
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Ball Boy’s Lucky Fucking Day

The sun was a relentless bastard that afternoon, beating down on the cracked asphalt of the college soccer field like it had a personal vendetta. I was the ball boy for the women’s team—yeah, me, the lone dick swinging in a sea of estrogen. It wasn’t a glamorous gig, but it paid a few bucks, and honestly, I didn’t mind fetching balls for a bunch of athletic chicks who could kick my ass without breaking a sweat. They were all legs and grit, a pack of wild bitches who’d rather cleat you in the nuts than giggle at your dumbass pickup lines. I kept my head down, hauled the gear, and stayed out of their way. That was the deal.

Practice had wrapped up, and the team was a sweaty, dirt-streaked mess as they trudged off the field. I was stuck lugging the ball bag, a grimy sack of leather that smelled like feet and desperation, toward the locker room. The girls were already inside, their voices echoing through the concrete halls—sharp laughs, crude jokes, the kind of shit-talking that’d make a sailor blush. I didn’t think much of it. My job was to drop the gear by the door and fuck off, not play peeping Tom. But the universe had other plans for my sorry ass that day.

The locker room door was cracked open, just enough to let the steam billow out like some pornographic fog machine. I figured they’d all be showered and gone by now, but nope—fate decided to toss me a bone, and I don’t mean the metaphorical kind. I nudged the door with the ball bag, intending to slide it inside and bounce, when the sight hit me like a freight train full of hard-ons. There they were, the whole damn team, buck-ass naked under the showers, water cascading down their tight, toned bodies like it was auditioning for a goddamn skin flick.

I froze, the ball bag slipping from my grip and thudding to the floor. My brain short-circuited, torn between “run, you dumb fuck” and “stay and enjoy the show.” They were a wet, glistening lineup of perfection—long legs, firm tits, asses that could crack walnuts. There was Mia, the striker with a body carved from granite, her dark hair plastered to her shoulders as she arched her back under the spray. Next to her was Jess, the midfielder with freckles dotting her chest, her nipples hard as fucking pebbles. And then Tara, the goalkeeper, all lean muscle and attitude, scrubbing shampoo out of her blonde curls while her pussy glistened under the fluorescent lights.

I should’ve bolted. Should’ve hauled ass out of there before someone caught me gawking like a perv. But then Mia turned her head, locking eyes with me through the steam. My stomach dropped to my balls. Busted. Done. I was about to stammer some bullshit apology when her lips curled into a smirk—slow, deliberate, like she’d just found a new toy to fuck with. She didn’t scream or cover up. Instead, she shifted her stance, spreading her legs a little wider, letting the water sluice down her inner thighs. Her pussy lips parted just enough to give me a front-row seat to the pink, dripping heat between them.

“You gonna stand there all day, ball boy?” she called, her voice cutting through the hiss of the showers like a blade. The others turned, and instead of outrage, I got a chorus of low chuckles and sly grins. Jess flicked her wet hair back, her tits bouncing as she leaned against the tiled wall, one hand sliding lazily down her stomach toward her shaved cunt. Tara didn’t even pause, just kept soaping her chest, rubbing her palms over her nipples until they puckered even tighter, her eyes daring me to look away.

They fucking knew I was there. And they weren’t pissed—they were putting on a show.

My dick was already straining against my shorts, a throbbing bastard that didn’t give a shit about consequences. I swallowed hard, mouth dry as a desert despite the humidity choking the room. “I—uh—just dropping off the gear,” I managed, sounding like a dumbass who’d never seen a naked woman before. Which, fair, I hadn’t seen this many at once, and sure as hell not like this.

“Gear’s not the only thing you’re dropping off, huh?” Jess teased, her fingers dipping lower, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. She moaned softly, just loud enough to make my balls tighten. The others laughed, a dirty, knowing sound that sent a jolt straight to my cock. Mia stepped out from under the spray, water dripping off her like she was some goddamn siren, and sauntered closer. Her tits swayed with every step, nipples dark and stiff, and her pussy was so close I could smell the clean, musky scent of her arousal mixing with the soap.

“You ever seen a real team effort, ball boy?” she asked, voice low and rough. She stopped a foot away, hands on her hips, legs parted so I could see every slick inch of her cunt. My eyes locked onto it—pink and swollen, glistening with water and something else, something that made my throat tighten and my dick twitch like it was ready to bust through my shorts.

Before I could answer, Tara piped up from the showers. “Bet he’s never had a proper thank-you for all that ball-fetching.” She turned off her showerhead and joined Mia, her wet body brushing against her teammate’s as she stood there, smirking. Jess followed, her fingers still teasing her clit, leaving a trail of wetness down her thigh that wasn’t just from the shower. The three of them closed in, a wall of naked, dripping flesh that smelled like sex and victory.

I was fucked. Not literally—not yet—but my brain was a scrambled mess, and my cock was screaming to take over. Mia reached out, grabbing the front of my shirt and yanking me into the locker room proper. The door slammed shut behind me, and the steam swallowed us whole. “Lose the clothes,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You’re on our turf now.”

My hands moved before my brain caught up, fumbling with my shirt and kicking off my sneakers. The girls watched, eyes hungry, as I stripped down to my boxers. My dick was a goddamn tent pole, the precum already soaking a dark spot through the fabric. Jess licked her lips, Tara let out a low whistle, and Mia just grinned like she’d won the fucking lottery.

“Boxers too,” Tara said, stepping closer. Her hand brushed my hip, fingers hooking into the waistband and tugging them down without waiting for me to comply. My cock sprang free, hard as steel and leaking at the tip, and the collective murmur of approval from the trio made my head spin. Tara’s hand wrapped around my shaft, her grip firm and warm, stroking me once, twice, until a bead of precum dribbled onto her fingers. She brought them to her mouth, sucking them clean with a groan that hit me like a punch to the gut.

“Fuck, he’s ready,” Jess said, dropping to her knees in front of me. Her mouth was on me before I could blink, lips stretching wide as she took my cock deep, her tongue swirling around the head. She sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks, and I groaned, my hands instinctively grabbing her wet hair. Mia and Tara didn’t just watch—they moved in, Mia pressing her tits against my chest, her nipples scraping my skin as she kissed me, all teeth and tongue. Tara slid behind me, her hands roaming my ass, squeezing the cheeks before one finger teased my crack, circling my hole with a pressure that made my knees buckle.

Jess worked my dick like a pro, slurping and gagging as she took me to the hilt, her throat squeezing me tight. Drool dripped down her chin, mixing with the water still clinging to her skin. Mia’s tongue fucked my mouth, her hands clawing at my shoulders, while Tara’s finger pushed inside me, slow and relentless, stretching my ass until I was panting into Mia’s kiss. The triple assault had me reeling—cock sucked, mouth claimed, ass probed—and I was already on the edge, balls tight and ready to blow.

“Gonna cum for us, ball boy?” Mia growled against my lips, her hand sliding down to cup my sack, rolling my balls in her palm. Jess pulled off with a wet pop, her hand pumping my shaft as she grinned up at me, face flushed and eyes wild. Tara twisted her finger deeper, hitting something that made my vision blur, and I lost it. My cock pulsed, ropes of cum shooting across Jess’s tits and chin, splattering her freckled skin as she laughed and kept stroking. Mia squeezed my balls, milking every last drop, while Tara fucked my ass through the orgasm, drawing it out until I was a shaking, swearing mess.

“Fuck—shit—goddamn,” I gasped, slumping against the lockers as the girls pulled back, all smirks and satisfaction. Jess wiped my cum off her chest with her fingers, licking them clean like it was fucking frosting. Mia slapped my ass, hard enough to sting, and Tara just chuckled, popping her finger out of me with a wet sound that echoed in the steamy room.

“Welcome to the team, asshole,” Mia said, grabbing a towel and tossing it at me. “Practice is over, but we’re just getting started.”

I caught the towel, dick still twitching, and knew right then I’d never look at that ball bag the same way again. These bitches owned me now, and I was dumb enough—or lucky enough—to let them.


Chapter 2: Face-Fucked and Hand-Jacked by the Squad

The next encounter with the women’s soccer team wasn’t some accidental stumble into their locker room like last time. Nah, this was a deliberate ambush, and I was the dumb bastard walking right into it. Practice had ended a couple days after that shower shit-show, and I’d spent every waking minute since then replaying it in my head—Jess’s throat choking my cock, Mia’s tits smashed against me, Tara’s finger up my ass. My dick had been half-hard ever since, like it knew something was coming and didn’t want to miss the party.

I was hauling the gear back to the storage shed behind the field, the sun dipping low and turning the sky a bruised purple. The air smelled like grass and sweat, and my shirt was sticking to my back from lugging that damn ball bag around. I figured the team had already fucked off to wherever hot chicks go after practice—probably to flex their quads at some bar and laugh about the ball boy they’d turned into their personal cum rag. But as I shoved the shed door open with my shoulder, a hand grabbed my arm and yanked me inside so fast I nearly ate shit on the concrete floor.

The door slammed shut, and the dim light from a flickering bulb overhead showed me exactly who I was dealing with. Mia, Jess, and Tara stood there, still in their practice kits—shorts tight enough to outline every curve of their asses, jerseys clinging to their tits with sweat stains blooming under the armpits. They looked like they’d just run a marathon and decided to cap it off by fucking with me again. The rest of the team was there too, a half-dozen other girls I recognized but hadn’t gotten up close and personal with—yet. Their eyes were all on me, predatory as hell, and my dick twitched like it was saluting the firing squad.

“Thought you’d sneak off without saying goodbye, ball boy?” Mia said, stepping forward. Her voice was gravelly, like she’d been yelling drills all day, and her dark hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail that made her look even more like she was about to kick my ass—or ride it. She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at her, and I caught a whiff of her—sweat, musk, and something sharper, like she was already wet just thinking about what they were gonna do to me.

“No sneaking here,” I muttered, trying to play it cool even though my heart was hammering and my cock was already fattening up in my shorts. “Just doing my job.”

“Your job’s about to get a lot fucking dirtier,” Tara chimed in, her blonde curls bouncing as she moved to my left. She smirked, crossing her arms under her tits so they pushed up against her jersey, nipples poking through like they were begging for attention. Jess flanked my right, her freckled face flushed from practice, and the others fanned out behind them, a wall of lean muscle and bad intentions closing me in.

Before I could blink, Mia shoved me down onto a stack of old gym mats in the corner. The shed smelled like mildew and rubber, but all I could focus on was the heat radiating off these bitches as they towered over me. My ass hit the mats, and Mia straddled my chest, her knees pinning my arms to my sides. Her shorts rode up, and I could see the outline of her pussy lips through the fabric, no panties in sight. She grinned down at me, all teeth and dominance, and grabbed my hair with both hands.

“You’ve got a pretty face, ball boy,” she said, yanking my head forward until my nose was an inch from her crotch. “Let’s see how it holds up when we fuck it raw.”

She shifted, shoving her shorts down her thighs in one quick move, and there it was—her cunt, bare and dripping, hovering over my mouth. The scent hit me hard—salty, tangy, pure fucking sex—and my tongue darted out before I could think. Mia didn’t wait for me to figure it out; she dropped her hips, smashing her pussy against my face, and I was drowning in it. Her lips spread over my mouth, slick and hot, and I licked into her, tasting the sweat and arousal coating her folds. She groaned, grinding down harder, her clit bumping my nose as she rode my tongue like it was a goddamn dildo.

“Fuck yeah, eat it,” she growled, fingers tightening in my hair until my scalp stung. Her thighs clamped around my head, muffling the sounds of the shed—the creak of the mats, the low laughs from the others, the wet slurp of my mouth working her cunt. I couldn’t breathe right, but I didn’t give a shit. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue, and she bucked, smearing her juices across my chin and cheeks.

While Mia fucked my face into next week, Jess and Tara weren’t idle. Jess grabbed my left hand, prying it free from under Mia’s knee, and shoved it down her own shorts. Her pussy was soaked, the heat of it searing my fingers as she guided me to her clit. “Rub it, asshole,” she snapped, voice hitching as I pressed two fingers against her swollen nub, circling fast and rough. Her hips jerked, and she moaned, loud and shameless, her freckled tits bouncing under her jersey as she humped my hand.

Tara took my right hand, but she had other plans. She spat into her palm, a thick gob that landed with a wet smack, and wrapped my fingers around her cunt from behind, making me cup her ass and pussy at the same time. “Finger me, you little bitch,” she ordered, bending forward so I could reach. I slid two fingers into her, her hole tight and greedy, sucking me in up to the knuckles. She was dripping, the slickness coating my hand as I pumped in and out, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her that made her curse and clench.

The rest of the team didn’t just watch. A girl I recognized as Sasha, a wiry defender with short black hair, stepped up and yanked her shorts down, straddling my chest behind Mia. She grabbed my head, tilting it back, and rubbed her hairy pussy against my forehead, leaving a streak of wetness across my skin. “Lick this too,” she said, laughing as she smeared herself on me, her coarse pubes scratching my face. I couldn’t reach her with my tongue—Mia’s cunt was still owning my mouth—but Sasha didn’t care. She just kept grinding, using me like a fucking rag.

Another girl, Chloe, a redhead with a mean streak, knelt by my side and shoved her hand down my shorts. My cock was rock-hard, leaking like a faucet, and she gripped it tight, jerking me off with short, brutal strokes. “Look at this needy little prick,” she taunted, twisting her wrist so her palm dragged over the head, smearing precum down my shaft. My hips bucked, but Mia’s weight kept me pinned, her pussy pulsing against my tongue as she got closer to cumming.

Mia came first, her thighs shaking as she smashed her cunt down one last time, flooding my mouth with her release. I swallowed what I could, the rest dripping down my neck, and she pulled off, panting and grinning. “Good boy,” she said, slapping my cheek lightly before climbing off. Sasha took her place without missing a beat, dropping her hairy snatch right onto my lips. She was rougher, grabbing my ears and fucking my face like she was trying to break my nose, her clit grinding against my teeth until she shuddered and squirted, a hot gush that stung my eyes and soaked my hair.

Jess was next to lose it, her pussy clenching around my fingers as I rubbed her clit raw. She screamed, a high-pitched “Fuck!” that echoed in the shed, and her juices ran down my wrist, sticky and warm. Tara followed, her asshole tightening around my fingers as I fucked her cunt deep, her groans turning into a string of curses—“Shit, shit, shit!”—until she collapsed forward, trembling.

Chloe kept jerking me, her hand a blur, and the combined assault—Sasha’s pussy on my face, Jess and Tara’s cunts milking my hands—pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened, and I came with a muffled shout into Sasha’s bush, cum shooting across Chloe’s fist and splattering the mats. She laughed, wiping her hand on my shirt, and Sasha climbed off, leaving my face a wrecked, dripping mess.

The team stepped back, pulling their shorts up and adjusting their jerseys like nothing had happened. Mia crouched down, smirking at my fucked-out state—face smeared with pussy juice, hands sticky, cock still twitching in my shorts. “You’re our bitch now, ball boy,” she said, ruffling my hair. “Next practice, we’re using more than your face.”

They left me there, sprawled on the mats, reeking of their cum and mine, and I knew I’d never survive this team—but fuck if I wasn’t gonna keep showing up.


Chapter 3: The Team Takes It to the Fucking Limit

The shed encounter had left me a goddamn wreck—face plastered with pussy juice, hands pruned from their cum, dick sore from Chloe’s ruthless grip. I’d barely slept since, my brain looping the memory like a porno on repeat, my cock twitching every time I thought about Mia’s cunt smothering my mouth or Tara’s tight hole sucking my fingers. I was their bitch now, no question, and the next practice loomed like a promise of more depravity. I didn’t know how they could top that shed shit-show, but these bitches weren’t the type to half-ass anything. They played hard on the field and fucked harder off it, and I was the lucky bastard caught in their crosshairs.

It was a Friday, the air thick with humidity as the sun sank below the horizon, painting the college field in streaks of orange and red. Practice had been brutal—two hours of sprints, drills, and Mia barking orders like a drill sergeant with a hard-on for chaos. I’d kept my head down, fetching balls and hauling water bottles, trying not to stare too long at their sweat-soaked bodies or the way their shorts clung to their asses. But they knew I was watching. Every time Jess bent over to tie her cleats, she’d shoot me a smirk. When Tara stretched, her jersey rode up, flashing a strip of toned stomach that made my dick throb. Mia just stared me down, her dark eyes promising shit I couldn’t even imagine.

They didn’t jump me right after practice this time. No, they let me stew, dragging out the anticipation until I was a nervous wreck. I was stacking the last of the gear in the locker room storage closet— a cramped, sweaty box of a room that smelled like damp towels and liniment—when the door creaked open behind me. I turned, and there they were, the whole fucking team, crowding the doorway like a pack of wolves who’d just smelled blood. Mia led the charge, her practice kit still on, sweat beading down her neck and disappearing into the valley between her tits. Jess and Tara flanked her, and behind them were Sasha, Chloe, and a few others—Lena, a brunette with a mean streak, and Priya, a quiet midfielder who’d never said shit to me before but now had a glint in her eye that said she was ready to ruin me.

“Lock the door,” Mia said, her voice low and commanding. Sasha kicked it shut with her heel, twisting the deadbolt until it clicked. The sound echoed in the tiny space, a final nail in the coffin of my dignity. I was trapped, surrounded by seven horny, athletic bitches who looked like they’d been planning this all week. My heart slammed against my ribs, and my cock was already stiffening, tenting my shorts like a traitor ratting me out.

“Strip,” Tara ordered, stepping forward and yanking my shirt up before I could move. Her nails scraped my chest, leaving red lines as she tore the fabric over my head and tossed it aside. Jess grabbed my shorts, tugging them down with my boxers in one rough pull, and my dick sprang free, hard and leaking, the tip already shiny with precum. The team let out a chorus of crude laughs and whistles, and Chloe smirked, “Look at that needy fucker. Bet he’s been jerking off to us nonstop.”

“Damn right,” I muttered, too turned on to care about shame. Mia grabbed my jaw, forcing me to meet her gaze, her fingers digging into my skin. “You’re ours tonight, ball boy. No pussyfooting around. We’re gonna fuck you until you can’t walk straight.”

She shoved me back against the metal shelving, the cold steel biting into my spine as the team closed in. Mia peeled off her jersey, her sports bra following, and her tits bounced free—full, firm, with dark nipples already puckered tight. She grabbed my hands and slapped them onto her chest, growling, “Squeeze ‘em.” I did, hard, my palms molding to her flesh, thumbs flicking her nipples until she hissed and arched into me. Her skin was hot, slick with sweat, and I could feel her heartbeat hammering under my grip.

Jess didn’t waste time. She dropped her shorts and kicked them aside, her shaved pussy glistening as she climbed onto a stack of folded mats and spread her legs wide. “Get over here and eat me,” she snapped, grabbing my hair and yanking me down until my face was buried between her thighs. Her cunt was dripping, the lips swollen and pink, and I dove in, tongue plunging deep into her slit. She tasted sharp and salty, her juices coating my mouth as I sucked her clit, rolling it between my lips. She moaned, loud and filthy, her hips bucking so hard she nearly broke my nose, smearing her wetness across my face.

Tara stripped next, her blonde curls wild as she shed her kit and bent over a bench, ass up and legs spread. “Fuck me with your fingers again,” she said, looking back at me with a grin that was pure evil. I reached for her, my right hand sliding between her cheeks, two fingers plunging into her pussy while my thumb teased her asshole. She was soaked, her walls clamping down as I pumped in and out, curling my fingers to hit her G-spot. Her ass clenched, and I pushed my thumb past the tight ring, double-penetrating her until she was swearing and grinding back against me, her cunt dripping down my wrist.

Sasha and Chloe weren’t content to watch. Sasha shoved her shorts down, revealing that thick bush I’d tasted before, and straddled my left leg, grinding her hairy pussy against my thigh. The coarse hair scraped my skin, and her wetness soaked through, hot and sticky as she humped me, her tits bouncing under her jersey. Chloe knelt behind me, her hands spreading my ass cheeks wide, and I felt her tongue—hot and wet—licking a stripe from my balls to my hole. She didn’t tease; she plunged in, rimming me with hard, sloppy strokes, her spit dripping down my crack as she fucked my ass with her mouth.

Lena joined the fray, stripping down to nothing and grabbing my cock. She spat on it, a thick wad that hit my shaft and ran down, then started jerking me with both hands, twisting and pumping like she was trying to milk me dry. Her grip was brutal, nails digging into my skin, and I groaned into Jess’s cunt, the vibration making her scream and clamp her thighs around my head. Priya, the quiet one, surprised me by climbing onto the bench next to Tara, her olive skin flushed as she spread her legs and shoved my free hand against her pussy. “Rub it,” she whispered, voice shaking, and I did, circling her clit with my fingers until she was panting and dripping onto the wood.

The closet was a fucking furnace now, the air thick with the smell of sweat, pussy, and sex. Mia grabbed my head from Jess’s grip, pulling me up to kiss her, her tongue shoving into my mouth, tasting Jess’s cum on me. She bit my lip, hard enough to draw blood, and shoved me back down, this time onto Tara’s ass. “Lick her,” she ordered, and I buried my face between Tara’s cheeks, tongue spearing into her asshole as my fingers kept fucking her cunt. She moaned, loud and guttural, her hole clenching around my tongue as I ate her out, spit and her juices mixing into a sloppy mess.

Jess climbed off the mats and grabbed my cock from Lena, straddling me and sinking down onto it in one brutal thrust. Her pussy was tight, hot, and soaked, swallowing me to the hilt as she rode me, her tits bouncing in my face. I sucked a nipple into my mouth, biting down until she yelped, her walls spasming around my shaft. Sasha kept grinding on my thigh, her bush leaving red marks on my skin, and Chloe’s tongue pushed deeper into my ass, fucking me in time with Jess’s bounces.

Lena and Priya moved closer, Lena shoving her cunt into my face while Priya rubbed herself against my hand, both of them moaning as I licked and fingered them. Lena’s pussy was shaved, her lips fat and slick, and I sucked her clit hard, my tongue flicking until she was shaking. Priya’s cunt was tight, her clit pulsing under my fingers, and I rubbed her faster, her quiet gasps turning into whimpers.

Mia took charge again, pulling Jess off my cock and shoving me flat onto the mats. My dick was throbbing, slick with Jess’s cum, and Mia straddled me, slamming her pussy down onto me. She was tighter than Jess, her walls gripping me like a vise as she fucked me, her tits bouncing with every thrust. “Cum in me, you little shit,” she growled, nails raking my chest, and I couldn’t hold back. My balls tightened, and I exploded, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her cunt, her moans mixing with mine as she milked me dry.

Tara came next, her ass clenching around my tongue as my fingers slammed into her G-spot, her juices squirting down my arm. Jess rubbed herself against my thigh, cumming with a scream that echoed in the closet, her wetness soaking my leg. Sasha shuddered, her bush grinding harder until she gushed, a hot flood that ran down my shin. Chloe pulled her tongue out and bit my ass cheek, hard, as Lena and Priya hit their peaks—Lena flooding my mouth, Priya drenching my hand.

The team collapsed around me, a tangle of sweaty, panting bodies, cum and spit and pussy juice everywhere. Mia slid off, my cum dripping from her cunt onto my stomach, and smirked. “You’re fucked now, ball boy. We own every inch of you.”

I lay there, wrecked and dripping, knowing they’d just raised the stakes—and I’d be back for more, no matter how much they broke me.


Chapter 4: The Team’s Post-Game Fuck Fest

The locker room closet had been a baptism by fire—or cum, more like—and I’d barely recovered from it by the time the next game rolled around. It was a Saturday night, the college stadium buzzing with a rowdy crowd under the floodlights, the air sharp with the tang of fresh-cut grass and cheap beer. The women’s soccer team was on a tear, crushing their rivals 4-0, and I was there on the sidelines, ball boy duties in full swing. Every goal they scored felt like a personal taunt—Mia’s smirk after her hat trick, Jess’s wink as she jogged past, Tara’s flex of her ass when she took a free kick. They knew I was watching, knew my dick was half-hard under my shorts the whole damn game, and they played it up, bending over extra slow to tie their cleats or stretching so their jerseys rode up, flashing sweat-slick skin.

By the time the final whistle blew, the team was a sweaty, triumphant mess, high-fiving and chest-bumping like they’d just won the fucking World Cup. I hauled the gear off the field, my arms aching from lugging the ball bag and water coolers, figuring I’d drop it all in the locker room and call it a night. But these bitches had other plans. The crowd was still filtering out, the stadium lights flickering off one by one, when Mia grabbed my arm mid-stride and dragged me toward the team bus parked behind the stands. “You’re coming with us, ball boy,” she said, her voice rough from shouting on the field, her grip like iron. The rest of the team followed, a pack of grinning hyenas, and I knew I was in deep shit.

The bus was an old, beat-up thing, the kind that smelled like diesel and desperation, with cracked vinyl seats and windows that barely opened. The driver was nowhere in sight—probably off taking a piss or grabbing a smoke—and the girls shoved me inside, the door slamming shut behind us. The interior was dark, just the faint glow of emergency lights casting shadows over their faces, but I could feel the heat rolling off them, the raw energy of their win mixing with something darker, hungrier. They were still in their kits, jerseys soaked through, shorts clinging to their thighs, and the air was thick with the musk of sweat and victory.

“Strip him,” Tara barked, and before I could blink, Jess and Sasha were on me, yanking my shirt over my head and tearing my shorts down. My cock bounced free, already stiff from the adrenaline and the promise of what was coming, and the team let out a round of crude cheers. “Fuck, he’s ready for it,” Chloe said, her red hair wild as she shoved me down onto one of the bench seats, the vinyl cold against my bare ass. My legs dangled over the edge, and Mia stepped up, straddling my lap, her cleats still on, the rubber studs digging into my thighs as she peeled her jersey off.

Her tits were right in my face, glistening with sweat, nipples dark and hard as bullets. “Suck ‘em,” she ordered, grabbing my head and shoving a tit into my mouth. I latched on, sucking hard, my tongue swirling around the stiff peak, tasting the salt of her skin. She groaned, grinding her crotch against my stomach, the fabric of her shorts rough and damp. Tara climbed onto the seat behind me, her hands spreading my ass cheeks wide, and I felt her spit—hot and thick—land on my hole before she shoved two fingers inside, no warning, no lube, just raw penetration that made me grunt into Mia’s tit.

Jess wasn’t about to be left out. She stripped her shorts off and climbed onto the seat next to me, swinging a leg over my face and planting her pussy right on my mouth. “Eat it, you little fuck,” she growled, her freckled thighs clamping around my head as I tongued her slit, her juices dripping down my chin. She was soaked from the game, her cunt hot and tangy, and I sucked her clit, flicking it hard until she was moaning and rocking against me, smearing her wetness across my nose and cheeks.

Sasha and Chloe took my hands, Sasha guiding my left to her hairy bush, shoving my fingers into her sopping cunt, while Chloe wrapped my right around her own pussy, making me rub her clit with my thumb. Sasha’s pubes scratched my palm as I pumped three fingers into her, her walls pulsing around me, and Chloe’s shaved snatch was slick under my touch, her hips jerking as I worked her swollen nub. Lena and Priya joined in, stripping down and crowding the cramped space. Lena knelt between my legs, spitting on my cock—a wet, sloppy gob that hit the head and ran down—before sucking me into her mouth, her lips stretching wide as she took me deep, gagging as the tip hit her throat. Priya straddled my chest behind Jess, rubbing her cunt against my sternum, her quiet moans mixing with the wet sounds of Lena’s blowjob.

The bus was a fucking sauna now, the windows fogging up from the heat of our bodies, the air heavy with the stench of sex—sweat, cum, and pussy juice blending into a heady funk. Mia pulled her tit from my mouth and shoved her shorts down, her pussy bare and dripping as she sank onto my cock, impaling herself in one brutal thrust. Her walls gripped me tight, hot and slick, and she rode me hard, her cleats scraping my thighs raw, her tits bouncing with every slam. “Fuck, you’re gonna cum in me again,” she snarled, nails clawing my shoulders, drawing blood as she fucked me like she was trying to break me.

Tara twisted her fingers in my ass, adding a third, stretching me wide until I was gasping into Jess’s cunt, the burn mixing with the pleasure of Mia’s pussy milking my dick. Jess came first, her thighs shaking as she ground her clit against my tongue, flooding my mouth with a gush of hot, salty cum that ran down my neck. She climbed off, panting, and Priya took her place, shoving her tight, olive-skinned cunt onto my face. I licked into her, sucking her small, hard clit, and she whimpered, her hands gripping my hair as she humped my mouth, her juices sweeter than Jess’s, coating my lips.

Lena sucked me harder, her tongue swirling around my shaft as Mia fucked me, the double assault pushing me to the edge. Sasha and Chloe were close, Sasha’s pussy clenching around my fingers as I rammed them deep, her bush dripping onto my wrist, and Chloe’s clit pulsing under my thumb, her moans turning into sharp cries. Tara’s fingers hit my prostate, a jolt that made my balls tighten, and I lost it, cumming hard into Mia’s cunt, thick spurts filling her as she slammed down one last time, her own orgasm hitting with a scream that rattled the bus windows. Her pussy spasmed, squeezing every drop from me, my cum leaking out around my shaft and dripping onto the seat.

Sasha came next, her hairy cunt gushing over my hand, a hot flood that soaked my arm, while Chloe shuddered, her clit throbbing as she squirted, her juices splattering my leg. Lena pulled off my cock, my cum and Mia’s mixing in her mouth, and she spat it onto my stomach, grinning as she wiped her chin. Priya hit her peak, her quiet gasps turning into a low moan as she came, her cunt pulsing against my tongue, her release running down my throat.

But they weren’t done. Mia climbed off, my cum dripping from her pussy onto my thighs, and Tara pulled her fingers out, leaving my ass gaping and sore. Jess grabbed a water bottle from the cooler, one of the big ones I’d hauled all game, and smirked. “Let’s cool you down, ball boy,” she said, unscrewing the cap and pouring it over my chest, the cold shock making me gasp. The water ran down my body, mixing with the cum and sweat, and she shoved the bottle’s wide mouth against my ass, pushing it in an inch, the plastic stretching me wider than Tara’s fingers. I groaned, the intrusion brutal and cold, and she fucked me with it, shallow thrusts that sloshed water inside me, spilling out around the rim.

Mia grabbed another bottle, this one half-full, and straddled my face, pouring it over her tits and letting it drip into my mouth as I licked her nipples clean. The team laughed, a dirty, victorious sound, and Chloe took my cock, still half-hard and slick, shoving it into her mouth and sucking until I was fully erect again, her tongue relentless. Sasha and Lena teamed up, Sasha sitting on my hand again while Lena rubbed her cunt against my shin, both of them grinding like they hadn’t just cum.

Priya climbed onto my lap, facing away, and guided my cock into her ass, the tightest fucking hole I’d ever felt. She sank down slow, her quiet whimpers turning into cries as I filled her, my shaft stretching her rim until it was white-knuckled around me. She rode me, her ass bouncing, and Tara kept fucking me with the bottle, the dual penetration making my head spin, pleasure and pain crashing together. Jess knelt in front, licking Priya’s pussy as she rode me, her tongue flicking between us, tasting my cock and Priya’s clit in sloppy, wet strokes.

The bus rocked with our fucking, the seats creaking, the air a swamp of heat and fluids. Mia came again, grinding her tits into my face, her nipples leaving wet trails on my skin. Chloe sucked me to another orgasm, my cum shooting down her throat as Priya’s ass milked me, her own release soaking Jess’s mouth. Tara yanked the bottle out, water and spit gushing from my hole, and Sasha and Lena hit their peaks, drenching my hand and leg in twin floods.

They left me sprawled across the seat, a dripping, fucked-out mess—cum everywhere, ass sore, cock raw, face smeared with pussy juice. Mia slapped my cheek, grinning. “Post-game tradition now, bitch. Get used to it.” The team filed out, laughing, leaving me to stagger off the bus, knowing I’d be their toy as long as they kept winning—and I’d never root against them again.


Chapter 5: The Team’s Midnight Training Session

The post-game bus fuck-fest had left me a walking corpse—every muscle ached, my ass throbbed from Tara’s bottle stunt, and my dick felt like it’d been through a meat grinder. I’d stumbled home that night, collapsed into bed, and spent the next day limping around campus, dodging curious stares from classmates who probably wondered why I smelled like pussy and desperation. But the women’s soccer team didn’t give a shit about my recovery time. They were insatiable, a pack of feral bitches who’d tasted blood and decided I was their permanent chew toy. I should’ve known they’d come for me again, but I didn’t expect it to be so soon—or so fucking twisted.

It was Tuesday, past midnight, the campus dead quiet except for the hum of crickets and the occasional drunk frat boy staggering back to his dorm. I’d been up late, hunched over a textbook in my shitty off-campus apartment, trying to cram for a midterm I didn’t give a fuck about. The knock on my door was sharp, insistent, and I figured it was my stoner neighbor begging for a lighter again. I yanked it open, ready to tell him to fuck off, and froze. Mia stood there, her dark hair loose and wild, wearing nothing but a cropped hoodie and a pair of tiny black shorts that barely covered her ass. Behind her were Jess, Tara, Sasha, Chloe, Lena, and Priya—the full squad, dressed like they’d just rolled out of bed and decided to ruin my night. Their eyes glinted in the dim porch light, a mix of mischief and raw hunger that made my cock twitch despite the exhaustion.

“Get your ass out here, ball boy,” Mia said, her voice a low growl that sent a shiver down my spine. “We’re doing some late-night training, and you’re the equipment.” She didn’t wait for an answer, just grabbed my wrist and hauled me outside, barefoot and in nothing but a ratty T-shirt and boxers. The cool night air hit my skin, but the heat radiating off these bitches was enough to make me sweat already. They dragged me across the quad, their laughter sharp and dirty, until we reached the old practice field—a secluded patch of turf tucked behind the gym, surrounded by trees and far from any prying eyes.

The field was lit only by the moon, a pale glow that turned their bodies into silhouettes of pure sin. Mia shoved me down onto the grass, the damp blades sticking to my back as the team circled me like vultures. “Lose the clothes,” Tara snapped, kicking my shin with her bare foot, and I didn’t argue. I peeled off my shirt and boxers, my cock springing free, already half-hard from the sheer insanity of it all. The night air was cold against my balls, but the sight of them stripping down—hoodies, shorts, and panties hitting the ground—lit a fire in my gut that drowned out everything else.

Mia was the first to move, straddling my chest and yanking her hoodie off, her tits bouncing free, nipples stiff in the chilly air. She grabbed my hands and pinned them above my head, her knees digging into my biceps as she leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. “You’re gonna make us cum ‘til dawn, you little fuck,” she whispered, then bit my earlobe hard enough to sting. Her pussy hovered over my face, bare and dripping, the scent of her arousal thick and musky, and she dropped her hips, smashing her cunt onto my mouth. I licked into her, tongue plunging deep, tasting the salty tang of her juices as she ground against me, her clit bumping my nose with every thrust.

Jess didn’t wait her turn. She stripped her shorts off and knelt over my cock, spitting on it—a wet, sloppy gob that hit the head and ran down—before sinking onto me in one brutal move. Her pussy was tight, hot, and soaked from the walk over, swallowing my shaft to the hilt as she rode me, her freckled tits jiggling under her tank top. She yanked the fabric up, freeing them, and grabbed my right hand from Mia’s grip, shoving it against her chest. “Pinch ‘em,” she growled, and I did, twisting her nipples hard until she moaned, her walls clenching around my dick.

Tara took my left hand, spitting into her own palm and guiding my fingers to her asshole. “Fuck it,” she said, bending forward so I could reach, her blonde curls falling over her face as she braced herself on the grass. I shoved two fingers in, her rim tight and resistant, then three, stretching her wide as I pumped in and out, her groans mixing with the wet squelch of her juices dripping from her pussy. Sasha straddled my stomach, facing Mia, and rubbed her hairy bush against my skin, leaving a trail of wetness across my abs as she humped me, her tits bouncing under her hoodie until she ripped it off, letting them swing free.

Chloe knelt behind me, her hands spreading my ass cheeks, and I felt her tongue—hot and slick—licking my hole before she spat into it, a thick wad that ran down my crack. She shoved a finger in, then two, fucking me hard and fast, her nails scraping the inside of my rim as she twisted them, hitting my prostate with every thrust. Lena and Priya joined the pile, Lena stripping down and sitting on my shin, grinding her shaved cunt against my leg, her juices soaking my skin, while Priya climbed onto my chest behind Sasha, rubbing her tight pussy against my ribs, her quiet whimpers barely audible over the chorus of moans.

The field was a fucking war zone now, the grass slick with sweat and cum, the air heavy with the stench of sex—musky, salty, primal. Mia fucked my face with abandon, her thighs trembling as she smeared her juices across my chin, her clit pulsing against my tongue. I sucked it hard, flicking it with quick, brutal strokes, and she came, a hot flood that filled my mouth and ran down my neck, her screams echoing through the trees. She climbed off, panting, and Sasha took her place, slamming her hairy cunt onto my lips. Her pubes scratched my face as I ate her out, tongue spearing into her slit, her taste sharper and wilder than Mia’s, and she ground down, squirting a gush that stung my eyes and soaked my hair.

Jess rode me harder, her pussy milking my cock as she pinched her own nipples, her freckled skin flushed red. I thrust up into her, matching her rhythm, my balls slapping against her ass with every bounce. Tara’s asshole clenched around my fingers, her pussy dripping onto my wrist as I fucked her deep, curling my digits to hit that spot that made her swear and buck. Chloe added a third finger to my ass, stretching me wide, the burn mixing with the pleasure of Jess’s cunt, and I groaned into Sasha’s bush, the vibration pushing her over the edge. She came again, drenching my face, her hairy lips pulsing against my mouth.

Lena and Priya were close, Lena’s cunt sliding faster against my shin, her juices pooling under my leg, while Priya’s quiet moans turned into gasps, her pussy leaving a wet streak across my chest. Jess hit her peak, her walls spasming around my cock as she screamed, her cum soaking my groin, and I couldn’t hold back. I exploded into her, thick ropes of cum filling her pussy, leaking out around my shaft as she kept riding me, milking every drop. Tara came next, her asshole gripping my fingers as her pussy squirted, a hot spray that hit my arm and the grass, her curses ringing in my ears.

But they weren’t done—not even close. Mia grabbed a soccer ball from the gear bag they’d dragged along, smirking as she knelt between my legs. “Time to stretch you out, ball boy,” she said, spitting on the ball—a wet, glistening glob—before pressing it against my ass. Chloe pulled her fingers out, leaving me gaping, and Mia pushed, the rough leather scraping my rim as it forced its way in, inch by brutal inch. It was too big, too fucking much, but the pain flipped into something else—dark, twisted pleasure—and I groaned, my cock twitching back to life despite the ache.

Jess climbed off, my cum dripping from her cunt onto my thighs, and Tara took her place, sinking onto my dick with her pussy this time, her walls hot and slick from her orgasm. She rode me slow, deliberate, her ass bouncing as the ball stretched me from below. Sasha moved to my face again, but this time she turned around, planting her asshole on my mouth. “Lick it,” she snapped, and I did, tongue plunging into her tight, musky hole, tasting the sweat and rawness of her as she ground down, her bush rubbing against my forehead.

Chloe grabbed my hands, shoving one into her pussy and the other into Lena’s, making me finger-fuck them both, their cunts dripping and pulsing around my digits. Priya knelt over my stomach, rubbing her clit with her own fingers while she pissed—a hot, golden stream that hit my chest and ran down my sides, soaking the grass. The team laughed, a filthy, triumphant sound, and Mia twisted the ball in my ass, fucking me with it as Tara rode my cock, her pussy clenching tighter with every thrust.

The night spun into a blur of flesh and fluids—Sasha’s asshole spasming around my tongue as she came, Chloe and Lena drenching my hands with twin floods, Tara’s pussy squeezing another load out of me, my cum mixing with hers as it leaked onto the ball still lodged in my ass. Priya pissed again, this time aiming for my face, the warm spray hitting my lips as I licked Sasha clean. Mia yanked the ball out, a wet pop that left me gaping and dripping, and replaced it with her fist, punching into me up to her wrist, her knuckles grinding my prostate until I was screaming, cumming dry, my cock jerking without a drop left to give.

They kept going, swapping places, using me until the sky started to lighten—Jess pissing on my chest, Tara shoving her tits in my mouth, Sasha fucking my face with her cunt again, Chloe and Lena taking turns on my dick, Priya’s quiet cries as she came on my hand. By dawn, I was a wreck—covered in piss, cum, and sweat, ass wrecked, cock raw, face smeared with every hole they’d given me. They stood over me, grinning, their naked bodies glistening in the first light, and Mia kicked my side lightly. “Training’s over, bitch. Rest up—we’ve got a match tomorrow.”

They left me there, sprawled on the field, a fucked-out shell, and I knew I’d crawl back for more, no matter how much they destroyed me.


Chapter 6: The Team’s Grand Finale

The midnight training session on the practice field had pushed me past every limit I thought I had—my body was a roadmap of bruises, my ass felt like it’d been hollowed out by Mia’s fist, and my dick was so raw I could barely touch it without wincing. I’d spent the next day in a haze, skipping classes, lying face-down on my shitty mattress, replaying the insanity of it all. The women’s soccer team had turned me into their personal fuck-toy, and I’d let them—hell, I’d begged for it by the end, too far gone to care about dignity or sanity. But something told me they weren’t done. They’d been building to something, and I was about to find out what.

It was the last game of the season, a championship match against their biggest rival, and the stakes were sky-high. The stadium was packed, a roaring sea of faces under the blazing lights, the air electric with tension and cheap nacho grease. I was on the sidelines as always, ball boy duties keeping me busy, but my eyes were glued to the team—Mia charging the field like a goddamn warrior, Jess weaving through defenders with her freckled legs pumping, Tara guarding the goal with a scowl that could kill. They were unstoppable, a machine of sweat and muscle, and when the whistle blew at 3-1 in their favor, the crowd lost its mind. The team hoisted the trophy, grinning like wolves, and I figured that was it—season over, my ass might finally get a break.

I was wrong. Dead fucking wrong.

After the celebration died down, the stands emptying out, Mia caught my eye from across the field and jerked her head toward the locker room. No words, just that look—dark, commanding, promising shit that made my cock twitch despite its exhaustion. The team filtered off, and I followed, hauling the gear like the obedient little bitch they’d made me. The locker room was steamy from their post-game showers, the air thick with the smell of soap and victory, and when I stepped inside, the door slammed shut behind me. The whole squad was there—Mia, Jess, Tara, Sasha, Chloe, Lena, Priya—stripped down to nothing, their bodies glistening with water and sweat, a lineup of toned muscle and raw desire that hit me like a punch to the gut.

“Season’s over, ball boy,” Mia said, stepping forward, her dark hair dripping onto her tits, nipples hard as rocks. “Time to give you a proper send-off.” Her voice was low, almost tender, but the smirk on her face was pure filth. The others closed in, a circle of naked flesh, and I knew this was it—their grand fucking finale, the climax of every twisted game they’d played with me.

They didn’t waste time. Tara grabbed my arms, yanking my shirt off, while Jess and Sasha tore my shorts down, my cock springing free, already stiff and leaking despite the abuse it’d taken. Chloe locked the door, her red hair wild as she grinned, and Lena shoved me onto a bench in the center of the room, the cold wood biting my ass. Mia straddled my lap, her pussy hovering over my dick, dripping wet and hot, and she sank down slow, deliberate, her walls gripping me tight as she took me to the hilt. “You’ve been our bitch all season,” she murmured, leaning in to bite my neck, her teeth sharp against my skin. “Now you’re gonna cum for us one last time.”

Jess climbed onto the bench behind me, her freckled thighs spreading wide as she pressed her cunt against my back, rubbing slow and hard, her juices soaking my spine. Tara knelt between my legs, her blonde curls brushing my thighs as she spat on my balls—a thick, wet gob—before sucking them into her mouth, rolling them with her tongue until I groaned into Mia’s kiss. Sasha straddled my face, facing Mia, and lowered her hairy pussy onto my lips, the coarse pubes scratching my chin as I licked into her, tasting the musky heat of her arousal. Chloe and Lena took my hands, Chloe guiding my left to her shaved cunt, making me rub her clit, while Lena shoved my right into her pussy, my fingers sinking deep into her slick, pulsing hole. Priya knelt beside me, her quiet presence electric as she rubbed her tight snatch against my hip, her olive skin flushed with need.

The room spun into a haze of flesh and fluids—seven bodies using me, owning me, their moans and curses blending into a symphony of depravity. Mia rode me hard, her pussy clenching around my cock, her tits bouncing in my face as I sucked a nipple, biting down until she hissed and ground deeper. Jess humped my back, her clit sliding against my spine, her freckled tits pressed into my shoulders as she panted, her juices running down my ass crack. Tara sucked my balls harder, her tongue flicking the sensitive skin, then moved up, licking the base of my shaft where Mia’s pussy met it, tasting us both with sloppy, wet strokes.

Sasha fucked my face, her bush smearing her cum across my nose and cheeks as I tongued her clit, sucking it hard until she shuddered, a hot gush flooding my mouth. Chloe’s cunt pulsed under my fingers, her clit swollen and slick as I rubbed her fast, her cries sharp and desperate, while Lena’s pussy clamped around my hand, her walls spasming as I pumped three fingers deep, curling them to hit her G-spot. Priya’s quiet whimpers turned into moans, her pussy soaking my hip as she rocked against me, her clit grinding into my skin.

They moved like a choreographed storm, swapping places, pushing me further. Mia climbed off, my cock slick with her juices, and Tara took her spot, sinking onto me with her ass this time, her tight rim stretching around my shaft as she rode me reverse, her blonde curls bouncing. Jess slid down, shoving her cunt onto my face, and I ate her out, tongue plunging into her slit, her freckled thighs trembling as I sucked her clit. Mia knelt beside Tara, spitting on her pussy—a wet, glistening wad—before licking her clit, her tongue flicking fast while Tara fucked me, their moans syncing up.

Sasha grabbed my left hand, shoving it into her asshole, her hairy bush dripping onto my wrist as I fingered her, while Chloe took my right, guiding it to her own ass, making me stretch her rim with two fingers, then three. Lena straddled my chest, rubbing her cunt against my sternum, her juices pooling in the hollow of my collarbone, and Priya moved to my thigh, grinding her pussy there, her quiet gasps turning into cries as she chased her release.

The steam thickened, the locker room a swamp of heat and sex—sweat, cum, spit, and pussy juice coating every inch of me. Tara’s ass milked my cock, her rim clenching tight as Mia’s tongue drove her wild, and Jess came on my face, her juices flooding my mouth, running down my chin. Sasha’s asshole spasmed around my fingers, her cum dripping from her bush, while Chloe’s ass gripped my hand, her clit pulsing under her own fingers as she squirted, soaking my arm. Lena and Priya hit their peaks, Lena’s cunt gushing onto my chest, Priya’s drenching my thigh, their moans a soft counterpoint to the others’ screams.

Mia pulled Tara off, my cock throbbing and slick, and straddled me again, this time facing away, her pussy sinking onto me as she leaned forward, giving Jess room to lick her clit from the front. Tara knelt behind me, shoving her fingers into my ass—three, then four, stretching me wide as she fucked me, hitting my prostate with every thrust. The double assault—Mia’s pussy, Tara’s fingers—pushed me to the edge, my balls tightening, and I groaned into Jess’s cunt, still dripping from her orgasm.

“Cum for us, ball boy,” Mia growled, her voice raw, and I did, exploding into her, thick ropes of cum filling her pussy as she slammed down, her walls spasming around me. Jess’s tongue flicked Mia’s clit, pushing her over, and Mia came, a hot flood that mixed with my load, leaking out onto my groin. Tara twisted her fingers, drawing out my orgasm until I was shaking, dry-heaving pleasure, my cock jerking inside Mia with nothing left to give.

They didn’t stop. Sasha and Chloe swapped, Sasha riding my face with her ass again, Chloe taking my cock, her pussy swallowing me as she bounced, her red hair wild. Lena and Priya moved to my hands, Lena’s ass on my left, Priya’s pussy on my right, and I fingered them both, their holes pulsing as they came again, soaking me. Jess knelt over my stomach, pissing—a warm, golden stream that hit my chest and ran down my sides, her freckled face grinning as she marked me.

One by one, they took their turns, draining me until the steam cleared and the room grew quiet. Mia came again, her pussy squeezing my softening cock, and Chloe followed, her cunt flooding my groin. Sasha’s ass clenched around my tongue, Lena’s around my fingers, Priya’s pussy dripping onto my hand. Tara pulled her fingers out, leaving my ass gaping, and Jess finished her piss, the last drops splattering my chin.

They collapsed around me, a tangle of sweaty, satisfied bodies, their breaths heavy in the silence. Mia slid off, my cum dripping from her onto the bench, and cupped my face, her touch almost gentle. “Season’s done, ball boy,” she said, smirking. “You were the best fucking equipment we ever had.” The others laughed, soft and sated, and for once, they didn’t demand more—just sat there, letting me breathe, letting me feel the weight of it all.

I lay there, wrecked but whole, covered in their cum, piss, and sweat, my body a testament to every filthy thing they’d done. They’d fucked me raw, broken me down, and built me back up into something theirs—a trophy of their own making. As they gathered their clothes and filed out, Tara tossed me a towel, Jess blew me a kiss, and Mia gave me one last look—pride, possession, a promise of next season.

I wiped my face, grinning like a dumbass, and knew I’d never want it any other way. The team had claimed me, used me, and sent me off with a bang that’d echo in my bones forever. And as the door clicked shut behind them, I felt it—a twisted, perfect satisfaction, the kind only comes from being fucked into oblivion by the wildest bitches I’d ever met.
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