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Emma glided effortlessly through the cool, crystal clear water, her arms slicing through the surface with perfect form. With each effortless stroke, she propelled herself forward with grace and power. Now, she was teaching her neighbor's little boy the basics of swimming. As they finished the lesson, Emma climbed out of the pool, rivulets of water cascading down her lithe form. Her bikini clung to her curves, accentuating her figure.

Emma felt the young boy's eyes following her as she emerged from the pool. A small thrill ran through her, knowing the effect her body had even on someone so innocent. She smiled warmly at him as she reached for her towel.

"You did very well today," she purred, her voice like honey.

Emma wrapped the towel around her shoulders, letting it drape open to reveal her glistening skin. She noticed the boy's gaze lingering on her body and felt a familiar warmth spread through her core.

"Would you like to join me for some lemonade?" she asked, her voice low and inviting. 

The boy nodded eagerly, his eyes wide. Emma led him to a shaded lounge area, her hips swaying hypnotically as she walked. She poured two tall glasses of lemonade, the ice cubes clinking musically.

As she handed him his glass, she leaned in close. "You're becoming quite the swimmer," she murmured. "Soon you'll be as good as me." Her breath tickled his ear, sending a shiver down his spine. 

Emma reclined on the lounge chair, stretching languidly. Droplets of water still clung to her skin, glistening in the warm sunlight. She took a long sip of lemonade, her lips wrapping sensuously around the straw.

"Tell me," she purred, fixing him with her piercing blue gaze. "What other activities do you enjoy?"

The young boy's cheeks flushed a deep shade of scarlet as he shifted uncomfortably on his feet, his small, swim-trunk-clad bulge visibly tenting against the damp fabric. Emma's experienced eye followed the direction of his gaze, smirking inwardly at her own power over him. "Well, why don't you have a seat here and tell me all about it?" she purred, patting the empty lounge chair next to her.

He hesitantly lowered himself onto the chair, his eyes unable to meet hers directly. Emma set down her glass of lemonade and placed a cool, reassuring hand on his tanned knee. "There's nothing to be shy about, sweetheart. I'm here for you," she purred, her voice dripping with seduction.

"Well..." he began, his voice cracking with adolescent awkwardness, "I... I like to watch..." His words trailed off into silence.

Emma arched an eyebrow, feigning ignorance as she leisurely traced a finger along the contour of her full lips. "Watch what, darling?" she prompted gently, her eyes twinkling with mischief. 

The boy swallowed hard, his adam's apple bobbing nervously. "I... I like to watch... you," he finally admitted in a rush, his face burning bright red.

A slow, sultry smile spread across Emma's face. "Oh? And what is it about me that you enjoy watching so much?" She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. The scent of her perfume, mingled with chlorine and sunscreen, enveloped him.

His eyes darted down to her ample cleavage, barely contained by her skimpy bikini top, before quickly looking away. "Everything," he breathed. 

Emma's fingers trailed lightly up his arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. "You're becoming quite the young man," she purred approvingly. "Perhaps it's time I taught you a few... new activities."

She stood gracefully, extending her hand to him. "Why don't we go somewhere a bit more private?" Emma suggested, her blue eyes sparkling with promise. "I think you deserve a closer look, don't you?"

The boy's eyes widened, a mix of excitement and trepidation flashing across his face. He took her hand, his own trembling slightly as he stood. Emma led him towards the pool house, her hips swaying hypnotically with each step. 

Once inside, she closed the door behind them, shutting out the bright afternoon sun. The dim interior felt intimate, charged with possibility. Emma turned to face him, backing up against the wall. 

"Now then," she purred, crooking a finger to beckon him closer. "Why don't you show me exactly what you've been watching?"

He approached hesitantly, drawn to her like a moth to flame. Emma gently took his hands and placed them on her hips. "It's alright," she murmured encouragingly. "You can touch." 

His fingers flexed experimentally, marveling at the softness of her skin. Emboldened, he let his hands roam higher, tracing the curves of her waist and ribcage. Emma arched into his touch, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

"That's it," she encouraged, her voice a sensual purr. "You're doing wonderfully."

His hands hesitated just below her breasts, trembling slightly. Emma placed her own hands over his, guiding them upward to cup her ample bosom. The boy inhaled sharply at the feel of her soft flesh beneath his palms.

"Do you like how they feel?" Emma asked, her blue eyes locked onto his.

He nodded mutely, mesmerized by the way her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of her bikini top. Emma reached behind her back, deftly untying the strings. The top fell away, leaving her bare from the waist up.

"Why don't you taste them?" she suggested, pulling him closer. 

The boy hesitated for a moment, then leaned in and tentatively flicked his tongue across one rosy nipple. Emma gasped softly, her fingers threading through his hair to encourage him. Emboldened, he took the hardened peak into his mouth, suckling gently.

"Mmm, that's it," Emma purred. "Use your teeth a little...yes, just like that."

His ministrations grew bolder as Emma's breathless sounds of pleasure spurred him on. He alternated between her breasts, licking and nibbling as his hands roamed her curves. Emma arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against his eager mouth.

"You're a natural," she praised, her voice husky with arousal. 

Emma's hands slid down his back, coming to rest on his hips. She pulled him flush against her, grinding slowly. The boy groaned at the friction, his body responding eagerly to her movements. 

"I think it's time we got you out of these swim trunks," Emma murmured, her fingers toying with the waistband. "What do you say?"

The boy nodded eagerly, his breath coming in quick pants. Emma's nimble fingers made quick work of the drawstring, pushing the trunks down over his hips. His erection sprang free, and Emma bit her lip appreciatively at the sight.

"My, my," she purred, wrapping her hand around his length. "Aren't you full of surprises?"

She stroked him slowly, reveling in the way he trembled at her touch. His hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more friction. Emma chuckled softly, her thumb circling the sensitive head.

"Patience, darling," she cooed.

Emma guided him to sit on the edge of the lounger, positioning herself between his legs. She trailed kisses along his inner thighs, inching closer to where he ached for her touch. When her warm breath ghosted over his erection, the boy let out a strangled moan.

"I'm going to teach you something new," Emma murmured, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "Just relax and enjoy."

With that, she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head of his shaft with practiced ease. He moaned as she teased him, her lips warm and inviting around him. Emma took her time, savoring each sound he made, each shiver that passed through his body. Her other hand continued to stroke him, moving in time with her mouth.

"Does that feel good?" she purred, pausing for a moment to look up at him through heavy-lidded eyes.

He nodded frantically, unable to form words in his current state of arousal. A wicked smile played on Emma's lips as she resumed her ministrations, this time with renewed vigor. Her tongue swirled around him, delving deeper into his depths, her nose brushing against his pubic hair. The sensation was unlike anything he had ever experienced before and he knew he wouldn't last long under her skillful touches.

"Oh God, Mrs. White... I'm... I'm going to...", he panted out the warning, but it was too late. His climax hit him like a freight train, shooting his release onto her waiting hand and stomach as she continued to suckle him.

Emma hummed in satisfaction, drawing out every last tremor of his orgasm. She released him with a soft pop, licking her lips as she gazed up at his flushed face.

"My, my," she purred, "So responsive. I do love an eager student."

She rose gracefully, her naked body glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Emma trailed her fingers through the mess on her stomach, bringing them to her lips and sucking them clean with a sultry moan. The boy watched, transfixed, as she savored his essence.

"Delicious," Emma murmured. 

“I'll teach you more after our next session swimming session.” Emma's eyes gleamed with promise.

“You better show progress in your breaststroke, or I may have to give you some extra... hands-on instruction."

She winked playfully, trailing a finger down his chest. The boy shivered at her touch, still in awe of what had just transpired. Emma's gaze roamed over his body appreciatively.

"Now then, I think it's time we got you cleaned up and dressed. We wouldn't want anyone getting suspicious, would we?"

She sauntered to a nearby cabinet, her hips swaying hypnotically, and retrieved a soft towel. Returning to him, she began gently wiping him down, her touch both motherly and sensual. 

"There we go," Emma cooed, "All nice and tidy. Though I must say, I rather enjoyed making a mess of you."

Her blue eyes sparkled with mischief as she helped him back into his swim trunks. The boy fumbled with the drawstring, his hands still trembling slightly from the intensity of his release.

"T-thank you, Mrs. White," he stammered, a mix of gratitude and lingering desire in his voice.

Emma cupped his face tenderly, her thumb brushing hislower lip. "You're very welcome, darling. And please, when we're alone like this, call me Emma."

She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, "I look forward to our next... lesson."

With a final sultry glance, Emma sauntered towards the locker room door, pausing to slip on her white bikini and a sheer cover-up. She turned back to the boy, who was still rooted to the spot.

"Come along now. We mustn't keep

[image: ]













































[image: ]











































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
h

N \

-

Graceful
Lessons |

- Water "=






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





