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Chapter One




The sun was blazing as Dani and I volleyed back and forth across the pristine clay court, our laughter mixing with the rhythmic sound of tennis balls meeting rackets. The tennis club was as exclusive as the rest of the neighborhood, and I still wasn’t entirely sure I fit in here, even a month after we had moved in.

Dani, of course, looked incredible. Her toned legs flexed as she darted effortlessly across the court, her short pleated skirt bouncing with every step, teasing glimpses of her white panties underneath. Her tight, sleeveless top clung to her chest, accentuating her big breasts, which jiggled with every jump or swing. Her golden ponytail swished with her movements, making her look like she belonged on a billboard advertising the club.

I, on the other hand, was struggling to keep up. My own skirt rode high on my thighs as I sprinted after another one of Dani’s perfectly placed shots, and I knew my own panties were on full display every time I bent down to retrieve the ball. My top was damp with sweat, clinging to my skin and outlining my full breasts as they bounced heavily in my inadequate sports bra. I could feel the heat creeping up my cheeks, not just from exertion but from the sheer embarrassment of how bad I was at this.

As usual, the topic of conversation was my husband, James. “I just don’t get it,” I said, collecting a ball from the net, “we’ve only made love once in the last month, and that only lasted five minutes. Am I just not that attractive anymore?”

“Of course you are, babe,” said Dani. “Maybe he’s got another woman?”

I walked back to the service line, bouncing the ball. “I don’t think so, he doesn’t seem interested in sex at all,” I said. Unlike me. I had quite a few affair partners now, my week’s calendar full of steamy appointments. It was lucky I only worked part-time at the library; otherwise, I’d never fit them all in. I threw the ball in the air and hit it over the net to Dani.

Dani returned the service, smashing the ball past me with ease, her grin wide as she walked to the net, twirling her racket in one hand. “Game, set, match,” she declared, barely out of breath, while I stood panting on the other side.

“Ugh, you’re too good,” I groaned, wiping the sweat from my forehead with the back of my hand. “I don’t think I got more than two points the whole time. I’m so embarrassed.”

Dani laughed, leaning casually on the net. “Don’t be. You just need some practice, babe. You’ve got potential. Hey, why don’t you book a lesson with the club coach? He’s great, very patient and… fucking hot.”

“Coach?” I asked, following her gaze as she nodded toward a man on the far court. He was helping a slightly overweight, older lady with her swing.

“That’s him,” Dani said, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “His name’s Luca… something. He’s Italian. Well, sort of. Isn’t he gorgeous?”

I had to admit, he was. Tall and broad-shouldered with dark Mediterranean skin, Luca’s fitted polo shirt stretched over his muscular chest, and his tan legs looked strong under his white tennis shorts. His forearms were thick and covered in tattoos. He had short, dark hair, perfectly styled despite the heat, and a chiseled jawline covered in a hint of stubble. When he turned our way, I imagined I could make out the shape of his long cock in his shorts.

“Wow,” I murmured.

“Yeah, wow,” Dani agreed, smirking. “And he’s an amazing coach. Super hands-on, if you know what I mean.” She shot me a cheeky look.

“You haven’t?” I said, pretending to be scandalized. Although I wasn’t surprised. Dani and her husband were very open sexually, as I knew only too well, and Dani seemed to lurch from one sexual adventure to the next.

“I fucking have,” she said with a smirk. “There’s a reason all the women at the club book private lessons. And I’m not just talking about his coaching techniques.”

My cheeks flushed, and I couldn’t help but glance back at Luca. He had finished his lesson and was collecting tennis balls from the court now, his shorts stretching taut over his perfect ass as he bent down. It had been weeks since I had found a new affair partner, and I was suddenly feeling very horny.

“Come on,” Dani said, hooking her arm through mine. “Let’s shower.”

Laughing, I let her guide me toward the clubhouse. The changing rooms were spacious and brightly lit, with lockers lining the walls and benches running down the middle. Dani wasted no time stripping off her tennis gear, tugging her top over her head, and revealing a tight, white sports bra. Her breasts, full and heavy, looked amazing in it, but it didn’t stay on long. She pulled it off over her head, and her tits bounced out, sending a rush of arousal between my legs.

“Come on,” she said, already shimmying out of her skirt and knickers in one smooth motion. She stood there, unabashedly naked, her toned body on full display. As I stood there staring at her perfectly shaved mound, she tossed me a cheeky grin. “What are you waiting for?”.

I hesitated for a moment, although we were the only ones in the changing rooms, I was suddenly self-conscious that someone might come in. I freed my dark hair from its ponytail and slowly pulled off my top. My own bra followed, my breasts every bit as full and bouncy as Dani’s. Then I peeled down my skirt and knickers, exposing my dark, trimmed bush..

“Let’s go,” Dani said, grabbing a towel and heading toward the communal showers. “I’ll wash your back.”

The showers were open-plan, with no cubicles or dividers, just rows of silver shower heads lining the tiled walls. I reflected that sometimes, the more expensive the establishment, the more basic they seemed to make the facilities. Dani stepped under one and turned the tap, letting the hot water cascade over her, plastering her blonde hair to her back. Her body glistened, water running down her curves, and she sighed contentedly.

I stepped under the showerhead next to her, the warm water washing away the sweat and leaving me feeling refreshed. My hair hung in wet tendrils, and I tilted my head back, letting the water cascade over my face. Dani squeezed out some body wash and lathered it up, then she started to massage it over my back.

“You’ve got such a great figure,” Dani said casually, her hands running over the curve of my ass.

“Dani!” I laughed, “What if someone comes in?”

“What?” she said innocently, turning me around and washing my breasts, her soapy fingers focusing on my nipples and making them hard and pointed. Dani had a way of making everything seem like a harmless bit of fun, even when she was being outrageously dirty.

Her hand slipped between my legs, and I let out a loud gasp, a mixture of surprise and pleasure. She pulled me closer, her mouth finding mine and her tongue forcing open my lips. A surge of desire flooded through me, setting every nerve alight. Her fingers circled my clit with just the right pressure, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my body. My breath grew shallow, and I clung to her, overwhelmed by the sensation.

I couldn’t hold back a soft moan as my legs trembled beneath her touch, my body responding to her with a desperate, unspoken need. Her fingers moved with a steady rhythm as she coaxed my body closer to the edge. My breath came in shallow gasps, and I clung to her, my hands gripping her ass and my tongue in her mouth.

The intensity grew, the pleasure tightening into a hot coil deep within me. A cry escaped me as the coil finally snapped, pleasure crashing over me in wave after wave. My body tensed, then melted against her, my legs trembling uncontrollably as the release coursed through me. I would have fallen to the shower floor if she hadn’t been holding me up. Her fingers slowed to a gentle caress, prolonging the sensation as my body shuddered in her arms. I buried my face in her shoulder, overcome and breathless.

When I had recovered, she passed me the shower gel. “Now you can wash me,” she said.

I lathered up the gel in my hands, working it into a soft, fragrant foam before gliding my hands over her stunning curves. My fingers caressed her full, firm breasts, kneading the soft skin as I massaged the suds into her. Her nipples hardened under my touch, drawing a satisfied groan from her lips.

As I moved lower, my hands found the smooth curve of her hips and the perfect swell of her ass. I lingered there, my fingers exploring every inch before I knelt down, the warm water cascading over both of us. With slow, deliberate motions, I rubbed the soap up and down her long, shapely legs, appreciating the taut muscles beneath her soft skin.

Her fingers slipped into my damp hair, gently tugging until I looked up at her. She lifted one leg and used her free hand to spread the glistening lips of her shaved pussy. I leaned forward, letting my tongue flick lightly over her swollen clit as she gasped sharply above me. Encouraged by her reaction, I pressed in closer, flattening my tongue against her and swirling it in slow, deliberate circles.

Her grip on my hair tightened, and her hips began to move, grinding gently against my mouth as I focused on her pleasure. I slid my hands up to her thighs, holding her steady as I varied the pressure and speed, teasing her with quick flicks and deep, lingering strokes.

“Fuck, Lauren,” she breathed, her voice trembling with pleasure. Her body trembled under my hands, and her moans grew louder, filling the steamy air around us. I could feel the tension building in her, the way her muscles tensed and her breathing quickened. I wrapped my lips around her clit, sucking gently as my tongue flicked against it, and her cries of pleasure turned into desperate, breathless gasps.

Her entire body shuddered as her climax hit, and she threw her head back, water running over her as she surrendered completely. I held her steady, savoring every moment as she rode the waves of her orgasm, her grip on my hair softening as the intensity began to fade.

Finally, she looked down at me, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. A satisfied smile spread across her face. “Wow, that was amazing,” she murmured, pulling me to my feet and wrapping her arms around me, our wet breasts pressing together.


Chapter Two




When we came out of the changing rooms, with glowing pink skin and damp hair, we almost bumped into Luca heading to the men’s changing rooms.

“Ladies,” he greeted us. He didn’t sound Italian, although he did look the part. His gaze flicked between the two of us, lingering on Dani’s knowing smirk before meeting my eyes. “Good game out there. You looked like you were giving it your all.”

“More like giving all the points to Dani,” I joked.

“She’s not bad for a rookie, though, is she?” Dani interjected, leaning casually against the doorframe. “Maybe she just needs a few… tips.”

Luca smiled, revealing perfect white teeth. “And practice, of course.” His eyes drifted to me again. “If you want to book a lesson, just let me know. I’d be happy to help you improve.”

“She might take you up on that,” purred Dani. “Maybe you could help her the way you’ve helped me.” I rolled my eyes at how blatant she was being, but Luca just smirked, his eyes roving over our tight tops. Now I was so close to him, my pussy was throbbing at the thought of having sex with him. I decided to go for it.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll have a lesson. When are you free?”

Early the next morning, I arrived at the tennis club for my first lesson with Luca. The sun was still low in the sky, casting long shadows across the court, and the crisp air carried the faint scent of freshly cut grass. I felt a flutter of nervous anticipation in my stomach as I spotted him waiting by the net.

“Morning, Lauren,” Luca greeted with a warm smile, his dark eyes sweeping over me in a way that sent a shiver down my spine. “Ready to improve your game?”

I laughed, tucking a strand of hair that had escaped my ponytail behind my ear. “I hope so. I don’t think I could embarrass myself more than I did against Dani.”

“You’re too hard on yourself. You’ve got potential, I can see it.”

The way he said it made me blush, and I was grateful for the cool morning air to mask the heat rising in my cheeks. “Well, I’m all yours,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

After a warm-up up knocking balls back and forth over the net, he took me through various practice sessions, working me hard. Soon I was sweating and panting. Eventually, he came over to my side of the court and started explaining the mechanics of a proper forehand stroke. “Relax your grip a little,” he said, moving to stand behind me.

I felt his hands on my hips as he adjusted my stance, his touch firm yet gentle. Then his arms came around me, his chest brushing lightly against my back as he guided my grip on the racket.

“See? Like this,” he murmured, his breath warm against my ear. I was acutely aware of the heat radiating from his body.

I leaned into him slightly, looking back over my shoulder. “Is this how you teach all your students?” I teased.

“Only the ones I like,” he said.

As he guided me through the motion of the stroke, my ass brushed against him and I felt his bulge against me. My heart started racing as I shifted back slightly, deliberately this time, and confirmed what I’d felt; he was big and semi-hard.

“Mmm,” he whispered in my ear. “Is that the game you want to play?”

I looked back at him, my pulse racing as I moved my hand behind me and let my fingers trail along his length through the fabric of his shorts. God, he was big; the feel of him sent a shiver through my spine. I gripped his cock more firmly, feeling it stiffen even more as I stroked it.

His hand slipped from my hip, fingers grazing the soft skin of my thigh. The touch was deliberate, teasing, and every nerve in my body seemed to spark to life under his fingertips. He didn’t rush, his hand moving in lazy, featherlight circles that edged closer and closer to where I ached for him.

“Do you often touch strange men’s cocks?” he asked with a smirk.

“Quite often, lately,” I giggled. “I can’t seem to get enough of them.”

His fingers pressed a fraction higher up my skirt, against my inner thigh, not quite where I wanted, but close enough to make my knees weaken.

“So you think you can handle mine?” he whispered in my ear.

I rubbed his cock even more firmly. “Why don’t we find out?”

His fingers brushed against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties, and I let out a gasp as the pleasure flooded out from my core.

“Co-oe!” called a voice from behind us, making us jump and pull our hands away from each other. I turned to see two impeccably dressed older women strolling onto the court next to us with their expensive tennis outfits and matching visors.

They waved at Luca. “We’re a little early for our lesson,” said one. “We’ll just knock up on this court.”

“Good morning, ladies,” he called out smoothly. “Just give me a moment to finish up this lesson.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to step away and adjust my grip on the racket. The two women didn’t seem to notice anything out of the ordinary as they walked over to the far end of the court.

“I guess that’s my cue to leave,” I said softly, feeling the ache of frustration settling in my chest.

“Well, I hope I’ll see you again,” he said, his dark eyes boring into me. “We’ve made some great progress today, but I think there’s a lot more we could work on.” His meaning was clear.

I hurried to the changing rooms, getting undressed and slipping under the warm water of the shower. There was no one else around, and I soon found one hand was between my legs and the other pulling on a nipple. I closed my eyes, tipping my head back under the water as I imagined Luca’s huge cock sliding into my pussy.

I gasped as the pleasure from my clit spread out through my body. I began to touch myself more firmly, circling quicker and quicker. Soon, I was moaning loudly as the pressure built inside me. And then I came, having to put one hand on the tiles to steady myself as my legs shook and I went light-headed. The orgasm washed over me in waves as I tried to prolong it with my fingers.

Eventually, it was over, leaving me panting and dizzy. I quickly finished up in the shower and got dressed.


Chapter Three




Later in the afternoon, I found myself in the club’s boutique, leisurely browsing through the racks of sporty, high-end clothing. The shop was quiet, the soft hum of air conditioning the only sound as I fingered the fabric of a sleek, white sports bra.

“Looking for something new?” a voice asked behind me. I turned to see Luca standing there, his smile easy and charming as ever.

“I might be,” I said, holding up the bra. “I could use something with better support. Do you think this one would suit me?”

His eyes flickered to the item in my hand and then, boldly, to my chest. “It would look great,” he said with a teasing smirk, “but you should try it on to be sure.”

“Well,” I said, half-joking but testing the waters, “maybe I need a second opinion.”

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t back down. “I’d be happy to help.”

I led him into the changing room area, my heart pounding in anticipation. Once inside, I locked the door. I reached for the buttons of my blouse, undoing them one by one with slow, deliberate movements. Luca didn’t move, but I could feel his presence, the weight of his gaze as I revealed the soft lace of my bra beneath. My pulse pounded in my ears, a mixture of nerves and something far more thrilling.

“I might need a little help,” I teased, turning away and glancing over my shoulder at him as I slipped the blouse off my shoulders and placed it on the bench.

He reached for the clasp on my bra, unhooking it. I shrugged my shoulders, and it fell away. I turned back to him, my heavy breasts fully exposed. “I think you look better without it,” he said.

He moved closer, his mouth meeting mine as his hands grabbed my breasts. He pushed me back against the wall, squeezing my tits and teasing the nipples with his thumbs. His hot tongue was in my mouth, and I melted into him, letting out a little moan.

My nipples were rock hard as he trailed kisses down my neck, then he took a nipple in his mouth, sucking it hard before switching to the other one. His kisses continued their descent, trailing over my stomach until he sank to his knees in front of me. He reached up under my skirt and slipped my panties down over my thighs. I felt them slide down my legs and pool around my feet.

He parted my legs gently with his strong hands, and I put one leg up on the bench, opening myself up to him. Leaning in, he pressed a lingering kiss against my mound, his lips soft but insistent. Then his tongue parted my folds, finding my swollen clit and making me cry out. He started with slow, teasing flicks, building the pressure, each stroke drawing another gasp or moan from my lips.

His hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place while his mouth worked me over. His tongue was relentless, alternating between circling my clit and sucking it gently, then harder, the pressure driving me wild. My hips moved instinctively, seeking more, and he responded by slipping a finger inside me.

“Fuck, Luca,” I gasped, my voice trembling as his finger curled, pressing against that spot deep inside me that made me groan with pleasure. He added a second finger, his movements in time with his tongue, building a rhythm that sent me hurtling toward the edge. I was lost in the sensations, the heat pooling low in my belly, the tension building with every thrust of his fingers and every flick of his tongue. I could hear how wet I was on his fingers.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” I whispered, hoping that there was no one outside in the shop.

He didn’t stop. His pace quickened, his fingers plunging deeper, his tongue unrelenting on my clit. My body tensed, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until it exploded in a powerful climax. My legs shook, and I shoved my hand in my mouth to muffle my cries as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

He slowed his movements, his fingers and tongue easing me through the aftershocks until I was left trembling, leaning heavily against the wall for support. He stood up and kissed me, and I could taste myself on his lips.

Now I wanted to return the favor. I knelt in front of him and tugged his shorts down slowly, my fingers brushing against him as I freed his hard cock. It sprang up, the sight of it making my mouth water. It was impressively thick and long, with thick veins running down the side. He was uncircumcised, and I wrapped my hand around it, pulling back to expose the head. I ran my tongue around it, hearing him murmur his approval.

Encouraged by his reaction, I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock, stroking him as I took him into my mouth. I started slowly, letting my lips and tongue explore him, learning what made him twitch and groan. His hands found their way to my hair, his fingers tangling gently in the strands as I worked him deeper, my lips stretching around his girth.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he groaned. I set to work, bobbing my head back and forth, taking him deeper into my mouth and stroking the base of the shaft with my hand. My free hand cupped his balls, massaging them lightly. I looked up at him, meeting his eyes as I quickened my pace, my hand and mouth working together to bring him closer to the edge. His breathing grew faster, his grip on my hair tightening as his control began to slip.

I moaned softly around him, the vibration pushing him even further. I could feel the tension building in his body, the way his thighs quivered and his cock pulsed against my lips. With one final thrust, he groaned loudly, his release spilling into my mouth in hot, salty bursts.

I swallowed eagerly, not wanting to waste a drop, but there was too much. It overflowed my mouth, running down my chin and dripping onto my exposed tits. When I finally pulled back, I licked my lips and looked up at him, a satisfied smile on my face.

“Fuck,” he said in approval, “That was one hell of a blowjob.”


Chapter Four




My next tennis lesson wasn’t until the following week. I was desperate to see Luca… well, desperate to fuck him. I took to hanging around the tennis club whenever I could, arranging coffee dates with my friends in the cafe there, hoping to bump into him.

But he always seemed to be coaching. A few times, I went to watch from the spectator area, admiring his strong arms as he demonstrated techniques. One time, he was teaching a couple of college students who looked about nineteen. They were all over him, touching his ass, stroking his chest. I saw one of them lean in and reach for his cock, giving it a firm stroke through his shorts just like I had. It turned me on no end to see him like this.

I imagined him fucking them both together, pulling his cock out of one of their wet holes and thrusting it straight into the other. I was so overcome with the fantasy that I had to go to the bathroom and get myself off. When I came back, all three of them had disappeared. I wondered if he was actually screwing them somewhere. I hoped he was.

Even my husband, James, noticed I was going to the tennis club a lot, and he hardly ever took note of what I was doing or showed any interest in my activities.

Finally, the morning of my lesson arrived. I got up extra early to get ready, putting on my tightest, cutest sports top that made my breasts look huge. My short tennis skirt barely covered the tiny black thong, completely inappropriate for playing sports in. As I admired myself in the mirror, James walked past on the way to the bathroom.

“Do you think I look cute?” I asked him, swirling round so the skirt rose up.

He barely glanced at me. “Mmm,” he murmured, closing the bathroom door behind him. Fuck him.

My lesson started badly and got worse. Not wanting to get sweaty, I was putting in minimal effort, but Luca wasn’t having any of it. He got tough with me, making me run as much as possible until sweat was beading down my cleavage. Eventually, I just threw my racket down and panted heavily.

“Come on, Lauren,” Luca said, jogging over to where I stood, hands on my hips and glaring at him. “You’re not going to improve by standing still. Let’s go again.”

I scowled at him, but obliged, taking my position for the next volley. I gave it my all this time, sprinting toward the net to return a shot, but my foot landed awkwardly, and a sharp pain shot through my ankle. I let out a cry, stumbling and dropping my racket as I grabbed onto the net for support.

“Lauren!” Luca was at my side in an instant. His strong hands gripped my arm and waist, steadying me as I winced in pain. “What happened?”

“My ankle,” I groaned, trying to put weight on it but failing miserably.

“Alright, let’s get you looked at,” he said. Without waiting for an answer, he put my arm around his shoulder and supported me as I hobbled toward the clubhouse.

“Luca, I’m sure it will be fine,” I protested, though I secretly appreciated his concern and being so close to him.

Inside the clubhouse, he led me to the first aid room and set me down gently on the padded medical bed. He crouched down to examine my ankle, untying my trainer and carefully easing it off.

“It’s swelling,” he said, his fingers lightly probing the area. “I’ll grab some ice.”

He disappeared for a moment and returned with an ice pack, wrapping it around my ankle with expert care. “You’ll need to keep off it for a bit,” he said.

“Thank you,” I said softly. I was sitting on the bed, one leg up and one leg on the floor, the ice pack pressed firmly against my swollen ankle. I was also conscious that he could easily see up my skirt, my mound barely covered by the thin fabric of the thong. I could see him taking swift glances between my legs, and it was making me very aroused.

“Do you know what would make it feel better?” I purred.

“No?”

“An orgasm,” I smirked, holding his gaze.

His eyes lit up with a smile. “I’m not a doctor, but I think that’s something I could arrange.”

He opened my legs wider and leaned down, planting soft kisses on my inner thigh. He moved higher, the anticipation building as he moved under my skirt. When his lips brushed against the fabric of my panties, I let out a soft, involuntary gasp, the thin barrier only amplifying the sensitivity of his touch. His breath was warm against me as he nuzzled against my mound, teasing me through the delicate fabric.

He hooked a finger around the edge of my thong and slid it to the side, exposing me completely. His tongue flicked lightly over my sensitive clit, the sensation sharp and electric, making my back arch slightly against the bed. The pleasure was immediate, flooding through my body in waves that left me breathless. Luca didn’t rush; he alternated between soft, teasing flicks and longer, more purposeful strokes, each movement drawing little gasps and sighs from me. His hands gripped my thighs, keeping me steady as my body reacted to him, the growing tension inside me building quickly.

My breaths came faster, broken and shallow, as the pleasure built to an almost unbearable height. My hands gripped the edge of the bed, desperate for something to ground me as my hips arched off the bed toward him.

“Luca…” I moaned softly. He responded by increasing his pace, his tongue moving in time with the mounting waves inside me. His hands slid up, spreading me open just a little more as his lips closed around my clit, sending a sharp, euphoric jolt through my body.

The coil finally snapped, and the orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. A cry escaped my lips as my thighs clenched around his head, my entire body trembling with the force of it. My vision blurred, my body arching off the bed as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through me.

He didn’t stop immediately, his tongue gently coaxing me through the aftershocks, drawing out every last ripple of pleasure until I was left breathless. He looked up at me, his lips wet. “Better?” he asked.

Yes,” I gasped. “But now I need your big cock inside me.”

He stared at me with lust in his eyes. Then he reached for my hips, his grip firm, and in one smooth motion, he swung me around so that I was sitting sideways on the bed, my legs dangling over the edge.

Luca stepped closer, positioning himself between my thighs. Then he slipped his shorts and underwear down over his hips, his large, erect cock springing free. He moved between my legs, and I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him in for a kiss. I felt his erection pressing against my mound. He reached down, guiding himself to my entrance, teasing me with just the tip. The head of his cock brushed against my slick folds, and I let out a gasp, my body arching toward him instinctively.

He pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, stretching me as he entered.

I threw my head back, a deep moan escaping my lips as he filled me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect mix of pressure and pleasure that left me breathless. He stayed still for a moment, letting me adjust, before pulling back slightly and thrusting forward again, harder this time.

He started to fuck me, each movement deep and powerful as he drove into me. My body moved with his, my legs wrapping around his waist and my arms around his neck to pull him even closer. His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me in place as he screwed me, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body.

I couldn’t hold back the sounds escaping me, each moan growing louder as he brought me closer to the edge. The air in the room was thick and hot, and I was sweating again, but Luca didn’t care. He fucked me with an animalistic passion, unable to hold back. My fingers dug into his shoulder, holding on as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

The pressure between my legs was building steadily, each thrust driving me closer to the inevitable. His cock was so big, it stretched me open, my lips and walls gripping him tightly. And it was so long, I could feel it right up inside me, as deep as it could go. My breaths came faster, each one punctuated by a gasp or a whimper as I teetered on the edge of release.

“Luca,” I moaned, right on the edge of climax, desperate and pleading.

His lips brushed against my ear. “Not yet,” he whispered. His pace slowed for just a moment, the change in rhythm making me ache with need. He still penetrated me deeply, but not with enough speed to push me over the edge. He knew exactly what he was doing, keeping me right on the limit, stoking the fire inside me even higher.

I whimpered in frustration, my hands moving to his arms, the muscles beneath my fingers taut and flexing with every motion. My nails dug into his skin, silently begging him to keep going, to give me what I was so desperately craving.

“Please,” I whispered. “Stop teasing me.”

“Not yet,” he repeated, still thrusting slowly and deliberately inside me. I could feel my aching cunt literally dripping with arousal. I was panting heavily, torturously close to the pure bliss I craved.

“Tell me what you want,” he said.

“... to come,” I gasped.

“Tell me.”

“I want to come… please, let me come,” I begged.

He grabbed the back of my neck, pulling my face to his, his tongue opening my lips and kissing me intensely. At the same moment, he pulled out and thrust deep and hard into me. Again and again he thrust into me, going as hard and fast as he could now. It didn’t take long to tip me over the edge, and I came hard. So hard that my fingers raked across his back, scratching the skin. My legs clamped around him, and I let out a long, low moan that went on and on as the waves of ecstasy flowed through me. My cunt throbbed and pulsed, massaging his cock as he continued to pound into me.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, it was over, my body spent and gasping for air. I let him go, and his cock came out of my pussy. Just at that moment, he came too. His cock throbbed, and a huge load of cum came out, covering my bush. The second load lay a long line up my thong, which was still pulled to the side.

While he was still releasing cum, he pushed his cock back inside me, flooding my cunt with the last of his load. He pushed inside slowly, both of us savoring the feeling of the end of his orgasm inside me. Moaning happily, we embraced, our tongues dancing as we kissed, his cock still filling me.

That wasn’t the end of me and Luca; it was only the beginning. I became another one of the many women at the tennis club that was regularly screwing. But I didn’t care about that, I just wanted his big cock. And I was sleeping around too, desperate for the attention that my husband never gave me.

I never did get any good at tennis, though.

THE END

Sign up for Cleo’s newsletter at cleocarnell.com to get a free eBook and to be kept up to date with all the new releases, regular freebies, and special offers.
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Pounded By The Professor (Cheating Librarian - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/h05a687fh6

Lauren is frustrated that her rich husband seems to have no sexual interest in her. She finally resolves to take matters into her own hands and cheat for the first time. But working part-time in the local library means she doesn’t meet many men…

Until the professor from the university walks in, that is. Is she brave enough to make a move? And is this older man the one to give her the pounding that she so desperately desires?

Free Use At The Fire Station (Sharing Molly - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/giqk2kp7ko

Molly knew exactly what she was signing up for when she joined the fire station as cover for the admin girl’s maternity leave… A team of strong, filthy men ready to share her whenever and however they wanted. With her husband’s blessing, Molly throws herself into her new role as the station’s favorite free-use distraction, proving she can handle them individually, and all at once.

My First Time Was A Foursome

https://books.cleocarnell.com/t5g2mc24bw

I never thought my first time would be like this. My friends and I were tired of waiting for the "right guy" to come along, so we decided to take matters into our own hands. We found a college guy who was willing to help us all lose our virginities... at the same time.

This is the story of how I gave up my V-card in the filthiest, most unforgettable way possible.
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