
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Wrong Bus

The fluorescent lights of the Reno-Tahoe Airport shuttle stop flickered like they were considering giving up entirely. Marcus checked his phone for the third time in as many minutes—11:47 PM, and his ride was officially seventeen minutes late. The January cold bit through his jacket as he shifted his duffel bag from one shoulder to the other, watching his breath fog in the air.

When the charter bus rumbled around the corner, headlights cutting through the darkness, Marcus didn't hesitate. The destination placard was dark, but fuck it—he'd been standing in the cold long enough, and this had to be his airport shuttle. He jogged toward it as the door hissed open, climbing the three steps into blessed warmth.

"Airport run?" he asked the driver, a middle-aged woman who barely glanced up from her phone.

"Last stop," she grunted, which Marcus took as confirmation enough.

He moved down the aisle, noting the bus was empty save for scattered athletic bags and a faint smell of sweat mixed with something floral—maybe body spray or perfume. The seats were the nice kind, the ones that reclined, and he claimed a spot about halfway back, tossing his duffel in the overhead and settling in with a relieved sigh.

His phone showed 11:52 when he heard them.

Voices first—multiple, female, carrying that particular energy of exhaustion mixed with giddy relief. Then footsteps, and suddenly the bus was flooding with women. Tall women. Athletic women in matching navy warm-up suits with "UNR VOLLEYBALL" emblazoned across their backs.

Marcus froze, his stomach dropping as reality crashed down. Wrong fucking bus.

"Oh my GOD, I'm sitting down and not moving for twelve hours," someone announced, her voice crackling with fatigue.

"Your bed's twenty minutes away, Torres," another voice laughed. "Don't be dramatic."

"Twenty minutes is twelve hours in bus math."

They filed in, seven... eight... nine of them, plus what looked like an assistant coach bringing up the rear. Marcus sank lower in his seat, hoping maybe they wouldn't notice him, that he could just ride to wherever they were going and catch an Uber from there. The driver hadn't seemed to care about his presence.

The women collapsed into seats with the kind of exhausted relief that came from a long trip. He caught glimpses as they passed—ponytails and messy buns, faces flushed from recent exertion, the athletic grace of bodies honed by countless hours of training. One girl, taller than the rest with bronze skin and a high ponytail, met his eyes as she walked past. Her eyebrows rose slightly, but she didn't say anything, just continued toward the back.

The bus rumbled to life, pulling away from the stop.

"Did we seriously sweep Stanford?" someone was saying, her voice bright with disbelief. "Like, actually swept them?"

"Three and oh, baby!" This voice was deeper, confident. "Conference champions are looking REAL good right now."

"Assuming we don't all die of exhaustion first."

Marcus tried to make himself invisible, but the universe had other plans. A volleyball rolled down the aisle from somewhere in back, bouncing off his foot before he could avoid it. He instinctively reached down to grab it.

"Heads up!" someone called, too late.

When Marcus looked up, holding the ball, he found himself the subject of nine pairs of very interested eyes.

"Uh," he managed eloquently. "This yours?"

The tall girl with the ponytail—the one who'd noticed him earlier—stood up from her seat near the back. She was easily six feet, maybe more, with broad shoulders and powerful legs visible even through her warm-ups. Her sports bra peeked out from where her jacket was unzipped, showing defined collarbones glistening with residual sweat.

"You're not Coach Riley," she observed, walking down the aisle with the fluid confidence of someone used to commanding space. "Coach Riley's supposed to meet us at campus."

"I'm... yeah, I'm not Coach Riley," Marcus agreed, very aware that everyone was now looking at him. "I think I got on the wrong bus. I was trying to get to the airport."

A ripple of laughter ran through the group.

"Airport shuttle's probably long gone, dude," someone said from the back. "This is the team charter."

"Clearly," Marcus muttered.

The tall girl—her warm-up jacket said "CAPTAIN REEVES" across the back—stopped in the aisle next to his seat. Up close, she was even more striking. Sharp jawline, full lips, dark eyes that assessed him with unnerving directness. A small scar cut through her left eyebrow. She smelled like exertion and vanilla body spray, an intoxicating combination.

"Well," she said, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Looks like you're stuck with us for the next twenty minutes. I'm Jade."

"Marcus." He held out the volleyball, which she took, her fingers brushing his in a way that felt deliberate.

"Nice to meet you, Marcus." She turned to address the bus. "Ladies, we have a stowaway. What's the team policy on stowaways?"

"Make them useful!" someone shouted, and more laughter followed.

"We could use a water boy," another voice added. "Since somebody—" pointed emphasis, "—forgot to pack the cooler properly and we've been rationing Gatorade for six hours."

"That was ONE time, Rodriguez!"

Jade was still looking at Marcus, that smile playing at her lips. "What do you say? Want to be useful?"

There was something in her tone, something in the way the energy on the bus had shifted, that made Marcus's mouth go dry. These women had been on the road for—what had someone said?—a tournament run? And the way they were looking at him...

"I mean, sure?" he said, his voice coming out higher than intended. "What do you need?"

"What do we need," Jade repeated, turning to walk back toward her seat. She didn't sit down though. Instead, she perched on the armrest, legs crossed, watching him. "That's a dangerous question after the trip we've had."

"Two months," someone said from the back. "We've been on the road for two fucking months."

"Language, Martinez," a new voice interjected—older, authoritative. Marcus spotted the assistant coach, a woman in her thirties with auburn hair pulled back in a severe bun. But even she was smiling. "Though you're not wrong."

"Two months of hotels and airports and eating nothing but protein bars," another player chimed in. This one was shorter than the others, maybe 5'8", with a pixie cut and a compact, muscular build. She was sitting across the aisle from Marcus, legs pulled up on the seat, chin resting on her knees. "Two months of ice baths and tape jobs and sleeping on bus seats."

"Two months of no personal time," Jade added, her voice dropping slightly, and suddenly the subtext became very, very clear.

Marcus felt heat creeping up his neck. "Oh."

"Yeah," Jade said. "Oh."

The bus had gone quiet except for the rumble of the engine and the hiss of the heater. Nine women, all watching him with varying degrees of interest, amusement, and something more predatory. He was suddenly very aware of how isolated this bus was, how dark it was outside, how the driver seemed utterly unconcerned with what was happening in the back.

"So Marcus," the pixie-cut girl said, uncurling from her seat and leaning across the aisle. Her warm-up jacket was unzipped too, revealing a tight tank top that showed off sculpted arms. "What brings you to Reno? Besides wrong buses?"

"Job interview," he managed. "Tech company."

"Tech," Jade repeated. "So you're smart. That's good. We like smart."

"Do we?" someone asked.

"We do now."

The pixie-cut girl reached across the aisle, her fingers trailing along Marcus's arm. "I'm Sam. Libero. That means I'm scrappy." Her hand squeezed his bicep, assessing. "You work out?"

"Sometimes. Not like—I mean, not like you guys."

"We're not guys," Sam corrected, her hand still on his arm. "Definitely not guys."

"Ladies," the assistant coach said, but there was no heat in it. If anything, she sounded amused. "Behave."

"We are behaving, Coach," Jade said innocently. "We're just making conversation. Being friendly to our accidental guest."

"Very friendly," someone muttered, and giggles erupted.

Marcus's heart was hammering. This couldn't be happening. This didn't happen in real life. But Sam's hand was warm on his arm, and Jade was still watching him with those dark, assessing eyes, and he could feel the attention of every woman on this bus like a physical weight.

"How much longer to campus?" he asked, his voice cracking slightly.

"Eighteen minutes," the driver called back. "Route 395 is clear tonight."

Eighteen minutes. Marcus wasn't sure if that was a very long time or not nearly enough.

Jade stood up, and the movement drew every eye. She stretched, her arms going over her head, and her warm-up jacket rode up to reveal a strip of toned abdomen, the waistband of her compression shorts sitting low on her hips. When she caught Marcus staring, she smirked.

"Two months," she said again, moving into the aisle. "Two months of nothing but volleyball and team bonding and cold showers." She started walking toward him, and Marcus felt trapped by her gaze. "Do you know what that does to a girl?"

"I... can imagine?"

"I don't think you can." She stopped directly in front of him, one hand braced on each seat back, effectively caging him in. Up close, he could see the flush on her cheeks, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, the slight sheen of sweat on her collarbones. "We haven't even been able to go out. Tournament regulations. Just hotel rooms and gyms and each other."

"That sounds..." Marcus's brain was short-circuiting. "Difficult?"

"Difficult," Sam echoed from across the aisle, and laughed. "That's one word for it."

Another player had stood up—the one with bronze skin who'd walked past earlier. She was somehow even taller than Jade, with long dark hair in a braid and the build of a power hitter. "I'm Sofia," she said, moving to stand next to Jade. "Middle blocker. And just so we're clear—" she leaned down, her face level with Marcus's, "—we're all very, very pent up."

"Jesus Christ," Marcus breathed.

"He's blushing," Sam observed delightedly. "That's adorable."

"I think he's figuring out his situation," Jade said. She reached out, her fingers tilting Marcus's chin up so he had to meet her eyes. "Poor thing. Gets on the wrong bus, finds himself surrounded by a volleyball team that hasn't had any... relief... in two months. What's a guy to do?"

Marcus's mouth was dry. "I could... get off at the next stop?"

"Could you though?" Sofia asked, and there was a challenge in her voice. "Driver's not stopping till campus. That's another seventeen minutes."

"Sixteen now," someone called out.

Jade's thumb brushed across Marcus's lower lip, and he stopped breathing. "Sixteen minutes. Alone with us. In this very private bus. Where anything could happen."

"Anything," Sam agreed. She'd moved from her seat, was now kneeling on Marcus's armrest, her body pressed against his side. "Literally anything."

"Ladies," the assistant coach tried again, but she'd stood up now too, moving closer, and her protest sounded extremely half-hearted.

"Come on, Coach," Sofia said. "Two months. Tournament's over. We won. Let us have this."

The coach—Marcus could see her name tag now, "PATTERSON"—bit her lip. She looked at Marcus, then at her players, then at Marcus again. "This is... highly irregular."

"But not forbidden," Jade pointed out.

"Technically we're not on school property yet," Sam added helpfully.

"And he got on our bus voluntarily," Sofia said.

Patterson sighed. "I cannot believe I'm about to say this." She looked at Marcus. "Are you... opposed? To wherever this is going?"

Marcus's brain was screaming multiple contradictory things. This was insane. This was a fantasy. This couldn't be real. This was the best wrong bus he'd ever gotten on. Nine women—nine gorgeous, athletic, desperately horny women—were essentially asking his permission to...

"I'm not opposed," he heard himself say.

The energy on the bus shifted immediately, becoming charged, electric. Jade's smile turned feral.

"Good answer," she purred.

Then she was kissing him.

Her lips were soft but demanding, her tongue sliding into his mouth with zero hesitation. Marcus made a surprised sound that turned into a moan as her hand fisted in his hair, angling his head how she wanted it. She tasted like sports drink and mint gum, and she kissed like she played volleyball—aggressive, confident, dominant.

Sam's hand slid up his thigh.

"Guys," someone said from the back, voice breathy with excitement. "They're actually doing it."

"Fifteen minutes," another voice called. "We've got fifteen minutes."

Jade pulled back, her pupils dilated, lips wet. "Strip," she ordered.

"What?"

"You heard me. Jacket off. Shirt off. We want to see what we're working with." She stepped back slightly, giving him room but making it clear this wasn't a request.

Marcus's hands were shaking as he unzipped his jacket. The bus was warm, almost hot now, or maybe that was just him. He pulled his shirt over his head, heard approving sounds from multiple directions.

"Not bad," Sofia assessed, her eyes roaming over his chest and stomach. "Little cardio, some definition. I can work with this."

"We can ALL work with this," Sam corrected, her hand now blatantly groping his thigh. "Question is, what does he work with?"

"Only one way to find out," Jade said. Her hands went to his belt.

"Oh my god," Marcus breathed.

"Not god," Jade said, popping the button on his jeans. "Just us." She pulled his zipper down slowly, maintaining eye contact. "And lucky for you, there are nine of us."

She pulled his jeans down to his thighs, boxers following, and Marcus heard the collective intake of breath.

"Well," Sam said appreciatively. "That'll do nicely."

Marcus was hard—impossibly, achingly hard—and now exposed to the hungry gazes of an entire volleyball team. His cock jutted up from the tangle of his jeans, and he watched Jade's eyes darken as she licked her lips.

"Fourteen minutes," someone announced.

"Plenty of time," Jade said. She wrapped her hand around his shaft, and Marcus's head fell back against the seat with a thud. "Oh, he's sensitive. That's cute."

"My turn," Sam demanded, and suddenly there were two hands on him, stroking, exploring, learning what made him gasp.

Sofia had moved behind Jade, was unzipping her own jacket, pulling her sports bra over her head. Her breasts were perfect, full and firm, and Marcus stared as she cupped them, thumbs brushing over dark nipples.

"You like those?" she asked, amused by his expression. "Wait till you taste them."

"Jesus," Marcus gasped as Sam's thumb swiped over his tip, collecting the bead of moisture there.

"He's leaking already," Sam reported to the bus at large. "He's gonna be so much fun."

More players were standing now, moving closer, stripping off layers. The bus was becoming a mobile exhibition of athletic female bodies—abs and thighs and breasts and ass, all closing in on him. He caught glimpses of tattoos, piercings, tan lines from sports bras and volleyball shorts.

Jade straddled his lap suddenly, having shed her warm-up pants. Her compression shorts were tiny, barely more than underwear, and he could feel heat radiating from her core as she ground down on him.

"Fuck," he groaned.

"Not yet," she said, rolling her hips. "But soon." She grabbed his hands, placed them on her breasts through her sports bra. "Touch me. I want to feel it."

Marcus squeezed, heard her sharp inhale. She was all muscle and heat, powerful and demanding. She pulled her sports bra off over her head impatiently, and then his hands were on bare skin, thumbs brushing over hardened nipples.

"Yes," she hissed, grinding harder. "God, yes. It's been so fucking long."

Sam had his cock fully in hand now, stroking firmly while someone else—he couldn't see who—massaged his balls. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

"Twelve minutes," the driver called, sounding far too casual about the orgy occurring behind her.

"Move," Sofia ordered, and Jade reluctantly climbed off. Sofia took her place immediately, but she faced away, pressing back against him. She guided his hands to her breasts—larger than Jade's, heavy and soft. "Hold these while I..." She reached between her legs, pulled her shorts aside, and suddenly he was sliding between her folds, not inside but along her slit, and she was so wet.

"Oh fuck," Sofia moaned, using his cock like a toy, rubbing herself against him. "Oh fuck, that's good."

Another player had knelt in the aisle—younger, maybe a freshman, with blonde hair and freckles. She was watching Sofia with wide eyes, one hand inside her own shorts. "Coach, can I—"

"Do whatever you want, Mitchell," Patterson said. She'd sat down but hadn't looked away, Marcus noticed. Her hand was pressed between her own thighs. "We're way past protocol now."

Mitchell didn't need more permission. She yanked her shorts down and started touching herself openly, fingers working her clit while she watched Sofia grind on Marcus's cock.

"This is insane," Marcus gasped.

"This is necessary," Jade corrected. She'd moved to kneel on the seat beside him, and now she grabbed his hand, shoved it down the front of her shorts. "Feel how wet I am. Feel what you're doing to us."

She was soaked, her pussy slick and hot around his fingers. When he brushed her clit, she jerked, a sharp cry escaping.

"Don't stop," she ordered. "Circle it. Yeah, like that. Fuck."

Sam had moved between his legs somehow, was licking along his shaft while Sofia ground against it. The dual sensation of Sam's tongue and Sofia's wetness was destroying him.

"Ten minutes," someone announced breathlessly.

"Not enough time," Sofia complained. "I need more. I need—" She lifted up, angled him, and suddenly his tip was pressing against her entrance.

"Condom!" Patterson's voice cut through the haze. "Sofia Maria Torres, you use protection or so help me—"

"Fuck!" Sofia groaned, but she climbed off. "Fine. Does anyone have—"

"Here." Another player tossed a string of condoms that arced through the air. "Brought them just in case we got lucky at the tournament. Looks like they're about to get used."

Jade snatched them, tore one off, and rolled it onto Marcus with practiced efficiency. "There. Now can we please—"

Sofia pushed her back down onto him, and this time when she sank down, there was no barrier. She took him fully, her pussy clenching around his cock as she bottomed out.

"Holy FUCK," they said in unison.

Sofia started riding him immediately, her powerful thighs flexing, lifting and dropping with the kind of stamina that came from endless conditioning. Her ass slapped against his thighs, her breasts bounced, and Marcus couldn't think, could only feel.

Jade had his hand working her clit faster now, her hips rolling to meet his fingers. Sam was sucking on his balls, Mitchell was openly masturbating while watching, and there were hands everywhere—on his chest, his neck, in his hair—multiple women touching him, claiming pieces of him.

"Nine minutes!"

"Harder," Sofia demanded. "Fucking hell, I need it harder."

Marcus grabbed her hips, started thrusting up to meet her drops, and she screamed. Actually screamed, head thrown back, and every woman on the bus seemed to moan in response.

"He's so deep," Sofia gasped. "Oh god, I'm gonna—I'm—"

She came violently, her pussy spasming around him, and Marcus nearly lost it. Only the fact that Jade's hand had left his wrist to squeeze hard around his base kept him from exploding.

"Not yet," Jade commanded. "You don't come until we say."

"That's evil," Marcus groaned.

"That's fair," she corrected. She gestured, and Sofia climbed off reluctantly. "My turn. Sam, get his mouth."

Sam stripped completely, climbing onto the seat beside him. Her pussy was right there, wet and pink, and when she straddled his face, Marcus didn't hesitate. He licked into her, found her clit, and sucked.

Jade mounted him reverse cowgirl, sinking down with a satisfied groan. Unlike Sofia's aggressive riding, Jade rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles, clearly a woman who knew exactly what angle hit her g-spot.

"Yes," she hissed. "Right there. Stay right fucking there."

Sam ground against his mouth, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. She tasted like salt and musk, distinctly feminine, and Marcus worked his tongue inside her while his nose brushed her clit with each movement.

"Seven minutes!" Multiple voices now.

"Not enough," someone whined.

"Make it count then!"

Bodies pressed against him from all sides. Someone was kissing his neck, another woman had claimed his hands, pressing them to her breasts. The bus smelled like sex and sweat and perfume, sounded like moans and wet noises and encouragement.

"Harder," Jade ordered, and Marcus thrust up, making her cry out. "Yes! Fuck yes!"

Sam came against his mouth, her thighs clamping around his head, flooding his tongue with her release. She climbed off shakily, and immediately another woman took her place—the freckled freshman, Mitchell, who looked at him with desperate eyes.

"Please," she whimpered. "I need to come so bad."

Marcus ate her out like his life depended on it, and she was so responsive, so close already. She came within two minutes, sobbing her relief.

"Five minutes!"

Jade was bouncing now, chasing her own finish. Her hand worked her clit frantically, her walls fluttering around him. "Come on," she gasped. "Come on come on—YES!"

She came hard, and this time Jade didn't stop him. "Fill it," she ordered. "Come inside me right fucking now."

Marcus exploded, his orgasm ripping through him with intensity that bordered on pain. He pumped into her while she milked him, her pussy rhythmically squeezing every drop.

"Four minutes!"

"Not fair," someone complained. "I didn't get a turn!"

"Next time," Patterson said, and her voice was husky, satisfied. "We know where he's going now."

Jade climbed off, disposed of the condom efficiently. The women started pulling clothes back on with practiced speed, though the bus still smelled unmistakably of sex.

"Clean yourself up," Jade ordered, tossing Marcus his shirt. "We're almost there."

Marcus dressed with shaking hands, his brain still trying to process what had just happened. He'd gotten on the wrong bus and had been used by a volleyball team like a human sex toy. His cock was sensitive, his jaw ached pleasantly, and he was pretty sure he could still taste Sam.

"Three minutes to campus," the driver announced.

Sofia leaned over his seat from behind. "Listen up, tech boy. We practice at Mitchell Center every day, four to seven PM. And we're going to need regular... stress relief... if we're going to make nationals."

"You're their stress relief now," Jade confirmed, sitting back down across from him, looking completely composed except for her still-flushed cheeks. "Hope that interview goes well, because you're going to need flexibility in your schedule."

"I... what?"

"You heard her," Sam said, grinning. "Welcome to the team, Marcus."

The bus pulled into a parking lot outside a large athletics complex. Through the windows, Marcus could see the main building lit up: UNIVERSITY OF NEVADA, RENO - MITCHELL ATHLETIC CENTER.

The doors hissed open.

"This is us," Jade said, standing. She leaned down, kissed him hard and quick. "Don't be a stranger, wrong-bus boy. We'll be seeing you real soon."

The team filed off, grabbing their bags, calling goodbyes and laughing. Patterson paused at his seat, looking at him with something between amusement and warning.

"They're not kidding," she said. "Once the team decides they want something..." She shrugged. "Well. You've been warned."

Then she was gone too, and Marcus was alone on the bus with the driver, who met his eyes in the rearview mirror.

"Airport?" she asked blandly.

"Yeah," Marcus managed. "Airport."

As the bus pulled away from the athletic center, Marcus looked back at the team gathered on the sidewalk. Nine women, watching him leave. Jade raised her hand in a wave, then crooked her finger in a come-here gesture that was absolutely a promise.

His phone buzzed. A friend request on Instagram: @JadeReeves_UNR

Below it, a message: Locker room. Tomorrow night. 7 PM. Don't be late.

Marcus stared at his phone, then back at the receding building.

He had a feeling his interview was about to become a lot less important than his schedule flexibility.


Chapter 2: Territory

Marcus stood outside Mitchell Athletic Center at 6:55 PM, trying to convince himself this was real life and not some extended fever dream. The January evening had turned his breath to fog, but he was sweating under his jacket. His phone showed three more Instagram messages from Jade—the last one just said "tick tock" with a devil emoji.

The job interview had gone well. Suspiciously well, actually, like the universe was determined to keep him in Reno. They'd offered him the position on the spot, remote-friendly with flex hours. He'd accepted in a daze, his brain still replaying the bus ride frame by frame.

Now he was here. About to walk into a locker room where nine women were waiting to... what, exactly? Use him again? The rational part of his brain screamed that this was insane, that he should leave, that this couldn't possibly end well.

The other part of his brain—the part currently making his jeans uncomfortable—had different priorities.

He pulled open the door.

The athletic center was quiet, most students gone for the evening. His footsteps echoed on polished floors as he followed the signs toward the women's volleyball facilities. Down a hallway, past trophy cases filled with championship plaques, around a corner—

"You're early."

Marcus jumped. Jade leaned against the wall outside a door marked WOMEN'S LOCKER ROOM, still in practice gear—tiny spandex shorts and a sports bra that left very little to imagination. Her hair was up in that same high ponytail, and she was eating an apple like she hadn't just given him the most intense sexual experience of his life twenty-four hours ago.

"You said seven," Marcus managed.

"I said seven. I didn't say what would happen if you showed up early." She pushed off the wall, circling him slowly. "Eager, are we?"

"I just... didn't want to be late."

"Mmm." She took another bite of her apple, chewed thoughtfully. "The girls are finishing their cooldown. Should be another five minutes." Her hand trailed across his shoulders as she completed her circle. "That gives us some time alone."

"Alone?"

"I'm captain." She tossed the apple core into a nearby trash can. "I get first pick. Team rules."

Before Marcus could respond, she grabbed his jacket and pulled him through the locker room door.

The space was bigger than he'd expected—rows of navy blue lockers, wooden benches, a wall of mirrors, and in the back, he could hear the sound of running showers. It smelled like soap and chlorine and that particular floral scent he recognized from the bus.

Jade pushed him down onto one of the benches. "Strip."

"Just like that?"

"Did I stutter?" She crossed her arms under her breasts, making them press together. "We had a team meeting after practice. Discussed some... ground rules for our arrangement."

"Arrangement?"

"You're our stress relief, remember? But that means playing by our rules." She started ticking off on her fingers. "One: You show up when we call. Two: You do what we say, when we say it. Three: You don't come until we give you permission. Four: What happens in this locker room stays in this locker room." She tilted her head. "Think you can handle that?"

Marcus's mouth was dry. "And if I can't?"

Jade smiled slowly. "Then I guess you'll have to deal with nine very frustrated volleyball players who know where you work now." She leaned down, her face inches from his. "But you're not going to say no, are you? Because you've been thinking about this all day. Thinking about us. About what we did to you on that bus."

She wasn't wrong. Marcus had jerked off twice thinking about it, and he was already half-hard just from being in the same room with her.

"Clothes. Off. Now."

He stripped, his hands shaking slightly. When he was naked, cock already hardening under her gaze, Jade made an approving sound.

"Better." She walked to her locker, pulled out a small bottle. "Hands behind your back."

"What—"

"Did I say you could ask questions?" She returned, moved behind him. "Hands."

Marcus clasped his hands behind his back. He felt something soft wrap around his wrists—a resistance band, he realized, as Jade tied them together. Not tight enough to hurt, but definitely secure.

"There." She came back around to face him. "Now you can't touch. Can't do anything except sit there and take what I give you." She straddled the bench in front of him, her legs on either side of his, close enough that he could feel her body heat. "Do you know how many times I've thought about your cock in the last twenty-four hours?"

"How many?"

"Too fucking many." She squeezed a dollop of something from the bottle—massage oil, he realized—into her palm. "Couldn't focus in class. Couldn't sleep. Just kept thinking about how you felt inside me."

She wrapped her slick hand around his cock, and Marcus groaned. The oil was warm, her grip firm, and she stroked him slowly, deliberately, watching his face.

"You're going to learn that I'm patient," Jade said conversationally, like she wasn't slowly destroying him. "I can do this for hours. Edge you until you're begging." She twisted her wrist on the upstroke. "The question is, how long can YOU last?"

"Jade—"

"That's 'Captain' when we're in this locker room." Another stroke, her thumb swiping over his tip. "Try again."

"Captain," Marcus gasped. "Please—"

"Please what?"

"I don't... I don't know. More?"

"More." She laughed, but added her second hand, both palms now gliding along his shaft in alternating strokes. "You're going to have to be more specific than that. Use your words. Tell me what you want."

The door banged open.

"Jade, you selfish bitch!" Sam's voice, bright with accusation. "You said five minutes!"

"It's been five minutes," Jade called back, not stopping her ministrations.

"It's been eight, and you know it." Sam appeared, already stripped down to just a towel. Her pixie cut was wet from the shower. "Oh, you already got him tied up. Nice."

"I told you, I get first pick."

"And I told YOU we were supposed to ease him in." Sam dropped her towel without ceremony, and Marcus's cock twitched in Jade's hands at the sight of her naked body—all compact muscle and smooth skin, her small breasts topped with pale pink nipples. "Looks like you're not easing anything."

"He can handle it." Jade glanced at Marcus. "Can't you?"

"Yes, Captain," Marcus said, because what else was there to say?

"Good boy." Jade released him, standing up. "Sam, you want in on this?"

"Fuck yes I do." Sam knelt in front of the bench, between Marcus's legs, looking up at him with a wicked grin. "Hi again, tech boy. Miss me?"

Before he could answer, her mouth was on him.

"Jesus—" Marcus's head fell back, his bound hands clenching behind him. Sam's mouth was hot and wet, her tongue swirling around his tip before she took him deeper, and he felt her throat relax as she swallowed him down.

"She's got no gag reflex," Jade informed him, moving to sit beside him on the bench. "Took her a year of practice, but she got there." Her hand cupped his jaw, turning his face toward her. "Keep your eyes on me while she sucks you. I want to see what it does to you."

Marcus tried. He really did. But Sam was doing obscene things with her tongue, and her hand had found his balls, rolling them gently while she bobbed her head, and—

"Eyes," Jade ordered sharply, her grip on his jaw tightening.

He forced himself to focus on her face. She was so close, her dark eyes boring into his, her lips slightly parted. She leaned in and kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth at the same moment Sam took him fully down her throat.

The dual sensation made him moan into Jade's mouth.

"That's it," Jade murmured against his lips. "Let us hear you. We want to know what we're doing to you."

More voices echoed from the back—the rest of the team emerging from showers. Marcus couldn't see them with Jade kissing him and Sam's head in his lap, but he heard them.

"Oh shit, they already started!"

"Sam, you're supposed to wait for everyone!"

"Snooze you lose, Torres!"

Sam pulled off with an obscene pop, her lips swollen and wet. "Not my fault you took forever in the shower." She licked a long stripe up the underside of his cock. "Besides, I was just warming him up."

"Warming him up," Sofia's voice, thick with amusement. She appeared in Marcus's peripheral vision, gloriously naked, water still beading on her bronze skin. Her hair hung wet down her back, and she was holding something in her hands. "That's what we're calling it?"

"What's that?" Marcus asked, eyeing the object—some kind of vibrator, he thought.

"Training tool," Sofia said with a grin. "We're athletes, remember? We train hard." She moved around behind the bench, and Marcus felt her hands on his shoulders, kneading the muscles there. "Relax, tech boy. You're so tense."

"I wonder why," Marcus muttered.

"Sarcasm." Sofia's hands dug in harder, finding a knot and working it. "Cute. But you're going to learn that backtalk earns consequences here."

The rest of the team had gathered now, all in various states of undress—some still in towels, others already naked. Marcus recognized Mitchell, the freckled freshman, hovering near the back looking both nervous and aroused. The bronze-skinned power hitter from the bus. A tall blonde he didn't recognize. An Asian woman with short hair. Each one watching him with hungry eyes.

"So here's how this is going to work," Jade said, standing up. She addressed the team like she was calling plays. "We're going to make this last. No more quick bus sex. We have all night, and we're going to use it." She pointed at Marcus. "He doesn't come until I say. Anyone who makes him come before that runs suicides tomorrow."

Groans from the team, but also excited murmurs.

"Torres, you're up first. Show him what a power hitter can do."

Sofia handed her vibrator to Sam and moved to straddle the bench facing Marcus, her powerful thighs bracketing his. This close, he could see every detail—water droplets sliding down between her breasts, the slight tan lines from her practice uniform, a small mole on her left hip.

"Last night wasn't enough," Sofia said, reaching between them to grip his cock. "I need more. Need to feel you properly." She rose up, positioned him, and sank down in one smooth motion.

They both groaned. She was so tight, so wet, and the angle had him hitting deep inside her. Sofia started rolling her hips, not bouncing like on the bus but grinding, making sure his pubic bone hit her clit with each movement.

"Fuck yes," she breathed. "That's what I needed."

Sam had moved behind Sofia, and Marcus watched as she reached around to cup Sofia's breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers. Sofia arched back into the touch, her pace increasing.

"You like that?" Sam murmured in Sofia's ear, loud enough for Marcus to hear. "Like having him inside you while I touch you?"

"God yes," Sofia gasped.

The blonde player—her name tag on her locker read ANDERSON—had moved close, was trailing her fingers down Marcus's chest. "Can I touch?" she asked.

"Touch whatever you want," Jade said. "He's ours."

Anderson's hand wrapped around Marcus's throat, not squeezing but just holding, and something about that casual dominance made his cock throb inside Sofia.

"Oh, he liked that," Sofia observed, her walls clenching. "Do it again."

Anderson squeezed slightly, and Marcus gasped. She smiled, leaning down to whisper in his ear. "You're so fun to play with."

Sofia was riding him harder now, chasing her pleasure, and Sam's hand had drifted down to rub Sofia's clit. The three of them moved together, and Marcus was helpless, still bound, still being used.

"I'm close," Sofia warned. "Fuck, I'm so close—"

"Come," Jade ordered. "But keep riding. He doesn't get to stop just because you do."

Sofia came with a sharp cry, her pussy spasming around him, but she didn't stop moving. She rode through her orgasm, oversensitive and shaking, until finally she slumped forward against his chest.

"Tap out?" Jade asked.

"Tap out," Sofia confirmed breathlessly. She climbed off carefully, and Sam caught her, steadying her.

"Martinez, you're up," Jade called.

A new woman appeared—the Asian player with short hair. She was smaller than the others, more lean than muscular, but she moved with catlike grace. Without preamble, she pushed Marcus flat on his back on the bench, his bound hands trapped beneath him.

"I've been thinking about your mouth all day," Martinez said, swinging her leg over to straddle his face. "Let's see if you're as good as Sam claimed."

She lowered herself onto him, and Marcus got to work, his tongue finding her clit immediately. She tasted different from Sam, slightly sweeter, and she was already wet. He worked his tongue in circles, varying pressure, and felt her thighs tremble on either side of his head.

Someone else had mounted him—he couldn't see who, but he felt a new pussy sliding down onto his cock. Tighter than Sofia, more hesitant movements. Mitchell, maybe? The freshman?

"Oh god," a young voice confirmed his guess. "He's so big."

"Take your time," Jade's voice, coaching. "Rock your hips. Find the angle that feels good."

Mitchell started moving slowly, experimentally, while Martinez ground against Marcus's face. He couldn't see anything, could barely breathe, but his other senses were in overdrive—the taste and smell of Martinez, the tight heat clenching around his cock, the sounds of multiple women breathing heavily, touching themselves, touching each other.

"Is this what you imagined?" Martinez asked, looking down at him. "When you got on that wrong bus? That you'd end up here, being used by all of us?"

Marcus couldn't answer with his mouth full, but he moaned against her, and she shuddered.

"Good answer," she gasped.

Mitchell was finding her rhythm now, bouncing faster, her hands braced on his chest. Someone was helping her—he felt additional hands on his hips, guiding the angle.

"There," Jade's voice. "Feel how deep he is now? That's your g-spot."

"Oh fuck," Mitchell whimpered. "Oh fuck oh fuck—"

"Don't come yet," Jade warned. "Not until I say."

"I can't—I'm too close—"

"Yes you can. Slow down. Edge yourself."

Marcus felt Mitchell's movements become erratic, stopping and starting, clearly fighting her own body. Above him, Martinez was getting close too, her thighs clamping around his head, her wetness flooding his mouth.

"Captain," Martinez gasped. "Permission to—"

"Come," Jade allowed. "Show him what you taste like when you come."

Martinez came on his tongue, and Marcus lapped at her through it, prolonging it, until she was the one who had to tap out. She climbed off, and immediately someone else was there—Anderson, he thought, from the blonde hair in his peripheral vision before she sat on his face.

Mitchell was still riding him, still edging, whimpering with need. "Please," she begged. "Captain, please—"

"Not yet," Jade said mercilessly. "You can take more."

"I can't!"

"You can, and you will."

Marcus felt other hands on his body—someone stroking his chest, someone else massaging his thighs. They were everywhere, touching him, using him as a communal toy. Anderson tasted different—muskier, saltier—and she rode his face with more confidence than Martinez had.

"Switch," Jade ordered. "Mitchell, off. Rodriguez, you're in."

Mitchell climbed off with a sob of frustration, her pussy visibly swollen and wet, so close to climax it had to hurt. A new woman mounted Marcus—Rodriguez, with dark hair and full hips. She wasn't gentle, slamming down onto him hard enough to knock the breath from his lungs.

"Fuck," Rodriguez breathed. "God, that's good."

She rode him brutally, using him like a dildo, chasing her own pleasure with single-minded intensity. Above him, Anderson was grinding against his mouth, her hand fisted in his hair.

"He's good at this," Anderson observed to the room at large. "Really good."

"Told you," Sam's voice, from somewhere nearby. "Our boy's got skills."

"Not yours," Jade corrected. "Ours."

Marcus lost track of who was where. They rotated—different pussies on his face, different women riding his cock, sometimes two at once, sometimes breaks where they just touched him, edged him, kept him hard and desperate. His jaw ached, his cock was so sensitive it bordered on painful, and he couldn't tell how long they'd been at this. An hour? Two?

At some point, Jade decided he could come up for air. They untied his hands, let him sit up, but only so they could position him differently. He ended up on his knees on a mat they'd thrown down, with Sam beneath him in a sixty-nine position while Sofia rode his cock from behind.

"This is better," Jade said, watching critically. "We can all see now."

She was right—the team had arranged themselves in a semicircle, some still playing with themselves, others just watching. Coach Patterson had appeared at some point, sitting on a bench fully clothed but with her hand inside her warm-up pants.

"Switch it up," Jade ordered. "I want him on his back again. Rodriguez, you still haven't come, right?"

"No, Captain," Rodriguez confirmed, sounding frustrated.

"Good. You're going to ride his face while I ride his cock. Let's see if we can make you both come at the same time."

They repositioned, and Marcus found himself flat on his back with Rodriguez straddling his face while Jade mounted his cock. But this time was different—Jade wasn't fucking him. She was sitting there, fully seated, not moving.

"What—" Marcus tried to ask, but Rodriguez's pussy muffled his words.

"Kegels," Jade explained. "I'm going to make you come just by squeezing. No movement needed." She demonstrated, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his cock, and Marcus nearly lost his mind.

"Holy shit," Sofia breathed. "That's hot as fuck."

Marcus focused on Rodriguez's clit, sucking and licking while Jade's pussy milked him internally. Rodriguez was grinding desperately, so close, and Jade's muscle control was insane—she could isolate different areas, squeeze in patterns that had him gasping into Rodriguez's wetness.

"Can he come?" someone asked.

"Not yet," Jade said, though her voice was strained now. "We're all going to come together. Team bonding exercise."

She nodded at something, and suddenly Marcus felt it—that vibrator Sofia had been holding earlier, pressed against his balls. The sensation was overwhelming, the vibrations traveling through his cock while Jade squeezed and Rodriguez ground and—

"Now!" Jade commanded. "Everyone now!"

Rodriguez came first, flooding his mouth. Jade came seconds later, her pussy spasming wildly around him. And finally—finally—Marcus was allowed to come, the vibrator and Jade's clenching and the sheer overwhelming sensation of it all pushing him over the edge.

He came so hard he saw stars, pumping into Jade while the rest of the team came around them—Mitchell finally getting her release, fingers working furiously. Sam and Anderson together, touching each other. Sofia with three fingers inside herself. Martinez and the others, all climaxing in a chorus of moans and gasps.

Even Coach Patterson came, her hand moving faster inside her pants before her body went rigid, a sharp exhale escaping.

When it was over, Marcus lay there in a puddle of sweat and various fluids, completely spent. The team collapsed around him in various states of satisfaction, breathing hard, touching each other lazily.

"Good session," Jade said eventually, climbing off carefully. "Same time Friday?"

"Hell yes," multiple voices agreed.

Marcus just groaned.

"Oh, and tech boy?" Jade leaned down, kissed him gently. "Coach wants to see you. Privately. Tomorrow after practice."

Marcus's eyes widened. "Coach?"

Patterson stood, adjusted her pants, and met his gaze with a small smile. "Six PM. Don't be late."

She left, and the team started cleaning up, heading to showers, chatting normally like they hadn't just had a massive orgy. Marcus lay there, processing.

"Come on," Sam said, offering him a hand up. "You can shower with us. Get used to it—you're part of the team now."

As Marcus stood on shaky legs and followed them to the showers, where the team was already soaping each other up and laughing, he realized his life had fundamentally changed.

And he was absolutely okay with that.


Chapter 3: Authority

Marcus arrived at Mitchell Athletic Center at 5:45 PM the next day, fifteen minutes early because he'd learned his lesson about punctuality with this team. The main gym was empty, lights dimmed, but he could see a glow coming from the coaches' offices down the hallway.

His cock was already half-hard just from anticipation, which felt ridiculous. He was twenty-eight years old, not some horny teenager, but the last forty-eight hours had rewired something fundamental in his brain. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw bodies—curves and muscles and wet heat, heard moans and commands, felt hands everywhere.

He'd called in sick to his new job's orientation. They'd been understanding, told him to rest up, start Monday instead. If they only knew he'd spent the day recovering from being fucked senseless by a volleyball team.

The coaches' office door was cracked open, warm light spilling into the hallway. Marcus knocked.

"Come in," Coach Patterson's voice called. "And close the door behind you."

He entered and stopped short.

The office was larger than expected—desk covered in playbooks and practice schedules, walls plastered with team photos and achievement certificates, a small couch against one wall. But what caught his attention was Coach Patterson herself, standing beside her desk in a way that made it clear this wasn't a casual meeting.

She'd changed since he'd last seen her. Gone was the practical warm-up suit. Instead, she wore tailored black slacks that hugged her hips, a white silk blouse with the top three buttons undone showing a hint of black lace beneath, and heels that added two inches to her already impressive five-foot-nine frame. Her auburn hair was down, falling in waves past her shoulders, and she'd put on makeup—subtle but effective, emphasizing her green eyes and full lips.

She looked like sin wrapped in authority.

"Lock it," she said, nodding toward the door.

Marcus obeyed, his hands suddenly sweaty. The click of the lock seemed unnaturally loud.

"Sit." She gestured to the couch.

He sat.

Coach Patterson moved to the small refrigerator in the corner, pulled out two bottles of water, and brought them over. She handed him one and sat beside him—not close enough to touch, but close enough that he could smell her perfume. Something expensive and sophisticated, nothing like the body spray the younger players wore.

"Drink," she instructed. "We're going to be here a while, and I want you hydrated."

Marcus drank, watching her over the rim of the bottle. She took a slow sip of her own water, her throat working as she swallowed, and he found himself staring at the movement.

"Tell me something, Marcus," she said, setting her bottle on the coffee table. "Do you understand what you've gotten yourself into?"

"I... think so?"

"That's not an answer." Her voice was calm but firm, the same tone he'd heard her use during practice drills. "Let me be more specific. You've become the sexual outlet for nine competitive athletes in their peak physical condition, plus one coach who should probably know better." She met his eyes. "This isn't a casual hookup situation. This isn't dating. This is something else entirely. So I'll ask again—do you understand?"

Marcus set his own water down. "I understand that you all needed... something. Relief. And I was there."

"That's part of it." Patterson stood, began pacing slowly in front of him. "But it's more than that. You stumbled into a very specific dynamic. These women—my players—they're under immense pressure. Scholarships, championships, scouts, academic demands. They train their bodies to the edge of endurance, control every aspect of their lives, follow strict regimens." She stopped, looked at him. "And then you appeared. An outlet. Someone they could control, use, take from. Someone outside their world who couldn't judge them or affect their careers."

"So I'm... what? A stress ball?"

Patterson's lips quirked. "Crude, but essentially accurate. Except stress balls don't have feelings. Don't have needs. Don't have the potential to complicate things." She resumed her pacing. "Which brings me to why you're here. I need to assess whether you can handle this long-term. Whether you'll become a liability. Whether you understand the rules."

"Jade gave me rules," Marcus said. "Show up when called. Do what you say. Don't come without permission. Keep it secret."

"Those are team rules." Patterson stopped in front of him, close enough now that he had to tilt his head back to maintain eye contact. "I have additional rules. My rules. Because I'm not one of them—I'm not a twenty-year-old athlete with limited self-control. I'm thirty-seven years old, I've been coaching for eight years, and I know exactly what I want and how to get it."

She leaned down, her hands on the couch arms, caging him in. Her blouse gaped slightly, giving him a clear view of her breasts pushed together in that black lace bra.

"Do you know what I want, Marcus?"

His mouth was dry despite the water. "No, Coach."

"I want to fuck you without an audience. Without nine horny girls climbing all over you. Without having to share." Her voice dropped lower. "I want to take my time. Explore. Teach you things they don't know yet. Things experience teaches you." One hand left the couch arm, her fingers trailing along his jaw. "I want to see what you're like when you're not overwhelmed and overstimulated. When it's just you and me and all the time in the world."

"Okay," Marcus breathed.

"Okay?" She smiled, but it had an edge. "That's it? Just 'okay'?"

"Yes, Coach. Whatever you want."

"Mmm." She pushed off the couch, stepped back. "Stand up. Strip. Slowly."

Marcus stood on shaky legs and started with his jacket, pulling it off and draping it over the couch. His hands went to his shirt buttons.

"Slower," Patterson commanded. She'd moved to sit on the edge of her desk, legs crossed, watching him with the intensity of someone scouting an opponent. "Each button individually. I want to watch you reveal yourself."

He obeyed, working each button with deliberate care. When his shirt hung open, she made a small gesture.

"Off. Fold it. Put it on the couch."

Marcus did, very aware of how her eyes tracked his movements. When he reached for his belt, she held up a hand.

"Stop. Turn around. Show me your back while you do the rest."

He turned, heard her sharp inhale when he unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans. He pushed them down his hips along with his boxers, stepping out of them carefully, and stood there naked with his back to her.

"You have a nice ass," Patterson observed clinically. "Firm. Not overly muscular but well-shaped. Do you run?"

"Sometimes."

"It shows." A pause. "Stay turned around. Don't move."

He heard her heels clicking on the floor, circling him. She was close enough now that he could feel her body heat, smell that sophisticated perfume mixing with something else—her own arousal, subtle but unmistakable.

"The girls told me about your stamina," she said, her voice coming from behind him now. "Said you lasted through two hours of rotation without complaint. Impressive." Her finger traced down his spine, and he shivered. "But stamina isn't the same as control. Control is different. Control means holding still when every instinct screams to move. Means following instructions even when they don't make sense. Means trusting someone else to give you what you need."

Her hand drifted lower, cupping his ass, squeezing. "Do you trust me, Marcus?"

"I don't know you," he admitted honestly.

"Smart answer." She sounded pleased. "I'd worry if you said yes immediately. Trust is earned." Both hands on him now, kneading his ass cheeks, spreading them slightly. "But you're going to learn to trust me tonight. Because I'm going to push your limits, and you're going to let me."

"What if—"

"Safeword is 'timeout.'" Her hands stilled. "Say it if you need to stop completely. Say 'slow down' if you need to pause and breathe. Understood?"

"Yes, Coach."

"Good boy." One hand left his ass, and he heard her move around to face him. "You can look at me now."

Marcus looked. Patterson had unbuttoned her blouse completely, letting it hang open to reveal that black lace bra in full glory. Her breasts were fuller than the girls', mature and soft-looking, with the faint hint of cleavage lines. She wasn't as toned as her players—she had curves, a slight softness to her belly, stretch marks he could just barely see—but somehow that made her more attractive, more real.

"Like what you see?" she asked, a hint of vulnerability beneath the confidence.

"Yes, Coach. Very much."

"I'm not twenty anymore," she said, matter-of-fact. "I've had two kids. My body's not perfect."

"It's perfect to me."

Her expression softened slightly. "Flattery will get you everywhere." She reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and let it fall. Her breasts were gorgeous—full and heavy, dusky pink nipples already hardened. "Touch them. Gently."

Marcus cupped them carefully, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. She gasped, her eyes fluttering closed.

"More," she whispered.

He grew bolder, squeezing, rolling her nipples between his fingers. She made a sound low in her throat, her head falling back.

"You know what I haven't had in three years?" she asked, her voice rough. "A man who knows what he's doing. The girls, they're enthusiastic but inexperienced. I've been teaching them, guiding them, but not taking for myself." She looked at him again, and her eyes were hungry. "I need someone to worship my body the way I deserve. Can you do that, Marcus?"

"Yes, Coach."

"Prove it. On your knees."

Marcus dropped, and suddenly he was eye-level with her slacks. She unbuttoned them slowly, unzipped, pushed them down her hips to reveal matching black lace panties. When she stepped out of the slacks, she spread her legs slightly.

"Take them off. With your teeth."

He leaned forward, caught the waistband between his teeth, and pulled. The fabric slid down her thighs, and he helped with his hands when it got to her knees. When she was bare, he saw she was neatly trimmed, her pussy already glistening with arousal.

"Now worship," she commanded.

Marcus started with her inner thighs, kissing and licking, taking his time. She made small sounds of approval, her hand coming to rest on his head, not pushing, just touching. He worked his way higher, breathing against her but not touching yet, making her wait.

"Tease," she gasped.

"Learning from the best, Coach."

He finally put his mouth on her, and her groan was deeply satisfying. She tasted different from the younger women—richer somehow, more complex. He explored her with his tongue, learning her geography, what made her twitch and gasp and grip his hair.

"There," she directed when he found a particularly sensitive spot. "Yes, right there. Don't stop."

He didn't stop, working that spot with focused intensity while his hands gripped her thighs, feeling the muscle beneath soft skin. She started rocking against his face, riding his mouth, and he loved how she took what she needed.

"Two fingers," she ordered. "Inside. Curl them up."

He obeyed, sliding two fingers into her while maintaining contact with his tongue. When he curled them, searching, she made a sharp sound.

"Found it," she gasped. "That's my g-spot. Now rub—yes, like that, circles—fuck, Marcus, where did you learn that?"

He couldn't answer with his mouth busy, but he kept up the dual stimulation, tongue on her clit, fingers massaging that internal spot. Her thighs began trembling, her grip on his hair tightening almost painfully.

"Close," she warned. "So close—don't you dare stop—"

He didn't stop, and moments later she came on his face, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her thighs clamping around his head. He worked her through it until she pushed him away, oversensitive.

"Up," she commanded breathlessly. "On the desk. On your back."

Marcus stood, helped her clear a space on the desk, and laid back. The wood was hard and cool against his skin, and he felt exposed and vulnerable with his cock jutting up, fully hard from eating her out.

Patterson stood between his legs, looking down at him with satisfaction. "Now it's my turn to worship," she said.

She started with his chest, kissing and licking, finding his nipples and teasing them until they were hard peaks. Her mouth traveled lower, across his abs, around his hips, deliberately avoiding his cock. When she got to his thighs, she bit down gently, and he jerked.

"Sensitive there," she noted. "Good to know." She bit again, harder, and he groaned.

She spent what felt like hours exploring his body, mapping every sensitive spot, every place that made him twitch or moan. By the time her hand finally wrapped around his cock, he was practically vibrating with need.

"Please," he gasped.

"Please what?"

"Please, Coach. Your mouth. Your pussy. Anything."

"Begging already?" But she smiled. "I suppose you've earned it."

She leaned down and took him into her mouth, and Marcus's back arched off the desk. Her technique was completely different from Sam's—not the enthusiastic deep-throating, but slow, deliberate, almost torturously skilled attention to his most sensitive areas. She used her tongue to trace patterns, her hand to squeeze and stroke, her other hand to massage his balls.

"Coach," he warned. "I'm gonna—"

She pulled off immediately. "No, you're not. Not yet." Her hand squeezed hard around his base, cutting off the orgasm. "I told you—control. You don't come until I allow it."

"That's cruel," he panted.

"That's training." She released him, let him calm slightly. "Again."

She repeated the process three more times—bringing him to the edge, stopping, letting him calm. By the fourth time, Marcus was a wreck, his body covered in sweat, his cock so hard it ached, pre-come leaking steadily.

"Please," he begged. "Coach, please, I need—"

"What do you need?"

"To come. Please. I'll do anything."

"Anything?" She smiled. "Dangerous promise." She moved to her desk drawer, pulled out something that made Marcus's eyes widen. "Ever done anal play?"

"I—no, Coach."

"Want to try?"

He hesitated. This felt like a test. "If you want me to."

"That's not what I asked. I asked if YOU want to try. There's a difference."

Marcus thought about it. The idea was intimidating, but also... intriguing? And she'd been so careful with his boundaries, despite the intensity.

"Yes," he decided. "I want to try."

"Good." She set the small prostate massager on the desk, along with a bottle of lube. "Because this is what men don't understand—prostate orgasms are mind-blowing. Way more intense than regular orgasms. But you have to trust your partner completely."

She lubed up her fingers. "Legs up. Knees to your chest."

Marcus obeyed, feeling incredibly vulnerable in this position. Patterson moved between his legs, one lubed finger circling his asshole.

"Breathe," she instructed. "And push out slightly when I push in."

He did, and her finger slid inside, and the sensation was weird but not painful. She worked slowly, letting him adjust, and when she crooked her finger, pressing something inside, Marcus made a sound he'd never made before.

"Found it," she said with satisfaction. "That's your prostate. Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Fuck," was all Marcus could manage.

She added a second finger, stretching him gently, massaging that spot with each movement. Then she removed her fingers and picked up the massager—small, curved, with a vibrating function.

"This is going in," she warned. "It's going to feel intense. The curve is designed to hit your prostate perfectly." She lubed it generously. "Ready?"

"Yes, Coach."

She worked it in slowly, and Marcus felt impossibly full. When it was seated properly, she turned on the vibration.

Marcus nearly came off the desk. The sensation was overwhelming—pleasure radiating through his entire lower body, his cock twitching and leaking.

"Don't come," Patterson ordered. "I know it's hard, but don't."

She climbed onto the desk, straddled him, and sank down onto his cock in one smooth motion. The dual sensation—her pussy around his cock, the massager vibrating against his prostate—was almost too much.

"Holy fuck," Marcus gasped.

"I know." She started moving, slow rolls of her hips. "Just breathe through it. Let yourself feel it."

She rode him with the experience of someone who knew exactly what angles worked, exactly how to clench her internal muscles, exactly how to move to maximize both their pleasure. And all the while, that massager buzzed inside him, hitting his prostate with relentless precision.

"Can't—" Marcus gasped. "Coach, I can't hold—"

"Yes you can," she commanded, but her voice was strained now too. "Just a little longer. I'm almost there."

She reached down, her fingers working her clit while she rode him, and her movements became erratic. Her pussy clenched around him rhythmically, and he knew she was close.

"Now," she finally gasped. "Come now. Come with me."

Permission given, Marcus let go, and the orgasm that hit him was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. It started deep in his core, radiating outward in waves, his cock pumping into her while his prostate spasmed around the massager. He actually shouted, his vision whiting out, pleasure almost painful in its intensity.

Patterson came too, her inner walls milking him, her own cries mixing with his. They moved together through it until finally, slowly, they came down.

She collapsed onto his chest, both of them breathing hard. After a moment, she carefully removed the massager, making Marcus whimper at the loss.

"That," she said, kissing his jaw gently, "is what experience gets you."

"Jesus Christ," Marcus breathed.

"Better than the locker room?"

"Different. More... intense."

"Mmm." She climbed off carefully, helped him sit up. "There's a shower attached to my office. Come on."

They showered together, her hands gentle now as she washed him. It felt intimate in a different way than the sex had, almost tender.

"Can I ask you something?" Marcus said as she shampooed his hair.

"Go ahead."

"Why me? Why any of this? You could have anyone."

Patterson was quiet for a moment. "I'm divorced," she finally said. "Ex-husband couldn't handle that I was more successful than him, that my career was taking off while his stagnated. The divorce was ugly, messy, public. And dating in this town, in this position?" She shook her head. "Everyone knows me. Everyone has opinions. It's exhausting."

"So I'm convenient."

"You're anonymous," she corrected. "You're not part of this world. You're not going to gossip, or use it against me, or make my life complicated." She tilted his head back to rinse. "And you're incredibly responsive. Do you know how rare that is? Most men are so focused on their own pleasure they forget their partner is a person."

"So this is... what, exactly? For you?"

"Honestly?" She smiled. "It's freedom. To be sexual without judgment. To explore without consequences. To teach without having to maintain professional distance." She paused. "Is that okay with you?"

Marcus thought about it. "Yeah," he decided. "Yeah, it is."

They finished showering, dried off. Patterson dressed back in her professional clothes, transforming back into Coach Patterson before his eyes. But there was a softness now, a satisfaction in how she moved.

"Same time next week?" she asked, like they'd just finished a business meeting.

"Sure. Should I—should I come to the team sessions too?"

"Oh, absolutely. They'd riot if I monopolized you." She handed him his clothes. "This is separate. Private. Just you and me, no audience. But you still belong to the team. That doesn't change."

"Got it."

When Marcus was dressed, she walked him to the door. Before she unlocked it, she pulled him down for a kiss—deep, thorough, possessive.

"One more thing," she murmured against his lips. "Next week, I'm going to teach you how to edge someone for hours. How to read every micro-expression, every subtle body cue. How to control someone's pleasure so completely they'll beg for mercy." She bit his lower lip gently. "Looking forward to it?"

Marcus's cock, which had been satisfied and limp, twitched with interest. "Yes, Coach."

"Good boy. Now go home, rest up. Friday's a team night, and trust me—they have plans."

She unlocked the door, and he left, walking through the empty athletic center in a daze.

His phone buzzed as he reached his car. Instagram message from Jade: Coach work you over good? 😈

Below that, another message: Whatever she taught you, you're using it on us Friday. Team vote. No arguments.

And then a third message, this one from an unknown number. When he opened it, he found a photo—the entire team gathered in the locker room, all naked, all posing together. In the center, Jade held a sign that read: "Property of UNR Volleyball. Handle with care."

Marcus laughed, saved the photo, and drove home, already counting down to Friday.


Chapter 4: Claimed

Friday arrived with a text from Jade at noon: Wear something easy to take off. You're going to be naked a lot tonight. 7 PM sharp. Don't eat dinner - we're feeding you.

Marcus stared at his phone. Feeding him? That felt ominous and exciting in equal measure.

He showed up at 6:55 PM in joggers and a t-shirt, as requested. The locker room door was unlocked, and he pushed through to find—

Candles. Dozens of them, placed on every flat surface, casting flickering shadows across the space. The overhead lights were off, and the atmosphere was completely transformed from the utilitarian athletic facility into something almost ritualistic.

The team sat in a semicircle on mats they'd laid out, all wearing matching black sports bras and tiny black shorts—like a uniform, but sexier. Jade stood in the center, clearly waiting for him.

"You're early," she observed. "Good. Close the door. Lock it."

Marcus obeyed, his heart already racing. When he turned back, all nine women were watching him with identical expressions of anticipation.

"Come here," Jade commanded. "Center of the circle."

He walked to where she indicated, very aware of being surrounded. Coach Patterson sat slightly apart from the players, also in black athletic wear, her expression unreadable.

"So," Jade began, circling him slowly. "We've been discussing your role. What you are to us. What we are to you." She stopped in front of him. "And we decided we need to make it official."

"Official?"

"You've fucked all of us now," Sofia said from her spot in the circle. "Some of us multiple times. But it's been chaotic. Frantic. We haven't established the hierarchy."

"Hierarchy?"

"Who gets priority," Sam explained. "Who gets what kind of access. What the rules are for everyone, not just you." She grinned. "We're athletes. We like structure."

"Think of it as team roles," Martinez added. "Everyone has a position. Everyone knows their job."

Jade produced something from behind her back—a black collar with a small silver volleyball charm dangling from it. "This is yours. When you wear it, you belong to us. Completely. No questions, no hesitation."

Marcus stared at the collar. "That's..."

"Intense?" Patterson supplied from her position. "Yes. That's the point. We're asking for a level of submission and trust that goes beyond casual hookups." She leaned forward. "But you can say no. Walk out right now, no hard feelings. Or you can put it on and become ours officially."

"What does that mean, exactly? 'Officially'?"

"It means," Jade said, "that we own your pleasure. We decide when you come, who touches you, what happens to you when you're with us. It means you show up when called, no excuses. It means you wear this collar every time you're in this space, as a reminder of who you serve."

"It also means," Patterson added, "that we take care of you. Protect you. This goes both ways, Marcus. You become ours, but we become responsible for your wellbeing. No one outside this room touches you without our permission. No one hurts you without consequences."

"We're claiming you," Sofia said simply. "Question is whether you accept being claimed."

Marcus looked around the circle. Nine gorgeous women, plus their coach, all waiting for his answer. His cock was already hard, his body responding to the intensity even as his brain tried to process.

"What happens if I say yes?"

"Tonight?" Jade smiled. "Tonight, each of us gets individual time with you. Establishes our connection. Then tomorrow, we teach you exactly what we expect. And Sunday..." Her smile widened. "Sunday you get your reward for good behavior."

"What kind of reward?"

"The kind that will ruin you for anyone else," Sam said cheerfully.

Marcus took a deep breath. This was insane. This was a level of submission and commitment he'd never even fantasized about. But when he thought about walking away, about never feeling their hands on him again, never tasting them, never hearing them moan his name—

"Yes," he said. "I accept."

The energy in the room shifted immediately. Jade stepped forward, reached up, and fastened the collar around his neck. It wasn't tight—he could breathe easily—but he could feel it, a constant reminder of weight and presence.

"Strip," Jade ordered. "Everything off."

Marcus stripped, letting his clothes fall to the mat. When he was naked, cock fully hard, Jade nodded in satisfaction.

"Perfect. Now, here's how this works. Each of us gets fifteen minutes alone with you. We'll rotate in order of team seniority—me first, then Sofia, then down the line. Coach goes last." She gestured to the other women. "While someone has their turn, everyone else watches. No touching him, no interfering. Each person does what they want with their time."

"Fifteen minutes isn't long," Marcus observed.

"It's enough to establish dominance," Jade corrected. "To mark you as ours. The real fun comes later." She looked at the team. "Everyone clear?"

Nods all around.

"Good. Everyone else, back to the circle. Marcus, on your knees. Hands behind your back."

Marcus knelt, assumed the position. The mat was soft under his knees, but he was still very aware of his exposure, his hard cock jutting out obscenely.

Jade walked a slow circle around him. "Do you know what my position is on the team?"

"Outside hitter," Marcus answered, remembering Coach's explanations from practices he'd watched.

"Right. I'm the primary scorer. The closer. When the game's on the line, they set to me." She stopped in front of him, ran her fingers through his hair. "Which means I'm used to finishing what I start." Her hand fisted in his hair, yanking his head back. "And right now, I'm going to finish you. Over and over. Until you're begging me to stop."

She shoved his head forward, and suddenly his face was pressed against her pussy through those tiny shorts. The fabric was already damp, and he could smell her arousal.

"Eat me through the fabric," she commanded. "Get them soaked."

Marcus obeyed, his tongue working against the material, finding her clit and sucking through the barrier. Jade ground against his face, riding him roughly while the team watched in silence.

"That's it," she gasped. "Good boy. Get them nice and wet for me."

When the fabric was soaked, she pushed her shorts aside and shoved his face directly against her bare pussy. He licked and sucked with enthusiasm, his hands still clasped behind his back, completely at her mercy.

She came quickly—he was learning her body, knew exactly where to focus—and when she did, she held his head in place, making him swallow everything she gave him.

"Time," someone called.

"Fuck," Jade groaned, but she stepped back. "You're getting too good at that." She looked down at his painfully hard cock. "Someone else's problem now."

Sofia stood, stretched, and walked over. She was completely naked now, having stripped while Jade had her turn. Her bronze skin glowed in the candlelight, her full breasts swaying slightly as she moved.

"My turn," she said. "And I'm going to use you like the toy you are." She looked at the team. "Sam, toss me the massage oil."

Sam threw a bottle that Sofia caught one-handed. She squeezed a generous amount into her palm, then wrapped both hands around Marcus's cock.

"I'm a power hitter," Sofia explained, stroking him with firm, steady movements. "I'm all about force and timing." She demonstrated, her grip almost painfully tight. "The question is—can you handle my power?"

She started edging him systematically, bringing him to the brink repeatedly with just her hands. Each time he got close, she'd squeeze hard at the base, cutting off the orgasm, then start again. After five cycles, Marcus was shaking, sweat beading on his forehead.

"Please," he gasped.

"Please what?"

"Let me come. Please, Sofia."

"Wrong answer." She released him entirely. "You don't come until the claiming is complete. All ten of us need our turn first." She stood, walked away. "Next."

Martinez stepped forward. She was petite compared to the others, with short dark hair and a compact, muscular frame. "I'm the setter," she said. "I control the tempo, decide who gets the ball." She circled him. "Which means I decide what happens to you right now."

She positioned herself on the mat, lying on her back. "Sixty-nine position. But you don't stop until I tap out, no matter how many times I come. Understand?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Martinez."

"Good enough." She gestured. "Get in position."

Marcus positioned himself over her, his cock above her face, his mouth hovering over her pussy. When she gave the signal, he dove in, licking and sucking while she took him into her mouth.

But she wasn't trying to get him off—she was teasing, using him like a lollipop, just keeping him aroused while he worked her clit. She came twice in her fifteen minutes, and each time she didn't stop, didn't give him relief, just kept using his cock as a toy while he brought her pleasure.

"Time," someone called.

Martinez tapped his hip twice, and he climbed off, his cock even more painfully hard now.

The pattern continued. Each woman took her turn, establishing her dominance in her own way:

Anderson, the tall blonde, made him worship her feet while she played with herself, coming three times while he kissed and licked her toes and ankles, never once touching anything else.

Mitchell, the freckled freshman, rode his face while jerking herself off with her own fingers, too shy to touch him but desperate to use his mouth. She came so hard she squirted, and Marcus swallowed it all down while she apologized frantically.

Rodriguez had him lie still while she explored his body with her hands, finding every sensitive spot, every place that made him twitch and moan. She catalogued his responses clinically, learning him like she'd learn an opponent's weaknesses.

The twins—he learned they were called Reeves (yes, Jade's younger sisters) and Hamilton—worked together despite it being their individual turns. One sat on his face while the other stroked his cock, and they switched halfway through their combined time, coordinating like the natural team they were.

Sam, when her turn came, produced a small vibrator. "I'm the libero," she explained. "Defense specialist. Which means I know all about endurance." She turned the vibrator on, pressed it against his perineum, and just... held it there while she kissed him, swallowing his moans, for the full fifteen minutes.

By the time Coach Patterson's turn arrived, Marcus was a wreck. He'd been edged and teased and used for over two hours, and he hadn't come once. His cock was dark red, leaking constantly, and every touch felt like fire.

Patterson stood before him, still fully clothed. "Everyone else showed you what they want from you," she said. "I'm going to show you what I expect." She gestured to the mat. "On your back. Legs spread."

Marcus obeyed. She knelt between his legs, pulling a small case from her pocket. When she opened it, he saw an array of toys—prostate massagers, cock rings, small vibrators.

"I'm going to insert three toys," she explained calmly. "One for your prostate, one vibrating ring around your cock, one pressed against your perineum. Then I'm going to edge you six times in fifteen minutes, and you're going to count each one out loud. If you lose count, we start over."

"Coach—"

"Do you trust me?"

Marcus met her eyes. "Yes, Coach."

"Good. Because this is going to hurt in the best way possible."

She was right. The combination of three vibrating toys plus her skilled hands had Marcus sobbing within minutes. He counted through each edge—"One, Coach." "Two, Coach."—his voice getting more desperate each time.

By edge six, he was begging incoherently, tears streaming down his face, his entire body trembling. Patterson turned off all the toys, removed them carefully, and kissed his forehead gently.

"Good boy," she murmured. "You did so well. Now comes your reward."

"Time's up," Jade called.

"I know." Patterson stood, looked at the team. "He's ready. Everyone gets one more chance. This time, he's allowed to come—but only if all ten of us come with him."

"How?" Marcus gasped.

"You'll see." Jade grinned. "Everyone, positions!"

What followed was the most intense twenty minutes of Marcus's life. They arranged themselves in a complex configuration—his face buried in one pussy while another rode his cock, hands stroking and teasing every inch of his skin, mouths on his nipples, someone's fingers pressing against his prostate from outside, tongues and hands everywhere.

They rotated seamlessly, practiced, each taking turns while maintaining constant stimulation. Marcus lost track of who was where, could only feel and taste and smell the overwhelming sensory assault of ten women working in coordination.

"Count down from ten," Jade ordered at some point. "When you hit one, we all come together."

"Ten," Marcus gasped against whoever's pussy was currently using his mouth.

"Nine," someone moaned.

"Eight," he managed, feeling orgasms building in multiple bodies around him.

They counted down together, a chorus of desperate voices, and when they hit "one," it was like a bomb went off.

Marcus came harder than he'd ever come in his life, his cock pumping into whoever was riding him while his mouth was flooded with wetness from the woman on his face. Around him, he heard and felt all ten women climaxing in a wave, their cries overlapping, their bodies shaking.

It went on forever, or maybe just seconds—he couldn't tell. When it finally subsided, they collapsed around him in a pile of sweaty, satisfied bodies.

Someone—Jade, he thought—reached up and touched the collar around his neck.

"Ours," she whispered. "You're officially ours now."

"Yours," Marcus agreed, too exhausted to say more.

They lay there in the candlelight, tangled together, breathing hard. Eventually someone started laughing, and then they were all laughing, the intensity breaking into something lighter, warmer.

"Same time next week?" Sam asked.

"Obviously," Sofia said. "But tomorrow, we need to teach him the real rules."

"Tomorrow's Saturday," Martinez pointed out. "No practice."

"Exactly." Jade sat up, grinning. "Which means we have all day. Hope you cleared your schedule, Marcus."

Marcus groaned. "All day?"

"All day," Patterson confirmed. "Training day. We're going to teach you everything—positions, commands, how to read our signals, what each of us needs specifically."

"It's going to be educational," Sam said cheerfully.

"It's going to be exhausting," Rodriguez corrected.

"It's going to be fun," Jade finished. "For us, anyway."

Marcus touched the collar around his neck, felt the small volleyball charm. He was claimed, owned, theirs. And somehow, he'd never felt more satisfied in his life.

"Okay," he said. "All day Saturday. What time?"

"Eight AM," Jade said. "And bring breakfast. We like pancakes."

"You're making your sex toy bring you breakfast?"

"He's not just our sex toy," Patterson said. "He's our team member. Team members contribute." She smiled. "Besides, you can cook, right?"

"I... I can cook."

"Perfect. Pancakes, eggs, bacon. Fruit. Orange juice. Feed your team, then we'll work off all those calories together."

Marcus laughed, because what else could he do? "Yes, Coach."

They eventually made it to the showers, washing each other with gentle hands, the intensity replaced by comfortable intimacy. When Marcus finally left at midnight, wearing his collar hidden under his jacket, his phone was full of messages:

Jade: Dream about us. Tomorrow's going to be intense.

Sofia: Hope you can handle a full day. We're not going easy on you.

Sam: Don't forget the bacon. I'm VERY particular about my bacon.

Patterson: Rest well. You'll need your strength.

And then one more, from a group chat he'd just been added to—"Team + Toy"—with a simple message from Jade:

Welcome to the family. 🏐❤️

Marcus drove home with a smile on his face, already planning his breakfast menu, already counting down to morning.


Chapter 5: Training Day

Marcus's alarm went off at 5:30 AM, which was ungodly early for a Saturday, but he needed time to cook breakfast for ten hungry athletes. He showered, dressed in comfortable clothes (knowing they'd come off eventually), and grabbed the collar from his nightstand. The weight of it in his hands felt significant—a physical reminder of what he'd agreed to last night.

He fastened it around his neck, checked himself in the mirror. The black leather sat snug against his throat, the small volleyball charm catching the light. He looked... owned. The thought sent a thrill through him.

By 7:00 AM, he was at the grocery store, loading up on ingredients. The cashier gave him a curious look at the sheer quantity—four dozen eggs, three pounds of bacon, five pounds of pancake mix, fresh berries, a gallon of orange juice.

"Big breakfast?" she asked.

"Team breakfast," Marcus said, which wasn't technically a lie.

He arrived at Mitchell Athletic Center at 7:45, arms loaded with grocery bags. The front doors were unlocked, and he made his way to the team kitchen—a space he'd glimpsed before but never used. It was surprisingly well-equipped, clearly designed for team meals and nutrition prep.

He was halfway through mixing pancake batter when he heard footsteps.

"You actually brought breakfast." Sam appeared in the doorway, wearing tiny sleep shorts and a cropped tank top, her pixie cut adorably mussed from sleep. "I half thought you'd chicken out."

"I said I would," Marcus replied, whisking the batter smooth.

"Yeah, but that was before you knew what today entails." She hopped up on the counter, watching him work. "Did you sleep?"

"A little. You?"

"Not really." She grinned. "Too excited. We've been planning this for days, you know. Everyone has their teaching module mapped out."

"Teaching module?"

"You'll see." She reached over, snagged a strawberry from the container he'd washed. "Coach is intense about training. Even sex training."

More footsteps announced the arrival of the rest of the team, all in various states of sleepy dishevelment. Jade wore a sports bra and leggings, her hair still wet from a morning shower. Sofia had on an oversized UNR volleyball shirt that hung off one shoulder. Martinez appeared in full pajamas—flannel pants and a tank top—looking adorably rumpled.

"Coffee," Rodriguez groaned, making a beeline for the industrial coffee maker. "Need coffee before human interaction."

"I'll make it," Patterson's voice came from the doorway. The coach looked impossibly put-together for 8 AM, in fitted yoga pants and a zip-up jacket, her hair in a neat ponytail. "You all sit. Let Marcus cook. That's his contribution this morning."

The team settled around the large table while Marcus cooked, falling into easy banter about yesterday's practice, upcoming games, classes. It was remarkably normal—just a team breakfast, except for the collar around his neck and the knowledge of what was coming.

He served them in waves—fluffy pancakes, crispy bacon, scrambled eggs, fresh fruit. They ate with the appetite of athletes in peak training, clearing plates and coming back for seconds.

"This is really good," Mitchell said through a mouthful of pancake. "Like, genuinely really good."

"Told you we picked well," Jade said, smirking at Marcus. "Multi-talented."

When breakfast was cleared and dishes loaded into the industrial dishwasher, Patterson stood. "Okay. Living room area. Everyone grab your training materials."

Marcus followed them to a large open space adjacent to the gym—clearly designed for team meetings and film review. But today, someone had arranged mats on the floor, set up a projector screen, and laid out various items that made Marcus's mouth go dry.

Dildos. Vibrators. Restraints. Lube. A fucking anatomical diagram of the male body with pleasure points marked.

"Welcome to Training Day," Patterson said, standing at the front like this was a normal practice session. "Today's objective: teach Marcus everything he needs to know to satisfy this team long-term. We're going to cover positions, commands, signals, individual preferences, endurance, and multi-tasking." She clicked a remote, and the projector lit up with a PowerPoint. "Yes, I made a PowerPoint. Yes, we're doing this properly."

The first slide read: VOLLEYBALL TEAM SEXUAL TRAINING PROTOCOL - PARTICIPANT: MARCUS

"Jesus Christ," Marcus muttered.

"Coach takes training seriously," Sam whispered. "For everything."

Patterson clicked to the next slide, which showed a schedule:

0800-0900: BREAKFAST ✓
0900-1000: POSITION FUNDAMENTALS
1000-1100: COMMAND TRAINING
1100-1200: SIGNAL READING & BODY LANGUAGE
1200-1300: LUNCH BREAK
1300-1500: INDIVIDUAL NEEDS ASSESSMENT (15 min per person)
1500-1600: ENDURANCE TESTING
1600-1700: MULTI-PARTNER COORDINATION
1700-1800: REWARD/PUNISHMENT SYSTEMS
1800-1900: DINNER BREAK
1900-2100: PRACTICAL APPLICATION & ASSESSMENT
2100+: COOLDOWN & AFTERCARE

"That's... that's twelve hours," Marcus said.

"Thirteen, actually," Patterson corrected. "And yes, you'll have breaks. Hydration is important. So is nutrition. We're not trying to break you—we're trying to train you properly."

"Strip," Jade ordered. "Can't train with clothes on."

Marcus stripped, acutely aware of nine women and their coach watching him. His cock was already half-hard just from anticipation.

"Good," Patterson said. "Now, let's begin with positions."

0900-1000: POSITION FUNDAMENTALS

Patterson clicked to a new slide showing various sexual positions illustrated with surprising anatomical detail.

"We're going to drill twelve basic positions," she explained. "You need to know how to transition between them smoothly, how to maintain them for extended periods, and how to modify them for each team member's body type and preferences."

She pointed to the first diagram. "Standard missionary. Sofia, you're up. Demonstrate proper form."

Sofia moved to the mat, lay back, spread her legs. "Marcus, get in position."

He knelt between her legs, his cock already hardening further. Sofia guided him inside her, and they both groaned at the contact.

"Good," Patterson said clinically. "Now, Marcus, your hips should be at this angle—" she tapped his hip, adjusting him "—so you're hitting her g-spot. Sofia, how's the angle?"

"Better," Sofia gasped. "Yeah, that's hitting right."

"Maintain this position for three minutes. Steady rhythm. Sofia, give him feedback."

Marcus thrust steadily while Sofia coached him: "Harder. No, slower. There—that pace. Keep that exact pace."

After three minutes, Patterson called time. "Next position. Doggy style. Sam, you're up."

They rotated through positions—cowgirl with Jade, reverse cowgirl with Martinez, spooning with Mitchell, standing with Anderson, legs-over-shoulders with Rodriguez. Each time, Patterson or the woman involved would correct his form, his angle, his rhythm.

"Your stamina is good," Patterson noted after the tenth position. "But you're favoring your right side. Balance your weight better."

By the end of the hour, Marcus had fucked six different women in twelve different positions, received detailed feedback on each, and hadn't come once (they'd used cock rings to prevent it). His muscles ached, his cock was almost painfully hard, and he was covered in sweat.

"Water break," Patterson ordered. "Five minutes. Rehydrate."

1000-1100: COMMAND TRAINING

"Commands are about obedience and response time," Patterson explained as they reconvened. "You need to recognize and respond to verbal cues immediately. We'll start simple and build complexity."

She handed out a list:

BASIC COMMANDS:

	"Knees" = kneel, hands behind back 
	"Present" = on hands and knees, ass up 
	"Serve" = oral service position 
	"Mount" = prepare for penetration 
	"Edge" = bring to edge, stop before orgasm 
	"Come" = permission to orgasm 
	"Hold" = maintain position, no movement 
	"Switch" = change partners/positions 


"We'll drill these," Jade said. "Random order. Fast transitions. You fuck up, you start over."

What followed was an intense hour of following barked commands. "Knees!" and Marcus would drop. "Present!" and he'd assume position. "Serve!" and someone's pussy would be in his face.

They made it competitive—timing his transitions, penalizing mistakes with edge denial. Martinez was particularly brutal, calling rapid-fire commands that had him scrambling.

"Knees! Present! Hold! Serve—no, slower, you moved too fast! Start over!"

By the end, Marcus could transition between positions almost automatically, his body responding before his brain caught up.

"Much better," Patterson said. "Your response time improved by forty percent. Now let's work on reading non-verbal cues."

1100-1200: SIGNAL READING & BODY LANGUAGE

"Not everything is verbal," Patterson explained. "You need to read body language, recognize when someone's close to orgasm, when they need you to slow down or speed up, when they're too sensitive to continue."

She dimmed the lights slightly. "Sofia, come here. Marcus, you're going to eat her out. But you can't look at her face—you have to read her body signals only."

Sofia sat on a bench, legs spread. Marcus knelt between them, and Patterson tied a blindfold over his eyes.

"Now," Patterson instructed. "Pay attention to her breathing, her muscle tension, the sounds she makes, how her thighs react. Learn to read her body."

Marcus worked Sofia's pussy with his tongue, focusing on every detail. Her breathing would quicken when he hit the right spot. Her thighs would tremble when she got close. Her hands would tighten in his hair when she needed more pressure.

"Good," Patterson said. "You're learning. Now, bring her to edge three times without letting her come. Use only body language to know when to stop."

It took intense concentration, but Marcus managed it, pulling back each time he felt Sofia's body start to tip over. By the third edge, she was shaking, whimpering.

"Excellent," Patterson said. "Now make her come, but tell us the exact moment she crosses the threshold."

Marcus returned to work, and when he felt that telltale full-body tension, the way her pussy clenched and her breathing stopped, he said, "Now."

Sofia came a second later, exactly as predicted.

They drilled this with different partners, different positions. Marcus learning Rodriguez's tells (she got very quiet right before), Martinez's (her toes curled), Sam's (her breathing turned to sharp gasps).

"You're getting good at this," Jade observed. "Maybe too good."

1200-1300: LUNCH BREAK

Lunch was surprisingly normal—they ordered pizza, sat around eating and chatting. Marcus found himself discussing game strategy with Martinez, comparing notes on favorite shows with Sam. The collar around his neck felt almost comfortable now, just part of who he was with them.

"You doing okay?" Patterson asked quietly, sitting beside him. "This is intense. If you need to slow down—"

"I'm good," Marcus said honestly. "Tired, but good. This is... weirdly fun?"

She smiled. "Good. Because the afternoon is when it gets really intense."

1300-1500: INDIVIDUAL NEEDS ASSESSMENT

"Every person has specific needs, preferences, things that work for their body," Patterson explained after lunch. "You're going to spend fifteen minutes one-on-one with each team member. They'll teach you exactly what they need. Pay attention."

Jade (1300-1315):

Jade led him to a private corner, pushed him down on a mat. "I need dominance," she said bluntly. "I spend all day being captain, being in charge, making decisions. When we fuck, I need to not be in control." She straddled him. "So your job is to take control. Pin me down. Fuck me hard. Make me submit."

Marcus flipped their positions, pinned her wrists above her head with one hand. "Like this?"

"Exactly like that," she breathed. "Don't ask permission. Just take."

He fucked her hard and rough, exactly as she wanted, and when she came, she was crying his name, completely surrendered.

Sofia (1315-1330):

"I need praise," Sofia admitted, looking almost embarrassed. "Tell me I'm beautiful. Tell me I'm good. I spend so much time being critiqued on the court—" She swallowed. "I just need to hear that I'm enough."

Marcus made love to her slowly, whispering praise the whole time. "You're gorgeous. You feel amazing. You're so good for me. Perfect."

She came sobbing, holding him tight, and whispered, "Thank you."

Martinez (1330-1345):

"I'm a control freak," Martinez said. "I need to orchestrate everything. So let me direct you. Do exactly what I say, when I say it."

She proceeded to give him detailed instructions—"Three fingers, curl them up. Now add your tongue. Circle my clit clockwise. Faster. No, slower. There. Perfect. Don't stop."

She came three times in fifteen minutes, perfectly orchestrated.

Sam (1345-1400):

"I need playful," Sam said. "Sex shouldn't always be serious. Let's have fun with it."

They ended up wrestling, tickling, laughing while they fucked. She rode him while making terrible volleyball puns, and they both came while giggling, which was somehow perfect.

Rodriguez (1400-1415):

"I need rough," Rodriguez said. She grabbed his hand, placed it around her throat. "Choke me. Spank me. Hair pulling. I like pain mixed with pleasure."

Marcus obliged, discovering she was right—she came hardest when he combined rough treatment with skilled touch.

Anderson (1415-1430):

"I need worship," Anderson said. "Treat me like a goddess. Every part of me deserves attention."

Marcus spent fifteen minutes kissing every inch of her body—her feet, her calves, behind her knees, her inner thighs, her stomach, her breasts, her neck—before finally, finally touching her pussy. She was so worked up she came almost immediately.

Mitchell (1430-1445):

"I'm still figuring out what I like," Mitchell admitted shyly. "Can we just... explore?"

They spent fifteen minutes trying different things—slow and fast, gentle and rough, various positions and angles. By the end, they'd discovered she loved having her nipples played with while being fucked from behind.

The Twins - Reeves & Hamilton (1445-1500):

"We share," they said in unison. "Always have. So we need to learn to share you."

The fifteen minutes involved complex coordination—one riding his cock while the other sat on his face, then switching, then both of them taking turns with his mouth while they made out above him. It was overwhelming and incredibly hot.

Patterson (1500-1515):

"I need competence," Patterson said. "Show me you learned everything today. Use it all on me."

Marcus employed every technique he'd learned—reading her body language, following her non-verbal cues, using the positions that worked for her body, giving her the mix of praise and control she needed. When she came, she looked genuinely impressed.

"Well done," she said. "Very well done."

1500-1600: ENDURANCE TESTING

"Now we test your limits," Patterson announced. "You're going to fuck until you physically can't continue. We'll rotate partners every five minutes. No breaks. No coming. Just pure endurance."

What followed was the most grueling hour of Marcus's life. They rotated through him relentlessly—Jade riding him hard, then Sofia taking over before he'd recovered, then Martinez, then Sam. His thighs burned. His abs ached. His cock was so sensitive every thrust bordered on painful.

At forty minutes, he was begging. "Please. I can't. I need to stop."

"You can," Patterson said firmly. "Twenty more minutes. You can do this."

He did it, somehow. When the hour ended, he collapsed on the mat, completely spent.

"Fifty-five minutes of continuous intercourse," Patterson recorded on her clipboard. "Impressive. With training, we can probably push you to ninety."

"Please don't," Marcus groaned.

1600-1700: MULTI-PARTNER COORDINATION

"Real scenarios often involve multiple partners," Jade explained. "You need to learn to handle more than one person at a time."

They ran drills—Marcus eating one person out while fingering another. Fucking one woman while another rode his face. Coordinating with three partners at once, making sure everyone got equal attention.

It required intense focus and coordination, but by the end of the hour, Marcus could handle up to four partners simultaneously without losing track of anyone's needs.

"This is actually impressive," Rodriguez admitted. "Most guys can barely handle one woman."

1700-1800: REWARD/PUNISHMENT SYSTEMS

"Behavior modification," Patterson explained. "When you do well, you get rewards. When you fuck up, consequences."

They demonstrated:

Rewards:

	Permission to come 
	Being allowed to choose position 
	Getting to eat someone out (Marcus had discovered he genuinely enjoyed this) 
	Praise 
	Gentle aftercare 
	Choosing partner order 


Punishments:

	Edge denial (brought to edge, denied orgasm) 
	Cock rings (forced to stay hard but can't come) 
	Sensory deprivation (blindfolds, can't see what's happening) 
	Overstimulation (forced to continue after orgasm when sensitive) 
	Time in "timeout" (has to watch others play without participating) 
	Denial of favorite activities 


They practiced both, and Marcus learned that the punishment of watching everyone play together while he couldn't participate was actually worse than physical denial.

1800-1900: DINNER BREAK

They ordered Chinese food, eating while sprawled on mats, too tired to bother with a table. Marcus's muscles ached everywhere, but it was a good ache, the kind that came from being thoroughly used.

"How are you feeling?" Patterson asked.

"Exhausted. Sore. Incredibly turned on still," Marcus admitted. "Is that normal?"

"Perfectly normal," she assured him. "You're experiencing what we call subspace—that floaty, euphoric feeling that comes from intense submission and endurance. Stay hydrated, eat protein. You'll need energy for tonight."

"There's more?"

"Oh honey," Sam laughed. "Tonight's the final exam. Everything you learned, we're testing it. All at once."

1900-2100: PRACTICAL APPLICATION & ASSESSMENT

The lights dimmed. Candles were lit again, transforming the space into something intimate and ritualistic.

"Here's how this works," Patterson explained. "You're going to satisfy all ten of us. In whatever order, whatever positions, whatever ways we demand. You'll use everything you learned today. The goal is to make all of us come at least twice while maintaining your own control. When we're all satisfied, you get your reward."

"What's my reward?"

Jade smiled. "You'll see. Now—" she gestured to the mat "—begin."

What followed was two hours of the most intense, athletic, coordinated sex Marcus had ever experienced. They came at him in waves, sometimes solo, sometimes in pairs, sometimes all at once.

He used his position training, smoothly transitioning from missionary with Mitchell to doggy with Sofia to standing with Anderson. He responded to commands instantly—"Knees!" "Serve!" "Mount!"—his body moving automatically.

He read their body language, knowing when Martinez was close, when Sam needed more pressure, when Rodriguez wanted it rougher. He gave each woman what she needed specifically—dominance for Jade, praise for Sofia, playful energy for Sam.

He handled multiple partners, eating out the twins while Jade rode him, then switching to finger Rodriguez while Martinez sat on his face. His coordination had improved dramatically.

When someone demanded something he hadn't learned, he communicated: "Show me" or "Guide me," and they did, teaching in real-time.

By the ninety-minute mark, every woman had come at least twice. Most had come three or four times. They lay around him in various states of satisfied exhaustion, touching him lazily, murmuring praise.

"How did I do?" Marcus asked hoarsely.

"Perfect," Jade said. "Absolutely perfect."

"So what's my reward?"

The women looked at each other, smiled. "Your reward," Patterson said, "is that tonight—just for tonight—you're in charge. You get to choose everything. Who, what, how, when. Complete control."

Marcus's cock, which had been hard for hours, throbbed with interest. "Anything I want?"

"Anything," Sofia confirmed. "We're yours. Command us."

The power reversal was intoxicating. Marcus sat up, looked around at the ten women watching him with anticipation. His mind raced with possibilities.

"I want," he said slowly, "all of you. At once. I want to watch you touch each other first. Then I want to take you one by one while the others watch and play with themselves."

"Done," Jade said.

The women arranged themselves on the mats, and Marcus watched as they began touching each other—Jade kissing Sofia while their hands explored, Sam and Martinez in a sixty-nine, the twins pleasuring each other with practiced familiarity, Rodriguez and Anderson trading oral, Mitchell and Patterson in an unexpectedly hot pairing, both focused on each other's breasts.

Marcus stroked himself slowly, watching, until he couldn't take it anymore.

"Jade," he commanded. "Hands and knees. Everyone else, keep playing."

She obeyed immediately, and he fucked her from behind while the others continued their activities around them. The visual was overwhelming—bodies everywhere, moans and wet sounds, the smell of sex thick in the air.

When Jade came, he moved to Sofia. Then Martinez. Then each woman in turn, taking his time, making sure they all got what they needed while the others provided a living pornographic backdrop.

By the time he reached Patterson, he was almost delirious with arousal. She was the last one, and she knew it.

"How do you want me?" she asked.

"On your back," he said. "I want to see your face when I make you come."

She lay back, spread her legs, and Marcus entered her slowly. Everyone else had gathered around, touching him, touching her, creating a cocoon of bodies and sensation.

"You can come now," Patterson told him. "You've earned it. Come with me."

The permission was all he needed. Marcus let go, finally, and his orgasm was transcendent—wave after wave while Patterson came beneath him and around him, hands touched him everywhere, and voices murmured praise and encouragement.

When it finally ended, he collapsed onto Patterson, and gentle hands pulled him onto a mat, surrounded him with warm bodies.

2100+: COOLDOWN & AFTERCARE

They cleaned him gently, washing away sweat and various fluids with warm washcloths. Someone brought water, making sure he drank. Someone else massaged his sore muscles. They surrounded him with pillows and blankets, creating a nest of comfort.

"You did so well," Sofia murmured, kissing his temple.

"Perfect student," Martinez added.

"Our good boy," Sam said affectionately.

Patterson checked his vitals—pulse, pupil dilation, coherence. "You're experiencing significant endorphin drop," she noted. "That's normal after intense scenes. We're going to keep you here tonight, make sure you're okay."

"Stay?" Marcus asked groggily.

"We set up a sleeping area," Jade explained. "You're not driving home like this. You'll sleep here, surrounded by us. Safe."

They built a massive nest of mats and blankets and pillows, and all eleven of them piled in—Marcus in the center, women draped over and around him, a tangle of warm bodies and gentle affection.

"Did I pass?" he asked into the darkness.

"With honors," Patterson said. "You're officially trained. Welcome to the team."

Marcus fell asleep surrounded by his team, his family, his owners. The collar was still around his neck, and somehow, it felt like home.


Chapter 6: Away Game

FRIDAY MORNING: DEPARTURE

Marcus woke at 6 AM to his phone buzzing with messages. The team group chat was already active:

Jade: Bus leaves at 7. Don't be late.
Sofia: Bring clothes for three days. And that thing we discussed.
Sam: He means the collar, Sofia. Just say collar.
Martinez: Also bring condoms. Like, a lot of condoms.
Coach Patterson: Official itinerary attached. Read it. Follow it. This is a tournament weekend, not a vacation.

Marcus opened the attachment. The University of Nevada, Reno volleyball team was headed to a major invitational tournament in Sacramento—three days, multiple matches, staying at a hotel near the venue. The official itinerary listed practice schedules, game times, meal plans, team meetings.

What it didn't list was whatever else they had planned for him.

He packed quickly—clothes, toiletries, his laptop for work (he'd need to check emails between... activities). The collar went into a separate pocket of his bag, carefully wrapped. He threw in two boxes of condoms, then added a third just to be safe.

The athletic center parking lot was already bustling when he arrived at 6:45. A sleek charter bus idled near the entrance, the driver loading equipment bags into the storage compartment. The team milled around in matching travel sweats—navy blue with gold UNR lettering—looking alert despite the early hour.

Patterson spotted him first. "Marcus. Good, you're on time. Your bag goes in the storage, you ride with us." She lowered her voice. "Collar goes on once we're on the highway. Understood?"

"Yes, Coach."

The seating arrangement became clear quickly—the bus had been configured with some seats removed to create open spaces with mats and cushions. Very clearly not a standard team bus setup.

"We rented a private charter," Jade explained, settling into a seat near the back and patting the spot beside her. "Complete privacy. Driver's been paid very well not to ask questions or look in the rearview."

Marcus sat, acutely aware of Sofia claiming the seat in front of them, turning around to drape her arms over the headrest, watching him with those dark, intense eyes.

"Three-hour drive," she said. "That's a lot of time."

The bus pulled out at 7:05, heading west toward Sacramento. Once they merged onto I-80 and civilization fell away, replaced by rolling brown hills, Patterson stood at the front.

"Alright, listen up. This is a tournament weekend, which means we have obligations. Games, practices, team meals, press if we make finals." She paused. "But it also means we have downtime. Hotel rooms. Privacy away from campus. And our good boy here—" she gestured to Marcus "—who's going to help us stay relaxed and focused."

"Translation," Sam called out, "we're gonna fuck him senseless between matches."

"Eloquent, Samantha," Patterson said dryly. "But essentially correct. However, we need to be smart. Discrete. Other teams will be at this hotel. Coaches. Officials. We can't get caught."

"Which makes it hotter," Rodriguez pointed out.

"Which makes it risky," Patterson corrected. "So here are the rules: No public displays. No noise complaints. Room assignments will be strategic. And Marcus—" she met his eyes "—you follow our lead at all times. You're here as our 'athletic trainer intern.' That's the cover story if anyone asks."

"Athletic trainer intern," Marcus repeated. "Got it."

"Good. Now—" Patterson smiled slightly "—collar on. Let's make use of this travel time."

Marcus retrieved the collar from his bag, fastened it around his neck. The effect on the team was immediate—postures straightened, eyes brightened, the energy shifted from sleepy athletes to hungry predators.

"Much better," Jade purred, her hand immediately going to his thigh. "I've been thinking about you all week."

"We all have," Sofia added from her turned-around position. "Coach wouldn't let us call you. Said you needed recovery time."

"You had him for thirteen hours straight," Patterson pointed out. "He needed rest."

"But we didn't," Martinez complained. "Do you know how hard it is to focus on classes when you're that horny?"

"I have some idea," Marcus said, his cock already responding to Jade's hand slowly creeping higher up his thigh.

"Strip," Jade ordered softly. "Just pants and boxers. Keep the shirt on for now."

Marcus obeyed, shimmying out of his jeans and boxers in the cramped seat. His cock sprang free, already half-hard, and Jade made an approving sound.

"There he is," she murmured. "I missed this cock."

"You saw it last weekend," Sam pointed out from across the aisle.

"Six days ago. That's forever in volleyball time."

Sofia reached over the seat back, her fingers trailing along his shaft. "We're going to edge you the entire trip. Three hours of teasing. Think you can handle it?"

"Do I have a choice?"

"No," Jade and Sofia said in unison, then laughed.

What followed was three hours of exquisite torture. They took turns—Jade stroking him while Sofia kissed him, then Martinez sliding into the seat to use her mouth while Sam provided running commentary, then the twins tag-teaming him with their hands while Rodriguez watched and touched herself.

They'd bring him right to the edge, then stop. Let him calm down. Start again. The bus became a mobile den of arousal—soft moans, wet sounds, the scent of sex mixing with new leather seats.

Patterson stayed in the front, ostensibly working on her tablet, but Marcus caught her watching in the reflection of the window, her thighs pressed together.

"Coach wants a turn," Anderson observed, noticing the same thing. "Coach, come on. You're not driving. You can play too."

"Someone needs to maintain professionalism," Patterson said, but her voice was strained.

"Fuck professionalism," Jade called. "Get back here."

Patterson hesitated, then set aside her tablet and moved to the back. "Five minutes," she said. "That's it."

She knelt in the aisle in front of Marcus's seat, and unlike the others' teasing approaches, she took him fully into her mouth immediately, deep-throating him with practiced ease. Marcus gasped, his hands flying to her hair.

"Oh fuck, Coach—"

She worked him expertly, and within three minutes he was gasping, "Gonna come, gonna—"

She pulled off immediately. "No, you're not. Not until tonight. This is just a warm-up." She stood, returned to her seat at the front, leaving Marcus painfully hard and desperate.

"That's just mean," he groaned.

"That's strategy," Patterson corrected. "You'll be so desperate by tonight that you'll fuck like a god. Trust the process."

The bus crossed into California, and they finally let him pull his pants back on as they approached Sacramento. The tournament hotel came into view—a large Marriott near the convention center where matches would be held.

"Remember," Patterson said as they pulled into the parking area, "we're here for volleyball first. Everything else is secondary. Marcus, you're our intern. Professional at all times in public."

They filed off the bus into organized chaos—teams from six different universities checking in, coaches coordinating, players greeting rivals and friends from other programs. Marcus helped carry equipment bags, staying quiet, trying to look like he belonged.

The girl at check-in handed Patterson a stack of key cards. "You're in the east wing, floors seven and eight. Team dinner is at 6 PM in the Cascade Room. Practice schedule is posted in the volleyball team coordination area."

"Thank you," Patterson said smoothly. She distributed keys once they were away from the desk. "Okay, room assignments. I'm in 801—that's the single. Jade and Sofia, 702. Martinez and Sam, 704. Rodriguez and Anderson, 706. The twins, 708. Mitchell, you're with me as assistant captain in 803."

"What about Marcus?" Jade asked innocently.

"Marcus is in 705, officially." Patterson handed him a key. "Conveniently located between most of your rooms. Funny how that worked out."

"So convenient," Sofia agreed, grinning.

They headed to their rooms to settle in. Marcus's room was standard hotel—two queen beds, desk, bathroom, view of the parking lot. He'd barely set down his bag when there was a knock.

Jade let herself in with a keycard. "Sofia and I are next door. Connecting rooms." She gestured to a door Marcus hadn't noticed. "Which means—" she opened it, revealing Sofia on the other side "—easy access."

"We have an hour before team meeting," Sofia said, stepping through. "And we've been edging you for three hours."

"We're going to fuck now," Jade stated matter-of-factly. "Unless you have objections?"

Marcus's cock, which had barely softened during the hotel check-in, immediately hardened again. "No objections."

"Good boy." Jade started stripping, Sofia doing the same. Within thirty seconds, both women were naked, and Marcus was still fully dressed.

"That's not fair," he managed.

"Life's not fair," Sofia said, crawling onto one of the beds. "Now get naked and get over here. I need your mouth."

What followed was a frantic, desperate thirty minutes of hotel sex—Marcus eating Sofia out while Jade rode him, then switching so he could fuck Sofia while Jade sat on his face, then both of them taking turns riding him while the other sat on his face, creating an endless rotation of pussy and pleasure.

They were loud—too loud, probably—but Marcus was too far gone to care. When Jade finally gave him permission to come, he exploded inside her while Sofia came on his face, and they all collapsed in a sweaty tangle.

"Shower," Jade gasped. "We smell like sex. Team meeting in twenty minutes."

They showered together in the small hotel bathroom, hands still wandering, stealing kisses under the spray. By the time they emerged, clean and dressed in team gear, there was another knock at the door.

Sam's voice: "Meeting time! And you all better have showered because you reek—never mind, I can hear the shower running. Hurry up!"

FRIDAY EVENING: TEAM MEETING & DINNER

The team meeting was mercifully brief—Patterson going over tournament bracket, their first match (Saturday 10 AM against UC Davis), practice schedule, curfew rules. Marcus sat in the back, trying to look like an intern, very aware that three hours ago he'd had his face buried in various team members' pussies.

Dinner was in a private dining room—the hotel had set up a buffet for all the volleyball teams. Marcus found himself at a table with Jade, Sofia, Martinez, and Sam, picking at chicken and vegetables while trying not to stare at the other teams.

"Stop looking so nervous," Martinez whispered. "You're supposed to be an intern. Interns are invisible."

"I feel very visible," Marcus whispered back.

"That's because you know what's under our clothes," Sam said, grinning. "But they don't. To them, you're just some guy helping the coach."

A woman approached their table—older, sharp-eyed, wearing UC Davis coaching gear. "Patterson," she greeted. "Good to see you. Ready for tomorrow?"

"Always, Linda," Patterson replied smoothly. "How's your setter's ankle?"

"Better. She'll play." Linda's eyes flicked to Marcus. "New assistant?"

"Athletic trainer intern from the sports medicine program," Patterson said without missing a beat. "Marcus, this is Coach Linda Chen from UC Davis. Linda, Marcus helps with our injury prevention protocols."

"Smart," Linda said. "We should get one of those. These girls destroy their bodies." She moved on to chat with other coaches.

"See?" Patterson murmured once she was out of earshot. "Invisible."

After dinner, Patterson announced, "Curfew is 10 PM. Everyone in your rooms. Lights out by 11. We have early matches tomorrow, and I need you rested."

"Yes, Coach," the team chorused dutifully.

As they filed out, Jade brushed past Marcus. "Room 702. 10:30. Connecting door."

"But curfew—"

"Is for people who follow rules," she whispered, then was gone.

FRIDAY NIGHT: HOTEL ADVENTURES

At 10:15, Marcus was in his room, pretending to watch TV, when his phone buzzed with a group message:

Team + Toy:
Jade: Coast is clear. Coach is in her room. Everyone ready?
Sofia: Ready.
Sam: So ready.
Martinez: Been ready since the bus.
Rodriguez: Let's do this.

At exactly 10:30, the connecting door opened. Jade and Sofia slipped through, followed moments later by knocks at his main door. He opened it to find the rest of the team—they filed in quietly, all wearing sleep clothes that ranged from conservative to definitely not.

"How did you all—" Marcus started.

"Hallways are clear," Sam explained. "We've done this at tournaments before. Hotels are easy if you're smart about it."

"Before?" Marcus asked. "You've snuck around at tournaments before?"

"Not like this," Jade clarified. "Usually just team bonding in someone's room. Movies, gossip, contraband snacks. But this—" she gestured at the group "—this is new."

They arranged themselves throughout the room—some on the beds, others on the floor, a few claiming the desk chair and window ledge. Ten women, one man, in a space designed for two people.

"So here's the thing," Patterson said—and Marcus startled; he hadn't realized she'd come too. "We have a problem."

"Problem?" Marcus asked nervously.

"Noise," she explained. "We can't be loud. Thin walls, other teams nearby. If we get noise complaints, we get caught. If we get caught—" She didn't need to finish that sentence.

"So what do we do?" Sofia asked.

"We practice control," Patterson said. "Quiet play. Discipline. Which, coincidentally, is excellent training." She looked at Marcus. "You're going to make all of us come. But we have to stay silent. Anyone who makes noise above a whisper gets edge denial tomorrow. Understood?"

"That's evil," Rodriguez said.

"That's motivation," Patterson corrected. "So. Who wants to go first?"

Mitchell raised her hand shyly. "Can I? I'm nervous about tomorrow's match. Maybe if I could... relax?"

"Perfect," Patterson approved. "Everyone else stays quiet and watches. This is a demonstration of controlled play."

Mitchell approached Marcus, who was still sitting on the edge of the bed. She was wearing sleep shorts and a tank top, and when she climbed into his lap, straddling him, he could feel her heat through the thin fabric.

"Kiss me," she whispered. "But don't make me moan."

It was a challenge—kissing her deeply while his hands roamed her body, finding what made her gasp silently into his mouth, what made her shudder. He slipped his hand into her sleep shorts, found her wet and ready, and worked her clit while they kissed.

The room was so quiet he could hear her breathing change, feel the small tremors in her body. When she came, it was silent except for a tiny, bitten-off whimper against his mouth.

"Good girl," Patterson praised softly. "Who's next?"

They rotated through—each woman taking a turn while the others watched in charged silence. Marcus learned to read the tiny signs of pleasure without sound—the way Rodriguez's eyes rolled back, how Martinez bit her lip hard enough to leave marks, how the twins moved in perfect silent synchronization.

Sam challenged herself to come without making any sound at all—she succeeded, her orgasm completely silent except for her breathing, and pumped her fist in victory afterward.

Jade was the hardest—she was naturally vocal, and Marcus had to keep his hand over her mouth while he fingered her, feeling her screams vibrate against his palm as she came.

Sofia took the longest—she needed to be talked through it, but dirty talk was too loud, so Marcus had to whisper the filthiest things directly into her ear while the room strained to hear. Whatever he said, it worked—she came shaking and silent.

By the time they'd all gone, it was past midnight. They slipped back to their rooms one by one, careful and quiet. Patterson was the last to leave.

"Good control tonight," she told Marcus. "Keep that up tomorrow. We'll need it."

SATURDAY MORNING: PRE-MATCH RITUALS

Marcus's alarm went off at 6:30 AM. The team had practice at 7, breakfast at 8, match at 10. He showered, dressed in the team polo Patterson had provided him (complete with "ATHLETIC TRAINER INTERN" embroidered on it), and headed down.

The practice gym was already set up—nets, balls, the team running drills. Marcus stayed on the sidelines with Patterson, trying to look useful while mostly just watching them play.

They were good. Really good. Jade's hits were powerful and precise. Sofia's blocks were intimidating. Martinez's sets were works of art, perfectly placed. Sam was everywhere, diving for impossible saves. They moved like a machine, each part synchronized.

"They're going to win this tournament," Marcus said to Patterson.

"If they stay focused," she replied. "Which is where you come in. Sexual tension is a distraction. Release it properly, they play better. It's psychology."

After practice, breakfast was team-mandated—protein, carbs, hydration. Marcus sat with the team, fielding questions from other teams' interns and trainers about UNR's conditioning program, making up plausible answers.

At 9:30, they headed to the competition venue—a massive convention center converted into volleyball courts. Teams everywhere, parents in the stands, the sound of whistles and squeaking shoes and balls hitting hardwood.

UNR's first match was on Court 3. Marcus stood with Patterson behind their bench, trying to look professional while watching his team warm up.

UC Davis was good. But UNR was better.

The match was three sets—25-18, 25-22, 25-16. Dominant performance. Jade had twelve kills. Sofia had eight blocks. Martinez ran the offense flawlessly. They won handily.

As the teams shook hands, Jade caught Marcus's eye and winked. He knew what that meant—victory celebration.

SATURDAY AFTERNOON: BETWEEN MATCHES

They had three hours before their next match. The team grabbed lunch, then headed back to the hotel.

"Rooms," Patterson announced. "Rest before the 3 PM match. And I mean actual rest. You need to conserve energy."

"Yes, Coach," they chorused, but as soon as she disappeared into her room, the group chat lit up:

Jade: Marcus's room. Now. Victory fuck.

They piled in within five minutes—all ten of them, riding the high of their win.

"Three hours," Sam said, checking her watch. "That's enough time, right?"

"Depends on what we're doing," Sofia said, already stripping.

"Quick rotation," Jade decided. "Everyone gets ten minutes. Marcus, you better have stamina left."

"I barely did anything," Marcus protested. "You all were the ones playing."

"Exactly. So you're fresh. We're using you."

What followed was a rapid-fire rotation—each woman taking their ten minutes in whatever way they wanted. Some wanted to be fucked hard and fast. Others wanted slow and intimate. Mitchell wanted to ride him while the others cheered her on. The twins wanted to go at the same time, one on his cock and one on his face.

By the time everyone had their turn, Marcus was exhausted, covered in sweat and various fluids, and completely satisfied. They showered in shifts, redressed, and headed back to the venue looking refreshed and energized.

Their 3 PM match was against Stanford—a tougher opponent. It went to five sets, a real battle, but UNR won 3-2. Jade had eighteen kills. Sofia had twelve blocks. Martinez had forty-three assists. Exhausting but victorious.

SATURDAY EVENING: CELEBRATION

Back at the hotel, Patterson gathered them in the team meeting room. "Excellent work today. Two wins. Tomorrow we play UC Santa Barbara in semifinals at 10 AM. Win that, we're in finals at 4 PM." She paused. "Tonight is free time. Dinner at 6. After that, you're on your own until 11 PM curfew. Don't do anything stupid."

Translation: they had five hours.

Dinner was celebratory—the team in high spirits, talking trash about tomorrow's opponents, replaying great moments from today's matches. Marcus sat between Jade and Sofia, very aware of Jade's hand on his thigh under the table.

After dinner, they didn't even pretend to be subtle. The entire team plus Marcus piled into the two largest rooms—702 and 704—which had connecting doors. They pushed furniture aside, laid out mats they'd "borrowed" from the hotel gym, and created a space.

"No curfew tonight," Jade announced. "Well, 11 PM curfew, but that's four hours from now. And Coach said free time." She grinned at Patterson, who had joined them. "You did say free time, right Coach?"

"I did," Patterson confirmed. "Though I should probably supervise. Make sure no one gets hurt. Purely professional concern, of course."

"Of course," the team echoed, grinning.

What followed was different from previous sessions—less frantic, more playful. They took their time, exploring different combinations, trying positions they'd theorized about but hadn't attempted.

Sam and Rodriguez discovered they could coordinate a double blowjob that had Marcus seeing stars. The twins perfected their synchronized riding technique. Martinez revealed a unexpected dominant streak, ordering Marcus around while the others watched and touched themselves.

Jade and Sofia took turns riding him while making out with each other above him—that was new and incredibly hot. Anderson and Mitchell tried a position where Anderson sat on Marcus's face while Mitchell rode him, but they kept giggling and had to start over multiple times.

Patterson demonstrated the proper way to edge someone for an extended period—she kept Marcus on the brink for twenty-five minutes straight while providing running commentary on technique, breathing patterns, and psychological control. The team took notes like it was an actual training session.

Around 9 PM, there was a knock at the door. Everyone froze.

"Room service?" a muffled voice called.

"We didn't order room service," Jade hissed.

"Maybe it's the wrong room," Sofia whispered.

Another knock. "Complimentary champagne for the UNR volleyball team?"

Patterson wrapped herself in a robe, checked the peephole, and opened the door a crack. "We didn't order—"

"Compliments of the hotel," the server said, holding a tray with champagne and glasses. "Congratulations on your wins today. Manager wanted to show appreciation for sporting excellence."

"Oh. Thank you." Patterson took the tray, tipped the server, and closed the door.

They stared at the champagne.

"Do you think they know?" Mitchell asked nervously.

"Know what?" Patterson said. "That we're having a team bonding session? Perfectly innocent." She popped the cork. "Besides, we're celebrating wins. That's what teams do."

They passed around glasses, toasting their victories, and somehow the champagne made everything even better. Inhibitions that were already low vanished completely.

Marcus found himself in increasingly complex positions—fucking one woman while two others pleasured her from different angles, eating someone out while three hands worked his cock, being passed between partners like a toy (which, technically, he was).

Around 10:30, Patterson checked her watch. "Thirty minutes to curfew. We should wrap this up."

"One more thing," Jade said. She looked at the team. "All-hands finale? Like we practiced?"

They'd practiced this?

"What's an all-hands finale?" Marcus asked.

"You'll see," Sam said, grinning wickedly.

They positioned him on his back in the center of the mat. Then all ten women surrounded him, creating a circle of bodies, and began touching him simultaneously.

Hands everywhere—on his chest, his thighs, his cock, his balls, his ass. Mouths joining in—lips and tongues on his skin, his nipples, his neck. So much stimulation he couldn't process it all.

Someone was jerking him off with expert precision. Someone else was playing with his balls. Someone's mouth was on his nipples. Fingers pressed against his perineum. Lips kissed his neck, his jaw, his mouth.

"Come for us," Jade ordered. "Come for your team."

The orgasm hit him like a freight train—his whole body arching, cock erupting while hands and mouths worked him through it, prolonging it until he was gasping and shaking.

When it finally ended, they collapsed around him, satisfied and sleepy.

"Bed time," Patterson announced. "Everyone back to rooms. We have semifinals in twelve hours."

They cleaned up, dressed, and dispersed. Marcus was too exhausted to move. Jade and Sofia stayed—their connecting room was right there anyway.

"You okay?" Sofia asked, stroking his hair.

"So okay," Marcus murmured. "So, so okay."

They fell asleep in a tangle—Marcus in the middle, Jade and Sofia pressed against his sides.

SUNDAY MORNING: SEMIFINALS

Marcus woke to sunlight streaming through windows and Jade's hand wrapped around his morning erection.

"Morning," she murmured sleepily. "We have an hour before we need to be downstairs."

"What are you doing?" Marcus asked, though it was obvious.

"Morning blowjob," she said matter-of-factly. "For good luck. It's a tradition now."

"Since when?"

"Since I just decided." She slid down his body, taking him in her mouth.

Sofia woke up, watched for a moment, then moved to straddle Marcus's face. "Seems fair," she said. "She gets your cock, I get your mouth."

They fucked lazily, morning-slow and comfortable, until both women came and Marcus was painfully hard but denied release.

"That's for after we win," Jade said, kissing him. "Motivation."

Breakfast was quick. The team was focused, serious. Semifinals against UC Santa Barbara meant one match away from the championship game.

The match was brutal. Five sets again—back and forth, both teams playing their hardest. UNR was down 13-15 in the fifth set when Patterson called timeout.

"Listen to me," she said, the team huddled around her. "You're better than this. You know you are. Martinez, deeper sets to Jade. Sofia, read their hitter's shoulders—she telegraphs her shots. Sam, trust your instincts on defense. Everyone else, stay aggressive."

They nodded, refocused, and went back out.

The comeback was spectacular. They scored the next four points. Then UCSB tied it. Then UNR scored again. Back and forth until it was 17-17.

Marcus watched, tense, as Jade approached for the serve. She looked over at him, just for a second, and he saw the determination in her eyes.

Her serve was an ace—unreturnable, too fast for their libero. 18-17 UNR.

The next rally went long—twenty hits, both teams scrambling. Martinez set Sofia perfectly, and Sofia put it away with a massive block kill. 19-17.

UCSB called timeout, but the momentum had shifted. UNR won 25-20, taking the match.

The team erupted, piling on each other in celebration. Jade broke away from the group, ran to Marcus at the sideline, and kissed him hard in front of everyone.

"We're going to finals," she gasped against his mouth.

"I know," he said. "You were incredible."

"We have three hours until championship game," she said, her hand sliding down to squeeze his cock through his pants. "I need you. Now."

SUNDAY AFTERNOON: PRE-FINALS

They had lunch at the hotel—trying to eat, to refuel, but everyone was too wired. Nervous energy crackled through the team.

"Rooms," Patterson ordered. "Rest. Hydrate. Be back here at 3 PM for the finals at 4."

In Marcus's room, the entire team gathered again.

"We need to relax," Sofia said. "Channel this nervous energy somewhere."

"Agreed," Jade said. She looked at Marcus. "Stress relief. That's literally what you're here for."

What followed was different from any previous session—faster, more desperate, fueled by pre-game adrenaline. They took turns riding him hard and quick, getting off fast, using him to release tension.

No teasing, no edging. Just raw, hard fucking.

Martinez came in under three minutes. Sam in four. Rodriguez in two. Each woman using him, getting what she needed, making room for the next.

When they were all satisfied, calmer, they redressed and headed back to the venue.

SUNDAY EVENING: FINALS

The championship match was against UCLA—the top-ranked team in the conference. The pressure was enormous.

Marcus stood with Patterson, watching his team warm up. They looked focused, ready.

The match was everything a championship should be—hard-fought, intense, both teams playing flawlessly. It went five sets, came down to the wire.

Final set, 14-14. UCLA serving.

UNR received it, Martinez set to Jade, and Jade absolutely crushed the ball. Kill. 15-14 UNR.

UNR served, UCLA returned, rally went long. Sofia with a massive block—16-14.

UCLA called timeout. They came back fighting, tied it at 16-16.

Back and forth. Point for point. 17-17. 18-18. 19-19.

UNR served, long rally, Martinez set Sofia, but UCLA dug it. Their setter set their outside hitter—but Sam read it perfectly, dove, passed it back. Martinez set Jade one more time.

Jade jumped, wound up, and hit it with everything she had.

The ball rocketed past UCLA's block, past their defense, hit the court with a thunderous boom.

Point. 20-19 UNR.

The next two points were quick—UNR's serve was unstoppable, UCLA couldn't find their rhythm.

22-19. 23-19. 24-19.

Championship point.

Marcus held his breath. The entire venue had gone quiet.

UNR served. UCLA passed it. Their setter set middle. Sofia read it, jumped, hands up—

BLOCK. The ball ricocheted off her hands back into UCLA's court. Unreturnable.

Point. Game. Match. Championship.

The UNR bench erupted. The team on the court piled on each other, screaming. Patterson pumped her fist. Parents in the stands went wild.

Marcus found himself swept up in the celebration, the team pulling him into the huddle, jumping and shouting.

"We did it!" Jade screamed, kissing him. "We fucking did it!"

The trophy presentation, the photos, the interviews—it all blurred together. By the time they got back to the hotel, it was 7 PM, and they were all exhausted but elated.

"Championship dinner," Patterson announced. "Hotel restaurant, 8 PM. Dress nice. We're celebrating properly."

SUNDAY NIGHT: VICTORY CELEBRATION

Dinner was surreal—the team in dresses and nice clothes, Marcus in slacks and a button-down, champagne flowing freely (Patterson allowed one glass each), toasts and laughter and the trophy as the centerpiece.

Other teams stopped by their table to congratulate them. Coaches from rival programs. Even some UCLA players, gracious in defeat.

By 10 PM, they were back upstairs. Patterson stood at the door to her room.

"We leave at 8 AM tomorrow," she said. "But tonight—" she smiled "—tonight we celebrate. No curfew. No rules. You earned it." She looked at Marcus. "All of you earned it."

She disappeared into her room, and the team looked at each other.

"She said no rules," Jade said slowly.

"She did," Sofia confirmed.

"My room," Sam decided. "It's the biggest. Everyone bring everything."

They raided the mini bars, grabbed extra pillows and blankets, and converged on Sam and Martinez's room. Someone found a Bluetooth speaker and put on music. The champagne from yesterday reappeared. The trophy sat on the desk like a guardian.

"Champions," Jade announced, raising her glass. "We're fucking champions."

"To being champions!" the team chorused.

They drank, and then someone—Marcus didn't see who—started dancing. Then they were all dancing, loose and happy, still in their nice clothes from dinner.

Jade pulled Marcus into the dancing, grinding against him to the music. Sofia joined, sandwiching him between them. Then Sam was there, and Rodriguez, and suddenly it was less dancing and more a mass of bodies moving together.

Clothes started coming off. First a dress, then a shirt, then more, until they were all in various states of undress, dancing and touching and kissing.

"Bed," someone gasped. "All the beds."

They pushed the two queen beds together, creating one massive sleeping surface, and collapsed onto it in a tangle.

What followed was the most intense night yet—hours of fucking and touching and exploring. No rotations, no structure, just pure celebration.

Marcus lost count of how many times he came, how many women he was inside, how many mouths were on him. It all blurred together into sensation and pleasure and satisfaction.

At some point, very late, they all ended up in a massive pile—sweaty, exhausted, completely spent. The trophy glinted in the dim light from the bathroom they'd left on.

"Best tournament ever," Sam mumbled into someone's shoulder.

"Agreed," multiple voices chorused.

They fell asleep like that—champions, lovers, a team in every sense of the word.

MONDAY MORNING: RETURN

Marcus woke to his phone alarm at 6:30 AM. Bodies were draped everywhere—across his chest, over his legs, tangled with each other. The room smelled like sex and champagne and victory.

He carefully extracted himself, headed to the bathroom, and found Patterson already up, dressed, holding coffee.

"Morning," she said. "Sleep well?"

"Eventually," Marcus admitted.

She smiled. "They earned it. You all did." She handed him a coffee. "Bus leaves at 8. Help me get them up?"

Together they woke the team—gentle shaking, coffee bribes, promises of breakfast. By 7:30, everyone was showered and packed, looking exhausted but happy.

The bus ride home was quiet—most of the team sleeping, cuddled together in the modified seating. Marcus sat with Jade and Sofia again, both women using him as a pillow.

Around the halfway point, Patterson stood at the front.

"I'm proud of you," she said simply. "You played hard, won big, represented UNR excellently. And you—" she looked at Marcus "—helped keep them focused and relaxed. Good work."

"Thanks, Coach," Marcus said.

"However," she continued, "we have regionals in three weeks. Then nationals if we qualify. Which means we get back to training tomorrow. Same schedule as before."

"Yes, Coach," the team chorused, but they were smiling.

The bus pulled into the Mitchell Center parking lot at noon. They unloaded equipment, said their goodbyes, and dispersed.

Jade stopped Marcus before he could leave. "Hey. Thank you. For this weekend. For all of it."

"I should be thanking you," Marcus said.

"It goes both ways." She kissed him softly. "See you tomorrow night?"

"Wouldn't miss it."

He drove home, showered, collapsed into his own bed, and slept for twelve hours straight.

When he woke, his phone had messages:

Team + Toy:
Jade: Practice tomorrow 4 PM. You're expected.
Sofia: Wear the collar.
Sam: We have new positions to try.
Martinez: Coach said she has a new training module.
Rodriguez: Can't wait.
Patterson: Tomorrow, 6 PM, my office. Private session. We need to discuss your... performance review.

Marcus smiled, touched the collar on his nightstand, and started planning his schedule.

Champions needed their support system, after all.

And he was exactly where he wanted to be.


Chapter 7: Champions Rise

THREE WEEKS LATER: REGIONALS APPROACH

The three weeks between Sacramento and regionals became a blur of routine—Marcus's life now orbited around the Mitchell Athletic Center like a planet around the sun. His new job was flexible enough (and his boss cool enough) that he could arrange his schedule around the team's needs.

Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays: Team sessions in the locker room, 7-10 PM. The entire team, rotating through positions and scenarios, working on their coordination, their communication, their ability to reduce him to a trembling mess.

Tuesdays and Thursdays: Individual sessions with different players. Jade on Tuesdays, needing her dominance fix. Sofia on alternating Thursdays, requiring her praise and affirmation. The others rotating through the remaining Thursday slots.

Saturdays: Private sessions with Coach Patterson, where she continued his education in advanced techniques—tantric breathing, energy exchange, the psychology of dominance and submission.

Sundays: Rest days. Mostly. Sometimes Sam would text him to come over "just to hang out," which inevitably ended with her riding him on her apartment couch while they watched movies.

The collar lived around his neck now when he was with them—so much so that he felt naked without it. He'd catch himself reaching for it on Sundays, missing its weight.

"You're different," his roommate observed one evening. "Happier. Getting laid regularly clearly agrees with you."

"Something like that," Marcus agreed, smiling.

But it was more than just sex. He'd become part of something—integrated into the team's ecosystem. He attended their matches, cheering from the sidelines. Joined their group chats, contributing to inside jokes and meme wars. Brought coffee to their early morning practices. Helped Martinez study for her chemistry exam. Listened to Mitchell's anxieties about her parents' divorce.

They were his team. His family. His world.

And he was theirs—completely, collar and all.

REGIONAL TOURNAMENT: WEEK ONE

The regional tournament was different from Sacramento—bigger stakes, higher pressure. Held in Las Vegas over four days, it would determine which teams advanced to nationals. UNR needed to place top three out of sixteen teams.

They flew this time—Patterson had secured funding for airfare rather than bus travel. Marcus sat between Jade and Sofia on the plane, very aware that he was wearing his collar under his scarf and that both women had their hands on his thighs under the airline blanket they'd requested.

"You're going to join the mile-high club," Sofia whispered in his ear.

"There are cameras," Marcus hissed back.

"So we'll be discreet." Her hand crept higher. "Aren't you trained in discretion now?"

"Not that trained."

Jade leaned over. "Bathroom. Five minutes after the seatbelt sign turns off. I'll go first, you follow. Quick and quiet."

"This is insane."

"This is normal for us now," she corrected. "You're ours. We use you when we want. Even at 30,000 feet."

The seatbelt sign dinged off. Jade stood, stretched, and headed to the bathroom. Sixty seconds later, Marcus followed, his heart pounding.

She pulled him inside, locked the door, and immediately dropped to her knees in the cramped space. "Three minutes," she whispered. "Make it count."

She sucked him with practiced efficiency—no teasing, just pure skill, her mouth and hands working in perfect coordination. Marcus braced himself against the walls, biting his lip to stay silent as she deep-throated him.

He came in under two minutes, and she swallowed every drop, stood, kissed him, and slipped out of the bathroom like nothing had happened.

Marcus waited thirty seconds, then returned to his seat, where Sofia was grinning.

"My turn on the way back," she informed him.

Las Vegas was overwhelming—the lights, the noise, the sheer excess of it all. Their hotel was off the Strip, thank god, a standard conference hotel hosting multiple teams.

The first day was check-in and practice. The second day, matches began.

UNR's first opponent was Boise State. They won in three straight sets—25-18, 25-20, 25-16. Dominant.

Between matches, the team retreated to their hotel rooms. Marcus had his own room again, strategically positioned, and within ten minutes of returning, his door was being assaulted by knocks.

"Victory fuck," became the team's rallying cry. After every win, they'd pile into his room for quick, celebratory sex. After every loss during pool play—there was one, against San Diego State in a close five-setter—they'd pile into his room for comfort sex.

By day three, they'd secured a spot in semifinals. Top four guaranteed a nationals berth. They just needed to keep winning.

SEMIFINALS: PRESSURE BUILDS

Their semifinal opponent was Fresno State—a team they'd beaten before, but barely. The match was scheduled for 2 PM on day four.

The morning of the match, Marcus woke to a text from Patterson: My room. 6 AM. Bring coffee.

He arrived with two large coffees from the hotel lobby to find Patterson pacing her room, anxiety radiating off her.

"Coach? You okay?"

"I'm fine," she said, taking a coffee. "I'm always fine." She took a long drink, then set it down. "That's a lie. I'm terrified."

"Of what?"

"Failing them. These girls have worked so hard. Jade and Sofia are seniors—this is their last chance at nationals. If we don't make it—" She sat heavily on the bed. "It would break them."

Marcus sat beside her. "They're going to win."

"You can't know that."

"I can. I've watched them. They're the best team here. They just need to believe it." He paused. "And they need you to believe it. You're their coach. They feed off your confidence."

Patterson looked at him, and something shifted in her expression. "You're right. You're absolutely right." She set her coffee aside, stood, and started stripping.

"Uh, Coach?"

"I need to clear my head. And you help me clear my head." She was naked now, beautiful and confident despite her earlier anxiety. "So you're going to fuck me until I stop overthinking. Understood?"

"Yes, Coach."

What followed was intense, almost aggressive sex—Patterson riding him hard, chasing her own release, using him exactly as she needed. When she came, she collapsed onto his chest, breathing hard.

"Better?" Marcus asked.

"Much better." She kissed him. "Thank you. Now get out of here. I need to shower and get ready. See you at the match."

The semifinal against Fresno State was brutal. Five sets, every point contested. The score in the fifth set was 17-17 when Patterson called timeout.

Marcus watched from the sideline as she gathered her team. He couldn't hear what she said, but he saw them nod, saw their spines straighten, saw their confidence return.

They went back out and won the next three points in a row. Then Fresno fought back. 20-20. 21-21. 22-22.

UNR served. Long rally. Martinez set Jade, who hit it cross-court for a kill. 23-22.

Fresno served. Sam dug it. Martinez set Sofia. Block kill. 24-22. Match point.

UNR served again. Fresno passed it. Their setter tried to go middle, but Sofia read it, jumped early—

BLOCK. The ball ricocheted straight down into Fresno's court.

Point. Game. Match. Nationals berth secured.

The team erupted. Parents screamed. Marcus found himself swept up in the celebration again as Jade broke away from the team pile to kiss him hard.

"We did it," she gasped. "We're going to nationals."

"I knew you would," Marcus said.

That night's celebration was legendary. The entire team in Marcus's room, champagne someone had smuggled in, music playing, dancing and joy and relief.

"Speech!" Sam demanded, pointing at Patterson.

"I don't do speeches," Patterson protested, but everyone was chanting "Speech! Speech!" until she relented.

"Fine. Fine." She stood, raised her glass. "Three months ago, we were a good team. Talented, skilled, but missing something. Then Marcus stumbled into our lives—literally, wrong bus—and everything changed." She looked at him. "You gave us an outlet. A way to channel stress and pressure and tension. You let us be ourselves without judgment. You became part of this team." She paused. "So thank you. For everything. We wouldn't be going to nationals without you."

"Hear, hear!" the team chorused, raising glasses.

"And now," Patterson continued, grinning, "I'm going to do something completely unprofessional and join the celebration properly. Everyone who's staying, stay. Everyone who's not, leave now."

Nobody left.

What followed was the wildest hotel party yet—ten women and one man, celebrating their nationals berth with enthusiastic, joyful sex. No structure, no rules, just pure celebration.

At some point, very late, they all ended up in a massive cuddle pile on the bed and floor, too exhausted to move.

"Nationals is in two weeks," Jade murmured into the darkness. "Oklahoma City. Four-day tournament. Best sixteen teams in the country."

"We're going to win," Sofia said with complete confidence.

"Damn right we are," Sam agreed.

"And Marcus is coming," Martinez added. "Obviously."

"Obviously," Marcus agreed, half-asleep under a pile of gorgeous, satisfied athletes. "Wouldn't miss it."

TWO WEEKS LATER: JOURNEY TO NATIONALS

The two weeks between regionals and nationals were the most intense training period yet. Patterson pushed them hard—longer practices, more film study, additional conditioning. But she also made sure they had their stress relief, which meant Marcus was busier than ever.

The night before they left for Oklahoma City, Patterson called a team meeting. Everyone gathered in the locker room, and Marcus sat in his usual spot—on the bench, collar visible, surrounded by his team.

"Tomorrow we leave for nationals," Patterson began. "This is what we've worked toward all season. Everything comes down to the next four days." She paused. "But I want you to remember something. Whatever happens, you're already champions. You've already exceeded every expectation. Making nationals is an achievement most teams never accomplish."

"We're not going just to make it," Jade said firmly. "We're going to win."

"That's the attitude," Patterson approved. "But if we don't—if we lose in the first round or semifinals or finals—you're still champions to me. You're still the best team I've ever coached." She smiled. "That said, let's go win this fucking thing."

The team cheered.

"Now," Patterson continued, "Marcus. Come here."

Marcus stood, approached the front, confused.

Patterson produced a box. "The team voted. This is for you."

Inside was a new collar—still black leather, but higher quality, with a nameplate that read "UNR VOLLEYBALL" on one side and "TEAM PROPERTY" on the other. The volleyball charm had been replaced with one that had tiny rhinestones.

"It's beautiful," Marcus said, genuinely touched.

"You're one of us," Jade said. "Officially. So you get the official collar."

Patterson removed his old collar, fastened the new one. It fit perfectly.

"Thank you," Marcus said, his voice rough with emotion. "All of you. This is—" He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Group hug!" Sam declared, and suddenly he was engulfed in bodies, everyone hugging and laughing.

"Okay," Patterson said when they separated. "Last practice session before nationals. Let's make it count."

The "practice session" turned into three hours of the most intense, connected, emotional sex they'd ever had. Not frantic or desperate, but meaningful—each person taking time with Marcus individually, reaffirming their connection, their bond.

When it ended, they all showered together, dressed, and headed home to pack.

Marcus's phone buzzed as he was loading his suitcase. A message from Patterson: Thank you. For everything. Tomorrow, we change everything.

OKLAHOMA CITY: NATIONALS BEGIN

The flight to Oklahoma City was subdued—the team quiet, focused, visualizing success. Marcus sat with Patterson this time, giving the players space to prepare mentally.

"Nervous?" she asked.

"Terrified," he admitted. "I'm not even playing, and I'm terrified."

"Good. Means you care." She squeezed his hand. "They need you calm, though. You're their anchor. Their safe space. No matter what happens on the court, you're there after. Steady. Reliable."

"I can do that."

"I know you can."

The hotel in Oklahoma City was massive—the official tournament hotel, housing all sixteen teams. The lobby was chaos—coaches coordinating, players eyeing competition, parents checking in.

UNR was assigned to the eighth floor. Marcus got room 817, again strategically positioned between team rooms.

"Team meeting in one hour," Patterson announced as they dispersed to their rooms. "Conference room B. Mandatory attendance."

The meeting covered bracket positions, first match time (Thursday 1 PM against Georgia Tech), scouting reports on potential opponents. But Patterson also addressed the elephant in the room.

"Other teams are here with their own routines, their own support systems. Some might wonder why we have a male trainer intern with us. If anyone asks, the story is the same—athletic training program, injury prevention focus. Don't elaborate. Don't engage." She looked at Marcus. "You might get some attention. Handle it professionally."

"Yes, Coach."

Wednesday was practice and acclimation. Thursday, matches began.

Georgia Tech was good—well-coached, athletic, strong servers. But UNR was better. They won in four sets—25-22, 23-25, 25-18, 25-20.

One down. Three more to win the championship.

Between Thursday's match and Friday's quarterfinal, something unexpected happened.

Marcus was grabbing coffee in the hotel lobby when a woman approached him—tall, blonde, athletic build, wearing University of Texas coaching gear.

"You're with UNR, right?" she asked. "The trainer intern?"

"That's right," Marcus said carefully.

"I'm Coach Williams from Texas. I was watching your team practice yesterday." She smiled. "Very... cohesive unit. Close-knit."

"They work well together."

"I bet they do." Her smile had an edge now. "Interesting that you're the only male on their entire support staff. Usually teams have multiple trainers, equipment managers, student assistants. But your coach just has you."

"I'm an intern. Part of my graduate program requirements."

"Right. Graduate program." She didn't sound convinced. "Well, good luck in your next match. Hope you can keep them... relaxed and focused."

She walked away, and Marcus felt a chill. Did she know? Suspect?

He texted Patterson immediately: Might have a problem. Texas coach asked pointed questions.

Her response was instant: Ignore her. We're not breaking any rules. You're an adult, they're adults, everything's consensual. She's fishing. Don't bite.

Friday's quarterfinal was against Penn State—a powerhouse program with two All-Americans. The match was intense, close, every point contested.

It went five sets. In the fifth, UNR was down 12-14. Two points from elimination.

Patterson called timeout. Marcus watched her gather the team, saw her talking intensely. Whatever she said worked—they came back out fired up.

They scored the next four points in a row. 16-14 UNR.

Penn State fought back. 16-15. 16-16. 17-17.

The rally at 17-17 was the longest of the match—thirty-two touches, both teams scrambling, diving, refusing to let the ball drop. Finally, Jade found a seam in Penn State's defense and put it away.

18-17. From there, UNR pulled away. They won 25-22, securing a spot in Saturday's semifinals.

Two more wins for the championship.

That night, the celebration in Marcus's room was different. More emotional. Sofia cried happy tears while Jade held her.

"We're one win from the finals," Sofia kept saying. "One win. I can't believe it."

"Believe it," Jade said fiercely. "We're going all the way."

The sex that night was intense, almost desperate—everyone needing to feel connected, to release the pressure building inside them. Marcus gave them everything he had, and when it was over, they fell asleep in their usual pile, finding comfort in proximity.

SEMIFINALS: EVERYTHING ON THE LINE

Saturday morning. Semifinals against Nebraska—the number two seed, defending champions, absolute juggernauts of college volleyball.

The team was quiet at breakfast. Marcus sat with them, trying to project calm he didn't feel.

"We can beat them," Martinez said quietly. "We're good enough."

"We are," Patterson agreed, joining their table. "Nebraska is strong, but they have a weak rotation. Their backup setter is inexperienced. If we can force them to sub, we have an advantage."

"How do we force the sub?" Rodriguez asked.

"Pressure their setter. Make her work. Run her ragged." Patterson smiled grimly. "We're going to play the fastest tempo we've ever played. Run her into the ground."

The strategy worked. UNR played with blistering speed—quick sets, rapid attacks, constant pressure. Nebraska's setter was visibly struggling by the end of the first set.

UNR won it 25-21.

Nebraska's coach subbed in the backup setter for the second set. She was good, but not as good, and her timing with the hitters was slightly off. UNR exploited it ruthlessly.

25-19. Two sets to none.

Nebraska adjusted in the third set, slowed the pace, and won 25-23. But they looked exhausted.

The fourth set was a war. Back and forth, neither team giving an inch. 24-24. 25-25. 26-26.

At 27-27, Martinez set Jade for what felt like the hundredth time. Jade jumped, wound up, and hit it with everything she had.

Kill. 28-27.

One point from the finals.

UNR served. Nebraska passed it. Their setter—the backup, still in—set outside. Sofia read it, jumped, hands up—

BLOCK. The ball came straight down.

Point. Game. Match. Finals.

The team exploded. Marcus found himself swept up in the celebration again, hugging players and coaches and anyone nearby. Jade was crying, Sofia was screaming, Sam was doing backflips.

"We're in the finals," Mitchell kept saying, dazed. "We're actually in the finals."

Patterson gathered them. "Tomorrow. 2 PM. Championship match. Against whoever wins Texas versus Stanford." She paused. "Get some rest tonight. Eat well. Stay off your feet. Tomorrow, we make history."

As they filed out of the venue, Marcus noticed Coach Williams from Texas watching them. When UNR's eyes met, she smiled—not friendly, something else.

Marcus had a bad feeling.

SATURDAY NIGHT: THE CELEBRATION THAT ALMOST WASN'T

The team wanted to celebrate, but Patterson was firm: "Early curfew. In your rooms by 9 PM. We need you fresh tomorrow."

"But Coach—" Jade started.

"No buts. This is the championship. You celebrate after we win, not before."

Reluctantly, the team agreed. By 9 PM, everyone was in their rooms. Marcus was alone, watching TV, when his phone rang.

Unknown number. He almost didn't answer, but something made him pick up.

"Hello?"

"Marcus? This is Coach Williams from Texas." Her voice was sharp. "We need to talk. Now. Hotel bar."

"I don't think—"

"It's not a request. Five minutes. Come alone."

She hung up.

Marcus stared at his phone, then texted Patterson: Texas coach wants to meet me in the hotel bar. Says it's urgent.

Her response: I'll come with you. Don't go alone. Meet in the lobby in 3 minutes.

They met in the lobby—Patterson in sweats and a jacket, looking ready for a fight.

"What does she want?" Marcus asked.

"No idea. But we'll handle it together."

They entered the hotel bar to find Coach Williams sitting at a corner table, another woman beside her—sharp-suited, professional, holding a tablet.

"Coach Patterson," Williams greeted. "Thanks for joining us. This is Jennifer Marsh, NCAA compliance officer."

Marcus's stomach dropped.

"What's this about, Linda?" Patterson asked coolly.

"This is about your very unusual staffing arrangement," Williams said, gesturing to Marcus. "Athletic trainer intern who's not registered with any graduate program. Who stays in player rooms. Who seems very... close with your team."

"He's a volunteer assistant," Patterson said. "Perfectly legal."

"Perhaps," Marsh said, opening her tablet. "But we've received an anonymous complaint alleging inappropriate relationships between this man and multiple members of your team."

"Anonymous complaints are worth shit," Patterson said bluntly.

"Not when there's evidence." Williams pulled out her phone, showed them a photo—Marcus entering a hotel room with Jade and Sofia in Sacramento. "This was taken by another team's parent. One room, three people, late at night."

"Players helping a teammate move luggage," Patterson said without missing a beat. "Nothing inappropriate."

"What about this?" Another photo—Marcus and several team members in his room in Las Vegas, clearly in various states of undress visible through a window someone had photographed from outside.

Fuck.

"Those could be anyone," Patterson tried, but her voice had lost its confidence.

"We have a dozen more," Williams said. "From multiple tournaments. All showing your 'intern' in intimate situations with your players."

"What do you want?" Patterson asked quietly.

"I want fair play," Williams said. "If your team is using... unconventional methods to gain competitive advantage, that's a problem."

"Competitive advantage?" Marcus finally spoke. "How is my personal life giving them a competitive advantage?"

"Stress relief, sexual satisfaction, emotional support from a dedicated partner—all things that could theoretically improve performance," Marsh said clinically. "The question is whether it violates any NCAA regulations."

"Does it?" Patterson challenged.

"That's unclear," Marsh admitted. "There's no specific rule against it. But it's certainly unusual. And if we investigate, it will be public. Messy. Potentially embarrassing for everyone involved."

"So this is blackmail," Patterson said.

"This is a choice," Williams corrected. "Withdraw from tomorrow's championship match, citing injury or illness. Leave quietly. And we don't pursue this further."

"Fuck that," Patterson said immediately. "We earned our spot. We're playing."

"Then we file the complaint. Tonight. The investigation starts tomorrow. Win or lose, your team will be under scrutiny. Your players will be questioned. Your career will be examined." Williams leaned forward. "Is that really what you want?"

Patterson looked at Marcus. Marcus looked at Patterson.

"Give us five minutes," Patterson said. "Alone."

Williams and Marsh moved to the bar, giving them space.

"This is my fault," Marcus said immediately. "I should leave. Withdraw. Say I seduced you all or something. Take the heat."

"Absolutely not," Patterson said fiercely. "This is Williams trying to eliminate competition. Texas lost in semifinals—she wants to make sure we don't win."

"So what do we do?"

Patterson thought for a long moment. Then she smiled—cold, calculating.

"We call her bluff." She raised her voice. "Coach Williams? We'll see you tomorrow. At the championship. Which we're going to win."

Williams's face darkened. "You're making a mistake."

"Maybe. But it's our mistake to make." Patterson stood. "Come on, Marcus."

They left the bar, headed to the elevator.

"What's the plan?" Marcus asked once they were alone.

"The truth," Patterson said. "We're going to tell the team everything. Let them decide. If they want to withdraw, we will. If they want to fight, we fight."

THE TEAM DECIDES

Patterson called an emergency team meeting in her suite. Everyone gathered, confused and worried.

"What's wrong?" Jade asked immediately. "Is someone hurt?"

"No one's hurt. But we have a situation." Patterson explained everything—the photos, the complaint, Williams's ultimatum.

The room was silent when she finished.

"So we either withdraw," Sofia said slowly, "or we play and get investigated."

"That's the choice," Patterson confirmed.

"Fuck that," Jade said immediately. "We're playing."

"It's not that simple," Patterson said. "An investigation would be public. Invasive. They'd question all of you. Ask about your relationships with Marcus. It could get ugly."

"Let it get ugly," Rodriguez said. "We didn't do anything wrong."

"We engaged in consensual sexual relationships with an adult outside the team structure," Martinez added. "That's not against any rules. Williams is just fishing."

"But the publicity—"

"Fuck the publicity," Sam interrupted. "We earned this. We fought for this. We're not giving it up because some bitter coach is trying to sabotage us."

"Everyone agrees?" Patterson asked, looking around the room.

Every head nodded. Every voice said yes.

"Okay then." Patterson smiled. "We play tomorrow. We win tomorrow. And we deal with whatever comes after together."

"What about me?" Marcus asked. "Should I leave? Would that help?"

"No," Jade said immediately. The others echoed her—no, no, stay, we need you.

"You're part of this team," Sofia added. "Whatever happens, you're with us."

Marcus felt his throat tighten with emotion. "Okay. I'm with you. All the way."

"Good," Patterson said. "Now everyone get some sleep. We have a championship to win."

As people filed out, Jade grabbed Marcus's hand. "Stay with us tonight? Me and Sofia? We don't want to be alone."

"Of course."

In their room, the three of them lay in bed together—not having sex, just holding each other, finding comfort in proximity.

"Whatever happens tomorrow," Sofia whispered, "thank you. For all of this. For being you."

"We wouldn't be here without you," Jade added.

"You would," Marcus said. "You're incredible players. You'd have made it anyway."

"Maybe," Jade allowed. "But it wouldn't have been as good. As fun. As meaningful."

They fell asleep like that—three people who'd found something unexpected and precious in each other.

CHAMPIONSHIP SUNDAY: MAKING HISTORY

The championship match was at 2 PM. By noon, the venue was packed—scouts, media, parents, fans. The energy was electric.

UNR's opponent was Stanford—the team that had beaten Texas in the other semifinal. A powerhouse program, multiple national championships, All-Americans across the roster.

The favorite to win.

But UNR had something Stanford didn't—they had each other, completely and without reservation. They had fought for their right to be here. They had refused to back down.

And they had Marcus, sitting behind their bench, collar visible under his shirt, a quiet reminder of who they were to each other.

The match started at 2:04 PM.

Stanford won the first set 25-22. They were good—really good. Their serving was brutal, their defense impenetrable, their hitting unstoppable.

But UNR won the second set 25-21. They'd adjusted, found their rhythm, started playing their game.

Stanford took the third 25-19. Back and forth, neither team giving ground.

UNR won the fourth 26-24. A marathon set, both teams exhausted, but UNR edged it out.

Fifth set. First to fifteen points. Winner take all.

The score was 7-7 when Patterson called timeout.

Marcus watched as she gathered her team. He couldn't hear what she said, but he saw them all look toward him. Saw them nod. Saw them put their hands together and shout something.

They came back out looking transformed—not just focused, but connected in a way that transcended volleyball.

They scored the next three points. 10-7 UNR.

Stanford called timeout, made adjustments, fought back. 10-9. 11-10. 12-11 UNR.

The rally at 12-11 was epic—both teams refusing to let the ball hit the floor. Twenty-six touches. Finally, Sofia got a hand on a Stanford tip, keeping it alive, and Martinez set Jade one more time.

Jade jumped higher than Marcus had ever seen her jump. Her arm whipped forward, and the ball rocketed past Stanford's block with so much force the libero couldn't even react.

Kill. 13-11.

Two points from the championship.

UNR served. Stanford shanked the pass. Free ball over. Martinez set middle to Rodriguez, who put it away clean.

14-11.

One point from the championship.

The venue had gone nearly silent. Every person holding their breath.

UNR served again. Stanford passed it cleanly. Their setter set their best hitter, their All-American, their closer.

She jumped. She swung. The ball came down hard—

And Sam dove, impossibly, getting under it, popping it up.

Martinez was already moving, setting Sofia on the right side.

Sofia jumped. Three Stanford blockers went up with her.

But Sofia didn't hit. At the last second, she tipped it—soft, delicate, perfectly placed—over the block and into the back corner where no one could reach it.

The ball hit the floor.

Point.

Game.

Match.

Championship.

For a heartbeat, the venue was silent. Then chaos.

The UNR bench erupted. The team on the court piled on each other, screaming, crying, laughing. Parents rushed onto the court. Media swarmed.

Marcus stood, watching, and then Jade was there, pulling him into the pile, and Sofia, and then the whole team, all of them together, hugging and crying and laughing.

"We did it!" Sofia screamed. "We actually fucking did it!"

"Champions!" Sam yelled. "We're national champions!"

The trophy presentation was surreal. Patterson hoisting the championship trophy, tears streaming down her face. Each player getting their medal. The team photo with Marcus included, standing in the back but there, part of it.

As they posed, Marcus noticed Coach Williams in the crowd, watching. She didn't look happy, but she didn't look like she was planning to file complaints either.

Sometimes winning was the best revenge.


AFTERMATH: THE NEXT CHAPTER

The celebration that night was legendary—the team had rented out a private room at a downtown Oklahoma City restaurant, and the party went until 3 AM. Champagne, dancing, joy.

Marcus found himself at one point on a balcony with Patterson, both of them watching the team inside through the glass.

"What happens now?" he asked. "The investigation?"

"I don't think there will be one," Patterson said. "Williams was bluffing. And even if she wasn't, we won. Champions can weather scandals better than losers." She paused. "But things might change. NCAA might look more closely at team staff policies. We might need to be more careful."

"So what does that mean for us?"

Patterson turned to him. "That depends on what you want. This started as a wrong bus and some spontaneous stress relief. It became something else. Something more."

"It did," Marcus agreed.

"So the question is—do you want it to continue? Next season, these same dynamics? Or do we find a different arrangement?"

Marcus thought about his team—Jade's fierce leadership, Sofia's soft strength, Sam's playful energy, Martinez's sharp intelligence. All of them. The bonds they'd built.

"I want to continue," he said. "Whatever that looks like. However we need to structure it to be safe. I want to be part of this team."

Patterson smiled. "Good. Because they'd riot if you left." She clinked her glass against his. "To next season. And whatever comes next."

"To whatever comes next," Marcus echoed.

Inside, someone had started a conga line. Jade appeared at the balcony door.

"You two! Get in here! Champions don't stand on balconies, they dance!"

Marcus and Patterson exchanged a look, then laughed and followed her inside.


SIX MONTHS LATER: EPILOGUE

Marcus stood in the Mitchell Athletic Center parking lot, watching the team run drills through the window. It was September—new season, new challenges, new goals.

Some things had changed. He was now officially on staff as an "athletic performance consultant"—a fancy title for essentially the same role, but with proper documentation and NCAA approval. Patterson had been careful, made sure everything was above board.

The team had graduated two players—Jade and Sofia had finished their eligibility and moved on. Jade was playing professionally in Europe. Sofia was in graduate school, studying sports psychology.

But they'd video chatted with Marcus just last week, both of them insisting he come visit during the off-season.

The team had added new players—freshmen, transfers, all eager and talented. Mitchell was captain now, having grown into her confidence. Martinez was the veteran leader. The dynamics had shifted but the core remained the same.

And Marcus was still theirs. Still wore his collar during their sessions. Still showed up for practices and matches. Still provided what they needed—stress relief, emotional support, connection.

His phone buzzed with a text from Patterson: Team meeting in 10. Discussing travel plans for first tournament. Need you there.

Marcus smiled, grabbed his bag, and headed inside.

Some wrong turns lead you exactly where you're supposed to be.

And this—the Mitchell Athletic Center, the team, the life he'd built with them—this was exactly where he belonged.

He was home.
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