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My Son’s Soccer Coach

By Stacy Neptune
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Another day, another activity that I got to drive the kids to after school. Pick up all three of them from school, drop the girls at swimming, and then try to get Jake to soccer practice in time.

After I dropped off the girls, when it was just me and Jake in the car, he spoke up. "Mom," he said, "why are you dressed like that?"

I looked down at my outfit. I was wearing a shirt that was a bit more revealing that normal. Just a bit of cleavage at the top. My skirt was a bit shorter than normal. I also had a bit of lipstick on. "What do you mean?"

"You're wearing fancy stuff," he said. "Like you used to before..." He trailed off.

I knew what he was talking about. Before I'd split up with his dad. Shawn. Back when I was still trying to impress Shawn. Back before I hated Shawn. "I'm just trying to get back to normal," I said. "Before all of this stuff happened. Do you think that would be good?"

"Yeah," he said quietly. The separation hadn't been easy on him.

"Look," I said. "We can do just fine without daddy. You're about to play some great soccer. And I'll be there watching you."

"You used to watch me with dad," he said. "Aren't you going to be lonely?"

Hopefully not, I though. But I said, "I'm sure I'll be fine. You don't worry about me being lonely. I like being alone." That was also one partly true. Living on my own was definitely better than living with Shawn. I liked the freedom. I didn't like needing to do everything myself as much. But there was one thing I really missed. I'm sure that it's obvious what that thing was. I missed the sex. I missed being fucked. Using a vibrator just isn't the same. Especially when there are three kids in the house and it's almost impossible to find a single moment of "alone time". A sloppy session at the end of the day kept me from going insane, but it wasn't anything amazing.

And that's why, for the first time in years, I was hoping to meet someone. Hoping that they'd fuck me. I didn't care if it turned into a relationship. Or if they were "marriage material." I just wanted someone inside of me. And I had a pretty good idea of who.

We pulled into the parking lot. The field was just outside of another school, and it was close enough to home that I could've gone home during practice. Jake was only 9, but he wouldn't mind me being gone. Might even kind of be glad.

But if I went home, I'd just have to do laundry, or the dishes, or get dinner started. Ever since the split up, ever since Shawn moved out, I've just been doing everything around the house. It felt good to just sit there on the cheap, metal bleachers and watch some kids practice soccer. Of course, that was only part of the reason.

The other reason was David. David was the soccer coach, and one of the P. E. teachers at this school. He was young, but not too young. And he was very fit. Like, gym every morning and then all day running around with kids fit. And he got along with Jake so nicely. I pretended that I was staying to watch Jake play soccer, but I didn't actually spend much time looking at Jake.

That day, it was clear that David hadn't shaved in the morning. His face was evenly covered in a layer of stubble. He wore shorts, like always, and if he turned and ran just right, you could see that there was something in them. Something sizeable. He laughed and smiled like coaches do at practice. There were at least forty kids on the field at a time, and David mainly dealt with the older ones, who were there to help him coach.

I had hoped it would go the way it did. Prepared for it, even. I was wearing that red lipstick that day, which I'd put on before leaving the house specifically with David in mind. I went with a skirt that was probably too short for the weather. I couldn't push it too far, because I didn't want the other soccer moms to notice anything. But I made myself as sexy as I could without catching everyone off guard. And it felt good.

I sat there on the front row of bleachers, trying to be a bit less subtle than I normally am about watching David. Maybe he'd notice what I was doing. Maybe he'd think I was hot. Who knows. He wasn't that much younger than me.

And I did notice him looking over a few times. He'd look once, see I was looking, and then quickly look away. But then he'd always look back a second later to see if I was still staring. I didn't let my eyes falter. I wanted him. And with Shawn out of the picture, I had no reason not to go for him.

Other than the fact that he was married, but I didn't really care about that. Shawn had been married too, it didn't stop him.

Part way through practice David always took a break to come and talk with all the parents in the bleachers. Usually it was just about making sure everyone had their permission slips filled out, that kind of thing. This day he walked up to the bleachers and I didn't move. It would've made sense to lean back, give him some personal space, but I wasn't about to do that. I wanted to be in his personal space.

"Okay," he said. "I think two of you still have to pay for this month, and one of you haven't yet given me the form for the trip to the game next weekend." His voice was a loud baritone. Deep but with a little bit of gruff to it. It matched his stubble and his physique.

Then he got on to the bleachers and started talking with the individual parents who he needed to deal with. I'd watch him bend over, to help someone with their paperwork, and I'd just stare at his ass. It looked amazing in those loose hanging shorts. He caught me looking a couple of times. That was a good thing, as far as I could tell. This wasn't about subtlety.

After he dealt with everyone, he was about to leave. Then he spun around, as if he'd forgotten something. "Cassandra," he said to me. "I think you forgot to sign one of the permissions slips you gave me for Jake. Could you come to my office?"

"Sure thing," I said. I got up, clutching my purse, and walked behind him. I didn't catch him checking me out one bit.

When we got to the office, which had a big window on the door into the school hallway, he said, "Here we are." He closed the door and gestured for me to take a seat. Then he walked to the other side of his desk. I stared at him. He was just a bit sweaty. Not so much that it was gross, just enough that the shine made his muscles even more apparent.

"So what did you need to see me about?" I asked. I tried to make it clear with my voice what I was hoping for.

But then he pulled out a piece of paper. It was one of the permission slips for Jake. I had forgotten to sign it. "We're just missing a signature here." He pointed to the line with a pen. "It's no big deal, but if something happened on the trip and I didn't have that signature on paper I could get in a boat load of trouble."

"Oh," I said. I grabbed a pen from the case and signed on the line. "Is there anything else?"

He stared at me. I stared back. I was wearing my most revealing shirt. I even tried to boost my cleavage by pushing my arms together a little bit. He leaned back in his chair. "I'm not sure," he said. "Is there anything you need?"

"Well, there is one thing," I said. I put the tip of the pen in my mouth. I hadn't had to seduce anyone in years. Luckily, I didn't end up needing to do that here either.

"Are you trying to fuck me?" he said. He said it blatantly, but there wasn't any disgust in his voice. He was just cutting to the chase.

"Yes."

"You are aware that I'm a married man."

I blushed. Maybe this hadn't been a good idea after all. "Yes, I knew that."

He shook his head. "Cassandra, I never expected you to be like this." He stood up, and I did as well. He opened the door, and step into the hallway. Then he looked either way, saw no one, and ducked back in.

He grabbed my arm and pulled me to his side of the desk. A sharp push against my shoulders and I was bent over it. He lifted my skirt, pulled down his shorts just enough, and slide into me in one quick motion. I hadn't been opened up like that in months.

My shirt was not made to be worn in this position, and as he started to fuck me my boobs jiggled their way out.

Then I realized I could still see the hallway. School hours were over, so there wasn't anyone there, but there could have been. A janitor. A kid looking for the coach. Even Jake could've walked down that hallway. Anyone could have seen me getting fucked hard in a public school.

"I'm married," said David, "which means I can't go and have some complicated affair. No games. But I've noticed you, Cassandra. And I've wanted to fuck you ever since Jake joined the team."

I couldn't say anything. I was just trying not to moan. I bit my lip as he pressed deeper and deeper into me. My knees buckled and I was just lying on the desk. David's hands on my waist held me up high enough that he could still get a good angle.

He just kept pounding away at me. I could feel him growing, getting harder, inside of me. I just got wetter in response. I put my hand over my mouth. This man had endurance. He was going faster than Shawn ever could, and he wasn't about to slow down.

I screamed into my hand, so that no sounds could get out. I lifted my feet off of the floor, one of my flats having fallen off. Then he picked me into the air with one strong arm around my torso. The other arm swept everything off of his desk onto the floor, and he lay me down on my back. Then he went back in, at an entirely different angle. It felt great. My toys couldn't do anything nearly this perfect.

That was another thing about sex with Shawn. While it was still happening, a few months before the divorce, he was also so caring. He always cared so much whether or not I was satisfied. How good it felt for me. He never just used me for sex. He never saw me only as a pussy waiting to be fucked. David clearly wasn't the same. In David's mind, I was just a body at his disposal.

My eyes rolled around in my head, and the only thing I could focus on was the feeling between my legs. His hand joined his cock, and started to rub my clit in the same rhythm. I couldn't stay completely quiet any more, but I decided a few muffled moans weren't going to get us caught.

Then he paused. I looked up and him, the arched around to see out the door. No one was in the hallway. We hadn't been caught. He said, in that incredibly sexy voice, "Are you on birth control?"

I hadn't even thought about that. I'd been so caught up in the moment that I just assumed that he was wearing a condom, or that he had had a vasectomy or something. "Oh god," I said. "I'm not."

I expected him to pull out right then. Maybe he'd put a condom on and keep going. But that's not what he did.

The second I said I wasn't on birth control he went back at it, with even more passion than before. He pounded me hard than I've ever had it before. Like he was sprinting across the field. His huge thighs spread my legs wide, and his hands came down on my shoulders, pressing me in to the desk, just asking me to try and escape. Just so I could see how futile any attempt would be.

He towered over me as I writhed in ecstasy. I used to think that the best sex happened when both people finished at the same time. But when I thought David was finishing, and that thought put me over the edge and my whole body became hypersensitive, he wasn't actually finishing. He was just flexing or something. I had finished but he had not. That's how I learned that the best sex doesn't happen when both people finish at the same time. It happens when the woman finishes first, and then isn't allowed to rest. She isn't allowed to move. She just has to lie there and take it, getting pushed further and further into pleasure. So far in to pleasure that she's out of her comfort zone.

I was practically out of my mind before it really happened. I hadn't thought about anything in the real world in what felt like eternity. Then he brought me back to it as I felt his cock swelling. The rhythm that felt like it had become part of who I was kept up pace, but his increased size made it reach all new places. I was still feeling the first orgasm, but that pushed to up to a whole new level. The feeling of him, knowing I wasn't on birth control. Knowing that I didn't want his child. Knowing that he shouldn't be having sex with me in the first place. But still pumping his cum into my cunt so deep that I couldn't help but feel that animal part of myself. I was overjoyed by the fact that he was getting me pregnant. It didn't matter that I didn't need any more kids. I wanted him to keep pushing, as hard as he could, get it into me as deep as possible.

And he did.

By the time he'd finished cumming into me my entire body had gone numb. I wasn't going to be able to walk. I couldn't move any of my limbs. I just lay there on his desk. Used. Abused. Possibly pregnant. He pulled his shorts back up over his cock and walked out of the room.

The moment he was gone it sunk in what my position was. I quickly sat up and pulled my shirt and bra back over my boobs. I grabbed a tissue and tried to wipe as much of his cum off my pussy as possible, then tossed it in the garbage. I adjusted my skirt, and looked around for a mirror. There wasn't one, so I just tried to pat my hair down and pull it back as well as I could. I just hoped that it looked pretty similar to how it had looked when I'd entered the office.

I walked out of the room and saw that the janitor was working only two rooms down. We had been so close to getting caught. I headed back to the bleachers next to the field, and got back to watching.

Jake was playing through the practice routines with a couple of other kids around his age. But I couldn't stay focused on him for long. Soon enough I was back to staring at David.

He was acting just like he had been before. Telling kids what to do, laughing, running around. But there did seem to be a bit of extra hop in his step. A slightly bigger smile on his face. At one point I noticed him saying something to Jake, but I couldn't hear what it was. He looked over at me more often than before, and his glance rested on me for longer. I imagined he was thinking back to what we'd been doing only five minutes earlier. I thought back to it as well.

Once soccer practice was over, Jake came running up to me. We walked together to the car, and got in, him sitting in the back. We pulled out, heading towards the pool to pick up the girls. Jake said, "I think you look nice today, mom."

"Thank you," I said. He didn't say things like that often, and every time he did it just melted my heart.

"That's what coach said. He said that I had a very pretty mom and that I should tell her that more often. Because he said you're going through a rough time without dad around anymore."

"Well that's very nice of him. You tell your coach thank you, from me, okay?"

"Okay," he said. Then he got to looking out the window, no longer interested in the conversation.

We picked up the girls and went home. I made them some macaroni and cheese for dinner, and I picked up my iPad to check the news while they watched TV. I had an email. It was from the coach.

It said:

Sorry to bother you again, Cassandra.

But I was looking through the forms here and I noticed there is another one you forgot to sign. I'll be in my office from 3 until 5 tomorrow afternoon if you have a chance to drop by.

I reread it once. Then again. He wanted me back. He wanted to do what we'd done all over again.

He was married. I knew he'd never help provide for my family. He was a selfish lover, and just wanted to use me. Maybe he even wanted to get me pregnant.

I sent an email back.

I'll be there.
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