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Prologue: The Plan
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Gina finishes ordering the police officer’s uniform and ticks off the fourth entry in her secret list. Just one more Sunday to plan.

She calls out to Robin. “Sandy asked if you can help with the electrics at the charity sale on the 15th. Is that OK?”

“Yes, I’ve not forgotten. What time do I need to be there?” Robin calls back.

Gina walks round to the front room where Robin is reading, laying on the sofa.

“Nine o’clock,” she tells him. “They want to open at eleven. And they need the power done by ten, so they have time to setup the stalls.”

“That’s fine,” replies Robin, a little grudgingly.

“And if you see Micheal at the gym later, can you ask if we can borrow his Mercedes?” Gina asks.

Robin looks puzzled. “Why would we want to borrow that old wreck? It drives like an oil tanker with a broken rudder.”

Gina smiles.

“I know that look,” Robin says. “What are you planning?”
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​Sunday 1: The Spa
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You love swimming at the spa late on a Sunday afternoon. The handful of regulars leave each other plenty of space, so you can take it as fast or as slow as you like. After a few lengths you relax and drift away into a quiet nothingness.

But this Sunday is a little different. As you pause for a moment between lengths, you see a man climb the small diving platform. He comes to the end of the springboard and executes a rather stylish open pike dive.

When he reaches the side, the diver lifts himself up onto the edge of the pool and sits with his feet in the water. A mop of wavy black hair partly covers his smiling face and drops of water glisten on his smooth shoulders and chest. He is slim, quite fit looking and maybe a few years younger than you.

As you swim down the pool towards him, the diver stands up and walks down the side of the pool. He keeps pace with you, smiling and watching. You try to ignore him, but as you move you become sharply aware of how your costume holds your breasts and backside. How the cool water feels against the growing heat between your legs.

When you make a turn at the end of the pool the diver walks away towards one of the poolside showers. You swim another length, but you struggle to focus. Your mind fills with sensual images.

The diver stands behind you. His hands slide over your wet body as your naked breasts press against the glass wall that separates the pool from the gym. He slides his stiff cock inside you, and everyone stops to watch as his rhythmic thrusts force you against the glass.

As you climb the steps out of the water your legs are shaky with anticipation, and you worry that everyone will see your hard nipples pressing against your costume. But the few other swimmers keep moving steadily up and down their lanes. And the attendants are busy collecting and folding towels.

You walk towards the showers trying hard to look calm and collected. Each shower has a curved tiled wall, like a snail shell, so members have enough privacy to change in and out of their costumes. With a quick look over your shoulder you pick up your swim bag, gather your courage and walk in.
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Inside, you see the diver leaning back against the tiles, smiling a little shyly. The shower is running, and the water flows over his smooth olive skin. You shudder as an almost painful mix of fear, love and sexual longing surges through your body.

He reaches out for your hand and pulls you toward him. Your bodies press tightly together, and he cups your bottom with both hands. You gasp as he kisses you urgently on the lips.

The hot water and passionate kissing warm you, as your desire for the diver overcomes your fear. You ease back a little and begin to push his trunks down his thighs. He is already quite hard as you wrap your hand round his shaft. You look into his brown eyes and begin to stroke up and down.

His eyes close and he shivers slightly. “Oh yes, that feels so good.”

You smile at his obvious excitement, changing your speed and pressure until you have him panting and biting his lip.

Without releasing the diver’s cock, you reach into your bag and pull out a long dildo with suction cup on the end.

The diver leans close to you. “Are you sure?”

You nod vigorously but put your finger to your lips. You will both have to be quiet.

He cups your cheek and kisses you deeply. As he pulls away, he mouths “I love you.”

You press the dildo onto the tiled wall. The diver eases down your costume, and spreads lube on the dildo and around your pussy. He holds you steady as you ease back onto the dildo. It takes a moment to get the angle right, but the head slips inside, and you lean on the diver as you push back further.

You begin to move against the dildo and the diver spreads more lube along its length. You reach out again for his firm shaft.

The diver’s lovely cock feels wonderful in your hand. It is smooth and stiff, with a good length and weight. Your tongue moves against your lips, and you feel a desperate urge to take him into your mouth. To have your mouth as full as your pussy.

You move down his body, grab his trunks for support and slide your lips around the tip. You push down until his head is pressed against the back of your tongue, then bob slowly back up. You pause for a moment, and a breath, before you begin a fluid motion up and down, keeping up a gentle pressure with your lips.

“Oh God ... fuck,” he moans.

His legs shake and you feel a surge of elation. You almost want the diver to call the other swimmers over to see just how good you are at sucking his cock.

You try to synchronise sliding your cunt over the dildo and your mouth over the diver’s cock. But it all feels too awkward, and you moan in frustration.

The diver shifts a little to better support your shoulders, and you quickly find a delicious rhythm. Moving steadily up and down both shafts.

Almost immediately your pussy starts rippling and pulsating. Your nipples are painfully hard. It usually takes a while to get your motor running like this, but today you feel as if just a few more strokes will tip you over the edge.

You are just getting lost in the feeling of the two hard cocks in your mouth and cunt when you hear the attendants call out that the pool is closing soon. For a moment you freeze.

The diver strokes your hair gently and whispers in reassurance. “It’s OK, baby. We’ve got time.”

The heady mix of fear and lust swirling inside you turns rapidly into pure excitement. You take a breath, grip the diver’s trunks and slide your lips back down his cock. He continues stroking your hair with one hand and supporting your body with the other.

You reach between your legs, under your fingers your clit has never felt so big or so hard, and you stroke it firm and fast. You know that you are moaning but no longer care whether the attendants can hear. A slide show of obscene images flicks through your mind.

Two muscular young attendants come into the shower and pick you up. They take you outside and spread you over a poolside bench. One pushes his hard cock inside you while the other fucks him in turn.

A louder moan from the diver drags you back into the moment. His cock grows and stiffens in your mouth, and his thighs and buttocks tighten. He groans loudly as his cock pulses, and he starts to pour himself onto your tongue. His hips jerk violently, and you both almost lose your balance.

You keep thrusting on the dildo, moving your fingers in fast, tight circles right on the spot you love best.

Suddenly you hear one of the attendants, scarily close, on the other side of the shower wall. She calls out to the last few swimmers that it’s time to clear the pool. Another scene bursts into your imagination.

The young woman catches you using a vibrator in the shower. She should confiscate the vibrator and cancel your membership too, but you beg her to turn a blind eye. You’ll do anything she wants. Anything. She slides the vibrator into her pussy, while you suck hard on her clit.

You come. Hard. Your body shaking. Your cunt pulsing.

As your orgasm subsides, the diver’s softening cock slips out of your mouth. He helps you ease off the dildo and stand upright.

You hold each other close and lean, panting, against the cooling tiles.
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