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  Chapter one
Trapped by the Pool


Robert checked the address on the work order against the house number and nodded to himself. This was the place—another suburban pool in need of his expertise. He adjusted the chemical testing kit in his hands and pushed his glasses up with his middle finger, a habitual gesture that felt as much a part of him as his own skin. His father Terry had assigned him this job with the usual grunt and dismissive wave, clearly expecting him to handle it without fuss. "The Whitman place. Standard cleaning. Don't fuck it up," was all the direction he'd been given. Robert sighed. At twenty-three, he was still being treated like an intern in his father's business. 
He unlatched the gate and entered the backyard, immediately assessing the pool's condition with a practiced eye. The water sparkled under the afternoon sun, surprisingly clear for a pool that supposedly needed maintenance. A thin layer of leaves floated on the surface—easy work. Robert set his equipment down methodically, arranging his tools in the precise order he'd need them. Some might call it obsessive, but he preferred to think of it as efficient.
"Just like Dad taught me," he muttered to himself, but the thought carried a bitter edge. Terry's voice echoed in his head: "The kid needs real-world grit." As if scrubbing pool tiles and balancing pH levels was somehow providing him with life lessons.
He stripped off his company polo revealing his lean torso. Not muscular like his father, but not weak either. Robert had his own kind of strength, the kind that came from understanding systems and solving problems. He extracted the pool skimmer and began the rhythmic motion of clearing debris, his mind drifting to the business course he'd had to miss for this job.
The chemical testing came next. Robert knelt at the pool's edge, collecting a water sample and adding drops from various bottles. He observed the color changes with scientific precision, jotting down readings in his notebook. The pH was slightly high, the chlorine a touch low. Simple adjustments, elementary stuff. He pushed his glasses up again and reached for the chemical bucket.
That's when he heard it—a soft, frustrated groan coming from the far corner of the yard.
Robert froze, his analytical mind immediately cataloging possibilities. An injured animal? A neighbor? A malfunctioning pool pump making strange noises?
"Hello?" he called out cautiously, rising to his feet. "Is someone there?"
Another groan, followed by an embarrassed "Oh god... is someone there? I need help!"
Robert followed the voice to a secluded corner of the yard where several lounge chairs were arranged. His eyes widened behind his glasses. A woman—presumably Cheryl Whitman—was wedged between the plastic slats of a pool chair, her torso twisted at an uncomfortable angle. More notably, she was topless, her breasts fully exposed as she struggled against the chair's grip.
"Jesus, I... uh..." Robert stammered, immediately averting his eyes. A flush crept up his neck as his brain short-circuited, torn between professional courtesy and primal interest. "I'm the pool guy. What... what happened?"
"The chair collapsed while I was tanning," Cheryl explained, her voice strained with embarrassment. "I've been stuck for twenty minutes trying to get out without dislocating my shoulder. Please, just help me out before someone sees me like this."
Robert pushed his glasses up nervously, still not looking directly at her. His mind was racing, calculating angles and leverage points like a physics problem. He could free her easily—all it would take was lifting the collapsed section while she extracted herself.
But something inside him hesitated.
In that moment, Robert saw the situation with perfect clarity. The power dynamic had shifted completely. Usually, he was the service worker, following orders from clients who viewed him as nothing more than a tool to clean their pools. Now, Cheryl needed him. She was helpless, exposed, and completely at his mercy.
The realization sent an unexpected surge of electricity through his body. His posture straightened imperceptibly. His breath slowed. His voice, when he finally spoke again, had dropped half an octave.
"That looks... uncomfortable," he said, approaching slowly, no longer avoiding looking at her. His eyes moved deliberately over her trapped form, noting the red marks where the chair pressed into her skin, the slight sheen of sweat on her exposed breasts, the panic in her eyes.
"Please," she repeated, more urgently. "Just help me get out of this thing. It's humiliating."
Robert circled the chair, analyzing her predicament from all angles. Yes, he could easily help her. But the analytical part of his brain—the part that had always solved problems methodically, the part that had been dismissed and underestimated—was now calculating a different kind of equation.
"I'll help you," he said finally, standing directly in front of her, close enough that she had to crane her neck to look up at him. "But first, you're going to do exactly what I say."
The words surprised even him. They emerged from some hidden part of his personality, a part he'd never fully explored. Robert watched with fascination as fear flashed across Cheryl's face, quickly followed by confusion and then—most interestingly—resignation.
"What do you mean?" she asked, her voice smaller now.
Robert reached down and adjusted his glasses deliberately, the gesture no longer nervous but calculating. He'd spent his life being overlooked—by his father, by his professors, by the company that had denied him promotion during his internship. He'd fixed a neighbor's pool filter secretly rather than face confrontation. He'd accepted his father's dismissive treatment rather than assert himself.
Not today.
"I mean," he said, his voice steady and controlled, "that you're in no position to give orders. I'm in control now." He squatted down so his face was level with hers. "Do you understand what I'm saying?"
Cheryl swallowed hard, her eyes darting around as if seeking escape. "You can't just... This isn't..."
"I can," Robert interrupted, surprising himself with his assertiveness. "And it is. Now, let's try again. I'll help you out of this chair. But only after you do exactly as I tell you. Otherwise, I'll leave you here for whoever comes home next to find you. How does that sound?"
The air between them seemed to crackle with tension. Robert felt something unfamiliar swelling in his chest—confidence, power, control. His mind, always so good at analyzing and calculating, had identified her vulnerability and his advantage with perfect clarity. The solution to this particular equation was simple: she needed him more than he needed her.
For the first time in his life, Robert wasn't just pushing his glasses up nervously. He was pushing back.

      ***Robert began circling the trapped woman like a shark, letting the silence stretch between them. Each step was measured, deliberate, as he analyzed her predicament from every angle. The plastic slats of the chair had collapsed in just the right way, pinning Cheryl's arms at awkward angles while leaving her breasts fully exposed to the afternoon sun. He noticed how her skin was already reddening slightly from exposure, how her nipples had hardened in the open air. It wasn't from arousal, he knew—more likely from stress and the occasional breeze—but the sight still sent electricity down his spine. This was power. Pure, unexpected power.
"Please," Cheryl whispered, her voice cracking. "Just help me out. This hurts."
Robert pushed his glasses up methodically, the gesture no longer nervous but calculating. "Beg," he said simply.
"What?" Her eyes widened in disbelief.
"Beg for my help." Robert's voice remained calm, almost clinical. "I want to hear how badly you need me."
The sun beat down mercilessly on Cheryl's exposed skin. Sweat beaded along her collarbone, tracing paths down to the valley between her breasts. Beyond the privacy fence, Robert could hear the distant sounds of suburban life—a lawnmower droning, children shouting several houses away, the occasional car passing on the street. Each sound seemed to heighten Cheryl's awareness of her vulnerability, her eyes darting anxiously toward the gate with every new noise.
"Someone might come," she hissed, struggling again to free herself, only succeeding in further entangling her arms in the collapsed plastic slats.
"Yes," Robert agreed, a small smile playing at his lips. "They might. Better convince me to help you before that happens."
The pool water glistened nearby, sparkling blue and inviting—a cruel contrast to Cheryl's predicament. The chlorine scent hung in the air, mingling with the coconut aroma of the suntan lotion slathered across her skin. Robert inhaled deeply, cataloging these sensory inputs like data points in an equation.
"Please," Cheryl tried again. "I'm begging you. Help me out of this chair."
Robert squatted down beside her, close enough that she could feel his breath on her cheek. "Not good enough," he said softly. "Tell me what you really want."
"I want to get out of this fucking chair!" she snapped, frustration temporarily overriding fear.
His hand shot out, fingers wrapping around her jaw, forcing her to look at him. The movement was so sudden, so unlike his usual careful demeanor, that it shocked them both. But Robert didn't retreat. Instead, he leaned closer.
"Say it like the desperate slut you are," he instructed, his voice low and controlled despite the hammering of his heart. "Tell me how much you need me. How you'll do anything."
Cheryl's eyes glistened with the beginning of tears. Robert observed them with scientific interest, noting how her pupils dilated as she processed her options. She was calculating, just as he was—weighing humiliation against the risk of being found like this by family, friends, or neighbors.
"I... I need your help," she whispered. "I'll do anything. Please."
"Anything?" Robert's fingertips traced a path from her jaw down her neck, feeling her pulse racing beneath her skin. "That's a dangerous word."
His touch continued downward, crossing her collarbone to the swell of her breast. The initial contact was almost clinical—as if he were inspecting equipment, testing structural integrity. He noted the softness, the weight, the way her flesh yielded to pressure. Data points. Variables in his evolving equation.
But as Cheryl's breath caught, something shifted. Robert's touch became possessive. His palm cupped her breast fully, fingers digging in slightly. He watched her face, recording every minute reaction—the widening of her eyes, the parting of her lips, the flush spreading across her cheeks.
"Such nice tits," he remarked, as casually as if commenting on the pool's pH balance. "Wasted on a stupid bitch who can't even sit in a chair properly."
The crude words felt foreign on his tongue, yet strangely satisfying. He'd never spoken to a woman like this before. Had never dared. Had always been the polite, overlooked son of Terry the pool guy. The nerdy, analytical student who sketched pool designs while classmates chatted about conquests.
Not anymore.
"Spread your legs," he commanded.
"What? No, I—"
His hand moved from her breast to her throat, not squeezing but making his potential clear. "Spread. Your. Legs."
Cheryl complied, her knees slowly parting as much as the chair allowed. Robert's free hand slid up her thigh, pushing her bikini bottom aside. His fingers explored her, methodical yet invasive, measuring her body's responses with scientific precision.
"Already wet," he observed, his voice detached despite the throbbing in his own shorts. "This is exciting you."
"No," she protested, but her body betrayed her as his fingers slid deeper.
Robert watched her face intently, pushing his glasses up with his free hand. The gesture felt different now—purposeful rather than nervous. He was the observer, the experimenter, the one in control.
"I don't believe you," he stated, withdrawing his fingers abruptly. He stood and unfastened his shorts, freeing himself. "But it doesn't matter what you believe. This is happening."
He positioned himself between her spread legs, the chair's awkward angle working to his advantage. Cheryl was pinned, immobile, exposed. Perfect.
"Wait, you can't—" she began.
Robert thrust forward, entering her in one smooth motion. Her words dissolved into a gasp that was part shock, part something else entirely.
"This is what happens to careless whores who can't even sit in a chair properly," he told her, his voice low and controlled. He established a rhythm of short, forceful thrusts, each one punctuated by the creaking of the damaged lounge chair beneath them.
His glasses slid down his nose with the movement, but he pushed them up methodically, refusing to break character. The analytical part of his mind remained engaged, calculating angles, observing responses, maintaining control even as his body surrendered to baser instincts.
"Look at you," he continued, noticing the conflicting signals from her body. "Trapped like an animal and taking cock like it's what you were made for."
Cheryl's skin flushed pink across her chest and face. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, but Robert noted with scientific interest that her body was responding enthusiastically. Her hips, what little she could move them in her trapped position, were rising to meet his thrusts. Her nipples had hardened further. Her breathing had synchronized with his movements.
"Stop... please..." she whispered, but her body clenched around him, contradicting her words.
"Your mouth says stop," Robert observed clinically, "but your cunt says harder." He adjusted his angle slightly, applying his knowledge of anatomy with the same precision he used when balancing pool chemicals.
The effect was immediate. Cheryl's back arched as much as her trapped position allowed, a strangled moan escaping her throat. Robert catalogued this reaction with satisfaction. He'd found the correct variable in his equation.
The sun continued its relentless beat on their skin. Sweat dripped from Robert's brow, occasionally spotting his glasses. The distant suburban sounds continued—oblivious neighbors living oblivious lives just yards away from where Robert had transformed from the nerdy pool boy into something else entirely.
"Tell me you're my whore," he commanded, his rhythm increasing. "Say it."
"I'm... I'm your whore," Cheryl gasped, her voice barely audible.
"Louder."
"I'm your whore!" The words burst from her with unexpected force, sending a jolt of electricity through Robert's spine.
He felt his control slipping, his carefully maintained analysis giving way to pure animal instinct. His glasses slid down again, but this time he didn't immediately adjust them. His focus had narrowed to the point where their bodies joined, to the building pressure at the base of his spine.
Cheryl's conflicted responses intensified—her involuntary moans contrasting with tears of shame that streaked her flushed cheeks. Her body trembled, caught in the trap of both the chair and her own unwanted arousal.
Robert pushed his glasses up one final time as he approached his climax, the gesture now an affirmation of his dominance rather than a nervous tic. He was not the awkward pool boy anymore. He was not his father's overlooked son. He was something new—something powerful and dangerous.
"Remember this," he growled as he finished inside her, "next time you're sitting by your pool, thinking you're better than the help."

      ***The latch on the pool gate clicked. Robert froze mid-thrust, his analytical mind immediately calculating this new variable. He glanced toward the sound, still buried deep inside Cheryl, who had also gone rigid with panic. Three women stood frozen at the gate entrance, designer sunglasses pushed up into their hair, mouths hanging open in perfect synchronicity. For a heartbeat, no one moved. Then Robert felt something shift inside him—not fear or embarrassment, but opportunity. His lips curled into a slow, deliberate smile as he looked directly at the newcomers without withdrawing from Cheryl.
"Oh my god!" one of them gasped, her manicured hand flying to cover her mouth. "Cheryl, what the fuck?"
Cheryl's face contorted in mortification. "Jessica, please, it's not—he's forcing me—I'm stuck—"
"Perfect timing," Robert announced, cutting off her explanation. He pushed his glasses up methodically, the movement deliberate and unhurried despite being caught in such a compromising position. "Your friends are going to join us."
The three women stood transfixed, apparently unable to process what they were witnessing. Robert could almost see their thoughts racing behind their shocked expressions. The tallest one—Jessica, presumably—took a half-step backward toward the gate. The other two exchanged uncertain glances.
"Don't even think about leaving," Robert called out, his voice surprisingly authoritative. The sun beat mercilessly down on the backyard tableau, making sweat glisten on exposed skin and the pool water sparkle with mocking brightness. In the distance
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