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About This Book

​​These threesome sex stories feature age gap dynamics where younger women get pleasured by older men; where mature women show younger men how it’s done; where husbands and wives invite a third party to join them in cuckold and cuckquean dynamics; where younger friends join more experienced men and women to be shown a thing or two.

Features books 21-24  of the Age Gap Threesome series: ‘Put It In Me, Coach!’ ‘Mrs. Claus Drops By,’ ‘The Masterpiece,’ and ‘The Sauna Situation.’
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I opened over him, and Emily drove her fingers all the way deep and kept them there, shaking her wrist.

“Fuck, Jaelin,” she said.  “This is so hot!”

I couldn’t tell what was falling out of me.  It felt like Emily had shaken some juices free, but they got lost among the flow of the showers.

“Taste her for me,” Coach said above us.

Emily took her fingers out of me, and I opened my eyes carefully to stare through the splashing water as she pushed the same fingers into her mouth and hummed.

“It feels so good,” she said.  “It’s all silky.”

“Here,” Coach Matthews said, curling his finger at her.

Emily stood up and got on her tiptoes, putting her lips to Coach Matthews’ and kissing him with tongues.

I jerked his cock slowly as I watched her kiss him.  Once more I wished I could have been Emily, receiving Coach’s love like that.

“She does taste good,” he said afterwards, gripping Emily’s butt.  “Turn around would you,” he said to her.

“I want to,” I said, standing up.  “I want to, Coach.”

“Oh, you do, huh?” he said.

“I can do it, coach,” Emily pleaded.

I faced the wall and pressed my body against it, pushing out my ass.  “I’m ready, Coach.”

Even Emily was impressed.  She stepped away and seemed to resign herself to second place.

“We all need to work together here,” Coach Matthews said, looking at Emily.  “Don’t stand on the sidelines, Emily.  Get in the game.”

He came behind me and instantly I felt his cock at my sex.  It all happened so suddenly.  He found my wetness and pushed into it, and my tight pussy sheathed him.

“Coach!” I wept, not knowing if he could feel that I was a virgin.

I closed my eyes tight and let him ride through me.  He was slow at first, pumping against my ass and sending his inches deep before sliding them back out slowly.

But steadily he increased his pace and force, driving hard against my butt so that I had to fight to keep my back arched.

I hadn’t thought about Emily until I felt a strange slither at my sex.  When I looked down, I could see her face beneath me, looking almost serene the way her eyes closed against the flow of water from above.

“Good Emily,” Coach Matthews enthused.

I watched her move lower and then listened to him groan as she sucked and licked at his balls.  I kept yearning for her to return, and when I felt her mouth on my pussy again, I tried to steer her towards my clit.

“Higher,” I gushed, looking down.

She stopped focusing on the messy union and started to lick at my clit now, sitting up on the tiles with her back against the wall.

I’d never been pleasured like that before.  I felt Coach’s hand reach down there too and spread my flesh open so that Emily could get at my pearl easier.

“Now there’s a team-player,” Coach said.  “Good job, Emily.”
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It was cold, and it was wet.  Soccer practice had finished almost an hour ago, but Coach Matthews had kept me and Emily behind for what he called ‘dissent.’

All we said was that we didn’t want to run laps, which seems pointless now since that’s all we’ve done since being kept back.

Coach said he expects more from us now, especially if we’re going to turn pro, and that, at nineteen, we can’t be treated like kids anymore.

He stood there with his arms folded, seemingly oblivious to the torrential downpour above him that battered his black waterproof coat.

“Last lap!” he shouted.

Emily was breathing hard beside me.  “If he wasn’t so hot, I’d punch him.”

“I don’t get why everyone says he’s hot.  He’s an asshole.”

I spat at the ground and pounded through the rain, thinking of the hot shower to follow.  When we both finished our last lap we bent over double, trying hard to get our breath back.

“Good job,” Coach said, patting Emily’s wet butt.  “Now hit the showers.”

Emily stood up and looked at him as he walked away.  She bit her lip and filled her lungs with air.

“I want him,” she said.

I rolled my eyes.  “Will you quit it?”

She nudged me and we stumbled towards the changing rooms, laughing as the rain washed the sweat away.

There was no sign of our teammates when we entered the women’s changing rooms.  Next door we could hear Coach singing, which seemed to be a post-training ritual.

“Can you imagine him, just next door,” Emily said, “lathering soap all over his body?”

“No, I cannot!” I yelled, but it was hard not to after she’d conjured such a vivid image.

I took off my soaked clothes and sat in my sports bra and panties, looking across at Emily as she undressed too.  The silky fabric stuck to her body as she tried to lift it over her head, and I had to turn away when I realized I was staring right at her breasts.

“I can’t take much more of this,” I huffed.  “Every week he targets me.”

“It’s not just you,” Emily said.  “It’s me this week too.”

“I know, but every week it’s always me.  He says he has to be harder on me for some fucking reason, but that’s such bullshit.  None of you get it worse than me.”

“You’re one of the best too, Jaelin.  I think he’s pushing you.”

“I’m sick of being pushed.”  I could feel my temper bubbling.  “I don’t want to do this every week.”

Emily grabbed her towel.  “What are you gonna do?”

“This,” I said, standing up and marching out the door.

“Jaelin!  You’re not even dressed!”

She hurried after me, wrapping a towel around herself to cover her soaked bra and panties.  At that point, I didn’t even care.  Coach Matthews had been up my ass for months, and I just had to know why.

“Think about what you’re doing,” Emily said, following me out into the corridor and to the men’s locker room door.

“I am,” I told her, pushing my way inside.

Emily started to grin.  “I’ve always wanted to go in here.”

She followed closely behind, less concerned about stopping me now that she’d given it a cursory attempt.

I stormed ahead, and I was a good way into the room before I realized that Coach was sitting right there amongst the steam.

“Yes?” he asked, on the bench in front of his clothes.

I looked right at him and was instantly confronted by his nakedness.  I stood there in my underwear, losing confidence.

“You—” I began, looking for the words.  “You can’t keep doing this.”

“Doing what?” asked Coach.

“Look at that cock,” hushed Emily beside me.

“Treating me like this.  It isn’t fair.”

He stood up and walked in front of me.  “How should I treat you?”

“Like everybody else!  I don’t want special treatment; I just wanted to be treated like everyone else.”

“And you, Emily,” asked Coach.  “Do you think she’s treated unfairly.”

“I—uh—me?  No.  No, I don’t think so ...”

I was confused that Emily hadn’t come to my aid, but when I looked back at her I could see she was being seduced by the naked man in front of her.

“What’s so special about you, Jaelin,” Coach said.  “Do you think any of the other women would come storming in here like this?”

“I’m not like the other women,” I growled.

Coach Matthews smiled.  “See.  You deserve special treatment.”

He turned away as though he’d won the argument, packing his soaked clothes into the sports bag that sat on the bench.

I was incredulous as I watched him, but I couldn’t say the same for Emily.  She was ogling his toned butt and running her eyes all over his wet, naked body.

“I’ll be in the shower if you need me,” he said.

He walked across the tiles, his butt bouncing steadily as he disappeared into the steam.

“Come on,” Emily said.  “Let’s get out of here.”

I snatched my arm away from her and walked into the fog.

“I want to know why you push me so hard every week,” I continued.

“You said it yourself,” Coach said from inside the showers.  “You’re different.”

“Come on, Jaelin,” Emily said again, tugging at my arm.

I stepped around the corner and stared at him as he stood beneath the showerhead.  The water flowed over him, and I wanted so badly to rush in and slap him.

Emily peered around the side of the shower room and gasped.  I could only imagine that she had immediately seen Coach’s big, swinging cock.  I had to hand it to him, it looked pretty good, but I was too angry to realize how wrong this all was.

“You don’t even play me ninety minutes,” I said, my fists clenched.

I stepped down into the showers and walked across to him.  He startled and looked me up and down like I was something on his shoe.

“You shouldn’t be in here,” he said.  “And you know better too, Emily.”

Emily looked down at the floor, or at least she tried.  Bowing her head just gave her an excuse to drink in Coach’s cock even more.

“I have to manage your body,” he said.  “That’s why you don’t play the full ninety.”

“Manage my body?  It’s my body.”

“Don’t get all woke on me,” he said.  “You’re an athlete, not some prissy little girl.  Athletes’ bodies need looking after, it doesn’t matter who you are.  From Jordan to Tiger, they all need looking after.”

“You can look after my body,” Emily said with a grin.

We both ignored her.

“You want to look after my body?” I asked.  “Then here.  Look after this.”

I scrambled my bra over my head and then stripped down my panties, not quite sure of the point I was trying to prove.

Coach Matthews barely flinched.  He squirted some shower gel into his hand and started to rub it over his body, turning it into a lather on his chest.

Emily was torn between being shocked and drooling.  She looked between me and our naked coach and wondered if she should be there.

“This is hot,” she said, laughing.

“What about you, Emily,” Coach said, washing the suds off himself.  “Have you got a body that needs looking after?”

“Oh, yes,” Emily said, dropping her towel.  “Yes, I do.”

She looked down at her tits and put her hands behind her back, swaying her shoulders as though she was offering herself up for inspection.

“See,” he said.  “Emily knows her body needs managing.”

“Manage me, Coach,” she teased.

I shook my head at her and tried to get things back on track.

“So come on,” I said, gesturing down my body.  “What part of this needs managing.”

Coach Matthews looked at me, and I tried to keep the mean expression on my face.  I saw his eyes begin to search over me, and I swallowed nervously, suddenly scared of his scrutiny.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
> . | _ | Sm
Wit
T st





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





