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      It'd been six days since my last visit with Owen. I'd had yet another rotten week at work. Too many calls, too many stupid questions. Working tech support was fun for the first few hours, but it had long been stale for me. At least it was a job where I worked a regular schedule. I knew what days were going to be free, and I could count the hours until they arrived. This had been one of those count-the-hours weeks. Besides, I had something pretty major to look forward to this weekend.

      I'd only met Owen a little over a week ago. I had been in a minor traffic accident, and he had been the cop who stopped. He ended up on my doorstep that night, and for the next three days we'd completely worn ourselves out doing various bondage and breath-control games. I knew very little about the concept of breath control before Owen, but I had learned a lot, very quickly. Owen was, without a doubt, a master of that particular kink. It was easily the best three days of sex I have ever had, and I know he had a good time too.

      He'd called me yesterday and told me that he had to work Friday evening, but he could stop by early Saturday morning. The weather was supposed to be really nice, so we thought it would be a good day to relax by the pool. On the one hand, I was really looking forward to playing in his dungeon again, but when the weather was going to be this nice, it was foolish to not take advantage of it. The dungeon would still be there on the next rainy day.

      I spent Friday evening watching a movie on TV. I'd found a few new releases on Netflix, and loaded them into my queue. I had made it my goal in life to see every horror movie ever made, but it looked like that was going to be one of those projects that was too big to ever complete. They came out with ten new low-budget horror movies every week, most of them not worth the time it took to watch. It was still fun to try to watch them all though, and I was making a valiant attempt that night.

      About 2:00 a.m., I dozed off lying on the couch. The movie must have ended on its own sometime that night, because the next thing I knew, Owen was knocking on my door. "Oh shit!" I muttered to myself. I'd slept on the couch, in my clothes, and there was a pizza box and trash all over the living room. I'm not really a slob normally, but I had assumed I could clean up this morning. My bad.

      I answered the door as quickly as I could. "Come on in," I waved him in, trying hard, but failing to look like I had not just woken up.

      He gave me a big hug on the way in, wrapping his monstrously sexy arms around my chest and squeezing most of the life out of me. He held the hug a long time; long enough that I actually did start to have trouble breathing toward the end. I couldn’t really tell if he was really that eager to see me, just that incredibly strong, or showing off to impress me; probably all three at once.

      We did the small talk thing as I cleaned up the mess. I asked him how his week had gone as I picked up the pizza box and a couple of empty glasses. He asked me the same as I put the glasses in the dishwasher. Nothing much had happened with either of us since last weekend, but I got the distinct impression that he had been waiting for this weekend as eagerly as I was.

      I pointed with my thumb over my shoulder. "Help me get the cover off the pool, and we can get on with our fun." We walked out to the pool area and each grabbed a corner of the solar cover. We pulled it back and folded it up. The water was clean and warm, and I only had to skim a couple of leaves out. Owen checked the water temperature and saw it was a comfy 81 degrees. Nice and cool for a summer day, but not uncomfortably so.

      "Let's go back in and change." It had taken years on my salary to pay off the loan it took to get a deep in-ground pool, but it had been worth it. Owen was into bagging, gas masks, and stuff like that, but my thing was water. Nothing turned me on like being underwater, or better yet, having someone else hold me underwater. Both were considered forms of breath-play, but they were also very different.

      Most of the time, I would go out there alone and wear a weight belt, bobbing up and down while I held my breath and pleasured myself. It was great, but it didn’t compare to having someone else there to participate.

      We went in and undressed right there in the kitchen. I put on my favorite pair of cut-off jeans; I'd been complimented on them many time before, and I hoped Owen would approve. He put on the same tiny little shiny gold Speedo that he’d worn last week. I opened the cabinet and took out a bottle of sunscreen. "Is SPF30 good with you?"

      Owen nodded. "Yep. Anything more and you don't get any tan, anything less won't last long."

      I was glad to see we agreed on yet another topic. I squeezed a glob into my hand and motioned for him to turn around so I could get his back. I started on those broad Herculean shoulders and worked down to his narrower waist doing his back slowly, enjoying his smooth oily slickness, inch-by-inch.

      I, on the other hand, was quite hairy, and it took him longer to do my back. He clearly enjoyed running his fingers through my fur, but all that hair tended to absorb more of the sunscreen, so he had to use a lot more of it and it took longer.

      When he got around to doing the back of my neck, he reached around and gave my throat a choke-squeeze. He’d talked me through choking him out one time, and I briefly was reminded of that, but he quickly released me and continued with my shoulders. He’d never choked me out the way he wanted me to do him. Suddenly; I felt disappointed. We’d have to fix that oversight at some point.

      After finishing each other's backs, we shared the bottle of sunscreen and covered the rest of our bodies, mostly with our own hands, but occasionally helping each other out; it was fun, but we didn’t get too distracted; the pool awaited us. At last, we were fully sun protected and ready to head outside.

      I checked the refrigerator on the way out, and it was full. I was well-stocked on all kinds of cold drinks and snacks. We'd have plenty of refreshment while spending the hot afternoon in the sun. The pool may be cool, but I know I get plenty thirsty out there after a couple of hours. I considered packing a cooler, but it didn't seem worth the trouble, considering how close we were to the back door.

      We grabbed a couple of towels from the stack I kept piled near the door, and we went on out, gingerly stepping across the already-hot concrete to the pool area.

      "Do you want to get in the water, or would you rather lay out for a while?" I asked him, but it wasn't just an idle question. I noticed last week when he was here that he never got into the water. Being in the water is a massive turn-on for me, so obviously I noticed that.

      I was starting to wonder if he could swim or was possibly even afraid of the water. I couldn't begin to count how many guys I'd had over that weren't really compatible with my water fetish activities. Most of them never even made it to the point where I revealed I had a more than passing interest in the water. For one reason or another, they wouldn't get in the pool at all, or if they did get in, they had some excuse not to get their ears or hair wet. I had no use for that, and after they went home after that visit, I never called them again.

      The past weekend with Owen had involved some of the most exciting sex I'd ever had, and I was fascinated by his mastery of breath-control. Even so, if he flaked out in the pool, it would be an issue that would impact our long-term compatibility.

      Owen stood next to the lounger recliner he used last weekend, and looked at the sky. He removed all my fears with his answer: "Let's get in the water. The sun's not very high in the sky yet. There will be plenty of time for laying out later."

      He then proceeded to walk to the pool steps, and stepped down on the first step. Then the second, and within a couple of seconds he was waist-deep in water. I liked the way the water lapped at his smooth-shaven abs. He walked a bit further out, and I pointed to a line on the bottom. "Watch out at this point; it drops off into the eight-foot end there."

      He continued walking, up to and over the line I’d indicated. He took one step past it and was up to his chin. He took another step and sunk beneath the surface entirely. I couldn't tell exactly what he was doing, but it looked like he was still walking on the bottom. Most guys were buoyant enough that just walking on the bottom without a weight was impossible; with Owen, I wasn’t so sure. As he kept going and kept on the bottom, I started to wonder again if he could swim or not.

      Finally, he launched himself off the bottom, broke the surface, and grabbed the side of the pool. "That's great!" He yelled, shaking his wet hair out of his eyes. "You coming in or not?"

      I was. I didn't waste any time with the steps, I just took a couple of steps forward and leapt in; not a cannonball exactly, but a good solid leap. It was all over in a second, as the cool wetness engulfed me. Before I knew it, I was kicking off the bottom. I surfaced in the middle of the deep end, and swam over to where Owen was watching. Rather than hold on to the side like he was, I wrapped my arms around his huge chest and hung on his back. He shifted himself, but continued to hold on to the side. There were a couple of pairs of goggles that I’d laid out, and we quickly put them on.

      He let go of the side of the pool and we both grabbed a big breath before sinking below the surface. The water was clear and sparkling and bright, bright, blue; the weather could not have been nicer. The view on the bottom of the eight-foot deep section of the pool was brilliant as the light refracted through the water. Owen twisted in my grip until we were facing each other. He planted a big kiss on my lips, and we held it there for at least half a minute, trading tongue-jabs and giving “deep kissing” a whole new meaning. He was heavy enough to lay on the bottom and hold me down as well. The man was pure muscle. I've heard muscle is heavier than fat. I'm pretty fit, but he's definitely way more muscular than I am.

      We splashed around and played
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