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Dylan Dudebro Presents:

Maddox Rodgers was halfway through a late-night gaming session when his phone buzzed on the desk beside him. He ignored it at first, fingers still flying across the keyboard, headset pressed tight as his team shouted callouts. Then it buzzed again. And again. With a groan, he glanced down and felt his stomach drop. Back-to-School Night — 6:30 PM. He leaned back in his chair and stared at the ceiling. Twenty-six years old, brand-new English teacher at Cream City High, and instead of cheap beer at McCarthy’s or gaming until dawn, he was about to spend his evening explaining syllabi to strangers who would pretend to care.

Resigned, Maddox shut down the game and dragged himself into his bedroom. He pulled on slacks that still felt stiff from the store, a button-down shirt that looked more confident than he felt, and shoes he only wore for “professional situations.” He checked his reflection once, ran a hand through his hair, and grabbed his keys. The drive to school was quiet, the sun already dipping low, the parking lot filling with sensible sedans and SUVs that screamed parents with opinions.

Inside the building, Maddox waited for his turn at the copier, watching the machine crawl through its job like it had all the time in the world. A few other teachers hovered nearby, exchanging tired smiles and knowing sighs. When his handouts were finally done, he headed to his classroom, fired up the projector, and loaded his PowerPoint. He straightened the desks, wiped down the board, and stood at the front of the room, checking the time more than once. The room felt too quiet, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead like they were judging him.

Then the bell rang. The sound echoed through the hallways, followed by the low roar of conversation as parents poured into the building. Doors opened. Footsteps multiplied. Voices bounced off lockers and tiled floors. Maddox took a breath, adjusted his collar, and put on what he hoped was a confident smile as the first faces appeared in his doorway. Back-to-school night had officially begun.

Most of them looked the same: tired, polite, midwestern moms and dads with questions about homework policies and grading rubrics. Maddox gave his rehearsed answers, shook hands, and smiled. It was tedious, but survivable. Every so often, he would see a stunning mom that caught his attention for a couple of hours. 

Until he saw her, the noise of the hallway dulled, the chatter of parents fading into something distant and unreal. She stood in the back row, waiting her turn, wearing jeans and open-toed heels. Her black t-shirt clung just enough to suggest things Maddox immediately tried not to think about. Thick glasses framed her face, and her dark hair fell over her shoulders in casual waves. Standing allowed the young teacher to take it all in. The curves that would have been hidden behind a desk and the arch of the back would have been impossible in the hard seat. 

But Maddox knew that face. Knew it from a different context entirely. It took him a second to place the face and body, though he knew the features to be familiar. A stare lingered too long, and she smiled.

His jaw nearly hit the desk—no freaking way. For a split second, he thought his brain was playing a cruel trick on him, dredging up an old memory at the worst possible moment. But the feeling was unmistakable. A sudden tightness in his chest, the heat rushing to his face, the jolt of recognition that didn’t need confirmation. She wasn’t someone from his past halls or classrooms; she was from late nights online, from stolen glances at a screen, from a version of himself younger and lonelier than he liked to remember. Seeing her in the flesh felt wrong, impossible, like a ghost stepping out of a monitor. He would have known her anywhere. The realization of who she was hit him like a sledgehammer, leaving him frozen as the line of parents continued to move forward around him.

It was the legendary, or maybe infamous, Tammy Tonsils. A name whispered across college dorms as the so-called Tammy Da Throat Goat. Maddox’s heart raced. The back-to-school night just went from boring to absolutely surreal.

For the next five minutes, Maddox tried to focus on the parent in front of him, asking about vocabulary lists. But his eyes kept darting to Tammy. Her tan skin turned red. She caught him staring. She knew he knew. And winked. Maddox almost dropped his clipboard. His throat went dry.

He knew she knew that he knew. 

Now he didn’t know what to do. The confidence he’d been faking all night slipped, replaced by a rush of uncertainty that left him rooted behind the podium. He fumbled through closing remarks he barely remembered delivering, aware of the bell looming like a countdown. When it finally rang, and parents rotated to the next classroom, chairs scraped, and voices drifted away, but she didn’t move. The room emptied in stages, and with every departing parent, the tension tightened rather than eased.

She stayed behind. Then she strolled up to the front of the room, unhurried, casual in a way that felt anything but accidental. Maddox noticed the sway of her hips only because his brain betrayed him, filing away details he hadn’t permitted to see. As she drew closer, her perfume reached him, warm, familiar, and devastating. It was the missing element from all those old fantasies, the one thing a screen could never provide. Now it was real, standing a few feet away, and Maddox realized too late that imagining her had never prepared him for this.

“You know me,” she said wryly, voice low so the stragglers in the hallway wouldn’t hear.

Maddox blinked, flustered. “Uh... I mean...”

“You’re not going to blackmail me, are you?” Tammy asked, arching a brow. “We just moved here. I really don’t need a scandal in the first month.”

Maddox’s hands flew up like he was under arrest. “Blackmail? No! Of course not! Why would I—”

Her smirk deepened. A finger landed on his chest. Its weight matched that of an offensive lineman. The long finger held him in place, unable to move or speak. “Oh. So you don’t think I’m hot anymore? Not hot enough to take advantage of.”

“What? No, no, you look great,” His voice cracked. The eyes betrayed his thoughts as they followed the V-neck shirt to the augmented breasts before they traveled to her lips and stayed. The soft lips that lead to an endless throat. With heels, she was almost his size. “Amazing. You look amazing.”

She leaned closer, her perfume warm and dizzying—hot breath on his neck from the closeness. A tent already formed in Maddox’s pants just from the proximity. “Good. Then here’s what we’re going to do.”

Maddox swallowed hard. “What’s that?”

“You’re going to pretend to blackmail me.”

His brain short-circuited. “Pretend? Like... roleplay?”

“Exactly,” she said, lips curving slowly, deliberately, like she knew precisely what she was doing to him. “You get to be the nervous young teacher who caught me.” She tilted her head, studying his reaction, enjoying the way his posture stiffened. “And I...” Her eyes glinted behind her glasses, sharp and knowing. “...get to remind you why they call me what they do.” The words settled into the space between them, heavy and charged, wrapping around his thoughts before he could stop them.

Maddox’s heart pounded like a drumline, loud enough he was sure she could hear it. He should have protested. Should have reminded her—and himself—how wildly inappropriate this was. Instead, his mind betrayed him, flashing through years of late-night scrolling, saved images, and familiar usernames burned into memory. This wasn’t some abstract fantasy anymore; this was real, standing in his classroom, smiling like she already owned the moment. He swallowed, pulse racing. He was twenty-six, nervous, and staring at the woman who had lived rent-free in his head for years. And if there was one thing Maddox Rodgers refused to be, it was cautious now. Yolo.

He nodded, breathless. “Okay.”

Tammy walked him through it like she was teaching a private lesson, patient and precise. “Tell me you’ll expose me unless I cooperate,” she murmured, her voice a velvet command that settled low and slow. She leaned in just enough to make his focus wobble, eyes never leaving his.

Maddox swallowed and tried anyway. “Uh, if you don’t... um... I’ll tell the PTA?” The words came out stiff and uncertain, as if he were reading from the wrong script.

She laughed, low and rich, shaking her head. “Cute,” she said gently. “But no. Try again. Slower. Dirtier.” Her smile sharpened. “Threaten me. Please.”

He cleared his throat, forcing himself to stand straighter, to breathe. This time
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