
        
            
                
            
        

    
Ocean Rescue

I never thought I'd be that guy—the one who underestimates the ocean and ends up in trouble. Growing up in Arizona, large bodies of water were practically mythical to me. So when my college friends suggested a beach trip to celebrate the end of sophomore year, I jumped at the chance, despite being a mediocre swimmer at best.

"Come on, Jake! The water's amazing!" My roommate Tyler waved from where he bobbed in the waves, already thirty yards out.

I hesitated at the shoreline, watching the waves roll in. They didn't look that intimidating—three, maybe four feet at most. The beach was crowded with summer tourists, colorful umbrellas dotting the sand like confetti. The June sun beat down mercilessly, making the cool blue water all the more tempting.

"Don't be such a wuss!" called Mitch, another friend who was floating nearby.

Pride is a dangerous thing. I waded in, the cold water a shock against my sun-warmed skin. I pushed forward, swimming with confident strokes that belied my inexperience. The bottom dropped away beneath my feet, but I kept going, determined to reach my friends.

What I didn't notice was the current. Subtle at first, then increasingly insistent, pulling me sideways along the beach. I didn't realize how far I'd drifted until I looked up and couldn't see Tyler or Mitch anymore.

"Hey!" I called, but my voice was lost in the sound of crashing waves and distant laughter from the shore.

That's when I felt it—the tug of water dragging me further out. I fought against it, arms cutting through the waves with increasing desperation. But each stroke seemed to accomplish less than the one before. The shore wasn't getting any closer. If anything, it was receding.

Panic began to set in—that tight-chested, light-headed feeling that makes rational thought nearly impossible. I gasped for air, accidentally swallowing seawater in the process, which sent me into a coughing fit. Each cough pushed me under momentarily, making it harder to recover.

I was in trouble. Real trouble.

The realization hit me with crystal clarity: I might not make it back to shore. Twenty years old, and this might be it. No more college. No career. No future.

My arms were burning now, muscles screaming with fatigue. I managed to stay afloat, but just barely. I raised an arm and waved frantically, trying to signal for help, but from the shore, it probably looked like just another swimmer enjoying the waves.

That's when I saw her. Even in my panicked state, she stood out—moving with purpose through the water, a red rescue buoy tucked under her arm. Her strong, confident strokes cut through the waves as she headed straight toward me.

The lifeguard. She must have noticed me struggling from her tower.

As she got closer, I could make out more details—athletic build, dark hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, mirrored sunglasses reflecting the glare off the water. She looked about my age, maybe a year or two older.

"Hang on!" she called, her voice carrying clearly over the water. "I'm coming to you!"

I'd never been so relieved to see anyone in my life. I tried to call back, but another wave crashed over me, filling my mouth with saltwater again.

She reached me in seconds, though it felt like an eternity. "Put your arms on the buoy," she instructed, her voice calm but authoritative. "Don't grab me."

I did as I was told, clutching the red float like it was the most precious thing in the world. With her guidance, I positioned myself correctly, and she began towing me toward shore.

"You're caught in a rip current," she explained as we moved. "They pull straight out from the beach. That's why you couldn't make progress swimming back."

I managed a nod, too exhausted and embarrassed to speak.

"I'm Cassie," she added, seemingly unfazed by the effort of towing my weight through the water. "What's your name?"

"Jake," I croaked, my throat raw from the saltwater.

"First time in the ocean, Jake?"

"That obvious, huh?"

The corner of her mouth quirked up. "Let's just say you weren't using the most efficient technique."

As we got closer to shore, I could see a small crowd had gathered—including Tyler and Mitch, who looked genuinely concerned. Great. I'd never hear the end of this.

When we reached shallow enough water for me to stand, my legs felt like jelly, barely supporting my weight. Cassie stayed beside me, one hand firmly on my arm to steady me as we waded the rest of the way in.

"You should sit down," she said once we reached the sand. "Get your breath back."

I collapsed onto the beach, lungs still burning, muscles trembling with exhaustion and leftover adrenaline. Cassie crouched beside me, professionally assessing my condition while keeping a respectful distance.

"How are you feeling? Any chest pain? Trouble breathing?"

"Just my pride," I managed, attempting a smile.

She removed her sunglasses, revealing warm brown eyes that studied me with professional concern. Up close, I could see freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks, her skin tanned from hours in the sun.

"Pride heals," she said with a slight smile. "Drowning doesn't."

Tyler and Mitch rushed over, a mix of relief and residual panic on their faces.

"Dude, you scared the shit out of us!" Tyler exclaimed. "One minute you were there, then you just disappeared."

"Rip current," Cassie explained, standing up. "They're common on this beach. There are warning signs posted." Her tone wasn't accusatory, but all three of us felt properly chastised nonetheless.

"Thanks for saving my friend," Mitch said, extending his hand to her. "Seriously."

She shook it briefly. "It's my job." Turning back to me, she added, "You should rest for a while. Drink some water—fresh water." She pointed to a snack shack nearby. "And maybe stick to the shallow end for the rest of the day."

"Yeah," I agreed, still catching my breath. "I think I've had enough swimming for today."

As she turned to head back to her lifeguard tower, I called after her. "Cassie?"

She paused, looking back over her shoulder.

"Thank you. Really."

Her professional demeanor softened slightly. "You're welcome, Jake from Arizona."

I blinked. "How did you know I'm from Arizona?"

She smiled, a genuine one this time that transformed her face. "Your accent. Plus, only someone who grew up in the desert would wear socks with sandals to the beach."

I looked down at my feet, now bare but with a distinct tan line where my socks had been earlier. Heat rushed to my face that had nothing to do with the sun.

"Come by the tower before you leave," she added. "I'll give you some information about ocean safety. Might come in handy for the rest of your trip."

As she walked away, I couldn't help but notice the confident way she moved, the subtle strength in her shoulders, the way the red lifeguard swimsuit contrasted with her tanned skin. She'd just saved my life, and all I could think about was how I might work up the courage to actually visit her at that tower later.

"Dude," Tyler said, punching my arm lightly. "You just got rescued by the hottest lifeguard on the beach."

"And made a complete fool of myself in the process," I groaned.

"Silver linings, man," Mitch grinned. "She told you to come find her later. That's practically a date."

"It's an ocean safety lecture," I corrected him, though I couldn't help the small flutter of hope in my chest.

"Whatever you need to tell yourself," Tyler laughed. "But we're definitely stopping by that tower before we leave."

I looked back toward where Cassie was climbing the steps to her perch, scanning the water with practiced vigilance. Nearly drowning wasn't exactly how I'd planned to meet a girl on this trip, but as I watched her settle into her chair, rescue buoy at the ready, I decided that maybe this wasn't the worst way for our paths to cross.

After all, she already knew the worst about me—that I was a clueless desert dweller who'd misjudged the ocean. Things could only improve from here.

"Come on," I said, finally standing up on wobbly legs. "Let's get some water. I've got a safety lecture to attend later."


Ocean Lessons

I spent the next two hours pretending to relax on the beach while actually watching the lifeguard tower. Cassie remained vigilant, occasionally standing to scan the water with binoculars or speaking into her radio. Twice she climbed down to warn swimmers who'd drifted too close to the rip current area. Each time, I noticed how her red one-piece hugged the curves of her athletic body, how confidently she moved across the sand.

"Dude, just go talk to her already," Tyler said, throwing a balled-up towel at my head. "You're being creepy."

"I'm not being creepy," I protested, though I knew he was right. "She said to come by before we leave."

"And we're leaving in thirty minutes, so..." Mitch trailed off meaningfully.

I sighed, standing up and brushing sand from my swim trunks. "Fine. I'll go get my ocean safety lecture."

"And her number," Tyler called after me as I walked away.

My heart pounded harder with each step toward the tower. I hadn't felt this nervous around a girl since asking Melissa Parker to junior prom—and that had ended with a humiliating rejection. But this was different. Cassie had already seen me at my most vulnerable and pathetic. What else did I have to lose?

As I approached the tower, I realized she was on her phone, seemingly at the end of a conversation. Her posture was relaxed as she leaned against the railing, one foot propped up on the lower beam. From this angle, I could see the full length of her tanned legs, muscular but feminine, water droplets still clinging to her skin from her last trip into the ocean.

I hesitated at the base of the tower stairs, not wanting to interrupt. Cassie noticed me and held up one finger in a "just a minute" gesture while finishing her call.

"Yeah, I'll cover your shift tomorrow... No problem... Okay, bye." She slipped the phone into a waterproof case and smiled down at me. "Arizona. You survived the rest of the afternoon."

"Barely," I joked weakly. "The sand is pretty dangerous too. All those... grains."

Her laugh was genuine—a warm, throaty sound that made my stomach do a little flip. "Come on up. I've got some pamphlets for you."

I climbed the wooden stairs, suddenly acutely aware of my still-damp swim trunks and shirtless state. The tower platform was small, maybe eight feet square, with a tall chair, equipment rack, and a small cabinet. Standing this close to Cassie in the confined space made me hyperaware of her presence—the subtle scent of coconut sunscreen, the way her dark ponytail had started to dry in salt-stiffened waves, the slight sunburn across her shoulders.

"Here," she said, handing me a colorful tri-fold brochure. "Ocean Safety 101. Everything you need to know about not dying in the water."

I accepted it, our fingers brushing momentarily. "Thanks. I'll study it thoroughly."

"See that you do." Her tone was teasing, but her eyes were serious. "I'd rather not have to pull you out again."

"No promises. I might develop a sudden cramp just to get rescued."

As soon as the words left my mouth, I wanted to crawl under the tower and die. But instead of being creeped out, Cassie just raised an eyebrow, amusement playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Most guys just ask for my number instead of nearly drowning," she said dryly.

I felt heat rush to my face. "I wasn't—I didn't mean—"

"Relax, Arizona. I'm teasing you." She turned to the cabinet, giving me a momentary view of her profile—the graceful line of her neck, the curve where it met her shoulder, the way her swimsuit cut high on her thigh, revealing the toned muscle beneath tanned skin.

She pulled out a water bottle and offered it to me. "You should keep hydrating. Salt water dehydrates you."

Our fingers touched again as I took the bottle, and this time I was certain the contact lingered deliberately. I took a long drink, suddenly parched.

"So," I said after lowering the bottle, "do you go to school around here? Or is lifeguarding your full-time thing?"

"Marine biology major at Pacific Coast University," she replied. "This is my third summer lifeguarding. Pays better than campus jobs, and I get to be outside."

"That's cool. I'm at Arizona State. Engineering."

"Let me guess... computer science?"

I shook my head. "Mechanical. I like building things I can actually touch."

Something in her expression shifted—a flicker of increased interest. "Hands-on guy, huh?"

The way she said it sent a wave of heat through me that had nothing to do with the sun. "Yeah, I guess so."

A comfortable silence fell between us. Cassie leaned back against the railing, and I couldn't help but notice how the movement caused her swimsuit to pull taut across her chest. The red fabric perfectly outlined the curve of her breasts—not overly large, but perfectly proportioned to her athletic frame. I quickly averted my eyes, but not before she caught me looking.

Instead of calling me out, she simply smiled, a knowing look in her eyes. "PCU has a good engineering exchange program, you know. For students interested in marine applications."

"Really?" I took another sip of water, trying to calm my racing pulse.

"Mmhmm. Building underwater research equipment, sustainable ocean technology." She took a step closer, ostensibly to point at something in the pamphlet I was holding. "Page three has some resources about ocean currents. Very... educational."

She was close enough now that I could feel the heat radiating from her sun-warmed skin. A drop of water from her still-damp ponytail landed on her collarbone and traced a path downward, disappearing beneath the neckline of her swimsuit. I swallowed hard.

"So how long are you in town?" she asked, making no move to step back.

"Two weeks. We rented a house about a mile from here."

"Planning to come back to the beach?"

I looked directly into her eyes, finding the courage I'd been lacking. "Definitely. Though I might need some more personalized safety instruction."

A slow smile spread across her face. "I get off at six. There's a quieter beach about ten minutes north of here. Much better for... detailed lessons."

My heart hammered against my ribs. "I'd like that."

"Do you have a car?" When I nodded, she continued, "Meet me in the north parking lot. I'll have to shower and change first."

The mental image of Cassie in a shower made my swim trunks suddenly feel much tighter. I shifted slightly, hoping she wouldn't notice, but the knowing look in her eyes told me she already had.

"I should get back to work," she said, glancing at her watch. "People drowning and all that."

"Right, of course." I reluctantly stepped toward the stairs. "See you at six, then?"

"Six," she confirmed. As I reached the first step, she added, "Oh, and Jake?"

I turned back. "Yeah?"

"Bring a towel. And maybe leave the socks at home this time."

I laughed, some of the tension breaking. "No socks. Got it."

As I walked back toward my friends, I could feel her eyes on me. When I glanced back at the tower, she gave me a small wave before returning to her professional scanning of the water.

Tyler and Mitch were packed up and ready to go when I returned. "Well?" Tyler demanded. "How'd it go?"

I couldn't keep the grin off my face. "I'm meeting her at six."

"No way!" Mitch high-fived me. "The drowning damsel in distress routine actually worked!"

"I nearly died, asshole," I reminded him, but there was no heat in it. Nothing could dampen my mood now.

"So what's the plan?" Tyler asked as we headed toward the parking lot.

"She's going to take me to a quieter beach. Give me some 'personalized safety instruction.'" I made air quotes around the last part.

Both of them burst out laughing. "Dude," Mitch said, "you know what that means, right?"

I did, and the thought sent equal parts excitement and nervousness through me. I'd had exactly two girlfriends in my life, both relationships lasting less than six months. Neither had been particularly adventurous. Something told me Cassie would be different.

"You guys take the car back," I said as we reached the parking lot. "I'll Uber or something."

"Or you won't be coming back tonight at all," Tyler suggested with a waggle of his eyebrows.

"Don't get ahead of yourself," I cautioned, though secretly I was hoping he might be right.

After dropping them off at our rental house, I took a quick shower and changed into clean clothes—board shorts, a simple blue t-shirt, and flip-flops. No socks. I dabbed on a little cologne, then immediately wondered if that was too much for a beach meetup. I was overthinking this, but couldn't help it. There was something about Cassie that had gotten under my skin in our brief interactions—a confidence, a directness that I found incredibly attractive.

At 5:55, I pulled into the north parking lot and waited, drumming my fingers nervously on the steering wheel. At exactly six, Cassie emerged from the lifeguard building, now dressed in denim cutoffs and a loose white tank top, a beach bag slung over her shoulder. Her dark hair was down, falling in damp waves past her shoulders. Without the professional context of her lifeguard uniform, she looked younger, more casual, but no less striking.

She spotted my car and walked over, sliding into the passenger seat with a smile. "Right on time, Arizona."

"I'm punctual when properly motivated," I replied, trying to sound confident. "So, where are we headed?"

"North on Beach Road for about three miles, then left at the lighthouse. I'll direct you from there."

As we drove, Cassie rolled down her window, letting the ocean breeze whip through her hair. The scent of her shampoo—something citrusy and fresh—mingled with the salt air. I stole glances at her profile when I could, admiring the elegant line of her jaw, the way her tank top revealed the subtle tan lines from her lifeguard suit on her shoulders.

"Turn here," she said eventually, pointing to a narrow side road I would have missed otherwise. It wound through scrubby coastal vegetation before opening to a small, secluded parking area overlooking a crescent of beach below. The sun was lower now, casting golden light across the water. Besides one distant figure walking a dog, the beach was deserted.

"Perfect timing," Cassie said, grabbing her bag from the floor. "Most people have left for dinner."

We made our way down a wooden staircase to the beach. It was indeed much quieter than the main beach had been—no crowds, no lifeguard towers, just soft sand and the rhythmic sound of waves.

Cassie led me to a spot near some large rocks that provided additional privacy from the main access point. She pulled a blanket from her bag and spread it on the sand, then sat down, patting the space beside her.

"So," she said as I joined her, "what would you like to know about ocean safety?"

I met her gaze directly. "I think we both know I didn't come here for a lecture."

Her lips curved into a smile. "Good. Because I've been off duty for fifteen minutes, and lifeguarding is the last thing on my mind right now."

The air between us seemed to crackle with tension. We were both motionless for a moment, the only sound the crash of waves and distant seagulls. Then, as if by mutual silent agreement, we leaned toward each other.

Our lips met gently at first, a testing kiss that quickly deepened as she shifted closer. Her mouth was soft and tasted faintly of mint. When her tongue brushed against mine, I felt a jolt of electricity run straight through me.

My hand found its way to her waist, fingers brushing the warm skin where her tank top had ridden up. She made a soft noise of approval, her own hands moving to my shoulders, then one sliding up to the back of my neck.

We kissed until we were both breathless, then Cassie pulled back slightly, her eyes dark with desire. "Not bad for a desert dweller," she murmured.

"I'm a quick learner," I replied, my voice huskier than I'd intended.

"Let's see about that." She took my hand and deliberately placed it higher on her ribcage, just below the curve of her breast. A clear invitation.

I needed no further encouragement. My hand slid upward, cupping the perfect weight of her breast through the thin fabric of her tank top and whatever she wore beneath it. I could feel her nipple harden against my palm as I gently squeezed.

Cassie's breath caught, her eyes fluttering closed momentarily. When she opened them again, there was a hungry look that sent heat pooling low in my abdomen.

"You know," she said conversationally, though her quickened breathing betrayed her affected casualness, "there's more to water safety than just avoiding rip currents."

"Is that so?" I played along, my thumb brushing across her nipple, delighting in the way it made her inhale sharply.

"Mmhmm. For instance..." She shifted, moving to straddle my lap, her cutoffs riding high on her thighs. "Body position is very important."

The new arrangement put us in intimate contact, only thin layers of fabric separating us. There was no hiding my body's enthusiastic response to her, and from the way she settled more firmly against me, she had no intention of pretending not to notice.

"I think I need a demonstration," I said, my hands finding her hips, fingers digging slightly into the soft flesh.

She smiled, a predatory curve of her lips that made my heart rate spike. "I thought you might."

Cassie reached down and pulled her tank top over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a simple black bikini top that contrasted beautifully with her tanned skin. The setting sun cast golden light across her body, highlighting the definition in her shoulders and arms from years of swimming.

"Your turn," she said, tugging at the hem of my t-shirt.

I quickly complied, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Her hands immediately went to my chest, fingertips tracing the modest muscles I'd developed from regular gym sessions.

"Not bad for a mechanical engineer," she murmured approvingly.

"Swimming builds different muscles than weightlifting," I replied, my hands skimming up her sides to the ties of her bikini top. "May I?"

In answer, she reached behind her neck and untied it herself, letting the fabric fall away. The sight of her breasts, perfectly proportioned and tipped with dusky pink nipples now hardened in the cool evening air, made me momentarily forget how to breathe.

"You're staring," she said, but her tone was pleased rather than self-conscious.

"Can you blame me?" I managed, bringing my hands up to finally touch her bare skin.

She arched into my touch, her head falling back slightly as I explored the soft weight of her breasts, learning what pressure made her breath catch, what movements drew soft sounds from her throat.

When I leaned forward to take one nipple into my mouth, she gasped, her fingers threading through my hair to hold me in place. I alternated between gentle suction and light grazing with my teeth, rewarded by the increasingly restless way she moved against me.

"Jake," she breathed, my name a plea and a command all at once.

I switched to her other breast, giving it the same attention while my hand continued to caress the first, unwilling to neglect any part of her. Cassie's hips began a rhythmic movement against mine, creating a friction that was simultaneously wonderful and torturous through our remaining clothes.

Her hands weren't idle either, moving from my hair to my shoulders, nails dragging lightly down my chest before settling on the waistband of my shorts. Her fingers traced the skin just above the fabric, a teasing touch that made my muscles tense in anticipation.

When we kissed again, it was with increased urgency, both of us breathing hard. I let my hands slide down to her thighs, fingertips disappearing beneath the hem of her cutoffs, inching upward over smooth skin.

"We should probably stop," she murmured against my lips, though her body continued its maddening movement against mine.

"Probably," I agreed, making no move to remove my hands from where they'd worked even higher under her shorts.

"Anyone could walk by."

"It's pretty deserted."

She pulled back slightly, eyes dark with desire but also showing a hint of practical concern. "I don't usually do this on a first... whatever this is."

I immediately stilled my hands, not wanting her to feel pressured. "We can stop. Or just slow down. Whatever you're comfortable with."

Cassie studied my face, seeming to make a decision. Then she smiled and leaned in to kiss me again, softer this time. "Let's slow down. But not stop completely."

Relief and anticipation mingled as I nodded. "I'm okay with that."

She shifted off my lap, arranging herself beside me on the blanket and pulling me down until we were lying face to face. The new position was somehow more intimate, allowing our bodies to press together from chest to toe.

As the sun continued its descent toward the horizon, casting long shadows across the beach, we explored each other with increasing familiarity—learning boundaries, discovering what brought pleasure, building a tension that would have to find release another day.

And as Cassie's leg hooked over my hip, drawing me closer while we exchanged increasingly heated kisses, I sent silent thanks to the ocean current that had carried me into her path.

Deep Waters

Three days after our encounter on the secluded beach, I couldn't get Cassie out of my mind. We'd exchanged numbers that evening, and the texts between us had grown increasingly filthy. She was working double shifts at the main beach, which had left little opportunity to meet up again, but tonight she was finally free.

My roommate's gone for the weekend. My place, 8pm? her last text read, followed by her address.

I'd responded with casual confidence: I'll bring wine.

Now, standing outside her apartment door at exactly 8:00, bottle in hand, my cock was already half-hard just thinking about what might happen. I knocked, trying to steady my breathing.

The door swung open, and holy fuck—my carefully rehearsed greeting died in my throat. Cassie stood before me in a nearly see-through white tank top that clearly showed her nipples pushing against the thin fabric, and tiny cotton shorts that barely covered her ass. Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, still damp from a recent shower.

"Arizona," she said with a knowing smile, stepping back to let me in. "Right on time again."

I followed her into the apartment, my eyes glued to her ass as she walked ahead of me. The shorts rode up with each step, revealing the lower curve of her cheeks.

"Nice place," I managed, handing her the wine.

"Thanks." She examined the label with approval. "Good choice. Glasses are in that cabinet if you want to open it."

While I worked on the wine, Cassie moved around the kitchen, deliberately brushing against me at every opportunity. When she reached past me for the glasses, her tits pressed against my arm, her nipples hard points through the thin fabric.

"So," she said, accepting the glass I poured for her, "how's the rest of your beach vacation going? Any more near-death experiences?"

"Surprisingly dull in comparison," I replied, following her to the small couch in the living area. "Though Tyler did get a nasty sunburn on the first day. His back is peeling like a molting snake."

She laughed, settling beside me, her thigh pressing firmly against mine. "Rookie mistake. You desert dwellers never respect the sun enough."

"Says the girl with tan lines everywhere." The words slipped out before I could censor them.

Instead of being offended, Cassie's eyes darkened with interest. "Not everywhere," she said, taking a deliberate sip of her wine. "There are a few places that never see the sun."

My cock twitched at the implication. I took a large swallow of wine, searching for my earlier confidence. "I find that hard to believe. You strike me as someone who might enjoy… nude sunbathing."

"Maybe I do." She set her glass down on the coffee table, turning to face me more fully. "Would you like to find out?"

The directness of her question made my cock throb against my zipper. "Fuck yes," I said simply.

Cassie's smile was predatory as she took my wine glass and placed it beside hers. Then, in a fluid movement that stole my breath, she straddled my lap, her thighs bracketing mine.

"I haven't been able to stop thinking about you," she confessed, her hands sliding up my chest to rest on my shoulders. "Which is ridiculous. I pull tourists out of the water all the time."

"Maybe it's my charming personality," I suggested, my hands moving directly to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts.

"Maybe," she agreed, grinding down against my hardening cock. "Or maybe it's the way you looked at me on that beach—like you wanted to fuck me senseless."

"I did. I still do."

"Then what are you waiting for?"

I crushed my mouth to hers, kissing her hard and deep, my tongue pushing past her lips to claim her mouth as my hands slipped under her shorts to grab her bare ass. She wasn't wearing any underwear.

Cassie moaned into my mouth, her hips rocking against my straining erection as her fingers pulled at my hair. When she ground her pussy against me, I could feel the heat and wetness through my jeans.

"Too many fucking clothes," she growled, reaching down to tug at the hem of my t-shirt.

I helped her pull it over my head, then watched with undisguised lust as she did the same with her own. Unlike at the beach, this time she wore nothing underneath. Her tits were perfect—small but perky, with dusky pink nipples that had hardened into tight peaks.

"Christ, your tits are perfect," I groaned, my hands moving to cup them, thumbs roughly circling her nipples.

Cassie arched her back, pushing her chest further into my hands. "Harder," she demanded. "I like it rough."

I pinched her nipples, drawing a sharp gasp from her that quickly turned into a moan. Emboldened, I leaned forward to take one into my mouth, sucking hard while rolling the other between my fingers. She cursed loudly, her hips grinding more frantically against my aching cock.

"Fuck, that feels so good," she panted, her head falling back. "I'm already so wet for you."

I switched to her other breast, biting gently at the sensitive peak while my hands moved to her ass again, pulling her harder against me. I could feel the damp heat of her pussy through my jeans, the thin shorts doing nothing to contain her arousal.

"Bedroom," she demanded after several minutes of this sweet torture. "I need you to fuck me right now."

I stood in one fluid motion, lifting her with me. Her legs wrapped around my waist as I carried her down the short hallway, following her breathless directions to the right door. I could feel the wetness from her pussy soaking through to my stomach as she ground against me.

The bedroom was dimly lit by a small lamp. I tossed her onto the bed, then stood back to take in the sight of her—hair wild around her face, chest flushed with desire, nipples red and wet from my mouth, shorts twisted around her waist.

"Get those fucking jeans off," she ordered, propping herself up on her elbows.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down along with my boxers, my cock springing free, hard and ready. Cassie's eyes widened slightly, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Damn, Arizona," she said appreciatively. "You've been hiding a nice cock under those swim trunks."

"Your turn," I replied, nodding toward her shorts.

She smiled wickedly, hooking her thumbs into the waistband and slowly—torturously—pushing them down her legs. She spread her thighs wide once the shorts were gone, giving me an unobstructed view of her glistening pussy, neatly trimmed with a small strip of dark hair above.

"See something you want?" she teased, one hand moving down to part her folds, showing me just how wet she already was.

"Fuck yes," I growled, crawling onto the bed between her spread legs. I couldn't wait any longer—I needed to taste her.

At the first swipe of my tongue through her soaked folds, Cassie let out a string of curses that would make a sailor blush. Her hands immediately tangled in my hair, holding me against her as I explored her with my mouth. She tasted incredible—salty-sweet and musky, the essence of aroused woman.

I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue before sucking it gently between my lips. Her hips bucked against my face, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. When I slid two fingers inside her tight heat, curling them to find that spot that made her back arch off the bed, she nearly screamed.

"Right there, fuck, right there," she gasped, her inner walls clenching around my fingers. "I'm gonna cum already, fuck, don't stop!"

I kept the pressure steady, my tongue relentless on her clit as my fingers worked inside her. Within moments, she was coming hard, her pussy pulsing around my fingers as a fresh gush of wetness coated my hand. Her entire body shook with the force of her orgasm, a stream of profanity and my name falling from her lips.

Before she'd fully recovered, I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance. "You ready for my cock?"

Her answer was to wrap her legs around my waist, her heels digging into my ass to pull me toward her. I pushed forward in one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, wet heat.

"Fuck!" we both exclaimed in unison.

The sensation was incredible—nothing between us, just the slick, tight grip of her pussy around my bare cock. I paused for a moment, the realization hitting me through the fog of lust.

"Are you on birth control?" I asked, my voice strained with the effort of not moving.

"Yes," she panted, her inner walls clenching around me. "And I'm clean. You?"

"Clean," I confirmed. "Got tested after my last relationship ended."

"Then shut up and fuck me already."

I didn't need to be told twice. I pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in, setting a punishing pace that had the headboard banging rhythmically against the wall. Cassie met each thrust with equal force, her nails digging into my back hard enough to leave marks.

"Harder," she demanded, wrapping her legs higher around my waist to take me deeper. "I want to feel you tomorrow when I'm sitting in that fucking lifeguard chair."

I complied, driving into her with everything I had, the obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling the room. I bent to capture her mouth in a bruising kiss, swallowing her moans as our bodies slammed together.

"Your pussy feels so fucking good," I growled against her neck. "So tight and wet for me."

"It's all for you," she gasped, her head thrown back in pleasure. "You feel so much bigger without a condom—fuck, you're hitting so deep!"

I could feel her body tightening around me again, on the edge of another orgasm. I shifted my angle slightly, making sure to hit that spot inside her with each thrust while reaching between us to rub her clit with my thumb.

"Yes, right there," she cried, her words dissolving into incoherent moans. "Fuck, I'm coming again, I'm coming on your cock!"

Her pussy clamped down around me in rhythmic pulses, the contractions even stronger than before. The incredible sensation of her orgasm milking my bare cock pushed me over the edge. I drove into her one final time, burying myself as deep as possible.

"Fuck, I'm coming," I groaned, my cock pulsing as I flooded her with hot spurts of cum.

"Yes, fill me up," she urged, her legs locked around me to keep me deep inside. "I want to feel it."

I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing hard as the aftershocks of our orgasms rippled through us. After a moment, I rolled to the side, keeping her close. Cassie immediately threw a leg over mine, her head resting on my chest.

"Holy shit," she breathed, looking up at me with a satisfied smile. "That was fucking amazing."

I laughed, pulling her in for a lazy kiss. "Definitely worth almost drowning for."

She playfully slapped my chest. "Don't joke about that. I thought you were going to die."

"And now you've nearly killed me in a much more pleasant way," I teased, my hand skimming down her sweat-slicked back to cup her ass.

She shifted, and I felt my cum leaking from her onto my thigh. Far from being off-putting, the sight was intensely erotic—physical evidence of what we'd just shared.

"How long did you say you're in town for?" she asked, her fingers tracing patterns through the light hair on my chest.

"Another ten days," I replied, watching as her hand wandered lower, over my stomach.

"Good." Her hand wrapped around my cock, already beginning to harden again under her touch. "That's barely enough time for all the filthy things I want to do to you."

"Such as?" I prompted, my breath catching as she began to stroke me.

Her smile was pure wickedness as she slid down my body. "Let me show you."

Without preamble, she took me into her mouth, tasting both of us on my cock. The sight of her dark head bobbing between my legs, her lips stretched around my thickness, was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. She worked me with expert skill, her tongue swirling around the head before taking me deep into her throat.

"Fuck, Cassie," I groaned, my hands tangling in her hair. "Your mouth feels incredible."

She hummed in acknowledgment, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure through my body. Just when I thought I might come, she released me with a wet pop.

"I want you to fuck me from behind this time," she said, turning over and presenting her perfect ass to me, her pussy glistening with a mixture of her arousal and my cum.

I moved behind her, gripping her hips as I positioned myself at her entrance. With one hard thrust, I buried myself inside her again, drawing a loud moan from both of us.

"Yes, like that," she urged, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Fuck me like you own me."

I grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back as I pounded into her, my other hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave bruises. The new angle let me go even deeper, hitting spots that had her crying out with each thrust.

"Play with your clit," I commanded, releasing her hip. "I want to feel you come on my cock again."

She immediately complied, her fingers moving between her legs to rub her swollen clit as I continued to drive into her. The combination of sensations quickly pushed her toward another orgasm.

"I'm so close," she panted, her inner walls beginning to flutter around me. "Talk dirty to me—tell me how it feels."

"Your pussy is so fucking tight," I growled, increasing my pace. "Squeezing my cock like you never want to let go. I love watching my dick disappear inside you, seeing how wet you are for me."

"Yes, more," she begged, her fingers working frantically at her clit.

"I'm going to fill you up again," I promised, feeling my own release building. "Pump you so full of my cum that it leaks out of you for hours. Every time you feel it running down your thigh tomorrow, you'll remember how thoroughly I fucked you tonight."

That pushed her over the edge. She came with a scream, her pussy clamping down on my cock in violent pulses. I held nothing back, slamming into her through her orgasm until my own hit with the force of a tidal wave. I drove deep one final time, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan.

We collapsed onto the bed, a tangle of sweaty limbs and ragged breathing. When I finally pulled out, a river of cum flowed from her well-fucked pussy, soaking into the sheets beneath us.

"Fuck," she breathed, looking down at the mess between her thighs with a satisfied smile. "I haven't been fucked like that in... maybe ever."

I grinned, pulling her against me. "That was just round two. The night is still young."

Later, after a shower that resulted in me taking her against the tile wall, her leg hooked over my shoulder as I buried my face between her thighs, we lay in her bed eating leftover pizza and drinking the wine we'd abandoned earlier. Cassie was wearing my t-shirt and nothing else, her legs tangled with mine atop the rumpled sheets.

"I have tomorrow off," she mentioned casually, taking a sip of wine. "I usually go to this hidden cove about an hour up the coast. Great for skinny dipping."

I recognized the invitation in her words. "Sounds perfect."

She smiled, setting aside her wine glass and taking mine as well. "I'm thinking we should christen every surface in this apartment before we leave tomorrow."

Before I could respond, she was straddling me again, her soaked pussy pressing against my rapidly hardening cock.

"Starting with this one," she murmured, sinking down onto me in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt.

As I watched her ride me, her head thrown back in ecstasy, her perfect tits bouncing with each movement, I decided that nearly drowning had been the best fucking thing to ever happen to me.


Hidden Cove

I woke at dawn with Cassie already riding my morning wood, her tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft with deliberate slowness. Her eyes were half-lidded with lust, her perfect tits bouncing slightly with each movement.

"Fuck, what a way to wake up," I groaned, my hands immediately grabbing her ass to guide her movements.

"Thought you might need some motivation to get up early," she purred, leaning down to bite my lower lip. "We have a long drive ahead of us."

She increased her pace, using my body for her pleasure, her clit grinding against my pubic bone with each downward stroke. I thrust upward to meet her, driving deeper into her soaked core.

"I'm already close," she gasped, her inner walls fluttering around my cock. "Woke up so fucking horny thinking about today."

I reached between us, my thumb finding her swollen clit. "Come on my cock, baby. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze me."

Her orgasm hit hard and fast, her back arching as she cried out, her cunt clamping down on me in rhythmic pulses. The sight of her coming undone pushed me over the edge, and I erupted inside her, filling her with another load of cum to join the multiple deposits from the night before.

She collapsed on my chest, both of us breathing hard. "Fuck, I love how you feel inside me," she murmured against my neck. "So full of your cum I can feel it sloshing around inside me."

After a quick shower—during which I bent her over and fucked her from behind against the tile wall, adding another load to her well-used pussy—we packed the Jeep for our beach excursion. Cassie wore a tiny sundress with nothing underneath, the thin fabric doing little to hide her hard nipples or the fact that my cum was still leaking down her thighs.

"Hope you brought your stamina," she said with a wicked grin as we hit the road. "Because I plan to fuck you in every possible position at this beach."

The drive took us along winding coastal roads, Cassie's hand alternating between the wheel and my cock, which she'd freed from my shorts about twenty minutes into the journey. By the time we turned onto a nearly invisible dirt path, I was painfully hard and leaking pre-cum.

"Almost there," she said, finally releasing me to concentrate on the increasingly rough terrain.

The Jeep bounced along the narrow track until we reached a small clearing where Cassie parked. "We walk from here," she announced, grabbing a backpack and a small cooler. "It's about a half-mile hike down to the cove."

The trail was steep and treacherous in places, but the promise of what awaited kept me moving. When we finally rounded the last bend, the view hit me like a physical force—a perfect horseshoe of pristine white sand enclosed by towering cliffs, meeting crystal blue water that sparkled in the morning sun.

"Fucking incredible," I breathed.

"And completely private," Cassie added, already stripping off her sundress to reveal her naked body beneath. "No one else knows about this place."

She stood gloriously nude on the trail, the morning sun illuminating her tanned skin. My cum from our morning fuck was still visible on her inner thighs, a sight that made my cock instantly harden again.

"Race you to the water," she called, already sprinting down the remaining path to the beach.

I quickly shed my clothes, my erection bouncing as I chased after her. She reached the water first, diving gracefully into an incoming wave. I followed less elegantly, the shock of cold water doing nothing to diminish my arousal.

Cassie surfaced a few yards away, her wet hair slicked back, water droplets glistening on her face and shoulders. She looked like some primal sea goddess rising from the depths.

"Catch me if you can," she taunted, swimming farther out with powerful strokes.

I followed, my competitive instinct kicking in despite knowing she was the stronger swimmer. When I finally caught up to her in deeper water, she immediately wrapped her legs around my waist, trapping my hard cock between our bodies.

"Took you long enough," she murmured, her mouth finding mine in a salty, demanding kiss.

We treaded water together, our tongues battling for dominance as our bodies pressed close. Her hand snaked between us, grabbing my cock and positioning it at her entrance.

"Ever fucked in the ocean before?" she whispered against my lips.

Before I could answer, she sank down, taking me inside her in one smooth motion. The contrast of the cool water against our heated connection was mind-blowing.

"Holy fuck," I groaned as she began to move, using the water's buoyancy to ride me with an almost weightless quality.

"This is just the beginning," she promised, her inner muscles squeezing me with expert control.

We fucked in the gentle swells, her legs locked around my waist as I supported us both, thrust upward to meet her downward movements. The risk of being in deep water should have been concerning, but with Cassie—a literal lifeguard—controlling our motions, I surrendered to the unique pleasure of oceanic sex.

When she came, her whole body tensed around me, her head thrown back in ecstasy. I followed moments later, adding yet another deposit of cum to her well-used pussy.

"Fuck, I can feel you squirting inside me," she gasped, her inner walls milking every drop from my pulsing cock.

We swam back to shore afterward, collapsing on the sand to catch our breath. Cassie immediately spread her legs, letting my cum and seawater flow out of her onto the pristine sand.

"Marking my territory," she said with a wicked grin when she caught me watching.

After recovering, we set up our beach spot and broke out the snorkeling gear. The underwater world was breathtaking—vibrant corals, darting tropical fish, and once, a majestic sea turtle that glided past us with serene dignity.

Cassie was clearly in her element, pointing out species and leading me to the most interesting parts of the reef. I couldn't help admiring the way her ass and legs looked as she swam ahead of me, her powerful muscles working beneath her skin.

When we surfaced for air, she immediately pressed against me, her hand finding my cock under the water. "Want to fuck on the reef?" she asked boldly.

"Is that even possible?"

In answer, she led me to a shallow area where we could stand on sand while still being mostly submerged. She bent over, bracing herself on a large rock just below the surface, her ass presented to me beneath the clear water.

"Fuck me like an animal," she demanded, looking back over her shoulder. "I want to feel you all the way in my guts."

I positioned myself behind her, my cock finding her entrance with practiced ease. Despite our multiple rounds since last night, she was still incredibly tight, her pussy gripping me like a vise as I pushed inside.

"Yes, like that," she moaned as I began to thrust, hard and deep. "Use me like your personal fuck doll."

I grabbed her hips, driving into her with increasing force, the water around us churning with our movements. The angle allowed me to hit spots deep inside her that had her crying out with each thrust.

"You like being fucked in your private paradise?" I growled, one hand tangling in her wet hair to pull her head back. "Like being filled with my cum where no one can hear you scream?"

"Fuck yes," she gasped, pushing back to meet each savage thrust. "I've fantasized about being fucked like this for years."

I reached around to find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I continued to pound into her. Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her entire body convulsing as she screamed my name, the sound echoing off the surrounding cliffs.

I followed immediately, unable to hold back against the pulsing grip of her pussy. I slammed in one final time, grinding deep as I emptied another load inside her.

When we finally made our way back to shore, both trembling with exertion, Cassie collapsed on our beach towels with a satisfied groan. "I don't think I've ever been fucked so thoroughly in my life."

We rested in the sun, letting the warm rays dry our bodies as we regained our strength. Cassie lay on her stomach, completely comfortable in her nudity, her perfect ass on display.

"What time is it?" she asked lazily after what could have been minutes or hours.

I checked my water-resistant watch. "Just past noon."

She rolled over, stretching like a contented cat, her breasts jutting upward with the movement. "Perfect. Time for lunch... and dessert."

She reached into the cooler, pulling out chocolate-covered strawberries and a small bottle of champagne. "I came prepared," she explained, popping the cork with practiced ease.

We fed each other strawberries and passed the champagne bottle back and forth, the combination of sugar, alcohol, and nudity creating an atmosphere of decadent luxury. When Cassie deliberately let champagne spill over her breasts, her intention was clear.

"Oops," she said with feigned innocence. "Better clean that up before I get all sticky."

I leaned forward, licking the sweet liquid from her skin, my tongue circling her nipples until they hardened to tight peaks. She moaned, her hands guiding my head lower, down her flat stomach to the junction of her thighs.

"I need your mouth," she demanded, spreading her legs shamelessly.

I settled between her thighs, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her arousal mixed with the lingering traces of my seed. Her pussy was swollen and pink from our earlier activities, cum still leaking from her well-used opening. Far from being deterred, I found the sight incredibly erotic—visible evidence of our repeated couplings.

I dove in, my tongue exploring every fold and crevice, tasting the complex flavor of our combined essences. Cassie writhed beneath me, her hands tangled in my hair, holding me against her as I focused on her clit.

"Fuck, your mouth feels so good," she gasped, her hips rising to meet my tongue. "Don't stop, don't fucking stop!"

I slid two fingers inside her, feeling the slick heat of her channel, still filled with my previous deposits. I curled them forward, finding that spot that made her back arch off the towel.

Her orgasm was explosive, her thighs clamping around my head as she bucked against my face, a stream of profanity and my name falling from her lips. I didn't let up, continuing to work her through multiple climaxes until she finally pushed me away, too sensitive to continue.

"Holy fucking shit," she panted, her chest heaving. "I think I blacked out for a second there."

I moved up her body, kissing my way to her mouth so she could taste our combined flavor on my lips. My cock was rock hard again, pressing insistently against her thigh.

"Someone's ready for more," she observed, reaching down to stroke me. "How do you want me this time?"

In answer, I flipped her onto her stomach and lifted her hips, positioning her on all fours. "I want to watch my cock disappear into this perfect ass," I growled, giving her cheek a sharp slap that left a red handprint.

She moaned at the impact, her back arching to present herself more fully. "Yes, fuck my ass. I want to feel you everywhere."

I paused, surprised by her request. "Are you sure?"

She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. "I told you I wanted to try everything with you. I've never let anyone fuck my ass before, but I want it to be you."

The admission sent a surge of both arousal and tenderness through me. I leaned forward to kiss her shoulder gently, even as my cock throbbed with anticipation.

"We'll go slow," I promised, reaching for her bag to find something to use as lubricant.

She pulled out a small bottle of actual lube with a wicked grin. "Like I said, I came prepared."

I took my time preparing her, working one finger slowly into her tight opening, then two, stretching her carefully as she moaned and pushed back against my hand. When I finally positioned the head of my cock against her puckered entrance, she was relaxed and ready.

"Do it," she urged. "Claim the one part of me no one else has had."

I pushed forward slowly, the tight ring of muscle gradually yielding to allow the head of my cock inside. Cassie gasped, her body tensing momentarily before she forced herself to relax.

"You okay?" I asked, holding still to let her adjust.

"Yes," she breathed. "Keep going. I want all of you."

Inch by inch, I worked my way inside her until I was fully seated, my hips pressed against her ass. The tight heat surrounding me was almost unbearable, different from her pussy but equally incredible.

"Fuck, you're so deep," she moaned. "I feel completely filled."

I began to move cautiously, shallow thrusts that gradually increased in depth and speed as she adjusted to the new sensation. Her initial discomfort quickly transformed into pleasure, her moans becoming more urgent as I found a rhythm that worked for both of us.

"Touch yourself," I commanded, knowing she'd need additional stimulation. "Make yourself come with my cock in your ass."

She immediately complied, her fingers finding her clit as I continued to thrust into her forbidden opening. The combined stimulation quickly pushed her toward another orgasm.

"I'm gonna come," she gasped, her internal muscles clenching around my invading cock. "Fuck, it feels so different like this!"

Her climax triggered my own, the rhythmic pulsing of her body milking my release as I emptied myself deep inside her virgin territory. We collapsed together on the towel, both trembling from the intensity of the experience.

"Was that okay?" I asked when I could speak again, genuine concern in my voice.

She turned in my arms, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and wonder. "It was fucking incredible. I've never felt anything like that before."

We lay together in the afternoon sun, recovering our strength once more. The private cove remained ours alone, not another soul in sight as the day progressed. We swam again, explored tide pools, and eventually watched the sun begin its descent toward the horizon.

As the light turned golden, Cassie led me to a small cave at one end of the beach, just large enough for two people to sit comfortably inside. The walls were smooth from centuries of tidal action, and the floor was soft sand.

"My secret spot within the secret spot," she explained, pulling me down beside her. "I come here to think sometimes."

"And you've never brought anyone else here?" I asked, touched by the significance.

"Never," she confirmed, her expression suddenly serious. "Jake, I need to tell you something."

My heart skipped, worried she was about to end whatever was happening between us. "What is it?"

"I've never felt this way about anyone before," she admitted, her voice soft but steady. "I know we've only known each other a few days, and most of that time has been spent fucking each other's brains out, but... there's something different about you. About us."

Relief flooded through me. "I feel it too. This isn't just a vacation fling for me, Cassie."

She smiled, the simple expression more beautiful than any sunrise. "Good, because I'm not letting you go back to Arizona without some kind of plan. Long distance, visits, whatever it takes."

I pulled her into my arms, kissing her deeply, pouring all the unnamed emotions into the connection. What began as tender quickly escalated, our bodies responding to each other with now-familiar hunger.

This time, our lovemaking was different—slower, more deliberate, yet somehow more intense than any of our previous encounters. I entered her gently, our bodies moving together in perfect harmony as the setting sun cast golden light into our private sanctuary.

"Jake," she whispered against my lips as we moved together. "I think I'm falling for you."

The words triggered something primal within me, a surge of possessiveness and joy that intensified my movements. "I'm already there," I confessed, driving deeper into her welcoming body. "I've been falling since you pulled me from the ocean."

We came together, our climax a perfect synchronization of pleasure that felt like more than just physical release—a merging of something deeper, more significant than either of us had expected to find on a summer beach.

Later, as we made our way back up the steep trail in the twilight, Cassie's hand firmly in mine, I knew with absolute certainty that my near-drowning had been the luckiest accident of my life.

"I'm coming back," I said as we reached the Jeep. "After graduation. There are engineering firms in San Diego that work with marine research facilities. I was already considering it, but now..."

She silenced me with a kiss. "Now you have an even better reason."

"The best reason," I agreed, pulling her against me.

On the drive back to her apartment, Cassie's hand found my cock again, stroking me back to hardness as she navigated the winding coastal road. By the time we reached her place, we were both desperate for each other again, as if we hadn't spent the entire day satisfying every carnal desire.

We barely made it through her door before clothes were being torn off and bodies pressed together. She pushed me onto the couch, straddling me with practiced ease, my cock sliding into her welcoming heat as if coming home.

"I don't think I'll ever get enough of you," she gasped as she rode me hard and fast, her tits bouncing with each movement.

"You won't have to," I promised, hands gripping her ass to guide her movements. "This is just the beginning."

As we drove each other toward yet another climax, I knew I'd found something I hadn't even known I was looking for—not just the best sex of my life, but a connection that transcended the physical, a person who made me feel both grounded and free at the same time.

And it had all started with a rip current and a red rescue buoy, proving that sometimes, the most dangerous waters lead to the safest harbors.
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