
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Out of Bounds

The squeak of volleyball shoes against polished hardwood echoed through the nearly empty gym as I watched Megan's approach. Her form was better—the hesitation in her penultimate step almost gone. She connected with the set, but the ball careened off her hand at an awkward angle, sailing wide.

"Damn it," she muttered, landing with a frustrated slap against her thighs.

"You're opening up too early," I called out, clipboard tucked under my arm. "Keep your shoulder closed until the last second."

Coach Davis. That's what they all called me. Thirty-two years old and somehow in charge of twenty college women with Olympic dreams and enough talent to make Westlake University's volleyball program nationally ranked for the first time in a decade.

"Let's wrap it up, ladies," I announced, checking my watch. "Good intensity today. Chloe, ice that shoulder. Taylor, your passing improved—keep working those platform angles."

They gathered their water bottles and gym bags, a chorus of "Thanks, Coach" echoing across the court. I noticed the lingering glances, the way conversations hushed when I walked by. It wasn't my imagination—the athletic director had even made a joke about it during my performance review. "The volleyball team's attendance has doubled since you took over. Strangely, it's mostly male students."

I'd laughed it off. What else could I do? Acknowledging the attention from my players would cross every professional boundary I'd established. So I maintained the distance, kept practices focused, and pretended not to notice when Alexis "accidentally" brushed against me during demonstrations or when Kaitlyn found excuses to stay late discussing "strategy."

My phone buzzed as I locked the equipment room. Probably Assistant Coach Ramirez confirming tomorrow's film session.

Unknown Number: Coach Davis? It's me. I've been thinking about you.

I frowned at the screen. Wrong number, obviously.

Me: Sorry, I think you have the wrong person.

Unknown Number: No mistake. It's Brianna. From your team. Got your number from the contact sheet.

My stomach dropped. Brianna Martinez. Outside hitter. Junior. Athletic scholarship. Deadly jump serve and a volleyball IQ that made her our best six-rotation player.

Me: Brianna, this is inappropriate. Please use the team communication channels for any volleyball-related questions.

I should have left it there. Should have deleted the conversation and addressed it professionally at tomorrow's practice. But my phone buzzed again before I could put it away.

Brianna: Nothing about volleyball, Coach. Been watching you watching me. The way you correct my form... your hands are always so careful. Professional. But I see how you look when I nail a kill. Wonder what you'd think of me out of uniform.

Jesus Christ. I sat heavily on the bench in the dimly lit gym, sweat beading on my forehead that had nothing to do with the earlier demonstration drills.

Me: This conversation ends now. This is completely inappropriate and could jeopardize both your scholarship and my career. We'll pretend this never happened.

Brianna: You haven't blocked me yet. You're still reading. Want to see what you're missing?

Before I could respond, my phone buzzed again. I nearly dropped it when the image appeared.

Brianna in the locker room mirror, uniform pulled down just enough to reveal the curve of her—

I closed the message, hands shaking. Blocked the number immediately. Leaned forward, head in my hands.

Seven years building my coaching career. A championship run potentially ahead of us. All of it balanced on the knife's edge of a bad decision. Not even my decision—but that wouldn't matter if this got out.

The gym doors banged open. I jumped, nearly dropping my phone.

"Forgot my knee brace," called a voice. Brianna. She sauntered toward the bench where I sat, her smile knowing. Dangerous.

"Coach? Everything okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

I stood up, maintaining distance, voice steadier than I felt. "Team meeting before practice tomorrow. Seven AM sharp."

"Looking forward to it," she said, retrieving her brace from beneath the bench. As she straightened, she leaned close enough that I could smell her shampoo. "Check your email too. Sometimes texts get lost... but attachments in emails, well, those tend to stick around."

She was gone before I could respond, the gym doors swinging shut behind her.

My phone buzzed again. Email notification.

From: brianna.martinez@westlake.edu
Subject: Private Practice Materials

The attachment icon glared at me like a warning sign.

I hadn't signed up for this—the politics of college athletics, yes. The pressure of championships, certainly. But not this precarious balancing act where a promising career could evaporate because a twenty-year-old with boundary issues decided I was more than just her coach.

Tomorrow's team meeting just became about a lot more than our upcoming match against Stanford. I had decisions to make, lines to redraw, and somehow—somehow—I needed to regain control of a situation that felt increasingly like a perfect set spiraling wildly out of reach.


Chapter 2: Setting the Trap

The team meeting came and went without incident. Brianna maintained perfect professionalism, her eyes focused on the whiteboard as I diagrammed new defensive rotations. No one would have guessed what transpired between us—not from her behavior, anyway. I, on the other hand, couldn't stop the nervous sweat beading at my temples whenever she raised her hand to ask about coverage assignments.

I deleted the email without opening it. Blocked her university account. Thought that would be the end of it.

I was wrong.

Three days later, another unknown number lit up my phone as I sat reviewing game film in my cramped office, the blinds drawn against the late afternoon sun.

Unknown Number: Blocking me won't work, Coach. I have friends who'll let me borrow their phones. Did you miss me?

My finger hovered over the block button. The rational part of my brain screamed to end this now, report the situation to the athletic director, protect myself. But something held me back—curiosity? Flattery? The dangerous thrill of knowing I was desired?

Me: This needs to stop, Brianna. I'm your coach. That's all.

The response came immediately.

Unknown Number: Then why respond? You could've blocked this number too.

She had me there. Why hadn't I?

My phone buzzed again. Another photo. This time she wasn't in the locker room. She was in what appeared to be her dorm room, volleyball shorts discarded, wearing only a sports bra and—

I closed the image, but not before my eyes had absorbed every detail. The defined muscles of her abdomen. The volleyball-toned thighs. The hungry look in her eyes meant only for me.

Me: Stop. This could ruin both of us.

Unknown Number: Only if someone finds out. No one has to know what happens between us. Don't you ever think about it? When I stay late for serving practice? When I ask you to check my form?

I did. God help me, I did. The realization hit me like a spike to the chest. Somehow, beneath all my professional detachment, I'd noticed her in ways I shouldn't. The graceful power in her approach. The way she bit her lower lip in concentration before serving. The flash of triumph in her eyes after a perfect kill.

Me: What exactly do you want, Brianna?

I knew I was crossing a line just by asking. But the question was out there now, hanging between us like a perfectly set ball, waiting for someone to make a play.

Unknown Number: Check your new email. Password is "perfectset" – all lowercase.

A notification appeared. A new Gmail account using a variation of my name. An account she had created just for this purpose. My hands trembled as I logged in.

Five new emails. Each with attachments. Each more explicit than the last. Brianna in her uniform. Brianna removing her uniform. Brianna touching herself, her face flushed with the same intensity she brought to championship matches.

The last email contained only text:

I'm staying late tomorrow to work on my jump serves. Everyone else will be gone by 6. Your office. No cameras in there. Just lock the door.

I closed the laptop, heart hammering. This was insanity. I should delete the account. Block the number. Report the harassment.

Instead, I found myself typing:

Me: And what happens in my office stays there? Just once and then this stops?

Unknown Number: Just once to start. See if the chemistry on the court translates to chemistry off it. I've been dreaming about getting on my knees for you since freshman year, Coach.

The image her words painted shot heat through my body. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, hating myself for the physical response, for the mental image of Brianna's athletic form kneeling before me, looking up with those determined eyes.

Me: Tomorrow. 6:15. This stays between us. And afterward, we're done. Back to coach and player.

Unknown Number: We'll see if you still want it to be "just once" afterward. Sweet dreams, Coach. I'll be thinking about you.

I set my phone down, the weight of what I'd just agreed to settling over me. Years of career building, of reputation management, of professional boundaries—all of it compromised in a moment of weakness.

The next day passed in a blur. Practice felt surreal, watching Brianna dive for balls, her body straining, knowing what was coming after. She gave no indication, maintained perfect focus. If anything, she played better than usual, her kills more precise, her defense impenetrable.

"Great hustle today, everyone," I called as practice wrapped up. "Brianna, your serving still needs work. Stay after if you want to put in some extra reps."

"Yes, Coach," she replied, not a hint of subtext in her voice. The perfect performance.

One by one, the other players filed out. My assistant coach lingered, reviewing notes.

"You can head out, Ramirez," I said, maintaining casual eye contact. "I'll lock up after Brianna finishes her serves."

"You sure? I could stay—"

"It's fine," I cut him off, perhaps too quickly. "Got some recruitment videos to review anyway. Might as well do it while I'm here."

He shrugged, gathered his things, and left. The gym doors closed behind him with a heavy finality.

Brianna served ten perfect balls, each one smacking the court with deadly precision. Then she collected the volleyballs, racked them with methodical care, and turned toward my office without a word.

I followed moments later, each step feeling like a march toward career suicide. But I couldn't stop myself. Didn't want to stop myself.

She was perched on the edge of my desk when I entered, still in her practice gear, hair damp with sweat, eyes alive with triumph before I'd even closed the door.

"Lock it," she said softly.

The lock clicked into place. The sound of professionalism dying.

"Brianna," I started, not even sure what I planned to say.

She slid off the desk in one fluid motion, the same athletic grace she showed on court now directed toward a different goal. Her fingers reached for my waistband.

"No more talking, Coach," she whispered, sinking to her knees. "I've waited two years for this. Let me show you what I've been imagining."

As her hands worked at my belt, all my remaining resistance crumbled. I leaned back against the door, surrendering to the inevitable, to the hunger in her eyes, to the warmth of her mouth as it replaced the cool air of my office.

Outside, the empty gymnasium stood witness to nothing. Inside, behind a locked door with drawn blinds, everything changed.


Chapter 3: Caught in the Rally

I told myself it would be just once. A moment of weakness never to be repeated. A secret to bury beneath layers of professionalism and regret.

I was lying to myself.

Three days after that first encounter in my office, Brianna lingered after practice again. This time, she didn't even pretend to need extra work on her serves. As soon as the gym cleared, she sauntered toward my office, that predatory confidence in her stride that made her such a dominant force on the court.

"Coach," she smiled, closing the door behind her. "Been thinking about our private session all week."

"Brianna, we can't—" My protest died as she dropped to her knees, hands already reaching for my belt with practiced ease.

"You said that last time," she murmured, looking up at me through thick lashes. "Right before you grabbed my hair and called me your good girl."

The memory flashed hot through my body—her mouth, eager and relentless, the way she'd moaned around me when I'd finally lost control, fingers tangled in her dark hair. I'd hated myself afterward, but not enough to stop this from happening again.

"Lock the door at least," I managed, voice thick with anticipation.

Her smile widened. "I like the risk." But she reached back and turned the lock anyway.

Minutes later, I was seated in my office chair, pants around my ankles, Brianna kneeling between my legs, her head bobbing with the same rhythm and intensity she brought to every drill. My head fell back, eyes closed, one hand gripping the armrest, the other buried in her hair, guiding her movements.

"Fuck, Brianna," I groaned, professionalism abandoned. "Just like that."

The sound of the door handle turning barely registered through my haze of pleasure. The metallic rattle of the lock stopping its motion didn't fully penetrate my consciousness.

Then came the knock.

"Coach Davis? You in there?"

Taylor Wilson's voice. Our senior setter. Team captain.

Brianna froze, eyes wide, looking up at me. But instead of pulling away in panic, a wicked smile spread across her lips. She resumed her motions, slower now, deliberate, challenging me with her eyes to stay quiet.

"One second, Taylor," I called out, voice remarkably steady considering the circumstances. I tried to push Brianna away, but she grabbed my wrists, pinning them to the armrests as she doubled her efforts, clearly enjoying my predicament.

"I can come back..." Taylor's voice held a note of uncertainty.

"No—no," I managed, fighting to keep my breathing even as Brianna did something with her tongue that nearly made me groan aloud. "Just reviewing some... stats. Give me a minute."

Brianna's eyes danced with mischief as she worked me mercilessly, clearly determined to push me over the edge while Taylor waited outside. I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood, fighting for control.

"I just wanted to discuss the rotation changes for Saturday's game," Taylor called through the door. "Seems like there's a weak spot when Brianna and I are both in the back row."

At the mention of her name, Brianna hummed softly around me, the vibration sending shockwaves through my body. I clutched the armrests, knuckles white.

"We can—discuss tomorrow," I managed. "Team meeting. Seven AM."

A pause from the other side of the door. "Are you okay, Coach? Your voice sounds strange."

Brianna chose that moment to take me deeper than before, her throat constricting around me as her nails dug into my thighs. The dual sensation of pleasure and pain pushed me past the point of no return.

"Fine," I gasped, the word strangled as I fought to contain myself. "Just... fighting a cold. See you tomorrow."

I heard Taylor's hesitant footsteps retreat, but I was beyond caring, lost in the rush of release as Brianna greedily accepted everything I had to offer. When she finally pulled away, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her expression was triumphant.

"Think she knew?" she asked, voice husky.

"Jesus Christ, Brianna," I hissed, hastily pulling up my pants. "That was insane. What if she'd had a key?"

Brianna shrugged, standing and straightening her practice shorts. "Would've made things interesting." She leaned in, kissed me deeply, forcing me to taste myself on her tongue. "Same time Friday?"

I pushed her away. "No. This is done. We can't risk this again."

Something cold flickered in her eyes, but she smiled anyway. "Whatever you say, Coach." She unlocked the door, checked the hallway, and slipped out without another word.

I collapsed back in my chair, the high of physical pleasure rapidly giving way to churning anxiety. Taylor's voice had sounded... strange. Suspicious. Had she heard something? Did she know?

I was reviewing game film at home when my phone buzzed at 11:37 PM. Taylor Wilson's name on the screen sent a jolt of panic through me.

Taylor: Coach, we need to talk about what I heard today.

My hands went cold. I stared at the message for a full minute before responding.

Me: What do you mean?

Taylor: I'm not stupid. I know what was happening in your office with Brianna.

I set the phone down, stomach dropping through the floor. This was it. The end of my career. Probably criminal charges. My name in headlines.

Taylor: I've looked up to you for three years. Trusted you. And now you're giving Brianna special attention? How do you think that makes the rest of us feel?

I blinked at the screen. Special attention? Was it possible she didn't fully understand what she'd overheard?

Me: Taylor, I apologize if you feel I've been unfair with my coaching attention. We can discuss this tomorrow.

Taylor: Don't patronize me, Coach. I heard her. I heard YOU. The sounds weren't exactly subtle.

Another text came through before I could respond, this one with an attachment. A recording. With shaking fingers, I pressed play, hearing the muffled but unmistakable sounds of Brianna's enthusiasm and my own stifled groans, followed by my strained conversation with Taylor through the door.

Taylor: I want the same treatment she's getting. I'm a better player. Team captain. I deserve at least what she's getting from you.

I stared at the screen in disbelief. This couldn't be happening.

Me: Taylor, this is completely inappropriate. Whatever you think you heard—

Taylor: Save it. I have the recording. Either I get what Brianna's getting, or this goes to the Athletic Director tomorrow morning. Your choice, Coach.

Before I could respond, another message appeared, this one from Brianna.

Brianna: Oops. Looks like Taylor's jealous. She just sent me screenshots of your conversation. Guess our little secret isn't so secret anymore.

I called Brianna immediately, panic overriding caution.

"You told Taylor?" I hissed when she answered.

Her laugh was light, unconcerned. "Of course not. But she's not blind. Or deaf. You weren't exactly quiet today."

"She's blackmailing me, Brianna. This is serious."

"Mmm, so let her join the fun. Taylor's hot. I wouldn't mind sharing."

"Are you insane? This isn't a game!"

"Everything's a game, Coach." Her voice dropped lower. "And I'm not done playing yet. Neither is Taylor, apparently."

"I could lose everything."

"Then I guess you better keep us both happy." The threat was velvet-wrapped steel. "Taylor wants what I got. And I want more than just your cock in my mouth next time."

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying if you don't fuck me properly by the end of the week, Taylor gets very generous with that recording. And I back up her story."

The line went dead. Moments later, a text from Taylor:

Taylor: My dorm. Tomorrow night after practice. Or the recording goes to everyone. Your move, Coach.

I sat in the dark of my apartment, the career I'd built crumbling around me. One moment of weakness had spiraled into a nightmare with no easy escape. Two of my star players now held my future in their hands, and their demands were escalating.

Tomorrow's practice loomed like an execution date. I would have to face them both, maintain the facade of normal coach-player relationships, all while knowing what waited after the final whistle.

My phone buzzed one last time. Brianna again.

Brianna: Don't look so worried. You've always said teamwork makes the dream work. Taylor and I are finally on the same page about something. And Coach? Wear the gray sweatpants tomorrow. They show off your assets.

I threw the phone across the room, but it did nothing to silence the voice in my head that whispered the terrible truth: part of me—the most shameful, primal part—was already anticipating tomorrow night.


Chapter 4: Full Court Press

The practice gym stank of sweat and sexual tension. Every time Taylor's tits bounced during a spike approach, her sports bra barely containing them, she'd lock eyes with me and lick her lips. When Brianna rotated to the front row, she'd bend so fucking low to adjust her knee pad that her ass practically spilled out of those tight spandex shorts. My clipboard became a permanent shield for my traitor cock that hardened despite my self-loathing.

"Coach, show me that blocking position again?" Taylor called out, her voice dripping fake innocence. "I need your hands on me to get it right."

I swallowed hard. "Ramirez can demonstrate. I'm reviewing serve stats."

"But nobody positions me like you do," she purred, loud enough for me alone.

Assistant Coach Ramirez sidled up beside me. "What's with you and Wilson lately? Weird vibe there."

If only the poor bastard knew I'd had his team captain's pussy grinding on my face twelve hours ago. "Just championship pressure," I muttered, turning away.

When practice finally ended, Brianna cornered me by the equipment room, her breath hot against my neck. "Room 317. Midnight. Back stairwell." Her hand brazenly brushed against my crotch. "And don't bother wearing underwear. We're just going to rip it off anyway."

Taylor slapped my ass as she passed, disguising it as a team-spirited gesture. "Bring that blue tie," she whispered. "I'm going to tie your hands so tight you'll beg to eat my cunt just to make me loosen them."

The hours crawled by like torment. I downed three fingers of whiskey in my darkened office, hating myself with each burning swallow. Every rational thought screamed to end this madness. But that fucking recording haunted me—Taylor had captured everything, my grunts, my moans, even me calling Brianna a "good little slut" when she swallowed. Their matching stories would destroy me completely.

At 11:50 PM, I found myself at the rear entrance of Westlake Dorms, my blue tie stuffed in my pocket like a hanging rope.

Room 317's door was cracked open. I pushed it wide, my cock hardening instantly at the sight.

Both volleyball stars lounged naked on the makeshift king bed they'd created. Brianna wore only knee-high volleyball socks, legs spread wide, fingers lazily circling her visibly wet cunt. Taylor lay beside her, completely nude except for the team captain armband, a pair of metal handcuffs dangling from her finger.

"Lock it," Taylor barked, her voice pure command.

I turned the deadbolt, sealing my fate.

"Strip, Coach," Brianna demanded. "Show us that thick cock that's been teasing us through your sweatpants all season."

My hands trembled as I undressed, shame battling arousal as my erection sprang free.

"Fucking look at that," Taylor hissed appreciatively. "No wonder Brianna couldn't shut up about getting it down her throat."

"On your knees," Brianna ordered once I stood naked. "Crawl to the bed like the desperate pervert you are."

I dropped to all fours, what remained of my dignity evaporating as I crawled toward them. Taylor circled behind me, the handcuffs clicking coldly around my wrists.

"Too tight?" she asked with mock concern.

"Yes," I admitted.

"Good," she spat, shoving me face-first onto the bed.

What followed was a brutal deconstruction of whatever professional authority I once possessed. Taylor straddled my face, her soaked pussy smothering me as she ground against my tongue.

"Lick it deeper, you pathetic fuck," she snarled, gripping my hair painfully. "Show me how badly you want to keep your job."

My tongue worked desperately, delving into her cunt as she rode my face with increasing aggression.

"That's it," she moaned. "Now suck my clit. Make your captain come all over your face."

Brianna captured everything on her phone, close-ups of Taylor using my mouth, my handcuffed submission, the naked desperation in my eyes.

"My pussy's fucking dripping watching this," Brianna groaned. "Hurry up and make her come. I need that cock inside me."

Taylor's thighs clamped around my head as she shuddered through her orgasm, flooding my mouth and chin with her release. "Fuck! Swallow it all, Coach!"

Before I could catch my breath, they flipped me onto my back. Brianna straddled me reverse cowgirl, slamming herself down on my cock with such force I gasped.

"Holy shit," she moaned, bouncing violently. "His dick is stretching me so fucking wide."

Taylor knelt beside my head, her fingers digging into my throat. "Look at me while she fucks you. I want to see the moment you realize we own you completely."

Brianna's ass slapped against my thighs as she rode me with punishing intensity. "Fuck, his cock is hitting so deep! Better than any college boy," she panted. "Take a video of this, Tay. I want to watch it when I'm fingering myself in class."

Taylor's phone captured everything—Brianna's pussy gripping my shaft, the handcuffs cutting into my wrists, my face contorted in shameful pleasure.

"Beg to come inside me," Brianna demanded, grinding her hips in tight circles. "Fucking beg for it!"

"Please," I gasped, hating myself. "Please let me come inside you."

"Not good enough," Taylor hissed, tightening her grip on my throat. "Say 'Please let me fill your tight little cunt, Coach Brianna.'"

The words tore from my throat: "Please let me fill your tight little cunt, Coach Brianna!"

"That's more like it," Brianna moaned, working her hips faster. "Pump that load deep in me. I want to feel it dripping down my thighs during tomorrow's practice."

I erupted inside her, my back arching off the bed as Taylor restricted my breathing just enough to intensify the orgasm to painful levels.

Hours later, I lay between them, covered in sweat, bite marks, and the sticky evidence of our depraved coupling. They passed my phone between them, adding their numbers under obscene contact names.

"Tuesday. My apartment," Taylor said, pinching my nipple painfully. "Brianna's bringing Madison."

My stomach dropped. "Another player? This has to stop—"

Brianna silenced me by shoving two fingers into my mouth. "Suck them clean. That's your cum and my pussy juice." She smiled as I complied. "Madison's been asking why we get private coaching. She wants the same attention. Unless you'd prefer we share our videos with the Athletic Department?"

Taylor showed me the screen—a close-up of me with her cunt grinding against my face, my handcuffed wrists straining behind me. "This one's my favorite. Your tongue buried so deep while you moan like a whore."

When they finally allowed me to leave at 3 AM, my body ached from their use—Brianna's teeth marks on my inner thighs, Taylor's handprints around my throat. I dressed like a zombie, my boxers stuffed in my pocket because Brianna had soaked them and wanted to "keep them as a trophy."

"Tuesday. 9 PM. Bring lube," Taylor instructed, slapping my ass hard enough to make me wince. "Madison's curious about everything you do for us."

"And wear your coaching whistle," Brianna added, her hand squeezing my softened cock through my jeans. "I want to hear it jingling while you eat my ass."

I stumbled back to my apartment, collapsing against the door once inside. My phone buzzed with a group message:

Next time we're filming everything start to finish. Madison wants to see you deepthroat a dildo while we take turns riding your face and cock. Don't disappoint us, or the whole volleyball conference gets to see their favorite coach on his knees.

A second message followed from Brianna:

Still taste myself on your tongue, Coach? Remember that flavor tomorrow when you're giving instructions during practice. Your mouth belongs to my pussy now.

I closed my eyes, the Stanford match now the least of my concerns. The team I'd built into champions had become my personal hell—and the worst part was how my body responded to their degradation, betraying me even as they systematically destroyed my career, my dignity, and whatever remained of my professional boundaries.

The whistle hanging on my bedpost seemed to mock me, no longer a symbol of authority but a collar they'd placed around my neck. And Tuesday was coming, bringing with it another player to join their ranks.

I was no longer coaching a volleyball team.

I was servicing one.


Chapter 5: Team Fucking Orgy

The Stanford match was a goddamn blur—we won somehow, despite my mind being filled with images of Taylor's dripping cunt and Brianna's ass bouncing on my cock. Every time I called a play, Taylor would brush against me, whispering "Your mouth was just here last night" while pointing to her crotch. When Brianna executed a perfect kill, she'd lick her lips and mouth "Just like you killed this pussy, Coach."

Madison joined our fuck sessions the following Tuesday. I arrived at Taylor's off-campus apartment with my cock already hard, knowing what awaited me. Madison sat wide-eyed on the couch, wearing only volleyball shorts, her tits already out and nipples hard.

"Holy fucking shit," Madison gasped when Taylor explained exactly what "special coaching" meant. "The rumors about Coach's big dick were actually true."

"Rumors?" The word hit me like a fucking spike to the chest.

Brianna laughed, already completely naked, her shaved pussy glistening. "Don't worry, Coach Fuckstick. Just locker room talk. Madison overheard me telling Taylor how good your tongue feels buried in my asshole."

That night was a fucking marathon of depravity—Madison proving herself an eager slut as Taylor directed me to "demonstrate proper eating technique" on each of their cunts in rotation. By dawn, Madison was calling me "Coach Cum Bucket" while recording herself riding my face, my tongue buried deep in her ass as she screamed, "Lick it deeper you fucking whore!"

Three became four when Alexis cornered me after Thursday practice, shoving me into the equipment closet.

"My roommate's Madison," she said, grabbing my dick through my pants. "She came back Tuesday with cum leaking down her thighs and told me everything." She dropped to her knees, yanking my zipper down. "I want this cock in my throat right now, or I start asking questions very fucking loudly."

By week's end, five players were using me as their personal sex toy—Taylor orchestrating an elaborate rotation where different pairs would summon me on different nights. "Tonight you're getting double-teamed by me and Jasmine," she'd text. "Bring lube and that vibrator. Your asshole is getting stretched."

My body was a fucking roadmap of their ownership—bite marks on my inner thighs, handprints on my ass, rope burns around my wrists. I'd show up to practice with concealer covering the hickeys on my neck, my asshole still sore from the night before when Brianna had pegged me while Taylor recorded, calling me "Coach Cock Sleeve."

But the facade was crumbling like a house of shit.

Assistant Coach Ramirez cornered me during film review. "What the fuck is going on with you and the team? They're all giving you these looks, and I swear I heard Madison call you 'Daddy' during drills."

"Team unity," I muttered lamely. "They've bought into the system."

That afternoon, Kaitlyn—one of the few players not yet involved—approached me after practice, looking troubled.

"Coach, there are stories going around. Explicit ones." Her eyes dropped to my crotch momentarily. "About you servicing half the team. Madison was bragging about how many times you made her squirt in one night."

"That's completely inappropriate," I stammered, my cock betraying me by hardening at the memory.

"I'll address this," I promised, panic rising. The moment she left, I texted Taylor: We're fucked. The team knows everything.

Her reply was immediate: My place. 20 minutes. I'll fuck the panic out of you.

"So what if they suspect?" Taylor shrugged, her naked body glistening with sweat after riding my face for forty-five minutes straight. "Nobody has proof except the videos of you begging to eat our asses."

"It's falling apart," I insisted, wincing as I pulled on my jeans over thighs raw from her nails. "Five of you can't keep your fucking mouths shut about using me as your personal sex slave."

"Six, actually," Brianna corrected, showing me a video I didn't even remember—me on all fours with my tongue buried in Jasmine's pussy while she called me a "pathetic cock whore." "You were too busy drinking her cum to notice who was fucking your face yesterday."

I collapsed into a chair, head in my hands. "This has to end. I'll resign. Just delete the videos of me being your fuck toy."

Taylor laughed, reaching between her legs to scoop up her wetness, then forcing her fingers into my mouth. "Taste that? That's your fucking future. We own you now."

That night, I received a group text from an unknown number:

Coach Cum Dumpster has been holding out. FULL TEAM meeting tomorrow. Your apartment. 8 PM. Be ready to service all twelve cunts or your cock-sucking videos go viral. Prepare your holes.

The pounding on my door began at 8 PM sharp. When I opened it, all twelve Westlake volleyball players stood in the hallway, led by Taylor and Brianna in trench coats.

"Team bonding," Taylor announced loudly for the neighbors. The moment the door closed, trench coats dropped to reveal naked bodies underneath.

"Every slut on the team heard about your special coaching," Brianna explained, already pushing me to my knees. "So we decided everyone gets equal access to your tongue and cock."

Kaitlyn stood uncertainly at the back. "I just wanted to know if it was true."

"Then watch me face-fuck our coach," Taylor suggested, grabbing my hair. "Or leave. But if you stay, you're getting your pussy eaten until you scream."

What followed was the most depraved fucking orgy imaginable. My living room transformed into a scene from the filthiest pornography—athletic bodies contorted in every position, the air thick with moans and the wet sounds of sex.

"Get on your back, Coach Slut," Madison commanded, strapping on an enormous dildo. "Time to show everyone how you take it up the ass while sucking tits."

I complied, already broken, as Madison lubed up my asshole and worked the thick rubber cock into me inch by inch. "Fuck, his ass is gripping this dick like a fucking vice!"

"Stretch that coach pussy wide open," Alexis encouraged, lowering her cunt onto my mouth. "Eat me while she fucks you. Show the team what a good little bitch you are."

Even Kaitlyn eventually joined, her initial shock giving way to primal hunger as she watched me being used from both ends. "I want to try his cock," she announced, pushing Alexis aside. "Is it true he can eat pussy while getting fucked?"

"The best multitasker on the coaching staff," Brianna laughed, guiding Kaitlyn's dripping cunt onto my face. "Lick her good, Coach. Show her what she's been missing."

"Holy FUCK!" Kaitlyn screamed as my tongue found her clit. "No wonder you all keep him around!"

The night descended into a blur of holes and cocks and tongues—players taking turns using every part of me while others entertained themselves with each other. At one point, I was on all fours with Jasmine underneath me riding my cock, Taylor sitting on my back with my tongue in her ass, and Brianna filming the whole thing.

"The human fuck machine," Taylor declared, grinding her ass against my face. "Serving all your volleyball needs."

By dawn, my apartment looked like a fucking bomb had gone off in a brothel—volleyball jerseys soaked with cum and squirt, empty liquor bottles everywhere, sex toys scattered across every surface. My body lay broken on the floor, leaking cum from multiple orifices, surrounded by exhausted naked athletes using my furniture to crash on.

Brianna, still awake, knelt beside me, roughly grabbing my face. "We're doing this before every fucking game now," she hissed. "The ultimate team bonding."

"Someone will talk," I croaked, my throat raw from hours of deepthroating dildos and screaming as I was pegged by half the team.

Her smile turned vicious. "Someone already has." She showed me her phone—a group chat named 'Coach's Cum Collectors' with all twelve players. "We've got a fucking schedule now. Different holes, different days."

As players began to stir, gathering their cum-stained clothes and comparing the marks they'd left on my body, Taylor addressed the room. "Same time next week, cunts. And remember, this cock and tongue belong to the team now. Our secret fucking weapon."

They filed out in small groups, many still naked under hastily thrown-on coats. Kaitlyn was the last to leave, her thighs still slick with my saliva.

"I never thought you were this kind of filthy coach," she said quietly.

"I wasn't," I replied, "until they made me their bitch."

She studied me for a moment. "Nobody made you swallow all that cum so eagerly." The door closed behind her with devastating finality.

I dragged myself to the shower, letting scalding water pound my used body—my asshole gaping from countless penetrations, my cock raw from hours of use, my jaw aching from servicing every cunt on the championship team I once thought I coached.


Chapter 6: End Game

The fallout was inevitable. Two weeks after the team "bonding session" at my apartment, the whispers became too loud to ignore.

I sat in my office, staring at the email from the Athletic Director requesting an "urgent meeting regarding team conduct concerns." My hands trembled as I closed my laptop. The walls were closing in.

Taylor lounged in my doorway, volleyball tucked under one arm. "Heard about the meeting tomorrow," she said, her voice low. "Don't worry. We've got your back."

"Got my back?" I laughed bitterly. "You've all but destroyed me."

She sauntered in, closing the door behind her. "We've discussed it as a team. No one talks. No videos get shared. We all deny everything."

"Why would you protect me now?" I asked, suspicious.

Taylor perched on my desk, leaning close. "Because we're not done with you yet. The tournament's coming up. We need our... motivation."

That night, my phone lit up with the now-familiar group chat notification:

Team meeting. Captain's apartment. 10 PM. Attendance MANDATORY. Special tournament preparation.

I should have ignored it. Should have packed my things and disappeared. Instead, I found myself knocking on Taylor's door at precisely 10 PM, my body responding to the conditioning they'd established.

The entire team waited inside, but the atmosphere was different. Serious. Business-like.

"We have a proposition," Brianna announced, fully clothed for once. "The NCAA tournament starts next week. We want to win."

"What does that have to do with... this arrangement?" I asked warily.

Taylor stepped forward. "For every match we win, you get rewarded. For every match we lose, you get punished. Simple motivation."

"And after the tournament?" I dared to ask.

The team exchanged glances. Madison spoke up: "After we win nationals, all videos get deleted. All evidence gone. You're free."

"Unless you want to continue voluntarily," Alexis added with a smirk.

It was a devil's bargain, but it offered something I'd lost hope for: an end. A way out.

"Fine," I agreed. "But I want proof the videos are actually deleted when this is over."

"Deal," Taylor nodded. "Now, about our first-round match preparation..."

What followed was still depraved, but somehow different—a strange fusion of actual coaching and their established dominance. As I diagrammed plays, players would reward good strategies with intimate touches. When I identified weaknesses in our upcoming opponent, clothing items would disappear.

By midnight, the session had devolved into their usual use of my body, but with a new purpose—a twisted team unity focused on championship glory.

"Win for us," Taylor whispered as things reached their peak, "and next time will be even better."

"Lose," Brianna added from her position behind me, "and you'll learn what punishment really means."

The tournament's first round arrived. I stood on the sideline, watching my team dismantle their opponent with a focus and intensity I'd never seen before. Every kill was followed by a knowing glance my way. Every block accompanied by a subtle gesture that only I understood.

We swept the match in straight sets. In the locker room afterward, Taylor brushed past me, whispering: "Your place. Midnight. Reward time."

The pattern continued through the bracket—dominant performances followed by increasingly elaborate private "celebrations." My body became the team's victory trophy, passed between them in a ritual that somehow drove them to greater heights on court.

Semifinals. Championship match. The Westlake Volleyball team, never before a serious contender, stood on the verge of a national title.

"One more match," Taylor reminded the team in our final huddle. "One more win, and we all get what we want."

They played like women possessed, dismantling the defending champions with savage efficiency. When the final point hit the floor, the celebration erupted—cameras flashing, confetti falling, the team mobbing each other at center court.

In the chaos, Brianna found me on the sideline. "Your place. Two hours. The final celebration."

I nodded, understanding what this meant. The end of my nightmare. The deletion of the evidence. Freedom.

The team arrived at my apartment still in their championship glow, bottles of champagne in hand. Taylor held up her phone.

"As promised," she announced, showing me the screen as she deleted video after video. The others followed suit, erasing the digital trail of my humiliation.

"It's done," she finally said. "You're free, Coach."

I expected to feel relief. Instead, I felt strangely hollow.

"So what happens now?" I asked.

The team exchanged glances. Brianna stepped forward.

"That depends on you," she said simply. "The blackmail is over. But maybe something else could begin. Something consensual. Something where we're all equal participants."

I looked around at the championship team—these powerful, complicated women who had broken me down and somehow forged something stronger in the process.

"I need time," I said finally. "To figure out who I am without the coercion."

Taylor nodded, surprising me with her understanding. "Take all the time you need. We'll be here when you decide."

They filed out one by one, leaving me alone in my apartment with the championship trophy they'd insisted on bringing along.

I sat in silence, contemplating the twisted path that had led here. The nightmare was over, the evidence erased. My career, somehow, remained intact—bolstered even by an unexpected national championship.

But the deeper question remained, one I wasn't ready to answer: after everything that had happened, who exactly had I become? And what did I truly want now that the choice was finally mine again?

My phone buzzed with a text from Taylor:

The team voted. If you want to continue, it's your call now. You set the boundaries. You make the rules. Ball's in your court, Coach.

I set the phone down beside the championship trophy, two symbols of very different victories, and wondered which one I would ultimately choose to pursue.
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