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  Chapter one
The Desperate Plan


Chuck Hayes sat marinating in the stench of his own defeat. The university's athletic complex was empty, the way it always was after a blowout loss, and the only light in his office came from the cracked desk lamp that barely illuminated his collection of dusty trophies, relics from better years, back when “Coach Hayes” meant something in this town. Now it just meant old, out-of-shape, and on the wrong end of the Dean’s patience. 
He popped the cap off a bottle of dollar-store whiskey and took a bitter gulp, feeling the burn down his throat and the cold sweat clinging to his skin under the damp, navy-blue team polo. The shirt was a size too small, stretched over a belly that bulged more than he’d ever admit, and the slick patch between his pecs testified to the night’s embarrassment: 91–48, and that was generous. His ass still hurt from how hard he’d gotten reamed in the post-game with the press, but the real ass-fucking would come tomorrow, when the boosters called.
He could hear the Dean’s voice in his head, clipped, nasal, and always two decibels too loud for comfort. “We need a winning program, Chuck. I need you to be creative, or I’ll need you to find another job. Capisce?”
Creative. What the hell did that even mean? The boosters were vultures, the conference was a meat grinder, and the only “recruiting pipeline” he had left was a leaky hose dripping slow into a rusted bucket. The department was already talking about shuffling him “upstairs”, code for a windowless office and permanent exile from the sideline. He’d rather eat glass.
So he sat, and he drank, and he stared at the dented trophy for “Best Regional Coach, 2015” and wished he could bash it against his own skull until the lights went out for good.
That’s when the idea wormed its way in. The nuclear option. The one thing every red-blooded athlete wanted, and the one thing Chuck had at home that no other program in the league could offer.
He tried to block it, bury it under layers of professional ethics and pride, but his mind kept circling back, nipping at the edges of the forbidden like a dog with a taste for shit.
Lindsey.
Not Lindsey the wife, but Lindsey the atom bomb, the nuclear deterrent, the thirty-seven-year-old siren with the kind of ass that made grown men weep and the Instagram to prove it. She did Pilates every morning and wore leggings that left nothing to the imagination; her favorite pastime was reminding Chuck just how far out of his league he was.
The Dean said be creative. What if Chuck got real creative?
He pictured it: a lavish “team-building” weekend, Lindsey in a sundress, the new five-star recruit with his hands on her hips, the look in his eyes when she smiled and said, “Go Lions!” It was dirty, it was desperate, and it was probably illegal in at least three states, but for one bleak, glorious second, Chuck felt a twitch in his cock that he hadn’t felt since the old glory days.
He was halfway through the bottle and the fantasy was starting to morph into a full-color movie. Lindsey at the boosters’ afterparty, her dress an inch higher, her laugh a little too loud, her mouth wrapped around the rim of a wine glass and nothing else, when the woman herself materialized in the doorway, silhouetted by the hallway’s sodium light.
He lurched upright, heart jackhammering. “Jesus, Linds. You nearly gave me a heart attack.”
Lindsey cocked a hip against the frame, yoga mat slung over one shoulder, auburn hair in a perfect messy bun. Her tank top hung loose enough to give him a clear shot of her cleavage, and her leggings looked painted on. She was flushed from the workout, and the sheen on her skin made Chuck’s pulse do the ugly, embarrassing thing again.
She rolled her eyes, the way she always did when he used her name in that needy, plaintive voice. “You’re still here? I figured you’d be halfway through a bottle and a porno by now.”
He tried to joke, but it came out a hoarse croak. “Was waiting for you.”
She grinned, feline, and drifted into the office, closing the door behind her. “What, you want me to lick your wounds again? Lose by fifty and you turn into a sad little puppy, Chuck.” She closed the space between them and perched herself on the corner of his desk, crossing her bare legs slow and deliberate. He noticed, like he always did, that her thighs were the only part of her body that still jiggled when she moved, and he loved her for it.
Lindsey snatched the whiskey from his hand and took a swig, then made a face. “Jesus Christ, can’t you afford anything that doesn’t taste like cleaning fluid?”
“I’m a state employee, remember?” he said, and tried to laugh.
She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, letting her tank top gape even wider. “So what’s the plan, Chuck? Because the way things are going, you’re not going to survive another season. Even I can see that.”
Chuck stared at her, at the spidery veins in her hands and the way her hair curled in the humidity. He felt the old, cold shame pool in his stomach, the realization that he needed her, that he needed her so much more than she ever needed him.
“Maybe it’s time to shake things up,” he said. His voice sounded hollow, rehearsed. “I was thinking about the recruiting trip for that point guard out of Detroit. Maybe... maybe we make it less formal. More, uh, personal. Bring him here, show him around, introduce him to you. Give the kid a night he’ll never forget.”
He expected her to recoil, to give him that disgusted, you’re pathetic look she’d perfected after a decade of marriage. Instead, Lindsey smiled. Not the soft, patient smile she gave their daughter, or the fake, tight-lipped one she gave Chuck at booster events, but the sharp, hungry smile he remembered from their early days, when she still liked to play with her food before eating it.
“That’s what you want?” she purred. Her hand found his thigh, thumb tracing the sweat-darkened fabric, inching higher. “You want me to... entertain your recruits?”
Chuck swallowed. His cock was rigid, pressing against his zipper like it was trying to escape. He hated himself for it, hated that he was this weak. “It’s just an idea. If you’re not—”
She cut him off with a look, and in that moment, he knew. He knew she’d thought about it before, maybe more than once, maybe even with someone specific in mind. She was the only person on earth more ambitious than he was.
“You’re such a fucking pervert, Chuck,” she said, but her voice was soft, almost admiring. Her hand cupped his crotch, squeezed. “I should be offended, but honestly? I kind of like the idea of watching you squirm.”
He exhaled, long and shuddering. “So you’ll do it?”
She laughed—a little too loud for the empty office. “I’ll do whatever it takes to keep your sad ass out of a cubicle. But you owe me. Big.”
She pushed herself off the desk and walked toward the door, pausing in the frame to flash him a wink. “Get the kid on campus. I’ll make him an offer he can’t refuse. And if you’re good, maybe I’ll let you watch.”
The door shut with a soft click. Chuck sat there, breathing hard, feeling the pulse in his dick throb with shameful need. He stared at the bottle, then at the smudge of pink lipstick on the rim. He didn’t know which one he wanted more.
He waited until her footsteps faded, then unzipped his pants and pulled himself out, hand working fast and desperate. The image was inescapable: Lindsey in a silk robe, greeting the recruit at their front door, her nipples dark against the pale fabric, her tongue snaking out to taste the sweat on his neck. Chuck pictured himself in the hallway, watching, helpless, his cock in his hand like a badge of failure. He stroked harder, faster, chasing the humiliation as it built in his gut, hot and sickening. His body shuddered when he came, a quick, pathetic spasm that left him slumped in his chair, sticky and empty.
He wiped himself off with an old gym sock, then poured another shot and tried to forget. But already he was imagining next week, and the week after, and the way Lindsey’s eyes had glinted with something new, something dangerous.
He knew he should be horrified.
He knew he’d never be able to stop.

      ***The restaurant Lindsey picked was small, the kind of place that pretended to be cozy but really just trapped you with your own insecurities in a booth upholstered in scarred leather. Chuck hated it instantly, but Lindsey had insisted, and after ten years of marriage, he’d learned resistance was pointless. The hostess ushered them to a corner booth “for privacy,” which made Chuck’s armpits prickle with sweat before they’d even sat down.
The table smelled of sanitizer and spilled pinot. Lindsey slid in across from Chuck, crossing her bare legs so the slit in her dress rode dangerously high, and smoothed her auburn hair with a practiced flick. Her lips were painted with a new, deeper red tonight, her cleavage a soft, glowing promise in the amber wash of the pendant light above them.
Jamal arrived seven minutes late, and Chuck couldn’t blame him. He was every inch the superstar the scouting tapes promised: six-foot-five, broad as a door frame, shaved head glistening, smile loaded with diamond-bright confidence. He wore a tracksuit that cost more than Chuck’s monthly mortgage, the jacket unzipped to show a t-shirt stretched tight across abs that looked carved from oak. His cologne hit before he even reached the table, earthy, spicy, designed to take up space.
Lindsey’s eyes lit up, and she stood to greet him, arms open just wide enough that the hug pressed her chest full-on against his torso. Chuck stood too, belatedly, shaking Jamal’s hand and hoping the kid couldn’t tell his own was damp and a little shaky. Jamal squeezed like he was testing fruit at the supermarket.
“Coach Hayes, good to finally meet you in person,” Jamal said, grinning.
“Likewise, Jamal. This is my wife, Lindsey.” Chuck’s voice cracked on the ‘wife,’ which he heard but hoped no one else did.
Lindsey’s smile was predatory, the corners of her mouth curling up like a cat about to leap. “So glad you could make it, Jamal. You must be starving, after all that travel.” Her eyes flicked downward for a half second, a glance that didn’t miss a thing.
Jamal slid into the booth beside Lindsey, leaving Chuck the opposite side, alone. The leather creaked under Jamal’s weight and the table shuddered as he settled in, knees spread, thigh pressing right up against Lindsey’s leg.
Chuck hid behind the menu and tried to will his heart rate down. He caught a whiff of Jamal’s cologne mixing with Lindsey’s perfume, a blend of synthetic power and sweet, manipulative floral, and felt his dick stiffen beneath the safety of the tablecloth. It wasn’t fair, how fast it happened; he’d gone years without this kind of excitement, and now his cock betrayed him at the worst possible time. He gripped the menu tighter, knuckles whitening, the laminated edge digging into his palm.
“So, Jamal,” Lindsey said, turning toward him with her body, her left hand tracing lazy circles on the table, “what do you look for in a program? Besides the obvious, of course.” Her laugh was breathy, practiced. She touched his arm as she said it, fingers lingering a heartbeat too long.
Jamal’s grin widened. “Obvious is good. But, I dunno, I just want to feel like I’m part of a family, you know? Not just another number.”
“Well, you won’t find a more tight-knit group than Chuck’s team,” Lindsey purred, her hand drifting back to Jamal’s bicep. “But I have to ask. Does anyone in your current circle make you feel special? I imagine you get a lot of attention.”
Jamal laughed, deep and unselfconscious. “I do okay.”
Lindsey leaned in, lowering her voice to a stage whisper that was probably audible two tables over. “You know, Coach says you’re the best he’s seen in a decade, and I believe him. But honestly?” She let her lips brush Jamal’s ear, so close Chuck saw a lock of her hair catch on his earlobe. “I think you could do things here no one else could. You’d have my... undivided support.” Her hand was on Jamal’s thigh now, fingers drumming slow.
Chuck tried to look away, but his gaze kept boomeranging back, helpless. He stared at his water glass, the way the condensation beaded and ran down the sides, and imagined that cold against the heat in his crotch. The conversation dissolved into a blur of pleasantries and double entendres, every line from Lindsey a new weapon in her arsenal. She talked about “team chemistry” and “off-court bonding,” each phrase loaded, until even Jamal started blushing a little.
The waitress came for their order. Jamal asked for the steak, rare, and two sides; Lindsey requested the trout, then let her hand linger on Jamal’s for a second as if to say, “I’ll try yours, too.” Chuck picked a sandwich at random and prayed the waitress would leave fast.
As soon as they were alone again, Lindsey’s foot found its way to Jamal’s shoe under the table. Chuck felt it happen, a soft slide, then a gentle press, then unmistakable upward movement. Jamal’s face never changed, but his breathing shifted, and Chuck’s own cock lurched to full, painful attention.
Lindsey’s hand migrated higher up Jamal’s thigh, her fingers disappearing beneath the hem of the kid’s shorts. Jamal opened his legs slightly, inviting her deeper, and Chuck watched as his wife’s wrist began the slow, unmistakable rhythm of a stroking motion. She never broke eye contact with Jamal, her gaze heavy-lidded and hungry.
Chuck was rigid, throbbing against his zipper, desperate to hide the bulge but unable to do anything but watch. He could feel sweat pooling at the small of his back and the shame rising in his throat, thick and suffocating.
Jamal’s hand slipped over Lindsey’s, gripping her wrist to slow her down. He turned to Chuck and, for a moment, looked right through him, as if evaluating whether Coach was going to break or watch him fuck his wife under the table. Chuck felt his own breathing go ragged. He hated himself for not stopping it, hated Lindsey for knowing he wouldn’t, hated Jamal for being everything he’d never be. But he was so hard it almost hurt, and even as he squirmed, he couldn’t stop staring.
The food came. For a few minutes, the tableau reset: knives and forks and napkins, polite conversation. Lindsey’s hand retreated to her own lap, but her toes never left Jamal’s leg, rubbing slow and deliberate as she crossed and uncrossed her legs. Chuck fumbled his sandwich, dropping a tomato slice onto his plate, and Lindsey covered her laugh with a sip of wine.
“So, Coach,” Jamal said, leaning back and stretching his arms behind Lindsey’s seat, “you think I got what it takes to go pro?”
Chuck forced himself to answer, praying his voice wouldn’t crack. “Absolutely. You’re a once-in-a-generation player. You’d make us a championship contender, no question.”
Jamal nodded, content, and turned to Lindsey. “And you? Think I can keep up with you?”
She smirked, her eyes smoldering. “That depends. I like a challenge. But I have a feeling you’ll do just fine.”
They lingered over dessert, though Chuck barely tasted his. Every second felt like a dare. By the time the bill arrived, he was half-drunk and so hard he
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