
        
            
                
            
        

    
Pinch Hitter
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Chapter 1

The sun was a fiery ball dipping below the horizon, casting long shadows across the baseball field. The air was still warm from the day's heat, but a lazy breeze promised cooler temperatures to come. The bleachers were empty now, the families and friends who had cheered their hearts out just moments before already making their way to the parking lot. The field was quiet, except for the rhythmic tapping of a baseball bat against a shoe, a familiar sound that always made Claire's heart swell.

Jacob stood at home plate, his little face scrunched up in concentration as he practiced his swing.
His blond hair, just a few shades lighter than Claire's, peeked out from under his cap, and his eyes, bright with determination, mirrored her own. She loved watching him out there, his passion for the sport as palpable as his love for her.

Coach Thompson was packing up his gear at the bench, his stern features softened by the day's exhaustion. He was a man who wore his authority like a second skin, but Claire had glimpsed a kindness in him from time to time. She hoped that today, she would see more of that side of him.

As she approached, she couldn't help but notice the way his muscles bunched under his shirt, a testament to years of physical activity. He looked up as she neared, his gaze sharp and assessing.

"Coach Thompson," she greeted, her voice warm and friendly. She extended a hand, her nails painted a soft pink. "I don't think we've officially met. I'm Claire, Jacob's mom."

He hesitated before shaking her hand, his grip firm and dry. "Yes, I've seen you around," he acknowledged, his gaze flicking briefly to where Jacob was still practicing his swing. "Jacob's been making great strides this season. He's got a strong arm and a solid hit."

Claire felt a surge of pride, but she also knew there was more to discuss. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the conversation ahead. "That's what I wanted to talk to you about, actually. I've noticed that he hasn't been getting as much playtime as some of the other kids. I understand that there are a lot of factors that go into your decisions, but I wanted to make sure there wasn't something specific I could be working on with him at home." Claire's voice was casual, but there was a serious undercurrent to her words.

Coach Thompson's expression didn't change, but Claire thought she saw a slight tightening around his eyes. "Jacob's doing fine," he said, his voice firm. "Baseball's a team sport. Sometimes, that means some kids get more playtime than others."

Claire nodded, but she wasn't ready to let it go. "I understand that, Coach. And Jacob does too. He's a great team player, always cheering his friends on from the bench. But he's also been working really hard, and I think he's ready to show you what he can do out there."

Coach Thompson looked at her, his expression inscrutable. Claire wondered if she was pushing too hard, if she was about to cross a line. But Jacob's face lit up every time he talked about baseball, and she couldn't bear the thought of that light fading.

"He's a good kid, Claire," Coach Thompson said, his voice a little softer this time. "But there are a lot of good kids on this team. Sometimes, it's about more than just individual skill."

Claire nodded, understanding the coach's perspective but not ready to accept it. "I get that, really I do. But I've seen Jacob out there, Coach. He's got a great throw, his batting's been improving, and he's always hustling. He's been putting in extra practice time with me at home, too. I think he's ready for more."

Coach Thompson sighed, running a hand through his hair. The sunlight caught the silver strands, a testament to his years of experience. "I appreciate your dedication, Claire. I really do. But this isn't about me or even Jacob alone. It's about the team as a whole. Sometimes, parents can have a bit of tunnel vision when it comes to their kids," Coach Thompson said, his voice still firm but with a hint of weariness.
Claire nodded, understanding where he was coming from but also seeing the determination in her son's eyes every day. "I get that, Coach. But I believe that giving Jacob a chance could benefit the team too. I think he could contribute more than you realize," Claire stated, her voice steady and confident.
She saw the brief flash of surprise in Coach Thompson's eyes, and she felt a spark of hope. Maybe she was getting through to him.

The coach glanced back at Jacob, who was now fielding grounders, his body moving fluidly as he tossed the ball back to the air and caught it again. He looked back at Claire, and for a moment, she thought she saw a hint of understanding in his stern features.

"Alright, Claire," he said, his voice serious. "I'll give Jacob a chance. But I need you to understand something. This isn't about favoritism. It's about what's best for the team. If Jacob steps up, he'll earn his place. If he doesn't, he'll go back to the bench. I expect you to support whatever decision is best for the team, even if it's not what you or Jacob want," Coach Thompson said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Claire felt a rush of gratitude and relief, but she also knew what she had promised. She nodded solemnly.

"You have my word, Coach. I'll support whatever decision you make. I'll make sure Jacob understands too," she said, her voice steady with conviction.

Coach Thompson gave her a nod, his expression softening slightly. "Good. That's all I ask," Coach Thompson said, his voice gruff but with a hint of warmth. He turned to go, then paused and looked back at Claire. "You know, when I first started coaching, I had a kid just like Jacob. Bright-eyed, eager, full of potential. His dad pushed him hard, and the kid thrived. But he didn't quite make the cut for the big leagues. He could have settled back, joined a rec team, kept playing for fun. But that dad... he couldn't accept that his son wasn't going to be a pro. He pushed, and pushed, and pushed, until the kid just... snapped. Quit baseball altogether. Never touched a glove or bat again," Coach Thompson paused, his eyes meeting Claire's, a silent plea in their depths. "I don't want that for Jacob. Or any of these kids."

Claire felt a pang in her chest, understanding the weight of his words. She had seen Jacob's passion wane before, when she had pushed too hard, too fast. She never wanted to see that happen again. "I won't let that happen," she promised, her voice thick with emotion. "I want Jacob to love the game as much as he does now, no matter what the future holds. That's all I want for him."

Coach Thompson nodded, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I know you do. That's why I think this could work out well. You care about Jacob, about his happiness, and about the team. I wish all moms were as passionate as you seem to be." He stood there eyeing Claire in a way he hadn't until now. His gaze quietly moving up and down her figure, taking it all in.

As they stood there, the sun dipped lower, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink. The air was filled with the distant hum of cars and the soft rustle of leaves from the nearby trees. The park was slowly emptying, save for a few stragglers who were lingering, enjoying the cooling temperature and the lingering sunlight.

Jacob walked over to them, his glove still on his hand, a sheen of sweat on his forehead.
“Hey, Mom,” he said, "can we go home now?" He looked up at Coach Thompson, "Thanks for the practice today, Coach. I think I'm getting the hang of the curveball." His smile was wide and earnest, and Claire couldn't help but feel a surge of pride.

"You're welcome, Jacob," Coach Thompson replied, his stern demeanor softening slightly. "You're doing great. Keep up the hard work."

Jacob beamed at the praise, and Claire knew that he would. Hard work was something she had instilled in him from a young age. She turned to Coach Thompson, extending her hand once more. "Thank you, Coach. I really appreciate your time and your consideration. It means a lot to both of us."

Coach Thompson shook her hand, his grip just as firm as before. "It's my pleasure, Claire. I think we're going to make a great team." His words were straightforward, but there was a subtle warmth in his gaze that made Claire's heart flutter.

She quickly looked away, focusing on Jacob instead. "Come on, champ. Let's grab your gear and head home. You've got some homework waiting for you."
Jacob groaned dramatically, but he obediently followed his mother to the bench where his bat was waiting.

As they walked, Claire couldn't help but glance back at Coach Thompson, who was still watching them. His gaze was unreadable, but there was something about it that made Claire feel a strange mix of nervousness and excitement. She quickly looked away, shaking her head slightly to dislodge the thoughts.

"Mom, can we get ice cream on the way home?" Jacob asked, his cheerful voice pulling her back to the present.

Claire smiled, ruffling his hair. "Sure thing, buddy. You deserve it after that practice."

As they made their way back to the car, Claire couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted.
She hadn't expected Coach Thompson to be so receptive to her concerns, and she definitely hadn't expected that subtle warmth in his gaze. She pushed the thought aside, chalking it up to her imagination. She was just happy that Jacob would be getting more playtime. That was all that mattered.
They stopped at the local ice cream parlor, the bell above the door chiming as they entered. The cool air hit Claire like a soothing balm, melting away the remnants of the day's heat. Jacob rushed to the display case, his eyes scanning the flavors with eager anticipation. Claire smiled, taking a moment to appreciate the simplicity of the moment.


Chapter 2

The drive home was uneventful, the usual chatter from Jacob filling the car as he recounted his day at school and his practice with Coach Thompson. Claire listened, nodding and smiling at the appropriate moments, her mind still lingering on her conversation with the coach. She couldn't shake off the strange mix of excitement and nervousness she felt whenever she thought about him.

The red-brick house came into view, its warm lights spilling out onto the manicured lawn, a beacon of comfort and familiarity. As they pulled into the driveway, Brad's car was already parked next to the garage.

Jacob bounded out of the car, calling out to his father as he darted inside. Claire followed more slowly, a subtle sense of anticipation dancing in her stomach.
Brad was in the kitchen when she walked in, pouring himself a glass of juice. He looked up and smiled as she entered, his eyes scanning her body appreciatively. She was 5'7 with long blonde hair past her shoulders. She had amazing 36C breasts, and a gorgeous ass set atop two beautiful long legs. "Hey, you're home earlier than I expected," he said, his voice warm and inviting.

Claire smiled back, her heart fluttering slightly. "We had a good practice today. I talked to Coach Thompson about Jacob's playing time," Claire said, her voice thoughtful as she hung her purse on the hook by the door.

Brad raised an eyebrow, taking a sip of his juice. "And? What did he say?"

Claire walked over to the counter, leaning against it as she recalled her conversation with the coach. "He said he'd give Jacob a chance. But he also warned me about pushing too hard. He told me a story about a kid whose dad pushed him too much, and he ended up quitting baseball altogether." She paused, her voice softening. "It made me think, you know? About how much I want Jacob to love baseball, but also how much I need to let him find his own rhythm," Claire said, her voice filled with honesty and determination.

Brad nodded, his gaze softening. "You're a great mom, Claire. You always put Jacob first. I know you'll find the right balance." He set his glass down and stepped closer to her, his hands reaching out to rest on her hips. "But you know what? You've been so focused on Jacob lately, I think it's time you let someone else take care of you for a change." His voice was low and husky, sending a shiver down her spine.
She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his, and she saw the hunger in his gaze. It sent a jolt of desire straight to her core, making her heart race and her breath hitch.

"I've been thinking about you all day," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "About how sexy you look in those shorts you wore today. How your ass looks so perfect in them."

Claire's cheeks flushed with heat, but she didn't look away. She could feel the dampness between her legs, her body responding to his words, to the desire in his eyes.

"Brad..." she whispered, her voice barely audible.
He leaned in, his breath hot on her ear, his hands gripping her hips tighter. "I've been thinking about you all day," he growled, his voice low and raw. "About how much I want to taste you, to feel you come against my tongue."

She let out a soft moan, her body pressing against his. She could feel him, hard and ready, pressing against her stomach. She reached up, her hands gripping his hair, pulling him down for a kiss.

Their mouths met in a fierce, desperate kiss, tongues clashing, teeth nipping.
Brad's hands roamed over Claire's body, gripping her ass, pulling her closer. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her, straining against his jeans. She moaned into his mouth, her hips grinding against him, seeking friction, seeking relief.

Brad broke the kiss, trailing his mouth down her neck, biting and sucking on the sensitive skin. She gasped, her head falling back, giving him more access. He growled against her skin, his hands moving to the hem of her shirt, where her hands grabbed his, "You'll have to wait til later baby, Jacob is still up."

Brad stopped his kisses, "I know, I know. You'll owe me later." Brad's voice was low and husky, his eyes dark with unspent desire. He stepped back, his chest heaving, his hands flexing as if he was fighting the urge to touch her again. Claire felt the loss of his heat immediately, her body still humming with need.

"Fuck, you drive me crazy, Claire," Brad said, his voice raw with desire. He ran a hand through his hair, his eyes never leaving hers. "I want to bend you over this counter and fuck you so hard, you'll feel me for days."

Claire's breath hitched at his words, her body throbbing with anticipation.
She looked down briefly, seeing the outline of his cock pressing against his jeans, and her mouth watered. "Fuck, Brad," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "I want that too."

They stood there for a moment, their eyes locked, their breaths ragged. Then, as if on cue, they both turned their attention back to Jacob, who was still chattering away in the living room.

"Alright, you two," Claire said, her voice steady despite the turmoil inside her. "Let's get dinner started. Jacob, can you set the table?"

Jacob bounded into the kitchen, his eyes wide with excitement.
"Mom, Dad, guess what? I got a new trick shot today! Coach Thompson showed me how to do it, and I think I'm gonna show him tomorrow!"

Claire smiled, her heart swelling with pride. "That's amazing, Jacob. I can't wait to see it."

Brad ruffled Jacob's hair, his eyes still lingering on Claire. "Show me now, buddy. Let's see that trick shot."

Jacob grabbed his baseball glove from the counter and tossed it to his dad. "Here, you can be the catcher."
Brad caught the glove, his eyes never leaving Claire's.
"Lead the way, champ," he said to Jacob, his voice steady despite the hunger in his eyes.
Jacob ran to the backyard, his little cleats clomping against the hardwood floor.
Brad waited until Jacob was outside before he turned to Claire, his expression predatory.

"You're playing with fire, Claire," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "Teasing me like that."

Claire's heart pounded in her chest, her body aching with need. She stepped closer to Brad, her voice barely a whisper. "I know," she said, her eyes locked onto his.


After Dinner, they enjoyed a little family time before sending Jacob to get ready for bed. Claire got him tucked in, and headed back downstairs to talk with her husband a while. 

Brad was on the couch, flipping through channels on the TV. Claire paused in the doorway, watching him, her heart pounding in her chest.

"You owe me, Claire," Brad said without looking up from the TV.

Claire smiled, her eyes locked on her husband's broad shoulders. "I'm a woman of my word," she said, her voice husky.

Brad finally looked up, his eyes dark with desire. "Come here," he commanded, his voice low.

Claire crossed the room slowly, her hips swaying deliberately. Brad's eyes never left her, his gaze heated and intense.

He patted his thighs, the invitation clear. "Sit."
Claire walked the few steps to the couch, her heart pounding in her chest. She slowly lowered herself onto Brad's lap, her body straddling his. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her through his jeans, and she let out a soft moan.

"Fuck, Claire," Brad groaned, his hands gripping her hips. "You feel so fucking good. I bet coach Thompson enjoyed some alone time with you wearing those shorts earlier."

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his, their breaths mingling. "I want you, Brad," she whispered against his mouth. "I want you to fuck me like you promised."

Brad growled, his hands gripping her hips tighter. "Fuck, Claire. I'm going to make you scream my name."

He captured her lips in a fierce kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth. Claire moaned, her hands gripping his shirt, her nails digging into his hard chest. She could feel the heat between her legs, her panties already soaked with desire.

Brad broke the kiss, his breath ragged. "Take your shirt off," he commanded.

Claire eagerly complied, pulling her shirt over her head and tossing it aside.
Brad's eyes roved over her, taking in her full breasts, straining against her lacy bra. "Fuck, you're beautiful," he said, his voice a low growl. "I can't wait to get these tits in my mouth."

Claire whimpered, her nipples hardening at his words. She reached behind her back, unclasping her bra with shaking fingers. She tossed it aside, her breasts bouncing free. Brad groaned, his hands reaching up to cup them, his thumbs brushing against her nipples.

Claire gasped, her head falling back as she arched into his touch. "Fuck, Brad. That feels so good," she moaned.

Brad leaned in, his breath hot on her skin, then his mouth was on her, sucking her nipple into his mouth. Claire cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him against her. He sucked and licked and bit, driving her wild with need.

"I want you inside me, Brad," she panted, her hips grinding against his. "I need your cock inside me now."

Brad broke away, his eyes wild with desire.
"You're gonna get it, baby. But first, I want to taste that sweet pussy of yours." He stood up abruptly, lifting Claire with him, and carried her to the bedroom. They stumbled together, a tangle of limbs and desperate moans, until Brad tossed her onto the bed. She bounced slightly, her hair fanning out around her head, her breasts jiggling enticingly.
Brad quickly shucked off his clothes, his cock springing free, hard and ready. He climbed onto the bed, crawling up Claire's body like a predator stalking its prey. She spread her legs for him, her pussy already dripping with anticipation.
Brad growled, his eyes locked onto her glistening folds. You're so wet for me." He ducked his head, his tongue darting out to lick her from bottom to top, tasting her arousal, teasing her clit.

She bucked against his mouth, her hips writhing. "Oh, fuck, Brad. Right there. Lick my fucking clit, baby. Suck it hard."

Brad complied, his tongue circling her sensitive nub, his lips sucking and nipping. She was writhing, her hands clenching the sheets, her breath coming in short gasps.

"Brad...oh fuck...right there...yes...yes..." She was close, so close, her body tensing, ready to explode into a thousand pieces.

Brad seemed to sense her impending orgasm, his mouth working her clit even harder, his fingers thrusting into her pussy, fucking her hard and fast. She cried out, her body convulsing as the orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her body shook, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her clit pulsing against his mouth.

Brad hummed in approval, his fingers still fucking her in time with the suction of his mouth. Claire's body was limp, her mind completely overwhelmed by the intense pleasure.

Brad pulled away, his fingers coated in her juices, his mouth glistening with her arousal. "Fuck, you taste so good," he growled, his voice low and husky. He crawled up her body, his cock pressing insistently against her thigh. "I've been dreaming of this all day, Claire. The taste of your pussy, the feel of your body beneath mine. I'm going to fuck you so hard, you'll feel me for days."

Brad's voice was a low growl, his eyes locked onto hers as he positioned himself between her thighs. He grabbed his cock, guiding it to her entrance, and rubbed the head against her clit, making her gasp.
"Brad...fuck...please," she begged, her hips lifting off the bed, trying to impale herself on his cock.

"Not yet, baby. I'm going to tease you a little longer," he said, his voice thick with desire.
He rubbed the head of his cock against her clit again, making her whimper. "You're so fucking wet, baby. I can't wait to feel you clench around my cock."

Claire's breath was coming in short gasps, her body aching with need. "Fuck, Brad, please. I need you inside me. Now."

Brad chuckled, a low, dark sound that sent shivers down Claire's spine. "Patience, baby. I'm going to make this good for both of us." He held her gaze as he slowly pushed the head of his cock into her, just an inch, then pulled out again.

Claire whimpered in frustration, her hips trying to lift to take him in deeper.

Brad laughed, a low, dark sound. "I know you want it, but I'm going to make you beg for it first."
He rubbed the head of his cock against her clit again, making her gasp. Brad's eyes were dark with desire, his jaw clenched. "Beg for it, Claire. Tell me what you want."

Claire's breath hitched, her body aching with need.
"Please, Brad. I need your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me like you promised. I'm begging you, please." Her voice was a desperate plea, her body writhing beneath him.

Brad's eyes flashed with desire, her words driving him wild. He pushed the head of his cock into her again, just an inch, then pulled out. "You want this cock, baby? You want me to fuck you hard and deep?"
Claire nodded, her hips bucking against him. "Yes, God, yes. I want it. I need it. I need you to fuck me hard, Brad. I need to feel you inside me, filling me up, making me yours."

Brad groaned, his control snapping. "Fuck, Claire, you're killing me here. You have no idea how much I want that." He slammed his cock into her, burying himself to the hilt in one thrust. Claire cried out, her body happy to finally get what it wanted.

"Fuck, Claire, you feel so good," Brad growled, his hips already pistoning against hers. He was fucking her hard, just as he promised, his cock slamming into her with brutal force, but it was hardly anytime before she felt him shaking on top of her. His orgasm overcame him, and as his pumping slowed and stopped, she fought against the disappointment that always tried to surface in this moment. She lavished his face with kisses while he caught his breath, telling him how much she loved him, because it was 100% true. Brad was everything to her, even if he couldn't back up his sexy talk and naughty threats.

Claire figured it was just the stress of working too many hours, and she was sure that one of these days, he'd live up to his promises. Until then, she’d take the love and comfort he offered and savor the sweetness of their union.

She kissed him gently, her hands running through his thick, dark hair. Brad's fingers gripped her hips, his breathing still erratic as he slowly pulled out of her. Claire felt the loss of him immediately, her body still throbbing with need.

"I love you, Brad," she whispered against his ear.
Brad looked down at her, his eyes soft with affection.

"I love you too, Claire. More than anything," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. He rolled off of her and onto his back, his arm draped over his eyes.

Claire propped herself up on her elbow, looking down at him with a mixture of love and frustration. Claire set a hand on his chest, started rubbing circles on it lightly with her fingers.

“I’m sorry Claire.” Brad said, not taking his arm off of his face, “I really hate that I have problems lasting, I get over excited or something.”

Claire felt bad for her husband, more than she felt bad about his performance in bed. No man should have to beat himself up over something like that, it’s just how some men were. “It’s okay baby, I still enjoyed it. Don’t beat yourself up about it.”

Brad removed his arm from his face and looked at his wife, “I just wish I could be better, make it more enjoyable for you. It's just...work has been so fucking crazy lately. I feel like I've been running on empty for months. I can barely keep up with my own thoughts."

Claire nodded, her heart aching for him.
She knew how much Brad struggled with his job, and she understood how it could take a toll on every other aspect of his life. But that didn't make the situation any less frustrating for her, especially since sex with Brad had always been this way and she didn’t see it getting better. "I know your work requires a lot from you, and I'm doing my best with things here, and getting Jacob to his games and practices. His coach is not an easy man to talk to. I feel like everything I tell him goes in one ear and right out the other side." Claire laid back on her back, looking at the ceiling.
Brad touched her arm, "It sounds like he heard you better this time compared to the first time you talked to him, right?"

Claire remembered back to the first time she confronted Coach Thompson a few weeks into the season. He hardly looked at her, or gave her much more than a few grunts and nods. "Yea, it did go a lot better today, he can form sentences." she laughed.

"I'm telling you, it's those shorts you had on. You're legs would make any man want to talk with you."

Brad gave her a goofy smile . "They're fucking incredible, Claire." He leaned down and kissed her inner thigh.

Claire rolled her eyes at her husband, "It must be so nice to think that everything is so simple in life. Just because I'm a woman doesn't mean I get anything I want you know, especially with someone like Coach Thompson."

"You'll get farther with him than I would," Brad said, "Even if he didn't care about how amazing you look, you are more patient and understanding than I am."
Claire got off of the bed, heading to their bathroom to brush her teeth, "I guess we'll see in the next week or two how much he heard me.”

After she was done, she returned to the bedroom, sliding into bed next to her husband and hugging him. Her head laid against his chest while her hand rubbed his stomach. “I did catch him looking at my legs.”  She smiled in the dark, letting her husband process her words.

“Did you really?” her husband replied, and she could sense the interest in the tone of his voice. She couldn’t quite understand his comments about it, or why it would fascinate him. Wasn’t he upset about another man leering at his wife, no matter the circumstances?

Suddenly her husband asked, “Were you standing or sitting?”

“I was standing. Pretty sure I saw his eyes move up and down my body for a second.” Claire smiled wider at his reaction, a sudden loss of air in his lungs. She still didn’t fully get it, but enjoyed playing with her husband this way.

“So I guess baseball isn’t all he thinks about then.” Brad finally said.

His wife laughed “He’s a male, so of course he thinks about other things. Just hard to get a read on him, he’s always so serious and grumpy, but really good and patient with the kids. Maybe it’s just adults he doesn’t like very much.”

They were quite for a few minutes until Brad asked, “He’s divorced isn’t he?”

“Yea, that’s what I heard,” Claire replied, “I think that was at least four years ago.”

“I wonder why he hasn’t found someone else to settle down with since?” her husband asked.

Claire thought for a few seconds, “Could have been a rough divorce. You never know how much that can scar a person.”

“Sounds like he found something to help take his mind off of it today.” her husband laughed, squeezing her a little tighter.

Claire slapped him on the chest, “What is your obsession with me and Coach Thompson?”

“I’m not obsessed about it, I just think it’s cool when other men notice my pretty wife.”

Claire shook her head a little, “I get noticed by men all the time when I’m out places and you’ve never made a big deal about it.” she told him.

Brad thought for a few moments, “I guess it’s because you’ve dealt with him and seen him lots of times this year, plus after talking with him myself, I’m surprised he’s gotten as friendly with anyone at all” he squeezed her again and kissed her forehead, “It makes me proud that out of all the moms there, it’s my wife he notices and softens up to.”

Claire chuckled at her silly husband, “I’m glad you get such a thrill out of it.”
 

Chapter 3

The night air was cool and crisp, the early autumn breeze rustling the leaves of the trees that lined the edge of the baseball field. The bleachers were clearing out, all the parents, friends and relatives heading for the exits. Claire remained in her seat, giving everyone time to leave so she could get Coach Thompson's attention again. Jacob once again made no appearance in the game, and she hated how much it upset him.

She decided to take matters into her own hands and confront Coach Thompson once more after the game. She waited, her heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and anxiety as the last of the spectators filed out of the bleachers.

The coach stood alone by the back of the bleachers, his hands on his hips as he watched the last of his players head to the locker room. He looked up as Claire approached, his stern face softening slightly at the sight of her.

"Coach Thompson, can we speak for a moment?" Claire asked, her voice steady despite the butterflies in her stomach.

She had dressed for impact, wearing a form-fitting shirt that accentuated her curves and a pair of tight jeans that hugged her ass and thighs. She had seen the way Coach Thompson's gaze lingered on her when she was dressed more casually, and she was hoping to capitalize on that. She thought about what her husband had said the other night, and decided that if she had to bring this conversation up again with the coach, she might as well use any tactic she could to get her message across.

Coach Thompson looked her up and down, his gaze taking in her outfit, her body. He lingered on her breasts, her hips, her ass. Claire felt a flush of heat at the intense scrutiny, but she held his gaze, refusing to look away.

"Sure," he finally said, his voice gruff. "What's on your mind?"

Claire took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. "I wanted to talk to you about Jacob again," she said, her voice steady despite the nerves churning in her stomach. "I thought after our last talk he might get into the game tonight." Claire crossed her arms over her chest, absently pressing her boobs together. "He didn't play today, Coach Thompson. Not even one inning. It's been weeks since he's had any real playing time. I thought we talked about this."

"I understand your concern, Claire, but every parent wants their kid to play. You're not the only parent asking for something, and I just can't make everyone happy." he rubbed a hand over his face and Claire could see actual frustration and stress. "I used to have an assistant coach, other people involved that would help me," he continued, " but now it's just me trying to keep this team going by myself. I get offered a little help here and there from a few parents, but not like I used to."

Claire could see the genuine frustration in his eyes, and she felt a pang of sympathy for him. She had never considered the challenges he must face, juggling the demands of so many parents and players.

"I can imagine how difficult it must be," she said softly. "Especially with everything else you have to do. I'm sure it's a lot of work."

Coach Thompson nodded, his gaze softening slightly. "It is, but it's still worth it for me, even with all the extra stuff that comes along with it."

Claire looked away briefly, her eyes scanning the empty field. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what she was about to say. "I understand that you can't make everyone happy, Coach Thompson. But I want you to understand something too. Jacob is a great kid, and he loves baseball, and I would do anything I could to help with that." Claire looked back at Coach Thompson, her eyes meeting his. 

"I'm not just asking for Jacob's sake. I want to help you too. I see how hard you work, and I know it can't be easy. So, I'm offering my help. Whatever you need, just tell me. I'll do anything to make this work for everyone."

Coach Thompson's gaze softened, and he looked at her with a newfound appreciation. "That's a generous offer, Claire. But I don't want to take advantage of you."

Claire shook her head. "You're not. You're helping Jacob, and by extension, me. I want to help you too. I want to do this, Coach Thompson. I want to help you, and I want you to help Jacob." Claire's voice was steady, her eyes locked onto his, pleading her case.

Coach Thompson looked at her, his eyes searching hers. He let out a deep breath, his shoulders relaxing slightly. "Alright, Claire. I appreciate that. And I do want to help Jacob too. He's a good kid, and he's got potential. I see it in him."

Claire felt a surge of hope. "So, what do you say, Coach? Can we work something out?"

Coach Thompson hesitated, looking away briefly before meeting her gaze again. "Alright, Claire. Let's make a deal. I'll give Jacob more playing time, but only if you agree to one condition."

Claire's eyes widened, and she felt a flutter of anticipation in her stomach. "What's the condition?"

Coach Thompson stepped closer, his eyes locked onto Claire's. "You become my assistant manager, help take some of the stress off of me. Help me keep things organized, equipment, lineups, practices, things like that."

Claire swallowed hard, her eyes flicking down to his mouth, and then back up to his gaze, which was intense and locked onto her. She took a deep breath, trying to calm the butterflies in her stomach. "Anything else I can help with?"

"I thought maybe we could have lunch once a week, discuss team things. I've been cooped up in these bleachers all season, and I could use a little time out for a change, and why not have some beautiful company?" he said, his voice low and husky.

Claire's heart was pounding, her breath hitching in her throat. She knew exactly what he was getting at, and her body was already responding, her nipples hardening, her pussy throbbing with need.
"You mean like... a lunch date once a week with me?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Coach Thompson chuckled, "Something like that," he said, his eyes dark with desire. "You're a beautiful woman, Claire.
I'd be lying if I said I hadn't thought about this before," Coach Thompson admitted, his voice a low growl. His hand moved from her neck to her shoulder, his fingers kneading the tense muscles there. "You're always here, supporting your son, looking sexy in those shorts you wear."

Claire's breath hitched, her body trembling with desire. She had never felt so wanted, so desired, in her entire life. She couldn’t believe the words coming out of his mouth."Who knew that this stubborn, serious coach had a fun side to him?" she thought to herself.

As they stared at each other, Claire heard Jacob and his teammates coming back from the locker room. She put her arm on his head as he stood beside her, "Well Coach Thompson, I guess we better get home. I will consider what we talked about."

Coach Thompson backed away a few steps, smiling innocently, "Yes, please do," he looked down at Jacob, "I'll see you guys at practice next Tuesday." He made eye contact with Claire one last time before turning around and heading to his gear and paperwork.

Later her husband Brad seemed very interested in how her conversation went with the Coach. She hesitated to tell him what actually happened, she was sure he would be upset, so she just told him that she made a deal with the coach, and he agreed to give Jacob more playing time. She also mentioned that the coach seemed stressed and agreed to help him with some things. This guarded conversation with her husband about talking to their son's coach seemed to really turn him on, even though she left out a lot of details about it. Just the fact that she was alone with the Coach for several minutes, had her husband very hard and wanting her, which she always loved. As usual the sex was intense, but Brad was too worked up to hold out for very long, and when it was over Claire was left unsatisfied.

The following Tuesday, Claire found herself standing in front of her bathroom mirror, her breathing shallow. She was wearing a silk robe, her body bare underneath. She had spent the entire morning cleaning the house, her nerves on edge as she anticipated what was to come. Coach Thompson had called her on Sunday, asking if she could stop by this afternoon before practice. She hesitated at first, that little voice in her head telling her it was a bad idea, but then she thought of her son, and her husband's obvious obsession with her being around Coach Thompson and said she would be there.

Now, here she was, standing in front of the mirror, her reflection staring back at her with wide, anxious eyes. She took a deep breath, her hands going to the belt of her robe. She untied it slowly, her heart pounding in her chest. She let the robe fall open, revealing her naked body. She ran her hands over her curves, her skin prickling with anticipation. She had never felt this nervous, this turned on, in her entire life. She knew what she was about to do was wrong, but she couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through her body at the thought of what was to come.
She put on a nicer tank top and shorts, things she usually wore to the baseball field, and headed out the door.

As she drove to the field, she felt a mix of excitement and trepidation. She had never done anything like this before, and the thought of what she was about to do was both thrilling and terrifying.

When she arrived at the field, she saw that Coach Thompson's car was already there. She took a deep breath and got out of her car, her heart pounding in her chest. She walked towards the dugout, her hips swaying intentionally.

"Claire?" Coach Thompson called out as she approached. He was sitting on a bench, his clipboard in his lap. He looked up at her, his eyes scanning her body appreciatively.
"You look..., Claire, you look amazing," he said, his voice low and rough.

Claire smiled, feeling a flush of heat at his compliment. "Thank you," she said, her voice soft. She took a step closer, her eyes locked onto his. "So, what did you need me for?" she asked, her voice a husky whisper.

Coach Thompson looked up at her, his eyes dark with desire. He patted the bench beside him, a silent invitation. "Sit down, Claire. Let's talk."

Claire sat down beside him, their thighs touching.
She could feel the heat radiating off of him, could smell the faint scent of his cologne. She turned to face him, her eyes locked onto his.

"So, what did you need to talk to me about, Coach?" she asked, her voice a low purr.

Coach Thompson looked down at her, his gaze intense. He reached out, his hand holding a folder that he handed to her.

“This is a roster list of all the kids on the team, along with a schedule of all of our games and practices. I haven’t done the best job of making notes on what kids excel at, and what they struggle with. I need you to keep up with that, and make notes during games and practices.” he told her while his hand shuffled other papers in his hands. “I could also use some help in my office. It’s a mess.” He stood up, and pointed a hand down the dugout hallway to his office, and the locker room area. “I’ll show you what I’m talking about.”

Claire stood, and followed Coach down the hallway, emerging in the locker room area. There were rows of lockers and benches, and Claire could see a doorway that led to showers, though only the Junior High and High School kids used those. There was a shelf beside that door stacked with towels, and at least they were in pretty good order. Coach Thompson walked past the lockers and benches, until they were at a door simply titled “Coach”. He opened the door and they walked inside, and Claire immediately understood what Coach was telling her. The whole room was cluttered, papers and baseball equipment in piles all over the place, and it had a smell to it. It smelled like dust and old stale things.

Claire stood in the middle of the room, slowly turning and taking it all in. “Doesn’t look like anyone has cleaned in here since before I was in school.” she said with a laugh.

“You might be right,” Coach replied to her, “I haven’t known of anyone cleaning it in the several years I’ve been here, plus it’s just my office. There’s never anyone else in here really. I would just like to have it organized, I don’t expect anything super spotless or anything. Maybe get parents and kids names synced up with their phone numbers. A few kids I have I’m not exactly sure which parents they belong to.”

“I’ll do my best Mr. Thompson, just be patient about it. Will probably take me a little time.” She gave him a smile.

Coach Thompson held up his hands, “Take all the time you need, any little bit will be a big help. I’ll give you a spare key to my office, that way you can come in and help whenever it’s easiest for you.”

Claire put the key on her key ring, still glancing around at the clutter everywhere. They walked back through the locker room, and back to the dugout.

“Okay Coach,” Claire said to him when they reached the field again, “I will think on everything, and try to come up with a plan to get started.”

Coach gave her his usual serious expression, “That’s fine, and thanks for being willing to help out. I’ll have a clipboard and a few things ready for you at practice later.”

Later that evening, Claire returned with her son for practice. When she told Jacob about her being the new assistant coach, he was super excited. True to his word, Coach Thompson handed Claire a clipboard with all the players names and positions, along with the batting order, and places for her to make notes about various things. While she helped in one area, she would occasionally glance over and find Coach Thompson observing her, but couldn’t decide if it was something about her personally, or he was just keeping an eye on how she kept the kids going with whatever drill they were doing. At the end of practice, she was standing next to Coach while the team was running some laps. She could feel his eyes moving to her in short bursts as they stood there. He finally asked her, “So, what did you think? Something you can stick with? It was really nice having some help out here, so thanks again.”

Claire couldn’t help smiling on the inside, watching him struggle with talking to her. She could see how easy it was for him to talk to the kids, and how much he enjoyed teaching them and interacting with them, but now with just her, he was back to his gruff and socially awkward self.

“I had fun, and I will be back.” she told him while the kids continued their seventh lap around the field. “I told you I wanted to help you, so I’m going to.” She gave him a smile that he didn’t return.

He nodded several times, “Okay, good.” he said, before he started clapping loudly, encouraging a few of the slower runners to move it. When they finished their laps, they all gathered around home plate, Coach giving them some encouraging words, and telling them he’d see them at the game on Friday.

At home later with her husband, he was very curious how her first day of practice had gone.

“It went really good actually,” Claire told him when they were in bed together, “I knew he was good with the kids, but being right there made me notice it even more. It’s like he isn’t sure about himself around other adults, or maybe he just doesn’t like people in general, but he’s awesome with kids.”

Brad looked thoughtful, “I wonder how he even got a job like that if he’s so bad communicating with adults?”

“Maybe it’s just a recent thing,” Claire said.

Brad agreed then started asking the questions he really wanted to ask. “Was he watching you a lot? Checking you out?”

Claire laughed at his amused face, not quite believing his interest in the subject.

“When he put us in two groups, I had the kids working on fielding, and catching fly balls, and I did notice him looking over at us quite a lot.” She could see the interest in Brad’s eyes, the way he soaked in her words.

“I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist those legs.” Brad said as his hand rubbed her leg.

Claire laughed, “I’m sure he was watching what the kids were doing and not me.”

Brad shook his head, his hand still running up and down her leg, “I’m sure that’s not all he was looking at.” He moved closer against her side, his hand moving from her leg to her neck and Claire could easily feel his hardness against her thigh. They made eye contact, her eyes a little wide with questioning surprise. “Why does that turn you on so much?” she asked him.

“Because you are beautiful, and amazing, and sexy as hell and you’re married to me.” he told her.

“Exactly, I’m married to you. Why would you want other men ogling me like that?” Claire asked him.

Brad let out a breath before replying, “It’s just a pride thing I guess. Other men admiring and wanting something that belongs to me.”

“Belongs to you?” Claire asked him with a look that said her husband should be careful.

Brad Laughed, “You know what I mean, You chose to marry me over every other man in the world, and that makes me feel very special. Guys like rubbing that in to other guys, letting them know they won the prize.”

His wife only replied, “Uhuh.” and started to roll over to her side, showing him her back.

What?”  her husband said exasperated. “I told you I feel special, and how lucky I am to be with you. Don’t take it the wrong way.”

“I know you did, I’m not mad about it. Just trying to process it all.” his wife said without turning to face him. “I guess it’s a good thing you like the idea of me spending time with him, cause we’re having lunch on Friday.”

Chapter 4

Claire pushed the door open and stepped into Andie’s Burgers & Shakes, scanning the place with her eyes. She knew this place was here, drove by it numerous times, but never had an urge to try it out. The décor was old, chairs mismatched on some tables, plastic covering the table tops. It was about what she expected. She picked out an empty booth next to the window, and took a seat, telling the waitress she was waiting for someone to join her. When she told her husband she was meeting Coach Thompson today, she got no reply from him. She just threw that verbal grenade over her shoulder, and let him deal with the shrapnel. His initial silence made her feel bad briefly, but his behavior about him and the coach had her confused. His arousal at what she told him about her meetings with him was obvious, she felt his hardness against her thigh, but then his lack of reaction about her meeting him seemed strange.

The sound of the door turned her attention back to the entrance, and she saw Coach Thompson Scanning the area with his eyes. When he made eye contact with her, she saw the recognition, but also something that no one else would have picked up on. A slight brightening of his eyes, like he was happy, or maybe even surprised that she was there. He wasn’t wearing his normal school t-shirt, camo shorts, and whistle around his neck, but dark jeans, boots, and a polo shirt. He walked over and sat across from her in the booth, setting a folder on the table in front of him, and speaking a single word with a nod, “Claire”.

Claire leaned on her elbows, “I’ve driven by this place lots of times, but have never been here.”

“Me and my wife used to come here all the time, Andie makes a great burger.” He looked down at the folder in front of him, his hands clenched right above it.

“I guess I get to find out for myself today.” Claire said, not getting any reply from the Coach. “You look nice. Did you dress up just for this?”

Coach Thompson leaned back, setting his hands in his lap and looked at her, “I didn’t want to look out of place sitting with you. You always look so good.”

“Well thank you,” Claire said, smiling at him. “Do you come in here a lot?”

“Yea, I’ve been coming in here regular for years. Me and my ex-wife both like it a lot.” he said, his eyes going back to the table in front of him. Claire was worried about him feeling sad, thinking about his ex-wife, so she placed a hand over his on the table, “Hey, I’m sorry for bringing up bad memories.”

He leaves his hand under hers, but gives a wave with the other hand, “Nah, it’s okay. They aren’t bad memories, just part of the life I used to have.”

Claire patted his hand before removing hers from the table. She gave it several seconds before asking, “So, what happened? Why didn’t it work out?” She watched his face, saw him working through his answer, or maybe trying to decide how to tell her it was none of her business.

Finally he looked at her, “We just weren’t completely in sync with some things, had different views on showing love to each other.”

“So cards and candy and flowers?” Claire asked.

Coach Thompson smiled and shook his head, “It was more personal than that.” He ran a hand through his hair, and exhaled, then leaned into the table so he could talk lower, “We wanted different things in the bedroom.”

“Ah, gotcha.” Claire said, “I can see how that would be a problem. Still too bad it didn’t work out, I’m sure going through a divorce isn’t any fun.”

“No, it’s hell actually,” Coach Thompson said, “but it was for the best.” He leaned back in his chair. “I hope you don’t ever have to go through it yourself.”

Claire shook her head slightly, “I don’t think that will happen. We have problems with things sometimes, but all couples do. We’re good about talking things through, working it out together.”

“That’s good,” Coach said, “We just had this one impasse, and it was too much for us to work through. Guess I should say it was too much for her.” he smirked slightly when he said that, Claire thinking there was something more to this story.

The waitress came by, and they ordered two of the Andie’s specials, and got down to the business of the game that evening. They discussed who would play what position, Claire especially pleased that her son Jacob would be on third base. They set their batting order, and discussed a few other team things. Claire enjoyed the burger and fries more than she thought she would, and thanked Coach for introducing her to the place. Before they left they exchanged numbers, just in case there was something to discuss team related.

She didn’t see her husband until after the game. They shared a kiss when she walked in the door, and he asked how the game went. Jacob goes into giving him a play by play of everything that happened in the game, his excitement obvious. She leaves them talking and goes into the kitchen to make something easy for dinner, then joins them for a while to eat and spend some time together before Jacob’s bedtime. After he gets tucked into bed, Claire rejoins her husband on the couch, sitting against him.

Brad has an arm around her and asks, “So how was the game for the assistant coach? I’ve gotten the full run down from a player’s perspective.”

“It went good. I didn’t do that much really, sat in the dugout holding a clipboard, kept track of hits, and pitches.”

“Did you sit beside the coach?” her husband asked.

She told him that Coach stood most of the time, but when he did sit, he sat beside her. Claire could tell that he was genuinely interested in her interaction with the coach, asking how close he sat, if he looked at her legs, etc. Then he asked her about their lunch meeting.

She snuggled against him more, and started telling him, “He actually dressed up a little bit, we met over at that burger place off of Sterling Avenue, and the food wasn’t bad at all. We went over the lineup, who was playing where, and who would be pitching.”

“Sounds like it was a productive meeting.” her husband said.

Claire nodded, “I found out something interesting about him. He told me him and his wife divorced because they had incompatibilities in the bedroom.”

“Wait, how did that come up?” Brad asked her.

“I told him we’d never eaten at that place, but had driven by it lots of times. He told me him and his wife loved going there, and before I could stop myself I asked him what happened with his wife.” Claire admitted.

Her husband chuckled, “Sounds like something you would do, but I’m surprised he gave you an answer.”

“I am too,” Claire said, “It’s a pretty vague answer though, so it’s not like he opened up that much.”

Her husband thought for a moment, “But he did say bedroom. He could have just said they didn’t get along, or grew apart without giving away his problem like that.”

His wife pulled her head off of his chest and looked at him, “His problem? It could have been lots of things, how do you know it was his problem?”

Brad gave a look like it should have been obvious to anyone, “He’s an older guy, he probably has problems getting it up. It’s a fairly common thing.”

Claire laughed, “Of course you would think it’s his fault. There are pills and treatments for that you know.”

Her husband looked at her smiling, “Maybe he’s too proud to try that, or couldn’t afford it.” He hugged her tighter, “He’s not young and strapping like I am.”

“Strapping?” Claire was laughing at his choice of words and goofiness.

“Yea strapping, studly, macho, pick an adjective,” he told her, “I never have a problem getting hard do I?”

Claire smiled back at him, “No, you don’t that I can ever remember.” He relaxed back against the head board, looking satisfied with her agreement, unaware of the thoughts she had in her head. Getting hard was never his problem, but staying that way was his biggest shortcoming. She could never find a way to tell him that without damaging his confidence, or hurting his feelings. She loved him too much for that. When they met she had dated and slept with three other boys in high school, but Brad was an almost 19 year old virgin. The first time was unsurprisingly quick. He had barely figured out how to get it inside of her before he was cumming. They had dated several months before she felt comfortable having sex with him, so by the time it happened he had claimed a spot in her heart, and even though it was a very quick act, she was happy. She loved that she pleased him, and being his first time she was confident that it wouldn’t always be that way. Practice makes perfect, right? Now 8 years later and the physical act of sex was basically unchanged, though he tried to dress it up with dirty talk and teasing. She did appreciate the effort, and the talking did turn her on most of the time. He was also good with his fingers and mouth, so at least he could get her off somehow.

She came out of her thoughts and noticed Brad had pulled his shorts down, holding his hard dick up for her. She told him how silly he was, while she reached down and slid her panties off. She climbed on top of him, and let him sink inside of her. She always loved how hard as iron her husband got, so she sat fully on him for a bit, not moving at all. He ran his hands inside her shirt, playing with her nipples, so she closed her eyes and started moving up and down slowly. She reveled in the feel of his dick sliding in and out of her, and she naturally started moving a little faster, wanting more. She let out a small moan, and her breathing increased as the feeling between her legs intensified just a bit, and that’s when her husband said, “Oh baby you’re gonna make me cum.” The magic was broken for her. Her shoulders slumped slightly as she breathed out a sigh, but she kept riding him, finishing him off soon after the words were spoken. She opened her eyes and saw him under her shaking, eyes clinched and mouth open in what was apparently a great orgasm. When his body relaxed, she leaned down and kissed him before climbing off and going to clean up in the bathroom.

Chapter 5

Claire turned the lock, and pushed the door open. There was light coming through the one solitary window, enough for her to locate the light switch and flip it on. She looked around the office, in pretty much the same shape as when Coach brought her here a week ago and showed her the place. It smelled dusty and sweaty, like it was hardly ever opened or used for anything. She checked the window to see if it would open, but it’s eye level to her, and she couldn’t find any way to open it. When she woke up this morning she made the decision to come here and get started on trying to sort things out, organize things, like she told Coach she would. She knew he would be in the classroom during the school day, and figured when she saw him at practice this evening, she could surprise him with a little progress here.

There was a large round table close to the middle of the room with a few folding chairs placed around it. There was a variety of brown paper bags, cups and cans, papers and folders, rubber bands, and other various objects on it. She brought some garbage bags and a few cleaning supplies with her, so she opened a bag and started tossing bags, cups, and cans into it.

She moved to his desk after that, and started throwing more items in the bag. Soon she had two full bags, and she set them close to the door, before she started straightening and organizing things. There was a couch set against the wall, with papers set on it that she was working on when the door opened and Coach walked in. Claire was on the floor in front of the couch straightening the cushions, and was startled when the door suddenly opened. She jumped a little, and turned to see him standing there in the open door with his hand on the knob. She was wearing a loose tank top and shorts, and she quickly realized he could probably see straight down her shirt from his angle. She got to her feet and said, “Hi.”

Coach Thompson closed the door, “I didn’t know you were going to be here Claire.”

She watches him walk to the table, “I thought I’d come in and get started, surprise you with it later. I didn’t expect you here either.”

Coach gets to the table and looks at it, “I came to get my lunch, I left it in here this morning.”

Claire’s eyes get wide suddenly, “was it in a brown bag?”

Coach nods, “Yep, it was on this table.”

“Oh no, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. There was like 15 brown bags in here, how was I to know one of them was something you needed?” Claire asked feeling bad for showing up and trying to be helpful. “Plus I thought you would eat in the faculty room?”

Coach shook his head, “I would, if there wasn’t other faculty in there. Rather not spend my time with them if I can help it.”

Claire let out a sigh, “I feel bad I ruined your lunch. I came here to be a help, not cause problems.”

“We could go pick something up.” Coach said to her. Claire looked at him like she hadn’t quite caught what he said.

“I’m not dressed to go anywhere for lunch.” she told him, motioning her hands to what she wore like it should be obvious.

Coach moved back towards the door and grabbed the handle, “We can pick something up and bring it back. Take us 10 minutes.” He pulled the door open and stood looking at Claire, until she finally grabbed her purse and walked out in front of him. He drove them to a fast food place, and they returned with lunch shortly after, sitting themselves at the recently cleaned off table. As she sat eating, she looked closer at all the pictures hung on the wall behind his desk, asking him about them. They were all pictures of him standing with either an entire team, or individual kids, or 3 or 4 kids. The pictures went back several years, when he first started working there, and one of them included a boy, and a woman. She asked him about it, and he told her that was his ex-wife and their son. It was taken 12 years ago, before they moved to this area, and things changed for them. His ex-wife was attractive, and they all wore big smiles on their faces, even Coach, and Claire wondered about what her husband said the other night. Could a marriage fall apart just because a man has problems getting it up? She gets super frustrated that her husband Brad can’t last very long, but would she ever consider leaving because of that? I guess you never really know until it happens.

Coach Thompson started asking her about her marriage, how they met, how long they’ve been married, and she shared more with him than she would have thought a few weeks ago.

“Sounds like things are close to perfect for you two,” Coach Thompson said after listening for a while.

Claire gave a slight roll of her eyes, “I never said perfect, there’s really no such thing as a perfect anything, but I can’t complain…….. that much anyway.”

Coach nodded, “Well, your husband is a lucky man, so I hope he keeps you happy.”

Claire hesitated in her reply, and when she realized it, she overdid defending her husbands ability to make her happy, causing him to give her a questioning look. They chatted a little longer while they finished lunch, talking about the practice later that evening.

Claire cleaned the table off, and Coach said, “Thanks for lunch, I better head back for my next class. Looks great in here by the way, I appreciate you doing this.”

“You’re welcome,” Claire said, “I said I wanted to help, so I’m going to do that. I’ll work a little while longer, then I’ll need to go home and shower.”

Coach stopped at the door, and turned to look at her, “You can shower here if you want to.”

Claire froze and started looking around the room, like maybe she missed that he had a private bathroom somewhere, “Shower here? Where?” she asked him.

“In the locker room.” he said while he pointed in that general direction.

Claire started to laugh, “That’s crazy, this is a public school. Plus there isn’t a door on the showers, it’s just a big open room.”

Coach held his hands up, “Was just a thought. I’d watch and make sure no one came in.”

“Thanks, but I don’t have anything to change into.” Claire told him. She went back to working on straightening a bookshelf as Coach left. After the door closed and he was gone, she shook her head slightly while a small smile came up on her face.

Brad walked in the door, and tossed his keys on the small table in the entryway. He made his way into the bedroom and changed into some shorts and a comfy t-shirt. It would be around another hour before his wife and son returned home from baseball practice, and his thoughts had been consumed by a text he received from Claire earlier in the afternoon.

“I had lunch with Coach Thompson today   :)”

A simple enough statement, but it had his mind whirring a hundred miles an hour. How did she end up having lunch with him? He taught during the school days, and practice wasn’t until 5:30. When he first met Claire, he was a virgin still, though he’d had a girlfriend before her that he dated for several months during his senior year of high school. There were moments of heavy kissing, and Brad having his hands in her shirt or panties, but it never went beyond that simply because he moved too slowly. He didn’t want to come off like most other high school boys, having one thing on their minds when it came to girls, so he moved slowly and she eventually broke up with him, and was dating one of those typical boys not even a month later. He knew by looking at them that they were having sex, he knew it in his gut, and he kicked himself for being timid and unsure, and apparently moving too slow for her. At the same time, he would imagine her having sex with her new boyfriend, conjuring images in his mind that turned him on a lot. He was doing that constantly when he met, and started dating Claire. She was experienced, but also very patient and kind, so when they did have sex, she was understanding of his lack of prowess at it. They stayed together, married and had Jacob, and during the years up until now, she never outwardly complained about his lack of stamina in bed, until recently. He knew it was an issue, and knew he didn’t satisfy her the way she wanted, but she loved him, for better or worse and that always made him feel amazing. He’d never felt jealous, or had insecurities about other men noticing Claire, but now she seems to have broken through with Coach Thompson somehow. A man he himself had talked to on a few rare occasions that didn’t appear to be friendly, or like talking with any adult. If Coach did have some problem getting it up, then what did it matter if him and Claire had lunch a few times, and she helped with the team? She just liked teasing her husband about it, getting him worked up.

Shortly after 7, his wife and son walked in, Jacob yelling for him so he could tell him about practice. Claire said hello, while she wrapped her arms around his neck and gave him a nice kiss. She gave him a smirk as she pulled away, and went to get something to eat together for everyone.

A few hours later, they had Jacob in bed, and were in their bedroom getting ready themselves. Brad laid on the bed, waiting for his wife to come out of the bathroom, and when she did, he couldn’t help but watch her move around the bedroom. She removed her watch, and plugged it into her bedside lamp to charge, then walked to the dresser and put up a few clothes that she hadn’t put up the day before when she did laundry. She pulled off her t-shirt, then removed her bra, leaving her standing there momentarily in only panties, until she pulled a tank top from a drawer and slid it on. Claire then turned towards the bed, smiling at her husband while she walked towards it, sliding onto her side and turning towards him.

“Are you going to tell me what happened?” Brad said to her. All he got in return was a sexy smile, and her hand running over his chest.

“I told you earlier, I had lunch with Coach today. I wasn’t expecting it, he just showed up while I was trying to start cleaning in his office. I accidentally threw his lunch away.” Claire laughed as she told him the last part of it.

“Where did you go?” he asked

Claire’s hand kept sliding around his chest, “We just hit the drive thru close by. I was kind of sweaty and not dressed for eating out somewhere, so we took it back and ate in his office.”

Brad watched her hand moving, “Doesn’t sound like something too exciting.” Claire moved her hand lower, felt how hard he was.

“This sure thinks it sounds exciting.” she smiled wider at him, her eyes twinkling with mischief, while her fingers traced his hardness. “Oh, he did say something interesting before he left,” she said innocently. He gave her a slight raising of his eyebrows, a questioning look waiting for her to say what she was going to say.

She turned her eyes back to her hand, still moving around on his hard dick, “He said I could take a shower there if I wanted to.”

Brad stopped breathing for a few moments, those words bouncing around in his skull. His wife smiled even bigger, and turned her eyes to his while her hand slid under his shorts and grabbed him. His cock throbbed in her hand, swelling even more, and she looked very proud of herself. He struggled to form the question that first popped into his head, “Where exactly? And why would he say that anyway?”

“I wasn’t sure where he meant either when he said it, but he said in the locker room,” Claire told him, “He offered to stay and keep a watch for me.”

Brad scoffed a little, “I bet I know what he wanted to watch.” His wife gave a little laugh while her hand stroked him in his shorts. She leaned closer to him and started planting soft kisses on his cheek and neck, making his pulse quicken and his dick leak in her hand. “I love how hard this makes you.” Claire whispered in his ear between kisses, “Even though he probably can’t get it up anymore.”

Brad groaned, feeling himself getting closer to an orgasm that he didn’t want to happen so soon. His wife pulled his shorts down further, getting his cock out in the open, and she went back to slowly stroking it.

“I won’t last very long if you keep touching it like that,” he said to her.

His wife resumed kissing his cheek, whispering to him, “I know you won’t baby, and that’s okay, I know how worked up you get thinking about me being around the Coach, plus I’m used to how long you last.”

He couldn’t see her face, but knew she was smiling while she said it. Her jab at his lack of endurance stung a little, but he couldn’t argue with the facts, and he sure couldn’t deny that her being around Coach Thompson also did something to him, and that brought his thoughts back to what Coach supposedly offered to his wife, the use of the locker room shower.

He had a vision of his wife, standing in that open shower room soaking wet, Coach watching her secretly around a hidden corner, getting an eyeful of his gorgeous wife, and suddenly he was cumming all over himself as his wife giggled in his neck. Claire’s hand stopped as his orgasm finished and he caught his breath. As he started to apologize for cumming so fast, his wife kissed him deeply on the lips, and his shame and insecurity was forgotten. She got off the bed, and walked into their bathroom to wash her hands, then returned and handed him a towel to wipe his stomach off with.

Chapter 6

A few days later it was Thursday, and Brad was having trouble focusing at work. Claire told him before he left the house this morning that she was planning to go back to the school, and work on Coach Thompson’s office for a few hours. If what she told him the other night was true, then Coach would go back to his office for lunch, and she would most likely be there. His mind kept going back to the shower offer, and he wondered if Coach would make that same offer again today, and the next time, and the next time, until Claire finally agreed to the crazy idea. He had thoughts of his wife being naked in that shower, and Coach watching her, and then eventually having her, but he also had more humorous thoughts. He thought of his wife naked and available in that shower, and Coach being too limp to do anything about it. His old useless dick hanging there, unable to do his bidding and feel the wonder of his wife’s pussy tightly wrapped around it. Brad had to keep from busting out laughing there at his desk. He may have crappy endurance, but at least it still worked, but he also had no real clue if that was what happened with Coach’s marriage. Maybe it just stopped working, or maybe he was a complete asshole who didn’t honor or respect his wife. Maybe he was abusive somehow, short tempered and she just reached a point where she was fed up with it. Maybe it wasn’t him at all, and she decided to end it for her own reasons.

All of these things blurred through Brad’s brain while he tried to focus on work, so by the time he arrived home in the evening, he was hypersensitive to any clues or choice of words his wife might have for him regarding her time with Coach Thompson. What he got from his wife was…….nothing. He didn’t get a text from her during the day, no smiley faces about lunch, and when he got home, she said nothing about it at all. When he asked about how it went with cleaning his office, she replied that it went good, and that he once again stopped in and had lunch there, but it was all said matter of fact. Her tone was flat and unexcited, enough so that he asked if everything was alright, and if something went wrong during the day. She gave her usual smile and said everything was fine, which caused him to simply nod at her and say “okay”.

His wife studied him for a bit, then finally asked. “Are you disappointed that nothing happened?”

Brad tried to put on his best “are you serious?” look and heavily denied her accusation, but his wife’s face broke into a knowing smile, “Oh my God, you are! You’re upset that something didn’t happen with me and Coach today.”

Brad lowered his eyes, and felt bad for even asking, and shameful for how he felt inside, hating the idea of Coach looking at, or wanting his wife, but also intrigued and aroused by those very same thoughts. He felt his wife’s arms slide around his neck as she embraced him, her face rubbing against his, “Hey, don’t look like that, I’m just trying to understand. I’m not upset about it.”

Brad let the air out of his lungs, “I know, I’m trying to understand it myself. Any man would find you attractive and want you, and that gives me an excited feeling, but also dread that you could leave me for someone better. Especially when I know I have issues in bed.” He let out another sigh, “I guess I want to believe that Coach had some issues pleasing his wife too, cause it makes me feel like he’s less threatening to us, cause he has nothing better to offer you, unlike 99.9% of other men you would meet with.”

Claire pulled her face back and looked at him, “Baby, no man is a threat to us, because I love you, and we’ve always done fine with your issue. You gave me a beautiful son, so your stuff works just fine.”

“You know what I mean” Brad said glumly, “I don’t rock your world, or light your fire…...whatever you want to call it.”

Claire couldn’t help laughing, “Not every girl cares about that, or needs that you know.”

Brad pushed the words out of his mouth before he could stop himself, “But I want that for you.” He looked in her eyes a few brief seconds, then lowered them, letting out yet another sigh, “I just can’t do that for you myself, so I keep imagining how that would be for you with someone that could. How beautiful you would look having really good sex with someone, cause you sure look amazing with my brief efforts.

His wife was quiet a few moments, “Boy, you do have a lot going through your mind about this don’t you?” Brad nodded, and his wife said, “So, you think I need better sex, and get turned on at the idea of me spending time with Coach Thompson, but you also think that he has a problem getting it up, and therefore if something did happen it actually wouldn’t be better sex at all, but honestly worse if you think about it. Is that what I’ve learned from this conversation?” she asked with a big smile on her face.

Brad chuckled, “It sounds just as confusing spoken out loud as it does in my mind, but that’s basically my thinking. You’ve said that he’s taken a notice to you, and something about that thrills me cause he seems to be such an unfriendly hardass, but somehow my gorgeous wife has gotten to be his assistant.”

“He just doesn’t want to clean anything or take notes himself,” Claire points out to him. “But I’m glad you find it so exciting, and it is something out of my comfort zone working with a kids baseball team. Plus our son thinks it’s very cool.”

“Then enjoy it for what it is, and if he wants to give you more opportunities as his assistant, I’ll be proud of that too,” he told her with a smile. His wife returned his smile and kissed him, looking into his eyes like she was trying to discern his true meaning.

“If anything changes, I will let you know.” was the final thing she said about the subject.

Claire sat in the booth at Andie’s, her notebook on the table as she waited for Coach to show up for their weekly lunch. Her mind replayed a lot of the conversation she had with her husband the day before, and she debated how seriously she could take what he said. Not his comments about loving her, or him being aroused and proud when other men found her attractive, she believed those things completely. It was him saying that he wanted her to have a good sex life with someone, even if it wasn’t him. Isn’t that basically what he said? She set those thoughts aside as Coach suddenly appeared at the table, and flopped into the opposite side of the booth. His folder was slung onto the table, and he looked more grumpy and frustrated than usual. No nice shirt or jeans today, he was back in his usual Coach outfit.

“Are you alright?” Claire asked him. He turned and raised a hand, calling for a waitress to bring him some iced tea before he turned back to Claire, “Hasn’t been a great day, but what’s new?”

“Anything I can help with?” Claire asked, suddenly wishing she hadn’t agreed to this weekly lunch.

Coach shook his head, “It’s nothing team related, just regular dumb shit I have to deal with. Mr. Bradley is on my ass about some paperwork I need to turn in, and things at my house need repairing and I can’t afford it. Nothing you can help with.”

“Who is Mr. Bradley?” Claire asked him.

Coach looked totally annoyed, gesturing with his hands, “He’s the superintendent. The guy has never liked me and finds any excuse he can to be an asshole to me. Him and my ex-wife got along great, so maybe that means something.” he said with a slight laugh.

Claire reached a hand over the table and placed it on his arm, “If it’s just paperwork I can help with that can’t I? Organize it? Fill it out?”

Coach shook his head, his eyes fixed on her hand on his arm, “It’s assessment papers I need to work on for my class. End of year testing stuff.”

The waitress came to their table with their food, and they quickly separated, sitting back. They both worked on their burgers, getting them fixed how they liked them, and after several bites Claire said, “Just let me know when I can help with anything, I’m supposed to be taking stress off of you remember?”

“You’ve been a great help with the team, plus my office even looks civilized, so thanks for those things.” he told her, “What I need now is some cold booze and a hot woman.” He looked straight at Claire after he said it, “Sorry, I shouldn’t say things like that.”

Claire shook her head while she laughed, “Oh stop, I’m a big girl. I just didn’t see either of those things on the Andie’s menu.”

Coach let out a laugh, “We need to find a better restaurant.”

Claire started laughing with him, both abandoning their food until their laughing was under control. She glanced around the room, and without thinking too much, said, “Well, this is where we are, so you might need to make due with what you can find here.”

Coach glanced around himself briefly, “Not many hot women here that I see.” His eyes came back and found Claire’s, “Except you, and I doubt you’re an option.”

Claire froze, staring into his face while she felt herself blush, and her skin start to get warmer.

She jumped slightly when she felt his hand touch her arm, “Hey, I’m just kidding, don’t freak out on me. A man can dream right?”

“I’m not freaking out”, she said as her composure returned, “But why me? You’re a handsome guy if you’d try smiling some of the time. You could meet all kinds of pretty women if you tried. Single women.”

He looked at her like she had lost her mind, his hands palms up over the table, “Why not you? You’re young and gorgeous and always positive. I cheer up some just seeing you a few times a week, even if you don’t notice it.”

Claire smiled, “Thank you, you can actually be sweet when you want to, and no, I haven’t noticed you cheering up that much around me, which was the whole point of me helping you. Our kids need a nice and calm Coach, not some angry man mad at his world.”

“I’m trying my best.” He said, returning to eating his fries. They sat in silence for several minutes, just eating and looking at each other. Claire saw his eyes on her while her mind was processing things at high speed. Her lack of a good sex life with her husband, the things he said the night before, and Coach’s recent words all spinning in a torrent within her. She lost focus on the man across the table from her for a few moments, her thoughts so loud within her head, until she heard his voice.

"You have some soft, gorgeous lips Claire. I bet when a man feels them, he loses track of everything going on in his life, even his stress melts away I bet," his eyes moved from her lips to her eyes, a smile forming on his lips as he let Claire catch his meaning.

Claire felt her breath hitch slightly, her heart beating faster. "Is that what you want, Coach? Your stress to just melt away?"

Coach Thompson nodded, his hand was suddenly there in front of her, his thumb brushing along her bottom lip, making her shiver. She looked at the other tables, her mind working out a decision, then she turned back to Coach Thompson, "I've got an idea that might help you forget about everything else." She leaned across the table, her lips brushing against him as she whispered in his ear, "But we're going to have to go somewhere a little more...private."

Coach Thompson's breath hitched, his hand gripping the table as desire coursed through him. He looked around, catching their waitress’s attention to pay the bill, before standing up and pulling Claire to her feet.

"Where?" he growled, his voice thick with lust.

Claire bit her lip, a wicked smile spreading across her face. "Your office is just a few blocks away. Let's go there," Claire whispered, her voice filled with anticipation and desire.
 

Coach Thompson's grip on her hand tightened, his cock already hard and straining against his pants. "Fuck, Claire, you're driving me crazy. Let's go."

They walked quickly to the parking lot, the tension between them palpable. They got in their car’s and drove off, Claire following behind the Coach’s car, her hands trembling slightly on the steering wheel. A few times she debated whether she should just turn at some random corner, and head back home to forget this whole idea, but she quickly shook those thoughts away.

Her nipples were hard, pressing against the thin fabric of her tank top. She could feel the dampness between her legs, her pussy throbbing with need.
Claire pulled into the parking lot, her heart pounding in her chest. She turned off the car, and before she could even open the door, Coach Thompson was there, opening it for her. He helped her out of the car, and they walked to the dugout, and down the tunnel to his office. He opened the door, and she walked past him, and he closed the door and stepped behind her.
She turned to face him, her breath coming in short gasps. He reached out, his hands cupping her face, his thumbs brushing her cheeks.

"You're so fucking beautiful, Claire," he said, his voice low and rough. "I've wanted this since the first time I saw you in those fucking shorts." He leaned in, his lips crashing down on hers. He kissed her hard, his teeth nipping at her bottom lip, his tongue invading her mouth. Claire moaned, her body pressing against his. She could feel his cock through his pants, and she rubbed against it, needing more and hoping her husband’s diagnosis of him was incorrect.

Claire broke the kiss, leaning back and looking into his eyes, "Now, let me help you with that stress problem before I change my mind." she said as she knelt down and started unbuttoning his pants. She found herself eager to see what she found inside, her husband's dick being the only one she'd seen in the last several years. When she pulled his pants and underwear down, she froze, eyes wide and mouth hanging open. His dick was......, well, gorgeous was the word that popped into her head first. It was big and thick with a perfectly shaped head that she couldn't help but admire. It hung limp but solid in front of her face, thick and veiny in a very manly way, and she realized how glad she was that she decided to do this.

Claire looked up at Coach Thompson. He was smiling down at her, and she returned his smile, then refocused her attention on his dick. She reached a hand up and slid it along the bottom of it, from base to tip and back again, marveling at its texture and weight. She wrapped her fingers around it gently, her eyes fixated on it as she stroked it slowly. She watched the way the skin moved under her hand as it moved up and down its length, and she couldn't help but smile, loving everything about it.

Coach Thompson moaned softly, and Claire remembered there was an actual man attached to this amazing, beautiful dick she held in her hand that was needing her help.

She looked back up at him, stopping her slow stroking to see his reaction.
"You like that, Coach?" she asked, her voice dripping with desire and confidence. She was eager to please, and the look of pleasure on his face made her heart pound and her pussy throb with need.

"Fuck yeah, Claire. You have no idea how good your hand feels on me right now," he groaned, his eyes locked onto hers.

Claire smiled, her grip tightening slightly as she began to stroke him faster. She quickly found out that her husband’s wishful thinking that Coach couldn’t get an erection was completely wrong. It grew and grew in her hand to an impressive length. She was mesmerized watching her own small hand slide from base to tip, how much her arm moved with every stroke, how far her hand traveled. In a matter of minutes, Coach went from someone she wasn’t totally sure could get it up, to being an absolute stud with the biggest, most magnificent cock she had ever seen. It was like stroking her hand up and down a slightly softer iron bar.

"I have an idea," she said, her voice a sultry whisper. She leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick the underside of his cock, tasting the salty pre-cum that was already beading at the tip. Coach Thompson hissed, his hips bucking slightly, a curse slipping from his lips. "Fuck, Claire, that feels amazing."

Claire looked up at him, her eyes filled with desire. "I want to taste you, Coach. I want to make you forget everything else," she said, her voice breathless. She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to swirl around the head of his cock, tasting him fully.

She took her time, exploring every inch of him with her tongue as Coach Thompson watched her with heavy-lidded eyes. She could feel his cock twitching in her hand, could hear his breath hitching as she took her time, driving him crazy.

"Fuck, Claire, just take it all in your mouth," he growled, his hands grabbing at her hair.

Claire looked up at him, her eyes filled with lust and challenge. "What's the rush, Coach? I want to savor you," she teased, her voice a sultry whisper.

Coach Thompson groaned, his hips bucking slightly as she continued to tease him.
"Fuck, Claire, don't make me beg. Just take my cock in your mouth already."

Claire chuckled, a low, sultry sound that sent shivers down Coach Thompson's spine. She leaned in, her breath hot on the head of his cock as she spoke. "Make me, Coach. Make me take that big, thick cock in my mouth."

Coach Thompson growled, his grip on her hair tightening as he pushed her head closer to his cock. "Suck it, Claire. Show me what those pretty lips can do," he demanded, his voice harsh with need.
Claire opened her mouth wide, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum that was leaking out. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with desire as she took more of him into her mouth, inch by inch. She could feel him hitting the back of her throat, and she swallowed, taking him even deeper. Claire loved the way he felt in her mouth, how hard he was, and she got into a slow, steady rhythm. She would take him as deep as she could, twist her face slightly, then slide her mouth back up his length.

Every time she reached the head, she would flick her tongue against it, making sure to lick up every drop of pre-cum that was leaking out. Coach Thompson groaned and bucked his hips, driving his cock deeper into her mouth. He was losing control, and she loved it.

"Fuck, Claire, your mouth feels so fucking good. I could cum just from this," he groaned, his hands tightening in her hair.

She wanted to take all of him, to feel him hit the back of her throat. She relaxed her jaw and throat, letting him slide deeper. She pulled back, her lips wrapping tightly around his shaft, sucking hard as she slid up to the head. She looked up at him, her eyes filled with lust and challenge as her mouth filled with his pre-cum. She swallowed, licking her lips. This continued on for many minutes, each passing minute making Claire more impressed, and more anxious to please him. She couldn’t ever remember being on her knees this long for a guy, and enjoying it so much. His cock was so much more than she expected, and all else in her mind was pushed away so she could focus on this one thing: pleasing Coach with her mouth.
 

"I want to taste your cum, Coach. I want to feel you explode in my mouth." She could see the lust in his eyes, and she knew he was close. "Come on, Coach, give it to me," she coaxed, her voice a husky whisper.
Claire took him deep into her throat, her nose pressing against his lower abdomen. She relaxed her throat, taking him even deeper, feeling his cock hit the back of her throat. She began to suck hard, her throat convulsing around his cock. Coach Thompson groaned, his hips bucking, driving his cock deeper into her mouth.

Claire could feel the muscles in his thighs and ass tense as he fought to maintain control. But she didn't want him to. She wanted him to lose control, to give her everything he had. She began to suck hard, her throat convulsing around his cock, wanting to bring him to the edge.

"Fuck, Claire, you're going to make me cum if you keep doing that," he groaned, his hands tightening in her hair.

Claire let out a muffled moan of encouragement, urging him on. She sucked harder, her hand working the base in time with her mouth. She wanted him to lose control, to fill her mouth with his hot cum.

Coach Thompson's body tensed, his hips thrusting forward as he gave in to the pleasure. "Oh fuck, Claire, I'm gonna...fuck..." he trailed off as the first spurt of cum hit the back of her throat. Claire swallowed it down, her eyes watering as she continued to suck him dry. She could taste him, salty and bitter, and she loved it. She couldn't remember the last time she did this for her husband, but she knew it wasn't this intense, and she didn't enjoy it near as much.

She sucked harder, her tongue swirling around his shaft as she took every drop he had to give. He moaned above her, his hips thrusting as he emptied himself into her waiting mouth. Finally, with a shudder, he pulled out, his cock glistening with her saliva and his cum.

Claire looked up at him, a satisfied smirk on her face. She licked her lips, savoring his taste. Coach Thompson looked down at her, his eyes dark with lust. "Fuck, Claire. Your mouth is fucking amazing. I've never felt anything like it," Coach Thompson praised, his voice hoarse with satisfaction. He reached down and helped her up, his hands lingering on her curves as he pulled her to her feet.

Claire stood before him, her body flushed with a mix of pleasure and desire. She could still taste him in her mouth, and the feeling of his cum sliding down her throat had sent shivers of pleasure through her. "Did that help your stress any?" she asked him.

He chuckled at her, "You have no idea how much that helped, thank you." He pulled his pants back up, and they headed back to the baseball field. They didn't say much on the short walk back, and Claire waved to him in the parking lot, and left, her mind overflowing with thoughts about what she did, and how much she enjoyed doing it.

When she brought her son back to the field for practice later, Coach put Jacob on third base and announced to the team that he would start there for the game that night. Claire felt a surge of pride and excitement for her son, and she knew that this was just the beginning of the benefits of their unique arrangement.

Later that night she was telling Brad about Jacob getting to start for this upcoming game, and Brad was very happy about it. He asked Claire what she had done to convince Coach Thompson to start their son, but Claire was hesitant to say what had actually happened, only saying that she helped him with something, and she had finally gotten through to him. Even that explanation got her husband very hard and excited, and Claire found herself marveling at how much it seemed to turn her husband on. They had their usual short time of sex, her husband finishing long before she was ready for him to, and she found herself thinking about Coach Thompson while her husband was on top of her.


Chapter 7 

The sun was a glowing orb in the afternoon sky, the air filled with the scent of freshly cut grass and the faint tang of sweat. The local baseball field was a picture of Americana, the emerald green grass stretching out before the bleachers like a vibrant carpet. The crisp white chalk lines of the baselines crisscrossed the field, stark against the verdant expanse. Out in the parking lot, Coach Thompson's car was parked under a tree, giving it a little bit of shelter from the sun. He was holding a notebook in front of him, filled with team notes and schedules. Under his notebook, Claire's head was moving up and down, using her mouth on him in a way he couldn't even put into words. He loved it, and putting her son on third base in every game was a small price worth paying to get it.

He couldn't believe his luck, and he was thankful for it every single day. He'd been living in a perpetual state of semi-arousal since their first encounter, barely able to focus on anything else. He looked around the parking lot while enjoying her amazing mouth, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked him off. He gripped her hair tightly, his hips thrusting against her face as he fucked her mouth.

"That's it, baby. Take it all in that pretty little mouth of yours. Make me cum down your throat," he growled, his voice thick with lust.

Claire moaned, her eyes watering as she took him deeper, her throat constricting around his cock. He groaned, his hips thrusting forward as he fucked her mouth. She had found herself looking forward to this too, since it started a few weeks ago. She counted the days until she could please him again, this rough man who didn't seem so nice when she first talked to him several weeks ago. Now here she was, giving him head for the third week in a row, and absolutely enjoying it. She loved his dick, and how long he could last in her mouth.

Claire loved the feeling of his control slipping away, the way his body trembled and shook as he lost himself in the pleasure she was giving him. She could taste his precum, salty and bitter, and she swallowed it down greedily, loving the way it slid down her throat. She felt his dick swell just a little extra, and heard his breathing become rushed, and knew she was about to get what she wanted. Coach Thompson tensed up, putting a hand on her back as he started cumming hard in her mouth.

"Fuck, Claire, that feels so fucking good," he moaned, his hips thrusting forward as far as they could go. As he finished filling Claire's mouth with his hot, sticky cum, he held her head in place. " swear to God, you're a fucking goddess with that mouth," he said, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

Claire pulled her head back, looking up at him with her mouth open, his cum dribbling out of her mouth and down her chin. She made a quick movement to swallow all of it down, not wanting to waste a single drop. He gave her his biggest grin as she sat back in the passenger seat, straightening her hair with her fingers.

"Thank you," she said to him, returning his smile, "I better go pick Jacob up. We'll see you tomorrow at practice." She got out of the car and walked to her own, drove around the school building to the front, and waited for the final bell to ring. She texted her husband while she waited, asking him about dinner, and telling him that her meeting with the coach went good.

She had told her husband Brad what she was doing to help the coach after last Friday's game. She felt guilty and wrong for not being up front about it, and when she told him, he said it was the most amazing, sexiest thing he'd ever heard her say to him. The look in his eyes, and the hardness of his dick told Claire that he was telling her the truth, but she wasn't totally convinced that he believed what she told him, like it was some story she made up to drive him crazy. For now, there was no harm in him believing, or not believing her. She told him the truth and that's all she could do. It turned him on hearing it, so much so, that his orgasm came even faster than it usually did when they had sex.

The next practice was Wednesday, and Claire once again found herself standing in front of Coach Thompson's car. She let Jacob ride home with a friend, giving her a little free time. The sun was starting to set, casting long shadows across the parking lot. She could see the desire in his eyes as he looked her up and down.

"You look fucking incredible, Claire," he growled, his voice thick with lust. "I've been thinking about you all fucking day."

Claire bit her lip, her body flushing with heat. "I've been thinking about you too, Coach. I think we should pick up where we left off last time."

Coach Thompson nodded, his gaze intense. "Fuck yeah, we should.
Get in the car," Coach Thompson commanded, his voice gruff with desire. Claire complied, her heart pounding with anticipation as she slid into the passenger seat. The car door barely closed behind her before Coach Thompson was pulling out of the parking lot, his eyes never leaving the road for long.
He reached over and grabbed her hand, his thumb rubbing circles on the back of it. "I've been dying to get you alone again," he growled, his voice low and husky. "I've been thinking about that fucking mouth of yours non-stop since the last time."

Claire's breath hitched, her core clenching with need.
"I've been thinking about your cock too, Coach. I want it in my mouth again."

Coach Thompson's grip on her hand tightened, his knuckles turning white as he fought to maintain control. "Fuck, Claire, you don't know how badly I want that." Coach Thompson groaned, his cock straining against his pants, desperate for release.
He pulled the car over to the side of the road, the engine idling as he looked over at Claire. His eyes were filled with lust and desire, his breathing ragged.

"Take your shirt off, Claire. I want to see more of that gorgeous body," he demanded, his voice thick with need.

Claire swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked around, making sure they were alone, before reaching down and pulling her shirt over her head. She unsnapped her bra, letting her full, perky tits spill out. Coach Thompson groaned, his eyes locked onto her chest.

"Fuck, those tits are perfect. Just like I imagined," Coach Thompson growled, his eyes locked onto Claire's chest. He reached out, his hand cupping one of her breasts, his thumb flicking against her nipple. Claire gasped, her body arching into his touch. "You like that, don't you, Claire? You like me touching your tits?"

Claire nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes, Coach. I love it," she moaned, her hands reaching up to cup his face. She pulled him towards her, their lips crashing together in a searing kiss. "We better not sit here too long like this, find us a better place to park." she told him. She reached down to unbutton his pants as he put the car back in drive and pulled back onto the road. His large cock seemed happy to be free, and in open air as she admired it, rubbing it with one hand. She leaned over into his lap and took him into her mouth, not wanting to wait until he found a place to park. Coach Thompson moaned and gave encouragement as he drove, and a few minutes later the car stopped and he turned the engine off. Claire didn't stop, or look to see where they ended up. She was too focused on pleasing this wonderful, amazing dick, and after another several minutes of her mouth lovingly sucking it, Coach Thompson came hard in her mouth. His body shook and bucked, and he was louder than she would have liked, but that was probably from being in such a small space. She absolutely loved doing this to him, giving her a prideful feeling that she could elicit such a reaction from this man. After what seemed like more cum than is possible for a man to produce stopped shooting from his cock, Coach Thompson relaxed, and Claire slid her mouth off of his cock, a very satisfied smile on her face.

She sat up in her seat, and realized she didn't know where they were. It was a neighborhood, and they were parked in front of a small modest house. It wasn't anything fancy, if anything it looked as though it could use some work. A new roof, and a fresh coat of paint, and the yard was ill kept. As she was looking at the house, and about to ask where they were, another car pulled over facing them, and stopped. Claire grabbed her shirt and threw it on in a hurry, realizing she had it on backwards when she glanced down. Coach Thompson started to hurriedly button his pants as a man got out and walked to the driver side window, he pulled his t-shirt down as far as he could and rolled the window down.

"John, how are you?" he said to the man. Claire didn't recognize him at all, but she didn't like the look on his face. He looked suspicious and angry, and maybe that was just how he was all the time. He didn't catch them doing anything, so Claire sat and remained calm as they talked.

"Fred, you were supposed to bring your student grade sheets to my office today. School ends in 3 weeks, and I have to have my part done before then, but you are holding me up." he said to Coach, and Claire tried to remember if she knew his first name was Fred.

Coach Thompson was nodding his head, "I know Mr. Bradley, and I'm sorry. I've had practices and games to plan for, plus my classroom stuff. There's been a lot going on."

Mr. Bradley replied, "Yea, I can see you have a lot going on." His eyes moving to Claire briefly, giving her a very unpleasant look. "I want that in my office first thing tomorrow Mr. Thompson, no excuses!" and he turned and walked back to his car, driving away, leaving Coach Thompson grumbling and muttering about how much he disliked the guy.

After he was gone, Claire looked over at Mr. Thompson and asked, "Who the hell was that!?" She pulled her arms into her t-shirt and turned it around wondering if Mr. Bradley noticed her nipples poking under her shirt.

"That was our school administrator, Mr. Bradley, " he said, "he's also on the school board. He's always in a bad mood this time of year, so don't worry about it too much."

"Don't worry too much!?! "Claire repeated at him a little frustrated, "if he showed up 30 seconds earlier he would have seen my head in your lap!"

Mr. Thompson looked over at Claire, "But he didn't. I'm a teacher, and a coach so I meet with parents all the time. He didn't see anything unusual. "

Claire let out a long breath, leaning back in her seat, "I hope you're right, " she said. "I would hate for you to get in trouble." She looked over at him and smiled.
Mr. Thompson touched her leg, "I'll get him those papers in the morning, and that will settle everything, that's all he cares about." he told her.

"Do you have it all done?" Claire asked him.

"Pretty much." Thompson replied. "Just a few things to double check and organize, shouldn't take me long."

Claire thought for a moment, "I can help you finish it up real quick, will keep me from worrying about it all night."

Coach Thompson nodded his head, "Not going to turn down help, if you don't mind."

They got out of the car, and he let them into the front door. Claire saw papers scattered all over the table, and walked towards it, figuring that's what needed finishing up. They worked on the paperwork for around 45 minutes, and then Claire spent another thirty or forty minutes giving Coach another blowjob.

She just couldn't help herself, she enjoyed it too much. When she made it back home it was past 8:30, and her husband Brad was a little annoyed that she hadn't answered any of his texts. Claire apologized and told him that Coach Thompson was behind on paperwork for his class, and she wanted to help him.

"I'm sure he appreciated the help" Brad said with a slight smile on his face.

Claire hugged his neck, "He always appreciates my help." she said, before kissing him deeply. This got her husband excited, and after Jacob went to bed, Claire asked Brad to go down on her, which he was happy to do. While Brad was using his tongue on her pussy, Claire's mind was on Coach Thompson and his gorgeous dick, and she had a very nice orgasm. When her husband climbed up her body and slid inside her, she was happy, loving her husband and how good she made him feel, but when he was coming after just a few minutes, she had more somber thoughts. She wondered how much longer Coach could last inside her, and how much fuller he could make her feel.


Chapter 8 

The sun hung low in the sky, casting long, dancing shadows across the pristine green expanse of the baseball field. The once-busy bleachers were now empty, save for Coach Thompson, who sat alone, his fingers intertwined in front of him, staring onto the field. The aftermath of being seen in his car with Claire that day was swift, and unexpected, leaving Mr. Thompson both unemployed and unsure of what to do next. He shouldn't have been that surprised, Mr. Bradley was a grade A asshole, and would use any opportunity to get rid of Coach Thompson, who he felt wasn't what he wanted in a teacher anyway.
Despite Coach Thompson's popularity with the students and the parents, Bradley had never liked him and jumped at the chance to get rid of him when he saw Claire in his car, and was able to convince the school board that Coach Thompson was having an affair with a parent.

Coach Thompson looked out at the field, his mind lost in thought. He knew Bradley was a prick, but he never thought he would stoop so low as to get him fired over something like this. He felt a pang of sadness, knowing that he would never be able to coach again, and that he would have to find a new job, and possibly even move.

Claire had apologized several times, even offering to call Mr. Bradley herself, explain it was all a misunderstanding. It wasn't her fault, they were both equally a part of it, and her calling wouldn't have made any difference anyway. It was done, and now it was about focusing on what was ahead. He needed an income to keep his bills paid up, especially his mortgage. He had been late on a few payments the last few years, and didn't think they would be very patient with him if it happened again.

He got up and checked his phone again, another text from Claire asking how he was doing. They talked last night after practice, when he had to stand in front of everyone and tell them he wasn't their coach anymore. The kids were upset, and the parents were surprised and confused, and all he could think to tell them was to win their last game this Friday. He stood up and grabbed the duffel bag sitting next to him with all his personal things from the coaches office, and walked to his car. He sat in the driver's seat and texted Claire back before he left, telling her he was fine and not to worry.

Claire and her husband were sitting on the couch watching TV, though if you asked her, she couldn't have told you what the show was about. Her mind was on Mr. Thompson, no more calling him "Coach" I guess, she had thought to herself. She was still shocked that this even happened, and that Mr. Bradley could be so cruel. Why couldn't he just ignore what he saw? It wasn't school hours, so it's nobody's business what we were doing. At least she hadn't heard any of the parents gossiping or talking about it, so maybe Mr. Bradley was the only one with any idea that she was even with Mr. Thompson. That's one positive I guess. Her husband Brad looked at her and asked her what was on her mind, and she told him she was worried about Mr. Thompson. She did find it humorous that her husband had a similar name to Mr. Bradley, though thankfully he wasn't near as much of an ass.

"Do you mind if I invite Mr. Thompson over on Friday for dinner?" she said to her husband, "It would be better than him sitting at home by himself on the teams last game night."

Brad said, "Sure, but what about Jacob's game?"
"You can take him, while I get things ready here." Claire said. "You haven't been able to go to as many games as I have, plus I'm sure Jacob would love you being there for the last game of the year." Brad agreed, wanting to make things as smooth as possible. He knew Claire was very upset about things, but couldn't understand why Coach was fired for simply sitting in a car with a parent. Claire told him that they had been "fooling around" in the car, but that just sounded like more of the naughty talk she's been into telling him lately. It didn't sound like something Claire would actually do, but again, why fire someone for innocently sitting in his car with a parent? Did that point to something happening in the car between his wife and Mr. Thompson?

Friday afternoon, Claire picked her son up from school, stopped at the store for a few things, then took him home to wait for his dad to get home from work. Brad got home a little after 5, and him and Jacob headed to the field just before six o'clock for the game. Claire got started with dinner, putting together something she hoped Mr. Thompson would enjoy. She hadn't been working very long when the doorbell rang. She wiped her hands on a kitchen towel, and went to open the door finding Mr. Thompson standing there, dressed nicer than normal, "I thought maybe you could use some help." he said through a pleasant smile.
Claire stepped aside to let him in, "I can always use some good help."


Brad and Jacob returned to the car in the parking lot. It had been a close game with the team giving a good effort, but they fell a few runs short of victory. Brad told his son how proud he was of him, and how much he enjoyed getting to watch him play. "You'll be even better next year." he told him, and Jacob didn't seem too upset about losing. Most of the team was still trying to work through their coach being different, and the last game of the year probably came at a great time. Summer break was around the corner, so we'd just have to see what happens from here. Brad started the car and they made their way home, telling his son that at least he could hang out and eat dinner with Mr. Thompson tonight, tell him how the game went. He saw Mr. Thompson's car in his driveway when he parked next to it. He hadn't expected him til around 8, which was another 40 minutes from now, but him and Jacob were both ready to eat anyway, so it worked out. 

When they walked in the door, they could smell the food, the table was all set, and Claire and Mr. Thompson were laughing in the kitchen, standing very close to each other. He spent the entire evening observing the way they interacted with one another. The way she subtlety leaned to his side of the table during dinner. The way she looked and smiled at Mr. Thompson, which to Brad seemed somehow different to how she looked and smiled at him. When dinner was finished, they sent Jacob upstairs to shower and get ready for bed, and when the adults went to sit in the living room, it wasn't her husband that Claire sat beside on the couch, it was Mr. Thompson. There were more smiles and looks, and now touches were added. She would pat his leg at something he said, or lightly slap his arm at something funny he recalled.
There was an intimacy there, a familiarity that Brad hadn't noticed before. He was starting to feel like an outsider in his own home. He could see it in the way their bodies leaned towards each other, the way they would occasionally brush against one another, their laughter was a sound he hadn't heard in years. Brad was feeling a mixture of emotions, jealousy, confusion, and arousal. He couldn't help but wonder what they had been doing in the car that day. He had seen the way Mr. Thompson looked at her, his eyes dark with desire, and he had seen Claire's breath hitch, her pupils dilate.

After an hour or so, Mr. Thompson got up to leave, thanking them both for a great evening. They walked him to the door, where he shook Brad's hand, and then hugged his wife. They held the embrace for several seconds, and as they pulled back a little, Claire kissed him on the mouth. Brad stood wide eyed and shocked.

He felt a surge of anger, confusion, and betrayal. He had never felt this way before, and didn't know how to process it. He couldn't believe that his wife would betray him like this, and with their son's coach of all people. But as he watched them embrace, he felt something else too, something he didn't want to admit. A flicker of excitement, a twinge of arousal. He had never been one to share his wife with anyone, but there was something about watching them together that made him hard.

Claire pulled back from the hug, her cheeks flushed, her eyes locked onto Brad's.

She knew he had seen the kiss, and she wasn't sure how he would react. She had been feeling guilty about what had been going on between her and Fred, but she also couldn't deny the intense connection they shared. She had never felt this way before, this alive, this full of desire. She wondered if Brad could see that in her eyes, if he could sense the change in her. She walked to her husband and put her arm around him, giving him a smirk, and they waved as Mr. Thompson stepped off the porch and got in his car.

Brad watched him pull out of the driveway, his body trembling with a mix of emotions. He turned to Claire, his eyes burning with a mix of anger, betrayal, and arousal.

Claire bit her lip, her eyes filled with guilt and desire. "I'm sorry, Brad. I didn't mean for that to happen. It just...did."

Brad shook his head, his jaw clenched. "You two have been fooling around in his car? You kissed him in front of me?

Claire looked at him, still smiling, "I told you what was going on baby, if you were upset about it, you should have said something when I first told you."

She ran her hand down to his pants, and felt his hardness. She raised her eyebrows at him and headed towards the stairs. Brad was left standing there with a mix of emotions. Anger was there, right beside jealousy, but there was also something bubbling just below those. It was an appreciation of discovering his wife was a naughtier girl than he had given her credit for, and he was the man lucky enough to be married to her. He gathered his emotions a little, and checked the locks on the doors and shut the lights off before heading upstairs himself. He checked in on his son on his way by his room, before heading down the rest of the hallway to the master bedroom. There he found his wife laying on the bed, naked on her back. She looked very relaxed, still with a smile on her face as he went in the bathroom and brushed his teeth. He finished up and walked back into the bedroom, walking around the bed to get undressed.

Claire was watching him, "You're not mad at me are you?" she asked him. "You know how much I love you, and I'm sorry if this has caught you off guard."

She laid there, confident and very at ease with her nudity, and Brad couldn't help but be aroused by it.

"I'm not sure what I feel honestly." Brad replied to her while he sat and removed his socks. "All this time I thought you were just dirty talking me, telling me things you thought I wanted to hear to turn me on."

"Everything I told you was the truth. When we talked a few weeks ago, and you told me about your thoughts, and that you wanted this for me, I decided to take you at your word" Claire said, reaching a hand out to touch his arm. He looked over at her, and could see the love in her eyes. The thought of her being committed to him, and then being naughty with Mr. Thompson made his emotions go back and forth between arousal and anger. Her hand rubbed along his leg, her eyes focusing on his erection.

"You don't seem to be totally upset about it, so I really hope I haven’t made a huge mistake.” she said to him, smiling. "I'd love for you to go down on me." Claire watched his face, looking at him expectantly. Brad looked at her body, then up in her eyes, then began moving himself down the bed and between her legs.

He could smell her arousal, sweet and musky, and it made his cock twitch. He leaned down and began licking her pussy, his tongue flat against her vulva, licking up and down, then flicking her clit. Claire moaned and arched her back, gripping the sheets in her fists.

"Fuck, that feels good," she moaned. "Lick me, baby, lick your wife's pussy."

Brad felt a surge of lust at her words, his own cock throbbing. He pulled his tongue back, looked up to her face, "You are my wife, and I love you more than anything. Does doing naughty things with Mr. Thompson make you happy?"

His wife nodded down at him, biting her lip slightly, looking very aroused. Her hips were gyrating under his face while he spoke to her, missing his tongue.

"I want you to be happy more than anything." Brad said, and he dove his face back into her pussy.
He sucked her clit into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, before letting it pop out. He moved his head lower, and began to eat out her pussy, his nose pushing against her clit. He sucked and licked, feeling her juices seep into his mouth. He loved the taste of her, sweet and musky, and the feel of her soft, wet flesh against his tongue. He reached up and began to play with her tits, pinching and rolling her nipples between his fingers.

Claire moaned, her body writhing beneath him. Her right hand coming down onto Brad's head as he pleasured her with his mouth. "You're always so good to me. I'm lucky to be your wife, and I'm glad you aren't too upset about what I've done. I loved being naughty with Mr. Thompson." she stopped talking, the feeling of Brad's tongue driving her to an orgasm with thoughts of Mr. Thompson in her mind.

She was lost in the sensation of Brad's tongue lapping at her pussy, his fingers rolling her nipples, and the memory of Fred's cock in her mouth. Her body tensed, her hips bucking against Brad's face, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave.

"Fuck!" she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Brad looked up at her, his face glistening with her juices, a satisfied smirk on his face. "You look so sexy when you come," he said, his voice thick with lust.

"I love the taste of your pussy, baby." He crawled up her body, his cock pressing against her stomach. He positioned himself at her entrance, looking into her eyes as he pushed himself inside her. She loved the feel of her husband inside her, but something about tonight was different. She could still taste Mr. Thompson on her lips, still feel the weight of his hand on her, the warmth of his skin. She wrapped her legs around Brad, pulling him deeper into her, urging him to fuck her harder, and for a short time it worked. Brad was thrusting hard, and Claire was enjoying it, her eyes closed, enveloped in the feeling, but way too soon Brad was breathing harder, and his orgasm overtook him. He became still while he caught his breath on top of his wife, and though she tried her best, she couldn't help feel a little cheated. Her husband had the joy and pleasure of feeling an orgasm during sex, but not Claire.

She was left with a wet pussy and still a fiery desire burning inside her, one that her husband couldn't fulfill. She knew that he was upset, but she also knew that he was aroused. She could feel it in his touch, see it in his eyes. She knew that he was fighting something inside him, trying to stay angry, trying to stay upset, but he was also turned on because of her actions, and he still loved her. She decided to play along with him, to push him, to see just how far she could take him.

"That was good, baby," she said to him, running her fingers through his hair. "But I need more." She could feel his cock softening inside her, and it frustrated her. She wanted more, she needed more. She felt a wave of guilt come over her, she was being selfish, but she pushed it down, knowing that her husband was turned on by this. She could see it in his eyes, feel it in his touch.

Brad looked down at her, his chest heaving with his heavy breaths. "But, baby, I just...I just came." He said to her, his voice soft and unsure.

Claire looked into his eyes, she could see the confusion and the desire, the love and the anger. She knew that he was turned on, that she had pushed him to the edge, and now she wanted to push him over it. She wanted him to give in to her desires.

"I know baby, but I need more." She said to him, her voice a soft whisper, her hand moving to his hair, playing with it, tugging lightly. "I need to be satisfied during sex, made to cum all over a good hard dick that lasts a long time."

Brad sighed and rolled off of his wife. "I know, and I hate that I can't ever make that happen. I try to block things out of my mind, ignore how good it feels, but I can't and I end up losing it early." He gave his wife a smile, "You're just too good for me to handle Claire."

Claire gave him a loving smile, and kissed him. "I still love you, and maybe we can figure something out." Claire said to him, propping herself up on her elbows, her breasts swaying slightly with the movement.

"I have a feeling you already have a solution running through your mind." Brad said to her. He was conflicted about how he felt that she would be thinking about anyone else at a time like this, but he also hated letting her down sexually.

He always prided himself on being a good husband, but he knew he was letting her down in the bedroom. His cock began to twitch at the memory of her words, and he felt a familiar stirring in his groin. He knew what she was asking for, and he wasn't sure if he could give it to her, but he was willing to try. "I was thinking... maybe you need someone else to help you out." Brad said, his voice low and rough. "Maybe you need someone that can give you what I can't."

Claire looked in his eyes, "I don't want to do anything that upsets you."

"I honestly don't know how I'd feel about it, but you've already been doing things I didn't know I knew about, and I'm still here with you." Brad said, his voice filled with a mixture of emotions.

Claire's eyes widened, a hint of surprise and excitement in them. "You mean... you'd be okay with me being with Mr. Thompson? Like, really being with him?"

Brad nodded, running a hand through his hair. "I think so. It's not something I ever thought I'd be into, but seeing you two together tonight, it turned me on more than anything ever has."

Claire bit her lip, her breath hitching as she considered his words. "You want to watch us?"

Brad swallowed hard, his cock twitching at the thought. "I...I don't know if I could watch you with someone else, but...just tell me what's going on. None of this "behind my back" stuff."

"I'm not going to sneak around and lie to you." Claire told him, "You're not comfortable with watching, fine, but if I'm going to do this, I want you to know everything."

Brad seemed both relieved and aroused by her words. He took a deep breath and sat up in bed, his cock already starting to harden again at the thought of his wife with another man.

"Okay, so tell me what you two have been doing." he said, his voice hoarse with desire.

"I told you what we've done, you just didn't think I was serious about it." Claire said with a smile on her face. "It's just been me giving him head, several times now."

Claire bit her lip and leaned back against the headboard, spreading her legs slightly. She smiled at her husband, watching his face as her words sank in. She loved that he was so interested in this idea of his wife having sex with another man, and she was already looking forward to the reality of it. "You're an amazing husband for letting me do something like this you know. If it gets to be too much, or you don't like it, just tell me and that will be the end of it."

Brad gave her a slight smile and nodded. "I will. I don't think I'll really know how I'll feel about it until it's happening, but if it's something that makes you happy, I should be okay."

Claire smiled at him, "I really do love you Brad, and I want you to be a part of this, in whatever way you're comfortable with."

Brad took a deep breath, his cock now fully hard and ready. "Okay, so when are you going to see him again?"

Claire giggled and shook her head. "I’ll text him and ask him to meet for lunch sometime, but I haven't talked to him about any of this baby. When I know something I will tell you I promise."

Chapter 9

The following week, Claire invited Coach to meet at Andie’s for lunch on Wednesday. She decided to tell Coach everything about her marriage with her husband, the good and the bad, and to tell Fred about what her husband had told her that night about her being around him. Now Fred was looking at her with a confused, and slightly annoyed look on his face, “So your husband actually thought my marriage ended because I couldn’t, you know…….” he leaned over the table closer to her so he could talk quieter, “because my equipment didn’t work?”

Claire laughed softly, “It was just his first guess, I don’t think he really believed that. I think it was a way to cope with me being your assistant and spending more time around you. He wanted to make you less threatening.” She leaned back in the booth, smiling at Coach who did not return her smile.

“Don’t be grumpy,” she scolded him, “It’s obviously not true, I know that first hand now.” That brought a slight smirk to Fred’s face. He leaned over the table looking like a man who had enjoyed a turn of good luck, other than losing his job at the school.

“Me and my wife did have problems with our sex life, but it wasn’t because of that,” he started telling her. “My wife liked simpler sex. She thought a man should get in there, enjoy it for a few minutes, then be done with it.” He shook his head as he spoke, Claire remained silent. “After our son was born, she tried to just deal with it, letting me go on and on, but I know she didn’t enjoy it very much, and she would always complain for a few days after about this or that being sore, or having a bruise somewhere. Finally a few years before we divorced she refused to have sex at all, and there was no making things work after that.”

“That’s so backwards from what me and Brad have issues with in bed,” Claire said shaking her head, “He’s never been able to last very long at all. At first I thought it was just nerves or whatever, that he would get more comfortable with me and confident, but it hasn’t changed at all.”

“That doesn’t sound easy to deal with either.” Fred replied. It was about this time that the waitress brought their burgers to their table, so they paused the conversation and got ready to dig in. Claire checked her burger, “They forgot my mayonnaise.”

She set her burger back on her plate and was looking around for their waitress. Fred leaned over the table towards her with a wicked smile on his face, “You know, I can offer you a substitute.”

Claire broke out laughing, putting a hand over her mouth, “You are so bad.”

“What?” Fred said with a poor excuse for a shocked look on his face. “I was just offering, if it’s not something you like just say so.”

Claire looked at him with a smile on her own face, “You know I like it, I just don’t have access to that at the moment. Maybe after we eat.”

They both looked at each other smiling, their shared meaning getting them both turned on and excited. They both enjoyed their food, even Claire who never asked for her mayonnaise, and when they were done and out in the parking lot, Claire asked, “So, are you still offering?”

Fred smiled wide at her, “Always offering. I still have some built up stress that I could use some help with.”

Claire walked towards her own car, “Want me to follow you to your house then?”

Several minutes later, Fred was reclined back on his couch, with Claire on the floor between his naked, parted legs. He was already rock hard, and wet from her mouth as she kept sliding it up and down his shaft. His arms were spread along the back of the couch on either side of him as he watched her pleasing him with her mouth. The only sounds were of her sucking, and the breathing through her nose, and once they got here and she got his pants off, she realized how much she wanted this, and how joyful she was giving him head. She was leaning over his cock, both hands on his thighs, working his dick with her mouth, enjoying every gasp and moan she could get from him. When her jaw was getting tired, she would change to licking along his dick, flicking her tongue underneath the head, telling him how amazing his dick was while he looked down at her smiling. He never pressured her for anything more, or tried to pull her clothes off and force his way into her. A part of her wanted that, to truly feel what he could do to her sexually, but she would not sneak around her husband like that. After several minutes of using her tongue, she went back to sucking him, and after many minutes, (42 to be exact) Coach got to her favorite part. The part where his breathing increases, and his body tenses up, and Claire knew all her efforts were about to pay off. She never thought she could enjoy having a man cum in her mouth so much, but when Fred did it, it was on another whole level of sexy. The force and volume of it was just manly as hell, and she loved being the girl that got him there. She increased her pace just a little, and felt his hand on the back of her head right before his cock swelled and his balls relented to her pleasure. He came hard and she accepted it all, swallowing over and over while she moaned her gratefulness to him, letting him know without words how much she wanted this. She continued to suck and clean him off after he was done cumming, feeling his cock soften slightly, while his breathing returned to normal.

“That was amazing as always”, he said to her.

Claire finally stood up, smiling at him, “Yes it was. Thanks for meeting me for lunch, we should do this every day.”

“You invite me, and I’ll definitely come.” Fred replied to her.

Claire laughed at his simple play on words while she grabbed her purse and keys and said goodbye.

Driving home, her mind was clouded with thoughts about her situation with Fred, and her husband. The biggest part of her was happy with things, and her time with her son’s former coach. Pleasing him made her feel good and appreciated, which wasn’t to say she didn’t feel appreciated by her husband, cause she did. There was just something different about it, like what she did with Fred was just scratching the surface of what they could share together, but that was the problem. She wasn’t sure how to keep walking this tight line of pleasing Fred, and not upsetting her husband. Brad told her things she struggled to believe. He told her he wanted her to enjoy good sex, even if it wasn’t with him, but it didn’t seem plausible. Why would a husband say that to his wife? Maybe he was just gauging her reaction, seeing how quickly she agreed or refused, but that seemed out of character for him. They had always been honest with each other, so she had to take what he said as honest truth, even though she knew he wasn’t totally sure about it all.

Claire was in the kitchen when her husband got home from work. She heard him greet their son in the living room and ask him what he was watching on TV. Several minutes later, he joined her in the kitchen and leaned against the counter.

“I asked my parents to let Jacob stay with them Friday night.” he said to her.

Claire didn’t skip a beat with her stirring, “What’s going on Friday?

When Brad didn’t immediately answer, she set the bowl down and turned to face him. His eyes were not on her, but on the floor somewhere around her feet. She could see he was struggling with whatever it was he was wanting to say.

“I uh…...I thought you could invite Fred over.” he finally said, and he looked at her for the first time.

Claire was silent, watching her husband’s face struggle to maintain composure and resolve. She knew he had to have been thinking through this in his own head for who knows how many days, so outright refusing his request was not an option. It would just come up again at some near future time. She had a sudden thought, agree to it and let him be the one to shut it down when the moment became too much for him. She didn’t think he actually wanted her to sleep with another man, but he had to discover that for himself, so she agreed, and told her husband she would talk to Fred about it the next day.

Claire and Fred sat at their normal table at Andie’s, waiting on their lunch order. The made small talk for a bit, Claire working up her nerve to bring up the real reason she asked him here. She was pretty sure he would agree, but hated the thought of him being caught in some awkward situation if her husband ended up freaking out about what was happening.

“So, I wanted to invite you over tomorrow night,” Claire asked him after the food arrived.

Fred didn’t hesitate in his answer, “Sure, I don’t have anything else planned, plus I haven’t seen Jacob since the last time I as at your house.”

“Jacob won’t be there.” Claire told him.

“Oh”. Was his only reply and his brow crinkled slightly in confusion.

“I told you about my husbands issue in bed.” Claire spoke quietly. Fred simply nodded, letting her continue.

“He has convinced himself that I am unsatisfied, which I admit, sometimes I am frustrated about it and have even told him about it on a few occasions, but I would never have thought to look to someone else for that.” she said.

Fred spoke up finally, “So it’s his idea to invite me over?”

Claire nodded, “He thinks I deserve better in bed, even if it’s not with him, but I don’t think he can handle me being with someone else, or really even wants me to.”

“Then tell him that.” Fred waved his hand to emphasize his point, “Tell him you don’t want to.”

“I can’t.” Claire shook her head, “He’ll just bring it up again. Once he gets something in his head he won’t let it go. I think the best way to handle this, is to go along with it. At some point he will realize how stupid this is and say he can’t handle it. That should be the end of it.”

Fred said nothing, but simply nodded while he chewed on some fries.

Claire smiled at him, “I have really enjoyed spending time with you, being your assistant, helping you in various ways.” They made eye contact and smiled knowingly at each other. “Brad knows about that and does get very turned on, but then I kissed you the last time you visited our house, and he was mad about it, which is what makes me doubt how much he really wants me to sleep with you.”

They finished their lunch agreeing that they would just see how things worked out, no expectations or pressure, and later that evening she told Brad that it was worked out. As they were getting ready for bed she asked her husband what the plan was for Friday.

“I figured we can go out to eat, talk a while, then go see a movie.” he said.

“You want to go out?” Claire was surprised.

“Yea, I thought it would be easier for Fred being at some place neutral, rather than our house.” Brad told her while he removed his shirt.

All Claire could do, was smile at him as she walked into the bathroom, “I hope you know what you’re doing.”

Chapter 10

Claire was up early on Friday, busying herself with getting her son up and ready for school, and seeing her husband off to work. Neither of them spoke about that evening’s plans and after Brad kissed her goodbye and left, she drove Jacob to school.

She returned to a quiet house and spent the rest of the morning cleaning, which wasn’t out of the norm for a Friday, but this day she cleaned with a bit more focus and scrutiny. Sheets were changed, furniture polished, floors swept and vacuumed. When lunchtime rolled around she was satisfied and sat down to have a light lunch. She didn’t know where they were going out to eat tonight, but found herself starting to look forward to it. They didn’t go out to eat all that often, so that part of it was a nice change, even though the rest of the night was unclear.

Brad got home early, right around 5, and took Jacob over to his parent’s house. He was excited about staying the night with them, mostly because they let him have more junk food than he was allowed at home. While she waited for Brad to return, she put on her makeup and selected a dress to wear out. It wasn’t anything super fancy or expensive, but she did like how it felt and she felt good wearing it.

When Brad returned home, his eyes lit up when he saw her, “Wow, you look gorgeous babe.”

Claire smiled and gave him a spin before hugging him, “Thank you. We haven’t gone out in a while, so I wanted to dress up a little bit.”

“I’m sure Fred will appreciate it too.” he replied to her smiling.

Claire looked in his eyes, her smile fading, “Are you sure about this?”

Brad became more serious as well, “Yea, I mean I’m pretty sure.” Claire looked at him slightly frustrated. “I can’t stop thinking about you being with him, it consumes me. Let’s just go out and see what happens.”

Claire nodded, “Okay, if that’s what you want.”

The doorbell rang and Brad opened the door, greeted Fred with a handshake, and let him step inside. He wanted to quickly change clothes, so he left his wife and Fred standing and staring at each other.

“You look very pretty Claire.” Fred said to her as his eyes took in every inch of her in that dress.

She thanked him and smiled at him while her eyes took him in as well. He was wearing slacks, dress shoes and a pretty button up blue shirt. She never imagined him being the dress up type, but she thought he looked really good.

“You look great yourself, I love that color on you.” She stepped closer to him and felt his collar. It was soft and silky. “Very nice.” She said while looking up at him.

Brad returned from changing and jolted to a stop seeing his wife standing close to Fred with her hand touching him. Claire turned to her husband, “Doesn’t he look good?” she asked him.

Brad stood quietly for a moment, his mind still trying to move past the fact that he leaves the room for a few minutes and she’s already touching him.

Claire fills the silence, taking her hand away from Fred, “I mean, you look good too. I’ve just seen you looking good lots of times.”

She stopped talking, feeling like the words were coming out wrong. Brad pulled himself together and they walked out to their car. Claire insisted that Fred ride up front so he had better leg room, and they drove to her favorite Italian restaurant. When they walked in, the hostess greeted them and led them to a booth. Claire slid into one side, but instead of her husband sliding in beside her, he insisted that Fred sit beside her, while he sat down on the opposite side.

Their waiter was soon greeting them, and telling about the specials going on. Drinks were ordered and Brad wanted an order of cheese sticks for everyone. When they were left alone at their table, looking over the menus, Brad couldn’t help glancing across the table at his wife and Fred. Claire looked beautiful without really even trying, her blonde hair long and shiny, her face smooth and glowing. Beside her was Fred, who was dressed up and looked mostly comfortable. He was broad and tall, his athletic physique still obvious even under his dress shirt. He was almost twice as old as Claire, and he wondered how many people that saw them sitting there would think he was her dad.

He watched as Fred asked his wife what she recommended, and she started pointing to the menu and suggesting a few of her favorites. Brad focused on her lips as she spoke to him, the way they moved, the softness and fullness of them. Brad loved and knew those lips very well, and now Fred had experienced and enjoyed them also. He started to feel warm, in a nervous fearful way, and he asked himself if this was what he really wanted. The erection he had under the table, plus the memory of all the times he couldn’t satisfy her in bed,  knowing she was too kind of a person to openly complain about it, solidified his resolve. She deserved better than what he could provide in that one area. He just prayed that if he allowed this to get going between them, it didn’t bleed over into the other parts of their relationship.

Fred and his wife appeared to reach a decision on what to order, so they closed their menus and the men made eye contact. It was slightly awkward and uneasy, so Brad grabbed his glass and took a drink of iced tea.

“Thank you guys for inviting me out.” Fred said, “I’ve never been to this place before.”

“I’ve always loved this place, the food is so good here.” Claire told him. “Better than sitting at home by yourself on a Friday, right?”

Fred nodded, “It’s a lot better.”

Brad set his glass back down on the table, “I just wanted to do something to thank you for being Jacob’s coach. He was really upset about you not being their Coach anymore. The whole team was.”

Fred looked down at the table, “It upsets me too, a lot. I miss the kids, and the challenge of getting them to improve as a team.” He cracked a small smile, “Winning games was always fun too.”

The waiter returned with their cheese sticks, and took their orders. As he walked away Brad pointed to the appetizer, “Have as many as you want Fred.”

The conversation stayed light, focused on sports and Jacob’s little league team, and Brad found himself slipping into the comfort of just hanging out with another guy he considered a friend. For a few minutes, he almost forgot why they were really all there together. The illusion shattered when their main courses arrived. As Claire leaned forward to use her fork to cut a piece of her veal, her arm brushed against Fred’s. He didn’t pull away. Instead, his arm lingered, the fabric of his shirt catching slightly on the sleeve of her dress. Brad watched, his fork frozen halfway to his mouth, as a small, almost imperceptible smile touched Claire’s lips. She knew. She felt it too. The air in the booth, once filled with easy chatter about RBIs and pitching rotations, grew thick and heavy, charged with a silent current that only the three of them could feel. Fred cleared his throat, breaking the spell, and resumed eating, but the space between them felt different now. It had been marked. The cheese sticks were gone. The safe, neutral territory was gone.

“So, Claire,” Fred said, his voice a little lower than before, his gaze lingering on her. “You ever play any sports?”

She dabbed her lips with her napkin. “Some softball in high school. I was decent. But not like you guys. I was always more of a… dance type.”

Brad watched Fred’s eyes light up. “Dance? Like ballet?”

“Jazz, tap, a little ballet. For a few years.” She took a sip of wine. “It keeps you flexible.”

There it was. The little flick of the fishing line, cast out right across the table. Brad’s throat tightened. He knew his wife. That wasn’t an innocent statement. It was an invitation.

Fred’s smile was slow, appreciative. “I bet it does. I’d love to see that sometime.”

Claire leaned back against the vinyl of the booth, the move causing her to press her shoulder more firmly against his. “Maybe you will.”

Brad’s heart hammered against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic and arousal. He felt trapped, pinned by his own creation, watching from across the table as his wife and this man, this friend, built a world between them in the space of a single trip to a restaurant.

Dinner drew to a close. The plates were cleared, the check paid, mostly on autopilot as Brad’s mind raced. The drive to the theater was quieter. Claire had offered to let Fred drive, to give her husband a break, and Brad had agreed. He sat in the back seat, behind Fred, watching the back of the Coach's head, watching the easy way Claire’s hand rested on the center console, just inches from Fred’s shifting hand. Every time Fred shifted gears, his knuckles would graze her skin, and Brad would see her fingers twitch in response. It was torture. It was exquisite. He was a spectator to the most intimate, slow-motion seduction he had ever witnessed, and he was the one who had bought the tickets.

When they pulled into the parking lot, the engine cut off and the silence was sudden and absolute. The interior light didn’t come on, plunging them into a shared darkness broken only by the distant glow of the overhead light. No one moved. No one spoke. Claire’s breathing was shallow in the quiet. Fred’s was steady, confident. Brad felt like he was holding his breath, waiting for the next move. It was Fred who finally broke the stillness, turning his head slightly toward Claire.

“Ready for the show?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate right through Brad.

Claire didn’t answer with words. In the dim light filtering through the windshield, Brad saw her head nod, a slow, deliberate dip. Then, her hand lifted from the console and settled, gently but unmistakably, on Fred’s thigh. Brad saw the muscle in Fred’s leg tense beneath the fabric of his slacks. He didn’t flinch or push her away. He let her hand rest there, a claim, a promise.

“Yeah,” she finally whispered, her voice thick. “I think I am.”

Brad felt a strangled sound catch in his throat, something between a gasp and a cough. The air in the car was suddenly too thin, too thick, all at once. He watched the outline of Claire's hand on Fred's leg, a pale shape against the dark fabric, and his mind went utterly blank. Every ounce of his being was focused on that single point of contact.

Then, Fred moved. It wasn't a jump or a flinch, but a slow, deliberate shift. He turned his body more fully toward Claire, his arm coming up to rest along the back of her seat. He didn't touch her, not yet, but he surrounded her, caging her in the small space. His silhouette in the dim light was immense, a shadow that consumed her smaller frame.

“We should probably go inside,” Fred said, but his voice was different now. It wasn't just low; it was textured, rough with a suggestion that had nothing to do with a movie.

Claire didn't move. “Maybe,” she breathed, and then she did something that made Brad’s vision swim. Her fingers, which had been resting innocently on Fred’s thigh, curled, pressing into the muscle. Then, they began to move. A slow, upward drift, tracing the seam of his pants.

It wasn't a frantic movement. It was exploration. A reclamation. Brad felt a dizzying wave of vertigo, the world outside the car disappearing. There was only the back seat, the sound of their breathing, and the unbearable, agonizing sight of his wife's hand claiming another man.

“Claire,” Fred’s voice was a warning and an encouragement all at once.

She tilted her head back, looking up at him, her face shadowed. “You’re right,” she said, her voice barely a puff of air. “We should go.”

And just like that, she pulled her hand away. The spell was broken. Fred’s arm dropped from the back of the seat. The car door clicked open, spilling light into the suffocating darkness. Claire slid out, smoothing her dress down as she stood. Fred followed, adjusting himself with a quick, subtle movement before closing his door. He walked around to open Brad’s door for him, a gesture of politeness so wildly out of place it felt like a punchline to a joke Brad didn't understand.

“Let’s go,” Brad said, his own voice sounding foreign and distant to his ears.

He fell into step behind them as they walked toward the theater entrance. He watched the way their shoulders almost brushed, the way Claire’s head was tilted slightly toward Fred as they spoke in low tones he couldn't quite catch. They were already a pair, a unit. He was the plus-one.

Inside, the lobby was bright and noisy, a cacophony of popcorn machines and chattering moviegoers that felt jarringly normal. Fred went to the concession stand to get the tickets and snacks while Brad stood with Claire near a poster for a CGI-laden blockbuster. The silence between them was a chasm.

“Are you okay?” Claire asked, her eyes searching his.

He looked at her, really looked at her. He saw the faint flush on her cheeks, the dark excitement in her eyes, the way her lower lip was slightly swollen as if she’d been biting it. This wasn’t the wife he’d kissed goodbye that morning. This was someone new. Someone he had unearthed.

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly. It was the most truthful thing he’d said all night.

She reached out and took his hand, her fingers cold. “We can still go home, Brad. We can just pretend this never happened.”

The thought was a lifeline, a desperate return to the familiar shore. But even as she offered it, he saw Fred approaching, a large tub of popcorn in one hand and three drinks balanced precariously in a holder.

“No,” Brad said, his grip tightening on Claire’s hand. “We’re here. Let’s see the movie.”

The choice was made. The Rubicon crossed.

Inside the dark theater, the previews were already rolling. They found their seats near the back, in a sparsely populated row. Brad sat on the far left, then Claire, then Fred on the aisle. He’d bought them. He’d paid for this specific arrangement. As the lights went down completely, plunging them into a world of flickering light and booming sound, Brad felt his heart settle into a grim, steady rhythm of dread and anticipation.

The movie started. He couldn’t have said what it was about. Explosions, car chases, witty banter—it all washed over him, meaningless noise. He was aware of only two things: the rigid line of his own body, and the space beside him.

At first, it was just their shoulders touching, a neutral, accidental contact. Then, during a quiet dialogue scene, he saw Claire shift in her seat. She leaned toward Fred. It was a subtle movement, but in the oppressive darkness of the theater, it was as bright as a signal flare. Fred responded, his arm lifting to rest on the shared armrest between them, but his hand didn’t stop there. It kept going, lowering until it settled on Claire’s leg, just above her knee.

Brad’s breath caught. He could feel the heat of her body through the plush of the seat. He could feel the thrum of the action on screen vibrating through the floor, through the soles of his shoes, but it was the stillness of the couple next to him that held him captive.

He turned his head. He couldn’t not look. In the dim, shifting light of the screen, he watched Fred’s hand move. It was a slow, possessive slide from her knee up the smooth fabric of her dress. Claire’s leg, which had been crossed, uncrossed. She opened to his touch. Her hand came to rest on top of his, not to stop it, but to guide it, to press it more firmly against her thigh.

Fred leaned in. His mouth was next to her ear, his words swallowed by a thunderous explosion from the surround sound. Whatever he said made her shudder. A visible, full-body tremor that Brad felt through the seat. Her head tilted back, her face a pale oval in the darkness, her lips parted. Fred’s lips brushed against the sensitive skin just below her ear. He wasn’t kissing her. He was tasting her.

Brad’s entire world narrowed to that five-foot space. He saw the way Fred’s thumb began to move, a slow, maddening circle on the inside of her thigh. He saw Claire’s fingers dig into his forearm. He saw her other hand drop into her own lap, bunching the fabric of her dress, pulling it up, just an inch, then two. Giving him more room.

The air in the theater became thick, unbreathable. Brad felt a sweat break out on his forehead, his shirt suddenly feeling like a straightjacket. He was a voyeur, a captive audience to the most intimate performance of his life. And the most terrifying part was the fire coursing through his own veins, the rigid, undeniable arousal that was a betrayal more profound than anything happening on the screen.

Fred’s hand traveled higher, disappearing under the hem of her dress. Claire’s sharp intake of breath was a physical thing, a hook that snagged in Brad’s gut. He saw her hips shift, a small, seeking roll against the pressure of the man's hand. Her eyes were closed now, her face a mask of concentration and pleasure. She was gone, lost to the movie, lost to her husband, lost to anything but the touch of this man beside her.

Brad couldn’t stand it. He couldn’t just watch anymore. He reached out, his hand shaking, and laid it gently on Claire’s shoulder. Her eyes fluttered open. For a second, they were dazed, unfocused, clouded with a desire so raw it made Brad flinch. Then they cleared, and she saw him. She saw him watching her.

Her reaction wasn’t guilt. It wasn’t shame. It was a slow, lazy smile that in the ghostly light was the most terrifying and beautiful thing he had ever seen. She reached up with her free hand, the one not entangled with Fred’s under her dress, and covered Brad’s hand on her shoulder. She held it there, a connection, an anchor in the storm she was willingly creating.

Then she squeezed his hand, once, a firm, undeniable pressure. She turned her head away from him and back to Fred, and pulled him closer.

That was his permission. His absolution. His damnation.

Fred took the invitation. His mouth found hers. It wasn’t a chaste, furtive kiss. It was a claiming. Brad could see the way their tongues met, the desperate, hungry way Claire responded, her body arching into him. The hand on her thigh moved with new purpose, its motion more confident, more demanding.

Brad let go of her shoulder. He sank back into his own seat, his body limp, his mind a maelstrom. He was no longer a participant, not even a reluctant one. He was an observer, a curator of his own wife’s infidelity. The thought was a sickness and a salvation. The weight on his chest was gone, replaced by a hollow, echoing ache. This was what he wanted. This was the monster he had prayed for.

The movie ended to the sound of applause from the few other patrons. The lights came up, harsh and unforgiving. Brad blinked, his eyes stinging. Fred and Claire sprang apart as if electrocuted, their movements sudden and clumsy in the light. Claire’s dress was askew, her lips swollen and bruised-looking. Fred’s face was flushed, his eyes dark. He ran a hand through his hair, avoiding Brad’s gaze as he stood up.

“Good movie,” he said, his voice rough and strained.

The absurdity of the statement hung in the air between them. Claire said nothing, just stood and smoothed her dress, a small, tired smile playing on her lips as she finally looked at Brad. It was a smile of shared conspiracy, of a secret that was no longer a secret at all.

The walk to the car was a silent, charged procession. The air was cool against Brad’s fevered skin. This time, he didn’t argue about sitting in the back. He just got in, closing the door and leaning his head against the cool glass of the window. The drive was heavy with unspoken words. He didn’t look at them. He didn’t have to. He could hear the soft rustle of clothing, the faint sigh from Claire, the low murmur of Fred’s voice as he spoke to her. They were in their own world, a world Brad had given them the keys to.

They pulled into the driveway. The house was dark, a silent monument to the family life that had existed just a few hours ago. As Brad fumbled with the key in the lock, Claire’s hand found his from behind, her fingers lacing with his. Fred stood a few feet away on the welcome mat, a shadow of doubt finally crossing his features.

“Brad,” Claire whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. “Are you sure?”

He turned the key. The lock clicked open with a sound of finality. He pushed the door open and stepped inside, pulling her with him. He looked back at Fred, who was still standing on the porch, his silhouette framed by the porch light.

“Come in, Fred,” Brad said, his voice clear and steady.

It was the voice of a man making his own will.

Fred hesitated for only a second before stepping across the threshold and closing the door behind him, plunging them all into the intimate darkness of the foyer.

Brad didn’t turn on any lights. He led the way through the familiar landscape of his home by memory, his footsteps soft on the carpet. He went into the living room, and sat down in his recliner.

Claire and Fred stood in the doorway, their outlines barely visible in the moonlight streaming through the large picture window. They were a painting, a study in suspense and potential. Brad was the frame. He felt no urge to direct them, no need to speak. The silence was his script.

Claire moved first, stepping away from the door and toward the center of the room. She didn’t look at Brad. Her focus was entirely on the man who had followed her inside. She stopped a few feet in front of him, her posture confident, her chin tilted up.

Fred closed the distance between them. He raised a hand, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. It was a gesture of breathtaking tenderness that twisted something deep inside Brad.

“You’re a beautiful woman, Claire,” Fred said, his voice a low hum in the quiet room.

“I know,” she replied, and it wasn’t arrogance, it was truth.

Slowly, as if Brad wasn’t there, as if he were just a piece of furniture, Fred leaned down and kissed her. It was different from the desperate kiss in the theater. This one was slow, deliberate, a deep, exploring kiss that spoke of leisure and intent. Claire’s hands came up to his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt.

Brad watched, his body rigid in the chair, his blood humming in his veins. He felt a strange sense of detachment, like a scientist observing a successful experiment. The hypothesis was proven. The data was undeniable. His wife desired this man. And this man desired his wife. He had orchestrated it. The execution was perfect.

Brad looked at his watch, 10:43, "I better get some things out of our bathroom." he said as he stood and started towards the master bedroom. When he entered their room, he turned on the small lamp on his nightstand, making the bed a beacon of soft light in the darkness. He walked into the master bathroom, and gathered a change of clothes, his toothbrush, and a few other toiletries, and placed them on top of the dresser. He took a minute to open his top dresser drawer and get out his old, worn, flannel pajamas. He knew that he wouldn't be sleeping much, but at least he would be comfortable if he did.

As he walked out of the bedroom and back down the short hall towards the living room, he noticed that the living room was now empty. The quiet hum of conversation was gone. He walked into the living room, his items in his arms, and saw them. They were now standing at the entrance to the short hallway that led to the kitchen, and to the spare room. As Claire saw him, she reached out and took Fred’s hand and laced her fingers through his. A clear sign.

Brad walked towards them, intending to walk past them to the spare bedroom. He stopped a few feet short of them. The three of them stood in the small space, the air thick with unspoken questions and answers. He could see the flicker of something like apology in Fred’s eyes, but it was gone as quickly as it appeared, replaced by a look of resolve. Claire’s face was unreadable, her expression a calm mask of acceptance.

He was the husband, the man who shared this bed, this life, this house with her. He was the one who had brought this man here. He was the one who had given his permission. He had the power to stop it, to say no, to take his wife’s hand and lead her back to their own room, to close the door on this experiment.

But he didn't.

He simply nodded, a small, almost imperceptible dip of his chin. It was all the encouragement they needed.

Claire squeezed Fred’s hand, then released it. She turned and walked down the hall, her steps silent on the carpet. She didn't look back. Fred followed her, his footsteps heavy and deliberate. Brad watched them go, watched them disappear into the darkness of his bedroom, watched the door close behind them with a soft, final click.

He stood there for a long moment, the silence of the house pressing in on him. He could hear the distant hum of the refrigerator, the tick of the grandfather clock in the corner, the frantic, pounding beat of his own heart. He had done it. He had opened the door and let the wolf into the fold. Now, he had to live with the consequences.

He turned and walked into the spare bedroom. It was a stark, impersonal space, dominated by a queen-sized bed with a plain, navy-blue comforter. There were no pictures on the walls, no personal touches. It was a room for guests, for strangers. And tonight, that’s what he was. He put his things on the dresser, the small pile of his life for the night, and sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress was firm, unfamiliar. He felt like an intruder in his own home.

He didn't bother to turn on the light. He just sat there in the darkness, listening. He strained to hear something, anything, from down the hall. But the house was silent. The walls were thick, the doors were closed. There was no sound of laughter, no moans of pleasure, no creaking of the bed springs. There was only the suffocating silence.

He got up and paced the small room, his bare feet silent on the carpet. He walked over to the window and looked out at the street. The moon was high in the sky, casting long shadows across the lawns. The world outside was peaceful, oblivious to the storm raging in his own heart. He felt a surge of anger, a bitter resentment for the normalcy of it all. How could the world keep turning when his had been shattered?

He went back to the bed and lay down, but he didn't pull the covers over him. He just lay there, his hands clasped behind his head, staring at the ceiling. He tried to empty his mind, to think of nothing, but the images kept coming. He saw Claire’s hand on Fred’s thigh. He saw her lips parting under his. He saw the way she arched her back, the way she opened to him. The images were sharp, vivid, and they were burned into his memory.

He felt a surge of something, a hot, bitter mix of jealousy and arousal that made his stomach clench. He was a spectator, a voyeur, a cuckold. And he was the one who had bought the ticket, who had taken the front-row seat.

He closed his eyes, but it didn't help. The images were still there, playing out on the back of his eyelids. He could hear the sound of their breathing, the rustle of their clothing, the soft sigh of her name on his lips. He could feel the heat of their bodies, the slickness of their skin, the desperate, hungry way they moved against each other. He was there, in the room with them, a ghost in his own life.

Claire had gone to the master bathroom and brushed her teeth, and washed her face. She removed her dress and bra, putting on a long t-shirt over her panties, before going out and getting into bed. Fred had stopped at his car on the way in, and grabbed an overnight bag, which Claire thought was hopeful thinking on his part, considering she wasn't sure how far things were going to go. She watched him retrieve some things out of it, and step into the bathroom himself. Several minutes later, he came out and walked around to her husband's side of the bed, which was where the only lamp was on in the room. He looked down at her smiling before removing his shirt. Then he shut the lamp off, and the room went pitch black. Claire could see nothing, but heard rustling and felt Fred get into bed with her. After he got settled in, they laid there still, the silence complete throughout the whole house.

"So what now?" Fred asked.

Claire let out a breath, "I guess we just wait for a bit and see what he does. He seemed pretty shaken by us kissing earlier."

She still couldn't really see anything, the night and the heavy drapes making sure of that, but she reached a hand over to find him, and touched bare hip. She slid her hand up and down a few times, verifying she could feel no shirt, or underwear.

"Are you naked in my bed?" she asked him.

"I've never had a chance to be naked in bed with a 27 year old woman, especially as beautiful as you are, so I thought I could at least enjoy that much out of this night if things get shut down." Fred told her.

Claire admired his logic, and couldn't argue with it. He didn't invite himself into this situation, so why deny him this simple thing? She slid her hand further over, and felt his dick laying limp against his stomach. Her fingers traced along it's length while they laid there quietly, only the sound of their breathing as she tuned her ears to the rest of the house beyond the bedroom door. She could hear nothing and wondered how her husband was doing, and how he was coping with this.

Claire wrapped her hand around Fred’s dick, and started stroking it slowly, feeling it gradually get harder in her hand. Fred’s breathing became a little heavier, and soon he was rock hard in her hand. She loved his dick, and was newly amazed every time she saw it or just felt it.

Fred’s voice broke through the silence, “Your hand feels great Claire, and you know I always love feeling your mouth on me too, but I have to be honest with you, I want nothing more than to fuck you right now.”

Claire stopped her hand, letting his words sink into her ears. She turned her head towards the door she couldn’t see cause of the darkness, and decided she would have to trust what her husband told her, then she let go of Fred’s dick, and slid her own panties off.

Brad couldn't take it anymore. After laying there on the bed for 20 minutes, he got up and walked over to the door. He pressed his ear against the cool wood, listening. He could hear something now, a faint, rhythmic creaking. It was the sound of his own bed, the bed he shared with his wife, the bed where his son was conceived. And it was being used by another man.

He felt a surge of nausea, a hot, bitter bile that rose in his throat. He stumbled back from the door, his hand covering his mouth. He leaned against the wall, his body trembling, his mind a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. He was horrified, disgusted, and terrifyingly, undeniably aroused.

Suddenly Claire moaned loudly, followed by another, and another, continuing on in a steady rhythm. In their eight years of marriage he had never heard his wife sound this way, even from his best tongue efforts, and he knew that she was receiving pleasure that he, her husband, could never provide. The knowledge was a physical blow, a punch to the gut that left him breathless. Brad made his way back to the bed and laid down, the moans from his wife getting louder and filling the house.

He lay on the bed, his eyes squeezed shut, his hands clenched into fists at his sides. The sounds from the master bedroom were a relentless assault on his senses, a symphony of pleasure that was his own personal hell. He could hear the slapping of skin against skin, the guttural groans of the man, the high-pitched whimpers of his wife. It was a raw, primal sound, a sound that spoke of a passion he had never inspired, a desire he had never satisfied.

He felt a tear slide down his cheek, hot and salty against his skin. He was a failure. A husband. A man. He had brought this upon himself, had orchestrated his own humiliation, had willingly paid the price for his own inadequacy. The price was the sound of his wife's pleasure, a pleasure that was not for him.

He felt a strange sense of peace, a calm acceptance of his fate. He was no longer fighting it, no longer resisting. He was just there, a witness to his own undoing, a spectator to the destruction of his own life. And he was okay with it. He was more than okay with it. He was… happy. He was happy that his wife was being pleasured, that she was experiencing a level of ecstasy that he could never provide. He was happy that she was happy.

He reached down and touched himself, his hand moving with a practiced ease. He was hard, a rigid, throbbing ache that was a testament to his own twisted desires. He stroked himself, his movements slow and deliberate, his eyes closed, his mind filled with the images and sounds from the master bedroom. He was a part of it now, a participant in his own way, a silent, willing partner in the betrayal. He was a cuckold, and he was embracing his role with a fervor that both terrified and exhilarated him. The rhythm of his hand matched the rhythm of the sounds from the other room, a strange, discordant symphony of pleasure and pain. And as the sounds reached a crescendo after what seemed like hours, a final, triumphant cry of release, Brad found his own, a silent, shuddering climax that left him spent and empty.

He lay there for a long time, his body limp, his mind a blank slate. He was done. He was finished. He had crossed the final line, and there was no going back. He was a changed man, a man who had been broken and remade in the crucible of his own desires. He didn't know what the future held, but he knew one thing for sure: he would never be the same again.

The sounds from the master bedroom had subsided, replaced by a soft, post-coital silence. Brad could hear the murmur of their voices, the gentle rustle of their bodies, the soft sighs of contentment. He was no longer a part of it. He was an outsider, a ghost in his own home.

He got up and walked into the bathroom. He turned on the light and looked at himself in the mirror. He looked like a stranger. His face was pale, his eyes were hollow, his hair was a mess. He looked like a man who had been through a war, a man who had seen things he could never unsee. He splashed cold water on his face, the shock of it a welcome distraction from the turmoil in his mind. He looked at his reflection, his eyes searching for some sign of the man he used to be. But there was nothing. Only the stranger, the cuckold, the man who had willingly surrendered his wife to another.

He walked out of the bathroom and into the hallway. He could see a sliver of light from under the master bedroom door. He walked toward it, his footsteps silent on the carpet. He stood there for a moment, his hand raised, poised to knock. He wanted to see her, to talk to her, to understand what had happened. But he couldn't. He was afraid of what he would see, of what he would hear. He was afraid of the truth.

He turned and walked back to the spare bedroom, his shoulders slumped in defeat. He was a coward, a weak, pathetic excuse for a man. He had brought this upon himself, and now he was too afraid to face the consequences. He was a prisoner in his own home, a prisoner of his own making.

He lay down on the bed, his back to the door, and closed his eyes. He tried to sleep, but his mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. He was a mess, a jumbled collection of conflicting desires and fears. He was a man who had lost his way, a man who was adrift in a sea of his own making. He didn't know how to find his way back, or even if he wanted to. He was a cuckold, and he was lost.

In the master bedroom, the quiet was a soft blanket. Claire lay on her side, the cotton t-shirt sticking to her skin in the aftermath. Fred’s arm was a heavy, warm weight around her waist, his breath a slow, steady rhythm against the back of her neck. She could feel his heartbeat, a deep, solid thump-thump-thump against her spine It was a grounding presence, a stark contrast to the chaotic energy still buzzing under her own skin.

What she just experienced with Fred was like nothing she’d ever felt in her life. He told her he wanted to fuck her, and that’s exactly what he did, a relentless pumping of his cock inside her that went on and on, far beyond what she thought she could handle. After the first few minutes, she considered telling him to stop, that it was too much, but those words didn’t pass her lips. The discomfort morphed into pleasure, and she submitted her body to this man, finding herself clinging to him as he took what he wanted from her, and gave her so much in return. She cried and shook through several orgasms, each like a far off tsunami that slowly rolled onto her shore, then overwhelmed her body with pleasure. Each time she wanted a break, some time to bask in it and catch her breath, but Fred never slowed. His large cock kept pumping in and out of her, reaching places inside her that no other man ever discovered, conjuring yet another tidal wave of ecstasy. Her toes and arms felt sore from clenching every time she came, and her pussy was going to need a few days vacation, but she felt overall joy. When he finally came inside her with such intensity and force, he laid on top of her, catching his breath. His hips finally still, she glanced at the bedside clock and it was almost 1am.

She should have felt guilt. A crushing, suffocating weight of it. She had, for a fleeting moment in the theater. But now, in the quiet aftermath, there was only a strange, serene clarity. It wasn't regret. It was… completion. A piece of a puzzle she hadn't even known was missing had been slotted into place.

She felt Fred stir behind her, his lips brushing against her shoulder. “You okay?” he murmured, his voice thick with sleep and satiation.

She turned her head, her cheek brushing against the rough stubble on his chin. In the dim light seeping through the curtains, she could see the outline of his face, the kindness in his eyes. “I’m okay,” she whispered. “Are you?”

He let out a low chuckle, the vibration of it traveling through her entire body. “I’m better than okay. I’m… I’m not sure what I am.” He was quiet for a moment, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her stomach. “This is… a lot, Claire.”

“I know.” She shifted, turning to face him fully. The sheet pooled around their waists. She reached up and brushed a stray lock of hair from his forehead. “We don’t have to figure it all out right now.”

“But we do,” he said, his voice suddenly serious. “What about Brad? Where does he fit in all of this? Where do we fit?”

Claire’s heart clenched. Brad. The architect of this entire, bewildering night. She had all but forgotten him in the intensity of the moment, a fact that brought a fresh wave of… not guilt, but something else. A sense of responsibility. She had followed his script, played her part, but she had improvised, too. She had felt a power, a control, that was intoxicating.

“He wanted this,” Claire said, the words sounding hollow even to her own ears. “He’s the one who set it up.”

Fred looked skeptical. “But wants to wake up tomorrow and find his wife in bed with another man? That’s a different story, Claire. That’s not a fantasy. That’s life.”

The weight of his words settled in the room, heavier than any of their bodies. Life. Not a movie, not a game. This was their life. His. Hers. And Brad’s, waiting in the dark just down the hall.

“I should go to him,” she said, the decision sudden and firm.

Fred’s arm tightened around her for a fraction of a second, a possessive, instinctual gesture. He relaxed just as quickly. “Yeah,” he said, his voice soft. “You probably should.”

She slipped out from under the sheet, the cool air raising goosebumps on her arms. She didn't bother looking for her discarded dress. She just pulled the long t-shirt down over her panties and walked to the door. Her hand hesitated on the knob. She took a deep breath, bracing herself, and then opened it.

The hallway was dark and silent. She padded down the short corridor, her bare feet silent on the carpet. The door to the spare bedroom was closed. She pressed her ear against it. Nothing. No sound. No movement. Just the heavy, oppressive silence.

She knocked softly. “Brad?”

No answer.

She tried the knob. It turned. She pushed the door open and stepped inside. The room was pitch black, but she could sense his presence, the shape of him on the bed, a still lump in the darkness.

“Brad?” she whispered again, her voice barely audible.

She heard him shift on the bed. Then, a voice from the darkness, thin and strained. “Claire.”

She moved toward the sound, her hands outstretched. She found the edge of the bed and sat down, the mattress dipping with her weight. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, but he didn't reach for her. He didn't touch her. The space between them was a chasm.

“Are you okay?” she asked, the question feeling woefully inadequate.

He let out a sound that was half laugh, half sob. “Am I okay?” he repeated. “I don’t know. I really don’t know. I…” He trailed off, the words catching in his throat.

She reached out, her fingers finding his arm in the dark. His skin was clammy. “Brad, look at me.”

He didn’t move. “I can’t, Claire. I can’t look at you right now.”

The words were a physical blow. She pulled her hand back as if she’d been burned. “Why not?”

“Because if I look at you, I’m going to see… him. I’m going to see… everything. And I don’t think I can handle that.” His voice was a raw, ragged thing, stripped of all its usual bravado.

“Is this what you wanted?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. “Is this what you imagined?”

He was quiet for a long moment. The silence stretched, filled with the weight of his unspoken thoughts. “No,” he finally said, his voice barely a whisper. “It’s not. It’s… it’s so much more. And so much worse.”

She felt a surge of something, a confusing mix of pity and frustration. He had built this stage, written this play, and now he was appalled by the performance.

“What do you want, Brad?” she asked, her voice rising with a hint of impatience. “Tell me. Do you want me to leave? Do you want me to go? Do you want me to send him home?”

He sat up, the sudden movement startling her. The dim light from the window caught the side of his face, illuminating the tear tracks on his cheeks. “I don’t know!” he cried, his voice cracking. “I don’t know what I want! I thought I did, but I was wrong. I was so, so wrong.”

He got up and started pacing the small room, his movements agitated, frantic. “I just wanted… I wanted you to be happy. I wanted you to be… satisfied. I thought…, if I could just know that you were getting… that… then it would be okay. That it would fix things. Fix us.”

“It wasn’t broken, Brad,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “We were fine.”

“No, we weren’t!” he shot back, his voice raw with pain. “You know we weren’t! In the bedroom… I know. I know I can’t… I know you’ve never…” He couldn't finish the sentence, the words catching in his throat.

She got up and walked over to him, stopping him in his tracks. She reached up and cupped his face in her hands, her thumbs wiping away the tears. “That’s not all there is, Brad. That’s not all there is to us.”

“But it’s important,” he said, his voice breaking. “It’s important to you. And it’s important to me. And I can’t… I can’t give it to you.”

She leaned in and kissed him, a soft, gentle kiss that was meant to soothe, to comfort. But it felt wrong. It felt like a lie. His lips were soft, familiar, but they didn't ignite the fire that Fred's had. They didn't make her body hum with a desperate, aching need. The comparison was immediate, and it was devastating.

He pulled away, his eyes searching hers. “Don’t,” he whispered. “Don’t pity me.”

“I don’t pity you,” she said, her voice aching with a truth she wasn’t sure he was ready to hear. “I love you, Brad. But this… what happened tonight… it changed things. It changed me.”

He flinched, as if she had struck him. “Changed you how?”

“I felt… alive,” she said, the word a confession, a revelation. “I felt… desired. I felt… powerful. I haven't felt that way in a long time.”

He sank down onto the edge of the bed, his shoulders slumped in defeat. “So that’s it, then,” he said, his voice flat, empty. “You’re leaving me for him.”

The simplicity of it, the finality, was like a kick to the gut. She sat down beside him, their shoulders touching, but the space between them felt like a mile.

“No,” she said, her voice soft but sure. “I’m not leaving you. But I can’t go back to the way things were, either. I can’t pretend that tonight didn’t happen. I can’t pretend that I don’t feel… different.”

“So what does that mean?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper. “For us? For… him?”

She looked at him, at the man she had built a life with, the father of her child, the man who had just handed her the keys to a kingdom he hadn't known he was building. And she made a choice. A choice that was both for him and for her.

“It means we figure it out,” she said, her voice gaining strength, a newfound resolve. “Together. All three of us. If he’s willing.”

Brad looked at her, his eyes wide with a dawning, terrifying comprehension. “All three of us? Claire, what are you saying?”

“I’m saying that you were right about one thing,” she said, her hand finding his, her fingers lacing through his. “You can’t give me what I need. Not all of it. But you can be here for the rest of it. You can be my husband, my partner, the father of my child. And he… he can be… something else. Something more. Something we… share.”

The words hung in the air, a radical, insane proposition that was also the only thing that made any sense. It was a restructuring of their entire world, a redefinition of marriage, of love, of loyalty. It was a leap into the dark, a gamble with everything they had ever known.

Brad stared at her, his mouth agape, his mind struggling to process the sheer audacity of her proposal. He had opened a door, expecting to peek through, maybe watch for a little while. He hadn’t expected her to walk through it, redecorate the whole damn room, and invite him to move in.

“Share?” he finally managed to choke out. “You want to… share me? Share… us?”

“I want to share the pleasure,” she corrected him, her voice a low, seductive hum. “The passion. The fire. I want to share the part of me that you were so afraid I was missing. I want to share it with you, Brad. Not hide it from you. I want you to be a part of it. I want you to know, to understand. I want you to be my… partner in all of it.”

He was silent for a long moment, the gears of his mind turning, the pieces of this new, terrifying puzzle slowly clicking into place. He thought of the look in her eyes in the theater, the sound of her moans in the other room, the gut-wrenching, soul-shattering ecstasy of it all. He thought of his own climax, a silent, shameful release in the darkness of the spare room. He thought of the way it felt, not just the pain, but the pleasure, the twisted, exhilarating thrill of it.

He looked at her, really looked at her. He saw the woman he loved, the woman he had married, the mother of his child. But he also saw something new, something wild and untamed, something that both terrified and thrilled him. He had wanted to see her happy.

He took a deep breath, the air filling his lungs with a new, strange determination. “Okay,” he said, his voice soft but sure. “Okay. Let’s… let’s try.”

A slow, brilliant smile spread across Claire’s face. She leaned in and kissed him, a real kiss this time, a kiss that was full of promise, of possibility, of a future he couldn’t begin to imagine but was suddenly, desperately eager to explore. It was a kiss that sealed their pact, a new covenant in the darkness of their spare bedroom.

She stood up, her hand still in his. “I’ll ask you again, do you want me to send Fred home?”

Brad let out a breath, “No, it’s late and I don’t think I could sleep in there right now anyway.”

Claire bent down and kissed him again passionately, “I should go back to bed,” she said, her voice a gentle tone."

Brad squeezed her hand, a silent acknowledgment, a fragile truce in the war they had just declared on their old life. He watched her walk away, the long t-shirt a ghostly shape in the dark, and listened to her soft footsteps retreat down the hall. The click of the master bedroom door was a gunshot in the silence.

He didn't lay back down. He sat on the edge of the bed, the room feeling less like a prison and more like a watchtower. He was no longer an excluded prisoner. He was a sentry, guarding the perimeter of this new, uncharted territory they had just claimed. He had a role now. He had a purpose. It was a purpose born of his own brokenness, a twisted sapling growing in the wreckage of his ego, but it was something. It was a start. The exhaustion he felt was bone-deep, but it was laced with a strange, electric hum. Sleep was a distant country; he was a citizen of the night now, listening. Not as a victim, but as a witness. A conspirator. For the first time that night, a true, unblemished sliver of peace pierced the turmoil of his mind. He had given her the key, and instead of locking him out, she had offered to build a new door, one just for him. He had to see what was on the other side. He had to watch. He settled back against the pillows, his eyes fixed on the sliver of light under the door down the hall, and he waited. He wasn't waiting for it to be over. He was waiting for it to begin.

Inside the master bedroom, the air was different. The earlier intensity had cooled into a comfortable intimacy, the silence no longer heavy with expectation but soft with shared experience. Fred was propped up against the headboard, the sheet draped low on his hips. Claire slipped back into bed, the cotton of her t-shirt brushing against his bare skin as she settled beside him.

“He’s okay?” Fred asked, his voice a low rumble in the quiet room.

Claire nodded, her head finding the familiar, solid warmth of his shoulder. “He will be,” she whispered. “We’ll figure it out.”

Fred’s arm came around her, pulling her closer. It was a gesture of easy affection, not of possession. “That’s a hell of a thing to figure out, Claire.”

“I know,” she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “But he’s not wrong. About us. About this.”

She tilted her head back to look at him, her eyes adjusting to the dim light, finding the concern etched on his face. “Don’t you feel it? The… rightness of it?”

He was quiet for a moment, his thumb stroking her arm. “I feel something,” he admitted. “With you. It’s… been a long time since I felt like this.” He paused. “But the rest of it… him… I don’t know if my head can wrap around that.”

“Then don’t,” she said simply. “Don’t wrap your head around it. Just… be. Be here. With me. We’ll handle the rest as it comes.”

He leaned down and kissed her, a deep, slow kiss that was a conversation in itself. It spoke of questions and answers, of fear and acceptance, of a desire that was as confusing as it was undeniable. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark and intense. “You’re something else, you know that?”

She smiled, a real, unguarded smile that lit up her face. “So I’ve been told.”
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