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I opened over him, and Emily drove her fingers all the way deep and kept them there, shaking her wrist.

“Fuck, Jaelin,” she said.  “This is so hot!”

I couldn’t tell what was falling out of me.  It felt like Emily had shaken some juices free, but they got lost among the flow of the showers.

“Taste her for me,” Coach said above us.

Emily took her fingers out of me, and I opened my eyes carefully to stare through the splashing water as she pushed the same fingers into her mouth and hummed.

“It feels so good,” she said.  “It’s all silky.”

“Here,” Coach Matthews said, curling his finger at her.

Emily stood up and got on her tiptoes, putting her lips to Coach Matthews’ and kissing him with tongues.

I jerked his cock slowly as I watched her kiss him.  Once more I wished I could have been Emily, receiving Coach’s love like that.

“She does taste good,” he said afterwards, gripping Emily’s butt.  “Turn around would you,” he said to her.

“I want to,” I said, standing up.  “I want to, Coach.”

“Oh, you do, huh?” he said.

“I can do it, coach,” Emily pleaded.

I faced the wall and pressed my body against it, pushing out my ass.  “I’m ready, Coach.”

Even Emily was impressed.  She stepped away and seemed to resign herself to second place.

“We all need to work together here,” Coach Matthews said, looking at Emily.  “Don’t stand on the sidelines, Emily.  Get in the game.”

He came behind me and instantly I felt his cock at my sex.  It all happened so suddenly.  He found my wetness and pushed into it, and my tight pussy sheathed him.

“Coach!” I wept, not knowing if he could feel that I was a virgin.

I closed my eyes tight and let him ride through me.  He was slow at first, pumping against my ass and sending his inches deep before sliding them back out slowly.

But steadily he increased his pace and force, driving hard against my butt so that I had to fight to keep my back arched.

I hadn’t thought about Emily until I felt a strange slither at my sex.  When I looked down, I could see her face beneath me, looking almost serene the way her eyes closed against the flow of water from above.

“Good Emily,” Coach Matthews enthused.

I watched her move lower and then listened to him groan as she sucked and licked at his balls.  I kept yearning for her to return, and when I felt her mouth on my pussy again, I tried to steer her towards my clit.

“Higher,” I gushed, looking down.

She stopped focusing on the messy union and started to lick at my clit now, sitting up on the tiles with her back against the wall.

I’d never been pleasured like that before.  I felt Coach’s hand reach down there too and spread my flesh open so that Emily could get at my pearl easier.

“Now there’s a team-player,” Coach said.  “Good job, Emily.”
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Put It In Me, Coach!
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It was cold, and it was wet.  Soccer practice had finished almost an hour ago, but Coach Matthews had kept me and Emily behind for what he called ‘dissent.’

All we said was that we didn’t want to run laps, which seems pointless now since that’s all we’ve done since being kept back.

Coach said he expects more from us now, especially if we’re going to turn pro, and that, at nineteen, we can’t be treated like kids anymore.

He stood there with his arms folded, seemingly oblivious to the torrential downpour above him that battered his black waterproof coat.

“Last lap!” he shouted.

Emily was breathing hard beside me.  “If he wasn’t so hot, I’d punch him.”

“I don’t get why everyone says he’s hot.  He’s an asshole.”

I spat at the ground and pounded through the rain, thinking of the hot shower to follow.  When we both finished our last lap we bent over double, trying hard to get our breath back.

“Good job,” Coach said, patting Emily’s wet butt.  “Now hit the showers.”

Emily stood up and looked at him as he walked away.  She bit her lip and filled her lungs with air.

“I want him,” she said.

I rolled my eyes.  “Will you quit it?”

She nudged me and we stumbled towards the changing rooms, laughing as the rain washed the sweat away.

There was no sign of our teammates when we entered the women’s changing rooms.  Next door we could hear Coach singing, which seemed to be a post-training ritual.

“Can you imagine him, just next door,” Emily said, “lathering soap all over his body?”

“No, I cannot!” I yelled, but it was hard not to after she’d conjured such a vivid image.

I took off my soaked clothes and sat in my sports bra and panties, looking across at Emily as she undressed too.  The silky fabric stuck to her body as she tried to lift it over her head, and I had to turn away when I realized I was staring right at her breasts.

“I can’t take much more of this,” I huffed.  “Every week he targets me.”

“It’s not just you,” Emily said.  “It’s me this week too.”

“I know, but every week it’s always me.  He says he has to be harder on me for some fucking reason, but that’s such bullshit.  None of you get it worse than me.”

“You’re one of the best too, Jaelin.  I think he’s pushing you.”

“I’m sick of being pushed.”  I could feel my temper bubbling.  “I don’t want to do this every week.”

Emily grabbed her towel.  “What are you gonna do?”

“This,” I said, standing up and marching out the door.

“Jaelin!  You’re not even dressed!”

She hurried after me, wrapping a towel around herself to cover her soaked bra and panties.  At that point, I didn’t even care.  Coach Matthews had been up my ass for months, and I just had to know why.

“Think about what you’re doing,” Emily said, following me out into the corridor and to the men’s locker room door.

“I am,” I told her, pushing my way inside.

Emily started to grin.  “I’ve always wanted to go in here.”

She followed closely behind, less concerned about stopping me now that she’d given it a cursory attempt.

I stormed ahead, and I was a good way into the room before I realized that Coach was sitting right there amongst the steam.

“Yes?” he asked, on the bench in front of his clothes.

I looked right at him and was instantly confronted by his nakedness.  I stood there in my underwear, losing confidence.

“You—” I began, looking for the words.  “You can’t keep doing this.”

“Doing what?” asked Coach.

“Look at that cock,” hushed Emily beside me.

“Treating me like this.  It isn’t fair.”

He stood up and walked in front of me.  “How should I treat you?”

“Like everybody else!  I don’t want special treatment; I just wanted to be treated like everyone else.”

“And you, Emily,” asked Coach.  “Do you think she’s treated unfairly.”

“I—uh—me?  No.  No, I don’t think so ...”

I was confused that Emily hadn’t come to my aid, but when I looked back at her I could see she was being seduced by the naked man in front of her.

“What’s so special about you, Jaelin,” Coach said.  “Do you think any of the other women would come storming in here like this?”

“I’m not like the other women,” I growled.

Coach Matthews smiled.  “See.  You deserve special treatment.”

He turned away as though he’d won the argument, packing his soaked clothes into the sports bag that sat on the bench.

I was incredulous as I watched him, but I couldn’t say the same for Emily.  She was ogling his toned butt and running her eyes all over his wet, naked body.

“I’ll be in the shower if you need me,” he said.

He walked across the tiles, his butt bouncing steadily as he disappeared into the steam.

“Come on,” Emily said.  “Let’s get out of here.”

I snatched my arm away from her and walked into the fog.

“I want to know why you push me so hard every week,” I continued.

“You said it yourself,” Coach said from inside the showers.  “You’re different.”

“Come on, Jaelin,” Emily said again, tugging at my arm.

I stepped around the corner and stared at him as he stood beneath the showerhead.  The water flowed over him, and I wanted so badly to rush in and slap him.

Emily peered around the side of the shower room and gasped.  I could only imagine that she had immediately seen Coach’s big, swinging cock.  I had to hand it to him, it looked pretty good, but I was too angry to realize how wrong this all was.

“You don’t even play me ninety minutes,” I said, my fists clenched.

I stepped down into the showers and walked across to him.  He startled and looked me up and down like I was something on his shoe.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” he said.  “And you know better too, Emily.”

Emily looked down at the floor, or at least she tried.  Bowing her head just gave her an excuse to drink in Coach’s cock even more.

“I have to manage your body,” he said.  “That’s why you don’t play the full ninety.”

“Manage my body?  It’s my body.”

“Don’t get all woke on me,” he said.  “You’re an athlete, not some prissy little girl.  Athletes’ bodies need looking after, it doesn’t matter who you are.  From Jordan to Tiger, they all need looking after.”

“You can look after my body,” Emily said with a grin.

We both ignored her.

“You want to look after my body?” I asked.  “Then here.  Look after this.”

I scrambled my bra over my head and then stripped down my panties, not quite sure of the point I was trying to prove.

Coach Matthews barely flinched.  He squirted some shower gel into his hand and started to rub it over his body, turning it into a lather on his chest.

Emily was torn between being shocked and drooling.  She looked between me and our naked coach and wondered if she should be there.

“This is hot,” she said, laughing.

“What about you, Emily,” Coach said, washing the suds off himself.  “Have you got a body that needs looking after?”

“Oh, yes,” Emily said, dropping her towel.  “Yes, I do.”

She looked down at her tits and put her hands behind her back, swaying her shoulders as though she was offering herself up for inspection.

“See,” he said.  “Emily knows her body needs managing.”

“Manage me, Coach,” she teased.

I shook my head at her and tried to get things back on track.

“So come on,” I said, gesturing down my body.  “What part of this needs managing.”

Coach Matthews looked at me, and I tried to keep the mean expression on my face.  I saw his eyes begin to search over me, and I swallowed nervously, suddenly scared of his scrutiny.

“Turn around,” he said.

I spun on the spot, facing away from him.  I heard a bang and hot water splashed across my back.  I flinched and stepped away.

“What are you doing?” I spat.

“Get back under,” he said.  “I need to see you.”

I approached the hot flow steadily, and the water trickled down my body and into the cracks.

“There,” he said, washing the water over my ass.  “You need more definition here.”

“Definition?  This isn’t America’s Next Top Model.”

“In the gym, I mean,” he said.  “Look at Emily, for example.”  He gestured in her direction.  “Emily?  Would you?”

“Oh,” startled Emily, snapping from her daydream.  “Of course.”

She stripped down her panties like it was nothing, then turned away from us and showed her big, toned butt.

“See?” Coach said.

I wasn’t sure exactly what I was looking at, other than Emily’s amazing ass.  It didn’t feel fair that I was being compared to that.

“What am I supposed to be seeing?” I asked.

“Here,” he said, gesturing Emily closer so he could touch her ass.  “You see here?  See the dimples?”

Emily was trying her hardest not to faint.  She was blinking quickly and biting her lip.

“You want dimples in my ass?  That’s why you want to keep me behind?”

“We’re trying to go pro here, Jaelin.  We need to act professional before we turn professional.”

“I can be professional,” Emily said.

“Take off your bra,” Coach said to her.

“She doesn’t have to do that,” I said, frowning.

“Anything for you coach,” Emily said.

She turned to face him and made such a flaunting show of taking off her bra.  I could see in Coach Matthew’s face that he was enjoying it, but the swelling in his cock left me in no doubt.

“Perfect,” he said, trying to get a rise out of me.

Emily turned a toe into the floor and giggled.  Her big tits bounced, and he opened his arms to invite her closer.

She rushed forwards giggling, feeling the heat of Coach Matthew’s shower head on her.  I watched his cock touch her leg as he pulled her towards him.

“Are you trying to make me jealous?” I asked, watching.

“I’m trying to make you great, Jaelin.”

“Is this what you mean by professional?” I asked.  “Fucking your players?”

“I haven’t fucked anyone,” Coach said, lifting his hands up in surrender.  “I’m just trying to get the best out of everyone.”

“Like this?”

He shrugged.  “Are you willing to do anything for this team?” he asked Emily.

“Yes, coach!” she nodded.

“Are you willing to do anything for me?”

“Yes, coach!” she said, even sterner.

“There,” Coach announced.  “That’s all I ask.”

I couldn’t believe him.  “You just want a load of brainless idiots to do your bidding?”

“You’re not that far from the truth.  I’m the coach, Jaelin.  I need to be listened to, not challenged.”

“You’re power hungry.  This isn’t coaching.”

“Would you do anything for the team?” he asked me, putting his arm over Emily’s shoulder.

I looked at her.  She nodded beside him.

“Yes,” I said reluctantly.

“Would you do anything for me?” he continued.

Again, Emily nodded.

I fought against letting the word out.  “Yes.”

“Good,” he said.  “Get on your knees.”

Even Emily was surprised at that.  She looked at him and then at me, wondering which of us would talk next.

“On your knees, Jaelin,” he repeated.

I knelt on the hard floor and felt the spatter of water on my skin.  I wanted to stare straight up into his eyes, but when he walked forwards, I couldn’t help but look at that big, delicious cock.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

“Damn, coach, I can do that,” Emily said.  “She doesn’t have to.”

“Quiet, Emily,” Coach said.

I found myself yearning for his approval.  Emily was willing, and I was envious of how much he enjoyed her loyalty.

“I can do it,” I said, looking up and realizing what he wanted of me.  “No special treatment.”

I stared ahead at his big wet cock, seeing it rising as it started to swell.  I pushed my hand up his thigh and held his cock like I was inspecting it.

“There you go,” he hushed.

I looked up to see Coach Matthews looking down confidently, and Emily tense with excited trepidation.

“Do it, Jaelin,” she said, nodding.

I opened my mouth and stuffed him in quickly, closing my eyes as I heard Emily gasp.

“Good girl,” Coach said, and I felt his hand on my head.

I started to suck along him, feeling him grow in my mouth instantly.  The head of his cock firmed up, and soon I was sucking the taut barrel and teasing my tongue around his crown.

“That’s it,” said Coach.  “Emily, go and help her.”

Emily was down on her knees quickly and shuffling beside me as the hot water bathed us.

“Let me taste it, Jaelin,” she said, nudging me.

I took it from my mouth and pointed it over at her like it was mine to offer.  Emily curled her wet hair back behind her ear and looked so demure when she opened her mouth in its direction.

It was like she was tasting cake the way her eyes closed and she breathed deep.  I watched Coach disappear inside her and looked up to see his reaction.

His head back and he was breathing slowly.  I watched his shoulders rise and pull his hairy pecs upwards.

“Good girls,” he said.

I rubbed at his leg and started to massage his balls, keen to give him some form of pleasure while Emily did the job that I wanted to do.

Eventually she slid her lips back and smiled upwards.  I took my chance and put him back inside me, pushing my head along him and feeling my pussy turn slick with my juices.

“Fuck,” Emily said, and she was the first to touch herself.

She started to rub under herself as she watched me, wriggling on her knees as though she couldn’t contain her excitement.

“That’s it, Emily,” Coach said.  “Show her how to enjoy herself.”

Emily took it literally, because straight afterwards I felt her hand on my pussy.  I took Coach from my mouth and looked at her eagerness.

“Emily,” I hissed, as though that was the forbidden act.

“Relax,” she said, looking at her hand.  “You’re soaked.”

I was kind of embarrassed that she’d told him that.  I wanted him to think I had the upper hand and not let on that this whole thing was driving me wild with excitement.

“Fuck, Jaelin,” she said, rising on her knees and putting her body against mine.

She curled her fingers under me, and I felt them go inside.  She started to rub with passion, pressing her wet, naked body against me.

Having her bare skin on mine felt like the kind of team-bonding they don’t teach in the textbooks.  As I opened my mouth and moaned, I felt Coach’s cock tapping impatiently at my face.

I opened over him, and Emily drove her fingers all the way deep and kept them there, shaking her wrist.

“Fuck, Jaelin,” she said.  “This is so hot!”

I couldn’t tell what was falling out of me.  It felt like Emily had shaken some juices free, but they got lost among the flow of the showers.

“Taste her for me,” Coach said above us.

Emily took her fingers out of me, and I opened my eyes carefully to stare through the splashing water as she pushed the same fingers into her mouth and hummed.

“It feels so good,” she said.  “It’s all silky.”

“Here,” Coach Matthews said, curling his finger at her.

Emily stood up and got on her tiptoes, putting her lips to Coach Matthews’ and kissing him with tongues.

I jerked his cock slowly as I watched her kiss him.  Once more I wished I could have been Emily, receiving Coach’s love like that.

“She does taste good,” he said afterwards, gripping Emily’s butt.  “Turn around would you,” he said to her.

“I want to,” I said, standing up.  “I want to, Coach.”

“Oh, you do, huh?” he said.

“I can do it, coach,” Emily pleaded.

I faced the wall and pressed my body against it, pushing out my ass.  “I’m ready, Coach.”

Even Emily was impressed.  She stepped away and seemed to resign herself to second place.

“We all need to work together here,” Coach Matthews said, looking at Emily.  “Don’t stand on the sidelines, Emily.  Get in the game.”

He came behind me and instantly I felt his cock at my sex.  It all happened so suddenly.  He found my wetness and pushed into it, and my tight pussy sheathed him.

“Coach!” I wept, not knowing if he could feel that I was a virgin.

I closed my eyes tight and let him ride through me.  He was slow at first, pumping against my ass and sending his inches deep before sliding them back out slowly.

But steadily he increased his pace and force, driving hard against my butt so that I had to fight to keep my back arched.

I hadn’t thought about Emily until I felt a strange slither at my sex.  When I looked down, I could see her face beneath me, looking almost serene the way her eyes closed against the flow of water from above.

“Good Emily,” Coach Matthews enthused.

I watched her move lower and then listened to him groan as she sucked and licked at his balls.  I kept yearning for her to return, and when I felt her mouth on my pussy again, I tried to steer her towards my clit.

“Higher,” I gushed, looking down.

She stopped focusing on the messy union and started to lick at my clit now, sitting up on the tiles with her back against the wall.

I’d never been pleasured like that before.  I felt Coach’s hand reach down there too and spread my flesh open so that Emily could get at my pearl easier.

“Now there’s a team-player,” Coach said.  “Good job, Emily.”

I was wincing hard at how good it felt.  I didn’t know what to do with the sensations.  I breathed hard, moaning as she satisfied me, but scared to cry out too loud.  It was as though I was still holding something back.

“Let it out,” Coach Matthews said behind me, pumping steadily.  “Let it all out, Jaelin.”

I felt his hand grip my butt, then I felt his thumb venture into the cleavage.  He rubbed against the tight muscle, coaxing out a deeper, instinctive moan.

“Oh, Coach!” I whined, cornered by the heady sensations.

Emily’s tongue was incredible, and his thumb was just curious enough to add to the excitement.  He wasn’t rough there, but gentle.  He teased around my asshole, applying a small amount of pressure but never breaking through.

His cock tapping at my cervix was the catalyst that made the orgasm surge out of me.  I wailed long and loud, finally letting go.

“That’s it, Jaelin,” hushed Coach.  “That’s what I want from you.  Don’t hold back.”

“Coach, I’m coming!” I wailed.

It seemed to spur Emily on.  She ate more ferociously, mouthing over as much of me as she could while Coach Matthews buried himself to the hilt.

“Lick all that cum off, Emily,” he grunted.

He bounced out of me, and I gasped as he left.  I could hear Emily slurping and sucking below, but for a moment I could barely see a thing.  The colors swirled across my vision like a kaleidoscope.

Eventually he moved away, and I was able to step over Emily and stand to one side as he helped her to her feet.

“Perfect,” he said to her.  “You did it.”

He looked at me, and there was the hint of a grin on his face.  I was red from coming so hard, and I felt kind of bashful that he’d been able to do that to me.  I didn’t want to admit that he had that kind of power over me, but it was undeniable.

“Back against the wall,” he said, and I thought I was in for round two.

I got back in position and arched my back, waiting to feel his big cock push into me again and make me feel the kind of fullness that I just never felt.  Instead, I felt something so alien to me that it made my eyes gasp open.

It was the strangest tickle, right on my ass, and I had to look back to truly figure out what it was.  Coach was on his knees now, and his face was buried into my ass.

“I can do the dirty work too,” he said, and I felt his voice in the wet recess of my ass.

He tongued at my tight muscle, circling around the sensitive knot before poking it right at my hole.

I looked back at Emily in shock and mouthed: What the fuck.  She shrugged, looking almost as dumbfounded as me.

“I’d never ask you to do anything I wouldn’t do myself,” he said, coaxing me open.  “Emily.”

Coach moved away and Emily got to the floor steadily.  I looked back and saw her staring into my ass.

“Eat,” he said.

Emily moved forward carefully, as though she was about to blow out some birthday candles.  I felt her cheeks press onto me, then I felt her teeth as she pushed her tongue against me.

It felt more delicate and gentler than Coach, and it felt like she probed further than he’d managed to.  I never realized how sensitive and joyous something like that could be.

“Now we’re getting results,” Coach said.

He started to jerk his cock as he stood beside us, watching Emily as she began to enjoy herself and explore me without instruction.

Coach rubbed my back gently.  His cock looked so good in his fist.  I watched how he worked himself, seeing him thumb over the hot-pink tip repeatedly.

“Can you come, Coach,” I asked.

“I can,” he said assuredly.  “But where?”

I bit my lip.  “Inside me.”

Emily shuffled away and held my leg.  She put her body against mine, writhing on her knees excitedly.

“That’d be hot, coach,” she said.  “Can you?”

“I wouldn’t want to disappoint my players now, would I?” he said.

He walked behind me, and I held my breath, waiting to feel him in my pussy again.

“But you didn’t say where.”

I gasped when I felt him where Emily had just been.  The dull head of his cock wasn’t as delicate.  It pressed into my ass slow and with purpose.

“Coach!” I strained, clawing at the wall.

“Fuck, coach,” Emily said.  “That’s it.”

I hadn’t expected her to be on his side, but perhaps it looked hot from where Emily was.  From where I stood it was painful and invasive, but I yearned for it.  I wanted to prove to him that I could do it, as though it was some kind of last-minute goal in an important final.  I wanted to show him that I could be called upon when it mattered.

“You can do it,” he said behind me, rubbing my back.  “Good girl.  You can do it.”

“Fuck, Jaelin, it’s going in,” Emily said.

She took a keen interest in his progress, peering down into my ass to watch his cock disappear steadily and offer her own commentary.

“His head’s in,” she said, talking close to my ear before standing back to look.  “It looks so good, Jaelin.”

“Fuck me, coach!” I cried defiantly, gurgling out a moan.

He pushed on and a quick inch got swallowed up by my ass.  I felt him in the pit of my stomach, sliding deep against the grain.

“Oh, Jaelin, he’s in your ass,” Emily said.  “He’s fucking your ass.”

I didn’t need her to tell me that.  The searing stretch was proof enough.  I took several deep breaths and tried to calm myself down.  Thankfully Coach paused to let me get my breath.

“You did it,” he said, as though the task was complete.

“You didn’t,” I told him.  “You were supposed to come.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” he said, and he began to pump slowly.  “That’ll be along soon.”

I closed my eyes each time I felt discomfort, but as he continued to fuck me that happened less frequently.  Before long, all I could feel was his delicious thickness sliding through me with relative ease.

My ass relaxed around him, pinching tight to accommodate him and nothing more.  It was as though it was some kind of ‘smart-muscle’ able to respond to whatever it was challenged with but never exceeding the necessary limits.

Coach Masters pumped through me, using my tight hoop as a ring to jerk himself.  He started to let out moans that were uncharacteristic in their lack of control.

“Oh, Jaelin,” he moaned, increasing his speed.  “Your ass feels so good.”

“Come inside it, Coach,” Emily pleaded, bouncing on the spot.  “Please.”

She was more eager for it than I was, and I was pretty fucking eager.

“Is that what you want?” he said, as though he hadn’t already made up his mind.

“Fucking come,” I dared, looking back at him.

His eyes met mine.

“Come in my ass, Coach,” I told him plainly.

He almost snarled as he took up a new rhythm, a rhythm that would see the job done.  He pumped into me faster, pounding through my hole until it barely pinched him tightly anymore.

“Oh, Jaelin,” he moaned.  “Fuck, Jaelin.  That’s it!”

“Fuck her, Coach,” Emily said, rubbing my ass and staring at the forbidden sight.

I felt his cock turn stiffer, and my asshole felt him swell.  He was so charged with potency that I could just feel that it couldn’t be held back.

“Jaelin!” he strained.

“Come!” I whined, and he started to groan in a way that was unmistakable, even to a virgin like me.

His moans soared and Emily consoled him.  “That’s it, coach.  Let it out in her ass!  That’s it!”

She hurried to his side and looked down on the view that he had.

“He’s coming,” Emily said, but neither of us needed to be told that.

I could feel each heady pump as he sent the ropes out inside me.  The heat arrived with them, and I felt his cock turn slippery as it bathed in his cum.

“Oh, Jaelin, that’s it,” Coach Matthews said, less erratic.  “That’s it.”

He soothed out the last of his ropes, rocking through me and relishing the sensations of my sticky asshole around him.

“Fuck,” announced Emily.  “That was fucking hot.”

He pulled back slowly, and me and Emily held our breath.  I felt him pop out of me, and Emily gasped when she saw the hole he’d left behind.

“You’re gaping, Jaelin,” she said.

I had to wonder if my asshole would ever be watertight again.  I searched a finger back to assess the damage, and felt my stomach drop when it disappeared inside me easily.

“Damn, Coach,” I panicked, fishing into my butt.

I could feel his cum in there, and I had to bet that Emily could see it, webbing across my sordid hole.

“Don’t worry,” Coach Matthews said.  “It goes back eventually.”

He rubbed my ass and held it open as though he was showing it to Emily.  She had this strange curiosity around it.

“Look at that,” she kept whispering, rubbing around the hole.  “It’s so wide.”

I didn’t expect her to dock against me again.  She dropped her face to my ass, and I felt the relief of her tongue, giving me some much-needed aftercare.

“That’s it, Emily.  That’s what I expect of you,” Coach Matthews said, as though this was all part of his lesson.

I felt Emily’s tongue lapping at my ass, as though she was trying to rescue his cum from me.  She had no hope of getting all of it.  He’d pushed it so deep with his cock that it felt like it’d live in me forever.

“He never goes easy on you, does he?” Emily said, smacking her lips triumphantly as she got back to her feet.

I stood up off the wall, moving gingerly.

“I expect the same of everyone,” Coach said, and it sounded like a warning to Emily.

She grinned.  “Me next time?” she asked.

“It means you’ll have to stay behind after practice again,” he said.

Suddenly, neither of us minded that so much.

“If it means I get to see Emily’s ass get fucked, I’m all for it,” I said.

“Now get out of here, would you?” Coach Matthews said, moving back beneath the shower.  “Go get cleaned up.”

I walked away without looking back.  I couldn’t wipe the smirk off my face, and when Emily caught up with me, I had to try hard not to show her.

“He fucked your ass!” she hissed, nudging me.  “He came in your ass!”

“Would you relax!”

We left the room and both of us stayed silent until we were back in the safety of the women’s locker room.

“I can’t believe you ate my ass,” I said to Emily.

“I can’t believe Coach fucked your ass!” she giggled, shaking her head.

“You licked it after he came.”

“You’re not exactly innocent,” Emily said.  “Our secret?”

“It has to be, doesn’t it?”

“Maybe we could tell one other player,” Emily teased.

“No way.  I don’t want to share, do you?”

Emily shook her head.  “Good point.”

THE END

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Mrs. Claus Drops By
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It was the last thing Elias and Toby expected that Christmas.  Having recently moved to a remote, too-good-to-miss home to share a place together, the two friends had settled in for the night, not expecting any visitors.

They were busy tasting their third bottle of festive ale when they heard a bang at the door.  Elias could have had a thousand guesses, and he would never have imagined the sight that greeted him as he answered it.

There, in a red Santa-hat, black stockings, and a little red dress with furry, white trim, was their neighbor Carol, windswept and freezing.

“Why aren’t you answering your phone?!” she shouted, skipping in and stomping the snow off her black boots.

In the lounge Toby checked his phone to see several missed calls from their nearest neighbor, stretching back for the last hour.

“I’ve got a few questions,” said Elias, raising his finger as Carol walked off towards the warmth of their open fire.

Toby did a double take when she came in and dropped down two bags filled with gifts.  She shook out her gloved hands and then warmed them over the fire.

Elias stood in the doorway, pulling a shocked face to his friend.  They’d met their forty-five-year-old neighbor on a few occasions but had never seen her like this.

“I’m freezing!” she shivered, rubbing her hands.

“Get her a coat, Toby,” Elias said.

Toby got up and rushed to grab one of his nightgowns as Elias went to the kitchen to fix Carol a hot drink of mulled wine.

“Thank you, boys,” she said as Toby draped the gown over her shoulders and Elias handed her a steaming mug.

“So ...” began Toby.  “Are you going to tell us what the hell happened?”

“And why you’re wearing that?” added Elias.

“Ugh,” said Carol, looking up at the wooden beams above in frustration.  “It was supposed to be a surprise.”

“What was?” probed Toby.

“This,” said Carol, flowing her hands down her body to present her outfit.  “I thought I’d come by as Mrs. Claus with some gifts to surprise you.”

“It’s certainly a surprise,” Elias said.

He trailed his eyes over the parts of Carol he could see beneath the gown.  Clearly the outfit was meant for some naughty Christmas party or maybe even something kinkier, and not for innocently surprising your neighbors.

“And then,” continued Carol, “my fucking car breaks down, and neither of you were answering your phones, so I just had to walk.”

“You could have waited in your car!”

“That’s just as dangerous.  No-one was coming by.  Anyway, I’m here now.  I’m safe.”

Elias and Toby couldn’t believe the outlandish choice that Carol had made, just to drop off some gifts and surprise them.  They left her in front of the fire as they grabbed another beer.

“Well, that was something different,” Elias said.

Toby just shook his head in disbelief.

“I need to say something,” he said.  “Don’t take it the wrong way.”

“What is it?” asked Elias.

Toby braced himself.  “Is ... Is Carol hot?”

Elias stared for a moment and then started to laugh.

“I’m being serious!” protested Toby, worried he’d said too much.  “I’ve never seen her in anything like this before and ... she looks kind of hot.”

Elias was calming down.  He put a hand on his friend’s shoulder.

“You’re right, you’re right,” he said.  “I didn’t want to say anything either.”

“Right?” said Toby.  “It’s like she’s just some hot stranger in our house.  I didn’t know she had that in her locker.”

“I didn’t know she had that in her closet,” laughed Elias.  “Her tits are almost falling out of that thing.”

“I know, right!  It’s like, I don’t know where to look.  I mean, I know I shouldn’t look, but how do you not.  They’re just ... right there!”

“She can’t wear something like that and then blame us for looking,” decided Elias.  “That’s on her.”

“Just so long as we’re both on the same page,” said Toby.

They went back into their lounge to see Carol with her back to the fire now.  She’d lifted the gown and her skirt, and she was warming her butt to the flames.

“It’s so nice here,” she said, oblivious to their stares.  “You guys have made a real go of this place.  It used to be a wreck when Mr. Thompson owned it.”

“Thanks, Carol,” said Elias.  “It’s been a long slog for sure.”

“And the tree!” remarked Carol.  “It’s so well done.  It’s real right?”

“Picked it up last week,” said Toby.

Carol took off her gown and walked over to look closer.  She smiled as she turned the little ornaments.

“And the angel!” she smiled.  “I got you that too, didn’t I?”

The boys agreed and then watched in awe as Carol reached up to touch it.  Her skirt lifted and they could see the curve of her butt.

Elias gave his collar an exaggerated pull as he looked across at Toby.

“Let me get you another mulled wine, Mrs. Claus,” teased Elias.  “Get comfy.”

When Elias came back to the room, Toby was sitting on the couch with their neighbor.  He’d got the huge blanket out of their wicker basket, and it was draped across both of their laps.

“Here,” said Elias, handing Carol the mug.  “Keep warm.”

“This stuff’s good,” said Carol as Elias settled in on the other side of her.

“Are you sure you’re warm enough?” asked Toby.

“Between my two boys?” sparkled Carol, looking at each of them.  “I couldn’t be cozier!”

Elias put his arm around her and pulled her close, grabbing the remote.  He put on a Christmas movie and Carol lit up instantly.

“I love this one,” she squeaked.

An hour in and the trio was captivated by the festive magic.  Carol had a hand on each of the men’s thighs as she watched the movie in wonder.

“This is the bit!” she squeaked.  “I always laugh at this bit!”

As she got more excited, she moved her hands erratically, anticipating the scene to come.

Elias reached forward for his glass, and when he did, he looked back at Toby on the other side of their neighbor.

Toby pointed with his eyes, and Elias followed his stare to Carol’s tits.  Just then she started to laugh, and they bounced in her dress like hypnotizing orbs.

“Gosh!” she cried, wiping her eyes.  “It still does it to me now!”

She put her hand back beneath the blanket and got a little too close for comfort on Elias’s thigh.  His back straightened, but he didn’t correct her.  Carol rubbed their legs steadily, as though she was comforting them, but they were each feeling anything but comfort.

Both Elias and Toby could feel the flare up of their stiffness in their suddenly tight pants, and Carol’s hand danced ever nearer.

“Don’t you guys like that part?” she asked, somewhat disappointed.

“We love it, we’ve seen it a hundred times.”

“Just me then,” said Carol, squeezing their legs absent mindedly.

She didn’t even know where she was touching them at first.  The wine and the romance of the season had affected her, and she got swept up in the magic and adventure of everything.  Her hand smoothed along each of them, and for the moment she remained unaware of the fact she was mapping out their hard cocks.

Elias and Toby just stared ahead at the movie.  Neither knew that the other was experiencing the same sensation beneath the blanket.  It didn’t feel right to say anything.

“We don’t have to finish it,” said Carol.  “I don’t mind.”

“No,” protested Elias.  “I want to see the end.”

That seemed to satisfy Carol.  She breathed deep and smiled, still oblivious to the fact she was stroking over their cocks.

Elias didn’t know what to do, but Toby couldn’t take it any longer.  He figured Carol had to know what she was doing, and after a barren few months the nineteen-year-old decided to do the only thing he thought he should.

He reached under the blanket and took out his cock, with Carol making way.  When her hand settled back on him and felt flesh, it didn’t register.

Elias was slower on the uptake.  He closed his eyes and his nostrils flared.  He knew it was wrong, but he didn’t want it to stop.

“Oh, gosh, he’s going to kiss her!” said Carol, and in her excitement, she gripped right around Toby’s cock.  “This is it!”

She jerked him steadily as she watched.  Elias saw the television reflected in her big, shimmer eyes, then he noticed her hand moving beneath the blanket.

“Do I get that?” asked Elias.

“Huh?” Carol said, leaning her ear to him but refusing to turn away from the screen.

“That,” Elias said again.

Carol looked at Elias and then across at Toby.  She seemed startled, and suddenly she realized what she was gripping.

“My gosh!” she said.  “Toby!  Toby, I’m sorry!”

She put her hand to her mouth in horror.

Elias ripped back the blanket, not expecting to witness his friend’s hard cock, sitting there on display.

Carol saw it instantly.  She averted her gaze and started to turn red, then she looked back at it.  It was stiff and veined, looking fresh-from-the-packet.  She felt strangely privileged to have had it in her hands, and wished she’d never been alerted to her actions.

“You took it out!” cried Elias.

Toby shrugged.  “She was touching it!”

“I wasn’t, was I?”

“Yes, Carol!” said Elias.  “You were touching me too.”

“So, what are you so salty about?” asked Toby.

“That!” cried Elias.  “She didn’t touch me like that.”

“I guess I’m her favorite.”

“Boys!  Boys!” said Carol, appealing for calm.  “You’re both my favorites.”

“So, how come he gets his cock jerked and I don’t?” asked Elias.

“I didn’t know,” said Carol slow and hushed.  “I didn’t know, okay?”

“What’s the difference,” Elias said, and in his frustration, he downed his pants and took out his hard cock too.  “Huh?  What’s the difference?”

“Oh, jeez,” said Carol, looking up at the wall.

Both her neighbors were sat there with their hard cocks on display, and it was all her fault.  She cursed herself for ever bothering to surprise them.

“I shouldn’t have come,” she said.  “I should have turned around when the car started acting funny.”

“You shouldn’t have come like that,” said Toby, nodding at her dress.

“It’s Christmas!” cried Carol.  “I’m Mrs. Claus!”

“It’s crazy you showing up like that.”

“It was supposed to be a nice surprise!”

“It certainly surprised us,” Elias said.

“Well, it seems to have done something,” said Carol, looking down unreservedly at their thick cocks.

Elias and Toby said nothing as Carol scrutinized the part of them that she should never see.

“I can’t believe I had my hand around that,” she said.

“You can finish the job if you like,” said Toby.

“Toby!” she said, frowning.

Toby just shrugged.  “You started it,” he muttered.

Carol thought for a moment.  “I suppose it isn’t fair, is it?”

“What?” asked Elias.

“Getting you both excited like that and then leaving you.  Is that ... do they call that blue balls?”

Toby looked at Elias and they both started laughing.

“What?” asked Carol.

“How do you know about that?”

“I know a few things, you know,” said Carol wryly.  “I know a few things about those too.”

She bit her lip and looked again at the forbidden cocks on display.  She’d never seen two together like that before.

“Come over by the fire,” Carol said, standing up.  “I’ve got an early gift for you both.”

Elias and Toby stayed put as they watched Carol saunter over the rug and then turn around.  She got on her knees and pushed her tits together between her biceps, licking her teeth.

“Come on, boys,” she said.  “It’s Christmas.  Don’t make me wait.”

Toby swallowed nervously.  He was more inexperienced than his twenty-year-old friend.

Elias knew never to waste an opportunity.  He stood up and walked over, keeping his cock out as he approached Carol.  The eagerness on her face told him this was what she wanted.

“That’s it,” hushed Carol.

When Elias was within reach, she grabbed him in her fist and pulled him closer.

“It wasn’t fair to just treat Toby, was it?” she said, looking up at him.

Elias shook his head.

Toby watched in awe as Carol opened her mouth around Elias’s cock, driving it through her lipsticked lips until half of it had disappeared.

He was up like a shot.  He bounced out of the sofa and shuffled over so quickly that Carol had to take Elias’s cock from her mouth so she could laugh.

She giggled and looked up bashfully at Toby as he stood beside his friend.  “Welcome to the party,” she teased.

She took Toby in her gloved hand and tugged on him too, taking command of both of their lengths.  She felt a power she never had before, and despite being on her knees, she felt in control.

“Oh, Carol,” hushed Toby.

They looked down as Carol treated Toby now.  The bobble of her cutesy Santa hat bounced as she rocked her head over Toby, pinching her lips around the taut crown of his cock and circling her tongue around it.

“You’re my good boys, you know that?”

“You know we could exchange gifts,” hinted Elias.

Carol’s eyes were imbued with sudden energy.  No-one had eaten her pussy in years, and the mere idea of it was starting to get her wet.

“I treat you; you treat me?” she asked.

Elias nodded.

“Oh, honey,” Carol said, feeling her heartbeat rise.  The adrenaline coursed around her body as she reached beneath her little skirt and grabbed her panties.

Toby saw them emerging from under her red dress and watched as she took them off over her boots.  There was something intoxicating about knowing that she was nude beneath the dress, and that from a certain angle in the room, Toby would be able to see her bare snatch.  It just so happened that that angle was from beneath Carol, while she straddled his face.

“I’ll do it,” Toby said.

Elias watched his friend settle onto the rug on his back.  He shook his head in disbelief at first.  It wouldn’t have been the position he chose, but Carol seemed excited by it.

“Oh, honey, that’s a treat,” said Carol, looking down at him.  “Would you do that for me?”

Toby nodded.  His hard cock sat up against his stomach, and he braced himself to do something he never had.

Carol took Elias’s hand to steady herself.  She kicked her leg over Toby and set her knee down on the other side of him, then she looked down as he tried to peer into the darkness.

“You be a good boy under there and I’ll treat you to something else,” teased Carol.

Elias wished he’d been the one to offer first, but it wasn’t all so bad.  Carol took her hand off his and held his cock again, squeezing it and pulling as she dropped herself onto Toby.

Toby tried in vain to see what was coming for him.  He’d never had this kind of access to a woman before.  Suddenly a shift let the light in, and he could see Carol’s forbidden pussy descending towards him.  It was shaven and agape, looking swollen and engorged.  He’d never seen one with such obvious lust in it before.

“Good boy,” said Carol, shuffling her dress up.

The view became even clearer, and soon Toby couldn’t see it at all.  The view was replaced by the feel of it.  He opened his mouth and mushed against the flesh, then he searched with his tongue, guiding it along the folds as Carol started to moan.

“Oh, that’s it, Toby,” she cooed.  “Taste me.”

Elias watched his friend’s eyes close.  He could hear the smacks of his lips but was left to imagine the rest.  One thing he could see was the beautifully serene look on Carol’s beautiful face that would break at times and give way to anguished pleasure.

Carol knew it was naughty.  She knew it wasn’t normal for a woman her age to come and do this to two men who were strangers a year ago, especially too men so much younger than her.  She started to writhe her hips, rubbing herself across Toby as she got braver.

“Come here,” she said to Elias.  “I want both of you.”

Elias came closer and Carol added her mouth to the work her hand was doing on his cock.  She sucked on him carefully, and Elias felt the vibration of her moans whenever Toby did something right beneath her.

Toby didn’t know what he was doing.  He kept on licking and sucking on whatever Carol gave him, occasionally rattling his tongue over her charged clitoris, or plunging it into her soaked O.

“That’s it!” moaned Carol, taking Elias from her mouth.  “That’s it, honey!”

Toby’s cock stiffened as Carol started to use his face.  She rubbed along him, working her hips and getting herself to climax.

“That’s it!”

Elias just had to jerk himself as he watched Carol lose it.  He’d never seen such unbridled passion in her, and it would have been a shame not to mark the occasion with something.

He watched her closely, seeing the nuance in her face as the climax blossomed.  He saw her eyes open in pure ecstasy, then watched her shoulder and tits bounce as she shuddered on Toby’s face.

“Yes!” she wept.  “Fuck, yes!  Oh, honey!  Honey, I’m coming!”

She ached out her release, with both men jerking to her arrival.

Toby pulled at himself while he tasted the cum that was squeezed out of Carol’s pussy, and Elias jerked himself as he enjoyed the raw sexuality of Carol.  It was a rare sight to see for everyone.

Afterwards Carol shuddered out of the other side and was quickly keen to reciprocate.  She took her pussy off Toby and wiped the mess off his face with her gloved hand.

“I told you I’d treat you,” she said, grabbing his hand.

Elias stood close, hoping for her attention, but the moment was Toby’s for now.

Carol guided him back to the couch.  She sat back in it and opened her legs.

“You can fuck me if you want,” said Carol.

Toby faltered and Elias was about to step forward, but his friend found his confidence and pushed past.

“Oh, I want,” said Toby, dropping a knee onto the sofa and guiding his cock forward.

“Take off your clothes, Elias,” said Carol.  “Come here.”

Elias did as instructed, and when Toby saw his friend again, he was completely naked.

He knelt on the sofa
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