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YOU EVER WONDER HOW much blood is in the human body?

Like not the numbers you can look up—pints or gallons—but how much. What would that look like? How many people would it take to fill a swimming pool? 

And what would that be like? I’m sure it wouldn’t be like swimming through water. Maybe ... liquid detergent? I don’t actually know what other substances out there have the same viscosity as human blood. It’s not like I would ever swim through it. I’d just sit on the side of the pool watching. 

And obviously, I’d be the one doing the clean up afterwards. 

I’m probably not making much sense. 

I should start back at the beginning. 

Back when I decided that almost drowning isn’t a whole lot of fun.

It was summer. Of course. Too hot, too humid, too loud. I was at the beach with some friends for the long weekend. Well, not friends. Colleagues. The kind who might stand a chance at being your friends in another life. But really, the only reason you all like each other is because you’re all suffering under the same shitty boss. 

Anyway. Beach. Hot. Water.

I’ve accomplished a fair amount in my 27 years on this planet. Got an undergraduate degree in English lit. Got a job as a file clerk and managed to keep it. Got straight B’s all my life and not a single STD. But I never learned how to swim. 

Maybe that’s my parents’ fault. Isn’t that supposed to be the kind of thing you sign your kids up for right from the start? Swim lessons? Then again, Mom was never one of those “Mommy-and-Me” activities types. Not to say that she doesn’t love me. She and Dad live three hours away and they call me at least once a month to tell me they love me. They even text me sometimes. But they were never really the affectionate type. Probably the fault of their parents. 

Anyway. Beach. Hot. Water. Can’t swim to save my life.

Which is kind of how everything happened.

The heat was getting to me and I let my friends-slash-colleagues peer pressure me into getting my toes wet. Then my ankles. Then my knees. You see where this is going. 

I didn’t think it would be that bad. As long as I didn’t go past where my toes touched the ground, everything would be fine.

Right?

Well, I don’t know who pushed me, or if I got overconfident, or if I slipped, but next thing I know I’m under. Completely submerged. Struggling. Drowning.

As some might say: fucked.

Thankfully, the next thing I remember after that is what I can only assume was the tail end of my rescue. 

I’m lying on the beach, sand up my ass, spewing water out of lips I think were just kissed moments ago. Well, not kissed, but mouth-to-mouth was the most romance I’d experienced in... a while. Shitty ex, dry spell, and all that.

And then I look up at my saviour and ...

Fuck me, he’s perfect. Like he just stepped out of an underwear ad. The expensive kind, of course. 

At first, I’m looking into his eyes; deep into them. Perfect blue with a ring of green around them. He says something to me, probably trying to assess if I’m okay, but my eyes wander and I don’t hear a thing he says. 

His swim trunks are ... I don’t know if they’re too loose, too tight, poorly made. Some miracle of physics that I’ll never fully comprehend. But thanks to that “defect” and the way he’s crouching, I have an amazing view of ... Not the whole thing, but just enough that I am now truly wet from head to toe, inside and out.

And then he was gone. 

The paramedics showed up at the wrong fucking time.

~ ~ ~
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OBVIOUSLY, I WAS CLEARED, and I went home. And I was so embarrassed I couldn’t respond to a single text from any of my concerned friends-slash-colleagues. I tried to clear my head. To forget the whole thing. But there was one thing I couldn’t forget. And I didn’t want to. 

That absolute hunk. The one who served as a painful reminder of my ongoing dry spell. 

The one I had been too stunned to say even a single word to. 

I’m such a fucking loser.

But maybe I didn’t have to be. Maybe I could sign up for swimming lessons. 

Here’s my thinking:

Obviously, not everyone who could possibly sign up for a swim class was going to be a hottie, but there was a chance. And anyone even remotely attractive in the class would be half naked. 

If no one in the class did it for me, I’d at least learn how to swim. Yay! And then I could do things like go to the beach without fear of drowning. Which would at least be a good life skill to have. But also—returning to my earlier point—there would be half naked hotties at the beach. 

Maybe I’d even run into my saviour, tell him about how he inspired me and all that. Make out, have sex. Success! Unless he turns me down. Maybe then I could ask if he’s got any equally attractive brothers or sisters. 

But one step at a time. First, swim lessons.

I opened up my laptop, searched the local community centre and ... Ew, that membership fee. 

I started to close my laptop.

“Wait, no,” I said to myself. “I’m gonna commit. Gonna end this dry spell—both dry spells. Learn to swim, get laid. The fee is worth it.

~ ~ ~
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“GREAT JOB, CLASS! KEEP kicking!”

Holding onto the edge of the pool, kicking furiously and going nowhere was ... embarrassing, to say the least. But at least I wasn’t the only loser doing it. There were about 10 of us in the class and, well, there weren’t exactly any viable options. Most of my classmates were either seniors hoping to learn so they could upgrade to Aquafit at some point, or teenagers who were here probably for the same reasons as me. It’s hard to impress your high school crush when you’re a drowning risk.

“And stop. Good job, people!”

Then, there was Cathy, the instructor. Middle aged, probably a soccer mom in her spare time, and disgustingly cheerful. I mean, I would never try to bone my teacher—ethics and all that—so I was really glad to see someone like her leading the class. And despite the sugary sweet demeanor, she knew what she was doing. Knew how to handle a motley crew of non-swimmers like us.

We did kicking, we did floating. All the basics. After that first lesson, I was somewhat more confident in my abilities to not die at the beach. But I knew I still had a long way to go. 

And then Stel came into the picture. 

~ ~ ~
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I SHOWED UP EARLY TO my third lesson just to sit on the edge of the pool, feet dangling in the water, to watch the other swimmers. I envied them as they frolicked around in the chlorinated water during open swim hour. 

Some day that would be me. But some day couldn’t come soon enough. I was invested enough in the lessons at that point that I had almost forgotten about my other reason for wanting to learn how to swim. 

Until Stel showed up.

“Excuse me?”

I turned and was eye-level with a pair of muscular legs. And then I looked up and just about had to pick my jaw up off the floor. The person standing beside me could’ve been pulled right out of a magazine. Perfect cheekbones, dark eyes, dark hair, full lips. And as those lips moved I realized that the world around me had gone silent. 

“S-sorry, what?”

“I just wanted to make sure that everything’s alright,” the mystery hottie said. 

Then, I noticed the lifeguard uniform. Which, of course, was a perfect fit and showed off all their muscles. I was tempted to slap myself in the face to see if I was dreaming or hallucinating this beyond perfect specimen.

“Oh, yes! I’m just waiting. For the swim class. I’m ... Well, I don’t know that I’d be able to do,” I motioned to the swimmers in the pool, “all of that yet.”

“Ah. Good call. Safety first,” they said with a chuckle. “Well, I’m Stel, one of the lifeguards here. So, if you ever need any help, just let me know.”

“Sure,” I said with what must’ve been a big, dopey grin on my face. “Oh! And I’m Sam. N-nice to meet you.” 

“Sam,” said Stel, and they smiled the
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