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I was a hitting coach for a women's softball team at a large university.

We played in a conference tournament at the end of each season.

This one year, we were out of town for the tournament. We took the whole team a few states over. All the girls, coaches, and staff were on a bus ride, we stayed with the girls at the same hotel.  It was to be a long weekend of softball.  We were thrilled to be there, this is what we all work so hard for.  These moments of glory. 

The team played well all weekend. On the last day, we won our conference championship. It was a big deal, especially for the senior girls who had worked so hard for four long years. It was the culmination of everyone’s dedication and hard work.

I remember the girls all rushed out on the field and fell on top of one another in a pile when we got our last out in the final inning. They tackled and hugged one another. It was a joyous celebration there on the field.

The coaches and other staff, we all just watched them and smiled. It was a special moment.

A moment we would all remember forever.

One of the perks of coaching women's athletics is all the eye candy. I enjoyed being around the young ladies and getting to know them. Some are funny, some are more quiet. All very smart.

So many sexy young women and I most certainly enjoyed looking at them.

Their pretty faces and fit bodies. Most of them tall, with big tits, and long legs. Young women in their prime.

Back at the hotel that evening we let the girls blow off steam.

It was time to celebrate.

We had a long bus ride home in the morning, but the girls had earned it. We had to let them have some fun. We were lax with our normal curfew hours.

Even our head coach, Coach Callahan was jubilant. Normally a hard-ass. She warned everyone in the lobby back at the hotel.

“Good win today and a great tournament. I’m very proud of the way you girls played. Y'all have a good time tonight. Be safe, and don’t be stupid. Bus leaves at 9 am.”

Coach told all of us assistant coaches to keep an eye on the girls and ensure no one got into trouble.

Coach Steve and I hung out in his hotel room. The door to the hallway cracked so we could listen out and make sure the girls did not get too rowdy. Steve and I sipped beers and listened out for the girls, we kept it low-key.

Steve was our pitching coach.

He and I had one thing in common, we drooled over these young women we coached. Always locker room talk between him and me, behind the girl's backs. If they only knew what a couple of old pervs we were. The conversations he and I had about them.

We talked about their pretty faces, tits, and asses. Which ones we fantasized about fucking and how we would fuck them.

But it was all just fantasy.

Steve had this one particular girl he always talked about. Ashley, our star pitcher. She drove him crazy. Ashley was sassy and hard-headed. She was one of the best players on the team and she knew it. She liked to challenge him and push his buttons.

Steve used to talk about how she had teased him for four years. He said he would fuck her the first chance he ever got. She was his favorite, that much was clear.

We were just a couple of old horndogs. But we knew the deal. Look but don't touch.

So that night we sipped beers and played hall monitor.

We sat in Steve’s room., talking about the win and all the hot young bitches, some on our team, some on other teams we had played against that weekend. Steve and I joked and opined about all the sexy softball ass we had been around that weekend.
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