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         Room 503, just like the first time. The same door in front of me. I reach out my hand to knock, but I hesitate, knowing that he is on the other side. I feel scared - scared of him. Especially today. Just two months ago, I would have entered fearlessly, almost confidently. He had known exactly how to put me at ease when we first met. He had gently seduced me with his big, brown eyes and his reassuring, velvety voice. He had seen me so clearly that, far from being afraid, I freely gave myself to him. He had made me trust myself. He understood everything; he listened, he watched me. While I spoke, I watched his delicate, strong hands, feeling his penetrating gaze upon me. When, at the end of that first evening together, he asked me to meet him the following day in this hotel, of course, I accepted immediately.

         I remember calmly entering the room the following evening, and greeting him, noticing how elegantly he was dressed. I’ve always loved the combination of black trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. I take in the pleasant, light room for the second time, with the spacious bed, the table and that impressive bouquet of pink and purple flowers. He is expecting me, and he offers me a drink. I want to ask him so many questions, about what he does, what he likes… but I don’t say anything. I don’t even ask if he is just passing through, or if he invites many women to this hotel room. I simply bask in his presence; his lightly spiced perfume, his enticing gaze and his reassuring voice, filling the hotel room.

         ‘Take off your clothes!’ he says suddenly.

         Although this order could have seemed strange, I was almost expecting it. His presence makes me want to obey him, not deceive him. Without knowing why, I slowly undress. I would’ve preferred it to be him who was taking off the figure-hugging, low-cut red dress, explicitly chosen for tonight. But if this is what he wants… Clumsily, I slide down the strap of my dress, trying not to think about the awkwardness of the situation. But his good-humoured smile relaxes me. Sipping his drink, he follows my movements, observing my body as I reveal it inexpertly. I don’t exactly feel sexy, but it’s too late to turn back now. My dress falls past my bra, my stomach, my knickers, my feet, past his enveloping, encouraging eyes. There I am, standing in front of him almost naked, and he says nothing. I don’t know how long for, but my breathing becomes shaky, almost laboured. I flash him an inviting smile.

         ‘Come here!’

         I feel the power in his words as they break the silence. I feel something stir inside me and I start moving towards him automatically. I’m not proud of myself, not at all, especially when I realize that he wants me to lie over his knees. He spanks me, and I can’t help but cry out. I want to scream, to protest, but I can only moan while he spanks me a second time, and a third, stinging me and shocking me. As the sound of his hand on my skin gets louder and louder, resonating inside me, I feel so ashamed. When I look at him, pleading, he only continues more fervently. I stare at the carpet, trying to distract myself from my humiliation. He continues with alternating blows and caresses, burning yet sweet. Aroused by his firm spanking, an intense heat spreads through my body and grips me. What is happening to me? Amidst the storm of sensations, I feel a glowing between my thighs – I’m so wet. Every blow seems to penetrate me, as he makes me his. More and more breathless, I shiver, I moan, and I get even wetter… until suddenly I want to shout, ‘I want it! I want you!’ His hand is on my bottom, I am begging for his fiery passion. I hope he is aroused, that I turn him on. I want him to take me and submit me to his pleasure. I’m ready, I want him inside me. But my squirming or yearning don’t seem to have an effect on him. Quite the opposite, as he stops the spanking and says curtly, while removing me from my position on his knees,

         ‘Get dressed, Alice, I have a lot to do today.’

         I have never felt so humiliated, especially when he turns around while I get dressed. My body hurts all over, but like an idiot, I wait for him to explain what just happened, or at least to say something.

         ‘I’ll call you. Have a nice day.’

         Feeling stupid, furious and sore, I left. ‘Bastard!’ I cursed to myself. ‘But it’s your fault, you idiot…’. Especially as, when he called me that night, I picked up. I listened attentively, glad at his suggestion of a second meeting. And that’s how this strange affair started, two months ago. Two months of his voice, his eyes, his hands and his desires guiding my way. Like I said, I’m an idiot…

          
      

         The second time we met, everything was just as intense. Although I was aware of his specific desires, he surprised me again. To convince me to come to his hotel room, he had assured me that he wouldn’t lay a finger on me, and he kept his word. As soon as I arrive, he launches into a long speech about desire. I listen, captivated by his charm, while wondering if he is going to hit me, insult me, or if he is planning something else entirely. But finally he admits, with a strange fragility, that he thinks I am beautiful, and all he wants to do is watch me touch myself. Although it isn’t what I was expecting to hear, I must admit that I like the idea a lot. I want him to desire me, so much so that I have often dreamt about him, fantasising about his virile arrogance and dominance.

         Less clumsily than the first time, I run my hands over my clothes, moving gently. I chose a black blouse that shows off my chest. I love my breasts – they are always sure to impress. I reveal them slowly, savouring the moment. I take my time, feeling his gaze studying me, mapping me, enveloping me. I feel my skin become warm as my hands slide over my shoulders, my throat, and continue downwards. I want to turn him on, but it’s me who shivers in anticipation. As I unbutton my blouse, revealing my white, lacy bra, his face remains unreadable. I take off my bra, offering my pert breasts to him. When he doesn’t react, I bite my lips and pinch my nipples, playing with them until they become hard and sensitive. A wave of pleasure washes over me, sweeping me away and igniting my desire.

         Lying on the bed, I am now wearing just my knickers. My hands, which I imagine to be his, explore my body hungrily, continuing to turn me on until I am throbbing with desire. I smile at him as my hands make their way down into my fine pubic hair. I hold his gaze, understanding what he wants. I start to finger myself, making circles on my swollen, pulsing clitoris, harder and harder. Thinking of him, I insert a finger inside my vagina. I feel myself burst open with desire, and I cry out, wet and trembling. I don’t recognise myself. I have never felt pleasure like this, not even alone at home. I push in a second finger. The desire is almost unbearable as I thrust in and out, faster and faster, harder and harder. His piercing gaze is still on me, and his face begins to blur as images of his penis enter my head. I moan, drunk on pleasure. My vagina opens and I insert another finger, my head spinning in delight. My eyes roll back and I rock uncontrollably, violently masturbating with both hands now. Delirious with pleasure, I cry out his name. Then, caught in the vice of my agile fingers, I succumb to an earth-shattering orgasm. My body explodes and I throw back my head, shrieking in ecstasy. In the silence that follows, he looks at me, still trembling on the bed. As he gets up, he says,

         ‘Very good. Don’t forget to close the door on your way out.’

         And with that, he is gone. I hear the door slam, and I am alone again. I struggle to calm the spasms still coursing through my body, and the frustration that he still doesn’t seem to want me. Finally, I get up, I put my clothes back on and I leave, closing the door behind me. I want to cry. I also want to see him again, badly.

         It wasn’t long before he called. Anyone would think he liked me! I would’ve liked to meet him again in the hotel room, but instead he says he’ll meet me at a café.

         ‘A light dress will be perfect for this spring sunshine.’ he suggests.

         As he told me he was running late, a hold-up at work apparently, I settle at an outside table at one of my favourite cafes. I love the cosy atmosphere, the comfortable armchairs and the view over the harbour. Looking at the sails of the boats makes me want to travel somewhere exotic near the sea. Intoxicated by the light breeze and the sun in my hair and on my dress, I feel exquisite. Although I am content sitting here, I feel a little restless, impatient to see him. Luckily, my phone vibrates. I’ll be there later, sorry. Tell me what you see around you so that I feel like I’m already with you. Feeling pleased with myself, I smile and look around the café. I tell him that the waiter is quite slow but friendly, and that there are three occupied tables near me. At one of the tables, there is a couple who must have recently got together, judging by the way they are holding hands. At another table there is a man, alone, scrolling on his phone, and at the last table sit three men in suits, probably bankers. He praises me for my description. I must admit that people-watching at a café is a guilty pleasure of mine, my little vice. I like imagining their lives, dreaming up their scandalous affairs. When I see a mum smiling at her phone, I like to imagine the news she’s received – a passionate message from a lover, or the juicy gossip from a friend. When two men turn their heads to watch a woman walk away, hips swaying enticingly, I guess at the dirty thoughts running through their heads.

         My phone rings, forcing me out of my daydream; it’s my lover. I am confused when he asks me if the man sitting alone is watching me. I glance discreetly over in his direction.

         ‘I think so.’ I reply.

         ‘Look at him! I’m sure he likes you.’

         I am reluctant to meet the man’s eye.

         ‘I don’t know.’ I say doubtfully.

         ‘I sure he likes you. Touch your neck while you look at him and undo the top button of your dress.’

         So that’s why he asked me to send him pictures of my clothes so he could choose what I wore! I do what he says – I discreetly undo the top button of my dress, looking at the man sitting alone. I feel embarrassed, but luckily, he smiles at me. He doesn’t seem to have bad intentions, which reassures me a little and I start to have fun, noticing his eyes following my fingers as they stroke my neck. I imagine that he is a photographer whose attention I must capture. I can’t decide how to pose, so I try everything. I shift a little to expose my cleavage, I play with my hand, my hair, I put on a naïve expression. I enjoy playing like this, doing whatever silly things his titillating voice commands me to.

         ‘Be sexy and seductive.’

         Looking for the best angle in the sunlight for the stranger to appreciate me, I undo two more buttons. Feeling the sun’s delicious warmth on my bare skin, I close my eyes for a moment to forget my awkwardness and to feel the sunshine wash over me, like the stranger’s gaze.

         ‘Impress him! Seduce him!’

         I take a deep breath and reveal my cleavage, trying to make it look like an accident. As if you’d have three faulty buttons on one dress! Given my low-cut neckline, one breast is on show every time I pick up my glass and is hidden when I put it down. The stranger drinks in every one of my movements and is clearly enjoying my teasing, especially when I repeat the motion, showing off my breasts again and again. I’m having fun, too.

         ‘Make him want you! Turn him on!’

         He continues to stare at the gaping neckline of my dress. My fingers trace circles on my exposed skin, running over my breasts and back up my neck. I have a sudden urge to lick them, to suck them. Holding the stranger’s gaze, I open my mouth and touch my lips with my thumb, at first gently, and then more and more roughly. Shivering in pleasure, I inhale sharply, a sucking noise escaping from my open mouth.

         ‘Keep going! Get him hard!’

         I suck my finger and then run it over my skin again. Thrusting my chest out, my hands explore my curves, finding their way to one of my breasts. I caress the nipple, teasing it and pinching it while I bite my lips. In my state of arousal, I feel as if I’m on a trapeze, swinging between two men, two desires. Between the eyes that hungrily explore my body, and the persuasive voice that makes me let go of all my inhibitions.

         ‘He wants you! Look at the way he’s checking you out - he’s imagining what your tits feel like. He wants to touch them, to suck them, to slide his hard dick between them. Look how turned on he is!’

         I am sweating in excitement. Staring at the stranger, I lean towards him, sexily – I’m going to drive him crazy. My chest rises and falls onto the cast-iron table.

         I feel his gaze burning into me as he drinks in my every move, staring at my open dress. I feel his body pulse in pleasure as he yearns to touch me, to feel my breasts. I am totally on show, free of inhibitions and I feel my skin burning as I become more aroused. I see his erection get even harder as he stares at me, and I shiver as I tell my lover how I imagine him caressing my breasts. How he would grab them in his hands, making me moan. How he would pinch my hard nipples and lick them greedily. I want him to suck them, to bite them, and I want to feel his penis throb in my hand as he slides his finger between my thighs, finding me soaking wet…

         ‘Stop! I think he’s turned on enough. I can’t come and meet you, but I’ll call you soon.’

         He hangs up, the fantasy is over, and I come back down to earth with a jolt. My tits are exposed, the stranger’s face is bright red, and the four men in suits that I had forgotten entirely were there are smirking at me, muttering dirty jokes to each other. They leer at me in the way that men do, who think they are irresistible when really, they are repulsive. I want to hurl insults at them, to give them a slap and send them home to their mothers. But I suppose I am partly to blame…

         I rebutton my dress with as much grace as I can muster, give the bemused stranger a fleeting smile, and get out of the café.

          
      

         Through his little games, he slowly invaded my thoughts and desires. He was on my mind even while I did the most insignificant of things, from the moment I woke up in the morning. I thought of him as I enjoyed my morning coffee on my sunny terrace, savouring the first hot, bitter mouthful.

         One restless Saturday I am trying to resist an umpteenth cup of coffee, my tongue crying out for flavour and sweetness. My lips are longing to feel his mouth, his skin, his body. My hands begin to twitch in time to some imaginary music and I dream of him playing arpeggios in my hair and down my neck. He improvises a sumptuous melody on my hips, my breasts and my stomach, and beats out a symphony on my bottom and between my legs. My body hums and my desire swells to a cadence. He has me under his spell and I am helpless to resist. I sip my coffee, caught in this imaginary concert with him until the final drop. Just then, my phone rings and I am pulled out of my musical, caffeinated reverie.

         We speak for a moment about everything and nothing, and then he tells me that he wants to explore my eroticism.

         He asks me some questions, but I can’t seem to put my ideas into words. He suggests meeting that evening, promising me a night that will loosen my tongue.

         Intrigued and restless, I somehow manage to get through the day, until later that night I find myself in his hotel room. I am sitting next to him on the sofa with a glass of wine in my hand. Opposite us, on the bed are a couple, apparently friends of his, kissing passionately.

         ‘You liked being watched’ he says to me. ‘Now it’s your turn to enjoy the view.’

         It becomes clear what he means when the couple begins to undress. The woman is beautiful; with her long brown hair, delicate body and her graceful movements she reminds me of a dancer. The way that she moves with her lover is like choreography – it’s captivating to watch. I gaze at her in admiration.

         ‘She’s beautiful, isn’t she?’

         I can only nod in agreement – she’s so sensual, so sexy! Her firm, yet delicate lover covers her in kisses. I watch them in wonder.

         ‘Do you like watching them?’ my viewing partner asks me.

         ‘A lot’ I reply.

         My gaze is on both lovers, but, strangely, it’s the woman I can’t take my eyes off. I am captivated by her glowing skin and her pert breasts, and as I watch her partner’s tongue hungrily licking between her legs, I shudder in pleasure. My head is spinning; I don’t know which role I would rather be in. I listen to the woman sigh, moan, and tell her partner what she wants.

         ‘Yes, just like that. Yes! Your tongue! Right there!’

         Gasping and groaning, she moves her pelvis to guide him, and then she cries out,

         ‘Take me! I want you inside me!’ she begs him.

         The man embraces her and slowly penetrates her.

         ‘Fuck, you’re so hard!’

         She talks to him a lot, praising him, encouraging him with words that get more and more daring. She tells him to fuck her hard, to make her scream. She is crude, but never vulgar, simply voicing her powerful desires. The more outrageous her words get, the more radiant she seems to become. She shines with a passionate, fiery eroticism, not at all like the dominated women you see in porn films. Quite the opposite – her sexuality builds her up, it reveals her.

         Her screams of ecstasy are like prayers and incantations. She becomes a preacher of desire as she shouts of her divine pleasure.

         ‘Harder! I’m coming!’

         And with that, she explodes in endless spasms which wash over us as we listen to her shrieks of joy. Her partner turns her around and starts to kiss her from behind. His face is lost in her bottom as his tongue teases and titillates, making her groan once more. He makes her come again and again, with the tip of his tongue, with his mouth and then, as he enters her, with his whole body. She seems to spark like lightning in a storm. Her lover, knowing that we are dazzled by her light, continues vigorously, making her shine even more brightly.

         Eventually, sensing that her partner is about to orgasm, she lies down, smiles at him, and encourages him to cum on her stomach and breasts. I watch in awe as jets of liquid spurt from his magnificent penis, decorating the tanned skin of his radiant queen.

         ‘So?’ asks my mentor. ‘What did you think?’

         Speechless, I manage to respond,

         ‘Incredible’

         However, as soon as I get home, I begin to think of all the words I could use to describe the experience. In my head is an entire dictionary of eroticism, and I suddenly have the urge to explore this new vocabulary to scream out my desires.

          
      

         After that our meetings get more frequent. The very next day, we meet in his hotel room, this time just he and I. I feel relaxed in his presence, reassured by his welcoming smile and his inviting voice. With his usual elegance and dominance, he excites me as much as ever.

         ‘I have a present for you.’

         Surprised, I open the package on the bed and find some beautiful lingerie. I can’t wait to try it on and show him, so I ask if I can go and change in the bathroom.

         ‘No, do it I front of me.’

         He puts some music on while I undress and slip on my new gifts. The bra fits perfectly, cupping my breasts and highlighting their curves. The black fabric, slightly see-through, is divine, with small black dots descending from the straps and meeting between my breasts in a pretty knot. Standing in front of the mirror, I can’t stop looking at myself, running my hands over my body. I delight in seeing my figure accentuated and my nipples subtly on show under the lace. My breasts feel like fruit – cherries, peaches, apples… I watch them swell under my hands, the nipples becoming hard at my touch.

         ‘Look… Don’t you think you’re beautiful?’

         Spurred on by his words, I pinch my nipples, enchanted by how hard they are. Light seems to emanate from them, penetrating deep inside me. I gaze at myself, watching my own arousal.

         ‘You’re magnificent! Look how sexy you are!’

         His powerful voice, accompanied by atmospheric music, encourages and excites me.

         ‘Look at your beautiful reflection!’

         I feel his gaze burning into me, and his words encourage me to explore my body. My curves rise at my touch as I smile at myself, watching my fingers as they dance over this radiant woman in the mirror. She is Venus, a morning star illuminating the night sky.

         The person in the mirror feels like a different Alice, although we have the same pale skin and the same mouth, twisting into a teasing smile. It is no longer my hands which are caressing me, but hers, this beautiful goddess. Her breasts strain beneath the lace lingerie as she reveals her desire.

         ‘Come here!’ she tells me.

         I let myself fall into the fantasy as I cross through the looking glass. My vision blurred with lust; my body automatically responds to her call.

         ‘Continue!’

         I feel her strong hand stroke my back, and I lose my balance, lost in the delicious daydream. I am hers, I’m ready for her to relish me. As her gaze wanders over my body, I feel her eyes as if they were passionate kisses, or the very first slaps my lover inflicted upon me. My fingers find their way between my thighs, increasing my pleasure. I am burning with desire as he watches me admiringly. I tremble in anticipation, and just as I am about to snap out of my fantasy and beg him to take me, he stops me in my tracks.

         ‘Stay there!’

         ‘Fuck me!’ I implore. I’m desperate to feel him inside me.

         He takes my hand and leads me to the bed. He handcuffs me to the bedframe, and I feel a wave of excitement wash over me.

         Then, taking a scarf out of his pocket, he says,

         ‘I’m going to fuck you. But first…’

         He blindfolds me with the scarf, and I find myself totally at his mercy.

         ‘Be patient, I’ll be back soon.’

         I hear him walk away and open a door, presumably the bathroom. I wait. After a few minutes, I hear his footsteps approaching and I begin to shiver in anticipation. This is it; it’s finally happening! His hand brushes my bottom and I groan. I get ready, expecting to feel him spank me, but instead he continues to stroke me gently, making my skin burn with longing. What is he waiting for? I’m ready, I want him! He is taking his time, making me wait. I like it, but I want more, I want to feel him inside me. I am aroused and annoyed at the same time, but I know I must be patient. Suddenly I hear a flurry of activity behind me, and a rustle of foil and plastic – he hasn’t forgotten about protection. This is it; he’s going to fuck me! Finally, his rigid penis enters me, slowly and gently. Eyes closed beneath my blindfold, I am helpless, I can only concentrate on the sensations as he thrusts in and out. My pleasure depends on him. He starts to move a little faster, and I move my pelvis to encourage him to go deeper. But he doesn’t. I am surprised – I thought it would be rougher. I feel as if I don’t recognise him, even his perfume smells different. I’m enjoying myself, but something’s missing – passion, imagination, spice. I exaggerate my movements and my moans to motivate him, shouting,

         ‘Fuck me harder! Dominate me!’

         But he doesn’t respond to my pleas. This isn’t the man I know, he should be pounding me, destroying me!

         I am filled with sadness and bitterness. He pulls out, and I feel his hard penis at my bottom. Ah, so that’s where he wants to come. It’s not really my thing, but I want to feel him go wild with desire and passion. I wince in pain as he enters me and my back shudders and shakes as he thrusts. As he pulls out, my eyes leak tears as hot as the liquid spurting onto my back. He groans in pleasure as he finishes pathetically on my skin.

          
      

         Since then, I’ve heard nothing more from him than a few messages, arranging our next rendezvous. I feel frustrated and tricked, wondering how he could have fucked me in such a clumsy, pitiful way. It wasn’t at all what I expected or hoped from him. It didn’t even feel like him. What if it wasn’t him at all, what if he’d sent some other man to do his dirty work? What if I was just a game to him, some worthless toy? I get lost in a maze of depressing thoughts and doubts, feeling truly miserable and helpless.

         Also, why didn’t he let me suck him off? He was annoyed just at me asking him. It was as if he doubted that I wanted to give him pleasure… It would be incredible to feel his penis swell in my mouth, to watch him squirm and hear him moan. The taste of him, sweet and hot, would drive me wild. On my knees in front of him, I would be submissive, yet powerful, taking him as far as possible down my throat. I imagine my mouth full, lips strained around his glorious penis, my tongue exploring his shaft, his head, his balls. I would look in his eyes and see the pleasure I was giving him reflected back at me.

         I would make him shiver in delight, totally concentrated on his reactions and his pleasure. He would cry out my name in joy, telling me how good it felt, and I would become the master of our passion and communication. My triumphant mouth would make him speechless and my agile tongue would make him forget his troubles. And then, if he wanted, he would hold my head, forcing himself further down my throat. My mouth would absorb him, suck him, bring him to the very edge of his desire. He would think he was in charge, but I would be the master of the game. I would be Venus, sucking her Zeus.

          
      

         So, there it is – the truth. He can’t stand to let himself go. He wants to control everything and give nothing, take everything but offer nothing in return. He has taken everything from me, my pleasure, my personality and my humanity. I should’ve realized last week when I was late to meet him because I had stopped to help a guy who had been in an accident on his scooter. He had been so angry with me and wouldn’t listen to reason. He simply decided that if we had arranged to meet at a specific time, it was up to me to make sure that I was there, no matter what. Bastard! He doesn’t love, he possesses. And there I was, stupidly waiting for him to contact me again – why?

         My phone beeped with a cryptic message, pulling me out of my thoughts:

         4pm. Room 503. Red lingerie.

         What did he expect, that I’d turn up as if nothing happened? Whatever… But maybe he was right - I’m going! I said to myself. Yes, I’ll go to his little rendezvous, but not on his terms. I’ll be late, on purpose, and I won’t wear red. I’ll wear my favourite grey-green basque, and I’ll be a beautiful, sexy, empowered woman. I’ll be entirely myself because I am me, I am Alice!

          
      

         And so, I find myself here, in front of his door, late and ‘inappropriately dressed’. I take a deep breath, but instead of knocking, I walk straight in. I don’t know what is waiting for me inside, but I know what I want!
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            The Job Interview
      

         

         I moved nervously around the chair and looked towards the door to the office. The last candidate had exited a while ago. Had they forgotten about me? Finally, the secretary looked at me.

         “You can go in.” She nodded towards the door.

         I straightened my tight, grey skirt, pulled down the white shirt and resolutely walked towards the door.

         Just as I tried to push open the door, it was opened from the inside, and I ran into a tall man in a black suit. My future boss – hopefully. He smelled like expensive cologne and something else I could only describe as… man. Even a suit could not hide his muscles. Very toned.

         “Oh,” he said and gave me a big smile. “I was just going to ask my secretary to get some coffee. Sit down.” He gently put an arm on my shoulder and walked past me out of the office. A large office, nice decorating and he did not look a day over 35. I could not help leaning over his desk to check for pictures of a wife or children before I sat down in the wide leather chair. There were no photos.

         “Tell me a bit about your background,” he said when he had sat down in front of me. I tried to gather myself, but the only thing I could think about was whether he might sleep with an employee.

         His secretary brought the coffee on a tray and backed out again.

         “I didn’t know if you like milk,” he said. Again, the broad smile and the perfect teeth. I sprang to my feet — finally a chance to show some initiative.

         “Let me” I started pouring the coffee into the cups, but I had apparently underestimated how nervous I was. My hands shook and then it happened. I spilt a large splash of coffee to the floor right in front of his chair. I caught a napkin and threw myself to my feet to dry it. I could feel my cheeks getting red. As I lay there, rubbing the carpet in my tight skirt, I could not help but wonder if the view was good from his chair.

         He cleared his throat. “Let’s hope my secretary doesn’t come back. She might get the wrong impression.”

         I looked up. I was kneeling between his legs. From the door, you could not help but notice my legs poking out beneath the desk, and it would probably look like something other than just an attempt to wipe away a spot of coffee of the carpet.

         “What will she think?” I do not know what made me ask, but just then, it was as if the air was thick with tension.

         “That something nice, but also highly inappropriate for a job interview, was happening?” His voice suddenly sounded deeper, and he looked me intensely into the eyes while I let go of the napkin and put a hand on his thigh.

         “And would it be bad, if something inappropriate was to happen?” I asked and let my hands slide up further. He did not stop me.

         “I think it might be very nice,” he said. The sentence ended in a grunt, as my hand reached the end of his thigh where a bulge was already forming. I could feel that I was getting wet. I wanted him, and I wanted him to see me, to touch my body and take me right then and there in the middle of his office. But first, I wanted to feel him properly.

         He moaned weakly but did not protest as I got on my knees and slowly opened his pants. His dick was already hard and while I grabbed it and freed it from his boxers, I bent forward and kissed his tight abdomen. Then I took him into my mouth. Perfect size, and I could feel I was getting wetter. It turned me on to hear him moan as I sucked his tip, and then suddenly I ran my mouth all the way over the shaft. He reached out and started massaging my breasts through my shirt, almost hesitantly as if he still thought we could stop before it went too far. I looked up with my lips around his tip and locked eyes with him. He gave a low, rumbling sound and then he grabbed my arms and pulled me to my feet in one fluid motion.

         He grabbed my hips and put me softly on the desk while he leaned towards me. Finally, he kissed me and it was as amazing as I had imagined. He opened my shirt and sucked my nipples through my bra and then he slowly spread my legs and pulled the skirt up over my hips.

         He stood like that and kissed me, our tongues were dancing and I was going crazy from the need of having him inside of me. His dick was still poking out from under his shirt, and it was pointing directly into the air, so close that he could take me with one simple thrust.

         He took his time and pushed some things aside behind me on the desk. Then he put me on my back, and while he locked eyes with me, he pushed all the way into me in one, slow thrust. It felt amazing and we fell into a rhythm that became wilder and wilder. He put his hand on the bottom of my belly, so he could reach my clit with his thumb and then he started massaging it. I could feel it building inside of me immediately, and before a minute had gone by, a giant wave rolled over me, and I was gasping with my head bent back and my back felt like a coiled spring.

         Just then, there was a knock at the door. He pulled out of me and sat down in the chair as he tried getting his breath under control. He reached a hand out to me to help me off the table. Then he cleared his throat.

         “Just a second,” he yelled, loudly.

         Feverishly, I started straightening my skirt.

         “I just wanted to remind you of the phone meeting you have in five minutes,” his secretary’s voice sounded from the other side of the door.

         “Thank you. We’re just finishing up in here,” he yelled back and gave me a dirty wink. My heart almost skipped a beat.

         “I’m done,” I said and could not help but give a girly giggle. I had just had an amazing orgasm on the desk between us. It seemed almost surreal.

         “I have a few things I’d like to talk over more thoroughly,” he said and sent me his beautiful, broad smile. “Do you think we could meet later today to finish that?” he asked.

         I stood up and could not help but smile. “My number is on my application. Call me.”

         Then I turned around and left his office with a significant smile.
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         Hannah and Fabian are very happy in their apartment on the Cote d’Azur. Its south-facing terrace is always bathed in sunlight. On lazy Saturday mornings, they love relaxing there, savouring their morning coffee.

         This Saturday started like any other, except for being a little hotter than the previous days, thanks to the fast-approaching summer. As they always did, Hannah and Fabian woke up at a reasonable time and had gentle morning sex, before settling onto their sun-drenched terrace.

         Enjoying a post-orgasm high, they start their slow Saturday morning by glancing around at their neighbours’ apartments. In the apartment opposite, on the 3rd
          floor, something catches Fabian’s eye. He nudges Hannah, and she turns to look at the window about 50 metres away from them, where a woman is faintly visible. She is wearing nothing but underwear, and from the way she is moving, she seems to be dancing to music. Fabian and Hannah are entranced by her curvaceous body as she twirls, lost in the moment. Then another figure enters the room.

         ‘Look, there’s a man!’ Hannah points out enthusiastically, ‘He looks hot… Do you think they’re going to start their morning like we did?’

         ‘It looks like it,’ replies Fabian, ‘It doesn’t look like he’s in a hurry to get dressed.’

         ‘Definitely not!’ Laughs Hannah.

         They continue to sip their coffee as the scene unfolds in the apartment opposite. Thanks to the gentle breeze, the curtains open further, and they get a full view of the beautiful couple as their bodies intertwine. Both Hannah and Fabian feel shivers of excitement as they drink in the scene before them. The man, wearing nothing but a towel around his waist, is pressed against the woman’s back. His hands stroke her hair and make their way down her long neck and onto her breasts.

         ‘I love it when you do that,’ says Hannah.

         ‘I love it when I’m behind you,’ replied Fabian. ‘I love smelling your neck, and kissing it until I can’t control myself any longer. I love playing with your breasts and pressing you against me until I’m inside you.’

         They continue to watch the couple as they kiss and caress each other, their eyes following every move and their ears imagining their sighs and moans.

         The woman stops dancing and starts to grind slowly against her lover, who is still behind her. He unhooks her bra, freeing her full breasts and grabbing them with both hands. She arches her back as he pinches her nipples hard, and then bends over, resting her arms on a table in front of her. The man crouches down and buries his face in her bottom, making her writhe and squirm in pleasure. After a few moments, he stands up again, takes off the towel around his waist and forces himself inside her. Her mouth opens wider as she lets out a cry, inaudible to her audience.

         ‘Wow,’ breathes Hannah in admiration, running her hands over her floaty dress. Inspired by the caffeine running through her body, and the show in the apartment opposite, she slides the lace straps of her dress off her shoulders. Partly hidden from view by the sunshade over the terrace, she shudders at the warm breeze on her now-exposed breasts, her eyes still glued to the neighbours’ window. She gently touches her skin with the very tips of her fingers, trying to stop herself from sighing, forgetting that the neighbours are 50 metres away on the other side of a window, instead of right next to her.

          
      

         Fabian doesn’t know where to look, his eyes darting between the couple in the window and his half-naked girlfriend, groaning and murmuring under her breath. As the couple continue their show, Hannah grasps her ample, enhanced breasts with their faint tan lines. The pale skin around her dark red nipples shines in the sunlight. The heat spurs Hannah on; her fingers pinch her now-hard nipples and she bites her lip, totally lost in the moment and unable to contain her moans of pleasure as she watches the neighbours continue their sensual dance. What started as a gentle waltz has become a passionate tango as they thrust furiously. They are so graceful and poised, and it is as if they somehow know they are being watched.

         Her eyes wide, Hannah is in a trance, feeling the couple’s pleasure as if it were her own. Turning to Fabian, she smiles at him invitingly, still playing with her bare breasts. She holds his gaze with her seductive eyes, her hands exploring her body, making herself shudder. Now excited both by Fabian’s eyes on her and the couple’s passionate display, she lets her instincts take over. Pulling her dress up to the very tops of her thighs, she lets the warm June sun caress her soft skin, as her impatient fingers make their way between her legs.

         Fabian watches in awe, his gaze alternating between the couple in the window and Hannah’s brazen display of arousal. Unable to resist her any longer, he comes to sit between her splayed legs and begins to lick, gently at first, and then more enthusiastically, letting his tongue explore inside her. Encouraged by her groans and spasms, he opens his mouth to taste her completely. Hannah is in heaven as she watches the couple continue their show as Fabian’s tongue works its magic. Her pupils dilate, her chest heaves her vagina throbs. For a moment, she tears her eyes away from the neighbours to focus on Fabian, his face buried between her legs, and to appreciate the warm sunlight on her tingling breasts.

         But when she looks back to the window opposite, she realizes that the couple has stopped, and that they have spotted Hannah and Fabian. Hannah can see them clearly now – the man is standing just in front of the woman, who is looking straight at Hannah, playing with her lover’s huge, erect penis. Normally, seeing them looking at her would stop Hannah in her tracks, but today something is different. The combination of the sun’s warm caress, Fabian’s tongue between her legs, and the neighbours’ admiring looks just increase her pleasure.

         Her brain and all her senses are on fire. As she becomes more and more excited, she realizes that now it’s her turn to be observed, and her turn to tease the neighbours. She grips her breasts, raising them to her mouth and licking them enticingly, knowing the effect she must be having on her audience as her tongue touches her hard nipples, her whole body trembles. She is the dancer now; it’s her show.

         ‘Oh, God!’ Breathes Hannah, as Fabian, totally unaware of the fact they are being observed, slides two fingers inside her dripping vagina. Hannah writhes uncontrollably, throwing her head back, still under the voracious gaze of her neighbours. The woman starts roughly stroking the man’s penis with one hand while touching herself with the other, clearly enjoying the performance. Hannah feels an orgasm racing towards her. Her vision blurs, her hand pulls Fabian’s hair, and a howl of ecstasy escapes from her lips. Convulsions grip her body, lasting for what seems like forever.

         Afterwards, totally exhausted, she manages to smile at Fabian as he looks up at her, and then at the neighbours, who disappear into their apartment with a knowing nod and wink.

         ‘Wow!’ Laughs Hannah, still trembling. ‘What a way to start the morning!’

          
      

         That afternoon isn’t too hot, so Hannah and Fabian make their way to the little beach 5 minutes from their apartment.

         They relax on their towels, their arms touching, listening to the gentle waves lapping at the shore. The sun beats down on them, warming their bodies.

         ‘You know,’ begins Hannah. ‘I knew I had a bit of a voyeuristic side, but I didn’t realize how good it could feel to be watched like that.’

         ‘What do you mean?’ Asks Fabian.

         ‘When you were going down on me on the terrace this morning, the neighbours were watching us,’ reveals Hannah. ‘My first instinct was to tell you to stop and cover myself up. But then I realized I liked the fact that they could see me like that.’

         ‘What?!’Exclaims Fabian, who has no idea that they were on show.

         ‘Yes, they saw us,’ confirms Hannah, ‘And what you were doing felt so good that I didn’t want to interrupt you. In fact, it turned me on even more that they could see how much pleasure you were giving me. And we had been watching them, so it was only fair.’

         ‘Do you think they liked what they saw?’ Asks Fabian.

         ‘Definitely. I can safely say that they loved it!’ Replies Hannah, laughing.

         ‘Wow! I love this cheeky side of you,’ he teases.

         ‘You make me like this,’ she replies, moving closer to him. ‘When you make me cum with that tongue of yours, it’s incredible. But I want to feel you inside me, and I want to make you cum as well.’

         She kisses him passionately.

         The couple loves to express their desires and turn each other on like this in their own little bubble, shutting the outside world out.

         Turning to Hannah, Fabian’s face stretches into a wide grin.

         ‘You’re up to something…’ Hannah says suspiciously.

         ‘Well, yes,’ he admits. Since there aren’t many people around, why don’t you sunbathe topless? I know you’ve always wanted to, and maybe today is the perfect time to try.’

         Hannah sits up and glances around the beach, seeing that Fabian is right – the beach isn’t busy. There are no families nearby and the other sunbathers seem to be more or less their age. In fact, on closer inspection, Hannah notices that most of the women aren’t wearing bikini tops, no matter what their shape or size. She remarks to herself that the beach is the only outdoor place where it’s acceptable to be topless, without worrying about unwanted comments or looks. Lying on her stomach, Hannah unties her purple bikini top as Fabian watches. He gently strokes the pale, soft skin underneath as she reveals herself.

         ‘That feels good,’ says Hannah. ‘Keep going.’

         He continues to massage her, moving his hands to her back, shoulders and the very base of her spine. She relaxes, basking in the feeling of his warm hands on her skin until she feels a cold squirt of sunscreen in the middle of her back. As he rubs it in, she enjoys the contrast of the cold cream on her sun-warmed body. After a few minutes, Fabian asks her to turn over.

         Slowly and almost clumsily, Hannah turns to lie on her back, keeping her eyes closed, not wanting to know if anyone is watching them. Breathing deeply, she concentrates on the sensations in her body, the warm breeze on her bare breasts and the faint smell of the nearby pine trees. A burning desire spreads down through her body into her stomach.

         ‘Oh, look!’ Says Fabian, pulling Hannah out of her stupor. ‘That looks like the neighbours over there.’

         ‘Yes, you’re right,’ agrees Hannah, pushing herself up on her elbows to get a better look. ‘I feel a little embarrassed – do you think they’ll recognize us?’

         Nervous, yet intrigued, they watch as the couple settles into a spot not far from them.

         Sitting on her towel in a one-piece, the woman starts rubbing sunscreen all over her body while chatting to the man, totally unaware of people around her. Hannah watches intently, hypnotized by the elegant way she applies the cream, and her large, full breasts.

         ‘You know,’ she begins. ‘I’ve never been attracted to women, but if I was, she would be exactly my type.’

         Continuing to rub in the cream, the woman glances around the small beach. Her eyes meet Hannah’s and her face breaks into a confident smile. The two women gaze at each other, looking at each other’s bodies and noticing their differences and similarities. Hannah has a sudden urge to tell her how beautiful she is, how radiant her face is and how perfect her breasts are. She sits up, facing the mysterious neighbour, and starts slowly rubbing sunscreen onto her stomach, legs and arms. For some reason that she doesn’t understand, she wants the woman to find her beautiful as well. As she continues to seductively apply the cream, her hands explore her curves, inviting the woman to look at her. Pausing on her breasts, she sees that she has got her neighbour’s attention.

         Sitting next to her, Fabian has been watching his lover’s display and starts to join in. He strokes her shoulder and kisses her neck, making Hannah shiver and tighten the grip on her breasts. Despite the surgery she has had, her nipples are very sensitive, which she takes advantage of as she plays with them, softly at first, and then more roughly, pinching and rolling them between her fingers. As she does so, a soft sigh escapes from her open lips. She smiles again at the woman, who is now lying on her stomach with one hand between her legs, gently stroking herself as she watches Hannah.

         Fabian tells Hannah to lie down again, and he applies some cream to her back. It runs down over her breasts and he takes his time rubbing it in as Hannah bites her lip in a rush of pleasure. She parts her legs a little to continue looking at the neighbour, who is now sitting up, clearly not wanting to miss a second of the show.

         Hannah feels the pleasure go to her head and she stops resisting the wonderful feeling of being desired and desirable. She sighs more loudly, letting a multitude of delicious sensations take over her body. Her body twists and turns under the delicate fingers of her lover, and her skin tingles under the admiring gaze of the enticing stranger. She reaches out her hand to touch Fabian’s skin, which is warm with sunlight and excitement. She strokes his muscular chest and flat stomach. She feels a twist of pleasure between her legs when she realizes how hard he is for her. She grips his erection, straining inside his shorts, and squeezes it gently.

         ‘Stop! I’m too turned on,’ she says, turning towards him. ‘I want you to fuck me and make me scream. I want you to cum for me.’

         She almost shouts these final words, unable to control herself any longer. Fabian takes his hands off her, knowing that they should calm down, just as the neighbour starts walking towards them.

         ‘Hi,’ she says as she reaches them. ‘We’re neighbours, aren’t we?’

         ‘Yes, I think we are,’ replies Hannah.

         ‘I knew it! So, that was fun this morning, wasn’t it?’

         ‘It was incredible,’ agrees Hannah. ‘Sorry, we just couldn’t take our eyes off you!’

         ‘Yes, we realized that!’ Laughs the woman. ‘But neither could we, to be honest.’

         The two women giggle. The woman introduces herself as Marie and explains that she and her partner, Emmanuel, love trying new things and having new experiences to spice up their relationship. She explains that they really enjoyed being watched having sex. But, because Hannah and Fabian had watched them, she says that it is really only fair that they return the favour.

         ‘That way, you’ll get to experience what we did this morning,’ she laughs, walking away. ‘See you tonight…’

          
      

         ‘Well, that was interesting.’ says Fabian as they get back to their apartment.

         ‘Yes,’ agrees Hannah. ‘What are we going to do?’

         ‘Play the game,’ he replies, a cheeky smile forming on his lips. Just relax, it’s going to be fun!’

         Fabian, an eternal optimist, suggests that they set up a story for their erotic adventure, to help them keep their cool. That way, they’ll be like actors playing a role for their voyeuristic neighbours.

         ‘But the most important thing is that we have fun.’ he says enthusiastically.

         Under Fabian’s expert direction, the couple searches for inspiration in the kitchen first, deciding to make a fresh fruit salad which, along with champagne, will be the perfect sensual snack. Then they set about deciding what to wear. Given the hot weather, it has to be light, so Fabian opts for some casual shorts and a linen shirt, which he keeps unbuttoned, much to Hannah’s delight. She chooses a cotton skirt and a transparent black blouse. Of course, neither of them are wearing underwear. Then, they put on some music to suit the mood, and Fabian pulls Hannah towards him, kissing her passionately. Their lips tingle with electric desire and the nerves they were feeling for the evening ahead start to ebb away. They make their way out onto the balcony and sit down at the table, waiting for their audience to appear. Still a little nervous, they pick at the fruit salad and laugh at Fabian’s jokes as he tries to lighten the mood. Their laughter, the sweetness of the fruit, and the bubbles of champagne quickly soothe their anxiety.

         They move closer, kissing each other with strawberry and passion fruit flavoured lips.

         Their kisses become more urgent, accompanied by groans of desire which make the street noise below fade away. All they can hear now is the blood pounding in their chests.

         Their hands join the dance as they stroke and caress each other. Fabian is starting to lose control when Hannah stops him.

         ‘I know you want to, but we have to wait a little longer.’

         They take their hands off each other, turning to look at the neighbours’ still-empty balcony.

          
      

         ‘There they are!’ Exclaims Hannah.

         Their nervousness changes into relief, and then excitement for what is about to happen. Hannah closes her eyes, basking for a moment in the evening sun’s warmth. As the neighbours settle down on their balcony, Fabian pulls Hannah to him.

         ‘I want you so badly,’ he breathes, moving to stand behind her. He runs his fingers through her long hair, murmuring into her ear. He bends over, kissing her lips and then her neck. Telling her how wonderful she smells and tastes, he continues to explore her neck with his tongue, making her shiver for the first time that evening.

         ‘You’re incredible, my darling,’ he tells her over and over like a delicious mantra.

         He starts to massage her shoulders through the thin material of her blouse, feeling the tension in her body. He tightens his grip, squeezing her skin under his palms, and his hands soon find themselves on her full breasts.

         ‘You’re driving me crazy!’ She whimpers. ‘I want you inside me!’

         Forgetting their audience, Hannah and Fabian’s bodies intertwine and their raw desire for each other takes over. Her eyes still closed; she stands up. Fabian sits behind her, his mouth between her legs. He starts to kiss her skin and he slowly pulls up her skirt. His hands squeeze her bottom, pulling apart her legs to allow him inside. Hannah leans forward, trembling as she feels herself getting wet, getting ready for him.

         ‘Fuck me!’ She orders her lover.

         Fabian grabs her hips and turns her to face him. He opens his shorts and guides Hannah on top of him, so she is perched on his erect, throbbing penis. Their lips meet as Hannah starts to sway her hips on top of him.

         ‘Oh, that feels so good!’ She whispers in his ear, as she speeds up her rhythm.

         They continue as if they are in a trance for a while until Fabian remembers their audience. To spice things up for them, he tells Hannah to turn around and sit on him with her back facing him.

         ‘I want them to see how incredible you look,’ he admits as she takes up her new position.

         As Hannah starts to bounce again, Fabian reaches his hands around to unbutton her blouse and free her swinging breasts.

         A rush of intense emotion overcomes Hannah, as she comes to terms with being so exposed in this way. She looks over at the neighbours, finding them watching her every move intently. She arches her back for them, pushing her chest forward as if she were posing for a photograph. She feels possessed by some erotic, insatiable spirit, and wants her audience to see her in all her beauty and glory.

         Suddenly, she gets up and goes to lean on the railing at the front of the terrace. She bends over, telling Fabian to fuck her like this. She knows she is going to cum soon, and she knows that from this angle, the neighbours will have a perfect view of her breasts as they bounce to the rhythm of Fabian’s thrusts. Not to mention that, like this, she has a better view of their reactions. As Fabian starts to thrust roughly, Hannah sees the neighbours touching each other as they watch the show, which turns her on even more.

         After a few minutes, she feels an orgasm approaching. She shouts to Fabian to keep going as she cums intensely, her legs shaking, threatening to give way beneath her. He holds her steady, showing her off in a beam of sunlight as she basks in her pleasure, shuddering and sweating. Eager to return the favour, Hannah gets on her knees and takes Fabian’s pulsing penis in her mouth, ready to make him explode. Squeezing her breasts, she opens her mouth wide and takes him all the way to the back of her throat. It doesn’t take long until her agile tongue and lips have the desired effect, and he cums violently all over her.

         Hannah smiles up at her lover.

         ‘What a day!’ She sighs. ‘Do you think they enjoyed the show?’

         ‘Definitely,’ he replies. ‘They looked happy and they gave me a thumbs-up before going back inside.’

         ‘Shall we call it a night, too?’ Suggests Hannah.

         ‘Yes, let’s go,’ agrees Fabian, pulling her into a warm embrace.

         They walk through the sliding doors into their living room, closing the curtains behind them. There they are, back in their bubble of intimacy, their private place which they are happy to have shared, just for a moment, with the world.
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         “Rebecca will be over for dinner tonight!” Johanna called out from the kitchen.

         Patrick took his eyes off the computer screen. “Okay!”

         He hadn't even noticed that the sun had set outside the window, and now he saw that the flat was bathing in the dim light of dusk. Outside, a big flock of birds moved across the sky like a black coat in the wind. He decided to take a shower and shave and to change his sweatpants into a pair of jeans and a shirt.

         When Rebecca rang the doorbell, they were both standing in the hallway to greet her. The mood was great. Rebecca was a large and welcoming woman. She filled the room with her presence, and surprisingly her scent made Patrick think about the first time he slow-danced with a girl.

         He had never met Rebecca before and he stared at her for a long time.

         “Did you find the flat alright?” Johanna asked, and hugged her.

         “Yes, absolutely, but I did get stuck down by the entrance with Charles” Rebecca said, and walked up to hug Patrick. “Hi. So nice to finally meet you.”

         “Likewise,” Patrick said.

         “With who?” Johanna said, and stared at Rebecca.

         “Charles, your neighbor on the first floor.” Rebecca took her coat off.

         “I don't even know who he is, and I’ve lived here for two years,” Johanna said. She looked at Patrick. He just shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

         “A very sweet older gentleman, but he couldn't stop talking about his trip to Mallorca. He told me what they ate, what the music was like, the weather…” She interrupted herself when she saw the kitchen and the set table, the candles and the wine. “Oh wow, that looks so nice!” she gasped.

         They served the wine. They ate and drank and talked, mostly about work and things that they should plan to do together in the future. Rebecca finished her plate last. She put her cutlery down and had a couple of sips of her wine.

         “That was lovely,” she said.

         “Yes, I’m really happy with it,” Johanna answered.

         “With you in the kitchen, it's like dining out every night,” Patrick said.

         “Oh well, I’m not the only one who cooks around here. You're a great cook too.”

         “Is he always this nice?” Rebecca said, and winked at Johanna.

         “Yes, he sure knows how to be charming.”

         “That won't work on us though,” Rebecca said.

         “No, it won't!” Johanna said, and raised her glass. Rebecca raised hers too and they cheered. “Cheers to women!” she said.

         “What is happening right now?” Patrick said.

         The women laughed. “There, there,” Johanna said, and stroked the back of his hand. As a reflex, Patrick pulled his hand away and accidentally hit Johanna’s hand.

         “Ouch! What the fuck are you doing?!”

         “Don't be so dramatic. It won't work on me.”

         Johanna held her pulsating thumb. Her eyes were black and she threw sharp looks across the table. Rebecca, who had been holding her breath until now, started laughing. Johanna's eyes became even darker and they filled with tears. Patrick got out of his chair and hugged her. He tried to kiss her, but Johanna kept saying “no”, resisting his attempts to apologize.

         He got down on his knees. “Oooh,” Rebecca gasped.

         Patrick took Johanna's hand and kissed each knuckle and each finger, and when he finally placed his head on her lap, she stroked his hair and said, “Fine”.

         They both got up at the same time and they hugged for a long time.

          
      

         The girls talked for a while and Patrick listened. Suddenly, Rebecca turned towards him, leaned forwards and placed her chin in her hand, squinting her eyes. “So, I’ve heard you like chilli,” she said, and smiled mischievously.

         “Yeah," Patrick said, and turned towards Johanna. She blushed and bit her lip. Rebecca looked at both of them. “Yes, we talk to each other. What did you think? I bet you talk about sex with your friends all of the time?”

         “Actually, I don't,” Patrick said.

         “Are you kidding me?”

         “No, we never talk about details and stuff.”

         “How boring.”

         He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess I’m a bit boring.”

         “No, that's not what I meant!” Rebecca said, reaching for his hand.

         “I’m not offended.”

         “Now I feel like I really screwed up,” she said dramatically, staring at him. Her shoulders dropped.

         “No, don’t worry,” he said. “I’m just a private person. That's all. But you are so fantastically social and can talk about anything. You meet our neighbor and become his friend in a heartbeat. It's really cool. But it’s just not who I am. Don’t think you have to calm down or anything like that. Fuck, look at me and Johanna, we are the weird ones,” he said, and looked at Johanna, who gave him a loving smile. He could tell that she was impressed by him and it made him feel warm inside.

         “You seem like such a cool person. Johanna has told me loads about you,” he said, and had a sip of his wine.

         “Oh yeah?” She raised her eyebrows and looked at them both.

         “Only good things,” Patrick said, placing his hand on his chest. “I promise.”

         “So, what has she told you?”

         “That you have lived a very exciting life and experienced a lot of exciting relationships.” He looked down at the table. “And some crazy sex.”

         Rebecca laughed genuinely and loudly and with her whole body. “Oh my God. Oh well. Now I know who the real gossip is here.”

         “Yeah, Johanna can never keep a secret,” Patrick said, and smiled at Johanna. She gasped and pretended that she was being stabbed in the stomach with a knife.

         “Well, it’s true. You always gossip about people you work with too,” Rebecca said.

         “I don’t even listen to you people anymore.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

         “Did we upset you?” Patrick said ironically.

         “Maybe I should leave you two alone?” she said, standing up.

         “Hey, get a bottle of wine while you're up,” he called to her as she walked away, but she didn't answer him.

         “Do you think she is angry?” he said quietly to Rebecca, and Rebecca just laughed. He divided the last of the wine evenly between him and Rebecca. They sat silent, but suddenly they became very aware of everything else around them. The sound of the refrigerator, the dark night outside the windows, and the flickering light of the candles.

         “I can't help but wonder,” Patrick said, staring into the flame of candle. “How does it work, when couples, ehm, switch partners? Does it normally happen at a club or in private homes?”

         Rebecca looked like she really enjoyed the question. “All sorts of ways! I’ve been an active swinger for years, especially with my ex. I think I tried almost everything with him. You see, I’m a yes-sayer. You only live once, and it's a shame to miss out on stuff because you’re worried or scared or because you think you know loads of stuff about things you have never tried. You have to say yes to life, don’t you think so? For me, sex is the best thing about life. You’re supposed to experiment with it and explore it. I’m bisexual. Maybe Johanna told you? I like women just as much as I like men. Some might find that strange. When I was in a relationship with a woman, my first girlfriend, we spent a lot of time with people from the HBTQ community. Almost all of our friends were gay, and it still surprises me that they seem to be just as prejudiced and hostile as everyone else. But towards straight people of course. Or towards men in general. Do you get what I mean?”

         Patrick nodded. He thought that she was probably talking so much because she was drunk. Then he realized how drunk he was himself, and he enjoyed it. It was all so simple, he thought. So simple.

         “I’ve always found it pretty hard,” she continued. “I have never felt like I belong anywhere. But then I met Freddy, my ex, and everything changed. He was as crazy about sex as I was. We kept trying new things. We discovered the swinger lifestyle together. Sure, we had been in an open relationship before, but we had never put a label on it. But then we started hanging out at clubs and started meeting people online and in real life. We had some fun years together.”

         She stopped talking and looked at Patrick. She said, “It all gets easier with time. It’s all about taking it slow.” She drank some wine and slowly put her glass down. “I was going to say something else. Oh, right. We were very active swingers and we got to know a lot of people. I have to say that swingers are the most wonderful kind of people, especially the older ones. They are so experienced. Full of confidence. Down to earth. They have always made me feel at home. Their world is one where I fit in.”

         Patrick nodded and took in what Rebecca was saying.

         They heard the toilet flush and then Rebecca returned to the table. “So, what have I missed?” she asked.

         “You forgot the wine,” Patrick said.

         “Go fuck yourself,” she answered.

         “Fuck your mum.”

         “I bet you would love to.”

         Patrick sighed and looked at his empty wine glass. “Rebecca told me about swingers. That they are very open minded.”

         “Of course,” Johanna said. “I can totally see that.”

         Patrick stared at her.

         “Hey!” Johanna said to Rebecca. “Have you told Patrick about what happened in Paris? You know, the club?”

         “No, I haven't.”

         “Please, go ahead.”

         “Okay, I’ll tell you. We were in Paris. It was around Christmas, 2010. We were there for a vacation and it was great. One night, it was a Saturday, we were going for dinner and Freddy had his mind set on having plaice. Only plaice, nothing else. But of course, we couldn’t find it anywhere, so we walked and walked and walked. Suddenly, we found ourselves on a street that was completely dead. We couldn’t hear the traffic anymore. Can you imagine, being lost in Paris? All we could hear was the rattle of a trash can and the meowing of a wild cat. What to do? We had no phone. We couldn’t see the main street and we didn't see a taxi. So we kept walking. After a while we heard some music and we walked towards it. We found a tiny little pub, very French. It was almost empty, but our plan was to have a drink and ask for directions. A huge man stood behind the bar, I mean he was really huge, and he had a weird head. I don’t know how to explain it, but it looked like a flowerpot turned upside down. But he seemed nice. And dumb. Dumb and nice.

         He said to us in French: Are you here for the fish in the pond? And then he gave us a strange look.”

         Patrick raised his eyebrows. He had a hard time believing the story and Rebecca couldn’t blame him.

         “It’s true. It was so weird,” she continued. “But let me tell the story. Freddy said: Sure, are there plenty of fish in the sea? And then the bartender smiled. Around 400, he said. Then he showed us through a door at the back of the bar. Thinking about it now, I can’t believe we followed him. It could have been anything back there. Maybe his plan was to kill us for all we knew. But we came with him. When he closed the door behind us, he pointed to the floor and smiled. At first, we didn't get what he meant, but then I saw the hatch. The entrance. It was one of those old wooden hatches with a heavy iron ring for a handle. It creaked when we opened it.” Rebecca licked her lips. “And down there,” she said, and paused. “Down there, we were met by a narrow spiral staircase that took us down to the wildest, craziest and sexiest sex club I’ve ever seen.”

         Patrick leaned over the table, his eyes wide open. Johanna smiled.

         “We could hear moans from down there. Loads of them. If you listened to them all at once, they sounded like a symphony. It was powerful,” Rebecca said.

         “But that thing about the fish. Was that some kind of code?” Patrick asked.

         “Yeah. At first, I thought that Freddy had planned it all. It just seemed too unbelievable that we would stumble upon a place like that. But he was as surprised as me. And when the bartender mentioned the thing about the fish, he said he was just playing along, for fun. What do I know. It was luck I guess. Or destiny.”

         “Tell him about the cave,” Johanna said.

         “Well, oh my… Have you heard about the catacombs underneath Paris?”

         Patrick shook his head.

         “Okay. There are loads of underground tunnels and rooms, stretching underneath the whole city. It was all dug out during the Roman period. Nobody knows how big the whole thing is or where the tunnels lead, but it's pretty creepy. Full of skulls and mass graves. But at this venue, it was all made up nicely. They had put in floors and put up pillars in the big rooms. But they had kept the natural cave walls, and even if the ceilings were high in some places, you had to bow your head down in other spots so as not to hit your head. It was the perfect spot. Can you imagine the vibe?! We walked around in there among hundreds of other people, some dressed in leather with a whip in their hand, some dressed for a masquerade and many naked. Some people were dressed in… I don’t know what to call it, big furry mascot costumes I guess, but crotchless if you know what I mean? I literally saw a big panda running around with an erection. He fucked someone who was dressed up as Little Red Riding Hood. The slutty version. It's something that I will never forget. Surreal. Probably the coolest thing I’ve ever experienced. But the best thing that happened to me that night was when I found the ball pit. In one room, the floor was replaced with a huge ball pit. I had sex with five or six other women at once in there. And I experienced complete ecstasy.” Rebecca closed her eyes. She said, “It varied who was the center of attention, but in the end they all focused on me. I had hands all over my body. I had one woman on each breast, sucking my nipples. It was as if I was nursing them. I was kissed. Licked. My body was electric. The orgasms that I had, they never ended. I had nowhere to go.” Rebecca cleared her throat. She was blushing. Her eyes sparkled.

         The kitchen was silent. Patrick moved his hand over his arm.

         “So crazy,” Johanna said.

         “What happened to Freddy?” Patrick asked. “Later, I mean.”

         “At the club?” Rebecca asked.

         “No, I mean… I know it ended between you guys.”

         “We got divorced last summer.”

         “Did something happen or…?” Patrick continued. Johanna gave him a sour look.

         “You mean because we had sex with other people?” Rebecca asked him calmly.

         Johanna stared at Patrick and shook her head. “That's such a dumb question Patrick,” she said.

         “That's okay. But I don’t want to talk about it, not right now. I can guarantee you though that it had nothing to do with us being swingers. A lot of other stuff happened.”

         “Maybe it was a dumb question,” Patrick said.

         “It’s really okay,” Rebecca said. “But I don’t want to ruin such a nice night by talking about it.”

         Patrick got up to get more wine and found an open bottle on the kitchen counter. To his surprise he saw that Rebecca’s glass was empty again and he looked at her. “Yes please,” she said. The three of them watched the glass as it was filled up.

         “You too, Johanna?”

         “Yeah,” she said, reaching her glass out to him without looking at him. He filled it all the way up to the edge. “Wow, thank you Patrick,” she said.

         He didn't look at her. He lifted the bottle up to the light and shook it. “Oh, there is some left for me. Thanks Patrick,” he said, emptying the bottle.

         “We have more. Do you want something Rebecca?” Johanna asked, opening the doors to the bar cabinet.

         “Not right now, thanks.”

         “Just let me know.”

         “I fancy a beer. Does anyone else want a beer?” Patrick said, opening the fridge.

         “Let us move into the living room,” Johanna said, and when she sat down on the corner of the divan, Patrick lay down with his head on her lap. She carefully lifted his head up and placed a pillow under his neck. She stroked his forehead and played with his hair. Patrick had a sip of his beer.

         “You guys are so cute together,” Rebecca said.

         “I would love to go to a swingers club. Just to see what it was all about,” Johanna said. “Because it's okay to just watch, right?”

         “Absolutely,” Rebecca said. “A lot of couples start off like that. The next step is normally to try to have sex in the same room as another couple. Or maybe to help out a little when another couple has sex. Finding your own thing and figuring out what you like is my favourite part.”

         “Patrick is a skeptic,” Johanna said, messing up his hair.

         He sighed. “What can I say, I guess I’m the traditional type. The holy trinity: a house, a car and a wife. What's wrong with that?”

         “Nobody said that there is anything wrong with that,” Johanna said.

         “You know there are loads of swingers with that exact lifestyle,” Rebecca said. “Some even have summer houses and boats.”

         “You see!” Johanna said.

         Patrick laughed.

         “So, Patrick, if Johanna and I wanted to pleasure you together, would you hate that?” Rebecca asked. The women looked at each other.

         “I wouldn’t hate it. It's just… not my style.”

         Rebecca put her hand on Johanna's shoulder and squeezed it. Johanna's breathing became heavy, irregular, excited. She suddenly felt the hand on her shoulder very distinctly as it moved up towards her neck. A finger moved along her most sensitive spot and gave her goosebumps. Then Rebecca started to massage it. Johanna said, “What if we kissed, Rebecca and me. And if we touched each other. Wouldn’t you want to see that?”

         Patrick squirmed.

         “Let me put it this way,” she continued. “Would you be okay with it?”

         “Yes. Yes I would. You know that.”

         “Okay. Get up,” she said, and Patrick got up.

         Rebecca smiled. She placed her hand on Johanna's cheek. “Are you ready?”

         Johanna looked down and nodded. Their lips met. Rebecca opened her mouth and when her tongue found its way in, Johanna relaxed and all the tension disappeared. They were on fire.

         “Shit. My heart is pounding. I’m so nervous,” Johanna said.

         “Ahh, you are so sweet”, Rebecca said, and stroked Johanna’s cheek with her hand.

         Johanna looked at Patrick. She reached her hand out and placed it on his crotch. She smiled. “You have an erection! I knew it. Shit, the way you look at us makes me so horny.”

         He cleared his throat. “I love you,” he said.

         “I love you too.” She leaned over and kissed him.

         “Please, continue,” he said. “You guys are so sexy.”

         The women kissed again, intensely. Johanna pushed her chest out and moaned when Rebecca squeezed her breasts. Rebecca undressed Johanna and she took her time. Soon, they were both naked on their upper bodies. Both of them focused completely on the other woman's breasts. Johanna’s felt nice to massage. They were firm and amazingly beautiful. Rebecca’s breasts were big. Way too big to fit in one hand. The women kissed, nibbled and stroked. They slowly found their pace and got to know each other's skin, shape, taste and scent.

         “So what do you say now, Patrick?” Rebecca said, her face red. She kept moaning.

         “I’m in heaven,” he said.

         The women laughed. The laughter made Rebecca's breasts bounce up and down. “God, I’m so wet right now,” she said.

         “Me too,” Johanna said.

         “Do you want to continue?” Rebecca asked.

         Johanna nodded. Rebecca started to take Johanna's pants off and Patrick helped. Johanna lifted her ass up when they pulled her panties down. Patrick ran his fingers through Johanna’s hair. He knew she loved that. Johanna pressed herself against Rebecca’s naked thigh and it felt lovely. Rebecca had pulled her dress up so that she could easily touch herself.

         With her knees on the sofa, Johanna leaned backwards and Rebecca tasted her, kissing her labia with moist lips. Closer and closer to her hot center. Before she started playing with her tongue, she kissed Johanna’s clitoris and waited for it to swell. Johanna’s heart was racing. She put her elbows on the armrest of the sofa and gasped. She flexed her thighs and a tingling sensation spread through her body, turning the pain into pleasure as her whole body trembled. As Patrick kissed her, she moaned into his mouth, gripping him hard, pulling his hair and whimpering with her mouth open when she finally came in a quivering orgasm.

         Rebecca wiped her mouth and smiled. “You taste wonderful,” she said.

         “Wow, I came so quickly,” Johanna said.

         “Was it nice?” Rebecca asked.

         “It was unbelievable.”

         “Wow,” Patrick said.

         Johanna laughed and lay down next to Patrick, close to him, longing for his cock. She took his jeans off. His cock twitched. She moaned when she put it in her hand. It felt so good and she knew what was coming. She licked it. Took it in her mouth. She wanted to love it, full of devotion, just like she loved him. All she wanted to do was to give him pleasure, not just with her mouth and her tongue but with her whole being.

         All she thought about in that moment was to fuck him with her mouth. Johanna moved her hips and raised her ass, and Patrick stroked her over her lower back.

         Rebecca spanked her. The surprise made Johanna’s heart skip a beat. Her juices poured out of her now. She was ready for anything, and she moaned. Then she felt Rebecca's hand. She moaned again.

         Then Rebecca leaned forwards, with her face close to Johanna's face. Johanna took the cock out of her mouth and angled it towards Rebecca, like a gift. She watched Rebecca suck and lick. She watched her cheeks sucking, her tongue working and her eyes wandering between Patrick's face and his big cock.

         His eyes looked drunk and his mouth was open.

         Johanna reached for him. “You are so sexy,” she said, and kissed him.

         He moaned and growled. “Come here,” he said, and pulled her closer. “Squat.”

         Rebecca moved a little, but kept his cock in a firm grip in her hand so that Johanna could slide onto it with ease. She rode him slowly. It was obvious that Patrick was close and she wanted to prolong it.

         Rebecca leaned back in the sofa with her legs far apart. She had no underwear. She looked at Patrick. Looked him in the eyes. It was as if his and Johanna's private bubble had burst. He looked down in an attempt not to look at her, but his eyes were transfixed on her vagina. He couldn’t help it. She touched herself with four fingers, and everything was swollen and soft. He could tell she was enjoying it. He looked up and locked eyes with her again. She smiled, casually.

         He came. He took a firm grip around Johanna's ass and moved his hips violently as he screamed.

         Rebecca moaned and whimpered for a whole minute, and then she sighed and relaxed completely in the sofa.

          
      

         After that night, Johanna and Patrick became members of a couple of clubs that Rebecca had recommended. They explored their new lifestyle more and more and figured out what they liked and what they didn't like; they were growing into their role as swingers.

         Rebecca met a new man, and after only ten days they got married and went to Hawaii for a two-month honeymoon. He owned a company that was building luxury yachts. He was rich, had a lot of spare time and was as open-minded as Rebecca. It all seemed like a dream come true. Johanna and Patrick were happy for her of course, but they missed her. Especially now when they were exploring this new, sexy territory that was so familiar to Rebecca. They would have loved it if she was part of all that.

         After a while Johanna and Patrick befriended a couple that shared their new interest. They went on a skiing trip together. On the last night they all had sex in front of the fireplace in the little cabin; on the floor, on the table, in the sofa. Everything happened so naturally. They had crossed some kind of line and now nothing felt wrong anymore.

         They liked it now. More than that: They loved it. And they wanted to do it again.

         One night, Rebecca called Johanna to let her know she was back from Hawaii. They talked for four hours, excited to share everything that had happened since the last time they talked. Now they wanted to see each other, and Rebecca had a suggestion. She wanted to meet at a club. A club with a theme. Johanna and Patrick could play the leads if they wanted to.

          
      

         They weren’t allowed to talk, but the room wasn't silent. With closed eyes Johanna listened to breathing, sighing and whispering. She could feel the presence of all the people in there and her skin vibrated. It was electric. She was hyper-sensitive, exposed, excited and full of expectations.

         “Patrick?” she said quietly.

         “I’m here,” he answered.

         “Shh. You have to be quiet,” a firm but friendly voice whispered.

         Patrick’s voice was coming from behind her. He was close. She could tell that he was lying down, just like herself.

         Something cold on her thigh interrupted her in her thoughts, something wet and tickling poured down the inside of her leg. She tried to guess what it could be, but she was interrupted again by something warm on her stomach and between her breasts. She stopped thinking. She became very aware of her body. She knew that ten people or so were standing around her now, maybe naked, and when their fingers met her skin—to put down fruit, berries or different kinds of sauces—the touch sent jolts of electricity throughout her body, leaving her hyper-sensitive like the nose of a shark. It was wonderful.

          
      

         Patrick's erection grew when he felt hands around his crotch. He tried to hold back but couldn’t. He felt his cock rise. He felt naked, very naked, with all the people standing around him, and he was a bit nervous. He didn’t want to admit it to himself, but he was very grateful that Johanna was there with him. She was his safety net.

         “Wow, how long do you think he can keep his erection?” a woman whispered very quietly, but Patrick heard it. His senses had become sharper as he lay there, just like your eyes get used to the dark. He had also lost track of time. He just went from one amazing sensation to another, and he had no idea how long he had been there. It was wet and cold around his cock now, but the fingers around it made up for it. He had no idea who the fingers belonged to.

         The fingers belonged to a young woman named Malin. She was still a student and was proud to call herself polyamorous, as she believed that most people would have multiple relationships in the future, instead of the old fashioned and stiff traditional couple, as she put it. It all went hand in hand with globalisation, she used to say. That we were all getting closer to each other. Patrick had fucked her before, at another meeting. She was tight, and her ass was pear-shaped and nice to hold on to.

         The wet and cold liquid around his cock was pineapple juice. For the third time, Malin was trying to put a canned pineapple ring around his shaft. It broke again.

         “Nooo!” she called out, and Patrick recognized her voice immediately. “He is way too big.” A couple of the women laughed out loud. “But I really wanted to get that pineapple on there. It would have looked so nice.”

         “Talk about a luxury problem!” someone called out, making more people laugh. Patrick radiated confidence. Now, he was the king.

          
      

         People got more and more intimate now, and the horniness filled the room like humidity in a rainforest. One couple started fucking. It was contagious. For a moment the room was silent, but just like the heat before a thunderstorm, it was a silence that wouldn't last long. The next second, you could hear the first real moan. Johanna and Patrick were no longer the only couple in the centre. The rest of the people started to focus on each other.

         The two men that were still working on Johanna got even more devoted now. Strong hands massaged her breasts and she couldn’t resist taking her blindfold off to have a look. The men were wearing masks. They talked about her and about what they wanted to do to her. Johanna looked up at the muscular chest hovering above her and realized that the man massaging her breasts was probably a bodybuilder. He must have worked on those muscles for years. He looked like a statue, and the black tattoos covering his back and his arms made him look like a warrior. She looked at his hips, his ass and his big thick cock.

         “No need for honey here. Feel.”

         The bodybuilder with the strong hips gently put his hand in between her legs. He let two of his fingers wander along her slit. He saw that he had taken her blindfold off. “You are so wet, sweetheart,” he said to her.

         She moaned and squirmed.

         “Do you want me to lick you?”

         She nodded her head eagerly. “Yea-yeah,” she said in an unsteady voice.

         His two fingers looked like they were covered in icing. He put them in his mouth and licked them clean. “Mmm, you taste so good, sweetheart.”

         Then he squatted down in between her thighs. He gently circled the tip of his tongue around her clitoris and she placed her feet firmly on the bench and moaned loudly. She couldn't remember ever being this horny. She felt the cold air against her naked skin and then she felt his tongue again. He sucked her. She twisted and turned on the bench and almost fell off it. She got a feeling in her stomach that reminded her of when you really start to pick up speed in a roller-coaster. With a firm grip around her hips he held her steady. He licked hungrily and fast, and it felt like he was trying his hardest to get all the sweet juice out of her little swollen bud.

          
      

         People were having sex everywhere, with some people doing it standing up.

         Johanna and Patrick had found each other again and they were lying down on a red velvet sofa, shoulder to shoulder, but with their feet in different directions and their legs spread. They were taken care of.

         Patrick licked her breast, neck and face. New flavours everywhere, but he could taste the honey everywhere. And the taste of her skin. The taste of Johanna. They had played this game many times before, but only at home, alone. Never like this. Still, this felt more intimate. He got to see sides of her that he had never seen before. Right now, for example, she was staring with horny eyes at a man that was a complete stranger. A man that wasn't him, and that was satisfying her.

          
      

         Johanna was in paradise; she knew that know. She could see Patrick’s swollen cock in front of her and two beautiful women licking it and kissing it, taking turns sucking it.

         She felt his hands on her breasts. He had licked them clean and was now massaging them and stroking them as if he could never get bored of them. He didn't look at the women sucking his cock. He couldn’t see their faces. Instead, he was studying Johanna’s nipples as they moved between his fingers. But Johanna saw the women. They treated his cock as if it was a beautiful animal being born. There was something wild and respectable with how big it was and how it pulsated, but also something vulnerable that needed to be cared for. Together, the two women used their mouths and their hands to bring this wild animal to the world, like two proud parents. One of the women massaged his balls and polished his shaft with her moist lips. The other woman closed her lips around the cock and let the head of it rub against the roof of her mouth.

         The woman coughed, her eyes teared up, and a thick thread of saliva ran from her lip when she gasped for air.

         Patrick was really close to his climax and Johanna stroked his cheek. She gently kissed his open mouth. She knew how much he loved being kissed when all the loveliness pulsated out from his cock and throughout his body. It was pleasure taken to the next level. She felt the same way. She also wanted to trap his moans in her mouth.

         Suddenly, Johanna felt something hard enter her hyper-sensitive vagina that was warmed up by all the licking and stroking. She was being fucked now. The strange man had lifted her legs up over his shoulder and he was towering over her like a gorilla. He fucked her like a wild animal, as if she was a prize that he had been fighting over with his life on the line. He fucked her without holding back. He fucked her like the brave, like a man crazy enough to throw himself off a cliff with a parachute on his back. She had no idea who he was, as she couldn't see his face underneath his mask, but she didn't care, it didn't matter. Everything was about this very moment. A paradise.

         She lost control, she screamed out her pleasure and gripped his hips to make sure that he would never stop fucking her. The sofa was shaking, and she was thrown back and forth, unable to reach Patrick's lips anymore. She got closer, closer, close.

         Then someone pulled her hair, hurting her scalp. She lost track of where she was and she had no idea how she got there, but it all felt so good, so incredibly good. She realized that Patrick was the one pulling her hair, forcing her lips to his mouth. In the next second she also realized that he was the one that had a finger on her clitoris.

         Then she came.

          
      

         When they walked down the dark street, they felt like the only people in the universe. The traffic and the other people around them didn't exist. They were submerged in the depth of the night and everything that belonged to it.

         Johanna felt that she had to say something, but she was a bit afraid. A bit afraid and insecure, and she didn't know what Patrick would think or what would happen, but the need to speak conquered her fear.

         She said,: “I’ve never felt that exposed, so naked.” She hesitated for a moment, looking for the right words. “It was as if everything disappeared. In the middle of everything.”

         They walked next to each other and the air was still.

         “And I’ve never felt that free.”
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