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         “You guys are amazing,” says José, glistening with sweat and still hard, as he walks the few feet to the bathroom from Jonathan’s and my double bed.

         He scratches his balls and asks to borrow a toothbrush. José is a slightly overweight, slightly balding thirty-three-year-old from Madrid. We met him on an all-inclusive vacation to Ibiza last year, when he initiated us into the mysteries of threesomes.

         “Are you heading to Ericsson too?” asks Jonathan when we’ve finished breakfast and are getting ready for the first day of the work week. “In that case, you can ride with Julia and me.”

         Jonathan’s and my little pad in Gamla Stan isn’t ideally located for our work in Kista. But we’re not yet ready to give up central Stockholm for the northern suburbs, even with our wedding just six months away.

         “It’s your big day at the end of May,” as my dad keeps reminding us. “Will you be moving back home?”

         My dad is a dyed-in-the-wool Gothenburger and has a hard time understanding why anyone would voluntarily leave the west coast of Sweden, where the sun sets over the ocean and you can get fresh fish seven days a week.

         “Maybe when we start a family,” I reply evasively, wondering to myself what it would be like not only to have your husband and lover as co-workers, but also to run the risk of encountering your father at business meetings.

         I laugh out loud.

         “What’s so funny?” asks Jonathan, as we drive toward the parking lot after dropping off José.

         “I have a meeting with my boss this morning. I hope I can focus on what she’s saying and my mind doesn’t drift back to last night’s activities.”

         “So long as you don’t moan and shriek like last night, you should be fine,” replies Jonathan with a grin.

         “What do women really see in him?” I continue, gesturing in the direction of José, who is sauntering toward the front door.

         His baggy old-man trousers emphasize his flabby ass. Seriously, who wears those these days? His shirt isn’t pressed. And I used to think the dress code was stricter in Spain! Although maybe that’s why they send him to Stockholm so often? He looks like a person who does too much of everything: working, smoking, drinking, and fucking. A bon vivant, as he would say.

         “The same thing you do, presumably,” snickers Jonathan. “He just seems to be a good fuck.”

         “Only because I keep my eyes shut and hold your hand,” I reply, giving him an affectionate slap on the arm.

         Riding the elevator to the fourth floor, I ask myself if I am really so superficial. How else can this sharp-suited controller by day turn into the horny woman who was lying between two sweaty men a couple of hours ago? As confidently as I spread myself before a virtually unknown man behind closed blinds in the small hours, I glide into the bright conference room on the fourth floor. Place my iPad in front of me on the large, oval wooden table. I look up as my boss hurries in. She collapses into the chair, wiping three beads of sweat from her brow as usual. I’m only half listening as she chatters about the four-year-old who woke up with the flu and the one-year-old who won’t settle in at daycare. She takes a deep breath, places both hands on the table and gives me a commanding look and then inquires:

         “Ready to discuss this week’s challenges?”

         “Absolutely,” I reply.

          
   

         With business over for the day, Jonathan and I argue over whether it’s possible to get an after-work drink in Kista. Although we’ve been commuting here daily for three years, we’ve never gotten around to exploring the neighborhood in the evening.

         “It’s not possible,” affirms José when he shows up twenty-eight minutes late and we still haven’t decided. “Let’s go to Riche and have dinner,” he continues. “Then you can leave the car there. It must cost a fortune to take a taxi from Kista to Gamla Stan.”

         “What’s wrong with the subway?” I ask rhetorically, while agreeing that Östermalm sounds much more pleasant than this glass and concrete ghetto.

         “We’d like some bubbly,” says José a little while later, before we’ve even taken off our coats.

         “I can recommend a bottle of Charles Lafitte, vintage 1999,” replies the waiter.

         “How much is that?” asks Jonathan.

         “Forty thousand,” says the waiter, grinning at Jonathan’s aghast expression. “Only kidding. Will you be dining with us this evening?”

         “Of course. Dinner’s on me,” replies José, immersing himself in the menu. “Just give us a few minutes, please.”

         “You can’t dine at Riche without trying Toast Skagen,” I tell José, pointing out the English description on his menu. “One of the chefs at this restaurant in the 1950s created it as an appetizer.”

         “Is it satisfying enough on its own?”

         “Maybe not, but I think I’ll start with it anyway.”

         “Okay, sounds good,” says José, casting aside the menu and beckoning the waiter. “We’ve decided.”

         A little while later, the renowned culinary sensation arrives, artfully arranged on large white plates.

         “What are your summer vacation plans?” asks José.

         “We’re getting married at the end of May and then going on a honeymoon, but we don’t know where yet,” replies Jonathan.

         “Come with me to Cap d’Agde for a week.”

         “Cap where?” Jonathan and I ask in unison.

         “Call yourselves swingers?” mutters José, shaking his head. “Cap d’Agde is the capital of hedonism. Check out this website and give me a call when you’ve made up your mind. You won’t regret it. It’s an experience of a lifetime.”

          
   

         Early one Saturday morning, seven months later, José pulls up outside our Barcelona hotel in a big black BMW, accompanied by his new girlfriend. According to José, she’s Pakistani-American and her name is so unusual that neither Jonathan nor I can remember it.

         “How do you pronounce your name?” asks Jonathan after we’ve all said our hellos and gotten in the car.

         “Diana”, replies Diana, giving him a strange look.

         We both suddenly realize that this is not the same girl we were supposed to be spending our vacation with. José has found a stand-in.

         “Where are you from?” I ask.

         “The Canary Islands”, replies Diana.

         “Awesome!” I exclaim, really meaning it. “What’s it like there?”

         José smiles at me in the rearview mirror, thankful that I’ve saved us from the awkward situation that could have arisen.

         In the course of four hours of small talk and expectant laughter, we cross the Pyrenees and the border between Spain and France. After lunch and a pit stop, we finally reach the Mediterranean and the 2,600-year-old French town with a population of just over twenty thousand — and many times more than that during the summer months. In the nudist village we’re heading to, just outside Cap d’Agde, the population alone rises to forty thousand.

         We are greeted by a tall, light-blue metal gate. In the adjacent round building, someone presses a button. Flakes of paint fall off the gate as it slowly opens, creaking loudly. José parks the car and gets out.

         “Come on, let’s sign in,” he says, taking Diana by the hand.

         Jonathan and I slouch along a few feet behind them as if subconsciously trying to avoid being caught on the surveillance cameras. Some uniformed men brusquely usher us into something resembling an oversize guardhouse or a ski lift station in the Alps.

         “All visitors have to register,” explains José, handing out white forms that look like an American visa application.

         Standing at a wall-mounted counter resembling a schoolroom desk, we fill out our personal information. After paying the parking fee, we are issued a pass that is valid for the duration of our intended stay. We drive on into a parallel universe.

         “Oh my God!” I exclaim, pressing my nose to the car window.

         We move slowly forward among the village residents: Tall and short. Fat and skinny. Old and young. The whole place is teeming with them: on the beach, by the pool, on the streets, going in and out of the stores. Forty thousand people in a relatively small space is a lot of people. Especially if they are all naked. Even the road signs warn of people with clothes on.

         “Stop behaving like we’re at Kolmården Wildlife Park!” hisses Jonathan.

         “Fascinating, huh?” chuckles José. “Just a shame we couldn’t rent a private apartment. You left it too late before making up your minds. Everything was fully booked. So we’ll just have to make do with the seediest hotel in Europe.”

         José is not exaggerating. In spite of the prices, the hotel has seen better days. It was probably one of the first hotels built when the nudist village was founded in the seventies and doesn’t appear to have been updated since. Like everywhere in France, the rooms are small. Jonathan, who grew up in a palatial home in Saltsjöbaden, groans with claustrophobia.

         “Don’t be mad, man!” says José, slapping Jonathan on the shoulder. “If I’d told you where we were staying, you’d never have come, would you? Don’t worry, at Cap d’Agde people barely use their hotel rooms. We’ll be back to get you in twenty minutes, okay?”

         With a certain amount of grumbling, Jonathan starts unpacking and laying out his freshly ironed clothes in neat piles on the synthetic, shit-brown bedspread. I open the window on one side of the room and the balcony door on the other in a desperate attempt to create a breeze to clear out the stale mix of ingrained dirt, smoke, and cheap perfume. Jonathan hands me the hairdryer.

         “Ouch!” we cry in unison as our hands meet and the electric shock jolts through our bodies.

         The hairdryer lands on the few square feet of the hotel room floor that are not covered with floral patterned wall-to-wall carpet. The plastic casing splits in two with an ear-rending crack.

         “What the hell have we gotten ourselves into, Julia?” asks Jonathan with a sigh.

         We both collapse on the edge of the bed, which is so soft that we nearly end up on the floor.

         “What’s next, a back injury?” I exclaim, in an attempt at humor, although what I really want to do is cry.

         Months of pent-up expectation. Anticipation during the long journey. And now this!

         Suddenly José is standing in the doorway. He steps over the threshold and comes toward us in his slightly halting, almost nervous way, his schlong swaying as he walks. He stops beside our bed and scratches his balls.

         Why can’t he knock? I think. And why is he always scratching his balls?

         José points at the clothes piled on the bed:

         “You won’t be needing those, you realize? Has it escaped your notice that we’re staying in a nudist village? Come on now. We’ll see you by the pool.”

         Jonathan and I look at each other and burst out laughing.

         “An experience of a lifetime, it is,” says Jonathan, getting up. “You know I love you more than anything in the world, don’t you?” he continues, holding my face in his hands. “I mean, just in case I don’t survive this escapade.”

         “Of course we’ll survive. The fun starts here,” I reply, kissing him on the nose.

          
   

         Jonathan and I trot downstairs with beach towels wrapped around our hips.

         “Bonne journée!” says the receptionist, the first clothed person we have seen since the stern security guards.

         Diana is sitting on the edge of the pool, cooling her feet. I‘m relieved to see that she has kept her bikini bottom on. I sit down beside her, doing likewise.

         “Have you been here before, too?” I ask.

         “No, I’ve only known José for four months.”

         Jonathan lies down on a chaise next to José, letting a corner of his towel cover his genitals. He tries to make it look natural and casual, but José laughs:

         “And here I was thinking you Swedes were liberated,” he snorts. “Cheers!”

         Two or three piña coladas later, no-one can tell that this is Jonathan’s and my first visit this side of Saint-Tropez. The towels fall away when we take a walk to the beach. We head down the street — stark naked. José is talking animatedly on the phone with his boss. As usual. He’s carrying his laptop under his arm. When José isn’t fucking, he’s working. Always.

          
   

         “The beach is invisibly divided into three sections,” explains José. “We’re headed for the far end, where all the swingers hang out.”

         We see what he means as we walk past French, Spanish, and even one or two Swedish families in their birthday suits. Mom, dad, and the kids happily sunbathing in the nude. Some of them have even brought the dog along.

         Several hundred yards further on, we enter the gay territory. Handsome men are posing at the water’s edge, admiring one another’s finely toned muscles. Splashes of salt water turn their hairless bodies white in the sun. Think marble. Adonis.

         “Can’t you and I stay here?” I ask Diana, winking at her conspiratorially.

         Diana stares at me, uncomprehending.

         “Not only is she stupid, but she also has absolutely no sense of humor,” I whisper to Jonathan.

         “But she’s young and pretty,” he replies consolingly, “and we’re not really here to chat with her.”

         “We should have brought a picnic,” I say. “God, what a trek!”

         “It’s good to get some exercise after that long drive. But my back’s starting to burn already,” replies Jonathan.

         “As soon as we’ve found our spot, I’ll put some sunscreen on it for you.”

          
   

         “What the hell...?” I cry, after we are finally installed beneath a parasol at the correct end of the beach.

         I get sand in my eyes as twenty or so pudgy, naked men go jogging past, in pursuit of another naked man waving a pea-green flag and blowing a whistle. The first man stops suddenly in front of a sand dune diagonally across from us.

         “Come and see this,” says José, and the three of us follow him as if he were Dick in the Famous Five.

         This is just too much, I think when I catch sight of the couple fucking in the hollow.

         I have a very hard time seeing what’s sexy about two sickly pale, middle-aged, copulating creatures from Ireland. However, the roundup proves incredibly effective, and within a few minutes, they are surrounded by old guys jerking off. One by one they squirt their white semen over the woman. It mixes with the sand, and I shudder at the thought of how it must chafe and irritate.

         “I want to go home before I throw up,” I finally announce.

         “Don’t be such a party pooper,” says José.

         “José, there is no party to poop,” I reply angrily, starting to pack up my things.

         Jonathan helps me.

         “See you tonight,” he says to José and Diana.

         “Aren’t you coming to Nat Hamman?”

         “What’s that?”

         “A sauna, but during the day it doubles as a sex club. We’re going there shortly.”

         “No, we’ll conserve our energy for tonight,” replies Jonathan, putting his arm around my shoulder.

         “Ouch!” I hiss.

         “Did you get sunburned too?”

         “Apparently.”

         “We should have gotten a base tan before coming.”

         “From eight days of sunshine in Stockholm?”

         “There are tanning salons.”

          
   

         We walk back to the hotel in silence. I realize I’m already starting to notice how odd people look with clothes on, although we too have donned thin white sarongs to shield us from the heat. We stop at the grocery store to buy Coke and antipasto for our evening meal. I can smell freshly baked bread from the cake shop next door.

         “Sorry I was so sulky,” I tell Jonathan. “I’m probably just hungry.”

         “I thought it was pretty gross, too.”

         “Did you see the way his ass was wobbling?”

         ”Yes! And her belly was practically overhanging her pussy. You could barely see it.”

         We bump into one or two naked customers among the shelves, and I find myself wondering how salmonella is spread.

          
   

         After a nap back at the hotel, we head out into the evening bustle of bars, restaurants, fashion boutiques, and sex shops. There are five swingers’ clubs within a radius of a few hundred yards. L’Extasia, one of the world’s most famous swingers’ clubs, is located a short car ride outside of town. Although dancing outdoors in a former vineyard sounds tempting, we decide to visit Le Glamour our first night. We’ve already spent long enough in the car today, so we opt for a brief evening stroll instead.

         Le Glamour is elegant. I feel like I’m in an Italian home-furnishing store on Stureplan in Stockholm, staffed by supermodels flown in from Paris and New York. Amazing what a little makeup and trim black clothing can do! Not a single spare tire or wrinkle to be seen. Naked people are, I guess, the unsexiest thing going and I’m extremely thankful that everyone has clothes on. Large interior spaces create an airy feel, even though there must be more than five hundred people in the place. All friendly. Smiling. I like it here.

         We pick up our welcome drinks at the bar and each settle into purple plush armchairs. I take a sip. It tastes like fruit juice. The bartender has been stingy with the liquor. But the juice tastes good and the placebo effect is the same as that of real liquor. Jonathan is a good dancer, but a reluctant one. It takes a while to persuade him to join me on the dance floor. When José and Diana fail to show up after we’ve been dancing for half an hour, Jonathan loses patience and suggests we try our luck by ourselves. In the basement. We’ve heard that’s where the action is. Holding firmly on to the banister, I descend the stairs tentatively in my high heels. One at a time. It feels like when I was a little girl sleeping over at my best friends’ house for the first time. It was really tough when my mom left me on my own, but I knew I had to stay because it would turn out to be fun in the end and I would regret it all my life if I didn’t. Halfway down, I stop and glance at Jonathan. He looks as scared as I am. We clasp each other’s hand and after what feels like an eternity, we reach the lower level, to be met by two security guards in black uniforms. They check to make sure no-one is sneaking in alcohol or too drunk, and that the rules are followed: The section on the right is for couples only. Single men have to go to the left.

         We decided to start with the section on the right. It’s like entering a labyrinth made up of a dozen high, wide beds with thick mattresses. On each mattress, at least three or four couples lie intertwined in complex positions. In the dim light, it’s impossible to tell which body part belongs to whom. Suddenly, the term “orgy” starts to mean something. It’s like watching a porn movie on IMAX. Only better. More human. The plastic actors, melodrama and mechanical repetitions of a porn movie have been cut. I can smell freshly laundered sheets. A man of about twenty-five flings out his arms and curses in French as performance anxiety takes hold. His girlfriend, who is busy with a woman of similar age beside them, rushes over to help him get going again. A slightly older man gives the guy a friendly clap on the shoulder and murmurs something in his ear. Like a soccer player consoling his teammate. I struggle to keep my mouth shut and not stare.

         “They want us to watch,” says Jonathan, trying to sound worldly-wise when I, out of a misplaced sense of respect, start to move on.

         He squeezes my hand, filling me with warm feelings. Toward him and everyone around me. I relax. The mattresses surround me not only in a physical sense. They absorb all distracting noises like a blanket of winter snow. It feels like being cradled in a cocoon. We lean against a wall. Jonathan embraces me from behind. Caresses my belly. My calmness turns into arousal. He tries to insert his hand under my short, tight denim skirt but ends up in one of the skirt’s many pockets. I help him find the right spot. On the bed next to us, a man is kneeling and fucking a woman from behind. She is sucking off the guy across from her. He has his hands on her head, helping her maintain the rhythm. For a moment, our eyes meet. Despite the distance between us, I feel involved. I close my eyes and pretend it’s his fingers I can feel. He seems to read my mind. When I open my eyes again, he reaches out his hand in a welcoming gesture. I’m enjoying his attention, but dare not accept the invitation. I blush and shake my head. He smiles and blows me a kiss.

         A stab of conscience brings me back to reality. Jonathan doesn’t seem to have noticed anything, but I turn around and kiss him anyway. Burrow into his safe embrace like I’m scared of being abducted by more handsome, more interesting men who will love me beyond the bounds of reason. Jonathan strokes my back like he does when I’m upset.

         After a while, horniness gets the better of him and he lifts my skirt. Following José’s instructions, I have left my panties at home. The thought of unknown men’s gazes following Jonathan’s every move over my bare bottom gives me goosebumps. Jonathan returns eagerly to my pussy, turning me around. His fingers rush to find the warm wetness. Then he puts his fingers in his own mouth, followed by mine. The man across from me catches my eye. Licks his lips. I find myself doing likewise. Jonathan’s erection bulges urgently through his jeans. I open his fly and feel his velvet cock throbbing against my bare skin. Jonathan gently pushes me forward. The man across from me reaches out again, and this time I take his hand. It’s sink or swim. He pulls me up on the bed. Holds me tight around the waist. Kisses me passionately all over my face. On my neck. Winds his tongue around mine. It’s hard to keep my balance, even though I’m kneeling and Jonathan has a firm hold of my ass. He parts the cheeks to approach my pussy from behind. He licks my clit until it’s hard. I can’t hold back any longer. Jonathan can’t suck fast enough to keep up with the torrent of juices pouring out of me. I collapse into the fetal position, leaving a wet spot on the sheets.

          
   

         “Don’t go,” says the man, as we prepare to make a circuit of the room after I’ve taken time out to recover.

          
   

         “We’ll be back,” replies Jonathan.

         “Thanks for coming here with me. I love you,” I whisper to him.
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