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         I’ve always had a passionate relationship with food. My father spent a period as a weekly commuter when I was two years old, and my mother thought that she could skimp a bit on our midweek dinners. No chance. I screamed and had tantrums if she didn’t put her heart and soul into it. Later, my voracious appetite and obvious love of food became a consolation in her boring housewife’s life. Because my father had a simple attitude to food. It was nothing more than nourishment that the body needed. So he chewed his way methodically and thoroughly through what was put in front of him. Neither complaining nor praising. I don’t think he even noticed any difference, because he just didn’t seem to have the ability to enjoy things.


Maybe that’s why he would get so annoyed with me at the dinner table. For him, his daily toil was what gave us our daily bread, which meant that food had to be eaten with reference. And that meant silence. Oppressive silence. Instead of being a ritual that united the family, mealtimes became a nightmare. For me, at any rate.


My mother was a great cook, and strangely enough, he accepted that I, and only I, gave her praise and recognition. What he did not allow was accompanying sounds like slurping or lip-smacking. My mother didn’t either, for that matter. It wasn’t polite. So I learned to sit still and eat in silence. Or so I thought. But according to my father, I was anything but silent. I made noises, and he would work himself up into a massive frenzy when I denied being anything other than quiet and reverent. My mother’s pleading glances made me try my hardest to perfect my table manners, but they were never up to my father’s strict standards.


So I kept myself to myself at home. In every way. But I could relax with my friends. With them, the swear words and jokes would come pouring out of me. I threw myself uninhibitedly at food at parties. I laughed and chatted and enjoyed eating and drinking.


The first time I realised that my relationship with food was erotic was when I was 18. I’d argued with my boyfriend because he didn’t want to come with me to the other side of town, which is where they sold strawberry-flavoured soft ice cream. He thought that I could make do with ordinary soft ice cream. But I had been dreaming about this soft ice cream all week, and I wouldn’t give in. If he didn’t want to come with me, I would go alone.


Grumpily and unwillingly, he came with me. I got my much-anticipated treat and forgot that we’d fallen out. The leaves were just coming out on the trees, and the home-time bell would soon be ringing in the schools. I walked along, licking my ice cream, feeling my body open up to the heat of the sun. I dimly registered a young man staring at me. As he passed us, he said to his mate, “Did you see the way she was sucking that ice cream?”


It was as if his words removed a blindfold that had been in front of my eyes. My boyfriend laughed and pulled me down on a bench.

         “Just carry on eating,” he said. “Slowly!”


I ate. A bit self-consciously at first. I felt like Eve in the Garden of Eden when she’d just realised she was naked. But after a while, I became strangely aroused. Fredrik’s angry looks had disappeared. His eyes were dark and shining, and his mouth half open and relaxed. I had never sucked anyone off before. The thought had never even occurred to me. Until now. My eyes were drawn to his groin, where his cock looked like it was about to burst through his jeans.


We were sitting on a bench in the park. There were people sitting on other benches, and children playing around us. I knew what he was thinking, and I knew that I wanted the same thing as him. I looked him in the eye and held his gaze, licking my ice cream slowly and deliberately. Suddenly we stood up together. We started walking. All our senses were alive towards each other. We didn’t need to say anything. No one knew us here. We were a long way from home. But we both figured out where we were going at the same time. We walked beside the high iron railings for a while until we came to a gate.


We found ourselves in a graveyard, and because it was a weekday, there was hardly anyone else there. A few gardeners and the odd person visiting a grave. But it was a big graveyard, with a lot of paths between all the graves. It was beautiful, with flowers, bushes and trees. We walked around solemnly. Everything was so quiet. You could only just hear the city traffic in the distance. Birdsong was the only sound you really noticed. We both stopped together in a little grove with a few gravestones. Surrounded by dense bushes.


He looked me in the eyes. Questioningly. It was up to me. I could still say no. Hesitantly, I started unbuttoning his flies. Cupped his balls. Felt his testicles, soft and warm like unborn baby birds. I knelt down slowly. Gently grasped his dick with my other hand. Thought about the soft ice cream. I started licking him. Slowly. Hesitantly and a little inquisitively. Tasted the smooth, round head. Used the tip of my tongue to feel for the little orifice and string. I realised that I liked this. I grew bolder and licked along the edge of the head and in under the fold. I felt my own crotch starting to throb warmly, and began to suck him. He couldn’t stand up any longer, so he had to sit down on one of the tombstones. I didn’t want to stop, and he started letting out small sighs and moans which filled my head. I pursed my lips. I wanted to feel him against the softest parts of my mouth. I sucked and licked. Firmly, yet as tenderly as I could. He was finding it impossible to sit still and was thrusting faster and further into me. Eventually, he started to gurgle from the pit of his stomach, and I felt him grow even bigger in my mouth. He wanted to pull out, but I wouldn’t let go of him. I got a bit of a surprise when I felt my mouth fill up with his sperm. A bit disgusted too, as I felt like I was choking.


I swallowed some and let the rest run out of the corners of my mouth. It was stickier than spit and tasted slightly salty. Not awful, but strange.


His hard-on melted like a blob of butter in the sun, and he knelt down and kissed me. Licked away the rest of the sperm. Got a tissue out and rubbed some blotches off my blouse. Kissed me again, looking at me with an unreadable expression. It was as if he was a long way away and was looking at me through binoculars. He stroked my hair gently, almost shyly. Then I saw a glint in his eye again, as he said, “D’you think we should go and buy another soft ice cream?”
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