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Drilled by Coach
The halls were eerily empty as Marcus lingered outside the door of Coach Green’s office. Cursing himself, the young man paced back and forth in front of the grey, steel door. That previous Saturday, he had been picked up for a DUI after a long night celebrating his lacrosse team’s victory over another local team. Marcus was arrested, his car was impounded, and he was thrown in the drunk tank. After the third hour of lying sleepless on the floor of a filthy jail cell, Marcus realized that his college career was over. His university had a zero-tolerance policy when it came to alcohol related incidents with athletes. He had heard about Grant Miller, the football player who was suspended last year for drunkenly crashing his car into a fire hydrant. Grant was 21, and he was suspended for the rest of his season. At 19, Marcus was a freshman. The punishment would be more severe. There was a good chance that the university would revoke his scholarship.
Even though Marcus was about to have a panic attack, he decided it was time to bite the bullet and let his coach know what had happened. After a series of deep breaths, he finally built up the nerve to knock on the door of the non-descript office.
“Yes, come in,” Coach Green said.
Marcus sheepishly shuffled into the cluttered space, not quite able to summon up the courage to make eye contact with his coach. Pictures of lacrosse players from years past lined the walls and stared at and judged the young man. Coach looked up from behind his old, army-style desk.
“You’ve been outside the door for almost 20 minutes. I was beginning to wonder how long it was going to take you to come inside and fess up.”
With those words, Marcus’ heart dropped. Coach already knew. The paperwork was already in. Marcus was going to have to go back home with his tail tucked in between his legs and beg for his old job back at the video store.
“Well,” the older man grunted, “what are you waiting for? Admit what you did.”
“Well coach, the other night at the party, the thing is... what happened was...I...” Marcus couldn’t catch his tongue. He stood there like an idiot: red faced, shaking, stammering, and about to burst into tears.
“Cat got your tongue, boy? I’ll speak for you. You were arrested for drunk driving, and now your season, your college career, and your entire life is going down the gutter. Sound about right?”
Coach Green had risen from his seat and leaned forward, almost as if he was subtly threatening Marcus. At this point, the young man was not only anxious about his future; Coach Green’s aggressiveness was beginning to scare him. The older man stood well over six feet tall and was still very muscular, even though he was a few years past his 50th birthday. Marcus had never seen his coach angry like this before, and felt incredibly intimidated.
“I’m so sorry coach. I was an idiot. I’ve ruined our season and I’ve ruined my life,” Marcus frantically managed to spit out, trying his best not to sob.
Coach Green stared at Marcus with a quiet intensity, dressing him down with his eyes. The silence was long, and seemed like it would last forever. Finally, Green opened his mouth.
“Maybe it doesn’t have to be like that.”
The coach spoke almost quietly, sitting down as he finally uttered the words, his rage seeming to entirely subside. A glimmer of hope flashed in Marcus’ heart.
“What do you mean, coach?” Marcus hesitantly replied.
“What I mean is, maybe we can take care of this in-house. We both know that the administration will take away your scholarship if they find out. Neither of us wants that to happen. You’re a good boy, Marcus, and I don’t want this one mistake to mess up everything you have going for you here.”
“Thank you, coach. I don’t know what to say.”
“Don’t get too comfortable yet, you’re still going to have to pay for what you’ve done,” Green replied.
“I understand, sir.”
“I’m not sure that you do, boy. Tell me, what punishment would you be willing to accept if it meant me not going to the athletic director with this?” Coach Green said with a renewed intensity.
“I’d do anything, sir,” said Marcus.
“Anything?”
“Absolutely anything,” Marcus affirmed, not wanting to chance ruining this godsend.
“OK, then. Strip down to your tighty-whiteys and come back behind my desk.”
Coach Green spoke bluntly, without a hint of humor in his voice. Marcus’ face turned red. He immediately knew that Coach Green was dead serious. He also knew exactly what he was expected to do to get out of trouble. He had heard whisperings about Coach from his fellow teammates, about how Coach didn’t have a wife and never showed very much interest in women. He had heard about how Coach would sometimes hang around the showers just a little too long after practice had wrapped up. Marcus had heard some things about Coach Green, but never anything like this. He also knew that it was back to his tiny hometown in Arkansas if he didn’t give Coach exactly what he wanted. Marcus wasn’t gay. He loved women. He had a steady girlfriend on the track team; the thought of being with another man had never even crossed his mind. He knew he couldn’t do this. Just as Marcus was about to announce he wouldn’t, Coach Green spoke up.
“Marcus, I already have the e-mail written out to the athletic director, all I have to do is press enter and you’re done for. Take a look.”
Green turned his computer monitor to face Marcus. Just like he said, the e-mail was on the screen, detailing the entire DUI.
“I can make this go away. Magically disappear. All you have to do is accept your punishment. Take it or leave it,” Green said, with a tone of finality in his voice.
Marcus realized there was nothing he could do. He couldn’t bear the thought of going back to his hometown in bum-fuck Arkansas. Word travels fast in small towns, and everyone would know within a couple of days that the golden boy Marcus had lost his Lacrosse scholarship because of a DUI. He decided right then he would do what Coach asked of him, no matter how sick it made him feel. With shame seeping out every pore of his body, Marcus began to peel off his t-shirt. As it fell to the ground, Marcus stood there helpless, trying to cover up his naked chest as if it would somehow lessen his embarrassment.
“Good boy,” Coach Green growled, “I knew you’d do the right thing. You have a lovely six-pack by the way. It looks like my exercise regiment is working quite well. Anyways, keep going, I don’t have all day.”
Marcus’ hands were shaking so bad that he could hardly undo the knots in this shoes. After what seemed like an eternity, the shoes and the socks came off, leaving his feet bare on the cold tile floor. Marcus hesitated.
“Well boy, what are you waiting for?” Green asked, impatiently.
Without any hesitation this time, Marcus pulled down the gym shorts he was wearing, exposing the rest of his wiry frame, as well as the growing bulge in his briefs.
“You’re making the right choice, son,” Green said, “now come on back here and take your punishment.”
Marcus began to sob in shame as he made his way over to the other side of the desk. Almost immediately, Coach Green grabbed the now nearly nude boy and threw him over his lap, one hand firmly grabbing a clump of his hair, the other hand slowly massaging the boy’s muscular bubble butt through his briefs. With only a layer of denim separating them, Marcus could feel Coach’s rock hard cock, and he began to have second thoughts. Still sobbing, Marcus attempted to squirm away, but Coach was much too strong for him.
“Oh no you don’t, boy. You fucked up, now accept your punishment,” said Coach Green.
The muscular coach reared his hand back and slapped Marcus on the ass, over his white, cotton briefs. Marcus yelped with pain, and continued sobbing.
“I’ll give you something to cry about!”
Green, with an almost inhuman strength, ripped open the backside of Marcus’ briefs and unleashed a torrent of open handed slaps to the boy’s backside. With each slap, Coach’s cock grew underneath his jeans, becoming harder and harder.
“Please coach, stop! I beg you! Stop!” Marcus managed to utter, between his sobs. Not only was the spanking excruciatingly painful, Marcus was more humiliated that he had ever been in his entire life, lying there completely naked over a grown man’s lap, getting spanked like some little kid who had talked back to his parents. Finally, as if sensing something, Coach Green relented. He let go of Marcus’ hair and began slowly massaging the boy’s bruised, red, completely naked ass.
“Now boy, get on your knees,” the coach barked.
Without any hesitation, Marcus got on his knees and looked up at his Coach, tears streaming down his face. Green immediately began unzipping his jeans and pulled out his 8 inch, rock hard, uncircumcised erection. Almost instinctually, Marcus opened his mouth. Coach grabbed Marcus’ head and jammed his cock deep into the boy’s mouth. When Marcus began gagging, Coach pulled his cock back.
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