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Chapter 1

I barely noticed the line of women filing off the court to my left, tennis skirts swishing in the early spring breeze. I was too focused on my stance, on leaning into my right heel as I tossed the ball up in the air and hit it with my racket, right at the sweet spot.

Except instead of that satisfying pop as the ball went sailing over the net, what I heard instead was a dull thud, followed by sad bounces and more than a few snickers. I didn’t have to turn my head to know that the teammates who had been so focused on getting inside and hitting the showers a few seconds ago were now paused at the railing in front of the gym, watching me fail.

Watching the ball bounce just short of the net, again. For the tenth time this practice. What must’ve been the fiftieth time this season.

“Team! I thought I told you all to hit the showers.”

Jenna, the team’s trainer, spoke at a normal volume, maybe even a little quiet, but my teammates heard her all the same. That was her power—the ability to command us at even a whisper. My teammates scattered like marbles, leaving me to the court. A court that had, just seconds before, been mostly silent, but was now loud as a roaring windstorm.

Because while Jenna might have spoken quietly, her presence was anything but.

“Staying late again, Briony?” Jenna pushed off from where she’d been leaning against the fencing and walked toward me.

She was dressed the way she always was, in sleek black athleisure. Today, she’d chosen a cropped, long-sleeved black shirt with white stripes down the arms, but even with the full coverage, I could still see her tattoos peeking out from beneath the fabric. From practice in the dead of Texas summer, where only tank tops of the skimpiest variety would do, I knew they extended all the way up her arms, abstract swirls of black linework drawing the eye to her defined triceps, the gentle curve of her biceps.

A few of the girls on the team claimed they’d even seen ink disappearing under her bra, though I didn’t believe them. Jenna didn’t use our locker room, instead changing in her office, behind closed doors. None of us knew what she looked like under those clothes, and none of us ever would. She was strictly professional with us, unlike so many of the university’s other coaches.

But that didn’t mean we weren’t curious about her. At least, I was.

Jenna was a mystery. There was nothing about her online, no profiles of her on another university team, either as player or coach. She’d come to the university three years ago as the assistant coach, but institutional hierarchies didn’t suit her, supposedly, so she’d made up her own position: tennis trainer.

Anyone who needed help with a backhand, a serve, or a new doubles partner, she was there.

I’d managed to avoid being pulled aside by her the last two seasons. But now, with my newly healed wrist turning my signature serves into sad shadows of their former glory, I’d known it was only a matter of time before she offered her help.

And I was on an athletic scholarship, I couldn’t refuse. I had to keep my spot on the team, a spot I was in danger of losing if I kept messing up. It’d been weeks since I did a halfway-decent serve, and I was now picked last for doubles, everyone distancing themselves from me as though I had some talent-stealing sickness, and it was catching.

Jenna didn’t say anything else as she walked toward me, and she didn’t look at me, either, choosing to stare at the sky rather than me. Like I was some feral animal she had to approach cautiously.

It made sense, given that just yesterday, I’d thrown my racket over the net after another failed serve and knocked over a bucket of balls for good measure. I’d always hated pros who lashed out at matches, confused as to why they couldn’t just shove their emotions aside until they got to the locker room. Be mature, professional.

But now, I got it. My body was betraying me, had taken the one thing from me that had always made me special, and no matter how hard I tried to swallow the sting, it still hurt. And every practice rubbed salt in the wound.

When she was finally standing next to me, close enough that I could smell the vanilla and jasmine perfume she always wore, Jenna said, “Your problem is that you’re trying to serve the way you used to.”

I turned to her, knowing what I’d see, but still unprepared for it.

Jenna was gorgeous. Long, auburn hair that looked straight, until you zeroed in on the sausage curls peeking out from the depths of the hair she always had flowing over one shoulder. Eyes the color of autumn storms, when the sky goes that mute grey-purple and the yellowed grass stops swaying. And though I tried to avoid it, eventually, my gaze landed on her lips.

Plump. Indecently so, and always, like the rest of her, bare of makeup. And all the better for it. Who would want to cover up lips the precise shade of peonies, distract from the sliver of space between them, a space I’d imagined sliding my own tongue into, coaxing her lips apart until she let me kiss her the way I’d imagined way too many times.

I was so lost in fantasies of that exact kiss that it took me a minute to remember that she’d said something. That conversation was an exchange of back and forth, call and response, and she was waiting on me to play my part.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re expecting your body to work the exact same way it used to,” she said, nodding down at my racket. I was gripping it the way I always did, my thumb just above the third cross-over of athletic tape, my fingers curled just below it, the pinky ending just above where the tape began.

“Why wouldn’t it? The surgeon told me the pin would make the fracture heal better. That as long as I was diligent with therapy, I’d be fine. And I was. I went every day.”

I could hear the defensiveness in my tone, saw sympathy in Jenna’s eyes as she assessed me. At least, I hoped it was sympathy. If it was pity, my racket might just take another accelerated trip down to the ground.

“Doesn’t matter. They said the same thing to me, and I did all my therapy too, just like a good girl. Didn’t change the outcome. I had to relearn how to serve.”

This was the first time Jenna had ever shared something about herself. The rest of the team might not have fantasized about taking her to bed, but they were just as hungry for information about the mysterious trainer. And she didn’t make it easy to get to know her; she kept to herself, disappeared as soon as games were over, never went to the team bonding dinners, even the ones where the coaches and physical therapists came and had a table all to themselves. She didn’t even use the university gym; she was like a ghost, flitting onto the court and disappearing the second her duties were over.

I was surprised she was still here; normally she was the first to leave practice, eschewing the clean-up duties most assistant coaches had to partake in.

“You broke your wrist?” I asked, setting my racket down and grabbing my water bottle. The ice in it had melted, but it was still blissfully cold going down my throat, making my back teeth ache as I gulped.

I noticed Jenna’s eyes drop to my neck, follow the movement of my muscles as I swallowed. Her gaze was lazy as it traveled up my face, and then her eyes met mine.

And lightning struck.


Chapter 2

Heat lightning, that was, lighting up the early evening sky and momentarily drawing both our gazes.

It felt like a sign, pressure and electricity colliding in the air just like it was in my body from being this close to her. She was less than an arm’s length away, close enough that if I reached out, I could have skimmed my finger across the expanse of her thigh, tracing the curve. Moving up, up, until I met the juncture of her legs. Was she as warm and wet as I was? Aching to touch me, too?

I shook off the thoughts, set the water back down, and picked up the racket. Hoping she’d go away, leave me alone.

Normally, I could contain the arousal. The fantasies. I had tennis to focus on. But an Olympic official could have appeared on the court and offered me a spot on the USA team, and I’d have barely noticed him. Too lost in her, in what I wanted her to do to me.

“It’s your grip,” she said, walking forward, until her arm brushed against me, her hand sliding down to meet my fingers. Another flash of lightning in the sky, and my hands tingling as she wrapped her fingers around mine. “Bring it up higher.”

I slid my fingers up the racket, but apparently not high enough; she guided them to where she wanted, skidding my palm up the racket, a palm that was suddenly damp, pulsing with blood. “There,” she whispered, now close enough that a tendril of her hair had found its way around my shoulder, tickling my skin and tangling with my braids.

She hadn’t let go, was still bent into me, pressing her chest into my back. I couldn’t lean back, bend my knee and try out the new grip, and I didn’t want to. I wanted to stay exactly like this for an hour, two, fuck, a whole day. I’d get off just from the proximity, the transfer of her body heat to mine.

But then, with a huff of breath I couldn’t quite discern the meaning of, she stepped away. I swallowed a keen of disappointment.

I did, bracing myself for another failed serve, an even more humiliating one with her standing so close. But instead, the pop of the ball hitting the sweet spot, strings singing, was followed by the clean whoosh of the ball soaring over the net and landing neatly at the top left corner of the box.

“Perfect,” Jenna breathed. I could hear the satisfaction in her voice, the pride, and I warmed to it. Wanted to make it happen again.

So I did. One serve after another, gathering balls from the bucket next to me and hitting the same spot every time, the one Chrissy Hanlen, my opponent next week, was least likely to return from.

More heat lighting came, the silent brightness lending an eerie quality to an evening that already felt strange and disordered. When I stayed late, I usually hit the gym. Lifted, ran out my feelings. Or went home and practiced on the court near my apartment. I didn’t like lingering on the university’s court. I didn’t like people seeing me.

But Jenna’s presence, for all the prickling awareness it sent through my skin, wasn’t unwelcome. She was a silent cheerleader, leaning against the fence and occasionally muttering “good girl” under her breath. I tried not to notice the way the words affected me, the rush of heat they sent zipping up my legs and under my skirt. My pussy growing wetter every time she repeated them, until, by the time the bucket of tennis balls was empty, I was swollen, aching for release.

Aching for her.

Silence settled on the court again, the only sound the creaking door of the fence.

I wanted her to take the lead, to tell me what to do next. To order me to turn around.

Instead, she let me stand there, back to her, staring at nowhere in particular, tennis balls littering the ground turning into fuzzy green dots as my eyes glazed over. I was fidgeting, rubbing the laces of one shoe over my ankle, desperate for sensation, when it finally happened.

Her steps were quiet, but I was so attuned to every subtle noise she made that they sounded like stomps as she approached. And when her hand found my waist, my moan might as well have been a shout for how clearly it pierced the air, the way it cleaved the afternoon in two, from before she touched me, to after.

Because this wasn’t a mere grip adjustment. Her fingers found the hem of my top and slipped beneath it, palm running over my belly, my muscles twitching at the touch, on an area I usually hid from everyone. She caressed it, muttering “lovely” before skating her hand down to my hip, to the waistband of my shorts. Scrunching the fabric in one hand, she used it to haul me against her, a rough motion quickly soothed by her heat against me, her lips as she smoothed them down my throat.

“You want me, don’t you?” she asked, flicking her tongue over my earlobe. I squeezed my thighs together, a hand absentmindedly trailing to the cleft between them, but just as they reached the nylon of my shorts, she grasped my wrist in a grip so tight it hurt. “Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered. This is what I wanted. What I craved. Domination, control. Someone else telling me what to do, so my mind could finally go blank, the way it only ever did when I was under someone’s spell. At their beck and call, a sub to their whims.

She pressed her lips to my shoulder and slowly released my wrist. Or at least, that’s what I thought she was doing when she let go. But then her fingers twined with mine, that same surge of energy pulsing through my palm as she dragged them up my pelvis and under my shorts.

“Somebody’s wet,” she said, snickering at the wet heat pulsing off my cut, the soaked curls shielding the hood of my clit. Her fingers were dangerously close to it; the merest movement would have brought the tip of her middle finger to my clit, and I was so ready that just a brush would’ve had my legs crumpling under me. Instead, she slid our fingers down either side of it, tenderly stroking the skin just beyond my lips.

I’d touched myself there plenty, even gotten off from it. On nights when I made myself come until my legs shook and my breath stuttered, when my clit was so tender I couldn’t go near it, I traced my fingers along the edges of my labia, going frustratingly slow because I knew the payoff would be worth it. That it would finally empty the well inside me, leaving me soaked in my own mess but finally sated.

But Jenna’s touch rendered the area unknown. Where normally I felt a deep throbbing, a pulsing that gradually rose into a pounding ache followed by that sweet, sweet release, with her the sensation was softer. Quieter. For as dominating, as arresting, as her presence was, the way she touched me was almost sweet. Like I was a soft, fragile thing that needed tenderness, tentative touches.

It wasn’t what I usually liked. My tastes alone and with other people were much the same; I liked it hard, I liked it fast. Yet as she slipped her fingers up and down my skin, the parts that normally screamed for attention quieted, along with my mind.

And wasn’t that what I’d wanted all along? Someone to distract me, to fill my brain with something other than worries about serves and grades and what the hell I was going to do when I graduated.

When I let my eyes fall closed and my head rest in the curve of her neck, my brain was almost silent. All I heard were my own breaths, the little hitch and sigh every time she skirted her fingers close to my entrance. All I smelled was her scent, jasmine and vanilla. And all I felt were her hands on me, the one that had been holding me by the shorts releasing and slowly gliding up my stomach, to find the hardened tips of my breasts.


Chapter 3

At first, she just brushed her fingers over one nipple, and that was enough to turn the already firm tip another shade tighter, coiling pressure in my muscles that made one thigh seek the other again, my body trying to find release even though I knew the wait would be worth it.

Jenna slid our hands, still entwined, between my legs, cupping my pussy. “Needy girl, aren’t you?” She chuckled, even as she curled a finger to paint a feather-light caress across my slit.

I groaned, the sound so loud in the silent court that I immediately clapped a hand over my mouth. Before, my whole body had been suffused with warmth, but now it all fled to my cheeks, red-hot embarrassment making me straighten out of my languid position. The noise brought me out of the moment, reminded me of what we were doing. That I was letting the tennis trainer touch me in the middle of a court, shrouded only by trees and a nearby, empty parking lot. Anyone could see. Anyone could walk in and find us.

But Jenna brought me back, hushing me and coaxing me back onto her, nestling my head once again into the warm crook of her neck. “It’s okay,” she said, punctuating the statement, clearly meant to comfort, with a wet kiss at my jawline. “I like a needy girl. A vocal one, too.”

I wanted to ask if she liked a girl who could get her fired, liked a girl who was putting her scholarship, her future, at risk for an afternoon fuck. I was risking so much, being here with her. If anyone caught us . . . Well, there was no hiding what we were doing. No way we could explain her hand down my shorts and up my shirt as position adjustment, or a quick sports massage.

“Briony.” She purred my name, took her hand away from my chest so she could grasp my chin in her palm and turn my eyes toward hers. They were a startling color, rimmed in dark green with dark brown irises interrupted by flashes of gold and yellow. Almost feline in the way they looked at me, like they saw so much more than I swore I ever let show on my face, even with the people that knew me best. “You’re thinking.”

I nodded, because there was no denying it. Try as she might have to relax me, I was rigid as my racket, stiffer than a runner’s knee on a cold winter morning. My head once again full of thoughts and worries, both the ones I’d brought to the court, and new ones that had piled on since I’d come back online.

“I can’t stop,” I said, deciding to be honest. Anxiety wasn’t sexy, but I’d ruined the moment anyway. She was probably going to congratulate me on improving my serve and send me off to the showers, where I’d try not to think about her as I let the water run over my naked body, the hard nipples and swollen cunt she’d left me with.

“Let me help you.” The hand still under my shorts moved, tracing a finger back down my slit and swirling around my entrance. I harshed out a gasp when she dipped her finger inside, just deep enough that my muscles squeezed around her, trying to keep her there, coax her deeper.

“Good girl.” Those words again, settling over my body like a blanket of fire, licking all my private places with heat. “Now lie back and let me fuck you.”

I relaxed, only a shade, but it must have been enough for her, because she sank her finger deeper, one inch, then two, then three, until her middle finger disappeared inside me. At first, she just held it there, like she was waiting to see what I’d do. If I’d close my legs, try to make her move. But when I froze like I knew she wanted, counting my breaths to keep my body from wriggling and writhing, she hummed, a satisfied sound if there ever was one. And then she started to pump.

Slow, soft strokes of her finger in and out of me, curling into my G-spot and staying there just long enough to make sweat bead on my forehead, breath halt in my chest, before she withdrew again. Her other hand dropped from my chin down to my chest, cupping my breast through the fabric of my t-shirt and bra. The friction of fabric on fabric against my skin was delicious, the way she squeezed and tweaked my nipple so good I let my jaw slacken with awe.

“That’s right,” she rasped. “You like me touching you, don’t you?”

My response was a cut-off moan, because she punctuated the sentence with another finger inside me, allowing her to dedicate one digit to that sensitive bundle of nerves inside me, and the other to moving up and down. I was so wet I could hear her as it entered and withdrew, and I longed to see it, to watch her hand buried to the knuckle, but my shorts were in the way.

She must have caught me angling my head down, searching for a peek, because she backed us up, capably moving us until her back hit the fence, the echoing zing of the metal fading into the background as she shoved my shorts down my legs and bared me to the world.

And I was truly bare, shaved all over, my pale skin and a sliver of my pink cunt exposed for both of us to see. “What a pretty pussy,” she purred in my ear. “I can’t wait to taste it.”

I clenched around her again, in anticipation and desperation, too, because one of her unoccupied fingers had snuck around to my rear hole, and was tempting the taut skin there, running around the tight rosebud. I tensed at the touch, not because I didn’t like it, but because I was already so close, and the noise was starting to trickle back into my head, the anxious need for release arousing my other anxieties.

“Thinking again?” Jenna asked, halting her movements. I swallowed a scream as I forced myself to nod.

“Make me come. That’ll stop it.”

She laughed, then kissed my neck, a quick peck that nevertheless bloomed tingles that ran down my chest, lighting up my already pert nipples. The ones she hadn’t stopped teasing all this time. But I wanted more. I wanted her mouth on them, her teeth scraping against the nubs and gently biting down, just hard enough that I squealed, and she soothed the bite with a wet swipe of her tongue.

And I needed her mouth below me, too, needed her to make good on her desire to taste me. If I didn’t feel her lips against mine, teasing me open so she could stick her tongue where her fingers had been just minutes before, I’d collapse. Combust. Explode.

Before I could beg her, she twisted around me, slithering to my front like a snake. For a second, she stood there, her breath mingling with mine, her eyes torpid, half-closed like she, too, was sodden with lust. And then she kissed me.


Chapter 4

Her tongue slipped into my mouth and her hands snaked around my waist, pulling me against her. For the first time, I could feel how needy she was, too. Her tight nipples, the bloom of heat between her thighs when I slid one of mine between them.

She wanted me. She’d wanted me as much as I’d wanted her, all this time, and now she was finally showing it.

Knowing this wasn’t one-sided, that it wasn’t just her pleasuring me, getting me off, that there was something in it for her, too, undid me. My hands, which had stayed at my sides at first, now came to cup her cheek, her neck. My touch made her even greedier, her hands grasping at my shirt like it had done her wrong. She growled as she shoved it up my chest and over my head, making a similar nose when she realized that my sports bra wasn’t the easy kind you just slipped off, that she’d have to waste precious seconds undoing the clasp.

When I was finally undressed, my bra and shirt cast off over her shoulder and my shorts pulled off my legs and languishing in a pile, she drew back, letting her eyes roam from my eyes all the way to my toes. I was so rarely naked in front of someone in broad daylight, without the comfort of a sheet draped across at least some of my vulnerable parts, that I fought not to squirm under her gaze. But seeing the interest light up her eyes, her tongue peeking out to lick her bottom lip, like she was a wolf considering exactly how she’d like to devour me, kept me still.

When she finally touched me again, she didn’t kiss me, ignoring my puckered mouth, my clear desire to tangle my tongue with hers, to feel the liquid heat pulse down my core the second she coaxed my mouth open. But the disappointment was short-lived; instead, she pressed her lips to my chin, tracing a path past my belly, pausing on the curve just below my belly button that I’d always hated. Running her nose across the strip of skin and humming in appreciation, before continuing down until she was on her knees, nose level with my bare cunt.

And then she slipped her mouth around my clitoris.

Thank god there was the fence behind me, because I needed something to hold onto, something to keep me steady as she slid her tongue around the nub, learning its shape. Her hands, which had settled at my ankles, slowly skirted up my legs, until they were at the spot where hip met thigh. So close to my pussy, to the folds that needed her fingers still. And the space inside me I wanted her to fill, fill up until I couldn’t speak, could barely breath.

I’d never been fisted. Never even thought about it, beyond seeing the act in the occasional erotic story or porn video, but I wanted her to do it. I needed it, needed the overwhelming pressure of her fingers curled into a fist, then slowly spreading out, each one fanning across my walls and hitting sensitive spots I hadn’t even known existed.

Below me, Jenna groaned, breaking away long enough to say, “Fuck, you taste good, Briony. Like honey and salt.” And just like when she called me a good girl, I preened. Sure, other girls had said the same thing, but with them, the compliment had been throwaway. Whereas with Jenna, an older, more experienced lesbian who must have tasted far more cunt, it meant something. Lit me up brighter than the floodlights above us.

Then, she dove back in, bringing her mouth lower, to the top of my slit. Her thumbs inched toward my vulva, caressing it, her hands smoothing across my wetness. I arched my back, pushing my cunt into her, longing for her to take more of it, to take all of it. Instead, she leaned back onto her heels, shaking her head as she looked up at me.

“What do you want?” she asked.

I gaped at her, wondering why the hell she was talking when she could have continued eating me out, when even now she could be sinking her fingers inside me. But when she continued to stare at me, expectant, I stuttered, “F-For you to fuck me,” arousal making my mind slow as syrup, my words slurred.

“How do you want me to fuck you?”

Now she wanted me to choose? I gnashed my teeth, my emotions at the brink of collapse. All this time, I’d wanted her to have the power. To take control. And now she was ceding it back to me, when I was least capable of accepting it. Of expressing myself in anything but repeated consonants and half-formed thoughts.

A slow, Cheshire Cat smile bloomed on her face, a twinkle settling in her eye. “I just want to hear you say it. Come on, Briony. Tell me. That’s all I’m asking.”

When I didn’t immediately respond, she added, “It gets me off. Hearing it. Fuck, all of this does.” Her gaze met my breasts, my belly, my cunt again, like she was taking a trip down memory lane, revisiting all the parts of me she’d loved so far. “But this more than anything else. Tell me how you want me to fuck you, and I’ll give us both the best fucking orgasms of our lives.”

Gathering all the confidence I had left, and knowing she meant her promise, I said, “I want you to fist me.”

Her eyebrow raised, and I wasn’t sure if it was surprise or disbelief. If she was going to refuse, tell me I was too small, that she didn’t want to hurt me. When what I wanted was pleasure laced with pain, blurring the boundaries of both until it was all sensation, all coaxing my nerves into a frenzy.

I didn’t have to wonder long. Locking my eyes with hers, she drew a hand back down, curling her fingers so tight her sun-kissed skin turned white. And then she pushed the fist inside me.

At first, my muscles clenched, barring her entry, and I nearly screamed in frustration, until, still staring at me, she leaned back into my clit. Sucking it gently, softening my muscles, my cunt, until her knuckles slipped inside.

And god, did they feel good, the knuckle of her thumb brushing my G-spot, rubbing against it until my legs turned to jelly and she had to reach a hand behind me, grab onto my ass to hold me steady.

Wetness gushed out of me, easing a path for the rest of her hand, the tapered triangle conforming perfectly to my shape, my walls hugging the heat of her skin. And all this time, she was still licking my clit, the nub swollen and tight, so sensitive that, like the fist, it met the border of pain.

This past summer had been colored by the pain, too, by the soreness of physio exercises and the lancing shock of overexertion. I’d hated every minute of it, prayed for relief, and I prayed for the same now.

But I didn’t want the pain to go away; I wanted more of it, wanted the discomfort of her pushing her fist deeper into me, until I truly could take no more and begged her to stop. And then I wanted her to keep going, to fuck me hard and fast, leaving behind a soreness to remember her by. A reminder of what she’d done for me, to me. What she’d shown me.

“Please, Jenna,” I rasped, bending my knees to try and take more of her, to disappear her skin all the way to the wrist. “Fuck me.”

“Good girl, asking for what you want.” I hadn’t looked away from her, hadn’t broken our eye contact, but now I did, letting my eyes roam her face. Her cheeks were flushed, her brow slick, her chest heaving. She was close, too. I wondered if she could come just from making me. I wanted to see that, to witness our shared shattering. And then, I wanted her to fuck me again, until I was splayed out on the court, unable to move. I didn’t care who saw.

Her movements started languid, but turned frenzied, her breaths growing shallower and her face redder as she fucked. My knees quaked, my breasts grew heavy, hair stuck to the back of my neck, the pleasure climbing, climbing, like a ball just before gravity brings it down. And then I came, crying into the early evening sky, scattering crows as I shattered.

Jenna’s orgasm was quieter, all in her eyes, in the way they widened, grew moist, and the way her mouth dropped open in a silent moan. I watched the muscles of her neck tense, saw the squirt of wetness between her leggings, and then I let myself collapse into her. She caught me, brought me down to the ground with her, but rather than curling me into her arms, she rolled me onto my back, then climbed into my lap, rubbing her wet pussy into mine. It felt hollow without her hand inside it, bereft.

Until she leaned down, pressed a kiss to my jaw, and whispered, “Again. But this time, you fist me.”


Please Please Please

Yes, I just quoted Sabrina Carpenter (what can I say, she’s totally my type), but what’s a catchy tune for if not to grab your attention and ask you to please review this book! It helps other lesbian erotica readers like you find it, because Amazon is ugh and sticks adult filters on my books, making it harder for readers to find them.


Keep Up with Cara

To stay up to date on my new releases, check out my website: https://lesbianerotica.my.canva.site/
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