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Chapter 1

I showed up late to practice. I stripped in the locker room and walked out naked to the pool. Everyone was gathered around Coach, listening to her morning announcements.
“Where have you been?” Coach asked.
“I had to take care of some things,” I replied.
“You can’t be late to practice. Go do 5 laps and then join us again,” Coach said, turning back to her clipboard and restarting the announcements.
“No,” I said.
“No?” Coach asked. I walked up behind her. “Jonathan, go do your laps.”
“No. Take off your bottoms.”
“Jonathan-”
I grabbed the waistband of her sweatpants and panties and yanked them down. They now dangled around her ankles.
“Jonathan!”
“Take them off.” I stood tall, staring her down. Coach quietly took each foot out of her pants and panties, then tossed her clothes to the benches.
“You can continue,” I said. Coach kept reading the announcements.
“Jonathan, this isn’t right.”
“Who said that!” I yelled. Leah stepped forward.
“I did,” Leah said. She walked right up to my face and gripped my dick. I was now getting hard. I stared right back at her.
I backed up until we got to the bench. I sat down and she bent down with me. I grabbed her and forced her over my lap.
SMACK. I spanked her. She yelped in shock. I pinned her naked body over my lap and pressed my dick into her.
“Who’s in charge?” I asked.
“I’m the team captain-”
SMACK SMACK. I spanked her. Hard. She still didn’t say anything.
WHACK. She cried out.
“You’re in charge. You’re in charge.”
I let her go. She got up and I could see my red handprints all over her butt as she walked away.
“Okay team, let’s warm up,” I said. I stood up and watched the girls jump into the water for their laps. I saw their naked rears dive into the water. I stood there next to Coach. I patted her butt and rested my hand there as the team swam. I let my erection stick out in front of me, not afraid of showing it. I saw Coach look down, but she said nothing. I stretched a bit, then jumped in the water when I was ready.
Coach went easy on us that practice. Whenever there was a drill I didn’t want to do, I got out of the pool and sat on the ledge. If I got bored, I just started stroking my dick. And nobody said anything about it.
At the end of practice, everyone got out and headed to the lockers.
“Your office,” I told Coach.
She closed the door. The office was connected to the locker room. We were alone in the office, but a window on the door meant the girls could still see us. And I wanted them to see.
“On the desk,” I ordered. Coach backed up and sat on her desk.
“Turn around, bend over,” I said. She obeyed.
I pulled her arms back, then held both of her wrists in one hand. I grabbed her hair with the other. I penetrated her, thrusting inside while yanking her arms and hair back. Coach held in a scream.
I pushed her head into the desk as I thrust into her again. I kept going, pressing into her and giving it to her rough. She was like my toy, here to use and abuse. I kept fucking her harder until she was crying out. I was ready to come- I pulled my dick out and came all over her back. I left her there, lying on the desk and defeated. I closed the door and made my way to the showers.
I washed up with the girls. Most of them were finishing their showers and starting to towel off. It would’ve been hard to hear Coach and I from the showers, but they definitely heard something. And from my wet dick, they knew I was in charge. I turned on my water when Tessa came up to me. Without a word, she started soaping up my body, rubbing my chest and back before making her way to my dick and balls. She handled me gently, still ceding power to me. She pressed her tits into my back and I closed my eyes, enjoying my pampering.
Practice was pretty easy from then on. I only did the things I wanted, when I wanted. I could show up late, leave early, cancel practice- it didn’t matter. The team was mine.
Tessa met up with me at my apartment one night. We decided to watch a movie- bottomless, of course- and we masturbated each other as we watched.
“Jonathan?” she asked.
“Yeah?”
“I think the team is falling behind.”
“What?” I took my fingers out of her pussy.
“I can tell we’re moving slower. I think we should pick up the pace. Stick to a more regular schedule. Like Coach Casey used to do.”
I lit up with rage. “Casey isn’t in charge. I am.”
“No you are, I was just suggesting-”
“Oh, are you in charge now?”
“No-”
“Are you saying I’m doing something wrong?”
“Everyone can make improvements, nobody’s perfect.”
I breathed, trying to contain myself. “The team is fine. We’re having fun.”
“It’s just that- our rivalry meet is coming up, and those girls are really tough.”
I pinched her nipple. She winced. “Fine, I’ll work you guys harder, if that’s what you want.”
“Thank- ah! You,” she said. I pinched her other nipple tight.
The week leading up to the meet, I worked the girls extra hard. We stayed late, running sprints until exhaustion. They wanted more work and they were gonna get it. I even made Coach swim laps if she did anything even slightly out of line. She stayed in her bottomless uniform for me.
The day of the meet. When I arrived at the natatorium, the girls were already warming up in the water. I saw Coach standing on the side in her sweatsuit. I walked up to her.
“Excuse me. What are you wearing?” I asked.
“It’s the swim meet, I can’t-”
“Yes. Yes you can.”
“Sorry.” She unzipped her jacket.
“Sorry what?”
“Sorry, sir,” she said. She dropped the jacket to the floor, revealing her swim top. Then she wiggled out her pants and panties.
“That’s better.” I gave her an encouraging smack on the ass.
I swam a couple of laps. I had this in the bag. We huddled up for the pre-meet pep talk.
“Alright team. I’ve been working you hard this week, and it’s about to all pay off. Thank you to Tessa for changing my mind.” I smiled at Tessa. “No get your bottomless asses out there and win this thing!” I shouted. The girls cheered.
I was up first. I was swimming solo again, only competing for team points, not against specific swimmers. I walked over to Coach.
“Kiss for luck.”
She reluctantly gave me a peck on the cheek.

“Good girl.” I took the starting blocks.

Start! I jumped and cruised through the water. I pushed my muscles, kicking and moving through the water as fast as I could. In my final lap, I sprinted, making a final push to the wall.
I got out of the water. Coach nodded at me and Tessa wrapped me in a towel. I sat back down with the team.
I didn’t bother to watch the rest of the meet much. It was pretty neck-and-neck, but what really mattered was the end. It was a relay, ending with Tessa.
The first girl jumped. We were off to a good start, taking an early lead. When we switched to the second swimmer, we lost a bit of the lead but remained ahead. With the third swimmer, the other team kicked into gear and we started trailing.
“The fuck are you guys doing! Get back in first!” I yelled.
Tessa launched. Our last swimmer. She gained on the other team, finally bringing us back in the lead. She sprinted toward the finish, and we ended in first!
I pulled her naked body out of the water, embracing her in a hug. I wrapped a towel around both of us.
“We did it!” I cheered. The team gathered around in victory.
After we calmed down, we all stood in anticipation of the final point total- who would win the meet.
“And the winner is…” the announcer started.
I didn’t even hear him properly, I just saw the other team erupt in cheers. I slumped down on the bench in defeat. I thought it was close!
The announcer showed a point sheet of the races on the big screen. We did win the final race, and the points were close, but where we really could’ve used more points was… my race.
Tessa and I drove home together to my place.
“It wasn’t all your fault. We could’ve gotten those points from any other race we lost,” she said.
“I thought I did well.”
“You did, it’s just- it wasn’t as good as last time.”
“Why didn’t anyone tell me?”
“I don’t think people want to stand up to you anymore.”
“WHAT!” I yelled. “Sorry. But this is unacceptable. I’m going to talk to Coach.” I fumed that night, tossing and turning in my sleep until the next practice.




Chapter 2

“Casey!” I yelled. I stormed through the natatorium naked. I’d stripped in the locker room and headed straight for Coach.
“We need to talk.” I stopped in front of her. She was wearing her full sweatsuit again. “Why are you wearing that?”
“This is my coaching uniform. And we need a coach.” She stood tall, staring back at me. The rest of the girls were gathered around. Everyone was watching us now.
“That’s right we do. Why didn’t your swimmers perform better?”
“Oh, they’re my swimmers now? You took over the team. Why don’t you take some responsibility for your loss?”
“I’m in charge, but you’re still the coach, and you didn’t coach them. This wasn’t my loss.”
“Then you’ll have no issue with my coaching uniform.”
“Take your pants off, now!” I yelled. I went to grab her waistband.
“No.” She shoved me back. I stumbled but caught myself.
“I’m still in charge here. Girls, start swimming laps!” I yelled.
“Girls, wait here. You need to watch this,” Coach said, not breaking eye contact with me.
“If you want to be in charge, you’ll have to fight me for it,” I said.
“Fine,” she said.
“Wrestling. Right here, right now. Best of three rounds to submission. And you need to wear the same uniform you make me wear.”
“Okay. Girls, grab the mats.” She dropped her pants and kicked them over to me. Then she peeled off her top, then bra. I locked my eyes on her tits as they dropped. My dick started to rise. Her soft, puffy nipples popped into view, and I knew I had to grab them. I just had to wait a moment.
Leah stood in the middle- she would be our referee. She was naked for practice, and I couldn’t help but admire her figure as I prepared for my fight. I stretched my arms and legs, then psyched myself up to wrestle my coach. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, but I had to. I had to maintain my rightful place.
Coach and I both stood in our ready positions- knees bent, chests leaning a bit forward. This meant her tits hung below her. My dick was getting harder and I knew it wouldn’t stop.
“Fight!” Leah announced and stepped back.
I went in. Coach may be slightly taller than me, but I was still confident in my strength. We grabbed each others shoulders, pushing each other and trying to take control. I tried to overload one side, but Coach gave in and locked me in a hold, her arms around my head. Her boobs pressed into my back while I struggled to break free, grabbing onto her arms and trying to pull them off. But Coach had me locked up. She brought me to the ground and pressed my face and torso down. She sat on my back, her legs on either side and pussy now pressing into me too. But I couldn’t breathe anymore and the pain was getting to be too much. I tapped out.
I gasped for air as she got off of me. She extended a hand and lifted me up. The air was tense. Nobody wanted to cheer because I could still win. I took a breather, then stepped back onto the mat.
“Round 2. 1 point for Coach Casey. Fight!” Leah said.
We circled each other again. This time, I would let her come to me. I feigned like I was coming at her, then stepped back. I struggled to concentrate because of her swinging titties mesmerizing me. But when she jumped forward, I locked back into focus. I pushed her arms away, then tried to grab her around the torso. I turned her around and wrapped my arms around one of her arms. With her free hand, she tried to push against me, pulling at my hands and pushing at my face. But I had her arm nice and tight, and I brought her to the ground. I held her right arm while I pushed her left shoulder into the ground. Meanwhile, my dick pushed into her side and I used gravity to press my weight into her. I saw her wincing with pain, her free hand flailing and then tapping out.
I let go. I walked off the mat again and paced around. I was feeling good, but I still needed to win this thing. If I won, I would fuck Coach right there in front of the team.
“Round 3. Score is tied. Fight!”
We circled again. I would just let Coach come to me again. I stood my ground, she knew my strategy and there was nothing she could do about it.
She jumped at me and I tried to grapple her torso again, but she spun around. I grabbed onto her arms. She planted her feet and threw me onto the ground.
SLAM. I landed on the mat. It knocked the wind out of me. I lay there face up. Coach quickly straddled me, leaning over to pin my arms with her elbows. She dug in. It hurt.
She had my legs pinned with her knees. My dick stood straight up in front of her pussy. She looked down and licked her lips. She moved her hips up and lowered her pussy onto my dick.
Fuck, that felt so good. But I was being dominated in front of the whole team. Coach bounced on my dick.
“Who’s in charge now?” Coach asked, still riding me. “You going to be a good boy now?”
I just groaned. The pain was getting to me.
“I’m your coach, and I will not be disrespected.” She bounced on me. I knew I was going to come. She felt my dick tense up and immediately pulled it out of her. She aimed it up at my torso and cum landed on my chest and stomach. She stood up, pressing into my arms and legs as she did, inflicting one last burst of pain.
“Apologize.”
“Sorry,” I said.
“Sorry what?”
“Sorry ma’am.” Coach smiled, satisfied. She turned to walk away. God, her ass still looked so good. Round and curvy but muscular.
I got up to clean myself up. I rinsed off in the showers, then came back out and put away the mats while the team warmed up. I hopped in the water without a word and pretended like nothing had happened. Coach remained naked that whole practice, her proud tits and ass a sign of authority.
At the end of practice, Coach pulled me aside again. She grabbed me by the dick, grabbing power of the conversation.
“Your run is over. You’re mine now.”
“Yes ma’am.” My voice quivered.
“You’re goddamn right.” She released my dick. “Now hit the showers, kid.” She smacked me on the butt to send me along.
I joined the girls in the shower. I heard some whispers and giggles when I entered. Tessa didn’t approach me. I wasn’t in the mood anyway.
I toweled off and went to my locker. As I put my clothes back on, I could see Coach standing in her office looking out. She was still naked, arms crossed and pushing up her soft tits. I didn’t dare make eye contact, but I knew she was looking at me.
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