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​“You ruined my shot again, Claire!” Jessica, our team’s right side hitter, yelled out.  Her blonde ponytail whipped behind her like an angry scorpion.  Despite her much smaller size, the sassy small scaled girl jammed a stiff finger into Claire’s ample chest.

​Claire, the center hitter, towered above her with her arms sternly crossed underneath her breasts.  Claire simply kept her steely gaze focused on the little blonde tornado and didn’t react to the assault against her personal space.  Where Jessica was small, blonde, and pale, Claire was a veritable brunete giant with deeply tanned skin.  Not only that, but Jessica was always the emotional, quick to anger one while Claire was the stoic silent type who matter of factly tells you off.  They were complete opposites to one another and were constantly at each other’s throats.

​“You were going to miss.  I had to move in to save the ball,” Claire responded with that tonely neutral way of speaking that I had grown accustomed to.  “Next time, don’t miss and I won’t have to try to cover for your mistakes.”

​Jessica grit her teeth and growled at the taller girl.  I rubbed my eyes as I felt another headache starting to crop up.  I had just started as the college’s volleyball coach about a month ago and I was already at my limit with those two.

​One of the other girls, Marney, came up to me with an expression of worry written all over her freckled face.  “Coach Joana?  What should we do?”

​I sighed, not really knowing what could be done at this point.  We had a game in a week and I didn’t want a repeat of our last game.  Jessica and Claire were our best players, but I had to put my foot down and bench the two of them before they got themselves expelled from the game.

​“I’ll handle it, Marney.” I patted the concerned girl on the shoulder, trying to convince myself more than her.  I turned my attention to the two squabblers and raised my voice into a shout that echoed throughout the gym.  “Ok girls!  That’s enough!  Everyone pack up and head home!  Jessica, Claire, you keep your butts here!”

​It finally quieted down and the girls started to shuffle out of the gym and to the showers.  Normally, I’d be in there with the team talking with the girls.  But I liked watching more than giving my usual pep talks.  I eyeballed the retreating girls’ tight fitting spandex shorts, my annoyance grew as the last of them disappeared from my sight.  These two kept me from my favorite activity of the day and I was determined to stamp out this bullshit rivalry of theirs.

​I strode up to the two of them and made it crystal clear from my body language that I wasn’t about to take any of their usual excuses.  Jessica had her head turned away with a scowl on her lips.  Claire looked like a bull ready to charge.

​“Ok, this has to stop.  And if it doesn’t I’m cutting you off the team.  Both of you.” I meant it too.  If you’re going to threaten someone, then you had better be willing to follow through.  Both girls’ attitudes did an immediate 180.

​Jessica was the first to speak up, tears started to well up in her blue eyes.  “Coach Joana, that’s not fair!  I didn’t do anything wrong!  Claire’s the one who keeps getting in the way with her big, lumbering body!”

​Claire looked the most panicked I had ever seen her.  “Please, coach, don’t cut me!  I try so hard to cover for the pipsqueak’s mistakes!”

​“Enough!” I shouted them down.  “I’m tired of both of your excuses!  So is the team.  The two of you are good, but what we need is team unity.  If you can’t learn to work together then you don’t deserve a place on this team, do you understand me?”

​Claire nodded fervently, eyes shining earnestly.  Jessica nodded as well, her lower lip clenched between her teeth as she held back her tears.  In unison they shouted back, “Yes coach!”

​“Good, I’m glad we’re on the same page now,” I said.  I bent down and picked up the volleyball and placed it on my hip.  “Now, we’re going to practice, just the three us, until the two of you finally sort this shit out.  We have the gym all night so we won’t be disturbed.”

​Jessica’s eyes widened.  “All night?”

​I scowled at the younger woman.  “Yes, all night if we have to.  That depends on how long it takes the two of you to get your act together.  Do you have any problems with that, Claire?”

​The taller girl shook her head.  “No ma’am.”

​“Then let’s stop wasting time.  Get into position and I’ll serve you balls.  Work together for god’s sake so we can get some sleep.”

​I went to the other end of the net and bounced the ball.  In my own college years, I was a champion.  We made it to nationals and I was even scouted for the Olympic team.  Regretfully, I didn’t make the cut.  But being a coach was my dream profession.  If I could get these two to work together, I knew they’d be able to bring the team far.

​I served the ball over the net and, without fail, the two girls collided with each other in the air.  I ran a hand across my face as they squared off against each other again.  This was going to be a long night.

​I must have served hundreds of serves at them.  I was winded, but my stamina was much greater than theirs.  Both Jessica and Claire were covered in sweat.  Their sweat soaked clothing clung to their skin and I could make out every detail of their bodies.  I licked the salty perspiration from my lips as I stared at Jessica’s pointy nipples and Claire’s bountiful bosom.

​Out of breath and with her hands behind her head, Jessica spoke up.  My eyes were glued to the rise and fall of her pert breasts.  “Coach Joana, can we have a breather?”

​Claire was bent forward with her hands braced against her knees.  If only her jersey was looser, I would have been able to see down her drenched shirt.  “I could use some water, ma’am.  If that is alright.”

​I wiped the sweat from my brow and looked at the digital clock high up on the wall at the other end of the gym.  It was just past 10 o’clock.  We had been at it for at least two hours.

​“Alright, take a fiver.  Take a seat on the bleachers.” I walked over to the bleachers and grabbed a towel from my bag and patted my forehead dry.  I sat up on the second row of seats and let the girls take the first row.  At first they were going to sit apart, but I gave them a look that made them reconsider.  They sat below me, but a good arms length away from each other.

​I took a swig from my water bottle.  Jessica plucked her jersey back and forth to cool herself down.  At my angle, I got a great view.  Jessica’s nipples were naturally very pointy I had noticed during team showers.  But they were especially hard now after our extensive training and with the cool air hitting her wet, sensitive nips.  What I would give to get a taste of them.

​I glanced over at Claire who was toweling down her thick, strong thighs.  God how I imagined those beautifully tanned and muscular legs wrapped around my hips.  My groin twitched uncomfortably as I imagined her warmth enveloped around me.

​I had missed my daily ritual of saturating myself with lovely visions of my players athletically toned, nude bodies.  I was starting to feel myself stir with arousal as I eyed up my star players.  The stimulus of our late night training and being exposed for such a long time to their teasingly hot, sweat covered bodies was really starting to push me over the edge.  Being alone with no prying eyes around made me want to have a bit of fun.

​“Girls, did you bring a spare uniform with you?” I asked.  They both shook their heads at me.  “I don’t want you getting sick wearing those soggy shirts.  From your performance, I don’t expect us to be finished anytime soon.  Since we have the gym to ourselves, take off your tops and play in skins.”

​“We can’t do that, Coach Joana!” Jessica squealed.  She covered her perky chest with her forearms and blushed a deep crimson.

​“Isn’t that against school regulations, coach?” Claire asked in her matter of fact way.

​“Look, it’s alright.  The gym is locked up for the night, we won’t be disturbed.  It’s just us girls here tonight.  Now, would you rather play in dripping wet clothes or get a nice cool breeze on your skin?  I don’t know about you two, but I’d rather be more comfortable.” In one quick motion, I pulled off my sweatshirt and exposed my large, full breasts to the girls.  Like the rest of the team, I opted to not wear underwear even though I didn’t actively play.

​Jessica covered her eyes bashfully and let out a high pitched squeal.  Claire’s eyebrows shot up but she didn’t turn away.  If anything, she seemed positively curious.

​“Coach Joana!” Jessica shrieked with her face still shielded behind her fingers.  “Oh my god, I can’t believe you just did that!”

​“Oh calm down, Jessica,” I said and tossed my sweatshirt at her back.  “You girls see each other naked in the showers all the time.  What are you getting all embarrassed about?”

​“She’s right, you know, Jess,” Claire said.  She nodded as she thought about my words logically and pulled off her top as well.  I practically drooled when Claire’s big, firm tits spilled out from her jersey.  What I loved most about them was that they were uniformly tanned like the rest of her body, meaning that Claire sunbathed in the nude regularly.

​“I can’t believe you, Claire!” Jessica peaked through her fingers and her eyes shifted between my breasts and Claire’s.  “Oh, that’s so unfair.  Fine!”

​Tentatively, Jessica peeled off her wet top and shrugged out of it as well.  Her breasts were tiny compared to ours, but they absolutely adorable.  Especially how hard and pink her nipples were.  How I would have loved to suckle and nibble on those little eraser points.

​“There, not so bad, right?” I chuckled.  I stood up from my seat and picked the volleyball back up.  “Maybe we can make this a team building exercise.  A bit of skinship may get you two to warm up to each other.”

​“I doubt it,” Jessica mumbled to herself.

​Back on the court, I felt reinvigorated.  Thank goodness I was wearing sweatpants instead of the regulation spandex.  I lobbed the ball over the net and, without fail again, the girls collided with one another.  I would have been annoyed and angry if it weren’t for the fact that they were topless and their skin rubbed sensually up against each other.  Even their ensuing argument didn’t have the same red hot energy it once had.  Both girls seemed sheepish over their uncovered contact.

​I started to intentionally set up situations where I knew they would compete over who would return the ball.  Over and over again I watched them jump up into the air, sweat sprayed into the air and glistened off of their tight, athletic bodies.  I couldn’t get enough of the impact of their sexy forms.

​I slammed the ball hard right down the center, both girls slipped and Claire winded up on top of Jessica.  Claire had the much more petite girl pinned down underneath her large frame.  A big paw completely encapsulated a tiny tit.  Her knee was pressed firmly between her crotch.  I ran over, not because I was especially worried about their fall, but because I wanted to get a closer look.

​“Get off of me, Claire!” Jessica yelled with a high pitched groan.  Without meaning to, Claire tried to push off the ground hurriedly to free her smaller teammate and winded up grinding her knee against Jessica’s crotch just as I approached.  I just managed to hear Jessica’s unintentional pleasurable moan.  “Oooh!  I mean, ow, that hurt!”

​I knelt down beside Jessica, my large breasts hung over her head.  Claire stood off to the side, a deep blush managed to beam through her tanned skin.  “I’m sorry coach, I think we slipped on a puddle.”

​“Don’t worry, Claire, accidents happen.  Are you alright, Jessica?” I inspected the young girl and she had an equally bright flush to her face.  They were both very conscious of their little accidental sexual encounter.  There was a bright pink hand print on Jessica’s breast where Claire had squeezed it roughly when she fell atop the girl and I couldn’t help but notice her nipples were exceptionally pointy now.

​“I think I’m fine, Coach Joana.  Can you help me stand please?” Jessica attempted to sit up, but I had just stumbled onto a fantastic opportunity that I wasn’t willing to let go of just yet.

​“Hold on, Jessica, not so fast.  Let me make sure that you didn’t hurt anything.” Before she could protest, I slipped my hand into her inner thigh and rubbed the taut muscle.  Jessica gasped and clamped her thighs shut around my hand, whose sandwiched warmth felt fantastic.  “Jessica, stop that.  It looked like Claire landed pretty hard down here.  Now, relax and let me have a look.”

​Reluctantly, Jessica relaxed her thighs and slow spread herself out for me to examine.  I rubbed her leg up and down as I pretended to check for any sprains.  It was cute how Jessica had her eyes tightly shut and restrained her soft mewling moans in her throat.  I glanced up towards Claire and she appeared to be raptly watching me massage her teammate.  I followed her gaze and realized that she was solely focused on Jessica’s clear cameltoe through her spandex shorts.  Interesting.

​I had a hunch about these two.  They were always at each other’s throats.  But there was something about how they looked at each when the other wasn’t paying attention.  Claire glancing at Jessica’s ass while she bent over preparing for a jump.  Jessica peaking at Claire as she washed herself in the showers.  I had a rare opportunity here, and I planned to capitalize on it.

​“Claire, can you help me?” My question knocked Claire out of her daze and her eyes snapped over to me.

​“Yes, Coach Joana.  Should I grab some water?”

​“No, get on the other side of Jessica.  Can you check that leg for me, please?” I asked.

​“Um, sure, coach.” Claire dropped to her knees as well.  She looked at Jessica who still kept her eyes tightly shut.  Hesitantly, she laid her hands on the other girl’s thigh and gently massaged it.  Jessica couldn’t keep a sweet moan from escaping her lips.  “I’m sorry, Jess, did that hurt?”

​“No, I’m fine.  Really.  Please, I think I can stand up,” Jessica whimpered.

​“Not just yet,” I snapped back.  “Your legs seem fine, but Claire applied quite a bit of pressure on your chest and groin.  Claire, please examine her top while I focus down here.”

​Jessica’s eyes finally shot open.  “Coach Joana!”

​Claire didn’t debate my order.  One hand continued to massage her inner thigh and the other went to the breast that she fell on.  She rolled Jessica’s hard, pink nipple between her thumb and forefinger.  Jessica arched her back as the stimulus ran through her like a bolt of lightning.

​How lucky I was, I thought to myself.  Here I was, topless with two of my star players who I lusted after.  It brought me back to my own college days.  Back then, however, most of the team was sleeping together.  But, with how things were progressing, I had a feeling I was about to relive my old glory days.  And I had a special treat that I had been dying to show off to a willing coed or two.

​Jessica was spread eagle on the court at this point.  I cupped her crotch through her snug fitting shorts.  I circled my thumb around the thin fabric, grinding my digit against her pussy.  Beneath my thumb I felt a wetness building up that was most assuredly was not sweat.  Claire’s jaw slackened as she watched me openly play with her teammate’s pussy.

​“Coach Joana!” Jessica gasped.  She writhed on the floor and tried to squirm away from my touch.  I ground my thumb harder against her button and she shivered and moaned.  “Oh god, that feels so good!”

​“I think I figured out a new training method we can use to get you two to work together.” I took Claire’s hand off of Jessica’s leg and redirected it to join mine on her groin.  I had never seen Claire so shocked or worried in all my time coaching the team.  “Go on, Claire, I know you want to.  Look at Jessica, her body’s being so honest right now.”

​Jessica humped at our palms, urging us to continue pleasuring her.  Claire swallowed a lump that had developed in her throat and rubbed her fingers onto Jessica’s wet mound.  Our fingers smoothly slid along one another as we individually sought out Jessica’s most sensitive areas.

​Claire licked her lips and rubbed her thighs together, the friction threatened to start a fire.  Much like Jessica, she was getting properly into the mood.  So was I.

​“Coach Joana, do you do this kind of training with the other girls?” Claire asked me without taking her attention away from pleasuring Jessica.

​“No, Claire, I don’t.  But I used to be very… intimate with my own teammates back in my college volleyball days.  We were all very close and it showed in our team spirit.  I think the two of you could use a bit of team spirit.” I dug my fingers deeper into the cleft of Jessica’s spandex.  The girl squealed and shook on the ground as she was brought to the brink of a powerful orgasm.  “But maybe you don’t want to?”

​“Please keep going,” Jessica panted out.  She clawed at the polished gymnasium floor.  “Just a bit more.  I’m so close.”

​“You heard your teammate, Claire,” I whispered.  I reluctantly removed my fingers from the young woman’s twisting body.  “I’ll leave it up to you.”

​Claire’s breathing picked up.  She looked so hungry.  I was hungry too, but years of experience taught me control.  I watched excitedly as Claire hooked her fingers into the hem of Jessica’s shorts and slowly pulled them towards.  The sight of her mound lightly covered with her neatly trimmed, blonde pubes nearly drove me into a frenzy.

​Cautiously, Claire brushed her fingertips against Jessica’s pouty, wet lips.  The girl groaned and grabbed Claire’s hand and pressed it firmly on her pussy.

​“Don’t tease me!” she hissed.

​“Go on, Claire,” I said, my voice growing increasingly husky.  “Do what you want with her.  Make her cum like you always imagined.”

​Claire surprised me and sank her thick forefinger into Jessica’s wanting hole.  I gasped as she plunged it deep into the petite girl, each inch elicited a higher pitched moan in response.  I supposed that answered my question about whether Jessica was a virgin or not.

​“Finger me, Claire!  Oh god, your finger is so thick!  It feels so good!” Jessica hid her squealing face behind her hands.  I pried them away from her eyes and exposed her euphoric expressions for our viewing pleasure.

​“Don’t hide!  Communication is key!” I admonished my student as I pinned her arms to the sides of her head.  I turned my focus back to Claire.  “Well?  Aren’t you going to help your partner?  She’s asking for help, give it to her.”

​Claire’s spine straightened in attention and dutifully followed my order.  In quick strokes, she finger fucked Jessica.  She added her middle finger as well and stretched Jessica’s plyable cunt.  The girl was overflowing juices.

​“Your hole is really tight, Jess.  You like how I’m banging my fingers into you?  It feels good doesn’t?  Go on and cum, Jess.  I want to make you cum so bad.” Claire leaned in close to Jessica’s face, their lips were only a mere few tantalizingly inches apart.  “Go on, cum on my fingers.  I bet you dreamt of this, didn’t you?  Because I did too.”

​“Yeessss!” Jessica shrieked out.

​The young woman arched her back and thrust her hips skywards as her climax finally rocked through her.  She was quite the squirter!  Juice flew out of her hole and shot a good foot away.  Exhausted and spent, Jessica’s butt crashed back down to the floor.  Claire planted her lips on Jessica’s as the smaller woman panted desperately for air.

​I still held Jessica’s arms down as I watched the two of them make out.  I needed to get involved!  I needed my own release!  It was time to share my special secret with these two.

​“Girls, sorry to interrupt your bonding experience,” I broke in.  They looked at me with embarrassment but also a desire to continue kissing.  “Let’s hit the showers.  I have an idea for another training regime that you two might find especially stimulating.”

​I hurriedly led the way to the showers.  We’d have to come back later to clean up Jessica’s mess, but only after I had my own fun.  It had been so long since my last sexual encounter and I was so excited to be doing it with these two beautiful coeds.

​Claire carried Jessica piggyback style.  The poor girl could hardly move her legs after our extensive workout session, as well as her rather intense first lesbian experience.  She didn’t seem to mind the help, however, noted by her playful nibbling of Claire’s ear.

​In the locker room, I sat down at the bench and instructed my students to kneel in front of me.  “Alright, girls.  I have a very special secret to share with you.  Can I trust you to keep a secret?”

​Both girls nodded enthusiastically below.  I smirked, knowing that they were about to get the shock of their lives.  I pulled down my sweats and out sprang my hard, thick penis.  Both of their eyes shot open as they took in the unexpected sight of my cock.

​“Oh wow, I really was not expecting that,” Jessica whispered.

​“Disappointed then?” I asked.

​She shook her head, her blonde ponytail swung wildly back and forth.  “No!  Not at all!  I just wasn’t… prepared.”

​“It’s beautiful,” Claire breathed.  “I can’t believe you’ve kept this hidden from all of us for so long.  Is it alright if I touch it?”

​Claire reached for my pole but I slapped her hand away.  “Oh, I’d love for you to.  But the two of you are going to have share, you understand me?  You have been ball hogs for so long that you don’t know how to work together to share a burden.”

​“I understand, Coach Joana.  I’ll try my best.” Jessica had a fire in her eyes that she rarely got outside of a tough match.

​“Me too, we won’t let you down,” Claire chimed in.

​I nodded approvingly of their determination to cooperate.  Sure, this may have been a trick to fuck them, but maybe some good could come out of it.  I leaned back on the bench and beckoned them forward to play with me at their leisure.

​Both of them reached out at the same time and, much as they had done throughout the night on the court, their hands collided.  But instead of bickering, they surprised me.

​“You take the lower end, Jessica, and I’ll take the top and we’ll meet in the middle, deal?” Claire negotiated with her partner.

​“Alright, I can handle that.” Jessica cupped my balls in her dainty hands and bounced them up and down.  “These puppies are really heavy.  I bet there’s plenty of cum for the two of us.”

​She wasn’t joking.  I had a strict no masturbation policy.  If I needed relief, I had to seek out a partner.  Or in this case two partners.

​Jessica dipped her head low and sucked my testicles into her mouth and wrapped her petite hand around the base of my cock.  I groaned with pent up lust.  Jessica alone was making me feel fantastic already with her slurping tongue. 

Claire, never wanting to be outshined by her rival, enveloped the top half of my dick in a tight grip.  Her hand was surprisingly soft.  As Jessica had done below, Claire replicated on top.  She sucked in my cockhead into her mouth and lashed it with her tongue, sucking it clean of sweat and precum.

Holy fuck.  Even in my heyday, I had never managed a threesome.  My fingers clutched the bottom of the bench as I tried to stave off a premature ejaculation.  The two girls feasted on my meat, jerked it in sync with one another and applied steamy suction on either end of it.

“Girls, I’m getting close,” I cried out.  I ran a hand through each of their hair.

Jessica popped my balls out of her mouth.  “Wait!  Claire hasn’t her chance to cum yet!”

My ejaculation was saved as Claire removed her own pressure from my penis.  Disappointed, yet curious at the turn of events, I allowed them to converse.  “We’re supposed to work together, Jess, I can wait my turn.”

“I bet the coach would love to fuck your big tits.” Jessica lifted her own modest bosom and frowned with defeat.  “I can’t compete in that department.  So I’ll let you play to your strengths.  Let me support you in another way.”

Claire still wore her spandex shorts, but Jessica made quick work to remove them.  She laid down on the ground and beckoned for Claire to sit on her face.  There was a moment of hesitation from the larger girl, but her need for her own relief was too great.  Claire encompassed Jessica’s head between her thick, tan thighs.  Jessica started in right away and dove her tongue into Claire’s sopping wet hole.  Claire’s normal stoney expression cracked and was replaced with a slack jawed grimace of desire.

Claire humped her cunt down on Jessica’s face, hungry for more of her wriggling tongue to explore deeper inside of her.  As much as I enjoyed the show in front of me, I wanted my own turn.  I knocked my cock against Claire’s breast to get the girl’s attention.

“Forgetting something, Claire?  Your teammate’s assisting you to take the shot.  Don’t let her efforts be wasted.”

Claire nodded and groaned.  “I’m sorry, coach.  I was being selfish again.”

Claire’s breasts were the largest on the team.  They were more than enough to fully envelope my penis.  I threw my hair back and let loose my own groan as she squeezed her large, warm pillows around me.  Slowly, she began to slide my meat up and down along her chest.  She continued to grimace from Jessica’s assault, but she didn’t waver in her duty to make me feel good.

I had to hand it to Jessica, this was a marvelous idea.  I thrust roughly between her meaty cushions using her sweat as lubricant.  Claire took my cockhead back into her mouth and suckled it with much more enthusiasm than before.  The vibrations from her throat reverberated down my shaft and I couldn’t hold back anymore.  I pumped hard against her chest, squeezing her tits even tighter around my pole.  I exploded into Claire’s mouth with such force that the poor girl couldn’t swallow any of my cum and winded up getting painted white all over her face and breasts.

Another distraction came over her as well.  Jessica had worked her tongue into just the right spot and Claire moaned out her orgasm as she was showered in my juices.  I took pity on tiny Jessica, her small head was squeezed by Claire’s powerful thighs as the girl rode her through her climax.  But she took the punishment like a trooper.  Other than being a bit red in the face from a lack of air, she didn’t look too worse for wear when she was finally released.

“Did we do good, coach?” Jessica asked with a bright smile.  She always did love to be praised.

“Marvelous work, girls,” I said.  “I think we can call it a day after a shower.  And one last training session.”

We made our way to the showers, Claire wiped the spunk out of her eyes and played with it on her chest.  Both girls were in good spirits and chuckled with one another.  It was good seeing them on more friendly terms instead of the open hostility I was used to.

The college’s locker room showers weren’t the individual type.  It always reminded me more of a prison setup than a school.  It was perfect for perving on my players, however, so I never raised a fuss with the school board.

I grabbed Claire and threw her back against the wall completely catching her off guard.  I pushed up against her and started to lick my cream off of her chest.  Jessica joined in with me on Claire’s opposite end and we both began to lick her clean.  Salty from her sweat and sweet from my cum, a delicious combo.  I nibbled on her dark nipple as my dessert before I turned on the shower head.

“Jessica, bend the fuck over.  You’re going first,” I shouted over the heavy stream of water.

“Yes, Coach Joana!” Jessica responded enthusiastically.

The petite girl placed her hands on the tiled wall and thrust her small ass backwards.  I ran a hand down her spine, washing her back with the warm water as I did, until I reached her ass.  I used the water as lube and pushed a finger into Jessica’s tight sphincter.  She squeaked at my intrusion but did not protest her instructor’s advances.

With my finger jammed into her tight ass, I positioned myself behind her with my cock pointed at her hungry cunt.  I turned to Claire who busily fingered herself while she intently watched.  “What do you think, Claire?  Do you think Jessica wants it gentle?  Or do you think she wants it rough?”

“She wants it rough, coach,” Claire said in her usual neutral tone.

“Rough it is, then,” I agreed.

I slammed hard into the young woman and knocked the air from her lungs.  She gasped and almost slipped on the slick floor.  I had my legs spread apart to maintain a solid balance.  This wasn’t the first time I fucked in a locker room.  Hopefully, this wouldn’t be the last time either.

Jessica pressed her cheek against the polished tile as I rammed into her harder and harder.  She moaned louder with each stiff stab I poked into her.  Her fingernails clawed at the tile and I worried that she’d leave a mark.

“Harder, coach!” She gasped.  “You’re so damn thick!  So much thicker than Claire’s fingers!  Cum inside of me please!  I love it inside!  I love how full you’re making me!”

I wiggled my finger in her ass and she tightened up around me dick.  “You like being full, isn’t that right, Jessica?”

The girl nodded, scraping her cheek against the tiles.  She hummed a high pitched affirmative.  I removed my finger and penis and switched them around.  I thrummed her clit with my fingertip while I pushed my thick, hard member into her ass.  Jessica’s eyes shot open and her mouth gaped open and a high pitched whistle like a train escaped her throat.

“Oh wow, you shoved it up her ass!” Claire exclaimed with some delight.  Her fingers were working overdrive now.

“Yes, I did.  And it’s incredibly tight,” I hissed.  “You said you wanted my cum inside of you, Jessica.  You never said which hole.  Here it comes, baby!”

I fucked her ass quickly, but it was just too damn tight.  On my fifth heavy pump, I expelled myself into Jessica.  Not exactly like she asked, but from the way her body stiffened and the juices squirting out of her, I don’t believe she minded the switch up.

Jessica slumped down to her knees, the water cascaded over her body as she shivered against the wall.  My penis was slick with cum and still so hard despite my second ejaculation.  I looked at Claire.  She had her fingers buried deep in her cunt, mesmerized by how thoroughly fucked Jessica was.

I grabbed Claire by the back of the head and drew her lips to mine.  She melted against me, the hot water steamed off of our exhausted skin.  Her hands massaged my breasts as I pushed her back to the wall.  My aching, used member sought out her entrance and I speared through her.

Claire gasped.  Her fingers pinched my breasts but the pain only spurred me on.  “Coach Joana, I want it hard, too.  Give it to me as good as Jessica got.  Make me scream.”

She didn’t need to tell me that.  I hooked my arms under Claire’s knees and lifted her off the ground.  It was a feat a strength that I normally wouldn’t be able to do with such a tall girl, but with the wall acting as a brace I could easily manage it.  Claire’s strong, built thighs wrapped around my waist and their warmth and power were so much better than I had imagined.

“Scream for me, Claire,” I growled.  I slammed into her hard and elicited a low grunt.  Again, I humped into her, this time squeezing out a short shriek.  “Tough bitch, aren’t you, Claire?  Guess I’ll just have to try harder.”

I took a nipple between my teeth and nibbled on it.  I pounded into her again but this time I applied my full weight against her body and sandwiched her between me and the wall.  She cried out sweetly, but I wanted more out of her.  Summoning the remainder of my energy, I jackhammered roughly into Claire.

“Coach!” Claire cried, her arms tightly wrapped around my neck, holding on for dear life.  “You’re so strong!  I’m cumming!  I’m cumming!  Please cum inside of me!”

I grunted with frustration.  As good as her contracting pussy felt over my throbbing dick, I just couldn’t ejaculate again.  No matter how much I wanted to paint her insides with my seed, I couldn’t shoot anything out.  No matter how hard I pounded, how tight she was, I couldn’t finish.  I already had two back to back orgasms.  An idea came to mind.

“Jessica!” I yelled out.  I couldn’t look around the room, Claire’s frame was too large and covered my vision.  “Are you there?”

“Yes, Coach Joana!” I heard her but didn’t see her.

Without breaking my fucking, I yelled back at Jessica over my shoulder.  “I need your help!  Shove your finger up my ass!”

There was a moment of hesitation.  “Um, are you sure coach?”

“Just do it!” I ordered her.

I heard the patter of wet feet come up behind me.  A thin finger shimmied its way up my backside and I groaned with pleasure, but also disappointed that I had to make do with such a tiny digit.

“Wow!  It’s really tight, Coach Joana!” Jessica said amazedly.

“Push deeper, Jessica, I need you to make me cum!” I ordered.

“Coach Joana, please cum!  I can’t take it anymore!” Claire was whimpering and screaming in my arms.  “You keep making me cum!”

We certainly had two different problems.  Jessica pushed her thin finger deeper and anally fucked me.  Finally, she reached just the right spot and I felt a rush go through m as she forced me to orgasm.

I yelled out and buried my cock into Claire’s pussy as I spurted out all I had left in the tank.  Which turned out to be surprisingly a lot, especially since Jessica didn’t stop fingering my ass.

My knees gave out and I couldn’t hold Claire up any longer.  Claire’s back slid down the damp wall as I slowly dropped to my knees.  Our large breasts compressed together into one wet lump.  I rested my head on Claire’s shoulder and all three of us relaxed under the spray of the showerhead.

It was well past midnight by the time we left the gym.  I had never seen the girls smile as much as when I headed home and they went back to their dorms.  I slept the best I had ever had when I plopped down into my bed.

When the day of our volleyball match came up, the results of our training was evident.  Jessica and Claire were a well toned machine.  Sure, they still had the occasional midair collision, but they no longer bickered to the detriment of the team.  They shrugged it off, apologized, and helped set each other up for the next serve.

We won the game handily.  Seeing them work out there, I had high hopes for the future.  With those two, the sky was our limit.

Marney came up to me, no more worry on her freckled face.  We shared a big smile, celebrating our victory.  “I can’t believe how good those two are together now, Coach Joana!  Whatever kind of training you did with them must have been amazing!  Do you think I could get in on some of that special training as well?”

I rubbed the young woman’s shoulder.  My special training tool stirred uncomfortably.  “Of course, Marney.  If you’re willing to give me your all, I’ll gladly give it to you as well.”

The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism is highly appreciated to help me improve.
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