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To all the people who encouraged me to try swimming. If they had known that this would be the result, they never would have done it
































“See you on Monday!" Laura waved to her friends as they pulled away from the curb, shouting goodbyes out the car windows. The day had been one for the books; they’d headed downtown for shopping and lunch, and for a few blessed hours, Laura had been able to forget all about the stresses of high school. The ridiculous amounts of homework, the crLaura, unreasonable teachers, the cliques...it had all faded away.

Now, though, standing on her house’s front walk, she realized how ephemeral that relief had been. Inside, she knew that her parents were waiting, and that she would have to come up with something, anything, to say to them about her search for extracurricular activities. She’d blown through all her bullshit, stalled for months – it was all bound to come crashing down. The question wasn’t if, but when.

She took a deep breath and headed inside the house. There they were, sitting side by side on the couch in the living room; it was a pose that screamed lecture time. Her father, especially, loved to spring these things on Laura at the most inconvenient possible occasions. Spoiling the afterglow of a day out on the town would be right up his alley.

Her mother called out to her: “How was your day, Laura? Come in here, your father and I want to ask you something.”

Cautiously, quietly, Laura stepped into the living room. “Um, hi.”

“Hello, hello!” said her father. “I hope you had a wonderful Saturday. We just wanted to know one thing.”

“Gosh,” said Laura, “could it be that you’re worried about my college prospects and disappointed that I haven’t made more of an effort to find extracurricular activities to beef up my application?” As the words left her mouth, she instantly regretted them; it could be hard to repress her sarcasm, but now was not the time.

Her mother’s mouth flattened into a thin line. “That’s exactly what we were wondering about, actually.”

“Yes,” said her father. “You know, your grandfather and his father before him got into Yale on lacrosse scholarships. I may not have kept up the family tradition in that respect, but…”

“Baseball certainly didn’t hurt your father’s application to Yale either,” her mother cut in. “Maybe he was a little bit of a partier, but he had an advantage because of that sport. If he had gotten in, I’m sure that would have been why.”

Her father cleared his throat. “Anyway,” he said, “you have goals, and we’d like to see you meet them...so try to find an activity. Do it as soon as possible. Find a sport, if you can.”

“I...I’m not sure I really want to…do a sport,” said Laura. She imagined herself sweating her way around the track, getting kicked in the shins at soccer practice, falling off a pommel horse in gymnastics. That kind of stress was not what she needed.

“Please, Laura,” said her mother. “We’re just looking out for what’s best for you. Sometimes in life we all have to eat our vegetables. This is one of those times.”

“Think about it this way,” said her father. “The vegetables thing, sure. But also: If you don’t sign up for a sport, I will personally enroll you in All Ages Marimba at the community center. I don’t want to have to do it. I don’t want you to have to figure out how to play an instrument you’ve never touched in front of a bunch of eight-year-olds and senior citizens. I also don’t want to have to pay $15 a week for you to do something you hate. But if that’s what it takes to get you out and doing things that will look good on your college applications, then I swear to God I-”

Smiling desperately, her mother broke in. “Anyway, Laura, we feel like you should give this a look. Don’t do it for us; do it for you. This is about your future. It’s important.”

Laura heaved a sigh. “Okay, fine,” she said. “I’ll sign up for a sport. I get it.”

“Good!” said her father. “Do it on Monday. No dragging your feet like usual!”

* * *

That night in bed, Laura thought about what she’d finally agreed to do. There could be no more excuses; that was clear. She had to find a sport, and she had to do it soon.

As she thought about it, she realized that, all things considered, it really wasn’t a bad idea. Her grades weren’t amazing, just average, and if she wanted any chance at getting into her long-shot schools – Dartmouth, for example – she really needed to brush up on whatever she could. Her current “extracurricular,” hanging around the drama club and doing warmups with them without ever actually being in a production, wasn’t something she’d be able to put on an application. So a sport might work in her favor.

That said, most of the sports really were awful. Cross country and ultimate frisbee were big group sports, meaning that Laura ran the risk of being trampled by the kind of mountain gorillas who took them really seriously, and a lot of the others, like soccer and gymnastics, were the kind of thing people had been doing for fifteen years already. That left...what, swimming?

Actually, swimming didn’t sound so bad. Sure, her suit was pretty old, but it fit okay, and she knew a few girls on the swim team. It was also an individual sport that couldn’t involve any physical contact. Getting up early would suck, but it was just for a semester or two, right?

It was the least-worst of a bunch of terrible options. Laura resolved to get up early on Monday, head over to the activities office, and ask them to add her to the team.

* * *

“They’re all full.”

“Excuse me, what?” Laura was looking over the shoulder of Mrs. Finkenhauer, the bespectacled head of the Activities office, as the older woman gestured using a mouse cursor at an unreadably cramped spreadsheet with probably thousands of entries.

“All the clubs and activities. They’re all full. The enrollment period ended three weeks ago. You got an email about that.”

Come to think of it, Laura did remember an email along those lines. At the time, her strategy had been stalling until her parents forgot about her activities, so she’d ignored it. “Um...so...there’s no way I could be added to the swim team?”

“What did I just say?” asked Mrs. Finkenhauer, peering over her glasses at Laura. “The swim team is actually over capacity. There was a spot open on the Wrestling team which you could have taken, but that got filled on Friday.”

Honestly, even though it was making her life harder, Laura couldn’t manage to be mad that someone had gotten that spot before her. Wrestling was the worst. “Okay, but, like...I really need to do something this semester. Otherwise the only extracurricular I’m going to have on my college apps is ‘hiding from my parents’ – and I don’t really think Bowdoin would go for that one.” Again, the sarcasm was misplaced, but at this point things were just getting ridiculous. She was actually looking for activities for once, and now they were all full? Really?

Mrs. Finkenhauer sighed. “I don’t get paid enough for this. Well...the school was thinking of launching a new sport this year. Diving. They even hired a coach, but there wasn’t enough interest, so he’s helping with the swim team now. If you’d be willing to dive, though, he’d be happy to work with you, I’m sure.”

“It would just be me?” asked Laura. “That sounds...a little awkward.”

The other woman shrugged. “I’m magicking up a program specifically for you. You can deal with it, or you can end up with no extracurriculars.”

Laura sighed. “You’re right, I’m sorry.” Being alone with the coach would be weird, but maybe they’d find more people to join the team. And diving itself wouldn’t be so bad. “Okay, I’ll do it. Count me in.”

“There,” said Mrs. Finkenhauer. “Wasn’t that easy? You get placed in a program, Coach Wilson gets something to do in the afternoons, and I get you out of my office. It’s a win-win-win.”

“Um, right,” said Laura. “When would this be?”

“Well, normally it would be in the morning, but the swim team still needs to shape up, so...probably the afternoons. Tuesday, Thursday, and Friday, three to five. I’m sure you’ll have the time of your life.” Turning away from Laura, Mrs. Finkenhauer made a note in her massive spreadsheet and then turned to another monitor, where she began typing an email.

Well, that was a problem solved...and potentially another one created. Feeling apprehensive, Laura left the office.

* * *

The next day, Laura came out of the girls’ changing room at the pool five minutes late. She’d left class on time, but the delay was due to a realization that her swimsuit was not what it needed to be anymore. On the bottom, it was more or less okay, but on top...well, she’d clearly grown a bit more than she’d realized over the past few years. Her perky boobs were contained, but only barely. She’d had to quickly tie her long brown hair into a ponytail before hurrying to meet the coach.

She had no idea what Coach Wilson actually looked like; a friendly welcome email she’d gotten from him the night before hadn’t contained a picture or anything. So when she spotted the specimen on the other side of the pool, she did a double take. A tall, muscular man was stretching his arms and legs, seemingly unaware that he was being watched. A short, trimmed beard rounded out his jawline nicely, and...was it normal for a diving coach to wear a Speedo? Maybe not, but she was really, really glad that this one had.

Looking up, he noticed her and gave her a friendly wave. Waving back, she walked around the pool and met him near the diving board. “Are you Laura?” he asked, smiling broadly.

“Yep,” she said. “And...I’m here to learn to dive, I guess.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said, extending a large hand. “Do you have any experience with diving?”

“Um…” said Laura, shaking it. Being so near a scantily clad man was making her feel a little...funny. It wasn’t just his toned body, either; his blue eyes were kind and gentle, easy to get lost in. “Into bed? Onto the couch? Other than that, not very often.”

Coach Wilson laughed. “Oh, I like you. Well, starting from the beginning is a lot of fun, even if there is a lot to learn! But you’ll do fine as the first-ever member of the girl’s diving team. We’ll get going with the basics...oh, but first, please call me Aaron. To the swim team, I’m Coach Wilson, but that’s weird when there are just the two of us, right?”

“Okay, sure...Aaron,” Laura said. For some reason, she already felt comfortable around him, and using his first name didn’t feel weird. “I’m pretty sure I’m going to be awful at this, but you seem like a patient guy.”

“You know, it’s good to have realistic expectations,” said Aaron, “but there’s no way you’ll be as bad at diving as I was when I was your age. I had some kind of a mental block, so it was just belly flops for the first two months. As long as you have half a brain and some common sense, you’ll do better than that. Now, why don’t we start with some stretching?”

Laura laughed. “I can probably do that right, at least.” Together, they headed over to the mat area by the side of the pool, and Aaron led her through a series of stretches that were apparently designed to help with her diving form. Though some of them were simply too difficult for her, others, stretches that she should have been able to do, felt nearly impossible; she was just too distracted by watching Aaron do them first. The way his muscles moved, the way his large body twisted itself gracefully into all kinds of shapes...it was hypnotizing.

“Obviously we’re on the ground here,” said Aaron, as they both attempted a sort of backwards pretzel shape that Laura could barely even get started with, “but this is exactly the same in the air. I assume you’ve seen the Olympics, right? Diving is always big in the summer.”

“Sure,” said Laura. Diving was always one of the things that she turned off whenever it came on; she had always preferred swimming and gymnastics. But now wasn’t the time to tell Aaron that, was it?

“Okay,” said Aaron. “So then you’ve seen how they do the flips, right? There’s a move sort of like this.” He got out of the backwards pretzel and sat up, legs straight out in front of him, before bending his torso forwards until it was resting on his thighs. If he had wanted to, he could have kissed his knees. It was impressive. “This is much harder to do in midair – but if you can’t do it on the ground, you can’t do it off the diving board. Obviously, we’re not starting with that move today...but I think we should get started with diving, and stretching really, really helps. Come on, let’s head over to the board.” Obediently, Laura followed Aaron over to the diving boards. To her dismay, he headed past the low dive, which had always been her favorite, and headed for the high dive instead. “Why don’t you stay down here, and I’ll show you what a basic dive is going to look like. Note how I reach a vertical alignment pretty quickly after I jump – you’ll want to do that too.” As Laura watched, he climbed the ladder – the view from the back was just as nice as it was from the front, she noted with a grin – and stood up on the board. Swinging his arms, he closed his eyes for a moment and then dashed towards the end of the board, catapulting himself off before straightening out in midair and slipping cleanly into the water with very little splashing. A moment later, he surfaced, gasping, and then flashed her a smile. “Why don’t you give that a try?”

“Um...okay,” said Laura. She was realizing that she had a latent fear of heights. Watching Aaron climb the ladder had given her a faint feeling of vertigo, and she couldn’t even imagine jumping off the board. Oh, well. One step at a time. Slowly, cautiously, she climbed the ladder and then stood at the top, staring down the long metal board at the precipitous drop beyond the other end. “I, uh...it’s kinda been a while since I last did this…”

“The first few times are never easy,” said Aaron, using an encouraging tone that made him awfully hard to refuse. “Think about it this way: You’re a graceful dolphin.”

“Um, I…” To her horror, Laura felt a blush creeping over her cheeks before she realized that Aaron hadn’t meant what he’d said as a literal compliment. She wondered if he could see. How embarrassing would that be? Quick, deflect, deflect! “I’m, uh, feeling more like a big heavy rock right now.”

There was a pause before Aaron answered. Laura didn’t look down – couldn’t, with the feeling of dizziness that crept in before she did anything at that height – but she suspected he had seen her blush. “...Well, think of it this way. There’s a weight attached to your hands, and you just let it pull you in the direction of gravity. You can do it!”

“...Okay,” said Laura. She didn’t want to disappoint Aaron now. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and, before she could think about it, dashed forwards. She felt herself springing off the edge of the board, and now she was in open space, plunging downwards. Remembering Aaron’s advice, she let gravity tilt her hands towards the earth. It was working! It was-

And then she hit the water with a massive splash. The wind was knocked clean out of her by the massive, painful belly flop, and then she felt herself sinking, disoriented, struggling to regain control of her limbs. Not a great start, she thought ruefully.

Just then, she felt a hand grabbing her arm, pulling her to the surface. It was Aaron! Sputtering and gasping, she tried to rub the water out of her eyes and regain her breath. Once she could open her eyes again, she saw that Aaron was treading water a few feet away from her, watching her with a smile on his face. How had he gotten to her so quickly?

Finally, Laura had recovered enough to be able to speak. “I think I was right about the rock thing.” She laughed, a bit sheepishly.

“For a first dive?” he said. “That wasn’t bad at all, actually. For one thing, you managed to start the midair turn, which is something that a lot of people don’t get for quite a while. Sure, the...splashdown was a little chaotic, but we all start somewhere.”

“I guess so,” she said. “Um...thanks for helping me.” A blush was spreading over her face once again, and she couldn’t meet Aaron’s eyes, couldn’t even look at him, but she knew he could see.

“I was prepared for that to happen,” said Aaron. “Sometimes we all need someone to bail us out, right? The first dive can be a little hairy, but now it’s behind you!”

“Yeah, I guess it is,” said Laura. Really, the dive hadn’t been so bad. She hadn’t been prepared for the landing, but the feeling of falling through the air was kind of nice, actually.

“Why don’t I go up there with you this time?” he asked, beginning to paddle back over to the side of the pool. “We can work on your jumping form.” Together, they got out of the pool and climbed the ladder once again. Now that Laura’s swimsuit was wet, her nipples were clearly visible through the stretched fabric. Hopefully he didn’t notice; today was just turning into one of those days.

Back on top of the diving board, Aaron led Laura out to the very end and pointed down to the water. “It’s hard to think of something that far below as a target...but it is. Imagine that you’re an arrow; you want to fly straight, right? Here, come and stand at the edge, like you’re about to jump off.”

“Sure,” said Laura, “but, um...you will be there to catch me if I start to fall off, right?” She had to squeeze past Aaron to get out to the edge of the board, which led to them nearly touching for a few blessed moments. She was so distracted that she almost stepped off into space, but stopped herself at the last second.

“I’m right here,” said Aaron, “so don’t worry about falling. Okay, show me your diving form. Imagine that you’re about to dive off the board.” Looking nervously down at the water, Laura got into roughly the position she’d been in the time before. She hadn’t had time to be scared during the first jump, but now she definitely did.

“I think this is more or less how I did it,” she said. “I was just trying to copy the Olympic divers, but I’m not sure it worked out exactly right!”

“Oh, I see,” said Aaron. Suddenly, Laura felt his hand on her shoulder, gently pulling her upright. “You actually want to be standing more or less straight up and down when you jump. It makes tricks easier, and gives you more time to maneuver.” She was barely listening, though; the feeling of his touch was electric, and she realized she was getting hot, even after climbing out of the cold pool.

After a moment, though, Laura caught on to what her coach had been saying and straightened up as much as she could. “Okay, um...like this?”

“Not that much,” said Aaron, smiling. “This isn’t a military review.” Touching her back gently, he bent her over just a little, leaving her back straight but relaxed and limber. “Okay, now the next thing…” Soon, the lesson was flying by. Laura made more jumps in two hours than she had in her whole life, but it was a ton of fun...and it didn’t hurt that her coach seemed to be getting hotter by the second. It wasn’t just his body, though that didn’t hurt; it was his warm, kind manner, his gentle but firm touches, his patience...every little thing made him more and more irresistible to her. When the lesson ended, and she was showering in the changing room, she found herself wondering if anything would ever happen between them. Obviously, that would be wrong...but sometimes wrong felt good.

Sighing, she allowed herself to relax in the hot water. Maybe doing sports this semester wouldn’t be so bad after all.

* * *

The next day, Wednesday, couldn’t go by quickly enough for Laura. She wanted to get back to diving, but life insisted on throwing all kinds of nonsense at her, with tests, group work, and a horrible, excruciating fitness challenge in P.E. Shouldn’t it be illegal to make people who were just a little over a year away from being done with high school altogether do P.E.? Groaning, she did her best, with the knowledge that the torment would be followed by hours of homework. Luckily, a few of her friends were in the class with her, and together they could joke their way through the pain.

The morning after that, though, she knew something had gone wrong; her limbs were horribly, horribly stiff. The gym teacher, a fossilized creature whose parents had probably been born in the nineteenth century, didn’t believe in warmups or cooldowns. Now, Laura, and probably most of the rest of the class as well, was paying the price.

As she shuffled and stumbled her way through the school day, Laura kept hoping that her muscles would loosen up, and they did, but only the tiniest bit. How would she possibly be able to dive like this? Not only that, but she was worried about disappointing Aaron. She wouldn’t even be as good as she had been on Tuesday.

Once more, Laura stuffed herself into her too-small swimsuit and headed out to the pool. She thought she felt eyes on her body, and looked around before noticing Aaron stretching in the far corner. Had he...had he been watching her? It certainly didn’t seem like he had – but then who could it have been? She felt a shiver of excitement. If he felt the same way she did…

Aaron looked over and waved to her once she had gotten closer. “Hey, Laura!”

“Hey!” she said, walking up to the mats. “I’m excited to get started today, but, um…”

“Were you in that gym class yesterday?” he asked. “With the ‘fitness challenge?’ Some of the swim team was complaining about that.”

“Yeah, I was, actually,” said Laura. “You know those pasta machines? The ones that flatten the dough out between the two rollers before they cut it? I feel like I’ve been through one of those.”

“I get it,” said Aaron. “I swear, some people have a completely medieval approach to exercise. Well, let’s do some easier stretches to start, then.” Together, they did basic yoga poses – Child’s, downward dog, mountain – and other gentle stretches, but nothing was helping much. The soreness and stiffness lingered in Laura’s muscles no matter what she tried to stretch.

Soon, Aaron had abandoned his own stretches and was giving Laura his undivided attention. His hands guided her, helping her to work the muscles she’d need to dive. Each time he touched her, allowed his fingers to brush against her, she felt an electric shock, a spark of arousal and desire. Soon, she found herself breathing heavily, even though she had still done no actual exercise. How did he do this to her?

Despite her coach’s efforts, though, Laura’s muscles weren’t much better than before, and she had to tell him so when he asked if she was feeling any more loosened up. For a moment, he paused, rubbing his chin; it was a pose she found incredibly sexy. Then he turned to her. “Well, I wouldn’t normally offer this, but...believe it or not, I’m a licensed massage therapist as well as a diving coach. That’s what I do on days when I don’t have lessons to teach. If you want, I could...work you over.” As he said it, a strange tone crept into his voice, a tone Laura had never heard before. She didn’t know what it meant, but it only stoked the fire between her thighs.

“That...might just work,” she said. She had to fight to keep any edge of excitement out of her voice. Why on Earth wouldn’t she want a massage from the hottest man she’d ever gotten even this far with? But she couldn’t let him know that.

“In that case,” said Aaron, “I’ll get started; you should probably start lying on your stomach. Have you ever had a proper massage before?”

Flipping over, Laura looked up at her coach. “Once or twice...but never from a guy like you.” As she said it, her eyes widened. Why had that slipped out? “Um, I mean...uh, the other massage people were women. Yeah.”

Aaron paused. The pool area wasn’t that well-lit, but Laura could have sworn a tinge of redness had come into his face. “Y-yeah, there aren’t too many guys in the business.” He began to rub her back and shoulders, and she had to suppress the urge to let out a moan; it felt so good. Each area he worked felt wonderful afterwards, like she had just gotten out of bed after a restful night of sleep.

Neither of them said a word as he worked his way over her shoulders, down her back, and then around her thighs, carefully avoiding grabbing her ass or doing anything even remotely questionable. She could tell, though, that he was feeling the heat just like she was; his breathing had grown heavier, and his motions were deeper, more luxurious, than they had been at the beginning.

When Aaron finished with the backs of Laura’s thighs, he gently flipped her over and began to work his way down the fronts of her arms and legs, again carefully avoiding her breasts – which must have been hard to resist, nearly bursting out of her swimsuit – and worked her calves and shins too.

As her coach’s hands drew closer to her feet, Laura worked herself up into a frenzy of anticipation. She had always felt strange about feet, about hers and about other peoples’, and...well, the thought of this attractive man massaging her feet was endlessly arousing for some reason.

To her dismay, though, he stopped once he got to her ankles. “Feeling...better now?”

“I am,” she said, “but...I think my feet are kind of sore too. They’re important for diving, right?”

“Your...feet?” Aaron asked. “Are...are you sure?” Now she could be sure of it: a blush had spread over his entire face. He was adorable, he really was.

“If...if you don’t mind,” said Laura. Cautiously, her coach took one of her feet into his hands, holding it near his face, and began to gently massage. Because she was on her back, she could see the entire process; it was incredibly, incredibly erotic to see him tenderly working one of the most sensitive parts of her body.

Aaron had started at her heel, but by the time he’d reached the ball of Laura’s foot, her pussy was soaking, crying out for relief, and she was on the point of simply begging him to fuck her, but she couldn’t, she couldn’t. Still, the gentle pressure of his hands was driving her wild like nothing else ever had, and she knew that her arousal would only become more desperate with time.

Her coach was having similar problems. A bulge had very clearly grown in his Speedo, and his brow was furrowed as he seemingly struggled to keep himself under control. As he massaged, though, he was gradually raising her foot higher and higher, closer and closer to his face, and she wondered whether he wanted to – whether he was like her, and he –

“You can...you can do whatever you...whatever you want to my feet,” she said. The urge to say something, anything, had become completely irrepressible, and her inhibitions seemed to have melted away. She blushed furiously, but couldn’t look away from him. Would he think she was some kind of freak?

“I...anything?” he asked, cautiously. “I don’t know what…”

“Aaron, I…” Laura paused, searching for words. “You know how I feel. I can’t go on like this. I need you...now. And I think you feel the same way.” The words hung in the air for a minute, and then Aaron sighed.

“Okay, fine,” he said. “Fine. I told myself I would never do this. Maybe it’s the wrong thing. But I can’t care anymore. I just can’t.” As she watched with bated breath, he raised her foot to his mouth and planted a kiss on her big toe.

The sensation was immediate and unforgettable. Her already-roaring nervous system responded instantly, sending a massive shiver of arousal through her body. She released a moan that she’d been holding in now for far too long, and the sound hung in the air as he began to kiss her other toes as well, one by one, the pleasure from each just as powerful as the first.

“Fuck,” moaned Laura. “Fuck. Just like that!” Aaron said nothing in response; he was otherwise occupied, returning to her big toe and taking it into her mouth, sucking it gently but lovingly. She had never felt so aroused before. Who knew that feet were the key to so much erotic pleasure?

As she watched, her coach released her big toe and began working his way down the line, tenderly pleasuring each and every digit on his journey down to the end. The feeling of being worshipped so tenderly...it was something she’d never known she needed, but she had, and Aaron was giving it to her.

When he finally released her pinky toe, he gently took her ankle into his hands before running his tongue down the bottom of her foot, tracing a pathway of fire that set her nerves sparking once again. She let out a groan of pleasure. What was so good about this? Even though she couldn’t explain it, she knew she wanted more.

Aaron began to work his way back up her foot, planting a line of kisses along her sensitive sole. Laura could see that he was enjoying this as well; his face was flushed, his breathing heavy, and his erection looked even bigger than before. The knowledge that she’d turned him on turned her on. It was a virtuous cycle of arousal that could only end one way.

When Aaron made it back up to Laura’s toes, he looked up at her. “I don’t know if...I feel like I’ve already gone too far. If you want to stop…”

“No!” Laura’s eyes grew wild. “I need more! Please!”

Aaron sighed. “I just...can’t say no today.” Raising Laura’s foot to his mouth once again, he moved up the thin, sensitive skin on top, placing a kiss every inch or so. This time, though, he didn’t stop at her ankle, continuing on up her shin. When she realized what he was going to do, she had to stop herself from grabbing his head and forcing him to go faster; the idea was just so hot that it was hard to wait.

Over the course of a minute or so, Aaron made it all the way up her leg until he stopped short at the bottom of her swimsuit. Looking her in the eyes, he hooked a finger under the bottom and pulled it to the side, revealing her soaking pussy. For a moment, they were both still, digesting what was about to happen, and then he leaned down and swiped his tongue across her slit.

This was a new sensation for Laura. The foot worship had been nice, but now Aaron was going straight for her single most sensitive area. Sparks of pleasure shot through her body, and she bit back a gasp. He was some kind of wizard; that was the only answer. How else could everything he did make her feel so good?

Slowly, her coach began to work his way further into her pussy. Each flick of his tongue brought her new pleasure, and she moaned whenever he dove especially far in. Sometimes, he’d form his tongue into a spear and stab as deep as he could go; when that happened, her thighs twitched involuntarily, her nervous system completely overcome.

As Aaron worked, Laura felt a warmth building inside of her. She had reached orgasm before with the help of her trusty vibrator, so she knew what the buildup was like, but this felt...different, deeper. It would be a while yet before she got there, but when she did...well, it would be one for the books.

She wanted to just lie back and let her coach pleasure her, but that wouldn’t have been the right thing to do...and, besides, she wanted to know what it was like on the other side. Placing a hand on Aaron’s head, she gently pushed him off. “It’s my turn now, big boy.”

“Your turn?” asked Aaron. “Of course, but…”

“I want to see your cock,” said Laura, grinning wickedly. “That won’t be a problem, will it?”

“No,” he said, the ghost of a smile crossing his face. “No, not at all.” They shifted around, reversing their positions; now Laura was on her hands and knees while Aaron lay back, propped up on his elbows, watching her.

“I’ve never done this before,” she said, “so...be patient, I guess.”

“You’ll do great,” said Aaron, with a hint of his diving-coach manner. “Firm grip, gentle suction, don’t forget to cup the balls.” As instructed, Laura leaned down and pulled her coach’s Speedo down, revealing a sizable cock and a heavy pair of balls that made her mouth water. She found herself operating on instinct as she wrapped a hand around his shaft and slowly began to pump, getting used to the feeling of a man’s member in her hand. At the same time, she reached around and began to gently massage Aaron’s balls. She knew from the Internet that you weren’t supposed to be too rough, but it seemed like she’d found the right way to do it; he was breathing heavily, clearly enjoying her attentions.

But hands alone wouldn’t get the job done. Laura raised her coach’s cock to her lips and planted a kiss on the tip, smiling as he audibly shivered. This was going to be fun. She ran her tongue down the length of his thick shaft, aping the technique he had used on her feet, before coming up the other side the same way. He tasted musky, but also a little sweet; she found the flavor incredibly addictive.

Looking into his eyes, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and began to gently suck. He let out a loud moan, unable to control himself any longer, and his muscles tensed up as the pleasure echoed through his body. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, feeling the gentle curve, the flare towards the top...it was a delicious sensation.

Slowly, she took more and more of his rod, allowing it to slide into her mouth as she pleasured it with her tongue and her fingers. Soon, there was no room for any more, but...that hardly mattered, did it? Maybe she couldn’t fit the whole thing in, but judging by how Aaron’s brow was furrowed and his fingers were clenching and unclenching, that was hardly necessary. Instead, she simply luxuriated in the moment, falling into a steady, blissful rhythm.

After a minute or two, Aaron could take no more, and gently pushed at her forehead. “If...if you keep going, I’m going to cum!”

“Oh really?” said Laura, releasing him. “Why wouldn’t you want to cum? I thought our tryst ended here…” Of course, she didn’t mean a word of it, but watching him squirm was ridiculously fun.

“Oh, um, I mean…” Aaron glanced over at the wall, where his backpack rested. He was shy again, after his moment of lesser inhibition before the blowjob. “I thought if you were okay with it, we could...you know…”

“Fuck?” Laura smiled. “I’d just love to.”

“All right,” said Aaron. “Let me just…” Kicking off his Speedo, he headed over to his backpack and pulled a condom and a packet of lube out of one of the compartments. “These are my good luck charm,” he explained. “I thought that by carrying them around, I could make my life a little more exciting. And...it worked, right?”

“Sure, sure,” said Laura. “Just...hurry up and stick it in.” She slid out of her swimsuit, baring her slim young body, then got onto her hands and knees, waiting for her older lover to finish getting ready.

At last, he was done. Kneeling behind her, he placed his hands on her hips and guided his cock towards her opening. She took a deep breath; despite her swagger, she had never before done anything this serious with a guy, and she wasn’t totally sure what to expect.

Then she felt Aaron’s cock at the entrance to her vagina. Slowly, it began to work its way inside, and she gasped as she was stretched more than she had ever been. The sensation wasn’t unpleasant, though, thanks to the lube; the residual pleasure from before combined with this new heat to leave her feeling very ready for her coach to speed things up.

Aaron groaned as his cock slid further into her. He hadn’t been far from orgasm before, and she wondered how long he would last. If her pussy felt as good as she hoped it did, probably not that long, right?

When he was about halfway inside, things started to get good. Though there were twinges of pain, they made the pleasure from being penetrated feel more intense. It was different from when Aaron had been eating her out: Deeper, further inside her core. “Come on, faster,” she groaned, turning her head to meet his eyes. “I need you now.”

“Are you...sure?” he asked, before abruptly thrusting the rest of his cock inside her. She cried out; the sudden sensation was painful, but it also triggered an explosion of stimulation, sending pleasure searing through her. How did he do this?

Before Laura could recover, Aaron had started to thrust. He was being slow and gentle, but each time his cock pounded into her, she gasped softly; the pleasure was just too much, less from the actual feeling of being penetrated than from the knowledge that this was it, that she was really having sex with her diving coach, that she was acting like a complete whore. She knew that this was what she’d be jilling herself off to for years to come.

Slowly, Aaron began to speed up, nailing Laura’s pussy harder than before. There was a reservoir of pleasure inside her, a rapidly-filling pool that, when it overflowed, would give her probably the best orgasm of her life. Each of Aaron’s thrusts added more pleasure to that cistern, and she could feel herself getting closer and closer, her heart beating faster and faster.

“Do you...mind if...mind if I do a little something extra?” asked Aaron, between grunts of pleasure. “I promise it’ll...feel good.”

“S-sure,” said Laura. She was close, so close, to orgasm that she was desperate for anything that could send her over the edge. Suddenly, she felt Aaron’s hand on her ass, and then a lubed finger slipped inside of her asshole.

She was shocked, but the sensation was worth it. For some reason, having both holes filled made her nerves short-circuit, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that was building up faster than she’d thought possible. Each thrust of Aaron’s cock, each twist of his errant finger, each ragged breath she took brought her closer and closer to orgasm…

And then she was there. The dam within her burst, and she screamed as mind-blowing pleasure coursed through her. Her arms trembled, thighs quaked, and for a moment she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to stay upright, so intense were the sensations. Wave after wave of ecstasy shot through her body, and for a few blessed moments, she floated above the world, senseless to everything except these wonderful sensations.

When Laura returned to earth, she realized that Aaron had pulled out and was jerking off; she’d seen enough porn to know what to do next. Getting on her hands and knees, she opened her mouth and closed her eyes, waiting for the reward she knew was coming. Just a few moments later, hot, sticky jizz splattered over her face and into her mouth; it was warm and salty, the perfect finish to a perfect moment. Eagerly, she licked up as much as she could.

Exhausted, they both collapsed onto the ground, breathing heavily. It was a good while before either could collect their thoughts enough to say anything, but the first to speak was Aaron. “Well...I’m not going to lie, I’m not sure this was the best decision, but...fuck, that was amazing.”

“Don’t worry,” said Laura, smiling. “You’ll be fine. I’m not telling anyone. But...promise me we’ll do this again.”

“We will,” he said. “In for a dime, in for a dollar, right?”

She laughed. “Exactly. Well, I should go get cleaned up.”

“You do that,” said Aaron, “and come back afterwards. We have a diving lesson to get through...if you’re not too stiff still.”

“Really?” said Laura. “You want to have the lesson now?”

“What are we going to show the school after a semester of this?” he asked. “Your blowjob technique? Think again.”

“Good point,” she said, getting up. As she headed towards the girls’ changing room, she found that she couldn’t stop smiling. She was confident, skilful, powerful, on top of the world – and she’d get to feel this way again every time they fucked.

As far as extracurricular activities went, diving class wasn’t too bad.
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