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  Chapter 1

  
  




I stood at the edge of the pool, my toes curling against the cool tile, staring down at the still blue water. It was my first day, and I was already nervous. The uniform, the standard red one-piece swimming suit, felt strange against my skin—tight in some places, loose in others—and I couldn’t stop tugging at it, trying to make it feel like it belonged to me. The whistle around my neck dangled awkwardly, like it was a symbol of authority I hadn’t quite earned yet.

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. This was my first job, and I should be excited, right? I mean, I’d been dreaming about getting hired for weeks. Ever since I saw the posting at the rec center, I knew I wanted to be a lifeguard. It wasn’t just the paycheck. It was something about the pool itself—the smell of chlorine, the way the sunlight reflected off the water, the sense of calm that washed over me when I watched the swimmers glide back and forth. It felt safe. Familiar. Maybe even a little magical.

I adjusted my sunglasses and glanced at my reflection in the glass doors. My long brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail, still damp from the quick dip I’d taken earlier. I looked the part, but did I feel it? Not really. My stomach fluttered with nerves, but I told myself that was normal. First days were always nerve-wracking, right?

“Hey, Sydney! You good?”

I jumped at the sound of my supervisor’s voice—Carly, I think her name was—and gave her a quick nod. She was older, maybe in her early thirties, with a no-nonsense vibe that made me stand a little straighter. I could tell she’d been doing this for a while, the way she walked with confidence, her clipboard tucked under one arm like a shield.

“Yeah, all good!” I called back, trying to sound more confident than I felt. She gave me a thumbs-up and walked away, leaving me alone with my thoughts again.

I shifted my weight from foot to foot, trying to calm my nerves. It wasn’t just about being new, though. It was something else. Maybe it was the fact that this felt like the beginning of something bigger. Like I was on the verge of a new chapter in my life, even if I didn’t know what it was yet. It was exciting, but also kind of terrifying.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I fished it out, checking the screen. A message from Mom, of course.

Good luck today, sweetheart! You’ll do great! Don’t forget sunscreen!

I smiled to myself and quickly typed out a reply. Thanks, Mom. Love you.

I slid the phone back into my pocket, feeling a little more grounded, a little more ready.

This was it. My first day as a lifeguard. Everything felt new, like I was standing at the edge of something bigger than just a pool. I didn’t know what was coming, but I was ready for it.

Or at least, I hoped I was.

I sat down on one of the lifeguard chairs, the whistle around my neck swinging lightly with the movement. The pool area was still empty, the morning sun casting a soft glow over the water. I could feel the excitement buzzing inside me. This was my first real job. It felt like a big step, like I was crossing some invisible line between being a kid and finally growing up.

I leaned back in the chair, letting the cool breeze brush over my skin. This was it—the beginning of my summer as a lifeguard. It felt important, like it was going to be more than just a job. Maybe this summer, I’d grow up in other ways, too.

I’d been thinking a lot about what it meant to be grown up lately. My friends were always chatting about boys, kissing, and dating, but I’d never really gotten into it like they had. Sometimes, I wondered if something was wrong with me. All through high school, I watched as my friends had crushes, went on dates, and shared their first kisses. As for me? I just wasn’t interested.

Sure, I’d imagined what it would be like to be with someone, but only because everyone else seemed to be doing it. The idea of kissing a guy never excited me; in fact, it kind of grossed me out. I couldn’t picture myself doing it.

But then there were those moments when I caught myself daydreaming about other women. I’d never said anything about it, never really even talked to anyone about it. The way a girl might look at me, or the way her touch might feel—it made my heart race in a way that was different, a little thrilling, and completely confusing.

I stared out at the pool, the sunlight dancing across the water. Maybe this summer would be different. I was eighteen now, after all. Maybe I’d meet someone who made everything click. Maybe I’d start to understand why people were so obsessed with love and romance, in whatever form that took for me.

Thinking about it too much always made my stomach twist. I figured one day I’d find a great guy, get settled, maybe have a family. That’s what you’re supposed to do, right? That’s what my mom did, what all the women in my family did. It was just… normal.

But the thought didn’t sit right with me. Every time I pictured myself with some imaginary partner, holding hands, kissing—something about it didn’t fit. It wasn’t that I didn’t want those things. I just couldn’t see them fitting into my life the way everyone else seemed to.

Maybe I was a late bloomer. That’s what my mom said when I told her I hadn’t been on a date. “You’ve got time, sweetheart. When the right person comes along, you’ll know.”

I wasn’t so sure about that. What if the right person wasn’t who I expected? What if what I wanted was different from what everyone else expected of me? I shook my head, pushing the thoughts away like I always did. It wasn’t worth worrying about.

For now, I had the pool, and that was enough. This job made me feel grown up, more independent. Maybe that was what I needed—to focus on myself for a while. Figure out what I wanted before I started worrying about relationships or labels.

I sat back in the chair, letting out a deep breath. The sun was climbing higher in the sky, and soon, people would start arriving. For now, though, I had the peace of the empty pool all to myself.

Whatever this summer had in store, I’d figure it out. One day at a time.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




I was folding towels near the pool deck when I first saw the woman who would change everything. Vanessa. She walked in like she owned the place, her dark sunglasses perched on her head, long black hair cascading down her back in loose waves. She wasn’t just beautiful—she was magnetic. Confident. Effortless. The way she moved made it seem like she’d done this a million times before, like nothing here could surprise her.

And then there was me—awkwardly fumbling with the pile of towels, suddenly hyper-aware of my every movement. I straightened up, trying to act casual, but my hands were shaking a little. Was I nervous? Why was I nervous?

“Hey, newbie,” a voice called, and I looked up to see Vanessa standing a few feet away, smiling at me. “You must be Sydney, right?”

Her voice was low and smooth, with a hint of teasing in it. My heart did a weird little flip, and I had to remind myself to breathe.

“Uh, yeah! I’m Sydney.” I gave her a quick, awkward wave, immediately feeling stupid for it. 

Vanessa raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a smirk as she walked over. Up close, she was even more intimidating—tall, toned, with the kind of tanned skin that came from spending hours under the sun. I was practically a ghost next to her.

“I’m Vanessa,” she said, extending a hand. I took it, trying not to notice how warm and soft her skin felt against mine. “Welcome to the crew.”

“Thanks!” I said, a little too enthusiastically. “It’s, uh, great to be here.”

Her smile widened, and I could tell she was amused by my awkwardness. I tried to play it cool, but inside, I was panicking. What was it about her that had me so off-balance? She was everything I wasn’t—experienced, confident, and, let’s be honest, way too cool to be talking to me. Maybe that was why I couldn’t stop staring at her. She was like this perfect lifeguard version of what I wished I could be.

“So,” Vanessa said, leaning casually against the lifeguard tower, “first job as a lifeguard?”

“Yeah.” I nodded, tucking a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “I’ve always liked swimming, so I figured it would be a good fit.”

She gave me a slow, appraising look that made my skin prickle. “That’s cool. How’re you feeling about it so far?”

“Oh, you know, just trying not to drown anyone.” I let out a nervous laugh, then immediately regretted it. Drown anyone? What kind of joke was that?

To my surprise, Vanessa laughed too. “Hey, no drowning on your first day—that’s a solid goal.”

I smiled, feeling a little more at ease. Her laugh was infectious, and suddenly the air between us felt lighter, like maybe I wasn’t a total disaster after all.

“You’ve been doing this for a while, right?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from my embarrassing jokes.

“Yeah, a few years. I guess you could say I’m kind of a veteran around here.” She gave a mock-salute, and I found myself laughing again.

There was something about her—she wasn’t just beautiful, she was fun. Easy to talk to, even though I was a nervous wreck. She had this way of making you feel like everything was going to be okay, even when you had no idea what you were doing.

“Any advice for a rookie?” I asked, folding my arms and trying to mimic her casual stance.

Vanessa tilted her head, pretending to think. “Hmm… let’s see. Rule number one: always look cool. Even if you don’t know what you’re doing, just act like you do.”

“Cool. Got it,” I said, nodding like I was taking notes. “Anything else?”

“Rule number two: never lose your sunglasses. Ever.” She tapped the sunglasses perched on her head for emphasis. “It’s basically lifeguard code.”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “I don’t even have sunglasses.”

She gasped dramatically. “Oh no. We’ll have to fix that immediately. How can you be a lifeguard without a pair of shades?”

“I’m doomed,” I said with mock despair, and Vanessa grinned.

“Don’t worry. I’ll show you where to get the good ones. You know, the ones that won’t fall apart after a week.” She winked, and I felt my face grow warm. Did she always flirt like this, or was I imagining things?

“You’re really making me feel better about this,” I said, and I meant it. Somehow, in the span of a few minutes, she’d turned what could have been a painfully awkward introduction into something fun.

“That’s what I’m here for, rookie,” she said with a teasing grin. “Stick with me, and you’ll survive the summer.”

I smiled, feeling a strange sense of relief. Maybe this job wasn’t going to be so terrifying after all. With Vanessa around, at least I wouldn’t feel completely lost.

“Thanks,” I said softly. “I appreciate it.”

Vanessa waved her hand dismissively. “No problem. We’re all in this together. You’ll catch on quick.”

Her gaze lingering on me for just a second longer than I expected. My heart skipped a beat, and I quickly looked away, suddenly flustered.

“Well, I’ve gotta finish setting up before we open,” she said, her voice casual again. “But I’ll see you around, okay?”

“Yeah, definitely,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound too eager.

She flashed me one last smile before walking off, her confidence radiating with every step. I watched her go, a strange mix of emotions swirling inside me.

I didn’t know what it was about her that made me feel so… drawn. Maybe it was just admiration. She was everything I wasn’t—cool, experienced, self-assured. And she’d been so nice to me, even when I’d been awkward and weird.

But as I stood there, watching the way the sunlight bounced off her dark hair, I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something more. Something I didn’t quite understand yet.

Whatever it was, I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

The rest of the week blurred by, but one thing stayed constant: Vanessa. Everywhere I turned, there she was—her voice, her laugh, her presence wrapping itself around me like a warm breeze. I couldn’t help it. I was drawn to her. It was like some invisible string kept pulling me in her direction, no matter where I went.

I felt like a puppy dog, following her around the pool deck. I’d hover nearby when she was on her lifeguard shift, watching the way she scanned the water, the way she commanded attention with just a glance. She was everything I wanted to be—confident, cool, and completely in control. The other lifeguards all respected her, and the kids adored her. Even the parents seemed to be in awe of her effortless authority.

And me? I was just happy she hadn’t told me to buzz off yet.

Vanessa didn’t seem to mind that I was always around, though. If anything, she embraced it. She’d toss a smile my way or make a joke, and I’d laugh like it was the funniest thing I’d ever heard. Whenever I was unsure about something, she was there to offer guidance, her words always light but encouraging. It felt good—almost like she’d taken me under her wing.

One afternoon, Vanessa was sitting in the high lifeguard chair, her body perfectly draped over it like she was born to be there. From where I stood below her, it was impossible not to notice every detail of her body—the curve of her legs, long and toned, extending lazily in front of her, her tanned skin practically glowing under the sun. The way the sunlight kissed her, it was like the universe itself was drawn to her. I couldn’t help but stare, my heart thudding hard in my chest.

Her legs, slightly parted, looked smooth and strong, the muscles shifting with every subtle movement. I felt mesmerized by them, as if all the strength and beauty I lacked in myself was somehow magnified in her. Her thighs were firm, her calves sculpted, and I had this ridiculous urge to reach out and touch her skin, just to see if it felt as soft as it looked. The thought made my stomach do flips, and I had to tear my gaze away before I got lost in the fantasy.

But then, my eyes drifted up again, taking in the gentle curve of her hips, the dip of her waist where her lifeguard suit clung to her body in all the right places. Her suit was red, the classic lifeguard uniform, but on her, it was something else entirely. It highlighted her every curve, the way her breasts sat perfectly against the fabric, her hourglass figure commanding attention even without trying. Every inch of her was like some kind of masterpiece, carved out of sun and water. She wasn’t just attractive—she was captivating.

I could feel my breath catch in my throat as I stared, my gaze lingering on the fullness of her lips. They were slightly parted, soft and pink, and I found myself wondering how they’d feel against my own skin. My face burned at the thought, but I couldn’t shake it. Every time she smiled, her lips curved in that perfect way, so effortlessly sexy without even meaning to be. It was almost cruel how beautiful she was.

Her sunglasses shielded her eyes, but I knew what was underneath—those deep, dark eyes that had a way of cutting right through you. Even though I couldn’t see them, I felt like they were on me, watching me just as intently as I was watching her. It was like she knew exactly the effect she had on me, and that thought made my pulse race even faster.

Standing below her, looking up at her like that, I felt like I was worshipping her. She was so far above me, in every sense. It wasn’t just that she was older or more experienced—it was the way she carried herself, the way every part of her seemed to scream power and allure. I was drawn to her, helpless to stop myself.

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling the heat between us. My body was reacting in ways I didn’t understand, my skin tingling, my breath coming in shallow waves. I’d never felt this way before, this magnetic pull that made it impossible to think about anything else but her. I knew I should focus on the pool, on my job, but I couldn’t. Not with Vanessa sitting above me like this, a living goddess in human form.

Her voice snapped me out of my daze. “You okay down there, Syd?” she teased, her lips curling into a smirk.

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “Yeah… just, uh, keeping an eye on things.”

She smiled wider, and I felt my knees go weak. Her smile was enough to make me forget how to breathe, how to be a normal person. She was so intoxicating, every movement so deliberate, so full of confidence.

“Good,” she said, casually shifting her weight in the chair. As she did, her legs brushed together, and I couldn’t help but watch the way her skin moved, the muscles flexing slightly. “Stick around me, and you’ll figure it out.”

I nodded, barely able to speak. My gaze flicked back to her legs, her curves, her lips, and I felt a wave of heat rush through me. Every part of me ached to be closer to her, to touch her, to feel her against me. But instead, I just stood there, staring up at her like she was something untouchable, something perfect.

And maybe she was. Maybe that’s what made her so irresistible—she was everything I wasn’t, everything I could never have. But standing there, beneath her, feeling that magnetic pull, I wasn’t sure I cared.

The problem was, I didn’t know how to feel about my intense pull to Vanessa. Or rather, I didn’t know what I was feeling. At first, I told myself it was nothing. She was like a cool older sister, someone I could look up to. But late at night, when I was lying in bed staring at the ceiling, the thoughts that crept into my mind didn’t feel like something a little sister would have.

I’d catch myself thinking about her—about the way her smile lit up her whole face, or the way her dark hair shimmered in the sunlight. Sometimes I’d imagine what it would be like to be as close to her as she was to the other lifeguards. What would it be like to be her favorite, to get that extra smile meant just for me?

But those thoughts always spiraled into something more. Something I wasn’t sure how to handle. I’d lie there, imagining her leaning in close, her lips brushing against my skin, her voice low and teasing. The thought sent shivers down my spine, and I’d pull the covers up to my chin, my heart pounding in my chest.

I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I’d never felt like this before—not about anyone.

But Vanessa wasn’t just anyone.

I kept telling myself it was just admiration. She was older, cooler, more experienced. Of course I wanted to be like her. Of course I looked up to her. That was normal, right?

But the way my stomach flipped when she laughed, or the way I couldn’t stop thinking about her at night—that didn’t feel normal. Not for me, anyway.

One evening, after another long day at the pool, I found myself staring at my reflection in the bathroom mirror. My hair was a mess from the chlorine, my skin sunburned from hours under the sun. I looked tired. But beneath the exhaustion, there was something else. Something I couldn’t quite name.

I splashed water on my face, hoping to shake the feeling off. But as I stood there, dripping and red-faced, all I could see was her. Vanessa. Her smile, her laugh, the way she made me feel like I was the only person in the world when she talked to me.

Maybe there was a reason I’d never been boy-crazy like my friends. Maybe there was a reason I’d never daydreamed about kissing guys or holding their hands. Maybe the thing I’d been waiting for wasn’t a guy at all.

I shut the water off and stared at myself, my breath coming in slow, shaky waves.

What was I supposed to do with that?
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It was another lazy afternoon at the pool, and I found myself back at the lifeguard tower, hanging around Vanessa like I always did. She sat perched up high in the chair, her legs crossed casually, looking every bit the sun-kissed goddess. I was standing below, leaning against the base, feeling the heat of the sun but barely noticing it compared to the warmth I felt just being near her. My eyes kept drifting to her, tracing the lines of her legs, the way her skin glowed in the sunlight. I couldn’t help it—I was completely captivated.

Every now and then, she’d toss me a teasing smile, her sunglasses pulled down just enough for me to catch a glimpse of those deep brown eyes. It was like she knew how much power she had over me, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. I was too busy drinking her in, hoping she wouldn’t catch me staring.

Suddenly, Vanessa’s phone buzzed in her lap, and I watched as she glanced at the screen. Her expression shifted, a small frown tugging at her lips.

“What’s up?” I asked, trying to sound casual, even though my heart fluttered every time I heard her speak.

Vanessa sighed and rolled her eyes, her fingers tapping rapidly across the screen before she tucked the phone away. “Ugh. My ex,” she said with a hint of irritation. “She just doesn’t know when to give it a rest.”

I blinked, the words hanging in the air for a second longer than they should have. Her ex? She? My brain felt like it was working in slow motion, trying to process what she’d just said.

“Your ex… girlfriend?” I asked, my voice coming out more awkward than I’d intended. My heart started racing, and I wasn’t entirely sure why. I mean, I knew why, but I wasn’t ready to admit it to myself yet.

Vanessa looked down at me from her chair, raising an eyebrow. Her lips quirked into a smirk as if she could read my mind. “Yeah, girlfriend,” she said with a little laugh. “What, you’ve never met a lesbian before?”

I felt my face flush, and I quickly looked down at the ground, embarrassed by how obvious my confusion had been. Of course, I knew what a lesbian was, but I’d never really thought about it. Not like this. Not about someone I… liked. I could feel Vanessa’s amused eyes on me, and it only made me feel more flustered.

“I—I mean, no, I’ve just… I didn’t know,” I stammered, trying to find the right words but failing miserably. “I didn’t realize… you…”

Vanessa laughed again, but it wasn’t mean-spirited. It was more like she found my innocence adorable. “Yeah, is that ok with you? You’re not like a secret Christian homophobe or anything are you?” she laughed, leaning back in her chair, completely at ease with the conversation while I felt like I was on the verge of a meltdown. “My ex-girlfriend has been trying to get back with me for weeks, but I’m over it.”

I felt my heart skip a beat. She was single? My mind raced as I tried to process what that meant. Vanessa was a lesbian. She wasn’t with anyone right now. And suddenly, the possibility—no matter how far-fetched it seemed—hit me like a freight train. Was there… could there actually be a chance for me?

I forced myself to play it cool, even though inside I was practically screaming. “Oh, that sucks,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Breakups are rough.”

Vanessa chuckled, waving her hand dismissively. “Yeah, well, this one’s for the best. I’m not looking to get back into anything with her. We were never really right for each other, you know?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to say anything else without giving away how thrilled I felt. My chest was tight, and I could feel my pulse quickening. I wanted to ask more—wanted to know everything about her past relationships, her feelings, her type. But I didn’t want to come off too eager. I had to play it cool, even though inside I was practically buzzing with excitement.

“You’ve never mentioned her before,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant, even though I was desperate for more information. “Your ex, I mean.”

Vanessa shrugged. “It didn’t seem important. Plus, I try not to think about her too much these days.” She flashed me another smile, and my stomach did a little flip. “But yeah, I’m definitely not in a hurry to dive back into anything. I’m just enjoying being single for a while.”

I nodded again, feeling like I’d just been handed a secret, some kind of key to understanding her. My mind was racing with possibilities. She wasn’t with anyone. She was into girls. And here I was, standing right in front of her, completely smitten.

I tried to act cool, to not let on how excited I was, but inside, my heart was soaring. There might actually be a chance—however slim it might be.

As Vanessa settled back into the lifeguard chair, her focus drifting back to the pool, I tried to shake off the overwhelming swirl of emotions. She was single, and she was into girls. That meant I had a chance, right? A chance for what, I wasn’t entirely sure, but the idea of being with someone like Vanessa—confident, experienced, and completely out of my league—suddenly felt like it was within reach.

I took a deep breath, determined to be more like her—cool, confident, unfazed. I straightened up and leaned casually against the tower, trying to project a version of myself that didn’t feel like a nervous wreck inside.

“So…” I started, my voice lighter than usual, trying to sound playful. “If you’re not into your ex anymore, does that mean you’re on the market?”

Vanessa glanced down at me with a raised eyebrow, her lips curving into a small smile. “Oh, is that your way of asking if I’m available?” she teased, and I felt my heart thud against my chest.

I tried to laugh it off, hoping it didn’t sound as awkward as I felt. “I mean… maybe. Just, you know, wondering.”

Her gaze lingered on me for a moment, and I could feel the heat creeping up my neck. I was trying to flirt, trying to be playful like her, but every second of her looking at me like that made my confidence waver.

“You’ve been acting kinda weird lately, Syd,” Vanessa said, her voice soft but curious. She tilted her head, studying me with that same easy smirk that made my stomach twist into knots. “Everything alright?”

I froze, my attempt at being smooth falling apart right there. She saw right through me, like she always did. I tried to play it off with a shrug, but my confidence had taken a nosedive.

“Me? Weird? No, no… I’m totally fine,” I stammered, waving a hand as if brushing off her observation. “Just… maybe a little tired.”

Vanessa laughed, and while it wasn’t mean, it felt like a punch to my already fragile ego. “Yeah, sure,” she said, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “You’ve been giving off this… vibe. Like you’re trying a bit too hard.”

Her words deflated me instantly. Trying too hard. Of course. I didn’t know what I was doing, and it was obvious to her. Vanessa, with all her confidence and experience, could probably read me like an open book. I wanted to crawl into a hole.

“Maybe I am,” I mumbled, feeling the weight of embarrassment settle in. “I don’t know… I just…”

Vanessa shook her head, still smiling, but there was no malice in her expression. “Hey, it’s okay. I mean, you don’t have to try so hard to impress me. You’re already a good kid.”

Good kid. That stung more than I wanted to admit. I didn’t want to be seen as some naive, awkward rookie she felt the need to look after. I wanted her to see me as something more, but it was clear I wasn’t anywhere near that.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and nodded, forcing a small smile to hide my disappointment. “Yeah, okay. I get it.”

Vanessa gave me a soft look, like she sensed my mood shift. “I don’t mean it in a bad way, Syd. You’re cool. You don’t have to try to be something you’re not.”

Her words were meant to comfort me, but instead, they just cemented the fact that I was out of my depth. I wasn’t like her. I wasn’t cool or confident or experienced. I was just… me. And someone like Vanessa would never be into someone like me, no matter how hard I tried.

The more I thought about it, the more foolish I felt. What was I even thinking? Vanessa was beautiful, charming, and so much older than me. She had a whole world of experiences that I couldn’t even begin to compete with. And here I was, standing at her feet, trying to flirt like I knew what I was doing. I didn’t stand a chance.

I spent the rest of the afternoon trying to shake the feeling of defeat. Every time I glanced at Vanessa, sitting so effortlessly cool in her lifeguard chair, I felt a pang of longing, but I pushed it away. I couldn’t compete with the other people in her life, with her ex-girlfriends or the other lifeguards who seemed to make her laugh so easily.

I finally gave up. I wasn’t cut out for this. Maybe it was better to just accept that someone like Vanessa would never go for someone like me.








  
  
  Chapter 4

  
  







I decided I needed a break from my thoughts—especially thoughts of her. Every shift, every lingering look, every subtle smile from Vanessa had gotten under my skin. I couldn’t shake her, couldn’t stop thinking about her in ways I didn’t fully understand. The more I tried to act normal around her, the more I felt like I was floundering. I just needed a moment to clear my head, and maybe get some space between me and the endless loop of imagining things that would never happen.

So that’s how I found myself at the pool early, well before my shift started. The pool was empty—no kids, no noise, just me and the still, cool water. I figured a quiet swim might help clear my head, maybe help me refocus and get my thoughts under control.

I dove in, letting the cold water envelop me, the weightless feeling as I swam back and forth in smooth strokes easing some of the tension in my body. The water calmed me, washing away the confusion and tension, at least for a little while. It was just me, the quiet, and the simple rhythm of my movements.

After a few laps, I floated on my back, staring up at the open sky. The sound of water lapping at the edges of the pool filled the silence, and for the first time in a while, my mind was blissfully blank. No overthinking, no worrying about Vanessa, no awkward fumbling. Just peace.

Eventually, I decided it was time to head inside to the locker room and shower off the chlorine before my shift started. The indoor showers were always cool and quiet this time of day, another perfect way to reset before I had to see Vanessa again.

I stripped off my swimsuit and stepped under the spray, the water warmer than the pool but still soothing as it rushed over me. I lathered shampoo into my hair, letting the scent fill my senses, focusing on the simple, familiar routine. The water washed away the pool’s chlorine and, I hoped, some of the messy feelings I’d been struggling with.

I froze, my body stiffening as I heard the door creak open. My heart gave a sudden jolt, and for a second, I hoped it was anyone but her. But then that familiar voice filled the room.

“Well, this is a nice surprise.”

I turned my head, blinking through the steam, and there she was—Vanessa, standing in the entryway, fully dressed in her usual tank top and shorts, her gym bag slung casually over her shoulder. She smirked, leaning against the door frame, and I could feel the heat rush to my cheeks as I realized just how exposed I was.

Completely naked. And Vanessa was staring right at me.

I wanted to cover myself, but it was too late for that. My arms felt heavy at my sides, frozen in place as the water from the shower continued to pour over me. Vanessa’s eyes drifted over my body, not in a rushed or awkward way, but slowly, like she was taking her time. Her smirk grew a little wider.

“Didn’t expect to see you here this early,” she said, her voice casual, but her gaze still lingering on me. She moved toward her locker, unhurried, as if this was the most normal thing in the world.

I swallowed hard, trying to snap out of the trance I was in. “Uh, yeah. I came for a swim… thought I’d, um, shower before my shift. Why are you here?”

Vanessa chuckled, tossing her gym bag onto the bench beside her locker. She opened it and started pulling out a clean towel, her movements slow and deliberate. “Stayed at a friend’s place last night,” she said as she unzipped the bag. “Didn’t feel like going all the way home to shower. Figured I’d just use the locker room before my shift.”

She looked up at me again, her eyes flickering with something that made my pulse quicken. My mind raced as I watched her casually strip off her tank top, revealing a black sports bra that hugged her toned body. My breath caught in my throat, and I forced myself to look away, feeling the heat rising to my face again.

But I couldn’t help it. My eyes darted back to her—her bare skin, the way her muscles moved under her smooth, tanned skin. Her abs, defined and perfect, the curve of her waist leading down to her hips. I was in awe, and I hated how obvious it was that I couldn’t stop staring.

Vanessa seemed to notice. She was taking her time, moving with a casual ease that made it clear she knew I was watching her. She peeled off her shorts next, leaving her in nothing but that black bra and matching underwear. My heart pounded in my chest as I tried to stay focused on rinsing off, but every inch of her body pulled my attention like a magnet.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, catching me in the act of gawking. A sly smile tugged at her lips, like she was enjoying the power she had over me.

“You okay, Syd?” she asked, her voice soft but teasing. “You look a little… distracted.”

My mouth went dry, and I quickly turned back toward the wall, letting the water cascade down my face in an attempt to hide my embarrassment. “I-I’m fine,” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

Vanessa let out a soft laugh, and I could hear her continue to undress behind me. I didn’t dare turn around, but I couldn’t stop my imagination from running wild. The sound of fabric sliding off her skin, the soft thud of her shoes hitting the floor—it all felt too intimate, too charged with something I wasn’t ready to name.

“You sure?” Vanessa’s voice came from right behind me, closer than before. I froze, feeling the heat of her body, the steam swirling around us making the space between us feel smaller, more intimate. My breath hitched. I didn’t need to turn around to know she was naked now—she’d stepped into the shower with me. My heart raced, every nerve in my body on fire as I stood there, water cascading down my back, unsure of what to do.

My mind screamed at me to stay calm, to act like it wasn’t a big deal, but I couldn’t stop the pounding in my chest. Vanessa was right there. I could feel her presence, the warmth of her skin just inches from mine, the soft sound of water hitting her body.

I swallowed hard, my pulse thrumming in my ears. “I-I’m fine,” I mumbled, trying to sound cool, to act like I wasn’t freaking out. I kept my eyes glued to the wall, focusing on the water running down the tile, anything but her.

Vanessa chuckled softly, the sound low and sultry, almost like a purr. “It’s okay to look at me, you know,” she said, her voice teasing, a little playful, but there was an edge to it—a confidence that made my stomach flip.

I hesitated, my hands shaking slightly under the spray of the water. I couldn’t not look. The tension between us was too much, the pull too strong. Slowly, almost involuntarily, I turned my head, my eyes trailing up from the floor until they landed on her.

And there she was—completely naked, standing just inches away from me, her body glistening under the water. My breath caught in my throat. She was perfect. Her skin was smooth, her curves defined yet soft in all the right places. Her toned stomach led down to her hips, and her legs, long and lean, glistened with water. I swallowed again, my throat dry despite the steam. My eyes traveled up to her breasts, full and firm, and then finally to her face—her lips curved into that teasing smile, her eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my pulse skyrocket.

I couldn’t speak. I could barely think. My body felt like it was buzzing, every sense heightened, my skin prickling with awareness. I’d never seen anyone so beautiful, so… unattainable. And yet, here she was, standing in front of me like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Vanessa tilted her head slightly, clearly reveling in the attention. She let me look, let me admire her, her smile widening as she took a step closer, her body so close now that I could feel the heat radiating off her. The steam swirled between us, thick and heavy, and I felt like I was suffocating in the best possible way.

“You like what you see?” she asked, her voice soft, almost a whisper now, but with an undeniable edge to it—like she already knew the answer.

I couldn’t bring myself to answer. My mouth was dry, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it. I nodded, barely able to meet her gaze.

Vanessa smiled, a slow, knowing smile, and turned her attention to the showerhead, letting the water run over her body as if nothing about this was out of the ordinary. She reached for the soap, rubbing it across her skin in slow, deliberate movements, clearly enjoying the fact that I couldn’t stop staring.

Every movement she made felt charged, deliberate. The way she ran her hands over her body, lathering the soap on her skin, the way the water cascaded down her curves—it was mesmerizing. I was completely lost, unable to tear my eyes away.

For a moment, I thought maybe this was all in my head, that maybe I was just imagining the electricity between us, but then Vanessa glanced back at me, her eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite name.

“You’ve been acting strange around me lately,” she said, her tone casual, but there was something deeper beneath it. “I’ve noticed.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out. I didn’t know what to say, how to explain the way she made me feel. How could I? I didn’t even fully understand it myself.

Vanessa took a step closer, her wet body nearly brushing against mine now, and I felt my breath catch again. Her hand came up to brush a strand of wet hair behind my ear, her fingers lingering on my cheek for just a second longer than necessary.

“It’s cute,” she murmured, her lips curving into a smile that sent a shiver down my spine.

I swallowed hard, my whole body trembling with nervous energy. I could feel her gaze on me, could feel the weight of her attention, and I wanted so badly to lean into it, to give in to whatever was happening between us. But I was terrified. What if I was wrong? What if this was all just some sort of teasing game to her?

But then, before I could spiral any further into my thoughts, Vanessa leaned in, her lips brushing softly against my ear as she whispered, “Relax, Syd.”

Her breath on my skin sent a jolt of electricity through me, and without thinking, I turned my head, meeting her eyes. There was no mistaking the look she was giving me now. This wasn’t just teasing. There was something real here, something that made my stomach flip and my heart race.

Vanessa smiled, her hand moving from my cheek down to my shoulder, trailing slowly over my wet skin. She leaned in, her lips hovering just inches from mine, and for a moment, I thought I was going to pass out from the anticipation.

And then, just as I was about to say something—anything—her lips brushed against mine. Gentle at first, soft and teasing, but then firmer, more insistent. My mind went blank, my body acting on instinct as I kissed her back, my hands reaching out to touch her, to pull her closer.

Vanessa pressed her body against mine, her hands sliding down my back as she deepened the kiss, her lips moving with a confidence that left me breathless. Every touch, every movement was electric, and I felt like I was drowning in her—in the heat, the steam, the overwhelming sensation of her lips on mine.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes were dark, her breathing just as ragged as mine. She gave me a smirk, her thumb brushing gently over my bottom lip.

“I knew you’d be fun,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry.

I could barely catch my breath, my mind still reeling from what had just happened. All I could do was stare at her, completely dazed, completely lost in the moment.

And all I knew for sure was that nothing between us would ever be the same again.

I stood there, stunned, my mind racing as the reality of what had just happened sank in. My first kiss—my first kiss—had just happened. Not with a guy, not in some sweet, movie-like moment under the stars, but here, in a gym shower, naked, with Vanessa. The heat of the water, the steam swirling around us, and the feel of her lips still tingling against mine—everything felt surreal, like I was living in someone else’s dream.

And it wasn’t just a kiss. It was with her—Vanessa, the woman who had consumed my thoughts for weeks. My breath hitched, and I could hardly believe it. I didn’t have time to process, didn’t have time to think, because she was kissing me again, harder this time, more demanding, and every nerve in my body was screaming in response.

Vanessa’s hands slid down my back, her fingers trailing over my wet skin, and I let out a shaky breath, feeling a mix of nervousness and excitement swirl in my chest. She kissed me like she knew exactly what she was doing, like she’d done this a thousand times, and I—well, I hadn’t. I had no idea what I was doing, but she didn’t seem to mind. She was taking the lead, guiding me, and I was more than happy to follow.

Her hands found my hips, pulling me closer until our bodies were pressed together under the hot spray of the water. The sensation of her bare skin against mine was overwhelming, and I gasped against her lips, feeling the warmth of her body, the way her curves fit so perfectly against mine.

Vanessa broke the kiss, her forehead resting against mine as she looked into my eyes, a small, almost wicked smile playing at the corners of her lips. “You okay?” she whispered, her breath warm against my face, her fingers brushing softly against my waist.

I nodded, my pulse still racing, unable to find words. I didn’t trust myself to speak, not when my heart was pounding in my chest like this, not when I was still reeling from the fact that this was happening. That Vanessa was happening.

“Relax,” she murmured again, her hands sliding up my sides, leaving a trail of heat in their wake. “Let me show you.”

She kissed me again, slower this time, her lips moving against mine in a way that made my knees weak. I felt her hand slip between us, guiding my trembling hand to her waist, then lower, pressing it firmly against her skin. My breath caught as I felt her body under my palm—warm, soft, and impossibly smooth.

She broke the kiss, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Touch me, Syd.”

I hesitated for a moment, my mind spinning. I’d never done this before—not with anyone, let alone with a woman. But the way Vanessa looked at me, the way she pressed her body against mine, made the decision for me. I wanted to touch her. I needed to.

Slowly, I let my hand roam over her body, my fingers trailing across the curve of her waist, up the line of her back. I could feel her shudder under my touch, and it sent a thrill through me, the knowledge that I was making her feel this way. Vanessa let out a soft, almost breathless laugh, her lips grazing my neck as she whispered, “That’s it.”

Her hands slid down my arms until her hand was on top of mine, guiding me to her clit, showing me how to touch her, how to feel her in ways that sent shockwaves through my entire body. The water from the shower poured over us, hot and relentless, but it felt like nothing compared to the heat building between us.

My heart pounded, my nerves on fire as Vanessa’s soft, hushed voice filled the small, steamy space. “Here,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear, her breath sending shivers down my spine. “Just like this.”

She pressed my hand lower, guiding my fingers to rub her in slow, deliberate circles. I could feel her body tense, her breathing hitch as I followed her lead. The sensation of her beneath my fingers was intoxicating, so warm and soft, and I couldn’t stop the rush of adrenaline surging through me. The sound of the water, the echo of her quiet breaths, all faded into the background as I focused on the feel of her, on the way her body responded to my touch.

The passion between us rose with every movement, every stroke. Vanessa let out a soft moan, her hand tightening on mine, her lips grazing the side of my neck. The sound sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I found myself wanting more, wanting to make her feel the way she was making me feel—consumed by the moment, by her.

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my cool, but every part of me was buzzing, my pulse racing as Vanessa’s body pressed harder against mine, her breath hot and ragged. Her hips moved against my hand, following the rhythm, and I felt like I was drowning in her, in the heat and the steam and the intensity of it all.

Her moans grew softer but more urgent, and I knew I was doing something right. The way she leaned into me, the way her fingers gripped my wrist, guiding me—it was like she was teaching me how to feel, how to explore this side of myself that I never even knew existed.

Vanessa’s lips found mine again, hungry and demanding, as her body arched into my hand, the circles becoming faster, more insistent. I could feel the tension building between us, her need, her desire, and it overwhelmed me. There was nothing else in the world but her, but this.

My hand moved faster, driven by a desire I’d never felt before. Vanessa let out a sharp breath, her body trembling against mine as I rubbed her wet pussy, the circles growing tighter, more precise. She groaned softly into my ear, her lips grazing my neck as her hand dug into my shoulder for support.

And then, with one last, deep moan, she tensed, her body trembling as she reached her peak. The sound of her pleasure, the way she melted into me afterward, left me breathless. We stood there, panting, the water cascading over us as the moment hung heavy in the air.

Vanessa slowly pulled back, her lips curving into a satisfied smile as she looked into my eyes. “Good girl,” she whispered, her voice soft and sultry, filled with something that made my heart race all over again.

I was speechless, overwhelmed, and completely lost in the afterglow of what had just happened. I couldn’t believe what we’d just done, couldn’t believe how pleasuring her had made me feel. And yet, in that moment, I didn’t want to think about anything else. I didn’t want to question it.

I just wanted more.

Vanessa kissed me again, her lips soft yet demanding, and even though she was the one who had just been lost in pleasure, I found myself trembling beneath her touch. My hands, still wet from her, slid awkwardly against her slick skin, but none of it mattered. All I could focus on was the way her lips captured mine, the way her hands moved with such confidence, and the way my entire body seemed to quiver under her attention.

Her kiss was slow, languid, but with a fire beneath it that made my knees feel weak. She could sense it—how unsteady I was—because she chuckled softly against my lips. “You’re shaking,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction and amusement. “I haven’t even gotten to you yet.”

I swallowed hard, trying to steady myself, but the truth was, I was trembling. I had no idea why I was the one who felt like I was coming apart when she had been the one on the receiving end. Yet, her presence, her confidence, her control—it did something to me. Something that made me feel completely undone.

Vanessa kissed me again, this time with more purpose, her lips moving down from my mouth to my jaw, then to my neck, leaving a trail of heat in their wake. I let out a soft gasp, the sensation of her lips against my skin sending shivers down my spine. Her hands rested on my waist, steadying me as her mouth continued its descent, exploring every inch of me as if she was savoring the taste of my skin.

I felt her lips move lower, across my collarbone, down my chest, and every inch of me was on fire. The steam from the shower swirled around us, making everything feel hazy, dreamlike. Her kisses were deliberate, teasing, and I could feel the smirk on her lips as she worked her way down my body.

I bit my lip, my breath hitching as her lips brushed across my stomach, each kiss sending a fresh wave of electricity through me. I could barely think, barely process the fact that Vanessa, beautiful, confident Vanessa, was doing this to me, was making me feel things I never thought possible.

And then, she dropped to her knees.

My breath caught in my throat as I looked down at her, the sight of her kneeling in front of me under the hot spray of the shower making my heart race. Her dark hair clung to her skin, droplets of water running down her body, and she looked up at me with those piercing eyes, her lips curling into a playful smile.

“Relax,” she said softly, her voice both commanding and gentle, her hands sliding up my thighs. “Let me take care of you.”

I could barely respond, my entire body trembling in anticipation. I felt vulnerable, exposed in a way I’d never been before, but the way Vanessa looked at me—like she wanted me, like she knew exactly what I needed—made all of that fade away. There was no room for fear or doubt.

There was only her.

Vanessa’s hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as she leaned in closer. I let out a shaky breath, feeling the warmth of her mouth, the heat of her body so close to mine, and all I could do was hold on as the last bit of my composure slipped away.

Vanessa’s hands slid up my thighs, her grip firm yet gentle, and my breath hitched as she slowly spread me open. The sensation was electric, sending a shockwave through my entire body. I could barely stand, my legs trembling under the intensity of her touch, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

She didn’t rush. Her fingers explored me first, teasing, tracing soft circles that made my body twitch in response. I gasped, gripping the side of the shower wall to steady myself, feeling the slick heat of the water pour over us, mixing with the heat coursing through my veins. I looked down at her, her eyes dark and focused, her lips parted slightly as she took me in.

Then, without a word, Vanessa leaned forward and pressed her mouth against me.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her tongue was warm, soft, yet deliberate in its movement, and I let out a sharp, breathless moan as she began to lick me, her lips and tongue exploring with a skill that left me dizzy. My head fell back against the cool tile, eyes squeezing shut as every nerve in my body lit up like fire.

I could feel her smirk against me, the way she seemed to revel in the effect she was having on me. Her tongue flicked in perfect, torturous circles, each stroke pulling me deeper into a haze of pleasure I’d never experienced before. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more of her, and Vanessa’s hands gripped me tighter, holding me exactly where she wanted me as she continued her work.

She licked me slowly at first, taking her time, savoring every movement, every reaction I gave her. My body responded instinctively, hips moving with her, the tension building in every muscle. The heat of the shower, the steam, and the sensation of her mouth on me was intoxicating, a whirlwind I was helpless to fight.

Her tongue circled around my most sensitive spot, pressing just hard enough to make me gasp and cling to her shoulders for support. I could barely breathe, the pleasure building in waves that felt like they would crash over me at any moment. Vanessa’s name tumbled from my lips, broken and desperate, but I didn’t care.

Vanessa seemed to love it. She moaned softly against me, the vibration sending a whole new level of sensation through my body. Her hands guided my hips, urging me to move with her, her tongue quickening its pace as the tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter. My thighs shook uncontrollably, the pressure mounting with every passing second, every flick of her tongue.

And then, with one final, skilled stroke, I felt myself come undone. My body tightened, and I cried out, the world spinning around me as the pleasure crashed over me, wave after wave. I could barely stand, barely think, lost completely in the feeling of her tongue, her touch, her everything.

Vanessa slowed, easing me through the aftershocks, her tongue still teasing me softly until I was too sensitive to take it anymore. I panted, my body trembling, trying to catch my breath as she finally pulled back, standing and meeting my gaze with a wicked, satisfied smile.

“How was that, rookie?” she teased, her voice low and sultry, her eyes glinting with mischief.

I could only stare at her, my body still buzzing, my mind reeling. There were no words—only the undeniable truth that I would never be the same.
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The end of summer came faster than I’d expected, the days blurring into one another until they were all just a haze of chlorine, laughter, and heat. But it wasn’t the pool or the people that lingered in my mind—it was Vanessa.

After that first morning in the shower, things between us changed. Our shifts at the pool became a game, each of us arriving earlier and earlier, using those quiet moments before the day started to be alone together. It became our routine, slipping into the locker room, the shower, or wherever we could find privacy, exploring each other like we had all the time in the world.

Vanessa led, her confidence an anchor that pulled me deeper into a world I hadn’t even known existed. She reveled in my inexperience, but not in a way that felt patronizing. She took her time, teaching me, showing me what to do, how to touch her, how to take control when the moment called for it. With each passing day, I became more comfortable, more sure of myself. I was no longer the shy, awkward girl who blushed at her every word. By the end of the summer, I was her equal—at least in our own private moments.

We made love in every corner of the pool’s backrooms: on the cold locker room benches, pressed against the mirrors at the sink counter, and even in the empty pool one late afternoon when no one else was around. The water made everything feel weightless, like we were in our own secret world, untouchable by anyone else. Each encounter was more intense than the last, Vanessa guiding me with her confident touch, and me learning to give back in ways that surprised even myself.

It wasn’t just about the physicality anymore, though. With every kiss, every whisper, every moan, Vanessa was helping me find a part of myself I hadn’t even known I was missing. I had never questioned my sexuality before, never thought too deeply about why I’d never been interested in boys like my friends were. But with Vanessa, everything made sense. It wasn’t just that I was attracted to her—it was that I was attracted to women.

By the time August rolled around, I was a different person than the girl who had nervously started her first day as a lifeguard. I felt free, more sure of myself and my desires than I’d ever been. And Vanessa… she had given me something that no one else could’ve. Confidence. Power. Pride.

But as much as I wanted it to last forever, I knew it couldn’t. The end of summer was coming, and with it, our time together. Vanessa never talked about the future, and I never asked. There was an unspoken understanding between us that this—whatever this was—wouldn’t last beyond the season.

One afternoon, after our last shift together, we lay sprawled on the pool deck, the sun setting behind us. The light danced on the surface of the water, casting shimmering reflections across her skin. She looked at me, her lips quirking up into that familiar teasing smile.

“So,” she said, “what’s next for you, rookie?”

I smiled back, the nickname no longer stinging the way it once did. “College,” I said, my heart racing a little at the thought. “New city, new people.”

“And new women,” Vanessa added with a wink.

I laughed, feeling a surge of excitement rather than nerves. I was ready. “Yeah,” I said, “new women.”

Vanessa stretched, her body languid and relaxed, and for the first time, I didn’t feel the desperate need to cling to her. I didn’t need her to hold my hand anymore. She had given me everything I needed. She had trained me, in more ways than one.

When the sun dipped below the horizon, we stood, the unspoken goodbye hanging in the air. Vanessa leaned in, brushing a soft kiss against my lips, but there was no sadness in it, no longing. Just a quiet, mutual understanding.

“Take care of yourself, Sydney,” she said, her voice soft but sure. “You’re going to be just fine.”

I watched her walk away, her figure disappearing into the dusk, and for the first time, I wasn’t sad to see her go. I wasn’t lost or confused. I felt… ready. Ready for whatever came next, whoever came next.

That summer with Vanessa had opened my eyes to who I really was. I wasn’t the suburban girl who dreamed of marrying a boy and settling down with kids. I was something different. Something more.

As I packed my things for college, I found myself smiling at the thought of what was to come. New people, new places, new experiences—and yes, new women. I didn’t know who I’d meet or what would happen, but one thing was certain:

Thanks to Vanessa, I was ready for it all.
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