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 Chapter One

“You have… kind of a reputation.”

It was a weird statement to hear directed at me. I wasn’t offended; farthest thing from it. But since I belonged to the exclusive FreeUse sorority on campus, hearing that I had a reputation was… surprising. After all, I was only one of many sisters serving the campus with her body.

As of this semester, I was a proud sister of Sigma Epsilon Xi, one of the oldest FreeUse sororities in the country. We were distinct from most of the other sororities in that SEX sisters weren’t available for just anyone’s pleasure. No; we were special. Anyone wanting to partake of a SEX sister’s FreeUse status first had to sign a legally-binding partnership agreement with us, or be covered by one someone else had signed.

So there I was, belonging to this august sisterhood, and still fairly new to it. All of us had taken part in FreeUse events, assignations, and partnerships on campus. What we did was no secret (even if some of our assignments were), and we were mostly regarded with a kind of awe by other students.

Hearing that I had a “reputation” was, therefore, not what I was expecting.

“What do you mean?”

My Big Sister Rena fluttered delicately around the topic for another moment or two, but she finally admitted that I had become notorious – in a good way. As I’d noted, all of us were held in high esteem by our campus peers, but I’d apparently been worthy enough of note in my short time as a sister that I was getting requested by name… a lot.

I swallowed. “Is that good?”

“Lord, Little, I have no idea.” Rena’s usually merry face was unwontedly sober. “But I think a smart girl like you can do great things with this opportunity.”

I considered that. “What if the great things I want to do are just serve my community?”

Rena laughed, her usually bright smile restored. She pulled me in for a hug. “Little, you are a credit to our house. I am thankful every day that you Rushed Sigma Epsilon Xi.”

I returned the hug fiercely. I was thankful, too.

~

The reason for Rena’s comment – or warning – became clear the next morning. During our house meeting where we handled administrative matters, shared achievements, and received new assignations, the SEX house President Marissa called my name when going through the sisters who had new work to undertake.

After the rest of the meeting concluded, Marissa sat me down with four other sisters and explained what we’d been contracted for.

“The entire football team?” Jenna’s voice was incredulous – and, let’s be honest, a bit lustful.

Marissa nodded. “Yes. For the next week. Until Friday morning, anyway; I think they’ll be too busy for your services on game day.”

Our college football team had their second big game of the season coming up, and apparently five of us had been assigned as “relaxation” for the stressed athletes. For the next six days, we belonged completely to the Gladiators.

I shared glances with Jenna, Preeti, Chloe, and Sam. Sam alone looked a little intimidated; my other sisters were practically salivating at the opportunity before us. It was hard to fault them for it… a week of being used by muscular athletes in the prime of life really didn’t sound bad to me either!

Marissa cleared her throat, drawing us back to attention. “Based on the contract and my discussions with the coach, my understanding is that you’ll be provided with a schedule and more specific instructions tomorrow.

“Until then, I recommend you ladies clear your calendars and try to get as much classwork done as you can. Your afternoons and evenings for the next week are going to be very, very busy.”

I couldn’t wait.

~

The next day found us in Coach Trainer’s office at precisely four o’clock.

Waiting in his office was painfully distracting for me. I hadn’t been thinking about what an assignment with the football team really meant, and was busy kicking myself for not realizing the coach might be involved. I had a history with Coach Trainer.

I’d already come across him during an assignation with the Dean. Back then, I hadn’t really been sure who he was and thought he was the volleyball coach. (Not that it mattered.) That night, he’d thoroughly fucked me with both his fingers and his cock – twice.

It was only after he’d been inside me that I’d taken the time to learn more about him and what made him tick. Since that fateful night at the Dean’s, I’d seen him on campus multiple times. He was always unfailingly courteous, but I knew from the look in his eye that on each occasion he was not only undressing me with his eyes, but reminding me that he already knew what it felt like to be inside me. I shivered just thinking about it… and about the little piece of knowledge I’d picked up after that night.

The coach liked to win. Not just on the football field – at everything. His players loved and hated him for it; most of the other faculty called it ego and despised it. Either way, he was not a man who was accustomed to hearing “no.”

And now the five of us were about to be locked in an office with him, at his whim.

I tried to calm my pounding heart by reassuring myself that our contract was with the team; surely, even if he was overseeing things, he wasn’t included. So we were perhaps in for some nerve-wracking moments, but that was all.

Somehow, I couldn’t quite convince myself.

The door flew open with a bang, and Coach Trainer swept into the room, all power and fury. Only Preeti managed to keep from jumping at the noise and sudden entrance; the rest of us were startled and I caught a glimpse of satisfaction in the coach’s eye as he settled himself behind his desk and waited for the door to swing back closed.

“So. You’re what Sigma Epsilon Xi sent.”

Silence. Were we supposed to answer him?

Anxiously, I cleared my throat. “Yes, sir.”

“Well. Let’s see it, then.”

I shared a confused glance with my sisters. “Sir?”

Coach Trainer gestured impatiently to the five of us. “I want to see what I’ve purchased for my boys.

“Strip.”


 Chapter Two

The command hung there in the air, demanding… expecting to be obeyed.

I more felt than saw my sisters uncertainly exchanging looks among themselves. I didn’t bother. I’d previously taken my measure of Coach Trainer, and I had no doubt he meant what he said.

Even though the man sitting before me had already seen me naked – had already explored my pussy and cum on my breasts – I still couldn’t restrain a blush to be taking off my clothing for him like this. It felt horribly impersonal and violating.

And more arousing than I cared to admit.

In too little time, I was naked in the chill air, my flesh covered in goosebumps. I bit my lip, trying to quell the urge to cover myself. Coach Trainer wanted to see us. We were here to be seen. Maybe more.

As Sam slipped out of her panties – the last to do so – Coach Trainer stood. I could feel myself already wet at the sight of him stalking towards us. My blush deepened as I remembered our last encounter: him shouting to the entire gathering that I was dripping for all of them before they even began humiliating me. And yet I knew if he touched me now, he’d know all over again how terribly I wanted everything he could do to me.

My sisters had no such understanding of the man. All they knew was they were being asked to strip and stand firm before a school official, maybe one who held their future careers in his hands. Certainly one who apparently had the power to manage our work with the team.

It was agonizing watching him circling each girl, waiting for him to come to me. Sam avoided his eyes; Jenna and Chloe met his gaze in flirty challenge. I saw a faint hint of pink cross Preeti’s dark features as the coach circled her, examining her ass up close. I held my breath, waiting for him to caress, to explore… but he kept his hands to himself. Maybe I’d been correct about my guess he wasn’t part of this contract.

My knees turned to water as he finally reached me. Coach Trainer stood before me, tall and confident, and I could feel my pussy was moist and ready for whatever he wanted to do to me this time.

He looked me up and down, long and slowly, as though he hadn’t seen me before in every possible state of undress, covered in fruit and cum and begging for more. I ached for him to put his hands on me, to slip a finger between my lips once more.

Horribly, he didn’t.

With a casual nod, Coach Trainer indicated we could reclaim our clothes. As we hastily dressed, he settled behind the desk once more and watched us consideringly.

“So. For today and the next five days, you will be servicing my boys. The team has had a hard season so far, and my boys deserve a little R&R before the next big game.

“What does that mean? Well, I expect each of you to be available between four and seven every day.”

Three hours a day. It seemed long, but also nowhere near enough for an entire football team.

Coach Trainer went on to explain that he’d created a schedule and expected us to adhere to it. He approved any additional requests desired by the team, but our main role was scheduled and planned sexual activity by allotted hour, just like a massage therapist might offer the team.

Smiles were starting to return to my sisters’ faces before the coach finished. He handed out schedules to Jenna, Preeti, Chloe, and Sam, and gave them a moment to peruse.

It took me a moment to realize he hadn’t offered me one, too.

“Sir? What about me?”

Coach Trainer nodded again at my sisters, dismissing them. They headed out, Preeti giving me an apologetic look as she went.

He steepled his hands. “I requested you specifically, since I know firsthand how well you can handle yourself in a crowd. Your assignment is to be available on-call every day… in the locker room.”

My heart pounded in my ears. Surely I had misheard. My sisters were all getting clients one at a time, and I was going to be thrown to the wolves?

Coach Trainer smiled. It was the smile of a man who has won, and knows it.

“Better go get ready. Your first day begins in a few minutes.”

Numbly, I went.

~

The other girls were already in the locker room preparing when I joined them.

Sam wondered solicitously what had taken me so long; Chloe and Jenna were already laughing again about their good fortune in getting to be used by the football team. Preeti clasped my hand in hers comfortingly and teased the others.

“Six days, at least four clients a day.” Chloe was already doing the math. “Not a whole football team, but I won’t say no to fucking almost a quarter of them!”

Jenna’s voice was full of lust as she speculated, “Wonder how many more we can manage.”

“Want to bet on it?”

The two of them started playfully arguing about how many players they could manage to take before the week was out. I sat on the bench and listened to them, trying to calm my racing pulse.

When I was calm enough to be honest with myself, I didn’t actually feel scared. Yes, a part of me wished for the surety my sisters faced in terms of knowing what their week looked like, but there was something to be said for the unknown. Who could say what this week would turn out to be?

And there was some dark, terrible part of me that was thrilled at the idea of being all alone in a men’s locker room, awaiting whatever use the football players deemed fit…

My sisters were still chattering. “Who do you have first?” Sam was asking.

“Duncan,” replied Jenna. The name meant nothing to me, nor did the name Preeti offered.

“Wen,” said Chloe.

I perked up at that. I remembered Wen – very well.

“Lucky girl,” I told Chloe, remembering his skill with both hand and cock. “You are going to have a wonderful, wonderful time.”

Knowing Wen was on the team gave me the boost of confidence I needed. True, he would be busy this afternoon, but there were five more days, after all. I would be happy to feel his cock again.

Things were looking up already.


 Chapter Three

As the clock ticked closer to the end of practice, my sisters dispersed, each going to their assigned rooms. I wished they could have stayed.

Or did I? Maybe I was lying to myself about that.

Every second felt like an hour as I waited, shivering, alone in the locker room. My mind swirled with possibilities, fears, and fantasies. But there was nothing I could truly do to prepare for what was coming. All I could do was wait.

After what felt like a lifetime, I hear the chatter and bustle of the Gladiators returning to the locker room, sweaty and dirty from practice. I didn’t catch any full sentences, but I caught enough words here and there to be sure they had been alerted that my sisters and I were here.

That didn’t keep them from stopping in their tracks at the sight of me waiting, alone.

We stared at each other: a group of muscle-bound jocks covered in filthy equipment, and the girl assigned to make their dreams come true.

After a long moment, the impasse broke. With a whoop, the Gladiators surged at me, almost like a living tide. Bodies surrounded me as they jostled and hollered, dropping helmets and shoulder pads in a riot of sound and chaos.

Dimly I was aware that some of the players were taking their time, more leisurely going about their disrobing – undoubtedly those who were among the first ones scheduled with the other girls – but most of my attention was caught by the greater group. In various stages of undress, the crowd of players swirled around me, pulling off my blouse, removing my shoes, groping a breast, stroking my arm.

It was overwhelming. There were so many of them. I couldn’t even tell where one body began and another ended.

And then I felt myself being lifted.

My last remaining piece of clothing – my panties – were casually stripped from my hips as my pelvis and legs dangled over the shoulder of one player. He was still only half-undressed, but others were helping hold me up and he was pulling off pieces of his own gear as we moved.

The surging tide of bodies swelled and moved me along, carried by one, two, then three – there were hands everywhere, and I was lost in trying to count how many bodies were around me. My pussy was wide awake and desperately aching for the inevitable conclusion of my kidnapping.

I tried to grab purchase to something, someone, but had to give it up as a lost cause. Wherever we were going, whatever they planned to do to me, I was completely at their mercy.

It was then I heard the first hiss of water and realized where we were going: the showers.

I caught a glimpse of a wet floor sign as they slung me inside. The smell of recent disinfectant was still strong and stung my nostrils for a minute, mixed with the fresh steam. At least it’s clean in here, I thought absurdly to myself as I was unceremoniously lowered to the tile floor.

It was a communal shower, with several showerheads pointing toward the center of the room. I couldn’t immediately grasp how many, though; I was still surrounded by bodies. Too many bodies.

Most of the players who had brought me to the showers managed to strip on the way, but a few, like the one who’d primarily carried me, still had a few lingering articles of clothing or gear to contend with. Everywhere I looked, there were muscles and flesh, glistening with sweat or steam or both.

Everywhere I looked, there were grinning faces, hands reaching for me.

From my vantage point on the floor, I could see that already most, if not all, of the cocks surrounding me were at half-mast or better. These were young, virile, football players. They weren’t about to wait for foreplay; they could take what they wanted whenever they were ready.

And they were very, very ready.

As the first cock came towards my face, I closed my eyes and opened my mouth. Although I wasn’t directly in the path of any of the showerheads, the air was already so heavy with steam that I could feel it collecting in my hair, dripping down my face. As the first drops reached my lips, so did the first cock.

The Gladiator thrust his cock forcefully into my mouth as though expecting resistance. But I was already ready and waiting for him. I greedily accepted his member, encircling his shaft with my tongue and drawing him even deeper into myself than he’d expected. I heard a groan above me, almost lost in the chatter of the players and hiss of the showers.

If I was being honest with myself, this was what I had been waiting for ever since this assignment had been announced. Alone in a room, surrounded by men eager to use me. I tasted the cock in my mouth with relief, enjoying my explorations as I felt it twitch and shudder. I eagerly stroked the shaft with my tongue, finding a thick vein to trace as the owner of the cock groaned again above me.

Before I could reach my arms up to twine them around my assaulter’s waist, one of my hands was captured. I obediently rocked back a little on my heels, giving in to the player adjusting my body like I was a doll. As one cock thrust slowly in and out of my mouth, I felt another fill my right hand. And then something else pressed against me, near the back of my head: a third player was pleasuring himself very close to me, awaiting his turn to use me.

I worked the cocks in my mouth and hand with hunger, stroking them in as close to the same rhythm as I could manage. The player in my mouth was already shuddering and pulsing with need; I gave in and let him fuck my face hard for a few brief seconds before he came, hot and sticky, in my throat.

I barely had time to swallow before another cock, this one already dripping, pressed past my cum-stained lips. My other hand was being lifted now, too; I was surrounded, the Gladiators’ need pressing into me from all angles. I could feel the slickness of water and cum mixed in my hands as players worked themselves furiously against me, no doubt waiting their turn to violate me further.

I suckled desperately at the cock in my throat as the player behind me came, splattering my shoulder and neck. I spared a brief moment of hilarity to give thanks that they had brought me to the shower, but it was fleeting.

They used me.

I was caught, taken, plied from all angles. I lost count of how many cocks made their way into my mouth and hands. At one point, I tried to open my eyes against the water and cum, thinking to count how many were using my filthy body, but it was an impossible task.

And still they came.

Cum dripped off me in rivers now, mixing with water and my own burning desire. Both my breasts were marked, as was my back and face. Even my ass, mostly protected by my heels, wasn’t safe – I could feel cum dripping between my cheeks when I rocked against the cocks in my mouth.

The player who had me now was fucking my face furiously, with no care for my comfort. I surrendered completely to the assault, drifting in pleasure at the feeling of being so used, so needed. One of my hands was free; then both, as the member in the second one finished all over me. I reached my arms up, wrapping them around my current partner’s waist, pulling him deeper inside me. With a guttural groan, he thrust into my mouth again and again, so hard and fast I could barely use my tongue to coax him to greater heights. As I desperately helped him bury himself in my throat, his cock shuddered and he came, thick and fast, nearly making me gag against the river of semen filling my throat.

Even as I coughed, I was lifted off the floor. Strong arms flexed as they moved me, turning me like I was weightless. Maybe I was, to them.

I was turned, splayed. Upside down, all I could see as I blinked through water and cum was a sea of cocks, some soft, but still so many ready for more.

And then eager hands were on my thighs, guiding me, and I felt the most delicious of sensations: a mouth hungrily lapping at my aching pussy.

I cried out, the sound lost in the chaos of the room, as one of the players buried his face between my legs and began tormenting me with his tongue. I nearly came at the first long stroke, my pussy desperately eager for attention since we’d begun this. Whatever stranger had clasped me in his mouth’s embrace, he knew what he was doing. As I quivered and jumped, held up only by far too many willing hands, he drew cry after cry from me as pleasure crashed through my body, peaking and rising once more.

As I dangled helplessly from the player’s shoulders, the others weren’t inclined to leave me to my pleasure without taking some of their own. There were hands on me everywhere, and even when I opened my eyes against the spray I couldn’t be sure how many crowded around me, exploring me freely. There were multiple hands trying to caress each breast – fingers at my nipples, pinching – the soft demand of thirsty cocks pressing against me here and there, some already covered in cum or precum.

While I shuddered and bucked under the delicious assault on my pussy, striving toward my third orgasm, the many hands on me allowed me to drop lower, my head now nearly even with my assaulter’s waist. I knew what was coming, and I didn’t try to fight it.

As eager hands continued exploring my breasts, a tormenting counterpoint to the sweet fire of the tongue between my lips, a shuddering dark cock swam into my field of vision, then pressed into me. I gagged at the intrusion; in my current position, the shaft was pressing against my throat the wrong way, and it was all I could do to hold my new suitor in my mouth as he casually thrust through my lips again and again, not even letting me try to adjust to better withstand his assault.

A mouth was on one breast now, suckling my nipple and sending a sharp shock of desire roaring through me to join the conflagration of need deep inside. The player holding my thighs was lapping at me with long, sure strokes, building momentum once more as he felt me buck and shudder towards my third pinnacle. I could barely breathe against the cock in my mouth – I was seeing stars – I was lost, completely taken over by sensation, by the hands all over me, demanding more –

I tried to scream against the cock in my mouth and couldn’t. My whole body convulsed, wracked in agonizing pleasure as I came hard, falling to the tongue on my cunt and the delicious assault on my body. The player at my head was fucking my face harder now, maybe aroused by my attempts to scream under him, and I shuddered and cried with wave after wave of pleasure as abruptly the player holding my thighs dropped me –

I fell low –

I was caught again, by strong hands that immediately lowered me onto his throbbing manhood.

His cock now spearing me, forcing itself deep into my aching depths as I rode out the final arcing pleasures of my third orgasm, now penetrated at both ends. They took me then, as my body desperately tried to calm into languid aftershocks of pleasure. I was a vessel for their need, shaking and pounding with the force of their asymmetric thrusts, completely at the mercy of their need and the many hands that groped me even still. I felt another spurt of cum across my chest and belly as the player fucking my mouth groaned toward a finish, pulling himself free and spraying my face as others held me, helpless, to be fucked hard as the one at my pussy gave a guttural cry and filled me with his hot seed.

There were so many bodies around me. I was held aloft once more; emptied, then filled. I gave myself over to all of it, luxuriating in their desire.

In the end, I did eventually get clean. Or clean enough.

I was laid tenderly on a bench along one side of the shower as the players finished washing and left me there, deliciously exhausted, to recover.

But I wouldn’t have as long to recover as they expected.


 Chapter Four

As the voices of the players faded from the shower area, then the locker room, I lay quietly on the bench. The warmth of the showers – and of the players – was starting to fade and I was almost cold enough to get up and get dressed, but I lingered, enjoying the aching in my body and echoes of pleasure I could still feel now and then.

And then I heard footsteps, coming towards me.

I opened one eye, expecting to see one of the players returning for another round. Only this was no college kid.

Coach Trainer was standing before me as I lay there, naked and abused. He devoured me with his eyes, a calculating look on his face.

“Coach Trainer!” I sat up, feeling my heart thudding. I was seized by the absurd urge to try and make myself presentable, but how? The players hadn’t even left me a towel.

“Impressive first day, young lady. I counted fifteen players in and out of that shower room with you.” He may as well have said, in and out of you – from his tone, it was clear what he meant.

I bit my lip. “Thank you, sir.”

He looked me over again, lingering on the marks on my breasts, my swollen pussy. “Given your… enthusiastic service today, I think you should rest. Tomorrow, however, I’ll expect you to be cleaned up and waiting for me after your allotted time with the players expires.”

There was no mistaking his intent, but I was still confused. “Are you even included in the contract?” I blurted it out, then wished I could take it back.

In two steps, the coach crossed to me. The move was sudden and feeling his presence so close was almost overwhelming – and then he slipped a hand between my legs. I blushed, knowing he could feel that my pussy was still dripping, aching for more even after all of the players.

“Does it matter? I know you want my cock again.” His voice was harsh, demanding. It send a stab of desire racing through me. “I can feel how much you need it, little whore.”

He was leaving the room as suddenly as he arrived, my pussy still tingling where he’d touched me.

“Seven o’clock tomorrow. Don’t disappoint me.”

~

My sisters had all had wonderful nights with the football team. Even Sam, who’d been shy of the whole thing, was practically glowing when we walked home together. They were all very eager when we returned the next day.

I was, too, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t feel a certain trepidation as well.

While my sisters went off to prepare, I settled in on what I was already thinking of as “my bench” to await the players. I didn’t have long to wait this time, though; three of them apparently begged breaks from practice for various reasons. Whatever the excuse they claimed, what they actually did was come violate me quickly, taking me hard and fast on my bench without even fully removing their gear.

I loved every sweaty moment of it.

The players’ return from practice was a chaotic swirl of need once more. This time, I begged off accompanying them to the showers – I had swallowed a LOT of water along with cum the day before. They were more than happy to let me stay in the locker room, on all fours on the bench, skirt up around my hips and pussy bare for anyone passing by to explore.

And explore they did. Another ten players plunged their cocks into my hungry pussy at least once. Four more used my mouth, often while they pretended to casually dress or undress. (The pretense of being casual always faltered in a moment or two, but I understood they were trying to show off for each other.)

Towards the end, two players I knew very well came to claim me – Wen and his friend, who I now learned was called Russell. They carried me off into the handicap changing stall and violated me together, enjoying that they could take a little more time with fewer players around. In the cramped space, I swayed between them, tasting Russell’s familiar shaft. Once more, I was struck by Wen’s skill with his cock; though his member was on the smaller side, he was as expert with it as he was with everything else, and having him claim my pussy was just as earth-shattering as he’d been with his mouth or in my ass.

My interlude with Wen and Russell was still quick, of course – being FreeUse for so many players meant no one got to linger – but by the time the three of us emerged, sweaty and satisfied, the hour was late enough that there was no one else waiting for a turn.

Except, of course, I knew someone would be waiting for me very shortly.

I hurried to the shower to get cleaned up. Coach Trainer would be expecting me.

~

Once more, I found myself naked in Coach Trainer’s office. Only this time, my sisters weren’t with me.

And this time, I didn’t have to wonder if he was going to touch me.

That didn’t mean he didn’t make me wait. As I shivered and concocted worried fantasies, Coach Trainer… ignored me. I stood before him, naked in all my coed glory, and he kept on doing paperwork as though he hadn’t told me to come here and strip myself bare for him.

It was humiliating.

And, dammit, arousing. Even after my recent stint in the locker room, I was on fire with need once again. It was easy to enjoy the rough and casual way the players treated their sexuality, more eager to cum than take their time, but I knew from experience that things would be different with the coach. My interlude with Wen and Russell, though much more satisfying than the average encounter I’d had so far with individual team members, wasn’t enough to curb my lustful desire for more.

But he continued with his paperwork, not even flicking his eyes up to me as I shifted my weight and tried desperately not to fidget.

After what felt like an eternity, he laid his pen down and looked at me critically. “And how was your evening, young lady? You aren’t too tired from your exertions today, I trust.”

“No, sir.” I was all but licking my lips at the thought of more!

As he stood and approached me, my heart began pounding wildly. The coach stood before me, calm and confident in his power over me – both as an authority at the school, and as a man I desperately wanted to please.

He cupped my mound with one hand. Unconsciously, I spread my legs just a little, hoping…

The coach slipped a finger between my lips. I gasped at the sudden sensation. His fingers were rough, and the rasp of his skin against my swollen pussy added an extra layer of feeling to his firm touch.

“Dripping again, I see.”

I bit back a moan as he added another finger and began to stroke me. “Yes, sir.”

“And why is that?” His voice was light, casual, but there was nothing casual about the violation between my legs. “Did my players not satisfy you?”

I didn’t know how to answer that, and it was getting hard to think. “No sir, they were very thorough. They… we enjoyed ourselves.”

His face was intoxicatingly close to mine, but he made no move to kiss me. His gaze was hot, heavy, making me quail with fear and desire.

“And yet you’re dripping.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that.

Something in the coach’s gaze sharpened. His grip on my mound became firmer, reminding me with a thrill of terrified delight how he’d worked me before at the Dean’s house.

Pressure. He was resting the tips of his fingers against my abused pussy, and starting to press. Not slipping inside. Not yet.

I was on fire for him to slip inside me. Shaking, I tried to collect myself, and couldn’t.

“What is it you want, little whore?”

As those words sent an arrow of desire piercing through me, he penetrated me. His fingers slid in easily after the violation I’d just experienced, and I felt him add a third.

A fourth. Then, finally, his whole hand was buried inside me.

I was stretched, shuddering at the sudden assault between my legs. I desperately tried to think of how he wanted me to answer. “I want you,” I blurted out, unsure if it was what he meant, not knowing what else to say.

“Hm.” Coach Trainer’s face stayed neutral. “What exactly do you want, little whore?”

His hand began to move… slowly, inexorably.

I tried to tell him. I babbled about our night at the Dean’s house; about how he made me feel when he asked me to strip; about how I’d felt all day knowing I was going to be violated once more after facing a locker room full of players. But I was spouting nonsense, I feared. My whole world had narrowed to the sensation of building heat and pressure between my legs as the coach slowly fucked me with his hand, pressing into me, demanding more as my hungry pussy struggled to take him in.

My legs were shaking dangerously now, and it was almost impossible to stay up. And still Coach Trainer held me in his vice-like grip, demanding I remain where I was, demanding I stay spread and open for his assault.

As he began to curl his fingers inside me, brushing against that most sensitive of spots, I screamed and nearly fell to my knees. Only his other hand, reaching out instantly to grasp me firmly, held me aloft. No will in the world could have kept me upright without his help as my whole body narrowed to the impossible, horrible, wonderful, too much to take sensations overwhelming me.

His hand fucked me mercilessly, ignoring my whimpers and begging moans as he held me upright. My legs had almost completely gone numb now, lost in shuddering pleasure. I had never felt so used before. I was split, devastated, completely lost in what his hand was doing inside me.

I came in a riot of cries, held up only by the coach’s grip, one hand on my arm and the other buried inside me. As I crested the peak of pleasure, he curled his fingers again and again inside me, holding me there at the highest summit, demanding I take more and more pleasure, demanding I stand firm against the onslaught of painful desire crashing through me and devastating every inch of me.

I sagged against him, my body still trembling, as he removed his hand and half carried me to his desk. My face, breasts, and belly against the cool metal of the desk felt wonderful after what had just happened.

But the coach wasn’t finished with me yet.

I felt him moving, his hand still slick with my juices as he stroked himself, lubricating his cock. As my abused body continued to shudder in the aftershocks of pleasure, he began to force himself into my ass, pressing his cock deep, deep inside me.

I screamed again and bucked without meaning to. It was too much, after all I’d already taken that day. But he was merciless, firm. His free hand pressed me back down to the desk as his other hand guided his cock between my cheeks.

“You have been waiting for this, little whore. For everything I am going to do to you.”

I began to cry as he moved in me. Why was I crying? My body was overwhelmed, but I couldn’t understand. Were they tears of relief?

They were.

Surrendering myself to the older man who held me so firmly captive was a relief. I cried as he penetrated me, forcing himself deep into my most private recess, an even greater violation than the one he’d just committed with his whole hand up my pussy. It was a relief to feel him hold me down, to keep me firmly underneath him and within his grasp as he had his way with me, taking what he needed. And the pleasure, damnable pleasure – it had been too much when he fisted me, it had been almost unbearable, but now I could feel it building once more as he fucked my ass, bare on his desk.

My cheek was pressed firmly against the metal, my breasts crushed by the weight of him on me. He was thrusting harder now, careless of my feeling, knowing only his own desire. I was his to be used, to be violated. He was old enough to be my father and he was going to fuck every last inch of me, taking what he needed from my abused body.

I needed it.

His hand was back between my legs now, stroking me as he fucked my ass. I could feel his balls slapping against me with the force of his thrusts, my swollen lips barely able to register his touch as he brutalized me. Each thrust shook my body, sending terrible, devastating desire rocketing back through me and demanding more.

I moaned, adrift. There was only the coach, only his hands on me, his cock inside me.

He was fucking me harder now, making the desk shake with each thrust. I gasped and cried out as I felt the desk – his hand – the desk against my pussy, racing back to the pinnacle I’d just come down from, shaking and empty.

But the heat of our bodies would not be denied. We came together again and again – I was trying to rock against him now – he was buried so deeply in my ass I could feel every inch of him pressed against me – and as his fingers pressed against my clit, I gave a moan –

His cock shuddered –

And as he brought me, thundering, to another orgasm, the coach began to cum. He pulled free of my ass as he did, spending himself all over my ass and pussy as I cried once more, shaking with exhausted pleasure.

Dimly, my mind protested. This was only the second day of being loaned out to the team. It was too much. How could I handle more of this?

And yet I also knew that by tomorrow, I would be craving more.

I slowly stood up, cum dripping down my legs. Coach Trainer eyed me with a satisfied smirk. “Good girl.

“I’ll see you back here tomorrow, same time.”

“Yes, sir.” I couldn’t wait.


 Chapter Five

The days passed in a whirlwind.

Every night, my sisters gossiped happily about their time in the massage rooms; Chloe sang Wen’s praises, Preeti gushed about one enterprising player who’d spent his entire allotted time servicing her. Sam had never looked so happy. And Jenna and Chloe were competing for who could take the most players, though they’d been hampered so far by their time spent on the specific schedule the coach provided.

And every day, we went back – my sisters to their one-on-one time, and me to the locker room, my own personal heaven and hell on earth.

I was filled, constantly. Often more than one hole at once. Occasionally one of the players stroked me instead, but mostly it was my own traitor body bringing me to orgasm even at the rough use they subjected me to. More often than not, I was the one urging them on, begging for more.

Once, I was sandwiched between two enterprising players as they filled me, pussy and ass, and fucked me together. That night had found me almost too exhausted to pleasure Coach Trainer, and he had not been pleased.

As for the evenings with the coach… I was never sure how much the players or my sisters knew about them. I still hadn’t determined whether the coach was part of our contract, and I was afraid to ask now. If I was told he wasn’t, that I shouldn’t be seeing him, I would have to stop.

More than anything, I didn’t want that to happen.

And so I continued my dual assignations: being used by the football team in the afternoon, and tormented by their coach deep into the night.

~

Game day was fast approaching.

I had gotten almost no school work done this week – between my regular classes and my current “extra curriculars” I had no time. It should have been a relief that the big game was almost here, but it was hard to feel that way.

After all, I had a cock inside me.

It was after hours and Coach Trainer was ignoring me once more. Or, to be more precise, he was focused on something else while he absently lifted me up and down on his lap.

He was going through maneuvers and strategies, considering arcane player statistics and maps that meant nothing to me. I’d grown accustomed to how he treated me, like an object to be used, and generally I enjoyed it… but tonight he kept growing soft and slipping out of me before absently stroking himself back to hardness enough to take me once more.

This wouldn’t do.

Without waiting for permission, I slipped from his lap once more and moved between his legs. As he started to make a sound of protest, I took him in my mouth, tasting myself on his softened cock.

I had once spent an entire hour under the Dean’s desk, pleasuring him during his meetings. As I had then, I used all my skill to coax Coach Trainer back to the matter at hand – fucking me, that is, not planning for game day.

He groaned, putting a hand on my head. I felt his cock begin to stiffen once more and began worshiping it with my tongue, trailing long lingering licks down his shaft and urging him to greater heights. I cupped his balls and nuzzled them, then stroked my way back up his now throbbing manhood.

Drawing him deeply into my mouth, I bobbed my head back and forth, stroking him in time with my movements. I heard another groan and the sound of the pen being put down.

Good.

It took less time than I would have expected for him to grow weary of my tongue, to lift me up onto his desk. I happily went, sprawled backwards as he pulled my legs up over his shoulders.

He had just sheathed himself in me once more when the door opened.

“Coach Trainer, have you seen…”

My sorority sister Chloe stood in the doorway, her blue eyes wide with surprise at the sight of the coach buried balls-deep inside me.

“Ah… never mind. I was looking… I’m sorry.” She began to close the door.

“Actually,” Coach Trainer purred, “I’d like you to stay.”

As he moved in me, the coach gestured for Chloe to shut the door and approach. She did, slowly.

Chloe was still pink from scrubbing up after her time with the team; she must have used the shower here. She was also wearing a cheerleader uniform I’d never seen her in before. As far as I knew, Chloe wasn’t part of the cheerleading team, so it must have been something she was asked to wear during one of her sessions today.

“What do you have under that skirt, young lady? Show me.”

She lifted her skirt to reveal her bare pussy.

The coach smiled a sharp, predatory smile. “That’s good. Why don’t you come sit? I think your sister is eager for something to do with her mouth.”

An awkward rustle of fabric and metal as Chloe climbed on the desk, and then darkness as she straddled my head. I saw her pussy coming for me and reached my arms up, drawing her down.

As I was violated by the coach, I stroked my sister with the tongue I’d just been using on cock. Her bare pussy was sweet and slick with the after effects of her thorough fucking; I slid my tongue between her folds and teased her to gasping.

Dimly I was aware that the coach was asking Chloe to take off her shirt. As I pulled her down to me again, she began to move on my mouth, in time with his thrusts. Having seen Chloe in action before, I knew her heavy breasts must be bouncing with each movement, giving the coach quite a show.

As the coach began to fuck me harder, I tried to coax Chloe to pleasure with us. I heard a gasp as I teased her clit; I moaned into her as the coach’s thrusts became more violent.

I could feel my own pleasure building with the assault, and I urged Chloe on, piercing her with the tip of my tongue and making her cry out. The coach’s breath was ragged now, no doubt from the twin joys of being buried in coed cunt and watching as I feasted on Chloe’s glistening pussy. She was riding my face now, trying to force my tongue deeper inside her, and I tried desperately to oblige as the coach fucked me, shaking my entire body and sending pleasure crashing through me.

Chloe came on my face, a brief moment of sweet desire on my lips as she moaned. Just before I could reach my own peak, the coach pulled free and I felt hot ropes of cum on my belly – and from the sound, Chloe’s breasts.

“Thank you, ladies,” the coach said genially. “Now get out. I have work to do.”

As Chloe and I stumbled from the room, still disheveled, half-dressed, and covered in cum, she looked at me admiringly. “Is this where you’ve been, late-nights? Lucky girl.”

“Chloe,” I panted, “you have no idea.”


 Chapter Six

It was the day before the big game. Some of us had the afternoon free before our scheduled time, and we’d decided to watch some of the practice instead of just showing up afterwards.

Jenna, Preeti, and I sat, shivering a little in the cool fall air, as the players skirmished and threw. Truthfully, I wasn’t very interested in football the way Jenna was, but there was something appealing about watching those powerful bodies I’d gotten to know so well over the last week working so hard.

As we watched the players, I saw one of the staff come up to Coach Trainer and pull him aside. They had a heated discussion, and then the coach threw up his hands in exasperation. He blew his whistle, calling practice to a halt.

We could barely hear the coach telling the players to take five and then keep running drills. The coach told them he’d return soon and headed off with the staff member, no doubt to handle whatever crisis had come up.

The players grabbed water and took seats or stretched, depending on their interest. Preeti and I were just debating whether we should go grab a coffee before our team with the team began, when they realized they had an audience.

And just who that audience was.

They fell upon us like starving men. We never made it off the bleachers. In their lust, the Gladiators moved to claim us any way they could, not even bothering to remove their gear. Before I could fully grasp the situation, I was being pulled into someone’s lap as he fumbled to free his cock. My panties were pushed aside – not even removed – and then I was impaled.

I couldn’t even tell who was holding me. I’d gotten to know the players fairly well over the last few days, but with the gear and helmet, it could have been anybody. I was being violated by a stranger all over again, in plain sight for everyone else to see. I could smell him, heavy with sweat and dirt from play, and his shoulder pads creaked as he forcibly lifted me up and slammed me back down on his cock, again and again.

Preeti had a cock at her lips and another one just to the side as two players tried to capture her at once. She was trying gamely to service both of them, their members almost touching as she hurriedly moved her pinkly painted lips from one demanding shaft to the other.

Jenna had been draped over one of the benches on her belly, a player buried in her pussy as she squealed and struggled to get upright. But the bleachers were tricky not only for the players trying to work out how to best violate us – they made it challenging for any of us to regain our positions or move. Before Jenna could get comfortable, another player was forcing his cock in her face, heedless of her comfort.

I lost sight of both of them then as another uniform-clad body swam into my vision, another hand working another cock. As I was jounced awkwardly up and down in one player’s lap, another tried to press himself into my mouth, missing each time as his compatriot laughed and fucked me. Finally he gave up, working himself while just capturing my lips here and there.

He came on my face in what felt like seconds – or hours – and then I was being bent over and forced down on another cock. The player originally underneath me was gasping his way to climax and I gagged as the rhythm of the dual assault shook me, forcing the shaft in my mouth deep inside my throat.

That player didn’t finish before I was pulled free, lifted, and then splayed out on a bleacher bench, my panties still halfway down my thighs. And then the Gladiators descended on me once more.

I lost track of how many used me. They were all strangers to me, sweaty and masked, and I couldn’t have told them apart even if they had let me see clearly. One after another plunged into my pussy, furiously taking their pleasure from my aching body. They were all panting, hot and ready from their exertions, some needing only seconds it seemed before they came and were replaced by another willing cock. I had cum covering my pussy, belly, and thighs.

And I couldn’t see. As my pussy was violated again and again, others kept coming to me, pressing their balls or cocks to my face and urging me to suck them, taste them. I did everything they asked, as desperate for them to take me as they were to find relief in whatever short time they had before the coach returned. I was aching to cum, but the cool ridges of the bleachers pressing into me kept me just uncomfortable enough to be unable to fully enjoy the assault.

As yet another cock pressed its way into my eager and flooded pussy, I shuddered at the thought of Coach Trainer finding us and seeing me like this… covered in cum, still aching for more even after being so used by his players. That’s when I was lifted bodily into the air, and settled back down on top of a heavily padded chest.

From below, his cock pierced my cum-soaked cunt. But as I sighed in pleasure, I felt another anonymous player pressing his manhood against my ass. Semen and my own wet desire had dripped down over my most forbidden opening, allowing him to easily slide himself into me. A new cock found its way between my lips, leaving me completely filled. It was all I could do to keep my mouth open, allowing this stranger to drive himself down my throat as his teammates stretched me to my limit. Their cocks moved inside me, nearly rubbing together, separated by only the thinnest wall of flesh.

It felt like an eternity, every hole filled with hot, throbbing cock. And then the man in my ass began to swell, and I felt the heat of his load spraying deep into my depths. The sensation of another man swelling and pulsating in pleasure, so close to his own cock that they were practically touching, was too much for the player buried in my pussy. He erupted inside me, joining the throes of ecstasy.

Hot, salty cum filled my mouth as the cock assaulting my mouth withdrew. I swallowed gratefully and tried to look around. I couldn’t see Jenna anymore in the tangle of bodies; I could hear her though, wailing in rhythmic pleasure. I caught a glimpse of Preeti, her dark skin just barely showing through a pile of bodies as multiple men stroked themselves on top of her. The man beneath me extricated himself, leaving me on my back once more. Another player moved into position between my legs.

I was taken again.

And again.

When the players lifted and moved me once more, I was covered in sweat and cum. I could smell them on me even when they withdrew. They repositioned me on the bleachers and I obediently moved, though my knees burned as they forced me up on them once more. As another cock buried itself in my abused pussy, this time a hand busied itself between my legs.

I saw Preeti before me, now on her hands and knees as well. I groaned with delight at the stroking between my legs, watching Preeti get fucked.

She swayed rhythmically under the player assaulting her. He, too, was faceless, a pure masculine shape of brawn and pads and desire as he violated my fellow sister. Though I knew she had to be as uncomfortable as I was, there was something undeniably erotic about watching her get taken in such an anonymous way. All I could see of his actual skin was his hands on Preeti’s breasts and a slight hint of belly and pelvis every time he pulled back, only to slam into her once more. At the moment she was smiling, until it faded away into a look of utmost concentration and desire.

A cock was between us then, a hand on my head. One on hers.

I kissed Preeti around the cock, just barely feeling her lips as we caressed the man together. I stroked my tongue downward as she reached for his tip, and then back. As we both shuddered under the furious need of the players behind us, we tried to work the shaft between us. My body was responding now to the hand between my legs, the cock deep inside me, the sensation of servicing a cock with Preeti.

Our tongues met, parted. Preeti tasted like her strawberry lipstick, and I could taste traces of it as I teased the cock we shared.

Hands were on both of our heads, urging us on. It was hard to do my best as I was forced forward, hard to concentrate as I was being violated from behind, but we kissed and caressed the cock as best we could, until the member turned a shuddering red, cum spilling forth over both of our faces.

Marked again. Preeti and I shared a brief, salty kiss, and I felt myself shuddering towards orgasm as her tongue left my mouth.

As I came, another cock pressed between us, demanding. No care for what we needed. Luckily – or unluckily – my traitor body didn’t care.

When the whistle finally blew, I didn’t know if it had been minutes or hours. I couldn’t imagine the coach had been gone for so long, but the players had been busy. I had already been violated as thoroughly as I was after any locker room assignation – and that was still yet to come.

Of course, there were still cocks inside me – and I didn’t doubt, at least one inside each of my sisters – and no college boy is going to stop before cumming, even at the sound of his coach’s return.

And so, as the players began to head back down the bleachers, I was still being penetrated – forward and rear – by two energetic players when my gaze met Coach Trainer’s.

My eyes were wide and teary from cum and exertion. I couldn’t imagine how I looked, reddened and covered in cum, being violated by two uniformed players who hadn’t even bothered to disrobe before claiming me. In their gear, they looked even larger than they were to begin with, and I was not a very large person. I was completely captured, unable to respond to the shock and lust I saw on the coach’s face.

I knew the sight of me swaying under their untender ministrations must have hardened his cock. And I knew, as first one, then the other, finished with a groan deep inside me, that the coach would be thinking of this all the long hours until he could claim me again himself.

The whistle blew once more, and the coach’s electric gaze left mine.

“Glad to see you were all practicing as a team,” he said wryly. “Now how about you focus on winning the game tomorrow?”

The player who had just finished violating my pussy slapped my ass cheerily. “Don’t worry, Coach. We’ve got more stamina than ever now. We’ll win.”

Coach Trainer rolled his eyes. “Let’s hope so.”

~

We won.

After all that relaxation, of course we won. And that was how I thought of it – SEX sisters had played a huge part in this victory. It was our victory, too.

The players threw a huge party in the aftermath. Though our assignment was technically over, Jenna and Preeti joined them for the night.

Chloe, Sam and I never made it to the party. We never left the locker room.

I saw Sam take a train of at least ten players, one after the other, before she pleaded for rest and got carried home. Chloe had been claimed by Wen, Russell, and a few of their friends, and had taken over one of the massage rooms, the last time I saw them.

I stayed until every last player had left.

I lost count of how many took their pleasure with me. I was filled, emptied, filled. I had taken so many hot, creamy loads that I had to pause for a shower – though the shower was interrupted partway through by lustful players.

I came four times.

And when the coach found me waiting for him, long after everyone else had gone, he took me back to his office to use me himself.

It was a long, wonderful night.

~

“So who won?”

Marissa’s voice was amused as she posed the question, settling herself down among us. Jenna, Chloe, Preeti, Sam and I had gathered for a special victory breakfast, just the five of us. After all, we’d been through a lot together this week.

“I think I ended somewhere around 36,” Sam offered.

“45,” Chloe smugly stated.

Jenna and Preeti had both been at our big bleacher gang bang and the after party. Jenna claimed to have lost count somewhere around 70; Preeti thought her total was in the 60s.

I cleared my throat. “I might have… managed the whole team.”

Whoops and laughter met that offering. Jenna pretended to bow down before me and Chloe was already announcing she wanted a rematch next time the football team asked for our services. Marissa gave me a proud nod.

Of course, I would never know the actual total. So many players had used me over the last week, many of them all at once. I didn’t doubt many of them had used me more than once over the course of the week, too. Counting would have been impossible. I was pretty confident that by the second day I had already serviced almost a quarter of the team, and if anything, they had only gotten more familiar with my body after that.

And then of course, there was Coach Trainer; but I wasn’t counting him. I still didn’t think I’d been supposed to be having sex with him at all!

“Anyway,” Marissa was saying, “the coach sends his thanks – both for his players, and himself.” She looked at me pointedly. “You especially made a big impression.”

“Wait,” I stumbled, “he was part of the contract all along?!”

More laughter.

Marissa was trying not to laugh, too, but having a hard time of it. “The coach never books us solo, but whenever he books for the team, he makes very sure he’s included in the contract. And he requested you specially this time. I guess we know why.”

Preeti hugged me proudly as I met Marissa’s thoughtful gaze.

“Come to think of it, I have another assignation I think you might be perfect for…”

~
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