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The Coach

“Hey, is everything alright with you and Brian?” Jake's
roommate asked as he stuffed the last of his books into his
backpack.

The unexpected question caused Jake Moreau
to look up from the textbook he was reading and give Michael the
most clueless look he could muster. “Why do you ask?”

“I haven't seen him all week, and you've been skipping
swimming practice, too. You never did that before.” His roommate
gave him a searching look.

Jake did his best to appear nonchalant,
something that was made easier by the fact that he was already
lying on his bed. He also fought to keep his eyes trained on his
roommate's face and not let his attention roam lower. “Actually, I
was planning on going today. It's just … you can't really train
properly in that old pool. It's too small.”

“And Brian,” Michael prodded.

He rolled his eyes. “Is weirded out by those
ghost stories. I think he saw something, but don't ask about it,”
Jake added while his heart beat loudly in his chest.

“I've heard stories ...” Michael muttered. “Just checking in
with my roommie,” he said louder. “Now I'm off to class. Mr.
Rottemeier's going to talk about the political strategies of the
early Roman empire during my siesta.”

“Don't snore too hard,” he told Michael's back. When the
door clicked shut, Jake let his head slump back onto the pillow.
Right now, having an attentive, good-looking roommate was not the
blessing he'd normally considered it.

He closed his eyes when he realized he'd
just thought of Michael as good-looking. Not because he wasn't, but
because Jake had noticed. Like he'd noticed other men all week,
ever since he and Brian had …

Jake shivered as the memories teased his
cock into a semi-erect state. It would be easy to blame it all on
some aftereffect from the possession, but he knew how that had
felt. He could sense no hint of that coldness lingering within him;
this attraction was very much alive, and very much his own.

So when he wrapped his fingers around his
hard-on while last week's encounter played out in his mind, Jake
knew why he did it. Remembering the sight of his dick disappearing
between Brian's cheeks, the feel of his friend's mouth around his
cock, they turned him on like no woman had ever done. His hand slid
up and down his member, his hips bucked as he relived fucking his
friend behind the privacy of his eyelids.

Pleasure frothed, and the images became
disjointed. Some were still his friend, but others were not. One
caught his attention. A fantasy of a late night, Michael jacking
off underneath the covers; of Jake slipping into his roommate's
bed, and taking over for him. Michael gasped his name as he came in
Jake's hand.

With a grunt, cum spurt out and stained his
shirt. Coming down, Jake looked at his hand and the mess he had
made, then froze. 'Shit, I did that where anybody who'd opened the
door would have caught me. What if Michael had come back because
he'd forgotten something? Would I have kept going while he
watched?'

His manhood started to rise again as he
mulled over that scenario. Shaking his head to dislodge the
unfolding fantasy, Jake got up to find some tissues so he could
clean up. 'This is becoming a problem. I'm horny almost all the
time now, I can hardly get any studying done, I haven't trained
because I'm scared of the gym, and Brian's avoiding me. I need to
solve at least one problem.'

Jake bit his lip. He could try to corner
Brian, but he didn't want to do that to his friend. And he didn't
really know a cure for horniness, which left resuming his
swim-training. But that meant going to that haunted pool, the same
pool that had caused these problems in the first place. Still, it
was a problem he could confront. And if he went now, the pool
should be empty. If the ghost did possess him, the only one that
would get embarrassed was Jake, and he could live with that.

Nodding to himself, Jake went to get his gym
bag, carefully ignoring the part of him that was hoping the ghost
would take him again. And that he wouldn't be alone when the spirit
did.

 


***

 


Stepping into the old building, Jake
realized he had not been thinking clearly. 'This was a real stupid
idea,' he thought as he stopped only a few feet into the
entrance-hallway. 'Didn't Ben say the ghost made one guy nuts? How
would being alone protect me from that?'

And yet, he still hesitated. Because the
possession hadn't felt dangerous, it had felt good. 'And that's a
dumb reason to risk your sanity.' Jake turned around, but before he
could even take a single step towards the exit, a cold wind blew
through him. A chilly breeze that chuckled in his ear. He gasped as
he sensed a familiar presence, but before he could even decide to
run or welcome it, the ghost was already inside of him.

Jake groaned, his eyelids fluttered, while
his cock grew erect. Vapor left his lips when he exhaled. He turned
around again, and headed for the locker room. It was quiet; he
could only hear his footsteps echo through the hallway. The locker
room was deserted, and Jake felt disappointment. Still, the ghost
seemed to have plans for him, because he started to strip. Jake
thought he knew what the ghost wanted when he found himself donning
his cap and goggles. But his speedo was still in his bag when the
ghost guided him out of the locker room and towards the pool.

He couldn't muster much in the way of
embarrassment as he walked out into the cavernous hall that held
the pool, his hard-on on full display. Mostly, he felt excitement
at the thought someone might see him, especially because he knew no
one would.

Diving into the pool, Jake hardly noticed
how cold the water was. It slid along his body, caressing his
member like a lover, while Jake swam his laps. He got lost in the
movement of his body as it plowed through the water, the ghost's
presence lingering in the back of his mind. He had missed this.

The creak of a door opening broke the spell,
and Jake came to a halt. Panic at getting caught broke through
whatever hold the ghost had on him, and he quickly swam to the
closest pool wall. With luck, whoever was there would only stick
his head in to say hi, and when he left, Jake would have his chance
to climb out of the water and try to sneak into the locker room.
But if this person did come in, then at least the wall would hide
his state and he might be able to bluff his way through this.
Jake's heart sunk a little when he saw who came in.


“Glad to see you're training again, I was starting to think
you were slacking off like the rest,” his coach said as he ambled
into the room. His name was Paul Zuckermann, and he was a great
coach; at least Jake thought so. He was also the last person Jake
wanted to see right now.

“Not a chance.” He did his best to sound natural, but found
it a little difficult not to mumble. Jake rested his elbows on the
tiles, trying to act like nothing was wrong.

“That's the spirit.” As Coach came closer, Jake was struck
by how … handsome he was. He was in his thirties, pretty new to the
whole coaching thing, but until now he had simply been the coach.
Now, Jake saw past the position and saw the man.

Paul had been a swimmer himself, and though
his own career as an athlete laid behind him, he was still in
reasonably good shape. Something the plain, white T-shirt and faded
red swim trunks couldn't hide. Combined with his red, curly hair
and easy smile, Jake wondered why he'd never noticed how attractive
his coach was, before.

Jake's eyes widened as he realized the
direction his thoughts were taking. 'Oh no, if the ghost …' As if
summoned by that thought, the cold presence took a hold of him
again. He shivered, and thoughts of tomorrow and the world outside
this building were silenced. Jake grinned at his coach as
confidence and desire filled him up. “They scared of the
ghost?”

“I can't even blame them, really. I've had faculty come up
to me and warn me about having you all train here.” The coach shook
his head, he was walking towards Jake, who became intensely aware
of his own nudity at Paul's approach. “But if not the ghost, then
what has kept you out of the water this week?” He crouched down
close to Jake, inviting him to tell Paul whatever troubled
him.

'Well, Coach, last week me and Brian got
possessed by that ghost you don't believe in and I fucked him in
the showers. I've been beating my meat all week thinking of him,
the rest of my team, and my roommate. And now I'm naked, horny, and
wondering if you'd notice if I masturbated.'

Jake blinked, and all of a sudden Paul
looked pole-axed. “Uhhh, Jake, I … that is, I mean ...” His face
was reddening, and Jake realized he'd just said that all out loud.
He should be as mortified as his coach, but instead he let his legs
drift up a little to give Paul a peek at his bare
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