
The Adventures of Eddie

by

––––––––

J. R. Shane



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE ADVENTURES OF EDDIE

    

    
      First edition. July 29, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 J. R. Shane.

    

    
    
      Written by J. R. Shane.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

INTRODUCTION | ‘Tis a Tale Told Thrice

Scenario One: Eddie Goes Straight

Scenario Two: Eddie Goes Gay

Scenario Three: Eddie Becomes A Swinger

Sign up for J. R. Shane's Mailing List

Also By J. R. Shane

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

INTRODUCTION


‘Tis a Tale Told Thrice
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Imagine that you are a ‘young buck’ of 18, 19, 20-something years of age. Thoughts of sex dominate your waking hours and even your dreams.  It seems like your cock is hard all the time and all you can think about is girls, with their soft, curvy bodies and the excitement and comfort they could bring you.

But the girls are not interested in you. You are teased by the boys and embarrassed by those untimely hard-ons that seem to pop up in front of the girls. They laugh at you and leave you without the very confidence that you need to correct your status. You really don’t want to talk to your mother and your dad is always working so who can you talk to?

Well if you are as lucky as Edddie, you run across a sympathetic older neighbor who will not only listen to your tales of woe but will relieve you of your virginity, then give you the sexual guidance that you need to gain self-confidence.

The Cobbs have been of neighbors of Eddie’s for many years, watching him grow up and seeing him as he walks back and forth to school each day. Now in their sixties after more than forty years of marriage, the Cobbs are prepared to guide Eddie along his sexual path, but WHICH sexual path? Three paths, three different experiences, which will Eddie select? Will Eddie stay straight with Mrs. Cobb? Will Eddie explore gay sex with Mr. Cobb? Or will he join both Mr. and Mrs. Cobb and explore their world of swinging? 

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine. You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind.’ Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks. You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input. If you enjoy my stories, let me know why. If you hate my stories, let me know why. You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Scenario One: Eddie Goes Straight
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Being the ‘quiet kid’ at school did not work well for me. I got pushed around and teased, the worst of it being when the girls teased me. They called me ‘Hard-on Eddie’ even though my grades were better that most of them. In response I learned to avoid the areas where the ‘cool kids’ gathered, preferring to remain by myself.

I lived close enough to school that I could walk back and forth each day unless it was raining when mom took me to school before she joined my father at the store they owned. My grandfather had founded the store many years ago and dad began helping him before taking over when grandad retired. Once I was old enough to walk to school on my own, mom joined him, helping out with the office work. What that meant for me was, even though I got home about three-thirty, mom did not get home until about five-thirty and dad about seven. On days when they kept the store open for longer hours, they might not get home until almost eight. On those days mom would prepare a meal for me and leave it in the refrigerator for when I got home. I actually liked my ‘parent-free’ times because the house was quiet and I had time for myself including some internet porn watching and masturbation. Once my urges had been satisfied, I was able to sit and do my homework with a clear mind.

The Cobbs were neighbors of ours, living a couple of blocks down the street from us. When the weather was warm I would see Mr. Cobb and occasionally Mrs. Cobb sitting on their front porch swing just ‘watching the world go by’. They were always pleasant, greeting me as I walked by and inquiring about my parents and the store. Occasionally they would invite me to join them as we chatted about family and local events.

I was startled the day I saw a small crowd in front of their house and an ambulance with its bright flashing lights. I hurried down to join them just as the paramedics carried Mr. Cobb out on a stretcher with an oxygen mask on his face. Mrs. Cobb looked worried as she followed them into the ambulance before the doors closed and it sped away. I heard the neighbors talking about him having a serious heart attack. After mom and dad got home, I would learn that he had not survived.

As the years went by I would often see Mrs. Cobb sitting on the porch swing. We would exchange casual greetings as I passed by, hurrying because I had no idea when to say to a woman who had lost her husband of more than forty years. Then came a day when school had been particularly rough on me and I just needed someone to talk to. Mrs. Cobb sat slowly rocking as she often did that time of day. I greeted her as I usual but my eyes were turned down. Instead of her regular, “Hello Eddie” greeting, Mrs. Cobb must have sensed that something was wrong and she asked me, “Eddie is something wrong?”

I stopped and looked up at her, “It’s been a rough day.”

She smiled at me, “Come on up here and tell me about it.” She stopped rocking as I climbed the steps to the porch and joined her on the swing. She sat silently as I told her about being brutally teased by several of the boys at school while the girls laughed at me. She patiently listened until I got to the end of my story.

“You know what you need? You need a nice glass of lemonade and something to get your mind off of your troubles.” She stood up, “Come into the house and let me get you a nice drink.” She walked past me then held the screen door open as I stepped into his house.

In all of the years I had known them, I had never been in the Cobbs’ house. The first thing I noticed was the ‘old people smell’ that was combined with dust and a general ‘stale’ smell. It was not overwhelming, but it was strange to me. I remembered the smell from when we would visit my grandparents years ago. I sat on a couch that faced an old television set. Shortly Mrs. cobb was back with two glass mugs of lemonade, handing me one before she sat beside me. I took a sip as the ice cubes met my lips. Mrs. Cobb was right, a refreshing drink did help to distract me from my thoughts.

Mrs. Cobb was a very good listener, asking me questions about school and the people who were making it difficult for me. It seemed like I talked and talked, unloading my whole sad story while she asked me questions. Soon the lemonade was gone and she stood up.

“Are you ready for a refill?”

“Yes, thank you.”

I sat looking around at the pictures, the knick-knacks, the books and the other mementos that represented the accumulation of two long lives together. I wondered about some of them, where they came from and what memories they represent for the Cobbs. I was distracted from my thoughts when Mrs. Cobb returned and handed my chilled mug back to me. He sat beside me again.

“Tell me Eddie, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No, the girls don’t seem interested in me.”

“Are you interested in them?

“Yes, sure I am.”

“A boy your age should be all about girls. Don’t you want to kiss them and get your hands on those nice little boobies?”

“Yes, very much, but I just don’t know how.” I began to choke up.

“Oh now, give me your glass.” She took my glass and put it beside hers on the end table. She slid back against the end of the couch, turning sideways and opening her arms to me. “You come cuddle in against ol’ Myra. Sometimes the best thing in the world is a nice hug.”

I turned sideways and moved between her open arms and legs, laying against her against her. Her arms wrapped around me and I could feel her soft breasts pressing into my back. It felt nice and very comforting to have her hold me. Suddenly things weren’t nearly as bad as they had been just minutes ago.

“Now, tell me all about what happened at school.”

“I can’t, it’s really embarrassing.”

“Sweetheart, I’m an old lady who has been down the road more times than you can imagine. Unless you are some sort of serial killer, I doubt that there’s anything that will shock me. Anything you tell me never leaves this room.”

I felt relaxed and comfortable in her arms and I really needed to talk to someone. I knew that I could not talk to my mother and dad was never home so perhaps this was my shot.

“You promise that you won’t laugh at me?”

“I do sweetheart, I’m here for you.”

I hung my head, still unsure about how she would receive what I had to tell her. 

“I have this problem...you know...down there.” I pointed to my lap. “I get hard all the time and it sticks out. The boys see the front of my pants bulging and point it out to everybody, then the girls laugh and tease me. Right there in the hallway at school, it was awful.”

“Eddie, I’m sorry that happened to you, and what those other kids did was cruel and stupid. You can’t help when that happens to you.”

“I know, but it happens all the time.”

“I’ll tell you a secret.”

“What’s that?”

“Those girls loved seeing you like that, with a nice hard-on pushing your pants out. If you had been alone with one of them, they would have wanted to rub you or maybe play with it.”

“Really? I thought the girls were offended by seeing me like that.”

“If one of those girls pulled her top up and showed you her boobies, would you have been offended?”

“Heck no, I would have been all over boobies.”

“As you should be. And it’s the same for girls. They LOVE seeing a nice hard cock, especially a big one.”

“Wow, I never thought that.”

“Let me tell you a story. Years ago, before I ever met Jacob, I was dating this guy a few years older than me. He was old enough to drive and he took me out to what we called a ‘lover’s lane’ where we parked. He’s kissing me and rubbing my titties. I was ‘well developed’ even back then.  I was so excited that this older guy wanted to date me. Then he sat back and opened his pants. He shows me the biggest hard dick I had ever seen. Of course it was the first hard dick I had ever seen so it looked enormous. I stared at that thing then he told me to touch it. I put my hand around it and it was SO hard...like a brick. And SO hot to the touch. Well I don’t want to tell you all the dirty details, but suffice it to say, and for the purpose of this story, girls are attracted to a hard-on like moths to a street lamp.”

“Thank you Mrs. Cobb for telling me. I never knew that girls were like that.”

“Honey, girls are just boys with pussies. They want that big ol’ thing between their legs as much as the boys want to put it there.” She leaned forward and kissed my cheek.

“Do you ever prepare yourself before you go to school?”

“What do you mean ‘prepare’?”

“Let’s don’t be naïve Eddie. I mean do you jack off before you go to school?”

Now I was embarrassed, “Well yea...sometimes.”

“You might want to do it every morning before you go to school. That will relieve some of your tension and maybe you’ll be less like to pop a boner at school.”

I was shocked to hear Mrs. Cobb use language like that but, at the same time, I found it exciting. “You want me to jack off?”

“Eddie, you’re not going to wear it out. That dick of yours is good for a lifetime.”

I began to laugh, “It works well so far.”

“You keep trotting around with a big boner, maybe some girl will decide to relieve you.”

“I wish that would happen.”

“Have you ever been with a girl?”

“I’ve made out with a girl, that was about it.”

“You rubbed her titties? Played with her pussy?”

“No, never.”

“Have you ever even had a blowjob? Has a girl jacked you off?”

“Nope.”

“Oh sweetheart, you are so far behind the curve.”

That hit a nerve and I sat up. 

“Well I’m sorry. Don’t you think I would like to be there. I’d love to be fuck...” I froze in mid-sentence. “Mrs. Cobb I am SO sorry. I never use that kind of language in front of a lady. I’ll leave if you want me to.”

She smiled, then she laughed as she stared at me. 

“Eddie don’t you think I’ve heard the work ‘fuck’ before? Here’s a newsflash, I’ve even said it a time or two. You are just the most perfect gentleman. Babydoll, those girls have no idea what they’re missing out on. Come on sweetie, lay back down.”

I settled back against he again. “Thank you for your patience with me.”

“Sweetheart, you don’t need my patience, you need a sex life to relieve your cock now and again. We all need that?”

“Do you need it?”

“You bet your ass I do. Since Jacob died I’ve become like one of those potted plants that people forget to water and they dry up.”

I sat up again, turning around to stare at her. 

“Why? You’re an attractive woman. The men should be flocking around you.”

Apparently I hit a nerve with her. “Well they DON’T! I haven’t been with a man since Jacob died and I’m not going out like some tavern whore to find one.” Her face looked stern and I could see the hurt in her eyes. The room fell silent. Our eyes locked together while neither of us made a sound. I found myself leaning in toward her, our faces drawing close. Suddenly it was as if lightning went up my spine and I awoke to find my lips pressed to hers. It was like the world shut down as my face crept back from hers. The look on her face was as startled as I’m sure mine was. There was a pause before I found myself leaning toward her once more. She made a sound then her arm wrapped around my neck and pulled my lips to hers. Her lips felt so soft and there was a hunger within her as she stretched out beneath me dragging me down with her. Her other arm wrapped around me holding me tightly against her.

Then, as if a switch were thrown, she pulled her arms off of me and pushed me away as she sat back up, obviously flustered. 

“I’m sorry, I don’t know where that came from.” She looked confused.

In that moment our roles reversed. She had become the insecure one while I was suddenly boiling with confidence. I stared at her, our eyes locking again. I lunged at her, pushing her back against the couch and pressing my lips to hers. She made a muffled sigh as she yielded to me. For the first time in my life, I took control of a woman. Her arms again wrapped around my neck as my hands forced their way between our bodies to take hold of her breasts. As our lips worked together I was infatuated by the feeling of her breasts. They were so full and so soft, much more exciting than the tiny bumps of a girl struggling to fill her training bra. My fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse when suddenly her arms let loose of me and slid down my sides where she took hold of the bottom of her blouse and pulled it loose. Once I realized what she was doing, I lifted my weight off of her and helped to push her blouse up over her bra. Then she sat up, reaching behind her back. Suddenly her bra popped loose and I hurried to push it up and out of the way so my lips could find and lock onto her nipples. She seemed momentarily frantic.

“YES baby! Hard baby, suck me HARD!” Her hands pressed my face against her chest. I alternated between her breasts until she stopped me and pushed me back so she could sit up. I sat back on my legs while she lifted her blouse over her head and shed her loose bra. She saw me staring at her breasts.

“Do you like ‘em?”

“They are absolutely gorgeous. The most beautiful I have ever seen.”

She smiled, “The only you have ever seen?”

“Yea, sorta.” I had a quick flashback of my topless mother dressing in her room when the telephone rang. Instead of covering up, she sat on the bed while talking on the phone. I happened to be passing her room and stopped for as long as I dare to drink in the beauty of those wonderful mounds.

I was distracted from my thoughts When she pushed me back.

“Stand up and take your clothes off. Do it slowly and stop if I tell you.”

There was an excitement and an intensity in her voice that I had never heard before. She was taking charge again and I liked it. Pushing myself up from the couch, my eyes never left hers as I stood before her and kicked off my shoes and pulled off my socks. My shirt opened, one button after the other until all were open and I threw it into a nearby chair. My undershirt followed quickly. I was excited. I was energized like I had never been before. I stared at her, enjoying her eyes as they scanned my body.

“OFF! Get it ALL OFF!”

“Yes ma’am.”

I continued by opening my belt and unsnapping my pants, splaying them open as the zipper slid slowly down. With a flourish, I threw my arms into the air allowing my pants to crash to the floor. I stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. I stood before her in just my ‘tight white’ underwear, the front pushed outward by my excitement. I stepped closer to her, dodging her hand when she reached for the bulge. I turned to one side, then to the other to display the front of my underwear sticking out.

“You like?”

She smiled and nodded, “I like.”

Pushing my thumbs into the band of my underwear, I started to slide them down. Just as my pubic hair began to be revealed, I turned my back to her and slid them the rest of the way down. I kicked them over with my pants.

After several teases, I stepped close to her and turned around to reveal my hard cock as it curved upward toward my belly.

I heard her gasp as her hands reached for me, her touch cool against my swollen cock.  She smiled as her fingertips drug along my length before cradling and lifting my balls.

I stood silently as she looked up at me, her lips smiling and her face intense. 

“That’s...fucking...beautiful!” Her fingers slid over me again, holding me between her hands. “You like tits, I like this.”

She stood up and moved around me, stopping behind me. Her arms came around me, her hands running up and down my body from my chest to my thighs. Her fingertips felt like they trailed fire over my body. No one had ever touched me like this and it was intensely exciting. If it had been possible for my cock to get even harder, it would have, but I was already so hard that I felt like my skin might split.

She came around to my front where she lifted a breast to my lips. Without a word I latched on and suckled hard as I knew she liked. Her hands found my ass, each gripping one of my ass cheeks.

“Tight skin, tight ass, hard cock, nice lips, pretty hair, Eddie, you’re an old woman’s dream.”

I released her nipple. “Make me yours. Make me your dream. Use me however you want, teach me what you like, I’m yours for the taking.” My lips returned to her breast.”

“I plan to take you Eddie. I want to take you and take you and take you until that cock of yours won’t work anymore.”

I released her nipple again and stood up with our faces close. “Yes...please.” I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her again with all of the passion I could muster.

When our lips parted, she smiled at me. Standing there before me she opened her denim shorts and dropped them to the floor. She stood there in just her silky panties with socks and white sneakers. Her gaze never left mine as she slid her panties down. When I could wait no more, my eyes dropped to see a triangle of thick curly hair. She caught me when I looked back up again.

“Have you ever seen one of these before?”

“Not one with hair.”

“Get used to it, you’re gonna’ see a lot of this one.”

“God I hope so.”

She backed up and sat on the couch leaving me to watch her untie her canvas sneakers and remove her socks, throwing them aside. She looked up at me and crooked her finger. I stepped up right in front of her.

Without a word, her hands began exploring my cock and balls. Holding my cock in her hand, she glanced up at me before turning her head back down. Then she opened her mouth and leaned forward taking my cock into her mouth.

“Oh God!” I gasped and thought my knees would collapse. I had to brace myself against her shoulder to keep from falling. I had never experienced anything that felt as good as her mouth.

She pulled back and smiled up at me. “You like that?”

I struggled to form words. “It was amazing, will you do it again?”

“Frequently and vigorously...but not now. Now I need for you to sit on this couch and do what I tell you. The first thing we have to do is get rid of that nasty virginity of yours.” I sat on the couch staring at Mrs. Cobb’s breasts as she knelt over me.

Her face was close to mine as she spoke to me. 

“Eddie, I know that this is your first time with a woman and I know that, if you are a typical boy, you’re going to pop like a ripe grape before we ever get started. Assuming that will happen to you, please relax. You will recover in minutes and we will keep going until we run out of time. How long before you have to leave?”

I looked at my watch. “I have just over an hour.”

She smiled, “You’ll remember this hour for the rest of your life.”

I felt her hand on my cock, then dampness touched the head of my cock just before I felt my cock slide into a warm, wet paradise unlike anything I had ever experienced. My eyes opened wide and my mouth fell open. Staring into Mrs. Cobbs face, her smile showed me that this was nothing new for her.

“Oh yea-a-a-a! Damn I’ve missed this.” We sat in silence, our bodies now joined together. Her eyes met mine, “You like it Eddie?”

I could not speak, “Uh-h-h-h! Uh-h-h-h!”

“Eddie! Relax baby. Feel me around you. It feels as good to me as it does to you. I love your cock baby.”

Her words did not register with me until I felt her lips press to mine. Her arms wrapped around my neck holding me tightly, then I felt her hips begin to rock. It was the most amazing experience of my life. When our faces parted, she continued to smile at me while her hips slowly worked. “Ride with me Eddie, share your cock with me.”

Then I felt it. My climax happened instantly. There was no warning, no build up, it simply started. I wrapped my arms around Mrs. Cobb and held her tight while my body convulsed. My eyes were filled with white light and I felt like I might pass out. I was gasping with each pulse as my semen shot into her.

When I opened my eyes again, Mrs. Cobb was smiling at me. “Congratulations Eddie, you’re no longer a virgin. How do you feel sweetheart?” She climbed off of me and sat beside me.

It took me a moment to answer. “I...incredible! Thank you Mrs. Cobb, thank you.” I wrapped my arms around her.

“Eddie, we’re sitting here naked and we just had sex, I think you can call me Myra.”

I laughed, “Yes...Myra...thank you.”

“I can’t remember the last time I had a virgin. I’ve done a few suburban wives who had never been with a woman before but I bet it’s been forty years since I popped a virgin man.”

“I was confused, “Mrs. Cobb...Myra? Are you a lesbian?”

She laughed, “No Eddie, of course not. Why would you ask that?”

“You said you were with a woman, doesn’t that make you a lesbian?”

Her face bore a look of surprise. “No, it makes me a woman. Have you never seen women dance together? Or hug each other?”

“Sure I have.”

“Well sometimes women just like the way it feels to make love with another woman.”

“Yea...lesbian.”

“No...married woman who wants something different. Here’s another little piece of news for you, sometimes men have a go at each other too.”

“Sure but not married guys. Those are homo-men, no woman would want anything to do with a homo-man.”

She looked startled, “Who told you that?”

Suddenly I was on the defensive. “Well...uh. Everybody knows that’s true.”

“Nobody told me, and sweetheart, I’ve been around a while. I’ve watched married men with other married men while their happy wives watched.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Sweetheart sex is sex and people are people. Just because people are married doesn’t mean that they don’t enjoy some variety now and again.”

“You’ve done that stuff?”

“Yes I have and...get ready...I liked it.”

“What about...” Then I thought better than to ask. “Never mind.”

“Mr. Cobb? You’re wondering if he played with other men?”

“I’m sorry, that’s none of my business.”

“Actually none of this is any of your business but I’ve gone this far. And besides, Jacob is with the angels now so it’s not like anything will harm him. Yes, Jacob enjoyed an occasional ‘go-round’ with the guys too.”

“You didn’t mind?”

“Only if he didn’t let me watch. A pile of big sweaty men sucking and fucking each other, hell, the girls loved watching that.”

“I never imagined.”

“Sweetheart, you are so young. There are many, many things that you have yet to learn.” She reached over and touched my shoulder. “Don’t we have better things to do than talk?” Her hand fell into my lap where she began to rub my cock. “Let’s get this hard again so we can have some fun.” I sat back and relished her skilled hand as she fondled and stroked me. It was not long before I was hard again. 

“Look at that. I wish I had a picture of your hard cock to hang over my bed.” She climbed over me again and lowered down onto my cock. Instantly my cock was back inside that place where it never wished to leave. I pulled Myra against me so I could suck her nipples, an action that she obviously appreciated.

“You know, you can grind with me.”

I felt stupid for not having known that. I began to thrust my hips to match hers. Her mouth fell open.

“Oh-h-h-h! That’s it. That feels GOOD!” She leaned forward and kissed my cheek, then she whispered into my ear, “Fuck me Eddie.” She leaned back and stared at me with a smile. “See, I do say that naughty word.”

I loved doing this with her. Our hips ground together while we laughed and bantered back and forth. I had never enjoyed such a wonderful experience. I think much of her banter was to distract me but, trying as best I could, my climax marched steadily along until I again wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly as my body began to convulse.

“That’s it Eddie. Give it to me Eddie. Give me all of your wonderful cum.” She held me until the pulses stopped.

“I’m sorry, I tried to hold it back but I couldn’t.”

“Eddie...Eddie don’t worry about it. I knew that you would cum quickly these first few times. Baby Madam Myra is gonna’ train you and teach you to be the best lover a woman could ever know. For today just relax and let it flow, enjoy your new experience.”

“Thank you Myra, you are so good to me.”

“Eddie, after so many years without a man, believe me baby, you’re good for me also.” She climbed off of me again, this time standing up. “I’ll be right back.” She paused long enough to pick up our glass mugs, handing mine to me. “Finish your lemonade.”

I chugged mine down and gave her back my mug. She took both and walked toward the kitchen. I heard her rustling in the kitchen before she returned with a small towel. She spread the towel on the couch next to me.

“I’m so full of your cum that it’s running out. I don’t want to get it on my couch.” She sat on the towel. 

“There, that’s better. “Eddie, hand me a pillow.”

I reached to the end of the couch, picked up a small pillow and handed it to her. She put it in her lap and patted it. “Your head goes here.”

I twisted around until I could lay in her lap, looking up at her hanging breasts. She lifted a breast and guided it to my mouth.

“Suck on me Eddie, like you’re my new baby and you’re hungry.”

My lips latched onto her nipple and I began to suckle.

“Baby, I wish I had some milk for you but those days are long gone. Nurse me baby, let me feel your mouth on me.”

Now she lay back, her eyes closing and I felt her body soften. As strange as it was, I actually felt like a baby nursing at a mother’s breast. It was a comforting and relaxing experience.

I felt her hand slide over and start rubbing and fondling me again. Just a short time ago, I was a virginal boy who had never been touched by another. Now I lay, very relaxed, sucking on a grateful woman’s abundant breast while she casually stimulated my genitals. My reaction took longer this time, but once it began, I hardened quickly. Her hand felt soft and cool as she wrapped it around my cock.

“Well how about that, there’s life in this thing yet.” She brushed my hair, “Do you think you’ve got another round in you?”

I separated from her breast. “You bet I do.” I sat up and put the pillow back in the end of the couch.

“I want something different this time.”

Uh oh, I wonder what she means. 

She twisted around and brought her body onto her hands and knees in line with the couch. “Can you figure out what I want Eddie?”

I hope I can do this. I crawled over and knelt behind her, fumbling as I tried to find her opening. I followed the wet path until I found where I wanted to be. Positioning my cock there, with one easy thrust I was inside her.

Her head dropped down onto her folded arms. “Oh shit that’s good. Do me Eddie, fuck me like a ten dollar whore.”

I had no idea what that meant other than she wanted me to do it hard. Thrusting my hips as best I could, our bodies collided making a noise that threatened to drown out her reactive cries. This was strange to me but doing it made me feel strong and powerful. I was in control. In control of not some scrawny teen girl, but of a woman who was old enough to be my grandmother and experienced enough to brag about it.

This was nice, my balls slapping against her as I held on to her hips to keep her from collapsing onto the couch. The full length of my cock pounded into her and she loved every inch of it. My ego was threatening to swell my head to unrealistic proportions. The entire scenario was thrilling for me and I hoped that it would never stop. My body had a different idea.

Oh crap! There it was again, my climax building up again all too soon. I was having the best experience of my life and once more I was fighting not to cum. It was a battle I had no idea how to fight and I knew that I would lose.

I held onto her, my hips firmly locked against hers, as my semen began to transfer. She was quiet now, apparently disappointed as I was that I was involuntarily ending out pleasure.

When my senses began to return, I found myself bent over her with a death grip on her hips. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t stop it.”

She was very forgiving. “Don’t worry about it Eddie, I knew that this would happen. The first few times it happens fast, it’s the newness of it all.”

As I softened, I pulled from her. She sat on her towel.

“Try not to dribble on my couch.”

In response, I held my cock in my hand while I dug into the pile of
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