
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Foundations and First Impressions

The email from Westlake University's athletic department had landed in my inbox like a gift from the gods of second chances. Three weeks after being passed over for the Olympic training center position, here was an opportunity that might actually be better: Lead Flexibility Specialist for Westlake's nationally-ranked women's gymnastics program.

"We need someone who understands the unique biomechanical demands of elite gymnastics," Dr. Harriet Wilson, the head coach, explained during our video interview. "Someone who can work independently with our athletes to maximize their range of motion while minimizing injury risk."

What she didn't say—but what we both knew—was that they needed someone who could be trusted with young women's bodies in vulnerable positions. Someone professional. Someone ethical.

I was that person. On paper.

My credentials were impeccable: master's degree in sports medicine, specialized certification in gymnastics-specific mobility training, three years working with club-level gymnastics programs. I knew the mechanics of a gymnast's body like a mechanic knows engines—which muscles needed lengthening, which needed strengthening, and exactly how to manipulate limbs to safely push physical boundaries.

What my resume didn't show was my weakness for athletic women—the way my pulse quickened watching powerful bodies in motion, the dreams that had haunted me since my undergraduate days training alongside the women's swim team.

Still, I had never acted on those impulses. Professional boundaries were sacrosanct in my field. One crossed line meant career death.

"When can you start?" Dr. Wilson asked after thirty minutes of technical questions.

"Two weeks," I answered, already mentally packing my apartment.

The Westlake gymnastics facility took my breath away when I first walked through its doors. Gleaming equipment spread across a space larger than most commercial gyms, with separate areas for each apparatus: vault, uneven bars, balance beam, and floor exercise. Sunlight streamed through high windows, illuminating chalk dust hanging in the air like microscopic stars.

"Welcome to paradise," a voice said behind me.

I turned to find a compact woman with graying temples and the unmistakable posture of a former elite gymnast. Dr. Wilson extended her hand.

"Even more impressive in person," I said, gesturing to the facility.

"Wait until you see your domain," she replied with a knowing smile.

My "domain" turned out to be a dedicated flexibility training room adjacent to the main gym—500 square feet of cushioned flooring, mirrored walls, various foam rollers, bands, and specialized equipment. Connected to it was a smaller private treatment room with a hydraulic table and massage supplies.

"You'll work with the athletes individually and in small groups," Dr. Wilson explained. "Each girl has specific flexibility goals tied to their competitive routines. You'll coordinate with me and their event coaches."

I nodded, already imagining the sessions. "What about scheduling?"

"You'll have office hours, but the team practices from 6 AM to 9 AM and 3 PM to 7 PM daily. Most of your work will happen during those windows."

After the tour, Wilson introduced me to the team—sixteen young women aged 18 to 22, all with the distinctive physique of elite gymnasts: powerful shoulders, defined arms, compact torsos, and muscular legs. They regarded me with varying degrees of interest, from polite smiles to intense scrutiny.

Melissa Chen, the team captain, stepped forward first. A compact powerhouse with sleek black hair pulled into a severe bun, she had the focused gaze of someone who tolerates no obstacles.

"Coach says you worked with Olympic trials qualifiers," she said, shaking my hand firmly. "I'm aiming for Paris 2024."

"Your back walkover on beam is already Olympic caliber," I replied, having studied videos of the team before arriving. "But I noticed some tension in your shoulders during dismounts."

Her eyes widened slightly, impressed by the homework I'd done. "My left shoulder has about ten degrees less external rotation than my right."

"We can fix that," I promised.

Next came Jessica Torres, a willowy blonde with startling blue eyes and the longest limbs on the team. "Uneven bars specialist," she said with a smile that transformed her serious face into something mischievous. "I need help with my hip flexors for a new release move."

"Looking forward to working with you," I replied professionally, though something in her gaze lingered a beat too long.

The introductions continued: Kylie Washington, a powerful tumbler with explosive strength; Zoe Patel, whose grace on beam belied her struggling with splits; Aisha Robinson, recovering from a minor ankle sprain; and the others, each with their own strengths and flexibility challenges.

My first week passed in a blur of assessments. I measured range of motion, documented restrictions, and developed individualized protocols for each athlete. I kept my touch clinical, my manner professional, but I couldn't help noticing things:

How Melissa's breath caught when I guided her through shoulder openers.

The way Jessica always seemed to schedule her sessions for times when the training room would be empty of others.

Kylie's flushed face and dilated pupils during particularly intense hip stretches.

The lingering glances when I demonstrated proper form.

It was during my second week that the first real test of my professionalism occurred. Jessica had scheduled a late afternoon session focused on improving her middle splits for a straddled Jaeger release move.

"I need at least another fifteen degrees of abduction," she explained, sitting on my training room floor in her practice leotard—a simple black design with the university logo small on the chest. Her long legs extended in a straddle that would impress most people but wasn't quite sufficient for elite gymnastics.

"Let's warm you up first," I suggested, guiding her through a series of dynamic movements. I couldn't help noticing how the leotard rode high on her thighs, revealing more than concealing.

After warming up, I positioned myself behind her for assisted stretching. "I'm going to apply pressure to your lower back while supporting your weight," I explained. "You control how far we go—communicate clearly."

"I always do," she replied with that same mischievous smile from our introduction.

As I pressed gently against her back, my hands splayed across her leotard, I felt her lean into the stretch rather than resist. The muscles along her inner thighs trembled slightly, then yielded.

"Deeper," she urged, her voice dropping an octave.

I increased pressure incrementally, monitoring her face in the mirror for signs of pain. Instead, I saw her bite her lower lip, eyes half-closed.

"How does that feel?" I asked, my voice strictly professional despite the compromising position.

"So good," she sighed. "Your hands are magic."

The session continued with several more assisted stretches. Throughout, Jessica maintained a running commentary that danced along the line between athletic appreciation and something more suggestive.

"God, I love how you find exactly the right spot," she murmured during a hip flexor release.

"You know just how much pressure to apply," she commented as I worked on her adductors.

When we finished, she remained sitting on my training room floor, looking up at me with those ice-blue eyes. "I've had a lot of trainers," she said, stretching her arms overhead in a movement that emphasized her lithe torso, "but none with your... touch."

"Just doing my job," I replied evenly, offering a hand to help her up.

She took it, but used the momentum to step slightly closer than necessary. "Lucky us," she practically purred, before sauntering out with an exaggerated sway to her hips.

Similar patterns emerged with other team members. Melissa, initially all business, began scheduling extended sessions, asking detailed questions that required physical demonstrations.

"Show me exactly where I should feel this stretch," she'd request, guiding my hands to her inner thigh or the small of her back.

Kylie became a regular during my Tuesday evening hours, always arriving in increasingly revealing practice wear. "This new leotard has better breathability," she explained once, though the primary feature seemed to be a plunging neckline that revealed the curves of her small but perfectly formed breasts.

Zoe developed a habit of "accidentally" brushing against me during partner stretches, her hand occasionally grazing my thigh or chest as she "lost balance."

Through it all, I maintained professional boundaries. My touches remained therapeutic, my language clinical. But inside, a war raged between ethical responsibility and growing desire. These women—with their powerful bodies, their determination, their increasingly obvious signals—were slowly eroding my resolve.

Each night I returned to my apartment and promised myself tomorrow would be different. I'd establish clearer boundaries. I'd schedule sessions with less time between them. I'd bring up concerns with Dr. Wilson about appropriate attire.

And each morning, I found new excuses not to change anything.

"They're just comfortable with me because I'm effective," I rationalized.

"Athletes are naturally physical people," I told myself.

"I'm imagining the flirtation," I insisted, even as Jessica "accidentally" dropped her water bottle and bent over slowly to retrieve it, making sure I got a full view of her perfect gymnast's ass barely contained by her practice shorts.

The breaking point came during the team's first home meet preparation. The atmosphere in the gym was electric with competitive energy. I'd been tasked with keeping the athletes loose between warm-ups and competition, which meant working in the auxiliary locker room that had been converted to a temporary training space.

Melissa approached me just before her floor routine. "My hamstrings are locking up," she said, her competition leotard sparkling under the lights. "I need a quick release."

I gestured to the portable table I'd set up. "Lie face down," I instructed, reaching for my massage oil.

As I worked on her powerful hamstrings, she moaned softly. "Right there," she whispered. "God, that feels amazing."

I maintained pressure on the trigger point, feeling the muscle gradually release. "Better?"

"So much better," she sighed, then turned her head to look at me directly. "You know, several of us have noticed how good you are with your hands."

My fingers stilled momentarily. "That's... my job."

"We've been talking," she continued, as though I hadn't spoken. "About how much more flexible we've all become since you arrived. How much more... responsive our bodies are."

I swallowed hard, resuming my therapeutic strokes. "Glad to hear the program is working."

Melissa turned fully onto her side, catching my wrist in her strong grip. "I think you know what I'm saying." Her eyes, normally so focused on athletic perfection, now focused entirely on me. "Jessica can't stop talking about your 'technique.' Kylie mentioned how you always know exactly where she needs attention."

"Melissa, I—"

"We compete again next weekend," she interrupted, sitting up fully now. "Away meet. Charlotte University. Coach Wilson never comes to the training room during away meets." She stood, adjusting her leotard with practiced precision. "Just something to think about."

She walked out without waiting for my response, leaving me frozen beside the treatment table, mind racing with possibilities that were simultaneously the most unprofessional and most arousing thoughts I'd ever entertained.

That night, alone in my apartment, I stared at the ceiling fan spinning lazily above my bed. The ethical part of me knew I should request a transfer to another department or resign altogether. The professional in me recognized all the warning signs of a boundary violation in progress.

But another part—a part I'd successfully suppressed throughout my career—whispered seductive possibilities. Images flashed through my mind: Jessica's long legs wrapped around my waist, Melissa's powerful body yielding to pleasure, Kylie's perfect breasts freed from constraints, Zoe's flexibility tested in ways no competition would ever require.

I fell asleep with these visions dancing behind my eyelids, knowing that the away meet at Charlotte University would be the point of no return. Whatever decision I made there would set the course for everything that followed.

The question wasn't whether I was being tested. The question was whether I still wanted to pass.


Chapter 2: Breaking Points and Boundaries

The Westlake University gymnastics team bus rumbled down the interstate toward Charlotte University, the vibration humming through the plush seats like a tuning fork against bare skin. I sat alone near the front, reviewing flexibility protocols on my tablet while occasionally glancing back at the athletes scattered throughout the bus. Melissa caught my eye once, offering a subtle nod before returning to her conversation with Coach Wilson.

The week following her provocative comments had been an exercise in restraint. Each training session seemed designed specifically to test my professional resolve:

Jessica had "cramped" during a hamstring stretch, insisting I work deeper into her inner thigh, her breath hitching whenever my fingers neared the junction of her legs.

Kylie had demonstrated a new floor routine element, repeatedly executing splits that positioned her crotch directly at my eye level, the thin material of her practice wear leaving little to imagination.

Zoe had asked for assistance with shoulder mobility, guiding my hands to her chest with murmurs of, "The tension is right here, between my breasts."

Each time, I'd maintained clinical detachment—outwardly. Internally, my resistance was crumbling like chalk-dried hands.

Charlotte University's athletic facilities were less impressive than Westlake's but featured a recently renovated gymnastics center. The visiting team area included a dedicated training room separated from the main gymnasium by a long corridor—private, secure, and equipped with everything I needed for pre-competition preparation.

"Mr. Davidson," Coach Wilson approached as the team unloaded. "I'll need you to handle all warm-up and preparation today. I've been summoned to a conference with the judges and event coordinator."

"No problem," I assured her. "I've got the rotation schedule and individual needs documented."

"Excellent," she nodded, then lowered her voice. "The girls have been performing exceptionally well since you joined us. Whatever you're doing, keep it up."

If she only knew what I'd been thinking about "doing," she'd have me escorted from the premises.

The competition was scheduled to begin at 7:00 PM, with official warm-ups starting at 5:30. That gave me ninety minutes to prepare the athletes—normally more than enough time, but the undercurrents of tension made every interaction feel like navigating a minefield.

I set up my portable table in the visiting team training room and reviewed my notes. First up was Aisha, needing ankle mobilization before vault practice. Straightforward, professional, completed without incident. Next came two freshmen requiring basic hamstring and hip flexor work—again, professional and unremarkable.

Then Melissa entered, closing the door behind her with deliberate slowness.

"Coach will be tied up with officials for at least an hour," she said without preamble. "She asked me to coordinate the rotation schedule." A small smile played at her lips. "I've made some adjustments."

My mouth went dry. "What kind of adjustments?"

"Jessica and I need extended sessions. I've scheduled us last." She approached the table, her warm-up jacket zipped only halfway, revealing the sparkling competition leotard beneath. "Which means we have about twenty minutes before anyone else arrives."

I took a step back, maintaining professional distance. "Melissa, whatever you're implying—"

"I'm not implying anything," she interrupted, shedding her jacket completely. The competition leotard hugged every curve of her gymnast's body—powerful shoulders, small but perfectly formed breasts, narrow waist, and muscular thighs. "I'm stating facts. Twenty minutes. No interruptions. And I need help with my hip rotators."

She hopped onto the table, leaning back on her elbows in a pose that was anything but clinical. "Unless you'd prefer I tell Coach you're not being thorough enough with your pre-competition protocols?"

The thinly veiled threat hung in the air between us. I had two choices: maintain boundaries and potentially face accusations that could damage my career, or cross a line I'd promised myself I never would.

"Your hip rotators," I said finally, reaching for massage oil. "Lie flat."

Melissa complied, a victorious smile flashing across her face before she composed herself. I warmed the oil between my palms, trying to ignore how the room's temperature seemed to have risen ten degrees.

"External or internal rotation?" I asked, my voice impressively steady despite the circumstances.

"Both," she replied. "But start external. I need full range for my dismount."

I positioned myself at the end of the table and lifted her right leg, supporting her ankle while my other hand cupped her knee. The stretch was standard—rotating her leg outward to target the internal hip rotators. What wasn't standard was the small moan that escaped her lips as I increased pressure.

"God, yes," she breathed. "Just like that."

I maintained clinical pressure, trying to focus on muscle groups and joint articulation rather than the way her leotard had ridden up, exposing more of her powerful thighs, or how her chest rose and fell with increasingly rapid breaths.

"Now internal," she instructed, her voice husky.

I rotated her leg inward, the movement naturally causing her thigh to press against my torso. Through the thin material of her leotard and my athletic pants, I felt heat radiating between us.

"You're not going deep enough," she complained, reaching down to grasp my wrist. With surprising strength, she pulled my hand higher along her inner thigh. "The tension is right here."

My fingertips were now mere inches from her center, the warmth and dampness evident even through the fabric. Professional boundaries screamed in my mind, but they were increasingly drowned out by the thundering of my pulse.

"Melissa," I warned, though my hand didn't retreat.

"No one will know," she whispered, arching slightly into my touch. "And I need this. We all do. The pressure, the expectations—sometimes we just need release."

My resolve cracked. My fingers moved the final inches, pressing against the thin spandex covering her mound. She gasped, eyes fluttering closed.

"Yes," she hissed. "Right there. That's the spot that needs attention."

Professional pretense evaporated like water on hot metal. I circled my thumb over her covered clit while my other fingers pressed the fabric into her dampening folds. Melissa's gymnast training showed in her controlled breathing—even as pleasure built, she maintained rhythmic inhalations and exhalations.

"Inside," she commanded, eyes opening to fix me with an intense stare. "I need you inside."

I hesitated one final moment, the last threads of professional ethics fraying rapidly.

"Now," she demanded, the team captain's authority evident even in her aroused state.

I slipped my hand beneath the edge of her leotard, finding her already slick and swollen. Her heat enveloped my fingers as I slid two inside her tight entrance. Her inner walls clenched around me with the same strength evident in her athletic performances.

"Fuck," she breathed, dropping all pretense of a therapeutic session. "Curl them up. Find the spot."

I complied, pressing upward against her front wall while my thumb continued circling her clit. Melissa's hips began rising to meet my thrusts, her core muscles engaging with athletic precision.

"Harder," she gasped, one hand gripping the edge of the table while the other moved to pinch her own nipple through the leotard. "Make me come before someone walks in."

The illicit nature of our encounter—the team captain spread on my table just rooms away from coaches and officials, the competition scheduled to begin in less than two hours—heightened every sensation. I increased pressure and speed, fucking her with my fingers while my thumb worked her clit with practiced circles.

Melissa's discipline began cracking. Small whimpers escaped her lips, her powerful thighs trembling as she approached climax. "Don't stop," she panted. "Right there. Right fucking there."

I felt her inner walls begin to spasm, her wetness increasing around my pumping fingers. With gymnastic control, she kept her vocalizations minimal—a sharp inhale, a strangled gasp, and then a low, guttural groan as orgasm crashed through her athletic frame.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chanted quietly, riding my hand through waves of pleasure, her inner muscles squeezing my fingers with almost painful intensity.

As her climax subsided, the reality of what we'd done crashed over me. I gently withdrew my hand, wiping it discreetly on a nearby towel while Melissa caught her breath.

"That," she said finally, sitting up and adjusting her leotard, "was exactly what I needed." She glanced pointedly at the obvious bulge in my athletic pants. "And it looks like you need something too."

Before I could respond, a sharp knock at the door sent us both into motion—Melissa hopping off the table, me reaching for a clipboard to hold strategically in front of me.

"Five minutes until Jessica's session," came Kylie's voice through the door.

"Perfect timing," Melissa called back, her voice impressively composed for someone who'd climaxed seconds earlier. She turned to me with a conspiratorial smile. "Jessica's been practicing some new flexibility techniques specifically to show you."

She sauntered to the door, pausing with her hand on the knob. "Oh, and don't clean up too thoroughly," she added with a wicked grin. "Jessica loves knowing she's not the first. Gets her competitive spirit going."

The door opened and closed, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts and throbbing arousal. I had approximately three minutes to compose myself before Jessica arrived—three minutes to decide whether to put a stop to this dangerous game or surrender completely to the desires I'd suppressed for years.

The decision, I realized, had already been made the moment my fingers slipped beneath Melissa's leotard. Whatever professional ethics I'd clung to had dissolved in the heat of her pleasure.

Now it was simply a question of how far this would go, and with how many of the team.

Jessica's arrival two minutes later answered that question definitively. She entered wearing only her competition leotard and a predatory smile, locking the door behind her with an audible click.

"Melissa said you're warmed up and ready for some advanced stretching techniques," she purred, stalking toward me with feline grace. "Let me show you what I've been practicing."

The away meet at Charlotte University had indeed become my point of no return. And I had failed the test spectacularly—or passed with flying colors, depending on one's perspective.

Either way, there was no going back.


Chapter 3: Competitive Tension

Jessica moved toward me with liquid grace, each step deliberate. Unlike Melissa's compact power, Jessica embodied the willowy elegance of a bars specialist—long limbs and stretched torso, with deceptive strength hidden in her lean musculature.

"Melissa looked very... relaxed after her session," she observed, running a finger along the edge of the treatment table. "I've never seen her so loose before competition."

I cleared my throat, attempting professionalism despite the lingering scent of arousal in the room. "We worked through some hip mobility issues."

"Mmm, I bet you did." Jessica's blue eyes sparkled with mischief. "I have some mobility issues of my own." She hopped onto the table, leaning back on her hands in a position that showcased her long torso. Her competition leotard—deep blue with crystalline accents—caught the fluorescent lights with every breath.

"We have limited time before warm-ups," I reminded her, though my body was already responding to her proximity.

"Then we should be efficient," she replied, spreading her legs in a straddle that would impress most Olympic coaches. "I need work on my adductors. Deep, thorough work."

I stepped between her outstretched legs, professional muscle memory taking over as my hands found the appropriate muscles along her inner thighs. The spandex of her leotard was cool beneath my palms, but the flesh underneath radiated heat.

"You're tense here," I noted, detecting actual tightness in her left adductor.

"I'm tense everywhere," she countered, leaning closer until her breath tickled my ear. "But not where you're touching."

Her hand covered mine, guiding it higher until my fingers brushed against the juncture of her thighs. Through the leotard, I felt dampness—evidence that her visit wasn't entirely about muscular preparation.

"Jessica," I warned, though my fingers remained in place, "the competition—"

"Is exactly why I need this," she interrupted, pressing my hand more firmly against her covered center. "I need to be relaxed to perform. You want me to perform well, don't you?"

The twisted logic of the situation wasn't lost on me, but with my professional ethics already shattered on the floor like broken chalk, objections felt pointless.

"Tell me what you need," I said, surrendering to the inevitable.

Jessica's smile turned triumphant. "First, I need you to see what you're working with." In a move showcasing her gymnastic flexibility, she lifted her legs and, in one fluid motion, hooked her thumbs into the crotch of her leotard and pulled it aside, revealing her completely bare sex, glistening with arousal.

"Gymnasts don't like unnecessary friction during routines," she explained, noting my surprise at her smooth, hairless state. "Now, I think you'll find this area particularly tight."

My remaining hesitation dissolved at the sight of her exposed and eager body. I traced a finger along her slick folds, watching her shiver in response. "Here?" I asked, circling her entrance.

"Higher," she directed, her breathing already quickening. "That little bundle of nerves needs your special attention."

I obliged, brushing my thumb over her swollen clit while continuing to explore her wet heat with my fingers. Unlike Melissa's controlled responses, Jessica was immediately vocal, a soft moan escaping her lips at the first contact.

"You're so much better at this than the athletic trainers at my old school," she gasped, hips rising to meet my touch.

"This isn't in the standard training manual," I replied, slipping two fingers inside her while maintaining pressure on her clit.

"Should be," she panted. "Essential for peak—oh god—peak performance."

Her inner walls clenched around my fingers as I established a rhythm, curling upward with each thrust to stimulate her most sensitive spots. Jessica's gymnastic training showed in her flexibility—she easily maintained her position with legs spread wide, core engaged, using her strength to meet each movement of my hand.

"Fuck, that feels amazing," she moaned, louder than was prudent given our location. "But I want more than your fingers."

Before I could respond, she sat up and reached for the waistband of my athletic pants, tugging them down with surprising strength. My erection sprang free, straining toward her with an eagerness that matched her own.

"I've been thinking about this since your first day," she confessed, wrapping her long fingers around my shaft. "Watching your hands on everyone else, imagining them on me. Imagining this inside me."

The rational part of my brain—the small portion not clouded by lust—registered the dangerous territory we were entering. Fingers were one thing; what she was suggesting was another level of boundary violation entirely.

"Jessica, we shouldn't—"

"We shouldn't waste time arguing," she interrupted, stroking me with gymnast's precision. "We have fifteen minutes until warm-ups. I want you inside me for at least ten of them."

She scooted forward until she perched at the edge of the table, positioning herself perfectly. The head of my cock brushed against her wet entrance, sending jolts of pleasure through both of us.

"Are you on birth control?" I managed to ask, clinging to one last thread of responsibility.

"IUD," she confirmed impatiently. "Now stop stalling and fuck me like you've been wanting to since you first saw me on the uneven bars."

Her accuracy was unnerving—I had indeed watched her bar routine with less than professional appreciation, admiring the powerful grace with which she swung between the apparatus, imagining that strength and flexibility in very different contexts.

Now those contexts were becoming reality as I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed forward, feeling her tight heat envelop me inch by inch. Jessica's head fell back, a strangled gasp escaping her throat as she accommodated my size.

"Fuck," she breathed, legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. "You feel even bigger than you look."

I gripped her hips, holding her steady as I began to move, establishing a rhythm that had her gasping with each thrust. The treatment table creaked slightly beneath us, adding an element of risk—anyone passing might hear the rhythmic sound.

"Harder," she demanded, gymnast's core engaged as she met each thrust. "I'm not made of glass."

I increased my pace, driving into her with growing abandon. All thoughts of professionalism had vanished, replaced by primal need. Jessica's inner walls squeezed around me with surprising strength—the result of years of kegel exercises that were part of her training regimen.

"You feel so fucking good," I growled, one hand moving from her hip to her breast, squeezing through the spandex of her leotard.

"Take it off," she gasped between thrusts. "I want to feel your hands on my skin."

I tugged down the top of her leotard, freeing her small, perfect breasts. Despite their size, they were firm and sensitive, her nipples hardening instantly as I rolled one between my fingers.

Jessica moaned louder, then caught herself, biting her lip. "Someone might hear," she whispered, though the thought seemed to excite rather than concern her.

"Then you'd better be quiet," I replied, pinching her nipple while simultaneously driving deeper into her wet heat.

Her eyes rolled back, pleasure overwhelming her. "I'm already close," she confessed, one hand moving between us to circle her clit. "Keep fucking me just like that."

I maintained my pace, watching her face contort with building pleasure. The sight of this elite athlete—who normally exhibited such perfect control—coming undone beneath me was intoxicating. Her inner muscles began fluttering around my cock, signaling her approaching climax.

"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, fingers working frantically at her clit. "I'm going to come all over your cock."

Her dirty talk pushed me closer to my own edge. I gripped her hips harder, leaving marks that would likely show during her routine, and pounded into her with increasing urgency.

Jessica's orgasm crashed through her without warning. Her back arched, inner walls clamping down on me with gymnastic strength, a strangled cry escaping despite her efforts to remain quiet. The pulsating pressure around my cock was too much to resist.

"I'm close," I warned, preparing to pull out.

"Inside," she gasped, legs tightening around me with surprising strength. "I want to feel you come inside me."

Rational thought evaporated. I drove into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as pleasure exploded through me. I emptied myself deep within her, each pulse matched by aftershocks of her own orgasm.

For several moments, we remained connected, breathing heavily in the aftermath of shared release. Reality slowly reasserted itself—we were in a training room at a competition venue, with warm-ups scheduled to begin in minutes.

I carefully withdrew, watching with primal satisfaction as a trickle of my release followed. Jessica's smile was catlike as she adjusted her leotard, covering the evidence of our encounter.

"That was even better than I imagined," she purred, hopping off the table with gymnastic ease, apparently untroubled by what we'd just done. "And I have a very active imagination."

She stretched, arms overhead in a movement that showcased her lithe form. "I think I'm properly warmed up now," she added with a wink. "Though I might need additional preparation before floor exercise. My hip flexors could use some... deeper work."

The door opened before I could respond, revealing Kylie's surprised face. "Oh! Sorry, I thought—" Her eyes narrowed, taking in Jessica's flushed appearance and my disheveled state. A knowing smile spread across her features. "Coach Wilson is looking for you, Jessica. Warm-ups in five."

Jessica nodded, completely unfazed. "Perfect timing. I'm nice and loose now." She sauntered past Kylie, pausing at the door. "Your session's next, right? You're in for a treat. He has magic hands... among other things."

The door closed behind her, leaving me alone with Kylie, whose expression had transformed from surprise to something far more predatory.

"I need help with my shoulder mobility," she said, locking the door with deliberate slowness. "Though from what I just interrupted, I think you might need a moment to... recover."

I glanced down at my still-exposed state, hastily adjusting my clothing. "Kylie, this isn't—"

"Save it," she interrupted, approaching with the confident stride of a powerful tumbler. "Melissa came out looking satisfied. Jessica came out looking thoroughly fucked. I want the same treatment."

"The warm-ups—"

"I compete last in the rotation," she countered, already peeling down the top of her leotard. "Which means I have time for you to help me with some very specific tension."

As her perfectly formed brown breasts came into view, I realized the competition day had taken a turn from which there was no recovery. My career as I knew it was effectively over—the only question was how many more ethical violations I would commit before someone with actual authority discovered what was happening.

In that moment, watching Kylie's determined approach, I found I didn't particularly care about the answer.

"Show me where you need attention," I heard myself say, surrendering completely to whatever this day would bring.

Kylie's smile was triumphant as she took my hand and guided it to her already dampening leotard. "Everywhere," she whispered. "Starting here."

The Charlotte University competition was rapidly becoming the most unprofessional day of my career—and we hadn't even reached the official warm-ups.


Chapter 4: Rotating Routines

Kylie's approach differed from both Melissa and Jessica—there was no teasing, no gradual escalation. With the direct intensity that made her floor tumbling so spectacular, she pressed her body against mine, muscular thighs already straddling my leg.

"We have twelve minutes before I absolutely must be at warm-ups," she stated matter-of-factly, grinding herself against my thigh. "I want at least two orgasms in that time."

The boldness of her demand momentarily stunned me. "That's ambitious scheduling."

"I'm an elite athlete," she replied with a confident smirk. "Efficiency is my specialty."

Unlike Jessica's willowy frame or Melissa's compact power, Kylie possessed the explosive musculature of a tumbling specialist—thick thighs, defined arms, and a core of steel. Her chocolate skin gleamed under the training room lights, her breasts smaller but perfectly formed, nipples already hardened with arousal.

"The first one needs to be fast," she continued, reaching between us to grasp my semi-hard cock, which was already recovering from my session with Jessica. "I've been watching you work with the others for weeks. Seeing the way they look after their 'treatment' sessions." Her fingers stroked me with gymnastic precision, bringing me back to full hardness with surprising speed.

"You've been planning this," I observed, my hands finding her waist.

"We all have," she admitted without shame. "Ever since you started. We even drew straws for who would go first if the opportunity arose." Her hand continued its expert manipulation. "Melissa won. Team captain privileges."

The revelation that the entire team had been plotting seduction should have alarmed me. Instead, it sent a fresh surge of blood to my groin, making me throb in her grip.

Kylie noticed my reaction and smiled. "You like that idea? All of us discussing how we'd fuck you if given the chance?"

Words failed me, but my body answered for itself. Kylie took advantage of my momentary shock to push me down onto the nearest chair, climbing atop me with athletic grace.

"I don't need foreplay," she announced, positioning herself above my erection. "I've been wet since I heard Jessica moaning through the door."

Before I could respond, she sank down on me in one fluid motion, taking me completely inside her tight heat. We both gasped—me at the sudden engulfment, her at the fullness.

"Fuck," she breathed, adjusting to my size. "Bigger than I expected."

She gave herself only seconds to accommodate before beginning to move, rising and falling with the controlled power that made her tumbling passes so explosive. Her gymnast's core engaged with each movement, her inner muscles squeezing me with precision.

"Touch my breasts," she commanded, setting a rhythm that had the chair creaking beneath us. "I love having my nipples played with when I'm being fucked."

I complied, cupping her small, firm breasts and rolling the hardened peaks between my fingers. Kylie's head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as she increased her pace.

"Harder," she demanded. "Pinch them. Leave marks."

The request surprised me, but her insistent grinding against my pelvis left little room for hesitation. I pinched her nipples firmly, drawing another moan from her throat.

"Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. I want to feel those little aches during my routine. Remind me of what we did."

The thought of Kylie performing complex gymnastics while secretly enjoying the lingering pain from our encounter was unexpectedly arousing. I pinched harder, watching her reaction carefully.

Her response was immediate—her rhythm faltered momentarily as pleasure shot through her, then resumed with even greater intensity. She rode me with athletic precision, using her powerful thighs to control depth and angle.

"I'm already close," she confessed, her breathing controlled despite her obvious arousal. "Keep pinching my nipples and I'll come all over your cock."

I continued the firm pressure on her sensitive peaks while my other hand moved to where our bodies joined, finding her swollen clit with my thumb. The additional stimulation was all she needed—within seconds, her back arched, inner walls clamping down on me with gymnastic strength as her first orgasm ripped through her.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chanted quietly, riding out the waves of pleasure while maintaining enough awareness to keep her vocalizations competition-appropriate.

Before she'd fully descended from her climax, Kylie was already shifting positions, pulling herself off me with a wet sound. "Seven minutes left," she announced, glancing at the clock on the wall. "Bend me over the table for the second one."

The commanding tone brooked no argument. I stood on slightly shaky legs as Kylie positioned herself over the treatment table, arching her back to present her perfect ass. Her competition leotard had been pushed aside rather than removed, framing her exposed sex like specialized equipment.

"Don't be gentle," she instructed, looking back over her shoulder with challenge in her eyes. "I want to feel this during my routine."

I positioned myself behind her, running my hands over the muscular globes of her ass with appreciation. Despite her smaller stature, Kylie's lower body strength was exceptional—her glutes and thighs sculpted from thousands of powerful tumbling passes.

"Are you all like this?" I asked, aligning myself with her entrance. "The entire team?"

Kylie's laugh was low and knowing. "Gymnasts have specific needs," she replied cryptically. "And very few people we can trust to fulfill them. Now stop talking and fuck me before I have to leave."

I pushed forward, entering her still-sensitive passage in one long thrust. Kylie gripped the edges of the table, a satisfied groan escaping her throat as I filled her completely.

"Yes," she breathed. "Now harder. Make me feel it."

I established a rhythm that had the treatment table shifting slightly on its wheels, gripping her hips with enough force to potentially leave marks. Kylie met each thrust with equal force, her gymnast's body perfectly balanced despite the increasingly rough pace.

"Pull my hair," she demanded, her voice thick with renewed arousal.

I gathered her braids in one hand, tugging firmly while continuing to drive into her. The dual sensation—the stretching fullness of my cock and the sharp pull on her scalp—had her moaning more loudly than was prudent.

"Keep it down," I warned, though the danger of discovery only heightened my own arousal. "Someone might hear."

"Let them," she gasped, though she bit her lip to muffle her next moan. "Three minutes left. Make me come again."

I increased my pace, angling my thrusts to hit the spot that had her trembling. My free hand reached around to find her clit, circling the sensitive bud with firm pressure.

Kylie's second orgasm built more quickly than her first—within moments, her inner walls began pulsating around my shaft, her breath coming in short, controlled gasps as pleasure overtook her.

"I'm coming," she whispered fiercely, muscles clenching with gymnastic strength. "Fill me up. I want to feel you dripping out during warm-ups."

The taboo request pushed me over the edge. I drove into her one final time, releasing deep inside her with a muffled groan. Kylie milked me with internal muscles honed through years of physical training, ensuring she extracted every drop.

For several seconds, we remained connected, breathing heavily in the aftermath. Then Kylie straightened, disengaging with gymnastic efficiency.

"Perfect timing," she announced, checking the clock as she adjusted her leotard. A small trickle of our combined fluids escaped down her thigh, which she wiped casually with a nearby towel. "Just as I planned."

She turned to face me, her expression surprisingly businesslike for someone who'd just been thoroughly fucked. "That should improve my performance considerably. Nothing like endorphins before competition."

I watched in amazement as she transformed before my eyes—from wanton lover to focused athlete in mere seconds. She pulled her competition warm-up jacket from a nearby hook, zipping it efficiently over her leotard.

"Zoe's next on your schedule," she informed me, moving toward the door. "She's been particularly excited about her session. Apparently, she has some flexibility issues that need... special attention."

Before leaving, Kylie paused, her hand on the door handle. "Oh, and don't clean up too thoroughly. Zoe has a thing about sloppy seconds." With a wink that seemed incongruously mischievous on her now-professional demeanor, she slipped out the door.

I sank into the nearby chair, attempting to process the surreal sequence of events. In less than forty minutes, I'd had sexual encounters with three elite gymnasts—each with their own distinct approach, but all sharing a calculated determination that was both alarming and arousing.

The door opened again before I could fully collect myself. Zoe Patel entered, her petite frame belying the strength that made her a beam specialist. Unlike the others, she appeared almost shy, her dark eyes downcast as she closed the door behind her.

"I have fifteen minutes before I need to be at warm-ups," she said softly, her British-Indian accent more pronounced than usual. "Kylie said you could help with my hip flexibility?"

The tentative question contrasted sharply with the previous gymnasts' bold demands. For a moment, I wondered if I'd misinterpreted Kylie's parting comment—perhaps Zoe wasn't part of whatever arrangement the others had established.

"Of course," I replied, slipping back into professional mode with surprising ease. "What specific areas are troubling you?"

Zoe approached the treatment table, her movements graceful but hesitant. "My right hip flexor has been tight. Affecting my split leaps on beam."

I nodded, gesturing for her to lie down. "Let me take a look."

She complied, lying back on the table with practiced ease. I positioned myself at her right side, hands finding the appropriate muscle groups through her leotard. The material was damp beneath my fingers—not with sweat, but with arousal.

Zoe's eyes met mine, the shyness transforming into something more knowing. "The others said you have a very... thorough approach to release techniques."

And there it was—confirmation that her initial hesitance was merely a different approach to the same destination.

"Each athlete requires individualized treatment," I replied, my fingers pressing more deliberately against her inner thigh.

Zoe's breath caught. "And how would you individualize my treatment, Mr. Davidson?"

The formal address—so at odds with the intimate context—sent an unexpected thrill through me. I moved my hand higher, finding the junction of her thighs through her leotard.

"That depends on what you need," I responded, circling my thumb over her covered mound.

Zoe's shy facade cracked slightly, her hips rising to meet my touch. "I need..." she began, then bit her lip.

"Yes?" I encouraged, applying more pressure.

"I need you to be gentle," she whispered, vulnerability flashing across her features. "The others like it rough, but I—I prefer a softer approach."

The admission surprised me. After the demanding encounters with Melissa, Jessica, and Kylie, Zoe's request for gentleness was unexpected—and somehow more intimate.

"I can do gentle," I assured her, my touch lightening to feather-soft circles.

Zoe's eyes fluttered closed, a soft sigh escaping her lips. "Thank you."

What followed was entirely different from the previous sessions. Where the others had demanded and taken, Zoe yielded and received. I worked her body with deliberate slowness, building her arousal through her leotard until she whispered permission to remove it.

Unlike the others, who had merely pushed their leotards aside for access, Zoe wanted to be completely exposed—vulnerable in a way the more aggressive gymnasts had avoided. I helped her out of the sparkling garment, revealing smooth caramel skin unmarked by tan lines.

"You're beautiful," I told her honestly, my hands skimming over her small breasts and flat stomach.

Zoe blushed, the color spreading down her neck to her chest. "Touch me," she requested softly. "Please."

I explored her body with reverent hands, learning what made her gasp and sigh rather than moan and demand. When my fingers finally slipped between her folds, finding her wet and ready, her response was a soft exhalation rather than a commanding groan.

"Inside," she whispered, spreading her legs wider in invitation. "Slowly."

I complied, sliding two fingers into her tight heat with gentle care. Zoe's inner walls embraced me, her wetness increasing with each careful thrust.

"That feels so good," she breathed, her accent thickening with arousal. "Keep going. Just like that."

I maintained the unhurried pace, curling my fingers to find the spot that made her back arch delicately off the table. My thumb found her clit, circling with light pressure that had her squirming beneath my touch.

"I'm getting close," she warned, her breathing quickening though still controlled. "Don't stop."

"I won't," I promised, watching her face as pleasure built within her. The open vulnerability in her expression was utterly different from the fierce determination of her teammates—and somehow more arousing for its honesty.

Zoe's climax wasn't the explosive release of the others, but a gentle wave that flowed through her body, her inner walls pulsing softly around my fingers as she gasped my name—not my title, but my first name, creating an intimacy the others had deliberately avoided.

As she descended from her peak, her eyes opened, meeting mine with surprising directness. "I want to feel you inside me," she said quietly. "If you're willing."

The phrasing—so different from the demands I'd received earlier—touched something beyond mere arousal. I nodded, already hardening again despite the multiple encounters of the past hour.

"Are you protected?" I asked, positioning myself between her spread thighs.

"Yes," she confirmed. "I want to feel all of you. No barriers."

I aligned myself with her entrance, pushing forward with gentle pressure. Zoe's breath caught as I entered her, her tightness enveloping me inch by careful inch.

"Am I hurting you?" I asked, pausing halfway.

She shook her head, hands finding my shoulders. "It's perfect. Keep going."

I continued my slow advance until I was fully seated within her. For several heartbeats, we remained still, connected more completely than seemed possible given the circumstances.

"Move," she whispered finally. "Make love to me."

The phrase—so at odds with the "fucking" demanded by her teammates—created a shift in the atmosphere. This wasn't just another athletic encounter; it was something more vulnerable, more dangerous in its emotional potential.

I established a gentle rhythm, watching Zoe's face as she received each thrust with quiet pleasure. Her legs wrapped around my waist, not to control or demand, but to bring me closer, deeper.

"Kiss me," she requested, another line the others hadn't crossed.

I lowered my lips to hers, finding them soft and yielding. The kiss deepened as our bodies continued their intimate dance, tongues meeting in the same rhythm as our joined lower bodies.

Time seemed suspended in the gentle rocking of our hips, the soft sounds of our breathing, the sweet friction of skin against skin. Zoe's second climax built slowly, her inner walls beginning to flutter around me as her kisses became more urgent.

"I'm close," she breathed against my lips. "Come with me. Please."

The genuine connection—so different from the athletic taking of the previous encounters—pushed me toward my own release. I increased our pace slightly, still gentle but more purposeful.

Zoe's orgasm washed over her with quiet intensity, her inner muscles rippling around me as she gasped my name against my lips. The intimate pressure triggered my own climax, and I emptied myself deep within her with a soft groan.

For several moments afterward, we remained connected, foreheads touching, breathing each other's air. The intimacy of the moment was almost uncomfortable in its authenticity—a sharp contrast to the deliberately detached pleasure-taking of the earlier sessions.

Eventually, reality reasserted itself. Warm-ups would be starting, and Zoe needed to join her teammates. With visible reluctance, she disentangled herself from my embrace, reaching for her discarded leotard.

"Thank you," she said simply, her eyes meeting mine with none of her earlier shyness. "That was exactly what I needed."

As she dressed, I noticed the differences in her approach compared to the others. Where they had quickly reassumed their athletic personas, Zoe seemed to linger in the aftermath of our connection, her movements unhurried despite the time constraints.

"The others," I began, unsure how to phrase my observation.

"Are different," she finished for me, understanding immediately. "We all have our ways of handling the pressure. They prefer to take control, to dominate even in vulnerability." She smiled softly. "I find more release in surrender."

The insight into team dynamics was unexpectedly profound. Before I could respond, a sharp knock at the door interrupted our moment.

"Five minutes to official warm-ups," came Coach Wilson's voice. "Zoe, are you in there?"

"Yes, Coach," she called back, her voice instantly professional. "Just finishing my flexibility session. I'll be right out."

"Good. We need everyone on the floor ASAP."

Footsteps retreated down the corridor. Zoe finished adjusting her leotard, then reached for her warm-up jacket.

"Will you watch my beam routine?" she asked, a hint of her earlier shyness returning.

"Of course," I replied, surprised by the request.

She nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. "I'll be thinking of you during my split leaps. How well you helped with my... flexibility."

With that parting comment—tame compared to the explicit references of her teammates but somehow more intimate—she slipped out the door, leaving me alone with the lingering scent of our encounter and the knowledge that my professional life had irrevocably changed.

The competition hadn't even officially begun, and I'd already had sexual encounters with four elite gymnasts—each distinct in their approach but united in their determination to use my position for their pleasure.

As I cleaned up the training room and prepared for my official duties during the competition, one thought kept circling: How many more "treatment sessions" would I be providing before the day was over? And more concerning—how long could this continue before someone outside the team discovered what was happening?

The answers would come sooner than I expected, and from a direction I never anticipated.


Chapter 5: Dismount and Finale

The Charlotte University competition unfolded like a fever dream—the Westlake gymnasts performing with exceptional precision and energy while exchanging knowing glances with me between rotations. I maintained professional composure during official warm-ups and performances, but my mind constantly replayed the training room encounters, especially when spotting the subtle evidence of our activities.

Melissa wincing slightly during her powerful tumbling passes, the marks from my fingers still fresh on her thighs.

Jessica's confident smirk as she chalked up for bars, deliberately shifting her leotard to reveal the faint bruises forming where I'd gripped her hips.

Kylie's intense focus during her floor routine, occasionally touching her nipples under the guise of adjusting her leotard, reminding herself of the pleasurable pain from our session.

And Zoe—performing with unusual fluidity on beam, her split leaps higher and more graceful than ever before, her eyes finding mine during each hold.

The team seemed energized by our illicit connections, performing with heightened intensity that translated to their highest away meet score of the season. As they celebrated their victory, Coach Wilson approached me with evident satisfaction.

"Whatever you did for their preparation today, keep doing it," she said, clapping me on the shoulder. "I've never seen them so focused, so physically free in their movements."

If she only knew.

The bus ride back to campus should have been a relief—a chance to collect myself after the day's surreal events. Instead, it became the most audacious chapter yet.

Coach Wilson, exhausted from the competition, took sleeping medication and dozed in the front seat with noise-canceling headphones. The bus driver, separated by a partition and focused on the dark highway, paid little attention to the team seated behind him. With most of the gymnasts pretending to sleep under blankets, the perfect conditions for continued indiscretion presented themselves.

Melissa slid into the seat beside me about an hour into the journey, a blanket draped strategically across our laps.

"Successful competition," she whispered, her hand immediately finding my thigh beneath the concealing fabric.

"Very," I agreed, glancing around nervously despite knowing most of the team was complicit in whatever was happening. "The team performed exceptionally well."

"Because we were exceptionally well prepared," she replied with a smirk, her hand moving higher to cup my growing erection through my pants. "And now we're celebrating."

Before I could object, she had unzipped my pants with practiced stealth, freeing my cock beneath the blanket. Her strong fingers wrapped around me, stroking with gymnastic precision.

"Melissa," I whispered urgently, "this is too risky."

"Risk is what makes it exciting," she countered, increasing her pace. "Besides, everyone who matters already knows." She nodded toward the darkened bus, where I noticed subtle movements beneath other blankets—pairs of gymnasts providing each other with victory celebrations of their own.

As if to confirm my observation, a soft moan came from several rows back, quickly muffled but unmistakable in its pleasure.

Melissa's smile turned predatory. "See? Team bonding."

Her hand continued its expert manipulation, bringing me to full hardness despite the surreal circumstances. Then, with the controlled strength that made her a champion, she shifted position, straddling me while maintaining the blanket's concealing drape.

"What are you doing?" I hissed, though my body was already responding enthusiastically to her intentions.

"Collecting my captain's reward," she whispered, revealing that beneath her team warm-ups, she wore nothing but the thinnest of thongs. She pushed the fabric aside and positioned herself above me, sinking down with agonizing slowness until I was fully sheathed within her.

The position required extraordinary core control—maintaining the appearance of simply sitting beside me while actually riding my cock beneath the blanket. Melissa's gymnastic training proved its worth as she established a rhythm so subtle it was imperceptible to anyone not directly involved, yet intense enough to send waves of pleasure through both of us.

"This is insane," I breathed, hands finding her hips beneath the blanket to steady her movements.

"This is just the beginning," she replied cryptically, clenching her inner muscles around me with precise control. "The team has plans for you back on campus."

Before I could question her meaning, Jessica appeared in the aisle beside us, her eyes glittering with mischief in the dim bus lighting.

"My turn after Melissa," she whispered, hand disappearing beneath her own blanket. "I want to taste you both."

The explicit promise sent a surge of arousal through me, making me throb inside Melissa, who bit her lip to suppress a moan.

"Hurry up then," Jessica urged with a wicked smile. "We have three hours on this bus, and at least five girls want private sessions before we arrive."

The knowledge that I was essentially being passed around the team like a victory prize should have alarmed me. Instead, it triggered a primal response that had me thrusting upward into Melissa's tight heat, making her eyes widen with pleasure and surprise.

"That's it," she whispered fiercely, grinding down to meet my upward movement. "Fuck your team captain."

The taboo nature of our situation—surrounded by the team yet hidden in plain sight—heightened every sensation. Melissa's controlled athleticism allowed her to ride me with increasing intensity while maintaining the illusion of normal seating arrangements.

Her orgasm, when it came, was a masterpiece of restraint—her body tensing almost imperceptibly, her breath catching in a way that might be mistaken for a small yawn, her inner walls pulsating around me with gymnastic strength.

"Your turn," she whispered to Jessica, lifting herself off me with fluid grace. In a choreographed movement that spoke of previous planning, Jessica took her place, sinking onto my still-wet cock with a stifled gasp.

"You're so hard," she breathed, adjusting to my size. "And I can taste Melissa on your lips."

I hadn't realized she'd leaned in for a kiss until her tongue was already exploring my mouth, sharing the intimate flavor of my previous partner. The erotic daring of it—switching gymnasts mid-journey with the entire team as tacit accomplices—pushed me closer to the edge.

Jessica's technique differed from Melissa's controlled precision. Where the team captain had employed subtle, contained movements, Jessica established a more pronounced rhythm, caring less about discretion and more about sensation.

"Jessica, someone will notice," I warned, though my hands had already found her waist, guiding her movements.

"Let them," she breathed, increasing her pace. "Most of them are too busy with their own celebrations to care."

A quick glance confirmed her claim—throughout the darkened bus, blankets shifted with rhythmic movements, soft gasps occasionally rising above the engine's hum. The entire team seemed engaged in their own private victory parties.

Jessica rode me with increasing abandon, her lithe bars-specialist body finding angles that sent jolts of pleasure through my core. When she came, it was with less restraint than Melissa—a shuddering gasp that she muffled against my shoulder, biting down hard enough to leave marks.

Before she'd fully recovered, another gymnast appeared beside us—Kylie, her eyes gleaming with competitive fire.

"My turn," she announced quietly, already shedding her warm-up pants beneath her own blanket. "I want to feel you from behind."

The logistics seemed impossible in the confined space, but gymnasts specialized in making the impossible look effortless. Within moments, Jessica had relinquished her position, and Kylie had arranged herself in my lap, facing away from me, her powerful tumbler's body taking me in a reverse cowgirl position that allowed her exceptional control.

"Fuck," she breathed as she seated herself fully on my length. "Even better than earlier."

Her powerful thighs flexed as she established a rhythm that appeared, to outside observers, like nothing more than slight adjustments in a sleeping position. The reality was far more intense—her gymnast's core allowing her to fuck herself on my cock with precise, controlled movements that stimulated exactly the spots she desired.

"Play with my nipples," she demanded in a harsh whisper, guiding my hands beneath her team jacket to her sports bra, which she'd pulled up to expose her small, perfect breasts.

I complied, pinching the hardened peaks with just enough pressure to make her inner walls clench around me in response. Kylie's head fell back against my shoulder, her breathing carefully measured despite her obvious arousal.

"I'm already close," she confessed, grinding down more deliberately. "Coming twice earlier just made me more sensitive."

Her orgasm, when it arrived, expressed itself in a full-body tension that might have been mistaken for a stretch—except for the rhythmic pulsing around my shaft and the moisture flooding between our connected bodies.

Before Kylie had fully recovered, Zoe appeared in the aisle, her expression more hesitant than the others but her intentions equally clear.

"May I?" she asked softly, her British-Indian accent more pronounced with arousal.

Kylie disengaged with athletic efficiency, adjusting her clothing beneath the blanket before sliding into a nearby seat with a satisfied smile. "He's all yours. Though you might want to give him a minute to recover."

Zoe shook her head, settling beside me with delicate grace. "I don't want what the others had," she whispered, her hand finding mine beneath the blanket. "I want you inside me differently."

Before I could question her meaning, she guided my still-wet fingers between her legs, where I discovered she wore nothing beneath her team pants. Her folds were already slick with anticipation.

"This is what I need," she explained softly, guiding two of my fingers inside her while her own hand worked my cock with gentle strokes. "Together, like this."

The intimate connection—mutual pleasuring rather than the taking the others had preferred—created a different dynamic. We worked each other with increasing intensity, my fingers finding the spots that made her breath catch, her hand bringing me closer to a release that had been building through multiple partners.

"I'm close," she whispered, her internal muscles clenching around my fingers. "Are you?"

I nodded, beyond words as her skilled touch pushed me toward inevitable climax. We came simultaneously—her inner walls pulsating around my fingers as my release spilled over her hand, our mutual pleasure enhanced by the shared experience.

As we recovered, breathing in tandem beneath our concealing blanket, I became aware of similar scenes of completion throughout the bus—soft sighs, subtle movements, the unmistakable scent of arousal permeating the enclosed space.

What had begun in the training room had evolved into a full team celebration—a victory ritual more primal and satisfying than any medal ceremony.

Zoe cleaned us both with tissues from her bag, her movements tender compared to the efficient detachment of the others. "We're almost halfway home," she noted, checking her phone. "And there are still others who want time with you."

"Others?" I questioned weakly, unsure how I could possibly continue after four intense encounters.

Zoe's smile was gentle but knowing. "You'll manage. Athletes understand recovery periods better than most."

She was right. Over the remaining hours of the journey, I had encounters with three more gymnasts—each with their own preferences and techniques, each leaving me more drained yet somehow more aroused than before.

By the time the bus pulled into the Westlake University athletic complex, I had been with seven different gymnasts in various configurations, some returning for second rounds. The team disembarked with the satisfied glow of athletes who had not only won a competition but also thoroughly enjoyed their victory celebration.

Coach Wilson, refreshed from her medication-induced sleep, gathered the team for a brief congratulatory speech. "Whatever you all did today, keep doing it," she concluded with a proud smile. "This was your best performance of the season."

The knowing glances exchanged among the team went unnoticed by the coach but spoke volumes about exactly what they intended to "keep doing."

As the team dispersed toward their dormitories, Melissa lingered behind, approaching me with the confident stride of a champion.

"Next weekend we have a home meet," she informed me, her tone making it clear this was about more than athletic performance. "The team wants to establish a new pre-competition routine." Her hand brushed mine briefly, the contact electric despite its brevity. "Something involving extensive flexibility work. In groups."

The implication was unmistakable. What had begun as individual transgressions had evolved into something more organized—more deliberate.

"That seems... ambitious," I replied, my professional concerns overwhelmed by the arousal her suggestion triggered.

Melissa's smile was that of a predator who knew her prey was already caught. "We're elite athletes, Mr. Davidson. Ambition is what got us here." She leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing my ear. "And we've only just begun our conditioning program with you."

She walked away without waiting for a response, leaving me standing in the parking lot with the realization that my role had fundamentally changed. I was no longer simply the team's flexibility trainer—I had become an essential component of their pre-competition ritual, their victory celebration, their collective release from the pressures of elite athletics.

As I drove home that night, exhausted yet electrified by the day's events, I knew I should submit my resignation immediately. My professional ethics were in tatters, my boundary violations numerous enough to end my career permanently.

Instead, I found myself planning adjustments to the team's flexibility protocols, creating opportunities for more "intensive sessions" in the training room. I began researching techniques to enhance stamina and recovery, knowing I would need both for what lay ahead.

The rational part of my brain understood this couldn't last—eventually, someone would discover our arrangement, or jealousy would fracture team dynamics, or the sheer physical demands would become unsustainable.

But as visions of lithe gymnasts in various states of flexibility filled my mind, I couldn't bring myself to care about the inevitable end. For now, I was the Westlake University gymnastics team's secret weapon—their flexibility specialist in every sense of the word.

And if their performance today was any indication, I was making them better athletes, even as they systematically destroyed what remained of my professional ethics.

Sometimes, I reflected as sleep finally claimed me, the most unexpected training techniques yield the most spectacular results. I would continue working with the Westlake gymnasts, pushing their bodies to new limits—and allowing them to push mine in return.

After all, flexibility was my specialty. And these elite athletes were teaching me entirely new definitions of the word.
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