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About This Book
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“You make me want to be naughty, Jacob, you know that?  You make me want to do things I shouldn’t.  Three cumshots,” she gasped.  “I can’t believe it.”

“Help me get the third,” urged Jacob, and he wore such a pleading look in his eyes that Eleanor couldn’t hope to deny it.

“Give it here,” Eleanor said, reaching forwards.

Jacob surrendered himself and felt the touch of another woman at his cock for the first time.

Eleanor gripped around him and felt her pussy quiver at how stiff he was.  She worked up along him and gathered up some of his cum to use it as lube, gliding her tight fist along his cock and pinching up towards the crown.

“That’s it,” she said, focusing on the tip of his cock as a bead of precum bled through the eyelet.

Eleanor started to pull at it, realizing how long it had been since she’d been this close to a hard cock.  Feeling her lust bubble, she threw her mouth over the tip and went for it.

“Mrs. Longoria!” strained Jacob, rising in his seat.

Eleanor was cock-drunk.  She drove it far into her mouth and then started to work her head over it, adjusting her position so that she could give Jacob the blowjob she felt he deserved.

Jacob gripped at the sofa-cushions, staring down in disbelief as his topless neighbor bobbed her head over him so ferociously that her hair began to unwind from its bun.

The tickling tendrils stroked over his bare thigh as Eleanor’s hair shrouded his cock, covering the act that no-one should ever witness.

Jacob moved her hair aside and held it there, looking at the smile in Eleanor’s eyes as she turned her face up to him.

“You’re gonna make me come,” hushed Jacob.

It was met with a nod as Eleanor kept his cock buried in her mouth, pinching tight with her lips and pulling them up over the ridge of his crown.

“Mrs. Longoria!” strained Jacob, lifting his ass on the seat.

This climax hit him harder than all the others.  He felt the familiar sensation but didn’t see the evidence that he usually would.  Instead, he watched Eleanor’s cheeks fill and then empty as she swallowed down his seed.

Eleanor tasted the saltiness of his load and felt it slide down her neck like a shucked oyster.  Even though it was his third release, he still had enough in his balls to make Eleanor swallow three mouthfuls.

Afterwards she drifted her mouth slowly from his cock and looked up at him with a heady giggle.

“Good boy,” she said, wiping her mouth with her wrist.

Jacob was in disbelief.  He didn’t know the words to say to bring them back down to earth.

Elanor sat back on her heels.  Her tits bounced as she threw back her head.

“Ugh,” she said.  “I shouldn’t have done that.”

“I loved it,” said Jacob.  “Don’t regret that, Mrs. Longoria.  Please.”

“Now I’m hornier than fuck,” grunted Eleanor, wriggling as though she couldn’t contain the urges inside her.

She looked at Jacob’s cock.  It refused to go soft, even after three big cumshots.

“You’re still hard,” she said.

Jacob shrugged.  “I can sometimes do it five times.”
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Andrew stood on the opposite side of the court from his coach, Martina Coker, squinting against the hot sun as she bounced a tennis ball near her feet.

“This one’s going deep,” she said, before tossing the ball aloft and powering her racquet through it.

Sure enough the ball hit far into the service box and bounced up at Andrew.  Having had years of lessons under Mrs. Coker’s tutelage, Andrew was able to adapt and cushion the ball back over the net, giving him time to set himself for Martina’s return.

“Good,” said Martina, hitting the center of her racquet against the ball of her palm.  “One more.”

Andrew sighed heavily enough for Martina to hear.

“What?” she asked.

“Do we have to?  It’s so hot and some of my friends are going down to the river for a swim.”

“You think that’s more productive?” asked Martina.

She’d spent her lifetime dedicated to the sport, turning professional before she was twenty and enjoying a lucrative career that saw her tutoring prospects on her own, private grass court.

“I just want to chill with my friends, Mrs. Coker,” said Andrew.  “It’s Saturday.”

Martina walked close to the net.  “Are there girls there?”

“There might be,” shrugged Andrew.  “Maybe I’ll get to talk to one of them someday soon.”

“Less snark,” she said, pursing her lips.

“What?  It’s true.  I spend so much time living your dream that I’m not living mine.”

“Your dream is swimming?  In a river?”

“I don’t know what it is,” Andrew said, frustrated.  “But I know I’m not going to find it by hitting these balls back to you for all eternity.

“You’re good at this, Andrew,” Martina said.  “You could turn pro.”

“I’d be a pro by now if I was going to be a pro.  I’m nineteen, Mrs. Coker.  If it was going to happen, it would have happened by now.”

Martina was conflicted.  She knew deep down that Andrew probably wasn’t going to make it as a professional, but she didn’t want to risk wasting his talent.

“Is it women?” asked Martina, sensing the allure that had wrested many an adolescent away from their calling.

“It’s everything,” Andrew said, brushing a hand through his hair and putting it on his hip.

Martina flicked her leg over the net and came onto Andrew’s side.

He watched his mature coach make easy work of the net.  She walked confidently towards him, her sun visor hat keeping her blonde hair in check.

“Tell me what it is, Andrew,” she pressed.

Andrew was clearly frustrated, and not just because of Mrs. Coker’s insistence that he continue practice.  He was sexually frustrated too, having sacrificed the follies of youth for strict regimen that Martina doled out in spades.

“It’s like there’s no end to it,” he said.  “I train, and I train, and I train and for no benefit.”

“You’re learning, Andrew.  Learning about adversity.”

“I’m learning that my heart isn’t in it anymore.”

“Tell me what you need,” urged Martina, desperately.  “Tell me what you need, and I’ll give it to you.”

“You can’t give me what I want and need, Mrs. Coker.  It wouldn’t be right.”

“Tell me and I’ll try.”

“I want to live a little.  I’m nineteen, and my friends are out having casual sex and—”

“Is that it?” asked Martina.  “Is it sex?”

“No!  Well, yes, but not—”

“I can help,” said Martina, putting her hand on Andrew’s wrist.

“What?”

“I’ll help.  I’ll give you what you want, honey, and I won’t tell anyone.”

Andrew was speechless.  He could see how much this meant to Martina by the uncharacteristic, pleading look in her eye.

“How would you help?”

“How ever you wanted me to,” said Martina, looking down at Andrew and then down at herself.  “I might be forty-five, but I’ve still got it where it counts.”

Andrew didn’t say anything, but he couldn’t deny Martina’s assertion.  She had a beautifully athletic figure, and her sports bra was doing a great job of pressing her big tits against her ribcage.

“There’s some things you can’t give,” Andrew said.

“That’s nonsense, honey,” said Martina, stepping closer.  “I promise you; I can give you everything you need.  Keep at it and I promise you’ll turn pro.”

“You can’t promise that,” Andrew said.

“I can,” said Martina, and she started to sink to her knees.  “Let me take your mind off things.”

“What are you doing, Mrs. Coker?” asked Andrew as Martina started to go for his shorts.

“I want this.”

“What?”

“I want to show you what you think you’re missing.”

Andrew couldn’t believe it when Martina opened the button of his shorts.

“We’re outside, Mrs. Coker!”

Martina knew Andrew was interested if his only protest was where it was going to happen.

“It’s private,” she said.  “My husband won’t be home for a long time.”

“What are you going to do?” asked Andrew as Martina tugged down his shorts.

“I’m going to give you what I think you want,” she said.  “I’m going to give you what every guy your age wants.

“What’s that?”

“An orgasm,” Martina said, and she allowed herself a smirk as she looked up at her bewildered student.

“B—but, Mrs. Coker, it’s like, the middle—ooh, oh, fuck.”

Martina tugged down his boxershorts and Andrew’s cock hung gorgeously in front of her.  It was surreal to see it, but as it started to grow in front of her, Martina felt a strange allure, as though it could have been anyone’s.

“Mrs. Coker, I think you should take a breath here,” said Andrew as he felt his heart start to race.

“I know, I know, it’s not fair, is it?” said Martina, and she took off her cap and then raced off her white polo-shirt.  “I need to take off some clothes too, don’t I?”

Andrew looked around quickly, wondering if the court was overlooked by any of the neighboring houses.  He could see the top window of the house behind him, and thankfully it was empty.  He had visions of Martina’s husband emerging from behind the curtain.

When he looked back at Martina, she’d taken off her sports bra, and her big tits sat on her chest, looking majestic.  They demanded Andrew’s attention, and he could no longer bring himself to look anywhere else.  He’d never seen Martina exposed like this before, although he had dreamt of it on more than one occasion.

He thought the fantasy crude, but with Martina on her knees in front of him, it was fast becoming a reality.  What’s more, Martina didn’t seem to share Andrew’s trepidations.

“Let me help you,” said Martina, and her voice had a caring tone to it that Andrew hadn’t heard in before.

He felt the blood begin to pump to it before Martina had even reached out to touch it.  When he felt her delicate fingers tickle at his growing length, he knew he was finished.

Martina marveled as Andrew’s cock grew before her eyes, no longer pointing down at the floor and instead rising.  It bounced upwards steadily as the blood beat into it, and soon it was pointing right at Martina’s face.

“There you are,” she said, and she looked up at Andrew and smiled.

Andrew’s face was filled with apprehension.  He knew this wasn’t a scenario that he should find himself in, but he wasn’t in a rush to escape it.

“What now?” he asked.

“I bet your friends aren’t doing this down by the river,” guessed Martina, and she reached out and took his cock in her fist.

“Mrs. Coker,” whimpered Andrew, closing his eyes.

He felt the hot sun on his face and tilted his cheeks to its warmth as his mature coach began to stroke over his forbidden flesh.

Andrew had never had another woman touch his cock, and even though it was Mrs. Coker that treated him to that experience, it didn’t sully it.  It felt incredible to feel another woman’s experienced hand tugging at his stiffness like that.
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