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Confessions of A Tennis Coach - Part
One: Nobody Needs To Know...


 


My name is Beth Traverton and I think it's
time my tale were told. It's important for me to get what happened
straight in my own head, if nothing else. I'd grown up with an
obsession with tennis that was all-consuming and it was my dream to
be the next Martina Navratilova, she was my idol. I eventually
became pretty good, I got to a few finals in singles and doubles
events, but by twenty it was dawning on me that I just wasn't good
enough to make the grade at the very top.



Once I'd accepted that, I decided that maybe becoming a tennis
coach was the next best alternative. After a couple more years
going round the circuit and getting similar results, I applied with
the LTA to do the courses necessary to quality as a tennis coach.
It only took six months to complete the four courses, learning to
coach pupils of varying ages. I quickly realised that I would get
bored and frustrated coaching beginners and children, and
gravitated towards coaching young adults who just needed fine
tuning in their game.



This eventually became my speciality when I finally started working
as a coach and built up a good reputation in tennis circles as
someone who could bring out the best in a pupil. One day someone
suggested that I could even form my own tennis academy. It seemed
rather ambitious but when a wealthy aunt left me a generous sum in
her will, I started taking the idea seriously. As I specialized in
grass court tennis it made sense for it to be a summer school, when
the weather would be favourable for playing most of the time.



Now, by this stage in my life, I'd fully come to terms with being
lesbian, just like my idol Martina was, which helped. I had always
kept my sex life well away from my profession, as it would of
course have been dangerous to mix the two. But I have to admit that
I had coached some very attractive young ladies, and though my
behaviour was always professional, I had to confess to myself that
this attraction was a factor in preferring to coach female
players.



This didn't stop me making my summer school for girls who were
18-21 only, and targeting this niche meant I had less competition
from other schools of a similar nature. I didn't have a problem
with men at all, but I did decide to choose an all female staff as
I thought this would actually reduce the risk of any teacher/pupil
attraction occurring, which was more common amongst male coaches
where the girls sometimes developed a crush. Besides, it made sense
to pick staff who were already good friends of mine.



I'll never forget the excitement of finding a suitable place that
had the necessary tennis courts and accommodation for what I was
trying to achieve. As it was a summer school I had managed to find
a school willing to let me rent out the premises during the weeks
it wasn't being used and so my chosen staff and myself set about
planning the schedule and how we were going to deal with all the
extraneous aspects like meal times and what we would eat. I ended
up hiring one the school cooks to take care of that.



We worked out that as there would be ten coaches, including me,
that we'd be able to teach sixty girls all together using a rota
system. With all the details in place, the time finally came to
advertise for pupils for the upcoming summer. I knew that my summer
school would attract the most devoted tennis players. The ones who
weren't that serious wouldn't be prepared to give up their summer
just for arduous tennis practice. I just worried that there
wouldn't be enough applying.....



I need not have fretted though, every coach seemed to have 4 or 5
pupils showing interest, and I had closer to ten. In the end, we
had too turn a few girls down which was something I had not thought
would happen. One of my newer students, Nicola Stevens, signed up
immediately, and I wondered whether she was just applying out of a
possible crush on me she had been showing signs of lately. She was
a promising player, but I was a little concerned that she may try
and test the teacher/pupil divide.



Away from home, most people behave more adventurously, and I had to
admit to myself that she was a very attractive young lady.
Eighteen, pretty as a picture, long dark hair with an enviable
figure and pert, perky breasts that seemed to strain against her
tennis shirt, she was a sight for anyone to behold. She was so
eager to please that her skills had come along in leaps and bounds
since I'd started teaching her a few weeks ago. She was effusively
friendly towards me and I could sense the physical chemistry
between us, but my boundaries were very strict at that point.



At last the day arrived when the students arrived after a nervous
few days getting everything in place. I made a welcoming speech,
then handed out the itinerary and divided the students amongst the
staff. Nicola had been brought by her rather attractive Aunt
Rebecca and specifically asked to be put in my group, which I
consented to. I could have no possible objection, after
all...



Intensive classes began the next day and to my amazement,
everything was running smoothly. I was worried that we might
struggle with the logistical side of things, but an all female
situation was turning out to be incredibly easy to manage after
all. My first lesson with Nicola was very enjoyable, she was
clearly there to work hard at her game, and I was able to stop
worrying about her intentions for coming.



It was in the second week though that I sensed the growing
chemistry between us. Our lessons were two hours long and in close
proximity for prolonged periods, which meant a degree of closeness
and light flirting were soon unavoidable. That summer was extremely
hot and sultry and I have to confess the sight of Nicola's lissom
body covered in beads of perspiration was very arousing.



There was an enjoyably sensual lesson where I instructed her on the
correct arc of her arm for an effective backhand, my hands on her
arms and shoulders. I saw her close her eyes, clearly favouring the
moment of our physical contact. I shouldn't have been so 'hands-on'
but, away from normal life, it somehow felt like whatever happened
here somehow wouldn't count....that the normal consequences
wouldn't apply. I had no intention of stepping over the line, but I
was greatly enjoying the sensuality bubbling under the
surface.



It was the last tuition day of that week, we took Sunday off to
relax, when things went a little further. I don't know whether it
was genuine or not, I suspect not, but after about an hour into our
session, two o' clock heat burning down on us, Nicola fell to the
floor with a screech. She claimed she had badly twisted her ankle
and clutched it, whimpering. Naturally, I rushed over and checked
to see if it was broken. It wasn't but Nicola insisted "Miss
Traverton, I don't want to risk walking on it in case I make it
worse...I think I better be carried back to the dorm...".



I wondered whether this was all a ruse but I couldn't know for
sure. Carrying an eighteen year old girl wasn't easy and I tried
not to look at her admiring gaze as I took her back to her
dormitory, placing her on her back in bed. "Thank you, Miss....I
do hope I can be better for Monday, I'm loving every minute of our
lessons....you are the best coach I've ever had..." she said
sweetly. "Thank you Nicola...kind of you to say...you have
tomorrow to rest now though...".



She nodded and looked rather deflated, perhaps knowing she would
have to maintain her ruse all of tomorrow, instead of enjoying
recreational tennis and free time with the other girls. She looked
up and said "Would you mind just rubbing it for a bit? It has
really helped with the pain when it's happened before....". I
could see what she was up to, but I had no reason to object. I
nodded and sat on the edge of her bed. Taking her ankle on my lap,
I began to rub it slowly. It didn't appear to be swelling up, but I
played along all the same.



She let out a soft sigh and said "That feels sooo nice....".
It was an incredibly sensual moment, no-one else in the dorm except
us, all the other girls out on the courts having lessons. I could
sense the tension mounting between us, my nipples starting to
tingle with excitement. In my mind I was telling myself that she
was clearly feigning injury and it could lead to trouble. But
another part of me, a lesser part of me, was enjoying this way too
much to care. She was reeling me in and I just couldn't help
myself.



"I twisted my knee a little too, when I went down....would it be
too much to ask you to rub it there too, Miss?" she asked, her
angelic face enough to win anyone over. "It does looks a little
sore and swollen..." I replied, lying to myself. I slowly ran
my hand up her leg to her knee, then began rubbing it slowly with
both hands. "Oh, that's blissss....." she sighed, her
expression almost orgasmic. She knew exactly what she was doing, I
was putty in her hands by that point.


I looked around and the thought flickered through my
mind that we could share a moment of intimacy without being caught.
We would hear the outer doors opening before they would enter the
dorm, so the coast was clear. The fact that it was against all my
principles made it all the more inviting. I could see that Nicola
wanted it too and she finally made it obvious by spreading her legs
and saying "Maybe you could kiss it better,
Miss.....".



The sight of her toned, shapely thighs was almost too much but when
I realised she hadn't been wearing panties, her delicious peach
just visible under the folds of her skirt. She let her hand stray
up to her skirt and lifted it, exposing her beautiful waxed-bare
snatch and I knew at that second that I wouldn't be able to resist.
"This stays between us..." I said and she nodded with a
playful smile on her lips.



I moved nearer and brought my mouth to her legs, softly kissing her
knee. She let out a soft squeal then put her hand on the back of my
head and brought it to her other leg. She then pulled it gently, so
that I started to move my mouth up her thighs. My nipples had
hardened in my tennis shirt and I could see hers poking through her
tight shirt, her pert breasts straining against the fabric. I was
starting to get very wet and knew she must be too....



I traced the line of her inner thighs with my mouth, then ran my
tongue along each one, her squeals now frequent and breathless. I
pushed her legs apart wider with my hands on her knees, and
delved my head to the top of her thighs, driving her wild by softly
kissing them, prolonging the moment of licking her pussy. After two
minutes of moans and groans she could bear the tension no more and
pulled my head between her legs, squealing "Lick me!".



I finally obliged and let my tongue devour her perfect split peach,
roaming over her labial lips and flicking against her bulging
little clit, the head poking out of its pink hood. She had to put
one hand on her mouth to stifle the noise of her pleasure as I
licked and lapped over and over, her taste on my tongue, my face
soon becoming glazed with her pussy dew. The taste was unreal,
sweet and yet spicy, and I tongued her greedily like a woman
possessed. This moment had been building from the second we met,
and it felt so damn good.



I didn't stop till it was literally dripping off my face. I climbed
up her body and we shared a passionate, sticky kiss, our tongues
entwining and dancing in each other's mouths. As we kissed, I
started helping her out of her tennis shirt, eager to get my mouth
on her pert, lovely breasts. We both yanked our shirts off each
other, our kissing briefly interrupted as we threw them to the side
and clumsily unclasped each other's bra.



Before I could move my mouth to hers, she had seized upon my own
breasts and it felt divine. She looked up at me adoringly as she
circled my areola with a busy tongue then sucked on my reddened,
swollen nipple, moving from one to the other. It felt
overwhelmingly erotic and I groaned deeply, closing my eyes to
savour the sensation, shivers running up on my spine, my skin
covered in goosebumps....



"Yes, suck on them my darling....." I sighed and she gave
thoroughly good suck to each nipple as my hand strayed down to her
cunny, rubbing her soaking lips and throbbing clit. She then moved
her mouth down to my stomach, her hands disappearing under my
tennis skirt and dragging down my white cotton panties, which I
stepped out of. She frantically kissed and licked my toned,
muscular thighs, then her head disappeared under my skirt
































































cover.jpg
il S 1—3\





