
        
            
                
            
        

    
OOPS... WHAT HAVE WE DONE?

By Brandi Black


I
t's a hot summer day and I've got all the windows open, so the wind streams through my hair as I drive. To anyone looking into my car from the outside, like that truck driver who takes an extra-long peek at my legs in my miniskirt as he overtakes me, I probably look carefree and happy.


But the reality is, I'm terrified.


When I left home to study physiotherapy in a university across the state, I promised I'd be back all the time. I promised my parents, my high school friends — even my gymnastics coach. Then life happened, I got busy, there were far too many parties and hangovers, and July somehow slid into November. My eighteenth birthday came and went with a hurried phone call and more empty promises that I'd visit.


Now, just like that, it's the end of the year and I feel the same way I did when I was a kid carrying an overdue book back into the library.


Nervous, self-conscious and guilty as hell.


Of course, my parents would forgive me. They'd have to — I was their only daughter, and they'd made plenty of empty promises to visit me too. I still felt guilty about not visiting my friends and Sam, my coach.


When I told Sam I was moving so far away his face fell — actually fell, like paint sliding off a canvas — but by then I'd already booked my accommodation. I'd expected him to be happy for me, so his reaction took me by surprise.


"It's the best course in the country," I'd said, trying to alleviate some of the guilt that prickled somewhere in my stomach. "And there's a great gymnastics team on campus."


"That's fantastic, Brit," he said, and I smiled as though I hoped that my happiness might rub off on him. He tried to keep a pleasant expression on his face, but every time he didn't think I was looking, his expression changed to one of disappointment.


And maybe it wasn't surprising.


I'd always had a crush on him — how could I not? He was fit and muscular, with blue eyes and a habit of pushing his hair back in a way that made me want to kiss him. Honestly, I wanted to do more than kiss him, but nothing ever happened between us. He was fifteen years older than me and I was still in high school. Of course, that didn't stop butterflies from whizzing around my stomach every time I looked at him, or every time he touched my leg to guide my movements. I was so self-conscious of everything I said, worried I was going to blurt out how much I loved him.


I think he knew, too. He gave me extra training sessions for free and always pushed me harder than the other girls. And something changed the day I told him I was going away — he still gave me extra sessions, but that attention he gave me dried up. It made me feel anonymous, like I was just another girl on his books, just another session where he watched the clock until it was time to go home.


No wonder I'm nervous, I decide as I flick my blinker on to cruise down the exit ramp. Will he be back to his old attentive self, or will he avoid me? I sent him an email before I left, saying I'd be in town for a few days, but so far I've been too nervous to check whether he's replied.


Everything looks both familiar and unfamiliar at the same time, like I've dreamed about this place before, but this is the first time I'm seeing it in real life. It's the small details that make it feel strange — the red door that used to be white, the branch that's grown over the "Welcome to Greenville" sign, the new set of traffic lights where there used to be a roundabout.


I never realized how much could change in twelve months.


It all makes my heart beat quicker, makes me feel uneasy as I turn down streets to find new trees, new renovations, a plank of wood with "closed" painted in red over the fish and chip shop window.


Luckily, my parents" house is unchanged. It sits in the middle of the street like it always did, its pale walls stained by bore water from the sprinklers. They're predictably happy to see me and it makes me feel comfortable, almost like I never left. My mum pulls me into a tight hug and my dad smokes his pipe and asks about my course, but I'm so sweaty from driving that all I want to do is get in the shower.


"I'll tell you everything, I promise," I say, as I skip down the hallway to the bathroom. "Just give me ten minutes."


My phone's in the top of my bag and I can't stop myself from looking at it. Just one peek, I promise myself, and then I'll pull out my shampoo.


Sam has replied. My stomach does cartwheels as I open the message to see what he said.


Meet me at the studio at 7:30.


There's a part of me that's relieved — I didn't want him to be mad at me, and I'm glad he wants to meet me in the place where we used to train. But there's another part of me that doesn't even know if I can train the way I used to. I have to admit, I haven't exactly been sticking to my training schedule this year.


Don't get me wrong, I still have the toned fit body I've always had — but gymnastics takes constant training and discipline, two things that are impossible when you're going to party after party, getting drunk and having a lot of sex with first-year guys who really need to learn more about the female body, instead of sports journalism or whatever they're studying.


"Would you like some dinner?" my mum calls through my door, and I shove my phone back into my bag.


"No thanks," I shout. "I think I'll visit Sam instead."


My mum's always liked Sam and knows how important gymnastics is to me, so she's completely fine with it.


"I'll leave a plate in the fridge for you," she calls out again, and I give her a quick "thanks" as I run between my bedroom and the bathroom with all my toiletries spilling out of my hands.


Yeah, I want to look and smell my best for Sam. So what?


I spend ages in the shower, savouring the consistent water pressure and the time to shave my legs properly, without ten other students pounding on the door, rushing me. The water trickles over my skin, my breasts, making me idly drift back into fantasies I'd used to have after every gymnastics session — Sam standing behind me, holding my waist to steady me as I attempted a particularly tricky move; Sam's arms venturing further around my waist; me turning around, so close to him that our noses touched; the inevitable moment when our lips were drawn together like magnets.


The more I had the fantasy, the further it progressed. At first, just being touched and kissed was enough to make me explode into a furious orgasm as I touched myself. Then, over time, the fantasy progressed further — him touching my body through my leotard, pulling it aside to expose my willing breasts, my throbbing pussy. Him sliding a finger inside me, then his tongue, then his delicious thick cock.


Remembering the fantasy is almost enough to make me start touching myself in the shower, but I remind myself how clearly sound travels through the house, how much the tiles on the walls will amplify my moaning. So I hold myself back, but it means that I'm wound up as I towel myself dry, as I pull on tights that slide between my legs in a way that makes my clit ache.


It's going to be a long night.


I apply makeup the way the girls at uni taught me — lots of contouring, a cut crease eye-shadow, winged eyeliner — and saunter out the door while my parents look at me like I'm someone they don't recognize.





THE GYMNASTICS STUDIO's about fifteen minutes from my house and I've driven there so many times I barely have to think about it. In fact, I used to go there so much I used to joke I could get there blindfolded and with amnesia, but Sam didn't find that as funny as I did.


My car wobbles over the uneven driveway and I park where I used to.


The building hasn't changed much at all. Sam's boss paid a professional artist to cover the side of the building, which was an expanse of corrugated steel, with paintings of gymnasts doing somersaults and flips. I wasn't sure if it was my imagination, but one of them looked a lot like me — the same blonde hair, the same determined expression — but then again, all the paintings were generic enough that they could have been based on three or four girls that I knew.


I walk around to the main entrance and am stunned to see Sam there, waiting for me. He's every bit as handsome as he'd always been — the fading sunlight makes his eyes ripple with colour. He smiles nervously and I'm surprised — he always seemed completely invincible against ordinary human emotions, like adults always did. Seeing this vulnerability makes me like him even more.


"Britney," he says, his face flushing with colour as his eyes drift over my face, my body. "You look so... grownup."


I can't stop smiling. "You too," I say without thinking, then cringe at how silly that sounds. He's thirty-three — of course he looks grown-up!


It?s true that my makeup looks different from the foundation-and-lipstick combo that I used to wear. And my breasts are probably bigger thanks to my beer-and-burgers diet that's seen me only gain weight on my chest. But otherwise, it's hard to believe I look more grown-up than I did a year ago and I can't help feeling a little self-conscious.


Thankfully, he saves me.


"How about we do some work on the bars for old time's sake?" Sam asks. "See if you've still got it."


"Sure," I say nervously, knowing that I probably don't. All the same, I follow him inside and inhale the familiar scents of chalk, leather and sweat.


"It's exactly the same," I breathe, and Sam grins.


"I kept it like this for ya. Figured you'd need something familiar when you got back."


I know he's joking, but I still smile gratefully. He stands next to the balance beam and pats it.


"Come on, then."


I watch it, licking my lips. I trained so hard on this exact bar — why does it look so intimidating now? It takes me a while to pull my sneakers off — I do it as slowly as possible, trying to delay the moment where I'll fall off the beam and land on my face. Sure, the floor's covered with thick padded mats, but I'm more worried about the emotional pain than actually hurting myself.


My sneakers off, I glance around, trying to find another way to delay any kind of actual gymnastics. I pull my hair back into a ponytail, but none of this procrastination puts Sam off — he knows me way better than that.


"My last client finished at seven," he says. "I can wait all night."


I gulp. Better get this over with, then. I stretch and shake my arms and legs, warming myself up. The routine I decide to start with is one I did over and over again, honing it until I could do it perfectly. Sam even recorded me and replayed it on his phone, freezing it so I could see my technique frame-by-frame. I could see when my arms or legs were even the tiniest bit out, when I'd let my foot drop even by an inch.


I roll my shoulders and inhale, getting ready, glad he's not filming me now. Instead, he's just standing there, watching, his eyes traveling up and down my body. Is it my imagination or do they settle on my breasts?


It throws my concentration off and when I run up to the beam, I make a false start when I jump, the kind of mistake kids make when they're eight and just starting out.


"That's okay," Sam says. "Just try again."


I step back and lick my lips, trying to ignore my racing heart and remember how I'd mentally prepare myself for flips when I trained with Sam every day.


It started with wanting to impress him. If I impressed him, my teenage logic decided, maybe he'd think I was incredible. Maybe he'd see how amazing I was, and want to do the things he wanted to do in my fantasies.


This particular move was seriously sexy when I did it right. It included me doing the splits in a handstand, and if I faced away from him, I could give him the perfect view of my ass. The tights, of course, would leave nothing to the imagination and then I'd spin around to face him, tumbling off the beam and landing on the ground where he's standing right now.


I glance at the mirrors that line the studio wall — yep, I look good. Ready.


For the second time, I run towards the beam and this time, I spring off my left foot and sail through the air exactly the way I wanted to. My hands feel strong as they clasp the beam, although the muscles in my arm shake more than they used to.


"Good girl," Sam says, as I bring my legs together and swing them up into the air, my toes pointed so they look like my foot's attached to my leg in a straight line. I stare at an abandoned gold sequin on the mat to steady my balance as I pull my legs up above my body, my abs trembling a little.


And there it is — a perfect sideways split. My head throbs as blood rushes to it, but who cares? I'm doing a sexy move in sexy tights in front of my sexy gymnastics coach. I didn't even know whether my legs were flexible enough for the splits anymore — the last time I tried it, I was drunk and a boy in my physiology class dared me. I did the splits on a table full of half-empty bottles and knocked most of them down, spilling vodka and bourbon all over the floor.


Doing this, now, feels like so much more of an achievement and I'm ecstatic as I spring off the beam and land on the mat with soft knees and proud arms.


I did it.


There's a look on Sam's face that I don't recognize and his voice is husky when he speaks.


"That was amazing."


"Should I try it again?" I can see myself in the mirror and my cheeks are flushed with achievement. Or from being upside down, who knows.


"Absolutely," Sam says.


I do it again. This time, when I flip upside down, I feel his strong hands around my ankles, guiding them down. I almost lose my balance when I realize he's standing right next to my butt, probably with a perfect view of where my tights barely cover my pussy, but I force myself to focus on that sequin instead of glancing up into the mirror.


"Your legs are moving in a bit," he says, that husky voice still there. "Try to keep them out — like this — if you can."


My arms are wobbling now from all the time I've spent clutching the bar, but I don't want to stop now. I wait until he steps back again to complete the routine and land in front of him again.


"I know I'm not quite as good as I used to be," I pant apologetically, but Sam shakes his head.


"You're a thousand times better than you used to be," he says, his eyes brushing over my chest again. "Don't apologize for following your dream."


I know he's right, but hearing him say it makes me blush. It feels more personal and satisfying somehow, than when I hear it from my lecturers.


"Thank you," I murmur, and give him a quick kiss on the cheek. His stubble feels rougher than I expect.


"Oh, that's — that's — " Sam splutters and looks away, stepping back. "You're quite welcome. I just think — "


He turns and walks away and I hurry after him, scared I've done something wrong.


"Is everything okay?"


"Yes, completely. Just wait there for a moment."


I stand on the mat, blinking as he disappears into a door marked "staff". A thought creeps into my mind... what if he has an erection and doesn't want me to see it? He's been in there for a while, I realize, and I wonder if he's imagining throwing me down on the mat and fucking me the way I used to fantasize about him.


Suddenly, I realize it doesn't need to be a fantasy anymore. I'm eighteen — he's got nothing to be embarrassed about, and neither do I. I venture over to the door and knock.


"Sam?"


"Just a minute," he calls out. "I'm looking for something."


He's masturbating, all right. I can hear it in his voice, the way his words are punctuated by heavy breathing.


That's when I decide to do something braver than I've ever done before. I glance around the studio — nobody else is there, nobody would be until classes started again in the morning. We had plenty of time.


I cross my arms around my waist and pull my shirt over my head, my heart racing at how daring I felt. My bra came off next, falling to the ground next to my feet. I shed piece after piece of clothing, creating something of a trail back to the beam.


Finally, I'm naked. I feel a little nervous but mostly I'm just excited. My nipples harden and my pussy throbs as adrenaline surges through me.


"I'm gonna keep practicing," I call out, hoping he can hear me from this far away.


I run up to the bar and spring on to my arms, pulling myself upside down. I glance away from the sequin long enough to see my naked body in the mirror — it looks strong, hot, my freshly-waxed pussy so prominent between my legs. I lift one arm so I'm holding all my weight on my right hand and then slowly part my legs.


"Britney!" I hear Sam's voice behind me but I keep myself in the splits, forcing myself not to come down until I'm supposed to. I finish the move perfectly and land on my feet, my cheeks burning. If I'd done it like that in a competition, every judge would have scored me a ten — minus, perhaps, some points for being naked.


"What do you think?" I ask, and Sam just stares at me with his mouth open. His erection bulges through his pants, and I'm amazed at how big it is. Most of the guys at uni aren't even half as big, and I wonder if it will even fit inside me.


"I can't believe it," Sam says, and I'm thinking much the same thing. Elated, I do a few cartwheels along the mat. He watches me with his mouth open. "Why'd you take your clothes off?"


"Why, don't you like it?" I do another cartwheel in the opposite direction, just to get closer to him again.


"I love it," Sam says, and then shakes his head as though he's trying to wake himself up from a dream. "But you're Britney, you're my gymnastics student."


I do a handstand against the wall, just because I can. "Not anymore," I point out. "I'm eighteen and I haven't been your student for an entire year. I move my legs apart, doing it intentionally wrong, knowing he won't be able to stop himself from coming over to correct me.


At this point, my competitive side has kicked in and I feel like I can't lose — I don't even entertain the idea of him rejecting me. It's just not possible.


As expected, he swallows and walks over, touching my ankles gingerly, trying not to let himself get too close to my gaping pussy.


"I still don't feel right about this," he says, obviously forgetting that his erection is right in front of my face now.


I move my head forward and lick it through his pants. He gasps and steps back.


"Britney," he warns, but I can't stop myself now. I'm hungry for him, and I know he wants me too. I tumble down and stand in front of him, looking him in the eye.


"I want you to fuck me," I say, as plainly as I possibly can.


That's when something shifts, and Sam's animalistic side takes over. He grabs me roughly, kissing me until our tongues swirl around in each other's mouths.


"You want me to fuck you?" he pants, spinning me around so his erection presses against my butt, "I'll fuck you. Spread those legs nice and wide."


I obey, spreading them shoulder-width apart at first, then sliding down further and further until I'm in the splits. I hear Sam unzipping his pants and moaning as he slides his hand up and down his cock.


"Now lean forward," he instructs. I do, spreading my body over the mat, keeping my legs wide apart. Sam kneels behind me and slaps his erection on my butt cheek.


"Are you ready?" he asks, and I know he wants to fuck me before he chickens out. I want that too. I nod.


When he presses the tip of his cock against my exposed pussy, I know I've made the right choice. I'm already slippery wet from all this anticipation and foreplay isn't even necessary. Still, he's bigger than I'm used to and I gasp from the unexpected size.


"I'm not hurting you, am I?" Sam asks, holding his pose steady. He used to be a professional gymnast — even went to the Olympics a couple of times last decade — so he's every bit as strong as I am.


"No," I gasp, "you're just a lot bigger than I'm used to. The guys at uni are a bit..." I search for a nice way to say "small" but Sam seems to understand.


"I'll go slow," he promises, and that's exactly what he does. He eases into me in such a gentle and tender way that I admire his self-control, knowing exactly how badly he wants to fuck me. My body relaxes around him, giving some resistance at first but gradually letting him in.


And it feels sublime. It's like all of my fantasies, multiplied by a hundred. The sensation of his cock sliding inside me is better than anything I've ever felt before — even better than the first few times I discovered masturbation.


This is exactly what my body's been craving.


I let out a moan as he reaches all the way in me, gently pressing against my cervix.


"How does that feel?" he asks.


"Like heaven," I say honestly, but I'm not prepared for what comes next. He draws himself back out of me and then plunges back in, making me squeal with pleasure. I raise my hips as much as I can, letting him in deeper with the next thrust.


"You really do want it," Sam growls, and I nod into the mat. "Let's get you into a better position."


He picks me up and guides me to my feet. His eyes look wild with lust and I know mine do too. We gaze into each other's eyes and somehow end up kissing again, while I play with the tip of his cock. It's shiny and wet, soaked in my juices, and that turns me on even more. He grabs my hand to lead me away, but I kneel instead and take that monster cock straight into my mouth.


Sam gasps with surprise and holds my shoulder for support as I take his entire length down to the back of my throat.


"What have they been teaching you at uni?" he gasps, and when I smile, my saliva drips down his balls. But I keep moving, wanting to feel him explode. Surely he's getting close now? The guys I've fucked so far always seem to come after a few seconds.


Sam, however, isn't one of those guys.


He pulls his cock out of my mouth and leads me through the "staff only" door. Inside, there's a couch and a table with a computer and piles of papers — I vaguely recognize some of them as registration forms.


"Get on the couch," he instructs, and there's something about how he says it — the assertiveness or authority — that makes me even hornier. I comply immediately, leaning back with my legs spread.


"Turn over," he tells me. I do, kneeling on the couch and holding the backrest, my ass and pussy pointing up in his direction.


"Good girl," he says, as he eases his cock back inside me. The couch is a better height than the mat — it feels like we're on a better angle, and he can slide deeper inside me with his legs planted apart behind me.


"Do you like it slow and steady or fast and hard?" Sam asks, as his thick length ventures inside my body again.


"Fast and hard," I say, although normally the opposite is true. I've wanted Sam for so long that I feel like I need to make up for lost time — the faster we fuck, the sooner we can fuck again. He holds my shoulder and slams his cock inside me, using all his weight, using all the strength he's built up through years of training. Sound escapes my lips every time he slams his dick inside me, hard enough to pound my cervix. Not quite a moan, more like an "oof".


I arch my back as he squeezes my shoulder tighter and increases the pace of his thrusts until his balls fly up and slap my clit.


I've never felt anything like it. Pleasure swells inside me, a kind of involuntary wave that I can't stop — not that I'd want to.


It's almost like he's found a new part of my vagina that didn't exist before today, and he's milking it dry. Is this what they call the G-spot?


I don't have time to think about it too much because the first wave of pleasure breaks. My back arches, my pussy spasms and I even feel my eyes roll back in my head.


It must feel good for Sam because he shudders too, his body spasming inside mine. It makes my orgasm stronger, makes my body clamp around his cock, milking it, begging for more.


He falls on top of me and we're both sweaty, but neither of us care.


"I was going to pull out," he pants, "but you made me come before I could."


I don't care. I flop on the couch and close my eyes, savouring the echo of the orgasm, as my pussy pulses like he's still inside me.


"I'm glad you didn't," I say. "I would have hated you if you'd pulled out just before I came."


Sam chuckles. "As long as you're on the pill."


I blink. I've been taking the pill that the doctor at uni prescribed, but since I haven't had sex lately, I'm not sure I've been taking it every day. I know if I tell Sam this, he'll want to stop having sex with me so I say nothing.


Surely I've taken it every day, or at least close enough. That works, right?


He sits next to me and his cock's growing hard again. All I want to do is climb on top of it, so that's exactly what I do.





I'M BACK at uni again when I start to feel sick. At first, I think it's the potato salad that one of my roommates made, but it continues for a few days.


"Maybe you're pregnant," a girl in my Introduction to Movement class jokes when I'm lying with my head on my desk, complaining about being sick for the four hundredth time.


My eyes fly open.


"Shit."


I skip my next class to buy a pregnancy test and sure enough, there's two blue lines on the stick. I call Sam while I'm still in the bathroom and he seems surprised to hear from me.


"Hi Britney, is everything okay?"


There's music in the background and I realize he must be teaching his class.


"Yeah, yeah, everything's okay." I slump against the wall and the cool tiles don't help me feel any better. "I'm thinking about coming home for a while. I'll talk to you soon."


I blink. I've been taking the pill that the doctor at uni prescribed, but since I haven't had sex lately, I'm not sure I've been taking it every day. I know if I tell Sam this, he'll want to stop having sex with me so I say nothing.


Surely I've taken it every day, or at least close enough. That works, right?


He sits next to me and his cock's growing hard again. All I want to do is climb on top of it, so that's exactly what I do.





I'M BACK at uni again when I start to feel sick. At first, I think it's the potato salad that one of my roommates made, but it continues for a few days.


"Maybe you're pregnant," a girl in my Introduction to Movement class jokes when I'm lying with my head on my desk, complaining about being sick for the four hundredth time.


My eyes fly open.


"Shit."


I skip my next class to buy a pregnancy test and sure enough, there's two blue lines on the stick. I call Sam while I'm still in the bathroom and he seems surprised to hear from me.


"Hi Britney, is everything okay?"


There's music in the background and I realize he must be teaching his class.


"Yeah, yeah, everything's okay." I slump against the wall and the cool tiles don't help me feel any better. "I'm thinking about coming home for a while. I'll talk to you soon."





AND THAT'S what I do. Without telling anyone, I just get in my car and drive home as the February sun bakes my car. Sam's at the studio when I arrive and I sit on one of the chairs at the edge of the room, waiting for his class to finish as he keeps shooting me curious glances.


"What's going on?" he asks, as everyone else disappears out the wide double doors.


"There's something I have to tell you," I say, as I look down at my hands. "I'm... pregnant."


There's silence and my heart sinks. I look up, expecting the worst, but to my surprise Sam has a huge smile on his face.


"Yeah?"


I nod.


"Is it mine?"


"Of course." There's tears flowing down my cheeks and I wipe them away — this is the last thing I need, but my body's once again calling all the shots.


Sam bends down and pulls me into a tight, warm hug. "That's fantastic news," he says into my shoulder.


"You're not mad?" I pull away from him, looking directly into his eyes, examining them for any expressions of doubt or anger.


"Not at all," he says. "I've liked you for so long and now we've got the perfect excuse to build a life together."


I can't help it — I fall into his lips again, not caring who might be watching.
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