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About This Book

Dirty gals taking it deep for the first time in rough naughty sessions at the mercy of older men!  It’s some of the naughtiest erotica on the planet – come see if you can handle it!
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Lydia gripped tight around the hilt and then started to squeeze Captain Thomas’s balls and pull him further into her mouth until her throat was opening over him.

“Oh, Lydia,” he moaned, realizing that she was much more capable than he realized.

Lydia pressed herself down over him, taking him in her neck and swallowing up every inch of him like it was nothing.

Blake had never had that before.  He’d never felt the tight grip of a woman’s open gullet.  He started to fuck Lydia’s mouth like it was a salivating pussy.

Lydia’s eyes rolled back as she entered a state of bliss reserved only for those high on drugs.  Captain Thomas’s cock was her drug, and she was keen to overdose on it.

She let him fuck her throat, taking his inches easily as he drew up the thick spit that helped to ease his passing.

It stringed from Lydia’s mouth as she clacked messily over him, moaning and whimpering as her pussy turned wet.  The ache for her ass to be filled grew.  She’d made a promise to Blake, and she wasn’t about to renege on it.

Lydia moved the crotch of her panties aside, unbeknownst to Captain Thomas.  At first Blake had no idea that she was toying her pussy as he fucked her mouth, but soon Lydia’s shaking arm and increased whimpers gave the game away.

She was quick to excite, and the youthful, flooding juices made it easy for her fingers to flurry and flutter over her clit without resistance.

“Come for me,” Blake said.  “Come with my cock in your throat.”

Lydia strained and her neck tightened over Blake.  She felt the heady bliss as her airways became restricted.  Her clitoris throbbed and her pussy puffed up with excitement.

“Good girl,” Blake said, and those simple plaudits were enough to push Lydia over the edge.  All she ever wanted to be was somebody’s good girl.

Lydia pulled her mouth off Captain Thomas’s cock and closed her eyes.

“I’m coming,” she said, then she let go, pushing hard down the channel of her sex and aching a moan upwards.

Blake took his cock and jerked it over Lydia’s whining face, watching keenly as the euphoria spread over her.

At first, she was serious and lusty, but then she giggled and strained out her release, probing herself with her fingers and dragging the soaked digits out of herself to taste them right in front of Blake.

Blake watched her suck the cum off her fingers and he couldn’t take it anymore.  He grabbed her bicep and lifted her, turning her away from him and pushing her against the controls of the boat between the two seats.

“Do it,” Lydia moaned, with Blake racing her panties down to her knees, not bothering to remove them completely.

He grabbed his cock at the hilt and squeezed until it was as hard as rock, then he guided it up towards Lydia’s forbidden hole.
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Lydia Coleman had never been on a boat before.  In fact, she’d outright criticized the pursuit in the past, deeming it pointless.  That’s just the kind of person Lydia was.

Blake Thomas ran a local boat-tour operation and had seen Lydia around town.  He’d taken an instant dislike to the brattish nineteen-year-old, and the scornful way that she mocked his livelihood riled him up something rotten.

Lydia was well on her way to a listless existence as a wannabe influencer, documenting her every move on Instagram in the vain notion that she was making some kind of a difference.

Truthfully, the only reason Lydia commanded as many followers as she did, was because she was blonde, big breasted and attractive, and she could afford nice things thanks to her parent’s hard work.

But Lydia had seen a video online of a beautiful woman sailing a boat across a serene, cobalt-blue ocean with the wind in her hair, and she wanted the same experience.  She procured Blake’s services and he reluctantly agreed.

Knowing that Lydia would likely be a difficult customer, he upped his usual fee and made sure no other people were on his vessel when he took her out.

“Let’s get this over with,” Lydia said, standing on the decking in her white bikini and sheer-white cover up gown.  She wore a wide-brimmed sunhat and glasses, looking as though she was fleeing somewhere incognito.

“You’re wearing a nightie?” Blake asked, smiling from the boat.

“You’d never understand, even if I told you what it was.”

Blake stood at the boat’s controls, watching as Lydia stumbled on board and praying that she’d tip over the edge.  To his mild annoyance she made it into a seat at the bow of the boat and instantly withdrew her phone to start taking photos and videos.

“It’s choppy out, so you’ll have to hold on,” Blake said as he fired up the boat and started to move it out from its mooring.

Lydia barely paid any attention as she narrated a story to her followers with Blake in the background who she called ‘Captain Thomas.’  He didn’t hate the moniker.

Blake had dressed for the occasion.  He wore boat shoes and shorts, with a loose-fitting shirt, as well as his white captain’s hat that he’d started to wear ironically but now donned in all seriousness.

“I’ll start it steady,” Blake said, navigating the choppy coast.

Lydia rocked and bounced, holding on to her hat and phone but forgetting to hold the boat’s railings.  She stumbled into the center of the open front of the boat and then bounced back into her seat with a thud.

“Take me back,” she said to Blake.

Blake started to laugh.  “It’ll even out.”

He stood up at the controls, easily bending his knees to absorb the shocks as they started to bounce out over the waves.

Lydia gripped the side of the vessel and then a breeze tried to take her hat.  She moved quickly to grab it and, in the process, dropped her phone.  It slid around on the deck, narrowly avoiding the pools of water that sat in the recesses of some of the bolts.

“Stop, Captain Thomas!” she said.  “Stop!  Phone down!”

Blake brought the boat to a steady standstill and watched as Lydia walked forwards carefully, trying to hold it all together.  She had one hand on her head to keep her hat in place, whilst another scrambled for her phone as her big tits vied to fall out of her bikini top.

“This is—ugh—this is no fun,” she muttered to herself.

She picked up her phone and adjusted the front of her gown, pulling it over her plunging cleavage.

Blake stood at the helm, smirking as he watched Lydia’s first taste of the sea hit her hard.  He was relishing the opportunity to teach her a lesson, but he had to play it slow.

“Ready?” he asked.

Lydia gave him a plain look.  “Ready,” she snarked.

She sat back in the seat and tried her best to look like a model as the wind swept her hair against her face.

Blake started to laugh as he watched her repeatedly move her hair out of her mouth as she tried to make a video with the water behind her.

The boat bounced steadily over the waves, with Lydia’s jiggling tits vibrating in her bikini.  Blake’s sunglasses were a blessing.  He put them over his eyes and stared with abandon at the shaking tits of his younger passenger, hoping that they might spill out completely.

Lydia hadn’t noticed that her gown had fallen open.  Her breasts were covered only by a small triangle of white fabric that moved every time the boat bounced.  With one hand on her phone and another alternating between her hat and the rail at her side, exposing herself had to take a backseat.

Blake aimed for a wave and bounced over it, landing with a thump so hard that it forced him to slow down.  When he looked at Lydia, he saw her attempting to compose herself, with one of her tits completely on display.  Blake felt his excitement bloom as he eyed her through his shades.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

Lydia nodded.  “Just keep going.  Let’s get to this cave that’s supposed to be so great.”

Blake went slower now, but Lydia felt the cool chill of the breeze across her nipple, nonetheless.  She looked down and put her bikini back over her breast quickly, glancing at Blake who stared ahead and pretended that he’d seen nothing.

In his tight, blue shorts his cock was growing as he imagined doing the naughtiest of things to Lydia, all in the name of teaching her a lesson.

The waters calmed as they made their way into an inlet that led towards the entrance of what the locals called the Blue Cave.

“Get your Instagram ready,” Blake said, steering the ship towards the opening of the coastal cave.

Lydia looked back at her Captain as he steered the boat masterfully down the narrow channel.  She hated that she found him both an inspiration and attractive, but it was undeniable.  His weathered, sea-faring tan and cool competence made him every inch the kind of man that Lydia would be looking for if she ever wanted to settle down.

“Here we go,” Blake said, steering into the cave.

Lydia turned and looked at the blue water that seemed irradiated as it shone up at the cave roof from below.

“Wow,” she said, and for a moment she forgot that her phone existed.

Blake had seen the cave several times.  He enjoyed showing it to people and seeing their reaction, and Lydia’s didn’t disappoint.  At first.

He watched as she marveled open-mouthed at the cobalt gleam that adorned the cave’s gnarled walls.

a natural phenomena had occurred where the sun’s light from the other side of the cave’s walls would bounce up off the white sands below and come up through the water, creating the blue glow that gave the cave its name.

“It’s beautiful,” hushed Lydia, and for the briefest of moments she felt truly present.

It didn’t last long.  Quickly she fished for her phone and soon she was back in character, filming the blue light and then herself as she posed and pouted for her followers.
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