the stadium before anyone could say another word.

The equipment room was empty and smelled like leather and grass. Penny kicked the door shut, shoved the chicken suit the rest of the way down her legs, and stepped out of it in nothing but the wet sports bra and tiny shorts. Her tits bounced free when she yanked the bra over her head. They were heavy, pale, pink-tipped, and already aching.

“Theo-”

He was on her in two steps. Big hands cupped her breasts, thumbs rolling her nipples, and she gasped, arching into it. “Fuck, these,” he muttered, voice rough. He bent and sucked one nipple into his mouth, hard, teeth scraping just enough to make her whimper. His tongue flicked, then he switched to the other, sucking deep while one hand slid down her stomach and into her shorts.

She was soaked. His fingers pushed through her folds, found her clit, and rubbed in tight circles. Penny’s knees buckled. “Oh god-Theo-yes-”

He spun her, pressed her bare back against the cold metal lockers, and yanked her shorts and panties down. They caught on her thick thighs; she kicked them off. Theo dropped to his knees, shoved her legs apart, and buried his face in her pussy. His tongue licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, then settled in and sucked. Penny’s hands slammed against the lockers above her head. Her hips jerked. He licked her open, tongue thrusting inside her, then back up to her clit, two thick fingers sliding in and curling.

“Fuck-fuck-I’m gonna-”

She came with a sharp cry, thighs shaking around his head, pussy clenching on his fingers. Theo didn’t stop. He kept licking her through it, drinking her down, until she was twitching and begging.

He stood, unzipped, and pulled his cock out. It was thick, long, already leaking. Penny’s mouth watered. She reached for it, but Theo spun her again, bent her forward, and lined up. One hard thrust and he was buried to the hilt. Penny’s forehead hit the locker. She was so wet he slid in easy, stretching her wide.

“Jesus,” he growled against her ear. “So fucking tight.”

He fucked her hard and deep, hips slamming into her ass, the wet sound of it loud in the empty room. One hand gripped her hip; the other reached around to rub her clit in rough circles. Penny pushed back to meet every thrust, tits swinging, moans turning into desperate little sobs. She came again, harder, pussy milking him, and Theo cursed, drove in deep, and came with a low groan, pulsing hot inside her, filling her until it leaked down her thighs.

They stayed like that for a minute, both breathing hard, his cock still twitching inside her. Then he pulled out slowly. Penny turned, legs shaky, and looked down at the mess between them. She smiled, dazed and filthy.

“So,” she said. “Fake boyfriend?”

Theo tucked himself away, eyes still dark. “We’ll talk.”

Outside, in the far corner of the parking lot, Tasha had Moose pinned against the side of her car. She’d climbed him the second the coast was clear, shorts yanked aside, and was riding him hard in the driver’s seat with the door open. Her big tits bounced in his face while she ground down, taking every thick inch.

“You talk too much,” she panted.

“You love it,” Moose shot back, hands gripping her ass, thrusting up into her. “Fuck-Tasha-”

She came first, clenching around him, swearing. Moose followed with a shout, flooding her, and they stayed locked together, breathing hard, both of them already arguing about whose fault the nachos were.

Penny and Theo walked out separately ten minutes later. Neither of them looked at the other. Both of them were already thinking about the next time.
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Penny found Theo in the empty dugout the next afternoon, ice pack forgotten on the bench beside him while he stared at a clipboard like it had personally offended him.

“Hey,” she said, stopping three feet away. The chicken suit was gone; she was in cutoff shorts and a thin tank top that did nothing to hide how her heavy tits shifted when she moved. “About yesterday. I’m sorry. I panicked. You can report me if you want. I get it.”

Theo looked up. His eyes dragged over her, slow, then back to her face. “I’m not reporting you.”

“You’re not?”

“No.” He set the clipboard down. “Bev Whitlock has been trying to set me up with her niece for three weeks. Texts. Photos. She cornered me in the parking lot yesterday after you left. A fake girlfriend would shut that down.” He paused. “You need a date to your ex’s wedding. I need Bev off my ass. We help each other. That’s it.”

Penny blinked. “You’re serious.”

“Write the rules.” He nodded at the hot-dog wrapper someone had left on the bench. “So we both know where the lines are.”

They sat. Penny’s thigh pressed against his. She ignored it and started writing with the pen from his clipboard.

No falling in love.
No PDA except what’s necessary for the act.
No telling anyone.
No sex.
She hesitated on the last one, pen hovering. Theo’s hand covered hers and crossed it out.

“Leave it off,” he said, voice low. “Or don’t. Your call.”

Penny’s pulse kicked. She left it off.

They signed the wrapper. Penny folded it into her pocket. “So... now what?”

Theo stood, glanced around the empty dugout, then sat back down and pulled her onto his lap in one smooth motion. “Now we seal it.”

His mouth found hers before she could answer. The kiss was deeper than the parking-lot panic kiss-slower, dirtier. His tongue slid against hers while his hands pushed under her tank top and cupped her bare tits. No bra. Her nipples were already tight; he rolled them between his fingers until she moaned into his mouth and ground down on the thick ridge of his cock through his pants.

“Theo-”

“Rules say we can,” he muttered against her throat. “If we want.”

She wanted. She yanked her tank top off. Her tits spilled free, heavy and soft, and Theo immediately bent to suck one nipple into his mouth, hard enough to make her gasp. His other hand shoved her shorts and panties down her thighs. She kicked them off. Cool air hit her wet pussy; then his fingers were there, sliding through her folds, two of them pushing inside while his thumb found her clit.

Penny rocked on his hand, tits bouncing in his face. “Fuck-right there-”

He pulled his fingers out, slick and shiny, and sucked them clean while he watched her. Then he stood, turned her, and bent her over the dugout bench. Penny braced her hands on the wood, ass up, legs spread. Theo dropped to his knees behind her and buried his face in her pussy from behind. His tongue licked her open, slow and filthy, then focused on her clit while two fingers fucked into her. She pushed back, moaning loud enough that it echoed off the empty seats.

“Theo-please-I need-”

He stood, unzipped, and rubbed the head of his cock through her soaked folds. Then he pushed in, one long thrust that buried him to the base. Penny’s forehead dropped to the bench. He was thick, stretching her, and every slow drag out and hard thrust back in made her tits sway and her pussy clench.

He fucked her steady and deep, one hand on her hip, the other reaching around to rub her clit in tight circles. Penny came first, crying out, walls fluttering around him. Theo groaned, hips snapping harder, and kept going until she was shaking and oversensitive. Only then did he pull out, turn her, and sit back on the bench.

“Your turn,” he said, voice rough.

Penny dropped to her knees between his spread thighs. His cock was wet with her, thick and flushed. She wrapped her hand around the base and took him into her mouth, sliding down until he hit the back of her throat. Theo’s hand fisted in her hair. She sucked him slow at first, tongue swirling, then deeper, letting him guide her head














d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





