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Ellis dropped onto her knees and began unfastening the tie of Caleb’s shorts.  She undid the loop and then pulled them down, revealing his tight briefs.  They cradled his balls and tried to hold back his cock, but it was growing up out of the waistband.

“My,” breathed Ellis.  “That’s something.”

She looked up at Caleb and saw the delighted fear in his eyes.

“Do you want Ms. Mayweather’s mouth around that?”

Caleb nodded.  “Yes.”

He was speechless as Ellis took his hard cock in her hand like a microphone and mouthed over it.

Caleb’s chest tensed and he drew a gasp.  It began as disbelief but ended as a moan as he realized how good Ellis’s warm, wet mouth felt around him.

“Oh, Ms. Mayweather,” he whimpered.

Ellis took her lips off him and smiled upwards.  “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Y—yes!” rejoiced Caleb as she swallowed back over him.

Ellis worked on her knees, keen to give Caleb the plaudits he deserved.  It had been some time since she’d tackled a cock, but they were simple creatures.  They just needed a reliable, steady rhythm and an injection of sass every now and then.

“Are you going to give me a different kind of volley?” asked Ellis, looking up at Caleb.

She beat him against her chest, looking down at the smooth, pink crown as it touched around her clavicle.

“I bet you want Ms. Mayweather’s tits too, don’t you?” Ellis said.  “Let’s get those out for you.”

She broke from his thickness to draw her polo shirt over her head, then she reached behind and unfastened the clasp of her bra.

Caleb looked back towards the house, but it was so far away that no one could see them even if they wanted to.

“There,” Ellis said, pushing her breasts together between her biceps.  “That’s better, isn’t it?”

“Oh, Ms. Mayweather, you look so good,” croaked Caleb.

“You got something in those balls for me?” asked Ellis, getting back into the swing of things herself.

She dropped her mouth lower and licked broadly at Caleb’s balls as her hand continued to jerk him.

“Ms. Mayweather!” strained Caleb with urgency, suddenly overcome by a torrent of sensations that he couldn’t hope to endure.

Ellis knew that tone anywhere.  She started to smile, knowing that she had Caleb right where she wanted him.

“Good boy,” she cooed.  “Let it out for me.”

Caleb’s cock raged.  It seemed to inhale, filling with lusty bloody as it prepared to burst.

“That’s it,” said Ellis, affecting the same caring tone that had got them here.

She put Caleb in her mouth and hummed as the first bolt of salty cum hit the roof of her mouth.  She rubbed at Caleb’s strong thighs, letting him know that all was okay.

“Oh, Ms. Mayweather,” said Caleb with alarm.

He looked down on the sinful sight, watching his coach rock her head and feeling her swallow down every bitter rope that he gave her.
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“Serve and volley!  Serve and volley!” shouted Ellis Mayweather impatiently.

“I’m trying!” yelled her student, Caleb.

Ellis stood with her hands on her hips, tapping her foot on the floor.  She pinged a ball back over the net to Caleb and issued her next instruction.

“Try putting it where I’m not,” she said.  “You’ll have much better success if you make me struggle.”

Caleb muttered under his breath and tried to focus.  He bounced the ball steadily and breathed deep.

Ms. Mayweather had been coaching him for the past few months with a view to becoming professional.  Caleb had told her not to hold back, and so that’s exactly what former pro Ellis was doing, but it hadn’t been working as intended.

Caleb had regressed as a player, and the more Ellis bore down on him, the more he shrank under the pressure.

Ellis got low to the court and swayed, anticipating the serve from Caleb.  He tossed the ball skyward and brought his racket through it, and to Ellis’s surprise, the ball hit the service line and flashed past her with speed.  She stood up and stared across at Caleb who wore a grin.

“Don’t act so surprised,” she said.  “And you should be at the net by now, not standing back there gawking.”

Caleb swung his racket.  “Well done, Caleb,” he mocked.  “Nice serve, Caleb.”

“If you want me to just stand here and tell you how good you are, then that’s fine, but you’re not going to learn anything.”

“You’re on my back all the time, Ms. Mayweather.”

“I’m your coach. I’m coaching.  You think your opponent is going to go easy on you?  You think they’re going to applaud your serves and bow down to you?”

“I don’t respond well to it, Ms. Mayweather.”

“It got an ace out of you, didn’t it?”

“And you still criticize!”

“Because this isn’t a lesson on serving, it’s a lesson on serving and volleying.  If I don’t return the ball, you don’t learn anything, so don’t act so smug.  You’re wasting time.”

Caleb looked deflated.  He breathed heavily and looked down at the clay, wondering if this was what he wanted.

“You serve, and then you rush the net,” Ellis said, walking towards him.  “Serve and rush.  You want to split your third step in anticipation, okay?  You want to be ready to move in any direction for when the return comes, and then you just guide it back over before they have time to react.”

Caleb was biting his tongue.  He looked across at his coach, and she felt like his adversary.

“You gonna pout some more, or play?” Ellis asked.

Deep down, Ellis hated this, but she’d been given a job.  It was for Caleb’s own good that training was so difficult.  Ellis believed the games themselves should feel easy in comparison, and so every session she put Caleb through the wringer.

“I’m losing my passion for this, Ms. Mayweather,” Caleb said.

Ellis knew the struggle all too well.  She’d had coaches who tested her in ways Caleb would never have to know.  She cited those struggles in her success, and it was that success that Caleb fought hard to replicate.

“Aww, would you rather I switched it up?” Ellis said, affecting a more delicate voice.  She dropped her racket and started to walk around the net.

“Do you want Ms. Mayweather to be all nice and caring for you, huh?  Huh, honey-bunny?”

Ellis walked up to her confused student.  She put a finger under his chin and lifted his head.

“Is this the Ms. Mayweather you want?” she asked, all doe eyed.  “Does this get the best out of my special little boy?”

“What are you doing?” asked Caleb.

“I’m loving you,” said Ellis, putting a hand on Caleb’s shoulder and pulling him towards her.  “Let Ms. Mayweather love you.”

Caleb started to laugh uncomfortably.  He stooped and went in for the hug, feeling the embrace of the mature woman for the first time ever.

“Is that better?” asked Ellis.  “Hmm?”

She’d started off joking, but now her voice was naturally soothing.

“Yes,” Caleb said over her shoulder.

At first, he stared straight ahead at the cage around the court of his parent’s palatial estate, but as Ms. Mayweather’s hand rubbed his back, he closed his eyes.

“That’s it,” hushed Ellis, continuing to hold him.  “You’re my good boy, okay?  You’re Ms. Mayweather’s good boy.”

Caleb felt something stir that he didn’t expect.  He’d never felt such tenderness before, and his adolescent body didn’t know how to react.  Having sacrificed a sex-life for his pursuit of tennis excellence, the nineteen-year-old didn’t know how to handle his emotions.

“Come closer, honey, it’s okay,” said Ellis.

Caleb moved towards her until their bodies pressed together.  He wrapped his arms around her and put his head on her shoulder.

“Good boy,” Ellis kept saying, and the sudden bonding that had begun so strangely started to impact her too.

She felt a love for Caleb blossom, as though she had changed roles again from trainer into carer.

“That’s nice, Ms. Mayweather,” Caleb said.

Ellis’s alarm was sudden.  She could feel the unmistakable stiffness against her stomach but didn’t quite know how to address it.

“Is this better?” she asked.  “Is this the Ms. Mayweather you want in these sessions?”

“I think so,” said Caleb.

“Can you give me that serve and volley, please?” asked Ellis.

Caleb hummed in agreement and Ellis released him from the embrace.  Before she turned back to her side of the court she glanced down and confirmed her suspicion.  Caleb was rock hard.

“Right,” said Ellis, raising her eyebrows as she turned away from Caleb.  “Let’s see what you’ve got for me.”

Ellis picked up her racket and assumed her position.  She got down low and pushed out her butt, narrowing her eyes at Caleb as she saw the change in him.

He bounced the ball with more certainty and confidence, and the stare across at Ellis felt deep and mean.

Ellis found her heart flutter and her throat go tight.  Seeing her turned-on understudy get into his groove was quite the sight.

Caleb tossed the ball in the air and smashed it towards Ellis’s ankles.  Ellis adjusted herself and floated the ball back over the net, looking up to see Caleb advancing with pace.

He reacted perfectly to the shot and dinked it back over the net with ease, pumping his fist as Ellis hid her grin.

“That’s what I’m after, honey,” she said.  “Good job.”

“Thanks, Ms. Mayweather,” Caleb said, his passion for the sport returning.

Ellis wondered if this was a kind of trigger for Caleb, and that perhaps she could coax the best out of him by affecting that caring, seductive tone again.  She decided to put it to the test, appealing to his budding sexuality in order to get the best out of him.

“Now,” Ellis said, dropping her racquet again and returning to his side of the court.  “I want you to do something else for me.”

“What?” asked Caleb eagerly.

Ellis beckoned him towards her and Caleb put his head back on her shoulder.  Ellis rubbed his back and spoke into his ear.

“I want you to drive the ball right past me this time,” she said.  “Show me that ace of yours, and I’ll give you something back in return.”

“What?” asked Caleb.

“You know that hard cock of yours that’s sitting in your pants right now,” Ellis said.

She felt Caleb flinch in panic.

“Don’t worry, it’s okay,” Ellis said.  “If you serve me an ace, I’ll get on my knees and suck it dry.  Okay?”

Caleb was frozen.  His cock was throbbing at the promise of being put inside another person, even if it was Ms. Mayweather.  He’d never thought of the near-fifty-something in that way before.
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