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“Yes, Charlie,” she growled.

Roland Ingram was rapidly removing his cock from his pants.  He couldn’t let this illicit moment pass without touching himself.

His haste was apparent, and Kate Burbage looked over at him as his meaty cock lunged up from out of his pants, standing to attention.

Roland wrapped his fist over it and started to jerk himself, but Kate Burbage had other ideas of what Roland should be doing in that moment.

“Stand up,” she said to her Coach, and Roland did as instructed.  “Take those off.”

He got out of his pants and looked at the beautiful frame of his boss as she stood suspended on the bench.  Her breasts curved out one way, then her big, beautiful ass curved out the other way.

“Your face in my arse.  Now.”  Her quaint British accent sounded so coarse.

Charlie continued to work his mouth over her sex while Roland went behind her, staring at her beautiful cheeks.

“Go on,” she urged, looking back.

Roland rubbed his hands and moved forwards, parting her ass and looking to the delicious dot of an asshole beyond.  It was pink and smooth and clean, winking at him as though to beckon him forwards.  He could see Charlie’s chin moving vigorously beneath.

Roland didn’t wait for Ms. Burbage to ask for it again.  He pushed his face between her cheeks and reveled in the embrace of her ass.

His tongue pushed outwards and touched her sensitive knot, making Ms. Burbage grunt passionately.  The room was filled with the sound of her ecstasy as both men attacked her from each side.

Charlie licked and sucked, while Roland poked and massaged her ass open.  He vied to press deep, coaxing his way inside his boss until she became more intrigued by the idea of anal sex than ever.

“I’m starting to think a tongue won’t do,” she cooed.

Charlie put his hands on her thighs and upped his tempo, searching out her clit and noting how crazy it made her when he sucked it into his mouth and flurried his tongue over it briskly.

There weren’t too many different techniques that Roland could employ, but he tried, nevertheless.  Ms. Burbage liked it best when she could feel his teeth against her butt as he desperately tried to push as much of his tongue into her as he could.

“Oh, that’s it, boys,” she hushed, her breaths starting to race.  “You two make a great team.”

They flexed between her legs and Ms. Burbage was left to enjoy the surreal, beautiful sensation.  Their tongues writhed like tentacles at her holes, and the sensations mingled and mixed until she could scarcely discern one from the other.

“Charlie!” she strained.

Charlie almost came in his pants as Ms. Burbage said his name while she climaxed.  He knew something different was happening as her pussy started to flex over him.  He could feel her muscles move, tensing and relaxing over and over as the otherwise reserved milf wailed breathlessly.

“Get it right in my ass, Roland,” she growled.
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Another defeat saw the players of AFC Harrington in their quiet changing room, shoulders dropped, and showering quietly.

Manager Roland Ingram stood with his arms folded at the head of the locker-room, casting his eyes over his under-performing squad.

“We’re going to get it right,” he said to no-one and everyone all at once.  “If it fucking kills me, we’re going to get it right.”

Charlie Kent quietly removed his shin-guards.  It seemed a waste of money tossing his clean kit in the laundry.  He’d spent another full game on the bench, itching to prove himself.

Roland and club owner Kate Burbage had come to loggerheads over his decision to bench Charlie.  Roland thought it a classic case of interfering women, but Kate knew that Charlie Kent had everything it took to succeed at AFC Harrington after a successful loan spell.  The nineteen-year-old had lit-up the division below and was desperate to prove his worth.

The buxom, mature director stood now at the changing-room entrance, staring down at her players.  She barely blinked as captain Trent Adams walked naked to the shower-room.

“Roland,” she said, her English accent stern and clear.  “A word outside please.”

Roland kept his arms folded as he walked over towards the taller Ms. Burbage, determined not to be intimidated by her Amazonian-like figure.  The pair had a frosty relationship.

Charlie watched the two of them leave the room as some of the players joked.

“You not having a shower, Charlie?” said flash midfielder Casey Klein.  “Oh, that’s right, you didn’t break a sweat.  Maybe ask the masseur to give your arse a rub with all that time on the bench.”

Charlie stuck up a middle finger as Casey smiled at his own joke and walked away towards the showers.

Outside Kate and Roland could be heard shouting.  Kate had demanded that Roland give Charlie a chance to prove himself, but Roland continually put his foot down, refusing to be swayed by the owner’s decisions.

“You paid me to manage, so I’m fucking managing,” he was heard bellowing.

“You’re doing pretty shit job of it,” Kate had retorted, and some of the changing room had burst out in laughter.

At the end of it all a red-faced Roland Ingram had returned to the changing rooms, his fists clenched.  It looked like steam was about to burst from his ears.  He stared over at Charlie with a piercing gaze that Charlie felt in his chest.

“I want to see you after Charlie,” Roland said.

Charlie swallowed.  He dressed slowly, packing his bag and texting his girlfriend.  The players departed one by one, some somberly and others with more pep.  They knew their careers wouldn’t be affected too badly by AFC Harrington’s demise.

When the room was empty Charlie got to his feet and took a deep breath.  He stared at the closed door of the manager’s room.  He walked towards it slowly and held his fist at it before finally rapping down on the unpolished wood.

“Come in,” Roland boomed.

“You, um, wanted to see me, boss?” Charlie said sheepishly as he entered.

“Sit down,” Roland pointed.

He’d calmed down, but barely.

“So the Goddess-almighty wants you in the first team.  What the fuck am I supposed to do about that?”

“Play me?” suggested Charlie.

“Why?”

“What have you got to lose?”

Roland’s eyes narrowed.  Charlie was right, but it hurt to hear.

“I—I mean, what could go wrong?” Charlie said, sensing his manager’s bubbling frustration.  “If I don’t perform, you can throw me under the bus along with everyone else.  And if I do, then it was an inspired choice.  The media will love it!”

“I don’t know what she sees in you,” Roland said, taking his feet from off the desk and leaning forwards.  “She said the exact same thing.”

“She’s right,” said Roland.  “I can score, coach.  I won’t let you down.”

Roland sighed.  “I know she’s right.  Wouldn’t hurt for her to be a little more magnanimous about it all.”

Charlie didn’t know what that meant, so he just nodded.

“Next game, you start,” said Roland.  “I hope you’re both right about this.”

Charlie’s smile stretched from ear-to-ear.  “I won’t let you down, coach.”

Roland wafted his hand as though the comment from Charlie stunk.

“Get out of here soft lad,” Roland said affectionately.

He shook his head as Charlie left, getting up from his chair, and walking out into the empty locker-room.

The smell of deodorant, sweat and aftershave hung in the air, mixing with muscle rubs and shower gel.  Through it all he could still smell the powerful sweetness of Ms. Burbage.  She’d only been in the room for a moment, but class followed in her wake.

Just then the door opened, and in walked the dominant director in her tight-fitting business-wear.

“Is it done?” she asked simply.

Roland nodded.

“Then take a seat on that bench there,” Ms. Burbage said.  She sniffed the air and grimaced.  “Smells like men in here.”

“It is a men’s locker room.”

Ms. Burbage sighed.  “Just pull your cock out, Roland.”

In hushed tones the two of them had brokered a deal in the corridor.  It had begun as a misogynistic retort by the more classically minded Roland, who had thought women had no place in the male game before Ms. Burbage had given him a much-needed dose of reality.

As a counter though, she’d taken his offer of sucking his cock seriously if he was to field Charlie in the next match.

Roland sat down on the bench of his captain, looking out from the box that had Trent Adams’ name emblazoned above it.  Roland had played football in the past too, and was still in shape, despite his forty-five years.

Ms. Burbage had a personal trainer, although she looked like the kind of woman that was just naturally fit.  She was over six feet in her heels, and they clicked now across the tiles of changing-room towards Roland.  She was sweet on him, but she’d never admit it.  He was working class.  Ms. Burbage’s family would never approve, especially so soon after her high-profile divorce.

“You’ve been a naughty coach, haven’t you Roland,” said Ms. Burbage.

Roland looked at her dazzling hour-glass figure as she stood in front of him.

“I’ve been a very naughty coach,” Roland agreed.

“Time to face your punishment,” Ms. Burbage said, getting to her knees in front of him.

Roland pushed the front of his tracksuit down and out popped his stiff cock.  He was hard just at the thought of Ms. Burbage wrapping her lips around him.

“My, that’s something,” she said, biting her lip.  “You’re getting me all hot and bothered, Roland.”

“I’m sure we can take care of that too.”

“A bit of mutual backscratching,” agreed Ms. Burbage as she put Roland in her fist and tugged.  “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“I’d be stupid not to,” grunted Roland, gripping the edge of the bench and pointing his toes.

Ms. Burbage’s perfectly manicured hand stroked back and forth along Roland’s delicious thickness.  The veins throbbed along his length, but the maverick manager wasn’t about to let himself get carried away.

“In your mouth,” he said, as though he was reminding Ms. Burbage.

She smiled.  “It won’t be the only place I put it.”

She opened her mouth and pressed her lips over Roland’s cock.  Her hair stayed perfectly as it was, and it looked too good for Roland to ruin.  Every part of Ms. Burbage seemed deliberately styled.  She was a powerful woman in a man’s world, so she knew how important it was to look the part.

None of that mattered to her at that moment though.  She had found herself reliving her youth as the hard tiles of the locker-room began to hurt her knees.

She pressed Roland’s cock deep and pinched her mouth around it, feeling her pussy turn wet as Roland’s arousal seemed to strengthen.

“Take off your jacket,” Roland said to Ms. Burbage.

She popped his cock from her mouth and pulled it back off her shoulders confidently, standing in front of Roland as though it were a lap-dance.

Her creaseless white shirt hugged her body perfectly, accentuating the size of her assets.  Her tits were the stuff of legend in the locker room, with everyone knowing they existed, but few men ever seeing them.  Roland was keen to witness their existence.

“Shirt too,” he said.

“I suppose you want my bra off too, don’t you Roland?”

He shrugged.  “I don’t think it’d hurt.”

“How’s this for not hurting,” Ms. Burbage said, and she unfastened the zipper at the side of her long dress.

It fell to the floor and underneath the bottom of her white shirt Roland could make out the suspenders that held up Ms. Burbage’s stockings.

“Fuck,” was all Roland could say.

Ms. Burbage unfastened her shirt.  “You can do better than that, surely.”

“You look a million dollars,” said Roland, stroking his cock as he watched his boss unbutton her shirt.

“You’ll need more than that to fix this squad.  And I’m worth seven hundred million.  Pounds.”

Ms. Burbage’s body was just as incredible as Roland and his team had imagined.  The suppleness of her skin belied her years, and she looked like a lingerie model in her outfit.

Roland moved his gaze slowly up over the buxom blonde, drinking in her large bust and petite waist, and the way her suspenders hugged her strong, smooth thighs.

“I want more, Roland,” she said, and she put one foot up on the bench.

Roland looked straight ahead into the crotch of his boss.  Her silvery-blue panties covered her modesty, but Roland could see the speckles of raised follicles around the outside of her panties.  He had no doubt that Ms. Burbage’s pussy would be as amazing as the rest of her.

Roland’s pupils fattened as Ms. Burbage gripped the top of the captain’s box and hoisted her other leg onto the chair.  Her pussy was right in Roland’s face.

“Eat,” she said simply.

Roland let go of his cock quickly and moved his hands to Ms. Burbage’s panties.  He hooked them aside and sighed lustily as he saw the pretty petals of his slightly older boss.

“Good boy,” she said.

Roland launched his mouth onto her, enveloping her pussy and feeling the kempt triangle of fur against his top lip.

Ms. Burbage stared down, thrusting her hips forward and gripping tight to the top of the box as Roland ate her sex.

“Get your fucking tongue in there,” dared Ms. Burbage, and even curse-words sounded like silk coming from her mouth.

Roland pressed his face against her pussy and tongued at her folds, tasting the sweet juices that had already started to ease from Ms. Burbage’s pussy.

With the locker room empty the two could enjoy each other to the fullest.  No player ever returned after he’d left.  They were highly paid enough that they’d simply replace any lost items, but then no player had ever been waiting for a lift from the owner before.

Charlie didn’t knock as he entered.  He had no reason to.  The last thing he expected to see was Ms. Burbage’s tight ass, hoisted up high against the changing room cubicles, with Roland’s throbbing cock between her ankles.

“M-Ms. Burbage?” he asked.

Ms. Burbage’s head turned, but she didn’t yet move.  Roland attempted to take his mouth off her pussy, but she reached down and steered his chin back towards it.

“Ms. Burbage is busy, dear,” said the powerful milf.  “What is it?”

“I—uhmm,” Charlie didn’t know what to say.  He hadn’t expected the sight, and he especially hadn’t expected to be so turned-on by it.  He thought the owner some kind of alien, the way she conducted herself.  Always so strait-laced and proper, and yet her she was, dressed only in her underwear, enjoying Roland Ingram as he ate her pussy.

“If you’re going to stay then sit down,” said Ms. Burbage.

Roland pressed his face against his boss, knowing better than to interject.  He was enjoying himself, and he didn’t much want it to end, regardless of the situation.

Charlie did want to stay.  He closed the door and walked gingerly to lean on the table at the center of the room.

The air was hot and damp from the showers, and Charlie felt a bead of sweat arrive beneath his hair and run down the side of his face.

“Turns out your coach is good at something,” Ms. Burbage said.

Roland pulled away briefly.  “I can train you in this too kid,” he said.

Ms. Burbage put his face back at her pussy.  “Don’t stop, that’s rule number one, Charlie.”

Charlie didn’t know if he should be making notes.  Instead, he watched the joyous butt of Ms. Burbage as she held herself high in the air.  Her high heels pressed hard against the wooded bench and her biceps tensed.  She wasn’t going anywhere until she’d come.

Roland flexed his tongue along Ms. Burbage’s folds, making it flat so it could cover more of her vulva.

Ms. Burbage closed her eyes and moaned joyously.  It caused Roland’s cock to flex, and Charlie’s began to fill with blood too.  Neither had ever heard Ms. Burbage make a sound like it.  It felt like they’d heard a special kind of birdsong, only this twitter had magically turned their cocks into granite.

Charlie bit the inside of his lip and looked down at the tent in his pants.  He took off his sports bag and set it down on the floor, then he removed his coat.  He wore a T-shirt and a pair of expensive jeans.

“Yes, Roland,” hushed Ms. Burbage, and Roland groaned with her as he upped his efforts.

He sucked her flesh into her mouth, nudging her swollen clit in the embrace.  Ms. Burbage’s eyes closed tight, and she focused on the joyous sensations as she began to quiver.

“Yes!” she burst.  “Fuck, that’s it, Roland!”

Charlie watched Ms. Burbage’s ass-cheeks pinch together as she started to come.  Roland could feel it on his face.  Her muscles tensed and relaxed over and over as his tongue slithered over her sex.

“Good boy,” she growled, looking down into his eyes.

Roland was finally listening to instruction, and Ms. Burbage saw only good things from here.  She looked back to see if Charlie had been paying attention.

“He’s succeeded,” she whined, tilting her head back and pushing her pussy forwards.

Roland let her wetness smother him.  He tongued into her folds with abandon now that he knew he’d pleased his boss.  It was the first time in his tenure that he ever had pleased her.

“Now let’s see what you’ve learned,” Ms. Burbage said to Charlie.

She stepped down off the bench and snapped her fingers, pointing to the empty cubicle beside Roland.  Demurely she downed her panties and stepped out of them, then she reached behind her back and to the clasp of her bra.

“Sit here.”

Charlie did as she asked, and on his way over she spied the stiffness that sat in his pants.

“You can enjoy yourself too, Charlie,” she said.  “It isn’t a crime.”

Ms. Burbage removed her bra and Roland finally got to witness the full glory of her perfect breasts.  He felt his cock flex in response to her charms.  They sat beautifully on her tanned chest, looking strong and suckable.

Charlie sat on the chair, looking up with wide eyes at Ms. Burbage’s impressive physique as she stepped towards him.  Few men had ever been in the position Charlie was now, but damn-near every guy would have chopped off his arm to switch places with Charlie in that moment.

“Show me how much you want it,” Ms. Burbage said, looking down.

Charlie looked at the amazing view up her body.  Her stockings and suspenders were a frilly turn-on when contrasted to how nude the rest of her mature physique was.

Her abs flexed as she again got into position, stepping up onto the bench and pushing her pussy forwards for Charlie.  He looked ahead gob smacked as Ms. Burbage’s pussy came in to dock against his lips.

“Open wide,” she said with a wry grin.

Charlie parted his lips and let the milf boss come to him.  Instantly he tasted the sweetness of her honeypot, flexing his tongue under her and then closing his eyes as though it was his first kiss.

“Yes, Charlie,” she growled.

Roland Ingram was rapidly removing his cock from his pants.  He couldn’t let this illicit moment pass without touching himself.

His haste was apparent, and Kate Burbage looked over at him as his meaty cock lunged up from out of his pants, standing to attention.

Roland wrapped his fist over it and started to jerk himself, but Kate Burbage had other ideas of what Roland should be doing in that moment.

“Stand up,” she said to her Coach, and Roland did as instructed.  “Take those off.”

He got out of his pants and looked at the beautiful frame of his boss as she stood suspended on the bench.  Her breasts curved out one way, then her big, beautiful ass curved out the other way.

“Your face in my arse.  Now.”  Her quaint British accent sounded so coarse.

Charlie continued to work his mouth over her sex while Roland went behind her, staring at her beautiful cheeks.

“Go on,” she urged, looking back.

Roland rubbed his hands and moved forwards, parting her ass and looking to the delicious dot of an asshole beyond.  It was pink and smooth and clean, winking at him as though to beckon him forwards.  He could see Charlie’s chin moving vigorously beneath.

Roland didn’t wait for Ms. Burbage to ask for it again.  He pushed his face between her cheeks and reveled in the embrace of her ass.

His tongue pushed outwards and touched her sensitive knot, making Ms. Burbage grunt passionately.  The room was filled with the sound of her ecstasy as both men attacked her from each side.

Charlie licked and sucked, while Roland poked and massaged her ass open.  He vied to press deep, coaxing his way inside his boss until she became more intrigued by the idea of anal sex than ever.

“I’m starting to think a tongue won’t do,” she cooed.

Charlie put his hands on her thighs and upped his tempo, searching out her clit and noting how crazy it made her when he sucked it into his mouth and flurried his tongue over it briskly.

There weren’t too many different techniques that Roland could employ, but he tried, nevertheless.  Ms. Burbage liked it best when she could feel his teeth against her butt as he desperately tried to push as much of his tongue into her as he could.

“Oh, that’s it, boys,” she hushed, her breaths starting to race.  “You two make a great team.”

They flexed between her legs and Ms. Burbage was left to enjoy the surreal, beautiful sensation.  Their tongues writhed like tentacles at her holes, and the sensations mingled and mixed until she could scarcely discern one from the other.

“Charlie!” she strained.

Charlie almost came in his pants as Ms. Burbage said his name while she climaxed.  He knew something different was happening as her pussy started to flex over him.  He could feel her muscles move, tensing and relaxing over and over as the otherwise reserved milf wailed breathlessly.

“Get it right in my ass, Roland,” she growled.

The experienced coach moved his tongue away and pushed a finger right inside his boss without ceremony.  Ms. Burbage’s shoulders rose, and her body tensed as the digit burst deep.  It was a shock, but it felt good.

“Oh, yes!” she wailed.  “Yes!”

Roland had taken the chance and it had paid off.  It seemed his mistress wasn’t averse to the notion of things in her ass, especially when she was climaxing.

He felt her muscle pinch and weaken around his finger as he pushed it through her ass, probing deep as though he was searching for treasure.

Charlie was oblivious to it all.  His mature owner pulled her pussy off his face, and he wiped his chin, looking at her sodden folds that still rippled with post-climax tremors.  He saw Roland withdraw his finger and realized he’d been in her ass.

“You’ve got me excited doing that, Roland,” Kate Burbage said, looking back and stepping down off the locker.  “Charlie.  Stay where you are.”

Charlie sat still on the bench as Kate raced off his jeans.  She unbuckled him and tugged at the expensive denim until Charlie started to help.

She pulled off his sneakers and then ripped off his jeans, running her hands up his smooth, muscled footballer legs until she was at his boxer-shorts.

“Let’s see what I’ve got here,” she purred.

She tugged down and saw his cock flail free, but she decided to tease herself a moment longer by making sure his boxer-shorts were removed all the way first.  When she looked at him again, Charlie’s legs were slightly open and his big cock sat there, looking fresh out of the packet.  It was unblemished and smooth and hard, looking much younger than Roland’s.

“There it is,” she said softly, and she reached out to jerk the younger footballer.

Charlie’s whole body tightened as he watched her fist pump over him slowly.  Her other hand massaged his balls briefly, then she leaned forwards and put those beautiful lips of hers over the head of his cock for a moment.

Roland was jerking himself impatiently as he stared forwards at Mrs. Burbage’s beautiful bent-over ass.

He squared up behind her and married his cock to her pussy, thrusting deep before Ms. Burbage had time to comment.

She hummed in approval with a mouthful of cock, sending the vibrations through Charlie who seemed to appreciate them greatly.

Ms. Burbage worked him slowly as Roland got comfortable behind, gripping her ass and staring down on the soaked hole of her ass that he’d just been tonguing.

“You’re not wasting any time there, huh Roland,” she said.  “If only your team attacked the same way.”

Roland gave an extra jolt of sass into his next thrust, nudging Ms. Burbage forwards.  She put her face into Charlie’s chest and moaned, pumping his cock harder beneath her.

Charlie didn’t know what to do at first.  He was overcome with excitement and wanted to let his buxom boss know how good it felt.  He started to kiss at her face and ear as she stayed buried in his chest, moaning at how good Roland was fucking her.
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