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Confessions of
A Tennis Coach - Part Two: Games of Temptation

 


 


After being
caught by Jackie whilst having sex with Nicola in her dormitory,
things were obviously rather different from then on. Nicola enjoyed
teasing me no end during tennis coaching lessons and her relentless
flirting became so outrageous that I worried others would notice.
Eventually, I had to inform her that if she kept it up she'd been
sent home in disgrace from the tennis academy.



This helped to rein her in a bit, but I was concerned that she
wouldn't be able to resist telling someone about what happened. I
obviously wasn't the only one, as a couple of days later I got on
knock on my door in the evening. The tennis coaches were all
staying in a separate building, and I had the largest room of
course. I opened the door and Jackie was stood there with a smile
and a bottle of wine. "I think we need to chat about the other
day...." she said and I nodded, gesturing her in.



As we relaxed on the sofa with a glass of red wine in hand Jackie
voiced her concerns. "What I walked in on the other day was
amazing....but what if it had been someone else? And what if Nicola
can't resist telling just one person?" she asked,
understandably. I nodded in agreement, replying "These are all
things that have crossed my mind...my other problem is Nicola
teasing me during lessons, she's a real temptress...".



Jackie looked serious and said "You mustn't give into temptation
again, its too risky...all the work it took to get this academy off
the ground could be ruined by her....that's not to say the other
day wasn't one of the hottest sexual experiences of my life....but
I can't help thinking of that tennis coach who had an affair with
her student...they ended up getting caught having sex by the girl's
mother...imagine that!".



That was certainly food for thought and I briefly found myself
imagining getting caught with Nicola by her attractive Auntie, but
pushed such distracting images from my mind. "Certainly not an
ideal scenario...don't worry, I'll be treading carefully in
future...isn't there a student you are attracted to though? One you
have at least fantasized about?" I asked. Jackie blushed
after another swig of wine and looked up coyly, replying
"Well...yes actually...one of my pupils Jessica Adams is
lovely....nothing like Nicola but I wouldn't say no given the
chance....".



I smiled, knowing full well who she meant. Jessica was blonde,
extremely pretty and sweetly innocent, often wearing her hair in
pigtails which added to her girliness. I'd fantasized about her
myself several times but Jessica seemed like butter wouldn't melt
in her mouth. "She's delicious...but I suppose we should
both stick to fantasy from now on if we want to stay out of
trouble!" I responded, and we finished our bottle of wine, then
Jackie returned to her room as the hour was getting late.



I had rather erotic dreams that night about Jessica and she was in
my thoughts the next few days after that conversation. Both Jackie
and myself were rather amazed when we saw Nicola chatting and
giggling with her during lunch, and that night Jackie was in my
room again, with another bottle of wine in hand of course. She was
rather concerned that their blossoming friendship would lead to
Nicola blabbing about what happened in her dorm, and that word
would get out.



I was less concerned myself having pondered it, pointing out that
even if Nicola spread the rumour it didn't mean everyone would
believe her. It was so far-fetched that it gave me almost a sense
of security, most of the girls would simply be sceptical, at least
without evidence. As the wine flowed once more, Jackie started
suggesting that maybe Nicola would be rather keen to lead the shy
Jessica astray, which would actually be rather beneficial, as
Jessica would not want anyone to know if anything happened.



This made sense and so we were rather more relaxed as we observed
Nicola and Jessica becoming best friends over the next week or so,
often playing tennis together in their free time. Nicola was still
a relentless tease though, and would complain during lessons that
involved the more tedious but necessary practice shots. I suddenly
struck upon a rather good idea to get her to behave herself
though.

 

 


When Nicola
next complained about having to do repetitious routines during our
training session, I was able to placate her with the idea of
playing a doubles match on the Friday, if she kept her routines up
all week. Jackie and myself versus Nicola and Jessica. She seemed
to like that idea very much, and was good as gold after that.
Knowing Nicola as I did though, I started wondering whether her
mischievous mind was getting to work. But what on earth could she
do? It would simply be a doubles match, in full view of everyone
else.

 


The rest of the
week passed by uneventfully, though Jackie and myself often noticed
Nicola and Jessica conspiratorially giggling together as their
friendship blossomed and I did wonder whether their friendship was
still platonic. After all, I had no idea what the girls got up to
in the dorms after tennis classes, though privacy would be
difficult.

 


Friday came
around, and Jackie met me with Jessica on the main court where I
was warming up with Nicola. Jessica was looking very cute with her
hair in pigtails so her hair wouldn't get in the way of her
playing. As Jackie and myself were experienced players we'd agreed
to not play our 'A game' to give them half a chance at competing
with us. We played a few games in the sweltering heat, and I was
rather enjoying seeing these two gorgeous young women bouncing and
darting around in their short tennis skirts.

 


As the sun beat
down on one of the hottest days of the year, we were all starting
to perspirate, which only made the girls look even sexier, as the
beads of sweat dripped off them. For some reason, Nicola started
playing rather badly, knocking easy volleys into the net, or simply
playing strange shots and managing to lose the ball by hitting it
out of the court into the nearby forest. "Well, we won't find
that in a hurry! ' she

said with a giggle as she hit another ball out of the court.
"That's the fourth ball you've lost, it's like you're trying
to!" I replied, feeling baffled.

 


I couldn't work
out what she was up to, but it started to transpire a set later
when she'd managed to lose all the eight balls we had brought onto
court. "It's this new racket Miss, it's so springy, I can't
control it... if I can get another one from the supply room, I can
bring us some more balls too..." she explained, convincingly. I
saw no harm in her solution to the problem, and thought nothing of
it. She took Jessica with her though, claiming she couldn't carry
everything on her own.

 


Jackie and I
entertained ourselves with a few games of our own as we awaited
their return, but when they'd been gone twenty minutes, I started
to grow suspicious. "Do you think they are up to no good?"
said to Jackie with a smile. "I don't know, but I think we
should find out!" came her swift reply. The supply room was
only five minutes walk so I knew Nicola was taking longer than
necessary and we

weren't surprised to find the supply room locked when we got
there.

 


Jackie smiled
and I got down on one knee to look through the keyhole. I knew the
kind of thing I was about to see, but was none the less taken aback
by the beguiling sight of Jessica, still in her tennis skirt,
leaning against a wall as Nicola had her face buried between her
legs whilst on her knees. I felt myself getting wet
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