

    
        
          Playing Time

        

        
        
          Back to School, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Mimosa Daily

        

        
          Published by The Cream Team Publishing, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      PLAYING TIME

    

    
      First edition. October 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mimosa Daily.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232131760

    

    
    
      Written by Mimosa Daily.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Playing Time

Sign up for Mimosa Daily's Mailing List

Further Reading: Cheating Collection: 5 Cheating Stories

Also By Mimosa Daily

About the Author

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Playing Time


[image: ]


Jessica James was not the kind of woman who broke rules.
At least, that’s what she told herself. She was forty-five, polished, professional, with a career in marketing that kept her busy and a household that revolved around her son’s schedule. PTA meetings, carpools, fundraisers — she did it all. She carried the appearance of a woman who had everything under control. It was JJ’s way or the highway — the ultimate bulldozer mom.
But control was a slippery word.

And tonight, in her home office, with the football coach sitting across from her, Jessica was about to lose hers entirely. The office had been built for business, and tonight it would fulfill its original purpose — though not in the way she’d ever imagined.

Coach Tyler Rhodes had been at Cream City High for three years now. Thirty-two, with the body of a man who still lived in the weight room and the maturity of someone who had learned life’s hard lessons early. Broad shoulders filled out his polo. His jaw looked as if it had been carved from stone. He had discovered early in his coaching career that some mothers were more involved in their children’s athletic pursuits than others.

More importantly, he was the gatekeeper to the one thing Jessica’s son wanted most — the starting quarterback position. That meant she wanted the starting position more than he did and would do whatever it took to secure it for her son. She delegated tasks to her husband, but the results never materialized fast enough to satisfy her. Action was needed. The season was approaching, and her baby boy would not be denied what he desired.

Her son was undoubtedly talented. But talent alone didn’t always secure playing time. Politics mattered. Favor mattered. And when Tyler leaned back in his chair, dark eyes glinting, Jessica realized he knew exactly how much power he held.

It started innocently, as conversations often do. Jessica had become president of the booster club, which meant regular meetings with the coaching staff. The quarterback battle was always a topic of discussion. Initially, it began with a glance.

Then a simple touch of the shoulder. At the first meeting in her home office, she may have worn shorts that couldn’t contain her backside and a shirt that showed too much. The silly woman also forgot to wear a bra. Oops. How does that happen? It was meant to test the coach’s resolve and ethics. 

A test they both failed in spades. 

Tyler sat in his truck at the end of the James’ driveway, engine idling low, the glow from the dashboard painting faint shadows across his face. He told himself he was only here to discuss team logistics—lineups, fundraisers, the booster schedule—but the words felt hollow. He’d run this conversation through his head a dozen times that week, and every version ended with trouble. It wasn’t that he didn’t like Jessica; it was that she complicated things. She was sharp, persuasive, and every time he said no, she found another way to make him listen. He rested his hands on the steering wheel and stared at the porch light. He’d told his assistant coach integrity came first, but tonight, even he wasn’t sure what that meant.

Inside, Jessica paced her office, pretending to tidy up the papers on her desk. She told herself she was only doing what any parent would do—advocating for her child—but the thought didn’t sit cleanly in her chest. She’d always believed power came from charm, from knowing how to nudge people in the right direction. And Tyler, for all his stoicism, wasn’t immune to pressure. Still, part of her hated the idea of crossing that line, of becoming the kind of person who manipulated instead of reasoned. She poured herself a glass of water, not wine, and stared at her reflection in the dark window. Maybe he wouldn’t come in. Perhaps this would stay professional after all.

The doorbell broke the thought. It only rang in her office, not in the home.
When she opened the door, Tyler stood there, rain clinging to his jacket, the smell of the storm still fresh on him. For a heartbeat, neither spoke. The air felt too heavy for small talk, too charged for the casual tone they usually shared. She stepped aside and gestured toward the office. He hesitated, then walked past her, his expression unreadable. The tension between them wasn’t spoken, but it filled the room all the same—an uninvited guest that neither of them knew how to ask to leave.
She had invited him over to talk about the fundraiser. That was the reason written neatly in her planner, the excuse she’d rehearsed if anyone asked. On paper, it was just another booster-club check-in. But as the evening wore on, the conversation began to drift—first toward the team, then toward her son, then toward the subject that had been circling her mind all week.

They sat in the office surrounded by awards and frame pieces of marketing creative from corporate campaigns. Tyler spoke about drills, conditioning, and leadership—his standard coach’s vocabulary. Jessica nodded, pretending to take notes, her questions carefully phrased to sound concerned, not demanding. “What does he need to work on?” she asked, and the way she said it made the question heavier than it should have been.

She poured him a glass of iced tea and placed it beside his notebook, her movements measured and deliberate. The air felt close, humming with an awareness neither of them wanted to name. She’d told herself she wanted his attention, his respect, but she also knew how influence worked. The blazer she’d chosen was sharper than usual, the color deliberate. Presentation mattered in every kind of negotiation.

Oh, she forgot to wear a bra again, silly woman. Her movements were seductive. The dance was one she had performed before. She knew it well/  

Tyler set his glass down and leaned forward. “You really want him starting this season, don’t you?”

“Of course,” Jessica said quickly. Too quickly. The grin was eager, and so was the touch on his shoulder. A promise. An offer to the coach. Perhaps this was the first time; maybe it happened once a week. Jessica didn’t know or care. The goal was all that mattered to her. 

“Then tell me,” he murmured, his gaze heavy, “what are you willing to do to make sure of it?”

The air snapped tight between them. Jessica’s pulse hammered in her ears. She could have feigned shock, sent him out the door, or claimed offense. But instead, heat spread low in her stomach. The trap she set now sprang. The offer once implied is now in the air, choking and gasping for life—the lean forward toward the man. In times like this, you have to implant the urge for him to say it. Makes it stickier. Smell the perfume. He can have what he desires. The body language spoke words in a language as old as time—quid pro quo. 

Because she wanted him to say it. Needed him to.

Her voice dropped, husky, trembling. “Anything.”

The chair scraped back. Tyler stood, tall and commanding, and Jessica’s breath caught as he closed the distance. His hand slipped into her dark hair, tilting her head back until she was looking up at him. A display of power. Young and raw. The way her fantasies presented it. Was this a fantasy? She thought for a second. 

“You’ll do anything?” he asked, testing her, daring her.

She nodded, the thrill washing through her. “Yes.”

“Then prove it.”

Her knees hit the carpet before her mind caught up. She should have been ashamed. She should have been horrified. Instead, she felt alive in a way she hadn’t in years. The only regret was wearing shorts instead of sweats. 

Eager hands reached into his shorts. The bulge was visible from the outside. The act she performed next had been absent from the bedroom. She couldn’t remember the last time she took her husband's helmet and tried to hit the back of her throat. The mouth and hands spoke without sounds or words, “Do you see how good I am. Now play my son.” 

The taunts from the coach continued, urging her to go further, dig deeper, and keep going, as she raged on. One had to massage his balls, the hands slipping and sliding down the shaft. Her tongue danced an elegant dance of a milf that had done this act a hundred times. The dominance was fun for her. Maybe she had used it at the office once or twice. Perhaps she is good at it. 

Then the tides turned. Control slipped. The young man would prove a veteran. His hands gripped hers and pushed them back. Both hands gripped the side of her face. With vigor, the thrust came face. Spit ran from her chin. The tidy blowjob turned into a messy mouth mashing. 

Then the thin shirt was torn, breasts exposed. A hungry mouth. Primal urges. A milf gone bad. A cougar that once hunted is now turned into prey by a young lion. She was tossed on the desk, then the chair, before her face was plastered on the wall. The entire time, the young lion thrusted and grunted. Screams of “Is this what you really want?” 

Was it. Jessica thought the coach was hot the first time she saw him. Divorced friends trade stories of young men ravaging them. Was this subconsciously something she wanted to be a part of? A face in the wall. Cock deep inside, trying to reach the end of her. Powerful hips smacking against her backside. Moans and grunts. Her hair tuffed harder and harder. His sweat drips on her pure body. All of it was part of the game she played. He mastered football, a game Jessica also excelled in. Young man yogurt flowing down your leg. All of it was a blur until she had time to process it later. 

When she came back to herself, Jessica was on the floor, breasts out of the torn shirt, hair mussed, pulse still racing. Tyler leaned against the desk, calm, in control, watching her with the smug certainty of a man who knew he had just crossed a line and
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