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The athletic director's proposition hung in the air as Deanna walked the campus paths, her heart racing with the weight of her family's dreams and the unexpected offer that could change everything.

Deanna Cramden stood in the living room of her family's modest suburban home, the late afternoon sun streaming through the windows and catching the dust motes that danced in the air. At eighteen, she was everything her parents had hoped for and more: a star tennis player with a serve that could split the court, a volleyball setter whose precision had led her team to two state championships, and a student with a 4.0 GPA that made the guidance counselors beam. Her body was athletic, toned from years of practice—long legs that could cover the court in seconds, a tight ass from lunges and jumps, perky tits that filled out her sports bras without being overly large, and a flat stomach that showed the faint outline of abs. Her dark brown hair was usually pulled back in a ponytail, her green eyes sharp and focused. But today, those eyes were clouded with worry.

Her father, Tom, sat on the couch, a beer in hand, staring at the pile of college letters on the coffee table. "Deanna, honey, those state schools are offering full rides. Full tuition, room, board, everything. You could stay close, play both sports, maybe even walk on to the tennis team at Las Vegas State. It's a sure thing."

Her mother, Linda, paced the room, her face tight with the same determination that had driven Deanna through every early morning practice. Linda was in her mid-forties, still attractive with a similar athletic build, though softened by age. "Tom, we've talked about this. College of Virginia is the dream. Prestige, top-tier academics, Division I athletics. Deanna could go pro after, or get into a great grad school. We just need that scholarship. They've been stringing us along for months."

Deanna sighed, sitting down next to her dad. "Mom, Dad, I want the College of Virginia  too. The campus looks amazing from the brochures. The tennis courts are clay, just like the pros. Volleyball arena seats ten thousand. But if they don't come through with the full ride, we can't afford it. The partial they offered last month wouldn't even cover half."

Linda stopped pacing and put a hand on Deanna's shoulder. "That's why we're taking this last trip. The Athletic Director, Mr. Harlan, called personally. He wants to meet us, show you around one more time. He said there's still a chance for the full athletic scholarship. We fly out tomorrow. Just you and me, Deanna. I know we both wish your dad could go, but you know how his work is about taking off."

Tom grumbled but nodded. "Make it count, kiddo. You've worked too hard."

That night, Deanna lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The pressure was immense. Her parents had sacrificed vacations, extra jobs, everything for her sports and grades. College of Virginia was the golden ticket. Nearby state schools were safety nets, but they felt like settling. She tossed and turned, her mind racing with images of the grand campus, the ivy-covered buildings, the roar of crowds. She fell asleep dreaming of serving aces on those clay courts.

The flight the next morning was early. Deanna and Linda sat in economy, Deanna in jeans and a simple blouse that hugged her curves, Linda in a professional dress. They talked about strategy. "Be charming, Deanna. Show him your passion. Mention your stats: 32-4 in tennis this year, All-State volleyball. He'll see you're worth it."

As they took the rental car from the hotel to campus, Deanna sat in the passenger seat of the rental car as her mother Linda drove them toward College of Virginia for the last time. The eighteen-year-old gripped the door handle, her long legs stretched out in the passenger footwell. She wore a simple white blouse that pulled tight across her perky tits and a pair of jeans that hugged her athletic ass and thighs. Years of tennis and volleyball had given her a body that turned heads—toned arms, a flat stomach with the faint ridges of abs, powerful legs that could explode across a court, and an ass that filled out her uniform shorts perfectly. Her dark brown hair was down for once, falling past her shoulders, and her green eyes stared out the window at the passing trees.

Linda talked the whole way, her voice bright with hope. “This is it, Deanna. Mr. Harlan wouldn’t have invited us back if he wasn’t serious. Full scholarship. You deserve it after everything you’ve done. State championships, national ranking in tennis, All-State in volleyball, 4.0 GPA. They’re lucky to have you.”

Deanna nodded, her stomach tight. “I know, Mom. I want this so bad. Dad’s been working extra shifts. You both gave up so much. If they don’t come through, we have to take the state school offers. Full ride there too, but it’s not the same.”

Linda reached over and squeezed her daughter’s knee. “We’ll make it happen. Be yourself. Show him how much you want it.”

They parked near the main athletic building on campus and the AD, Mr. Richard Harlan met them in a conference room with windows overlooking the fields. He was in his late fifties, tall, still carrying the build of a former athlete. Gray hair cut short, strong jaw, blue eyes that missed nothing. He wore a university polo that stretched across his chest and khaki pants. His handshake lingered a second too long on Deanna’s.

Linda smiled brightly. "Thank you, Mr. Harlan. Deanna's dreamed of this school since she was a freshman. The academics, the athletics—it's perfect."

They sat, discussing Deanna's achievements. Harlan flipped through a folder. "Your tennis ranking is national caliber. Volleyball too. We could use you in both, perhaps. But the full scholarship... it's competitive. Budgets, you understand."

Deanna spoke up, her voice steady. "I know I can contribute immediately, sir. I'd train harder than anyone. This school is my first choice."

They sat and talked numbers, stats, and recruiting classes. Linda did most of the talking at first, selling her daughter’s work ethic, the extra hours in the gym, the leadership. Deanna chimed in with her own words, voice steady even though her pulse raced. Harlan listened, nodding, his eyes flicking over to Deanna more than once, she was something special.

Harlan flipped through a folder. "Your tennis ranking is national caliber. Volleyball too. We could use you in both, perhaps. But the full scholarship... It's competitive. Budgets, you understand."

Deanna spoke up, her voice steady. "I know I can contribute immediately, sir. I'd train harder than anyone. This school is my first choice."

After forty minutes he closed the folder. “I have a couple of remaining full scholarships I can still award. Full tuition, room, board, books, even a small stipend. It’s competitive, but Deanna is exactly the kind of student-athlete we want.” He looked at Linda. “Mrs. Cramden, would you mind if I showed Deanna the rest of the campus myself? The athlete dorms, the training facilities, the courts. Give her a real sense of what her life would be like here. It might take a couple of hours. You could wait in the student union or I can have someone bring you coffee.”

Linda smiled, clearly pleased. “That would be wonderful. Deanna, this is your chance. See everything.” She hugged her daughter quickly. “I’ll be close by.”

Harlan stood, gesturing to the door. "Shall we, Deanna?"

Harlan led Deanna out into the afternoon sun. They walked the main paths first. The campus was beautiful: ancient oaks lining the paths, students milling about with backpacks, the distant sound of a practice whistle. Harlan pointed out buildings. "That's the library, 24-hour during finals. Over there, the rec center. Your potential teammates are practicing now."

Students passed them, some nodding at Harlan with respect. Deanna asked questions about class sizes, travel schedules for matches, how the two-sport thing would work. He answered everything, his tone professional, but every so often his gaze dropped to her ass as she walked ahead of him on a narrower path.

They reached the tennis courts. The clay was perfect, reddish-brown, freshly rolled. Harlan stopped at the fence. “Imagine playing here. National tournaments. Scouts in the stands. You’d be a starter freshman year.”

Deanna’s fingers wrapped around the chain-link. “I’ve dreamed about these courts since I was fourteen.”

They continued to the volleyball arena. Empty now, but the scale of it hit her. He talked about the coaching staff, the strength program, the nutritionists. Deanna felt the pull of it all, the life she wanted so badly it hurt.

The path behind the athletic complex was quieter, lined with trees, fewer people. Harlan slowed his pace. He glanced around, then spoke in a lower voice. "Deanna, I like you. You've got the talent, the drive. The scholarship... I have the final say on a few remaining spots. Full ride, everything covered. Room in the athlete dorms, meal plan, even a stipend."

Her breath caught. “Mr. Harlan, that would change everything for my family. We can’t afford this place without it.”

He stopped, turning to face her. His expression was serious, those blue eyes intense. "There's a way. A personal way. I'd need something in return. Something... private."

Deanna frowned, confused. "What do you mean?"

Harlan glanced around, ensuring they were alone. "Later tonight. After your mother is settled in the hotel. You come to my private apartment, it's for when I'm working late.  It's right off campus. We... spend some time together. You and me. Intimate time. If you do that, the scholarship is yours. Guaranteed. Papers signed tomorrow morning."

He nodded, unapologetic. "Yes. You're eighteen, legal, beautiful, athletic. I've seen the photos, the videos of your matches. That body... it would be a fair exchange. One night, and your future is set. No one else needs to know. Not your mother, not anyone."

The words hung there, heavy. Deanna's pulse pounded. This man, old enough to be her father, propositioning her like this. Disgust mixed with a strange thrill, the power of it, the stakes. Her family's dreams, her own. The state schools were easy, but this... College of Virginia.

"I... I don't know," she stammered. "That's... I can't just..."

Harlan placed a hand
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