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Courted & Punished in Public on the Tennis Court

Anna felt a slight tremor in her wrist as she gripped the handle of her tennis racket for the first time in seven years. The weight of it—so familiar yet somehow so foreign—sent a cascade of memories rushing back… none of them pleasant. Endless drills under the scorching sun. The disappointed looks from her father whenever she missed a shot. The constant scrutiny of uncaring coaches who insisted on treating her like a machine, something to be optimised for peak performance.

"Tennis will be different now," her mother had insisted over brunch last Sunday, stirring her mimosa with the practiced nonchalance of a woman who felt she had earned the relaxed middle-aged life she now enjoyed. "You're all grown up now, Anna. You’re an adult. You can just enjoy it on your terms."

Anna had nearly choked on her eggs Benedict. "Mom, I hated tennis. You know that."

"Darling, that was because you were a child under pressure. Now it can be something just for you." Her mother's smile had turned sly. "Besides, I've already booked you a session with Lucas Mercer this Monday."

"The Lucas Mercer?" Anna’s cheeks had flushed at his name. Everyone in the tennis world knew him—former pro, now coaching exclusively to an elite clientele. His reputation for transforming players was legendary.

"He's doing me a personal favour," her mother had continued. "Just try one session. You've been so stressed with college lately. This could be exactly what you need. And trust me, darling, Lucas is a great stress-reliever."

And so here she was, standing at the edge of a pristine private court, wearing a tennis skirt for the first time since she’d developed hips and a top that strained against breasts that had certainly grown too large for the sport since her teenage years. She tugged at the hem of her skirt, wishing she'd bought something more modest.

"Anna Winters?" The deep voice behind her made her spine straighten involuntarily.

She turned to find herself looking up at a tall man with broad shoulders and piercing green eyes. Lucas Mercer was more imposing in person than in the magazine spreads she'd seen—older now, perhaps mid-thirties, with a dusting of silver at his temples that only enhanced his authoritative presence.

"Yes, that's me," she managed, extending her hand.

He ignored it, instead walking a slow circle around her, eyes assessing her form with clinical detachment. "Your mother said you played competitively as a junior."

"I did, but it's been—"

"Seven years. She mentioned." He stopped in front of her. "We'll have to correct a lot of bad habits you've likely developed since then."

Anna swallowed. This wasn't exactly the relaxed experience her mother had promised. "I'm really just here for a bit of fun, Mr. Mercer. I'm not looking to compete or anything."

The smile that curved his lips didn't reach his eyes. "On my court, Miss Winters, we don't play for 'fun’. We play to excel." He gestured toward the baseline. "Let's see what we're working with.”

For the next ninety minutes, Lucas drove Anna harder than any coach she'd ever had. Every serve, every backhand, every movement was subject to his exacting standards. He didn't shout like her childhood coaches—his criticism came in measured tones that somehow cut deeper.

"Higher elbow," he commanded, positioning himself behind her. His chest pressed against her back as he adjusted her stance, his fingers wrapping around her wrist to guide her swing. "Like this."

The heat of his body made concentration nearly impossible. Embarrassment gripped Anna as she noticed a flush creeping up her neck that had absolutely nothing to do with her considerable physical exertion.

"Again," he ordered, stepping away. "Ten more. And this time, keep your weight on your back foot until the last moment."

By the hour mark, Anna's muscles screamed in protest. Sweat plastered her blonde hair to her forehead, and her breathing came in ragged gasps. Still, Lucas showed no mercy.

"Footwork drills," he announced, setting up a ladder on the court. "Thirty seconds on, ten seconds rest. Eight rounds."

"I don't think I can—"

"I didn't ask what you think, Miss Winters." His eyes locked with hers. "I'm telling you what you will do."

Something in his tone—the absolute certainty that she would obey—sent an unexpected shiver down her spine. And Anna found herself, like an automaton, moving to the ladder, even as her legs trembled beneath her.

When the session finally ended, she collapsed onto the bench, every inch of her body throbbing.

"Your stamina is poor," Lucas observed, standing over her with his arms crossed. "Your technique is rusty but salvageable. Your mental discipline…" He paused, eyes traveling over her flushed face. "That requires significant work."

Anna reached for her water bottle with shaking hands. "Well, thank you for the session, but I don't think—"

"Same time Thursday," he interrupted, his tone brooking no argument. "Wear something more appropriate. That skirt is too tight for proper movement, and that top…" His gaze lingered briefly on her chest before returning to her face. "Restricts your shoulder rotation."

She should have been offended. Should have told him where he could shove his sartorial advice, that she wouldn't be coming back. But as he walked away, Anna found herself watching the confident set of his shoulders, the graceful power in his stride.

"Thursday," she whispered, surprising herself even as the word left her lips.

∞∞∞

Three days later, Anna found herself back on Lucas's court, dressed in new athletic wear she'd spent far too much money on. The top was still tight across her chest—there was nothing to be done about that—but she'd chosen a slightly looser skirt, paired with compression shorts underneath.

"Better," was all Lucas said when he saw her, but that single word of approval sent a ridiculous surge of pleasure through her.

This session proved even more gruelling than the first. He pushed her until her legs nearly gave out, until sweat drenched her new outfit, until she wanted to scream at him to stop. But each time their eyes met, each time his hands positioned her body into the correct form, Anna felt that same inexplicable thrill.

"Your mother says you're studying business," he remarked during a brief water break.

Anna nodded, surprised he was initiating conversation. "Marketing, specifically."

"And do you approach your studies with the same half-hearted effort you're showing me today?"

Her cheeks burned. "I'm trying my best!"

"No," Lucas said, stepping closer until she had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. "You're holding back. Afraid to fully commit." His voice lowered. "Afraid to let go."

The double meaning in his words hung in the air between them. Anna's mouth went dry in spite of the water she'd just swallowed.

"Again," he commanded, turning back toward the court. "And this time, I want everything you have."

For a full hour, Lucas drove Anna to her absolute limits. Every muscle in her body burned as he had her running sprints, performing precision drills, and practicing serves until her shoulder was ready to give out. The sun beat down mercilessly on the clay court, and on the panting woman darting across it.

"Again," he commanded after she missed a backhand, his voice showing no hint of sympathy. "Your follow-through is weak."

Anna's legs trembled beneath her. "I can't," she gasped, bending forward with her hands on her knees.

Before she knew it, Lucas had crossed the court and was beside her. "Stand up straight," he ordered, one hand pressing firmly against the small of her back, forcing her to straighten. "Proper posture, even in exhaustion. That's the difference between amateurs and professionals."

His touch sent an electric current through her spine. Anna struggled to steady her breathing as Lucas moved behind her, his chest touching her back.

"Now," he said, his breath warm against her ear, "show me that backhand again."

When she finally collapsed onto the bench after the last of her drills, Anna felt as though her body had turned to liquid. Every limb was heavy, limp, utterly spent. She'd pushed herself beyond what she thought possible, driven by some primal need to meet his expectations.

"Don't sit yet," Lucas said, approaching with a towel in hand. "I need to show you something."

Somehow, her body obeyed him before her mind could protest. She stood on shaky legs as he circled her, appraising.

"Your form has fundamental flaws we need to address," he said matter-of-factly. Then his hands were on her shoulders, turning her body slightly. "Your stance is too narrow."

When his foot nudged her legs apart, heat bloomed in Anna's cheeks. His hands slid down to her hips, adjusting their angle with firm pressure.

"The power in your swing should initiate here," he explained, one hand splayed across her abdomen. "Feel how the rotation begins in your core?"

Anna nodded mutely, intensely aware of how his fingers pressed against her sweat-dampened top, how they seemed to burn through the fabric.

He moved behind her, one arm wrapping around to position her racket arm. "Your tricep is underdeveloped," he observed, fingers squeezing the muscle. "This is why your follow-through lacks power."

His other hand traced down her spine, stopping at the small of her back. "Tension here," he murmured, his thumb pressing into a knot of muscle that made her gasp. "You're holding too much stress in your lower back."

Anna stood perfectly still as Lucas continued his assessment, his hands moving over her body with clinical precision, repositioning, demonstrating, correcting. He turned her this way and that, like an artist adjusting a mannequin, showing a complete lack of awareness—or perhaps just no concern—for how intimate his touch felt.

When his hands gripped her waist to demonstrate proper rotation, her top rode up slightly, exposing a strip of midriff. He made no comment, simply continued his instructions as if he hadn't noticed her discomfort, as if her body were merely a technical problem to solve.

"Raise your arms," he instructed, and when she complied, his fingers traced the line of her ribcage, ostensibly to explain proper breathing technique. The casual way he handled her, with absolutely no acknowledgment of her as anything other than a tennis student, was humiliating.

It was beyond embarrassing—it was mortifying. And yet… beneath the humiliation, Anna felt something else stirring. Each authoritative touch, each commanding word, sent little sparks of something dangerous through her exhausted body. This man, old enough to be… well, not her father, but certainly from a different generation, was handling her like she belonged to him, like her body was his to command.

The sudden realisation that she was responding to his dominance shocked her. But worse than that, it excited her.

"Your shoulders are too tense," Lucas said, his hands kneading the muscles at the base of her neck. "Relax."

Anna let out a shaky breath, fighting the urge to lean back against his chest. What was happening to her? This was a tennis lesson, nothing more.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of this exquisite torture, Lucas stepped away. Anna felt both relief and a strange disappointment at the loss of contact.

"We're done for today," he announced, reaching for his clipboard. "For Monday's session, I want you in proper Wimbledon whites."

Anna blinked, momentarily confused. "Wimbledon whites?"

"All white attire," he clarified. "No coloured trim, no logos larger than a centimetre, nothing but pristine white from head to toe."

"But that's…" Anna gestured at her current outfit. "You said this was better."

Lucas's eyes flicked over her, assessing. "Better than what you wore the first day, yes. But not good enough."

"That's ridiculous," Anna protested, finding a sudden spark of defiance. "We're playing on clay, not grass. Why should the Wimbledon dress code apply here?"

His expression hardened, green eyes turning flinty. "You're playing on my court, Miss Winters. And on my court, you play by my rules."

The authority in his voice made her stomach tighten with that now-familiar flutter. She opened her mouth to argue further, but no words came out.

"Adherence to a strict code builds discipline," he continued, his tone softening slightly. "And discipline is what separates the good from the great."

Anna swallowed hard. She should tell him no. Should explain that this was supposed to be casual, just for fun. That she wasn't some professional in training. That his demands were unreasonable.

Instead, she heard herself say, "See you Monday," in a voice that sounded nothing like her own.

As she gathered her things, Anna racked her brain trying to understand her own compliance. This man was arrogant, demanding, and completely unreasonable. Yet something in her responded to his authority in ways that both confused and excited her. She’d been through all this before with her previous coaches. And she’d absolutely hated it as a kid. So why was she finding that there was enjoyment to be had in it as was a woman?

Walking to her car, she already found herself wondering where she could buy proper tennis whites on such short notice. And why the simple thought of wearing them for him sent another flutter through her abdomen.

∞∞∞

The weekend passed in a blur of coursework and impromptu shopping. Anna found herself at three different sports retailers before finding the pristine Wimbledon whites that would meet Lucas's exacting standards. The expense made her wince—even though it was her Mother’s name on the credit card—but some inexplicable impulse drove her forward. The thought of disappointing him was somehow worse than any concern about having to justify the spend.

Monday afternoon found Anna rushing from her final marketing lecture, her tennis bag slung over her shoulder, her mind already drifting from consumer behaviour theory to her upcoming session. Back in her apartment, she shed her everyday clothes with unusual haste, pulling her newly purchased tennis whites from their bag.

As she slipped into the outfit, she couldn't help but notice how different it was from what she'd initially planned to buy. She'd entered the store intending to purchase something modest, professional—the kind of outfit that would please Lucas without revealing too much of herself. Yet somehow, standing at the rack, her fingers had gravitated toward something else entirely.

Now, facing her full-length mirror, Anna barely recognised herself. The top she'd chosen was technically regulation, but it ended well above her navel, exposing her flat stomach to the air. While it was less restrictive across her chest than her previous outfits, the material was thinner, clinging to the curves of her breasts in a way that left little to the imagination.

The skirt was equally daring—pleated and flaring slightly at the hips, but so short that bending even slightly would reveal everything beneath. At least she’d coupled it with a pair of tight white shorts underneath… though even those barely contained her, riding up to expose the lower curves of her buttocks when she moved.

It's practical, she thought as she regarded her reflection, smoothing her hands over the fabric. The court gets so hot… This will keep me cool.

But even as the words formed in her mind, Anna knew they were a lie. She hadn't chosen this outfit for its practicality. She'd chosen it for the way it would look to him. For the possibility that those green eyes might linger on her a moment longer than necessary. For the chance that Lucas might see her as something more than just another student.

The realisation sent a flush of shame through her. What was she doing? These sessions were costing her mother a small fortune. Lucas Mercer's hourly rate was notorious in tennis circles—he coached celebrities, professionals, the children of the extremely wealthy. Not confused college girls with schoolgirl crushes!

Anna turned away from the mirror, unable to face the truth of her own motivations any longer. This wasn't about tennis. It had never been about tennis. The sport had been nothing but misery for her as a child, and these lessons should have been more of the same. Instead, she found herself counting the hours between sessions, replaying every moment of Lucas's firm guidance in her mind as she lay in bed at night.

"A great stress-reliever," her mother had called him, with that knowing gleam in her eye.

The memory stopped Anna cold. Had her mother known? Had she seen something in Lucas that Anna herself was only just now discovering… or only just now admitting? The thought that her own mother might have deliberately put her in this position—might have had a hand in the feelings now simmering inside her—was both disturbing and… oddly liberating.

With trembling fingers, Anna gathered her long blonde hair into a high ponytail, the way she'd worn it for Thursday's session. Lucas had commented that it kept her hair properly out of her face, one of the few approving remarks he'd made. She applied a touch of tinted lip balm, then immediately wiped it off, ashamed of the obvious tell.

The drive to the court passed in a haze of contradictory emotions. One moment, Anna was berating herself for her foolishness, reminding herself that Lucas was her coach and nothing more, a man fifteen years her senior who couldn’t possibly look at her the way she might want to be looked at. The next, she was nonetheless imagining the feel of his hands on her waist, his broad chest against her back as he corrected her form.

When she arrived, the court was empty. Anna checked her watch—she was fifteen minutes early, unusual for her but somehow unsurprising given her eagerness. She set her bag down on the bench and began her warm-up stretches, bending to touch her toes, then straightening to reach for the sky.

"Your hamstrings are still too tight," came Lucas's voice from behind her, making her jump. "You need to hold the stretch longer."

Anna whirled around, her ponytail whipping across her shoulders. Lucas stood watching her, his arms crossed over his chest, his expression unreadable. Today he wore a simple black polo that emphasised the breadth of his shoulders and the lean muscle of his arms. The contrast between his dark clothing and her pristine whites seemed to underscore the power dynamic between them.

"I was just warming up," she explained, suddenly conscious of how exposed she felt in her new outfit.

Lucas's eyes travelled slowly down her body, taking in every inch of the revealing whites. Anna held her breath, waiting for his assessment, for some sign of approval—or disapproval.

"Turn around," he instructed, his voice betraying nothing.

Heart hammering, Anna complied, presenting her back to him. She could feel his gaze on her, cataloguing every detail of her appearance.

"The top is regulation," he said at last. "But that skirt…"

Anna squeezed her eyes shut, mortified. Of course the skirt was too short. What had she been thinking?

"The skirt will do," he said cryptically, his footsteps approaching.

When his hand touched the small of her back, Anna nearly jumped out of her skin. Unlike the clinical adjustments of previous sessions, this touch lingered, his palm warm against her exposed skin.

"Your posture has improved," he observed, his voice lower than usual. "You've been practicing."

Anna nodded, not trusting herself to speak. Had she imagined it, or had his fingers traced a small circle against her spine before withdrawing?

"Let's begin with serving drills," Lucas said, stepping away. "Show me that you've retained something from Thursday's lesson."

As Anna moved to take her position at the baseline, she caught Lucas watching her, his eyes following the sway of her skirt. The hunger in his gaze was unmistakable, if quickly masked. For the first time, Anna understood with perfect clarity that she wasn't the only one affected by whatever was building between them.

The knowledge sent a thrill of power through her, tempering her embarrassment with something darker and more intoxicating. Perhaps she wasn't merely a student to him after all. Perhaps she was something else entirely.

"Focus, Miss Winters," Lucas called, his voice sharp with authority. "Your mind is wandering."

Anna straightened her shoulders and raised her racket, determined to show him that she could be more than just a distraction in a short skirt. That she could be worthy of his attention, his approval—his desire.

"I'm ready," she replied, and was surprised to find that she meant it in ways that extended far beyond tennis.

The ball machine whirred to life, sending the first serve her way. As Anna swung, she felt Lucas's eyes on her, and for once, the sensation didn't make her nervous. It made her bold.

With each serve, Anna found herself becoming increasingly aware of her form—not for technical precision, but for how it displayed her body. She bent lower than necessary, pushing her rear outward in a way that felt both unnatural and thrilling. The first time her skirt flipped up, revealing the tight white shorts beneath, she heard Lucas's intake of breath. It was subtle, barely audible over the thwack of the ball against her racket, but it was there.

The knowledge that he was watching—truly watching—changed something fundamental in her approach. Each movement became a performance. Each stretch and lunge calculated to reveal just enough to keep his attention. As she moved across the baseline, preparing for another serve, Anna felt a light sheen of sweat developing on her inner thighs, making the already thin material of her shorts cling even more intimately to her skin.

Was Lucas noticing that too? The dampness, the way her body was responding to both the exertion and his scrutiny? The thought sent a flush of heat through her, low and deep.

Mid-swing, Anna's attention drifted beyond the court for the first time. The private facility was surrounded by a chain-link fence, providing a clear view to the walking path that wound around the tennis complex. A middle-aged couple strolled past, the man's gaze lingering just a moment too long on her as she stretched for a return. A group of college-aged boys slowed their pace as they approached, one nudging another and nodding in her direction.

How had she never noticed before how exposed they were? Though as soon as she asked herself the question, she knew the answer. She hadn’t been performing before, hadn’t been aware of her body as something to be seen. In her previous lessons she’d been too caught up in the moment, in the exertion, and, yes, sometimes in that peculiarly pleasant way his lingering touches had made her feel. But now her environment had come into sharp relief.

The court wasn't tucked away or sheltered—it was on display. Anyone walking by could stop and watch. Could see her in this barely-there outfit, could witness Lucas's hands on her body as he corrected her form.

The realisation added a new dimension to her embarrassment. It was one thing to perform for Lucas, to secretly revel in his attention. It was quite another to know that strangers were watching too, perhaps making assumptions about what was happening between coach and student.

A ball whizzed past her, untouched.

"Your concentration is slipping," Lucas called from the sideline. "Again."

Anna nodded, trying to refocus, but now she was hyperaware of every pair of eyes that might be on her. When her next serve went wild, Lucas approached with purpose in his stride.

"Stop," he commanded, silencing the ball machine with a remote. "Your form has deteriorated completely in the last five minutes."

"I'm sorry, I just—"

"Excuses don't improve performance," he interrupted. "Proper technique does. Your stance is all wrong. Here."

He positioned himself behind her, close enough that he must have been able to feel the heat radiating from her body. "Adopt your serving position."

Anna complied, bending her knees and raising her racket.

"No," Lucas said, his voice cutting. "Your hips are too far back. You're pushing your behind out unnecessarily."

Before she could adjust, his hand was there, firm and deliberate on the curve of her buttock. Anna froze as he applied gentle pressure, guiding her hips forward into what he deemed the correct position.

"Like this," he murmured, his palm still cupping her rear, fingers splayed across the thin white fabric of her skirt. "You don't need to exaggerate your movements. The power comes from proper alignment, not theatrics."

Anna's breath caught in her throat. This was no clinical adjustment. This wasn't professional coaching. His touch lingered far longer than necessary, his fingers seeming to memorise the contours of her body through the flimsy material she’d chosen for him.

She was acutely aware of the couple still watching from beyond the fence, of how this must look to them. Her cheeks burned with the knowledge that they were witnessing this intimate correction, this barely disguised caress masquerading as instruction.

This has gone too far, she thought, even as her body leaned almost imperceptibly back into his touch. He shouldn't be touching her like this. She shouldn't be allowing it. Not here, not in the open where anyone could see.

Yet she made no move to step away. No protest left her lips. The forbidden nature of his touch, the risk of being observed, only heightened its effect on her. Every place his fingers pressed sent currents of electricity through her body, making her knees tremble with a weakness they’d only previously felt at the culmination of her previous lessons.

Was she imagining the intent behind his touch? Reading too much into what might be a perfectly innocent, if unorthodox, coaching method? Perhaps this was all in her head—her own desires colouring her perception of his actions.

"Your body is too tense," Lucas said, his voice dropping lower as his other hand came to rest on her hip. "You need to relax into the position." His fingers flexed slightly, kneading the flesh beneath them. "Feel how your body should align."

No, Anna realised with sudden clarity. This was not in her head. The heat in his touch, the deliberate pressure of his fingers, the way his body had moved closer until she could feel his breath on her neck—none of this was innocent.

"Coach," she whispered, the word barely audible.

"Yes?" His response was equally quiet, his lips close to her ear.

"People are watching us."

His chuckle was low, resonating through her back where it nearly touched his chest. "Tennis is a spectator sport, Anna. You should get used to being watched."

The ambiguity in his response hung in the air between them. Anna waited for him to elaborate, to offer some reassurance that might ease her embarrassment, but none came. Instead, his hands fell away from her body, leaving her feeling strangely bereft.

"Your backhand cross-court needs work too," Lucas said, abruptly professional again. "Twenty repetitions, focusing on follow-through."

Anna nodded mutely, moving to position herself at the baseline. As she began the drill, her mind remained fixated on the lingering sensation of his touch, the way his fingers had pressed into her flesh with such deliberate intent. The spectators beyond the fence had moved on, but the knowledge that they had witnessed that moment of intimacy left her feeling exposed in ways that went beyond merely the revealing nature of outfit.

Lucas circled the court, observing her form with critical eyes. Just as she began to find her rhythm, he approached again.

"Your weight distribution is off," he said, kneeling beside her. His hand clasped her thigh, fingers curling around the sensitive inner muscle. "Engage this muscle more. Feel how it supports your stance."

His grip tightened, thumb pressing into the soft flesh just below the hem of her skirt. Anna's breath hitched as his fingers inched higher.

"Do you feel that?" he asked, his voice deceptively neutral.

"Yes," she whispered, unable to specify whether she meant the muscle or the heat spreading from his touch.

He released her and stepped back. "Again. This time with proper engagement."

Anna tried to focus, but her body still tingled where his hands had been. Each swing felt mechanical, her mind no longer on the ball but on when he might touch her again. The anticipation was almost worse than the embarrassment.

She didn't have to wait long. After her third swing went wide, Lucas was behind her again.

"Your rotation is incomplete," he said, one hand settling on her waist while the other came up to guide her racket arm. As he demonstrated the proper motion, his rose from her waist to brush the underside of her breast. It might have been accidental—a natural consequence of their positions—except that when he repeated the motion, his touch lingered, the back of his hand seeming to graze the soft curve of her breast more deliberately.

Anna froze, heart hammering against her ribs. This was beyond inappropriate. Beyond anything she could rationalise as a genuine coaching technique. Yet she remained silent, her body betraying her with inaction even as her mind reeled.

When Lucas stepped away this time, Anna felt an unmistakable sense of loss. Her body hummed with awareness, craving the next correction, the next moment his hands would be on her. It was wrong—she knew it was wrong—but that knowledge did nothing to diminish her desire.

"Your concentration is abysmal today," Lucas observed, his tone tinged with something that might have been amusement. "Perhaps we should focus on mental discipline."

The ball machine whirred back to life, sending balls her way at a faster pace. Anna scrambled to return them, her movements increasingly frantic and uncoordinated. Each missed shot earned her a sharp comment from Lucas, each error another opportunity for him to approach and adjust her posture with those invasive, thrilling touches.

His hand on her lower back, sliding beneath the hem of her crop top. His palm against her abdomen, demonstrating core engagement. His fingers circling her wrist, making her feel tiny in his grasp. Each touch built upon the last, creating a crescendo of sensation that left her dizzy with conflicting emotions—shame at her response, excitement at his boldness, fear of where this might lead.

"You're overthinking," Lucas said after a particularly wild shot. He stood directly in front of her now, her heaving lungs tasting his subtle cologne—something earthy and expensive. "Tennis should be instinctual. Your body should know what to do without your mind getting in the way."

His hands came up to frame her face, an entirely unnecessary touch. "Your mind is your enemy on the court, Anna. Let your body lead."

His thumbs brushed across her cheekbones, a gesture so intimate it stole her breath. For one wild moment, Anna thought he might kiss her. Part of her—a significant part—wanted him to, consequences be damned.

Instead, he dropped his hands and stepped back, leaving her trembling.

"Thirty more minutes," he announced, checking his watch. "Let's see if you can pull yourself together for at least one decent rally."

The remainder of the session passed in a haze of confusion and desire. Anna's tennis was atrocious, her concentration shattered beyond repair. Each failure only led to more corrections, more touches, more moments where Lucas's hands claimed liberties with her body that she both resented and craved.

By the time he called an end to the session, Anna was exhausted in a way that transcended physical fatigue. Her muscles ached, yes, but it was her mind that felt truly depleted—worn down by the constant tension between what she knew was inappropriate and what her body increasingly demanded.

"Same time Thursday," Lucas said as she gathered her things, his tone once again that of a professional coach. As if he hadn't spent the past hour touching her in ways that made her skin burn. As if the air between them wasn't charged with unspoken possibilities.

Anna nodded, unable to meet his eyes. "Thursday," she echoed as she always did, her voice small.

As she walked to her car on unsteady legs, Anna realised with startling clarity that she was already counting the hours until their next session. That despite everything—the inappropriateness, the embarrassment, the confusion—she wanted nothing more than to please him. To earn his approval. To be worthy of his attention.

And not just with her tennis form.

The thought should have horrified her. Instead, it settled into her bones with the weight of inevitability. Whatever was happening between them, whatever game they were playing, Anna was no longer merely a reluctant participant. She was invested in the outcome.

As she started her car, her phone buzzed with a text from her mother: "How was your lesson, darling? Is Lucas everything I promised?"

Anna stared at the message, a hysterical laugh catching in her throat. If her mother only knew.

"It was intense," she typed back, the understatement of the century. "He's very… hands-on."

∞∞∞

Thursday couldn't come quickly enough. Anna spent the intervening days in a state of distracted anticipation, replaying Monday's session in her mind during lectures, during meals, during her attempts at sleep. Each remembered touch grew more significant in her memory, Lucas's intentions clearer with each mental replay.

She arrived at the court fifteen minutes early again, her tennis whites even more carefully selected than before. The skirt was the same—she'd noticed how his eyes had lingered on it—but she'd opted for a different top, one with a lower neckline and thinner fabric. An invitation, though she wouldn't admit it even to herself.

As she warmed up on the court, stretching muscles still tender from Monday's session, Anna spotted him approaching from the clubhouse. Her breath caught. Lucas was dressed in pristine tennis whites that matched her own—a stark contrast to the dark polo and shorts he typically wore. The crisp white fabric stretched across his broad shoulders, highlighting the powerful build he usually kept hidden beneath his more casual attire.

"No ball machine today," he announced, setting down his bag. "You lacked focus on Monday. Today, you face me directly, and I want all your focus."

Anna nodded, her mouth suddenly dry. "Yes, Coach."

"We'll rally," he continued, his voice clipped and professional despite the way his eyes lingered on her neckline. "Less structured drilling, more actual play. I want to see how you perform under pressure."

The implication in his words wasn't lost on her. Anna felt heat rising to her cheeks as she took her position on the opposite side of the net. This was different—playing against him rather than following his instructions from the sideline. More intimate somehow, despite the greater physical distance between them.

Lucas served first, the ball whistling across the net with controlled power. Anna returned it, surprised by her own competence after so many years away from the sport. They fell into a rhythm, the ball traveling back and forth between them with increasing intensity.

For the first time, Anna saw Lucas in his element—not as a coach but as a player. She knew about his career. She knew that a torn ACL had forced him into early retirement in his twenties, before he could reach his full potential. She knew that he couldn’t compete with the very best in the world any more. But none of that seemed the least bit relevant now. Because from where she stood, across the court from him, this man was magnificent.

Each movement displayed the fluid grace of a natural athlete, his body remembering what his career had lost. His strong calves flexed as he pivoted, wiry forearms tensing with each precise stroke. The flat planes of his chest came into sharp relief as his shirt stretched with each serve, revealing the contours of a body maintained with disciplined care.

He’d asked for her full focus. It wasn't difficult to give it to him. Anna couldn't have torn her eyes from him if she’d tried. She found herself responding to his play with an intensity that surprised her, anticipating his moves, reading his body language. When he executed a particularly impressive cross-court backhand, she heard herself make a small sound of appreciation that was only partially in response to his technical prowess.

Lucas looked up sharply, their eyes meeting across the net. Something dark and knowing flashed in his gaze.

The rally continued, but something fundamental had shifted. Each time Lucas struck the ball, he accompanied it with a virile grunt—not unusual in tennis, but this felt somehow more deliberate, more primal. The deep, masculine sounds travelled across the court to Anna's waiting ears, winding her tight and loosening her all at once.

When her next return required a full-body stretch, Anna heard herself similarly release a small moan. It was unintentional—a natural vocalisation of effort. But the way Lucas's eyes darkened told her he'd heard it too, and that he would be listening for more.

As their rallies continued, Anna found herself putting more effort into the noises she made. Each stroke was accompanied by a sound that grew increasingly suggestive, increasingly honest. A soft gasp when she lunged for a difficult return. A throaty moan when she executed a powerful forehand. The kinds of sounds she'd only ever made in private, now released into the open air of the court.

She was revealing herself to him—in this public space, random onlookers occasionally pausing by the fence—exposing her most intimate sounds. Sounds she knew, deep down, she wanted him to ring from her in a very different context.

Lucas responded in kind, his grunts growing deeper, more possessive. Their rally crescendoed into an almost obscene symphony of primal noises. The tennis itself became secondary to their vocal exchange, this auditory foreplay conducted under the pretence of sport. It was as if they were practicing for something other than tennis, rehearsing for an encounter they both knew was inevitable.

But Anna was no longer satisfied with practicing. She didn’t want a rehearsal, she longed for opening night.

When Lucas called for a water break, she approached the net on trembling legs. Sweat glistened on her skin, dampening her white top, which clung now to her curves like a second skin. She was beyond caring about the transparency, beyond worrying about who might see. Her focus had narrowed to this man, this moment.

"Your form is improving," Lucas said, his voice husky as he took a long drink from his water bottle. A single drop escaped, trailing down his throat to disappear beneath the collar of his shirt. Anna watched its journey with unabashed hunger.

"I have a good teacher," she replied, surprised by the boldness in her own voice.

Lucas's eyes darkened. "The lesson isn't over yet."

They resumed their positions, but the pretence of a normal coaching session had nigh on evaporated. Each serve, each return, each point won or lost was charged with meaning beyond the game. When Lucas executed a particularly aggressive shot that forced Anna to stretch her body to its limits, the resulting moan she released was so explicit that it drew comments and chuckles from a group of college students who had stopped to watch.

Anna didn't care. Let them watch. Let them see. Their voyeurism—her exhibitionism—only heightened her arousal, adding another layer to the complex web of sensations Lucas was weaving around her.

"Match point," Lucas called after scoring what must have been the penultimate point of a game she'd lost track of long ago. His serve was deliberate, almost gentle—an invitation rather than a challenge.

Anna returned it with equal intent, prolonging the rally, unwilling for this exchange to end. They moved each other around the court in a dance of mutual seduction, their bodies speaking a language far more honest than words.

When Lucas finally placed a shot just beyond her reach, reluctantly ending the match, Anna found herself standing at the net, racket hanging loosely from her fingers, breath coming in shallow pants. Across from her, Lucas's chest rose and fell in a similar rhythm, his eyes never leaving hers as he approached the net.

"You've made progress," he said, his voice pitched low enough that only she could hear. "But there's still so much I need to teach you."

Anna wanted to tell him that she was his willing student, but the words wouldn’t escape her throat.

In the resultant silence, Lucas extended his hand across the net for the customary post-match handshake. When Anna placed her palm against his, his fingers closed around hers with possessive intent, stroking across her wrist where her pulse raced beneath the skin.

"Same time Monday," he said, but it wasn't a question this time. It was a command, an appointment neither of them could miss.

As Anna gathered her things, she felt his eyes on her, tracking every movement with predatory focus. The thought of waiting until Monday seemed suddenly impossible. Four entire days stretching between now and her next chance to see him again, her next chance to feel his hands on her body, her next chance to hear those sounds directed at her. Was it too much to ask that she could have all of that… without the pretence of tennis between them?

∞∞∞

The weekend stretched before Anna like an eternity. Each hour that passed without Lucas's commanding presence felt wasted, hollow. She went through the motions of her normal life—attended Friday lectures, met friends for coffee on Saturday, completed a marketing assignment due Monday—but her mind remained firmly anchored to the tennis court, to the memory of his hands, his voice, his eyes.

At night, alone in her bedroom, Anna surrendered to the fantasies she'd been fighting all day. Her fingers traced paths where his had been, imagining they were his—larger, stronger, more demanding. She closed her eyes and pictured him above her, his powerful body caging hers, those green eyes darkening with intent. Her hand slipped beneath the waistband of her sleep shorts, finding the slick evidence of how thoroughly he'd affected her.

She clamped her free hand over her mouth to muffle the sounds that threatened to escape. Her roommate's bedroom shared a wall with hers, and the last thing Anna needed was to be overheard moaning her tennis coach's name as she pleasured herself.

The forced silence was its own kind of torture. Anna bit down on her lower lip, stifling the moans that built in her throat as her fingers circled and pressed. She longed for Monday, for the freedom the court would provide—where her sounds could ring out without explanation, where Lucas could hear them and know their true meaning while everyone else remained oblivious. Where she could reveal herself to him through those sounds without ever having to speak the words.

By Sunday night, Anna's anticipation had reached fever pitch. Her sleep was fitful, filled with dreams where Lucas's hands did more than merely correct her form. But finally, Monday morning dawned bright and clear.

Anna moved through her morning lecture in a daze, unable to focus on the professor's words. When the class finally ended, having run long, she rushed to her apartment, changing into her tennis outfit with such haste that she nearly tore the delicate fabric of her top. She was running late, and she couldn't bring herself to slow down—not when every minute away from the court was a minute wasted.

As she hurried to pull on her clothes, Anna's usual methodical approach abandoned her. She grabbed the first items from her drawer, yanking them on without thought. The skirt, the top, a fresh pair of underwear… it wasn't until she was halfway to her car that a vague sense of something amiss tickled at the back of her mind. But the clock was ticking, and the thought of being late—of disappointing Lucas—overrode any other concern.

When she arrived at the court, Lucas was already there, bouncing a tennis ball against the clay with rhythmic precision. Unlike their previous sessions, there was a tightness to his shoulders, a rigidity in his stance that signalled something had shifted.

"You're three minutes late," he said without looking up, his voice colder than she'd ever heard it.

"I'm sorry, my lecture—"

"I don't care for excuses," he interrupted, finally raising his gaze to meet hers. The warmth she'd glimpsed on Thursday was gone, replaced by something harder, more controlled. "When I set a time, I expect you to be here. Ready."

Anna swallowed, nodding. "It won't happen again."

"See that it doesn't." Lucas gestured toward the court. "Ten laps. Now."

The command was unexpected—they'd never started with running before—but Anna complied without question, dropping her bag and beginning the first lap around the perimeter of the court. As she ran, she could feel Lucas's eyes on her, tracking her movements with predatory focus. But there was something different in his gaze today—a simmering anger that made her skin prickle with unease.

After the tenth lap, Anna jogged to a stop, her breathing only slightly laboured. She'd been working out more since starting these sessions, her stamina improving with each practice.

"Serving drills," Lucas announced, tossing her a racket. "Show me you haven't forgotten everything we've worked on."

Anna positioned herself at the baseline, aware that something fundamental had changed in their dynamic. Lucas stood closer than usual, his body radiating tension as he observed her form. When she executed her first serve—a clean, powerful shot that would have made any coach proud—he merely frowned.

"Again," he ordered. "Your elbow dropped."

It hadn't, and they both knew it. But Anna served again, and again, each shot met with increasingly critical comments that bore little relation to her actual performance. With each serve, Lucas's demeanour darkened, his corrections becoming more biting, his expectations impossible to meet.

After twenty minutes of this inexplicable treatment, Anna felt her confidence crumbling. What had happened? What had changed since Thursday? Had she done something wrong, said something to offend him? Or was this simply another facet of his coaching style—building her up only to tear her down?

"Enough," Lucas finally said, his voice cutting through her spiralling thoughts. "Clearly, you've made no progress since our last session. Perhaps you weren't as focused on improvement as I thought."

The unfairness of the accusation stung. "That's not true," Anna blurted out, the protestation spilling from her lips indignantly. "I've been practicing. I've been thinking about nothing but—" She stopped herself, heat rising to her cheeks.

"Nothing but what, Miss Winters?" Lucas's eyebrow arched, a challenge in his gaze.

Anna looked away. "Nothing but improving my game."

"Is that so?" He stepped closer, his strong frame looming over her. "Then perhaps you can explain to me why you've decided the rules no longer apply to you?"

Anna blinked, genuinely confused. "What rules?"

Lucas's eyes narrowed. "Turn around."

Heart hammering, Anna complied. She felt his presence behind her, the weight of his gaze as it travelled down her body. Then, without warning, his hand was on her waist.

"Bend over," he commanded, his voice low and dangerous.

"What?" Anna's eyes widened.

"Bend. Over." Each word was precise, deliberate. "Touch your toes."

Bewildered but unable to refuse, Anna slowly bent at the waist, her fingertips brushing the clay court. In this position, she knew her skirt would rise, revealing the swell of her thighs to him, the curve of her behind beneath those thin, white shorts—the safety layer that prevented true exposure during play… except…

Fuck!

Her mind flashed back to her bedroom. To changing in such haste. To grabbing the first things that had come to hand. Things that hadn’t included her shorts. Things that hadn’t included white underwear.

Lucas’s voice was tight with controlled anger. "Black underwear, Miss Winters? Under white tennis attire?"

Anna straightened so quickly she nearly lost her balance. Her hand flew to the back of her skirt, confirming what she already knew to be true.

"I—I didn't realise," she stammered, mortification washing over her. "I was in a hurry, and I just grabbed—"

"The rules are clear," Lucas interrupted, his voice cutting through her excuses. "Wimbledon whites. Head to toe. No exceptions."

"But… this isn't Wimbledon," Anna argued, finding her voice despite her embarrassment. "And… didn't they change that rule anyway? A couple years ago? I’m sure I remember reading that!"

Lucas's eyes darkened, a muscle ticking in his jaw. "You’re right, Miss Winters, this isn’t Wimbledon. So this isn't about Wimbledon's rules," he said, stepping so close she could feel his breath on her face. "This is about my rules. My court, my rules. Have I not made that perfectly clear?"

My court, my rules. The phrase echoed through Anna's body, settling low in her abdomen with startling heat. There was something in those words—in the absolute authority they conveyed—that made her knees weak with a desire she was only beginning to understand.

"Yes," she whispered, unable to meet his gaze. "You've made it clear."

"Apparently not clear enough." Lucas crossed his arms over his broad chest, regarding her with cool assessment. "Remove them."

Anna's head snapped up, certain she'd misheard. "What?"

"The underwear," he clarified, his voice steady despite the heat in his eyes. "Remove them. Now."

"What? Here? On the court?" Anna glanced around wildly, suddenly aware of the open setting, of the path beyond the fence where anyone might pass by. "I can't—that's—"

"My court," Lucas repeated, each word deliberate. "My rules."

Anna stood frozen, her heart hammering against her ribs. This was beyond anything she'd imagined, beyond the suggestive touches and loaded glances of their previous sessions. This was real—terrifyingly, thrillingly real.

If she complied, there would be no going back. No pretending that this was just tennis, just coaching. No maintaining the fiction that what existed between them was professional in any sense of the word. She would be crossing a line that couldn’t be uncrossed

And yet… the thought of obeying him, of revealing herself to him in this most intimate way, sent a jolt of arousal through her so powerful it threatened to drop her.

"There are people walking by," she whispered, a final, feeble protest.

Lucas's gaze never wavered. "Then I suggest you be discreet."

Anna took a deep breath, knowing she should refuse, knowing she should gather her things and walk away. Instead, she found herself glancing around to ensure no one was currently passing.

And then she reached beneath her skirt.

The black cotton slid down her thighs, past her knees, to pool at her ankles. She stepped out of them, heart pounding so loudly she was certain Lucas could hear it. Bending carefully at the knees to retrieve her underwear, she held it in her closed fist, unsure what to do next.

"Give them to me," Lucas said, extending his hand.

Anna hesitated only a moment before placing the warm cotton in his palm, watching as his fingers closed around the intimate garment. He tucked them into the pocket of his shorts, the casual possession of something so personal making her breath catch.

"Good girl," he murmured, the praise washing over her like a physical caress. "Now, back to your drills."

Anna stood rooted to the spot, the cool air against her newly exposed skin a tangible reminder of her vulnerability. The skirt was short, the pleats barely concealing her nakedness. One wrong move, one gust of wind, and she would be exposed to anyone who happened to be looking.

The thought should have terrified her. Instead, it sent a thrill of forbidden excitement racing through her veins.

"Did you hear me?" Lucas's voice cut through her thoughts. "I said, back to your drills."

Anna nodded, moving on unsteady legs to the baseline. As she positioned herself for a serve, she felt the brush of the pleated skirt against her bare skin, the absence of the protective layer beneath making every movement a risk, every step a potential revelation.

The ball felt foreign in her hand, her usual focus shattered by the awareness of her exposure, by the knowledge that Lucas had her underwear in his pocket, by the realisation that she had obeyed a command that went far beyond the boundaries of propriety.

She bounced the ball against the clay once, twice, trying to focus on the rhythm rather than the cool air caressing places that had never before been exposed on a tennis court. Anna could feel Lucas's presence behind her—not at the sideline where a coach should stand, but directly behind her, his gaze boring into her with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

"Whenever you're ready, Miss Winters," he said, his voice deceptively casual. "Or would you prefer to forfeit the session entirely?"

Anna shook her head, drawing a shaky breath. She had to do this. Had to prove she could follow through, that she wasn't a coward. That she was worthy of whatever this was becoming between them.

She squared her shoulders, trying to imagine she was wearing normal tennis attire—complete with modest shorts underneath. But the whisper of the pleated skirt against her naked skin made the fiction impossible to maintain. Lucas was right behind her. There was no way to serve without lifting her skirt, without revealing herself completely to him.

Picturing it sent a wave of mortification through her so intense it was almost painful, a physical ache of embarrassment that radiated from her core. She'd never felt so exposed, so vulnerable in her entire life. And yet… beneath the shame burned something darker, something primal. A thrill of exhibitionism she'd never known existed within her.

With a wary hand, she tossed the ball skyward.

Time seemed to slow as her body went through the familiar motion. She bent her knees, coiling like a spring, then launched herself upward. Her arm extended, racket meeting ball with a satisfying thwack. And as she stretched, as her body reached its apex, she felt it—the whisper of fabric rising, the cool air against her bare buttocks, the absolute certainty that Lucas was witnessing her most intimate exposure.

Her body continued to move in slow motion as she descended, gravity pulling her back to earth. The skirt remained suspended in the air around her waist, defying physics in its deliberate revelation. She felt the slight jiggle of her flesh as her feet made contact with the clay, the subtle ripple of exposed skin over muscle before the white pleats finally, mercifully fluttered back down.

The entire sequence had lasted perhaps two seconds. Two seconds of absolute, complete exposure. Two seconds that had changed everything.

"Again," Lucas commanded, his voice rougher than before.

Anna turned slightly, catching sight of his face. His pupils were dilated, a flush climbing his neck above the collar of his polo. For the first time, she saw his control slipping—saw the effect she had on him.

It emboldened her.

She turned back to the baseline, bouncing the ball with newfound confidence. The second serve was more deliberate, her body moving with greater purpose. This time, when her skirt rose, she didn't pray for it to fall quickly. This time, she tried to linger in the air, extending the moment of exposure, revelling in the power it gave her.

"Again," Lucas ordered, stepping closer.

Each serve became more daring than the last. Anna experimented with her form, adjusting her stance, her leap, the arc of her arm—each variation designed to maximise her display, to prolong that moment when Lucas could see everything she had to offer.

The tennis itself became secondary, merely a vehicle for this erotic display. The serves were followed by volleys from the ball machine, each return requiring her to bend, to stretch, to reach—each movement revealing glimpses of what lay beneath the inadequate covering of her skirt.

"Your cross-court backhand," Lucas instructed, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining professional detachment. "Show me."

Anna positioned herself near the sideline, knowing what this would require—a full extension of her body, legs spread wider than for any other shot. When the ball came, she executed the backhand perfectly, her body stretching into a position that left nothing to the imagination.

"Good," Lucas murmured, closer now. "Your form is… improving."

She felt him directly behind her as she prepared for the next shot. When the ball came, she lunged for it, racket extended. His hand caught her waist as she threatened to overbalance, steadying her—but not before his fingers slipped beneath the pleats of her skirt, grazing the bare skin of her hip.

The touch was electric, sending sparks through her body. Anna gasped, nearly dropping her racket.

"Careful," Lucas warned, his breath hot against her ear. "Wouldn't want you to hurt yourself."

His hand remained on her waist, thumb tracing small circles against her skin. It was the most intimate contact they'd shared, crossing yet another boundary in this escalating game between them.

"I think," he said softly, "we should work on your volley technique."

He guided her to the net, positioning her with her back to him, her legs slightly apart. "Bend your knees," he instructed, his hands on her shoulders. "Lower."

Anna complied, sinking into a stance that pushed her rear backward, the short skirt rising to reveal the lower curves of her buttocks.

"Hold this position," Lucas said, stepping back to observe. "No matter what, maintain this exact stance."

The ball machine fired, sending a ball directly toward her. Anna volleyed it back, fighting to maintain the compromising position he'd demanded. Another ball came, and another, each requiring quick wrist action while her body remained locked in this revealing pose.

"Good," Lucas praised as she successfully returned a particularly challenging shot. "Very good."

His approval washed over her like a physical caress, making the humiliation of her exposure worth every second. She wanted more—more praise, more of his eyes on her, more of whatever this dangerous game was leading toward.

"Enough of this," Lucas announced suddenly, stepping back. "I think it's time we tried something different."

Anna straightened, her legs trembling slightly from maintaining the revealing stance for so long. She watched as Lucas tugged at the hem of his polo shirt, pulling it over his head in one fluid motion. Her breath caught at the sight of his torso—lean and muscled, with a dusting of dark hair across his chest that narrowed to a tantalising line disappearing beneath his waistband.

"Let's see how you perform against a real opponent," he said, tossing his shirt onto the bench.

Relief flooded through Anna. After the intensity of the one-sided exposure, the prospect of a rally—like they'd shared on Thursday—felt almost like a reprieve. Perhaps he'd had his fill of studying her from behind, she thought. Maybe now he wanted to catch glimpses from the front instead.

As Lucas moved to the opposite baseline, racket in hand, Anna felt a strange sense of anticipation. This was her chance—to release some of the tension coiled inside her, to communicate through her body and voice exactly how he made her feel. Tennis was just the medium; what they were really exchanging was something far more primal.

She was positioning herself when movement beyond the fence caught her eye. A small cluster of people had stopped along the walking path—three men and a woman, college-aged by the looks of them, watching with undisguised interest. Anna's stomach dropped. How long had they been standing there? How much had they already witnessed? How much more were they about to see?

The thought sent conflicting sensations racing through her body—mortification so acute it made her dizzy, fear that tightened her chest, and beneath it all, a dark current of arousal that she couldn't deny. These strangers had likely already seen her exposed, had witnessed her deliberate display for Lucas. And now… they were bound to see more.

"Ready?" Lucas called, bouncing a ball against the clay with casual confidence. He'd noticed the onlookers too—she could tell by the slight curve of his lips, the predatory gleam in his eyes.

"Ready," she replied, her voice steadier than she felt.

His first serve was powerful, forcing her to lunge to her right. As she returned it, a small grunt escaped her lips—part exertion, part invitation. Lucas responded with a deep, masculine sound of his own as he sent the ball back with deliberate precision.

Their rally built in intensity, each exchange accompanied by increasingly suggestive vocalisations. Anna's gasps and moans grew bolder, less restrained. Lucas matched her with grunts that seemed to resonate through her core. They were speaking to each other in a primitive language, communicating desire through sound while still maintaining the pretence of sport.

But Lucas evidently wasn't content with mere auditory foreplay. His shots became strategic, deliberately placed to force her into compromising positions. A ball to her far left had her stretching, skirt rising dangerously high. A short drop shot sent her racing forward, bent at the waist. Each placement seemed calculated to expose her, to reveal her nakedness beneath the inadequate covering of her skirt.

Anna realised his game and accepted the challenge, meeting each difficult shot with determination, even as her body betrayed her with every movement. More than once, her feet skidded on the clay surface, sending her tumbling. Each time, her skirt flew up, exposing her completely—not just to Lucas now, but to the growing audience beyond the fence.

One particularly wicked smash had her diving forward desperately. She missed the shot entirely, tumbling head over heels across the clay. The world spun around her as she rolled, legs splaying, skirt bunching around her waist. The speed of her fall was her only coverage—a blur of motion that might have obscured the details of her exposure.

But when she came to a stop and looked up, the expression on Lucas's face told her it hadn't been enough. He had seen everything—her most intimate parts displayed as she tumbled across the court in broad daylight. He might as well have been standing directly beneath her, looking straight up.

Anna felt a perverse thrill at having been so completely exposed, so utterly vulnerable to his gaze. No one had ever seen her like this—legs splayed as she rolled about in the open air, every secret revealed.

Lucas approached the net, his chest rising and falling with exertion that seemed disproportionate to the physical demands of their rally. "I think we'll end the rallies there," he announced, his voice rough. "There's something else we need to work on today."

Anna rose slowly to her feet, brushing clay dust from her legs and adjusting her skirt. "What's that?" she asked, genuinely excited for what more he had in store for her.

"Cooldown," Lucas replied, his eyes never leaving hers. "It's vital to prevent injuries. We've been neglecting proper stretching." His emphasis on the last word left little doubt about his intentions.

"Stretching," Anna repeated, the word tasting like a promise on her tongue.

"Yes." Lucas gestured toward the centre of the court. "It's important to maintain flexibility."

As Anna moved to join him, she knew exactly where this was heading. The pretence was wearing thinner by the second, the facade of a tennis lesson barely concealing what they both truly wanted. And despite every rational thought that should have been screaming caution, Anna was completely, irrevocably committed to whatever came next.

"First," Lucas said as she stood before him, "we'll work on your hamstrings." His hand pressed against the small of her back. "Bend forward and reach for your toes."

Anna complied, bending slowly at the waist, feeling the cool air kiss her exposed skin as her skirt rose inevitably upward. She heard the sharp intake of breath from Lucas, felt the heat of his gaze on her naked flesh.

"Deeper," he instructed, his voice barely above a whisper. "You need to feel the stretch."

She reached further, fingers grazing the clay court, body folded nearly in half. In this position, she knew she was completely exposed to him—and to anyone still watching from beyond the fence. The thought sent a fresh wave of both humiliation and arousal coursing through her.

"Hold it," Lucas commanded, moving behind her. His hand came to rest on her lower back, ostensibly to deepen the stretch, but she knew his real reasons. "Breathe through it."

Anna closed her eyes, focusing on the sensation of his palm against her skin, the vulnerability of her position, the knowledge that she was displaying herself for him in the most explicit way possible. She had crossed a line she could never uncross—and she had no desire to go back.

"Now," Lucas said, his voice thick with desire barely disguised as professional instruction, "let's work on your inner thighs. Sit on the clay." His voice dropping an octave. "Legs extended in front of you."

Anna lowered herself to the court, heart pounding as she followed his direction. The rough texture of the clay against her bare skin was a stark reminder of her exposure.

"Now, spread your legs," he continued, kneeling between them. "As wide as you can manage."

She hesitated only briefly before complying, thighs opening to reveal everything to him. The pleated skirt bunched around her waist provided no concealment at all. She’d given herself over to his instruction entirely now. And there was something distinctly liberating in her submission.

"Good," Lucas murmured, his eyes darkening as they fixed on her most intimate area. "Now we need to work these muscles properly."

His hands settled on her inner thighs, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh with just enough pressure to make her gasp. Unlike earlier corrections, there was no feigning of indifferent detachment now. His touch was deliberately sensual, fingers kneading and squeezing as they worked their way higher.

"These muscles are still too tight," he observed, voice rough. "Deep tissue work is necessary."

Anna bit her lip as his strong hands moved higher, massaging circles into her sensitive skin. Each upward inch brought his fingers closer to her core, which she knew from his vantage point now must be visibly slick with her arousal. The embarrassment of being so exposed, so obviously affected by him, only heightened her desire.

"Now, lie back," he commanded. "Arms above your head."

She complied, stretching her body out before him like an offering. In this position, with her legs spread and her arms extended, she couldn't have been more vulnerable.

"Perfect," he whispered, and the approval in his voice sent a shiver through her.

Lucas shifted his attention to her hamstrings, his hands sliding beneath her, working the muscles with expert precision. But as the minutes passed, his touch grew bolder, his hands drifting up the back of her legs until they cupped her bare buttocks, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh.

"Your gluteal muscles need attention too," he explained, the excuse so transparent it was barely worth voicing. "Tension here affects your entire stance."

Anna couldn't suppress the moan that escaped her lips as his fingers dug into her flesh. Her hips lifted slightly, unconsciously seeking more contact.

"Roll onto your front," he instructed, the strain in his voice betraying his own struggle for control.

She stretched out beneath him, face down now, her legs still splayed. His thumbs traced the crease where buttock met thigh, then drifted inward. Anna's breathing grew shallow as his fingers ventured higher between her legs, tantalisingly close to where she ached for him.

"The adductor muscles connect here," he murmured, thumb brushing against her outer lips in a touch so fleeting she might have imagined it. "They're crucial for lateral movement."

Another deliberate stroke, this one unmistakable in its intent. Anna gasped as his thumb grazed her slick entrance.

"You're very responsive," Lucas observed, abandoning all professional distance. "Is this how you react to all your coaches?"

"No," she whispered, finding her voice. "Only you."

“Now back to your back,” he commanded simply.

She complied immediately. His eyes locked with hers, pupils blown wide with desire. His fingers continued their exploration, tracing patterns on her inner thighs that brought them ever closer to her centre without quite making contact. His palms exerted soft pressure, splaying her even wider in front of him. The teasing was exquisite torture, the exposure a delicious mortification

"These stretches are designed to increase flexibility," he said, voice strained as one hand returned beneath her to cup her entirely as the other massaged high on her thigh. "And you are proving quite… flexible."

Anna couldn't tear her gaze from the growing tent in his tennis shorts. The visible evidence of his arousal sent a fresh wave of heat through her body. He wanted her—as much as she wanted him.

"Please," she whispered, not entirely sure what she was begging for.

Lucas's fingers brushed against her wetness, making her arch against his hand. "So eager," he murmured, the ghost of a smile playing at his lips. "So ready."

Just as his touch was becoming unbearable in its restraint, Lucas abruptly withdrew his hand. Anna made a small sound of protest as he stood, adjusting his shorts in a futile attempt to hide his obvious erection.

"I think that's enough for today," he announced, voice tight with barely controlled desire.

"What?" Anna pushed herself up on her elbows, disbelief washing over her. "You can't be serious."

"Our session time is up," he said, glancing at his watch with forced casualness. "Same time Thursday."

Anna sat up fully, confusion and frustration warring within her. After everything—the exposure, the touches, the obvious mutual desire—he was ending it like this? Like it was just another lesson?

"I liked what I saw from you today," Lucas added, the loaded statement hanging in the air between them.

The words, delivered with such deliberate intent, broke something inside her. Anna couldn't take it anymore—couldn't bear another session of building tension with no release, couldn't stand another minute of pretending this was anything other than what it was.

The world around her seemed to fade away—the court, the fence, the onlookers who had witnessed her humiliation and arousal. Nothing existed but Lucas standing before her, his body rigid with the same need that consumed her.

Before she could second-guess herself, Anna rose to her feet. Her legs trembled as she stepped toward him. In one fluid motion, she rose onto her tiptoes and pressed her lips against his.

For one terrifying moment, Lucas remained perfectly still. Then, with a groan that seemed torn from deep within his chest, he responded, his mouth moving against hers with desperate hunger.

Just as suddenly, he pulled away, his breathing ragged.

"Miss Winters," he said, voice strained, "I can't. This is a professional relationship."

The words were right, proper—but his body told a different story. His eyes were dark with desire, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his erection straining against the fabric of his shorts.

Anna's confidence—built slowly through each session, each revealing moment, each approving glance—finally crystallised into certainty.

"There's been very little professional about this relationship for quite some time," she countered, holding his gaze steadily. "And anyway, the session is over. You're off the clock."

She watched the conflict play across his features—desire warring with restraint, need battling propriety. His silence stretched between them, each second an eternity of anticipation.

Then something broke. The last thread of his control snapped, and Lucas surged forward, capturing her mouth in a kiss so possessive it stole her breath. This wasn't the tentative press of lips she had initiated—this was a claiming, a taking, a declaration of intent.

His hands were everywhere at once, roaming her back, gripping her waist, sliding beneath her skirt to cup her bare buttocks. He squeezed the flesh there, fingers digging in as he pulled her tight against him.

Anna moaned into his mouth as she felt the hard length of his erection pressing against her stomach. The sensation was intoxicating—proof of his desire, evidence that she affected him as powerfully as he affected her.

His tongue swept into her mouth, demanding and insistent. One hand tangled in her hair, tugging her head back to deepen the kiss while the other continued its exploration of her naked flesh beneath the skirt.

"Do you have any idea," he growled against her lips, "how hard it's been to control myself around you?"

"I do now."

Without warning, Lucas's hand plunged downward, strong fingers groping their way across the curve of her ass. Anna gasped as those same fingers continued their journey, snaking between her legs from behind with deliberate intent. His touch was no longer tentative or disguised—this was pure, unadulterated possession.

Her feet nearly left the ground as his hand found its mark, his fingers sliding easily through her slick folds. Her warm wetness coated his fingers as he began to rub and massage her where she needed it most. When one finger slipped inside her, Anna's gasp transformed into a moan that she couldn't have suppressed if she'd tried.

His mouth never left hers as his fingers worked their magic, entering her, stretching her, claiming her right there on the tennis court. Anna clung to his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as pleasure coursed through her body.

A sudden, horrifying realisation cut through her haze of desire. They were still outside. Still on the court. Still potentially visible to anyone who happened to walk by. What if those college students were still watching? What if new some observers had gathered at the fence? What if someone could see exactly what Lucas was doing beneath her skirt?

The thought should have doused her arousal like cold water. Instead, it heightened every sensation, adding a dangerous edge to her pleasure. So what if they were watching? Let them look. Let them see how completely she’d surrendered to him, how thoroughly he possessed her.

She needed this—needed him—and no amount of potential embarrassment or disapproval could stop her from having it. Not now. Not when his fingers were curling inside her, finding places that made her vision blur.

"Someone might see," she managed to gasp against his lips, not as a protest but as an acknowledgment of their shared recklessness.

"Does that excite you?" Lucas murmured, his fingers never slowing their relentless pace. "Knowing they might be watching you come undone?"

The truth spilled from her lips before she could stop it. "Yes," she admitted, shame and arousal mingling into something potent and irresistible. "God, yes."

His low chuckle vibrated against her throat as his lips traced a burning path down her neck. "I knew it from the first day," he said between kisses. "The way you blushed when I touched you. The way you responded to being watched. You're an exhibitionist at heart, Anna. You just needed someone to show you."

His words struck a chord so deep within her that Anna felt tears spring to her eyes. He was right. This part of herself—this craving for exposure, for the thrill of being seen at her most vulnerable—had always existed within her, dormant until he had awakened it.

"Only for you," she whispered, though she wasn't entirely sure if that was true anymore. The boundary had been crossed, and she couldn't pretend she didn't crave the eyes of others on her as she submitted to him.

Lucas's fingers curled inside her, finding a spot that made her cry out. "I don't think that's entirely true," he said, reading her mind. "I think you like knowing they can see you. I think you want them to watch as I make you mine."

As if to prove his point, he turned her slightly, positioning her so that anyone passing by would have a clear view of her face, of the pleasure written across her features as his fingers worked beneath her skirt.

Anna's eyes fluttered open, and she found herself looking directly at a man who had paused on the walking path, his attention riveted to the scene unfolding on the court. Their eyes met, and instead of looking away in embarrassment, Anna held his gaze as Lucas's fingers drove her closer to the edge.

The stranger's eyes widened, his lips parting slightly as he realised what he was witnessing. Anna knew she should have felt mortified, should have pulled away, hidden herself. Instead, she felt a surge of power, of dark feminine strength. Let him see. Let him watch as she took her pleasure without shame.

"He's watching us," she breathed, her voice trembling with excitement. "That man on the path."

Lucas's eyes darkened as he followed her gaze. "Good," he growled, his fingers increasing their pace. "Show him what happens when you disobey my rules. Show him how thoroughly you're punished."

The word "punished" sent a shockwave through Anna's system. Was that what this was? A punishment for her black underwear? For being late? If so, it was the most exquisite punishment imaginable.

"Yes," she moaned, no longer caring who heard, who saw. "Punish me. Please."

His hand dropped from her head, stroking her in front while he continued to finger her from behind. He circled her clit with merciless precision as his other hand’s fingers curled deep inside her. "Come for me," he commanded, his voice brooking no refusal. "Come for me now, where everyone can see you."

The combination of his touch, his words, and the knowledge that they were being observed pushed Anna over the edge. Her climax crashed through her with such force that her vision blurred, her body convulsing against his hands as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her.

Lucas held her steady as she rode out her orgasm, his fingers gentling but not withdrawing, prolonging her pleasure until she was limp in his arms, gasping for breath.

When she finally opened her eyes, the man on the path was gone, but a new couple had taken his place, their expressions a mixture of shock and fascination. Anna buried her face in Lucas's shoulder, suddenly overcome with the reality of what had just happened.

"Oh my God," she whispered, the full weight of their public display crashing down on her. "What did we just do?"

Lucas's mouth curved into a predatory smile against her neck. "We've barely started," he murmured, his breath hot against her.

"But…" Anna gestured weakly toward the fence, where the couple still lingered. "Everyone can see."

"And yet you just came harder than you ever have in your life," he observed, his fingers finally withdrawing from between her legs. The loss of contact made her whimper despite herself. "Tell me, Anna, was that enough?"

Both the question and the use of her first name caught her off guard. "Enough?"

"Enough punishment," he clarified, eyes glittering with dark amusement. "For breaking my rules."

Anna blinked, momentarily confused. After what had just happened—after the most intense orgasm of her life—how could he ask if it was enough? As if her pleasure had been some form of discipline rather than reward.

"Is this really a punishment?" she asked, finding her voice despite the trembling in her limbs. "For breaking your rules?"

Lucas considered her for a moment, his hand coming up to brush a strand of hair from her flushed face. "Maybe," he said, his voice dropping to a register that made her stomach clench with renewed desire, "Or maybe I just like telling beautiful young women what to do."

The admission was startlingly candid, his honesty stripping away the last of the pretence that had stood between them. This wasn't about tennis. It never had been. It was about power, about dominance and submission, about his need to command and her need to obey.

And the revelation only made her want him more.

"Then tell me what to do," she whispered, the words tumbling from her lips before she could reconsider.

Lucas's eyes darkened, his gaze travelling over her face as if memorising every detail of this moment. Then, with deliberate slowness, he turned them so that his back was to the fence, providing some small measure of cover from prying eyes.

"Drop to your knees," he ordered, his voice thick with undisguised desire.

Anna hesitated for only a heartbeat before sinking down, her knees pressing into the rough clay of the tennis court, her eyes now level with the imposing bulge in his shorts, impossible to deny, impossible to ignore.

"Good girl," he praised, one hand coming to rest on top of her head. "Now, pull down my shorts."

With trembling fingers, Anna reached for the waistband of his tennis shorts. She tugged them down, revealing white boxer briefs that did little to conceal his arousal.

"And these," Lucas prompted, fingers tightening slightly in her hair.

Anna swallowed hard, then hooked her fingers into the elastic of his underwear, drawing them down until his erection sprang free, so close to her face she could feel its heat. She couldn't help the small gasp that escaped her at the sight of him—thick and hard, already glistening at the tip.

"Wrap your hand around it," he instructed, his voice strained but commanding.

She complied, her small hand encircling his shaft, feeling the heat and hardness of him against her palm. A rush of power surged through her at his sharp intake of breath, at the knowledge that she affected him as deeply as he affected her.

"Now stick out your tongue," Lucas ordered, his eyes never leaving hers.

Anna extended her tongue, eager to follow his instructions precisely, eager to please.

"Lick the tip," he directed, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Slowly. Like it's the sweetest thing you've ever tasted."

She leaned forward, the tip of her tongue making contact with the head of his cock. The salty-sweet taste of him filled her mouth as she lapped gently at the bead of moisture that had gathered there.

"Good," Lucas praised, his breathing growing heavier. "Now take just the head into your mouth. Suck gently."

Anna parted her lips, taking him into her mouth as instructed. She applied gentle suction, rewarded by his low groan and the tightening of his fingers in her hair.

"Perfect," he murmured. "Now more. Take as much as you can."

She slid her lips further down his shaft, taking him deeper into her mouth. When she'd gone as far as she comfortably could, she began to withdraw, only to feel his hand tighten in her hair, holding her in place.

"Not yet," he commanded. "Stay there. Feel me against your tongue."

Anna remained still, his thickness filling her mouth, stretching her lips. The position was submissive, vulnerable—and undeniably arousing. Her free hand moved unconsciously to her own centre, seeking relief from the renewed ache building there.

"No," Lucas said sharply, noticing the movement. "Your pleasure is secondary now. Focus only on mine."

She withdrew her hand immediately, placing it on his thigh for balance instead. The denial sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through her, intensifying her need rather than diminishing it.

"Now," he continued, his voice a caress despite its authority, "I want you to use your mouth to please me. Suck, lick, kiss—whatever you think will bring me the most pleasure."

Finally given this freedom within the boundaries of his command, Anna began to move, her lips sliding up and down his length while her tongue traced patterns against the sensitive underside. She experimented with pressure, with speed, with the occasional gentle scrape of teeth that made his hips jerk forward involuntarily.

"Yes," he hissed, his control visibly slipping. "Just like that."

Emboldened by his response, Anna took him deeper, relaxing her throat to accommodate more of him. The choked sound he made sent a thrill of satisfaction through her. She was learning what he liked, how to please him, how to make him lose that control he prized so highly.

"Look at me," Lucas commanded, tugging gently at her hair to tilt her face upward.

Anna raised her eyes, meeting his gaze while her lips remained stretched around him. The intensity in his expression nearly undid her—desire, yes, but something more, something that looked almost like wonder.

"Perfect," he murmured.

For several minutes, the only sounds on the tennis court were their ragged breathing and the wet noises of her mouth working over him. Anna lost herself in the rhythm, in the taste of him, in the growing tension she could feel building in his body.

She was vaguely aware that they were still outside, still potentially visible to anyone who happened to walk by. But the knowledge only heightened her arousal, adding an edge of danger to her submission. They had gone far beyond the point where there could be any doubt about what was happening on this tennis court now—no pretence of proper coaching, no plausible deniability. She was on her knees, pleasuring her coach in broad daylight. If they were caught now, they were dead to rights. And she had never felt more alive.

Lucas's breathing grew more erratic, his hips beginning to thrust slightly in counterpoint to her movements. "Faster," he instructed, his voice strained. "Take me deeper."

Anna complied eagerly, increasing her pace, taking him as deep as she could manage. Her jaw ached, her knees burned against the rough court surface, but none of that mattered. All that mattered was pleasing him, bringing him the same release he had given her.

His fingers tightened in her hair, holding her in place as his control threatened to shatter. She prepared herself, ready to take all he had to offer her. Ready to be filled and marked and claimed.

But he didn’t come.

Instead, he pushed her head away from him, saliva spilling in a thin strand that broke and fell to the court, darkening the fine red clay.

“I’m not done with you yet,” he said, his voice rough with desire but firm with command.

Anna looked up at him, confused and breathless, her lips swollen from her efforts. The sudden interruption left her disoriented, caught between disappointment and anticipation.

“Tell me what was under your skirt,” Lucas demanded, his eyes dark with intent.

The question caught her off guard. She blinked, genuinely perplexed by what seemed like an obvious question after everything they’d just done.

“Nothing,” she answered naively, her voice small and uncertain.

“And what should have been under your skirt?” he pressed, his expression unreadable.

Anna hesitated, trying to follow his train of thought. “My… white shorts?”

“No.” His response was immediate, definitive. “Try again.”

A moment of confusion passed before clarity swept over her like a wave. She understood suddenly, intuitively, what he was asking for—what he wanted to hear.

“You,” she said, the word barely more than a whisper.

His lips curved into a slow, approving smile. “Good girl.”

He reached down, helping her to her feet with strong hands that lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Once she was standing, his mouth claimed hers in a kiss that was both tender and possessive, tasting himself on her lips without hesitation. Then he broke away, holding her in place as he stepped around her, behind her.

Before she could process what was happening, Lucas guided her forward, his body pressing against her back as he walked her toward the chain-link fence surrounding the court. The metal was cool against her palms as he positioned her hands on the links, stretching her arms above her head.

“Hold on,” he instructed, his breath hot against her ear.

Anna gripped the fence, suddenly acutely aware of her position. She faced outward now, looking through the metal barrier at the walking path beyond, at the real world continuing its ordinary business while her world had transformed completely. There was no hiding here—no pretending that what they were doing was anything other than what it was. Anyone walking by would see her face, see her pressed against the fence, see exactly what was happening to her.

The thought sent a shiver of both fear and excitement racing down her spine.

Lucas lifted the back of her skirt, exposing her completely to the open air. His hand caressed the curve of her buttock, squeezing possessively.

“Tell me again. What did you wear to practice today?” he asked, his voice deceptively casual.

“My black panties,” she admitted, picturing them now tucked safely in his pocket.

Without warning, his palm connected with her bare flesh in a sharp spank. The sound cracked through the air, and Anna gasped—not in pain but in startled pleasure as heat bloomed across her skin.

“And did that look professional?” he demanded.

“No,” she whispered, already anticipating, already wanting more.

His hand came down again on her other cheek, harder this time. The sting radiated outward, transforming into a warm glow that made her press back against him involuntarily.

“No,” he agreed, his voice dropping lower. “How did you look?”

The question hung in the air between them. Anna didn’t need to think about her answer—the words rose from some primal place inside her, honest and unfiltered.

“Like a little slut,” she said, the words sending a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her.

“Yes, you did,” Lucas confirmed, approval evident in his tone.

His hand connected with her flesh once more, the impact making her moan openly. This was beyond thrilling—the exposure, the pleasurable pain, the absolute surrender to his will.

“But now,” he continued, leaning close to speak directly into her ear, “you’re my little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Anna gasped, pressing her rear back against him, feeling his hardness against her stinging skin. “Yes! Yes!”

She ground against him shamelessly, all inhibition abandoned. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as he positioned himself between her legs. She felt the hot length of him sliding against her wetness, coating himself in her arousal as she rocked back and forth.

“Tell me, Miss Winters,” he said, his return to formality tinged with irony, “how are we going to get something nice and white under this skirt of yours?”

The answer came to her lips without hesitation, without shame. “Fuck me, Lucas,” she moaned, beyond caring who might hear. “Fuck me now, please!”

The sound of his name on her lips seemed to break the last of his restraint. With one powerful thrust, he entered her completely, filling her so suddenly and so deeply that she cried out, her fingers tightening on the chain links.

The feeling was unlike anything she had ever experienced—hot and filling and wrong and right all at once. Her body stretched to accommodate him, the initial discomfort quickly giving way to intense pleasure as he began to move.

Lucas set a punishing pace, his hips slamming against her with each thrust. Anna clung to the fence, the metal rattling with the force of their movements. His hands gripped her hips with bruising intensity, pulling her back to meet each forward drive of his body.

“Is this what you wanted?” he growled, one hand sliding up her back to tangle in her hair, pulling just enough to arch her spine. “From the first day, is this what you were hoping for?”

“Yes,” Anna admitted, the confession torn from her between gasps of pleasure. “God, yes.”

Her admission seemed to fuel his passion. His thrusts grew even more powerful, more demanding. The sound of skin against skin filled the air, punctuated by their shared moans and the rhythmic rattle of the fence.

Anna was dimly aware of movement beyond the chain links—people passing by, some quickening their pace in embarrassment, others slowing to watch the spectacle unfolding on the court. The knowledge that they were being observed, that strangers were witnessing this most intimate of moments, sent her arousal spiralling even higher.

“Look at them,” Lucas commanded, his voice rough with exertion. “Look at them watching you take my cock like you were made for it.”

Anna forced her eyes wide, meeting the startled gaze of a middle-aged woman walking her dog. Instead of shame, she felt a perverse thrill at being seen this way—claimed and used and utterly, blissfully taken.

The woman hurried away, but others had stopped now—a group of young men watching with undisguised interest, a couple whose hands had found each other as they observed the erotic display.

“They can see everything,” Anna gasped, the words halfway between shock and exhilaration.

“Let them,” Lucas growled, his pace never faltering. “Let them see who you belonged to now.”

His possessiveness pushed her closer to the edge. Each thrust hit something deep inside her, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter until she felt she might shatter.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice breaking on the words. “Lucas, I’m going to—”

“Not yet,” he commanded, his hand sliding around to press against her lower abdomen, somehow intensifying the sensations. “Not until I said so.”

The denial only heightened her need. Anna whimpered, fighting against her body’s demands as Lucas continued his relentless assault on her senses. The dual stimulation of his cock inside her and his hand now moving to circle her clit was almost too much to bear.

“Please,” she begged, no longer caring how desperate she sounded. “Please let me come.”

Lucas leaned forward, his chest pressing against her back as he spoke directly into her ear. “Who do you belong to now?”

“You,” she gasped without hesitation. “Only you.”

“And who decides when you come?”

“You do,” she admitted, trembling with the effort of holding back.

His fingers moved faster against her sensitive flesh, his thrusts becoming more erratic as his own control began to slip. “That’s right,” he growled. “Now! Come for me. Come while they watch you. Show them what a good little slut you can be.”

His permission was all she needed. Anna’s orgasm crashed through her with devastating force, her inner walls clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. She cried out his name, uncaring who heard, who saw, who knew.

Lucas followed her over the edge almost immediately, his rhythm faltering as he drove himself deep one final time. She felt the hot pulse of him inside her, filling her just as he had promised, marking her as his from the inside out, putting something white under that skirt of hers.

For several long moments, they remained joined, bodies trembling with aftershocks, breath coming in ragged gasps. The world beyond the fence continued its normal pace, the audience that had gathered slowly dispersing now that the show had reached its conclusion.

When Lucas finally withdrew, Anna felt a warm trickle down her inner thigh—physical evidence of what had just transpired between them. He gently lowered her skirt, covering her once more, though the gesture seemed almost quaint after their very public display.

He turned her in his arms, his expression surprisingly tender as he brushed a thumb gently across her flushed cheek. “Are you alright?” he asked, the domineering coach momentarily replaced by something softer, more concerned.

Anna nodded, unable to find words adequate to describe the transformation she had just experienced. “Better than alright,” she managed finally, her voice hoarse from crying out.

Lucas’s lips curved into a smile that was both satisfied and possessive. “Good,” he said, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. “Because I hope you know, we are just getting started.”

They stood there together, foreheads touching, bodies still trembling with the aftershocks of their shared passion. Anna felt her heartbeat gradually slow, the frantic rhythm subsiding into something steadier as reality began to reassert itself around them. The sounds of distant traffic, birds chirping, and the occasional passerby reminded her that the world hadn't stopped, even if hers had been momentarily transformed.

"I should probably go," Anna said softly, reluctantly extracting herself from his embrace. The cool air against her skin felt like a loss after the heat of his body.

Lucas nodded, reaching down to pull up his shorts in a single fluid motion, tucking himself away with a fluidity that hinted at prior experience. His eyes never left hers as he adjusted his clothing, the intimacy of the moment lingering despite their gradual return to propriety.

"Wait," he said, just as she bent to retrieve her bag. His hand dipped into his pocket, producing the small bundle of black cotton that had started it all. He held her underwear between his thumb and forefinger, extending them toward her with a slight smile. "I believe these belong to you."

Anna looked at the garment, then back up at Lucas. A sudden, unexpected bubble of laughter rose in her throat.

"Keep them," she said, unable to suppress the small laugh that escaped her lips. "A souvenir."

His eyebrow arched in surprise, then his mouth curved into that predatory smile she was coming to crave. "Something amusing, Miss Winters?"

"Yes, Lucas. All of this," she admitted, gesturing vaguely between them. "I came here for lessons."

His smile widened into something genuine, transforming his usually stern features. "And I'd say you've learned quite a lot, wouldn't you?"

The sly nature of his words sent a pleasant shiver down her spine. "Yes," she agreed, holding his gaze steadily. "I’d say I have."

Lucas reached out, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear in a gesture so tender it made her heart contract. "Same time Thursday?" he asked, but the question held new weight now, new promise.

Anna nodded. "Thursday," she confirmed.

As she gathered her things and walked toward the exit, she felt his eyes on her still, tracking her movements with the same intensity that had characterised their entire relationship. Only now, there was no more deception between them, no more illusion of professional distance.

Thursday couldn't come soon enough.
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