
        
            
                
            
        

    
"Oops, wrong bus!" I blurted out, my voice cracking as I took in the sea of female track team members staring back at me. My face flushed crimson, and I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. This couldn’t be happening.

The bus was quiet for a moment, save for the low hum of the engine. Then, like a switch had been flipped, the air shifted. The girls exchanged glances, their eyes narrowing with a mix of amusement and something else—something that made my stomach do a backflip.

"Well, well," said Jess, the team captain, leaning back in her seat with a smirk. Her long legs stretched out in front of her, and she drummed her fingers on the seat rest. "Looks like we’ve got a little stowaway."

I chuckled nervously, gripping the strap of my backpack tighter. "Yeah, uh, my bad. I’ll just—"

"Not so fast," another voice chimed in. It was Mia, the sprinter with the killer smile and the kind of confidence that could make a guy weak in the knees. She stood up, her hips swaying as she walked toward me. "You’re here now. Might as well make yourself useful."

I swallowed hard. Useful? I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of that.

The rest of the girls were watching me now, their eyes gleaming with a hunger that made my pulse quicken. I took a step back, but the bus door had already closed behind me. There was nowhere to go.

It all started earlier that afternoon. I’d been running late—typical for me—and by the time I got to the school parking lot, the buses were already pulling out. I spotted my team’s bus in the distance, but it was too far to catch. Then I saw another bus parked nearby, its engine idling. Without thinking, I ran for it.

Big mistake.

Now I was trapped with a dozen female athletes who looked like they hadn’t eaten in days, and I was the main course.

Jess leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. "You know," she said, her voice low and teasing, "we’ve been working hard all day. Maybe you could help us… unwind."

I blinked. "Unwind? Like, massages or something?"

Mia laughed, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Something like that," she said, her gaze dropping to my pants.

My heart skipped a beat. Oh.

Before I could react, Jess was on her feet, closing the distance between us in a few strides. She was taller than me, and her presence was intimidating. She reached out, her fingers brushing against my chest. "Don’t be shy," she purred. "We’ll take good care of you."

I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. My mind was racing, but my body… my body was betraying me. I could feel the heat pooling in my stomach, my cock already stirring in my shorts.

Jess noticed. Of course she did. Her lips curved into a wicked smile. "Looks like someone’s eager to play."

The other girls started to gather around me, their eyes dark with desire. Mia stepped closer, her hand sliding down my chest and teasing the waistband of my shorts. "Let’s see what we’re working with," she said, her fingers slipping inside.

I let out a shaky breath as she wrapped her hand around my cock, already half-hard. "Fuck," I muttered, my knees threatening to buckle.

"That’s the idea," Jess said, her voice dripping with amusement. She knelt in front of me, her hands on my hips, and pulled my shorts down. My cock sprang free, fully erect now, and the girls let out a collective murmur of approval.

Mia didn’t waste any time. She started stroking me, her hand moving up and down my length with a firm grip. I bit my lip, trying to keep my composure, but it was impossible. Her touch was electric, and I could feel the tension building in my body.

Jess leaned in, her breath hot against my skin. "You’re not going to last long, are you?" she teased, her tongue darting out to lick the tip of my cock.

I groaned, my hands gripping the seat behind me for support. "I-I don’t know," I stammered, my mind foggy with pleasure.

Another girl—I think her name was Sarah—joined in, her hands exploring my chest and abs. "Relax," she whispered in my ear, her voice soft and soothing. "Just let us take care of you."

Mia’s strokes became faster, more urgent, and I could feel myself getting closer to the edge. Jess took me into her mouth then, her lips wrapping around my shaft as she sucked with a skill that left me breathless.

"Fuck, Jess," I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. She deepthroated me, her throat tightening around me, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. With a loud groan, I came, my release spilling into her mouth.

Jess pulled back, licking her lips with a satisfied grin. "Not bad," she said, her eyes sparkling. "But we’re just getting started."

The other girls giggled, their hands still roaming over my body. I could feel my cock twitching, still sensitive, but already starting to harden again.

Mia leaned in, her lips brushing against mine. "Ready for round two?" she whispered, her voice sending a jolt of anticipation through me.

I didn’t have time to answer before she kissed me, her tongue slipping into my mouth as her hand found my cock again. The other girls closed in, their touches possessive and demanding, and I knew there was no escaping them now.

Jess’s hands were on my hips, her mouth hovering just above my cock, while Sarah’s fingers teased my nipples, sending sparks of pleasure through my body.

"Let’s see how long you can keep up," Mia said, breaking the kiss with a sly grin.

I groaned, my head falling back against the seat as the girls descended on me, their hands and mouths working me into a frenzy. The bus was filled with the sounds of their moans and my ragged breaths, and I knew this was only the beginning…

The low hum of the bus engine vibrated through the seats as the vehicle lurched forward, beginning the long journey to Las Vegas. The girls exchanged knowing glances, their eyes glinting with mischief as they tightened their circle around me. Jess leaned back slightly, her lips curling into that signature smirk of hers, while Mia’s hands rested possessively on my thighs. Sarah’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest, her touch both soothing and electric.

Might as well make this trip entertaining. Jess’s voice was laced with a teasing edge, her tone leaving no room for argument.

My breath hitched as her hand slid up my inner thigh, her nails grazing dangerously close to my already throbbing cock. Mia leaned in, her breath warm against my neck, her lips brushing my skin as she whispered, “You’re not going anywhere, are you?”

No, nowhere. I managed to choke out the words, my mind foggy with anticipation. The girls chuckled softly, their laughter low and sultry, sending shivers down my spine.

Jess took the lead, as she always did, her hand wrapping around my cock with practiced ease. She stroked me slowly at first, her grip firm but not punishing. “You’ve got quite the stamina,” she purred, her eyes locking with mine. “Let’s see how long we can keep this going.”

Mia’s lips trailed down my neck, her teeth grazing my skin in a way that made my hips buck involuntarily. Her hand joined Jess’s, their fingers intertwining as they worked me together. I groaned, my head falling back against the seat as the dual sensation threatened to overwhelm me.

Sarah, ever the quiet one, moved to my side, her lips brushing my ear. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered, her voice soft and encouraging. Her hands slid down my torso, her fingers dancing over my abs before she cupped my balls, her touch sending jolts of pleasure through me.

The bus hit a bump, jostling us slightly, but the girls didn’t miss a beat. If anything, it only fueled their determination. Jess’s smirk widened as she leaned down, her lips hovering just above my cock. “Mia, keep him steady,” she instructed, her voice commanding.

Mia’s grip on my thighs tightened, her nails digging into my skin just enough to keep me in place. Jess’s tongue flicked out, teasing the tip of my cock before she took me into her mouth, her lips wrapping around me with a warmth that made me moan loudly.

Sarah’s hands moved to my chest, her fingers pinching and playing with my nipples, her touch alternating between gentle and firm. “You like that, don’t you?” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear.

I could only nod, my hands gripping the seat beneath me as Jess’s mouth moved down my length, her tongue swirling around me in a way that made my toes curl. Mia’s hands began to explore my body, her fingers skimming over my stomach and up to my chest, her touch fueling the fire that was building inside me.

The bus ride was long, but the girls were relentless. Jess pulled back, her lips leaving my cock with a soft pop. “Mia, your turn,” she said, her voice slightly breathless.

Mia didn’t need to be told twice. She shifted her position, her lips claiming mine in a searing kiss as she lowered herself onto me. Her rhythm was fast and demanding, her hips grinding against me in a way that made me gasp into her mouth.

Sarah’s hands continued to explore my body, her touch never letting up. She leaned in, her lips brushing my neck as she whispered, “You’re all ours for the next eight hours. We’re going to make every second count.”

I groaned, my hands gripping Mia’s hips as she rode me with a ferocity that left me breathless. Jess watched with a satisfied smirk, her fingers idly tracing patterns on my thigh. “Don’t get too comfortable,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “We’re just getting started.”

Mia’s pace quickened, her movements becoming more erratic as she chased her own pleasure. Her moans filled the air, mingling with the sounds of the bus engine and the occasional bump in the road. I could feel the tension building inside me, the pressure threatening to explode.

“Don’t hold back,” Sarah whispered, her lips brushing my ear. “Let go.”

But just as I felt myself on the edge, Mia pulled away, her lips leaving mine with a soft gasp. “Not yet,” she said, her voice husky. “We’ve got all night.”

The girls exchanged knowing glances, their smiles predatory. Jess leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Let’s see how much more you can take.”

My mind was a haze of pleasure and anticipation as the bus continued down the highway, the girls showing no signs of slowing down. They were in complete control, and I was more than willing to let them take the lead.

The journey to Las Vegas was going to be anything but boring.

The rhythmic hum of the bus tires against the asphalt filled the air, punctuated only by the sounds of my labored breathing and the girls’ soft, teasing laughter. My body was a live wire, every touch from Jess, Mia, and Sarah sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. I was at their mercy, and they knew it.

Just as Jess’s fingers traced the outline of my jaw, a sudden creak from the front of the bus made everyone freeze. Coach Martinez, her headphones slung around her neck, blinked awake, her sharp eyes surveying the scene with a mix of surprise and—interest?

“Well, well,” she drawled, her voice low and smooth, like velvet. “What do we have here?”

The girls, instead of scrambling away, exchanged mischievous glances. Jess leaned back, her smirk widening as she called out, “Coach, we were just… entertaining our guest.”

Coach Martinez stood, her tall frame towering over the seats as she made her way toward us. Her athletic leggings clung to her curves, and her sleeveless top showed off toned arms that hinted at her own prowess on the track. She crossed her arms, her gaze flickering from me to the girls and back again. “Entertaining, huh?” she said, her tone teasing. “Looks like you’ve got him right where you want him.”

Mia grinned, her hand still resting possessively on my thigh. “Oh, Coach, you have no idea.”

Coach Martinez tilted her head, her expression thoughtful. “You know,” she began, her voice lowering to a conspiratorial whisper, “if you’re going to play like this, you might as well do it right.”

My heart skipped a beat as the girls leaned in, their eyes gleaming with anticipation. Sarah, her fingers still tangled in my hair, murmured, “What do you mean, Coach?”

The coach stepped closer, her presence commanding. She knelt beside Jess, her eyes locked on mine. “First,” she said, her voice firm but playful, “you need to keep him on edge. Tease him until he’s begging for more.”

Jess’s smirk deepened as she turned to me, her fingers trailing down my chest. “Like this?” she asked, her touch feather-light, just enough to make me shiver.

“Exactly,” Coach Martinez said, her eyes glinting. “And you,” she pointed at Mia, “don’t let him catch his breath. Keep him guessing.”

Mia’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she leaned in, her mouth hovering just above mine. “You hear that, baby?” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. “No breaks for you.”

Coach Martinez turned to Sarah, her tone softening. “And you,” she said, “use those hands of yours. Explore. Take control.”

Sarah nodded, her fingers sliding down my sides with a possessive touch. “I can do that,” she murmured, her voice a sultry promise.

The coach leaned back, her arms crossed as she watched the scene unfold. “Now,” she said, her voice low and commanding, “let’s see what you can do.”

The girls exchanged a glance before turning their full attention back to me. Jess was the first to act, her hands sliding down my torso and gripping my hips with a firmness that left no room for protest. “Stay still,” she commanded, her voice laced with authority.

Mia didn’t wait, her lips crashing into mine with a hunger that left me dizzy. Her tongue explored my mouth, her hands tangling in my hair as she pulled me closer. I could feel her smile against my lips as she pulled away just enough to whisper, “You’re mine now.”

Sarah, true to Coach Martinez’s instructions, let her hands roam, her touch searing as she traced every inch of my body. Her fingers brushed against my inner thigh, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “So responsive,” she murmured, her voice a soft purr. “I wonder how much more you can take.”

The coach leaned back in her seat, her eyes dark with approval. “Good,” she said, her voice a low rumble. “Now, don’t let him get too comfortable. Keep him desperate.”

Jess’s hands moved with purpose, her fingers wrapping around my length and giving a slow, deliberate stroke. I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily, but she held me firmly in place. “Easy there,” she teased, her thumb swiping over the tip. “We’re just getting started.”

Mia’s lips trailed down my neck, her teeth grazing my skin in a way that made me shudder. “You’re so tense,” she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. “Let us take care of you.”

Sarah’s hands continued their exploration, her fingers dipping lower, teasing but not quite giving me what I craved. “You’re doing so well,” she whispered, her voice soothing yet laced with promise. “Just let go.”

The coach’s voice cut through the haze of pleasure. “Switch it up,” she instructed, her tone firm. “Keep him guessing.”

Jess nodded, her grip tightening as she leaned down, her lips brushing against my ear. “Ready for more?” she whispered, her voice a sinful promise.

Before I could respond, Mia shifted, her body sliding down until she was kneeling between my legs. Her fingers replaced Jess’s, her touch deliberate as she guided me into her mouth. The sudden warmth of her lips around me was overwhelming, and I couldn’t stifle the groan that escaped my lips.

“That’s it,” Sarah encouraged, her hands massaging my shoulders as she leaned in to whisper, “Let her take control.”

The coach’s eyes never left the scene, her lips curling into a satisfied smirk. “Don’t let him finish yet,” she instructed, her voice a low purr. “Make him beg for it.”

Mia pulled away, her lips leaving me with a soft pop. “You heard her,” she teased, her eyes locking with mine. “You’re going to have to work for it.”

Jess’s fingers traced patterns on my chest, her touch light but insistent. “What do you say, baby?” she asked, her voice dripping with mockery. “You want more?”

I could barely form a coherent thought, let alone words, but I managed to nod, my breaths coming in short, uneven gasps.

The coach’s laughter filled the air, low and husky. “Good,” she said, her eyes gleaming with approval. “Now, let’s see how much longer he can last.”

Coach Martinez’s eyes lingered on me, her smirk widening as she stepped closer. The air in the bus felt thicker, charged with a tension that was impossible to ignore. Her voice, low and smooth, cut through the haze of arousal in my mind. "You’ve been holding out on us, haven’t you?" she purred, her gaze flicking down to where Jess’s hand still gripped me firmly.

I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out. My thoughts were scrambled, my body betraying me as I throbbed in Jess’s grasp. Coach Martinez chuckled, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Let’s see if we can’t push you a little harder," she said, her tone laced with authority.

She turned to the girls, her voice commanding. "Jess, Mia—double team him. I want to see how long he can last with both of you working him over."

Jess’s smirk turned wicked as she glanced at Mia, who was already licking her lips with anticipation. Mia moved to kneel beside Jess, her hands sliding up my thighs as Jess positioned herself over me. Their eyes met, and there was a silent understanding between them—a shared goal to drive me absolutely wild.

Jess’s hand tightened around me, her thumb brushing over the tip as Mia leaned in, her lips parting to take me into her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming—Jess’s firm grip, Mia’s warm, wet mouth, both of them working in tandem to bring me to the edge and hold me there. I groaned, my head falling back against the seat as my hips twitched involuntarily.

Coach Martinez watched intently, her arms crossed over her chest as she observed the scene. "Good," she said, her voice approving. "Keep him there. Don’t let him finish just yet."

Mia’s mouth moved with practiced ease, her tongue swirling around me as Jess’s hand worked in perfect rhythm. The two of them were a force to be reckoned with, and I was completely at their mercy. My breaths came in short, desperate gasps, my hands gripping the edge of the seat as I tried to hold on.

But it wasn’t just me they were focused on. The girls were just as consumed by their own desires. Jess’s free hand wandered to Mia’s thigh, her fingers tracing teasing circles as Mia moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my body. The sound only spurred Jess on, her touch becoming more insistent as she leaned in to whisper something in Mia’s ear.

Mia pulled away for a moment, her eyes dark with lust as she turned to Jess. "You’re such a tease," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. Before Jess could respond, Mia’s lips were on hers, the two of them kissing hungrily as their hands continued to work on me.

The sight of them together was almost too much to handle. Jess’s long legs tangled with Mia’s as they pressed closer, their bodies moving with a rhythm that matched the way they were pleasuring me. Coach Martinez’s low chuckle pulled me out of my daze. "Enjoying the show?" she asked, her tone dripping with amusement.

Before I could answer, Sarah joined the fray, her soft-spoken voice cutting through the tension. "Mind if I join?" she asked, her lips curving into a sly smile as she knelt beside Mia and Jess. Her hands were gentle but deliberate as she explored my body, her touch sending shivers through me.

The three of them were a whirlwind of sensation—Jess’s firm grip, Mia’s skilled mouth, and Sarah’s probing hands. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my thoughts reduced to a single, desperate need. But they weren’t just focused on me. The girls were just as consumed by their own desires, their bodies moving together in a symphony of lust.

Jess broke away from Mia, her lips swollen and her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Let’s see how much he can take," she said, her voice low and teasing. She shifted her position, straddling Mia’s lap as she leaned in to kiss her again. This time, it was deeper, more intense, their bodies pressing together as their hands roamed.

Sarah watched them with a hungry gaze, her fingers still tracing patterns on my skin. She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, "They’re incredible, aren’t they?" Her breath was warm against my skin, her words sending a jolt of arousal through me.

I could only nod, my voice caught in my throat as I watched Jess and Mia. Their movements were fluid, their bodies moving together with a practiced ease that spoke of shared experience. Jess’s hips rocked against Mia’s, their moans mingling as they lost themselves in each other.

Coach Martinez stepped closer, her presence commanding as she observed the scene. "Don’t stop," she said, her voice firm but laced with arousal. "Keep him on edge. We’re not done yet."

The girls obeyed without hesitation, their hands and mouths working in perfect harmony to keep me teetering on the edge of release. Jess and Mia’s bodies moved together, their moans filling the air as they lost themselves in each other. Sarah’s hands explored my body, her touch both soothing and electrifying.

The bus was filled with the sounds of their pleasure—the wet smack of lips, the soft gasps and moans, the occasional low chuckle from Coach Martinez. It was a sensory overload, and I was completely overwhelmed. My body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure as the girls continued to push me to the brink.

Jess broke away from Mia, her breath coming in short gasps as she glanced at me. "You’re doing so good," she murmured, her voice filled with a mix of praise and teasing. Her hand tightened around me, her thumb brushing over the tip as Mia’s mouth continued to work its magic.

Sarah’s lips found mine, her kiss slow and deliberate as her hands explored my chest. "You’re not going to last much longer, are you?" she whispered, her voice filled with anticipation.

I couldn’t respond, my body too focused on the sensations overwhelming me. The girls were relentless, their hands and mouths driving me closer and closer to the edge. Jess and Mia’s bodies moved together, their moans filling the air as they lost themselves in each other. Sarah’s hands explored my body, her touch both soothing and electrifying.

Coach Martinez watched it all with a satisfied smirk, her eyes gleaming with approval. "Keep going," she said, her voice low and husky. "I want to see him break."

The girls obeyed without hesitation, their hands and mouths working in perfect harmony to keep me teetering on the edge of release. It was impossible to hold on, the pleasure too intense to resist. My body tensed, my hips jerking as waves of ecstasy washed over me.

And then, just as I was about to lose control, the bus came to a sudden halt. The sound of the brakes squealing filled the air, pulling me out of the haze of pleasure. The girls pulled away, their breaths still coming in short gasps as they glanced out the window.

Coach Martinez’s voice cut through the silence. "Looks like we’ve arrived," she said, her tone filled with amusement. "But don’t worry, the night’s not over yet."

The girls exchanged knowing glances, their smiles filled with promise. I was too spent to respond, my body still trembling from the intensity of it all. As the bus doors opened, the sounds of Las Vegas greeted us—the hum of the city, the distant music, the bright lights beckoning. But inside the bus, the tension lingered, a promise of what was to come.

The bus doors hissed open, and the cool night air of Las Vegas rushed in, a stark contrast to the heat that had been building inside. Jess’s hand clamped around my wrist, her grip firm and unyielding as she pulled me to my feet. ”Come on,” she purred, her voice low and teasing. ”Let’s get you somewhere more… comfortable.”

Mia and Sarah flanked me, their hands brushing against my arms and back as they guided me off the bus. Coach Martinez followed close behind, her presence commanding even in the chaos of the bustling city. I tried to say something, to protest or question, but the words caught in my throat. My body was still humming with the residual pleasure from the bus ride, and my mind was a fog of desire and confusion.

The hotel wasn’t far, and the walk felt like a blur. The neon lights of the Strip reflected in the windows, casting the group in a kaleidoscope of colors. Jess’s smirk was illuminated in red and blue, her eyes glinting with mischief. Mia’s laugh was soft but filled with intent, and Sarah’s fingers traced patterns on my back as if she were mapping out her next move.

When we reached the hotel suite, Jess wasted no time. She pushed the door open and dragged me inside, her strength surprising despite her slender frame. The room was spacious, with a large bed dominating the center, flanked by plush chairs and a sleek, modern bathroom. The girls didn’t bother with the lights, the glow from the city outside providing enough illumination to see the hunger in their eyes.

Mia was the first to act. She stepped in front of me, her hands resting on my chest as she leaned in close. ”You’ve been such a good boy,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. ”But we’re not done with you yet.”

Her lips met mine, her kiss hard and demanding. I could feel her body pressed against me, her curves aligning perfectly with mine. Jess’s hands were on my shoulders, pushing me down onto the edge of the bed. Sarah knelt in front of me, her fingers deftly undoing my pants. The anticipation was overwhelming, my heart pounding in my chest as they closed in.

Sarah’s hands were firm and deliberate as she freed me from my clothing, her eyes locking with mine as she leaned in. Her lips brushed against me, the touch light but electrifying. I gasped, my hips instinctively bucking forward, but Jess’s hands held me in place. ”Hold still,” she commanded, her voice laced with amusement. ”We’re just getting started.”

Sarah took her time, her mouth exploring every inch of me with a slow, deliberate precision that made my head spin. Mia’s hands were on my thighs, her nails digging into my skin just enough to keep me grounded. Jess leaned over my shoulder, her breath hot against my ear as she whispered, ”You’re going to love this.”

And then, suddenly, Sarah pulled away, her lips curving into a sly smile. She glanced up at Jess and Mia, her eyes filled with a silent understanding. Without a word, Jess moved around to the front, her legs straddling mine as she lowered herself onto me. The sensation was overwhelming, her body enveloping mine in a way that left me breathless.

Mia’s hands were on Jess’s hips, guiding her movements as Sarah continued to explore with her hands and mouth. The room was filled with the sounds of their breathing, the soft moans and whispers that only added to the intensity. I could feel myself losing control, the pleasure building to a point where it was almost too much to bear.

But they weren’t done. Jess pulled away, her movements deliberate as she repositioned herself, her back to me as she leaned forward. Mia wasted no time, her hands on Jess’s shoulders as she took her place in front of me. The switch was seamless, their movements synchronized as if they had done this a thousand times before.

Mia’s lips were on mine again, her kiss softer this time but no less demanding. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as Jess’s body moved against mine. Sarah’s voice broke through the haze, her words soft but filled with intent. ”Let us take care of you,” she murmured, her hands tracing patterns on my chest.

The hours blurred together, the girls taking turns exploring every inch of my body. Their touches were relentless, their movements precise and calculated to keep me on the edge. The suite became a playground of pleasure, the boundaries between us dissolving as we lost ourselves in the moment.

Eventually, exhaustion began to creep in. The girls slowed their movements, their breathing heavy as they collapsed onto the bed beside me. Jess’s head rested on my chest, her fingers tracing absentminded patterns on my skin. Mia’s leg was thrown over mine, her body pressed against my side. Sarah’s arm was draped across my stomach, her breath warm against my neck.

”You were a good warm-up,” Jess murmured, her voice soft but filled with satisfaction. ”But we’ll need our rest for the meet tomorrow.”

Mia chuckled, the sound low and filled with amusement. ”Maybe you can be our cool-down after.”
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