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         I have always loved water. Something about the feel of it, the touch of it, the weightlessness that makes me utterly relaxed. The thought of the great big oceans and everything that lives deep down below the surface has always been mesmerising to me. To get to read about blue whales, sharks, corals and all the other marine creatures was for a long period of my life my favourite pastime and something I often go back to now, even though there isn't much I don't already know about the sea. My parents have told me that when I attended a baby swimming class as a baby, it was my happiest moment of the whole week. I shrieked with joy and was like a fish in water, a natural. And when it was time to come out, I protested vehemently and loudly. When I was only four years old, I learnt to swim by myself. It was summer and we were at the country cottage. Granddad was keeping watch from the jetty, while I swam back and forth along the little rowing boat that was moored to a pole. Nothing has stopped me since then. As early as Year 5, I knew what I wanted to work in and with; the great big oceans. There has never been anything else on the agenda. I went through high school and made sure I got good grades in all the natural science subjects and attended extra-curricular maths lessons to scrape together every little extra point and gold star I could, so that nothing would stand in the way of my dreams. After five years at university, I graduated as a marine biologist and I have never stopped loving my job. Not until recently. I have now discovered something that makes me curious and also slightly scared, and it has complicated my relationship with water. It's not like I want to stop working in this occupation, not at all, but it is just not the same for me anymore. Some insecurity has sneaked up on me, nestled inside of me and made me question what is real and what is not.

          
   

         It all started with the pool where I work. If you work as a marine biologist, part of your job is to dive down and fetch samples, and sometimes these samples are located as far down as the bottom of the sea. So, you have to be fit and healthy and also be a good swimmer to pursue a profession involving the ocean. This is why I sleep for an hour every morning and every evening, if I'm not out on a field trip. We might be gone for days on end, far out at sea and bringing up samples, and on those days I obviously don't do my swimming exercise. I miss it every time we are offshore. The swimming baths are pretty near where I live, so there is no trouble nipping in there before work and on my way home. Most days I even have time for a 15-minute session in the sauna before driving to work, and if I'm alone in the shower room, which I usually am early in the morning, I generally enjoy some private me-time in the shower.

          
   

         This was November. We had lots to do at the office after new reports had come out about industrial waste polluting the Baltic Sea and we needed to collect samples before an upcoming investigation at the Ministry of Environment and Energy. To top things off nicely, I had chronic pain in my shoulders due to all the stress and pressure involved in these long days. If you don't have children, you are generally asked to take a lot of evening shifts and weekends to cover for the people with families, and that also means that you often get sent away to collect samples. The scheduled hours for people with children tend to be shorter and they get to spend more time indoors. Not that I mind, I love being outdoors, but the chilly air in November can be a bit much even for me. When things are more hectic than normal at work, I make sure that I spend a bit longer at the swimming baths and also in the sauna afterwards in order to soothe my aching body and relieve the tension in my neck and shoulders. On this particular day, I had spent a lot of time in front of a microscope and felt I needed some private me-time in the shower before I started the training session. Having thoroughly checked the shower room and sauna for potential fellow swimmers, I went into the booth at the end and turned the shower on. The water was tepid and hit my scalp like tiny massage needles. I prefer a coolish shower before jumping into the pool and then really hot when I come out of the pool. That makes it less of a shock to the system when you jump into the colder water in the pool and a real treat afterwards to get warmed up.

          
   

         I closed my eyes and let the sound of the shower settle my pulse before the training session. Lowered my shoulders and felt the stress being washed away. I raised my hands to my face and stroked my forehead, my temples and my cheeks. The gravity that pulled the droplets of water down onto the top of my head made my scalp tingle and prickle in a comforting way and brought me to a more sensuous state of being. My scalp felt taut and I pulled my fingers through my hair. My hands continued down across the back of my neck with soft, massaging movements. Kneaded my tense shoulders and pretended that those hands belonged to someone else. Continued downwards across my breasts, where my nipples had grown stiff, and squeezed them gently. Caressed my tummy and hips with soft, wavelike movements and tried to think of something other than what I did for a living. Used some actor in an action film I had watched to fuel my fantasy and moistened my lips. I felt my breathing growing heavier, more ragged and I leaned against the tiled wall as I put my hand between my legs. Before my inner vision, I imagined the action hero's rough hands working their magic instead of my own and started rubbing my thumb up and down just how I like it. Bit my lower lip and tried not to make too much noise when my breathing grew heavier and my hand movements less controlled.




OEBPS/images/9788726154764_cover_epub.jpg
[&Tn





