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The late afternoon sun bathed the red clay courts of the exclusive Las Palmas Country Club in a warm, golden glow. Towering palms swayed gently in the South Florida breeze, their fronds casting long shadows across the perfectly manicured lines. It was the kind of place where wealth whispered rather than shouted—private lessons, members-only access, and an unspoken understanding that discretion was the highest currency.

Elena Voss arrived at precisely 5:30 p.m., her white Mercedes gliding to a stop under the shaded portico. At seventy-two, she had mastered the art of turning heads without trying. She stepped out of the car with practiced grace, her silver-white hair caught in an elegant loose chignon that allowed a few soft strands to frame her face. Her skin was sun-kissed with the faint lines of a life fully lived—laugh lines around her striking blue eyes, a subtle elegance in the way her full lips curved.

She wore a classic white tennis outfit that hugged her mature figure: a fitted polo shirt that strained deliciously over her heavy, full breasts, the top button undone just enough to reveal a tantalizing hint of deep cleavage. The pleated skirt flared around her wide hips and thick, powerful thighs, ending high enough to show off the smooth, soft skin of her legs. Years of tennis in her younger days had kept her strong, but time had added a lush, feminine softness that she no longer hid.

Elena hadn’t come here for a casual workout. Widowed eight years ago, her late husband Richard had left her financially secure and emotionally adrift. The fire that once burned so brightly in their bedroom had cooled into quiet routine, then silence. Lately, that old hunger had begun stirring again—sharp, insistent, almost embarrassing in its intensity. She told her friends she wanted to “stay active.” The truth was far more dangerous: she wanted to feel desired again. Craved. Seen.

“Mrs. Voss?” The voice rolled over her like warm velvet.

She turned, and her breath caught for just a fraction of a second.

Marcus Reyes stood a few feet away, racket slung casually over one broad shoulder. Thirty-four years old, tall at six-two, with sun-bronzed skin stretched tight over sculpted muscle. His dark hair was slightly tousled from the breeze, and his hazel-green eyes held a confident, almost predatory spark as they met hers. A fitted black compression shirt clung to his powerful chest and arms, while athletic shorts hung low on his narrow hips, revealing the V-cut lines disappearing beneath the waistband.

He smiled, slow and easy. “I’m Marcus. Your instructor for the next eight weeks. Ready to hit some balls?”

Elena felt a flush creep up her neck. “I certainly am,” she replied, her voice smooth and cultured, with just a hint of playful challenge. “Though I should warn you—I’m not a beginner, but I’m a little rusty.”

Marcus’s gaze flicked over her—quick, professional, but unmistakably appreciative. It lingered for half a heartbeat on the generous swell of her breasts before returning to her face. “Rusty is fine. I like working with women who know what they want.”

The double meaning hung in the air between them, subtle but electric.

They walked together toward Court 7, the most secluded one, tucked behind a row of tall hedges. Marcus moved with the easy athleticism of a former Division I player. Elena was acutely aware of his presence: the faint scent of his clean sweat mixed with citrus cologne, the way his broad back flexed under the shirt, the confident stride that made her feel both safe and dangerously aware of her own body.

They started slowly.

Marcus demonstrated proper grip, standing close behind her as he adjusted her fingers on the racket handle. His chest brushed lightly against her back, warm and solid.

“Like this,” he murmured, his breath tickling her ear. “Firm but not tight. Let the racket become an extension of your arm.”

Elena’s pulse quickened. His large hand covered hers completely, strong and slightly calloused. She could feel the heat radiating from him.

They moved on to footwork. Marcus circled her like a coach, correcting her stance with gentle touches: a hand on her elbow, a palm on her lower back, fingers brushing the curve of her hip as he guided her rotation.

“You’ve got good power here,” he said, his palm resting just above the swell of her ass for a moment longer than necessary. “But you’re fighting your body instead of trusting it. These hips were made for rotation.”

Elena turned her head slightly, catching his eye. “These hips have seen better days.”

Marcus’s lips curved into a wicked half-smile. “I disagree. They look like they know exactly what they’re doing.”

The lesson continued under the golden light. Elena rallied lightly with him, enjoying the way her body responded after years of neglect. Sweat began to bead between her breasts, making the fabric of her polo cling transparently in places. Marcus had removed his shirt halfway through, claiming it was “too damn hot.” The sight of his chiseled torso—defined abs, powerful pecs, and a light dusting of dark hair trailing downward—made concentration nearly impossible.

Every time she missed a shot, he jogged over to retrieve the ball, giving her a perfect view of his muscular back and the way his shorts tightened across his firm ass.

“You’re distracted, Elena,” he said during a water break, standing close enough that their arms brushed. He’d started using her first name somewhere around the forty-minute mark, and she hadn’t corrected him.

“Am I?” she replied, taking a slow sip from her bottle, letting a drop of water trail down her chin and onto her cleavage.

Marcus watched the droplet disappear between her breasts. His throat worked visibly. “Yeah. You keep looking at me instead of the ball.”

Elena set the bottle down and stepped closer, the age gap suddenly feeling less like a barrier and more like thrilling forbidden territory. “Maybe the view is better than the game.”

The air thickened. For a long moment, neither spoke. Marcus’s eyes dropped openly to her heaving chest, then lower, tracing the curve of her hips and thighs. When he looked up again, his gaze had darkened with unmistakable hunger.

“You’re dangerous, Mrs. Voss,” he said quietly, voice rougher now. “A woman like you... experienced, confident, with a body that still turns heads. You know exactly what you’re doing to me.”

Elena’s heart hammered. She could see the growing bulge in his shorts. Boldly, she let her eyes drift downward for a moment before meeting his again.

“And what exactly am I doing to you, Marcus?”

He stepped closer, until only inches separated them. The heat from his bare chest washed over her. “Making me want to forget I’m supposed to be professional.”

The tension stretched taut between them. Elena could smell him—sweat, desire, raw masculinity. Her nipples tightened against her damp polo. Between her thighs, she felt the first unmistakable rush of wetness.

Marcus reached out, his fingers lightly tracing her bare arm. “Tell me to back off, and I will.”

She didn’t.

Instead, she tilted her head slightly, letting her silver hair catch the light. “I didn’t come here for an easy lesson.”

His hand moved to her waist, pulling her gently against him. The hard ridge of his erection pressed against her soft belly through their clothes. Elena gasped softly at the size and heat of him.

“Fuck,” he whispered, forehead nearly touching hers. “You feel incredible.”

They stayed like that for several long, charged seconds—bodies pressed close, breathing each other in—before the distant sound of voices from another court pulled them back to reality.

Marcus stepped back reluctantly, running a hand through his hair. “Same time tomorrow?”

Elena’s voice was husky. “I’ll be here.”

As she walked off the court, she felt his eyes burning into her swaying hips and plump ass the entire way. Her thighs rubbed together with every step, slick with arousal.

That night, in her luxurious ocean-view condo, Elena couldn’t stop replaying every moment. She stood before the full-length mirror in her bedroom, slowly peeling off her tennis outfit. Her heavy breasts spilled free, full and soft with large pink nipples already stiff. She cupped them, imagining Marcus’s strong hands instead of her own.

She slid her skirt and panties down, revealing the soft silver curls above her pussy. She was still wet. Dripping.

Elena lay back on her silk sheets, legs spread, and let her fingers explore. She circled her swollen clit slowly at first, then faster, remembering the way Marcus’s cock had felt pressed against her. How young and hard he was. How hungrily he’d looked at her mature body.

“Oh God... Marcus,” she moaned into the empty room as her hips bucked. She came hard, thighs trembling, whispering his name like a filthy prayer.

But even as the orgasm faded, she knew this was only the beginning.
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The second lesson the following day was pure torture.

Marcus waited for her on the court, shirtless again, his body glistening under the sun. This time, his touches were bolder. When demonstrating her serve, he stood directly behind her, his hips aligned with hers, guiding her motion. With every practice swing, his hardening cock nestled against the cleft of her big fat ass through their thin clothing.

“You’re killing me, Elena,” he growled softly after the fifth time. “That ass... those tits bouncing every time you move. I’ve been hard since you walked up.”

She turned in his arms, looking up at him. At 5'7" in her shoes, she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes. “Then maybe you should do something about it.”

Marcus’s control snapped.

He pulled her into the shaded alcove behind the equipment shed, hidden from view. His mouth crashed down on hers in a hungry kiss—deep, demanding, nothing like the polite restraint of yesterday. His tongue explored her mouth as his hands roamed greedily over her body, squeezing her full ass, then sliding up to knead her heavy breasts through her shirt.

“These are fucking perfect,” he groaned, popping the buttons open. Her breasts spilled out into his waiting hands. He lifted one, sucking the thick nipple into his mouth with wet, obscene sounds, flicking it with his
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