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            One Morning in the Swimmingpool
   

            by Ella Grande
   

         

          
   

         One of the perks of being a teacher was that you sometimes got time off work during the middle of the day. You got to run errands before all the offices closed and you could go shopping on an ordinary Tuesday morning; saving you from those hectic Saturday shops.

         I also enjoyed going to the swimming pool as half of it was closed off for school classes, but the other half was open for anyone who wants to exercise. Sometimes, fit and healthy old-age pensioners kept me company, but I often had this part of the pool all to myself. I was alone today. I swam ten laps of breaststrokes before taking a rest by the edge of the pool to catch my breath.

         Next up was ten rounds of backstrokes. The school class next to me played water polo, splashing and yelling the whole way through. The ball bounced over to my part of the pool now and again. A few of the students had to duck under the floating line to retrieve it, which I didn’t mind. I had nothing against loud and happy kids, as long as it wasn’t my responsibility to keep them in line. Today was my day off work.


I started my backstrokes and soon noticed I had company after a couple of laps when I suddenly brushed past a foot. “I’m sorry,” I said while continuing to swim. It wasn’t easy to see where you were going when you were looking straight up into the rood and not ahead. There was plenty of room for the both of us, but I made sure that I kept close to the edge. Yet, despite this, I still brushed against someone’s back. This time I stopped. 


“I’m sorry––again,” I said to the person who already continued on. It was a woman. She was clearly more of a pro than me. I could tell by her swimsuit and expensive goggles––and her incredible speed! I soon resumed my breaststrokes. It would be embarrassing if I knock against her one more time.


She gave me a big smile when we swam past each other again. I felt so faint. She was gorgeous––even with her goggles on. I smiled back and prayed to God that I wasn’t blushing. But then again, I could easily blame the hard workout. I swam fifteen rounds. Normally, I’d swim thirty, but I just had to get out of the pool. It was time for an ice-cold bath and a few deep breaths.

         If not, I probably would have swum straight into the lady again! I threw her one last glance, shook my head, and headed straight for the showers. 


My body tensed the moment I unleashed the ice-cold water. Once cleaned, I made my way into the sauna, which was completely empty. The temperature was just right. I stretched out on the bench in the middle and allowed my stress and thoughts to melt away. There was just one issue – I couldn’t stop thinking about the woman in the swimming pool.


I closed my eyes. After all, it wasn’t the worst thought to have. I imagined her slender and muscular thighs. She had strong arms and beautiful hands with long fingers. Even though I glanced at her quickly, I remember a lot about her. I sighed and turned around on my stomach. In that exact moment, I felt a cold gust of air pour into the sauna. In came the slender thighs I thought so much about.

         She sat down on the bench below me but positioned herself so I could look down to her. I could see everything. She had a flat stomach with little, round, and perfect breasts. The soft light in the sauna made her skin look shimmery and golden. She smiled, and the sparkle in her eyes made it perfectly clear that she had caught me staring at her for way too long.

         It was too late to look away. “Uh,” I stumbled, my mouth growing dry.


         “I’m Mari,” she exchanged an even bigger smile. 


         “Dina,” I said, feeling so embarrassed. 


         “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman,” she let her eyes wander down my body. 


I couldn’t think of a single sensible thing to say. I was used to swimming with old-age pensioners, yet I wasn’t prepared for anything like this. She got up and let a finger slide along my jaw, past my neck, over my shoulders, and down my back. My skin tingled from her touch.

         “You’re really hot,” she said. “Do you want to join me for a shower?”


I nodded silently. She grabbed my hand and guided me to the showers. I doubt I’d be able to find my way on my own. My head felt as if it was filled with cotton, but my body knew what it wanted. She turned on the water. I pulled her close and started to kiss her. Then I glanced at her with a questioning look in my eyes. She answered by placing her hands on my shoulders and pushing me against the wall. The cold tiles against my back made me gasp. 


“Oh, so sorry!” she said and placed one arm behind my back.


         “Okay, now we’re even,” I said.


         “What?”


         “I knocked into you in the pool, remember?”


         “Oh, that,” she answered, looking a little sheepish. I suddenly realised that she kept close to me on purpose. It felt good for my self-esteem. 


I leaned over to kiss her again, but we heard approaching voices. It was old-age pensioners getting ready to exercise. Fuck! She pulled away and went into another cubicle. I washed my hair and rubbed soap all over my body. I felt so frustrated that I began trembling. I could still feel her hands on my shoulders and back––and her lips against mine. I wanted to kiss her again, slowly and for a long time.
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