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         A New Friend
      

         Barcelona is a large city. I don't know anyone other than my co-workers at my new job. They're the ones who have told me about the public pool. It's not too far from my new and scantily furnished flat. They got the sense that I'm fond of swimming. As long as I can remember, I've liked being in the water. The municipal baths. The stream in the town where I grew up, and especially the North Sea.

         The weather in Spain is warm. I ride a bike through traffic in a flowing skirt, as I’m still struggling to find my way around new places. Trickles of sweat run from my thighs down to the pits of my knees. The public pool is in a quiet neighbourhood. A large red building with high walls around it. There's no line at the entrance. I walk right up to the lady in the ticket booth. She tells me that they will close in two hours, first in Spanish, and then in English. I buy a ticket anyway.

         There is no one else in the changing rooms on the way in. Only an elderly lady and a mum with two kids and they are heading in the opposite direction. They nod at me and smile. I get into the shower. My blue bathing suit is cold but soft against my skin and tight on my body. I bought it before I left. My tanned legs reveal the length of my skirt, even though I haven't been living in this warm and sunny climate for very long. The outer door to the changing room opens and shuts twice, and the voices of the small kids and their mum fade away. I feel a couple of butterflies in my stomach. Such a giant city, and now I'm all alone.

         The sun shines brightly by the water. I shield my eyes with my hand and get my bearings of the place. The tiles are warm. Quite a charming place. There are small rust stains at the bottom of the stairs, after many years of moisture. There are two pools. One is empty and silent. In the other, there is one person, a man, doing laps. Between the pools, there is a white shed, where a lifeguard is sitting. He's watching a football game on his mobile phone, quickly looking up and giving me a small wave when he sees me climbing down the ladder to the quiet pool. The water is chilly, which feels good in this heat. I dive in to get my hair wet, making it tight against my head. I lean on my back and float around a bit.

         The sun is high in a clear sky. My face, my breasts and my abdomen are barely sticking out of the water. The afternoon sun is warming up my body, and my skin begins to tingle underneath my bathing suit.

         Underneath the surface, the water glistens, just as it did back in Denmark when I was a child and attended swimming lessons. Back then, I had a crush on Tobias, who was by far the best swimmer on the team. Way out of my league. I wasn't very noticeable back then. One day, I stole Tobias' swimming trunks and hid them in a shoebox underneath my bed. For a long time, they still smelt like the chlorine of the municipal pool when I would dig them out. Sometimes I would get them out of the box and feel the butterflies in my stomach. My budding sexuality. My first erotic dreams were about Tobias and I being together. I haven’t stolen anything since.

         One of my feet touches the edge of the pool. I push myself away and float back towards the middle. The water remains still and undisturbed. Out of the corner of my eye, I sometimes glance at the lifeguard, but he is entirely captivated by the football game. I spread my legs slightly. The cold water runs along my calves and inner thighs and crashes in tiny waves against my pussy. I doze off and let the bliss and pleasure engulf me. My shut eyelids are blazing with the rays of the sun. I can't remember when I've been this alone and this happy.

         At some point, the vibrations in the water increase. The young man who was swimming in the other pool has switched to mine. He greets me with a nod and again begins doing his laps back and forth. I cannot keep floating. I observe him. His toned arms. I can't understand why he would switch pools, and I feel slightly annoyed that he disturbed my peace. I lazily swim a few laps with my head above water, and he overtakes me a couple of times.

         Eventually, I stay in the corner and tread water. I dive down and open my eyes. The man is toned and muscular. His buttocks are clenched when his legs kick in the water. I stick my head above the surface again and grab the edge of the pool with one hand. When the man is heading away from me, I let my hand slide down between my legs. During his first lap, I rub my g-spot outside the fabric. The second time he turns away from me, I let my hand slide underneath the fabric. Underneath the surface of the water, I pull one of my breasts out of the bathing suit and squeeze it gently. My body feels warm. Especially my pussy. The water is cold.

         My movements pick up the pace. My cheeks flush, and just as my attention is about to become distracted, he suddenly stops. He's looking straight at me from the other end of the pool. He takes off his swimming cap and goggles and reveals a beautiful face and thick dark hair. He's staring. My hand freezes between my legs. Did he notice what I've been doing? I stare back at him. I want him. He maintains eye contact too long for it to be a coincidence, and then suddenly he climbs the ladder out of the pool. He walks all the way along the edge and stops right behind me. Initially, he says something in Spanish. When he realises that I don't understand him, he switches to English.

         “They are closing soon.”

         I smile. - “Thanks.”

         He smiles back at me, collects his towel from a bench, and walks toward the changing rooms. I swim over to the ladder and follow him. Before he opens the door to the men's changing room, he looks back. He sees me. I freeze. He smiles and enters the room. I stay in the hall. I can hear my heart beating heavily in my chest. Otherwise, it's complete silence. Through the high windows in the hall, I can see the blue sky over Barcelona. I continue past the door leading to the women's changing room, making my way to the men's. I look over my shoulder, then I cautiously push open the door. I can hear the man whistling as if to show that he knows he's not alone. The whistling reverberates from the walls. I get my bearings. There's no one in the changing room but him. It takes a brief second for him to walk past the crack between door and wall and enter the showers. His buttocks are naked, and there's a towel draped across his shoulders. My nether regions are stirring. I sneak another glance backwards and enter the changing room. I tip-toe across the tiles, even though it's not necessary. The shower is running quietly. The man's swimming trunks are leisurely flung on the bench. I pick them up and smell them. The same slight whiff of chlorine as when I was younger. I want to take them home to my new flat and hide them in a shoebox underneath my bed. I want to do something I'm not supposed to do. I want to do something I haven't done since I was a teenager. I roll the fabric up into a little ball and head out when the man calls to me from the showers:

         “Hey, girl.”

         I freeze. He can't see me. For a second, I believe I've been imagining things.

         “You can join me,” he says alluringly.

         I put down his swimming trunks and cautiously make my way to the showers. The tiles underneath my feet are soft but textured. Gentle now. I've done something I wasn't supposed to do. What's going to happen? My nether regions are tingling. The man is naked in the shower. The white soap is spread around his dark skin. He's touching himself, slowly moving his hand on his cock. I stand there watching him, even though I'm caught by surprise. He wants me to see it. Without saying anything, I pull one strap down over my shoulder, then the other, maintaining eye contact the entire time. The man is watching me. My breasts break free from the fabric. I wiggle my hips to get the bathing suit off, and it falls to the ground. The man smiles.

         “Hermosa,” he says, then adds, “Beautiful.”

         I walk over to him. He pulls me to him under the warm water, grabs my breasts and begins licking my nipples. Then he turns me around to face the wall, placing my hands on the cold tiles. He kneels behind me between my legs. He spreads my buttocks with his hands, before placing his face between them, running his tongue back and forth. I feel free, open, blissful, and mortified. My moans reverberate from every wall. My knees shiver. The lifeguard or the lady from the ticket booth might walk in at any moment.

         The automatic shower keeps stopping over and over again. My lower body is throbbing. The man stands back up. I kneel down. He puts one hand firmly on my jaw and tilts his head back. His gaze is distant but intense. The warm water runs down over his body and onto mine.

         We move from the shower into the changing room. He keeps me slightly in front of him. I lean over the changing room bench. The man runs his hands over my buttocks and down across my thighs, tenderly caressing my soft skin. He grabs his swimming trunks and places them in front of me.

         “Did you want these?” he asks, pointing to the object of my theft.

         He moves closer and enters me from behind. I grab the bench to keep my balance. My damp hair is dripping and swaying in front of my face, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. His hands grip my hips firmly. The sound of his body smacking against my skin echoes around the room. We've hardly said anything to each other and yet I am climaxing loudly underneath his touch.

         I've never done this sort of thing before. His moans are deep and come from all the way down his throat. Every time he comes close to having an orgasm, he slows down and restrains himself.

         There is a stack of exercise and yoga mats behind us. The man grabs my wrist and leads me over to them. I lie down on my stomach. He pushes a yoga mat underneath my hips, raising my arse a bit. I can feel his warm skin behind me. He softly strokes the hair away from my face, and I put one cheek down on the mat. He grabs one of my hands and guides it down between my legs. The soft yoga mat is a bit springy, and I still feel comfortable. He exposes my rear with the palms of his hands.

         “Let's try this,” he says over me.

         I look back at him with a trusting expression and nod my head. I bite my lip as he prods me with the tip of his cock. I can't remember the last time I've experimented with anything anal, and I've certainly never done it with someone I didn't know already. The man rests more of his weight on me and uses his own legs to spread mine a bit further. I follow his rhythm. He begins slowly. Then his thrusts become more rapid. The mats move underneath us. This time he's not holding back. I can tell from the sounds in his throat that he's close to cumming. He roars when he has his orgasm. We laugh. I'm convinced everyone in the building must have heard us by now. He kisses the back of my neck, catches his breath, and gets back in the shower. My body feels warm and satisfied. I move the hand between my legs in a steady rhythm. I imagine the man still being inside me. My hand feels sweaty between the rubber mat and my warm skin. My thoughts stay firmly on the man and myself. The lust between our bodies, the warm weather outside, and the mixture of cold and warm surrounding us inside. The forbidden meeting and his stern but enticing behaviour. When I reach an orgasm again, I notice that the man has left the shower and is watching me from a distance. He grabs his swimming trunks off the bench and joins me. My cheeks are flushed and I lie completely still. He puts his swimming trunks next to me and kisses my cheek.

         “You can borrow these. Remember to bring them back to me next week,” he says teasingly.

         He starts to get dressed as if this had been an entirely normal day at the pool. I hurry into the ladies' changing room.

         I cover my mouth with my hand, amazed at what I've just done. Instead of showering, I put on my bathing suit and comb my damp hair back. Then I put on my skirt and my sandals, smiling throughout.

         The lady in the ticket booth has left. The temperature outside is the same as when I arrived. I walk over to my bicycle. As I unlock it, I can suddenly hear the man having a conversation somewhere. His voice is loud and cheerful. When I look back over my shoulder, he's standing in front of the door into the building, talking to the lifeguard. It looks as if they're both heading home. Seems like they know each other. The man looks over at me. He raises his hand and waves.

         “Nice to meet you,” he shouts across the street.

         “See you next week.”

         I smile, get on my bicycle, and wave back over my shoulder. It looks as if I've made a new friend. The warm bicycle seat pinches and burns my inner thighs. It feels wonderful.
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Pool Boy

It was one of those hot summers that just goes on and on. The kind of summer where the month of August feels as though it’s stretching on forever, and where you can hardly remember when you were wearing anything on your feet other than sandals. A summer when I wore nothing but skimpy dresses, and tiny beads of sweat would gather around my hairline and between my breasts.

 That summer, I was staying in a house in the country. A friend of mine had let me use it. I was completely alone there, the nearest neighbour a couple of hundred metres away. But I did not feel lonely. The heat had drained all energy from the area, and the people I met when I went shopping or took a walk were quiet and polite. The tranquillity of the place went all the way inside my bones, and I relaxed and tried to focus on the stack of books I had brought.

 My job was to take care of the house and make sure the garden wouldn’t get full of weeds. All in all it was manageable, even though I also had to keep the water in the pool clean, and keep the pool filters from getting clogged. But the truth was that I had no idea how to manage a swimming pool. After about a week I realised that I would have to remove fallen leaves and dead bugs from the water. But I procrastinated. Finding the proper equipment and working out how the pump worked was too demanding.

 One day, when I came out of the supermarket, I found a business card underneath the windshield wiper of my car. My arms were loaded with shopping bags, and initially I felt a bit annoyed that I would have to remove this scrap of paper from my windshield. I almost threw the card away, but in the end I stuck it in my bag without giving it a second thought.

 A couple of days later, when I put my hand in my bag to find my keys, I got a hold of the card. Standing there in the midday sun with the card in my hand, I read:

 Call me if you need your pool cleaned. I’m courteous, polite, and always horny.

 There was no name mentioned on the card. Just a phone number.

 Initially, I attempted to convince myself that I did not understand the message. But I knew full well what it said. And I knew what the words meant. I also had a suspicion as to who might have stuck the card under my windshield wiper.

 

  I had seen him from a distance with some neighbours further down the dirt road outside the house. He was walking around their pool cleaning the surface of the water with a net on a long pole. The sun was in my eyes on the day I saw him, so I could only see his silhouette in the bright light. But what a body… Wide shoulders, narrow hips, muscular thighs.

 He was wearing nothing but trousers that day, so I was able to make out that his naked chest was firm and his biceps muscular. I sighed to myself. There weren’t many men here in the countryside, and the sight of that young man ignited a longing inside me. I wanted to see more of his half-naked firm body. And I really did need to get the pool cleaned.

 Calling him felt a bit awkward.

 “Hello?”

 That was all he said when he answered the phone. Stuttering, I introduced myself, and asked if it was he who offered to remove leaves from the pool and clean the filter. It was.

 “Tomorrow?”he asked. We agreed that he would come over the next day around noon.

 When I had ended the call, I cursed myself, because the middle of the day was too hot and the light was too bright. Around that time, all I felt like doing was lying down naked on the shaded terrace with a glass of ice water within easy reach. I didn’t feel like talking to anyone when it was that hot. But the summer heat was draining my energy, and I couldn’t be bothered to change the appointment.

 The next day, I caught myself choosing a dress I knew suited me, and considered not wearing knickers or a bra. It’s too hot for underwear, I told myself. I still found my skimpiest lace knickers, which barely concealed the narrow strip of dark hair pointing down to my private parts. I examined my face in the mirror, brushed my long dark hair and painted my nails, before I lay down in the shade with a book.

 Just after one in the afternoon, I heard the crunching sound of car tires in the gravel in front of the house. I looked out of the window and spotted the young man. He was little more than a boy, maybe in his early twenties – somewhat younger than me. When he got closer, I could see that his skin was smooth and that his gaze was piercing, as if he were a person who had not yet faced any hardship in life.

 He carried his equipment out of the flatbed truck, and I showed him to the pool. He didn’t say a lot, but he smiled kindly, took off his shoes, and got to work. It was a quiet, hot day, and the whole world seemed as if it was being baked by the sun. I could hear the sound of cicadas, and dogs barking somewhere in the area. I stood still for a couple of minutes, feeling uncertain as to what a person ought to be doing while their pool was being cleaned. A gust of wind made my dress flutter, and I felt a slight breeze between my legs. A strange longing was building inside me, and I sighed.

 Feeling embarrassed, I withdrew, and went inside the house. I watched the young man through the window, hoping that the mirror effect of the glass would keep me hidden as I followed him with my gaze. It was as if his movements were purposely being made slowly and accurately, enabling me to enjoy the sight even more. His long fingers closed around the pole holding the net, and the sinews in his arms would move about like ropes when he stretched to reach a leaf that was too far away. Through the fabric of his trousers, I could tell that his buttocks were firm and round. After five minutes he took off his t-shirt, and beads of sweat ran down across his stomach and gathered at the seam of his trousers.

 I stayed inside the cool house, but the sight of him was making me feel confused and dizzy. Heeding a sudden impulse, I pulled my dress over my head and threw it to the floor. My knickers were wet with sweat and desire. I pushed them down so that they ended up in a crumbled heap next to the dress. The window glass was chilly against my naked breasts, and the tension was mounting in the core of my body. All my thoughts were swirling around this young man’s body, his experienced movements and powerful muscles.

 He wiped the sweat off his brow with his lower arm and looked straight at me. I could no longer pretend to myself that I was hidden. He could see me, my nudity and my round breasts with their big light brown nipples. He kept looking straight at me.

 I bit my lower lip and looked into his eyes. I felt very hot as well. The beads of sweat were trickling down the back of my neck. My hairline was moist, as was my cleavage and my inner thighs. The young man and I were communicating silently from a distance. The day was too hot and the light too bright to be able to resist the burning desire the afternoon heat was igniting inside both of us.

 I felt drawn to the young man’s body. Without having made a conscious decision, I suddenly found myself going out through the terrace door and straight towards him. My legs were moving around the pool by themselves to where the young man was standing.

 When I reached him, I opened my mouth to ask his name. But before I could say anything, he gently placed a finger on my lips. I looked up at his face silently. For a few seconds, neither of us moved a muscle. The few centimetres of air separating us was shimmering and loaded with electricity. Then my hands slid down his body, across his stomach, to the button on his trousers. With a flick of my fingers his trousers were unbuttoned, and quickly pushed down and kicked off. The young man was standing in front of me in all his glory. Completely unblemished skin without hair, marks or tattoos. All he was wearing was tight white pants. The white underwear made him look younger – as if he was still untainted and entirely innocent. He carefully put down his net, and I went to stand right up against him.

 We were standing skin to skin feeling each other. Then we kissed. He was by no means inexperienced. Hungrily and greedily we drank from each other’s mouths. It felt as though I hadn’t kissed anyone in years, my craving was that immense. And yet, we were slightly reluctant with one another. Careful and curious. He tasted of salt and vanilla. The taste reminded me of hot summers at the beach when I was little.
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