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      "Alright, ladies, let's gather around!" Coach Henry clapped his hands, his voice carrying across the field. His presence was commanding, yet there was a kindness in his eyes. Anya and I exchanged excited looks as we jogged over to join the circle forming around him.

      "Welcome to your first practice," he began, flashing a smile that could light up Broadway. "I'm Coach Henry, and I'm thrilled to see such a talented group of athletes ready to give it their all this season."

      Anya leaned toward me, her breath tickling my ear. "He's so attractive," she whispered. I stifled a giggle, trying to keep my focus on Coach Henry's speech.

      "Anya," I whispered back, "he’s twice our age."

      "Even better," she said with a mischievous grin and a suggestive wiggle of her eyebrows. "I bet he knows how to treat a woman."

      Heat crept up my neck as an image of Coach Henry in bed flashed through my mind. I felt my panties grow damp and quickly looked away, focusing on the ground beneath my feet.

      "Lisa Martinez?" He called out suddenly, and my heart skipped a beat.

      "Here!" I squeaked, raising my hand slightly.

      "Glad to have you on board, Lisa. And Anya Petrov?"

      "Present!" Anya responded confidently, giving him a smile that could melt glaciers.

      "Great," he continued. "We're going to start with some warm-up drills followed by team-building exercises. Any questions before we begin?"

      The team remained silent, each player stealing glances at one another, gauging the atmosphere.

      "Alright then," Coach Henry said with an encouraging nod. "Let's hit the field!"

      As we started our stretches, Anya sidled closer to me again. "Did you see the way he smiled at you?"

      "Oh please," I muttered under my breath, feeling that same warmth flood my cheeks again. "He was just being friendly."

      "Mhmm," Anya hummed skeptically. "You know what they say about older men."

      "And what's that?" I asked wryly.

      "They really know how to—"

      "Girls! Focus!" Coach Henry's voice interrupted her as he walked past us, causing both of us to straighten up immediately.

      We followed his instructions through dynamic stretches and agility drills. Despite the rigorous pace he set for us, his positive reinforcement made it easier to push ourselves harder than ever before.

      During water break, Anya nudged me again. "See? He's always watching you."

      I rolled my eyes but couldn't help sneaking a glance his way. Sure enough, he met my eyes briefly before turning his attention back to another group of players.

      Suddenly I felt vulnerable under his gaze, like he could see right through me into the thoughts I'd rather hide.

      Coach Henry blew the whistle again. "Five minutes left for water break! Then we're doing passing drills!"

      "I don't know how I'm going to get through this practice without combusting from embarrassment," I confessed quietly to Anya.

      "You'll be fine," she assured me with a sly smile. "Maybe he'll offer private lessons."

      I playfully shoved her as we both laughed lightly. But deep down, the idea didn’t sound so terrible, and that realization unsettled me more than I cared to admit.

      We returned to the field and began the passing drills, focusing on our footwork and coordination. I tried to concentrate, but every time Coach Henry approached, my heart raced and my thoughts scattered like leaves in the wind.

      "Good job, Lisa! Keep your head up," he called out, standing close enough that I could catch a whiff of his aftershave—something woodsy and intoxicating. Anya shot me a knowing look that sent a fresh wave of heat across my face.

      "Nice pass, Anya!" Coach Henry said next, giving her shoulder a light pat. She practically purred at the contact, her eyes never leaving his.

      After the passing drills, we were paired off for some one-on-one scrimmages. Anya and I ended up together, much to her delight. She winked at me as we jogged into position.

      "I've got a plan," she whispered conspiratorially.

      "Oh no," I groaned. "What now?"

      "Wait until after practice," she said with a grin so wicked it made me nervous.

      We played intensely during the scrimmages, both of us showing off our skills, trying to impress Coach Henry despite—or maybe because of—our shared distraction. The competitive edge between us made it easier to forget the butterflies in my stomach.

      Finally, Coach Henry blew the whistle for the last time that day. "Great work today, everyone! Gather around for a quick debrief."

      We jogged over and formed a semi-circle around him—sweaty, tired but exhilarated from our first practice. He looked over us with an approving nod.

      "You all did exceptionally well today," he began. "I'm looking forward to seeing how you develop as a team this season." His eyes met mine briefly before moving on. "Remember to stay hydrated and get plenty of rest."

      With that, he dismissed us. As soon as he turned away, Anya grabbed my arm and dragged me aside.

      "What are you doing?" I asked.

      "Trust me," she whispered back excitedly.

      Coach Henry was collecting cones and equipment by himself when Anya made her move. She sauntered over with an exaggerated sway in her hips, her intentions clear in every step.

      "Coach Henry?" she called out sweetly.

      He looked up, surprised but smiling warmly. "Yes, Anya? What can I do for you?"

      "I was wondering if you could show me some tips on improving my dribbling skills," she said, leaning in closer than necessary.

      I hung back awkwardly but couldn't tear my eyes away from their interaction. My heart pounded so loudly it drowned out any coherent thought.

      Anya gave an exaggerated demonstration of her dribbling form—bending lower than she needed to and emphasizing every curve of her body. Coach Henry watched attentively but maintained his professional demeanor.

      "Sure thing," he said kindly. "I can show you a few techniques."

      As he crouched down to demonstrate proper foot placement and ball control, Anya shot me a triumphant glance over his shoulder—her expression so full of victory that I felt an odd mix of jealousy and curiosity stir within me.

      "And Lisa," Coach Henry called suddenly without looking up from his crouched position, "you should join us. It's always good to practice with a partner."

      My breath hitched. "Uh, sure, Coach," I stammered, walking over with shaky legs. Anya's smirk grew even wider, if that was possible.

      As Coach Henry continued his demonstration, explaining the finer points of dribbling with a focus and intensity that made it hard to look away, Anya took every opportunity to brush against him or lean into his space. I found myself trapped in a whirlwind of emotions—part embarrassment for her boldness, part fascination at how easily she drew his attention.

      "Now, one of you take the ball and try what I showed you," he said, standing back up.

      Anya grabbed the ball first, because of course she did. She mimicked his movements almost perfectly but threw in her own extra flair—an unnecessary but undeniably appealing flourish at the end.

      "Very good," he praised, though his tone remained even. "Lisa, your turn."

      Swallowing hard, I took the ball from Anya and tried to replicate the technique without making a complete fool of myself. I felt Coach Henry's eyes on me, scrutinizing every movement. An unexpected surge of determination coursed through me—I wanted to impress him too.

      "Not bad at all," he said after my attempt. "Just remember to keep your knees slightly bent and stay light on your feet."

      We continued practicing for a few more minutes under his watchful eye. It was challenging trying to maintain focus with Anya's suggestive glances and subtle provocations towards Coach Henry.

      Finally satisfied with our progress, he gave us a nod and began packing up the equipment again. "Good work, both of you. Keep practicing and you'll see improvement soon."

      "Thanks, Coach," Anya purred, trailing her fingers along his arm as she pretended to brush imaginary dust off his sleeve.

      "Thank you," I echoed more quietly, feeling the weight of what had just transpired sink in.

      As we walked away from the field together, Anya couldn't hide her glee. "Did you see how close he got? And how he was looking at me?"

      I rolled my eyes but couldn't help smiling at her confidence. "You're crazy, you know that?"

      "Oh come on, Lisa," she teased. "Don't tell me you didn't enjoy it just a little."

      I hesitated before answering—because honestly, part of me had enjoyed it, even if I'd never admit it out loud. The thrill of being noticed by someone like Coach Henry had stirred something inside me that I didn't fully understand yet.

      "Maybe a little," I finally conceded with a reluctant smile.

      "See? I knew it." She bumped her shoulder against mine playfully. "This is going to be an interesting season." We walked back to our dorms under fading sunlight.
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        * * *

      

      The next practice went similarly to the first, only I noticed that Coach averted his gaze more this time. He didn’t linger on us or give us special treatment. Anya either didn’t care or notice as she continued to vie for his attention. But my heart sank at the possibility that we had disappointed him somehow.

      The next few weeks went the same. He created distance between us despite Anya’s advances. But we still caught him occasionally glancing in our direction when he didn’t think we were looking.

      After one practice, when Anya had had enough of the chase, Anya wanted to corner him again. But he disappeared quickly, busying himself with another student on his way back to the office. Anya and I decided to wait for the student to leave and then slip inside to talk to him.

      When we did, his eyes widened like he was surprised to see us. His throat bobbed with a swallow and then he averted his gaze again, focusing on some papers on his desk instead. “What can I help you girls with?”

      Anya didn’t miss a beat. She sauntered over to his desk, her fingers trailing along its edge like she owned the place. “Coach Henry, we wanted to talk to you about our progress,” she said in a voice that dripped with sugar and something darker.

      I hung back by the door, feeling a knot tighten in my stomach. The room felt smaller, suddenly too intimate for what was happening.

      He cleared his throat, shuffling his papers nervously. “You both are doing well. Just keep practicing as I’ve shown you.”

      Anya leaned in closer, placing one hand on his desk and the other on her hip. “But Coach,” she purred, “we need more than just practice tips.” Her eyes glinted mischievously as she glanced back at me. “Don’t we, Lisa?”

      Caught off guard, I stammered, “Uh… yeah. Sure.” My throat felt dry as sandpaper.

      With that, Anya removed her jersey to reveal her sweaty body in a tight sports bra. Her breasts were full enough that they threatened to spill out of it despite how binding it was. Coach Henry stared at her body longingly for a moment before finally collecting himself.

      He let out a sigh, running a hand through his graying hair. “Anya, Lisa, look—”

      “I see the way you look at us. Come on, Coach. Be honest with yourself,” Anya interrupted smoothly. “It’s just us here.”

      He paused for a moment before continuing in a lower voice, “Anya, this is not appropriate. I’m your coach and much older than you. We can’t—”

      “Oh come on, Coach Henry,” Anya cut him off again, stepping around the desk until she was practically invading his personal space. “We’re adults here.” She emphasized her words by grazing her fingers lightly over his forearm.

      His chair creaked as he leaned back slightly to create some distance between them. His eyes darted towards me briefly; they held a silent plea for understanding or perhaps restraint.

      My heart pounded loudly in my chest, and before I could stop myself, I stepped closer too—drawn by an invisible force that made my legs move forward despite my better judgment.

      “Coach Henry,” I began softly, trying to find the right words but feeling woefully inadequate in comparison to Anya’s boldness. “We don’t want to make things difficult for you… but we need to know if this—” I gestured vaguely between all of us—“is something you’ve thought about too.”

      His face softened for just a second before hardening again into an unreadable mask. He stood abruptly from his chair and put more space between us until he was near the window overlooking the empty field outside.

      “This has to stop,” he said firmly yet with an edge of regret in his voice. “I cannot allow any of this to continue. You both have so much potential ahead of you—in soccer and in life.” His gaze lingered on me longer than it should have before snapping back to Anya.

      Anya's eyes narrowed slightly but then she shrugged nonchalantly as if brushing off his reprimand like water off a duck’s back. “Alright then,” she said with feigned innocence that didn’t fool anyone for a second.

      She turned on her heel and sauntered out of the office without another word or glance back at either of us—a silent declaration that she wasn’t done yet.

      Left alone with him now, I felt exposed under his intense scrutiny—a mixture of concern, longing, and restrained emotion. The silence stretched between us, heavy with unspoken words and hesitant desires. Coach Henry’s eyes bore into mine, making my heart race and my breath come in shallow gasps.

      “Lisa,” he began softly, almost a whisper. “I... I don’t know what to say.”

      I shook my head, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. “I’m sorry about Anya,” I mumbled. “She can be... forward.”

      His lips curved into a tender smile. “Don’t apologize for her,” he said gently. “It’s not your fault.”

      I took a reluctant step forward, my legs trembling slightly as if propelled by some invisible force. His body seemed to react imperceptibly to mine, muscles tensing under his shirt, yet he held himself back. I could see the struggle in his eyes—desire battling with duty.

      “I’ll try to control Anya,” I offered, hoping it would ease the tension.

      He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing visibly. “God, Lisa,” he breathed out. “You’re breathtaking.”

      The words took me by surprise, sending a jolt of excitement through me. My lips parted, but no sound came out. I wanted to say something—anything—but courage failed me.

      He studied my expression and quickly replied, “I’m sorry for saying that.”

      His concern only made him more irresistible to me. “I don’t want to tempt you to do something you’d regret,” I whispered, stepping even closer until our bodies were mere inches apart.

      His hand came up slowly to cup my face, fingers trembling ever so slightly as they brushed against my skin. The touch was electrifying, sending shivers down my spine. His thumb traced a gentle path over my cheek, lingering near the corner of my lips.

      “Your sweet disposition,” he said hoarsely, “is more tempting than anything.”

      “I really shouldn’t kiss you right now,” he murmured against my lips as though seeking permission from both of us.

      “But I simply can’t resist,” he finished before closing the distance between us.

      The kiss was molten—fiercely passionate and tender all at once. My hands found their way around his neck as his arms encircled my waist, pulling me closer until there was no space left between us.

      Just then, the door creaked open and we broke apart abruptly. Anya stood there with a mischievous grin on her face.

      “Busted,” she said teasingly before shutting the door behind her.

      For a moment, we just stood there in stunned silence before Coach Henry let out a groan that sounded more erotic than pained.

      “Well,” he said wryly, “that complicates things.”

      Anya smirked. “You’re damn right it does. Because now I have leverage, and I always get what I want.”

      My heart raced. I knew Coach wanted this too, he just didn’t want to allow himself. Now, he had an excuse. He could tell himself there was no choice, even though I knew deep down, Anya would never report him for kissing a student. Especially, since it was me he kissed, and she wouldn’t want to drag me through the mud too.

      Coach swallowed, but despite his nervousness, his dick was so hard it was pressing into my stomach. He still had his hand on my cheek, his body pressed close to mine. “What do you want?” he asked, a tone of hopefulness in his voice.

      “I’m going to assume that you mean, ‘What do I want first.’” She smiled then licked her lips. “First, I want to watch you with my friend. I want to know what you would do to her if I weren’t here.”

      My heart raced with possibilities. The idea of Coach and I sharing an intimate moment while Anya watched was both unsettling and exhilarating all at once. Coach turned his eyes back to mine and pulled my body even closer somehow. His erection throbbed against my lower belly as he cupped my neck in a way that still allowed his thumb to brush along my lower lip. He pushed his thumb gently past my lips and I instinctively began to suck on it.

      “Jesus that’s hot,” Anya said, fanning herself. “I knew you would be more exciting than some college guy.”

      Coach’s gaze remained fixed on mine as he pumped his thumb in and out of my mouth. “I have quite a few years on them,” he said. “I’ve made love quite a bit.”

      “Show me,” I begged before I could stop the words.

      “Are you sure?”

      I nodded and not a second later, he scooped me up and—while holding me—swiped everything off his desk, laying me back against it. He pulled my shirt from my head followed by my sports bra. Anya came closer to watch the show as Coach lowered his mouth to my tits, sucking in one nipple then the other.

      While he sucked, his hands dipped into the waist-band of my shorts past my panties. “Coach,” I said, gasping while I clutched his wrist. “I’m dirty…from practice, I mean.”

      He leaned up and smiled. “You’re not as dirty as I’m about to make you.” My limbs trembled at his words. He yanked down my shorts and panties, leaving my sneakers on. Positioning himself at the long end of the desk, he put one of my legs over his shoulder and dipped his head in toward my dripping-wet pussy.

      “Fuck. I forgot how ripe and ready you ladies are at your age. So eager. So desperate.”

      Anya came even closer, her eyes wide. She’d removed her sport bra now and slipped out of her shorts and panties. Curiosity for my friend got the better of me and I reached between her legs to feel her own pussy.

      Coach noticed. He licked me twice, making me shudder, before lifting up and asking me how Anya’s pussy felt. “Wet,” I replied in a soft breath.

      “I bet you’d like to taste her,” he coaxed.

      Anya’s gaze met mine and I nodded, despite the fear coursing through me. I’d never licked another girl’s pussy before, and I’d never be able to take this moment back. Still, Anya seemed as eager as I was. She climbed on the desk and lowered her hips over me.

      As Anya's thighs found their place on either side of my head, her scent filled my nostrils—a combination of sweat and something sweetly intoxicating. The warmth of her skin tantalized me as she positioned herself above my mouth. My tongue reached up tentatively, making contact with her slick folds, and she gasped softly in response.

      Coach's groan of approval reverberated through me as he resumed his efforts between my legs. His tongue lapped at my clit in slow, deliberate circles, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. The vibrations from his moans only added to the intensity.

      Anya's fingers threaded through my hair, guiding me with surprising gentleness. "Just like that, Lisa," she murmured. Her voice was breathy and filled with an excitement that mirrored my own. "Oh God, yes."

      I sucked lightly on her clit, enjoying the way her body quivered above mine. My hands gripped her thighs for support as I moved my tongue more confidently, tracing wet patterns over her sensitive flesh.

      Coach’s tongue grew more fervent as he sensed my rising arousal. He slid a finger inside me, curling it expertly to find that perfect spot that made my hips jerk involuntarily. It was as if he could read my body like a well-worn playbook.

      Anya's moans grew louder, more urgent. "I'm so close," she whispered, grinding her hips against my eager mouth. Her taste was addictive, salty and sweet all at once.

      The room felt thick with desire. Coach’s tongue flicked faster over my clit while his finger pumped rhythmically inside me. I felt the tension coiling tighter within me, each lick and thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

      Anya cried out suddenly, her fingers clenching in my hair as she shuddered violently above me. Her orgasm washed over her in waves, and I continued to lap at her until she gently pulled away, collapsing next to me on the desk with a satisfied sigh.

      My own climax was fast approaching; every nerve ending was on fire as Coach’s skillful mouth worked tirelessly between my legs. He added another finger, the sensation overwhelming yet exquisite.

      “Cum for me,” he commanded softly against my wetness. His voice was low and husky, filled with authority that sent shivers through me.

      Anya turned her head toward mine, her eyes still glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, our flavors mingling on our tongues. It was that final push I needed.

      With a strangled cry of release, I fell apart beneath Coach’s expert touch. My entire body tensed and then shook violently as waves of ecstasy washed over me again and again. His fingers remained inside me until I stopped convulsing and lay spent upon the desk.

      Both Anya and Coach hovered over me now, their faces glowing with satisfaction and something else—perhaps pride or admiration—I couldn’t quite tell through the haze of pleasure.

      “Now it’s your turn, Anya.”

      “You’re going to eat me out, too?” she asked him.

      Coach removed his shirt and then kicked off his shorts and boxers. We both gasped. His cock was giant. Long, thick, and engorged with a pearl of pre-cum on the tip. “No,” he said. “You’re going to suck me.”

      Anya licked her lips and obediently dropped to the floor. I sat up on the desk to watch as she gripped the base of him.

      Anya's fingers wrapped around Coach's length, her delicate hands contrasting with the sheer size of him. She started by teasing his tip with her tongue, flicking it lightly and savoring the bead of pre-cum that had formed. Her eyes flickered up to meet his as she took more of him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth.

      I could feel the heat between my legs reignite at the sight before me. Anya worked diligently, hollowing her cheeks and bobbing her head slowly at first, then faster as she grew more comfortable with his size. Coach Henry’s hand rested gently on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm.

      He groaned deeply, the sound reverberating through the room and making my nipples harden. “Your mouth feels amazing, Anya,” he praised, his voice a husky rumble that made my stomach flip in anticipation.

      I watched, mesmerized, as Anya took him deeper, gagging slightly but persevering. Saliva glistened on his shaft as she worked him expertly, alternating between sucking him deep and licking up and down his length with long, languid strokes.

      After a few minutes of this exquisite torment, Coach Henry pulled back slightly. His cock slid out of Anya’s willing mouth with a wet pop. He looked at me then, his eyes dark with hunger. "Lisa," he said in that commanding tone that always sent shivers down my spine.

      I spread my legs wider in anticipation as he moved between them. His cock was slick from Anya’s mouth as he pressed it against my entrance. He didn't push in immediately; instead, he slid it up and down my slick folds, teasing me further. The sensation was maddening.

      “Suck my balls while I fuck your friend,” he instructed Anya without taking his eyes off me.

      Anya didn’t hesitate. She knelt below him and cradled his balls in her hands before taking one into her mouth. The sight and sensation were overwhelming.

      Coach Henry aligned himself with me again and pushed forward slowly but steadily until he was fully seated inside me. I gasped at the delicious stretch of him filling me completely. He paused for a moment to let us both adjust before beginning to move.

      He set a steady pace at first, each thrust deliberate and powerful. Anya’s mouth on his balls seemed to spur him on as he picked up speed. The mixture of pleasure from both ends intensified everything—every thrust felt deeper, every touch more electrifying.

      “God, you’re tight,” he growled. “So fucking good.”

      My nails dug into the desk as I met his thrusts eagerly, our bodies moving in perfect synchrony. The room was filled with the sounds of our passion—his grunts, my moans, and the wet noises from where we were joined.

      Anya continued to suck on his balls with fervor, adding another layer of sensation that drove Coach Henry wild. His thrusts became erratic as he chased both of our releases.

      “Cum for me again,” he demanded through gritted teeth.

      The command was all I needed. My body obeyed instantly, convulsing around him as another orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. Coach Henry followed moments later with a deep growl, filling me with his hot seed.

      Panting, he collapsed against me, his chest heaving. Anya looked up at us, her chin glistening with her saliva and some of Coach Henry’s cum. He pulled out of me slowly, and I whimpered at the loss.

      “Switch places with Anya,” he said, still breathing heavily. I climbed off the desk, my legs like jelly, and watched as Anya excitedly clambered on top. In one swift motion, Coach flipped her onto her belly. “You’re the wild one, Anya. So you’re going to get what you deserve. What I know you’re really craving.”

      Anya shivered with anticipation as he positioned the tip of his still hard cock against her entrance. He smirked down at her. “Hold onto those ankles.”

      Gasping, Anya did as she was told, arching her ass in invitation. Coach Henry pressed a hand on her back to keep her in place and lined himself up with her tight asshole. I couldn’t believe he was going to fuck her ass in front of me. Maybe this had gotten out of hand, but I couldn’t stop it. I was in too deep. I was drunk with arousal and wanted to see more. I was desperate to see more.

      “Lisa,” Coach ordered without looking back at me, “come here and hold these cheeks open for me.”

      I eagerly complied, moving over to them. I couldn’t take my eyes off the sight before me—Anya spread out like an offering, her mouth still swollen from sucking our older coach’s balls. I grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart, revealing her puckered hole.

      Coach Henry gave Anya a predatory smirk before plunging his tip inside her. Her eyes flew open in shock but were quickly replaced by lust-filled pleasure. He paused, letting her adjust to his size. "Fuck," she whined as he started to move in deeper. While he inched inside her, he cupped my neck and pulled me toward him for a kiss.

      Our lips met, puffy and warm, while my friend groaned beneath us. Coach’s hands found my tits and twisted my nipples roughly. His other hand snaked under my friend and teased her pussy, shoving two fingers inside her while he moved in and out of her ass with steady movements.

      My heart pounded as Coach’s fingers worked tirelessly, feeling every tremble and contraction of Anya’s body beneath us. Anya's moans became a symphony of ecstasy, each sound pushing me further into the haze of desire.

      I broke the kiss to watch his cock stretch Anya’s asshole wide, each thrust sending ripples through her body. Coach Henry’s gaze flickered between us, a look of raw hunger flashing in his eyes. He twisted my nipples again, harder this time, as he increased his pace.

      “Fuck, Coach,” Anya gasped out, her hands gripping the desk so tightly her knuckles turned white. “Harder.”

      He groaned as he obliged, slamming into her with renewed intensity. The desk creaked under the force of their movements. I continued to hold her cheeks apart, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight in front of me.

      Coach Henry didn’t miss a beat, his fingers still working magic on Anya’s clit while maintaining a punishing rhythm in her ass. Her cries grew louder, more desperate. She was close; I knew that sound well.

      “Make her cum,” I whispered breathlessly against his ear, my own arousal pooling between my legs.

      Without a word, he released my nipples and directed all his focus to Anya. His thumb pressed firmly on her clit while his other hand tugged at my hair, pulling me back into another searing kiss. I could feel the tension building in Anya’s thighs and knew she was teetering on the edge.

      And then it happened—her entire body went rigid before spasming wildly. She cried out incoherently as she came hard around his relentless fingers. Her orgasm seemed to trigger something in him because moments later, with a guttural groan, Coach Henry buried himself to the hilt inside Anya’s ass and released his own climax.

      I watched them both unravel, feeling an odd sense of satisfaction at having witnessed their pleasure up close. Coach's hot breath mingled with mine as he slowly pulled out from Anya’s hole, leaving behind a trail of cum that glistened in the dim light.

      We were all panting heavily now—three bodies slick with sweat and satiation—but I felt more alive than ever.

      Coach Henry stepped back, catching his breath. Anya flipped over, probably smearing his desk with the cum dripping from her ass. I’d never seen my friend like this before and I’d likely never be able to look at her the same way. Because now I never wanted to see her clothed. I would always want to see her naked, particularly writhing under our handsome coach.

      “I hope that’s what you had in mind,” he told Anya, his voice low. “Or was there something else you wanted?”

      I was too stunned to speak, but Anya was still as pushy as ever. “If you want me to keep your little secret,” she pressed, “then you’re going to have to keep sleeping with us. Because now that I’ve had a taste of you, Coach Henry, I can’t go back to college freshmen. I can’t even try out college seniors. You’re all I want.”

      Coach Henry swallowed and looked at me. “What about you, Lisa? What do you want?”

      “I want this,” I agreed. “I want more.”

      He exhaled and ran a hand through his hair. “This is going to make practice very difficult. We can’t be having flirtatious stare-downs on the field.”

      Anya crossed her fingers and held them up for us to see. “I promise. Nothing but distant professionalism on the field.”

      “And wild sex off of it,” I added.

      Coach smiled but shook his head. “What on earth have I let you girls get me into?”

      “A good time,” Anya assured him. “That’s all.”

      “It’s too late for me to say ‘no’ now,” he said. “So I’m going to milk this ‘good time’ for all its worth.”
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