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      What you are about to read is true. It might read outlandish, fake, made up, but I promise you that everything is something I have done.

      This book is not at descriptive about my soccer as it was in the previous one, these women were taking over my memories from those times.

      The only things I have changed are the names and locations, but everything else is what I have experienced in my long life.

      The stories are short, I have tried to tell you the first time I got with them or how it progressed to get there. If I get a decent response from the stories, I will gladly tell more.

      These are just a few of all there is. And there are plenty to tell you from thirty odd years of coaching.

      Thinking back at those times at the age I am now, makes me miss those days. I miss the women. I miss all the wild sex I had with them.

      I miss all the Soccer moms that I got to meet and have a good time with.
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      Katherine was just a weekend affair while we were on a tournament in Virginia Beach. She wasn’t one of the moms that I was looking to do something with, thought of having, fantasized about.

      It was all unexpected, seriously when I think back the whole thing it sounds so unreal, something made up, but it’s not. It all happened exactly the way I tell it. I had not even thought about it until now when I sat down to write about it, but it was so hot, steamy and I wouldn’t have it undone.

      I had no idea what was about to happen, we had gotten three new kids on the team from a neighboring town, all good players, but their moms. Now that was a funny bunch.

      One was a tall woman, Andrea, clearly used to be in charge, she was someone that gave me the vibe not to say anything out of order,

      The other one was a brunette, Liza, really cute with a nice ass.

      The third one, Katherine was nothing I had expected to be interested in to be honest. Not to say she was bad looking; she was cute but she was just normal.

      Those three were glued to each other like triplets, so my shock what happened was to say the least breathtaking.

      

      It was a different kind of team I was having; it was more of a social thing than the elite teams that I was used to have. But it was so much fun, I really enjoyed it. Even though no one claimed they cared about the results, of course they did, they were pickier about how we played and the effort that was put in.

      The winter season really bonded the team, we had several team parties happening. Each time we had a different theme going on. Even the parents got in on it, however they never got to the point where they wanted to have a parent only party.

      When the new year began, we had set up different goals we wanted to achieve, I had done them with the players as a group after I had said my thoughts and beliefs. It was very interesting what they wanted to accomplish.

      One player had a goal of making at least two nut-megs per game. It was fun things like that that bonded us so well

      I was so busy with the players that I wasn’t really paying attention to the moms, well, I did look at them but with the weather we were having most of them were overdressed and barely recognizable.

      Sometimes, I met their eyes looking at me, other times I heard them whispering and giggling. But nothing happened for me in the sack, it was quite dry at that time. So what was about to happen took me by complete surprise and shock.

      

      We went down to Virginia Beach for a pre-season tournament, a yearly thing for all the teams in the club. Some teams flew down, other took buses and used the trip as a team bonding.

      I had just been named the Director of Coaching for the club so I was flown down there, and as soon as I had arrived, checked in and opened the door to my room I heard a slight cough behind me.

      There she stood; Katherine, a little red around her cheeks, her eyes were not all there.

      ‘Welcome to Virginia Beach coach.’

      She smiled at me and handed me a beer.

      ‘There’s plenty where that came from.’

      A giggle followed as I accepted the beer, not to be rude of course, I shouldn’t be drinking but the weekend was also about having fun with the parents. After all they paid a lot of money to be a part of our club.

      ‘You going to invite me in or what?’

      She drank from her bottle but her eyes never left me, I was wondering what she was up to. I opened the door, let her in before I walked into the room myself.

      It was a standard room, nothing more or less to it, she looked out through the window, putting her empty bottle on the desk before walking over to the door.

      We just stood there looking at the other, there was something in the air between us, it was not even subtle. A sledgehammer wouldn’t even have managed to crush the vibe that was vibrating us closer to each other.

      I have no clue why I did it, but I kissed her.

      

      The weird thing was that she kissed me back with a passion I hadn’t expected. She was fire, I was gasoline, we melted together against the door. She was the best kisser I had met in long time. I wouldn’t let her go.

      She put a hand against my chest and pushed me off her, her eyes were two fireballs.

      ‘Wow, I didn’t think that you wanted me that bad. I thought you were more interested in Liza.’

      Her voice was trembling when she tried talking to me, she wanted more, but on the other side of the door was the whole club running around like crazy and her two friends were probably wondering where she was.

      And here I was with no answer to her question, I just knew what my insides were screaming. That we both wanted the other. So, I kissed her again.

      Our tongues danced so wildly, she moaned into my mouth when I cupped her sex outside her jeans, grinding her with my hand.

      Once more she split us apart, putting her hand on the door handle.

      ‘I’ll be right back, just getting another beer.’

      The door closed behind her; I was confused. That had been a first for me and I had no idea why it had happened. Normally the moms talk to me, gives me hints about their interests, I give them hints back and then we take it in small steps. But Katherine was straight at it like a hunter grabbing its prey, maybe it would be a more interesting weekend than I had thought.

      

      While she was gone, I changed into a white t-shirt with the club emblem on it, black shorts and sandals, a typical tourist at the beach.

      In my head I was still working hard on why and how. Not that I minded at all, her kissing was the best, I could sit a whole evening with her and just kiss her and I would be happy. Like a kid with play dough.

      There was a soft knock on the door, as I opened it, I saw her standing there, a new set of clothes. Just like me in shorts and t-shirt, with a beer in her hand to each of us.

      ‘Quickly, move so I can get in.’

      She forced her way by me, I smelled no perfume but the strong flavor of her arousal was prevalent. I was smitten.

      Handing a beer to me, she smiled and leaned back against the wall by the window overlooking the beach. Her eyes were travelling south on me, one inch an hour.

      ‘Nice view, isn’t it. You can see some of the players down there.’

      A clear invite from her, I floated on a cloud over to her, took her beer and put it on the table. Pulled her into my arms.

      ‘I can’t stay long; the others were asking why I was running into your room.’

      My lips silenced her, our tongues began a wild dance of sloppy mixing, I was pressing her up against the wall. Almost dry humping her, feeling her body react, a leg raised up around me, a heel scratching the backside of my leg.

      I was ready, hard and able for her, she felt it, moaning into my mouth.

      My hand found its way, sneaking into her shorts, breaking into the sanctuary of her womanhood. I cupped her sex, splitting her lips with my middle finger, feeling her clit erect. I had never felt a clit that big before, it was erotic to feel it, I rubbed it hard.

      Before I knew it, she groaned into my mouth and shook like a leaf in the middle of a storm before going still, silent, a pause button had been pushed.

      Breaking apart, her face was a tomato, flushed with sprinkles of red peppers and chilis. Her breathing was erratic, the look in her eyes were priceless. A blend between endless lust ready to fuck the shit out of me and damn it I have to leave.

      ‘I am sorry … wow … that was … I got to go … maybe later … oh my you are so big and hard … yes, later!’

      It was like she was sending morse code from a battleship that was ready to attack, the words were a rambling mess of incoherent blinking, she held my cock in her hand through my shorts. I could hear the sigh of disappointment in her voice.

      Without thinking I pulled down my shorts, letting my hardness bounce up against her, her hand wrapping itself around the hardness.

      ‘I got to go … they are wondering why I am taking so long … god you are so hard for me … ‘

      My hand was working down her shorts, I just wanted a quick attack, letting her know I wanted her that bad.  The bulb slid over her stomach, leaving a trail of goo behind, she didn’t stop touching herself with my cock. My head was begging for her to move lower.

      ‘Been so long for me … you feel so good … ‘

      Then I felt it, my fat head touched her clit, I was in heaven. She shook, her eyes got so wide, her hand moved faster. There was no stopping us now, we were both going to come. I kissed her again, making sure she wouldn’t be able to run.

      I came, without warning, without signs, it blasted her clit like a firehose. Her free hand grabbed my hair, pulling my head back, from her mouth, her groaning was animalistic. I could not stop spraying her skin, painting her sex, she kept moaning at me.

      

      Spent we both tried to catch our breaths, about to giggle for what we just had done, she tucked my cock away and patted me outside the shorts like a good dog.

      I let go of her shorts and panties, and was just about to pat her back
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