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         With eyes like saucers, Vera stares at Erik when he held up the little parcels in front of her. In his guitar-damaged hands, they look like small meringues of paper mâché, but the content was sadly neither sweet or tasteless. Vera bites her fingers nails, picks one of the parcels up, holds it between her thumb and index finger and observes it in the bleak light from the cheap ceiling light. 

         	“How long before the action starts?” she asks and walks towards the cloakroom to pour herself a glass of water. 

         	“Wait, I have some cider here. Much nicer to swallow with than water…” Erik hollers from the sofa. Vera enters the room again and hands over her glass, then she paces the length of the room a few times while twiddling a lock of hair around her finger. There's a slight tingle in Vera's tummy, much like the initial murmur when you first start up a jacuzzi. 

         	It's the last day of April, celebrated as Walpurgis Night in Scandinavia, and a big bunch of friends have just returned to the student halls to carry on partying after a whole day in the park.  After a party (involving hundreds of minors and sagging balconies) derailed a few years ago, no outsiders are allowed into the oval student area during the Walpurgis festivities. A fence surrounds the two buildings, and three security guards are checking the ID of anyone that wants to be admitted. Some have to leave empty-handed, so to speak and walk away dejected while shouting obscenities at the guards. But at least that means no strangers are milling around in the student halls, stealing booze from the cupboards and urinating in the showers. The party atmosphere in the air is almost palpable.  

         	They have the best time when they spend time together, just them and no one else, just the family. From the outside, it looks like a party with a handful of sad, drunk people who try to create a great atmosphere despite the fence. But that's definitely not the case. The guards have their hands full down by the gates and the police are patrolling the streets, but they only pass the halls intermittently and they never enter the compound. They are sure the youngsters will behave as long as the partying only involves the residents. The doors of every corridor are left wide open without strangers intruding. Vera, and the rest of the family on the same floor, carry spring within themselves like a sprouting seed. It travels around the bloodstream and blocks the otherwise pessimistic view of the future. Because surely if the sun returns at the end of the winter, everything else will be okay too, right?! Perhaps Vera will do alright in life after all. Maybe the world as we know it won't end in the next 30 years. 

         	Walpurgis is somehow the climax as the balmy weather returns, from here on, the temperature will carry on rising, more and more buds will come into bloom. Maybe there is also a rising climax within the people celebrating today. At midnight, a new season will officially start and the change is even noticeable like butterflies in your tummy; like a roller-coaster ride where you can't do anything but go with the flow and enjoy the rush of adrenaline. Spring has well and truly sprung and descended upon the town of Lund like a humid pollen allergy and, just like every other year, most people seem to be spending it drinking heavily. They stayed in the park all day long, longer than they had done so far this year until it eventually started to feel chilly despite the sun stubbornly clinging on to the lower part of the sky. The whole floor is synchronised and if anyone chooses not to participate in the fun and frolics, they have to endure a sleepless night surrounded by their friends' mating calls. What else could it be? Perhaps a cry for emotions, the desire to be totally engrossed in unrestrained emotions? 

         	Vera giggles and wraps her arms around herself is a near enough elevating move. They're standing in Erik's room at the end of the corridor and can hear faint music and shouting from the kitchen, where the rest of the gang has started a game of beer pong. Most of the noise seems to be coming from Johan, Sam, Marina and Tove. Max is probably standing on the balcony, chain-smoking his newly purchased click cigarettes that the wonderful man in the kiosk still sells despite the ban. Vera studies Erik as he carefully puts down his lump on the table so that he can use both his hands to fulfil his task as an amateur bartender. 

         	“It takes about 45 minutes, but sometimes it works faster. It all depends on the person's weight and stuff, but I reckon we should just chill out here and let it work its magic,” says Erik after he's poured them both a glass of cider. 

         	“But what the f… I want to go to the kitchen,” Vera whines and gives her bum a little spank. All in jest, of course. Her tight, high-waisted, black denim shorts give off a loud smacking sound and her tanned legs glisten in the light. Erik whistles suggestively. Vera responds with a snort and rolls her eyes, but he can see she's flattered. The beautiful, brown eyes turn almost black when they cloud over and right now they are staring straight at him, which makes his cheeks all warm and flushed. 

         	“Right, okay. Fine. But let's not tell anyone about this yet.” He admits defeat and holds the little meringue-like ball of paper in the air with an impatient look on his face. “Shall we?” he says, holds his glass up in a toast and raises his eyebrows in a way that makes his brow crease alluringly.  His green eyes look all excited and Very nods her head in agreement. 

         	“Let's do it,” she says and chucks the little parcel into her mouth. It feels dry and unfamiliar as it lands in her tummy. As if it doesn't belong there. Presumably because paper doesn't belong in there and neither does MDMA for that matter. Erik does the same and then they toast and clink their glasses together too hard, which makes some of the cider splash out onto the carpet, but they have to ignore that and swallow quickly before the paper melts on their tongues and gives way to a nasty, bitter taste. There's a loud chink when the glasses collide. As the little bundle travels down the oesophagus, it feels big and dry, but Vera forces it down with more cider until the burning sensation in her throat has subsided. It's as if she could feel it travelling south and eventually land down there in her stomach like a tiny, throbbing ball. It will stay there like a ticking bomb just waiting to go off; to slowly dissolve and take her on an unstoppable journey. The night is young and she can feel as much to the very core of her body. Time will fly by, but every single minute will also feel like ten minutes long. The drug will stretch time and space and let them forget all their sorrows for a brief moment. 

         	“Aaaaahhhh,” Erik smacks his lips after he's swallowed. With a sense of victory, he slams the glass down on the coffee table and gets out of his chair. His eyes have a cheeky, alluring sparkle. 

         	“I'm a little bit nervous,” Vera admits and titters awkwardly, perhaps she's a tad flirtatious too, although Erik might not pick up on that. He walks past her. “What if nothing happens?” She blurts out to his back. 

         	“Believe me. You can't stop it. The first time is always the best, so I'm actually a bit jealous of you,” he says and starts sorting his hair out by the mirror in the hallway. The small student room has been sparsely furnished with just a bed, a desk, a sofa, a coffee table and a bedside table. Well, that and a rug on the floor, which by now, is covered in cider and a range of other liquids from previous parties. Erik doesn't seem too bothered, nor is anyone else. Vera suddenly feels overwhelmed by love for these tiny student rooms and their residents. This love intensifies within her and her whole body seems to tingle with eager anticipation of what the evening might bring. 

         	“Let's go,” Vera says and jumps up and down a few times. She chews her bottom lip expectantly, adjusts the lower part of her lace bodysuit, which has ended up in an uncomfortable position between her buttocks. Unembarrassed, she has a good root around in her nether regions. She wears the lace bodysuit beneath the denim shorts, so she has to struggle with her bum and belt for a while before she manages to sort everything out. Erik's been trying to work out if she's got knickers on underneath the lacy bodysuit or not. So, in an attempt to hide the fact he's been thinking about her potential panties, he smirks mischievously at her. 

         	“Stop gawping,” she wheezes with a twinkle in the eye. They make eye contact in the mirror. Erik's cock springs to attention and he pretends to adjust his fly to somehow scratch the feeling into oblivion. He thinks to himself, somewhat hopeful that Vera seems pleased with her effect on him, or at the very least, she's aware of it. Or perhaps he's just drunk. At any rate, she agreed to try Mandy with him. To be able to give such a fantastic experience to someone who's previously been somewhat sceptical gives him a weird sense of pleasure. To, in a sense, be the one who supplies the other person's high. 

         	“You're the one behaving oddly,” he says teasingly and dares to undo another button on his thin, white shirt. Vera doesn't know what the fabric is called, but it's has a certain crispness to it, summery. She thinks it drapes beautifully across Erik's upper body. 

         	“Should I do it up again, or what do you think?” He asks with a pensive look as if he's somewhat embarrassed to be watched. He turns around so that Vera can see what he's doing. 

         	“Undo another one,” she's quick to reply and wouldn't mind catching another glimpse of his skin. Erik does what she says, glances down at his smooth, hairless chest and then back up at Vera. He smiles smugly. His brown head of hair is neatly styled with super wax from a hairdresser's, perfectly arranged and not a single hair out of place. Not too glossy or oily. She perceives him to be taller than he normally is, which makes her a little bit giddy and she wouldn't mind wrapping her arms around him and dangle from his neck. 

         	“Shall we?” She asks when she's done with her make-up. More self-aware now with her long, light-brown hair hanging down across her bosom. When she dances, it flicks back and forth and her nipples are barely visible beneath the black lace bodysuit. Subtle, but enough to stir anyone into action. At first, Erik tries to explain the tingle in his stomach with this feeble excuse. Tries to gloss over it, but then he wonders whether the tingle is there because he actually likes her and he isn't horny for just anyone. 

         	“You did buy more than one packet of cigarettes, didn't you?” He asks when he rummages through his pockets to avoid staring at her breasts. Doesn't want to appear too blokey. He puts a lighter between his teeth and uses both hands to look for the fags. 

         	“Am I your sugar mama, or what?” Vera answers with her hands on her hips. 

         	“No, but … well, I mean, you'll want to smoke. A lot. That's all I'm saying,” Erik carries on defensively and shows her the two unopened packets of Camel Blue he's just found. The plastic cover glistens and Vera adores the sound when he rips it off. 

         	“I've stocked up on click cigs. Even got a discount, which is probably because you can almost see my pussy in these shorts,” Vera says and giggles at herself. She decides to embrace her new-found, impulsive vulgarity and try to feel confident instead of embarrassed. The inner struggle makes her wobble on her feet. 

         	“Already high as a kite, or what?” Erik teases her and splashes some after-shave on. Vera waves her hand in front of her nose, takes a heavy stride backwards and steps onto the sopping rug. 

         	“Straight into my face, dammit,” she hisses and coughs. Then she takes another few sips of cider to get rid of the after-shave flavour filling her mouth. “My socks are wet by the way,” she carries on and shakes one of her feet in the air. 

         	“You can borrow some of mine if you like” Erik offers and throws her a pair of white ankle socks before she can decline.

         	“Thank you,” she almost whispers the words and can sense how she's blushing. Not sure why, though. It's just socks, goddammit. The dry fabric feels lovely against the skin of her feet. 

         	“Everything must be perfect when you first try this. You want to be able to surrender, really go with the flow and enjoy the whole experience; if you know what I mean,” he says and walks towards the hallway again. She gives him a grateful smile, not sure if he meant to sound suggestive or not. Erik opens the door while Vera ties her shoelaces. White sneakers. When she's standing there bent over trying to sort out her shoelace, she glances over at Erik's feet. He's wearing beach slippers. 

         	“Classy,” she mumbles sarcastically as she studies his nice, shapely feet. He's fidgeting and his toes are twitching as if he's all of a sudden become extremely self-conscious. He snorts. 

         	“What? It's not like we're going to a fashion show, is it?” He retorts and struts off like the corridor is a catwalk. Shakes his little boy bum, which is exactly that - a boy bottom. A slight protrusion in the jeans but disappears easily behind a shirt. 

         	“Fuck me, your face certainly turned bright red all of a sudden,” he laughs when Vera is finally done with her shoelaces. On unsteady feet and wobbly legs, she strides out into the corridor, closes the door to his room and rolls her eyes again. Erik is a few paces ahead of her and is now walking ridiculously slow to insinuate that he's fed up having to wait. 

         	“You're the one that wanted to stay in the room,” Vera reminds him when she catches up. Erik puts his arm around her and they saunter off towards the kitchen together.

          
   

         *
   

          
   

         “Oh wow, if it isn't the hosts that have finally got a window in their shag schedule?” Sam shouts from the balcony. The rest of them applaud when Vera and Erik take a seat at the table to join the game. They glance awkwardly at one another but are pretty used to people making fun of their relationship. They do hang out all the time but have never gone beyond friendship. 

         	Out of everyone, the two of them are the longest resident on their floor, well, yes, that's if you don't include Johan in the equation, because he's lived here for so long that the landlord feels required to have a weekly get-together over a cup of coffee. The ping-pong ball bounces back and forth between Johan and Tove, who both struggle to get the ball into the last glass. People don't seem to keen on watching anymore. Bored with that game. The atmosphere has by now transformed into something else, and the music is playing in the background without anyone bothering to add new songs to the playlist. The loudspeakers are an attribute to the party, rather than the centre of attention. 

         	“Keep your gob shut,” Erik replies and walks coolly toward the fridge as if the comment hasn't affected him whatsoever. Vera stays by the table and says she wants to play the next round. The winner of this round will have to take her on in the next one, she says and glances over at Johan when she says it. The tall, handsome Johan. They've known each other for years by now. His very Scandinavian look matches his non-Scandinavian personality perfectly. He is gorgeously different from the norm, pensive, yet direct and shameless most of the time. If you compare the two, Erik's character is stiffer than Johan's, even though Erik's family is from the continent somewhere. Seen from a very stereotypical perspective, of course. Vera studies Johan for a while as he fails time and time again with his throws, and perhaps that's exactly why he keeps on missing his target. 

         	There's a bang on the window and Marina waves cheerfully from the balcony, points at her cig and mouths 'will be right there'. Vera nods in response. Marina's got red lipstick on and her hair is cropped in a tidy bob with different shades of blonde and ash gold. A black wrap dress clings tightly to her curvaceous body and runs all the way down to her feet. Sam stands next to her and listens intently to what Max has to say. 

         	Instead of waiting for the beer pong players to finish their game, Vera picks up one of her click cigarettes, takes a few steps over to the doorway and lights the fag. At that precise moment, Marina decides to squeeze past, gives Vera a peck on the cheek as she points apologetically at her empty glass and disappears off into the room. Always on the move. Vera can't remember the last time she saw Marina sitting still for any length of time chit-chatting at a party. She's a physical sort of party girl, whose main focus is ingestion and dancing. 
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