
        
            
                
            
        

    
"Coach, you were amazing out there tonight."

Her voice was low, almost a purr, and it cut through the chaos of the post-game chatter like a velvet knife. I turned, still catching my breath from the final buzzer, and there she was—her.

Jenna.

The mom who always sat in the front row, her legs crossed just so, her eyes never leaving the court. Me. She was leaning against the bleachers now, her arms folded under her chest in a way that made her curves even more pronounced. The warm glow of the gym lights caught the gold highlights in her hair, and her lips—God, her lips—curved into a smile that felt like it was meant just for me.

"Thanks," I managed, trying to sound casual despite the way my heart was suddenly racing. "The girls really brought it tonight."

"Mm, they did," Jenna agreed, taking a step closer. "But you… you were the one calling the shots. I could see it in your eyes—you wanted that win more than anyone."

I laughed, a little nervously, and ran a hand through my damp hair. "It’s all about the team. They’re the ones out there putting in the work."

"Sure," she said, her tone teasing. "But let’s not downplay the magic of a good coach. You’ve got… something special. I’ve been watching you all season, and I can’t help but notice how dedicated you are."

Her words hung in the air, heavy with something I couldn’t quite name.

It wasn’t the first time Jenna had caught my attention. She’d been a constant presence since the season started, always there, always… watching. At first, I thought it was just her enthusiasm for her daughter’s team. But then the little things started adding up—the way she’d linger after practice, the way she’d compliment my drills, the way she’d brush her fingers against my arm when we talked.

And now… now she was standing way too close, her perfume—something warm and spicy—wrapping around me like a second skin.

"You’re too kind," I said, forcing a smile even as my stomach did a little flip.

"Kind? No," she said, her voice dropping even lower. "I’m just… observant. And I have to say, Coach, you’re very distracting when you’re in the zone. I don’t know how the girls focus with you pacing the sidelines like that."

My cheeks flushed, and I suddenly wished I still had my clipboard as a shield. "Well, I try to keep it professional."

"Oh, it’s professional, all right," she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "But that doesn’t mean it’s not… something else."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "Jenna—"

"Relax," she said, her smile softening. "I’m just saying what everyone’s thinking. You’re a great coach, and everyone here knows it. But me? I see more."

The way she said it—more—sent a shiver down my spine. I opened my mouth to respond, but the words caught in my throat.

She tilted her head, studying me with those piercing eyes. "You don’t have to say anything. I know it’s… complicated. But we’re both adults, right? And sometimes, it’s okay to… acknowledge things."

I could feel the weight of her words, the unspoken tension between us thickening the air. My mind raced, trying to make sense of the situation, but all I could focus on was the way she was looking at me—like I was the only person in the room.

"Jenna, I—"

"Shh," she said, placing a hand on my arm. Her touch was electric, and I froze, my breath hitching. "Let’s not overthink it. You’ve had a long night, and I just wanted to say… well done. Really. You’re incredible."

And then, before I could react, she leaned in, her lips brushing against my cheek in a kiss that lingered just a little too long.

"Goodnight, Coach," she whispered, her breath hot against my skin.

And then she was gone, her heels clicking against the gym floor as she walked away, leaving me standing there, my heart pounding and my mind a whirlwind of confusion and… something else. Something I couldn’t quite name.

I reached up, touching the spot where her lips had been, and let out a shaky breath.

What the hell just happened?

The girls were still celebrating on the court, their laughter echoing through the gym, but all I could think about was Jenna’s smile, her eyes, her voice—

And the way she’d said more.

The gym lights flickered off one by one, plunging the court into shadows as I lingered near the bleachers, my phone buzzing in my pocket. I pulled it out, the screen illuminating my face in the dimness. A notification from Jenna. My heart stuttered, my thumb hovering over the message. I shouldn’t open it. I knew I shouldn’t. But curiosity—or something far more reckless—got the better of me.

The message was simple, yet it sent a shiver down my spine.

Thought you might need a little pick-me-up after the game, Coach. 😉

I stared at the words, my pulse quickening. Before I could even process what I was doing, my fingers had already tapped the screen, opening the image attached. My breath caught.

It was her. Jenna.

She was lying on what I assumed was her bed, her golden hair cascading over the pillows like sunlight. The picture was cropped just enough to leave much to the imagination, but the curve of her bare shoulder, the hint of her collarbone, the way her lips were parted ever so slightly—it was enough to make my head spin. My mouth went dry, my grip tightening on the phone as if it might slip from my trembling hands.

Another message popped up.

Oh my God, I didn’t mean to send that. ?? Can we just pretend this never happened?

I stared at the screen, my mind racing. She was playing a game, and I wasn’t sure whether I was winning or losing. But one thing was certain: Jenna didn’t do anything by accident.

I typed back, my fingers clumsy.

It’s kind of hard to forget something like that, Jenna.

The response came almost instantly.

Oh? And why’s that, Coach?

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly tight.

Because you’re impossible to ignore.

There was a pause, the ellipsis blinking on the screen as she typed. I could almost feel her smirk through the phone.

Good. That’s exactly what I was going for.

My chest tightened, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure it could be heard across the empty gym. Jenna’s words were a challenge, a dare I wasn’t sure I was ready to accept. But God, did I want to.

Another image appeared, this one even more deliberate than the last. She was wearing a lacy black bra, the fabric just barely containing her curves. Her lips were painted a deep red, and there was a glint in her eyes that made my stomach twist with desire. The caption underneath read:

Accidents happen. But this one isn’t.

I inhaled sharply, my fingers gripping the phone tighter.

Jenna…

Her response was immediate.

Yes, Coach?

I hesitated, my thumb hovering over the keyboard. What was I supposed to say? What could I say that wouldn’t cross a line I wasn’t ready to cross?

Before I could respond, another message came through.

Relax. It’s just a little fun. Or are you too much of a good boy to play?

Her words were teasing, but there was an edge to them, a challenge that made my blood run hot. I wasn’t sure if it was the whiskey I’d had after the game or the way she was looking at me through the screen, but I felt myself leaning into the danger of it all.

I’m not a boy, Jenna.

Her reply was instant.

Prove it.

My breath hitched, the words on the screen burning into my mind. I knew what she was doing—pushing me, testing me, seeing how far I’d let this go. And the worst part? I wanted to let it go as far as she wanted to take it.

Another image appeared, this time with her blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the curve of her breast. The caption read:

Still thinking about that kiss, Coach. I wonder if you’ll ever work up the courage to return the favor.

My jaw clenched, my fingers flying over the keys before I could stop myself.

You’re playing a dangerous game, Jenna.

Her response was almost too quick.

That’s the only kind of game I like to play.

I stared at the screen, my mind racing. This was wrong. I knew it was wrong. She was a mom, a parent of one of my players. But God, she was also Jenna—confident, bold, and so intoxicatingly beautiful it was hard to think straight.

Another image appeared, this one of her lying back on the bed, her lips parted slightly, her hand trailing down her stomach. The caption read:

You’re not the only one who’s been distracted tonight, Coach.

My breath came out in a shaky exhale, my body reacting in ways I couldn’t control.

Jenna…

Her response was immediate.

What are you going to do about it?

The weekend arrived, and the team was buzzing with excitement for the travel tournament. The bus ride was filled with laughter, chatter, and the occasional burst of nervous energy. Jenna, as always, was at the center of it all, her low, purring voice cutting through the noise effortlessly. She sat a few rows behind the coach, her eyes occasionally drifting to the back of his head, a teasing smile playing on her lips.

When they arrived at the hotel, Jenna made sure to position herself near the coach during check-in, her warm, spicy perfume lingering in the air. She leaned in slightly as they waited in line, her breath brushing against his ear as she whispered, "Looks like we’re neighbors, Coach. Room 312 and 314, right?" Her tone was casual, but there was a deliberate undertone that sent a shiver down his spine.

Dinner that evening was at a cozy Italian restaurant, the team spread out across a long table. Jenna, ever the strategist, managed to secure a seat directly across from the coach. The conversation flowed easily, the parents and players bonding over plates of pasta and garlic bread. The coach tried to focus on the chatter, but it was impossible to ignore Jenna’s presence. She was radiant, her golden highlights catching the glow of the overhead lights, her full lips curved into a knowing smile.

Halfway through dinner, the coach felt something brush against his leg under the table. At first, he thought it was an accident, the result of cramped seating. But then it happened again—gentle, deliberate, and impossible to ignore. He froze, his fork hovering halfway to his mouth, as he realized it was Jenna’s foot, sliding up his calf.

The coach’s eyes flicked to Jenna, who was engaged in a lively conversation with another parent. She didn’t miss a beat, her laughter ringing out as if nothing was happening beneath the table. But her eyes met his for a fleeting moment, and the sparkle in them was unmistakable.

Her foot continued its journey, brushing against his inner thigh before finally resting against his growing erection. The coach’s breath hitched, and he quickly set his fork down, trying to maintain his composure. Jenna’s toes pressed against him through his pants, her movements slow and deliberate, as if she was savoring every reaction she elicited.

The table erupted in laughter at a joke, and Jenna joined in, her foot never missing a beat. The coach’s mind raced, torn between the scandalous thrill of what was happening and the fear of being caught. He glanced around the table, but no one seemed to notice the tension crackling between him and Jenna. Everyone was too caught up in the moment, leaving him completely at her mercy.

Jenna’s foot began to move again, rubbing him through his pants with a rhythm that was maddeningly slow. She kept her eyes on the conversation, but her lips curled into a subtle smirk. The coach’s discomfort was palpable, his face flushing as he struggled to keep his reactions in check.

She leaned forward slightly, her low, purring voice cutting through the noise as she addressed the table. "This pasta is incredible, isn’t it? I could eat this every day." Her words were innocent enough, but the way she emphasized them, combined with the pressure of her foot, made the coach’s pulse quicken.

The coach shifted in his seat, trying to create some distance, but Jenna’s foot followed, her toes pressing into him with a firmer grip. He cleared his throat, forcing a smile as he chimed in with a comment about the sauce, his voice slightly unsteady. Jenna’s smirk deepened, her eyes meeting his again, and this time, there was no mistaking the challenge in her gaze.

The rest of the meal passed in a blur. The coach’s focus was torn between the conversation and the relentless pressure of Jenna’s foot. She was relentless, her movements becoming more insistent, her touch more intimate. By the time dessert arrived, the coach was on edge, his body taut with tension.

As the plates were cleared and the group began to disperse, Jenna stood, her eyes locking onto the coach’s. She leaned across the table, her voice dropping to a whisper that only he could hear. "Goodnight, Coach. Sleep well." Her words were innocuous, but the way she lingered, her breath brushing against his ear, left no doubt about her intentions.

The coach watched as she walked away, her hips swaying with a deliberate grace. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—arousal, guilt, and a growing sense of anticipation. He knew he should resist, should put an end to whatever this was before it went too far. But the memory of her touch, the teasing glint in her eyes, made it impossible to think rationally.

As he headed back to the hotel, his pulse still racing, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this was only the beginning. Jenna had a way of getting under his skin, of making him crave her in ways he couldn’t quite understand. And tonight, she had made it clear that she wasn’t done with him yet.

When he reached his room, the coach hesitated at the door, his hand trembling slightly as he swiped the keycard. He stepped inside, the quiet of the room a stark contrast to the chaos in his mind. He barely had time to process what had happened when his phone buzzed.

It was a message from Jenna.

The coach sat on the edge of the hotel bed, staring at the screen of his phone. The notification lit up again, and he hesitated for a moment before opening the message.

Jenna: Meet me in the sauna. Downstairs. 10 minutes.

His heart thudded in his chest, his fingers hovering over the keyboard. He knew he shouldn’t. He knew it. This was crossing a line, one that had already been blurred beyond recognition. But the memory of her foot pressing against his leg under the table, the way she had whispered "Goodnight" with that knowing smirk—it all came rushing back. His body reacted before his mind could catch up, a heat pooling low in his stomach.

He didn’t reply. He didn’t need to. She already knew he’d come.

The walk to the sauna felt like a dream, the hotel hallway stretching unnaturally long. The faint hum of the air conditioning and the muffled sound of a TV in one of the rooms were the only noises breaking the silence. His breath quickened as he approached the door, his hand trembling slightly as he pushed it open.

The sauna was warm, the air thick with the scent of cedar and sweat. Steam curled lazily in the air, and for a moment, he thought maybe she wasn’t there. Then he saw her.

Jenna sat on the wooden bench, her back straight, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders. She was completely naked, her skin glistening in the dim light. Her full lips curved into a smile as she met his gaze, her eyes dark with intent.

“You came,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like honey. “I knew you would.”

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “Jenna, this… this isn’t a good idea.”

“Isn’t it?” she purred, leaning back slightly, her legs parting just enough to make his breath catch. “You’re here, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t argue with that. He stepped farther into the sauna, the heat wrapping around him like a second skin. The door clicked shut behind him, and the sound seemed to echo in the small space. His eyes wandered over her body, taking in the way her curves were accentuated by the shadows, the way her nipples tightened under his gaze.

“You couldn’t resist,” she said, her voice dripping with confidence. “I knew you wanted me. I could see it in your eyes at dinner. The way you looked at me when no one was watching.”

“Jenna…” he started, but his voice faltered. She stood, moving toward him with the grace of a predator, her hips swaying with every step. She stopped just inches from him, her breath warm against his skin. He could smell her perfume, that warm, spicy scent that always seemed to linger around her.

“Don’t lie to yourself,” she whispered, her hand sliding up his chest, her fingers tracing the outline of his collarbone. “You’ve been thinking about this. About me. Haven’t you?”

He couldn’t deny it. His body was already reacting, his cock hardening under her touch. She smiled, her hand trailing lower, brushing against the waistband of his shorts.

“Let me help you relax,” she murmured, her fingers hooking into the fabric and pulling it down slowly. He didn’t stop her. He couldn’t. His shorts pooled at his feet, and she knelt in front of him, her eyes never leaving his.

Her hands slid up his thighs, her touch feather-light, before she wrapped her fingers around his cock. He groaned, his head falling back as she stroked him slowly, her grip firm but not too tight. She leaned in, her breath hot against his skin, and he felt the tip of her tongue trace the length of him.

“Fuck,” he hissed, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth. She hummed softly, the vibration sending a shockwave of pleasure through him. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock before she took him deeper, her lips stretching around him.

She worked him expertly, her hand moving in tandem with her mouth, her other hand gripping his hip to steady herself. He couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, the sensations overwhelming him. Her eyes flicked up to his, and he saw the mischief in them, the way she reveled in the power she had over him.

“Jenna…” he groaned, his voice strained. She pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around him, and sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing. His knees nearly buckled, and she laughed softly, the sound sending a shiver down his spine.

“You like that?” she asked, her voice low and sultry. He could only nod, his hands tightening in her hair. She smiled, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of his cock. “Good. Because I’m not done with you yet.”

She took him deep again, her hand moving faster, her mouth working him with a skill that left him breathless. He could feel the pressure building, his orgasm coiling tight in his stomach. She sensed it, her pace quickening, her nails digging into his hip as she urged him over the edge.

“Jenna, I’m—ah, fuck—” His words were cut off as he came, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on his, before pulling back with a satisfied smile.

She stood, her lips brushing against his as she whispered, “Goodnight, Coach.” Then she turned, her hips swaying as she walked toward the door. He watched her go, his mind too hazy to form a coherent thought. The door clicked shut behind her, and he was left alone in the steam-filled room, his heart still racing.

The coach’s hotel room was quiet, the soft hum of the air conditioner the only sound breaking the silence. He sat on the edge of the bed, still processing the events of the sauna. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—desire, guilt, and an unrelenting hunger that Jenna had awakened within him. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, running a hand through his short-cropped hair. What the hell am I doing? he thought, but even as the question formed, he knew the answer. He wanted her. More than he should. More than was rational.

A soft knock at the door pulled him from his thoughts. His head snapped up, his heart skipping a beat. He wasn’t expecting anyone. Slowly, he stood, his body tense as he approached the door. He hesitated for a moment before opening it, and there she was.

Jenna.

She stood in the doorway, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders, her lips curved into that teasing smile that always seemed to unravel him. She was dressed in a sleek black trench coat that hugged her curves perfectly, the belt tied loosely at her waist. Her piercing eyes locked onto his, and he felt that familiar pull, that magnetic attraction that she wielded so effortlessly.

“May I come in, Coach?” she purred, her voice low and sultry, cutting through the silence like a knife.

He stepped aside wordlessly, his heart pounding in his chest as she stepped into the room. The door clicked shut behind her, and suddenly the space felt smaller, more intimate. She turned to face him, her smile widening as she studied his expression.

“You look... tense,” she said, her tone playful yet laced with something more. She took a step closer, her heels clicking softly against the floor. “Maybe I can help with that.”

He swallowed hard, his body reacting to her proximity despite his best efforts to maintain control. “Jenna, this... this isn’t a good idea,” he managed to say, though his voice betrayed the uncertainty he felt.

She tilted her head, her eyes narrowing ever so slightly. “Isn’t it?” she challenged, her tone dripping with confidence. “Because from where I’m standing, it seems like the best idea.”

She took another step closer, her hand reaching up to trail a finger along his jawline. The touch was feather-light, but it sent a shiver down his spine. Her perfume filled his senses, warm and spicy, intoxicating.

“You don’t have to fight it, you know,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear as she spoke. “I can see it in your eyes. You want me just as much as I want you.”

He couldn’t deny it. The truth was written all over his face, in the way his body responded to her nearness, in the way his breath hitched as she stepped even closer. She was right. He wanted her. Badly.

Before he could respond, she took a step back, her hands moving to the belt of her trench coat. She untied it slowly, deliberately, her eyes never leaving his. Then, with a flick of her wrists, she let the coat fall open, revealing what lay beneath.

His breath caught in his throat.

She wore a black lace lingerie set that left little to the imagination. The delicate fabric clung to her curves, accentuating every inch of her body in a way that made his pulse race. The straps of the bra were thin, the cups barely containing her ample breasts, while the matching thong hugged her hips, leaving her long legs bare. She was a vision, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

“Like what you see?” she teased, her voice dripping with satisfaction as she turned slowly, giving him a full view of her body.

“Jenna...” he started, but the words caught in his throat. He didn’t know what to say, didn’t know how to articulate the mix of desire and guilt that churned within him.

She turned back to face him, her smile widening as she took a step closer. “It’s okay, Coach,” she said softly, her hand reaching up to cup his cheek. “You don’t have to say anything. Just... let me take care of you.”

Her lips brushed against his, soft and inviting, and he felt the last shreds of his resistance crumble. He kissed her back, his hands moving to her waist, pulling her closer. Her body pressed against his, and he could feel the heat radiating from her skin, the urgency in her touch.

She pulled back slightly, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Let me show you something,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry.

She took a step back, her hands moving to the straps of her bra. She slid them down her shoulders slowly, her eyes locked on his as she let the bra fall to the floor. His breath hitched as her breasts were revealed, full and perfect, her nipples already hardening in the cool air of the room.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his voice hoarse with desire.

She smiled, her hands moving to the waistband of her thong. She slid it down her legs slowly, stepping out of it with a grace that left him breathless. She stood before him, completely naked, her body on full display, and he couldn’t help but admire her. She was stunning, every inch of her, and he felt a surge of lust that threatened to consume him.

She closed the distance between them once more, her hands moving to the hem of his shirt. She tugged it up, her lips brushing against his chest as she pulled it over his head. Her hands moved to his belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease, and he felt his pants slide down his legs, leaving him as exposed as she was.

Her hand wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly, and he groaned, his head falling back. “Jenna...” he breathed, his voice heavy with need.

“Shh,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his neck as she continued to stroke him. “Just let me take care of you.”

She dropped to her knees before him, her hands moving to his hips as she leaned forward, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock. He shuddered, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his knees weak.

“God, Jenna,” he groaned, his hips thrusting forward instinctively. She moaned around him, the sound vibrating against his skin, and he felt his control slipping.

Her mouth moved faster, her hand working in tandem with her lips, and he could feel the pressure building, his orgasm coiling tight in his stomach. She sensed it, her pace quickening, her nails digging into his hips as she urged him over the edge.

“I’m—ah, fuck—” His words were cut off as he came, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on his, before pulling back with a satisfied smile.

She stood, her lips brushing against his as she whispered, “Goodnight, Coach.” Then she turned, her hips swaying as she walked toward the door. He watched her go, his mind too hazy to form a coherent thought. The door clicked shut behind her, and he was left alone in the dimly lit room, his heart still racing.

The room was still heavy with the scent of their last encounter when the soft knock came at the door. The coach, lying back on the bed, his body still tingling from the aftermath, hesitated. He knew who it was. He always knew. The knock came again, more insistent this time, and he sighed, dragging himself to his feet.

When he opened the door, Jenna stood there, her lips curved into that teasing smile he’d come to both crave and dread. She didn’t say a word, just pushed past him into the room, her hips swaying with a confidence that made his breath hitch. She was wearing the same black lace lingerie from before, but this time, she’d added a sheer robe that did nothing to conceal the curves beneath it.

“Did you miss me?” she purred, her voice low and sultry as she turned to face him. Her eyes raked over his body, lingering on the tent in his boxers, and she bit her lip in that way that drove him wild.

“Jenna…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger pressed to his lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, stepping closer until her body was pressed against his. “No talking. Just feel.”

Her lips found his, and any resistance he might have had melted away. She kissed him deeply, her hands roaming over his chest, down his abs, until they found the waistband of his boxers. She pushed them down in one swift motion, her fingers wrapping around his already-hard length, and he groaned into her mouth.

“You’re always so ready for me,” she murmured against his lips, her fingers stroking him slowly, deliberately. “It’s like you know I’m coming back.”

He didn’t have a chance to respond before she dropped to her knees, her mouth engulfing him in one smooth motion. His hands tangled in her hair, his hips thrusting forward instinctively as she worked him with a skill that left him breathless.

But just as he was on the edge, she pulled away, standing and pushing him back toward the bed. “Not yet,” she said, her voice firm despite the smirk on her lips. “I have other plans for you.”

He fell back onto the bed, watching as she climbed on top of him, her hands splayed on his chest for balance. She reached between them, guiding him inside her, and they both moaned as she sank down, taking him in completely. She moved slowly at first, her hips rolling in a way that made his toes curl, but soon the pace quickened, her body slamming down on him with a force that had him gripping the sheets for dear life.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, but she ignored it, her focus entirely on him. It buzzed again, more insistently this time, and with a frustrated sigh, she leaned over to grab it. She glanced at the screen, then smiled down at him, her hips never stopping their relentless rhythm.

“It’s my husband,” she said, her voice breathless but steady. She answered the call, bringing the phone to her ear. “Hey, baby,” she purred, her eyes locked on the coach’s.

He froze beneath her, his eyes wide with panic, but she just smirked, her hips grinding down on him in a way that made him bite back a groan.

“No, I’m just… relaxing,” she continued, her voice smooth despite the way her body was moving against his. “Yeah, the tournament’s going well. The girls are playing great.”

She leaned forward, her free hand splaying on his chest as she whispered, “Don’t stop,” her breath hot against his ear. He obeyed, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust up into her, the forbidden nature of the situation only heightening his arousal.

“Mmhm,” she murmured into the phone, her voice a little breathier now. “Yeah, I’ll be home tomorrow. I can’t wait to see you.” Her eyes met the coach’s, her lips curving into a wicked smile as she added, “I’ve missed you so much.”

He couldn’t help the groan that escaped his lips, and her hand shot out, covering his mouth to muffle the sound. She shook her head, her eyes narrowed in warning, but there was a glint of amusement there too.

“Everything’s fine,” she said into the phone, her voice steady despite the way her body was trembling around him. “Just… thinking about you.”

She ended the call, tossing the phone aside before leaning down to kiss him, her hips never slowing their pace. “You’re so bad,” she murmured against his lips, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “But I like it.”

Her movements became more frantic, her body slamming down on him with a force that had him seeing stars. He could feel her tightening around him, her orgasm building, and he gripped her hips harder, thrusting up into her with everything he had.

“Come for me, Coach,” she whispered, her voice a mix of command and plea. And he did, his release crashing over him like a wave, pulling her over the edge with him. She cried out, her body shuddering as she rode out the aftershocks, her nails digging into his chest.

When she finally stilled, she collapsed on top of him, her breath coming in ragged gasps. They lay there for a moment, their bodies still connected, before she pushed herself up, straddling him again.

Jenna leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath hot and teasing. “You’re so good at this,” she purred, her voice low and dripping with satisfaction. “I could get used to being on top of you.”

The coach was still catching his breath, his body tingling from the intensity of their encounter. He opened his mouth to respond, but before he could say anything, a sharp knock at the door interrupted them. Both froze, their bodies still tangled together, the air in the room suddenly thick with tension.

Jenna’s eyes widened, a mix of panic and thrill flashing across her face. She quickly sat up, adjusting herself, but there was no time. The door creaked open, and in walked her daughter, their star player, her face a mixture of confusion and shock as her eyes landed on the scene before her.

“Mom? Coach?” the girl stammered, her voice trembling. Her eyes darted from her mother, still straddling the coach, to the coach himself, who was scrambling to cover himself with the sheets. The room fell silent, the weight of the moment pressing down on all of them.

Jenna’s face went pale, but then an almost unsettling calm settled over her. She slowly slid off the coach, standing up with a grace that seemed entirely out of place given the circumstances. She adjusted her clothes, her eyes never leaving her daughter’s.

“Sweetheart,” Jenna began, her voice steady, almost too composed. “This isn’t what it looks like.”

The coach felt his stomach drop, his mind racing. He opened his mouth to say something, anything, but words failed him. The girl’s eyes filled with tears, and she took a step back, shaking her head.

“Don’t lie to me,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I’m not stupid. I know what I saw.”

Jenna took a step toward her daughter, reaching out a hand, but the girl flinched away. “Please, just let me explain,” Jenna said, her voice pleading now, the confident veneer cracking slightly.

The coach finally found his voice, his words tumbling out in a rush. “This was a mistake,” he said, his voice hoarse. “A huge mistake. I’m so sorry.”

The girl’s eyes narrowed, her tears replaced with a flash of anger. “A mistake?” she said, her voice rising. “You’re my coach! You’re supposed to be better than this!”

Jenna’s expression hardened, her own frustration bubbling to the surface. “Don’t you dare talk to him like that,” she snapped. “This is between me and him. You don’t understand—”

“Oh, I understand perfectly,” the girl interrupted, her voice shaking with fury. “You’re supposed to be my mom. You’re supposed to be better than this too.”

The room fell silent again, the tension so thick it was almost suffocating. Jenna’s hands clenched into fists at her sides, and the coach could see the internal struggle playing out on her face—guilt, anger, and a flicker of something else he couldn’t quite place.

“Get out,” the girl said finally, her voice low and trembling. “Both of you. I don’t want to see you right now.”

Jenna’s shoulders slumped, and for the first time, the coach saw a crack in her confidence. She glanced at him, her eyes filled with a mix of regret and something darker, before turning back to her daughter.

“We’ll talk later,” Jenna said quietly, her voice barely above a whisper. “When you’ve had time to calm down.”

The girl just turned away, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. Jenna hesitated for a moment longer before grabbing her purse and heading for the door, her movements stiff and mechanical. The coach watched her go, his heart pounding in his chest, before turning back to the girl, who was now staring at him with a look of pure betrayal.

“I’m so sorry,” he said again, his voice barely audible. “This shouldn’t have happened. I—”

“Save it,” she snapped, cutting him off. “Just… get out.”
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