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To my husband…always.


K Webster’s Taboo World

 

Welcome to my taboo world! These stories began as an effort to satisfy the taboo cravings in my reader group. The two stories in the duet, Bad Bad Bad, were written off the cuff and on the fly for my group. Since everyone seemed to love the stories so much, I expanded the characters and the world. I’ve been adding new stories ever since. Each book stands alone from the others and doesn’t need to be read in any particular order. I hope you enjoy the naughty characters in this town! These are quick reads sure to satisfy your craving for instalove, smokin’ hot sex, and happily ever afters!

 

Bad Bad Bad

Coach Long

Easton

Crybaby

Lawn Boys

Ex-Rated Attraction

Malfeasance

Mr. Blakely

Renner’s Rules

 

Several more titles to be released soon!

 

Thanks for reading!

K


 

Coach Everett Long has a chip on his shoulder.

Working every day with the man who stole his

fiancée leaves him pissed and on edge.

His temper is volatile and his attitude sucks.

 

River Banks is a funky-styled runner

with a bizarre past.

Starting over at a new school was supposed to

be easy…but she should have known better.

She likes to antagonize and tends to go after

what she’s not supposed to have.

 

When the arrogant bully meets the strong-willed

brat, it sparks an illicit attraction.

Together, they heat up the track with

longing and desire.

Everything about their chemistry is wrong.

So why does it feel so right?

 

She’s a hurdle in his way and, dear God does

he want to jump her.

Will she be worth the risk or

will he fall flat on his face?

 

***The characters in this book are of legal age.***






 

A note to the reader…

 

Coach Long was actually one of the first taboo treats I wrote long ago. It took some hoops to jump through, but I’ve finally been able to publish it. If you’ve read the other books in this taboo world and read Ex-Rated Attraction, then you should know this story takes place prior to that book timeline wise. I’ve left the characters and their individual stories vague in the other books, but some readers like to know the order they were written. These books are meant to be standalones, yet they sometimes feature characters from other stories in the taboo world. Coach is a side character in Renner’s Rules as well. Don’t worry if you’ve not read any other books in this taboo world or read the others first, this story reads as a standalone and is super hot! I hope you enjoy!

 

K Webster
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I’m distracted as my students spread out in the middle of the football field to begin stretching. My mind is on her. Julie Horton. Anger surges through me every time I think of her pretty blonde hair and innocent smile. She said she loved me and even accepted my fucking ring last Christmas. And not even five months later, with a quivering lip and fake-ass tears, she told me she’d been sleeping with someone else. The entire fucking time. Sean Polk, of all people. The motherfucking guidance counselor at Brown Senior High and someone I once considered a friend.

I’d managed to make it all summer without having to see either one of them. The breakup had been devastating. Julie moved out of my house, and my heart. I’ve been dreading the first day of school ever since—the day I’d no doubt run into Sean. So far, I’ve managed to avoid him. I’m afraid if I see his stupid face, I’ll pop him right in the nose and lose my damn job.

Clearly, my anger hasn’t cooled one bit this entire time.

“Are we doing laps this morning?” Caleb, one of my best sprinters, asks.

I shake my head a bit to clear Julie and Sean out of my mind and give him my attention. “Hurdles. I want to see where the newbies stand. Keep stretching.”

He looks mildly irritated but doesn’t argue. Caleb has run track for me three straight years. Now that he’s a senior, he’s most likely looking to step up his game to nail down some scholarships. The kid will have no problem. He’s our fastest runner and his determination is admirable.

I check my watch while they stretch and let my mind drift back to Julie. We’d have ended up in divorce eventually, probably. What was I thinking anyway? Just because she fit the mold, doesn’t mean she was a good person. I had been hellbent on marrying her because she checked off all the boxes in my head that equated to a suitable wife. Blonde, flawless, successful. Polite and popular with our peers. Everything about her screamed marriage material. Sure, she hated to give blow jobs but it wasn’t a deal breaker for me. At thirty-seven years old, I’d been ready to settle down.

Of course, that’s now all fucked up.

“Yo, Polk!” Caleb hollers past me.

My hackles raise and I jerk my head to see Sean walking onto the field with a tiny girl in tow. Irritation poisons my blood when his plastic smile on his tanned face comes into view. His pink polo shirt makes him look like a goddamned fairy. What the hell did Julie see in this guy? Sure, he’s fit, but he dresses like a douchebag and I hate that he’s Mr. Personality with the students.

“Caleb,” Sean says, his voice grating on my nerves. “Coach Long.”

I clench my teeth and glare at him. “Mr. Polk.”

It’s really fucking hard to maintain my composure in front of forty teenagers but somehow, I manage. Barely.

“Everett, this is River Banks,” he introduces. I don’t miss his plastic smile faltering under my murderous stare or the slight squeak of his voice.

I snort and glance at the small woman standing next to him who’s clearly a student here based on her young features. “Tell me that’s not your real name.” It falls out of my mouth before I can even stop it and my comment earns a few sniggers from my students.

“Tell me that’s not your real face,” she spits out, soft enough for only Sean and I to hear.

Sean tries to hide a laugh and I pin him with an evil stare. I cross my arms over my chest. “Can I help you two with something?”

He composes himself and puts his hand on the girl’s shoulder. Something about the casual way he does it makes me want to yank his arm off. He shouldn’t be touching the students. The bastard pushes the code of ethics for damn sure. “River here will be attending Brown this year. She and her family just moved from Chicago.”

I look at her again. Her dark, almost black, hair has been straightened smooth, and highlighted strands of pink and purple shine through. Her eyes, which are currently shooting lasers at me, are the palest blue I’ve ever seen. Like she’s wearing some weird contacts or some shit. Nobody has eyes that blue. She’s outlined them with a ton of heavy black eyeliner and wears glittering pink eye shadow. It’s her lips, though, that I find myself staring at. Pink and glossy and plump.

“And?” I ask, dragging my gaze from her lips that I shouldn’t be focusing on in the first place. “What does this have to do with me?”

Sean sighs, but still, I don’t look at him. “She wants to try out for the track team.”

I stifle a groan. I’ve already got my team in place. That was what summer tryouts were for. “The team is full.”

River’s dark eyebrows furl together and I don’t miss the flash of hurt that passes over her features. But then she schools it away, lifting her chin in a defiant manner. “So make room.”

My nostrils flare at her blatantly disrespectful tone. “Excuse me?”

“I need this,” she tries again, this time softer. “Please.” Her unusual eyes find mine and this time I see plenty of stories locked up behind them. Stories I’m curious about. She’s had a painful past and I can relate.

“You can try out after school,” I concede. I’d planned on going to the gym after school to take out my anger on the weights. I didn’t think I’d be watching some Punky Brewster-looking girl try and jump hurdles with her short ass legs. But at least I can give her a fair chance and not feel guilty when I tell her she doesn’t make the cut.

“Thank you,” she says, beaming at me. “Thank you so much, Coach.”

I soften a little because she looks so fucking happy right now. “You can’t wear that.” I motion at whatever the fuck she’s wearing. A black tank top with a beaver on the front that says: Dam the Man. She’s also got on a pair of cutoff denim shorts that I know are against dress code but she gets away with it because she has black torn up leggings underneath. I think they call this style Homeless Chic. Or Emo. Whatever.

“I have other clothes,” she assures me. “What should I do until then? Mr. Polk already gave me my schedule. I’m in your class for first hour.”

I shoot him a nasty glare but then shrug it off. “You can stretch and then sit over there on that bench.”

She flicks her tongue out to lick her bottom lip in what seems like a nervous manner. A flash of silver catches my eye. My curiosity is piqued.

“You can go,” I bark out to Sean. “I’m sure you have students to guide.”

He bristles and I smirk. I watch him stride off the field as if his pants are on fire. When I turn back, she’s looking at me curiously. “Stretch, Brook.”

She huffs. “River.”

“Same thing. Go.”

“You don’t have to be an asshole,” she mutters before stomping off.

The girl can’t be any more than five foot three. A tiny little hurdle in my way for today. I ought to write her a detention slip for cussing but I am being an asshole. It’s not really her fault that I’m still pissed at being fucked over by her guidance counselor.

Caleb trots over to her and chatters with her as if she’s a shiny new toy that was given just to him. They look silly together. Caleb is tall and lanky, a little on the goofy side with a mop of sandy blonde hair.

And she looks…

Good. Too good.

She chooses that moment to bend down and touch her toes. I immediately realize she’s flexible as shit. Her body folds in half as if she’s been doing it her entire life. I wonder if she’s been trained in dance. Ballet, more specifically, because she does it with such practiced ease. Despite the black Doc Martens and Rainbow Fucking Brite socks, she’s graceful.

Why the hell does she wear that stupid shit?

She grabs her calf and brings her leg up against her body so that her foot is in the air above her head. Every person on the field, including me, is staring at her little show. It looks like a breeze could blow her away and yet she stands there on one leg with the other one high in the air, strong and steadfast. When I notice Caleb about to bust a nut in his shorts, I decide it’s far past time to shut this shit down.

“Emo,” I holler with my hands cupped at my mouth. “Enough with the stripper routine.”

She drops her foot to the ground and she sends me a scathing glare. “River.”

“Stretch. And not like that.”

She rolls her eyes but thankfully parks her little ass on the grass beside Caleb. Today is going to be a really long fucking day.
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In addition to coaching track and field, I also teach AP pre-calculus. I prefer teaching over coaching but they needed someone to do both. So here I am. Six years at this school and I still look forward to the math classes I teach.

Everyone who walks in tries to find a seat up front because it’s the seat they’ll have for the rest of the year. Not that they are studious and willing. It’s because they’re smart little shits. My desk is in the back of the classroom. They know if they sit in the back, I’m more likely to see them texting or cheating. All of the desks fill up except for the one right in front of me. It remains empty and I wonder who it is that’s late. I looked at my roster briefly earlier and took note that I’d have a full period.

Sure enough, just after the bell rings, a certain funky-haired newbie comes waltzing in, stealing the damn show. I’m irritated she’s already in two of my classes and seems to draw the attention of every damn boy in both of them. She glances my way and smirks before sauntering past everyone to sit down right in front of my desk. I begin to call roll, but then get distracted when she lifts her bare toned arms and starts smoothing her silky hair into a ponytail. Then, she twists the dark locks to make a bun before stabbing it with a pencil to hold it in place.

“River,” I say in a husky tone.

She looks over her shoulder and smiles. “Here.”

I tear my gaze from her to look at the roster. I hadn’t meant to say her name, it just slipped out. With a sigh, I call out the rest of the names without problem. I’m not sure why she’s so eye-catching but I can’t stop looking at her. She’s intriguing. The other students here are mostly preppy. River stands out like a sore thumb.

I quickly pass out some pre-tests to gauge what the class remembers from last year and instruct them to take the entire hour to finish. When I drop back into my seat, I find myself staring at her again. I tell myself it’s because she’s sitting right in front of me.

She’s so little.

The girls at this school remind me of thoroughbred horses. Smooth, refined, groomed to marry the successful men these boys will no doubt turn out to be. Everyone around here comes from money. Well, everyone except for me. I’m a transplant. I actually went to school on the other side of town. My mom still lives in a trailer over there. She’s on disability and I try to help out when I can.

River is less like them and more like me. We sort of stand out. A couple of wild ones amidst a sea of normalcy.

Her black hair wiggles loose from her bun as she furiously scribbles shit down on her paper. Before the pencil falls from her hair, she twists it back up and stabs it again. A tendril of pink slips out. I’m fixated on her. My phone buzzes

Mom: Come for supper Sunday, sweetie. I’ll put a roast in the crock pot.

I smile, still looking down at my phone, but feel it drain away when a small hand with black painted fingernails slaps a paper on my desk. She wears a smug smirk that gets under my skin. There’s no way she finished the entire test in fifteen minutes. Before she walks away, I stop her.

“Wait.”

She frowns and crosses her arms. It makes her perky tits seem larger. I drag my gaze away and quickly scan the test so I don’t get caught gawking at a teenager’s breasts. Every single answer is correct except for one.

I toss her a skeptical look. “Did you cheat?”

Her pouty lips part and she seems genuinely hurt for a moment. Then, she hisses. Cute like a kitten. Not fierce as fuck like I’m sure she wishes. “No, I didn’t cheat.”

“This one is wrong,” I grumble, and point to one of her answers.

“No it’s not,” she scoffs. Then, she bends over to read the answer. Her tank top hangs down, rewarding me with a perfect view of her bare tits. I’m so stunned that I can see them, I let out a hiss of air. She’s still frowning over the answer that she doesn’t notice she gave her coach a fucking hard-on. A good man would peel his stare from those little tits and show some responsibility. Apparently I’m not a good man.

What do they taste like?

Would she squeal if I bit one of them?

They’re the cutest fucking tits I’ve ever seen. She doesn’t seem like a squealer though. She seems the type to claw my eyeballs out if I bit her. I suppress a groan and attempt to force my gaze elsewhere. She’s a fucking kid, for crying out loud.

“Oh,” she utters, and brings her palm to her chest. “Oops.”

Her little show ends and I lift my gaze to hers. The smug look is gone and her creamy cheeks have turned bright pink. I clench my jaw and then point at the paper. “The answer is fourteen.”

She huffs. “That’s what I put.”

When I glance back down, I see that she scribbled out her answer and changed it. That little shit. She must have done it while I was staring at her goddamned tits.

“I ought to give you detention,” I hiss under my breath.

Her hands go to her hips and she practically yells at me. “Why?”

A few kids turn our way, curious about the outburst.

“You know why,” I seethe, my eyes dropping to her chest briefly before raking over the paper.

“Wow.”

“Yeah,” I agree. “Wow.”

She stalks back over to her desk, but not before muttering that I’m a prick under her breath.

I call after her. “Detention, Emo.”
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I cannot believe he gave me detention. Detention! I’ve barely been at this school a day and I’m already in trouble. Which seems to follow me around like a lost little puppy. I can’t seem to tell it no, I just feed and nurture it. Hell, I even named it. This particular trouble’s name is Asshole.

Dad is going to be so pissed.

I’m already in so much hot water with him. Sure, I’m eighteen now, but Dad always reminds me that as long as I’m under his roof, I have to follow his rules. Chicago nearly broke our family apart and it was all my fault. Quickly, I snuff out those thoughts because I’ll get upset all over again. My thoughts drift back to detention. I’m confused about how I’m going to try out for the track team if I have to spend an hour after school with my ass stuck in a chair.

Way to nail your first day, River.

The rest of my classes are easy and I even have that funny kid, Caleb, in a few of them. I hadn’t expected to make a friend the first day but he didn’t seem put off by my bad attitude. Unlike Coach Long. Everett.

As I walk back to his class where detention is being held after the last bell rings, I try not to think about how attractive he is. This morning, I’d been shocked speechless when Mr. Polk introduced me to the brooding track and field coach. He was tall, well over six feet, and beautiful. I’d been drawn in to his handsome features almost immediately. His dark hair was messy and he was sporting a close-shaved beard. He’d flared his nostrils as if he was angry about something before I ruined his day further and his dark brown eyes flickered with barely controlled rage. And yet, despite the fury storming inside of him, he’d stood there with his sculpted arms crossed over his chest, acting the part of responsible adult.

But then the asshole opened his sexy mouth and made fun of my name. Dissed my style. Called me a stripper.

I’m pissed by the time I reach his classroom. When I walk in, he’s grading those stupid pre-tests he made us take earlier. He’s not frowning though. His handsome face is impassive as he scribbles corrections on a sheet. I stare at his jaw a little too long. Strong. Chiseled.

Why does he have to be so good-looking?

“Take a seat, Emo.”

I bristle and lift my gaze to find him staring at me. His lip is slightly curled up in disdain which makes me want to flip him off. But something tells me he won’t take that well. Instead, I ignore his stupid nickname and stomp through the classroom. His eyes never leave mine. When I reach him, I drop my bag to the floor and sit in the chair backwards so I can face him. He crosses his arms over his muscular chest and we have a stare down.

“What’s your deal, Coach?” I ask with a frown. “You’ve had it out for me since the moment you saw me.”

His features soften just a bit. “I beg your pardon?”

“You’re a bully.”

Shock morphs his features and his mouth opens. “What?”

“You made fun of me in front of all those kids,” I accuse, hurt lacing my voice. I dealt with enough of this shit at my old school. Especially after word got out of what I did. “You called me a stripper.”

He chuckles darkly and I’ll be damned if it doesn’t make my core throb. “I did not call you a stripper.” His eyes flicker to my chest and he nods. “But that, right there, is unacceptable and you know it.”

“I don’t like bras,” I argue.

“And I don’t like seeing little girl tits while I’m trying to do my damn job,” he snaps.

We both stare at each other for a brief second before horror washes over his features.

“Fu—” He stops mid-word, then scrubs at his scruffy beard in frustration. “I’m sorry. That was out of line.”

I smirk. “They’re not that little.”

He cracks a small smile. “We’re not talking about the size of them.”

“As long as we don’t discuss the size, we can speak of them?” I challenge with a grin. “Like the color of my nip—”

“Emo,” he warns, that chiseled jaw clenching.

“Fine,” I huff. “But can we just end detention already so I can show you I’m good enough for the team?”

His angry exterior seems to fade some. “You’re not wearing that.”

“So I’ve been told.”
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We walk outside side by side. The football players are practicing on the field but we have the track to ourselves. I’m surprised when Coach sits and starts stretching. I try not to provoke him and follow his lead, keeping things simple. The last thing I need is to have every football player on the team knowing about my flexibility. I don’t need a fan club.

“What did you do at your old school?” His brow lifts as he reaches for his toes.

I’m stunned silent for a moment as I admire his form. His gray T-shirt with the school’s bear mascot on the front is practically molded to his body. It makes me wonder what he looks like underneath.

“I said stretch, Emo,” he barks. A lock of dark hair has fallen in front of one of his eyes, giving him a wild look about him.

I nervously play with my tongue ring and spread my legs until I’m practically in the splits. Then, I flatten my chest out on the asphalt and reach forward with my arms. The burn feels good.

“Were you a dancer?” he asks, his tone gruff.

I walk my way back up on my hands into a sitting position. “Ballet since I was five. It wasn’t until I hit high school that I decided I wanted to run track.”

“A novice then,” he states.

A harsh laugh escapes me. “Novice? I can probably run faster than you.” I mutter the last part under my breath. “Asshole.”

“I highly doubt that,” he snorts.

I lift my arms in the air and stretch them above my head. “I’d be willing to wager.”

His eyes narrow as he glares at me. I’m not sure what it is about me that pisses people off—especially him. “I don’t bet.”

I twist my body and reach toward my left toes. “Then you’ll always lose.”

He scowls and quickly stands. “Up. Show me what you got. What do you want to do?”

I rise to my feet and peel off my T-shirt. “Hurdles.”

“Glad to see you’re wearing a bra this time,” he says in a dry tone, motioning at my black sports bra. His gaze drops to my stomach before he storms away from me toward the hurdles.

Following after him, I wonder why his panties are once again in a wad. “You’ve got a winning personality. Anyone ever tell you that?”

He ignores me and makes an exaggerated gesture to the hurdles. “Impress me, Emo. I don’t let just anyone on my team. Especially not foul-mouthed brats.”

Fire explodes within me and I actually do flip him off this time. “Bully.”

His hands go to his hips and he spreads his feet apart as he watches me. He looks good enough to eat in his navy blue track pants. God, I hate him.

“I won’t time you at first. I want to see your form,” he instructs, ignoring my outburst. “Go.”

I walk over to the starting point and dig my toe in. Closing my eyes, I take a deep breath and exhale all of my frustration. Then, I fly.

I run faster than I ever have before and leap over each and every hurdle without problem. By the time I reach the end, my chest is about to explode and I’m grinning like an idiot. I wish he would have timed me. I know it would have been a personal best. When I turn around, he’s storming my way wearing his signature scowl. Unease skitters down my spine as self-doubt creeps in.

What did I do wrong?

Nothing.

I know this.

Then why is he mad?

“Your form sucks, Emo.”

I don’t cry often but my eyes prickle with tears. “What?” I choke out.

He grits his teeth. “Again.”

“What’s wrong with my form?” I demand, my chest heaving with exertion.

“You jump too high. You’re losing precious seconds,” he says in a bland tone.

“Time me this time,” I snarl, as I trot back to the beginning. This time, I make sure to focus on my form. I’m slower but I think I did better.

“Nope.”

I’m still bent over catching my breath when he makes his way over to me.

“Still too high. Your time sucks, Brook.”

“River,” I snap.

He smirks and checks his watch. “I don’t have all day. Again. I want you to slide over those hurdles. This isn’t the high jump so don’t jump so high.”

Defeat weighs on my shoulders and I swallow down tears of failure. Again and again I run. My focus is so much on my form that I know my time gets slower and slower. He makes me do it so many times I lose count. The football players have long gone and the sun is setting on the horizon. I’m starving and thirsty and tired.

“Again.”

If he says that word one more time, I’m going to choke him with my bare hands. With tears in my eyes, I attempt to ignore the burn in my calves and hamstrings as I prepare to do it again. I focus all of my anger and frustration into my speed. But my form is better and I can tell I’m nailing it as I fly across each hurdle. My focus is on the end when my leg gives out. I’m jumping so low that my toe clips the last hurdle, causing me to crash forward. I land on my hands and knees, fire exploding through me. The moment I roll to a stop, I collapse and burst into tears.

I hear footsteps coming toward me but I can’t face him. I’m a failure. He knew all along. I’d stupidly believed I was going to start over at this school. Apparently not.

“Hey,” he says, his voice soft. “You okay?”

“L-Leave me alone,” I sob. “You w-were right. I’ll get my schedule c-changed in the morning.”

I’m still feeling sorry for myself when I’m scooped into his powerful arms. I make the mistake of looking into his brown eyes. That they’ve softened with concern only makes me cry harder. He holds me to him as he carries me into the side door of the gym. The school is now empty and half the lights are off. I cling to his shirt as he carries me into the boy’s dark locker room. He takes me into a small room and turns on a light. It has a table with a mat on it in the center of the room and the shelves are lined with medical tapes and gauze. He’s gentle when he sets me on the table.

“Lie back,” he instructs. “I’m going to take care of you.”

He leaves the room and reappears a moment later with two bottles of water. I mutter my thanks before chugging it down. He hands me the second bottle before rummaging through the drawers.

“I said lie back,” he barks.

I’m too exhausted to argue so I fall back and close my eyes. He’s surprisingly gentle as he cleans and dresses my skinned knees. Despite my being drenched with sweat, a shiver ripples through me at having his strong capable fingers on my bare legs. He simultaneously turns me on and pisses me off.

“How are your hands?”

“Better than my knees.” A sharp pain rips through my hamstring. “Ow.”

“What’s wrong?” His brows are pinched together in a worried manner. I like that look on him better than the asshole look.

“I think I pulled my hamstring,” I admit with defeat.

He chuckles and the sound is dark and rich. It warms me to my core. “Let’s see what you did, Emo.” He rummages around in another drawer until he locates some cream. When I point to the thigh that’s searing with pain, he nods and uncaps the tube. As soon as the cool cream touches my flesh, I let out a yelp.

“That’s cold,” I whine.

He grins at me and he’s positively adorable. I decide right then I’ll try and get him to smile more. Later. Right now, I’m dying.

“Good thing you’re tougher than shit, Emo.”

My neck heats both from his compliment and hearing him curse. “Detention,” I mock in a deep voice.

He rubs his palms together. “I do not sound like that.”

“Lake. Ocean. Whatever your name is. Stop acting like a stripper and run those hurdles,” I imitate. “Again.” I’m pretty sure I say that word in the same annoying tone he does.

“Brat,” he mutters, a grin tugging at his lips.

“Bully.” I smile back.

His palms smooth over my thigh and I let out a gasp. It’s cold but his hands seem to light me on fire. I can’t meet his gaze anymore. I’m so turned on by him touching me. If I look at him, he’ll know. With practiced efficiency, he kneads the sore muscle. I wince in pain. He lightens his touch until it’s soft and teasing. My eyes close every time his fingers brush along my inner thigh and I shiver.

“Cold?”

“No,” I whisper. “Feels good.”

He continues rubbing my thigh. My nipples harden and are pointing straight through my sports bra. I’m drenched in sweat but I’m pretty sure the wetness in my panties is all from Coach.

“You did well out there,” he says, his voice hoarse.

I crack an eye open and give him a confused stare. “What? You made me do it a million times, Coach. Then, I ate pavement.”

His fingers dig into the inside of my thigh and I let out a moan. Our eyes dart to each other’s. I’m shocked to find something dark and unreadable in his gaze. He starts to pull away and I grip his wrist.

“It hurts. Just a little bit longer,” I murmur. I know my muscle will be fine but I like how he’s touching me. It feels way too good. God, he’s trouble. Trouble is like my favorite chenille blanket. You just want to wrap up in it and roll around in bliss. Trouble is a drug I’m quite addicted to.

His long fingers brush against my thighs just under the hem of my skimpy running shorts. I bite on my lip and stifle a groan. My eyes flutter closed. He continues massaging me in a gentle but sure way.

“How’s your backside?”

My backside is fine but I lie. “Sore.”

“Roll over.”

I don’t make eye contact as I roll onto my stomach. His palms are on me again, rubbing the back of my thigh this time. My knees sting but my entire body quivers in anticipation of having him massage me. He rubs out the soreness with no rush in his movements.

“How are your glutes?”

“Sore.” More lies.

His palms ghost over the tops of my shorts. He kneads me through the fabric. We’ve stepped out of what’s appropriate and are delving into territory that could get him in a lot of trouble. Anxiety spikes through me as I worry about what would happen to him if anyone found out about this.

“Do you want cream there?” His voice is low and deadly.

“Yes.” My approval comes out in a ragged breath.

He hooks his fingers into the top of my shorts and drags them down my ass. The air is cool. I should be embarrassed that my math teacher is looking at my bare ass but I’m so turned on I can’t see straight. Once he pulls my shorts and panties down my thighs, he places his perfect hands on the globes of my ass.

“I want you on the team, Emo,” he says in a husky voice.

A thrill shoots through me and I turn my head to look at him. He pins me with a hungry stare. I shiver and nod. “Thank you.”

He gives my ass a playful swat. “Relax.”

With my hot-as-sin coach’s hands on my bare ass, there is no way in the world I will relax. Not a chance.
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What the fuck am I doing?

I’m trying to get fired. To get my face splashed all over the front page of the newspaper.

And yet my dick doesn’t give a damn. This girl has me so wound up, I think I might snap and lose control at any moment. I’d always been disgusted when I’d hear other staff members joke about students or mention when they thought one of them was hot. The rumors about Sean Polk were downright deplorable and I thought he was a sick bastard. I wasn’t like him or them. I was different. But that was all before she came along.

River.

God what I wouldn’t give to drink from her.

She lets out another moan of pleasure that has my dick straining against my track pants. Her ass is perfect. Clearly, I can’t take my hands from it. Now that I’ve touched her, I can’t seem to stop—if I do, whatever spell this is will be broken.

I don’t want to break it.

I’m a selfish fuck.

Surely I can cling to it a few more minutes.

“Are you married?”

I squeeze both of her ass cheeks. “No.”

“How old are you?”

“Thirty-seven.”

“Hmmm.”

I tense at her response. She seems pleased by that answer, not turned off. What the fuck do I care? She’s just my student.

“You should shower,” I grumble and force my hands away from her.

“I can’t get up.”

“River…”

“I’m for real. Every muscle in my body is on fire.”

I try to help her shorts back up her thighs but they are too sweaty to move. “You’re just going to have to take them off,” I huff out in frustration.

She laughs. “So forward, Coach.”

“Emo,” I warn. “I’ll close my eyes, but you need to take them off and get in the shower. I’ll go grab your bag of clothes.”

“Ow,” she groans as she tries to move.

I slide her shorts and panties down her legs. Once I’ve peeled off her socks and shoes, I toss her shorts and panties to the floor. My cock is about to rip right out of my pants if I don’t send her on her way soon. With my eyes cracked so I can see what I’m doing, I attempt to help her sit up.

“Where’s your bra?” I snap.

“Thought you weren’t going to peek,” she responds dryly. “Besides, you’ve seen them already.”

My chest rumbles with a sound of irritation but I let my gaze rake over her cute tits. So perky. I could fit one in my mouth. A little sweet snack. Fuck, this is not helping my boner. Why did she have to take that damn bra off too?

“You…” I trail off. “Shower.”

She huffs and her mouth is fucking cute when she pouts. “Fine but…ahhh!”

Her legs collapse when she stands and I barely catch her before she tumbles to the floor. I gather her slick naked body into my arms. My erection is hard as stone between us.

“What am I going to do with you?” I demand, frustration seeping into my tone.

“Carry me to the shower?” she jokes back. The stress in her voice has me scooping her into my arms. I shouldn’t have run her so hard. She can barely walk.

“Do all your students get this extra special treatment?” she teases as I stride to the dark shower room, bypassing the light switch.

I glare at her. “Just you. A big thorn in my side.”

Her bottom lip juts out again and it takes everything in me not to bite it. This girl is going to get my ass fired.

“All this didn’t happen,” I utter with a hiss as I walk her into a shower stall. “You naked. Me carrying you. It looks and sounds worse than it is.”

“Taking a shower with my coach in the dark. Didn’t happen. Gotcha,” she smarts off.

I twist the knob and take delight in her squeal when the icy water rains down on the both of us. I sure as hell need it to calm my dick down.

“You ass!”

Laughing, I set her to her feet but don’t let go in case she falls again. “I’ve been called worse.”

“You’re soaking through your clothes,” she says as she clings to my wet shirt.

The light from the infirmary just outside the shower room casts an eerie glow on her pretty face. Water runs down overhead and I become fixated on her parted lips. I’m in the shower with my naked teenage student. Fuck…this is bad.

And things go from bad to worse.

I cup her cheek and run my thumb over her bottom lip. I’m contemplating kissing her. How fucking psychotic is that? She stops gripping my shirt and slides her palms up over my shoulders to link her fingers behind my neck. This feels too intimate. I’m hanging on by a thread here.

“What would you do if I kissed you?” she murmurs, her eyes hooded as she looks up at me.

“Don’t,” I whisper. “Please.”

“Please kiss you?”

“No.”

And the dirty little girl disobeys. Her perfect lips fuse to mine in a sweet kiss. So fucking innocent. The thread snaps and I change the rules. Hell, I break them. I devour that innocence and push my tongue into her delicious mouth. The little vixen climbs me like a tree. Sore muscles, my ass. Our tongues dance together and I confirm that she, in fact, has a tongue ring. Her muscular legs hook around my waist and my palms find her smooth bottom.

“Everett,” she moans against my mouth.

I groan and walk her to the wall. She cries out in pleasure when my cock rubs against her pussy; the only thing separating us is my track pants. I kiss her hard as I grind against her. I’m lost in this careless moment with her, oblivious to the consequences. All I want is her right now.

“River,” I snarl. “This isn’t happening.”

She sucks on my bottom lip. “Nope. All a dream.”

“Just this one time,” I tell her. “I’ll kiss you and then it’s over.”

Her body shudders with the promise of an orgasm. I want my fingers inside her but they’re still covered in athletic cream. Plus, that would be wrong. Coaches don’t finger their sexy students. But this one sure as hell wants to.

“A kiss and an orgasm,” she moans. “Agreed.”

I make a garbled sound but don’t deny her. I thrust my hips against her and nearly black out with pleasure at how I can feel her hot pussy through my thin pants. God, what I wouldn’t give to pull them down and impale her tight cunt.

“Do you like that, Emo?” I groan as I find a rhythm that has her clawing at my neck. “You want Coach’s throbbing cock inside of you?”

“Yesss!”

“No, beautiful,” I admonish and suck on her lip. “The answer is no.”

She cries out. “Please!”

“No, baby. As much as I want to fuck your pretty cunt, I can’t. I’ll get fired. I’m stealing this moment with you and then we have to pretend it didn’t happen.”

“But it feels so good,” she argues. Her entire body starts to quake.

“I know. It would feel so much better if my cock was stretching you out,” I rumble. “I would hurt you, baby. I would hurt you so good.”

Her body seems to explode in my arms. She screams my name and goddamn if I don’t love that sound on her lips. I’m about to nut in my pants so the moment she stops shaking, I set her to her feet.

“River…” I trail off. I want tell her how beautiful she is. How dangerous she is to my career and reputation because I won’t be able to quit her now that I’ve had a taste. So much I want to say to the young woman in my arms. And yet, I can’t bring myself to finish.

“Yeah, Coach?”

“Shower, Emo,” I mutter, not saying any of those sentiments on the tip of my tongue. “Then I’ll take you home.”
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“I’m starving,” she complains from the passenger seat. “Want to grab dinner?”

I steal a glance at her. After her shower, she dressed in her tiny shorts she’d worn to school earlier but didn’t put the leggings back on underneath. There’s no way in hell I’m taking her to a restaurant when she looks good enough to be on the menu.

“Eat at home,” I suggest, my eyes rolling in irritation.

“Cereal again,” she mutters.

“No,” I instruct, “after that workout, you need protein.”

“Tell that to my mother.”

“I will as soon as I meet her,” I challenge.

“Cooking isn’t exactly her thing.” She shrugs. “Besides, she won’t be home anyway. They never are.”

Guilt sluices through me. I recognize the loneliness in her tone. I know lonely. Against my better judgment, I change directions and head toward my house. She’s quiet as we drive, her gaze out the dark window. I can’t take my eyes off of her. I’m still in denial that I seduced my student. Fuck. Without her eye makeup and her hair messy, she somehow looks hotter. And younger.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

And now I’m taking her to my house.

Too many fucks to count.

“Cute house,” she observes when I pull into my driveway.

“Thanks. We’ll eat and then I’ll take you home.”

Thankfully she doesn’t argue. She sits at my bar while I set to cooking some chicken and vegetables. We chat about where she came from. Her dad took a job here in town so they moved from out of state. Both of her parents are social butterflies and leave her to her own devices. She’s an only child and I still don’t know how old she is.

“Here,” I grunt as I slide a plate across the bar to her.

She flashes me a flirty grin that has my cock waking back up. “Thanks, Coach.”

“Stop,” I warn. “Just stop.”

Her laugh is cute as she starts devouring her dinner. I take my place beside her and eat. It’s amicable and comfortable. When we finish, she even helps me clean. I’ve enjoyed her company today. A little too much.

“I don’t want to go home,” she says. “Our new house is empty and lonely. I hate it.”

“What do you want to do?” I can’t believe I’m entertaining this idea.

“Watch a movie?”

I can do that.

“Fine.”

“Can I borrow something more comfortable to wear?”

My eyes rake over her nipples. I can see through her tank and down her bare creamy thighs. “That’s a good idea,” I agree.

She follows me into the bedroom. I rummage around my drawers until I find the least sexy thing I own. A baggy T-shirt and some sweatpants. When I toss them on the bed, she starts pulling off her tank top.

“Have you no modesty, Emo?”

“Don’t be such a prude,” she says with a laugh. “You’ve seen me naked and you made me come. We’re past that, Coach.”

I snort but don’t take my stare from her as she peels away her clothes. She eventually puts my shirt on but bypasses the pants. I’m about to argue but she crawls into my bed like she owns the damn place.

“River.”

Her vulnerable pale blue eyes meet mine. Whatever words I had fall short. I grab the remote and flip through the channels before landing on an old Game of Thrones episode. After darkening the bedroom, I tug off my shirt out of habit and lie down next to her on the bed. She snuggles up against my side and I’ll be damned if I don’t like her there. My heart is thundering in my chest. As many times as Julie was in my bed, I never felt like my body was on fire.

Her palm settles on my hard abs and I suck in a breath. She’s such a sweet goddamned temptation. It takes everything in me not to roll her over, yank her panties down her thighs, and shove my dick inside her. Every ounce of control.

“What the fuck am I doing?” I grit out through clenched teeth.

She skates her palm up to my pectoral muscle and pinches my nipple. “It’s me, Coach. Not you.”

My fingers find her still damp hair and I tangle my fingers in it. “I’m the one that can’t seem to be a responsible adult here.”

“But men can’t help themselves around me,” she whispers, her lips pressing to my chest as her hand starts trailing south toward my aching cock.

“River…”

“It’s why we moved, Everett.” She bites at my flesh and I close my eyes. If I keep them closed, I can pretend she’s older. Much older. I can pretend she’s mine—some cute girl I picked up at a club and brought home. Her fingertips dip beneath the band of my sweatpants.

“Why did you move?” I whisper.

Her hand slips past my underwear and she grips my raging hard-on. “I slept with my dad’s boss.” Hurt taints her voice. “He was fifty-three and married.”

I yank at her hair to pull her hot breath from my chest and glare at her. “What?”

“Before that, it was our neighbor. He fucked me in our kitchen.”

“Lies,” I snarl.

She slowly strokes my cock and her voice is barely audible. “I had to go to therapy after my neighbor. My parents thought I was a victim. But I have a problem. I see older men and I want them. I need them.”

I should be running so far away from this girl. Apparently, she fucks with people’s lives. She’s admitted this and yet I’m letting her jack me off. I’m fucked up too.

“My therapist, Joey, was firm with me at first,” she whispers. “He wanted me to get better. But then he was like the rest of them. Couldn’t keep his eyes off my tits or thighs. When I lifted my skirt and showed him my pussy, he didn’t tell me no. He set down his notebook and crawled on his knees to me. He didn’t say a word before he ate me out. It was my first time and I loved it. Every session after that, he would touch me. We didn’t fuck until I was fifteen.”

I grip her wrist and yank it from my cock. “This is bullshit. Some lie to turn me on?”

She bites her supple lip and shakes her head. “Joey was probably your age. He had sex with me and then one day, it was over. His girlfriend was pregnant. He told me we couldn’t happen ever again because it was wrong.” She frowns. “Didn’t stop him from one last fuck on his leather couch.”

“You’re some kind of sex addict?” I demand in disbelief.

She shrugs and reaches for my cock again but I bat her hand away. “And your father’s boss? Is that all?”

Shame crosses over her features and she sighs. “A few others in between.”

“How old are you?”

“Just turned eighteen.”

I scrub my face in frustration. A small miracle at least. “So you’re just fucking with me like you fucked with them?”

“I’m not fucking with you, Coach. I like you.”

“Because I’m older and you have goddamned issues. Got it, Emo.” I jerk myself out of the bed and start throwing clothes on. “Get dressed.”

“Why?”

I cross my arms over my chest. “Because this little game is over.”
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It’s been almost three weeks since I told Everett about my past. I’ve been thinking about his words ever since. You have goddamned issues. It stung hearing it from him but it resonated with me. I do have issues. I want what I shouldn’t have. My desire for my coach has turned into a full-blown obsession. Every thought goes back to that one perfect night where he touched me. To the night we kissed as two lovers—not a teacher and student. He’d made me orgasm and it was beautiful.

But then I ruined it all with my big mouth.

What I didn’t tell him was that I glorified the details a bit. My neighbor was a pervert. Looking back, I realize he was preying on me. I truly was a victim there. He’d played on my innocence and said all the right things to make me feel desired. I loved it. But then he fucked me. Left his used condom right there on the top of the trash pile in the bin for my mother to find.

They put me in therapy, where I developed a crush on Joey. While it wasn’t as glamorous as I told Everett it was, Joey did succumb to my shameless flirting. I remember feeling powerful when he broke and went against his code of ethics. We didn’t actually have sex but he did hug me a lot behind closed doors. He always found reasons to touch me. I’d come to think of him as my secret boyfriend. He’d ask me about my sexual fantasies while staring at my tits and I’d watch as he discretely rubbed at his cock through his slacks. It was dirty but mild compared to what I fibbed to Everett about.

Cannon, my dad’s old boss, though, that was real. Their office was on my way home from school. Every day, I’d pop in there and visit my father. But often he was in meetings, so I’d go see Cannon instead. James Cannon was gruff on the outside but I always got to see him smile. I knew he loved Skittles so I’d bring him a package every day. He’d let me sit in his office all afternoon and work on my homework. And sometimes, when he was on the phone with a client, he’d shut us inside with the door closed.

One day he was Cannon, my dad’s boss. And before I knew it, he was fucking me on his desk. This went on for months. I was so in love with him. He loved me too, so I thought. Then one day, he was bored with me. Told me to leave and to never come back. It wasn’t until I’d seen the new receptionist with the giant tits that I understood. I threw a raging tantrum in his office, slinging papers and furniture around. Security escorted me out and Dad was forced to step down from his job. Everyone figured out we’d been sleeping together but nobody did anything. Nobody cared that he broke my heart.

My parents were horrified and embarrassed. I’d like to think they were worried about my wellbeing, which is why they moved us out of state. But here I am in a new place and they’re still absent as ever. Sometimes I think they only care when I’m in trouble.

“There’s a party tonight at my friend Jake’s,” Caleb says, jerking me from my inner thoughts. “Everyone will be there. You should come.” He flashes me a flirty grin. Caleb is the kind of guy I should date. But stupid me gets her panties wet whenever she sees her coach.

“I don’t know,” I tell him absently. “Maybe.”

He pulls me to him and hugs me. I’m frozen by his sudden display of affection.

“Detention,” a familiar voice barks from behind me, sending shivers of want quaking through my body. I have problems. Major problems. The moment I hear his voice, I go crazy with desire. What is wrong with me?

“Why?” Caleb asks, sounding shocked.

A strong hand grips my bicep and I’m tugged out of Caleb’s arms. “PDA is against the rules. You know better.” He’s talking to Caleb but glaring down at me. I get caught up in his brown eyes that only stare coldly at me these days.

“I’m sorry,” I peep out.

Everett clenches his jaw. Then he releases me. “Get to class before the bell rings and I’ll see both of you after school.” He storms away and I stare after him with my mouth open. Today he’s dressed nicely, in a pair of slacks and a button down shirt. The fabric hugs his muscled ass in the most delicious way.

“River—” Caleb starts, but I cut him off.

“I need to see the guidance counselor,” I clip out.

He frowns but nods. “See you after school.”

I skip out on going to Everett’s class that’s too easy anyway and head straight for the office. I don’t have to wait long before Mr. Polk calls me in.

“Have a seat, Miss Banks,” he says with a warm smile and waves a hand to a chair in front of his desk. He closes the door behind him and then takes a seat across from me. “What can I help you with?”

I chew on my lip and let my gaze roam over the pictures behind his desk. They’re all of him and a pretty blonde woman. Must be his wife or girlfriend. He waits patiently for me to speak. I look down at my lap and tug at the hem of my short pleated skirt. It’s funky and looks cute with my Doc Martens. When I look up at Mr. Polk, he’s looking at my thighs.

“I think I should change my schedule.”

He frowns. “Are you struggling in one of your classes?”

“AP Pre-Calc.”

Irritation flickers in his eyes. “Coach Long,” he utters, a hint of disgust in his tone. “Are you already failing? It’s hardly been a month.”

I shake my head. “No, I’m acing it. I just don’t like it there.”

“Is Coach being rude to you? I heard through some students he called you a stripper. That true?”

My mouth pops open in shock. I’m embarrassed about Everett and how I behaved, but I don’t want him to get into trouble. “No,” I lie.

He must sense that I’m protecting Everett because he stands and glares at me. “Miss Banks, that skirt seems awfully short for school. Does that have anything to do with your problems in his class? Has he…you know…touched you?”

Heat paints my neck and I feel my cheeks go bright red. “No. Ew, Mr. Polk.” I can barely keep the shaking out of my voice. “I just…do you have anyone I can talk to about my problems? Is there someone you can refer me to?”

He walks around the side of his desk and glances at my thighs again. “What sort of problems?”

I chew on my lip and shrug.

His gaze softens. “Sweetheart,” he urges, “I’m your guidance counselor. I can help you with these things but you need to talk to me. What happens in here, stays in here. Understand? Don’t be afraid to open up to me. I need to know what sort of problems.”

Nodding, I set to fidgeting with the hem of my skirt. “Sexual. I have a problem crushing on older men.”

He chuckles. “Like your silly guidance counselor?”

I cringe at the very thought of being in Mr. Polk’s bed.

“More like my coach,” I breathe out.

His amusement dissipates and he motions for me to stand. “That skirt is too short for school. I’m going to get my ruler and measure it.”

“What?”

“Up, Miss Banks.” He snags a ruler from his desk and points with it. “Put your palms on the desk so I can take a look.”

I’m in shock but he watches me with a serious stare. On shaky legs, I stand and place my hands on the smooth surface. I soon feel the cold metal of the ruler against the back of my thigh. His hand grips my flesh as he measures.

“Definitely too short,” he chides as he squats behind me. “Miss Banks, I can see your black panties. This is unacceptable.”

I’m frozen in place because even though Mr. Polk is older and sort of cute, I’m not into what he’s doing with me at all.

“Three licks.”

“What?”

He stands and slides the ruler against the inside of my thigh, lifting my skirt with it. “At this school, girls are punished for breaking dress code. Three slaps with the ruler.”

I start to argue but he cracks me over the back of my bare thigh with the metal. Tears spring in my eyes. He hits me twice more, quickly and painfully, before he lets the metal ruler clatter to his desk.

“Now take off that skirt.”

I jerk my head around. “What?”

He opens a drawer and retrieves a pair of ugly gray gym shorts. “You’ll change into these and wear them the rest of the school day.”

I catch the shorts when he throws them at me and wobble toward the door.

“Now, Miss Banks.”

“I’m not changing in front of you,” I spit.

“I don’t believe you’ll leave and put them straight on. Do it now. You can trust me. I’m not into little girls like Coach Long,” he snaps.

I’m so shocked by his words that I quickly unhook my skirt and let it fall to the floor. His eyes dart to my black panties. I yank up the shorts to end his peep show.

“You’ll stay in that class for now,” he says in a soft tone. “But I’ll look into some therapist referrals.” He frowns and shakes his head. “You clearly do need help. Wearing little skirts to school to seduce your teachers is unhealthy.” His hand grips my shoulder. “But we’re going to get you better, sweetheart.”

Tears leak down my cheeks and I bolt from his office. It isn’t until I’m halfway to Everett’s class that I stop to swipe my tears and understand what just happened. I feel icky inside. What just happened was wrong. This felt completely different than the natural attraction between Everett and me.

“Nice to see you could grace us with your presence, River,” Everett barks from the front of his classroom. His back is to the class as he writes formulas on the board. Several students snigger at my horrible outfit while I all but run to take my seat. As soon as I sit down, the backs of my thighs sting where Mr. Polk swatted me with his ruler. At the memory, more tears well in my eyes. I can’t focus on Everett’s lecture because my mind is spinning.

Should I tell someone what happened?

Would they even believe me after my past?

I’m confused and upset. I spend the rest of the period locked in my head. When the bell rings, I’m jolted from my thoughts.

“River,” Everett barks from his desk behind me. “See me after everyone leaves.”

Once the classroom empties out, I stand and make my way to his desk. My eyes are cast downward. I want to tell Everett but he’ll probably tell me I seduced Mr. Polk like I seduced him. Shame infects me and bile rises in my throat.

“Detention isn’t the end of the world,” he says in a gruff tone.

He swivels around in his chair to face me, a frown of concern painting his features. My heart clenches in my chest as stupid tears form again.

“Hey,” he says softly. “What’s wrong?”

I shrug and my bottom lip wobbles.

“You upset over a dress code violation?” He motions to the ugly gray shorts I’m wearing. The entire time with Mr. Polk floods through me and I burst into tears. “Emo, talk to me. What’s wrong? You’re scaring me.”

“It was my fault.”

He scowls and stands, towering over me. “What was your fault?”

“My skirt was too short.”

“What was your fault?”

“I didn’t know it would be such a problem. I thought it was cute.”

“What was your fault?”

“It hurt.”

His strong hands cup my face and he tilts my face up to look at him. “What hurt?” He looks positively furious but I feel compelled to tell him, even if he yells at me. I trust him.

“The licks.”

Confusion twists his features up and the muscle in his neck twitches. “What are you talking about?”

“The spankings with the ruler. For dress code violation.” I start to cry again.

He looks so angry I wonder if he wants to slap me. I probably deserve it. His thumb is gentle though when he swipes away my tear. “Did Polk hurt you?”

“I deserved it.”

I’m pulled against him in a surprisingly fierce hug. He strokes my hair and kisses the top of my head. I’m so confused. Why isn’t he mad at me?

“I’m going to fucking kill him. I will murder him with my bare hands,” he snarls against my hair.

This only makes me cry harder because, for once in my life, someone seems to believe me. For once, I feel like I have someone on my team. He releases me and regards me with a tender expression. “Are you okay? Tell me everything.”

I sniffle and explain to him the entire meeting. I even confess about my past—how I told him a glorified version. Then, I tell him about the spankings and undressing in front of Mr. Polk. By the time I’m finished, I’m afraid the vein that is bulging in his neck is going to explode.

“Oh, River,” he says in a soft, regretful tone. He hugs me once more before pulling away and the angry scowl is painted on his face again. “Come on.”

When he stalks toward the door, I jolt into action. “Don’t you have class?”

“Planning period,” he calls out over his shoulder. “And I’m planning to have a little talk with the motherfucker who hurt you.”

I trot after him and fear rises up inside me. What if we get into trouble? What if they somehow find out about us? What if Dad has to move us away again? By the time we reach the office, I’m tense as hell with worry. Everett has calmed and wears a scary cold expression on his face.

“My student and I need to meet with Mr. Polk,” he barks at the secretary, Mrs. Compton.

“He’s with another student.” Mrs. Compton’s disgusted gaze flickers to me. “Another dress code violation.” Terror clutches me by the throat. What if I’m not the only person he’s done that to?

“Well it’s a good thing I’m here to discuss the dress code,” Everett bites out at her before stalking over to Mr. Polk’s office. He pushes through the door but then stops in his tracks. When I peek around him, my heart sinks.

A girl named Olivia from one of my other classes—a girl who laughed when someone called me Stripper—stares at me with bright red cheeks. Mr. Polk’s back is to us but his hand is between her legs. Her shame-filled eyes meet mine and a tear slips out. I close the door behind me so nobody has to witness this.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Everett roars as he stalks forward and rips Mr. Polk away from Olivia. He slings him to the wall and a picture crashes to the floor.

I rush over to Olivia and throw my arms around her. “Are you okay?”

She’s stiff for a moment before she bursts into tears and sags in my arms. “I…he said…I didn’t want to…” A sob escapes her.

“You sick motherfucker,” Everett snarls from behind me. I can hear Mr. Polk gasping for air. When I turn around, Everett has him pushed against the wall, his throat in a death grip. Mr. Polk struggles but is no match for my giant coach. His face turns bright red. “Get her out of here,” Everett barks at me.

I grab Olivia’s hand and drag her from the office. I’m about to close the door when I hear a sickening crunch.

I can’t help but grin. And Olivia smiles too.
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It took both Adam Renner, the principal, and Steve Jenkins, a history teacher, to get me off of Sean. I’d been so overcome with rage that I was going to kill him. One look at River when she came into my classroom earlier, and I knew she was upset. Scared, even. I hated the way her lips turned down in sadness, unlike the normally playful smiles she wears. But then she told me everything that happened. I was furious. Sure, I’d heard the rumors that Sean was a flirt with the students. I never thought much of it. Never did I imagine he was molesting them behind his office door.

For two hours, the police have interviewed girls, long after they hauled Sean off in a squad car. Thankfully, I didn’t get into trouble for beating his ass. The other staff members and the cops all had respect for me over what happened—their expressions said everything. Unfortunately, sixteen other girls confided that he’d touched them, kissed them, or whipped them with his stupid fucking ruler. Including my River.

I stood by her side until her parents got there. I’d expected them to be worried about her. Her mother seemed embarrassed to be seen with her. But it was her father that nearly got his ass kicked. I overheard the comment, “What did you do now, River?”

Shame washed over her and her shoulders went slack. The guilt seemed to bring her down to nothing. Gone was my vibrant sassy girl. And it pissed me right the fuck off.

Before they left, she crammed a note into my hand. I didn’t open it until the police let me go and I was in my car.

Please call me later. I don’t have anyone to talk to.

She’d scribbled her number on the paper. A protectiveness washes over me and I text her right away.

Me: I’ll pick you up and then we’ll talk.

I put my car into drive and pass through a drive through on my way to her house. When I pull into her driveway, she bounds down the steps with her backpack slung over her shoulders. She’s long since changed out of the hideous gym shorts and looks more like herself wearing the plaid skirt from earlier. I love that the defiant look on her face is back.

She climbs in beside me and beams when I hand her a milkshake. Neither of us speak until we’re back at my house and sitting at the bar. River pokes at the burger I got her while I inhale mine.

“Thank you,” she murmurs.

“He’s a sick bastard. There’s nothing to thank me for.”

“Olivia told me Mr. Polk’s girlfriend was your ex-fiancée. Was that why you were so angry with him?” she asks and then takes a bite of her burger.

Actually, when I charged in there and saw him with his hand on that girl, I’d not been thinking about Julie at all, even though she’s framed all over his office. “I was angry because he’s a pervert. Because he hurts girls.” My voice lowers and I push a tendril of pink hair away from her face. “Because he hurt you.”

We’re both quiet for a moment.

“Those guys from my past…” Her nose scrunches as she flashes me a thoughtful expression. “It was different,” she says softly. “It was different with you.”

“How do you mean?”

“I liked you because you were brooding and arrogant and beautiful. It had nothing to do with your age or your profession. And then you were so tender with me when I was hurt. My attraction to you was genuine.” Her bottom lip wobbles. “It wasn’t some twisted game to me.”

I give her a sad smile. “I believe you. But it changes nothing. I can be your friend but that’s it, Emo. Especially now. The cops and staff will be all over everyone at that school. It’s dangerous bringing you here but I couldn’t leave you by yourself. Not after your dad all but accused you of being the cause of Polk’s perverseness.”

She seems to accept my answer and we finish our meal. While I clean up our mess, she wanders to the back of the house. I find her tiny little body fast asleep by the time I make it into my room. She looks too damn sweet on my bed. At least she’s wearing clothes, even if they are short and tight. I kick off my shoes and stretch out beside her. I’m fully dressed so that I’m not tempted to let her rub up against me like last time.

The events of the day catch up to me and I pass out.
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I wake to the sounds of moaning in the dark. I’m disoriented until I see the clock on my nightstand says it’s after midnight. The moaning continues and I roll over to find the source. I stifle a groan when I find River, with the glow of the moon through the window, touching herself through her panties. Her plaid skirt is pushed up to her hips. My cock jolts immediately because I’ve never seen anything so hot.

So much for just being friends. This girl tempts me like nothing I’ve ever encountered before.

“Emo…” I warn, my voice thick with sleep.

She whimpers. “I just need…I told you I have issues…”

Grumbling, I snag her wrist and jerk it away from her pussy. “You don’t have issues.” I draw her fingers to me and inhale her sweet scent. “I’m the one with issues because I lose all sense of who I am when around you. You turn me on so fucking bad. I’m no better than Polk.”

“You’re not like him. Not even a little,” she says in a fierce tone. “You’re you and I can’t stop thinking about you.”

I bring her fingers to my lips and I toe the line between right and wrong. What I want to do is put her tiny fingers in my mouth to see if I can taste her sweet cunt. I want her to fuck my mouth with her hand. But that will just break the very thread that’s keeping me from hurtling off a cliff of sanity. I’ll lose my head and do something severely stupid.

Like sleep with her.

My cock aches at that thought.

Her fingers brush against my lips and that makes my decision for me. I can’t smell her and not taste her. That would be cruel to my psyche. I part my lips and draw her fingers into my mouth. She lets out a small gasp. I show her slowly how I want her to fuck my mouth with her sweet fingers. Once she gets the hang of it, I release her and slip my hand to her soaked panties. I drag my index finger along her seam and stroke her clit softly at first.

“More,” she begs, her voice a needy whisper.

I increase the pressure as I rub circles on her bundle of nerves. Her body quivers and shakes the bed. She fucks my mouth with her fingers faster, as if that’ll urge me to do the same. My mind is clear. It’s telling me to stop. That this is wrong. But the man inside of me craves the alluring female in his bed. He doesn’t listen whatsoever.

All sanity is gone as I slip my fingers into her panties. Her flesh is hot and wet and it feels too good against my hand. I bite her fingers, causing her to yelp.

“Inside,” she pleads.

I push a finger inside her hot cunt. Jesus Christ, she’s so tight. Her channel grips me and I can only imagine what my cock will feel like inside her. I bite her fingers hard enough that she jerks them from my mouth.

“Your pussy is drenched, baby,” I murmur, my voice low and husky. “You must really want my cock to tear you up.” I urge another finger inside her and she fucking squeals. I love the sound of it. “Oh, Emo,” I bite out, “my cock is going to hurt you so bad.”

Her hands latch into my hair and she pulls me to her. My lips find hers immediately. I kiss her hard and with promise. Each time my tongue dives into her mouth, her pussy clenches around my fingers. Jesus, she’s so goddamned hot.

“Spread your legs,” I instruct against her mouth. “I want to stretch you out. You’re not big enough to take my thick cock. Those other assholes must have had pencil dicks. I need to get you ready for me.”

She moans and lifts her hips. I yank her panties down her thighs before tossing them away. I slide down the bed and kneel between her spread legs. Pushing her knees up, I give her a wolfish grin in the moonlit room. Her smile back is equally as devilish. My little partner in devious crime.

Once she’s good and open for me, I slip my finger back into her. The second one goes in easier. It’s the third one that I have trouble with. Slowly, I fuck her with all three just an inch or so inside her. Then, I begin pushing against her tight resistance. When I finally make it past my knuckles, she lets out a hiss of air.

“I’ve never felt a more perfect cunt,” I tell her as I kiss her thigh. “It’s going to feel so good clamped around my cock.”

She moans and wriggles. With a knowing smirk, I use my thumb to massage her clit as my other three fingers slide in and out of her. Her juices soak my fingers and probably my bed. One day, when I’m more patient, I’ll take the time to suck her pussy dry. Tonight, I’m far too ravenous for a simple taste.

“Come for your bad coach, Emo. Come all over your coach’s fingers,” I order.

“Mmm…”

“That’s it, baby,” I urge. “I can feel you clench around me every time you get close to coming. You’re going to come so hard on my hand.”

My words send her over the edge because she cries out before shuddering like a demon-possessed woman on my bed. Her pussy seems to rain its release down over my fingers. It’s then that I realize with excitement that I could probably get her to squirt. Some women are just built that way. I feel like this one sure as hell is. Again, when I’m not about to nut in my pants, I’ll take more time with her.

“Take off your shirt,” I instruct as I pull my fingers from her tight body. I suck her sweet taste off my hand before undoing the knot in the tie I’m still wearing.

“That was…” she trails off and sighs. “That was perfect.”

I chuckle and give her pussy a slap. “Get undressed because I’m about to make you mine, Emo.”

She wiggles out of her clothes and I practically rip mine off. Once I’m naked, I reach into the end table and snag a condom.

“I’ve wanted to fuck you since I first saw you,” I admit, my voice gravelly with lust. “You’re a sexy distraction. A motherfucking tease.”

“And you’re so hot, I practically came right there on the football field just from looking at you,” she says with a cute giggle. “I daydreamed about you for the rest of the day.”

I stroke my cock and roll the rubber along my thickness. “Did you show me your tits on purpose, Emo?”

She bites her lip and nods. “I took my bra off in the bathroom before I went into your classroom.”

I climb over her tiny body and tease her wet cunt with the tip of my sheathed cock. “So you were after this big dick from the get-go. So fucking naughty.” I press the tip into her and I’m immediately met with resistance. I always knew my cock was massive but I’ve never been with such a small girl before. She’s tighter than Julie’s ass ever was. Knowing this will hurt her, I attempt to distract her with a kiss. Her legs lock around my hips as I devour her.

With the patience of a saint, I ease into her restrictive channel. When I said I’d tear her pussy up, I wasn’t joking. Our bodies aren’t compatible and yet I’m still trying to fit my cock inside of her.

“You’re so big,” she breathes out, a slight quake to her voice.

“And you’re so little.” I nip at her bottom lip. “Now shut up and take my cock.”

She giggles and slaps my sides. “Bully.”

“Brat.”

I push the rest of the way into her and she breathes heavily.

“This okay?” I ask, my cock throbbing from the intensity of being inside her.

“I think so.”

“I’ll go slow.”

I begin rocking into her at a torturous pace. Her little moans of pleasure are my undoing. This little vixen of a girl is mine. Now that I’ve buried my cock in her tight cunt, I’m ruined for all other women. She’s the only one I’ll ever crave. No pussy will ever be as perfect.

“Everett,” she whimpers, her fingernails damn near drawing blood from my shoulders.

“I know. Your sweet body will get used to me eventually,” I murmur and nuzzle her nose with mine. “We’ll condition your pretty pussy just like we condition your body on the track. Lots of practice.”

Her breathing becomes ragged and she stiffens beneath me. I’ve barely been inside her but she’s about to explode. I grunt and buck into her a little faster. The moment she orgasms, I know I’ll come harder than I ever have. Her pussy is so damn receptive. It practically devoured my fingers only moments before.

“Ahhhh!” she cries out and arches her back.

Her hot body clenches so hard around my cock that I have no control. I blow my load with a shocked gasp. I feel fifteen again, getting laid for the first time. Motherfucking bliss. My eyes roll back as I drain out my release. Her entire body spasms with pleasure. So damn beautiful. I feel like a goddamned king and she’s my treasure. The key to my kingdom.

“Oh, River,” I groan against her lips. “That was the best sex of my life.”

She gives me a small chuckle and plays with my hair. Her body starts to relax. Now that my dick is softening, I’m able to slip easily out of her. “I can agree with you on that one. That was amazing.”

The condom is still on my dick, and I need to clean us both up, but I’m selfish for another moment with her. I kiss her softly, gentle even.

“Now what?” she asks.

I nip at her bottom lip. “Now you go to sleep like a good little girl. You have school in the morning. Friday is test day and you better pass or else.”

She scoffs and I laugh.

“Bully,” she mumbles.

I pinch her tiny nipple until she squeals. “Brat.”
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I fidget in my seat. My body is thoroughly fucked and sore from last night. Everett, despite my begging, didn’t put his cock inside of me this morning. He was right. I could barely handle it just once.

“You okay, Miss Banks?” his deep throaty voice is coming from behind me.

I look over my shoulder at him. Today he’s incredibly hot, wearing a gray mascot T-shirt that’s practically painted on his body and a pair of black basketball shorts. I’d nearly humped his leg when he came waltzing into the kitchen while I was making us a quick omelet this morning. And now, my panties are already wet, as dirty thoughts of him fucking me on his desk run rampant in my mind.

His jaw clenches and to another student, he would appear angry. Me, though, I see past the exterior and notice the hunger blazing in his brown eyes. Five bucks says he’s hard under his desk.

“Actually,” I say as I slide out of my seat, “I need your help.”

He narrows his eyes and his features seem to darken with lust as I slap my paper on his desk before bending over to give him another unobstructed view into my shirt. Of course I’m not wearing a bra because I like seeing the way his nostrils flare as he boldly checks out my tits. When he picked me up yesterday from school, I made sure to pack my stuff to sleep over. My parents bought the story that I was staying with Olivia. I’d wanted him and I was going to have him. And I did. God, he was so much better than I imagined.

“What do you need help with?” His voice is raw and husky.

The other kids in the class are working diligently on their papers and don’t seem to notice or care about our exchange.

“Everything,” I tell him and bite my bottom lip.

“Stop,” he mouths at me, the muscle in his neck ticking.

“I don’t want to,” I murmur.

He stands up so quickly, I squeak. “Out of my classroom,” he snaps. “We’ll discuss this in the hallway.”

His words are harsh and then he stalks out of the room.

“He hates you, Stripper,” one of the catty girls named Lacy, who’s friends with Olivia, snarls.

I ignore her and strut through the room. My confidence is rebooted when I hear some boy say, “God, what I wouldn’t give to tap that.” Once outside the classroom with the door closed behind me, I find Everett pacing with his hands on his hips.

“Are you trying to get detention?” he snaps, his gaze raking crudely over my chest.

I bite my lip and shake my head. “I didn’t do anything wrong.”

He lowers his voice and steps close to me. “Not yet, baby. But after school you’re going to suck my aching cock to make up for this fucking boner you gave me.”

My gaze darts past him but nobody is in the hallway with us. “I don’t think I can fit it in my mouth.”

He glowers at me. “You’re going to fucking try, Emo. I don’t care if you have to dislocate your jaw to do it. You’re going to put my dick in your pretty mouth.”

I rub my thighs together because every mean word that comes out of his mouth turns me on. “I don’t want to. You can’t make me,” I challenge, my pussy throbbing with need.

A door creaks open from behind him. “Detention,” he practically yells in my face. Whoever joined us in the hall snorts.

“Fuck off,” I holler and shoot the bird at the spectator.

“That’s it,” he snaps. “Detention after school and all next week too. Now get back to class before I call your parents.”

I know he’s bluffing, and it’s all for the benefit of the kid in the hallway, but it still irks me that he had to bring my parents into this.

“Whatever,” I hiss and stalk back to the classroom.

“That mouth is going to get you into so much trouble,” he calls out after me.

[image: ]

“This office is cold,” I complain as I sit in the chair across from his desk. Instead of letting me carry out detention in his regular classroom, he said he had things he needed to work on in his gym office. I’d really expected to give him a blow job but he’s actually working like he said. After ten minutes of boredom, I let myself out to use the bathroom and to change into my running clothes. I’m just lacing up my shoes when Olivia rounds the corner.

“Why are you in here?” she asks as she runs her fingers through her smooth brown hair.

“Detention,” I say with a groan. “Why are you in the boys’ locker room?”

“I was talking to Caleb before he left. So, detention, huh? With Coach Long?”

“Yep. All week.”

She regards me curiously. We’re not exactly chummy yet. “Caleb invited me to a party at his house next Friday. I didn’t want it to seem like a date. I mean, I like him okay but he’s not really my type. I wanted to see if you would come with me. Maybe you could even sleep over at my house.”

“I think that would be fun,” I tell her with a genuine smile. “Thank you.”

Relief flashes in her green eyes. “Cool.” She looks over her shoulder and then whispers. “Are you totally crushing over Coach?”

I tense and stare at her, wide-eyed. “N-No. What d-do you mean?”

She laughs and playfully swats me. “Your face gives it away. But don’t worry. Every girl in this school has had naughty thoughts about him. One time, he wore some fitted shorts and I swear you could see the outline of his cock through them. My friend Lacy took a picture and made it her screensaver on her phone.”

A flare of jealousy surges through me. I’ll have to find that stupid girl and take care of that little problem on her phone. His cock is mine now.

Of course I can’t exactly say that.

“He’s okay,” I lie. “But he’s kind of an asshole.”

She snorts. “Kind of? He’s such a douchebag ever since his fiancée left him.” Then, she shudders. “For Mr. Polk, of all people.”

It pains me to know that Mr. Polk is the cause of Everett’s broken engagement. Mr. Polk is a perverted man who made me feel dirty, especially when he spanked me like a child. The fact that any woman would willingly choose Mr. Polk over Everett is beyond me.

“I didn’t sleep with Mr. Polk,” she says with her chin lifted. “I know you probably pegged me for the school skank but I held my ground. Lacy had sex with him a few weeks ago before school started back up. She said she’d ran into him at the mall. He’d been shopping for jewelry for his girlfriend and asked for her help. They ended up fucking in a dressing room at Dillard’s. Poor Lacy thinks they had a shot. She still refuses to tell the authorities or any teachers about it. It makes you wonder how many other girls he’s slept with aside from the ones who came forward though. I wonder if there are more girls who haven’t said anything to the cops.”

My face sours at having to talk about him. “I didn’t think you had sex with him. At least not willingly. He’s gross.”

She leans forward and whispers into my ear. “This is weird but I kind of fantasized about him forcing me. Like, I didn’t want to have sex with him but I was turned on by the idea of it.” She gasps and then groans. “Sorry. TMI. I didn’t mean to say that out loud.”

“Everyone is into different things,” I tell her, my lips twitching with a teasing smile. “Who knows? Maybe you’ll fall head over heels in love with Caleb and he can come tie you up you in the middle of the night.”

We both giggle.

“Well, when you put it that way,” she says breathlessly, “it’s kind of hot. Do you think Caleb could be kinky? He seems so nice.”

I want to tell her that I don’t see him being kinky at all, but he’s a nice guy and a friend. I’ll let them figure it out. “Maybe. He seems like a good listener. I bet he’d be willing to give it a go with someone like you.”

She blushes. “Someone like me?”

I point at her porn star tits. “For one, you’ve got a rack I would positively kill for. Like full on murdering River. One day, I’ll save up some money and buy some just like ‘em. I’ll drag you in there with me and tell the surgeon, ‘These. I want these exact tits.’”

We both lose ourselves to a fit of giggles.

“And second, you’re popular and sweet,” I assure her. “Everyone likes you. Even me, and I don’t like many people.”

“You’re pretty awesome,” she says. “And if we’re being honest, I’d love to have your unabashed confidence. You wear a perpetual ‘fuck you all’ look and it’s amazing. I wish I didn’t care so much. My dad is…”

“An asshole?” I quip. “So is mine.”

She beams. “Daddy issues.”

You have no idea, Olivia.

“Definitely,” I agree and then frown. “My dad is in insurance and he’s obsessed with making a name for himself. Mom pretends I don’t exist so her country club friends won’t see what a fuck up I am.”

“Well my dad is a judge and is always on me and my sister’s cases. My mom died when we were little, so he tries to be both parents.” She curls her lip up. “He sucks at it. Oh my God, you should have seen him when I started my period. I thought he was going to burn me at the stake rather than have to go out with me to buy tampons.”

“Emo!” Coach hollers from his office. “This is detention, not an episode of Gossip Girls. Get your tail back in this chair before I start adding on days.”

I groan and Olivia sniggers. She leans in to hug me. It’s nice. Having a girlfriend is something new for me. Girls don’t typically like me for some reason.

“I think you should put the moves on him,” she whispers in my ear. “I’ve seen the way he looks at you. Coach wants you bad.”

I stiffen and argue. “No. He doesn’t want me. Coach hates me.”

“Sure, River. Keep telling yourself that. Just know that I won’t tell anyone if you get with him. Your secret is safe with me.”

She releases me and bounds out of the bathroom.

“Rowe,” Coach bellows. “Get out of here before I give you detention too.”

“Sorry Coach!” she hollers, before racing out of the locker room.

When I make it back to his office, he’s sitting on the edge of his desk wearing a smirk. His dark hair on top of his head is slightly tousled from a long day and I want to run my fingers through it. My eyes travel down his sculpted chest before landing on his cock. It bulges clear as day through his shorts.

“Lacy has a picture of your cock,” I tell him with a raised eyebrow.

I can tell I’ve derailed him for a moment because his brows scrunch together. “What?”

“Apparently Olivia’s friend Lacy took a picture of your dick. It’s a nice dick. I can see the appeal. I’m jealous it’s her screensaver on her phone though,” I say and give him an exaggerated wink. “Maybe I can get a picture without all the lame clothes covering it.”

He strides toward me. The door is wide open but he stalks me anyway, the expression on his face promising he’s about to devour me. His palm slides to my throat and he pins me to the wall beside the open doorway. “You fuck my head up with your sassy little words and your fine as hell body. Are you trying to get me fired, Emo?”

“It’s true,” I retort and meet his smoldering gaze. “Your cock is a fan fave here at Brown.”

He rolls his eyes but then leans against me so I can feel the dick the whole school seems to talk about. “Are you a fan?”

“I’d vote for it in a pretty penis competition,” I tease and tug at the whistle around his neck.

He snorts and brushes his nose against mine. “My cock is scary. Not fucking pretty.”

I lift my leg and wrap it around his thigh so he’ll rub against me where I really need him. My panties are drenched with desire. “You can pull him out and I can see for myself if he’s scary or not.”

He glances past me through the doorway before attacking my mouth with his. I moan against his full lips when he grips my ass to lift me. His scary cock grinds against me in a way that has me on fire.

“More,” I beg. His teeth tear at my lips and he bites my chin, all the while thrusting against me. “More.”

“Was your cunt wet all day for me, baby?”

“Yessss.”

“I jerked off during my planning period because you had me so hard up for you,” he grumbles. “I came all over your desk. If you were there, I would have made you lick it all up. I’d almost called you out of class to do just that. Would you have licked my cum off that dirty desk?”

“Yesss,” I moan. “I would have licked every drop.”

“Such a naughty girl,” he groans and his teeth dig into my throat. “I want to punish you for being so bad.”

“I deserve it,” I breathe. Deep down, I hope he doesn’t spank me with a ruler because that’ll make me think of sick Mr. Polk. Gross.

“Damn right, you fucking deserve it,” he snarls. His hand cups my breast through my sports bra and he pinches my nipple. “Do you want to come?”

“Yes, please,” I beg.

He sets me to my feet and steps away from me. I nearly collapse with uncontrollable want. “Take your shorts and panties off. Then I want you to sit on my desk.”

I kick off my tennis shoes and push down my clothes as he closes the door behind him. He sits in his chair and motions for me to sit on the edge in front of him.

“Put your feet on the arm rests.” Once I’m situated, he leans forward and pinches my clit. “Look what a good girl you’re being now.”

I bite my lip and plead with my eyes for him to do something. Anything. He rubs his hard cock through his shorts and smirks at me. That smirk sets my soul on fire every time.

“Are you going to fuck me?” I ask, batting my lashes at him.

A devious grin spreads across his face. “Go fuck yourself, Emo.”


[image: ]

[image: ]

 

It takes everything in me not to drag her off the desk and into my lap so I can impale her with my cock. But watching her squirm is so much more fun. Her eyes widen for a brief moment at my words. Then, understanding washes over her.

“You’re not going to fuck me?”

“Bad girls don’t get fucked. They fuck themselves.”

Her lips pout into a cute frown. “Like finger myself?”

“You’re not allowed to use your hands. Or me. If you’re a good girl, I’ll give you what you want afterwards.”

She narrows her gaze as she considers my words. Then, she leans forward and crooks her finger at me. I sit up in my chair and bring my body dangerously close to her glistening pussy. I’m about to repeat myself when she grabs the whistle around my neck and draws it toward her. I have to brace my hands on either side of her ass to keep from planting face first on her delicious cunt. Her eyes are wild with lust as she rubs my brass whistle along her clit. The little ball clinks inside as she teases her pussy with it.

“You’re such a dirty fucking little girl,” I admonish. “I don’t want you to come. You’re still being punished.”

She grabs onto my hair to brace herself. “Detention is my favorite subject.”

I nearly come in my pants because she’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen. “I said fuck yourself, Emo. I didn’t say play with your needy clit.”

“Whatever you say, Coach,” she agrees, a wicked gleam in her eyes. She slides the whistle to her opening and begins to fuck herself with it. I’m so turned on, I struggle to get my cock out of my pants so I can stroke it. My dick is heavy in my hand but it feels good to play right alongside her.

“Are you going to put my whistle inside you?” I groan as I fist my cock.

“Do you want me to?”

“Yes. I want to be able to taste you next time I’m blowing it so you’ll run faster,” I rumble. Tilting my head to the side, I nibble at the inside of her thigh. “Put the goddamned whistle inside your cunt if you want my dick later.”

She nods and starts pushing it inside her. Her body is so tight that it seems to suck the damn thing deep into her depths. I’m impressed but what really gets my cock hard is when she feeds the lanyard into herself as well. With each tug, I’m brought closer and closer to her cunt until my mouth is right against it.

“Dirty girl. You did this on purpose so I’d eat your pussy.”

“I behaved and obeyed you,” she murmurs. “I think I deserve it.”

I run my tongue along her seam. “Lie back, River. I’m going to reward you now.”

The moment she’s on her back, I start licking at her sweet pussy. My cock aches in my grip. I’d love to fuck her, eventually, but what we’re doing is the hottest damn shit I’ve ever seen. I could do this for hours. Her moans are loud and I’m glad the door is closed. It’d be better if my office door had a lock. Luckily, everyone knows not to bother me when the door is shut.

“How does it feel inside you? Does it hurt?”

“No,” she purrs. “You stretched me out good and wide last night. It’d feel better if it were your cock instead.”

“Later,” I promise. “Later I’ll fuck you so hard you’ll cry.”

“I don’t cry,” she lies.

“You will when I’m done with you.”

I suck hard on her clit until she cries out my name. Her body shudders wildly and she sends my mug full of pencils crashing to the floor. I slow my licking until the last of her orgasm is gone.

“Oh, God, Everett,” she mutters. “That was intense.”

I lean back and the lanyard slides out of her pussy. It’s fucking beautiful seeing it glisten with her juices. When it meets resistance, I pinch the hook on the whistle and ease it out of her tight cunt.

She sits up on her elbows and watches me as I proceed to lick it clean. I stroke my cock as I taste her essence. The way she watches me with lust in her eyes, those swollen lips I’m dying to fuck has me about to lose control. I stand in front of her and make eye contact as I stroke myself closer and closer to orgasm.

“I’m going come all over you, dirty girl. You deserve it, don’t you?”

She bites her plump lip and nods. “I want to taste you.”

Her words send me over the edge and I spurt my orgasm all over her flat stomach. I’m still groaning as my release leaks from me when the door abruptly swings open. I stand frozen with my dripping cock in my hand and lock eyes with Olivia Rowe.

“Oh!” Her manicured fingers go to her mouth as she turns bright red. “I didn’t mean to interrupt.” She slams the door shut but shouts through it. “River! Your dad is here and he’s pissed. I didn’t know you told him you spent the night with me last night!”

“Fuck,” I snarl as I snap into action. I yank my boxers and shorts up as dread curls in the pit of my stomach. I’m going to lose my job. I’ve just been caught splooging all over my favorite student. “Fuck!”

River slides off the desk and scrambles to put her panties and shorts on. “She won’t say anything,” she assures me. “She’s my friend.”

Cum coats my beautiful girl’s belly and I don’t even get to fucking enjoy it. “Clean up,” I bark. “I need to do damage control.”

She nods before snagging some tissue from the holder to scrub herself clean. “I’ll go talk to Dad. You can talk to Olivia but I know she won’t say anything.”

I’m not convinced but what the hell can I do about it right now? River bolts out of the room. I run my fingers through my hair before I step out into the locker room. As soon as Olivia sees me, her face blazes crimson.

“Listen,” I utter. “If you want me to call the principal to tell him what I’ve done—”

“Oh my God,” she says, annoyance in her voice. “I’m not a snitch. You and River make a hot couple. I won’t say anything.” Her green eyes are wide and innocent. I hate that I’m over here corrupting the poor girl by eating her friend’s pussy on my desk.

“But after Mr. Polk yesterday, I feel it’s my duty to—”

“Ew,” she says and waves her hand at me. “You sound old. Staaaahp. I’m fine.”

My jaw clenches. “Olivia.”

“My lips are sealed. I promise.”

I pinch the bridge of my nose. “I’m no better than Sean.”

She frowns and tears well in her eyes. “You and River want each other. It’s mutual. With Mr. Polk…” she trails off. “That was different.”

“We’re not done talking about this,” I say as I stalk through the locker room.

“Yes we are, Coach,” she calls out after me.

I’m still brooding over the entire thing when I notice River and an older man arguing outside the gym near the bleachers. He grabs her shoulders and shakes her. Fire explodes within me and I sprint over to them. Pale blue eyes that match hers lift to find me scowling.

“Can I help you?” I ask, my voice low and deadly.

He sizes me up and glares. “Don’t tell me she got to you too.”

I refrain from growling like an animal. “Your daughter has detention and she’s supposed to be wiping down dusty lockers. Is there a reason why she’s not able to carry out her punishment?”

He falters and his jaw goes slack. “Oh, I, uh…”

“I’m not exactly sure what you’re inferring,” I bite out, “but I don’t like it. Especially not after what our school dealt with yesterday.”

He shoots River a disgusted look. “I want to know where you were last night.”

“Ummm…” Her voice shakes as she scrambles for an answer.

“I saw her leave with some lanky kid after school. Calvin or Cale or Canton. I can’t remember his name,” I blurt out.

“Caleb?” she offers.

Her dad curses. “Goddammit, River! We’ve barely settled in and you’re back to being the town whore. How long do we get to live here before you screw someone that will force us to move again?”

She bursts into tears, clearly embarrassed by her father, and I step in.

“You, sir,” I seethe, “are out of line. Save the reprimand for home. It doesn’t happen here.”

He glares at me. “I beg your pardon. Who do you think you are talking to me like that?”

I feel my fists clench as I step closer to him. “She serves the detention or she gets suspended. End of story. But I will not allow you to call River a whore where other students can hear. Are we clear?”

He pokes a finger into my chest and it takes everything in me not to break the smaller man’s hand. “I want her in my car as soon as detention is over.” He turns his attention to River. “And you, young lady, are going to get your ass chewed out the moment you get there.”

He storms off and River cries into her palms. I want to clobber that asshole but my hands are fucking tied. I’m already up shit creek now that Olivia is on to us. The last thing I need is to have River’s dad knowing that I’ve been balls deep inside his only daughter.

“Come on. You have lockers to clean,” I tell her and stalk back inside the building. Once she’s inside the doors with me, I pull her to my chest. “I’m so sorry, baby. I wanted to kill his ass for talking to you that way.”

She clutches onto me and sniffles against my shirt. I stroke her hair until she’s calm. Then, I guide her back to my office. Once I close the door, I sit in my chair and pull her into my lap. We sit like that for the next thirty minutes. I know that prick is waiting in the car and soon I’ll have to let her go, but for now, I will keep her in my arms.

“I wish I were graduated and on my own already,” she whispers.

Me too.

God how I want that.

“I want to take you out soon, Emo.”

She sits up and gives me a shy smile. “Really?”

“Really,” I tell her and stroke her cheek with my thumb. “I’ll take you wherever you want to go. Just you and me. We’ll go somewhere as a couple. Next time you can get away from home, we’ll do it.”

“You would go somewhere with me?” Her eyes shimmer with excitement. “Like on a date?”

“I’d take you out right now and parade you around the school on my arm if it wouldn’t get me fired to do so,” I say with a wicked grin. “If I’m jobless, while you’re here in school, I can’t taste your pussy. And, angel, I need to taste that sweetness every day.”

She straddles my lap and kisses me hard. River feels too good in my arms. The more I allow myself to have of her, the less I ever want to let her go. We make out until I’m pretty sure her dad is going to come looking for her.

“You gotta go, Emo,” I murmur against her mouth. “We’ll figure something out. Until then, I will see you Monday. ”

She frowns but nods. “Monday.”

“When you graduate, things will get better.”

At this, she beams. “I can’t wait.”
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We’ve gone an entire week without any more mishaps. During track practice, River is focused and driven. And I love watching her give Caleb shit. He seems like a cool kid now that I’m not worried she’s into him. During pre-calculus, my smart girl tears through her lessons so she can spend the rest of the hour pretending not to know how to do the work and find reasons to rub against me or flash me her tits. And finally, during detention after school, we find ways to fool around. I’ve fingered her more times than I can count but we’ve yet to do anything that we can’t quickly hide. There’s no way I can fuck her after what happened with Olivia walking in. Thankfully though, Olivia has stayed true to her word. She winks at me and laughs whenever she sees me but nobody knows why she’s giving me shit. I’m glad she befriended my River. River needs friends.

“Run faster!” I bellow.

River shoots me a scathing glare but picks up the pace as she runs to the top of the bleachers. Instead of fooling around during detention today, I decided it would be more fun to watch her ass as she gets all sweaty. I’ve had a constant hard-on but I love seeing her get all worked up.

When she starts down the steps, her cute tits bounce in her sports bra. Her nipples are always poking out, just begging to be bitten. I can hardly focus around this girl.

“I need out of here early this afternoon,” she says as she rushes past me.

“Not happening, Emo.”

“For real,” she calls out over her shoulder. “Dad left town for business, so I can do whatever I want.”

I grin at her. “Well why didn’t you tell me? I could already be deep inside your cunt already. Let’s go home.”

She starts back up the steps and flashes me an unsure look. “I kind of already promised Olivia I’d go to a party with her tonight.”

“No.”

She scoffs. “What do you mean no? You don’t own me.”

“Parties are where stupid boys try to fuck drunk little girls. I won’t have those assholes taking what’s mine,” I snap.

“Cool it, caveman,” she huffs as she bends over to catch her breath. “I’m going, but I’ll make sure nobody tries to nail me. Scout’s honor.”

I roll my eyes. “No.”

“Yes.”

“No, goddammit,” I argue. “I want you home with me.”

“And I already committed to my friend. Don’t be a prick,” she hisses.

“No.”

“Ugh,” she huffs. “Bye.” She starts up the bleachers, running as hard as she can. I’m not done talking so I charge after her. My long legs take the steps two at a time but she seems to kick it into high gear because she smokes me. I sprint after her. When she reaches the top, she has nowhere to go. She turns a hard left and darts away but not before I snag her around her waist.

“Let go!” she grunts and elbows me in the gut.

I wrangle her against the metal fence at the top and pin her between it and me, grinding my cock against her backside. “Don’t ever run from me, Emo. I’ll always catch up to your ass and then punish you.”

“Cut it with the crap,” she snaps. “You don’t get to talk to me that way.”

I nip at her salty neck and breathe against her. “You like it when I boss you around.”

“This is different. You were being controlling.”

I slip a hand around to the front of her shorts and massage her between her legs. “I’m sorry. How can I make it better?”

“Mmm,” she moans. “That’s a good start.”

I rub her until she comes with a shudder. One quick glance around me tells me we’re alone. I risk everything by dragging her sweaty shorts and panties down her thighs.

“Everett,” she hisses. “We’ll get caught.”

“Nobody can see us up here and I doubt there’s anyone left at school to catch us. I’m going to fuck you right now so you’ll remember who this pussy belongs to, in case any fuckwits try and hit on you.” I nip at her neck. “You want my big cock inside of you?”

“Yesss.”

“I fucking knew it,” I huff as I shove my shorts down far enough to yank my cock out. I tease her with my tip as I rub it against her to get it nice and wet. “I am going to have to go bare, baby. I don’t have any goddamned diseases and I’ll pull out before I come. Beg me to take you bare.”

“Why do you have to be so hot?” she whimpers. “Your dirty mouth turns me on.”

I push against her tight pussy. “Say the fucking words, Pond.”

“Asshole!”

“Was it Lake?”

“Douchebag!”

“Ocean?”

“Jesus, fuck me with your scary cock already before I toss you over the top of these bleachers,” she snaps over her shoulder.

I laugh but as I start to ease into the first girl I’ve ever gone bare with, the laughter dies in my throat. I’ve never felt anything so fucking perfect before. She drives me wild. “God, River,” I hiss as I push into her. “God.” I have no other words.

We’ve been fooling around all week so her sweet pussy finally takes me. I’ve been fucking her with four fingers to get her ready. Her cunt seems to suck my dick inside her. Once I’m fully seated in her depths, I hug her to me.

“You’re mine, baby.”

“Yours,” she agrees with a moan. “You don’t have to club me over the head and drag me by my hair. I’m yours without all that.”

I thrust against her. “I’m sorry. God, I’m sorry. You just drive me so fucking crazy.”

She turns her head and I seal her mouth with mine. We kiss at the awkward angle as I fuck her slowly but roughly. I massage her clit quickly because I know I’ll come at any moment.

“Everett,” she cries out. “Oh, fuck!”

Her body clenches around mine as she nearly collapses with pleasure. My dick seems to explode and I have to yank her off of me so I don’t accidentally put a baby inside of her. I’m relieved when my hot cum splatters all over her perfect ass.

“God, I love this,” I murmur against the shell of her ear. “I love us.”

I right my shorts and then help hers back up over her wet ass. Once we’re no longer exposed, she turns in my arms and throws herself at me. Our mouths fuse together in a salty kiss, laced with an emotion that I know leads to love.

“I love us too,” she agrees, between kisses. “I love everything about us.”
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“I’m so glad you came,” Olivia greets with a wide grin.

I beam back at her. But as fun as it is to hang out with her and Caleb, I can’t help but miss Everett. I’d selfishly wanted him to come but he kindly reminded me that he was still everyone’s teacher and it would be inappropriate. But fucking a barely legal girl on the bleachers somehow lies within his code of ethics. I smell a double standard.

“I’m glad too,” I reply, shoving thoughts of Everett and his perfect cock into the recesses of my mind.

“Me three,” Caleb chirps and hugs Olivia to him. Despite her words last week about not digging Caleb, she accepted when he asked her out. They’ve been together ever since. She seems slightly awkward though, when he makes a big show of making out with her in front of everyone. I don’t feel their chemistry but I also don’t know what goes on behind closed doors. Maybe they’re happy and the new relationship weirdness will fade after time.

“Your house is big,” I admire as we walk through the throng of people in his living room.

“My dad,” he mutters, irritated. “He owns a club in the city.”

“What kind of club?” Olivia asks.

He shakes his head. “You don’t want to know.”

“Did you hear that Mr. Polk made bail? His girlfriend got him out,” Olivia informs us. “Lacy’s here and she’s been going on and on about it. She’s been texting him, trying to get him to see her. So gross. It’s like I don’t know her anymore.”

One of Caleb’s friends named Jake saunters over to us. He grabs Caleb’s shoulder and grins at him. “Caleb Reynolds, my man. You gonna introduce me to your friend?”

Caleb stiffens and drops his gaze to his feet. “River. You’ve met her before.”

“Aww, man,” Jake says with a boyish grin that I’m sure charms the pants right off girls all the time. Not this girl’s pants. This girl wears short skirts for her nasty coach. Never pants.

“I’ve seen you stretching. You give half the team a boner every time you do that shit.”

“Glad to entertain you,” I remark dryly. “Where’s the bathroom?”

“I’ll go with you,” Olivia says in a snooty tone meant to dismiss Jake.

Caleb starts chatting with him so we make our escape. We begin exploring the gigantic house together. It gets quieter the deeper into the house we go. The second floor is eerily silent.

“What do you think’s in here?”

“Hmmm,” I say with a smile. “A sex dungeon?”

She snorts. “Yeah, right. I don’t think Caleb has had sex before. I haven’t come out and asked him but that’s the feeling I get.”

“Are you going to bone him?”

Her shoulders lift up. “If he makes me.” She grins at me. “Oh, Caleb,” she faux moans. “Don’t tear my clothes off me! Don’t hold me down!”

I start laughing my ass off when the door we’re standing in front of slings open with a crash. An older man with a thick brown beard and wild hair glares at us furiously. His shirt is unbuttoned, revealing a tattooed chest.

“Where is he?” he demands. “Did he hurt you?”

Olivia stares at him with bright red cheeks and an open mouth. “Huh?”

“Was Caleb out here forcing himself on you?”

“Oh no,” I chime in, in an attempt to save her. “She was just playing around.”

“Who the fuck pretends to get raped?” he demands, his gaze never leaving hers.

“Dude,” I mutter, “it was just a joke. Calm down. We’re just looking for the bathroom.”

He takes a step toward Olivia and I swear he sniffs her. Creeper alert. “There’s one in my room. Come in.”

Olivia and I exchange glances. Mine is worried but she seems cool with it. Everett would tie me up and never let me go if he knew I just willingly followed a scary man into his bedroom.

“Um, I’m Olivia,” she chirps. “You are?”

He stops mid-stride toward the bathroom and turns to glare at her again. “You’re Caleb’s new girlfriend, Olivia?”

Her big green eyes widen. “Yeah.”

He extends a hand to her. “I’m his dad. Miles Reynolds.”

Caleb’s dad? There’s no way.

“But you’re so…” I trail off. “And he’s so…”

“I guess I don’t follow,” he retorts, irritation bleeding in his tone.

“Nothing,” Olivia interjects. “Thank you, um, Mr. Reynolds, for letting me use your bathroom.” She drags me into the bathroom with her.

“They look nothing alike,” I hiss.

Her cheeks blaze red again. “I know. Gah, River, you didn’t have to be so mean though.” She sits down on the toilet in the fancy bathroom to pee. “Anyway, my birthday is coming up soon. We should go out to celebrate. Will your boyfriend let you go?”

“Is he my boyfriend?” I wonder aloud.

She laughs. “Ummmm, I saw him jacking off all over your naked body. If that isn’t some strange way of a man marking his territory, I don’t know what is.”

“You’ll remind me of that moment every day for the rest of my life, huh?” I ask with a grin.

She shrugs as she finishes her business and starts washing her hands. “It was hot. I flicked the bean to that image a few times.”

I snort and slap her ass. “Dirty bitch.”

“You have no idea,” she says with a sigh.

“Maybe you should send Caleb some porn. Show him exactly what you want.”

Her cheeks turn red again. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?”

“It’s weird.”

I can feel my brows furrow together. “Like horse fucking weird?”

“Gross! No!” She scrunches her nose at me and pulls her phone from her pocket. “I’ll show you.”

She opens her Tumblr app and starts scrolling. My eyes bug out of my head. “Is that stuff for real?”

“It’s called role play,” she explains. “I just like looking at it on here.”

I frown at her. “So you don’t actually want that? Someone forcing you?” I’m totally creeped out here. I mean, if Everett wanted to chase me down and have his way with me, I wouldn’t complain. These guys though, look scary. “Looks painful.”

“It’s just a kink and I think it looks hot,” she admits. “Stop looking at me like that.”

“Is this because of Mr. Polk?”

“No,” she groans. “Don’t turn this into something weird. I should have never showed you.”

“I’m just messing with you,” I lie. “That one looks hot.” I point to it but accidentally touch the screen. The video starts blaring and she drops her phone to the bath mat at our feet.

“You’ll take my cock, you dirty cunt!” the guy on the video bellows.

“Shit!” she hisses and drops to her knees.

The girl in the video screams as he pounds into her.

“Your ass is a filthy cum dumpster—”

She mashes the button and silences her phone, horror painted on her face. I grab her hand, yanking her to her feet. We start to bolt out of the bathroom but Caleb’s dad stands there like a fucking creeper, glowering at us.

“Everything okay in there?” His voice is low and scary.

“Just two girls doing girl things,” I blurt out as I drag Olivia past him. He reaches out and snags her bicep, causing her to yelp. Then, he leans down and says something to her in a low tone. Once I get her into the hallway, I shriek. “What a freak! Oh my God! What did he say to you?”

She grabs my arms and shakes me. “Calm down, River. Jesus.”

I glance over my shoulder to make sure he didn’t follow us. “Seriously. What did he say?”

She shrugs. “It doesn’t matter. Let’s keep exploring. Jake is annoying and Caleb worships him. They’re probably still talking about Jake’s future football career. Gag.”

I take her hand as we continue down the hallway. Several of the rooms are inaccessible—with fancy silver locks which keep us from entering—which is super annoying. What’s even more bizarre is those rooms have a plaque beside them. Almost like a number plate at a hotel. But these have names.

Iron.

Sensory.

Cell.

Dream.

Olivia’s fingers run across the last one as if she’s drawn to it. She spends a good thirty seconds trying to get that door open. Eventually, we give up and find a set of stairs leading to the third floor.

When we hear moaning coming from behind the bedroom door, Olivia flashes me a devilish grin. I smirk and nod. Whatever is beyond that door with no special locks keeping us out, we’re going to check it out. Olivia is apparently a freak like me and sneaking up on someone having sex is more fun than the party downstairs.

“Yes, baby,” a man grunts. “Take it.”

Olivia twists the knob and pushes open the door. A man is driving into a woman in the darkness. Olivia fumbles for the light switch. As soon as the light illuminates the room, we both stare at the couple in shock.

Mr. Polk glares at us over his shoulder while he plows a very willing Lacy. They don’t stop. He just keeps fucking her with an evil glint in his eye. I grab Olivia’s arm and drag her from the room. As soon as we slam the door shut, she shrieks.

“Oh my God! Why is he even here?”

I pull my phone out and text Everett.

Me: Can you come get us? Mr. Polk is here with Lacy. I don’t want to be here at this party with him.

He responds right away.

Coach: I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. Text me the address.

Once I’ve responded, I look up at Olivia. “Should we call the cops?”

“I don’t know,” she says and crosses her arms over her ample chest. “Is Coach coming to get you?”

“And you too.”

We start back for the stairwell when the door opens and Mr. Polk steps into the hallway wearing nothing but a pair of jeans. His features are screwed into a murderous scowl.

“Well,” he snarls, “if it isn’t the two little tattletales.”

I step in front of Olivia as if to protect her. Not that Mr. Polk couldn’t swat me away without effort. Regardless, I try.

“You shouldn’t be here,” Olivia chokes out.

He charges forward so I lunge at him. And just like I knew he would, he shoves me away to get to Olivia.

“You little bitch,” he grits out. “You told them I penetrated you with my fingers. Little liar. If I penetrated you, you’d know it.” He pushes her against the wall, with one hand on her throat and the other pushing up her skirt. I scramble to my feet and I’m about to throw myself at him, when two large males shove past me.

Mr. Polk is torn from Olivia and body slammed to the floor by…Mr. Reynolds? Caleb’s dad smashes his fist into Mr. Polk’s face three times before his friend urges him away. Once he’s back on his feet, his gaze sweeps over me before finding Olivia.

“My son’s girlfriend,” he explains to his friend before stalking toward her.

His friend’s mouth parts open. “Ahhh, okay.”

I’m not sure what their exchange is about but I’m curious. Mr. Reynolds cradles Olivia’s face in his palms and murmurs out what seems like soft questions to her. She nods and then he releases her.

“Come on,” I tell her. “Let’s get out of here.”

On the bottom floor, the music is blasting. We find Jake and Caleb sharing a bromance hug as they laugh about dumb football crap. But as soon as Caleb sees Olivia so upset and disheveled, he throws his arms around her. His dad shows up behind us a moment later.

“You got her?” he asks Caleb.

Caleb gives him a clipped nod. “I do.”

Mr. Reynolds’s already scary face contorts into something wild and ferocious. “I have to take care of some asshole upstairs.” He disappears without another word.

“Come with me to Ev—”

“I’ll be fine here with Caleb,” Olivia blurts out, interrupting me.

I cover my mouth upon realizing I almost called Coach Everett in front of Caleb. Olivia gives me a quick smile and a nod.

Everett was right. Parties are lame. I’d much rather be naked and in his bed. With Dad out of town this weekend, we can spend the entire weekend together. The thought elates me.

Once outside, I suppress a shiver. The nights have been getting cooler the further into fall we get. I’m just running my palms up over my chilled arms when I notice a car barreling down the street, heading this way. It screeches to a stop in front of the house. Then, a giant pops out and charges for me. My giant.

“Are you okay?” he demands as soon as he’s pulled me into his arms. He presses kisses to the top of my head as he crushes me in an embrace.

“I’m fine. Olivia is fine too. Mr. Reynolds and his friend are dealing with Mr. Polk.”

He relaxes and pulls away to look at me. “You ready to go, Emo?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”
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“Where are we going?”

He smirks from the driver’s side and takes my hand in his before kissing it. “Somewhere special.”

A smile plays at my lips. I’d thought we’d go back to his place straight away but the night is still young. It’s not even eight yet.

Everett is quiet as we drive. We cross some train tracks and enter a rundown, older part of town. I remember when we first rolled in, my mom practically hissed out the window when we passed through. He pulls into a trailer park and follows the old worn streets to the back of the small neighborhood.

“I want you to meet someone,” he says with a shy smile. “You’re mine now, River. So now I want you in every part of my life.”

My heart leaps at his words. He climbs out and then is at my door, offering his hand. I grab it and beam at him. Everett doesn’t do charming often but when he does, I melt.

“This is my childhood home.” His voice is full of pride. “I was on the phone with Mom when you texted and had planned to drop by to visit. Now you get to come too.”

I smile nervously at him. How will she feel about him seeing his teenage student? Will she call the cops on him? I wonder if she’s anything like my mom. Cold and heartless. Snobbish and disgusted at all times.

“Relax,” he murmurs as he squeezes my hand. “Mom will love you.”

He guides me up the rickety steps onto the porch and pushes a key into the lock. We walk inside and my stomach immediately grumbles. I can smell something delicious cooking.

“Mom,” he calls out. “We’re here.”

A willowy woman walks into the living room, pulling a tank of oxygen with her. She seems fragile and her flesh is gray. I stiffen because it reminds me of when my grandma got sick and passed away when I was thirteen. My heart immediately hurts for her.

“My baby boy,” she rasps, holding her arms out.

He releases my hand and envelops her in a warm hug. Tears well in my eyes because it strikes me hard how my own mother and I have never been like that. When they separate, he motions to me.

“This is my girlfriend, River.” The pride in his voice nearly knocks me over. “River, this is my mom, Carla.”

“Ah,” she says with a smile. “You’re a spunky little thing. Glad to see you stopped dating those boring Barbie dolls.” She glances his way and pats his arm.

I step forward and shake her bony hand. “So happy to meet you.”

“How old are you, child?”

I stiffen and shoot Everett a worried glance. He laughs. The fucker laughs. “Eighteen, Mom.”

She smirks, and it reminds me so much of him that I can’t help but smile. “Robbing the cradle. Just like your father.” They both laugh at their inside joke. I’m nervous but she doesn’t seem poised and ready to call my parents or the principal so I force myself to relax.

“You’re not going to tell on us?” I ask softly.

“I think this town has enough drama to worry about,” Carla says. “I saw in the paper there was a big bust at Brown with the guidance counselor. Sheriff’s been too busy catching bad guys than to worry about chasing after a little taboo love story that is perfectly legal.” She winks at me. “I ought to invite him and his wife over one day for supper though. It’s been awhile since I’ve seen them. Do you know Mandy? She’s about your age. I used to babysit her when she was a wee little thing.”

“River’s new here so I don’t think so,” Everett says. “What’s for dinner anyway?”

Carla’s face lights up. “Pulled pork sandwiches. Been cooking in the crockpot all day, sweetheart.”

Home cooked meal. A mother who cares about her child. And someone who isn’t concerned about our unconventional relationship. This is the best date ever.

Carla walks back into the kitchen. But instead of following her, Everett pulls me into his arms and kisses me hard on the lips. His palms roam to my ass and he gives it a squeeze.

“Tonight, we’re staying over in my childhood bedroom,” he murmurs, his wet lips brushing against mine. “And then I’m going to make you squirt all over my sheets, right before I fuck you loud enough for the people three trailers down to hear.”

My neck heats and I gape at him. “But your mom…”

He smirks. “Wouldn’t be the first girlfriend I’ve nailed in my bedroom. She’s immune now.”

I give him a playful shove. “You’re gross.”

“You’re the one who’s going to come in my bed like a dirty girl while my mother sleeps on the other side of the trailer.” He nips at my lip. “Now go enjoy what my mom feeds you. And if you’re a good girl, I’ll feed you something even better later.”

“Everett…”

He laughs and pinches my tit through my shirt. “Your warnings don’t work on me, little girl.”
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“You sure it’s okay to stay here?” River asks as she plops down on my old bed. She snorts and points to a Prince poster on the wall. “Oh my God. Sometimes I forget how old you are.”

“So mouthy,” I say as I peel off my shirt. “I know just the thing to do with that pretty mouth.”

Her eyes widen but her gaze falls to my bare chest. I love the way she looks at me. As though I’m her walking, talking fantasy. Well she’s my fantasy too.

“So we’re doing this now? Is she even asleep yet?” Worry flickers in her pale blue eyes.

“We’re doing this now and all through the night. Then, I’m taking you home in the morning and I’m going to do more of ‘this’ to you there.” I unbuckle my belt and slide it through the loops on my jeans. “I’m going to steal every moment I can with you until you graduate.”

She bites her lip. “Then what?”

“Then I’ll steal you.”

“What’s with the belt?”

“Don’t worry,” I assure her. “I’m not going to spank your ass with it. Take off your clothes and show me your little tits.”

Lust glimmers in her eyes and she boldly yanks off her shirt. She’s wearing a bra, surprisingly, but that thing gets tossed away in an instant. Once she’s shimmied out of the rest of her clothes, she gives me an innocent questioning look. It makes my cock really fucking hard.

“How many girls have you brought in here?” she asks. I want to fuck the jealous glare right off her face.

“A bunch.”

“So you’re a manwhore?”

“I was. Not anymore.”

She smiles. “So we’re really boyfriend and girlfriend?”

“We’re more than that.”

“Oh really?” She quirks a dark eyebrow.

“You’re my obsession.”

“Like the 80’s song?”

I snort and pop her thigh with the belt. “Shut up. You’re ruining it.”

She kicks at me. “You said you wouldn’t spank me.”

Shrugging, I kick off my shoes and pin her with a stare, my lips quirking up on one side in amusement. “I lie sometimes.”

This must turn her on because my beautiful girl lies back on the bed and spreads her legs to expose herself to me. My cock strains through my pants so I quickly shove down the rest of my clothes. I grab one of the condoms I took from my house and toss it on the bed for later.

“How do you feel about duct tape?”

She sits up on her elbows and eyes me curiously. “Elaborate, please.”

“Would you let me bind you?”

Her skin blotches red as she mulls over her answer. Then, she grins. “I guess, if you eventually let me go.”

“I’m never letting you go.”

“In that case,” she says with a laugh. “Bind me, Coach Captor.”

“Would you let me shut that mouth?” My cock twitches at the idea of her mouth taped shut.

She doesn’t miss my excitement. “Do you do this sort of thing with other girls?”

I swat her stomach with the belt, causing her to yelp. “Not to this degree. You’re the only one I want to do crazy-ass shit with. I want to tie you to my bed and keep you there.” I scrub my face with my palm. “I don’t understand how you get under my skin and make me mental for you but you do.”

My words must satisfy her because she licks her lips in a seductive way. “I think that was a stalkerish way for saying you really, really like me. Who knew you were such a romantic?” She sighs and runs her finger along the seam of her pussy.

I grit my teeth and slap her hand with the belt until she jerks it away from her cunt. “I’m a big fucking romantic. Now you know.”

“What if I don’t like you tying me up? What if something hurts and I can’t tell you no because my mouth is taped shut?” she asks, apprehension in her voice.

I kneel before her and inhale her between her legs. “You’ll love it. I’ll make you love every single thing I do to you.”

“Okay. Put me in, Coach. I’m ready to play.”

“That mouth of yours gets me so goddamned hard, baby.”

She reaches between her legs again. I pop her hand with my belt. One day she’ll learn. This pussy is no longer hers. It belongs to me.

“Well stop fucking talking about it already,” she groans. “I’m about to die of orgasm deprivation.”

I chuckle as I yank the roll of duct tape out from under the bed. She may not be the first girl I’ve gotten a little kinky with but I sure hope she’s the last. I don’t want any other girls in my bed. Just her. Only her. From here on out.

Riiiip!

A shocked gasp escapes her when I tear off a strip of tape. I slap it over her perfect lips. Those pretty blue eyes widen in surprise. Then, I set to taping her wrists together in front of her.

“You good?”

She nods but she’s wiggling as if she’s nervous. I lean forward and nip at her tiny nipple. Once I start sucking on her tit, she seems to relax. Good. I press my palm to her chest and give her a small shove. She falls back against the bed and squeals through the tape.

Smirking, I stand and go on a hunt for my old lacrosse stick. A strand of pink hair has fallen in front of her face. God, she’s so fucking adorable. When I retrieve my stick from behind the door, she stiffens upon seeing it.

“It’s okay,” I say with a teasing grin. “It’s not what you think.”

She relaxes for a brief moment.

“Spread your legs, Miss Flexible.”

Worry flickers in her gaze but when I splay my palm over her belly to stroke her, she lets go of the fear. My cock aches when she effortlessly spreads her legs as wide as the lacrosse stick. She doesn’t fight me when I tape her ankles to each side. Our eyes meet. Heat blazes in hers and I know it matches what must be in mine. I grip the middle of the stick and bring it up in the air so her ass and pussy are mine for the taking.

“Hold onto it,” I instruct.

Her wrists are bound but her hands are free. She holds the stick so that her body remains in the position I want her in.

“Does it hurt?”

She shakes her head.

“Do you want me to continue?”

She slowly nods.

“Do you trust me?”

She narrows her eyes.

I pick up the belt and slap her shining cunt. Her body shudders but my strong flexible girl doesn’t let go of the stick.

“I’m not going to continue until you trust me,” I say in a firm tone. “I’ll whip your pussy until you come so hard you see stars and until I get your permission.”

She rolls her eyes at me. Fucking bad girl.

“Do you trust me?”

The devilish woman lies and shakes her head just so I’ll slap her cunt again. I give her what she wants. Five more times exactly. When she’s quaking so hard I think she’ll explode, she finally gives in and nods. The lust in her eyes is blazing out of control. My kinky girl likes playing games. But I’m the coach and I’m better at them. One day though, I’ll teach her everything I know.

I reach into my end table and pull out some lube. Staring at River, I coat my fingers with the slippery substance.

“I’m going to make you squirt,” I tell her smugly.

She lifts up a challenging brow and shakes her head.

“Wanna make a bet?”

At this, she snorts.

“I remember a certain little girl telling me not too long ago that you’ll always lose if you don’t bet.” I rub my slick fingers along her needy pussy, causing her to groan. “Don’t be a loser, Emo.”

Her eyes roll back when I push two fingers into her. I massage her slowly at first, just to tease her. Once she’s wiggling her hips for more, I push a third finger into her.

“Do you like this?”

She nods and whimpers.

“Do you want to come so hard you’ll think you’re dying?”

Another fierce nod.

“Hold on tight, baby,” I murmur. “This ride is about to get really wet and wild.”

I pour lube all over her pussy lips before tossing the bottle away. While my left hand works her from the inside, I use my right one to pleasure her clit. I stay focused on her pussy, ignoring the way my cock practically weeps with the need to impale her.

“Want me to do it harder? Faster?”

Her moans and nods are all I need.

I work her clit fast. Since she’s super slick from the lube, I’m able to rub her furiously. The room echoes with the slurping sounds and the muffled needy whimpers of pleasure coming from her. She’s groaning and snorting and squirming but I won’t get distracted. This is all about her.

She begins screaming behind the tape. I know it’s too much. Too intense. But soon she’s going to feel so fucking good.

“Hang in there, you sexy goddamned girl. I’m about to blow your fucking mind.”

And then I feel it. Just like that night when I was pretty sure I could draw unimaginable pleasure from her. It starts as a hot gush within her. I don’t slow and fuck her insides like I’m a damn machine while my other hand assaults her clit.

Her perfect cunt sprays me like a water hose on a hot day. It hits my forearm and torso. Fucking amazing. I don’t slow until she launches into another orgasm right on the heels of the first. She starts to cry, which confuses me. I slip my hand out of her and slide up between her legs and the stick.

“You can let go now,” I coo as I cradle her face.

She releases the stick and it falls against my lower back; her bound hands remain latched behind my neck. My fingers are slippery but I manage to tug the tape away from her mouth.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I whisper. “Did I hurt you?”

She sobs but shakes her head. “N-No. It was just intense.”

I kiss her bright red mouth hard. “Everything about us is intense. You’re mine and I’m yours. I fucking love us.”

“I love us too.”

We kiss desperately until I’m about to come all over her flat stomach. I manage to snag the condom and roll it on quickly. With a hard thrust, I take my girl roughly and without apology. She’s mine.

“I can’t come again,” she murmurs against my mouth. “It’s too much.”

“Come all over me, baby. Please.”

I kiss down her cheek to the side of her neck below her ear. She’s so sensitive here, I’ve learned during our many make out sessions. All it takes is a nip and a suck before she orgasms once more.

My nuts seize up in pleasure at having her tight cunt grip me and I blow my load hard. After a few more thrusts, I all but collapse on her, our sweaty bodies slick against each other.

“I love more than us,” I murmur against her ear. “I love you, too.”

She doesn’t respond, which worries me. I lift up and look at her. Hot tears streak down her cheeks.

“What’s wrong?” I demand.

Her nose turns red as she sniffles. “All I ever wanted was to be loved.”

I press a soft kiss to her sweet lips. “And that’s what you’re going to get from here on out.”

“Coach?”

“Yeah, Emo?”

“I love you and the fact that you’re a major freak. It’s a great quality to have.” She smirks at me and my dick is already hardening back up.

I flash her a wicked grin. “Sweetheart, I haven’t even shown you my freaky side.”
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Six weeks later…

 

“Why are you walking weird?” Olivia asks as she zips up the side of her dress.

I stop and let out a groan. “Is it that obvious?”

She laughs and her green eyes twinkle. “You look like you just got off a horse.”

“I did just get off a horse. Or…” I trail off and grin. “A horse just got me off.”

“Are we talking about bestiality or taboo coach butt sex?”

My mind flits to earlier, when Everett lubed up his massive cock and eased it into yet another part of my body that he now owns. I’d thought he was going to rip my ass apart but somehow he made me come like I had no control over my body. He certainly pulls my strings now. I’m just along for the ride. Literally.

“Something like that,” I say with a laugh.

“You two still in love?” she asks, her brows waggling. “A month and a half of secretly dating. Have either of you gotten bored yet?”

I think about all of our stolen moments during the school day. The many detention make out sessions. An occasional overnight sex fest at his house. And the few track meets where we rode together. We take every moment we can find together. It’s never enough.

“More so than ever,” I admit. “I wish we didn’t have to hide.”

“Your relationship could still get Coach fired though, right?”

“Yeah,” I say sadly.

“Hey,” she coos and hugs me. Hugs with Olivia feel like she’s trying to suffocate me with her boobs but I still feel the love. “Cheer up. Keeping your relationship a secret at school will be easy peasy. Even Caleb doesn’t know. So stop worrying. Tonight we’re going to have a blast. We had so much fun at the club last time. You’ll have even more fun now that Coach will be there with you.”

I quickly look over my reflection in her bedroom mirror. Everett is going to pick us up soon and I want to look better than good for him. My black pleated skirt is short and sassy—kind of like me. I’m wearing black combat boots and gold and burgundy Harry Potter socks that go to my knees. The tight black tank top I’m wearing normally does nothing for my boobs but the burgundy push up bra makes them seem a little larger than normal. My favorite part of the ensemble is the whistle necklace Coach gifted to me during detention today when I was on my knees under his desk showing him just how good a tongue ring feels on the underside of a cock.

“Speaking of Caleb,” I say, as I meet her gaze in the mirror. “How are things?”

She smiles but it’s fake as hell. “Great, things are great. We finally had sex.”

“Wait?” I gasp. “You had sex with your boyfriend for the first time and didn’t tell me? How was it?”

Her fingers tug at her super short dress. It’s pale pink and hugs every one of her delicious curves. I wish I had Olivia’s body. Tall, curvaceous, big-breasted. And she has the fullest lips on a girl I’ve ever seen. Her big wide green eyes seal the deal of her perfection. She’s a knockout. Caleb is lucky to have her.

“Olivia,” I urge and tug at a strand of her straightened-to-perfection hair. “Talk to me. That’s what best friends do.”

She chews on her bottom lip, a flash of guilt in her eyes. “It was terrible.”

“Like, ‘he’s a virgin but it’ll get better’ kind of terrible?” I ask with a frown.

“Like…” she trails off. “He couldn’t stay hard for me. We tried a few positions. He eventually got off by us doing it doggie style.”

It sounds weird. “Well maybe you need some practice. Did you at least get off?”

Her cheeks turn crimson. “Before I left, I slipped into the bathroom and took care of myself.”

“Oh.” I try not to wince. Sex with Everett is mind-blowing each and every time. And he always makes sure I orgasm, no matter what. I can’t even imagine how lame it must have been with Caleb. “So it was just the one time?”

“I think he’s avoiding trying again. He has no problem making out with me and fingering me whenever we’re in his car, but any time I try and push sex, he blows me off and makes excuses.” Her bottom lip wobbles. “Is there something wrong with me?”

I snort and shake my head. “Oh, God, no. You’re perfect. Maybe just focus on your relationship more and less on the sex. Then, maybe you can have an open discussion. You like him right?”

“He’s a good guy,” she agrees.

My phone buzzes and I quickly check it.

Coach: I miss you, beautiful. I’m outside.

I grab Olivia’s hand. “Let’s go party.”
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The music thumps and the bass vibrates me to my core. We’ve been here for hours, just the three of us. Everett, at first, balked at me and Olivia’s fake IDs but eventually he just went with it. I love that about him. He acts like he’s a rule follower to keep up appearances. Eventually, though, he returns back to the bad boy he truly is underneath all that responsible adult exterior he has to wear each day.

“I wonder what’s past those ropes. Says ‘Members Only.’” I point toward the roped off area.

“We should find out,” Olivia agrees with a giggle. She wobbles in her heels, which makes me crack up laughing. Maybe those shots were a bad idea. Everett tried to warn us until we kept calling him Daddy. He gave up and passed us more drinks.

“You two stay here,” he orders and grabs my ass. “I’ll go find out.”

He saunters off, looking good enough to eat—his firm ass hugged nicely by his dark jeans. Just like he promised, he took me out into the world and showed everyone that I was his. Boldly, he’s kissed me in public more times than I can count tonight. We should be more careful but here, away from school, we can act like a real couple.

“Come on,” I tell Olivia and drag her back to the dance floor. “Let’s dance.”

We dance provocatively, mostly because I want to fuck with Everett. It works because not even five minutes later, he plucks me from Olivia and pulls me against his hard cock.

“Bad girl,” he murmurs into my ear. “And I know just the way to punish you.”

I squeal when he bites my neck. Then, he drags me toward the roped off area. Olivia wobbles behind us. When we reach the bouncer guarding it, Everett flashes him three black cards. The guy unhooks the rope and gestures up the stairs.

When we reach the top and push through a set of double doors, I’m immediately captivated by the world around me. The atmosphere is completely different than downstairs. Up here, the music is softer, the lights are lower, and, wait…are people having sex?

“Ummm. What the hell?” I whisper loudly at Everett.

He drapes an arm over my shoulders and leans in. “I just bought three tickets to Orj-E. Are you scared, Emo? You look downright fucking terrified.”

I roll my eyes and slap his hard stomach. “No, just surprised. Who knew there was a sex club up here?”

“Wow,” Olivia says with a grin. “I’m going to go explore.”

I grab her wrist. “Be careful.”

She laughs. “I’ll be fine.”

Once she bounces away, albeit a bit unsteadily due to a combination of liquor and stilettoes, Everett guides me through the throng of people. There are several black leather seats as big as king sized beds spread around the spacious room. They’re covered with white furry pillows. Most of them have people on them. All of them are half-naked and humping.

Wow.

So much wow.

“There,” Everett orders, pointing to what looks like a small ottoman right in the center of the room. He drags me over to it and plops his big body in the seat. “Take off your panties, Lake.”

All apprehension fizzles away and I flip him off. “River, ass.”

“Panties, Ocean.”

“Fuck off.”

“I will in about three minutes. Give me your goddamned panties, Brook.”

“You’re a dick,” I bite out.

He lifts a dark brow and scratches a finger along his jaw. “What’s that now? You want my dick. Come sit on it, Emo.”

I look around to see if anyone notices us. A woman old enough to be my mom winks at me. Yuck.

“Are you scared?” he teases, a wicked glint in his eyes.

“No.”

“I don’t think you’ll take your panties off and ride my big scary cock in front of all these people. My little freak isn’t so freaky after all. Too bad,” he taunts.

“Wanna bet?”

He smirks. “Give me your panties, River.”

Deciding to beat him at his own game, I turn my back to him and wave at the old woman before slipping my thumbs underneath my skirt. I hook the tops of my panties and shimmy them down my thighs. Without too much trouble, I untangle them from my boots and then waltz over to the woman. I lean forward and hold my panties out to her. “I’m trying to tease my boyfriend over there. Pretend you want these and you’ll be doing me a huge favor.”

She laughs, deep and throaty. “Oh, sweetie, I do want those panties. Hand ‘em over, sugar.”

I grin at her and drop them into her palm. When I turn back around, Everett is no longer smiling. He’s leaned forward with his legs spread and his elbows on his knees, watching me like a hawk. Glowering is the better word. I beam at him before skipping back over to him.

“Bad, bad, bad girl,” he admonishes as he grabs my hips and hauls me into his lap. I cry out when he bites my tit through my shirt and bra. He settles me against his raging hard-on I can feel plain as day through his jeans.

“Technically, you started it,” I tease.

He palms my bare ass under my skirt. “And I’m going to fucking finish it too.”

“Are you jealous of that old lady?”

His growl is my answer. “No. Now shut up and pull my cock out.”

“What?” I squeal. “People will see!”

He lifts my skirt and the cool air drifts over my ass. “Let them see.”

I’m turned on by his desire to fuck me in front of all these people. He’s such a caveman brute. Truth be told, it turns me on way more than I’ll ever admit to him. Our mouths meet for a heated kiss and I fumble with his belt and jeans. It’s awkward but I eventually pull out his massive dick.

“I bet your pussy is drenched. You’re a bad girl and kinky shit turns you on. Am I right, Emo?”

I shake my head. Lies.

“Mmmhhhmm,” he says with a chuckle. “I beg to differ.”

A moan escapes me when he slips a finger under my skirt and inside of me. It easily goes in and then back out. He brings the glistening finger to my mouth and pushes it past my lips.

“Wet. Just like I knew it. Now slide your wet cunt over my aching cock before I blow my load like a fucking teenager in front of everyone.”

His words have their intended effect. I’m dying to fuck him. I rise up on my knees as I clutch his cock. Then, I line it up to my opening before sinking back down. He grips my ass, urging me to ride him. I bounce up and down his shaft, enjoying the way he stretches me to my limits and fills me to capacity. Sex is never boring with him. I feel so sorry for Olivia not getting a taste of the good life.

“That’s it. Ride my cock, baby.”

His fingers grip the front of my tank top and he yanks it down, along with my bra, exposing my nipple to everyone. He puts his hot mouth on my flesh and sucks on my breast while I rock my hips against him. Pleasure shoots through every nerve ending in my body. I’m about to orgasm when I lock eyes with Olivia. For a brief moment, she’s amused to see me fucking Everett in the middle of a room full of people. But then a man grips her elbow, dragging her attention away from me. Everett chooses that moment to pinch my clit and send me sailing into ecstasy.

“Oh God!”

I’m still shuddering in bliss when Olivia is suddenly beside me. She points to the familiar man behind her.

“He’s making me leave. He knows it’s a fake ID,” she pouts.

“I’m taking her home,” Caleb’s dad grumbles in irritation.

“We can go,” I tell her but Everett grips my hips to keep me from getting up. He does let my shirt go back into place though, so my nipple isn’t out for everyone’s viewing pleasure.

Olivia grips my shoulder and grins. “Enjoy your man. Miles will keep me safe.”

Miles places his hand on her lower back and guides her away from us.

“She’ll be fine,” Everett assures me and thrusts into me. “That’s her boyfriend’s dad.”

He distracts me with another kiss and his thumb pressing into my clit under my skirt. This time, we come together. At the last second, he lifts me off his cock and his hot semen spurts against my throbbing pussy.

“Let’s get you home, Emo,” he murmurs as he slaps my ass. “I’m not done with you.”
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“Want to go for a run?” I ask as I nip at her bare tit.

She tugs the pillow over her head. “No.”

I chuckle and toss the pillow away so I can see her pretty, sleepy face. She’s mine now. Nobody can stop me from having her. Of course I have to be careful at school still, but I’m tired of not being able to take her out to dinner or a movie or the fucking grocery store without worrying about people seeing us. I want to show her off. Show the world this saucy little vixen is mine. And so I will, consequences be damned.

I stroke her jaw with my thumb. Wasn’t six months ago hardly that I had a different woman in my bed. A woman whom I thought fit the dream I’d conjured up in my head. But she fucked my friend and ruined me. It was all for the best though because it led me to River. River is the real deal. She’s funny and mouthy and vulnerable. I want to spank her and fuck her and cuddle her all at once. This woman makes me mental in the best possible way. My future now is clear, and no longer murky. With River, I see love and happiness and a family. I see everything I could ever want and more. Our future is whatever we make it.

“Stop staring, creeper,” she gripes.

So fucking cute when she’s tired and hung over. My dick twitches at the memory of having her in the middle of that sex club last night. Once I found out what was going on upstairs, I knew I wanted to check it out with my girl. Of course, we barely scratched the surface. Apparently it’s like a kinky wonderland. Fetish rooms of every variety. All sorts of shit I’d wanted to try with River. I have a feeling we’ll be going back in the near future.

“If I make you breakfast, will you run with me?” I press a kiss to her perfect lips. “Hmmm?”

She squints at me. “If that will make you go away for twenty more minutes, then yes.”

I laugh and slide out of the bed. “I’m coming back for you in a little while. I won’t have your scrawny ass blowing me off. We’re going to go run off that hangover and then I’m going to fuck you in the shower afterwards. Got it, Emo?”

She waves me away. “Got it, Coach.”

I pull on some gray sweatpants but forgo a T-shirt. I’m just pulling out vegetables to make omelets when someone knocks on the door. I set the onion in my hand back down to answer the door. As soon as I open it, I wish I hadn’t.

“Hey, Everett.”

Julie’s face is splotchy, as if she’s been crying, and she looks guilty. Just like all those months ago when she confessed to her affair. I wait for the upset and rage to consume me but instead, it’s an annoying simmering inside my chest versus an inferno.

“Julie.” My tone is cold. “What can I do for you?”

“May I come in? It’s chilly out here.” Her gaze flits to my hardened chest and regret flashes in her eyes.

Against my better judgment, I let her past. Once inside, she pulls off her hoodie and rubs her stomach through her fitted T-shirt. “I’m pregnant.”

Ice chills me to the bone. “Say what now?”

“Oh,” she says quickly and waves her hand at me. “It’s Sean’s baby. Sorry. I should have started with that.”

Relief floods through me. Not that I don’t want to be a dad, but Julie and I ran our course. We failed. If I have a family one day, I want it to be with River.

“So you came to tell me you’re pregnant with the child molester’s baby. Awesome. Congratulations,” I grit out. “You must be so proud.”

She bites on her bottom lip and tears well in her eyes. At one time, I thought she was stunning. Now…she’s boring. She doesn’t have the pink and purple hair or funky Punky Brewster style my girl does. Julie is dull and nothing.

River is colorful.

And everything.

“Sean and I aren’t together. After what happened with those girls at the school, I left him. I was already pregnant though.” She sniffles. “This is the hardest thing I’ve ever gone through. My parents are destroyed.”

I feel a twinge of sympathy for her. Her parents are similar to River’s. Cold and snotty. “They love you though. They’ll help you through it.”

She hugs her hoodie to her chest. “He got a girl named Lacy pregnant too.”

I wince at the name. Olivia and River probably don’t even know this tidbit of information. “It’s called birth control, Jules. Condoms prevent that sort of thing.”

Her face flames bright red. “Actually, that’s what I came to talk to you about.”

“Okay…”

“He and I always used condoms. But…after what he did before…I’m sure that’s how it happened.”

My patience is wearing thin. “Stop beating around the bush,” I utter in a low tone.

She swallows and she fidgets as if she’s nervous. “I should have told you sooner. I’d been wrapped up in everything with Sean and then what he did at the school. It wasn’t until I found out about Lacy that I realized you could be affected as well.”

“Julie, spit it the fuck out,” I seethe.

She bursts into tears. “I’m a horrible person! I deserve all of this!”

A harsh breath escapes me and put my hands on my hips before leveling her with a hard glare. “Explain.”

“I-I-I thought it was funny. We were drunk and you were visiting your mom for the night. He…he…” She sobs and swipes at her tears. “He poked holes in all the condoms in your drawer.”

Fury rises in my chest. “He fucking did what?”

“You and I weren’t having sex anymore and I was getting ready to leave you. Sean thought it would be funny if you knocked up the next girl you slept with,” she chokes out.

I’m pacing the living room, having a really fucking hard time not going off on this pregnant chick.

“But then, he must have done the same with the condoms he and I used. Maybe even the ones with him and Lacy. And who knows who else,” she chatters out through her tears. “I’m so sorry. I was embarrassed to mention it and now it’s probably too late.”

I’ve long since blown through all those condoms with River. Every single one of them had holes in it. This is so fucked up.

“I think you should go,” I hiss and run my fingers through my hair. “Just leave before I lose my goddamned mind.”

“Please forgive me,” she begs. “I’m so sorry.”

“Julie,” I snap, “I’m going to be really fucking clear with you.” I tower over her as I spit out my words. “You. Fucked. Up. And this,” I say, waving at her stomach, “is your cross to bear. You’re a woman who is dirty and ugly on the inside. I hope you learn how to be a better person before that kid comes out. Now leave my house and don’t ever come back again.”

She cries hysterically but bolts out the door. I’m still staring after her when I hear a voice.

“This is bad.”

I turn to see River standing beside the couch, her mouth parted open in shock. I’m not sure how much of that she heard, but none of it can be good. Because of my psycho ex and her equally psycho lover, I may have just made a decision for River that she wasn’t ready for. She’s only eighteen and this has to be heavy on her.

She could be…

“Everett,” she murmurs as she drops to her knees. “Oh, God.”

I rush over to her and kneel beside her so I can stroke her messy hair. “Baby, listen…”

“Will we be over? What if…?”

I shut her pretty mouth up with a kiss. Then, I scoop her into my arms. She trembles as I carry her to my bed.

“I’m scared. What if you don’t want me? What if I am?”

I peel off her clothes and shove mine off me. Then, I spread her legs and push into her bare. “I want you,” I tell her firmly.

“I-I didn’t think about it until now. With you, I’m all consumed but now that I think about it…” Tears spill down her cheeks. “I haven’t had my period. It should have already come.”

“Shhh,” I coo and kiss her sweet mouth. “Listen to me. Do you love me?”

“Yes.”

“Would having a baby change things for you?”

She shakes her head. “I want it all with you. I just didn’t expect it so soon.”

“We’ll do whatever you want, River,” I murmur against her mouth as I thrust inside her. “But if you’re pregnant, I want that. Do you hear me? I want that with you.”

She beams at me and, my God, is she so fucking gorgeous. “You do?”

“In fact,” I tell her with a grin. “Let’s make this official. Move in with me. Fuck your parents and the whole world. You’re mine. I’m going to make you my wife and if you don’t have a baby in you yet, I’m going to put one in you.”

Her laughter is so fucking cute. “Oh my God,” she teases. “You’re such a caveman.”

She whimpers as her orgasm nears but I slow my thrusting to stare at her.

“I’m serious,” I tell her. “Just say yes and I’m going to give you everything you ever wanted.”

Her palms cradle my cheeks. “Everett, you already have.”

I pump into her hard and our bodies slap together, making a delicious harmony. When she gets closer, our eyes lock together. “Yes, Coach. I want it all. Give me everything.”

I crush my lips to hers and kiss her with everything I have until she starts shuddering beneath me. Her tight pussy takes my cock prisoner and milks out my release. For the first time ever, I come inside my beautiful girl. No barriers. Just us.

If we haven’t already made a baby, we’re sure as hell going to now.

The thought elates me.

River is mine.

“I love you,” she purrs, her fingers threading in my hair as my release leaks from her body.

“I love you too.”

Her eyes get that wicked gleam I love so much. “Now make me an omelet if you know what’s good for you, Coach.”

I snort. “Fucking brat.”

“Fucking bully.”

With a growl and my dick already hard again, I drive into my perfect little bad girl. The goddamned omelets can wait.

 

The End

 

If you loved Coach and River,

you’ll love Principal Renner’s story in Renner’s Rules!

 

I’m a bad girl.

I was sent away.

New house. New rules. New school.

Change was supposed to be…good.

 

Until I met him.

 

No one warned me Principal Renner would be so hot.

I’d expected some old, graying man in a brown suit.

Not this.

Not well over six feet of lean muscle and piercing green eyes.

Not a rugged-faced, ax-wielding lumberjack of a man.

 

He’s grouchy and rude and likes to boss me around.

I find myself getting in trouble just so he’ll punish me.

Especially with his favorite metal ruler.

 

Being bad never felt so good.
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Brandt Smith (Rick’s Best Friend)
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Mandy Halston (Kelsey’s Best Friend)

 

Miles Reynolds (Drew’s Best Friend)

Olivia Rowe (Max’s Daughter/Sophia’s Sister)

 

Dane Alexander (Max’s Best Friend)

Nick Stratton

 

Judge Maximillian “Max” Rowe (Olivia and Sophia’s Father)

Dorian Dresser

 

Drew Hamilton (Miles’s Best Friend)

Sophia Rowe (Max’s Daughter/Olivia’s Sister)

 

Easton McAvoy (Preacher)

Lacy Greenwood (Stephanie’s Daughter)

 

Stephanie Greenwood (Lacy’s Mother)

Anthony Blakely (Quinn’s Son)

Aiden Blakely (Quinn’s Son)

 

Quinn Blakely (Anthony and Aiden’s Father)

Ava Prince (Lacy/Raven/Olivia’s friend)

 

Karelma Bonilla (Mateo’s Daughter)

Adam Renner (Principal)

 

Coach Everett Long (Adam’s friend)

River Banks (Olivia’s Best Friend)

 

Mateo Bonilla (Four Fathers Series Side Character)


K Webster’s Taboo World Reading List

These don’t necessarily have to be read in order to enjoy, but if you would like to know the order I wrote them in, it is as follows (with more being added to as I publish):

 

 

Bad Bad Bad BANNED (only sold on K Webster’s website)

Coach Long

Mr. Blakely

Ex-Rated Attraction

Malfeasance

Easton (Formaerly known as Preach)

Crybaby

Lawn Boys

Renner’s Rules


Books by K Webster

 

 

The Breaking the Rules Series:

Broken (Book 1)

Wrong (Book 2)

Scarred (Book 3)

Mistake (Book 4)

Crushed (Book 5 – a novella)

 

The Vegas Aces Series:

Rock Country (Book 1)

Rock Heart (Book 2)

Rock Bottom (Book 3)

 

The Becoming Her Series:

Becoming Lady Thomas (Book 1)

Becoming Countess Dumont (Book 2)

Becoming Mrs. Benedict (Book 3)

 

War & Peace Series:

This is War, Baby (Book 1)—BANNED (only sold on K Webster’s website)

This is Love, Baby (Book 2)

This Isn’t Over, Baby (Book 3)

This Isn’t You, Baby (Book 4)

This is Me, Baby (Book 5)

This Isn’t Fair, Baby (Book 6)

This is the End, Baby (Book 7—a novella)

 

2 Lovers Series:

Text 2 Lovers (Book 1)

Hate 2 Lovers (Book 2)

Thieves 2 Lovers (Book 3)

 

Alpha & Omega Duet:

Alpha & Omega (Book 1)

Omega & Love (Book 2)

 

Pretty Stolen Dolls Series:

Pretty Stolen Dolls (Book 1)

Pretty Lost Dolls (Book 2)

Pretty New Doll (Book 3)

Pretty Broken Dolls (Book 4)

 

The V Games Series:

Vlad (Book 1)

 

Taboo Treats:

Bad Bad Bad BANNED (only sold on K Webster’s website)

Easton

Crybaby

Lawn Boys

Malfeasance

Renner’s Rules

 

Dirty Bits by Carina Press:

Ex-Rated Attraction

Mr. Blakely

 

Four Fathers Books:

Pearson

 

Standalone Novels:

Apartment 2B

Love and Law

Moth to a Flame

Erased

The Road Back to Us

Surviving Harley

Give Me Yesterday

Running Free

Dirty Ugly Toy

Zeke’s Eden

Sweet Jayne

Untimely You

Mad Sea

Whispers and the Roars

Schooled by a Senior

B-Sides and Rarities

Blue Hill Blood by Elizabeth Gray

Notice

The Wild—BANNED (only sold on K Webster’s website)

The Day She Cried

My Torin

El Malo

Sunshine and the Stalker

Sundays are for Hangovers

Hale
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K Webster is the USA Today bestselling author of over sixty romance books in many different genres including contemporary romance, historical romance, paranormal romance, dark romance, romantic suspense, taboo romance, and erotic romance. When not spending time with her hilarious and handsome husband and two adorable children, she’s active on social media connecting with her readers.

 

Her other passions besides writing include reading and graphic design. K can always be found in front of her computer chasing her next idea and taking action. She looks forward to the day when she will see one of her titles on the big screen.
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