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The grass was slick with dew, the faint mist curling low over the pitch as the first light of morning brushed the goalposts gold. Coach Miss Smith stood near the sideline, whistle dangling from her lips, her breath steaming in the cold air. The young men had been running drills since six, sharp cuts, sprinting bursts, hard tackles echoing through the stillness.

Colin was the first to peel off his training top, tossing it to the turf. His  18 year old chest gleamed with sweat, the cords of muscle shifting like rope under his skin as he caught his breath. Ben wasn’t far behind, dark curls stuck to his forehead, his jersey soaked, clinging to him like a second skin.

“Come on, lads,” Miss Smith called out, voice low and throaty from too many early mornings. “You look like you’ve another gear left in you. Don’t tell me you’re tired already?”

Ben gave a lopsided grin, hands on his hips. “You’d wear anyone down, Coach. You don’t let up for a second.”

“Maybe that’s the idea,” she said, stepping closer, boots crunching over the frost-touched turf. Her eyes flicked from Ben to Colin, the faintest smirk tugging at her mouth. “You think the other rugby teams will be gentle? You want to keep up, you’ve got to learn to last.”

Her tone made Colin glance up—quick, half a smile, half something else. The way her voice wrapped around that word last sent a spark through the morning chill.

They went back to drills, but the air had changed—charged, electric. Every time Miss Smith passed behind them, their movements sharpened, shoulders straighter, backs taut. Her gaze was weight, heat, approval all at once.

She knew she looked great, she was in her early 30’s, she wore her long black hair in a ponytail, her tracksuit hugged her curves. Her petite figure and voluptuous breasts earned her long looks from many men.

“Good form, Colin,” she murmured as she moved past him, voice so low only he could hear. “Tight control. You move like you know exactly where to put it.”

He turned slightly, catching her eye. “Practice makes perfect, Coach. You planning to show me more of that technique yourself?”

Her laugh was soft, dangerous. “Careful, lad. Keep talking like that and I might.”

A gust of wind caught her hair, whipping it across her cheek. She pushed it back, watching him jog to rejoin Ben at midfield. The two men started a passing drill—fast, clean, a rhythm that made her chest tighten. They were strong in different ways: Colin steady, precise; Ben a flash of raw energy, daring and wild. Watching them together was like watching storm clouds meet.

The whistle blew again, short and sharp. “Water break,” she said, even though none of them looked like they needed it. They gathered near the sideline, chests heaving, breaths visible in the cold.

Miss Smith handed each of them a bottle, her fingers brushing theirs—barely a touch, but enough to make Ben’s hand tremble, enough for Colin to catch the faint curve of her lips when she noticed.

“You two push each other hard,” she said. “That’s good. Iron sharpens iron.”

Ben took a swig from his bottle, eyes never leaving hers. “And what sharpens a coach, then?”

Her eyebrow arched. “I find my own ways.”

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward—it was heavy, dense with everything unsaid. The hum of the nearby road, the crows over the trees, the creak of the net behind them—all distant. Only the three of them existed in that bubble of breath and tension and the faint sound of dripping condensation from the goalpost.

“Alright,” she finally said, stepping back, whistle still swinging from her fingers. “One-on-one contact drills.”

They squared off on the field, studs digging into the damp turf, eyes locked. Miss Smith folded her arms, watching, her expression unreadable. The moment they collided, the sound of impact tore through the mist—grunts, breath, friction, the kind of raw physical struggle that lived somewhere between sport and something more primal.

Colin tackled Ben , the two of them hitting the ground hard, rolling in the wet grass, laughter mixing with the rough sounds of exertion. When Ben finally pinned Colin, both panting, both shining with sweat, Miss Smith walked closer, the whistle forgotten.

“Good,” she said softly, her voice dropping like a velvet weight. “That’s the kind of energy I want.”

Ben turned his head, still on top of Colin, his grin crooked and breathless. “You always say that, Coach. But I’m starting to think you mean something else when you say energy.”

Her eyes lingered on him a moment too long. Then she smiled—small, secret. “Maybe I do.”

The sky was turning pink now, the sun burning through the fog. They stood, brushing grass and dirt from their skin, the tension still humming beneath their easy banter. Miss Smith picked up the ball, spinning it once in her hands before tossing it to Colin.

“Alright, lads. Time to Shower. The day is starting”

Ben smirked. “Thought you’d never ask.”
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