

Chapter 1

The sun spilled golden warmth over our Southern California estate, bathing the private tennis court Ryan had built three summers ago in a soft, late-May glow. The clay stretched out warm beneath my sneakers, a faint breeze stirring the palm trees that fringed the property, their fronds casting jagged shadows across the sleek white walls of the mansion behind me. The air carried a whisper of sea salt from the coast a few miles off, blending with the heat that hung thick and lazy, and I stood at the court’s edge, racket resting lightly against my hip, feeling the day’s pulse hum through my veins. At twenty-six, I’d turned a career-ending knee injury—a prodigy’s dream snapped three years back—into a coaching empire, three years at the top made me the name every rising star chased. My white tennis skirt hugged my hips, sculpted firm from relentless drills, its hem teasing the tops of my thighs—long, toned, kissed golden by the sun. The matching tank clung to my torso, tracing the swell of my perky breasts, the fabric brushing my skin as I stretched, a faint sheen of sweat already gathering in the hollow of my collarbone. My auburn hair swung high in a tight ponytail, grazing my shoulders with each tilt, and I caught my reflection in the court’s glass barrier—sharp cheekbones, hazel eyes glinting with a fire that had never faded.

I glanced at my phone, perched on the bench beside a stack of crisp white towels, and tapped out a quick text to Tara, my old circuit buddy who's stayed close after my playing days ended. He’s due soon—Jamal. You weren’t kidding about him, were you? My thumbs paused, a smirk tugging my lips as I waited, anticipation prickling my skin. Tara’s reply buzzed fast—Girl, brace yourself. He’s a ride worth taking—biggest thrill I’ve had, no lie. I grinned, heat curling low in my belly—her late-night whispers over martinis last month had painted a picture, her eyes gleaming as she’d leaned in, voice hushed: “Van, he’s packing—best rush I’ve ever felt.” She’d giggled then, half-drunk, but the memory stuck, a tantalizing itch I couldn’t quite shake. I typed back, Better be worth the hype—talk soon, and set the phone down, my pulse ticking faster, a competitive spark flaring at the thought of what—or who—I’d face today.

My husband Ryan watched from the sidelines, perched on a cushioned bench beneath a striped awning, his khakis and pale blue polo creased from sitting through the morning’s warmth. At forty-six, he was average—soft around the middle, his chestnut hair graying at the temples, kind hazel eyes peering through wire-rimmed glasses—but his tech millions had hooked me two years ago, a fortune that built this sprawling estate, this court, this life. His quiet steadiness had grown on me since, a comfort I didn’t mind keeping around. He held out a chilled water bottle, his shy smile breaking through as I sauntered over, my hips swaying with a deliberate roll that caught his gaze and held it. “Hot one today, huh, Van?” he said, his voice gentle, steady, offering the bottle like a small tribute.

“Perfect for a real workout,” I replied, taking it, our fingers brushing—his warm, mine cool from the clay—and tilting it back slowly, letting a single droplet escape. It traced a glistening path down my chin, over the curve of my neck, and into the valley between my breasts, where the tank clung damp, hinting at the shape beneath. His eyes followed it, a flicker of want sparking before he glanced away, a flush creeping up his neck beneath his collar. “You’re not gonna melt out here, are you?” I teased, leaning in close enough that my breath grazed his cheek, my voice dipping low.

He chuckled, adjusting his glasses with a shaky hand. “I’ll survive. You’re the one who’s gonna be running around—Jamal’s due any minute, right?”

“Any second,” I said, straightening with a grin, brushing a stray auburn strand behind my ear. “Heard he’s a big deal—rising star stuff. Think he can keep up with me?”

Ryan’s smile quirked, his gaze flicking to the court. “If he’s smart, he’ll try. You’re a force out there—always have been.”

“Damn right,” I replied, my tone sharp with a playful edge, twirling the racket in my hand. “But I’m not just talking tennis—word is he’s got more than a good serve.” I let the words hang, watching his flush deepen, his fingers tightening on the bench’s armrest.

“More?” he asked, his voice catching slightly, curiosity piquing behind those glasses. “What’s that mean?”

I smirked, stepping back toward the court, my skirt flaring just enough to flash a sliver of thigh. “You’ll see—keep your eyes peeled, huh?” He swallowed, nodding quickly, and I turned away, heat licking up my spine—Tara’s biggest thrill echoing, a dare I couldn’t wait to test.

The gate clanged, a sharp metallic echo cutting through the stillness, and I spun, racket twirling lazily in my grip, my skirt fluttering with the motion. There he was—Jamal, striding onto the court like he’d already claimed it, a black duffel slung over one broad shoulder. His dark skin caught the sun, gleaming with a sheen that made his muscles pop—shoulders wide and squared, arms thick with coiled power—beneath a snug gray tank that stretched taut across his chest. Black shorts hugged his thighs, the fabric clinging close as he moved, and my eyes snagged on what those shorts barely restrained—a bulge, thick and bold, shifting with each step, a quiet promise woven into every flex of his stride. My breath hitched, a jolt sparking low in my core, but I masked it with a tilt of my head, meeting his dark brown eyes—bright, sparkling with a cocky edge that dared me to look away.

“You’re late,” I said, my tone slicing through the warm air, hips cocked as I planted one foot forward, the skirt riding just high enough to draw his gaze for a heartbeat before it flicked back to mine.

“Traffic’s a killer out there,” he grinned, dropping the duffel with a soft thud, his voice deep and smooth, rolling over me like a wave I couldn’t quite dodge. “Worth it for the top coach, though.”

“We’ll see,” I replied, stepping onto the court, the clay crunching beneath my sneakers as I spun the racket in my hand, its weight a familiar anchor against the heat prickling my skin. “Let’s see that serve everyone’s buzzing about—unless it’s all hot air.”

He laughed—a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through my chest, stirring that spark Tara’s text had lit—and peeled off his tank with a casual flick, tossing it onto the duffel like it was nothing. His chest was a slab of sculpted muscle—pecs carved deep, abs rippling under the sun—dark skin glistening as he stretched, arms flexing with an ease that made my pulse tick faster. Ryan shifted on the bench, his water bottle forgotten in his lap, and I caught the widening of his eyes, the faint flush staining his cheeks beneath the awning’s shade. Jamal grabbed his racket, sauntered to the baseline with a swagger that filled the space, and I took my spot across the net, legs braced wide, skirt fluttering as a breeze slipped through, teasing the hem higher up my thighs.

The first serve cracked like a gunshot—fast, vicious, a white blur screaming past me before I could swing, the ball kissing the clay with a puff of red dust that swirled in the still air. My racket hovered, a faint vibration humming through it from the sheer force, and I straightened, eyes narrowing as I adjusted my stance, tank stretching tight across my chest, sweat already beading along my hairline. “Not bad,” I called, my voice clipped, lunging for the next one with a twist that sent my ponytail whipping, the damp fabric of my tank molding to my curves as I returned it—barely, the ball skimming the net with a whisper of contact. “But I’ve seen sharper.”

“Liar,” he grinned, firing another—harder, lower—his shorts shifting with the swing, that bulge bouncing faintly, a taunt I couldn’t unsee, couldn’t ignore. My return just barely clipped the net again, thudding short into the clay, and I cursed under my breath, heat climbing my neck—not just from the sun, but from the way his eyes locked on mine, teasing, daring me to flinch. My thighs tensed and I shook it off, gripping my racket tighter, knuckles whitening against the handle.

“Alright, rookie,” I taunted, slamming a forehand—sharp, precise—his sneakers squeaking as he dove across the baseline, returning it with a grunt that echoed over the court. The rally stretched—crack, thud, crack—each hit a pulse in the air, sweat slicking my skin, my skirt riding higher with every pivot, flashing more thigh as I twisted for a backhand that sang past him. My breasts bounced under the tank, the fabric clinging wet now, molding to every curve, and I caught Ryan’s stare—darting between us, his water bottle clutched like a lifeline, his khakis pulling tight across his lap, a subtle strain he couldn’t hide. I smirked, pushed harder, my serve slicing low—a spinner that kissed the line, forcing Jamal to lunge, his shorts stretching taut, that bulge a shadow flexing against the fabric with every desperate swing.

He aced the next one—a rocket I couldn’t touch, the ball slamming the backcourt with a thud that made me grit my teeth, my competitive fire flaring hotter beneath the flush of my skin. He spun his racket, laughing, his chest heaving under a fresh sheen of sweat that caught the light, turning his dark skin into a canvas of raw power. “Your move, Coach—thought you were the best?”

“Still am,” I snapped, serving back—low, vicious, a curve that bent the air—his return soaring wide, a puff of dust marking the miss as it sailed beyond the line. “Point mine—focus, kid,” I said, my voice cutting through the heat, but my eyes lingered—his shorts stretched tighter now, that bulge a quiet taunt I couldn’t shake, my pulse thudding low, a hunger curling tighter with every crack of the ball. Tara’s text flickered in my mind—biggest thrill I ever had—and I wondered, my gaze flicking to his thighs, if she’d felt this same spark, this same pull toward something I hadn’t named yet.

We traded sets—his power raw and wild, mine honed and relentless—until the sun dipped below the horizon, shadows stretching long across the clay, the sky bleeding orange and pink over the estate’s manicured sprawl. I took the final point, a cross-court slice he couldn’t reach—his racket swung late, the ball spinning past him—and raised my racket high, chest heaving, sweat pooling between my breasts under the damp tank. “Lesson one,” I panted, striding to the net with a victor’s swagger, my skirt swishing with each step, “you’re good, but I’m still better.”

He met me there, towering over the net, his grin wide and unrepentant—his scent earthy and close, a mix of musk and heat that made my thighs clench involuntarily. “For now,” he said, his voice low, a dare simmering in his eyes as he leaned in, just close enough that his breath grazed my cheek, warm and fleeting. “Tomorrow, I’ll bring it—watch me.”

“Count on it,” I replied, my smile sharp as a blade, brushing past him—my arm grazing his, a jolt sparking through me, electric and unyielding, my skin prickling where we’d touched. I sauntered back to Ryan, his water bottle clutched white-knuckled in his hands, his eyes darting between us, redness staining his cheeks beneath the awning’s shade—deeper now, more telling. “Good match?” I asked, my voice soft, husky, leaning in close enough that my damp tank brushed his arm, the heat of my skin seeping through the thin fabric.

“Yeah,” he said, his voice thick, standing to hand me the bottle, his khakis pulling tight—too tight—across his lap, a faint tremor in his fingers as he gripped it. “He’s… impressive.”

“Understatement,” I murmured, sipping slowly, letting the cool drip trace my chest again—down my neck, over the curve of my breasts—his gaze followed, hungry, shy, a flicker of want he couldn’t hide behind those glasses. “You okay over here?” I teased, arching a brow, my lips brushing his ear, my breath warm against his skin.

“Fine,” he managed, swallowing hard, his hand tightening on the bottle as his eyes flicked back to the court—where Jamal stretched one last time, his shorts a quiet taunt, that bulge a shadow etched into my mind. “Just… taking it all in.”

“Good,” I said, grinning as I pulled back, heat simmering low—Tara’s delight echoing, Jamal’s rumored size burning in my thoughts, Ryan’s shy wanting a quiet thrill pulsing alongside it. “Keep watching, then—it’s only the warm-up.”

Chapter 2

The dining room glimmered under the soft glow of a crystal chandelier, its prisms scattering light across the polished mahogany table where Ryan and I sat, savoring a meal our private chef, Elena, had spun into art. The space was a testament to the life Ryan’s tech fortune had carved out—floor-to-ceiling windows framing a twilight view of our Southern California estate, the infinity pool’s water shimmering beyond manicured gardens, palm trees swaying against a sky streaked with pink and gold. The walls gleamed with warm ivory paneling, a stark backdrop to the vibrant oil paintings—abstract swirls of color I’d picked from a gallery in La Jolla—while a sleek wine fridge hummed quietly in the corner, stocked with vintages that could make a sommelier blush. I lounged in a silk slip dress, emerald green against my sun-kissed skin, the fabric skimming my toned thighs and tracing the curve of my breasts, my auburn ponytail loose now, spilling over one shoulder. Ryan sat across in a linen shirt and slacks, his chestnut hair graying at the edges, his eyes gleaming behind glasses as he speared a bite of grilled sea bass, drizzled with a citrus glaze that perfumed the air.

“This is unreal,” he said, gesturing at the plate with a grin, his voice warm and steady. “Elena’s outdone herself—think she’s trying to impress you again, Van?”

“She knows I’m the one signing her checks,” I teased, sipping a crisp Sauvignon Blanc, the glass cool against my lips. “But you’re not wrong—this is divine. How’s that model ship coming along, though? You’ve been tinkering all week.”

His face lit up, a shy spark breaking through his usual reserve. “Getting there—finally got the rigging right on that schooner. Took forever to thread the sails, but it’s starting to look like the real deal.”

“Show me later,” I said, leaning forward, my elbows on the table, the slip dipping just enough to catch his eye before he flicked it back to his plate. “Bet it’s a masterpiece—you’ve got those steady hands for detail.”

“Steady enough,” he chuckled as he sliced another bite. “Not as steady as you out there today, though—Jamal’s got some arm, huh?”

I grinned, twirling my fork through a tangle of roasted asparagus, the tips glistening with truffle oil. “He’s raw—power’s there, but sloppy. Everyone’s buzzing about him—next big thing, they say. I’ll make him sharper, though—give me a month.”

“He’s got the build for it,” Ryan said, his tone casual but his eyes glinting with something more as he sipped his wine. “And, uh… quite the look, too. Caught a few heads turning today.”

“Oh, he’s gorgeous,” I agreed, my voice dipping low, a playful edge curling my lips as I set my glass down, letting my fingers linger on the stem. “That swagger—he knows he’s hot. Probably gets away with murder on the circuit.”

Ryan’s flush deepened, his fork pausing mid-air. “Yeah, I… I noticed. Guess that’s part of the buzz, huh?”

“Part of it,” I said, leaning back, crossing my legs so the silk slipped higher, baring more thigh. “He might be my next guy, you know.” I let the words hang, watching his reaction—his shorthand for my one-offs, the handful of hookups he’d greenlit over the years, his quiet way of keeping me happy. Usually it’d be a guy we met on a night out, or perhaps a guy who he knew through his business connections, never anyone in my world.

He swallowed, setting his fork down, his smile sheepish, eyes darting to the table. “Oh. Uh… him?”

“Not surprised, are you?” I teased, my tone light but probing, tracing the rim of my glass with a fingertip. “He’s talented—damn attractive, too. You said it yourself.”

“No, I… yeah,” he said, his voice catching, a nervous laugh breaking through as he rubbed his neck. “He’s got it all, doesn’t he? I mean, he’s… impressive.”

“Impressive’s an understatement,” I murmured, leaning in now, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Tara texted me the other day—swears he’s the biggest she’s ever had. Said it’s the kind of thrill you don’t forget—a real ride.”

Ryan’s eyes widened, his breath hitching faintly, and I caught the shift—his slacks tightening across his lap. “That big, huh?” he said, his voice thick, a mix of awe and heat. “You’ve… you’ve never had anyone like that, have you?”

“Not yet,” I purred, my grin sharpening as I sipped my wine, letting the cool slide down my throat while my eyes held his. “Ten inches, she says—thick, too. Gets you thinking, doesn’t it?”

“Jesus, Van,” he muttered, shifting in his chair, his hand brushing his thigh as if to adjust himself. “Yeah, it… it does. You’re serious about him?”

“Dead serious,” I said, my tone playful but firm, leaning back to cross my arms, the silk pulling taut across my chest. “He’s got potential—on and off the court. You’d be okay with it, wouldn’t you? Like the others?”

He nodded, quick and shy, his eyes flicking to mine then away. “Yeah, I… I mean, if it’s what you want. He’s… he’d sure be something to watch.”

“Something is right,” I agreed, my voice a low hum, heat coiling low in my belly as I pictured it—Jamal’s bulge from today, Tara’s delight, Ryan’s quiet thrill pulsing across the table. “We’ll see how he plays next session—might be a game-changer.”

He chuckled again, softer, his hand lingering near his lap. “Guess I’ll keep my eyes open, then.”

“Good boy,” I teased, raising my glass, the clink of his against mine sealing the night’s spark—a wonderful time, a flicker of what could come.

Days later, the sun beat down on the court again, midday light glaring off the clay as I worked Jamal through his serve—his follow-through was the snag, too loose, bleeding power he couldn’t afford to lose. I stood in a blue sports bra and matching shorts, sweat beading down my spine. Jamal faced me in a white tank and black shorts, his dark skin gleaming, muscles flexing as he swung, that bulge shifting with each pivot—a distraction I couldn’t ignore. “Your wrist’s dropping,” I said, stepping close, my voice sharp as I grabbed his arm, guiding it up—my fingers firm against his bicep, warm and solid under my touch.

“Like this?” he asked, his dark brown eyes flashing confidently as he adjusted, his grin cocky but pliable, letting me mold him.

“Close—keep it stiff,” I replied, sliding my hand down to his wrist, feeling the pulse beneath his skin, my chest brushing his arm as I corrected his stance—hips squared, legs braced. Heat licked up my spine, my shorts dampening faintly, and I lingered, fingers trailing as I stepped back. “Again—show me.”

He swung—crack—the ball rocketed over the net, a cleaner arc, slamming the backcourt with a thud. “Better,” I said, nodding, pride swelling alongside a hotter pulse—his improvement was mine, forged by my touch. Another serve, my hands on his shoulders now—broad, unyielding—adjusting his angle, my breasts grazing his back, sweat mingling as I pressed closer. “There—feel that?” I murmured, my breath warm against his neck.

“Oh, I feel it,” he grinned, firing again—perfect this time, a missile I couldn’t fault. “You’re good, Van—damn good.”

“I’m the best,” I corrected, stepping away, my skin buzzing from the contact, thighs clenching as I watched him stretch—his tank lifting, shorts pulling tight, that bulge a quiet taunt. The session wrapped, his serve sharper, and I tossed him a towel, wiping my own brow. “You’re done—hit the showers. Guest one’s open inside—second floor.”

He caught the towel, grinning wider. “This place is crazy,” he said as we walked back, his gaze sweeping the estate—the koi pond shimmering near the patio, the glass-walled gym glinting beyond. “Thanks for this—your court’s amazing.”

“Only the best,” I replied, leading him through the mansion’s rear doors, past the living room where Ryan lounged on a leather sectional, a book in hand, the room’s oak shelves gleaming with first editions beneath recessed lights. “Hey, Ry,” I called, my voice casual, “Jamal’s grabbing a shower—second floor guest.”

“Hey, man,” Ryan said, looking up with a friendly nod, his polo loose, his smile easy but his eyes flicking to me—knowing what was to come. “Good session?”

“Great session,” Jamal said, nodding back, following me up the curved staircase—marble steps, wrought-iron railing—past a skylight spilling noon light over us. I led him to the guest suite, its bathroom a sprawl of travertine tile and glass, and left him with a smirk. “Take your time.”

Back downstairs, I found Ryan still on the sectional, book splayed on his lap. “He’s improving,” I said, kicking off my sneakers, my voice light as I peeled off my socks, toes curling against the cool hardwood. “Serve’s tighter already.”

“Nice,” he replied, his gaze lifting, a faint grin tugging his lips. “You’re magic out there, Van.”

“Always,” I said, stepping closer, my fingers tugging at the hem of my sports bra, peeling it off slowly—sweat-slick skin bared, breasts bouncing free as I dropped it to the floor. His eyes widened, book slipping as I shucked my shorts next, the fabric sliding down my thighs, leaving me bare, my thong hitting the pile with a soft thud.

“Van—what’re you—” he stammered, his voice catching, his slacks tightening as he sat up.

“Don’t worry about it,” I grinned, sauntering over, my naked skin gleaming in the soft light as I handed him the sweaty heap of clothes—his fingers brushed mine, trembling, his eyes darting over me, hungry. “Put these in the wash for me.”

I turned, hips swaying as I climbed the stairs—Jamal’s bulge flashing in my mind, Tara’s words a drumbeat. The guest bathroom door stood ajar, steam curling out, and I slipped in, the travertine cool under my feet. Jamal stood in the glass shower, water cascading over his dark skin, rinsing suds from his chiseled frame—his cock fully hard, thick and veined, jutting proud without a hand on it, a titan against the tiles. My breath hitched, arousal flooding me—pussy slick, nipples stiffening as I waltzed in, naked and bold. “Room for one more?” I purred, my voice a low tease, stepping closer.

He turned, eyes widening—his cock twitching as he grinned. “Damn, Van—Ryan cool with this?”

“We’ve got an arrangement,” I assured, closing the gap, my lips brushing his—warm, firm—my hands roaming his chest, tracing the ridges of his abs, slick with water. “He’s good—trust me.”

“Then hell yeah,” he said, voice thick, pulling me in—our kiss deepened, tongues tangling as water poured over us. My fingers slid down, wrapping his shaft as we made out—hot, pulsing, too thick to circle—stroking slow, feeling every vein, my arousal spiking as I sank to my knees, the tiles hard under me.

I took him in—lips stretching wide around his girth, the head heavy and warm on my tongue, salty musk flooding my senses as I sucked slow, deliberate, my eyes locked on his. My pussy throbbed—wet, aching, a pulse that synced with every drag of my mouth—his size a thrill I owned, my tongue swirling lazy circles around the tip, tasting the bead of precum that welled there. I moaned—low, throaty—vibrating against him, spit slicking my lips as I worked deeper, the stretch of my jaw a delicious ache I craved. Water streamed over us, plastering my hair to my shoulders, droplets tracing my breasts, my nipples tight and tingling as I bobbed—slow, sensual, setting the rhythm, my free hand gripping his thigh, nails digging into the powerful wall of muscle. My arousal burned—pussy now completely dripping, thighs soaked with more than water—his towering cock a marvel I commanded, every vein pulsing under my tongue as I flattened it along the shaft, dragging it back to tease the head with flicks and swirls.

I pulled off halfway, lips glistening with spit, my breath ragged as I grinned up at him—cocky, unshaken, water dripping from my lashes. “Think you can keep up with me now?” I taunted, my voice a husky dare, stroking his slick length slow and firm, my grip tight as his cock twitched in my hand.

Jamal grinned down, his hazel eyes blazing, not a hint of apprehension—just raw delight, water cascading over his chiseled frame. “I’m game, coach,” he said, voice thick, his hand brushing my wet hair, urging me back but letting me lead.

I smirked, diving back in—lips wrapping tight, sucking harder now, my tongue lashing the underside, tracing every ridge as I took him deeper, the head nudging my throat. I gagged—soft, deliberate—then pushed past, throat stretching wide, spit pooling as I worked him, my moans humming against his flesh—hungry, relentless. My pussy pulsed—hot, dripping—every suck stoking a fire, my body trembling with want as I rocked on my knees, thighs clenching tight, arousal a flood I couldn’t stem. My free hand slid to his balls—heavy, warm—rolling them slowly, teasing as I bobbed, spit dripping down my chin, mixing with the water cascading over us. His groans grew—low, rough—hips twitching, and I slowed—drawing it out, lips straining around his girth, tongue flicking wild as I savored the power, the thrill, my pussy aching with every pulse of his cock.

“Fuck, Vanessa—I’m gonna—” he rasped, voice breaking, his hand tightening in my hair, and I grinned around him—sucked fierce, tongue thrashing, lips locked tight—until he came, a gushing torrent bursting hot and thick, flooding my mouth in rope after rope. My eyes stung, throat stretched taut as I swallowed—gulping every drop, his cock pulsing endlessly, a shudder ripping through me as I drained him, licking him clean—slow, deliberate—my body alight, pussy on fire, soaked and trembling with the rush of it.

We stepped out, water dripping as we dressed—he in fresh shorts, me slipping my slip dress back on, the silk cool against my flushed skin. “Next session—Wednesday?” I asked, combing wet hair with my fingers, my voice steady despite the buzz humming through me.

“Wednesday works,” he grinned, zipping his duffel. “You’re something else, Van.”

“Don’t you forget it,” I winked, leading him downstairs—past Ryan in the living room, book back in hand, his smile knowing, warm. “See you, Jamal,” he said, nodding friendly, his gaze flicking to me—a quiet thrill beneath his calm.

“Later, man,” Jamal replied, heading out, the door clicking shut. I turned to Ryan, my grin sharp, heat still simmering—our estate a playground, our game just beginning.

Chapter 3

The sun sank low over the estate’s private tennis court, painting the clay in hues of amber and rose as I watched Jamal pack his gear, his white tank clinging to his sweat-slicked chest, black shorts hugging his thighs like a second skin. Wednesday’s session had ended, and the air thrummed with the quiet satisfaction of progress—his serve was crisper, his follow-through tighter, each crack of the ball a testament to my handiwork. My auburn ponytail hung loose now, brushing my shoulders as I slung my racket into its bag, a smirk tugging my lips. “You’re getting there, rookie,” I said, my voice sharp with a cocky lilt, stepping closer as he zipped his duffel. “Keep that wrist locked—might actually win a real tournament soon.”

He grinned, dark brown eyes sparkling as he straightened, towering over me—his dark skin catching the fading light, muscles flexing with a casual power that sent a flicker of heat through me. “All you, Van—damn good today,” he said, his voice deep and smooth, rolling over me like a tide I couldn’t outrun.

“You made it happen,” I shot back, my smirk widening as I brushed a damp strand behind my ear, the gesture slow, deliberate. I caught a faint hitch in his stride as he turned—a whisper of strain, a tiny falter in his walk—but I brushed it off in my head. Just fatigue, I thought, nothing to fuss over. “Hey—how about dinner tomorrow? Me and Ryan. No practice, just a night in.”

He paused, duffel slung over one broad shoulder, his grin stretching wide enough to show teeth. “Yeah? Count me in—beats another night of ramen in my shitty rental.”

“Thought you’d say that,” I said, stepping closer, my voice dropping to a husky tease as I tilted my head, letting my gaze linger on his shorts—where that bulge shifted faintly, a quiet promise I couldn’t unsee. “Head up to the house—same shower as last time. I’ll be up soon—got a little reward for all that good work.” I winked, the promise hanging thick between us, my hazel eyes gleaming with intent.

“Hot damn,” he chuckled, his eyes sparking as he adjusted the strap, his voice a low rumble that stirred me. “Don’t keep me waiting too long, Coach.” He sauntered off—his walk steady enough to quiet my flicker of doubt—and I watched him go, his frame cutting through the estate’s manicured lawn, past the koi pond shimmering under solar lanterns, toward the mansion’s rear glass doors, their sleek panes reflecting the last gasps of daylight.

I lingered on the court, the clay still warm beneath my sneakers, pulling my phone from my bag with a grin. I tapped out a text to Tara, my thumbs quick and sure—Finally saw Jamal’s cock—fuck me, you weren’t kidding. Her reply buzzed back almost instantly—Told you, girl! Biggest damn ride I’ve ever had—fucked him yet? A fire smouldered low in my belly as I typed, Not yet—blew him in the shower last time. Goddamn, Tara, I loved it—huge, thick, perfect. Tara’s response lit up—So fucking hot! Sucking that beast—best rush ever, right? Made my mouth water just thinking about it. I smirked, texting back—Gotta run—round two’s calling. Catch you later. She shot back—Pics or it didn’t happen, bitch!—and I laughed, pocketing the phone, my skin buzzing with anticipation as I headed up to the house, arousal simmering with every step across the estate’s lush grounds.

That evening, Ryan and I sat in our dining room, the crystal chandelier casting a constellation of light across the polished mahogany table as Elena served a feast—seared scallops atop saffron risotto, the air rich with butter and spice, a hint of truffle weaving through. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed a twilight view of the estate—the infinity pool glinting beyond sculpted hedges, palm trees swaying against a sky fading to deep indigo. I lounged in a silk slip dress, sapphire blue against my sun-kissed skin, the fabric skimming my toned thighs and tracing the swell of my breasts—nipples faintly hinted beneath as I shifted. Ryan sat across in a linen shirt and slacks, his chestnut hair graying at the edges, his grin warm despite the faint flush on his cheeks.

“Who needs a restaurant when we’ve got this right at home?” he said, spearing a scallop, his voice steady with a touch of awe. “I’ve never had scallops this good in my life,”

“All this money and he’s never had a good scallop,” I teased, swirling my glass, the wine catching the light as I sipped, my lips curling into a playful smirk. “How’s that schooner coming, though? Sails still holding?”

His face brightened, a shy spark breaking through as he leaned forward, elbows brushing the table. “Pretty solid—got the jib rigged last night. Took forever to thread right, but it’s starting to look like it could cut through the Pacific.”

“No kidding?” I said, resting my chin on my hand, the silk slipping just enough to catch his eye before he flicked it back to his plate, a flush creeping up his neck. “Those tiny knots—I’m amazed at what you do with those.”

“I’m glad someone else thinks it’s interesting,” he chuckled, slicing another bite, his fingers sure on the fork. “Keeps me sane after staring at code all day—better than debugging, that’s for damn sure.”

“Should’ve known you’d nail it,” I said, my tone light with a teasing edge, crossing my legs so the silk rode higher, baring a sliver of thigh that made his gaze linger a heartbeat longer. “By the way, Jamal’s coming for dinner tomorrow. I thought it’d be nice.”

He paused, fork mid-air, his smile faltering into surprise, a faint crease forming between his brows. “Oh… Jamal? Here?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice casual, watching him closely as I set my glass down, fingers lingering on the stem. “Why not?”

“Just… didn’t see it coming,” he said, setting his fork down, his flush deepening as he rubbed his neck, his eyes darting to the table then back to me. “Your guys—they’re usually one-offs, you know? Didn’t think you’d… bring him around like this.”

I leaned in, my tone softening but firm, brushing his hand with mine—warm, reassuring—my hazel eyes steady on his. “I’m being welcoming—kid’s my student, Ry. Besides, you’re good with it, right? Like always?” My fingers lingered, a quiet promise in the touch.

He nodded, quick and shy, his gaze flicking to mine then away, a nervous chuckle slipping out. “Yeah, I… sure, Van. Appreciate you checking—guess I’m just surprised.”

“Thought so,” I said, grinning as I pulled back, sipping my wine with a slow tilt. “He’s a good one—you’ll see.”

Dinner wrapped, plates cleared by Elena’s silent grace, and Ryan pushed back his chair, his smile easing back. “Movie tonight? Got North by Northwest queued up—Hitchcock’s still the king.”

“Tempting,” I said, standing with a stretch, the silk shifting over my skin, baring more thigh as I arched my back. “But I’m hitting the study—gotta plan Jamal’s next session. Rain check?”

“Okay,” he said, his voice soft, nodding as I sauntered off—my hips swaying, the hardwood cool under my bare feet as I crossed the hall. I slipped into my private study—a snug retreat, oak-paneled walls lined with leather-bound books, a plush velvet chaise by a window overlooking the estate’s rose garden, the petals glowing faintly under solar lights. I closed the door, the click sharp in the quiet, and crossed to the far wall, pressing a hidden panel—a soft whir as it slid open, revealing my collection: rows of gleaming, high-end dildos mounted on black velvet, their surfaces catching the dim light. I plucked a ten-inch black one that I had ordered online a few days earlier—thick, veined, a mirror to Jamal’s rumored size—its weight heavy in my hand as I laid a yoga mat on the floor, the room’s stillness wrapping around me.

I stripped the silk dress off slow, letting it pool at my feet—naked now, my skin prickling in the cool air, nipples tightening as I knelt on the mat, the dildo’s cool tip brushing my thigh. I’d been training my pussy for this—for Jamal—knowing I’d never taken anything close to his size, the thought alone stoking a fire low in my belly. My fingers grazed my clit—teasing the bud with the dildo’s head, smooth and firm—circling slow, deliberate, a shiver rippling through me as warmth bloomed, my pussy slickening with every pass. I pressed it against my slit—easing it in—my lips parting, wet and eager, the girth stretching me with a delicious, aching burn as I sank it deeper—inch by inch—my breath hitching, a soft moan spilling as my pussy gripped it—hot, pulsing—creaming white down its length. I rocked slow—savoring the fullness, the stretch—my thighs trembling, arousal dripping as I fucked myself deeper, imagining Jamal—his dark skin glistening, his cocky grin flashing, that ten-inch beast splitting me open—my pussy clenching tight, a flood building as I lost myself in the haze.

The door creaked—Ryan stood there, book in hand, his eyes widening—surprised, not angry, frozen mid-step as he took me in—naked, dildo buried deep, my skin gleaming with sweat, pussy creaming around its girth. “Van—what—” he stammered, his voice catching, his slacks tightening as he stared, his cock hardening visibly beneath the fabric.

“Come in,” I purred, my tone steady, a cocky grin curling my lips as I kept rocking—slow, sure—my pussy pulsing around the dildo, slick and swollen. “Close the door—sit there. Take your clothes off.” I nodded to a leather chair across from me, my eyes glinting with command as he obeyed—shutting it, stripping naked, his average frame bared, cock hard and twitching as he sank into the seat, his breath shallow.

“Van, I—” he started, reaching to stroke himself, his voice thick with heat, but I cut him off, my gaze sharp, unwavering.

“No touching,” I said, my voice firm as I slid the dildo deeper, slow and deliberate—my pussy creaming thicker, a white ring forming at its base as I rocked—my thighs slick, trembling with every thrust. “Just watch—Jamal’s this big, Ry. I’m training for him—I’m gonna fuck him tomorrow after dinner.”

His cock twitched, precum beading as he gripped the chair arms, obeying—his eyes locked on me, hungry, his flush deepening. “Jesus, Van,” he rasped, voice trembling, his hardness straining as he watched me work.

“Feels incredible,” I moaned, my voice a husky drawl, rocking harder now—the dildo stretching me wide, filling me full, a sweet, searing ache as it plunged deep, my clit pulsing against its base—each thrust a tease of what Jamal would bring. “Thick—solid—so fucking big. He’s gonna split me wide when he fucks me—God, I need it.” My thighs shook—arousal dripping down my legs, creaming the mat as I fucked myself—imagining Jamal’s weight, his thrust—my pussy clenching tight, a flood swelling as I pushed it deeper—slow, relentless—my moans spilling louder, my body trembling with the rush. I came—hard, a sharp cry tearing free—my pussy gushing over the dildo, a wet rush soaking it as I rode it through. I was lost in the haze—Jamal’s cock a vision, my pleasure a roaring tide.

I eased it out—slow, slick, glistening—setting it on the mat as I stood, my legs quaking, pussy still pulsing, a faint drip trailing down my thigh. I crossed to Ryan—kneeling between his thighs, his cock hard, throbbing—and stroked him slowly, my grip firm and sure. “Good boy,” I purred.  Three tugs was all it took—his small load spurted warm in my palm, a soft groan breaking from him as his body shook, his cum modest against the memory of Jamal’s flood. I kissed him—deep, tender—snuggling into his lap, my naked skin against his, warm and close. “Movie time now,” I murmured, my grin soft as I wiped my hand on a towel from the desk, his arms wrapping around me with a shy, steady warmth.

The next evening, the dining room glowed again—Elena’s feast of braised short ribs and truffled mashed potatoes filling the air with richness, the chandelier casting a warm light over the table where Jamal joined us. He sat in a fitted polo and jeans, his dark skin catching the glow, his easy grin lighting the space. I wore a red silk dress—low-cut, clinging—Ryan in a linen shirt, his smile warm but his eyes flicking with anticipation beneath his calm.

“Damn, this place is unreal,” Jamal said, spearing a bite, his voice deep as he glanced around—at the paintings, the wine fridge humming softly with vintages too fine for casual nights. “You two live like royalty.”

“We do alright,” I replied, my tone playful, sipping my Pinot Noir as I leaned back, the silk shifting over my thighs. “How’s that serve feeling after Wednesday?”

“Like a damn rifle—thanks to you,” he grinned, his eyes glinting as he met my gaze, a spark dancing there. “You’re a hell of a coach, Van—got me dialed in.”

“Ryan’s been hearing all about it,” I teased, my foot brushing Jamal’s under the table, a wink at Ryan—his flush deepened, his fork pausing as he nodded.

“Yeah,” Ryan said, his voice steady but a tremor beneath it, smiling at Jamal. “She’s got a gift—glad it’s paying off.”

“More than a gift,” Jamal chuckled, leaning back, his polo stretching taut across his chest. “She’s the real deal—making me better every damn day.”

Dinner wound down, laughter weaving through the air—Jamal’s easy charm blending with Ryan’s quiet warmth—and I stood, my dress swaying as I grinned at Jamal. “How about a tour? Bedroom’s next—gotta see the best part.” I tossed a cheeky glance at Ryan—his eyes widened, a hungry spark breaking through his calm, his breath catching faintly.

“Hell yeah,” Jamal said, standing, adjusting his jeans—his bulge shifting subtly—following me as Ryan trailed behind, his steps quickening with a mix of nerves and heat. We entered our bedroom—plush king bed draped in silk, skylight spilling moonlight over teak floors—its luxury a quiet hum in the air. I turned to Jamal, kissing him slow—lips firm, warm—my hand rubbing his erection through his jeans, the thick length pulsing under my fingers as I pressed myself closer.

“Fuck, Van,” he murmured, his voice thick as I unzipped him, freeing his cock—ten inches, veined, dark—stroking it slow, firm, showing it off to Ryan—his jaw tightened, eyes locked on it, slacks straining as his breath hitched.

“Relax,” I purred to Jamal, my tone steady and calm as I stripped naked—the silk pooling at my feet—my skin gleaming, nipples tight as I sank to the bed, legs spread wide. “Ryan’s good—you’re good—right?” Jamal nodded, his nerves easing, his grin flashing as I leaned back—my pussy slick, pulsing—“Get me ready.”

He knelt between my thighs and begin expertly flicking my clit with his tongue. His mouth was warm, wet—a teasing spark that made my hips buck, a gasp slipping free. He lapped slow—parting my folds with broad, hungry strokes, his lips sealing around my clit. His full lips sucked gently, then firm before plunging his tongue inside—curling deep, tasting my slickness as it flowed. My fingers gripped the silk—pleasure coiling tight—his skill a blaze, my pussy dripping as he worked. Jamal entranced me in a whirlwind of lapping, sucking, teasing—my moans spilling soft, then sharp—building, cresting as I felt my orgasm build. I grabbed his head and held it between my legs as an intense orgasm ripped through me—my body shuddered, a flood soaking his lips—my cry echoing as my thighs clamped his head, trembling with the rush.

“Fuck me,” I panted, my voice a husky command as he stripped. “Stroke, Ry—but slow—don’t cum yet,” I said, my gaze sharp—Ryan obeyed, slacks down, his smaller cock hard as he watched, his hand trembling with restraint.

Jamal climbed atop the bed and positioned himself in front of me. He held smouldering eye contact as he slid in for the first time, slow, deliberate—his head parting my lips and tunneling past my G spot easily. His girth stretched me wide, a delicious burn as I gasped, my pussy slick and eager, my voice guiding—“Easy—there—more”—his thickness filling me, inch by inch—my walls creaming white against his dark shaft. I was used to having to work up to his size on my dildo, needing minutes to accommodate the size, but I was so turned on and drunk with lust that my pussy hardly resisted, accepting him completely. As he approached the back of my pussy, my breath hitched at the fullness, the stretch I’d trained for. “Fuck—there,” I moaned, my voice trembling with control—his cock brushing deep—“You’re close to my fornix—slow—nestle it in—right there.” He adjusted—his head finding that sweet, hidden spot—rubbing slow—massaging it with a rhythm I set—“Yes—fuck—stay there”—pleasure washed over me, a deep, searing wave—my body lost in the haze, taken wholly. Rarely had I been able to guide even my favorite lovers to this precious spot deep inside me, but Jamal’s incredible size found it with such ease, as if he’d always known the depths of my pussy with map-like precision. my pussy pulsed, gripped him as he worked it—slow, precise, a master under my command. My thighs shook, arousal dripping—my moans loud, wild, building fast as he pressed and kneaded and conquered my posterior fornix. The intense stimulation proved incredibly effective, and soon enough an even more intense orgasm exploded through me—a wail spilling free—my pussy gushing wet, soaking him as I came. Behind Jamal, Ryan’s hand faltered and I caught his small load spurting on the floor—his groan soft beside my scream. Jamal fucked me dutifully through my orgasm, and soon enough I felt his strokes become more frantic, his breathing become more shallow. His cock hardened even more, and I could feel how close he was.

“Pull out—cum on me,” I gasped, my voice firm—Jamal obeyed—stroking fast—long ropes bursting hot, thick—splashing my torso—coating my tits—streaks hitting my neck, my cheek—my skin gleaming with his load, a torrent that marked me. “Towel, Ry,” I panted—Ryan grabbed one from the ensuite—wiping me clean—his touch tender, my body still buzzing, pussy pulsing with aftershocks.

“Guest room, Ry,” I murmured, climbing under the silk sheets—Jamal joined me, his warmth settling beside me—Ryan nodded, no protest—his smile shy, knowing—as he left, taking the towel with him, the door clicking shut. My skin hummed—sated, triumphant—our game unfolding in this lush haven, my pussy still tingling with the echo of Jamal’s size.

Chapter 4

Weeks slipped by after that first time with Jamal in our bedroom, his cock buried deep, and I could hardly keep my grin in check—his progress on the court was damn near exponential, each session sharpening his game like a blade under my steady hand. Our chemistry—coach and student—bloomed wild and fast, a rhythm that hummed through every drill, every crack of the ball, every shared glance that lingered too long. The sex got better too—those post-training moments when I’d drop to my knees, lips stretching around his incredible shaft, sucking him slow and firm after a good session, or the rare afternoons when I’d climb on top, riding him gentle but commanding, my pussy creaming thickly as I set the pace. It was a dance—his power, my control—and I loved every second, my body buzzing with it, my mind sharp with the thrill of shaping him.

That Thursday morning, though, everything shifted—a turn I didn’t see coming until it hit hard. The sun blazed high over the estate’s private court, the clay baking under our feet as Jamal and I ran drills—sprints, pivots, quick volleys to hone his footwork. My auburn ponytail swayed loose, brushing my shoulders as I barked at him, my voice cutting sharp. “Pick it up, rookie—your left’s dragging! You’re better than this!” He wasn’t on today—his serves lacked snap, his movements sluggish—and I pushed harder, my tone tough, unrelenting, expecting the fire I’d stoked in him to flare.

Then it happened—mid-sprint, chasing a wide return—Jamal’s leg buckled. He crumpled to the clay with a sharp yelp—his body folding, hands clawing at his hip as he rolled, his face twisting in a grimace of pain—his breath coming in ragged gasps, a sheen of sweat breaking fresh across his dark skin. My racket clattered to the ground—my tough shell shattering in an instant—as I rushed to him, heart slamming against my ribs, fear clawing up my throat. “Jamal—shit—what’s wrong?” I dropped beside him, my hands hovering, trembling—his knee bent awkward, his hip rigid, pain radiating from him like heat off the clay. Flashes hit me—my own collapse years back, that sickening pop, the months of rehab—and I shoved them down, panic surging as I gripped his shoulder, steady but shaking.

“Fuck—my hip,” he groaned, voice tight, his hands pressing hard against his right side—his thigh twitching, muscles locked as he gritted his teeth, trying to shift and failing, his breath hitching with every move. I slid an arm under his shoulders—his weight heavy, solid—helping him sit up, my voice softer now, urgent. “Easy—lean on me—let’s get you inside.” He nodded, jaw clenched, and I hoisted him—my arm around his back, his around my shoulders—his steps hobbling, uneven, each one a wince as we crossed the lawn—past the koi pond glinting under the sun, the estate’s glass doors looming ahead.

The living room welcomed us with its cool hush—plush leather sectional curving around a teak coffee table, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the pool’s shimmer, oak shelves gleaming with first editions under recessed lights. I eased Jamal onto the couch—his groan sharp as he sank into the cushions, his leg stiff, his face etched with pain. “Lie back—don’t move,” I said, my voice trembling despite my effort to steady it, kneeling beside him—my hands brushing his arm, my mind racing with fear—those old memories clawing back, my own injury’s ghost whispering ruin. “You’re okay—I’ve got you,” I murmured, squeezing his hand—his fingers warm, gripping mine tight—trying to comfort him, my tough facade gone, replaced by a raw ache I couldn’t name.

Footsteps echoed—Ryan burst in from the hall, his linen shirt rumpled, glasses slipping as he took in the scene—Jamal sprawled, me crouched, my face pale. “Van—what’s—” he started, his voice tight, hazel eyes wide with alarm.

“Get Dr. Ellis—now,” I said, forcing calm into my tone—though my hands shook as I held Jamal’s—“Tell him to come ASAP—Jamal’s hurt.” Ryan nodded—grasping the weight—darting off to grab his phone, his steps quick on the hardwood. I stayed by Jamal, stroking his arm—his breath slowing, his pain a quiet storm—my own fear swirling, flashing to that day my knee gave out, the months I’d lost—terrified it’d take him too. “You’re gonna be fine,” I whispered, my voice soft, steadying him, me, both of us—shocked at how shaken I felt, how deep this cut.

Dr. Ellis arrived fast—gray-haired, sharp-eyed, the best sports med doc I’d ever known, the one who’d pieced me back together years ago. He knelt by Jamal—his hands probing gentle but sure—Jamal wincing as he pressed along his hip, his thigh rigid under the touch. “Moderate to severe hip flexor strain,” Ellis said, his voice clipped, clinical, as he straightened—his gaze flicking to me, then Jamal—“He likely contracted this strain by pushing too hard in training. He’s going to need intensive PT. No heavy activity for four to six months if he wants a shot at full recovery.”

Jamal’s face fell—disappointment carving lines into his brow—my stomach dropped, thoughts whirring—my own injury’s toll, the nights I’d sobbed through rehab, the fear Jamal’s career could crumble like mine nearly did. “Four to six months?” he muttered, voice hoarse—Ellis nodded, outlining the regimen—rest, PT, slow rebuild—Jamal and I listening, sober, the weight sinking in. “Anything else we can do?” I asked, my voice tight.

“I’ve seen massage therapy help circulation and ease the strain of injury. I think it’s worth a shot. Good luck.” Dr. Ellis left as quickly as he arrived, leaving the room heavy with the gravity of the situation.

I turned to Jamal—his eyes downcast, pain and worry etched deep. “Van—I can’t afford this shit. PT, massages, doctor visits– I’m broke. What am I gonna do? I’m finished.” he said, voice low, hands flexing against the couch—his vulnerability raw, piercing me.

I scoffed, squeezing his hand—firm, warm—“You’re not paying a dime—me and Ryan have got it. Focus on healing—that’s it.” His eyes met mine—grateful, soft—and I leaned closer, my voice steady, fierce. “You’re staying here—the whole damn time it takes. I’m not going anywhere, Jamal—you’re mine to fix. I’m gonna get my favorite PT on the phone, you’ll start tomorrow.” His grip tightened—a heartfelt beat passing between us—his nod slow, trusting, as I stood—my resolve hardening against the fear still gnawing inside.

The next day, the estate’s home gym buzzed with quiet purpose—teak floors polished to a gleam, glass walls framing a view of the pool, state-of-the-art equipment humming softly. I peeked in—Jamal with the physical therapist, his leg propped, moving slow through stretches—his face tight with effort, sweat beading as he grimaced. The sight hit hard—my own PT days crashing back—those endless hours, the ache, the doubt—and I pulled away, a tear slipping free, overwhelmed by the echo. I found Ryan standing behind me—silent, steady—his linen shirt unbuttoned, his eyes soft but shadowed as I turned. I stood a moment—then burst, tears spilling—burying my face in his chest as he wrapped his arms around me, his warmth an anchor. “Hey—hey, Van—it’s okay,” he murmured—his voice calm, comforting—though a flicker of something else lingered, unspoken—his own quiet insecurity at how much Jamal’s fall shook me, a weight he kept to himself.

I composed myself—sniffling, kissing his cheek—“Thanks, Ry”—and pulled away, meandering to the kitchen—its marble counters gleaming, a skylight spilling noon sun over a spread of fruit and pastries Elena had left. I had an apple and sat collecting my thoughts, the sting of those memories fading as resolve crept back. About 45 minutes later Jamal’s PT session wrapped—his crutches clicking as he emerged—and I met him in the hall, my voice firm but warm. “Let’s go to the sauna room—massage time. I’ll take care of it.” I smiled, softer now—“I got my license a few years back—learned it after my injury.”

He nodded, a faint grin breaking through—his trust in me clear—and I walked beside him, his crutches steady on the hardwood as we crossed to the sauna room—a luxe nook off the gym, cedar walls glowing under amber lights, a teak massage table centered beneath a skylight. I helped him onto it—his hands gripping my shoulders—his weight heavy, intimate—as I eased his shirt off—his chest sculpted, dark skin warm—then his shorts—his bulge stirring faintly, his vulnerability laid bare. “Lie back—relax,” I said, my voice soft, sweet—his body settling as I grabbed a bottle of lavender oil from a sleek shelf, the scent blooming as I warmed it in my hands.

I started at his shoulders, fingers kneading firmly to ease the tension coiled there, then worked down his arms with long strokes and steady pressure. My hands moved to his chest, tracing circles over his pecs, oil slicking his skin and gleaming under the light, my touch tender and intimate with a quiet care threading through. I shifted to his hips, careful around the strain, thumbs pressing gently along his adductors in long, slow drags to boost circulation, my hands warm and slick. His breath hitched as I worked, my own pulse quickening, his closeness stirring me with a protector’s instinct mingling with heat. Nearing the end, his thigh gleamed and relaxed, but his cock stirred, thickening and rising to tent his briefs as he flushed sheepishly. “Sorry—I…” he started, voice low, but I cut him off with a soft, reassuring grin.

“It’s fine, relax,” I said, my tone a soothing hum as his erection grew full, ten inches proud, straining the fabric. I slid his briefs down, and his cock sprang free, dark and veined, a titan I couldn’t ignore. I drizzled oil over it, warm and slick, my hands wrapping slow and firm, stroking gently, sensually. His girth pulsed under my fingers, my pussy clenching as I worked, arousal blooming hot and wet, a thrill I couldn’t deny. “You’re okay,” I whispered, my voice soft and comforting, my grip sliding in long, slow drags from base to tip. “I’ve got you, let me take care of you,” I added, his breath hitching, his cock twitching. My hands glided, oil slicking his length, my pussy dripping, thighs trembling as I jerked him sweetly. My fingers teased the head, circling slowly, his groans soft and ragged, my arousal a quiet fire, protective and fierce, his pleasure mine to give.

“Fuck, Van,” he rasped, his hips shifted and bucked, my hands steady and commanding, stroking faster now, oil dripping slick and warm. I was lost in the act, caring for him, wanting him, my fingers tight, sliding up and down serenely. His cock throbbed, and huge ropes burst forth, hot and thick, splashing across his abs in long, endless spurts, my hands milking him through it all. It was a gushing torrent I savored, my arousal peaking, my pussy throbbing as I watched, his cum a mark of trust. I cleaned him off, towel soft and gentle, his breath slowing, my touch lingering, sweet and tender. I helped him up, crutches clicking as I walked him to the guest room, its teak bed draped in silk, a haven in our luxe sprawl.

He climbed in, ready to rest now. His face eased as I left, the door clicking shut. I stood in the hall—reflecting—Jamal’s pain, my fear, those old scars flaring—the day’s weight heavy, but my resolve heavier—his recovery mine to guard, his trust a quiet ache in my chest—our bond tightening, unspoken, as I turned back to the house, my mind steady, my body still humming. I trudged toward our bedroom—Ryan’s snores a faint drone through the walls. My skin thrummed, alive with what Jamal packed, a fucking gulf from the man I’d slide in bed beside. We barely fucked anymore—Ryan’s cock, sweet as it was, never stacked up, too small to hit me deep like the guys he let me screw around with over the years. Those hookups—seven, eight inches, thick enough to stretch me—had spoiled me long before, but Jamal? His ten-inch beast was a whole other story, a league past anything I’d ridden. Ryan’s five or so couldn’t touch that—his tongue was all he used on me now, and I loved him, sure, but penetration was for my “guys”—always had been, and Jamal rewrote the damn rulebook. I slipped under the sheets, grazing Ry’s arm—warm, steady, not enough—and let sleep drag me down, Jamal’s heft searing my thoughts, Ryan’s lack a dull pang I’d shrugged off ages ago

Chapter 5

Two months had passed since Jamal’s collapse on the clay, and the late July air clung thick with warmth as Ryan and I slipped into Vino Veritas, a ritzy wine bar off Santa Barbara’s coast—where bottles cost more than a month’s rent and the dim glow softened a week’s rough edges. Dark wood walls gleamed under racks of dusty vintages, amber pendants spilling a honeyed light over leather booths that smelled of polish and old cash. I slid into our corner spot, my black sundress—low-cut, hugging my hips—shifting as I crossed my legs, the hem creeping up to snag Ryan’s eye. He settled across in a crisp button-down, sleeves rolled to his elbows, chestnut hair mussed from the pier’s breeze. A bottle of Napa Valley Pinot sat between us, label curling at the edges, and I swirled my glass, ruby wine catching the light as I grinned—our first night out in weeks, and damn, it felt alive.

“So this guy,” Ryan said, leaning in with a grin that crinkled his hazel eyes, “he’s at the shareholders’ meeting, tie half-off, yammering about ‘synergy’ like he’s some hotshot. Spills his coffee mid-rant, tries to swipe it off like it’s part of the pitch.” He chuckled—an awkward huff spilling out, his hand brushing his neck where a faint pink crept up—and I laughed hard, loud and bright, nearly tipping my glass. Wine sloshed onto my fingers, sticky and cool, and I licked it off, still giggling, the tart bite sharp on my tongue.

“No way, he’s a disaster,” I said, wiping my hand on a napkin, voice bright with delight as I leaned closer—the sundress dipping, baring a sliver of cleavage that made his gaze flicker before he caught himself. “You deal with this clown every quarter?”

“Every damn time,” he said, shaking his head, grin softening as he sipped his wine—too quick, a drop clinging to his lip he didn’t notice. “Those meetings need comic relief, though.”

“Better watch it—you’ll end up with shirt stains too,” I teased, nudging his shin under the table—my sandal grazing his calf, a playful spark in my eyes. He laughed again, that clumsy huff, and I leaned back, savoring the wine’s buzz, the bar’s hum—until his grin faded, fingers tapping the glass stem, a nervous tic breaking through.

“So,” he said, voice dropping softer, “Jamal’s… coming along, huh? You’ve been at it hard—rehab, I mean.” His eyes flicked to the table, then back—a shadow crossing them, something unsaid.

I nodded, sipping slow, letting the wine’s tart edge linger before answering. “Yeah, he’s tearing it up. PT says it’s the fastest recovery he’s seen for a hip flexor injury that bad—four months, maybe less, and he’s off crutches. Kid’s a fighter.”

Ryan’s fingers stilled, jaw tightening a touch. “You two, you’re tight now, Van. Closer than I’ve seen you with… anyone, really.” He paused—voice catching, rawer now—“Those daily sessions—the massages, handjobs, blowjobs—I get they’re helping, but… how much of that’s really necessary?”

I set my glass down slow, grin fading as I met his gaze—steady, softening at the edges. “I know what I’m doing, Ry. I haven’t fucked him since the injury—don’t want to mess him up—but that closeness? It’s working. Keeps him trusting me, keeps him pushing. PT’s stunned, he can’t figure out what’s driving Jamal’s progress like this. I know my methods are a bit unorthodox, but I’m clearly producing outstanding results.” My tone stayed firm—cocky, sure—but I reached across, brushing his hand, warm and steady beneath mine. “What’s got you twisted?”

He swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing—a shaky laugh tumbling out, clumsy and real. “I—hell, Van—I feel… threatened, I guess? You’re so attached to him—more than your other guys. I’m not used to seeing you like this.”

I softened—tough front melting as I squeezed his hand, voice low, earnest. “Ry, Jamal’s different—not just a fling—but you’re my guy. I love you, only you, and I’m with you forever. Not Jamal. You. Okay?” I leaned closer—the dress rustling, breath brushing his cheek—his eyes searching mine, finding truth, shoulders easing as he nodded, a faint smile flickering back.

“Okay,” he murmured, voice steadier, hand gripping mine—a sweet beat passing, bar chatter fading around us. I pulled back, grin turning sly—wry, teasing.

“You’ve been imagining it, huh?” I said, arching a brow, tone dipping low. “Those ‘massage sessions’—what they must look like?”

He reddened—ears pinking, a sheepish laugh spilling as he rubbed his neck. “Yeah—I mean, I… I have. It’s private—I get why I can’t be there—but damn, Van, it’s hot to think about.”

I smirked, sipping my wine—slow, deliberate—letting the idea settle. “I’ll ask him tomorrow—see if he’s cool with me filming it—for you. How’s that?”

His eyes sparked—wide, eager—a kid with a new toy. “Fuck yeah—that’d be… yeah, Van, do it.”

Next day, the estate’s home gym smelled of rubber and eucalyptus—teak floors scuffed from wear, glass walls fogged with midday heat as Jamal finished PT—limp faint now, off crutches but favoring his right side. I leaned by the door—black tank and leggings—watching him stretch—white tank stretched tight, shorts loose but hinting at that bulge. His recovery was solid—two months of my hands, my care—and a quiet pride tugged at me, fierce and unnamed. “Looking sharp,” I said, stepping in as the therapist slipped out—voice crisp but warm, nudging his old crutch aside where it leaned against the wall. “Let’s hit the sauna—massage time.”

He grinned—lopsided, a touch off-kilter. “Fixing me up again, Van?” His steps were slow but steadier as we crossed the hall, gait careful but stronger. The sauna room glowed—cedar walls slick with steam, amber lights casting shadows over a teak massage table under a skylight. I helped him onto it—his hand gripping my arm—weight heavy, familiar—as I tugged his tank off—chest sculpted, dark skin warm—then his shorts—his cock stirring, vulnerability bared.

“Lie back, just chill,” I said, voice soft and steady as his body settled. I grabbed lavender oil, its scent sharp as I warmed it in my palms, steam hissing faintly from the rocks. I started at his shoulders, kneading firmly to ease knots, then worked long strokes down his arms, oil slicking his skin and catching light. My hands moved to his chest, tracing circles over his pecs, my touch tender with care threading through, his breath slowing and steadying. I shifted to his hips, gentle around the strain, thumbs dragging slowly along his adductors to boost circulation, hands warm and slick, his closeness stirring me with a protector’s instinct tangling with a slow burn.

His cock rose, thickening steadily, tenting his briefs as he shifted. He grinned lazily now, no apology this time. “Relax,” I said, tone soothing as I slid his briefs down. His cock sprang free, ten inches, dark and veined, a marvel I couldn’t tire of. Oil dripped as I wrapped my hands around it, slow and firm. His girth pulsed, my pussy clenching, arousal sharp with a damp ache spreading. “Hey, Jamal,” I murmured, voice sweet and stroking steady, “mind if I film this? For Ryan, he’s dying to see.” My fingers slid, oil slicking his length, his eyes sparked, and his grin broke wide.

Shit, yeah, Van, go for it,” he said, voice thick and eager, trust humming as I grabbed my phone. I propped it on a shelf across the room. I stripped, tank and leggings peeling off, now naked with skin prickling in steam. I climbed onto the table and kneeled in front of him, head over his groin and ass high.

I engulfed his head, lips stretching wide around his girth, head heavy and warm on my tongue, salty tang flooding my senses as I sucked slow and deep. I loved the idea of performing for Ryan, rewarding him for the support he’d lent in this time.  My mouth sank low, spit pooling fast, sloppy and wet, dripping down his shaft as I bobbed, tongue roughing over veins thick and pulsing—teasing the ridge, swirling lazy circles—savoring the weight, the stretch. My pussy throbbed, hot and slick, a damp sting spreading as I worked, moans muffled, low and needy, vibrating against him—his groans soft and ragged, hips shifting faint. Steam clung, hair plastered damp against my shoulders, droplets tracing my spine. My nipples brushed the table’s edge—each drag of my lips a thrill— and his size filled my mouth fully, jaw aching sweet. My spit spilled sloppily down his length and onto the table,  a wet sheen coating him as I slurped loud and messy. I was drawing it out, sucking harder, tongue lashing wild across the head, then flattening along the shaft—greedy for every inch. My hands joined—stroking what I couldn’t take—oil slicking my fingers, teasing the tip with slow twists—milking groans, his cock twitching under my grip.

“Oh my god, Van,” he rasped, voice breaking as his hand brushed my hair, loose and easy, letting me lead as I worked. My pussy pulsed, a slow burn roaring with every suck stoking it. Spit dripped to my chin and mixed with oil, my thighs trembling, arousal a flood I couldn’t stem. As I sucked him, I missed fucking him, his thick heat stretching me and claiming me. Thoughts flickered as I gagged, recalling how his cock felt that night in our bed, buried deep. My pussy ached for it now, held back by his damn injury, but this wet mess of my mouth on him would do for now—caring yet commanding, his pleasure mine to pull out, slow and sensual, relentless. My mouth became a slick vice, his girth throbbing hot and huge. My pussy dripped and drooled, leaving a faint pool beneath me I didn’t care to hide. His cum built—I felt it—groans sharpening, hips twitching. I drew it longer, tongue teasing heavy, savoring every pulse. I sucked sloppy, spit stringing as I milked him steady until he broke. A huge load burst hot and thick, flooding my mouth in rope after rope, a salty rush coating my tongue. My throat stretched as I gulped slowly, swallowing every drop, eyes stinging. His cock pulsed endlessly, my pussy clenched wild and wet, his cum a mark I claimed. I licked him clean, tender and deliberate, body alight, pussy throbbing, sated and soaked.

“Nap time, damn, Van,” he said—limp slight as he shuffled out—breath heavy, dressing slowly with shorts slipping on. The guest room called, door clicking shut as he left. I grabbed my phone, still naked, steam fogging the lens, and hit play. The screen lit my face as I settled on the chaise, legs spread, fingers brushing my pussy in a lazy tease while I watched. The camera caught me from behind, my ass high and curves sharp, head bobbing steady between Jamal’s legs. His thighs framed me, my lips working his groin, a dark blur where his cock hid, but my pussy stole the show, glistening faintly at first. Wetness trailed as I sucked, thighs parted wider. You could see me become more aroused, more turned on as I got further into the blowjob. With each bob of my head my pussy dripped more and more. The video framed it raw, my head greedy and relentless, pussy swelling wetter, a damp star shining brighter. My fingers slipped deeper, rubbing slowly, wetness slicking my hand. Ryan’d lose it—this’d set him off—his shy thrill burning. My clit pulsed as I watched, pussy a hot, dripping visual, knowing he’d see and crave me more, our game alive, lush, human, and messy. My grin sharpened, proud, fingers lingering wet and wanting, his eyes in my mind

Chapter 6

Five months had rolled by since Jamal’s hip buckled on the clay, and October’s late afternoon sun draped our Southern California estate in a crisp, golden veil—perfect for tennis, perfect for a reckoning. I stood at the court’s edge, sneakers sinking into the warm, scuffed clay—its earthy bite blending with the faint salt breeze wafting from the coast a few miles off. Jamal was whole again—Dr. Ellis had signed off last week, his hip flexor strain a faded echo—and I’d pushed him hard these past days, drills honing that raw, electric spark I’d first clocked. Today, he’d face a local pro—some wiry guy ranked in the 50s—not a grand-slam titan, but a solid measure. Above, the rooftop deck buzzed with guests—glasses clinking, laughter spilling over the marble railing—our little kingdom laid bare, manicured gardens stretching beyond the palm-fringed court, the infinity pool glinting like molten glass under the slanting light.

I tugged my white visor lower, shading my hazel eyes—black leggings and tank hugging my sweat-slick skin. My auburn hair hung in a messy braid, strands plastered to my neck, and I caught Tara up on the deck—leaning against the railing, blonde hair spilling like silk over her shoulders, catching the sun in a way that made her shimmer. She was prettier than me, I’d admit—Scandinavian tall, model-lean, sharp cheekbones framing icy blue eyes—but she’d never matched my game. Back on the circuit, her serve sputtered at a weak 90 miles an hour, footwork a clumsy shuffle—I’d smoked her every match, no contest. Now, she sipped champagne, flute dainty in her manicured grip, her gaze locked on Jamal as he stretched near the baseline—white tank stretched tight across his broad chest, dark skin glowing with a fresh sheen, shorts loose but hinting at that bulge I knew too well.

She’d been at it since she strolled in—sauntering over pre-match in a tight sundress, voice dripping honey as she leaned close. “Jamal, you’re looking strong out there—remember me from that San Diego qualifier?” He grinned—polite, not icy—“Yeah, Tara, good to see you”—but his eyes slid back to me as I lobbed him a ball, my voice slicing through her purr. “Focus, rookie—warm up or eat dust.” She’d laughed—high, bright—brushing his arm, tossing her hair—he nodded, steady, not biting. I smirked—groupie through and through—but let her play; he’d earned the spotlight.

The match kicked off—clay puffing under their sneakers as Jamal’s serve cracked like a storm, a vicious arc slamming the backcourt. The pro—lean, quick—scrambled, lobbing a flimsy return. Jamal lunged, smashing it cross-court, power and precision coiled in every swing. I paced—pride swelling sharp in my chest—watching his legs flex, form seamless—every move a testament to our months of sweat. First set, 3-2—Jamal up. A couple sidled over—mid-40s, tennis-club types, polos crisp, eyes wide. “Vanessa, this kid’s unreal,” the guy said—voice thick with awe—gesturing at Jamal as he aced another serve. “Never seen a climb like this—five months off a hip injury? You’re a damn genius.”

His wife nodded—sunglasses perched on her head—“Seriously, the progress—he’s a meteor. Turning him around like that, with a setback that bad? Best coaching I’ve witnessed.” Their praise landed warm—clueless to the blowjobs, handjobs, the nights I’d worked him through pain—but I soaked it in, grinning tight.

“Thanks—means a lot,” I said—voice steady—wiping my brow with the back of my hand—“He’s got the guts; I just steer him.” They beamed—wandering back to the deck—and I turned to the court, pride flaring brighter—our secret humming beneath their words.

Tara’s voice pierced—“Go, Jamal!”—and I flicked her a glance—her model-perfect pout aimed at him, not me. Guests murmured—impressed, half-buzzed—Ryan stood by the railing in a linen shirt, glasses fogged from the sun, grin wide but fingers fidgeting with a wineglass—a nervous habit I’d clocked years ago. Jamal took the first set 6-3—relentless, raw—the pro’s returns buckling under his pace. Second set tightened—4-4—until Jamal broke him with a spinning forehand that kissed the line, the crowd bursting—claps and whoops bouncing off the mansion’s sleek walls. I strode over as he sealed it 6-4—match done—chest heaving, racket dangling loose—his grin cocky, earned.

“Told you I’d bring it,” he said—voice deep, wiping his brow. His eyes sparked at me, not Tara, who was weaving through the deck crowd toward him—sundress swaying, champagne ditched—voice syrupy. “Jamal, that was incredible—you’re unstoppable now.” She leaned close—hand grazing his arm—he nodded—“Thanks, Tara”—polite, faint—then turned to me—our rhythm steady. I smirked—shaking my head at her—groupie to the core—but the day was his.

The deck buzzed post-match—guests milling, wine flowing. Ryan clapped Jamal’s shoulder with a clumsy “Nice one, man,” nearly dropping his glass—“Uh—cheers”—his grin shaky but warm. Tara hovered—flirting harder—leaning in with a laugh. “You’ve got to tell me your secret, Jamal—maybe over drinks?” He chuckled—polite, distant—“Hard work, that’s it”—eyes flicking to me as I grabbed a water, chugging slow—throat parched from shouting. I caught a sandal on a chair leg—stumbled—“Shit, damn deck,” I muttered—steadying myself—then slipped downstairs for air, crowd’s hum fading.

As the day ended, I traipsed near the garage—its glass doors catching the sunset’s pink—I paused by Tara’s white Range Rover, tinted windows dark. I peered inside—then I smirked—her blonde head bobbing low in the driver’s seat, Jamal slouched back—her lips wrapped around his cock, a quick, sloppy blowjob in the fading light. I pulled away before either of them noticed me and I shook my head—a quiet laugh spilling—classic Tara, chasing his shine like a fangirl. He’d earned it—let him bask—I turned away, resolve firm—our moment was brewing soon.

Dinner settled in the dining room—chandelier casting a soft glow over the mahogany table—Elena’s spread of roasted lamb and garlic potatoes filling the air with richness, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the estate’s twilight sprawl—gardens dark, pool a silver gleam. I sat in a navy silk dress—low-cut, cool against my skin—Ryan across in his linen shirt, Jamal beside me in a fresh polo—his dark skin still warm from the day. We raised glasses—wine sloshing faint—as Ryan grinned—awkward but bright. “To Jamal—hell of a win, man—killed it out there.”

“Cheers,” I said—clinking his glass, voice steady and warm. “Proud of you, rookie—nobody’s come back like that. Ever.” Jamal nodded—grin wide—sipping slowly—his knee brushing mine under the table—a quiet spark.

“Thanks, you two—couldn’t have done it without Van,” he said—voice deep, eyes on me—Ryan beaming, steady now. I set my glass down—leaning forward—dress shifting—tone firm but soft.

“So, I’ve got something for you, Jamal—I’m starting a residency program here. One year, intensive—young rising stars training under me, living on the estate. I want you to be the first—kicking it off. You’ve passed me now—skill-wise—but there’s more to learn, and I’m not done shaping you.” I smirked—winking—“My methods work—tough training, unique rapport—kept you going, right?” My mind flicked to the blowjobs, handjobs—our secret glue—his grin twitched, knowing. “It’ll be brutal—relentless—but plenty of benefits. What do you say?”

He nodded—quick, happy—“Hell yeah, Van—I’m in. Owe you everything—let’s keep it rolling.” Ryan beamed—raising his glass—“To that”—voice warm—our trio locked—trust thick—my legacy taking root.

Later, the plush bedroom glowed softly, silk sheets rustling under the skylight’s moonwash, teak floors cool beneath my bare feet. Ryan sank into an armchair, shirt unbuttoned, watching as I led Jamal inside, his hand brushing mine in a quiet beat after dinner’s warmth. “It’s been too long,” I murmured, voice low and soft, turning to him with fingers trailing his chest, warm and steady. Our eyes locked, months of restraint melting slowly. He grinned, slow and intimate, pulling me close until skin met skin, his breath warm on my neck, cock stirring against me, my pussy waking and wet already.

“I’ve missed you, Van,” he said—voice deep, rough—lips grazing my ear as I peeled off my dress, now naked with skin prickling. I guided him to the bed and eased him down, silk catching his back. Straddling him, knees sank in, his hands rested lightly on my thighs, trust thick and ready for me. I sank slowly, pussy stretching wide around his girth, head parting me with a sharp ache I’d craved, wetness slicking his shaft as I took him, breath catching at the fullness. His injury had been a thief too long; now it was ours again, special and raw. “Fuck, Jamal,” I whispered, voice trembling, rocking gently, pussy gripping him tight, each roll a claim, intimate. “Push deeper, fill me up,” I said, voice husky, his groan low and ragged, hips lifting slowly to meet me, cock throbbing inside, wetness coating him in a slick mess.

“Like that, nice and slow,” I murmured, leaning close, breasts brushing his chest, lips grazing his, guiding him as I rode, thighs trembling, pleasure coiling sweetly. His hands slid up and cupped my ass, steady, following my lead, savoring me back. “Feel how tight I am, give it to me steady,” I said, voice firm, his thrusts syncing deep and controlled, my pussy pulsing hot and needy, every move stroking it. His size was a marvel I reclaimed, riding harder, tits bouncing, nipples tight, wetness dripping, our groans weaving raw and hungry, a dance four months delayed. His eyes locked on mine, dark and warm, ours. “Right there, fuck, that’s it,” I gasped, hips rolling, pussy clenching, drawing it out, his fingers tightening, breath hitching, cum building—I felt it—groans sharpening, mine surging sharp and wild. A flood soaked him as I cried out, thighs shaking, his load bursting hot and thick, filling me with rope after rope, a creampie I claimed, special and ours. His groan deepened, mine sharpened, bodies locked, sweat mingling, silk sticking, a moment held intimate and real, four months reclaimed.

Ryan watched, hand on himself, stroking slowly, smaller cock hard, breath rasping, eyes wide, thrill a quiet fire. “Slow, Ry, match me,” I’d said, his grip faltering, clumsy, spilling nearby, small and quick, groan soft. Our game lived on, lush, messy, and human, his grin shaky yet proud, ours.

Chapter 7

July 2028 draped the Southern California estate in a sultry haze, three years since Jamal’s triumph scorched the clay, and I lay sprawled on my stomach across the massage table in our cedar-lined sauna room—its amber lights casting a warm sheen over my bare skin. The table’s teak surface pressed cool beneath me, slick with lavender oil, my auburn braid spilling loose over one shoulder—29 now, body still taut from years of grit and grind. Malik Jackson, my latest resident—23, a rising tennis star with a serve like a cannon—stood behind me, his dark skin shimmering with sweat, shorts shed, his fully hard cock a hair under nine inches. I’d trained him hard today—clay kicking under his sneakers—and now, this was our rhythm, my voice steady, guiding him through. He climbed on top of me, preparing to enter me in my prone position from behind.

“Go slow, Malik, ease it in,” I murmured, voice husky, hips tilting up as he pressed forward. His head parted my pussy and stretched me wide with a sharp, sweet ache I craved, wetness slicking his shaft as he sank deeper, breath hitching at the fullness, raw and mine to command. My pussy gripped him tightly, walls pulsing hot and needy, every inch a thrill I owned. His groan sounded low and ragged as he followed my lead, hands steady on my lower, thrusting slowly and deliberately, oil and sweat mingling, skin slapping softly against skin. “That’s it, deep now, fill me up,” I said, voice firm, rocking back to meet him, pleasure coiling slowly. His cock throbbed inside, wetness coated him in a slick mess, thighs trembled as I took him, tits pressed flat, nipples scraping the table, each thrust stoking a fire, lush, messy, and human.

“Fuck, Vanessa,” he rasped—voice breaking—hips twitching faintly, his size a marvel I directed, thrusting steadily. My pussy became a vice, wet and stretched, savoring every move, his hands tightening, fingers digging into my ass, breath hitching as I coached him. “Slow it down, right there, feel that spot,” I gasped, voice trembling, angling my hips. His cock hit deep, a sweet, searing wave building, my wetness a flood, pussy clenching, drawing it out. His groans synced, raw and hungry, a dance I led, his dark eyes locked on my back, trust thick and ours. “Harder now, give it to me,” I urged, hips bucking, pleasure surging sharp and wild. A flood soaked him as I cried out, orgasm crashing intensely, thighs shaking, pussy gripping him tighter, milking him. His load burst hot and thick, flooding me with rope after rope, a huge creampie, his groan deep and shuddering, mine sharp. Bodies locked, sweat slicked us, oil dripped, a moment held intimate and real, his cum a mark I claimed, breath heavy and sated.

“Grab me a towel, robe too,” I said, voice steady and soft, easing up, cum trailing faintly as he pulled out. His grin stayed lazy yet obedient as he handed me a plush towel from the shelf, robe soft and white, his dark skin still flushed while he dressed, shorts slipping on, breath slowing. “Good session today, go rest up,” I said—tying the robe—tone firm but warm. He nodded, “Thanks, Van,” shuffling out, door clicking shut, leaving me alone, skin buzzing, pride sparking, another star in my orbit.

I strolled leisurely to the kitchen, robe swishing, teak floors cool under my bare feet. The estate fell hush, dusk painting the sky through floor-to-ceiling windows. The gardens were dark, pool a silver gleam beyond. Jamal was top-10 now—world number 8 last I checked—his name a storm on the circuit. He was my first triumph, my pride. Dwayne Washington (about 8 inches, a nice left curve to him that hit my fornix very reliably) came through in ’26—solid pro, hovering mid-30s—not a blaze like Jamal, but steady—reliable. Isaiah Brooks (7 inches, not the longest I’d had but very nice girth, probably my favorite to suck of all of them) followed in ’27—rising fast, a few ATP titles notched—damn good, though not touching Jamal’s heights. My program—three years strong—had scouts and agents clawing at my door, begging for a slot. Everyone knew my results were gold, my touch legendary—nobody matched the rise I’d built. I grinned to myself, pouring a glass of chilled rosé. Truth was, I lived for it—molding these young, hung stars—their cocks as big as their talent—coaching them to greatness while they fucked me senseless—best damn gig I’d ever dreamed.

The kitchen’s marble counters gleamed under a skylight, Elena’s breakfast spread still scattered. Flaky croissants, fruit half-eaten—and I found Ryan there, linen shirt open—glasses perched low. He was staring at a coffee mug, brow creased—worry etching his face. “Hey—Ry—what’s wrong?” I said, voice soft. I stepped close—hip brushing his—his eyes flicked up, shaky grin faltering.

“Jenna called,” he said, voice tight, fingers tapping the mug. “My sister is coming in a month. She didn’t ask, just told me. You know how she gets.” His shoulders slumped, eyes darting as he added, “She’s already planning, telling me what to cook and where she’ll sleep, like I’m still ten.”

“Fuck Jenna,” I muttered, hand on his arm, warm and steady, comfort threading through. “She’s a damn bulldozer, always walking all over you, but we’ll deal with her. Everything’s fine, you’re fine.” I squeezed, his grin steadied, eyes softening. “She pulls this every time.”

“Yeah, every damn visit,” he said—laughing shaky—rubbing his neck. “Last time, she reorganized the pantry and said my spices were ‘wrong.’ It drives me nuts, I can’t say no to her.”

“You can, you just don’t,” I teased, voice light, leaning closer. “Grow a spine with her, I’ve got your back. She’s not running this place.” His laugh broke, clumsy yet warm, shoulders easing, my rock still after all these years. I smirked, teasing now, voice dipping low. “Tell you what, later this week I’ll let you watch Malik fuck me up close. How’s that sound?” His eyes sparked, wide and eager, thrill breaking through, his laugh brighter.

“Damn, Van, yeah, that’d cheer me up,” he said—voice warm—grinning loosely. “You’re too good to me, Jenna won’t know what hit her.” Our game lived on, kink and love tangled tightly, ready for the storm.

Later that day, I lounged in the living room, plush leather sectional soft beneath me, windows framing the estate’s sprawl. Malik strode in, his dark eyes tight, a letter crumpled in his fist. “Van, got something you need to see,” he said, voice low, tossing it over. My fingers snagged it, paper crinkling as I unfolded it, Dasha Voss’s name scrawled at the bottom—my old rival—Russian and fierce, a player I’d crushed back in the day. Her serves had been sharp but no match for my game, and now she was muscling into coaching, trying to poach my star.

“She wants me, offering big, says her program’s the future,” Malik said, tone steady, leaning against the oak shelves. “Got it this morning, some spiel about ‘new horizons.’” I scanned the letter, her pitch slick with titles and cash, my gut twisting. Dasha’d always trailed me, now sniffing around my turf.

“Fuck her, what’d you tell her?” I said, voice sharp, tossing the letter down, eyes on him, pride sparking. He’d brought it to me, straight up.

“Told her no, flat out, I’m not going,” he said—voice hard—crossing his arms. “Said I’m locked in here, your work’s the real deal, nobody’s pulling me off this.”

“Thanks, Malik, means a lot,” I said, voice calming, leaning back. “Dasha’s been after me forever, couldn’t hack it on the court, now she’s chasing my shadow, pathetic.” I smirked bitterly. “She’s got no clue what she’s up against, never did.”

“She’s jealous, plain as day,” he said, nodding slowly. “Kept going on about ‘redefining coaching,’ sounded desperate. I thought you’d want to know she’s poking around.”

“Damn right I do, she’s a snake,” I said, tone firm. “She always was, used to cry after I beat her, now she’s playing dirty. We’ll handle her.” He grinned, small and steady, our rhythm tight, ready to push back. Then my phone lit up, buzzing wildly, screen flashing, Twitter notifications piling up, Dasha’s handle bold, tweeting public shots. My stomach dropped, breath catching.

“Hold up, what’s this?” I muttered, grabbing it. Malik stepped close, brows creasing, concern flickering as I scrolled. Her tweets blazed, each worse than the last, fury boiling hotter with every word:

●      @DashaVossTennis: “Vanessa Stone’s ‘success’—built on unorthodox methods—time we asked how she really gets results—#tennisneedsbetter”

●      @DashaVossTennis: “Unethical coaching isn’t talent—Stone’s players rise too fast—something’s off—#cleanupsport”

●      @DashaVossTennis: “Truth’s coming—Vanessa’s ‘program’—dirty secrets won’t stay buried—watch her empire crack—#gameover”

“She knows,” I snarled, voice shaking, pacing now, phone clutched tightly, fury roaring. She meant the sex—blowjobs, handjobs, fucking my students—veiled but dead-on. Comments erupted, speculation wild, my rep, my career, Jamal’s, Dwayne’s, Isaiah’s, and Malik’s teetering, threatened by her venom:

●      @TennisFan99: “Doping? Has to be—nobody recovers that fast—Stone’s juicing them.”

●      @ServeAce23: “Unethical? Bet it’s steroids—look at Jamal’s stats—too good.”

●      @ClayCourtKing: “Maybe alien tech—probes for power—Stone’s a freak lol.”

●      @NetRushGal: “What’s ‘unorthodox’? HGH? Bribes? Spill it, Dasha!”

●      @RacketMan88: “She’s hypnotizing them—heard she’s got a cult vibe—creepy.”

●      @BallSpin420: “Bet she’s feeding them magic kale—superfood scam—wake up sheeple.”

“Fuck, how’d she find out?” I roared, voice cracking, fury blinding me. Malik’s jaw clenched, frustration creasing his brow, concern hardening, his career on the line too, fallout a storm brewing fast. “She’s got nothing, guessing, spinning shit, but this—doping?—this could burn us, burn you, all of my past students.”

“She’s full of shit, nobody’s buying this,” Malik said—voice low—stepping closer. “But, damn, people are running with it. What’s she got? How’d she know?”

“No clue, someone talked or she’s bluffing,” I said, breath ragged, scrolling, each comment a stab. “Doesn’t matter, she’s hitting hard. This could tank us, years of work, your titles, their rankings, gone.”

“She’s a coward, we won’t let her win,” Malik said—voice hard—resolve locking, his hand brushing my shoulder. “We’ve got this, right? Fight it, shut her down?”

“Damn right, we’ll bury her, prove her wrong, keep this ours,” I said, voice firm, eyes meeting his, fury morphing, plan forming. Dasha’s shadow loomed, but my empire stood, legacy fierce, ready to strike back, game fucking on.

____________________________________________________________________________

More By The Author

In Exposing Kate, Kate’s photography career thrives on risk, but Jalen—a sculpted stranger with a huge surprise—pushes her limits. His striking form fills her frames, stirring a hunger her distant husband, Nick, can’t quench. What begins as a professional spark flares into a private obsession, each shot teasing a line Nick didn’t know he’d cross. As Kate’s gallery unveils their secret heat, whispers of admiration fuel a night neither can resist. Art becomes their playground, desire their muse—can Nick embrace the thrill of watching his wife shine? This steamy journey of love and longing promises a mixing of passion, relentless heat, and a HEA ending.

Grab Exposing Kate: An Interracial Cuckold Tale now on Amazon Kindle and immerse yourself in Kate’s unyielding passion!

Get Exposing Kate Now!

------------------------------------------------------------------------

Dive into Taking Paisley: An Interracial Cuckold Tale, where it all began! Meet Paisley and Larry—a couple teetering on the edge of desire—until Darius, a commanding stud with a nine-inch secret, steps into their world. What starts as a hesitant spark ignites into a blazing passion, with Paisley’s tender nudge and Larry’s reluctant thrill unraveling a love as hot as it is unbreakable.

Grab Taking Paisley now on Amazon Kindle and lose yourself in Fiona Waverly’s sultry debut! Click below to start reading:

Get Taking Paisley Now!
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