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Chapter 1

I’m standing at the edge of the soccer field, heart doing that weird flop-flop thing like a fish out of water. I take in the chaos of my first college practice with wide eyes and a queasy stomach. It’s nothing like the quaint, familiar soccer fields back home, but here I am, about to dive into the deep end.

“Okay, Lauren. Breathe,” I mutter under my breath, inhaling the freshly cut grass scent mixed with faint city smog. “You love this game more than anything. That counts for something, right?” My attempt at self-pep talks could use some work, but hey, it’s the thought that counts.

With a tentative step, I join the swarm of players, their bodies a blur of motion and confidence. My own limbs seem to have forgotten basic coordination, betraying me with a slight stumble as I chase after a pass. The ball feels alien under my foot; maybe it’s stage fright, or perhaps it’s just the new cleats. Yeah, let’s blame the cleats.

“Come on, Michaels, you’re not in Kansas anymore,” I chide myself, even though I’m actually from Idaho, but who’s checking? I push harder, trying to match the rhythm of these seasoned athletes who move with the kind of ease that screams, ‘I’ve been doing this since I could walk.’

“Nice hustle, newbie!” one of the seniors calls out, her voice laced with a mix of encouragement and the tiniest hint of mischief. I can’t help the flush of warmth that spreads across my cheeks. Is it the running or the attention? Probably both.

“Thanks, I think!” I call back, voice higher pitched than I’d like. Mental note: work on the cool, collected comeback. I manage a grin, though, because if I can’t be the star player right away, I might as well be the charming underdog.

A gust of wind heralds her arrival before I even spot her, the way it carries a shift in energy across the field. Heads turn, and there’s an almost palpable pause in the air. Carly Thompson strides onto the field like she owns every blade of grass, her confidence as tangible as the soccer ball she spins effortlessly on one finger. She’s all fluid motion and fierce determination wrapped in a well-toned, athletic package. Her dark hair is pulled back in a no-nonsense ponytail that swings with each step, and those eyes, sharp as cleats, scan the team.

“Okay ladies, let’s tighten up these drills!” Carly’s voice slices through the noise of practice, authoritative and impossible to ignore. She claps her hands twice, commanding attention and order without so much as breaking her stride.

I can’t help but watch her, the way she moves around the field; it’s like the sun’s decided to take human form, and all of us are just orbiting her brilliance. I try to look away, focus on my own game, but it’s like trying not to stare directly at a solar eclipse—impossible and slightly dangerous.

Then, suddenly, her gaze locks onto me, and for a split second, I swear my heart skips a beat - or maybe it’s a trick of the light, or wishful thinking. Except it’s not. Her eyes narrow, scrutinizing, and I feel a prickling sensation, as if I’ve become her personal project, her new punching bag.

“Michaels!” Carly calls out, and I flinch. Her voice doesn’t just cut through the noise—it lasers in on me, spotlighting my every move. “That was some interesting footwork earlier. Trying to invent a new dance move, or do you plan on joining us in playing soccer?”

Her words sting, and I can feel a dozen pairs of eyes on me, including hers, which seem to challenge me to either rise to the occasion or wither under her gaze. My cheeks flame with embarrassment, and for a moment, I’m a deer caught in headlights, emotions swirling in my chest.

“Uh, just working on my… signature move,” I stammer, aiming for humor despite the awkwardness clawing at my throat. It earns a few snickers from the others, but Carly’s expression doesn’t change.

“Right,” she says, the corner of her mouth twitching in what could be the start of a smirk or a sign of impatience. “Save it for the dance floor. Here, I expect precision, not improvisation.”

“Got it, precision over… freestyle,” I reply, trying to match her intensity, my voice gaining a touch more confidence.

She gives me a long look, and I can’t quite read it—is it approval or just another challenge? But she nods curtly and moves on, leaving me to wonder if I just passed some sort of test or simply managed to entertain her.

I pivot on my heel, trying to shake off the lingering heat from Carly’s gaze, and it’s back to drills. It feels like every kick, every pass is now loaded with extra pressure, the soccer ball a ticking time bomb of judgment in my hands.

“Michaels!” Carly’s voice slices through the air again, and I jerk upright, nearly tripping over the ball. “What are you doing out there? Your footwork is a mess.”

“Sorry,” I mutter, heat creeping up my neck. “I’ll… I’ll do better.”

“Do better?” she echoes, her tone dripping with sarcasm, eyes narrowing as if she’s daring me to prove her wrong. “Feel free to catch up with the rest of us any day now.”

I take a deep breath, nodding stiffly while something inside me coils tight, a spring of irritation—or is it challenge?—winding up at her provocation.

I watch her jog away, commanding the field like it’s her personal chessboard, moving players around with sharp gestures and clipped words. My heart is doing a strange little tap dance in my chest, and it’s definitely not just from the drills.

Get a grip, Lauren. She’s just pushing you because she wants you to be better.

But the mantra does nothing to calm the flutter in my stomach when I think about her looking at me again. It’s confusing, this pull toward someone who seems to have no problem putting me in my place. Why does her attention make me want to impress her even more?

I refocus on the ball at my feet, determined to nail the next play. I have to admit, part of me, a very masochistic part, thrives under her scrutiny. There’s something about Carly’s intensity that ignites a fire in me, a desire to rise to her challenge and earn that elusive nod of approval.

With each pass and drill, I push myself harder, trying to prove—not just to Carly, but to myself—that I belong here. That I’m more than the small-town girl who got lucky with a college scholarship.

My muscles scream, and my breath comes in short bursts, but there’s an exhilarating sense of purpose in the exhaustion. I can’t help wondering what it would be like to face off against Carly, not as adversaries on the field, but as…well, I’m not sure exactly. Something in her fierce demeanor suggests there’s more to her than the ironclad captain persona.

The whistle pierces the air, signaling the end of practice. My lungs greedily suck in the cool evening breeze, and every fiber of my body hums with fatigue and exhilaration. I bend over, hands on my knees, trying to steady the heaving of my chest. The grass, still damp from an earlier drizzle, leaves a fresh, earthy scent clinging to the air, mingling with the salty tang of sweat.

I watch as Carly strides off the field, the setting sun casting a fiery halo around her athletic silhouette. Her shoulders are square, her step sure—a visual sonnet to confidence. And even though she’s the source of a good chunk of my current aches, I can’t deny the way my heart skips a beat at the sight.

“Michaels, you planning to join us, or are you just gonna moon over Thompson all season?” one of my teammates teases, snapping me out of my reverie.

“Uh, yeah, right behind you,” I stammer, cheeks aflame—not solely from the workout—as I jog to catch up with the group.

In the locker room, the others chatter about the day’s drills and the upcoming games, but my thoughts keep circling back to Carly. The frustrating thing is, she knows what she’s doing—those incisive comments meant to sting and spur improvement. But why does it feel like she’s deliberately trying to get under my skin?


Chapter 2

A few weeks have passed since that first practice and I’m doing everything I can to prove I belong on the team. I’m at practice again, panting, sweat trickling down my spine, and I can almost taste the salt in the air from everyone’s exertions. The green of the soccer field is a blur as I chase after the ball, muscles burning, when her voice cuts through the afternoon like a blade.

“Michaels! Are you planning to run like a snail all season? My grandmother could run faster than you!”

The other players snicker as Carly hurls another barb my way. With her hands on her hips, she surveys the field with that sharp gaze of hers, and it feels like I’m under a microscope. I stumble over the ball, nearly face-planting into the grass, and the chuckles around me grow louder.

“Sorry,” I mutter, pushing sandy blonde hair out of my eyes. I send the ball skidding across the field, half expecting it to roll with an apology note attached.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” Carly barks, jogging past me. “Focus, Michaels, or you’ll be warming the bench so long you’ll leave a permanent imprint.”

It’s been weeks of this – the jabs, the taunts – and truth be told, I’m fed up. Sure, they say what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger, but what if it just gives you an ulcer instead?

Tonight, the sky is pinking at the edges as practice winds down, and my frustration simmers, ready to boil over. I can feel Carly’s eyes drilling into me again, and something inside me snaps. It’s probably that same something that convinced me I could play college-level soccer in the first place.

“Carly, can I talk to you for a second?” I ask, my voice steadier than I feel.

She turns, eyebrow arched, looking every bit the Greek goddess in her bold soccer kit that I’m convinced could make even shin guards look hot. “What is it, Michaels?”

“Enough with the ‘tough love,’ okay?” The words are out before I can stop them, and there’s a part of me that’s shocked at my own audacity. “You’ve been riding me pretty hard, and it’s getting old.”

“Maybe if you stepped up your game, I wouldn’t have to,” Carly retorts, crossing her arms. Her biceps flex, and I briefly forget why I’m annoyed.

“Maybe if you weren’t so busy criticizing, you’d see I’m not half-bad,” I counter, feeling a mix of fear and thrill at standing up to her. My heart thumps against my ribs like it’s trying to escape my chest.

“Is that right?” She steps closer, and the scent of her – something like fresh-cut grass and determination – fills my senses. “Or maybe you just need someone to push you to do better.”

“Or maybe,” I say, leaning in so our faces are inches apart, “you just like picking on me.” There’s a flicker of something in her eyes, a crack in the commander’s armor, and I wonder if she’s about to yell at me or laugh.

“Keep dreaming, Michaels,” she says, but her tone is softer, almost playful. The corner of her mouth lifts in a smirk that has no business being as attractive as it is.

The air is charged with tension, and for the first time, I’m not backing down. “So, what’s your deal, Carly? You get a kick out of making my life miserable?”

Carly’s eyes narrow, and she takes a step back, as if my question has thrown her off balance. She runs a hand through her hair, and I can’t help but notice the way her muscles flex under the fabric of her practice jersey.

“Look,” she starts, her voice taking on an edge that isn’t entirely harsh, “I know I’ve been hard on you.” Her gaze flickers away for a moment before locking onto mine again. “But it’s not because I enjoy it. You’ve got potential, Michaels. A lot of it. And I hate seeing it wasted.”

My mouth falls open slightly in shock, and I try to mask it by biting my lower lip. So, this is about soccer? My confusion must be written all over my face because Carly lets out a huff of frustration.

“I push you because I want you to fight for your place on this team,” she continues, stepping closer once more. Her intensity is palpable.

“By tearing me down?” I ask, skepticism lacing my words, even though part of me wants to believe her. I cross my arms defensively, mirroring her earlier pose.

“By challenging you,” she corrects, her chin lifting defiantly. “You think I haven’t noticed the way you hold back during drills? The way you avoid the ball during scrimmages?”

Heat creeps up my neck, and I avert my eyes. She’s not wrong, but hearing it out loud makes something inside me squirm with discomfort—and something else flare with a stubborn spark.

“Okay, so you’ve made yourself my self-appointed drill sergeant from hell. What now? More laps around the field while you shout insults?” I can’t suppress the bite in my tone, but I’m also morbidly curious about what she’ll say next.

Carly’s lips twist into a smirk that borders on genuine amusement. “No,” she says, the word carrying a hint of a challenge. “No more public humiliation. I’m offering you a one-on-one training session. Just you, me, and the field.”

“Private training?” I repeat, incredulous. The idea sends an unexpected shiver down my spine, and I’m not sure if it’s from the thrill of improving my game or from the thought of being alone with Carly under the floodlights.

“Unless you’re scared, of course,” she teases, her eyes glinting with something that might be mischief—or maybe it’s a dare.

“Scared?” I snort, finding my courage bolstered by her provocation. “You wish, Thompson. I’ll take whatever you’ve got.”

“Good,” she nods, satisfaction evident in her stance. “Tomorrow night, ten sharp. Don’t be late.”

As she turns on her heel and strides confidently toward the exit, I’m left watching her go, my heart racing with dread and excitement. Alone with Carly Thompson on the soccer field tomorrow night… What could possibly go wrong?


Chapter 3

I’m pacing back and forth in the tiny dorm room I call my sanctuary, glancing at the digital clock perched on my cluttered desk every other step. It’s 9:50 pm, and the numbers glow with an almost accusatory brightness.

“Come on, Lauren,” I mutter to myself, snatching my soccer cleats from their spot by the door. “It’s just Carly. Captain Carly. Terrifyingly hot, could-probably-squash-you-like-a-bug Carly.”

The night air is chilly as I step outside, a stark contrast to the stuffy warmth of my room. As I make my way across campus, the sound of my footsteps on the pavement keeps time with the nervous flutter in my chest.

By the time the field comes into view, bathed in the harsh glare of the floodlights, it’s a minute till ten. My breath forms small clouds in the air, dissipating quickly like my attempts at confidence. There’s Carly, standing midfield, a solitary figure exuding the kind of self-assuredness that makes me feel like a fumbling child in comparison.

“Right on time,” she calls out, her voice slicing through the night with ease. Her hair is pulled back in a no-nonsense ponytail, and she’s dressed in her usual training gear that somehow manages to look like battle armor on her.

“Wouldn’t want to disappoint,” I reply, surprised at how steady my own voice sounds despite the storm of butterflies wreaking havoc in my stomach.

As I approach, I can see Carly’s expression soften ever so slightly, and for a moment, it’s as if the steely captain mask slips, revealing a glimpse of… what? Anticipation?

“Ready to work hard?” she asks, tossing a ball from one hand to the other with practiced ease.

“Always,” I say, more bravado in my words than in my still shaky legs. But then, something curious happens. As I lace up my cleats, the familiar scent of freshly cut grass and the soft give of the turf beneath my feet ground me. This is my element; even Carly Thompson can’t take that away.

“Good,” she says, and there’s a trace of a smile playing on her lips. “Let’s start with some drills.”

She jogs off toward the goal, and I follow, the initial chill of the night forgotten as warmth begins to spread through my muscles. We fall into a rhythm, passing the ball back and forth, and I can’t help but acknowledge the thrill that comes from matching Carly’s intensity, stroke for stroke.

“Nice,” she says after a particularly sharp pass, and the approval in her voice sends an unexpected zing through me. Is it weird that her praise feels better than any accolade I’ve ever earned?

“Thanks,” I manage, a little breathless, from the drill or from her proximity, I can’t quite tell. Our eyes lock for a heartbeat too long, and there’s an undeniable current buzzing between us, full of challenge and something more—a tension that’s hot and confusing and utterly irresistible.

“Focus, Michaels,” Carly chides, but there’s a hint of laughter in her voice, and damn it if that doesn’t make me want to impress her even more.

“Right. Focused,” I affirm, although ‘distracted’ would be far more accurate.

We go on like this, under the floodlights, until the rest of the world fades away, leaving nothing but the game, the ball, and the enigmatic girl who’s somehow both my tormentor and my… well, I haven’t quite figured that part out yet.

As we move through more complex drills, I feel myself settling into a rhythm. My muscles warm up, my movements become more fluid, and even my breath steadies. Carly’s tough, no doubt about it, but there’s an unexpected gentleness to her coaching tonight.

“That’s it, Lauren,” she calls out as I execute a particularly tricky move. “Now try it again, but this time, keep your eyes up. You’ve got great instincts - trust them.”

I nod, wiping sweat from my brow, and set up to repeat the drill. This time, I force myself to keep my gaze forward instead of down at my feet. To my surprise, it works - I navigate the cones smoothly, the ball an extension of my body.

“Yes!” Carly’s enthusiastic shout echoes across the field. “See what happens when you get out of your own way?”

I can’t help but grin, a warm flush of pride spreading through me. “I had a good teacher,” I quip, tossing the ball her way.

She catches it effortlessly, a smirk playing on her lips. “Flattery will get you everywhere, Michaels. But not out of suicides.”

I groan dramatically, but there’s no real complaint behind it. Even Carly’s brutal conditioning drills feel different tonight - less like punishment and more like a shared challenge.

As we run back and forth across the width of the field, Carly keeps pace with me, her presence both motivating and distracting. “Come on, Lauren,” she urges, “I know you’ve got more in you. Show me that fire I saw earlier.”

Something in her voice ignites exactly that - a fierce determination that propels me forward. I push harder, my lungs burning, legs screaming, but I’m matching her stride for stride now.

“That’s my girl,” she says as we finish, and even though I’m doubled over trying to catch my breath, those words send a different kind of heat coursing through me.

We take a water break, and I can’t help but notice the way Carly’s shirt clings to her, outlining every defined muscle. She catches me looking and raises an eyebrow. “See something you like, Michaels?”

I nearly choke on my water. “I, uh… I was just admiring your… form. Athletically speaking, of course.”

“Of course,” she echoes, but there’s a playful glint in her eye that makes my heart race in a way that has nothing to do with physical exertion.

The awkwardness lingers as we stand side by side, our labored breathing the only sound breaking the night’s stillness. I’m acutely aware of Carly’s presence - the heat radiating from her body, the slight sheen of sweat on her skin catching the glow of the floodlights. The air feels charged, crackling with unspoken tension.

A cool breeze sweeps across the field, raising goosebumps on my damp skin. I shiver involuntarily, and Carly glances over, concern flickering in her eyes. “Cold?”

“A little,” I admit, rubbing my arms.

She takes a step closer, and suddenly the chill is the last thing on my mind. We’re so close now I can see the rise and fall of her chest, count each eyelash framing those intense eyes. The silence stretches between us, heavy with possibility.

My heart pounds so loudly I’m sure she must hear it. Before I can talk myself out of it, I lean in and press my lips to hers. For one agonizing moment, Carly is completely still. Panic flares in my chest - oh god, I’ve ruined everything, I’ve completely misread the situation…

Then suddenly I’m pulled to the ground and I’m on my back, the damp grass cool against my skin. Carly looms over me, straddling my hips, a predatory grin on her face. “Took you long enough, Michaels,” she purrs, before capturing my lips in a searing kiss.

Her mouth is hot and insistent against mine, tongue teasing at the seam of my lips. I part them with a gasp and she deepens the kiss, one hand tangling in my hair while the other traces maddening patterns along my side.

When we finally break apart, both breathless, Carly smirks down at me. “And here I thought I was being so obvious,” she teases, rolling her hips in a way that makes me whimper.

I’m momentarily stunned, my mind struggling to process the rapid shift from grueling practice to this intoxicating new reality. Carly’s weight on top of me feels deliciously solid, grounding me even as desire threatens to sweep me away entirely. Her skin glistens with a fine sheen of sweat, catching the harsh glow of the floodlights and making her look almost otherworldly.

With a wicked grin, Carly grasps my wrists and pins them above my head. The grass tickles my palms as she leans in, her lips brushing my ear. “Is this okay?” she whispers, her hot breath sending shivers down my spine.

I can only nod, words failing me entirely. Carly chuckles, a low, throaty sound that ignites something primal within me. Then her mouth is on mine again, her tongue exploring, tasting, demanding. I arch up into her, desperate for more contact.

As we kiss, Carly begins a slow, torturous grind against me. Even through our clothes, the friction is maddening. I whimper into her mouth, tugging uselessly at her grip on my wrists. She pulls back just enough to smirk down at me, her eyes dark with desire.

“Patience, Michaels,” she teases, rolling her hips in a way that makes me see stars. “We’ve got all night.”

The vastness of the field suddenly hits me - we’re completely exposed, bathed in artificial light, the night sky stretching endlessly above us. Anyone could walk by and see us. The thought should terrify me, but instead, it only heightens every sensation. Carly’s body moving against mine, the cool grass beneath me, the crisp night air on my flushed skin - it’s all almost too much to bear.

Carly releases one of my wrists, her free hand trailing down my side to slip under my shirt. Her touch leaves fire in its wake, and I’m lost in a haze of want and need, my entire world narrowed down to this moment, this field, this girl.

Carly’s nimble fingers dance across my skin, tracing tantalizing patterns up my ribcage. When she reaches the curve of my breast, I inhale sharply. Her touch is feather-light as she circles my nipple through the thin fabric of my sports bra. The contrast between her gentle caress and the cool night air sends shivers through my body.

“Someone’s sensitive,” Carly murmurs, her voice low and husky. She pinches my nipple lightly, rolling it between her fingers.

I bite my lip, desperately trying to hold back a moan. My hips buck involuntarily, seeking friction. Carly tuts softly, using her weight to pin me more firmly to the ground. “Now, now,” she chides playfully. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.”

With agonizing slowness, she pushes my shirt up, bunching it just below my collarbones. Then she hooks her fingers under the band of my sports bra, inching it up to expose my breasts to the night air. I shiver, goosebumps erupting across my skin. The chill makes my nipples tighten almost painfully, aching for her touch.

Carly sits back, drinking in the sight of me. Her gaze is hungry, predatory, and I’ve never felt more exposed or more aroused in my life. The floodlights cast harsh shadows, highlighting every curve and plane of my body. I resist the urge to cover myself, instead meeting Carly’s eyes with a mixture of nervousness and defiance.

A wicked smile spreads across her face, making my heart race. “Beautiful,” she breathes, trailing a single finger down the valley between my breasts. “I’ve imagined this so many times, but the reality…” She shakes her head in wonder. “You’re exquisite, Lauren.”

The use of my first name, so rare from her lips, makes me shudder with want. I arch my back, silently begging for more. Carly’s smile widens, a mix of affection and pure, carnal desire that makes me feel both cherished and utterly debauched.

Carly lowers her head, her warm breath ghosting over my skin. She hovers just above my breast, teasing me with her proximity. I squirm beneath her, desperate for contact. Finally, mercifully, her lips close around my nipple.

I gasp at the sensation, electric pleasure shooting through me. Carly’s tongue swirls expertly, alternating between gentle licks and firmer pressure. She sucks hard, drawing a strangled moan from my throat. Her teeth graze my sensitive flesh, sending shivers down my spine.

As she lavishes attention on one breast, her hand kneads the other, pinching and rolling my nipple between skilled fingers. The dual sensations are overwhelming. I arch my back, pressing myself more firmly against her mouth.

Carly releases my nipple with a soft pop, blowing cool air across the wet skin. I whimper at the loss of contact. But then she’s moving to my other breast, repeating with even more enthusiasm.

Her free hand slides down my stomach, fingertips dancing across my abs. She traces the waistband of my shorts teasingly before dipping underneath. I hold my breath as her hand moves lower, cupping me through my underwear.

“So wet already,” Carly murmurs against my skin. “Is this all for me, Lauren?”

Before I can respond, she slips her hand into my panties. Her fingers glide through my folds, spreading my arousal. Two fingers press against my entrance, circling teasingly.

“Please,” I gasp, beyond caring how needy I sound.

Carly obliges, sliding two fingers deep inside me. I cry out at the sudden fullness, my inner walls clenching around her. She sets a steady rhythm, pumping in and out as her palm grinds against my clit.

My hips buck wildly, but Carly uses her weight to pin me in place. She sucks hard on my nipple as her fingers curl inside me, hitting a spot that makes me see stars.

I’m utterly overwhelmed - the cool grass beneath me, the night air on my exposed skin, Carly’s hot mouth on my breast and her fingers buried inside me. Pleasure builds rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

Carly’s fingers move with expert precision, stroking me in ways I never knew I needed. She curls them inside me, hitting a spot that makes my whole body jolt with pleasure. I cry out, beyond caring if anyone might hear. The vastness of the soccer field seems to swallow the sound, leaving only Carly and me in our own world of sensation.

“That’s it,” Carly murmurs, her eyes locked on my face. “Let go for me, Lauren. I want to see you come undone.”

Her intense gaze makes me feel utterly exposed, like she can see right through me. It’s terrifying and thrilling all at once. I’ve never felt so vulnerable, so completely at someone else’s mercy. But as Carly’s fingers work their magic, I find myself surrendering to the feeling, giving myself over to her completely.

My hips move of their own accord, grinding against Carly’s hand. She matches my rhythm, her thumb finding my clit and circling it with maddening precision. Pleasure builds inside me, a tidal wave threatening to crash at any moment.

“Carly,” I gasp, my voice high and needy. “Oh god, Carly, please…”

She smirks, clearly enjoying the effect she has on me. “Please what?” she asks innocently, slowing her movements to an agonizing pace.

I whimper at the loss of friction. “Please don’t stop,” I beg. “I’m so close…”

“As you wish,” Carly purrs. She redoubles her efforts, fingers pumping faster, thumb pressing firmly against my clit.

The pleasure is almost too much to bear. I writhe beneath Carly, my hands fisting the grass. My cries echo across the empty field, but I’m too far gone to care. All that matters is Carly - her touch, her gaze, the way she makes me feel.

“Come for me, Lauren,” Carly commands, her voice low and husky. “Now.”

As if my body was waiting for her permission, I shatter. Waves of ecstasy crash over me as I come harder than I ever have before. Carly works me through it, drawing out my pleasure until I’m a trembling, oversensitive mess beneath her.

As the waves of pleasure finally begin to subside, I’m left trembling and gasping for air. My body feels like it’s humming, every nerve ending still tingling with the aftershocks of my intense orgasm. The cool grass beneath me is a stark contrast to my overheated skin, and I become acutely aware of my exposed state - shirt rucked up, breasts bare to the night air, shorts and underwear askew.

A deep flush spreads across my cheeks as the reality of what just happened hits me. I squirm under Carly’s intense gaze, suddenly feeling vulnerable and self-conscious. I try to turn my head away, to hide my face, but Carly’s having none of it.

She grabs my chin firmly, forcing me to meet her eyes. There’s a fire there that makes my breath catch in my throat. Before I can say anything, she crashes her lips against mine in a searing kiss. It’s hard and demanding, her tongue sweeping into my mouth possessively. I can taste myself on her lips, and the realization sends another jolt of arousal through me.

When Carly finally pulls back, we’re both breathless. She looks down at me with a mixture of satisfaction and hunger that makes me shiver. “Don’t you dare hide from me, Lauren,” she says, her voice low and husky. “You’re beautiful like this - flushed and trembling because of me.”

Her words make me squirm again, but this time with renewed desire rather than embarrassment. Carly’s hand trails down my neck, across my collarbone, and back to my breast. She cups it gently, thumb brushing over my still-sensitive nipple. “I’m not done with you yet,” she purrs. “Not even close.”

Carly slides off me, settling into the grass by my side. Her eyes never leave mine as she pulls me close for another kiss. This one is softer, slower, but no less passionate. I savor the taste of her lips, the gentle caress of her tongue against mine.

A newfound boldness surges through me. I want to make Carly feel as incredible as she made me feel. I want to hear her gasp and moan, to feel her tremble beneath my touch. With gentle pressure, I guide her onto her back.

“My turn,” I murmur against her lips.

Carly raises an eyebrow, a mix of surprise and intrigue on her face. “Is that so?” she challenges, but there’s a breathless quality to her voice that betrays her arousal.

I trail kisses down her neck, reveling in the soft sighs that escape her. My hands roam her body, tracing the defined muscles of her abdomen. When I reach the hem of her shirt, I look up, silently asking permission. Carly nods, lifting her hips to help as I pull the garment over her head.

The sight of her nearly bare before me steals my breath away. Moonlight bathes her skin in an ethereal glow, accentuating every curve and plane. I take my time exploring, mapping her body with reverent touches and tender kisses.

As I make my way lower, anticipation builds within me. I hook my fingers into the waistband of Carly’s shorts, looking up once more to ensure this is what she wants. The raw desire in her eyes is answer enough.

Slowly, teasingly, I slide the shorts down her long, toned legs. Her panties follow, leaving Carly completely exposed to the night air. I settle between her thighs, drinking in the sight of her. The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, drawing me closer.

I press a soft kiss to her inner thigh, then another slightly higher. Carly’s breathing quickens, her hips shifting restlessly. When I finally run my tongue through her folds, we both moan at the sensation.

Her taste explodes across my tongue - tangy and sweet and utterly addictive. I explore her with long, languid strokes, savoring every reaction. Carly’s hands tangle in my hair, guiding me where she needs me most.

I may be less experienced, but I’m a quick learner. I pay attention to every gasp, every shudder, noting what makes Carly’s grip tighten in my hair. When I circle her clit with my tongue, her back arches off the grass.

“God, Lauren,” she moans, voice husky with need. “Don’t stop.”

Hearing my name fall from her lips like that spurs me on. I redouble my efforts, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her most sensitive spots.

I lose myself in the taste and scent of Carly, cataloging every reaction to guide my efforts. Her thighs tremble on either side of my head as I explore her with my tongue. I trace lazy circles around her clit, teasing at first, then applying firmer pressure as her hips start to rock against my mouth.

“Just like that,” Carly gasps, her fingers tightening in my hair.

The ache in my jaw is nothing compared to the thrill of having Carly Thompson - fierce, untouchable Carly - writhing beneath me. I hum against her, delighting in the way it makes her whole body shudder.

Emboldened by her responses, I grow bolder in my explorations. I dip my tongue inside her, marveling at the way her inner walls clench around me. When I return my attention to her clit, I suck it gently between my lips. Carly’s back arches off the grass, a strangled moan escaping her.

“Fuck, Lauren,” she pants. “How are you so good at this?”

Her words send a surge of pride through me. I increase my pace, licking faster and more confidently as Carly’s hips begin to rock more insistently against my face. The power I feel in this moment is intoxicating - Carly Thompson, who’s tormented and challenged me for weeks, is completely at my mercy.

I slip two fingers inside her, curling them in a “come hither” motion as I continue to work her clit with my tongue. Carly cries out, her thighs clamping around my head. I can feel her getting close, her inner walls fluttering around my fingers.

“Don’t stop,” she pleads, her voice thick with need. “Please, Lauren, don’t stop.”

Hearing the desperation in her voice only spurs me on. I thrust my fingers deeper, faster, my tongue circling her clit with relentless pressure. Carly’s hips buck wildly against my face as she chases her release.

When she comes, it’s with a cry that echoes across the empty field. Her body goes rigid, then trembles violently as waves of pleasure crash over her. I work her through it, easing off gradually as her shudders subside.

Finally, Carly tugs gently at my hair, pulling me up for a deep, languid kiss. She moans softly as she tastes herself on my lips. When we part, she’s looking at me with a mixture of satisfaction and wonder that makes my heart skip a beat.

“Well,” she says, a hint of her usual smirk returning. “I think we’ve found a much better use for that smart mouth of yours, Michaels.”

I can’t help but laugh, the remaining tension between us dissipating like mist in the moonlight.

Carly wraps her arms around me, pulling me close against her still-flushed body. We lay there on the cool grass, our limbs intertwined, basking in the afterglow. The night air feels electric on my sensitized skin, and I can hear the rapid beating of Carly’s heart where my head rests on her chest.

For a long moment, neither of us speaks. The vastness of the soccer field stretches out around us, the floodlights casting long shadows across the perfectly manicured turf. Above us, stars twinkle faintly, barely visible through the ambient light of the campus.

I become acutely aware of every point of contact between our bodies - the soft swell of Carly’s breast against my cheek, the tangle of our legs, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my back. The silence stretches on, punctuated only by the chirping of distant crickets and our gradually steadying breaths.

Suddenly, a giggle bubbles up from my chest, breaking the quiet. I clap a hand over my mouth, but it’s too late. Carly’s body shakes with silent laughter beneath me, and soon we’re both overcome with nervous, giddy mirth.

“Oh god,” I gasp between giggles, burying my face in Carly’s neck. “Did we really just…?”

“On the soccer field?” Carly finishes, her voice trembling with suppressed laughter. “Yeah, we really did.”

This sets off another round of giggles. It’s absurd and wonderful and slightly terrifying all at once. I lift my head to look at Carly, drinking in the sight of her - hair mussed, cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling with mirth and something softer I can’t quite name.

As our laughter subsides, a comfortable silence settles over us once more. Carly’s fingers continue their gentle exploration of my back, sending pleasant shivers down my spine. The cool grass tickles my skin, and a gentle breeze carries the scent of night-blooming flowers from a nearby garden.

“You know,” Carly says after a while, her voice thoughtful, “this is definitely going to be an interesting season.”
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FREE BONUS SCENE: Sneaking in the Showers

https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/176cceb4-ee5f-11ef-8397-5bab4a680ebb

With the locker room empty and steam swirling around them, Carly and Lauren found themselves alone in the showers, the tension between them finally snapping. Carly smirked as Lauren stepped closer, water running down her toned body.

The kiss was inevitable—hot, messy, and filled with weeks of pent-up frustration. Hands roamed, bodies pressed together, the warm spray only adding to the heat between them. Lauren’s lips trailed lower, her breath hot against Carly’s skin, and suddenly, soccer was the last thing on their minds.
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Thirst Trapping my Lesbian Bully: Lesbian Enemies to Lovers Erotica

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DJ7BWW3C

For years, Sarah has been the target of Kyla’s relentless bullying. Now, at the same college, the tension between them simmers hotter than ever. When Sarah finally tells off her tormentor using a provocative photo, the lines between hate and desire blur in ways neither of them expected. What starts as a battle of wills ignites into something far more dangerous and irresistible. In this sizzling tale of revenge and passion, secrets are exposed, and the ultimate power struggle takes a turn neither woman saw coming.
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First Time with the Lesbian Lifeguard: First Lesbian Experience Erotica

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DH96TZDS

Dive into a summer of forbidden desire with Sydney, a lifeguard whose days by the pool spark an intense, erotic awakening. As the sun heats up the water, so does Sydney’s attraction to a captivating woman she can’t ignore. This sizzling tale explores Sydney’s steamy journey as she embraces her deepest cravings and delves into a world of sensuality and pleasure.
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Lust on the Ledge: Lesbian Friends to Lover Erotica

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DHPVV213

When Chelsea joins a rock climbing group, she’s instantly drawn to Liz—a confident, magnetic woman with an irresistible edge. After months of unspoken tension, a weekend climb turns into something far more intense as they finally give in to their pent-up desire. Amid breathtaking views and steamy nights in the tent, their connection deepens. But with friends nearby and secrets lingering, Chelsea must decide if this passion will stay on the mountain—or become something more.
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