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Chapter 1 - Inadequate Coverage

Jim Thompson stepped inside, letting the front door close with its practiced hush behind him. The split-level was so quiet he could hear the plastic fob of his office badge tapping against his keys in his pocket. For a second, he listened to hear if Jacob had left the TV running or if the neighbor’s dog was barking, but there was nothing—just a faint, tinny sound like music from the back of the house, and the click of his own loafers on the tile.

He hung his blazer on the hook and went to deposit his briefcase in the den. That’s when he noticed the air smelled… off. Not bad, just not the usual milky haze of scented wax Ashley ran in the plug-ins. This was sharper, warmer, with a slice of something sweet beneath it, like vanilla smothered in whiskey. He stopped, blinked, and heard the faint tap-tap-tap of high heels. They were not Ashley’s usual flats or workout shoes. He set his briefcase on the floor and walked toward the kitchen.

Ashley was waiting for him, back against the counter, arms folded under her chest. The recessed lighting turned her hair white-blonde and threw shadows under her cheekbones. She was wearing a black mesh bodysuit, nothing else—no bra, not even those silly lace shorts she liked for lounging. Her legs were bare, ankles strapped into shiny patent stilettos, her skin as pale as bone in the kitchen lights. He could see everything, her nipples standing out against the dark fabric, her stomach flat and folded under the cutout, the sharp jut of her collarbone. She was biting her lower lip and smiling.

“Jesus, Ash.” His voice came out husky, like he’d been gargling gravel. He dropped his keys on the counter and felt them skitter across the granite.

Ashley didn’t move, just slid one hand to her hip and curled a finger through the bodysuit strap. “Jacob’s at the robotics meet. Won’t be home until seven.” She straightened up, pulled her shoulders back, and let her eyes track from his shoes to his face. “Which means I need a belly full of your baby batter before he gets back.”

Jim felt a flush of embarrassment, excitement, and pure hunger all at once. There was a time she’d never talk like that, but now, after almost twenty years together, it was as if she was hungrier than ever. She wanted what she wanted, and the more she wanted it, the more she said it out loud. He loved it. He let his eyes trace her from head to toe, lingering on her small, perfect chest and the taut line of her thighs.

“I mean,” she said, stepping forward, “if you think you’ve got any left after this morning.”

He chuckled, finally closing the last few steps to her. She pressed her body into him, and he could feel the heat of her skin through the mesh. She craned up, hooked both arms around his neck, and pulled him down for a kiss. Her lips were warm and tasted faintly of the coffee she always nursed in the afternoons, but she didn’t let it go soft or slow. Her tongue was in his mouth before he’d caught his breath. She broke away, pushed his hands onto her hips, and ground against him.

“I’ve been waiting for you all day,” she whispered. “You’re late.”

“I had to meet with Daryl,” he said. “Performance review season.”

Ashley rolled her eyes. “So, you spent all day talking about yourself and now you’re ready to let me do all the work?”

He laughed, and she smirked, proud. She let go of his neck, turned on her heel, and sashayed toward the living room. The bodysuit framed her ass like a work of art. He followed, almost tripping over his own feet.

When he got to the couch, she was already kneeling on it, facing him. She spread her knees just so; the mesh pulling taut over her mound, and patted the cushion between her legs. “Sit,” she said, voice gone a half-octave lower.

He sat, obedient, and she pulled him forward, tugging at his belt. She fumbled with the buckle and yanked his zipper down, all business. He reached out to cup her cheek, but she shrugged him off, laser-focused on the task.

His cock was half-hard already. Ashley wasted no time, wrapping her slim hand around the shaft and stroking up and down, slowly at first, then twisting her wrist at the tip like she knew drove him crazy. She looked up at him through her lashes, blue eyes watery and bright. She kissed the head, licked a stripe up the underside, and then, with a satisfied sigh, took the whole thing into her mouth.

Jim exhaled, chest tightening. Ashley had always been good at this, but lately she’d gotten greedy. She wanted it all, every inch, and she’d choke herself if it meant she could get him to the edge faster. She bobbed her head, spit leaking from the corners of her mouth, smearing her lips and the black mesh below. Her other hand worked the base, squeezing and pumping with a steady, practiced rhythm. The sounds were obscene: wet slurps, her panting breath through her nose, the slap of her hand against his groin.

He tried to touch her hair, but she shook her head no, pulling off with a pop and a gasp. “Don’t touch,” she said, grinning, a strand of spit connecting her mouth to his cock. “You’ll ruin my flow.”

She went back at it, hollowing her cheeks, swirling her tongue around the tip before plunging down to the hilt. She gagged, coughed, then did it again, determined. Her hand never stopped working the shaft, twisting in time with her mouth. Jim’s thighs tensed, toes curling in his dress socks.

“Fuck, Ash,” he said. “You’re going to make me—”

She moaned around him, sending a vibration through his whole body, and looked up at him again, eyes pleading but wicked. He watched as she took him deeper, her nose pressing into his stomach. The pressure built at the base of his spine, his vision going spotty.

Ashley pulled off just long enough to gasp, “Give it to me. Come on. All of it.”

He grabbed the couch cushion, fingers digging into the fabric. She plunged down once more, tongue flicking, and he lost it. He felt the surge, the contraction, and then she was swallowing, not missing a beat, drinking it down like a shot of tequila. She milked him for every drop, only pulling away when he was twitching, spent. She licked the head clean, making a show of it, and smacked her lips.

“There,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “That’s better.”

Jim tried to catch his breath, but Ashley had already stood, fixing her bodysuit and padding to the bathroom. She called over her shoulder, “I’m making pasta tonight. Hope you like it with meat sauce.”

He leaned back, still dazed, and watched her hips disappear down the hallway. He tucked himself back in, zipped up, and just sat there, wondering how he’d ever gotten so lucky, and if he could ever keep up with her.

He was still on the couch when Ashley came back, her lips a fresh shade of red and her cheeks flushed. She straddled his lap, pressing her chest into his, and kissed him again—hard, hot, almost bruising. He could taste himself on her tongue.

“Missed a spot,” she said, and licked a drop of cum from the corner of his lip, grinning like she’d won a prize.

He laughed, heart pounding, and pulled her close, breathing in that sharp, sweet, whiskey-vanilla scent that was all hers.

***

The rest of the evening played out like every other weeknight: Jacob came home, dumped his backpack by the door, and microwaved a pizza roll for dinner. Jim returned to his spreadsheet on the couch, occasionally tossing a joke or a question Ashley’s way as she scrolled through her phone at the kitchen island. She wore sweatpants and an old T-shirt for most of it, blending into the soft blue suburban domesticity. But when the dishwasher hummed its last cycle, and the house dipped into its evening silence, she slipped away, trading comfort for the thin, sheer nightgown at the back of her dresser.

She stood in the hallway, checking her reflection in the dark glass of the linen closet. The fabric barely covered her hips, her nipples peeking through as obvious and unashamed as neon. Her hair was out of the ponytail, spilling over her shoulders. She pressed her palms against her thighs, smoothing imaginary wrinkles. Her eyes felt huge and bright in the muted light.

Jim was in bed already, flat on his back, tablet propped against his knees. He wore boxers and a ratty undershirt, legs pale and stick-thin, chest rising and falling in slow, even breaths. He looked up when she entered, blinking as if she’d startled him.

“Hey,” he said, smiling, “you look—”

Ashley climbed onto the bed, straddling his waist before he could finish. She leaned down, pressing her mouth to his throat, and felt him twitch beneath her tongue. He set the tablet aside, fumbled to put it on the nightstand, and let his hands find her hips. She ground against him, rolling her pelvis in slow circles, feeling him stiffen under her.

“Want you,” she whispered, kissing the words into his ear. “Now.”

He nodded, swallowing. His fingers dug into her sides, not rough enough to leave marks but enough to say he meant it. She reached between them, found his cock, and stroked him through the fabric, then pulled the waistband down so it sprang free. She took him in her hand, guiding him, rubbing the slick head against the damp crotch of her panties.

Jim watched her, mouth a little open, eyes flicking between her face and her breasts. He touched her chest, running his thumbs over her nipples through the thin fabric, then pulling the nightgown up and off, tossing it behind her. She didn’t care where it landed. She wanted skin on skin.

She shifted, got him lined up, and lowered herself slowly. The sensation was as familiar as it was fleeting: the initial stretch, the friction, the quick pop as he slid inside. She exhaled, letting her weight settle onto him, feeling her thighs tense and release as she adjusted. She rocked, finding a rhythm that pressed his pelvis against her clit just right.

Jim’s hands roamed her body—her back, her ass, her hips—gripping and kneading with a mixture of reverence and desperation. She leaned forward, kissing his jaw, his neck, the spot behind his ear that always made him shiver. He moaned, quiet but real, and bucked his hips, trying to thrust up into her. His movements were earnest but clumsy, each push less powerful than the last.

She kept her pace steady, trying to stay in the moment. She closed her eyes, imagined him bigger, stronger, pinning her wrists to the mattress, fucking her until she begged for air. But Jim’s arms were thin, his frame smaller than hers. Even on top, she had to do all the work, rocking and grinding, squeezing her own thighs to maintain the pressure.

He panted, his breath hot against her collarbone. “Ash—I’m close,” he said, voice shaky.

She faked a moan, arching her back and squeezing him tight. “Yeah? You want to come for me?” she said the words automatically.

He nodded, hands sliding up to cup her breasts. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he said, eyes wet with adoration.

She bit her lip, forcing herself to smile. She felt his cock swell inside her, the telltale twitch as he finished. His hands went slack, arms falling to the bed. He gasped, shuddered, then collapsed against the pillow, a blissful, stupid grin on his face.

She stayed on top of him for a few seconds, then rolled off, landing on her side. She faked a shudder, rubbing her clit under the covers for show, then stilled. Jim was already drifting, eyelids heavy, a satisfied sigh escaping his lips.

“Love you,” he murmured.

“Love you too,” Ashley replied, but her voice was flat. She stared at the ceiling, listening to the slow rhythm of Jim’s breathing as he dropped off. Her own heartbeat was thunder in her chest, the want still there, undiminished. She lay motionless, every nerve buzzing, and wondered if she’d ever feel truly full again.

***

Ashley waited until Jim’s snoring leveled out, steady as an oscillating fan. She gave it a full ten minutes, lying rigid and alert, counting the seconds as his breath grew deeper, his chest rising and falling in a metronome rhythm. Only then did she ease the covers back, inch by inch, careful not to rouse him.

She slipped her bare feet onto the plush carpet and padded to the closet. In the second row of shoes, behind a ratty pair of retired running sneakers, sat a white canvas bag. She unzipped it with the silence of a practiced thief and withdrew the object she’d hidden there months ago: the black silicone dildo. It was almost comically oversized, a parody of the real thing—thick as her wrist, veined and heavy, the kind of thing she’d only seen in porn thumbnails before she’d worked up the nerve to order it online. She held it for a second, feeling its chill in her palm, and closed the closet with a soft click.

In the bathroom, she flicked on the faint nightlight and crouched on the cold tile. She grabbed the lube from the back of the drawer and squirted a generous blob onto her fingers. The gel was cold, but the anticipation made her shiver more than the temperature. She slicked the dildo thoroughly, taking her time to coat every ridge, every contour, then reached between her legs, spreading the rest over her already-slick slit. She let out a shaky breath, checking the doorway. No movement from the bedroom.

She knelt, bracing herself against the edge of the bathtub, and pressed the tip to her opening. The stretch was immediate, intense, a burning fullness that made her gasp. She forced herself to go slow at first, working the head in, savoring the way it parted her and made her throb. When she felt the lube start to warm and her body loosened up, she shoved the toy deeper, hard enough that the plastic handle thudded against her pubic bone.

She clenched her teeth to keep from making noise, the urge to moan almost overwhelming. She pumped the toy in and out, every thrust a surge of pressure, every retreat a sweet, aching emptiness. She thought about Jim, gentle and careful, the way he’d hesitate before every movement, asking permission with his eyes. She loved him for that. She did. But this—the roughness, the size, the lack of apology—was what she needed.

She rocked faster, sweat beading along her hairline. She bit her arm to muffle her cries, but the fantasy played out in her mind as vivid as a movie: a huge man, faceless and dark, pinning her down with one hand, the other squeezing her throat, pounding her into the mattress until she begged him to stop. The fantasy man grunted, swore, called her names she would never let Jim say out loud. She whimpered, hips bucking, the dildo filling her in a way nothing else could. Months of practice had stretched her to take the whole thing, the rubber testicles snugged up against her.

Her knees slipped on the tile, and she caught herself with one hand on the toilet tank, the other ramming the toy into herself with a violence she’d never admit to anyone. Her body went taut, stomach clenching, the orgasm building like a migraine. She stuffed a washcloth in her mouth, bit down, and came so hard she saw starbursts behind her eyelids. Her whole body shook, muscles fluttering in aftershocks. When it was over, she lay on the cold tile, panting, letting the sweat cool on her skin.

After a minute, she sat up, wiped herself down, and rinsed the toy in the sink. She stuffed it back in the canvas bag, zipped it up, and returned it to the closet. She checked on Jim—still snoring, oblivious—and climbed back into bed, curling onto her side with her back to him.

Sleep finally came, thick. For once, her mind was quiet, her body spent. But in the morning, she knew she’d wake up with the same hunger, the same itch in her veins, the same gnawing emptiness that only got louder with every passing day.

Chapter 2 - Roster Disputes

Jacob came home like he always did, a meteorite aimed square at the center of domestic peace. The front door banged against the stopper, rebounding an inch. He half-fumbled his backpack, shrugged it off, let it thud onto the hardwood, and kicked his shoes free with two hurried heel-toes. There was a faint smell of fertilizer on his pants, which Ashley noticed immediately, and a sweaty shadow at his collar.

He launched himself into the kitchen, where Jim sat at the table—shirt untucked, sleeves pushed to the elbows, the steam from his mug curling into his glasses. Jim tracked the motion with the casual indifference of a dad who’d seen a decade of similar entrances.

“Tryouts are posted!” Jacob’s voice echoed through the main floor, too loud even for his own ears. “I made the list. Tryouts start Monday.” He said it all in a single breath and grinned like he’d just beaten a level nobody else had cleared.

Ashley poked her head around the fridge, one hand still gripping a carton of oat milk, the other shielding her face from the cold blast. “That’s amazing, baby! I told you you’d get a shot.”

Jim set his mug down, careful not to let it clatter. “Football, right?” He tried to hide the wince in his tone, but it bled out anyway.

“Varsity, Dad. They bumped me up!” Jacob bounced on the balls of his feet, unable to keep still. “Me and Leo are both trying out. They said they need fresh blood on special teams.”

Ashley set the oat milk on the counter, smoothed her hair, and slipped in beside him, letting her hip brush against the corner of the table. “You and Leo are a package deal, huh?” Her voice was soft, proud. “That’s perfect. You’ll have each other’s backs.”

“Leo’s like three of you stacked together,” Jim said, trying for playfulness but coming off flat. “He still got that mustache?”

Jacob ignored the jab. “It’s not about size. Coach said I’ve got acceleration. Forty-yard dash, Dad. That’s what matters for special teams. I just gotta beat their times.”

Ashley put a bowl of pretzels on the table and ran her finger along the rim, scooping up crumbs. “You’ll be the fastest one there. And the smartest.” She shot a look at Jim, like she was daring him to contradict her.

Jim sipped his coffee and watched his son with something between admiration and disbelief. “You’re not worried about getting—” He paused, searching for a gentler word than “crushed.” He settled on “hurt.”

Jacob rolled his eyes. “Dad. It’s not the NFL.” He tossed a pretzel in his mouth, talking through the crunch. “Besides, I’m not gonna play line or anything. I just gotta get the ball downfield. I can handle it.”

Ashley smiled wide, too wide, like she could manifest Jacob’s success through sheer optimism. “You can handle anything, sweetheart.”

He beamed at her. “Thanks, Mom.” He shoved a handful of pretzels into his pocket, then remembered he wasn’t supposed to eat in his room and sheepishly put them back. “I’m gonna text Leo. He probably hasn’t seen the list yet.”

Ashley watched him bolt for the staircase, still vibrating with energy. She turned back to the kitchen, straightening up the clutter Jacob had scattered in his wake.

Jim leaned back in his chair, staring after his son. “You really think he’s ready for that? Leo’s one thing, but Jacob…”

Ashley gave him a look, one eyebrow raised. “He’s tougher than you think.”

Jim shrugged, pushing his mug to the side. “I know. Just—he’s small, Ash. I’m worried he’s going to get his ass handed to him.”

She wiped her hands on a dish towel, jaw tight. “He’ll be fine. He’s got heart.”

They heard the thump of Jacob’s door slamming, then the muffled sounds of rapid-fire texting. Ashley let out a slow breath and started stacking plates for dinner. “He’s going to make that team,” she said. “I believe in him.”

Jim glanced at her hands, the knuckles whitening around a stack of bowls. He thought about saying more, but decided against it. Instead, he reached for another pretzel and chewed, eyes fixed on the empty hallway where their son had just disappeared.

Jim let the silence grow until it felt heavy, a humid press on the air between them. “You know you’re setting him up for disappointment,” he said finally, not even trying to sugarcoat it.

Ashley didn’t look up. She moved on to the stovetop; her strokes getting more aggressive, elbow locked straight. “What’s that supposed to mean?” she said, voice clipped.

He tapped his fingers on the table, slow at first, then faster. “You keep telling him he can do anything, Ash. Like he’s the second coming of Tom Brady. He’s not even going to make the practice team.” The words came out harsher than he’d intended.

Ashley stopped, rag mid-stroke. She turned, shoulders squared, and glared at him. “So you want me to crush his dreams now? Give up before he’s even started?”

“I want you to be realistic,” Jim said, keeping his own voice low. “He’s not built for it. He’s never been built for it. You remember pee-wee league, right? You remember how that went?”

Her nostrils flared. “You think I don’t remember every time he got knocked down? Every time a coach told him he was too small, too slow, too something? You think that’s not burned into my fucking brain?”

Jim was quiet, letting the anger roll over him. He wanted to say more, but everything he thought sounded like a cliché. He picked up his mug and drank, the coffee now cold and bitter.

Ashley dropped the rag in the sink and turned back to the counter, gripping the edge so hard her knuckles blanched. “You always do this. You always want him to be smaller than he is. You want him to hide, to quit before he embarrasses you.”

“That’s not it at all,” Jim said, standing now, his own hands flat on the table. “I just know what it’s like. I got the shit kicked out of me in high school. I don’t want that for him.”

She laughed, a sharp bark that didn’t sound happy. “He’s not you, Jim. He’s better. He’s got something you never had.”

He tried to hold her gaze, but it was like looking into the sun. “What’s that?”

“Me,” she said. “He’s got me.” She brushed past him, her hip knocking his chair as she moved to the pantry for another bag of snacks.

Jim watched her, unsure if he felt angry or aroused or both. He let out a slow exhale. “You know you’re going to have to let go someday. You can’t fix everything for him.”

Ashley spun, snack bag in hand. “Maybe I just don’t want him to turn out like you.”

The words landed like a punch, and for a second, Jim didn’t know how to respond. He swallowed, felt the tightness in his throat. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

Ashley tossed the bag on the counter, crossing the kitchen in three quick strides. She stood in front of him, eyes blazing, and poked a finger in his chest. “It means you gave up on yourself before you were even out of college. You let them tell you what you were worth. I’m not doing that to him.”

He wanted to argue, to push back, but the heat in her voice made it impossible. Instead, he looked down, hands at his sides. “You think you’re doing him a favor, but you’re just setting him up to fail.” He had to get in a last word, but didn’t want to fight. He realized, with a sting, that he was doing exactly what she described - giving up.

She glared at him, lips pressed in a hard, angry line. Then, without warning, her posture changed. Her shoulders relaxed, her chin tipped up, and her expression went from combative to calculating in a single breath. She stepped in closer, so close he could feel the heat off her skin, and reached down, grabbing his waistband in her fist.

“Your balls are too full for you to think properly,” Ashley said, her tone flat but final. “So why don’t you shut the fuck up for a minute?”

She dropped to her knees, not bothering to check if anyone was watching through the kitchen window. She yanked his fly open, popped the button with a single thumb, and pulled his cock free. It was already half-hard, the weight of the argument and the memory of the morning’s blowjob priming his body for her. She didn’t bother with foreplay. She took him into her mouth, fast and deep, pressing her lips to the base and holding him there until he felt the pressure in his thighs build.

The heat of her mouth was almost shocking, the sudden wet suction enveloping him and banishing all coherent thought. Her hands cupped his ass, fingers digging in hard, and she bobbed her head in steady, brutal strokes. He let out a grunt, gripping the edge of the table for balance as she worked him over with practiced violence. He hadn’t had a lot of blowjobs from his past girlfriends, but they were never like Ashley’s–she lived to give head.

The wet sounds filled the kitchen—slurps, smacks, the faint whistle of her breath through her nose. She pulled off just long enough to glare up at him, eyes narrowed, saliva pooling at the corner of her mouth.

“You listening now?” she said, voice hoarse, then dove back down, swallowing him whole.

Jim’s knees went soft. He rocked on his heels, toes digging into the floor. The sensation was overwhelming: the slick drag of her lips, the tight clench of her throat, the rhythm of her hand jerking the base in perfect sync. He felt himself swelling, the orgasm building too fast, too strong.

She sensed it—of course she did—and clamped down, squeezing his cock with the flat of her tongue and the roof of her mouth. She looked up, meeting his gaze, and it was as much a challenge as a promise: go ahead, finish. Show me you mean it.

He tried to hold back, to assert some measure of control, but she made it impossible. Her grip tightened, her speed doubled, and she sucked him in with a hunger that felt like punishment. His vision whited out. He came with a muffled shout, the force of it wringing every drop from him. Ashley didn’t flinch; she kept sucking, milking him dry, swallowing it all and then cleaning the head with a few slow, deliberate licks.

When she was satisfied, she tucked him back in, zipped him up, and climbed to her feet in a single smooth motion. She wiped her lips with her thumb, then smirked at him, her eyes bright with a cruel sort of satisfaction.

“Feel better?” she asked.

Jim nodded, shell-shocked, barely able to stand.

“Good,” Ashley said. She turned away, humming to herself, and started loading the dishwasher. The anger was gone from her posture, replaced with a calm confidence. She didn’t look back at him.

Jim slumped into his chair, heart pounding, the memory of her mouth still burning on his skin. He watched her work, the line of her back, the sharp movements of her arms. For a long time, neither of them said anything.

Above them, Jacob whooped in triumph, his voice muffled but unmistakably happy. The house was quiet again, the argument gone, replaced by a fragile, unspoken peace.

Ashley stacked the last plate, set it on the rack, and closed the dishwasher with a soft click. “I’ll start dinner in a minute,” she said, as if nothing at all had happened.

Jim nodded, still catching his breath. He reached for his mug, now stone cold, and drank anyway. He thought about trying to say something, an apology or a thank you, but the words didn’t come. He just watched her move around the kitchen, unstoppable, and wondered what it would take to ever catch up. He knew he was a lucky man, and just hoped that she never thought to look for a better option.

Chapter 3 - The Hail Mary

Jacob’s return from football tryouts made less of a noise than usual, but more of a statement. He came through the garage door with a jolt of cold air and a rubbery thud as his backpack hit the tile. He didn’t even try for the shoe rack—just kicked off his cleats and let them clatter against the wall, grass bits peppering the floor. He carried the smell of mud and plastic and boy-sweat, but not the electrical, sparking pride that usually followed any sort of team event.

Ashley was already at the kitchen counter, wrist-deep in ground beef, her hair tied in a sharp, high ponytail. She looked up at the first sound, smile cocked and ready.

“There’s my champion,” she said, voice syrupy and high. “How’d it go, babe?”

Jacob let his arms hang at his sides, then shrugged, a movement so small it looked accidental. He didn’t answer right away, just shuffled over to the sink and washed his hands, turning the faucet on too high so water splashed across the counter. Ashley watched him, her hands frozen over the mixing bowl. The refrigerator compressor kicked on, loud enough to fill the silence.

He wiped his hands on his shorts, missing the towel entirely. “It was…” He tried to find a word and didn’t, so he let it die.

Ashley kept her voice perky. “Was Leo there?” She went for the bag of shredded cheese, sprinkled a fistful over the raw meat, and tried to make it look like she’d planned that all along.

Jacob looked at her, face gone soft and tired, the pink still flushed across his cheeks. “Yeah. He made first cuts for sure.” He pulled out a chair and sat, sliding so low his chin nearly hit the tabletop. “Mom, I got smoked. Everyone was huge. Like, it’s not even funny.”

Ashley dropped the cheese, wiped her hands on a paper towel, and came around the island. She didn’t sit—just leaned on her knuckles and hovered over him. “That’s how it always is at first. You get used to it.” She softened, voice dropping. “Tell me what happened. From the top.”

Jacob played with the zipper on his hoodie, flicking it back and forth, then looked up at the kitchen ceiling, as if trying to replay the scene. “Warmups were fine. Sprints, ladders, whatever. Then they made us do Oklahoma drill. That’s where—”

“I know what it is, hon,” Ashley said, not unkindly.

Jacob rolled his eyes. “Yeah. So I go up against this guy, he’s got like fifty pounds on me, and he just—” Jacob mimed a stiff arm, his hand flying out. “I didn’t even see it coming. I was on the ground before Coach blew the whistle. I thought I’d broken my nose, but it was just blood.” He sniffed, rubbed the bridge of his nose self-consciously. “Next round, they made us do special teams, and I couldn’t get past the blockers. Not once. It was… pretty bad.”

Ashley set a hand on the table next to him, close enough he could reach if he wanted. She smiled with her lips, but her eyes were darting, searching his face for something to fix. “You didn’t quit, though, did you?”

Jacob shook his head, still not looking at her. “No. But it doesn’t matter. We have to wait until next week for the list, but I’m certain I didn’t make it.”

A short timer dinged behind Ashley. She turned, silencing it, but kept her attention fixed on her son. She wanted to reach out, to hug him, but Jacob was a cat in a bathtub right now, all bristles and nerves. So she went for practical instead. “You hungry?”

He shook his head, but Ashley went to the fridge, anyway. She poured him a glass of Gatorade, the powdery blue kind, and set it in front of him with a plastic straw.

“I can’t believe how slow I am compared to them,” Jacob said, pushing the glass back and forth until it sloshed. “Coach kept saying, ‘Keep your hips low, number twenty-four!’ I tried, but my legs just…” He trailed off, made a vague, twisting gesture with his hand.

Ashley finally sat, folding her arms on the table. She let herself look a little sad, just for a second, then rebuilt her smile. “You know what I always say about Thompsons, right?” She poked his arm. “We don’t get by on muscle. We use our brains. And when that fails, we use grit. And when that fails…” She trailed off, grinning.

“Cheat?” Jacob said, half-smiling.

Ashley’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Don’t tell Dad.” She winked, and Jacob let out a tiny, real laugh. Then he ran his thumb over the straw, twisting it until it creaked.

She reached over, squeezed his shoulder, feeling the warmth through his T-shirt. “You’ll get them next time, sweetie. You always do.”

He shrugged again, but this time it didn’t seem to weigh so much.

Ashley stood, went back to the counter. She shaped the ground beef into balls, dropping them into a sizzling skillet one by one. The hiss and pop of oil filled the kitchen, a slight comfort against the awkwardness.

Jacob stayed at the table, eyes unfocused, listening to the ambient hum: the water heater kicking in, the overhead vent, the sound of his mother moving around the kitchen like she was solving a puzzle only she could see.

When dinner was nearly ready, Ashley plated a small pile of spaghetti for him, even though he’d said he wasn’t hungry. She set it in front of him with a flourish, then went back to grating cheese for herself and Jim.

Jacob twirled a single noodle around his fork, then set it down. “Thanks, Mom.”

She looked over, saw how hard he was trying to keep it together, and decided not to push. “Anytime, kiddo. Want to watch a movie later?”

He shook his head, then finally looked her in the eye. “I have to do homework.”

Ashley nodded, her smile bright but brittle. “Okay. You know where to find me.”

He scooted back from the table, grabbed his backpack, and retreated up the stairs, his footsteps heavier than they had any right to be.

Ashley watched the empty space he left behind. She kept her hands busy at the stove, but her mind was already spinning ahead, plotting, scheming, refusing to let the story end there. She would not let her son fail—not when she still had moves left to make.

***

Ashley didn’t bother with dishes. She let the plates soak; the water clouded and warm, and wiped her hands on the thigh of her jeans. The house had gone silent—Jacob holed up in his room, Jim still in the garage putting away the last of the lawn tools—and for once she could hear the refrigerator all the way from the kitchen table, its hum a lazy, constant drone.

She sat, opened her laptop, and drummed her fingers on the table. The surface was still sticky from Jacob’s Gatorade, but she didn’t care enough to clean it now. She flicked the power button, waited for the ancient Dell to crawl to life, and stared at her own reflection in the glossy black screen. Her ponytail was unraveling, little wisps hanging over her temples, and her mascara had pooled under her eyes. She looked tired, but not defeated.

Ashley pulled up the school district site first, then the high school’s main page. She navigated straight to “Athletics,” then “Fall Sports,” then “Coaching Staff.” Each click felt heavier than it should, as if her fingers had to punch through a layer of glass to move the cursor. The football page loaded, and there he was: Coach Anderson, Assistant Head Coach and Special Teams Coordinator. His picture was the kind you’d expect—tight polo, arms folded, jaw set like he was trying to scare the camera.

She read his bio twice, memorizing the credentials, the years of experience, the line about his “commitment to building young men into leaders on and off the field.” The email was listed below: a string of letters and numbers, but at least it wasn’t some generic info@ address.

She hovered over the “compose” button, then clicked. The new message window popped up, the blinking cursor like a dare.

For a full minute, Ashley just stared at the blank field. She chewed her lip, traced the edge of her glass, and tried to imagine what would actually work. If she sounded desperate, he’d dismiss her. If she played it too cool, he’d never take her seriously. She thought about her own mom, the way she’d handled school battles—with lawsuits, threats, drama—but that wasn’t Ashley. She was better at persuasion. She knew how to talk people into things. Most of the time.

She typed, then deleted, then typed again:

Hi Coach Anderson,

This is Ashley Thompson, Jacob’s mom. I hope I’m not overstepping by reaching out, but I wanted to check in about tryouts this week.

She paused. Too familiar? Maybe, but if she was too formal, he’d see right through it. She kept going, fingers moving faster as her mind kicked into gear.

Jacob’s very excited about the opportunity to play for the program. He’s had a rough couple of years with sports (a few injuries, some confidence issues), but he’s worked so hard and really looks up to you and the other coaches.

She deleted “looks up to you.” Too much. She replaced it with:

He’s been putting in a lot of work, and while he knows he’s not the biggest or the strongest, he’s got a lot of heart. I’d love to talk sometime about what he could do to improve his chances—not just for the team, but for his own growth and self-esteem.

She re-read it, frowned, and added a line at the top:

Would you be available to meet for a few minutes this week? I’m happy to work around your schedule.

Best,

Ashley Thompson

She let the message sit for a second. She imagined Coach Anderson reading it, rolling his eyes, maybe forwarding it to the other coaches as a joke. But maybe not. Maybe he’d see her name, remember the kid with the bloody nose, the one who kept getting up. Maybe that would be enough.

She clicked “send,” then immediately regretted it. There was no way to cancel on the school’s clunky email system. The message was gone, out there, and all she could do now was wait.

Ashley leaned back, cracked her knuckles, and blew a breath up at her bangs. The kitchen looked different at night—sharper, more artificial, the blue light from the laptop painting her arms with stripes. She felt the urge to get up, to do something, but she made herself sit. She had done her part. The next move was out of her hands.

She closed the laptop, wiped her eyes with the back of her wrist, and stood. For a second she hovered, not wanting to go upstairs yet. Instead, she poured herself a glass of water, ice cubes chiming as they dropped. She sipped, stared up the dim stairwell, and pictured Jacob behind his bedroom door, headphones on, maybe replaying every drill in his mind.

She set the glass down, squared her shoulders, and nodded to herself. She would not let him disappear—not in this house, not anywhere.

Ashley turned off the kitchen light, the darkness thick around her, and made her way up the stairs, already thinking of what she’d say if Coach Anderson replied. She’d know exactly what to do.

Chapter 4 - Bleacher Report

The high school field was still wet from last night’s rain, but the sun had already pulled steam off the grass by the time Ashley got there. She chose a spot halfway up the bleachers, knees tucked, arms crossed over her chest, and let her eyes adjust to the blinding green. The air was thick with the chemical tang of fertilizer and the ghost of fresh paint from the track lanes. She blinked away the light, checked her phone, and noted she was nearly half an hour early. Of course she was. She’d rather risk sunburn than be late for her own gambit.

The field was alive with noise: thuds and yells, the repeated pneumatic squeak of a whistle, the heavy drum of teenage boys in cleats tearing up and down the sideline. At first she didn’t see him, just a blur of assistant coaches in logo’d polos, but then Anderson materialized from the scrum at the 30-yard line. She recognized him right away, even without the lanyard. The way he moved was all confidence: chest up, chin out, every gesture crisp as a military salute. He wore gym shorts that looked like they’d been painted on, and a T-shirt stretched tight over a set of shoulders wider than her first car. He looked like a black G.I. Joe from the neck down, and maybe from the neck up too, if G.I. Joe had a head polished to a shine and a mean set of cheekbones.

Ashley tried to act normal. She kept her gaze on her phone, flicking through emails and pretending to read an article about sleep hygiene. She failed within seconds. Her eyes kept flicking up, following the coach’s path as he directed a pod of linebackers through some kind of choreography. He moved with a control that was almost delicate, at odds with the size of his body. He could be fifty, maybe older, but there was nothing soft about him. His arms were ropey with muscle, veins jumping under his skin every time he snapped a gesture or corrected a stance. When he bent down to demonstrate a block, the fabric of his shorts pulled tight, and she caught herself staring at the way they clung to his legs and exposed a bulge so large it looked fake. Her face flushed hot, and she tried to force herself to look away.

She did, for all of four seconds. Then he turned, barked something at a player, and that voice—it rang out across the entire field, deep and hard-edged, but not cruel. Every kid within hearing range jerked upright, instantly focused. There was power there, the kind she’d always found distracting, the kind that radiated even when he wasn’t the center of attention. She realized her mouth was open, and closed it, then checked her phone again, even though no one was messaging her.

She took in the scene. The way the boys moved when he spoke, how they wanted his approval, or at least feared his disappointment. How even the other coaches watched him, waiting for his say-so before making a call. She recognized the dynamic—it was the same invisible gravity that ran every school meeting, every PTA, every parent huddle. She wondered if she could ever match it. She wondered if she wanted to.

Her heart was beating faster than it should, as if she’d drunk a pot of coffee on an empty stomach. She checked her hands, expecting to see them shaking, but they were steady. Only her palms were damp, pressed against the cool aluminum bench. She wiped them on her jeans and tried to focus on something safe: the smell of cut grass, the clatter of a ball hitting the chain-link fence, the distant scream of a referee’s whistle from a game on the other field.

But nothing could pull her focus for long. Not with Anderson striding up and down the sideline, correcting, demonstrating, calling kids by name with that throaty command. Ashley watched him squat down to a player’s eye level, speaking quietly and with such intensity that the kid actually nodded like he understood quantum mechanics. Anderson smiled, once, and the expression rearranged his entire face. It was wolfish, yes, but somehow warm, like he was enjoying himself, like he loved to be out here, breathing the same air as the kids he bossed around.

Ashley was used to men who tried to hide their hunger—her husband with his measured politeness, her son’s father always tiptoeing around confrontation—but Anderson looked like he woke up every morning ready for a fight. She imagined what his hands would feel like, huge and blunt-fingered, gripping a football, gripping—stop. That was not why she was here. She was here for her son, for Jacob, for the shot at a spot on special teams. She wasn’t here for—

He blew the whistle, sharp and abrupt. The linebackers froze, then jogged to the bench, helmets in hand. Anderson rolled his shoulders, wiped the sweat from his brow, and peeled his shirt away from his chest. The fabric stuck for a second, then snapped free, revealing the hard lines of his pecs. It was stupid how strong he was, how the light cut shadows down his abs and how his calves bulged every time he pivoted on the fake turf. Ashley’s mind wandered, unbidden, to what it would be like if he took the shirt all the way off, if he walked up to her and said something raw and direct. Her face burned. She touched her neck, felt it hot under her fingers.

***

Ashley could have sworn the stands were empty, but a voice sliced into her concentration, just as she steadied her breathing.

“Don’t let him catch you staring, honey. That one bites.” It was the mom from before, the one in the vest and the wraparound sunglasses. She’d moved down a row, closer now, elbows on her knees, the kind of posture that begged for secrets.

Ashley jumped, then recovered with a half-smile. “I’m not—” she started, but the mom cut her off with a dismissive wave.

“Please,” she said, not unkindly. “We’re all here for the same show. Coaches, trainers, hell, even the refs. This district runs on drama and divorce.” She leaned in, lowering her sunglasses so Ashley could see the sharp, predatory blue of her eyes. “Anderson’s just smarter than most. He picks the ones who think they’re too good for it.”

Ashley forced a laugh, her hands clutching the purse in her lap until the leather squeaked. “I’m just waiting for a meeting. With him.” She tried for a light tone, but it came out defensive.

The mom grinned wider. “Of course you are.” She pulled a battered Hydro Flask from her bag, unscrewed the cap, and took a long sip. “You married?”

Ashley glanced at her ring, as if it could speak for her. “Yes. My husband’s—” She stopped, realizing she had no idea how to finish that sentence. “He’s at work.”

The mom nodded, smug. “That’s convenient timing.”

For a moment, they sat together in the late afternoon heat, watching Anderson marshal his assistant coaches across the field. The mom made a small humming noise, then leaned in again, conspiratorial. “You want to know something?” She didn’t wait for a response. “There’s no rule against coaches fucking the parents. Not a real one. It’s just frowned on. Like wearing white after Labor Day or drinking boxed wine at the awards banquet.” She looked Ashley up and down, her gaze clinical. “You’re his type, by the way.”

Ashley felt her cheeks go red, but this time it wasn’t embarrassment. She tried to look casual, fixing her eyes on a far-off maintenance shed, but her body betrayed her: her pulse was fluttering in her throat, and a dampness gathered in the hollow of her back.

“I’m not interested in that kind of drama,” Ashley said, but the words sounded flat even to her own ears. “I’m here for my son. He’s trying out for special teams.”

The mom cackled. “Of course. It always starts with the kid, doesn’t it? Then next thing you know, you’re closing the blinds at noon because you don’t want the neighbors to see the coach railing you over the sofa.” She capped the bottle with a click. “Don’t pretend like you haven’t thought about it. That man could break you in half.”

Ashley tried to keep her face neutral, but her gaze slipped—just for a second—back to Anderson’s legs, the way his shorts strained against his thighs as he stooped to pick up a stray ball. She imagined his hands on her, pinning her down, and a rush of shame followed the heat.

The mom saw it, of course. “Told you,” she said. “He’s a legend for a reason. My friend, the one with the twins? Couldn’t walk straight for a week after he was done with her.”

Ashley choked on a laugh, half-disgusted, half-curious. “That’s not appropriate.”

The mom shrugged, lips curling in a not-quite-smile. “Neither was her husband’s affair. This place is a buffet. Take what you want, just wipe your mouth after.” She reached into her bag, found a stick of gum, and peeled off a piece for herself. “You want one?”

Ashley shook her head, pulse still hammering. She busied herself by rearranging the items in her purse, then fiddling with her phone, but every time the coach’s whistle cut the air, she jolted a little, as if the sound had bypassed her ears and gone straight to her core.

The mom chewed, watched her, then softened. “Don’t look so panicked, honey. He’s just a man. All that muscle is for show.” She tilted her head, considering. “Actually, not all of it. Some of it’s for breaking records, and the rest is for breaking women like us.” She snapped the gum in her teeth. “But you do you. Maybe you’ll be the one who resists him.”

Ashley rolled her wedding ring up and down her finger. She tried to picture herself as the sort of woman who’d even entertain the idea. She saw herself in Anderson’s office, sweaty and out of breath, hands on his desk, his weight pressing into her, and it made her want to run or maybe to never leave the bleachers. She’d spent her whole life playing by the rules—good girl, good wife, good mother—and yet here she was, aroused and furious and feeling more alive than she had in years.

She clamped down on the feeling, forced herself back into her role. “I really am just here to talk about my son. I want to make sure he has the best shot.”

The mom raised an eyebrow, not buying it. “Sure, babe. Just don’t be surprised if you end up naked on his couch before you get to the second practice. It’s practically tradition.” She stood, brushed invisible crumbs off her leggings, and shouldered her bag. “I’ll let you get to your…meeting.” She winked. “If you need tips, text me.” She recited her number, and Ashley, surprised, actually typed it into her phone.

As the woman walked away, Ashley was left in the quiet. The only sound was the distant echo of a coach’s voice and the sharp chirp of a whistle. Her head was spinning, her heart pounding. She looked down at her hands, at the wedding ring shining in the sun, and wondered if she would ever dare to take it off.

She glanced again at Anderson, now walking the field alone, a lone wolf on patrol. He paused at the far sideline, turned, and surveyed the stands as if looking for her. Ashley tensed, body buzzing with a want that was half hunger, half dread.

She wiped her palms on her jeans. When she finally stood, her legs were trembling. She walked down the bleacher steps, ready for the meeting, but not ready at all for what she hoped—or feared—might happen next.

Chapter 5 - Draft Day

The administrative offices were buried at the back of the gym, past the smell of chlorine and a line of battered vending machines. Ashley navigated the tiled maze like a parent at her third disciplinary hearing—confident, efficient, never once asking for directions. The cinder block walls were painted off-white, broken every so often by championship banners or a photo of a long-retired coach, hair getting grayer with each progressive frame. At the end of the hall was Anderson’s lair, the nameplate reading “Coach Anthony Anderson, Head Coach” in all-caps, as if to warn off anyone with a fragile ego.

She wiped her sweaty hands on her jeans, hesitated, and then knocked twice, quick and sharp. Her mind worried about the jeans–she had gone for “disarming,” but after her chat in the stands, it felt more like “bait.”

“Come in.” The voice was unmistakable, even through the closed door.

Ashley slipped inside. The office was small, cluttered, every surface papered with diagrams, roster lists, and magazine clippings of gridiron glory. A single window leaked sunlight across a bookshelf overflowing with binders, old cleats, and half-empty Gatorade bottles. On the wall behind the desk hung a poster of Walter Payton in mid-stride, his thighs the size of tree trunks. The desk itself was neat, the edges lined with perfectly squared play sheets. Anderson sat behind it in a maroon polo and athletic shorts, a football in one hand and a black Sharpie in the other.

He looked up, and for the briefest second Ashley felt like she was back in high school, called to the principal’s office for a skirt that was two inches too short. She straightened her spine.

“Ms. Thompson,” he said, rising. He was taller than she’d realized, the desk only hiding less than half the man. She didn’t even reach the top of his shoulders. “Ashley, right?”

She nodded, hoping her voice wouldn’t tremble. “Yes. Thank you for making the time.”

He offered his hand, palm engulfing hers, then gestured for her to sit in the battered vinyl chair across the desk. Ashley tucked her bag at her feet and folded her hands in her lap, wedding ring cold on her finger.

“Jacob’s mom.” Anderson’s eyes twinkled, the corners crinkling as if he’d already heard every version of this conversation. “You’ve got yourself a tough kid.”

Ashley tried a polite laugh, but it came out thin. “He’s always been scrappy.”

Anderson set the football on his desk, spinning it once before letting it roll to a stop. “He took a beating out there yesterday, but never quit. That’s more than I can say for half the roster.”

Ashley felt her shoulders loosen, just a little. “He’s always been like that. Even when he was in elementary, he’d come home covered in bruises, but he’d never complain. Just tell us the other kid started it.”

“Love to see that. Most parents these days—” Anderson stopped, as if reining himself in. “Never mind. You wanted to talk about tryouts?”

Ashley nodded, pushing her voice steady. “I did. I know there’s a process, and you probably get this a lot, but…” She took a breath, channeling every IEP meeting and fundraising pitch she’d ever given. “Jacob’s not the biggest, not the fastest, but he’s got more heart than any kid I know. He’s never wanted anything more than to be part of a team. If he gets cut—” Her voice caught for a second, betraying more than she wanted. “He’d be crushed. He’d never admit it, but he would.”

Anderson leaned back, lacing his hands behind his head. The movement made the muscles in his arms bunch and roll, the sleeves of his polo straining to contain him. He regarded her for a moment, letting the silence draw out just a hair past comfortable.

“Call me Coach,” he said, lips curving up into a half-smile.

Ashley nodded, not sure what else to do.

“I get it. You want the best for your boy.” Anderson’s gaze was steady, but now it flicked down, just once, to her neckline. She wore a blouse with a conservative V, nothing scandalous, but his eyes lingered there just long enough for her to notice before sliding back up. “A lot of moms come in here wanting the same thing. Most are a little less honest about it.”

Ashley bristled, unsure if it was a compliment or a warning.

Coach picked up the football again, spun it in his palm, then set it down with a thud. “You ever play sports yourself?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “It’s not about who wants it most. It’s about what you can bring to the field. I run a merit program. Always have.”

“I understand,” Ashley said. She tried to ignore the heat rising in her cheeks, the memory of the mom in the stands whispering about Anderson’s reputation, about “his type.” “But isn’t there sometimes…wiggle room? Maybe a spot on special teams?”

He grinned, exposing perfect white teeth. “You know your stuff.”

“I do my research.” She kept her chin up, refusing to let him rattle her.

Anderson’s eyes flicked lower again, this time taking in the curve of her hips where they pressed against the chair. He looked her up and down, not bothering to hide it. She felt exposed under the fluorescent lights, and her pulse spiked. His shorts—thick, maroon mesh—were tented slightly, unmistakable even from across the desk.

Ashley tried not to stare, but her eyes went there anyway, caught like a tongue on a cold pole. The rumor was true, then. She felt a jolt of panic, chased by a strange, guilty excitement.

Coach caught her looking and didn’t flinch. Instead, he leaned forward, resting his forearms on the desk so his hands almost touched hers. The bulge in his shorts pressed against the edge, impossibly blunt, the outline clear even through the fabric.

“Jacob’s a good kid. But he’s not special—not yet. If you want him to make the cut, I need to see something special.” He spoke the words like they meant more than football.

Ashley’s throat was dry. She tried to recover. “What, exactly, are you looking for?”

Coach smiled wider, his eyes never leaving hers. “Something…the other kids don’t have.”

She felt her legs tense, every muscle tight. She thought of the other mom’s warning—how Anderson “broke women like us”—and felt a fresh wave of heat roll through her. She was suddenly aware of how tight her jeans were, how her blouse was one of her thinner ones, how she hadn’t worn a bra. She had not planned this.

She tried to pivot. “Is there anything I can do—Jacob can do—to improve his chances?”

Anderson smiled, but it was the kind of smile a wolf might give before it ate you. “That’s why we have tryouts, Ms. Thompson. Jacob’s already done his part. What happens now is up to you.” He looked down, slow and deliberate, to her crossed legs, and then back up.

The silence pressed in. Ashley shifted in her seat.

Coach exhaled through his nose, almost a laugh. “I like to run a tight ship, but sometimes, things slip through the cracks.” He uncrossed his arms, brought his hands to his lap, and adjusted his shorts. The movement was casual, but unmistakable: he palmed his crotch and squeezed, just once, and the shape of his cock was obvious, fat and heavy and straining the mesh.

Ashley’s brain shut off for a full second.

He saw it. “You keep asking if there’s anything you can do,” he said, voice low. “I think you know the answer.” He rolled his chair closer, the casters humming over the tile, until their knees almost touched. The bulge in his shorts was directly in front of her, obscene and impossible to ignore. “I’m going to be blunt. Jacob’s future could go a lot of ways. If you want me to pick the one you like best, show me you can be persuasive. You seem very persuasive with that pretty mouth.”

Ashley felt her whole body throb, like a heartbeat in every limb. The words came out of her mouth before she could stop them: “Excuse me?”

Coach smiled, his eyes never leaving hers. “You heard me. I see the way you look at me. I saw it at practice, I see it now.”

He leaned back, elevating the thick slab in his shorts, proposition front and center. She couldn’t pry her eyes away as she imagined what it would look like if she peeled his shorts down, opened her mouth. She was salivating as she imagined the taste of her first black man.

His voice snapped her out of her daydream, “You want it almost as much as I do.”

Ashley’s mouth went dry. “This is—” She wanted to say “inappropriate,” or “illegal,” or at least “unprofessional,” but nothing came. All she could do was look at the shape of his cock outlined in his shorts, and the way her body responded to it: a pulse of heat, an ache low in her belly, a need to get closer.

She swallowed, hard. “I don’t think—”

He cut her off. “You’re not fooling anyone. I’ve had moms like you before. You like to play hardball, but when it comes down to it, you want to know what it tastes like. You want to see if you can take all of it.” His eyes burned into her. “So. Is Jacob worth it?”

Ashley’s mind flashed: Jacob’s face, bloody nose but still smiling; her husband at home, blandly supportive; the woman in the stands, laughing at how easy it was to get what you wanted from men like Anderson.

She should have slapped him. She should have gotten up and left.

Instead, she just sat there, pulse hammering, unable to look away. For a second she imagined herself sinking to her knees right there, mouth wide open, letting Coach choke her with his cock while he dictated Jacob’s future. He was right: she wanted to taste it.

The thought made her dizzy.

Coach watched her squirm, satisfied. “Didn’t think so,” he said, softer now. He eased back in his chair, the show over for the moment. “My door’s always open, Ms. Thompson. Think about it. The final roster posts Friday.”

Ashley stood, legs rubbery. She grabbed her purse, barely registering the cold metal of the doorknob as she left. The air in the hall felt like a slap, and she hurried down it, hoping no one saw her.

She didn’t remember the walk to her car, or turning the key in the ignition, or how she managed to drive home without crashing. She just knew her hands wouldn’t stop shaking, and that the taste in her mouth was part shame, part want, and all Coach Anderson.

***

Ashley’s hands hurt from gripping the steering wheel. She flexed her fingers, then tightened them again, skin blanching white against the leather. She’d rolled the window down all the way, and the October air blasted in, dry and cold, trying to put out the burn in her cheeks. It didn’t help. She was still on fire, skin hot, thighs slick and trembling every time she replayed Coach Anderson’s words in her head.

You seem very persuasive with that pretty mouth.

She’d left the office on autopilot, navigating the school parking lot, passing minivans and battered pickups. She barely remembered backing out of the space or merging onto the main road. Her eyes were locked to the lane lines, but she didn’t see them. She only saw Coach’s body, the way he’d stared her down, the way he’d gripped his cock through the shorts like it was an answer to a question she was too afraid to ask out loud.

A blast of wind hit her at the next stoplight, sending her ponytail whipping across her face. She licked her lips, tasted the tang of her own sweat, and the memory of his voice made her breath catch in her throat. She’d never felt anything like this—not even in college, not in all the drunken dares or clumsy hookups. This was raw, wild, dangerous. She hated it, but she wanted it more than she wanted to breathe. She loved sucking dick, the taste, the power over a man, how she could make them happy, and the last reward, a mouthful of salty semen. She imagined what she’d look like with a big black dick in her mouth. It was nothing to her, sucking guys off. Every first date in college was the same - dinner for head, except she was the one getting the reward.

She kept replaying the scene: the way he sat back, so relaxed, while she squirmed in the visitor’s chair. How he made her say it without saying it. How his cock strained against the mesh, daring her to look. She imagined what it would feel like—heavy, dark, hot against her tongue. She imagined him grabbing her by the ponytail, forcing her down, making her choke and drool all over herself while he told her what to do.

Ashley turned onto their street, tires humming. She let herself look in the rear-view mirror for a second, just to see if her face gave anything away. It did. Her cheeks were a mess, red and blotchy. She could feel her nipples rubbing at her blouse. Her pupils were huge. She looked hungry. She looked like someone she didn’t recognize.

She shuddered, trying to think of anything else. Jim, waiting at home. Jacob, probably in his room with the door closed, headphones on. She tried to picture their faces, tried to anchor herself in the routine of dinner and dishes and Netflix, but it all felt fake, like a part she was supposed to play. All she could really see was the desk, the office, Coach Anderson’s thick brown hands and the way he made her feel hungry.

She’d never been with a black man. That was part of it, too. The taboo. The idea of doing something so reckless, so completely outside the lines. She hated herself for thinking it, but the thought of being used—really used—by someone like Anderson made her wet and ashamed and angry all at once. He would be the living embodiment of her hidden black dildo, stretching and pummeling her. She wanted to see her pale hands on his dark skin, taste his pre-cum as she—no! She had to stop thinking about that.

She pulled up to the house, parked in the driveway, and killed the engine. The silence was a slap. She sat there for a minute, breathing, trying to slow her heart. She pictured herself marching back into the office, slamming the door, getting down on her knees and begging for it. She saw Coach shoving her head down, fucking her face until she gagged, until her mascara ran and her nose dripped, until she was nothing but a mess at his feet. She wanted it; she wanted it so bad she almost cried.

Instead, she put her hands over her face and groaned. She couldn’t do it. She couldn’t be that woman. Not for Jacob, not for Jim. She would let her son fail before she let herself get on her knees for some football coach, no matter how badly she wanted it. That was the only right answer.

She wiped her eyes, straightened her shirt, and checked her makeup in the visor mirror. It wasn’t hopeless. She could fake normal if she had to.

Ashley sat there a minute longer, breathing in the cold air, promising herself she’d do the right thing. Then she grabbed her purse and got out of the car, ready to be the good mom again, at least until the next time she saw Coach Anderson’s eyes in her dreams.

Chapter 6 - The First Drill

Jacob barely touched his burger. He poked the bun, peeled off a slice of tomato, then stared at the congealing ketchup as if trying to divine some message from its shape. He didn’t look up at all, even when Ashley passed him the fries, even when Jim offered a hopeful “Hey, champ, how was practice?” with all the fake cheer of a dad trying to fix something he didn’t understand.

Ashley smiled at Jim, but her focus was on Jacob. She watched the subtle slump in his shoulders, the way his eyes never really landed on anything. There was a raw, almost physical ache in her chest as she watched him.

“So,” she said, keeping her voice bright, “did they post anything new about the roster?”

Jacob shook his head. He pressed the heel of his palm into his forehead, scrubbing back and forth like he could erase the whole day. “There’s nothing on the website yet.” He paused, then swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down. “But Leo said Coach already has it figured out. They’re just waiting to announce.”

Ashley caught the way he said it: flat, with a careful blankness, like he didn’t want to give anything away. “Well, that doesn’t mean anything, sweetie. Maybe Coach is just being thorough.” She reached over, covered his hand with hers. His skin was clammy and cold, even in the warm kitchen light.

Jacob let her hold his hand for a second, then gently tugged away. “Leo saw it,” he mumbled. “Or, like, he saw most of it. He said there’s only one spot left, and it’s between me and this other kid. So.” He shrugged, lips pressed tight. “I probably didn’t make it.”

Jim set his burger down, wiped his mouth with a napkin, and tried for the voice of gentle reason. “Jacob, you worked your ass off. You did everything you could. If it doesn’t go your way, it’s not the end of the world.”

Jacob looked up, his eyes a wet blue, rimmed with pink. “No offense, Dad, but you never even played. You don’t get it.” There was no venom in his tone, just exhaustion.

Jim flinched, the rebuke landing square. He folded his hands, nodded, and didn’t try again. Typical, Ashley thought, not unkindly. Her husband just wasn’t built for confrontation.

Ashley pushed the fries toward Jacob, desperate to fill the silence. “You want to watch something after dinner? We could do a movie night, if you want.”

Jacob shook his head, barely meeting her eyes. “I have homework. And Leo’s gonna call.” He cleared his plate with robotic precision, stacked it on top of Jim’s, and stood. “Thanks for dinner, Mom.”

She tried to smile at him, but it trembled. “Anytime, babe.”

He disappeared up the stairs, footsteps slow and heavy, the bedroom door clicking shut behind him.

For a long moment, neither Ashley nor Jim spoke. The only sound was the soft rattle of the kitchen faucet as Ashley rinsed the plates.

Jim leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temple. “He’s taking it hard.”

Ashley nodded. She kept her back to him, focused on the plates, letting the hot water burn her hands. “He really wants it,” she said, quieter than she meant.

“I know. But he’ll survive.” Jim tried for a comforting smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “He’s got you for a mom.”

Ashley let the compliment hang in the air, unacknowledged. Jim’s words reminded her she had Jacob’s future in her hands, or her mouth. It felt like if Jim knew, he’d encourage her, tell her “It’s only a dick,” and remind her, “You love giving head more than anything.” The universe was pressing her.

She finished with the dishes, wiped her hands on a towel, and cleared the table. Every movement was deliberate, precise. She tried to shut off her brain, but the image of Jacob’s hunched shoulders looped again and again, bright as a warning light.

They went through the motions of bedtime: checking the doors, locking up, turning off lights. Jim read in bed, glasses perched on the end of his nose, a printout balanced across his chest. Ashley brushed her teeth for longer than necessary, staring at her reflection in the bathroom mirror. Her eyes looked sunken, the skin beneath puffy and thin. She pressed her fingers to her cheekbones, watched the color blanch and then return.

She went to bed, but sleep didn’t come. Jim dozed off within minutes, mouth slack and body curled toward her in the practiced spoon of two decades together. She lay on her back, eyes wide in the dark, listening to his breathing deepen and sync with the clock on the nightstand.

The sheets were too warm, then too cold. Every time she shifted, the mattress sighed beneath her, and she imagined Jacob awake in his room, just as restless, just as lost.

Coach Anderson’s voice echoed in her head, louder now than ever. If you want me to pick the one you like best, show me you can be persuasive.

She tried to push it away, but the memory returned with a jolt: the outline of his cock in those thin maroon shorts, the lazy confidence of his posture, the way he watched her with eyes that never apologized.

Ashley squeezed her legs together. She was wet, slicker than she wanted to admit, her pulse pounding hard in her throat. She rolled onto her side, then onto her stomach, then back again. The thought looped: Jacob’s voice, cracked and small—“ I’ll be crushed if I don’t make the team, Mom ”—overlaid with Coach’s demand, blunt and raw.

She slid a hand under the sheets, touching herself through the thin cotton of her panties. She barely had to move; her clit was swollen and tender, aching for something she couldn’t name. She pressed down harder, the need sharp and immediate, but stopped herself before she could finish. It felt wrong, indulgent, even for her.

She lay there, sweating; the sheets twisted around her calves. She pictured Jim, soft and asleep beside her, his cock small and pale, gentle even when she begged him to be rougher. She loved him, she did, but he would never understand this hunger. This desperate, animal urge to be filled, to be ruined.

She imagined what it would be like: to kneel in Coach Anderson’s office, to unzip those shorts, to take him in her mouth while he decided Jacob’s fate. She pictured his hands on her head, thick fingers tangled in her hair, holding her in place while he fucked her throat. The humiliation made her want it more.

It’s just a blowjob, she told herself. Not even sex. She gave Jim head nearly every other day—sometimes more if she wanted him in a better mood. It wasn’t a big deal. Men were all the same, all dicks and ego and the need to feel special. Hell, in college a blowjob was ‘thank you’ for a burger. Only this time it would be different. This time it would matter–it was for her son.

She wiped sweat from her forehead, breathing shallow. She could do it. If it meant Jacob made the team—if it meant he didn’t have to look at her with those sad, lost eyes—she could choke down her pride and anything else Coach wanted.

It’s just another man’s cock, she thought, half laughing in her mind. Only this time it would be black, thick and dark and probably nothing like Jim’s. She wondered what it would taste like, how it would feel against her lips, if she could handle it without gagging.

The thought scared her. The thought thrilled her.

Ashley lay there, staring at the ceiling until the sunrise turned the walls pale blue. She didn’t sleep at all. She didn’t need to. The decision was already made.

When Jim stirred beside her, she rolled over, pressed her body against his, and let him spoon her. She closed her eyes and pretended she was with someone else, someone bigger, someone who could give her what she needed. When Jim’s hand slid down her thigh, she let him, but her mind was already somewhere else—already in Coach Anderson’s office, on her knees, begging.

She knew what she had to do.

***

Ashley got up before her phone alarm, the blue digits blinking 5:34 in the dark. She lay there for a minute, then slipped from under Jim’s arm and padded barefoot to the bathroom. She peed, brushed her teeth, and spent an extra three minutes staring in the mirror, willing the pink from her eyes and the doubt from her expression. She pulled her hair into a high ponytail, excited and sickened as she knew it would be a handle for Anderson. She imagined him pulling her hair, guiding her down his stiff cock.

She headed to the closet, to choose the costume for her slut debut. She picked the navy skirt, the one that hid her hips but made her legs look longer, and paired it with the plain white blouse. She thought about makeup, then skipped it—she didn’t want to look like she was trying too hard—plus, her face would be a mess after… On the way down the stairs she almost tripped, her knees shaky, but she caught herself on the banister and swore under her breath.

Jim was still asleep. Jacob’s room was a silent black hole. She grabbed her keys, her purse, and a protein bar, and was gone by 6:12.

The drive to the school was short, the traffic thin and forgettable. She caught herself humming along to the radio, some pop song about giving in, and forced herself to turn it off. Her heart hammered so loud she thought it might shake the steering wheel.

When she parked in the visitor lot, her hands were damp on the keys. She checked her phone twice, deleted a text she almost sent, and then forced herself to go. She thought about bailing out, but spotted a car in the spot marked “Head Coach,” and almost laughed maniacally at the naming.

The gym was half-lit; the halls echoing with the whine of a floor buffer somewhere far away. She walked with her head high, each step a dare to herself. At the end of the corridor, Coach Anderson’s office door opened a crack. She pushed it wide, no knock.

He was in a gray athletic tee and matching shorts, perched on the edge of his desk, hunched over a set of playbooks. He looked up, eyes sharp, and for a second he seemed surprised. Then he smiled, slow and private, as if he’d been expecting her all along.

“Ms. Thompson,” he said, standing. “Didn’t expect to see you today.”

She said nothing, just closed the door behind her and twisted the lock. The click was sharp in the office's hush. She set her purse on the chair, took two steps forward, and went to her knees in front of his desk.

He looked down, eyebrow arched, waiting.

Ashley set her hands on her thighs and stared up at him. “Jacob has to make the team,” she said. Her voice was clear, steady. “I’m not leaving until you say yes.”

Coach Anderson stepped closer, realized he was comically taller than her, so sat in his chair, sliding to her. “You came to play after all,” he said. There was no warmth in his voice, only admiration.

She reached for his shorts, hands trembling, and pulled them down as he lifted his ass to help. He wasn’t wearing underwear; his cock unfurled heavy and dark, already thickening as it rose at her eye level. She’d never seen one uncut before, or this color, or this size. The head was wide, mushroomed, the foreskin loose over the crown. It bounced as he pushed his shorts to the ground and stepped out of them, spreading his legs to fully expose himself, hairy balls hanging heavy.

She hesitated a beat, shocked by the weight of it, then wrapped her hand around the shaft. It took both hands to cover half the length. He wasn’t fully hard, but already bigger than anything she’d ever seen on a screen, let alone in real life.

She felt her face go hot. She stroked him, slow at first, rolling the foreskin up and down, watching as the head bloomed darker and wetter with every pull. The skin was hot, smooth, with a spicy, almost musky smell that was nothing like Jim. Anderson’s hands went to the back of her head, fingers splaying out, not pushing but guiding her forward.

She opened her mouth, slid the tip inside, and tasted salt and skin. She rolled her tongue around the crown, swirling under the ridge, and eased her lips down the shaft. She could barely get the first few inches in before her jaw stretched, aching already.

Coach groaned, low and approving. He didn’t force her, but his grip on her hair tightened, bracing her as she worked her way down. She bobbed her head, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, spit already leaking from the corners of her mouth. Her hands stroked the base, twisting and pumping, just like she did with Jim, but she had to use both hands and even then she couldn’t cover him all.

Ashley looked up, searching his face for a reaction. He was watching her, lips parted, eyes half-lidded with hunger. Sweat beaded on his forehead.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he rumbled, voice gone soft. “Don’t be shy. I know you can take more.”

She tried. She gagged, once, twice, then forced herself to relax her throat and sink lower. Her nose pressed into the springy hair at his groin. He started to move, tiny thrusts, pushing deeper with each stroke. The taste was bitter, but not unpleasant—just raw, animal, male.

She licked the underside, tracing the thick vein, then circled her tongue around the crown and flicked the frenulum. Anderson hissed, hips twitching. She felt powerful, in control, even as she drooled and choked herself on his cock. Every sound in the room was obscene: the wet pop of her lips, the slap of her hand against his shaft, her own harsh breathing.

She sucked harder, increasing the rhythm, her hands moving faster, using her spit as lube to work the shaft. She could feel him swelling, balls drawing up tight. His grip in her hair turned to a fist, and he guided her head, fucking her face in earnest now.

“You want him on the team that bad?” he growled, voice shaking. “You’ll do whatever it takes?”

Ashley nodded, eyes watering, not daring to speak. She sucked, desperate, letting him fill her throat, her nose smashed against his abs.

“Fuck,” Coach spat, then let out a groan. “That’s it, right there. Don’t stop.”

She didn’t. She pumped him with both hands, tongued the head, then swallowed the length again and again, each time feeling him thicken and twitch. He held her in place, both hands on her head now, and when he came, it was sudden and violent.

Hot, salty spurts shot down her throat. She gagged, but didn’t pull away, swallowing everything he gave her. Her eyes streamed with tears. Coach held her tight, cock buried to the base, until the last pulse was gone and her jaw ached with the effort.

She waited for permission before pulling off. When she did, she gasped for air, coughed once, then licked her lips, savoring the last taste. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, trembling, then stood.

Coach Anderson looked at her, smug and satisfied. “You convinced me, Ms. Thompson. He’s on the team this week.”

Ashley froze, her hand hovering above the purse strap. “This week?”

Coach leaned back against the desk, arms folded, his cock still hanging heavy and wet between his thighs. “Roster evals happen every Thursday. We pick who plays based on effort, improvement, attitude.” He grinned, teeth bright and even. “You’re welcome to come in and negotiate again if you want to make sure he keeps his spot.”

Ashley’s chest went tight, the humiliation raw and new. She tried to summon anger, but it wouldn’t come—just a weird, electric thrill that ran from her scalp to the soles of her feet.

“Understood,” she said, voice flat.

He watched her, still smiling. “You should go professional. That was probably the best I ever had. You have great enthusiasm and skill.” he repeated, softer this time. “See you next week.”

She left the office, every step measured. She half-expected the hallway to be full of students, parents, teachers, but it was empty except for a janitor who gave her a polite, professional nod. She nodded back, forced her features into neutral, and walked to her car. She had only been in the office ten minutes.

The steering wheel was hot under her hands. She rolled the window down, letting cold air blast her skin, and drove home with the radio off and her head full of noise. Part of her was furious—at herself, at Coach, at the whole stupid game—but another part of her was already thinking about next Thursday. Already hungry for another session, the taste of him still fresh in her mouth.

She stopped for coffee at Target, killing time until Jacob and Jim left the house. Her coffee grew cold as she was lost in her thoughts, remembering the look of his cock against her pale skin. The way he grunted as he spurted down her throat and in her mouth. Each time a woman caught her eye, she wondered if they could tell she had been sucking off a black guy. She almost hoped the answer was ‘yes,’ feeling her panties soaked from her reaction.

She headed home, relieved to have time to think. Her thinking comprised taking out her big black dildo, which didn’t seem so unnaturally big now, and posing in front of the mirror. Cock against her face, hands around it, pretending it was Coach. Taking it down her throat, choking herself to see how she looked, then choking herself for practice. She wanted to make sure Coach knew she was the best cocksucker ever.

By late afternoon, she had accepted the reality—she would be on her knees for Coach, for Jacob, every week, just like putting out the trash or going to church. She laughed at one point, realizing she would worship on her knees twice a week. She headed to the store for groceries, trying to slide back to ‘normal’ life.

She’d barely set her bag down when Jacob burst through the garage door, still in his practice gear, a wide grin splitting his face.

“Mom! Mom, I made the roster!” He skidded across the tile, nearly crashing into her. “They posted it early! I’m on special teams, and they said if I do good, I could move up to offense!”

Ashley hugged him, her arms tight around his sweat-damp shoulders. She breathed in the smell of boy, of mud and Gatorade and hope. “I’m so proud of you,” she whispered, and she meant every word.

Jacob let go, bouncing in place. “I gotta text Leo!” He fumbled for his phone, thumbs flying, then darted upstairs without another word.

Ashley stood in the kitchen, smiling, her whole body trembling. She’d done it. She’d saved him. It was worth it.

Jim came in a few minutes later, a grocery bag in one hand, car keys in the other. “Everything okay?” he asked, scanning her face.

Ashley nodded, watching her husband but feeling the memory of Coach’s cock still thick in her mouth. “Jacob made the team. He’s over the moon.”

Jim set the bag on the counter, crossed the kitchen, and pulled her in for a hug. “You did it, Ash,” he murmured, lips against her hair. “Your encouragement made it happen.”

She wanted to laugh at the irony, but instead she just hugged him back, hard.

They ate dinner together, all three Thompsons, for the first time that week. Jacob talked a mile a minute, barely pausing to breathe. Jim listened, offering dad-jokes and occasional “Atta boys,” while Ashley watched her son’s face and tried not to think about next Thursday, or the taste of Anderson’s cum still burning the back of her throat.

After dinner, Jacob went upstairs to FaceTime Leo. Jim stacked the dishes in the sink, then turned to Ashley, a look in his eyes she hadn’t seen in months.

“You wanna hang out in the den?” he asked, voice soft.

She nodded, following him. They collapsed on the couch, side by side. Jim put on some old action movie, but neither of them paid attention. He traced his hand up and down her thigh, slow and absentminded at first, then more insistent.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low.

Ashley nodded. “Better than okay.”

He smiled, touched her cheek, then leaned in for a kiss. She kissed him back, hard, letting her tongue slip between his lips. He tasted like white wine and toothpaste. She felt his cock stiffen against her hip, small and urgent compared to the memory of Anderson’s monster, but sweet and familiar all the same.

She slid down off the couch, onto her knees, and tugged Jim’s sweatpants down. His cock sprang free, pink and thin, the skin loose from years of marriage and daily blowjobs. She took him into her mouth, working him with practiced ease, using all the tricks she’d perfected over two decades.

Jim groaned, hands in her hair, but always gentle, always letting her set the pace. She bobbed her head, licked the tip, stroked the shaft with one hand and cupped his balls with the other. She tried to lose herself in it, but flashes of Anderson kept invading her mind: the heft of his cock, the violence of his hands, the way he’d held her down and fucked her face until she choked.

She picked up the pace, letting the wet sounds fill the room. Jim was close—he always was, after a long day and a surprise like tonight. He whispered her name, over and over, like a mantra.

He came with a soft moan, pulsing salty warmth onto her tongue. She swallowed it, licking him clean, then rested her head on his thigh, spent.

Jim stroked her hair, beaming. “You’re amazing,” he said, and he meant it. “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

Ashley smiled up at him, her jaw sore, her mouth raw and happy and hungry for more.

Later, after Jim fell asleep on the couch, she went to the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. Her lips were red, eyes bright. She pressed a finger to her tongue and tasted the ghost of both men—one familiar, one wild and new. It thrilled her to know she had blown two men in the same day; one of them the first black man, nearly a stranger.

She thought about next Thursday, about the choices she’d already made and the ones she hadn’t made yet. She practiced the faces she would make for Coach as she fell to her knees next week.

Chapter 7 - Renegotiation

Ashley timed her arrival to the minute. There was a sweet spot after the AP Biology kids had shuffled off but before the JV wrestling team stampeded the locker room hall, and she’d learned to thread it perfectly. She walked the corridor with the practiced grace of a veteran volunteer, a stack of fabricated forms under her arm, a lanyard clipped to her cardigan, head bowed like she was on urgent PTO business. When she turned into the athletics wing, her nerves always prickled, but she kept her pace brisk and her eyes fixed on the waxed floor.

Coach Anderson’s office was the same every week: low light, the subtle buzz of a desk fan, the paperclip smell of toner and B.O. and stale Gatorade. He’d leave the door cracked, as if inviting anyone to walk in, but she was always the only visitor. She’d slip inside, close the door behind her, and turn the lock with a tiny, guilty flick of her thumb.

He’d slip off his shorts, then wait for her in the chair, leaned back, feet wide, forearms tensed against the armrests. His head was shaved so close it glinted, his jaw shadowed, the thick column of his neck disappearing into a tight dry-fit tee. He never spoke first. Instead, he let her perform the ritual: lock the door, set the clipboard down, and step between his spread knees, close enough to smell the laundry starch and salt on his skin.

She’d kneel, every time, the plastic laminate of her volunteer badge grazing his thigh as she set her hands on his knees. He’d breathe deep, never breaking eye contact, and then tilt his hips forward just enough to make her mouth water.

The first time she simply leaned forward to take his hardening cock into her mouth, but he stopped her, “Wait. Put your hands on me, I want to see your ring.”

Ashley wrapped her hand around his shaft, her diamond sparkling as if it were happy to be there. She felt a sickening at the guilt, then the thrill of the act. The heat ran down her spine, settling between her legs as she thought of herself, married, on her knees in front of a stranger, ready to please him like no woman had.

Each time it was the same, her hand on his shaft, both of them watching her ring, then her eyes meeting his as she lovingly licked his head, sliding her tongue under his foreskin, tickling his frenulum as he moaned. She’d slowly feed him into her mouth, then feel him breach her throat as she tried not to gag, her eyes locked on his.

He liked it when she went slow at first, using just the tip of her tongue to lap the drool from the slit, flicking up and down, teasing him until he grunted. She’d suck the head, swirl her tongue, and let her spit dribble down the shaft, then stroke the length with both hands, twisting in opposite directions. Her jaw ached by the second or third inch, but she’d relax, breathe through her nose, and keep going deeper each week, learning to swallow the whole thing in one slow, hungry glide.

Sometimes, when she choked a little or sputtered, he’d grip the back of her head and just hold her there, not rough but insistent, letting her nose mash against his groin until her eyes watered. He’d make her stay, cock blocking her airway, and count to five or ten under his breath before letting her pull off, gasping, strands of saliva dangling from her chin.

“You’re getting better,” he’d say, voice low and almost proud. “You look gorgeous with a black cock in your mouth.” His words would make the heat surge between her legs, soaking her panties again. She loved being a servant to his black cock, loved the way he spurted down her throat and let her lick him clean.

She always finished him with her mouth. She liked to watch his eyes when he came—how they went soft for a split second, how the muscles in his legs would twitch and the heat of him would spurt down her throat in hard, briny pulses. She’d swallow every drop, then pull off and wipe her lips with the back of her hand, her lipstick usually smeared and her nose running.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he’d say, rolling his head back. “You do it like you love it.”

She did, in a way. She loved the power, the secret, the feeling of her jaw so sore it throbbed all afternoon. She loved how when she walked back to her car, she could still taste him in her mouth, bitter and musky, her cheeks tingling with the memory.

But when the adrenaline wore off, the guilt hit hard. She’d sit in the driver’s seat, hands still trembling, and remind herself it was for Jacob. She’d replay every moan, every filthy word, and wonder if she could ever tell anyone, even her best friend, about what she’d done for her son.

The next week, she did it again, and again, and by the fifth visit, it was automatic. She’d even look at herself in the mirror as she pulled into the school lot, saying out loud, “Well, ready to be a black cocksucker again, Mrs. Thompson?”

Coach liked to narrate, to tell her what a slut she was, how she must be starving for it at home, how he’d bet her husband couldn’t keep up. Sometimes, when he was close, he’d growl, “You take it so well. That little white throat was made for my cock.” It made her squeeze her thighs together and rock on her heels, desperate for some friction of her own.

After every session, he’d hand her a paper towel, watch her dab the mess off her chin, and say something that made her want to cry or come, or both. “Good girl,” he said once, after she swallowed the entire load without flinching. “I love sending you home with my cum inside your belly.”

She thought about that line for days. Every time she made dinner for her family, every time Jim tried to kiss her, every time she looked at Jacob and saw the faint trace of hope back on his face, she thought about what was sloshing in her stomach, about what she’d done.

The secret started to rot inside her, but she couldn’t stop. The next Thursday she went right back, her mouth watering before she even got to the gym.

When she opened the office door, Coach was waiting, arms folded, cock already half-hard. He didn’t move, just nodded at the floor in front of him.

“You know what to do,” he said, eyes never leaving hers.

She knelt. Her hands shook, but she steadied them. She wrapped both hands around the shaft, feeling the veins pulse under her skin. She licked the tip, ran her tongue in slow, deliberate circles, then sucked the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the ridge.

He groaned. “God, you get better every time.”

She sucked him, slow and steady, taking more with each stroke, her lips stretched wide and her cheeks hollow. He started to thrust, tiny jerks, then bigger, until he was fucking her face, holding her by the ponytail and driving his cock deep, his balls slapping her chin. She let him. She wanted it. She wanted to disappear.

He came with a shout, filling her mouth with heat and salt. She swallowed, licked him clean, then sat back on her heels, chest heaving.

Coach watched her for a minute, like he was trying to memorize the sight. “You ever wonder if your husband knows what a mouth you’ve got on you?”

She shook her head, wiping her chin. “He knows about my mouth, not about us.”

Coach grinned. “Don’t tell him, then. Let’s keep this just between us.”

She nodded. “It’s a deal.”

He pulled up his shorts, sat back, and studied her. “You like doing this?”

She hesitated, then told the truth, “Yeah. I really do.” She looked down, cheeks burning. “I mean, I never thought I would. But I do.”

Coach smiled, almost kind. “This your first black dick?”

She nodded.

He leaned forward, his voice soft but cutting. “You ever been with a black man before?”

She shook her head, heart pounding.

He grinned wider. “You ever want to?”

She felt the heat rush to her face. “I…I think about it, sometimes. After this.”

He laughed, stood, and offered her his hand. “Maybe next week.”

Ashley walked the hallway with her head down, her mouth raw, her heart slamming in her chest. She didn’t know what she was becoming, but she knew she wasn’t done.

She went home, kissed Jim on the cheek, and cooked dinner with a smile that felt new, sharper, like a secret blade tucked in her apron.

She swallowed the last of the shame with her coffee, then checked the clock and counted the days until next Thursday.

***

Game day arrived under a cheap blue sky, the kind that looked photoshopped, and the parking lot was already packed by the time Ashley and Jim walked up to the field. She wore a maroon windbreaker with the school’s logo stitched over her heart and a matching scarf, even though it was too warm for either. She’d spent the morning painting stripes on her cheeks and triple-checking the banner she’d made for Jacob, the one that said “Go #24” in a font she carefully selected for visibility. She kept the banner rolled tight in her hands, squeezing it so the cardboard dug into her palm.

The stands buzzed with parents in every color and shape: some in folding chairs, some crowding the rows, most ignoring the game entirely to gossip about real estate or tuition. There were coolers with sodas, an illegal flask or two, the smell of kettle corn and sweat and autumn grass. Ashley and Jim slid into a middle row, wedging themselves between a mother in rhinestone sunglasses and a dad in a fishing vest, and Ashley scanned the sideline for her son.

Jacob was easy to spot. He hovered near the end of the bench, helmet off, hair sticking up in the back. He looked smaller than she remembered, even in pads. He picked at his chin strap, then stared into his lap while the starters huddled up at the fifty. Ashley watched him, ignoring the field entirely, waiting for the moment when his name would be called.

It didn’t happen in the first quarter. Or the second.

Every time there was a substitution, Ashley tensed, her hand closing around the banner like she meant to strangle it. She counted every snap, every time a player limped off, or a coach barked for “the next man up.” But it was always another kid—number 17, number 8, number 41. Jacob’s number never moved. He just sat, bouncing his knee, eyes fixed on the ground.

At halftime, Jim tried to say something comforting. “He’ll get in,” he said, voice low. “Coach always lets everyone play when the score’s this bad.” But he sounded like he didn’t believe it.

Ashley smiled, wide and bright, for the benefit of the other moms. “He’s just getting warmed up,” she said, waving the banner like she was leading the cheer section. One of the other moms patted her arm and said, “He’s got a great attitude, your boy. That’s what matters.”

She nodded, teeth clenched.

Third quarter passed. Then fourth. With every minute, the noise from the stands got louder, the laughter harsher, the boys on the field muddier and meaner. Jacob stayed anchored to the bench, mouth set in a straight line, his body folded tight as origami. Once, near the end, he glanced up and saw her. Ashley smiled, wide as she could, and gave him a double thumbs-up. He didn’t return it, just looked away fast, shoulders hunched.

When the final whistle blew, the home team thirty points in the hole, Ashley still hadn’t moved. The crowd thinned, parents packing up coolers and yelling at siblings to find their shoes. Jim stood, brushing the crumbs off his jeans. “He tried,” he said, as if it was an answer to anything.

Ashley stayed put. She watched the boys file into a loose line for the handshake, watched Jacob shuffle to the end of the queue, watched Coach Anderson clap other kids on the helmet and ignore hers completely.

When Jim turned to help her up, she shook her head. “You go ahead,” she said. “I need to talk to…one of the other parents.” She forced a laugh, like it was a small errand.

Jim shrugged, never suspicious, and wandered off in search of Jacob.

Ashley waited until the bleachers were almost empty before she got up, slinging the banner under her arm like a spear. Her feet hit the metal steps with a noise that felt satisfying, like slamming a door in someone’s face.

She skirted the edge of the field, avoiding the main crowd, and made her way toward the gym building. As she walked, she tried to slow her breathing, to keep her hands from shaking. But she couldn’t stop replaying the last two hours: the way Coach Anderson looked through her, the way her son wilted on the bench, the way every parent in the stands now knew that the only thing #24 was good at was holding down the bench.

She pushed through the side door, still sticky from the summer, and marched down the hallway toward the office. The clipboard was gone today. She didn’t bother with a knock.

Ashley was done waiting her turn.

***

Ashley pushed into the office without knocking, slamming the door shut behind her so hard the old frame rattled. Coach Anderson was in the swivel chair, feet up on the desk, reading something on his phone. He didn’t bother to look up until she locked the door with a loud, deliberate click.

“Afternoon, Ms. Thompson.” He smiled, lazy and infuriating. “Ready for more persuasion?”

She took three fast steps to his desk, both hands flat on the battered surface. “You benched him. The entire game.”

Coach set the phone down, stretched, laced his hands behind his head. The shirt rode up, exposing a slab of brown skin and the deep ridge of his abs. “I told you I’d put your son on the team. He’s on the team.”

She gripped the edge of the desk, knuckles white. “That’s not what we agreed to.”

He gave her a look that made her want to slap him or maybe fuck him, she couldn’t tell. “You never asked about playing time. I delivered what we agreed, Ms. Thompson. If you want more, you renegotiate.”

She stared at him, mouth open, every muscle in her body wound tight. “So what, you want more blowjobs? Is that how this works?”

He smiled wider, teeth even and bright. “I want what you want. Maybe you’re ready for the next step.”

She scoffed, eyes wet with humiliation. “You think I’m some desperate slut? That I’ll just—”

He cut her off, voice flat. “Let’s not pretend. You’re thinking about it. Don’t act like you’re not.”

She went red, throat tight, but she held his gaze. “I’m doing this for my son. That’s all.”

He cocked his head, like a dog catching a fresh smell. “You ever lie to yourself before, Ms. Thompson?”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to climb across the desk and tear his face off. Instead, her eyes dropped, traitorous, to the bulge in his shorts, the way the fabric tented just a little, the memory of the last time fresh as a brand on her tongue.

He caught her looking. “You want him on the field, you know what to do.”

She laughed, loud and ugly. “Not a chance. I’d rather you cut him.”

Coach shrugged, still smiling. “Suit yourself. But you’re going to dream about it all week.”

She jerked away from the desk, hands shaking. “Go to hell.”

She stormed out, slamming the door so hard it echoed down the cinder block hall. She walked fast, nearly running, all the way to the parking lot where Jim and Jacob were waiting, both already in the car.

Neither of them noticed her wipe her eyes before she got in. They drove home in silence, Jacob staring out the window, Jim making small talk about dinner and weather and the traffic on the overpass.

That night, after Jacob had locked himself in his room with headphones and YouTube, Jim tried to talk. She let him, nodding along, pouring herself a second and third glass of wine, letting her mind drift.

When he kissed her, she kissed back. When he undressed her, she let him, lying on her back in the dark while he fumbled with her bra. His hands were soft, clumsy. He slid inside her and pumped, slow and steady, face pinched with effort. She wrapped her legs around him, nails digging into his shoulders, but her mind was gone—already in the gym, already kneeling, already with Coach Anderson’s hand at the back of her head, pushing, pushing, not stopping when she choked.

Jim whispered, “God, you’re wet tonight,” and she almost laughed.

She clawed him closer, fucked him harder, bit his lip when he got too slow. She rode him, panting, shoving his face against her tits, fucking him like he was something she hated or needed to break. She came, but only after she pictured Anderson pinning her arms, calling her a whore, making her swallow every drop.

Afterward, Jim rolled off, snoring almost instantly. She lay awake, sheets sticky, the taste of sweat and sperm sharp in her mouth. She touched herself again, quietly, eyes shut, and didn’t stop until she could hear Coach Anderson’s voice in her ear, telling her what to do, telling her what she was.

She came again, harder this time. Then she lay still, panting, chest burning.

She’d never admit it to anyone—not Jim, not even herself, not really—but she was already planning what she’d do when she went back next week. And the week after. And the week after that.

Ashley stared at the ceiling, hands folded on her belly, and waited for morning.

Chapter 8 - Two-A-Days

Ashley spent the weekend in a haze, stuck between the ache of her son’s disappointment and the throbbing hunger that wouldn’t leave her alone. Every morning she replayed Friday’s game—Jacob slumped on the bench, face set in concrete, ignoring every cheer and “good try” from the stands. Even at home, he barely surfaced, just drifted between his room and the fridge, eyes locked on a phone screen, lips pressed tight and silent. It was worse than a fight, worse than any normal teenage sulk. This was a defeat, and it stuck to Ashley like the smell of bleach.

At night, she replayed something else. Coach Anderson’s voice—rough, unflinching, never softening even when he called her a liar or a slut or “Ms. Thompson.” The memory of his cock, the heavy brown weight of it, the way he’d held her by the hair and forced her to swallow every drop. She could still taste the salt and musk, feel the ghost of it against the roof of her mouth. The shame didn’t go away, but it mutated, folding in on itself, fermenting into something dangerous. Every time Jim tried to touch her, every time she caught a whiff of his aftershave, she thought about Anderson’s hands and what it would be like if she just stopped pretending she didn’t want it.

She became obsessed with the calendar, counting down the hours to Thursday like a prisoner scratching marks on her cell wall. By Monday night, her skin buzzed with a nervous electricity, her thoughts looping through scenes so filthy she almost couldn’t look at herself in the mirror. Tuesday morning she rose, determined to resolve this now, before her nerves killed her. She started prepping for the meeting before the sun was up, barely waiting for Jim to leave for his morning run before she raided her own closet.

She rejected her usual jeans—too safe, too much fabric. The blue skirt was better: short enough to slide up her thighs if she shifted, dark enough to hide if she sweated through it. She picked a top that looked innocent, one of those fitted tees with a cartoon print, but the cotton was thin and it clung to her chest, nipples already hard just thinking about what was coming. She skipped the bra and the panties entirely, forcing herself to look in the mirror, to really see what she was about to offer up. Her legs looked longer than usual. The skin was pale and sharp against the navy blue, and her nipple screamed her intent.

She pulled her hair into a ponytail, tugging it tight until it stung, then checked herself again. She looked…young, maybe. Or just desperate. It didn’t matter; she didn’t want to look like a mom today, not for Anderson. She tried to imagine how he’d see her—what would matter, what would make him want her to go even further. The thought made her dizzy, her stomach fluttering, her face flushed with anticipation.

In the bathroom, she used a washcloth to wipe down between her thighs, careful and deliberate. She trimmed the hair around her pussy, leaving it neat, then ran two fingers over the slit to check how wet she was. The answer was: very. She caught her own gaze in the mirror and tried to hold it. “It’s just for Jacob,” she whispered, but it sounded fake even to her own ears.

She took her time with makeup, but kept it subtle—just a hint of mascara and a light pink gloss. The finishing touch was a tiny bottle of lube she slipped into her purse, next to the emergency tampons and travel-sized hand sanitizer. She held the bottle for a second, weighing the shame against the relief. If it made things easier, she’d do it, no matter how cheap or slutty it made her feel.

The drive to school was a slow, burning panic. She kept one hand on the wheel and the other on her thigh, tracing slow circles in the crease where the skirt barely covered her. Every time she hit a red light, her mind raced through what she might have to do—how far Anderson would push her, what he’d want next, whether she’d even try to stop him. She pictured herself on her knees, skirt bunched around her waist, his cock slapping against her lips. She pictured him bending her over the desk and fucking her until she screamed. She pictured herself begging.

By the time she reached the parking lot, her whole body buzzed. Her thighs were slick, the seat of the car smeared with a patch of clear wetness she couldn’t hide. She wiped her hands on a napkin, took a breath, then another, but her heart wouldn’t slow down.

She checked her reflection in the visor mirror. Her cheeks were pink, her pupils blown wide, and her lips were trembling just a little. She forced herself to get out, to walk to the building, to keep her knees steady as she climbed the stairs. The lube bottle rattled in her purse with every step, a reminder of what was coming.

In the hallway outside Anderson’s office, she paused. Her hands shook as she smoothed her skirt, making sure it covered enough, but not too much. She took a final, deep breath. “For Jacob,” she said again, but this time she didn’t even bother trying to sound sincere. She wanted it, needed it, and she was going to take it.

Ashley knocked, then opened the door, stepping inside without waiting for an answer. The air was thick and hot, the faint whiff of sweat and cheap cologne already making her mouth water.

She closed the door behind her, clicked the lock, and stood there, legs just slightly apart, waiting for Anderson to notice she wasn’t wearing a thing under her skirt.

***

Coach didn’t look up from the folder on his desk at first, just flicked his eyes to Ashley’s bare legs, then to the clock, then back to his papers. “Didn’t expect you until Thursday,” he said, voice flat and not surprised.

She waited, hands at her sides, until he closed the folder and finally gave her his full attention. The look on his face made her knees nearly buckle. He saw everything, all at once. She could feel his gaze slide up the inside of her thighs, to where the skirt just barely covered her, and then to her chest, where the outline of her nipples pressed sharp against the shirt.

He nodded at the door. “Lock it.”

She already had, but she twisted the deadbolt again, the click loud in the hush.

Coach leaned back, stretching his arms overhead. The shirt rose, exposing the hard, dark plane of his stomach. He didn’t move for a while, just watched her. “Come here,” he said at last, and she did, crossing the office in three short steps.

She stopped in front of his desk. Last time, she’d knelt and set the pace. This time, she waited for his cue. The anticipation sizzled her nerves.

Coach stood, his shorts tented and obvious. He didn’t bother with the slow reveal; he just dropped them, letting his cock spring free, half-hard and already heavy. It bobbed in front of him, uncut and dark, a vein running the length like a lightning bolt. Ashley’s mouth went dry. She wanted to taste it again, wanted to kneel and do what he’d trained her to do, but she forced herself to stand tall.

Coach must’ve read the flicker of doubt in her eyes. “Thought you’d be on your knees by now, Ms. Thompson.”

Ashley shook her head, just once. She hooked her thumbs under the hem of her skirt and hiked it up, perching herself on the edge of his battered wooden desk. The surface was cool under her ass, but her skin was burning. She spread her knees wide, letting the skirt ride up her hips until it was nothing but a band around her waist.

Coach stared. For a long second, he just watched, the hunger on his face so open it was almost ugly.

Ashley reached into her purse, hands shaking, and pulled out the bottle of lube. She popped the cap, squeezed a clear dollop onto her palm, and smeared it between her legs. It was cold at first, then warm, then slippery as she rubbed it over her slit. She let two fingers slide in, moaning at how easy they went.

“Jesus,” Coach said, voice gone ragged. “You’re fucking soaked.”

Ashley nodded. “I thought you’d want it this way.”

He stepped between her legs, hands finding her waist. He tried to lean in for a kiss, but she turned her face away.

“No kissing,” she said, her voice stronger than she felt. “Just fuck me.”

Coach grinned, a flash of white teeth, then pressed the head of his cock to her entrance. He didn’t ask, didn’t tease; he just pushed, slow at first, then faster as her body opened for him. Ashley gasped as the stretch burned, then bloomed into pleasure. She was so wet that even his size wasn’t enough to stop him—he bottomed out in one long, thick stroke.

She came instantly. There was no warning, no build-up, just a white-hot burst that made her whole body spasm, her heels drumming against the desk. Her hands clawed at the edge of the wood, nails leaving crescent moons in the laminate. She choked out a sob, then came again as Coach started to move, each thrust slamming her deeper onto the desk.

He grabbed her ass with both hands, fingers digging in so hard it hurt. He pulled her toward him with every stroke, using her body as leverage, the force of his hips rocking the desk against the wall. Ashley’s legs went numb. She wrapped them around his waist, using the grip to brace herself as he fucked her. The office filled with the sounds: the slap of skin, the sharp smack of the desk, her own shameless moans.

Coach was bigger than anyone she’d ever had, but more than that, he was relentless. He pounded her, unyielding, making her feel every inch. She could barely breathe. Her hands went from the desk to his arms, clutching at him, trying to anchor herself as the sensation overwhelmed her.

He lifted her by her ass as if she weighed nothing, as she clung to his arms. He was too big for her to reach his neck. With her knees draped over his forearms, she was wide open for him. He began pounding her like she was a toy, sliding her up and down his cock as she felt herself hollowed out, taken completely by his strength, a hole being used.

“Goddamn,” he said, sweat running down his temples. “Didn’t think you could take it all.”

Ashley could barely speak. “I want it,” she managed, voice hoarse. “All of it.”

He rewarded her with a hand around her throat, not tight enough to cut off air, just enough to make her feel his control. He drove into her, faster now, slamming her up and down his length, bottoming out every time she felt her ass hit him. Ashley’s whole body went rigid. She could feel another orgasm building, raw and jagged, clawing up her spine.

She came again, louder this time, her vision strobing black and white as the pleasure took over. Coach never slowed, never let go of her throat. He watched her face as she finished, his eyes hard and triumphant.

When he was ready, he shoved in deep, balls slapping the base of her ass, and groaned. Ashley expected him to pull out, but he didn’t. He stayed buried, cock swelling, and then she felt the hot rush inside her as he came. It was shocking, the force of it, the way it filled her. She could feel him pulsing, spurting, every twitch searing through her.

He stayed inside until he softened, then pulled out slowly. Ashley felt the cum drip from her, running down her thigh and pooling on the edge of the desk. She looked at him, dazed.

“You didn’t pull out,” she said, the words slow and stupid.

Coach shrugged, already pulling his shorts back on. “Don’t do anything halfway in football,” he said, wiping his brow with the hem of his shirt. “You wanted to play, you played.”

Ashley sat there, legs spread, skirt bunched around her waist, his cum oozing from her. She felt ruined and perfect at the same time. She didn’t move.

Coach tossed her a wad of paper towels, then turned to his computer, typing as if nothing had happened.

“You’ll want to clean up before you go,” he said, not looking at her. “Your son’s got another game this Friday. Tell him to keep his head up.” He met her eyes, “And I expect you here on Thursday as usual.”

Ashley wiped herself as best she could, the rough paper scraping her raw skin. She wanted to be angry, wanted to say something sharp, but her brain was mush. She just pulled the skirt down, checked her reflection in the black glass of the trophy case as she left. Her hair was a mess, her cheeks streaked with tears. She looked like someone else entirely.

As she walked down the hall, she could feel Anderson’s cum leaking out with every step. It was obscene, the way it ran down her leg, the way she could still feel his grip on her throat. She loved it. She hated herself for loving it, but she did.

At home, she changed clothes before anyone noticed, stuffing the skirt and tee into the wash and scrubbing her thighs in the bathroom sink. The smell of sex and sweat clung to her all day. She kept catching herself pressing her fingers to her lips, tasting the ghost of Anderson there.

That night, as she watched Jacob at the dinner table—his head up, his smile back, his eyes shining with hope—she knew she’d go back on Thursday. She’d go back every Thursday, for as long as it took.

She was already counting the days.

Chapter 9 - Double Teamed

Ashley operated in a fog for the next two days, waiting for Thursday. She packed lunches, made dinner, kissed her family—the whole time imagining the stretch from Anderson’s cock, thinking about his sperm still alive inside of her.

When she made love with Jim, she pulled him tight, urged him to come, to fill her. When he did, with feeble thrusts and a grunt, rolling over to fall asleep, Ashley lay still, knees up, imagining Anderson’s sperms crushing Jim’s weak swimmers, dominating him inside her womb. She loved her husband, but she was owned by Coach.

When Jim headed off to work on Wednesday, she pulled out her trusty black dildo, lubed up and assaulted herself deep and fast, imagining it was the coach trying to wreck her. No matter how hard and fast she worked it, there was no comparison to the feeling of Coach crushing her body while he pummeled her insides. Her longing for Thursday only increased.

Thursday crawled by as she waited for her usual meeting time with Coach. Ashley prepped practically, just enough makeup to show her features, not enough to run from her session with Anderson. She went through her wardrobe, trying on her shortest tennis skirt. She rejected it - too obvious, the weather a bit too chilly. She assessed her options and picked a gray skirt with a simple catch - one flip, and it fell to the floor—perfect. She decided on a tight white top, no bra. Her nipples were obscenely visible—exactly what she wanted, if the men saw, let them have a thrill; if the women saw, let them beware.

She set her small bottle of lube next to her purse—a reminder of what she was about to do. As she pondered her future, she opened the Amazon app and ordered a 12-pack of personal lube bottles—a commitment to herself. She didn’t know if this was for Jacob anymore or for herself, it really didn’t matter at this point. She wanted to be Anderson’s whore—to be tossed around, roughly taken, just like her dreams.

She pulled into the parking lot fifteen minutes early, knees wobbly and mouth dry with need. She checked herself in the mirror: her eyes wide, cheeks flushed. She wondered if anyone else would see the raw need in her face. As she swiveled out of the seat, she felt the cool breeze slide up her skirt and touch her pussy, a whisper against the burning heat and wetness she felt.

Her nipples led the way as she marched through the hallways, unaware of anyone else as she imagined her destination. She needed this so badly that the ache was overwhelming. She ducked into the restroom just outside the athletic offices and pushed a dollop of lube inside herself, and coated her already slick pussy lips. She wanted no delay before she felt him inside of her.

She pushed open his door, feeling the wetness between her legs. Ashley turned and flicked the lock, feeling his eyes on her. Coach stood and shucked his shorts as usual, as his eyes communicated his lust. He was already half-hard as Ashley dropped her purse onto the chair and unhooked her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. She was rewarded by seeing Anderson’s eyes widen, surprised a little, but not shocked.

Ashley took the two steps to the desk, bent over it, and said, “Fuck me.”

Coach chuckled as he stepped up. Ashley could feel the heat of him just behind her. “Spread so I can see your wedding ring. I want you to open for me.”

Ashley’s face lay against the cool surface of his desk as she reached back. She could imagine how she looked, bent over, wedding ring glinting, spreading like a whore. That’s what she was, and it thrilled her.

Anderson groaned as she felt his cock push into her, spreading her wide, beginning to slide into her. “I guess you like black dick, cause you’re back for more.”

“Oh, yes,” Ashley moaned as she felt herself stretched by the coach, focusing on feeling him push into her inch by inch.

“I’m not pulling out this time, either. I want to send you home full of my cum,” he continued as he pushed all the way into her. She felt his hips against her ass as he bottomed out, nudging her cervix.

“Fill me. Use me, Coach.”

Those were the last coherent words she uttered as Anderson grasped her hips and began fucking her like he wanted to rearrange her insides. She felt the pain against her thighs as he pinned her against the desk, pummeling her over and over.

Her first orgasm hit on the third stroke, her body convulsing and trembling while she mumbled and drooled on the desk.

Anderson didn’t let up, and as she recovered, she focused on the feeling of being full when he was deep inside of her, and the aching emptiness as he withdrew. She listened to Anderson’s words as he fucked her.

“You must love your kid. Or do you love being a slut for black cock?” He slapped her ass, saying, “Can’t believe you take me all the way in that tiny body. You’re made to be a cocksleeve, aren’t you?”

Ashley heard herself mumble, “Yes” through the puddle of drool under her face.

Her second orgasm didn’t take long to hit as she imagined the coach’s cock deep inside of her, head pointed at her cervix, ready to squirt directly into her uterus. As she jerked and shook through it, she felt Anderson tense and swear as he pumped his sperm into her, his head directly nudging her pulsing cervix. The thought of her traitorous body opening to take in his little black invaders drove her to a third, more powerful orgasm—this time she willed herself to open for him.

As she lay recovering, she knew she wasn’t fertile, but the thought of Anderson’s sperm swimming unchecked inside her body made her brain swirl and her body melt.

Anderson pulled out with a sloppy noise and stood by the desk, “Clean it.”

Ashley leaned forward and licked and sucked him clean, tasting his cum and her juices, along with traces of the fruity flavored lube.

As she pulled on her skirt, Anderson asked, “You on the pill?”

Ashley shook her head, “Implant.”

Coach nodded, “More you take, more Jacob plays.”

Ashley nodded as she left his room, weak-kneed and dazed. She intended to make sure Jacob was on the field for every play.

Ashley drifted through the school parking lot on numb legs, not even sure her feet hit the pavement. Every step triggered a fresh, heated dribble from between her thighs, the wetness now so constant it felt like she was leaking shame with every stride. She kept her phone to her ear, pretending to leave herself a grocery list so she wouldn’t have to look up, wouldn’t have to see if anyone else noticed the way her hips had gone loose and liquid. When she sat in her car, the heat of the seat stung through her skirt and made the stickiness worse. She pulled her knees together, but it didn’t help. The insides of her thighs were painted with it—Coach’s cum, already cooling, already seeping out, each pulse a reminder of what she’d just done.

She took the long way home, white-knuckling the steering wheel and rolling all the windows down. The rush of cold air was a slap, but it couldn’t drown the raw, meaty tang of sex that clung to her skin. Even the seat belt felt different against her chest: tighter, sharper, almost punishing.

At home, the first thing she did was race upstairs, drop her purse, and shut herself in the bathroom. She peeled off her skirt, then her shirt, then just stared at her body in the mirror: pink and flushed, thighs streaked with a drying gloss of semen, her pussy lips puffy and glistening. She touched herself there, two fingers just grazing the slit, and found it open and sore and leaking a cloudy smear onto her palm. Her skin prickled all over. She pressed the fingers to her lips, half-expecting disgust, but instead tasted salt, and sweat, and a weird, earthy bitterness that made her shiver all over. It was gross, and perfect, and she sucked the taste off with a slow, greedy tongue.

She cleaned herself, but not well. She didn’t want to. She used a wad of toilet paper to mop up the worst of it, but left the rest inside, deep in her belly where no one could ever see.

Ashley walked naked into her bedroom and lay on the bed, her ankles on the headboard, legs spread slightly. She closed her eyes, imagining Anderson’s slop sliding up inside of her, pooling at her cervix, the little swimmers hunting for the entrance. She rubbed herself, imagining the scene inside of her, trying to orgasm so her cervix would spasm, pulling in the black man’s sperm.

Her orgasm built slowly and hit hard, different from with the coach, but she could feel the contractions inside of her, dilating to let Anderson’s baby makers into her uterus, searching for an egg that wouldn’t drop.

She drifted off to sleep in that position, legs on headboard, hand on belly and dreamed of being bloated by gallons of Anderson’s cum, filling her, changing her. She woke in the afternoon, surprised at how long she had slept. Her leg muscles screamed a protest when she tried to get up, and it took fifteen minutes of rubbing and limping before she was back to normal.

She returned to the bathroom and hid the soiled clothing at the bottom of the hamper before examining herself yet again in the mirror. She looked like she always did, but happier. “Cock sleeve. Black man’s whore,” she whispered to her mirror image, who smiled broadly and replied, “Yes, I am.” She then pulled on sweats and tried to return to normal life.

By six, the house hummed with all the sounds of a Thursday: Jim at the stove, Jacob in his room playing Madden, the dull thud of the dishwasher. Ashley drifted through it in a haze. Jim called her into the kitchen when he finished, and they sat at the island, eating in silence. He eyed her plate, surprised she actually ate seconds. She shoveled in forkfuls, hungry in a way she hadn’t been in weeks.

After dinner, she folded herself onto the couch while Jim loaded the dishwasher. When he finished, he dropped onto the cushion next to her and pressed his thigh against hers, his hand moving to her shoulder, then her hip.

“You okay?” he asked, voice low and soft. “You seem…tired. Or maybe not tired. Like you’re somewhere else.”

She tried to laugh, but it came out flat. “I think I’m just…wound up. Sorry.”

He kissed her on the hair, then nuzzled her neck, and she felt the familiar shape of his cock getting hard against her hip. His hands slid under her sweatshirt, tracing up her back, and she let herself melt into his touch, even though it felt almost like cheating, even though she was already cheating, had cheated hours ago.

They kissed for a while, tongues clumsy, and he moved on top of her. She guided him, rolling her hips up, grinding against his thigh, letting herself ride the feeling until she was panting. He pulled down her sweats, and she shivered, wondering if he’d see her infidelity.

Jim slid his hand up her thigh. He stroked her, slow and cautious, and she moaned. She thought about Anderson’s hands—so much bigger, so much rougher, the way he didn’t ask permission, didn’t slow down for anything. The memory alone made her buck her hips, grinding hard into Jim’s palm.

He got the hint. He pushed her knees apart, settling between them. His cock was so much smaller than Anderson’s, pale and skinny, but familiar. Comforting. She loved it, in a way, but she craved the pain and stretch that came from something bigger. She pulled Jim into her, feeling the difference immediately—the lack, the ease with which he slid in, the emptiness that left her wanting.

She tried to focus on the wet inside of her - Anderson’s cum. She felt so wanton and slutty—fucking her husband with another man’s sperm already in her. Sweet Jim was pushing another man’s seed deeper inside of her, and she was wild with the thought.

Jim fucked her, slow and careful, eyes searching her face like he wanted to ask if she was okay. She met his eyes, smiled, and pulled him closer, wrapping her legs around his waist, hot with the knowledge of what was inside her. She rocked her hips, using him, milking every thrust for whatever friction she could get. She was so wet it dripped down her ass, soaking the slipcover, but she didn’t care.

Jim got close, hips shaking, and she squeezed him tighter, like she could pull him deeper, could make him fill her the way she wanted. She pictured Anderson’s cock, the way it stretched her, the way it slammed into her until she saw stars. She imagined Jim was the Coach, that she was getting pounded into the desk again, that she was a slut with no choice but to take what she was given.

She came hard; the orgasm catching her off guard and making her whole body lock up. Jim felt it, moaned, and came seconds later, collapsing on top of her, sweaty and sweet.

They lay like that for a while, Jim stroking her hair, kissing her shoulder. “You okay?” he asked again, this time almost whispering.

She nodded, eyes closed, savoring the aftershocks, the sticky mess between her thighs now doubled, her body a cocktail of two different men.

“I love you,” Jim said, voice soft.

“I love you, too,” she whispered. And she meant it, in her own broken way.

Later, after Jim fell asleep, Ashley padded to the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair was wild, cheeks flushed, lips swollen. She watched the milky white streaks running down her legs and felt a rush of shame that made her thighs clench.

She cleaned up, but not perfectly. She left a little of Anderson inside, just in case. She wanted to keep it. She wanted to remember.

In bed, she curled against Jim, her body sore and spent and hungrier than ever.

She stared at the ceiling, counting the days until her next visit.

***

Game day arrived with a vengeance: sun hammering the bleachers, the smell of fried onions and Gatorade concentrate, the whole parking lot a mud field of minivans and pickup trucks. Ashley wore jeans and a team sweatshirt, sunglasses perched on top of her ponytail, trying not to sweat through her bra. She clutched the foam finger Jacob made in fifth grade, the tip already flaccid and peeling, and watched the field with a hunger that bordered on violence.

Jim found her in the crowd, two hot dogs and a cup of watery coffee balanced in his hands. He squeezed in next to her, nearly spilling both. “He nervous?” he asked, nodding at the line of boys clustered on the far sideline, Jacob dead center, helmet off, eyes squinting into the glare.

“Wound tight,” Ashley said, voice clipped. “Didn’t eat breakfast. He’s been stretching since six a.m.”

Jim laughed. “Sounds like you.” He nudged her with an elbow, and for a second she wanted to snap it, wanted to push him down the bleachers and watch him tumble. Instead, she took the coffee, sipped it, and kept her eyes on the field.

The first half was a blowout. The home team fumbled twice, gave up a runback, and the crowd’s energy curdled. By the third quarter, the boys at the end of the bench stopped pretending to warm up. Parents were checking their watches, some drifting down to the fence for better Instagram angles. Ashley refused to move. She sat, hands white-knuckled on her knees, waiting for Coach Anderson to make good on his word.

And then, in the last quarter, he did. Jacob’s name bellowed through the tinny P.A., and in an instant he was scrambling onto the field, pads crooked, helmet half-askew. He didn’t even get an actual play—just a special teams sub for a kid with a bloody lip—but he was out there, in the uniform, under the lights. Ashley shot out of her seat, screaming his name loud enough to burn her throat raw. Jim whooped too, more surprised than proud, but Ashley only had eyes for her son.

He did nothing spectacular. He ran, he tackled, he finished the play on his feet. But when the whistle blew and the teams reset, Ashley was shaking, tears stinging behind her sunglasses, her heart exploding out of her chest.

They lost by thirty-two, but when Jacob jogged off the field, his mouth guard dangling, his face lit up like a sunrise. He didn’t look at the stands—he was too cool for that—but Ashley knew he’d heard her. She knew he’d felt it.

They met him at the fence after the game, Jim pulling him in for a sweaty, awkward hug. “Proud of you, bud,” he said, and Jacob gave him a quick, embarrassed smile. Ashley wanted to tackle him, to smother him in a full-body mom hug, but she played it cool, just squeezed his arm and said, “You looked good out there.”

Jacob beamed. “Coach said I might get special teams next week, too. If I keep it up.”

Jim’s face split in a grin. “That’s outstanding.”

Ashley nodded. “You earned it,” she said, and it was almost true. The birth canal he had emerged from had earned it.

Afterward, the crowd funneled toward the parking lot. The sun was setting, washing the field in burnt orange and shadows. Ashley pretended to dig in her purse for something, then told Jim, “I’ve got to track down the PTA treasurer about those damn raffle tickets. I’ll be five minutes, tops. Take Jacob to the car, blast the AC.”

Jim shrugged, totally unbothered. “Come on, buddy. Let’s go brag to your grandma on FaceTime.”

Ashley watched them go, waited until they were lost in the shuffle, then turned and made a beeline for the gym wing.

Coach Anderson’s office was lit from inside, his hulking shadow visible through the frosted glass. She rapped twice, quick and urgent. The door swung open almost instantly, like he’d been waiting.

He was in the same sideline gear—polo, mesh shorts, whistle still around his neck. Sweat beaded on his forehead and the dark skin above his collarbones. His eyes flicked over her once, head to toe, and his mouth twisted in a smile that was pure challenge.

“Didn’t think you’d come,” he said, voice even.

Ashley stepped inside, closed the door, and twisted the lock. “You said five minutes,” she replied, her hands already shaking.

He didn’t waste time. He backed up to the desk, sat, and spread his knees. The bulge in his shorts was immediate, even bigger than she remembered. She crossed the room and dropped to her knees, fingers fumbling with the waistband. The smell hit her first—sweat, plastic from the jockstrap, a hint of soap. She yanked the shorts down, freeing his cock, which was already half-hard, thick and veined like a tree limb.

Ashley stroked it, both hands needed just to cover the shaft. She licked the tip, tasting the pre-cum already beading there, then swirled her tongue around the head, slowly, the way he liked. She glanced up and saw his eyes locked on her, his hands braced on his thighs, not guiding her but not letting her forget who was in charge.

“Don’t tease,” he rumbled, and she didn’t. She sank her mouth over the crown, sucking in air through her nose as she worked down, deeper than last time, letting the spit dribble from her lips and onto her fists. She pumped and sucked, her jaw already straining, and Anderson grunted, hips barely moving, just enough to let her know he could take control at any second.

She found a rhythm, working her hands and mouth together, twisting her wrists in opposite directions, the way she’d practiced on bananas in college for a dare. She gagged once, pulled off, wiped her mouth, then dove right back in, hungry. She loved the feeling of it: the weight, the heat, the salt. She loved it was her choice, that she could swallow him whole if she wanted, that she was the one making him sweat.

“Christ,” he muttered. He grabbed her hair, twisting it tight at the base of her ponytail, holding her still as he fucked her mouth, slow at first, then faster. She let him, let him use her face, let him thrust so deep she had to fight for air, spit and tears running down her cheeks. It hurt, but it also made her drip, made her cunt clench and her heart stutter.

She moaned around his cock; the sound sending a vibration through him that made his grip tighten. “You like seeing your boy play?” he growled.

She pulled off, gasping, spit smeared on her chin. “I want him to play. I want him to be happy. I’ll do whatever you want.”

Anderson’s laugh was low and mean. “That’s the deal,” he said. “Your cunt buys him field time. Understood?”

She nodded, then wrapped her lips around him again, bobbing her head, twisting her hands faster. He breathed heavier, hips jerking, and she knew it was close. She dug her nails into his thighs, sucking harder, using every trick she knew. He groaned, shoving her head down, and then he came, hot and bitter, flooding her mouth. She swallowed, choked, swallowed again, not wasting a drop.

He let go, and she fell back on her haunches, wiping her face with the back of her hand. She caught her breath, then looked up at him, eyes shining.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Anderson snorted, pulling his shorts up. “You love your boy.”

She nodded, pussy soaked and needy. ”I love your cock.”

He grinned. “Stay open for me, and Jacob plays.”

She flushed, her whole body buzzing. She fixed her hair as best she could, reapplied the lip gloss she’d stashed in her pocket, and left the office, still tasting him in the back of her throat.

***

In the car, Jim and Jacob were bickering about whether to stop for fast food or go straight home. Ashley climbed into the driver’s seat, took a long pull from her water bottle, and swallowed again, just to savor the memory.

Jacob turned around, beaming. “Did you get the money for the raffle?”

Ashley nodded, eyes on the rear-view mirror. “All taken care of,” she said, voice hoarse but sure.

She drove them home with the windows down, the wind in her hair, and a secret that made her pulse hammer so loud she could barely hear the radio.

She was in deeper than she’d ever imagined—and she couldn’t wait for more.

***

All weekend long, Ashley thought of Coach. She thought about his enormous cock, and how he just used her, how he made her come like nobody else. She realized she was hooked, and on Monday, Ashley was in the parking lot by 9:45. She wore the skirt, of course—the navy one, hemmed so high she kept tugging it down by reflex—and a thin white blouse that showed the hard points of her nipples any time she was caught by the light. She didn’t bother with panties, just a whisper of fragrance dabbed between her legs and the stubborn ache of want that had kept her awake all night.

She stopped at the restroom on the way in, checking her reflection in the buzzing fluorescent lights. Her hair was flawless, ponytail tight enough to lift her face, lipstick fresh but not obvious. She hiked her skirt, checked the wet line on her thighs, and bit back a grin. Her pussy was already open, ready for a dark invader, her skin tingling with every step. She was ready. She wanted to be ruined.

Coach Anderson’s door was open, the office empty. She slipped inside and closed it behind her. Seeing the office empty, she stood there, waiting, heartbeat in her throat, until she heard the thud of sneakers in the hall. He came in, saw her, and grinned like he’d won a bet.

He closed the door, locked it, and stared at her for a full ten seconds, saying nothing. Then, “You want it again? I’m not pulling out.”

Ashley’s voice was already shaking, but she made it hard. “Just fuck me, you black bastard, and send me home full.”

His eyebrows went up, impressed. “Oh, little white slut needs her black dick now?”

She nodded, stepped forward, and sat on the edge of his desk, legs spread wide, skirt sliding up until she was fully exposed. She watched his eyes move from her face to her cunt, lingering on the wet slickness that coated her lips, the way she was already swollen and needy.

He didn’t ask, didn’t tease. He dropped his gym shorts, and his cock sprang out, thick as her wrist, dark and glossy and leaking. He stroked it twice, then stepped between her knees and pressed the head right to her slit.

“Look at you,” he said, voice low and proud. “You’re dripping. Such a nasty little whore.”

She leaned back on her elbows, spreading herself wider, letting the room fill with the scent of her arousal. His words drove her wild—it was true; she wanted to be a whore, his whore, a black man’s whore. “I want you to wreck me,” she whispered. “I want it so deep I taste you for a week.”

Coach smirked, lined himself up, and shoved in with a single, brutal stroke. Ashley cried out, her whole body arching off the desk, the pain sharp and perfect. He fucked her hard, not caring if she was ready, just slamming into her over and over, his hands gripping her hips so tight she could already feel the bruises blooming.

He pounded her, the sound of flesh on flesh loud in the tiny office. The desk rocked under them, sending pens and paperweights scattering to the floor. He grabbed her by the throat, squeezing just enough to make her vision spark at the edges.

“You cheating slut,” he said, thrusting harder. “You love black dick, don’t you?”

She nodded her head, tears streaming down her cheeks, and moaned, “Yes.”

“Say it,” he barked. “Say what you are.”

She gasped for air, voice raw. “I’m a cheating whore,” she said, louder now, “I’m your white slut, I’ll do anything you want—”

He squeezed her throat, and she came, body convulsing around him, waves of heat rolling through her until she thought she’d black out. He didn’t stop, didn’t slow down, just kept slamming into her, his cock so deep she could feel it pressing against her cervix.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted. “I’m gonna breed you, fill you up for real this time. That what you want?”

Ashley’s mind went blank. She nodded, drool running down her chin, “Yes, yes, fill me, please—“

He let go of her throat, grabbed her shoulders, and drove into her so hard her teeth rattled. She came again, this time silent, just a shudder that left her limp and shaking. He grunted, thrust once, twice, then buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside her.

She could feel every pulse, the hot jet of cum flooding her, oozing out around the base of his cock and running down the backs of her thighs. He stayed buried for a long second, both of them panting, then pulled out slowly, leaving her gaping and dripping on the edge of the desk.

“Take my black cum back to your family, slut,” he said, voice barely above a growl.

She almost did. She almost said “Thank you, Coach,” but she didn’t trust her voice.

He cleaned himself with a handful of tissues, tossed them in the trash, and watched her for a moment, admiring the mess he’d made. She sat up, knees trembling, and tried to smooth her skirt down, but the fabric stuck to the slick on her thighs.

“You’re a fucking mess,” he said, not unkindly.

She smiled, dizzy. “I like being your mess.”

He grinned, then turned to his computer, already moving on. “More than Thursdays now?”

“So Jacob plays,” she said, regaining her feet. She wiped herself as best she could with the edge of his desk calendar, then tottered to the door.

Coach chuckled, “Yeah, right.” He saw through her lie.

In the hallway, her legs threatened to give out. She made it to the bathroom, locked herself in a stall, and slumped on the toilet. When she checked between her legs, her pussy was still wide open, cum leaking out in thick, white drips. She dug through her purse, found the old diaphragm she’d saved for emergencies, and popped it in, pushing the goo back inside.

She wiped her thighs with a handful of brown paper towels and stared at her reflection in the metal mirror. Her makeup was ruined, cheeks streaked, eyes wild. She grinned, then laughed. It felt so fucking good.

She left the school, hips loose, the heat of Anderson’s cum still burning inside her. She wanted to call him, to go right back and do it again, but she made herself wait, made herself drive home and play normal for the rest of the day.

That night, when Jim went down on her, she came in seconds, the diaphragm still inside her, the memory of Coach’s cock splitting her open replaying in her mind with every flick of her husband’s tongue.

Ashley went to sleep with a smile on her face, already planning what she’d do next time.

***

She went back again on Tuesday and found Coach on the phone, yelling at someone about “drive technique” and “goddamn discipline,” but when he saw her in the doorway, he stopped mid-sentence. He hung up, didn’t even say goodbye. She closed the door, twisted the lock, and without a word, climbed onto his lap, legs straddling his thick quads, her arms around his neck.

He gripped her hair, wound it around his fist, and yanked her head back so hard she yelped, the sound muffled by his mouth on hers. He was rougher than before, teeth on her lips, stubble scraping her chin. He palmed her ass, then slapped it, a sound so sharp it echoed off the cinderblock walls.

“Gonna fuck you raw, slut,” he grunted, flipping her around and shoving her face-first onto the desk. She gasped, the wood cold against her cheek, and arched her back, spreading her legs wide. She reached back, opening up, showing her wedding ring.

He spit on his cock, shoved it in with no warning, splitting her open all at once. She screamed into the desk, then bit down hard, grinding her hips back to meet every brutal thrust. He set a hand between her shoulder blades, holding her down, and used the other to grip her hip, fingers digging so deep they left red welts.

“Can your little husband fuck you like this?” he sneered, pounding her so hard the desk scooted on the floor.

She shook her head, choking on the words. “No—never—only you—”

“Because he’s weak,” Coach spat. “A slut like you needs it hard.”

She moaned, not even pretending to be ashamed. She wanted it, wanted every filthy thing he said. He reached around, pinched her nipple so hard she saw stars, then moved his hand to her throat, squeezing until her vision tunneled and her cunt clamped down, milking him. She came, shaking, her orgasm so violent she nearly pissed herself. He didn’t stop, didn’t slow down, just kept fucking her until she came again, then a third time, her whole body slack and drooling on the desk.

He finished with a roar, burying his cock so deep she felt it in her guts, his cum blasting inside her like a hot punch. He stayed that way, bent over her, both of them panting, until the sweat cooled on her back.

He finally pulled out, and she slumped to the floor, legs not working, pussy gaping and leaking his semen onto the tile. She lay there, dazed, until she could roll over and find her purse. She fished out the diaphragm, wiped it on her sleeve, and popped it in, pushing his seed deep inside.

Coach tossed her a roll of paper towels, smirking. “Thought you were on birth control. It’s a little late now.”

She grinned, wiped herself off, then put her skirt back on. “Taking it home.”

She heard Coach rustling in his drawer, and turned to see him holding out a small box, lingerie sized. Just brown, nothing fancy. “Got this for you. Show you’re a team supporter.”

Ashley took it, wondering what it could be, then slipped off the top and saw three sets of panties buried in tissue paper. She looked at the Coach, who was grinning, not really from humor, but a predatory grin. The panties were white with red wording. She pulled the first out and saw the print “Property of Cardinals” in block lettering.

As she examined it, Coach said, “Cardinal Red.”

Ashley felt a thrill of excitement and fear as she read “Property of” again, letting the words sink in. She asked, “On the front?”

Coach chuckled, “So you can see it, and remember who owns you.” He nodded to the box, said, “Look.”

Ashley pulled out the second pair, same as the first. The third pair had "Property of Coach” emblazoned on the front.

Ashley’s hands trembled as she realized she had slipped over the line of “doing it for Jacob” into “doing it for herself.”

“Am I your property?” Ashley asked, voice and body trembling.

“Are you?” Coach leered.

Ashley answered in a small voice, “Parts are, I guess.”

Coach laughed, “The best parts. Now get your ass back to your family.”

Ashley stuffed the panties into her purse, leaving the box and wrapping on Coach’s desk. As she turned to go, she asked, “Who made these?”

Coach chuckled, “You’re not the only slut that loves her kid. The mom that custom prints our shirts made them. Her panties say ‘Coach’s cunt’.”

She left the office with cum running down her thigh, feeling like the filthiest woman in town. The PTA meeting was still going when she arrived, and she sat in the back, fidgeting in her chair, every motion reminding her what she’d just done. She licked her lips, still tasting the salt of him, and caught the eye of the mom in the pink vest, the one who’d first warned her about Coach. The woman raised her eyebrows, then looked away, almost respectful.

At home, Ashley made dinner, helped Jacob with homework, and went through the motions of a normal family evening. She didn’t even bother to shower before bed. When Jim rolled over and nuzzled her neck, she let him, spreading her legs and pulling him close. She slipped the diaphragm out and hid it under the pillow, then guided him inside, the mix of slick and leftover lube making it easy.

He pumped in and out, slow and gentle, always too careful. She closed her eyes and imagined Anderson, his hand in her hair, his cock splitting her open. She squeezed her cunt, gripping Jim as hard as she could, and rocked her hips, chasing the friction. Jim came first, as usual, but she kept riding him until her own orgasm hit, fast and bright, leaving her shaking and hollow.

Afterward, Jim kissed her forehead and whispered, “You’re amazing,” before drifting off to sleep. Ashley smiled in the dark, the memory of Coach’s rough treatment rolling in her head, and felt a fresh trickle ooze out, pooling between her thighs.

By Thursday, she couldn’t go a full day without it. She invented errands, fake meetings, anything to get her back to the athletics wing. Sometimes she met Coach in the storage closet, the smell of sweat and disinfectant overwhelming as he bent her over a stack of old jerseys. Sometimes he just fingered her under the desk, making her come silently while he yelled at players in the next room. Once, he took her on the bench in the weight room; her legs dangling off the edge, his cock ramming her so hard her head knocked against the vinyl padding.

Every time, he finished inside her. Every time, she trapped it inside with the diaphragm, then walked out like nothing had happened. She craved the feeling of being filled, of knowing that a part of him was always inside her. She stopped trying to hide it.

At home, she got bolder. She’d finger herself in the kitchen while making dinner, or sneak into the bathroom to rub one out before Jacob got home from practice. When Jim tried to have sex with her, she’d make him fuck her doggy style, just so she could pretend it was Coach. She left the diaphragm on the nightstand once, just to see if Jim would notice. He didn’t. He’d never suspect what a slut she had become.

She began wearing the “Property of” panties during the day, often the only piece of clothing that she wore. She would feel a rush whenever she saw the words in the mirror. Most days they were soaked before Jacob or Jim got home. Good thing she had three pairs, she was constantly washing them.

Her whole life began to revolve around the next fix. She stopped calling her friends, stopped volunteering for extra school events. She barely talked to her own mother. She kept her schedule clear for Anderson and lived for every text, every call, every filthy demand he made.

The shame faded. The only thing left was want.

By the end of the month, she was fucking him almost daily, sometimes twice in one afternoon. He never called her by her name anymore—just “slut,” “cocksleeve,” “cum dumpster.” She loved it. She wanted more.

At night, she’d lie awake, hand between her legs, squeezing the leftover sperm out just to rub it into her skin, to make it last until morning. Sometimes Jim would initiate, and she’d let him add his sperm to Coach’s. The idea of being a hole for two men made her orgasm every time.

She was addicted, and she didn’t care. In fact, she hoped it never stopped.

***

She was so wet by the time she reached Coach Anderson’s office that she could feel it running down her thighs, each step a promise of what was coming. She wore a new dress that she’d found, wraparound—a single clasp and it would fall to the floor. She wore nothing underneath—she loved to be vulnerable, naked in the school, open for whatever Anderson wanted to do to her.

She didn’t bother knocking. She opened the door and stepped inside, locking the door. She unfastened her dress as she went, letting it fall to the floor, planning to be bent over the desk before he even finished his phone call. Instead, she stopped cold.

There was another man in the office. Another Coach—this one taller, thicker, with skin so dark it was almost blue, shaved bald and bearded, his arms folded across a chest that looked carved from stone. He sat in the visitor’s chair, legs spread, one foot tapping slow against the carpet.

Ashley froze, her hands halfway to cover herself. The air went electric.

Anderson gestured to the chair. “Ash, this is Coach Jackson. He runs special teams. Part of the reason your boy is on the field so much.” He grinned. “I think you owe him a little gratitude.”

Coach Jackson’s eyes raked her up and down, lingering on her breasts, her pussy. He smiled, white teeth flashing.

Ashley’s first reaction was pure, animal fear—then, right on its heels, the rush of wet heat between her legs, the itch of shame and want. She glanced at Anderson for a cue.

“Show him how grateful you are,” Anderson said, his tone flat. “Like you do for me.”

Ashley remained frozen, unable to process what was happening.

Anderson used his commanding voice, “On your knees, slut.”

She fell to her knees, then realized how far away Jackson was, then crawled towards him, both men smiling like she was meat, watching her crawl naked. She should have been humiliated and scared. Instead, she felt her pussy heat up, felt a thrill at the scene: a pretty white suburban mom, on her knees, about to submit to a pair of black men. Her heart hammered in excitement as she stopped in front of Jackson, and waited for permission.

Jackson looked at Anderson, who nodded once. Jackson undid his fly and let his cock fall out. It was massive, easily bigger than Anderson’s, the shaft black and glossy, the head wide and purple, already swelling as she stared at it. The smell was unfamiliar—less aftershave, more sweat and salt.

He put a hand on the back of her neck, guiding her forward. She kissed the tip, tasting bitter slick, then opened her mouth and took it in, tongue swirling around the crown, lips stretched to the limit. Jackson moaned, low and dangerous. She gagged on the first inch, but he was patient, rocking her slow, letting her get used to the weight.

She stroked the length with one hand, barely able to cover half of it, and fondled his balls with the other, rolling them in her palm. They were huge, heavy, the skin tight and hot. She pumped and sucked, drool spilling out the corner of her mouth, chin slick and sticky.

Jackson moved, slowly at first, then faster, holding her by the hair and fucking her throat in smooth, powerful thrusts. She choked, eyes watering, but she didn’t stop. She wanted to see how much she could take. She wanted to prove she was as good as Anderson said.

He grunted, “That’s it, bitch. Take it. Show me how grateful you are.” He slapped her face with his free hand, just hard enough to sting, and she whimpered, sucking harder.

Anderson watched, leaning against the desk, arms crossed, a smile of pure satisfaction on his lips. “See?” he said to Jackson. “Best mouth in the league.”

Jackson agreed. “Damn right. She could be pro.”

He face-fucked her, harder now, using her as nothing but a hole, her nose smashed against his belly. She gagged, spit foaming around his cock, but she loved every second of it. Her pussy pulsed, the ache turning to fire. She rocked her hips on the carpet, desperate for any friction.

She felt Jackson swell, the cock head thickening, the balls pulling up tight. He jammed her head down and came in her mouth, hot and bitter, the force of it hitting the back of her throat. She swallowed, coughed, then swallowed again, not wasting a drop. He kept her there, making her hold it until she was sure she’d suffocate, then pulled out with a wet pop, a string of spit and cum dangling from her lips.

Jackson laughed, eyes full of pride. “Shit. Girl’s a keeper.”

Anderson pushed off the desk, unzipped his own pants, and jerked his cock out, already hard. He grabbed Ashley by the arm and yanked her to her feet, then bent her over the desk, legs spread. She felt him line up, then slam inside her, her cunt so slick it made a noise like suction. He fucked her hard, hands on her hips, pulling her back to meet every thrust.

Jackson watched, still slouched in the chair, his cock glistening with her spit. “Fuck, man. How’s she take it all? She’s pocket sized.”

Anderson chuckled, “She’s made for it, aren’t you, cunt?”

Ashley just moaned, the feeling of being stuffed and having Jackson watching was overwhelming.

After another minute, “You gonna share, Anderson?”

Anderson grunted, “After I finish.” He reached around, found her clit, and rubbed it with rough, practiced fingers. She gasped, body already on the edge from the choking and the taste of cum. She came, hard, gushing around his cock, legs shaking so bad she almost fell.

He didn’t stop, just kept slamming into her, fucking her through the aftershocks. He leaned over, mouth at her ear. “Best whore I ever had,” he said, not even pretending to whisper. “You want more playing time for your son? You’ll keep earning it. You’re Jackson’s, too now.”

She nodded, forehead pressed to the desk, “Yes, Coach. Anything.”

He growled, “Good girl,” then came, cock pulsing inside her, heat flooding her belly.

He pulled out, leaving her cunt dripping. Jackson was on his feet before she could even stand, lifting her up and spinning her around to face him. He picked her up by the hips, sat her on the desk, and rammed his cock in, splitting her open all over again.

She screamed, the thickness of him almost too much. He fucked her deep, grinding his pelvis against her clit, the pressure so intense she came again, body convulsing, every muscle tight. He pounded her, sweat pouring off his forehead, then grabbed her by the throat and squeezed, just enough to make her dizzy.

“You like this?” he demanded, voice dark.

She could barely speak, but she nodded, gasping. “Yes. God yes!” Ashley surrendered to darkness, opening for a total stranger, begging him for it. She wanted to be his whore, too, let him use her and fill her and make her come. “Use me.”

He did. He went harder, slamming into her until the desk shook. Anderson watched, stroking his cock, cum leaking from the tip. Jackson let go of her throat, grabbed her tits, twisted both nipples until she shrieked, then pulled her down on his cock and came, flooding her insides with a second load of hot, salty cum.

He didn’t pull out right away. He just stayed there, buried, panting, until his cock softened enough to slip free. She felt both their loads running out of her, sticky and obscene, dripping down her ass onto the floor.

Both men stood over her, satisfied. Anderson smacked her ass, leaving a bright red handprint. “Clean yourself up, then get out of here. You’ve got a family to get back to.”

She nodded, dazed and wobbly, then gathered her clothes and made her way to the bathroom. In the stall, she checked the damage—pussy swollen, lips red, thighs streaked with drying cum. She wiped up as best she could, popped the diaphragm in, and took a selfie of her wrecked pussy, just to remember. She shivered, not from cold.

When she got home, she smiled through dinner, barely tasting the food, the soreness between her legs a constant, perfect reminder. That night, when Jim fucked her, she let him do anything he wanted, but it still wasn’t enough. She fingered herself after he fell asleep, thinking of the two cocks inside her, the way they used her like a thing.

She came three more times before she could finally rest.

She knew it was only a matter of time before they’d want her to do more, and she was ready. She was made for this.

***

That next morning, Jim lingered after Jacob went to school. Ashley was at the sink, rinsing dishes, placing them in the dishwasher, waiting for Jim to leave so she could put on her panties and plan what ‘barely there’ outfit she would wear to school.

“Been spending a lot of time at school lately,” Jim started, voice soft, no sense of threat.

Ashley’s stomach lurched. Here it comes; here’s when her world falls apart. She tried to softly deflect it, “I’ve been picking up extra PTA duties, trying to fill the time.” Time wasn’t what she was filling, her guilty brain added.

She turned, wiping her hands on a dishtowel to hide her nerves.

“You spend a lot of time over by the gym and athletics offices,” he added, watching her.

She felt like he knew, the way he looked at her. He didn’t look hurt, just tired.

“Stalking me?” she laughed.

Jim held up his phone, “Phone GPS. I check on you sometimes to make sure you’re safe.”

Ashley smiled, wondering if it was for her safety or for his suspicions. “They cut admin staff over there. I help the coaches with copying, filing, and adding numbers.” She chuckled, “Math is not part of the Phys Ed skill set.”

Jim spooned another bite of cereal into his mouth while still looking at her. He was considering his next words.

“I’ve heard things about the coach, you be careful. He’s apparently quite the lothario,” he said, watching for her reaction.

Ashley leaned into innocence, “I’ve heard the rumors too, honey.” She dropped the towel onto the table as she moved to him, kissing his cheek. “I’ve got you, baby.” As he gave her a side eye, she smiled, “Have you seen the size of that guy? You’d definitely know if there was any fooling around, I’d be in traction with a dislocated hip.”

Jim’s eyes roamed down to her crotch for just a moment, then back up to her face. “OK, if it’s for the PTA and you’re having fun. Just be careful. Don’t want any scandals.”

Ashley’s heart raced. He knew. She was sure he knew, but wouldn’t confront her. Maybe she was reading too much into it, Jim was just making sure she was safe.

***

The office was a furnace of sex and sweat and aftershave. Jackson barely let Anderson finish before muscling his way between Ashley’s trembling legs, cock still glistening from her mouth and ready for round two. He hooked both her ankles up onto his shoulders, bent her in half, and jammed himself inside, stretching her already-ruined cunt even wider.

She sobbed, the pain and fullness so intense it bordered on panic, but the fear only made her wetter. Jackson didn’t care about hurting her—he wanted to own her, to see how much she could take. He fucked her like he was breaking a wild animal, his hands gripping her ass hard enough to bruise, his mouth at her ear, snarling filth.

“You like it, don’t you?” he said, voice low and dark. “You enjoy being filled up with black cock. You like being our fucktoy.”

Ashley couldn’t form words. She just nodded, clung to the edge of the desk, let herself go limp while he used her. He twisted her nipples, hard, until she screamed, then covered her mouth with his hand, muffling every sound.

Anderson, still half-hard, leaned in and slapped her face, left then right, each blow ringing in her ears. “Tell him what you are,” he ordered.

Ashley, her face burning, barely whimpered, “I’m your cum dumpster. I’m your whore.”

Jackson laughed, then started thrusting even faster, his cock pistoning in and out, making sloppy, obscene noises every time he bottomed out. She felt the tension building, the friction of his cock dragging Anderson’s load out with every stroke, mixing it with his own pre-cum.

“Fuck, this pussy is good,” Jackson said, breathing hard. “No wonder you keep her around.”

Anderson nodded, grinning. “Told you she was the best. You could leave her plugged all day, and she’d just beg for more.”

Jackson’s grip tightened. He rammed into her, once, twice, then slammed home and shuddered, cock jerking inside her as he came. The rush was so hot and thick it leaked out around the base, pooling under her ass and dripping off the desk.

He stayed inside, grinding against her clit, squeezing out the last drops. Ashley shivered, her whole body on fire, every nerve ending raw and open.

When Jackson finally pulled out, she was so stretched she could feel both loads dribbling out in thick strings. Anderson handed her a wad of tissues, but she just let the cum leak, loving the filth of it, the way it coated her thighs and trickled down her calves.

Jackson, tucking himself away, watched her stuff the diaphragm back in. “You always keep it like that?”

Anderson laughed. “She does. She goes home to her little husband with it still inside. He fucks her and pushes it deeper.”

Ashley, dizzy and shaking, nodded. “He has no idea.”

Jackson shook his head, grinning. “Shit. That’s the nastiest thing I ever heard.”

Anderson slapped her ass, still red and hot from before. “That’s why she’s my favorite. Aren’t you, slut?”

She nodded again, desperate for his approval. “Yes, Coach. I’ll do anything.”

He ruffled her hair, then pointed at the door. “Go home. Be a good wife. You know where to find me when you need more.”

She cleaned herself as best she could, pulling her skirt down over sticky thighs and gathering her bag. She slipped out the door, legs barely steady, and headed for her car. She wanted to cry, wanted to laugh, wanted to get fucked all over again, right there in the parking lot.

At home, she put the groceries away, cooked dinner, and played the perfect mom. Her cunt ached, every step reminding her of the mess inside. That night, when Jim wanted her, she let him, guiding his cock inside and moaning at the way it mixed with the other men’s cum, pushing it higher, making her feel full and owned.

As Jim pumped her, he said, "You're so wet, Ash. Always when you’re volunteering at school.”

Ashley met his eyes, and he added, “It’s nice.”

She came so hard she almost blacked out, biting his shoulder to keep from screaming.

Afterward, she lay in the dark, one hand pressed to her belly, the other between her legs, feeling the thick, slick heat inside. She was full. She was happy. She was ruined, and she never wanted it to stop. She was sure now that Jim knew, and she didn’t have to be so careful or nervous.

When she closed her eyes, she saw the two coaches, cocks out, waiting their turn. She smiled in the dark and drifted off to sleep, knowing that by tomorrow, she’d want more.

Chapter 10 - Team Asset

Ashley parked two rows closer each week, the walk from the car to the athletics wing shrinking as she learned the rhythm of the campus. By now, she knew the pulse of the place: the cleaning crew’s break room window would be dark, the hall would be empty, and if anyone heard her heels clicking on the linoleum, nobody cared. She stopped by the restroom to check herself, but not to fix her makeup. She didn’t wear any for Anderson anymore. The man preferred her real—flushed, sweating, hair in a tight, practical ponytail so he could grip it easier. Today’s skirt was red plaid, short enough to ride up with a single tug, and the top was a loose V-neck tee, white, nothing underneath. The chill in the air made her nipples stand out, which she enjoyed. There was no point in pretending anymore.

She arrived at his door with five minutes to spare, as always. The light inside was on, and she saw the shadow of his body move past the frosted glass. She knocked, out of habit, but didn’t wait for his answer. She closed the door behind her, turned the lock with a decisive click, and exhaled as the tension left her shoulders. This was her space now—her real home, the place she could let herself go.

The room was thick with the usual blend: sweat, leather from the old office chair, stale Gatorade, and the sharp bite of Anderson’s aftershave. The desk was a disaster zone of laminated playbooks, loose pens, and a lone protein bar wrapper. The blinds were shut, the office a gray cocoon, with only the dim overhead light and the muted glow of the laptop. Anderson stood behind the desk, arms folded, eyes fixed on her with the quiet, predatory focus she’d grown to crave. His shirt—maroon, school-branded—stretched tight across his chest. Below, the gym shorts left nothing to the imagination. He’d stopped wearing underwear weeks ago, for her convenience.

Ashley didn’t speak. She just walked to the desk, set her purse down, and waited. Anderson looked her up and down, eyes lingering on the place where the skirt barely met her thighs.

“Didn’t expect you this early,” he said, but there was no surprise in his voice.

She smiled, tilted her head, let her ponytail flick over her shoulder. “I missed you, Coach.”

He grinned, wide and white, and gestured to the chair on her side of the desk. “You know the drill.”

She nodded, hiked up her skirt, and sat. The vinyl was cold against her skin, and the position spread her legs automatically. She felt the air hit her, and saw Anderson’s gaze flick to the bare V between her thighs.

He stepped around the desk, pulled up the visitor’s chair, and dropped into it so their knees nearly touched. He leaned forward, forearms on his legs, close enough that she caught the warmth of his breath.

“Open wider,” he said, voice low.

She did, knees as far apart as the chair arms would allow.

He reached out, thumb tracing the crease at the top of her thigh, then sliding up to her slit. He pressed, slow and deliberate, watching her face as he found her already wet and open.

Ashley didn’t flinch. She liked the way he tested her, every time, like maybe this time she’d show shame or hesitation. She never did.

He leaned back and smiled. “Good girl. Already ready for me.”

She nodded, barely breathing. Her whole body buzzed.

Anderson stood, unzipped his shorts, and let them fall. His cock hung heavy, half-hard but growing. She watched it bounce against his thigh as he stepped in closer, then braced one hand on the desk and the other on the back of her head.

“You want it here or on your knees?” he asked, pretending to offer a choice.

She answered by sliding off the chair, down to the floor, the skirt bunched around her waist. She knelt, hands behind her back, chin up.

Anderson wrapped a fist in her ponytail and guided his cock to her lips. She opened, tongue out, welcoming him. He pressed in, not hard, just enough to let her feel the weight on her tongue. She tasted sweat, salt, a hint of yesterday’s session.

She closed her lips around the head, sucked slowly, then slid forward to take more. He eased in, letting her set the pace, but the hand in her hair kept her from pulling back more than an inch. She bobbed, slow at first, then faster, working her tongue over the head, swirling around the ridge, using her own spit as lube to take him deeper each time.

He groaned, voice rumbling in his chest. “Damn, you’re good at this.”

She looked up at him, eyes wide, cock still in her mouth, and nodded.

He laughed, then pushed deeper. She let him, taking more, letting her throat open. She felt her mascara-less eyes water, her jaw ache, but she didn’t stop. He held her there, cock buried in her throat, and counted to five, then ten, before letting her pull back.

She gasped for air, spit running down her chin. “You like that? Like to see me choke?”

He nodded. “That’s what sluts are for. Best mouth I ever had.”

He pulled her up, lifted her by the arms, spun her around, and bent her over the desk. She braced her elbows on the playbooks; the paper crackling under her weight.

Anderson yanked the skirt up over her back, exposing her completely. He slapped her ass, hard enough to leave a print. She hissed, but pushed back, presenting herself, using her hands to spread.

“There’s that wedding ring,” Coach chuckled. He lined up, pressed the fat head of his cock to her slit, and shoved in, all at once. She gasped, eyes wide, her body jolting at the stretch. He always went in dry, always liked to feel her force open around him. She was wet enough to avoid damage, but tight enough to grip.

He fucked her fast, not gentle. The desk creaked, pens rolled off onto the floor, and she felt the edge of the wood bite into her hips. She reached back, grabbing his hand, squeezing tight as he drove into her.

He leaned over, mouth at her ear. “You want me to fill you up again? Want to walk out of here dripping?”

She nodded, hair in her face, drool stringing down her chin.

“Say it,” he growled.

“I want your cum in me,” she said, voice breaking. “Please, Coach.”

He pounded harder, slamming her hips into the desk, her pussy clenching with every stroke. She came, sudden and violent, her body shuddering under him.

He laughed, then fucked her even faster, his balls slapping her. He grabbed her ponytail, yanked her head back, and groaned as he came, heat flooding inside her.

He stayed there, buried, breathing hard, then slowly pulled out. His cum oozed out of her, running down her thighs. He watched it drip, then patted her on the back.

“Clean up. Don’t want you ruining the chair.”

She stood, legs trembling, skirt falling back into place. She grabbed a handful of tissues, wiped herself, then knelt down and sucked his cock clean, making sure every drop was gone.

He zipped up, grinning. “You’re the best cocksleeve I ever had. You know that?”

She smiled, pride, and shame tangled together. “I try my best, Coach.”

He cupped her cheek, almost gentle for a second, then let her go. “I think Jackson is in love with your cunt.”

Ashley felt a thrill at his words, “Then give me to him, too.” She paused a moment, then boldly added, “And anyone else.”

Coach chuckled, “Wow, you really are a shameless slut. This isn’t about Jacob anymore, is it?”

Ashley knew it was true, “Jacob who?”

Coach patted her head, “That’s a good whore. Go next door and give Jackson that cunt.”

She fixed her hair, straightened her skirt, grabbed her purse, and unlocked the door. She left the office walking taller, the heat of him still inside her, every nerve alive as she entered Jackson’s office, locking the door behind her.

Jackson’s office was even smaller than Anderson’s, just a small desk and a chair on either side. Jackson was smiling as he watched her. “Thought I heard fucking next door. Coach make you nice and stretched and wet for me?”

Ashley bit her lip, nodded. Jackson scared her a little. There was nothing kind or gentle about him, he was just an angry fuck waiting for a hole. Exactly what she craved.

Jackson stood, dropping his shorts to show off his hardening erection - bigger and thicker than Anderson’s, she could barely mouth him. “Well, slut, get naked.”

Ashley dropped her skirt and pulled off her top in no time, standing naked in his room, exposed, hungry for more.

Jackson stepped close, “Want it doggy or on your back?”

Ashley shuddered, “On my back.”

“Oh,” Jackson smiled, “You want to know who’s fucking you?” He pushed her back onto the desk.

Ashley nodded, “I want to see your face when you come.”

Ashley felt his hands grip her thighs as he entered her, the stretch impossible but amazing. “You’re a real sponge for black dick and cum, huh?”

Ashley nodded as her body began bucking–her first orgasm hit before he was even all the way in.

Jackson chuckled as he pushed the rest of the way in, then began fucking her with long strokes.

Ashley loved the way Jackson fucked her–like a machine, just hammering away, stretching her insides, ignoring her orgasms, which came so often she couldn’t count them.

Jackson eventually finished inside her, waiting a minute before pulling out, soft, sticky. He looked at her gaping hole and said, “I love sending you home like that to hubby.”

Ashley slid off the desk, legs wobbly, and put her clothes back on while Jackson watched her like he was considering having a second round. She slowed, hoping he would.

Out in the car, she checked her face in the mirror. There were no streaks, no evidence, but her lips were swollen and her cheeks glowed. She touched her neck, remembering the way he’d grabbed her, and smiled.

It was only Monday. She’d be back every day until the weekend.

***

Tuesday, the halls smelled of sweat and glue, and the gym’s back offices were loud with the drone of the floor buffer. Ashley timed her entrance, ducking in just after the last bell, sure that the only people still around would be the coaches, maybe a janitor if she got unlucky. She wore a long cardigan, the navy skirt from last week, and a tank top with no bra. She could feel her own nipples scrape under the ribbed cotton with every stride.

Coach Anderson had texted her that morning: “Jackson’s in my office. Come ready to thank him.” She’d read it on the toilet, her heart thumping in her chest, and her hand drifted under the hem of her skirt before she finished reading the message.

She reached Anderson’s door, knocked twice, then paused. Remembered his last directive, the one he’d growled in her ear as he pumped her full the day before: “Say it when you walk in, and say it proud.”

She took a breath, then opened the door and stepped inside. Both men were waiting—Anderson in his usual spot at the desk, Jackson on the battered visitor’s chair, legs spread wide, a mountain of a man in a tight maroon windbreaker and loose black sweats. The air was thick with their combined presence, the faintest whiff of Old Spice and something darker, richer.

She closed the door, locked it, and spoke, voice just loud enough to carry over the hum of the vent. “Your slut’s here to be blacked,” she said, eyes flicking from Anderson’s smirk to Jackson’s raised eyebrow.

Jackson grinned, slow and mean. “Damn. You got her trained, Tony.”

Anderson didn’t move, just reached down, palmed his bulge, and nodded at Ashley. “Take care of Coach Jackson first.”

She dropped to her knees without hesitation, crawling the three steps to where Jackson sat. His sweats bulged obscenely, and when she reached for the waistband, he didn’t bother helping—just leaned back, arms folded, and watched her fumble the heavy elastic over his hips. His cock was enormous, darker and thicker than Anderson’s, veined and already half-hard.

“Go on,” Jackson said, not unkind, just amused. “Show me you mean it.”

Ashley wrapped both hands around the shaft, her fingers barely touching. She leaned in and licked the head, then ran her tongue down the length, tasting salt and sweat. She worked her mouth over the tip, swirling her tongue, then sucked it in, cheeks hollowing. It was more than she could handle at once, but she let her spit run down, lubing the shaft, and used her hands to stroke what she couldn’t fit.

Jackson grunted, eyes never leaving hers. “You always this hungry?”

She nodded, mouth full, then gagged a little as he pushed deeper. She coughed, drool spilling from her lips, but she kept going, determined to take more each time. Jackson rested a heavy hand on her head, not forcing, just holding her steady as he used her face.

“Shit, Tony. Girl’s a fucking pro.”

Anderson stood, circled behind her, and knelt to run a hand up the back of her thigh, under the skirt. His fingers found her wet, and he laughed. “She’s always like this. Practically soaks herself the second she walks in here.”

Ashley moaned, the sound muffled by Jackson’s cock, and ground her hips against Anderson’s hand. He reached around, pinched her clit, then yanked the skirt up around her waist.

“Ready to be filled, Ash?” Anderson asked, his voice sharp.

She pulled off Jackson’s cock just long enough to gasp, “Yes, Coach. Please,” then sucked him back in.

Anderson unzipped, freed his own cock, and knelt behind her. He spat on his hand, stroked himself, then shoved into her from behind in one smooth motion. Ashley arched, nearly losing her grip on Jackson’s cock, but she steadied herself and kept going, spit and pre-cum running down her chin.

Anderson pounded her, one hand on her hip, the other wrapped around to pinch her nipple through the thin tank. Jackson thrust into her mouth, slow and deep, forcing her to take it all. She drooled, gagged, spit bubbling from the corners of her lips, but she loved it, loved the way they used her like a thing.

“Look at you,” Anderson said, breathless. “Double-stuffed. You like this?”

Ashley nodded her head, mouth full, eyes watering. She squeezed her cunt around Anderson, her body tensing as she neared orgasm.

Jackson pulled her off his cock, let her breathe for a second. “Tell me what you are,” he demanded.

She gasped, spit running down her chin. “I’m your whore. I’m a black cock slut.”

“Louder,” Anderson said, pounding harder.

She screamed it, the words echoing off the walls. “I’m your black cock whore! I’ll take anything you want!”

The men laughed, the sound vibrating through her, and then Jackson shoved her mouth back onto his cock, face-fucking her with a brutal rhythm. Anderson pulled her back by the ponytail, driving into her harder, the slap of skin and the creak of the desk the only sounds in the room.

Ashley came, her whole body shaking, and the orgasm sent her over the edge. She clenched, moaned, and nearly blacked out from the rush. Anderson grunted, slammed in deep, and filled her with heat. Seconds later, Jackson jerked her head down, cock lodged in her throat, and came, pulse after pulse, flooding her mouth.

She swallowed as much as she could, but it leaked out, drooling down her chin and onto the carpet. When she finally pulled off, coughing, both men stood above her, cocks slick and glistening, proud.

“Clean it up,” Anderson said, tapping her cheek with the head of his cock.

She sucked him clean, then did the same for Jackson, licking every drop until their shafts were shiny.

Jackson zipped up, shaking his head in disbelief. “Fucking hell, Tony. She’s a machine.”

Anderson grinned. “Told you she was an all-star.”

Ashley wiped her mouth, then knelt between them, catching her breath. She looked up, eyes shining, and said, “Thank you, Coaches.”

Anderson helped her to her feet, smoothed her skirt down, then patted her cheek, almost affectionate. “You did good today, Ash. See you tomorrow?”

She nodded, still trembling. “I’ll be here.”

She left the office, legs wobbly, her cunt leaking onto her inner thighs, the taste of both men thick in her mouth. She made it to her car, sat in the driver’s seat, and just breathed for a minute, hands shaking on the wheel.

She felt like a monster. She felt like a queen. She knew Jim would be happy tonight, feeling her loose and wet, even though he’d never voice the words.

***

Saturday dawned and Ashley headed to the store - weekday grocery shopping had been replaced with her sessions at the Athletic department.

Jackson was insatiable–he was good for two rounds every time, sometimes three. Anderson seemed satisfied to use her once then watch Jackson treat her like a fucktoy. She was happy to shop when the store was busier, if it meant getting her daily fix of black cock.

When Ashley returned home and hauled the bags into the kitchen, Jim joined her to unpack and put away the groceries. She liked the way he’d touch her and nuzzle her gently. It was nice to feel the gentleness and love, a break from the rough treatment she had grown to crave.

When she entered the laundry room, she froze for a moment, realizing something was off. She had started the dryer and the washer, before she left, but now both were empty.

“Jim! Where’s the laundry?” she called out.

He looked up from the golf game he was watching and smiled, “I thought I’d surprise you. You’ve been so busy with school activities , that I thought I’d help. I didn't start a load–I wasn’t sure what could be washed together.” She was sure he emphasized ‘activities,’ which caused a tingle between her legs.

Underwear. One load was underwear. She stood, calming her breathing, then made her way up to their room, hoping Jim just left the laundry basket on the bed, or at least dumped it out, and that certain panties hadn’t surfaced.

She entered the bedroom, her heart hammering, and saw the empty basket on the bed. He had actually put away the clothes. As Ashley approached her dresser, she tried to make up scenarios where he didn’t find the panties from Coach.

She reached for the drawer and slowly opened it, as if a cobra was ready to leap out and strike. Instead, she saw her panties laid out flat, like she liked them. The piles were equal, a mix of thongs, boy shorts and panties. She gasped as she saw the top pair on each pile, “Property of Coach” on one side, “Property of Cardinals” on the other.

Ashley sat back on the bed, head swirling. Jim’s questions about why she was at the athletic department so much, and his parting comment of “Don’t want a scandal,” was a pretty big hint. This was confirmation that he knew. He knew she was in deep, there’s no way "Property of” could be misinterpreted. He had placed those panties on top so that she’d know he knew.

Jim wasn’t strong or a combatant. He was sweet, loving and supportive. If he was angry, he would open a conversation. He wouldn’t place those panties on top as a passive-aggressive action, it was a sign that he knew and gave permission.

Ashley shed a few tears, not because she had been caught, but because Jim knew and understood. He must feel terrible knowing he couldn’t satisfy her, so he released her to the brutal fucking that Anderson and Jackson gave her. He was letting her be both a wife and a slut, and still loved her.

Ashley stripped, then quietly padded down to where Jim was watching TV. His eyes opened wide as he saw her, then watched as she knelt in front of him and unfastened his pants.

Ashley pulled his hardening cock free, and sucked him into her mouth, maintaining eye contact as she used every trick that Coach and Jackson loved. She pulled him deep, humming so the vibration drove him wild. She stroked and throated him and was rewarded when he grunted and released into her mouth.

She made a show of swallowing him down, then whispered, “I'll do anything , you know.”

Jim smiled, stroking her hair, “I know, Ash, but that’s not me.” He kissed her forehead and said, “Just be happy and never leave me, my love.”

How could she leave a man who let her have the best of both worlds?

***

Ashley had settled into a rhythm. Her housework, her errands, even her sleep bent around the schedule of Anderson’s texts. When her phone pinged before sunrise—“Office. 11am. Dress slutty.”—she responded before she was even fully awake.

She spent fifteen minutes in the closet, finally picking the old cheerleader skirt and a battered zip-up hoodie. No bra, obviously, and the skirt was so short that sitting would show everything. She wore tennis shoes, just for the humiliation. She parked behind the dumpsters, slipped in the back entrance, and made her way to the office with her head down and her heart hammering.

She expected Anderson alone, so the sight of both men inside caught her off guard. The office felt even smaller than usual, the two coaches taking up all the air. Anderson lounged in his desk chair, arms behind his head, while Jackson perched on the edge of the battered metal filing cabinet, one boot up on a cardboard box. Neither man spoke as she entered, and both watched her as she locked the door.

She flushed, suddenly self-conscious, but remembered Anderson’s rule. “Your slut’s here for her black cock,” she said, louder than she meant, cheeks flaming.

Anderson laughed, low and easy. “Get over here, Ash.”

She started toward him, but Jackson snapped his fingers and pointed at the floor in front of the cabinet. “Right here. Hands and knees.”

Ashley hesitated for a second, then dropped to all fours, crawling across the cheap tile. Her skirt flipped up, and she felt the cold air hit her bare pussy. She looked up to see Jackson pushing down his sweats, cock already thick and eager.

He pulled her in by the ponytail, guided her mouth onto his cock, and started to fuck her face with slow, measured thrusts. His grip on her hair was absolute, and each movement forced her nose into his groin, the smell of sweat and cheap detergent filling her lungs.

Anderson, behind her now, knelt down and spread her ass cheeks, then spat directly onto her cunt. His fingers found her clit, pinched hard, and she moaned around Jackson’s cock, the vibration making him shiver.

“Fuck, I love this office,” Anderson said, and without warning, shoved two fingers into her pussy, working her open as she gagged on Jackson’s cock. The men traded lines, talking over her, as if she was just another piece of furniture.

“You see her show up at the game last week? Sat right behind the forty,” Jackson said, not even out of breath.

“Always the first in the stands,” Anderson replied, twisting his fingers inside her. “Bet her husband has no idea his wife’s a fucktoy.”

Jackson laughed, pulled her off his cock with a wet pop. “Is that right? You let your little white husband kiss you after this?”

Ashley wiped spit from her lips, gasped for air. “He has no idea,” she said, her voice hoarse. “He loves me.”

Anderson squeezed her ass, then lined up behind her, cock pressed to her entrance. “Bet he’d love you even more if he saw this.” He pushed in, all at once, and Ashley nearly collapsed from the force of it.

Jackson forced her head back onto his cock, and they moved in tandem—Anderson pounding her from behind, Jackson using her mouth, the two men perfectly in sync. Her body rocked between them, the desk and cabinet rattling under the assault. Sweat dripped down her back, her knees burned on the floor, but all she wanted was more.

Anderson picked up speed, hips slapping her ass, hands digging into her waist. Jackson fucked her face harder, pushing her to take more, to gag and slobber and choke for them. She felt the office spin, her entire world shrinking to the men and their bodies, the heat and the shame and the perfect, sick pride of it all.

She came first; the orgasm ripping through her like a car crash. She screamed, but Jackson’s cock muffled the sound, and Anderson just laughed.

“Did she just come?” Jackson asked, as if she wasn’t even there.

“Always does,” Anderson grunted, rutting into her. “Gets off on being a sperm catcher.”

Ashley nodded, drool and tears running down her face, and let herself go limp. She felt Anderson’s cock swell, then the hot rush of cum as he finished inside her. He didn’t stop, just slowed the pace, grinding deep and making sure every drop stayed in.

Jackson pulled her mouth off, cock glistening with spit, and smacked her cheek with it. “Clean me up, slut.”

She licked the shaft, the head, sucking gently until the taste of sweat and salt was all she could taste. Jackson’s cock throbbed, then erupted, white ropes splattering her chin and lips. He pushed her down, made her lick up every drop, then wiped the last bit off her face with the head of his cock.

She knelt there, knees burning, mouth and cunt both full, and waited for the next command. Anderson pulled out, slapped her ass, then stood over her, his cock dripping.

“You know what I like about you, Ash?” he asked, not waiting for an answer. “You don’t even pretend to be ashamed. You fucking love this.”

She looked up, wiped her chin with the back of her hand, and nodded. “I do. I love being your whore.”

Jackson grinned, tucked himself away. “Say it again.”

She did. “I’m your whore. Your black cock slut. Please, keep using me.”

Anderson shook his head, half admiring, half mocking. “Fucking hell. She’s addicted.”

Jackson lifted her chin, looked her in the eyes. “You want more? Next time, maybe I’ll bring a friend. Girl like you’s wasted on just two cocks.”

Ashley swallowed, still tasting them both, her pussy throbbing. “Yes, Coach. Anything.”

The men laughed, then Anderson tossed her a handful of paper towels. “Clean up, Ash. Wouldn’t want you leaking all over the hall.”

She wiped between her legs, mopped the mess off her thighs, then balled up the towels and tossed them in the trash. She fixed her skirt, zipped up her hoodie, and unlocked the door.

As she left, Anderson called after her. “Tell your husband we said hi.”

She made it to her car on autopilot, barely feeling the ground under her feet. She looked in the mirror: her lips were puffy, eyes red, face still glazed with sweat and Jackson’s cum. She fixed her ponytail, wiped her chin with the sleeve of her hoodie, and grinned.

She slid the old diaphragm back into place, trapping Anderson’s load inside her, then drove home, heart pounding, already wet again just thinking about what she’d do next time.

She spent the afternoon with her family, helping Jacob with homework, making dinner, pretending to be normal. But every time her husband touched her, every time he brushed her cheek or kissed her lips, she felt the heat rise. She was filled, literally and figuratively, and it made her feel more alive than ever.

After Jacob went to bed, her husband found her in the kitchen, still in her slutty skirt. He pressed her against the counter, kissed her hard, and when he fucked her, she let him believe he was the only man in her world.

But inside, all she could think about was the office, the two cocks, the promise of more.

She fell asleep with a smile on her face, her body still tingling, her mind already writing the script for next time: louder, dirtier, fuller.

***

Dinner was chaos, as always. Jacob fought with Jim over the last biscuit, then spent most of the meal texting under the table while Ashley played peacemaker, pouring wine for her husband and pretending not to notice her son’s sullen glances. The conversation cycled through school, homework, college prospects, the usual debates about whether Jacob was applying himself hard enough. Ashley smiled through all of it, feeling a warm, sticky pride every time she glanced at her son and remembered the lengths she’d gone to for him.

Afterwards, she cleaned the kitchen, humming to herself, the ache between her legs a constant companion. Jim offered to help, but he was clumsy with the dishes and she liked the rhythm of the work, the solitude. When the kitchen was spotless, she found her husband sprawled on the couch, already half-asleep in front of the TV.

She curled up next to him, let his hand drift over her thigh, her hip, his fingers drawing idle circles. It was routine, comforting. But when he pressed his lips to her neck, Ashley felt the old hunger flicker to life, raw and immediate. She let him touch her, let his hands slip under her shirt, guiding his fingers to the places she wanted.

Upstairs, they stripped in the dark, careful not to wake Jacob. Jim’s cock was smaller, paler, gentle even when he tried to be rough, but she loved it anyway. She rolled on top, straddled him, rode him slow at first, then faster, using him. She thought about Anderson, about Jackson, about the way they’d used her earlier, how the cum inside her was still there, and that her husband’s cock was pushing it deeper.

Jim moaned, hands on her hips. “Jesus, Ash. You’re so wet.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, chasing the memory of the coaches—Jackson’s hand in her hair, Anderson’s laugh as he came inside her—and let herself go, riding the edge until her orgasm crashed over her. She clenched down, grinding her hips, milking every second of the aftershock.

Jim came a moment later, his arms wrapped around her, holding her tight.

Afterwards, she curled against his chest, the heat of his body soothing the tremble in her bones.

“I love you,” he whispered, brushing hair off her face.

“I love you, too,” she said, and meant it.

She lay awake for a while after he drifted off, fingers idly stroking her belly. She felt no guilt, no shame. She was a good wife, an excellent mother. She made sure her son was happy, her husband satisfied, her own needs met in ways she never could have dreamed.

She had everything she wanted. The thrill, the family, the secret she carried like a charm.

She wondered what the coaches would want next and felt her cunt throb at the thought.

***

By mid-season, Ashley barely bothered with the pretense. Sometimes she wore a coat over nothing, striding through the empty school in broad daylight, the belt cinched and her cunt already dripping. She’d learned to time her arrival to the second: when the bell rang, the halls emptied, and she could walk to the athletics wing without meeting a soul. She didn’t even knock anymore. She just walked in, locked the door, and shrugged out of whatever she was wearing, letting it puddle on the floor.

The office was hot and close, thick with the smell of old sweat and sex. The first thing she’d do was climb onto Anderson’s desk, sit back on her hands, and spread her legs, waiting. Sometimes the coaches made her wait a full five minutes, just to see if she’d squirm or beg. She never did. She’d just stare straight at them, daring them to use her.

When Anderson got up from the computer, he barely looked at her face. He just grabbed her by the ankle, dragged her to the edge of the desk, and pushed her knees apart until the tendons popped. If Jackson was there—and he usually was—he’d stand on the other side, his cock out, stroking it while he waited his turn. They talked little. They didn’t have to.

This time, Anderson lined up behind her, the blunt head of his cock already dripping. He pressed in, slow and punishing, making her take it inch by inch until she was split wide, hips off the desk. He kept his hands on her thighs, pinning her, setting the rhythm. She didn’t move. She just took it, head back, mouth open.

Jackson moved to her side, shoving his cock between her lips. She sucked him greedily, tongue lapping at the thick vein, working the shaft with both hands. The two men set a pace, one in her mouth, one in her pussy, moving like a piston. The desk rocked, her body a conduit for their needs.

She loved every second of it—the sweat, the stink, the rough slap of skin, the way her jaw throbbed and her cunt burned. She watched herself in the trophy case’s reflection, saw her own body impaled on two black cocks, and it made her pussy clench and her heart race.

“Look at you,” Anderson said, voice hoarse. “You see yourself? Little PTA mom, double-stuffed like a party favor.”

She nodded, drool and spit running down her chin, and moaned around Jackson’s cock.

He pulled out, slapped her face with the head, then shoved it back in. “Tell us what you are.”

She let both cocks go, panting. “I’m your cumdumpster. Your cocksleeve. I want you to ruin me.”

Anderson laughed. “Best thing you ever did for your son. Bet you’d fuck the entire team if we told you to.”

She didn’t even hesitate. “Yes, Coach. I would.”

Jackson moved behind her, his cock replacing Anderson’s in her cunt while Anderson’s went to her mouth. The men switched her back and forth, using her holes until she was dizzy, the air thick with grunts and filthy praise. They slapped her tits, spit on her, called her names, and she begged for more, louder every time.

She came three times before either of them did, her pussy spasming around the endless stretch, her throat raw from being used. When the coaches finished, they both pulled out at the same time, painting her face, her tits, and her belly with long, ropy spurts. She didn’t flinch. She wiped the cum off her lips with two fingers, sucked it clean, and then licked the desk where it had pooled.

Anderson looked down, shaking his head in awe. “Fucking perfect, Ash. Love sending you home full.”

Jackson agreed. “Bet your little husband has no idea.”

She beamed. “He fucks me after you do. It’s the only way I can come with him anymore.”

Anderson zipped up, then tossed her a wad of paper towels. “Clean up, then get out of here. Some of us have to work.”

She wiped herself down, but didn’t bother to do a perfect job. She left her panties on the corner of the desk, a trophy. She pulled on her coat, barely covered, and left the office with cum still drying on her thighs.

In the car, she gripped the steering wheel with both hands, shaking. She looked in the rearview mirror, saw the streaks on her cheek, and smiled so wide her face hurt. She didn’t want to go home. She wanted to run back in, get on her knees, and do it again.

But she drove home. She made dinner, folded laundry, listened to Jacob complain about practice. Later, in bed, when Jim went down on her, she spread her legs wide, grabbed the back of his head, and rode his tongue until she came, picturing Anderson and Jackson watching from the foot of the bed, laughing at what a slut she’d become—letting her husband eat their leavings.

She slept little that night. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw her own reflection in the trophy case, mouth stuffed, body spread, taking every drop they gave her.

Chapter 11 - All-Star Weekend

The gym was jammed full of round plastic tables, their thin, rattling legs barely surviving the onslaught of a hundred fidgety teens and their siblings, parents, and grandparents. The school’s battered banner—Go Cardinals!—drooped from the ceiling, shedding tiny red confetti that clung to the waxed wood floor. Every five seconds, a sneaker squealed against the lacquer, louder than the kid chatter and the pop hits blaring from a portable Bluetooth speaker near the trophy case.

Ashley stood at the edge of the chaos, a paper plate loaded with powdered chicken nuggets and canned corn balanced in one hand, the other curled tight around a Styrofoam cup of warm fruit punch. She’d dressed up for the occasion—hair brushed sleek, mascara on, even a touch of lipstick—though her blouse was white and the skirt was a modest pencil cut, nothing like what she wore for Coach Anderson. She could feel her heart thrumming in her chest, each beat a steady reminder of the last time she’d seen the inside of the gym office.

Jim was impossible to miss: he was already at their table, hunched over his phone with a calculator app open, thumb pecking out grocery prices while he absentmindedly pushed food around the plate in front of him. Jacob stood beside him, restless and bright-eyed in a new team hoodie, shoes almost new, hands shoved deep in the pockets like he was afraid someone would catch him smiling. His hair stuck up in the back, a patch of dried sweat darkening the crown where he’d yanked off his helmet after practice.

The PA system whined, then Coach Anderson’s voice barked out—crisp, deeper than the microphone deserved. “Everybody, let’s take our seats for the awards portion. Varsity and JV first, then cheer, then the little ones.” There was a stampede of chairs and a groan from the folding metal, and the hum of parent voices dropped to a manageable murmur.

Ashley caught sight of Coach immediately: he was at the head table, right in the line of sight, flanked by a half-dozen assistant coaches in matching polos. Next to him, Coach Jackson—his shirt two sizes too small, the sleeves stretched taut around arms that seemed designed to snap baseball bats in half. The sight of them, side by side, made something twist in Ashley’s chest. She didn’t dare stare, but every few seconds her eyes drifted back to them, like her body was tracking a threat—or a fix.

Jacob plopped down next to Jim, rolling his eyes at the vegetable medley. “Did you see they used the picture from Homecoming for the program? My hair looked like total shit.”

Jim grinned, ruffled Jacob’s head. “You look like a star, bud. Just wait till you get that certificate.”

Ashley slipped into her seat, still holding the chicken nugget plate like a shield. She tried to smile at the family across from them, but the woman—another PTA regular—just gave her a polite nod, then leaned in to talk to her own kid about math homework.

Onstage, Anderson rolled into the program like he was hosting the Super Bowl, shouting out kids by name, each one jogging up to a wave of applause to grab a paper certificate and a limp handshake. Every time Jacob’s name was called, Ashley felt the sound tunnel through her ribs: Jacob Thompson, JV Special Teams. He beamed, did a little double-tap salute, and posed for a photo with Coach, who rested a hand on Jacob’s shoulder for just a second longer than necessary.

Ashley’s chest went tight. She squeezed her knees together under the table, her thighs slick with anticipation—or maybe just nerves. Her nipples pressed sharp against the inside of her bra, two tiny beacons beneath the clean white of her blouse. Every time she looked at Anderson, every time his eyes swept over the tables, her body lit up like a live wire.

She tried to focus on Jacob. He looked happier than he’d been in months, joking with friends, texting on the sly. He even took a picture of his certificate, then flipped it around to show her, pride beaming out of every pore.

“Look, Mom. It’s real. It even has the principal’s signature,” he said.

She laughed, pretending to study the squiggled ink. “That’s the best signature in town. Means you’re officially a Cardinal for life.”

Jim joined in, clapping Jacob on the back. “That’s my boy. First season down. You thinking of playing next year?”

Jacob shrugged, bashful. “If I don’t get cut.”

Ashley said, “You won’t,” but the words felt hollow. The memory of every session with Anderson—every time she’d dropped to her knees and let him use her face, every time she’d left his office sore and dripping—curdled inside her. Was it worth it? She glanced at Jacob again, saw the hope flicker behind his eyes, and knew she’d do it a hundred more times. It wasn’t just for Jacob anymore.

There was a long stretch of team awards—MVPs, most improved, best hustle. Ashley drifted, tuning out the words, the gym fading into a smear of color and motion. She watched the way Anderson’s throat bobbed when he talked, how Jackson’s gaze seemed to catch her, then flick away, like he was testing her limits even from across the room. She clenched her thighs tighter, bit the inside of her cheek, and tried to look normal. She was a mother. She was a wife. She was the dirtiest secret in the building.

When it was finally over, the crowd lurched up and dissolved toward the dessert tables. Jim grabbed a pair of cookies, offered one to Ashley. “He did good, babe. He’s happy. I think this is the best thing that could’ve happened.”

She nodded, chewing a bite she couldn’t taste. She glanced up, saw Anderson lingering near the exit doors, arms folded, his eyes fixed on her.

Her whole body went hot. She stood, excusing herself with a lie about the restroom, and navigated the maze of chairs and half-eaten salads to the hallway. She didn’t need to look back; she knew exactly who was following.

***

The hallway was mostly dark except for a few security lights, their cones of yellow cutting little islands out of the gloom. Ashley walked fast, heels rapping on linoleum, heart hammering a warning inside her chest. Each step was a dare—someone could come around a corner, anyone could see, but the risk only made her wetter. She moved with purpose, eyes scanning for janitors or lost siblings, but the corridor was empty. Only the distant thud of basketballs in the main gym and a wheeze from the ancient HVAC kept her company.

She ducked into the first empty classroom, a storage room for spare band chairs and folding tables. The air smelled like dust, hand sanitizer, and old paper. She closed the door behind her and yanked down the window shades, though it was mostly for show; no one ever looked up from the parking lot, not this late. Her breath came out in little puffs, lips tingling, hands shaking as she pressed them to her thighs to steady herself.

A moment later, she heard a click and the faintest creak of the door handle. Anderson stepped inside, his body big enough to block out half the light from the hallway, then closed the door with a soft, final sound. He said nothing, didn’t bother with a greeting or a joke. He just flipped the deadbolt with his thumb and looked her up and down, mouth curling into a lazy half-grin.

“Couldn’t wait till Monday, huh?” he said, voice low.

Ashley tried to speak, but her mouth was too dry. She shook her head, then nodded, then did both at once.

Anderson stepped in close. He was still in the school polo, this time with the sleeves cuffed high to show his forearms. He brought with him a wave of fresh sweat, spice, and a metallic tang that made her stomach lurch with hunger. She watched as he pressed a hand against the wall behind her, caging her in without touching. She looked up, eyes on his throat, not daring to meet his gaze. She wanted to say something, to beg, but it wasn’t needed.

He ran a finger along the V of her blouse, the nail catching on the first button. “Still dressin’ like a good mom,” he said, almost gentle. “Nobody’d ever guess what a filthy little whore you are.”

Ashley’s breath caught. She reached out, fingers tracing the band of his shorts, thumb dragging across the bulge that was already thickening. She didn’t wait for permission. She dropped to her knees, the hem of her skirt pooling around her, her bare knees pressing against the cold tile.

She fumbled with the shorts, her fingers clumsy, but Anderson didn’t help. He just stood there, watching, letting her struggle. She got them down, along with the jock underneath, and his cock flopped out—thicker than she remembered, darker, with a glossy head already leaking clear fluid. The smell hit her first, that perfect blend of sweat and salt and lingering sex, and she felt her mouth flood with saliva.

She wrapped one hand around the base, squeezing, watching the head bob with each little pulse. The other hand went to his balls, cupping them gently. She leaned in and licked the tip, tasting the bitter slick, then dragged her tongue down the length, painting a line from root to crown.

Anderson’s hand found the back of her head. Not rough, not yet. He let her set the pace.

She opened her mouth, lips parting wide, and took the head in, swirling her tongue over the ridge. She heard him grunt, low, barely audible. She worked her mouth down, inch by inch, feeling the stretch in her jaw, the ache that would last for hours. She let her spit drip, using it to lube the shaft, stroking with her hand as she sucked. When she reached halfway, she pulled back, then went down again, deeper, her nose pressed to his skin.

“Goddamn,” Anderson muttered, his fingers tightening just a little in her hair. “Sucking black cock while your husband is down the hall.”

Ashley pulled off of him for a moment, “Just come for me, already.”

She bobbed her head, working a rhythm—suck, stroke, twist, repeat. She moaned, letting the vibrations run through him. Her hand twisted at the base, matching the pace of her lips. She looked up, eyes watery, and saw him watching her, mouth slack, pride written all over his face.

“Maybe I’ll fuck you at your house, sometime,” he said, voice cracked with need. “You want that?”

She nodded her head, keeping the cock in her mouth, cheeks stretched. She imagined him pounding her over the kitchen counter, filling her where her family ate.

He fucked her mouth, small thrusts at first, then deeper, faster. He pulled her hair back, held her in place, drove in until she gagged. She choked, drool leaking from the corners of her mouth, but she didn’t pull away. She wanted it, wanted all of it.

Anderson used her, now, hips bucking, cock slamming into her throat. She let him, eyes locked on his, hands braced on his thighs. The sound in the room was obscene—slurp, suck, gag, breath—but it drove her wild. She rocked her own hips, desperate for friction, pussy clenching empty space.

He held her down, cock buried in her throat, her nose mashed to his skin. He counted out loud, a coach’s habit—one, two, three—then pulled back so she could gasp for air, then shoved in again. She coughed, spit and tears ran down her face, but she never stopped. She wrapped both hands around the shaft, milking it, twisting, desperate to get him off.

He groaned, almost losing it, and jammed her back down, fucking her face with wild, uneven strokes. She felt the cock swell, felt the balls draw up, and knew it was coming. She sucked harder, using every trick, flattening her tongue and squeezing with her lips.

He came with a shout, cock pulsing, jets of hot cum flooding her mouth. She swallowed as fast as she could, but it overflowed, spilling down her chin, thick and salty and perfect. He kept her there, holding her head, making her take every drop. She gagged, but kept sucking, wanting to milk every last pulse.

When he finally let go, she slumped back, chest heaving, throat raw. She licked her lips, catching the drops, and wiped her face with the back of her hand. Her mouth felt bruised, her tongue numb.

Anderson pulled up his shorts, then looked down at her, pride and lust and a weird hint of fondness on his face.

“I guess this is it until next season,” he said, watching her.

***

Ashley felt like he had punched her in the gut. She hadn’t really thought about it - but there was no need to “bribe” him anymore, although they both knew it wasn’t for Jacob anymore.

“Yeah,” she said, but didn’t feel it. They stared at each other for a moment, Coach waiting for her to cave, and Ashley waiting for a reason to cave.

“Unless you’d like to support the coaching staff in other ways?” Anderson teased.

“Oh?” Ashley said casually, restraining her eagerness.

“We’ve got a coaching camp in a few weeks. It’s all weekend long. For all the coaches.”

“Really?” Ashley asked, feeling herself growing wet at the thought of new men.

Anderson grinned, predatory and cruel, “It’ll be quite a workout, really rough.”

Ashley could feel her nipples trying to pierce her top, “Brutally rough?”

Anderson leaned close, lips to her ear, “You’d be a total fucktoy. Probably won’t be able to walk afterwards. Eight men using you like a cheap slut, three at a time.”

Ashley imagined scenes, and her knees went weak. Her heart was racing so fast that she felt giddy. Coach moved his face in front of hers, “So?”

Ashley whispered, “Challenge accepted. Send me the dates.”

Coach patted her shoulder, “That’s my girl. In my office tomorrow, we start your training.”

Ashley felt herself clench, eager for the stretch, for the debauchery. She would show Coach she could take it. She would take it.

She floated back to the cafeteria, to her perfect family, her satisfying life.
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 

Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors , an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld , she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire , orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.


Blacked Wives Series
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives  series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.
Taking Their Deposits
Brown Always Delivers
Sampling the Butcher’s Meat
Cleaning Her Pipes
Extra (Big) Credit
Pickle Balled
Taken by the Block
Black Lights, Blacker Nights
Nothing But Nut
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Caylee, Laid of Honor. A Wife’s Interracial Revenge
Caylee was in a failing marriage, miserable with her husband and lack of sex life. A trip to London for her sister’s wedding was the perfect break.
When Caylee met Jenni’s fiance, Jimmy, she was surprised at how attractive her new black husband was. She was equally floored by Jenni’s black boyfriend, who was Jimmy’s best mate.
After Jenni explained their open marriage, she offered Jimmy as a loaner bedmate. As Jimmy’s friends regularly stopped by to hook up with Jenny, Caylee became so aroused that she couldn’t resist, and took her sister’s cuckold fiance to bed.
To her surprise, Jenni was happy to share, and offered other men to her sister. How far would Caylee go to get even with her cheating husband and satisfy her newfound hunger for large black men?
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