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"CRANE! YOU'RE UP!"

As soon as I heard the coach's whistle, I burst forward, slamming my shoulder into the padded dummy and shifting it backwards. With a grunt and a twist, I dragged it over to the side like I'd done so many times before, and pulled it to the ground before standing up and shaking myself off.

"Good! Next!" 

Coach Simmons' voice carried over the field, and the next line of players took their positions in front of the tackle sleds as I jogged out of the way. Removing my helmet, I wiped the sweat dripping down my face and reached for my water bottle, squeezing a short stream into my mouth before returning to the field. I'd made something of a name for myself playing college ball in the past three years, but no matter how many wins I'd managed to give the school, they still withheld a full scholarship. My academic grades were pretty average, did better in some subjects than others, but you'd think they'd be a little more grateful for a team that turned their losing streak around. 

The whistle blared once more, and I snapped out of my pity party to join the team in clearing the field. Once all the equipment was put away, we gathered in the center to go through our stretching routines before ending for the day. Breathing deeply, I went through the motions as the coach called them out, everything going smoothly until we moved to our legs. As soon as I tried to bend over, blinding pain shot up the back of my right leg and forced me to bend it, sending me tumbling onto the wet grass.

"Crane! Are you alright?" Simmons barked, gruff as usual but I could hear the concern in his voice as he hurried over.

"Yeah, I think so. Just a bad cramp or something, probably," I replied, limping back to my feet. I prayed it wasn't anything serious, we couldn't handle an injury right now. 

"Go see the trainer, even if it is nothing. Can't risk it turning into something worse later on," the coach instructed, helping me off the field, "Everyone else, continue the routine!"

Taking a seat on the coach's golf cart, I gripped the pole in front of me as he drove wildly to the main campus, stopping in front of the medical facility. Simmons might be a great football coach, but he's a terrible driver; we almost crashed into a number of benches and light posts on the way. 

"Alright Crane, think you can make it inside by yourself? You can go home for the day after you finish here," he asked, letting me off.

"I'll be alright, thanks Coach. See you next practice," I replied, gingerly stepping onto the pavement and making my way to the door. Pulling on the handle, I made my way inside and hobbled over to our trainer's area, giving a short knock on the door before letting myself in.

"Hello? Mr. Schultz?" I called out, shuffling past the door. I didn't see him anywhere in the exam room, but I could hear some muffled sounds from the back. As I got closer, the sound got more distinct until I could clearly make out what sounded like pained groans coming from a speaker. Maybe a student had snuck in and was watching porn on the computer? I couldn't see Mr. Schultz doing anything like that, he was as prude as they come. Poking my head through the door to his office and knocking once more on the wall, I watched as a blonde woman suddenly sat up in the trainer's chair, fumbling with the computer before turning to me.

"Oh! I'm sorry, I didn't hear you come in. Did you need something?" she stammered, smoothing out her t-shirt. Her short yellow hair fell in front of her face as she stood up and walked over to me, apparently trying to hide whatever she had been doing on the desktop.

"Uh, yeah. I'm on the football team; leg started hurting at the end of practice. Coach said to come get it checked out," I informed her, leaning on the door frame.

"I can take care of that for you! Mr. Schultz is on vacation until the season starts, I'm here to fill in. You can call me Ronda."

Stepping to the side, I caught a whiff of Ronda's floral perfume, mixed with something I couldn't quite place as she took me by the arm and helped me over to one of the exam tables. She was definitely older, at least 40 if I had to guess, but she was in phenomenal shape, showcased by her tight clothing. Her t-shirt fit her form so well, I could almost count her abs through it, and the short shorts just barely covered her defined thighs. 

"Alright mister, what was it?" 

"Crane. Um, Michael Crane," I mumbled, trying not to think about her arm around my waist.

"Right, mister Crane. Do you need help taking off your pants?" she asked calmly, laying me back on the cushioned table, pulling my jersey and padding off.

"My what? I don't-" I stammered, realizing I had been staring, "Uh, I can undo them, might need a little help tugging them down.."

Untying the knot on my uniform pants, I stared up at the ceiling tiles as I pushed them down my thighs as far as I could without bending my leg, Ronda's fingers brushing against mine as she took over and dragged them the rest of the way. 

"So, which leg is bothering you?" she asked, coming into view as she stood over my head. 

"Uh, the right one."

Gripping the sides of the table, I tried to think about anything else as she moved to my side and ran her soft hands up my bare leg, fingertips lightly dragging along the underside and occasionally pressing gently. Her palms methodically explored every inch of my calf, my knee, my thigh, and I could hear her humming to herself as she worked. 

"Hmm... your hamstring is a bit tight here. Have you been stretching regularly?" she murmured, massaging me carefully.

"Yes ma'am, every practice and workout," I replied, desperately trying not to pop a boner in front of her.

"Just Ronda's fine, dear," she laughed, stretching my leg out slowly, "How are your studies going? Are you stressed about anything?"

"School's fine, I guess. Tuition has been on my mind a bit recently, but I don't think that has anything to do with it."

"Oh, you'd be surprised! Any form of stress can affect the body in all sorts of ways, causing tension and loss of focus, among other things. It's normal, but if you don't have an outlet to relieve it, it can cause problems."

As Ronda rambled on, I could feel her hands gradually creeping up my thigh until her fingers started to poke around the edge of my jockstrap

"Do you have a girlfriend, mister Crane?" she asked, raising the cup with one finger and slipping it inside.

"N-no, not right now," I replied, feeling my cock twitch involuntarily, "Had one in highschool, and she was supposed to come here, but ended up going to another school."

"Sorry to hear that. If you have the time between studies and sports, maybe you should consider finding someone else? I think it would help you relieve some tension in your life."

Ronda's voice gradually lowered into a hushed whisper as she gradually pulled my sports cup aside, and I let out a gasp when her fingertips brushed against my now completely erect shaft. I felt her fingers slowly curl around my length and tug back and forth, her free hand stroking my messy hair as she stood over me.

"Miss, I don't think we should..." I stammered, unsure of what to do.

"I told you, it's Ronda. Now just relax, we're going to get you all taken care of," she whispered, clapping her hand over my mouth and pressing firmly. I gave one last muffled protest, eyes wide, but as soon as her fingers squeezed my cock, all the fight escaped from my body. 

"You've got quite the impressive cock here, mister Crane," Ronda murmured, her hand expertly dancing along my length, squeezing and rubbing all the right places, "I'm sure your ex-girlfriend misses it dearly."

I wanted to tell her that we'd never actually gone all the way, but all that came out was a soft moan, suppressed by her palm over my lips. My last girlfriend, Tamera, had always been super shy and submissive when it came to messing around, and I always ended up being the one to get her off. She would maybe give me a weak handjob once in a while, but that was it. Being held down and worked over by Ronda filled a need I didn't know I had, and soon my eyelids were fluttering as she stroked me closer to release.

"Getting close?" she whispered, wrapping her thumb and forefinger tight beneath the head of my cock. I nodded weakly and exhaled heavily through my nose, my hips bucking involuntarily as I tried to move myself in her grip. I was just on the edge of orgasm, and I could feel my balls starting to tense, but at the very last second Ronda removed her hand from my length completely, watching me twitch in the air.

"You want to cum?" she asked quietly, and I nodded again, begging through her hand for release. A glob of cum appeared from the slit and slowly dripped down my length, but the rest was trapped until Ronda decided it was time. 

"Alright Michael, I think I'll let you cum... But I want you to come back for regular checkups. We have to make sure that leg doesn't get any worse, and we'll relieve your stress as well. Understand?"

Ronda's hand returned to my cock as she spoke, and I didn't quite hear what she'd said, but I nodded eagerly anyway, focused solely on my own release. She smiled down at me as her hand began stroking me once more, and all of a sudden my whole body tensed as ropes of white erupted from my cock, splattering across my chest and stomach. My legs shuddered as I forced out the last of it, and Ronda gave a giggle as she slowly released her grip on me.

"Good boy, what a load! You really have been pent up," she cooed, licking her hand clean in front of me, "Now, I want you to take it easy during the next practice and come back right as it ends, okay?"

"Yes Ronda..."
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I woke up the next day to a buzz from my cell phone and an envelope being slipped under my bedroom door. Apparently, I'd made an impression on Ronda the other night, even though all she did was give me a handjob, but I wasn't going to complain. Checking my phone, I noticed a message from her with a picture of her midriff attached. 

"Good morning, stud! ;)"

When I tried to think back on the other night, it was all a blur, but I turned my attention to the envelope on the ground, throwing my covers aside and feeling my way over to the door. Bending over to pick it up, the first thing I noticed was the word 'IMPORTANT' stamped in big red lettering on the front, and the address was from the school. 

"Well, that's never a good sign," I muttered, ripping open the side and pulling the paper out. The start of the page was just usual school mumbo jumbo, but I finally came to the important part of the letter about halfway down.

"Payment method declined? What the fuck?"

Reaching for my phone, I tapped on the screen to open my banking app, punching in my password with shaky hands. As soon as the screen loaded, my heart sank as I saw the negative sign, followed by a three and two zeroes. How could this have happened? Did my parents forget to send tuition money? Did someone steal my credit card information? Scrolling through the activity feed, I didn't see any strange purchases, but I also noticed that the usual monthly stipend from my parents was halved. 

"Maybe they made a mistake?" I spoke to myself, trying to calm down, "Alright, let's just call and get it fixed."

Typing in my mom's number, I took a deep breath before hitting the call button, gripping my phone tighter when it went straight to voicemail.

"Hi! You've reached Darla Crane, I'm out of the country right now! Just leave me a message and I'll get back to you in a few weeks when we come back!"

Out of the country? Were they on vacation? 

"Hey, you've reached Lester Crane, leave a message at the beep."

Dad's phone went straight to voicemail as well. Shit. I guess I could send them an e-mail, but who knows when they'd even look at it. Fuck. There's no way I could drop classes now, I'd get kicked out of the dorms, I couldn't play football, and my parents would be pissed even if it was their fault. How much did the letter say I owed?...

Five grand. Five thousand dollars! Five fucking thousand dollars, on top of what was already taken from my account. I couldn't believe it. This was actual robbery, there's no way it cost this much for some shitty classes. Was it like this for everyone?

"Alright, calm down. Just have to get a quick temporary job that pays five grand in four weeks..." I muttered to myself, pacing back and forth. It was an impossible task, but hopefully my parents checked their e-mails before the deadline and I wouldn't have to kill myself with work on top of school and football. All this would have to wait though, I still had to finish out this semester, and my history class started in ten minutes.

Stuffing my phone in my jeans, I grabbed my bag and jogged over to the class building, making my way up two flights of stairs and into the classroom just before the professor, finding a seat towards the back. The school wouldn't really kick me out for a late payment, right? I'd been here for years already, and I was a star athlete for their football program. There's no way...

"Crane? Are you with us?"

Professor Adams' voice snapped me back to reality, and I mumbled a quick apology, followed by an answer. Looking at my watch, I couldn't believe an hour and a half had gone by already, this stress was starting to mess with my head. Maybe another visit to the trainer wasn't such a bad idea after all...

"Alright class, I'll see you next week. Larysa, please stay after class for a moment."

Collecting my things, I brushed past a girl on my way out, her long black hair swaying as she sauntered over to the professor. I heard her giggle before the door closed behind me, but I couldn't dwell on it any longer, I had to get this payment situation resolved. But maybe it wouldn't hurt to go see Ronda again first.

"Hey, are you available today?" I texted, immediately getting a reply.

"Come by whenever, nothing scheduled unless there's an emergency."

Great. At least I could count on her. I still had a few more classes before I could go get a "sports massage", but it was something to look forward to. Philosophy and speech passed by just as quickly, my mind was just somewhere else the entire time. More specifically, it was back in the trainer's office, reliving my time with Ronda. The way her hands moved along my skin, how her breath landed on my neck when she bent over me. I was practically squirming in my seat just thinking about her. As soon as class was dismissed, I shot up from my seat and almost knocked over a group of students on my way out. I didn't want to waste any more time. 
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"Mister Crane! How nice to see you again," Ronda grinned as I walked up, pulling me into her office by my arm and placing me on the exam table, "What can I do for you today? Another stress relief session?"

"I think I need some actual stress relief this time," I replied, falling back onto the table, "Got some not so great news today."

"Oh no, what's on your mind?"

"Apparently I didn't have enough money to pay tuition, my account is overdrawn, and I might be dropped from next semester. Which means no more football."
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