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Okay, so where was I? Oh Yeah!

"Guys who is winning the game? I can't see," I muttered as the guys had stopped fucking my mouth.

They had repositioned me to be on the floor. Now, three out of the five were attempting to make me airtight. Something I loved.

I know most wives or even women dreaded or might even fantasize about three guys fucking them at the same time, but for me, this was becoming a norm.

"Shut up Claire!" my boss said as he rammed his cock into my mouth and firmly gripped my head.

Wait, you were wondering where I was with my story? Oh, sorry, I got carried away. So where was I with that? Oh yeah!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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One of Brice's friends left me the divorce papers in my mailbox. I quickly signed them and threw the envelope onto Brice's welcome mat at his new house.

It had only been two weeks, and he had already found a new pair of legs to crawl between. To hell with him.

I wish I could say things after the divorce went well. Still, it was rough, especially on the kids, not that they cared that their father had left us, but because I was a single mother with three children, no family or friends to help out, not that I wanted help, but it would have been excellent at times.

I worked hard at my two jobs and did my best to be a good mother. Two or three years after the divorce, I got a letter asking if I was interested in an entry-level job at Clemson University in South Carolina.

I jumped at the chance to do it. Sure, it was an entry-level job, but it was a job that I wanted; I would be a scout for the Clemson Tigers Football Team.

I packed the kids up and sold the house. Selling the house, I grew up in was bittersweet. I still tear up when I remember giving the realtor the keys.

There were so many memories locked away behind those doors and between those walls, but I had a new family to think of. While that house had been good for my parents and me, I couldn't make a decent living in that small town.

CLEMSON, HERE I COME!!!!

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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All I did for the first few months was get coffee or write out reports for the other scouts. I wanted my time to come, but I had to wait for an opening, and then it came.

I saw a linebacker as an excellent pick for the team, but all the other scouts were looking and trying to get a running back.

Our defense needed an anchor, and I knew he would fit right in, but he had already said he wanted to go to LSU (who the fuck wants to go to Louisiana?).

It took some convincing, but my boss finally gave me the go-ahead to check him out alone.

I had one of my co-workers watch my kids. By this time, my oldest was getting close to high school, so I knew they were in good hands. He was my rock; without him, none of the things that happened to me would have gone as smoothly.

I was taking a considerable risk. The LSU scouts had already given this guy a big head and promised him the world.

I arrived in the hellhole close to the campus of a team I hated. I wanted to get in and get out as fast as possible.

Watching the linebacker go through the drills, I knew he would be a good fit for the team. All I had to do was offer him something to pull him away from those idiots.

I got nothing from my boss, no offers, no deals, nothing. They were hell-bent on the running back.

'What could I do to prove that I knew what I was talking about to a bunch of good ole boys?' I thought as I stared at the tall, blonde, muscular young man.

I smiled as I saw him checking out the cheerleaders, they had brought to cheer him on and some of the other prospects.

There was no way I could compete with their looks; they were young, cheery, and bouncy. I was still plain-looking Jane from the sticks of Missouri, but I noticed something no other person had seen. I knew what my next step was; all I had to do was wait.
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