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About the Author

The last kid from the four o'clock lesson was still dripping across the tiles after his mum finally appeared, phone clamped to her ear, mouthing an apology at me as she wrapped him in a towel and hustled him towards the car park. I waved them off and checked the clock on the pavilion wall. Half four. The pool was almost empty, just the way I liked it in April, when the water was still cold enough to make your teeth ache and only the diehards bothered.

I pulled my goggles back down and slipped under the water. I did a length of front crawl, then another, letting the lesson's tension drain from my shoulders. Teaching six-year-olds to float is more physically demanding than people think. You spend half the session bent double in the shallow end with someone's child clinging to your neck.

I was halfway through my third length when I noticed the other guy in the pool was in the lane next to mine, doing a steady breaststroke, and doing it wrong. Not badly wrong, but his legs were barely moving. He was pulling himself through the water with his upper body whilst his lower half just trailed behind him. It looked exhausting.

I finished my length and hung on the wall, watching him come in. He was tall, with reddish-brown hair darkened to copper by the wet and a neat short beard and lean arms and legs. He touched the wall and surfaced, pushing water off his face, and I saw pale skin scattered with freckles across his shoulders and collarbones.

“You're not using your legs,” I said.

He blinked at me. Grey eyes, slightly startled. “Sorry?”

“Your breaststroke. You're doing all the work with your arms. Your legs are just hanging there.”

He wiped his face again and half-laughed. “Right. Yeah,” he paused. I noticed a Scottish accent. “I know. It's the knee.”

“What's wrong with it?”

“Torn ACL. I had an accident six months ago. I'm supposed to be swimming for rehab but...” He grimaced. “It's agony.”

I knew exactly what he meant. The breaststroke kick puts rotational stress through the knee joint. Any physio worth their salt should have told him that.

“Your physio told you to swim breaststroke with a torn ACL?”

“He told me to swim. I assumed breaststroke because I'm shite at everything else.” He said it with a dry, self-deprecating smile that I liked immediately.

“Nadia,” I said, and held out my wet hand.

“Callum.” His grip was firm, his hand larger than mine, and I was suddenly aware of how close we were, both hanging on the same wall with our bodies hidden beneath the surface. “I teach here,” I added. “Kids, mostly, but I do the odd adult session. Come on, let me show you something.”

I pushed off and swam to the middle of the lane. He followed, moving with that lopsided, arm-heavy stroke.

“Right. Backstroke,” I demonstrated, kicking gently. “The leg movement is a flutter kick, up and down. No rotation through the knee. Your physio should have told you this, by the way. I'd find a new one.”

He laughed, and it echoed off the water and the art deco tiles of the pavilion. The lido was a 1930s beauty, tucked into the edge of town with the moors rising behind it. It had been shut for years before the council restored it. Now it is my favourite place in the world.

“I can barely do backstroke without drifting into the lane ropes,” he said.

“That's because you're looking at the sky instead of picking a fixed point. See the guttering on the pavilion roof? Follow the line of it. And keep your hips up; you're sinking.”

I put my hand under the small of his back, just for a moment, to show him the position. His skin was cold from the water, but I could feel the warmth underneath, the muscles of his lower back tensing under my palm. He was lean but solid. I took my hand away.

“Try it,” I said.

He tried it. He was wobbly at first, veering left and overcorrecting right, but after half a length he straightened out, and I could see him finding the rhythm. The flutter kick was working. His legs moved freely, no flinch of pain.

“Better?” I called.

He stopped at the far end, stood up in the shallows, and I watched water run down his chest and stomach. He was grinning. "That doesn't hurt at all."

“Told you.” I swam over. “The flutter kick keeps the knee in a neutral plane. You can build the muscles around the joint without stressing the ligaments. Do that three times a week and you'll notice a difference within a month.”

“Are you always this bossy with strangers?”

“Only the ones who are thrashing round like a drowning... person,” I finished lamely, unable to come up with the right analogy.

He snorted at the poor attempt. “I wasn't that bad.”

We swam together for another twenty minutes. I matched his pace, which was slower than mine, and found I didn't mind. I showed him how to improve his arm entry on the backstroke, how to keep his fingers together, and how to breathe without swallowing half the pool. He was a good listener. He asked questions that showed he was thinking about what I'd said, not just nodding along. 

The light was changing. The April sun had dipped behind the pavilion. The air was still warm, though. Ethan appeared at the pool edge. He was twenty-two, a sports science student at Leeds, and he'd been lifeguarding here since last summer. He was a nice lad. He had a habit of going pink around the ears when I talked to him, which I pretended not to notice.

“Nadia, I'm heading off. Can you lock up?”

“Course. Keys in the usual place?”

“Yeah, in the office. There's just you two left.” He glanced at Callum, then back at me, and I could see him trying to work out the situation. His ears went pink. “Right. See you Thursday.”

“See you Thursday, Ethan.”

He padded off towards the changing rooms, and I heard the door swing shut behind him. We were alone.

Callum had drifted closer to me during the exchange. We were in the deep end now, both treading water, and the proximity felt different with nobody else around. The pool filter hummed. Water lapped against the overflow channel. Somewhere on the moors above town, a curlew called.

“So,” he said. “Do I owe you for the lesson?”

“First one's free. After that I charge.”

“Kinda like a drug dealer?”

“Oh, I'm far more addictive.” I was flirting. Callum was looking at me with those grey eyes, and the water was dark around us, and I thought very clearly: I want to kiss him.

So I did.

I swam forward and put my mouth on his. He tasted of chlorine and cold water. His beard was soft against my chin, not scratchy. He made a small, surprised sound, and then his hand was on the back of my neck, pulling me in, and we were kissing with intent, treading water with our legs tangling together beneath the surface.

It was good. It was really good. His mouth was confident without being pushy, and when I opened my lips he took the invitation, his tongue sliding against mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck and felt his hands settle on my waist, pulling me against him. Through two layers of swimwear I could feel him getting hard, and the pressure of it against my stomach sent a pulse of heat through me.

I reached down between us, wrapping my hand around him through the fabric of his trunks, and he groaned into my mouth. “Nadia.” His voice was rough. “I don't normally...”

“Neither do I.”

I tugged the waistband of his trunks down and got my hand around him. He was gloriously thick and very hard, and the head of his cock was smooth under my thumb. But the water was already a problem. The chlorinated water washing away every trace of natural lubrication and leaving my hand sliding uselessly over his skin.

He seemed to be having the same realisation. He pulled me closer, trying to press himself against me, and I hitched one leg around his hip. We were both treading water and sinking, and when I tried to guide him inside me, the water rushed in and he got stuck without the lubricant.

“This isn't going to work, is it?” I said against his mouth. He laughed. It was the right kind of awkward. It made me like him more, not less.

“Let's try on the loungers,” I said. “Come on.”

We pulled ourselves out at the deep end, water streaming off us, and the evening air hit my skin like a warm cloth. The loungers were arranged in a row along the south-facing wall of the pavilion. They were old-fashioned wooden ones with slatted seats, and they'd been baking in the sun all afternoon. I sat down on one, and the wood was hot against the backs of my thighs. Callum stood in front of me, dripping, and I got my first proper look at him out of the water.

He was taller than I'd guessed. Lean through the hips and waist, with that cyclist's build where the upper body is almost narrow but the thighs are strong. Freckles everywhere: across his shoulders, down his arms, scattered over his chest. His trunks were tented and clinging, and I could see the outline of his cock pressing against the wet fabric.

“Come here,” I said.

He knelt between my legs and kissed me again, and this time his hands were everywhere, in my hair, pulling the tie out of my braid so it fell wet and heavy down my back. Over my shoulders, thumbs hooking under the straps of my costume. Down my sides, fingers spread across my ribs.

I pulled my swimsuit down to my waist. His eyes dropped to my chest. Mine are small with dark nipples already stiff from the cold water. He leaned forward and took one in his mouth, and I pushed into him. His mouth was deliciously warm after the cold of the pool. He licked and sucked and his beard scraped against the soft skin underneath, and I could feel each pull of his lips all the way down between my legs.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “That's good. Don't stop.”

He switched to the other side, his hand replacing his mouth on the first, rolling my nipple between his finger and thumb. I pulled my swimsuit the rest of the way off, lifting my hips to work it past my hips and down my legs. The wood of the lounger was warm and rough under my bare skin.

Callum pulled back and looked at me. I let him look. I've never been shy about my body. I'm compact and strong through the shoulders and thighs from years of swimming, with olive skin that holds its colour even through a Yorkshire winter. I keep myself trimmed but not bare, a neat dark strip nestled between my legs.

“You're fucking gorgeous,” he said. Quiet, like he was saying it to himself.

I pulled his trunks down and I took his cock in my hand. Thick and circumcised, curving slightly to the right. I stroked him once, twice, watching his face. His jaw went tight and his breath came out in a rush.

“Lie back,” he said, and I did, stretching out on the lounger. He knelt between my thighs and kissed his way down my stomach, his beard leaving a trail of sensation across my skin. He paused at my hip and mouthed at the top of my thigh, and I spread my legs wider, impatient.

His mouth on my pussy was gentle at first. Exploratory. His tongue traced the length of my vaginal opening, parting me, and I heard him groan. A deep, visceral sound of satisfaction. Then he pressed in closer and licked me with purpose, his tongue wide and firm against my clit, and my hips jerked off the lounger.

“Yes. God, yes. Right there.”

When I gasped, he kept doing exactly what he was doing instead of changing it. When I tilted my hips, he followed. He slid two fingers inside me, and I clenched around them, feeling myself pulse and tighten. He pushed them upward, pressing, and his tongue kept working my clit in slow, firm circles.

The orgasm built, my thighs beginning to shake. I gripped the sides of the lounger, and my back arched, and I came with my eyes squeezed shut as my body shuddered. It rolled through me in long contractions that I felt all the way to my toes, and he kept licking me as I went, softer now, easing me down.

I was still trembling when I opened my eyes. The sky above the pavilion was streaked with pink and gold. The moors were dark against it. And over Callum's shoulder, at the corner of the pavilion wall where the changing room corridor opened onto the pool deck, I saw movement.

It was Ethan. He was dressed in jeans and a hoodie, his rucksack over one shoulder. He must have come back to say something or check something and stopped. He was half-hidden behind the wall, just his head and one shoulder visible, and he was watching.

My first reaction was a spike of adrenaline, sharp and bright. Not fear or embarrassment. A heat that made my pulse kick harder and my already-sensitive skin prickle with awareness.

He had a clear view of me spread out on the lounger with my legs apart and Callum's face between my thighs. My breasts, my stomach, the flush that I knew was spreading across my chest.

I should have cared. I should have grabbed a towel, or whispered to Callum, or at least had the decency to feel self-conscious. Instead, I felt a surge of arousal so intense it was almost dizzying. I liked it. I liked it a lot.

“I want you inside me,” I said to Callum, louder than I needed to. He climbed over me, bracing his weight on his arms, and I wrapped my legs around him. He pushed into me in one long stroke, and I gasped. He filled me completely, stretching me open, and I could feel the ridge of his head, the heat of his shaft, and the coarse hair at his base pressing against my clit.

“Fuck, you're tight,” he breathed.

He moved. Slow at first, pulling almost all the way out and then sinking back in. The lounger creaked under us, wood against concrete, a rhythmic sound that echoed off the pavilion walls. I knew Ethan could hear it.

I looked past Callum's shoulder. Ethan was still there. He'd shifted slightly, pressed against the wall, and one hand had dropped to the front of his jeans. I felt a throb of something dark and exhilarating at the sight. I wanted him to see everything.

I arched my back, pushing my breasts up, and pulled Callum deeper with my heels against his arse. “Harder. Please, harder.”

He went faster and more urgently; the sound of his hips meeting mine was loud in the quiet evening air. I was loud. I let myself be loud, moaning with each thrust, and I kept my eyes on that corner of the wall where Ethan was watching.

“Yes, yes, God, yes,” I was performing, slightly. The line between genuine pleasure and the thrill of being watched had blurred into a single bright wire of need I'd never felt before. Every sensation was heightened. The rough wood under my back. The weight of Callum above me. The cool air on my sweat-damp skin. 

Callum adjusted, hitching my hips higher, holding me by the side of my waist, lifting me up off the lounger, and the head of his cock dragged against my insides. I cried out. The sound echoed off the pavilion walls.

“There. Right there!”

He didn't move. He kept that position and fucked me with a steady, relentless rhythm that wound the tension tighter with every stroke. I could feel the second orgasm building, bigger than the first, and I chased it shamelessly, grinding against him, clenching around him.

“I'm going to cum!” I told him, told both of them, and I let my head fall to the side so I could see Ethan's face as I did.

It crashed through me. My whole body seized, my back quivering in Callum’s grip, my legs locking around his waist. I came in waves, clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing, and the sounds I made were ragged and breathless and real.

Callum felt it. His rhythm stuttered, his arms shaking, and I felt him swell inside me.

“Where?” he managed. “Where do you want it?”

“On me. I want to feel it.” I wanted Ethan to see it.

He pulled out and took himself in his hand, and I watched his face as he stroked himself, jaw clenched, tendons standing out in his neck. He came across my stomach and breasts in long, thick ropes, hot against my cooling skin, and I ran my fingers through it, spreading it over my belly, knowing what it looked like from across the pool deck.

Callum collapsed beside me on the lounger, breathing hard, and I lay there in the fading light with his cum on my skin and my legs still shaking.

That was when Callum noticed. He'd turned his head and gone very still, and I felt the tension change in his body.

“Nadia.” His voice was low. “Is someone...”

“The lifeguard,” I murmured. “Ethan. He's been watching.”

A beat of silence. I watched Callum's face, waiting for anger or embarrassment. Instead, a slow, almost incredulous smile spread across his face.

“How long?”

“Since you went down on me. Maybe before.”

He looked down at me, at the mess on my skin, at my flushed body on display. Then he looked back towards the corner of the pavilion. “And you didn't stop.”

“No,” I met his eyes. “I didn't want to.”

He exhaled. Then he leaned down and kissed me, slow and deep, one hand spread possessively across my stomach through the warm mess of his own cum. When he pulled back, he was still smiling.

“Right,” he said. “Showers?”
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Ella woke to the mattress dipping beside her. She was face down, one arm under the pillow, the duvet pooled at her waist. The room was barely light. She registered the weight of someone sitting on the edge of her bed and then fingers in her hair, gathering it, pulling it away from her face. She let him turn her head.

Alex's cock was right there. Inches from her mouth. The dark brown head is swollen and slick with pre-cum. He'd pushed his boxers down to his thighs. She could see the vein running along the underside and could feel the heat coming off his skin. He'd taken his glasses off, and his eyes were filled with hunger.

"It's half six," she groaned. He responded by pressing the head against her lips. She opened her mouth. He pushed in slowly, stretching her lips around him, and the taste of him flooded her mouth, salt and skin and that faint musk underneath. She was still half-asleep, her tongue clumsy, and she worked it along the underside without any real coordination. A lazy, sloppy rhythm. Spit gathered at the corners of her mouth.

His hand tightened in her hair. He started to move his hips, feeding more of himself into her with each stroke. She could feel him hit the back of her throat, and she gagged, her throat closing around him, and he held there for a second before pulling back. Spit ran down her chin and onto the pillow. Her eyes watered. She gripped his thigh, feeling the muscle tense under her fingers, and he set a steady pace.

He kept going for a few minutes as she slowly woke up. Then he started to speed up. Ramming into her and making her gag. It was almost too much, but then he pushed deep and held. She felt his cock twitch and then the first thick pulse of semen hit the back of her throat. She swallowed, gagged, and swallowed again. More of it, filling her mouth faster than she could take it. Some escaped her lips and slid down her face in a warm line. He held her there with his softening cock on her tongue, her mouth full of the taste of him, and then he let go of her hair and stood up.

"Cheers," he said, and walked out.

Ella lay there with cum on her chin and her lips swollen and spit drying on the pillow. She wiped her mouth. A long string of saliva stretched between her fingers and her lower lip, and she wiped that away too. Between her legs she was wet, even though nobody had touched her there.

This was her own fault.

Thursday night, three beers in, and she'd been absolutely certain she could hold a plank longer than him. She was lighter. She did yoga. She had core strength he couldn't dream of. She'd told him so at length while he sat on the sofa and smiled. The bet had
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