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         I start as usual, treating it like a ritual. First, I turn on the light. It’s important that it isn’t the ceiling light, but a smaller one, near the mirror. Then I let my hair down. I normally wear it in a bun, pressed tightly together, with no locks escaping. I like the feeling when it falls free, as I too become that in that moment. Free. Not bound by rules, principles. I wear a shirt; it's part of my uniform: a shirt, pencil skirt, high heels, chauvinistic dress code. I turn on the light, then run my fingers through my hair and begin to undo it, button by button. Then I look to the side so that I can see my profile, the left one. I let the shirt fall at my feet, I leave it there, sometimes I stand on it on purpose, a little rebellious. I slide my skirt down and rest one leg on the stool, put there specifically for that purpose. I do this slowly, caressing my skin with my fingertips. First one leg, then the other. Sometimes I don't have any panties; it amuses me to sit without them when I talk to all those men at work. Sometimes I imagine that I get up and put on a show in front of the board, that their eyes are following me, but this is not their performance. It is for him.

         I finally take my bra and panties off as I go over to the window to cover it. I put off this moment – sometimes I comb my hair, sometimes I remove my makeup. I like that he is there; it is for him that I make sure to keep my high heels on until the last moment. When I'm having a bad day, I think about how I’ll do it this time. Should I leave my stockings on, take a bath, and moisturise, or only reach the point where my bra is falling off? I imagine that he is working, and that he is thinking about it too, that he is waiting for the evening, curious to see what I will show him and how I will do it. I hold the curtain in my hands; it feels like a curtain in a theatre. As I draw it closed, I'm aroused till it hurts, but I don't want to do anything about it. I want to keep it, my arousal; I want to torment myself with it.

         I discovered his existence six months ago. I hurried into the bathroom and began to undress. I was running late, my shirt unbuttoned, when I realised the window wasn’t covered. I rushed to do it, but by the time I was drawing the curtains, I saw his silhouette in the opposite window. I live in a loft in an old warehouse, and until then there hadn’t been any residents on the other side of the fence. But now there was. Him. A single light in the wall of darkness – a tall, slender silhouette, always in partial shade, often with a glass in his hand. Now I know, but at the time I covered the window, ashamed, while at the same time I could feel that my heart was pounding, that my breath had quickened, that for the first time in a long time, my pussy was throbbing. He was there the next day too. I went to cover the window, but before I did, I slowly undid the buttons on my shirt. Then I masturbated in bed thinking I was doing it for him. Whoever he is. It's addictive – me, him, and the window. I know that he is waiting for it; sometimes I am purposefully late, I stand in the kitchen and try to see him, see if he is there or if he is getting restless. And then I start the show. I recently got out of the tub and went to the window before drying myself. I still had foam slowly sliding down my chest. My hand began to massage my breasts lightly, and I closed my eyes and imagined that he was massaging them. In my mind he had warm hands, big and strong and a little rough. I like when men have hands like that, un-pampered.

          
      

         “Maya, damn it.” Veronica's voice snaps me out of my thoughts. I have to cover the window in my imagination and get back to work. “Stay focused, we have a problem.”

         Problems – that’s my specialty. Or rather, solving them. Now I had to put out a fire in the company. It all started in the Marketing Department, which launched a campaign containing a mistake across the country. Quite a serious one too, considering the CEO's name had been twisted so that it was now associated with a vagina, of all things. He had become a goddamn meme overnight, half of the Internet was making fun of him, and the entire department was screwed, so we were brought in. Veronica, me, and John. The team that was supposed to turn failure into deliberate action. We spent thirteen hours creating a follow-up campaign aimed at convincing people that we did it on purpose. Three donations, forty phone calls, the “Vulva” campaign. It worked. Slowly, but it worked. Instagram and TikTok had already picked up on the whole thing being a campaign to fight taboos, that the company wanted to show that girls in schools are not educated enough about their bodies and are ashamed of them. Another couple thousand donations, and another actress was just commenting to the tabloids that as a teenager she thought there was something wrong with her, that her vagina was the wrong shape. Honestly speaking: damn it if this mistake hasn’t turned out to be an advantage for the company. And although I’m now late for my ritual, the embarrassing one I can never tell anyone about, I know we have done something good by accident, not only for corporations, but also for girls and women. At least once.

         “What?” I look at her surprised, the fatigue getting to me. I can feel it in my blood.

         “Someone has to go see this guy…” She glances at her notes. Vera is crazy, but she has brilliant ideas. “Albert Kuderski.” I call him up. He agrees, but today. And in half an hour.

         I groan in my mind. The last thing I want is a meeting in the evening, after a day of fighting vaginas, writing posts, sending texts.

         “Address?” I show her my phone and grab my purse. Albert Kuderski is an eccentric blogger, fashionable as hell, who raises interesting topics, destroys taboos, fights for freedom of speech and well, by having him on our side, the topic could be considered extinguished, although that isn’t quite the right word. Considered won, jackpot. I get into the car as my phone rings – Vera has sent me the address, and I throw it thoughtlessly into the GPS. I drive, wondering if my voyeur is regretting my absence, if he is still waiting, or if he has already left the window with regret. The fact that our houses are so close to each other makes it exciting, yet he seems to live in a different world. Maybe it is because the strip of land that separates us is densely overgrown with wild raspberries, blackberries and currants, with no path connecting the buildings? With an old fence that has started to rust but is still there. Two worlds, two windows, two lives.

         It is already dark when I arrive. I stop the car on the road and hesitate. The address is correct, the building reminds me of my own, although there is no facade, just bare brick, and metal doors. The clock reads 11:00 p.m., but in my industry meetings like this happen often, especially when eccentrics are involved.

         “I’ve just arrived,” I report to Veronica. “Wrap things up for tomorrow morning and go to sleep.’

         “Good luck, boss.”

         I put down my phone and park outside the building – I suddenly realise it’s actually very close to the block I live in. Veronica has sent me the flat number, but I don't have to ring; the camera catches me before I even touch the doorbell, and the door swings open. The walls inside are clean. White, minimalist, a single-button elevator that moves slowly. I look in the mirror and straighten my hair.

         “Hello,” he says, smiling as I enter. I've met many men in my life, but Albert surprises me. I know his blog, I know his statements, I have even seen photos of him, but here, now, he seems different to me. Familiar and strange at the same time – distanced. He is seated in an armchair, his bare feet resting on a nice wooden table supporting books stacked in a wobbly tower. I recognise most of the titles, except for a few of the foreign ones.

         “Good evening, I’m Alexandra Szalwinska.” I walk over and stretch out my hand, but he doesn't take it. He doesn't even get up, and I feel like an idiot.

         “Sorry.” His voice is soft, slightly singsong, devoid of emotion. “I don't like physical touch.”

         I stand and stare at him, wondering whether to sit down or remain standing there like an insecure little girl, or maybe just run away and forget it. The latter isn’t an option. I take two books from the armchair and put them on the table. I sit down, crossing my legs. He doesn't take his eyes off me. He has very pale grey eyes that contrast with his hair, dark as a moonless night, a little too long. It looks like he might cut it himself, and it occasionally falls over his eyes, irritating him.

         “Pour yourself some wine.” He motions at the bottle with his glass, then stares out the window.

         “I'm driving,” I say, causing him to look back at me.

         “That's strange,” he replies, and I think to myself that he is the one who is strange. I pull out my notebook – not because I can't remember what I wanted to talk to him about, but because it will easily suggest that I want to get down to business.

         “I wanted to propose…” I start, but he shakes his head and laughs softly. This embarrasses me. I've been to hundreds of meetings in my life, but here I feel like an amateur, all my self-confidence evaporating.

         “I know what you want to propose. You already sent it to me.” He drinks. I feel that refusing the wine was perhaps a mistake. I would at least have a drink of water, but there is none on the table.

         “I can expand on that,” I explain, but I fall silent as he gets up. He does it quickly, like a cat lying still and then suddenly jumping and attacking a mouse. He is like a cat, reducing me to the role of an ordinary rodent. His hands grab the armchair I’m sitting on, his nose almost touching mine.

         “I don't like your manipulative bullshit.” His breath smells like wine and acacia. The second scent destroys me; it is like a childhood memory. It is said that smells can transport us, and this one momentarily throws me back into an acacia-lined alley in May, the day I was twelve and I scraped my knee on the road. But before I can escape my memories, he is gone. He now stands by the window and stares into the darkness on the other side. I pour myself some wine; I can’t manage without it. It tastes delicious, dry, spreading over my tongue, caressing my lips.

         “We want to do something good for everyone…”

         His laughter knocks me out of my memories. I feel irritated and stand up to look at him. He is standing barefoot in loose black trousers, arms folded behind his neck, straight, well-built. He has irritated me. After a whole day of all the problems I have had to deal with, this pisses me off. Arrogant jerk.

         “You're talking shit.” He turns around. I frown; he seems familiar again. “You're saving your own ass. Don't convince me, you don't have to.” He had exploded suddenly, and now just as suddenly he’s fallen silent again. “I’ll do it,” he says calmly.

         Dumbstruck, for a moment I’m sure that I’ve misheard. It must be written on my face because he repeats the last sentence.

         “Why?” I blurt out like an idiot. I should just take it and run.

         “Because even though you are ignorant, you’re dealing with an important topic,” he says, and I agree with him. Whatever it is, I’m thinking the same thing. “Do you realise how many women have insecurities? How many of them have never seen their own body? How many of them had traumatic experiences, often in adolescence, blocking them erotically for life? It's bad.”

         He’s right, it is wrong. It always has been. Maybe the reasons we are doing this aren’t great, but sometimes that doesn’t matter. I walk over to him and stare out the window, anxiety tearing into me in an instant. Albert walks away, and I hear the armchair creak as he sits down. Then he pours himself a glass of wine, and I almost drop mine. I have a little lamp I leave on in my kitchen. The fun part is that it changes colour. First it is warm and bright, like a normal light, then it changes to white, then green, red, blue. The final one is purple of a very specific kind, just like the one I notice outside Albert’s window, slightly to the right. I shift my gaze to the large window that must have been the bathroom window – it is dark there, but I know what it looks like when it is lit. I stand there, paralysed.

         “Let your hair down.” That calmness in his voice. I close my eyes. No security of distance, no greenery, no glass separating us. It is scary – the fact that it has suddenly become real, ceasing to be a vision outside the window. I do it slowly, with my eyes closed, trembling with fear, with emotion, with excitement. I let it fall in a wave, but this time I don't feel free, this time it is too complicated.

         “She's beautiful.” I hear a woman's voice. I turn abruptly. She is standing by his armchair, her small hand resting on his armrest. I haven’t seen her before. A sense of panic, shame, fear rages inside me.

         “I… I have to go.” I place the glass of wine on the windowsill, but unfortunately it tips, spilling its contents onto the floor as they both look at me. Albert's grey eyes and the woman. She is stunning, short, almost normal-looking, ephemeral, pale and long-haired, with a nose ring that matches her look and yet doesn’t fit at the same time – a small circle, plain, silver. Slightly almond eyes, suggesting Asian blood is also flowing in her. Incredible red lips that I was suddenly staring at, confused.

         “My wife, Marianna,” he introduces us without getting up.

         “You do not have to go.” Marianna looks at me and I feel naked. My thoughts race. Has she been watching too? Did she see me? I feel that I am blushing, that I am shivering, and at the same time warmth spreads over my body.

         “Stay,” he asks. It was a request. I hear her, the woman walks towards me, not taking her dark eyes off me.

         “You changed our life.” She touches my cheek. Her hands are cold, small, delicate, soft.

         “How?” It is the only thing I can say, my throat tightening, as she begins to undo the buttons on my blouse. I freeze, but I don't want to shake her hand away. I want her to do this, I want her as much as I want him to watch. These two things are inextricably linked, united.

         “Albert hates touch, despises it. Does not accept it.” My shirt falls to my feet. She continues to speak as she kneels. She is unbuttoning my skirt, and the man does not take his eyes off us – as always, he is still as a statue. Only this time, it is not a one-man act. This time there are two of us, and the stage was so close, so frighteningly close.

         “But for six months, from the moment you appeared in our life, we have been making love. We're having sex,” she says, and I feel her tongue. It is that day – the day I don't put my panties on, and now a strange woman is kneeling and licking my pussy, biting it, sucking it, caressing it with her breath and herself, and I’m standing there and giving into it, turned on like never before in my life. I don't want any more explanations, not now, not like that. I want it to last; I don’t want her tongue to stop. I want him to watch, because it is his eyes that make me want to scream, to howl. That pair of grey eyes is driving me insane. I lean against the windowsill, giving her better access, making it more comfortable, her tiny fingers digging into my pussy, increasing the tension, speeding up the pace. I slowly unfasten my bra, pull my hair forward, timidly covering my breasts, and when I feel her bite lightly, I come for him, for her, and for myself.

         I don't want it to end, I want him to watch, so he might give in and join us. I want to feel Marianna. I begin undressing her slowly, facing him. Her buttocks rest against my bare thighs. I can feel that she is anxious – she isn't as skilled as I am, she isn’t the one who undresses for him every evening.

         “Imagine there's glass between you and him,” I whisper in her ear, “That you are alone.” My hands swiftly pull her clothes off her. She is delightfully petite, with small breasts which I squeeze with two fingers, searchingly, out of curiosity. I have never slept with a woman, never kissed one, and here all I can think about is her tongue on me, my mouth. I want to watch her the way I want to show her to him. I lift her arms, running my fingers from her armpit to her hand. She is perfect, her body, the way it responds to my touch – I am getting lost in it. The fact that he is watching no longer matters. I kiss her neck, bite it, and as we lay down on the wooden floor, the world shrinks. I stay there, with her, and maybe somewhere far away, outside the window, there is another voyeur.

         I lick the inside of her thigh, I know I am doing it hesitantly, and as her hand touches my hair, I climb higher. Vulva, a beautiful word, a beautiful part of the female body. I've read a lot about it lately, a lot. One of her lips is larger, like a butterfly's wing, the other one seems softer, brighter. I timidly touch it with my tongue, examine it, taste it. I do it with my back turned to the chair, exposed, excited that he is watching, drinking wine, that he is there. I taste her with my tongue; she is delicious. I never thought a woman could taste like this. Her hips are arched towards me, inviting me, and I accept this invitation, caressing her like she did before. I am no longer timid – now I am doing it with full passion, because that's what I feel: desire and passion mixed together. I want all of her, I want to kiss her, and I find her mouth with mine. My fingers dig into her pussy, and I fuck her with them the way I'd like to be fucked myself. Her lips taste of me and mine taste of her, and it feels good. Two bodies clasped together, sweaty. She wraps her legs around me, twisting and purring delightfully, content. I feel the pressure; she is kissing me and moaning in my mouth at the same time. Our bodies rub against each other, thirsty. The wooden floor is uncomfortable, but it doesn't matter. I take her, desperately, hard, catching her orgasm. My breasts are crushing her, I can feel her nipples sticking out and that is the most exciting thing in the world. Maybe not the most. The thought that he is still watching catches up with me suddenly. I climax, screaming, and Marianna does too. I am amazed to discover that she has a wet orgasm, that she is ejaculating. And it is thanks to me, thanks to my touch. The wetness is so satisfying, so amazing that I feel jealous. And hungry. I want more, I want him. But it is impossible; he is just an observer.

          
      

         I don’t want to talk. Marianna asks me to stay, but I need time to think. I drive off – funny, because it takes longer to drive than to walk. There’s no road that connects our two buildings. I’ve only realised it today. Albert didn't touch me. He apologised; he has only just gotten over that level of fear of touch with Marianna. It makes me feel weird. My voyeur is no longer anonymous. He has a name, his eyes have a colour, he has a scent. I go back to my place slowly, very slowly. I am still flushed, and at the same time it is tormenting me that he didn’t touch me. I leave my purse in the kitchen and go to the bathroom door, touching it thoughtfully with my hand. I tie my hair up and straighten my shirt. I go in and turn on the light, do my ritual, but I'm afraid to see if he's watching. I let my hair down, unbutton my blouse with my eyes closed, and do the show for myself step by step. I don't want to know if he's standing by the window. I've never done it so theatrically, so exhortingly. Because I do, I beckon him. Marianna whispered it to me, the last words before I left. I need it –I have to close the circle. I lose myself in time, I play a role, and at the same time my heart is pounding so hard that it feels as if it will tear my chest apart. I run a brush through my hair. It curls beautifully, and I try to do it so that he can see me, calling him like a siren with her song. I exhort him the way I always have, with the ritual. I can smell Marianna on my skin, it is also acacia, the same acacia. I wonder if she smelled of him or he smelled of her – but does that matter? I guess not.

         Doorbell.

         I unlock the door downstairs without saying a word, leaving the loft door ajar. I go back to the bathroom; I want him to find me there. Nowhere else. I hear him close the door; I glance at the window. She’s there. This time it’s her. It excites me, terribly. I'm on the verge of ecstasy, it's like a dream, so unbelievable that I'm afraid I'm sleeping.

         “I'm here,” he says, and enters, closing the bathroom door. I can see that he is excited but at the same time he seems scared. He walks over to me slowly, carefully, as if I should be frightened. I am waiting, this time I am waiting, because I know perfectly well that it is he who can escape. It fascinates me.

         He has warm hands just like I imagined. Curious, he touches my nipple with the tip of his finger. It must be strange for him too, to change from observer to actor. I want to ask him about this and a million other things, but I know I will have to content myself with reading his signs. Discovering him with the map that he will draw for me himself.

         “Come to the window,” he says, and I do. I lean against the windowsill and look at Marianna. This time she is like a statue on the other side, this is for her. Her husband is standing behind me, I can feel the material of his trousers. His hands find my breasts, grasp them tightly, squeeze them, discover what his eyes know so well. Marianna is drinking from my glass, I'm sure of it. I like the thought. Her husband begins lowering his trousers; I hear it. He is pulling me towards him. The tip of his penis touches me, looks for an entrance, and I reveal it. He enters me carefully and then starts fucking me. We're still there, intertwined, so he fucks me, and in some kind of twisted way, her too. He has a thick penis, a large one, his hands are tightly clenching my chest, he is panting on the back of my neck, and I am screaming. I'm screaming because it’s so good. His hips and dick attack me with violence, as if these six months were foreplay to this day, what is happening to him and me. I come again and again, and he doesn't stop. My pussy is swollen, I feel it so much that when he squeezes my nipple I cease to control my body, and what I did to her is repeated with us. We both climax, the feeling is insane. I didn’t know it was possible, that my body could do that.

         “Thank you,” he whispers in my ear, and I nod my head. He exits, closing the door quietly, and she too disappears. I draw the curtains, calm. I fill the bath with water, step in and close my eyes, remembering every part of the evening. For the first time in a long time, I am so calm.

          
      

         I look at the board members, give them a report. I'm a perfectionist, I give numbers. I checked the calculation several times. The graphic designer did a good job, because the presentation is amazing. I feel amazing too. Two months have passed since that night, and I am still doing my ritual, he is still watching, and Marianna is probably waiting for him in the bedroom. Sometimes things aren't that simple. I had spent one night with them; I know that if I went over, they would let me in with open arms, but I don't feel the need. Our theatre, our show is enough for me.

         “Ms. Alexandra.”

         I look at the CEO. I love this man, he is almost seventy years old and has an unchanging, classic style.

         “Take care of this. You can do as you please. And I’m sorry.” He adds the last sentence after a pause, and I know that he is not apologising to me. Not only me. He is apologising to women. For his ignorance? For not realising that this skirt, high heels, and blouse were a form of prison? A form of oppression. Little battles, little wars. The company's dress code – so meaningless and yet so important, essential.

         The others get up. There are two women and seven men on the board – that is changing, I know there will be another female addition soon. They nod at me. I sigh when everyone leaves. I sit down in the armchair and slip off my shoes. Flats. My loose trousers are as comfortable, elegant, and classy as the rest of the outfit. Minor changes, such as the company dress code, such as the appearance of women on the management board, such as the campaign from the previous months. It seems to me that I have grown up, that I had discovered my body and my needs on my own.

         “Yes, I did it,” I say on the phone. Alina called. I met her during all the commotion. She was my lover, but with every day it turned out she was becoming someone more.

         “Fantastic!” I hear her happy voice. She has a beautiful smile, it charmed me. “Maybe… maybe we can have dinner? I'll make it,” she proposes, and I bite my lip. I hesitate, but I think it's time.

         “Let's eat at my place, I'll order something,” I answer, and I hear that she is glad, that she breathed a sigh of relief. She has not been at my place yet. I am concerned how she will react when I tell her about the window, about my exhibitionism. About how the fact that someone can see what I'm doing turns me on. At the same time, I am at ease, because I know that I am not doing anything wrong. Well, now I am.

          
      

         I stand in the bathroom and look at the building. It is still light out. I do not draw the curtains. We talked all evening; I don't know if she understood or accepted that part of me. I run when the phone starts ringing, I run and hold it in my hands, afraid to answer it, and when I finally press the green receiver, I don't say anything. I am a coward after all, but more important than that is to fight what scares us.

         “I love you.” Her voice is wonderful. I sit on a chair in the kitchen and smile like a fool at the phone.

         “I love you too,” I say because I know what I feel, I knew from the very beginning.

         I am aware that I like being watched, that it gives me pleasure, that it excites me to oblivion. We are different, we are fascinated and turned on by different stimuli. I love it. And I'm not going to be ashamed of it, ever again.
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         She entered the apartment, took off her shoes, ran barefoot into the bathroom, and took a quick shower. It took maybe a quarter of an hour to do her hair and make-up, but she didn't know what to wear. Finally, she decided on a corset – it was lace, black, fastened at the front with small buttons. She liked it, it lifted her breasts, so they looked bigger than they really were. She glanced anxiously at her watch; she had to hurry. She hooked her stockings to the garter belt that was sensibly built into the top of her thong and put on her high heels. She looked in the mirror and ran her fingers through her hair, adjusting its tousled appearance. She went through the house, turning off the lights, and here and there she lit candles to give a pleasant glow. She was excited – the mere preparation made her wetter with every moment. Stress mixed with excitement, and when a quarter of an hour was left, she looked around the room. Fortunately, everything was ready. She was too. She tied a blindfold over her eyes and knelt down. Time changes as we wait, it lengthens, blurs – and since she couldn't see, she heard everything more clearly: every car that passed, every creak of the house, the ticking of the kitchen clock. She was uncomfortable, the rug digging into her knees, the corset slightly constricting, the blindfold irritating. Finally, she heard a car stop. She put her hands up, behind her head, straightened up more, and waited. He opened the door. She knew he was hanging up his jacket, taking off his shoes, placing his keys on the white cabinet by the door. She also knew that he was not alone – the two of them entered, talking. Her breath quickened as they opened the living room door. She didn't know which one of them entered. Maybe both? They were silent, abruptly ending the conversation they had still been having in the kitchen. She knew someone was there, standing at the entrance and watching her. She dreamed of tearing the blindfold off her eyes, but didn't even flinch. He walked softly – if she hadn't been sensitive to sounds, she wouldn't have heard. He was standing behind her, she could hear his breathing, the smell the scent of men's cologne, and she already knew it was not her husband. It was the other one. The stranger.

         “Get up.” He had a deep voice, firm. She wondered what he looked like, was he young or old or handsome… But was that important? He was so close behind her that she could feel his breath. The couch creaked familiarly – her husband sat there, watching them.

         “Spread your legs.”

         She obeyed. She felt his fingers, barely stopping herself from screaming, biting her lip. He put his fingers in her, then something heavy followed, slapping her hard on her exposed pussy, which tightened around the object. It began to vibrate, once quickly and twice slowly, again and again, with a pause that interrupted its rhythm, disorienting.

         “If you come, I'll spank you,” he informed her dryly, and she nodded slightly. He slowly took off her corset. She had been afraid of him doing it; after the pregnancies her body wasn't that of a twenty-year-old, and yet now, in that moment, she knew she was beautiful. He ran his hand over her exposed breasts, over her stomach, and she felt perfect. He ran a rope under her breasts, then tied them up, squeezed them, making them swell, and looped them in a harness. At one point, he put the rope in her mouth with a short “hold,” and she clamped her teeth on it. The ball vibrated, distracting her, driving her crazy. He also tied her arms so that when she moved them, the rope squeezed her breasts tighter, on the verge of pain. Knowing that her husband was there drove her crazy, she was lost in the sensation. On the one hand, she was ashamed of what was being done to her, on the other hand, it was fascinatingly pleasurable. She wondered if he was watching or if he liked what he was seeing. She adored him, sex with him, and now she wanted him like never before. She was breathing faster and faster, standing tied up in front of the two men, with the vibrating egg that had just changed speed, evening out its rhythm, driving her to the edge. She moved her hips, but as soon as she did so, she felt the lash of a whip against her thighs.

         “Do not move.” He struck again, not painfully, more to accentuate the command. She was feeling hotter, the ball and the vibration becoming more maddening with each passing second, until she could not stand it – she felt the orgasm roll through her body, beyond her control. He didn't give her any time – as if he were just waiting for it, he pulled the ball out, leaving her eerily empty, and pulled off her blindfold. Light struck her eyes. She felt confused. The man grabbed her shoulders and held her in place. Her husband was naked, he was sitting on the couch with his penis in his hand. The stranger was behind her, and now he pushed her to kneel in front of her husband.

         “You weren't supposed to come,” he remarked calmly, with a tone of rebuke, chiding her. “On all fours. Until he comes, you will be punished.”

         She felt the first blow when she took his cock in her mouth. It was so sharp that she pulled her head back and yelped, but another one fell, and she realised the stranger would not stop until she could taste sperm in her mouth. She had gone down on him many times, but never like this, never with such enthusiasm and greed. She heard him groan with pleasure, and she groaned herself. She felt his orgasm the moment it burst into her mouth. She was shocked, not knowing it was possible, but the pleasure was so great that she took him deeper, trying to suck it all out, tasting it all over again. The man put down his whip and walked up to her. She knew what he wanted to do and found that she wanted it too. His penis was large, he entered her slowly, teasing. Her husband grabbed her hair and watched the stranger fuck her from behind. She licked his penis, there was something crazy about it – it was growing again.

          
      

         He left, closing the door quietly behind him. She had fallen asleep, cuddled up to her husband, and he envied them for a moment. And their courage, because courage is what they had, how much they must have loved each other to decide that they needed something more. He spoke to him first, then she called, and he wasn’t surprised when it turned out that it was her fantasy. He respected the fact that her husband agreed to carry it out, just as he respected how he had it all arranged. From their first meeting to the last moment, her husband aspired to be the perfect dom – his confidence, defensiveness, and maturity fit together, but… well, there was always a but. He didn't feel it, he didn't completely feel the need to dominate in the way she dreamed of. You had to have it in you, and he himself had it. He had always felt it, especially towards women. He adored them, loved them, respected them, and desired them, and when they did what he told them to do, when they played the role which he had built for them, it was good for him, the world felt right. The only thing that surprised him was that the husband agreed to sex, him having sex with the woman. During their initial conversation it didn't seem like an option, but with following meetings that barrier was broken, as if he had discovered that there was no danger. Because in this arrangement, ideally one-off, almost business-like, there wasn’t any risk – he led them into this world, fulfilled their fantasy, and disappeared. An unwritten contract, which paid him three thousand. Did he feel like a whore? He used to think about it, taking money for sex, for domination, to fulfil his fantasies. Wasn't that part of the definition? It was possible. Only he offered something more than sex – a conversation, checking whether the fantasy was really feasible, whether it would be better to remain a fantasy, the certainty that what they do will really be what they want to do. A safe introduction to a world that can be fucked up sometimes. Occasionally there were clients who wanted a long-term cooperation, but he avoided it like fire. One session, maximum two. He was afraid of his or their involvement. He was walking along the river, the night was warm and pleasant, and he felt no weariness, adrenaline still coursing through his veins.

          
      

         The girl bumped into him, almost knocking him off his feet. He caught her before she toppled over, and continued to hold her, looking at her in surprise. She had teary eyes and a red cheek, he suspected it would turn purple tomorrow. She jerked away, but he didn't let go.

         “Relax, what's going on?” He used the tone he sometimes used in bed, a quick message, a hard question. She looked at him more soberly, as if only realising where she was, and glanced around nervously.

         “He's going to kill me,” she groaned softly, calming down. She was petite, with blond hair, and only now did he realise that she was barefoot, in a sleeveless nightgown. He looked around. She hadn’t come far, having run out of a house – one of the townhouses on his right. The door was open, and its light illuminated a small flower-filled garden. He must have been deep in thought since he hadn't noticed her as she ran across the road.

         “Who?” he asked, but she didn't have to answer. A man stepped out onto the porch and looked around, then started walking towards them briskly. As they stood there, he pulled the girl to stand behind him. She was paralysed, completely passive.

         “Go home,” the man barked out aggressively before he reached them. Alexander looked calmly at the man. He was big, but also clumsy. He must have had something to drink because he staggered slightly. Fear has a scent – although maybe it is more an energy emanating around a person? He didn't know, but he could sense it – she was so afraid that she was exposed like a deer in headlights. She stood motionless, waiting for her tormentor, as if she had used all her energy to escape, and when that was interrupted, it left her bewildered.

         “I plan to,” he replied calmly, and the stranger stopped a few steps in front of him.

         “I don’t give a shit about you; I'm talking to her. Go home!”

         He felt disgusted, and as the woman stepped out from behind him and took a step, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her back. She was depressingly obedient.

         “I'm sorry, but she's not a dog.” He didn't take his eyes off the man, wondering what he was going to do. The chance of him attacking diminished with each passing moment. This type attacked immediately or not at all. He would probably try to force her to obey or threaten him instead. The latter being the most likely.

         “Fuck off, it's none of your business.” The guy took a step forward, but stopped – an aggressor does this when the object of aggression doesn’t respond.

         “Now it is,” he replied calmly, but was caught off guard when the man tried to strike. He was even a little surprised, just a bit. He didn't like fighting drunks – they were uncoordinated, chaotic, and annoyingly stubborn. He hoped there weren’t any patrol cars in the area, because he had just broken the man’s nose and sprained his wrist, and he couldn’t afford to get in trouble. The night, however, was as silent as it had been before, only that now the bastard groaned softly. He left him curled up, grabbed the girl's hand, and walked briskly towards the park. He pulled out his phone and called a cab, turned around and saw that the other man had picked himself up and was just throwing up in the street. He cursed to himself, and when a few minutes later he and the girl got into the cab, he cursed again, louder this time.

         “I’m sorry,” she whispered, and he realised that he had absolutely no idea what to do with her.

          
      

         They were riding in the elevator, she was standing next to him, barefoot, with his sweatshirt on, her head bowed. He realised he should take her to the police, but he also knew it would end with her going back to the guy who hit her. Or rather beat her regularly, because when he looked at her in the taxi, he noticed more bruises on her arms – they were two weeks old, he knew it, sometimes he inflicted them himself. It seemed that she clung to his presence like a lifeboat, because after her I’m sorry in the taxi, she said nothing more, but she went with him, or rather followed him, as if he were to save her from all evil. There was more obedience in her than in most of the women he had been “raising” for years, and yet that obedience irritated him. It stemmed from fear, from trampled self-esteem. Once he had told a friend about what he did, and when the latter said these women – bitches –must be intimidated to go along with it all, he was dumbstruck. The truth was, in BDSM women were strong, independent, with high self-esteem, otherwise none of it made sense. The stronger the woman, the better she succumbed. Submission itself was a form of strength. He opened the door and waited for her to enter. She stood uncertainly in the corridor.

         “What's your name?” he asked, still wondering what to do.

         “Gabriella.” She finally looked at him, straight in the eye, as if something was beginning to dawn on her.

         “Go to the bathroom. Take a shower, there’s a towel on the hanger.” He calmly gave orders without taking his eyes off her. “I'll be waiting for you in the kitchen.” She nodded imperceptibly. He grabbed her wrist lightly, pulled her in, and gestured to the door. “Over there.”

         She started walking, then stopped suddenly and turned around.

         “I don't know your name,” she said. He could see that she was trembling; the stress and fear were passing, soon to appear again, considering she was in a strange place.

         “Paul,” he dropped the first name he could think of and turned to boil some water for tea.

         “You're lying,” she surprised him. He turned around, puzzled.

         “Why do you think so?”

         Her cheek was slowly changing colour, her feet were small, dirty as the street, and his sweatshirt was long enough to look like a dress on her.

         “I can always tell when someone is lying.”

         He walked over to her and looked down at her.

         “Alexander,” he said. He wanted to check something, he needed to. “Are you afraid of me?”

         She shook her head. Her eyes were pretty, hazel.

         “Why, Gabriella?” He didn't move, and neither did she.

         “I do not know,” she shrugged.

         “I can help you answer that.” He did not take his eyes off her, he found himself hypnotised by her, curious. He wanted to check what her limits were, what was inside her, whether she was actually as weak as he initially thought. He was silent for a moment, wondering if he was succumbing to a kind of saviour syndrome, thinking himself a hero who must save the woman from peril at all costs. He looked into those hazel eyes and cursed himself mentally. He had fallen. The thought was unexpected, strange and menacing. He didn't know where it came from, but he felt he wanted her like no woman before, irrationally, strangely. “Because whatever I do, you'll be safe,” he finished, and she nodded and locked herself in the bathroom.

          
      

         She fell asleep two hours later on his bed, in his T-shirt and boxers. She had told him her story in a voice devoid of emotions, as if it was story like any other. She was twenty when she fell in love, quit her studies, and moved in with the man. The fairy tale lasted two years, during which he began to move her away from her friends, followed by a year-long nightmare, two break-ups, two make-ups when he apologised and promised that it would be okay again. Then there were the pills that he found, the fury at the fact that she did not want to have a child with him. A fight, rape, beating, an escape that would end in a return. Loneliness – it was the worst; she was alone in it all. Her abuser moved her away from everyone and everything slowly, in stages. He also introduced violence in stages, step by step, from verbal to physical. He trained her like an animal so that she would not be able to escape and returned to the hand that was feeding and punishing her. And all of this in the twenty-first fucking century. He leaned against the bedroom door and watched her sleep. He had hit women many times, often hard, always for their pleasure. He couldn't imagine how you could hit such a creature to hurt it, how you could chase it into a corner and make it cower, frightened.

          
      

         He understood why she did it, but he was not going to agree to it, so when he felt her small body against him and her hands under his shirt, he gently pulled her away and stood up. She was naked, too skinny, he saw small scars in several places, a few bruises on her thighs. She was trying to regain control, repay him or do something else, but he couldn't see one thing on her face – there was no desire, but rather resignation, weariness, and now surprise.

         “Get up.”

         She hesitated, suddenly ashamed of her nakedness. She stood up, covering herself with the blanket under which he slept.

         “Put it down.”

         He saw her lick her lips nervously and look away, her hand gripping the blanket tighter.

         “Gabriella. You came to me; I didn’t come to you,” he said in a warm voice, then did what he knew best. There is something to the tone that orders are given in that makes the submissive want to obey them.

         “Look at me,” he ordered sternly, and when he caught her eye, he added, “Put the blanket down. Now.”

         It worked. She let go of it and stood naked in front of him.

         “What are you here for?” he asked without taking his eyes off her. He looked into her eyes; only they interested him at the moment.

         “To thank you,” she muttered under her breath. He cursed inwardly.

         “If I ever decide to sleep with you, you’ll thank me.” He walked over and wrapped the blanket around her, trying not to touch her body. “Now go to sleep. In the morning you will tell me if you want to stay, and I will tell you on what terms.”

         He watched her leave and wondered what she was doing, how big of a problem was bothering her, and whether he had the right to interfere with her life. Then he decided that none of it mattered, because for the first time in his life he felt that he wanted to do something. Until now, he had lived alone, occasionally seeing a woman for longer periods of time, always in an arrangement, never in a relationship. This time he wanted to take care of her, to find what he saw in her eye – a spark that gave him hope that she would be able to break out of the role of a victim. He did not believe in love at first sight. To this day he did not believe in it, and now he shook his head in disbelief, realising that he had “butterflies in his stomach.”

          
      

         Three weeks seemed to pass without him noticing. She began to live with him in such a natural way that within the first week he had a key made for her. He learned to leave money on the table, and she slowly replenished her wardrobe and began to cook, placing orders online and in the neighbourhood corner store. It worried and irritated him, but she refused to be persuaded to go downtown. She was afraid. He went to work, the regular one where he spent eight hours. He also went to a private session twice, but he didn't feel like having sex. He was professional, but in his mind, he was back with her. The second time he also went to a bar and drank too much, wondering what was going on with his life. He thought about what to do and came up with nothing. Gabriella locked herself in his apartment like in a cocoon, and there was no way out. She came to his bed once more, and he sent her away again. She called her parents at his request and reassured them that she was alive. They did this in case she was reported as missing to the police, but nobody reported anything. She had no identity documents, but she had access to her registered profile online. She reported her ID as lost, and had a new one made. Everything seemed simple, at times he thought it was too simple, but maybe it wasn't just his imagination? Two months passed before he knew it. Out of curiosity, he drove by her old house several times, the flowers had dried up. He wasn't surprised when she said she had nothing she wanted to take from there. What troubled him most was that she was so closed, as if she couldn't come out of her own body, scream out the anger, the fear – all the things that must have been inside her. It frightened him, as if he lived with the shadow of a woman.

          
      

         He entered the bedroom. She was lying on the bed reading one of his books. Now she looked up at him in surprise. He was wearing only trousers, barefoot, and he had a rope in his hands.

         “Get up.” He watched her rise uncertainly. “And undress.”

         He didn't take his eyes off her, she looked up at him in surprise.

         “Alex…” she began, but he cut her off.

         “Shut up,” he growled, but calmed down quickly. “Shut up, Gabriella. And undress.” He felt calm. There was calmness and confidence in his voice. It worked. He watched as she pulled off her sweater and T-shirt, then hesitantly pulled down her trousers and stood cross-legged. He walked over and pushed her onto the bed. He followed her onto it and began to restrain her, first her wrists, then her ankles. It was relaxing, her small body stretched out on the bed looking beautiful. He took a gag out of his pocket and put it in her mouth. He brought the bedroom temperature down to eighteen degrees, turned on the overhead light, and left. She was going to be uncomfortable, she was going to be confused, and finally she was going to be angry. He poured himself a beer and turned on the music, retrieved the book she had been reading from the room, and sat down in the armchair. Two hours later he put it down on the table and entered the bedroom. He leaned against the doorframe and watched. She was trying to free herself. She knew he had already heard it, but he could tell she had been trying anyway. She struggled. He had tied her up in such a way as to give her the illusion that maybe she could free herself. She was staring at him, her eyes red, drooling over the gag. He sat on the bed and stroked her cheek as she struggled.

         “Are you feeling uncomfortable?” he asked. She muttered something under the gag. “Then why are you doing this to yourself? You must sit here as though you were tied up.” He touched her nipple. “I'll take the gag off, but if I hear a single word, I'll put it on again.”

         He unhooked it, and she gasped, staring at him in amazement but not scared.

         “You're beautiful. Smart. And stupid at the same time.” He kissed her forehead, drew the duvet over her, and turned on the heat.

         “Please,” she moaned, but fell silent as he shook his head. He turned off the light and left. He untied her at four. She sobbed and snuggled against him, and he fell asleep with her in his arms. He repeated this every evening, adding more elements. Once he tied her up and left her in the armchair, she followed him with her eyes, but she didn't say a word. She didn't like the gag. After a week, he saw that there were flowers on the windowsill, a currant bush, rose bush, and hibiscus appeared on the balcony. It crossed his mind that she missed the garden and he wondered that if he sold the apartment and took out a loan, they might be able to buy a house with a garden. Maybe outside of town? He knew some nice places, he would have liked to take her somewhere and ask, but this was not the time. This was absolutely not the time.

          
      

         He entered the house and stopped. Usually the lights were on and the music was playing, but this time it was dark. The living room was lit by candles. She was kneeling on the carpet, naked, with a rope at her feet. She didn't look up, didn't flinch as he entered. He went into the bathroom, ignoring her, and when he left with his hair still wet from the shower and a towel wrapped around his hips, she was still on her knees in the same position. Until now, he had only tied her up to limit her movements, to imprison her and enslave her, to help her visualise what she was doing to herself. Now he wanted to show her something else.

         “Get up, Gabriella.”

         She obeyed and he picked up the rope. He wrapped it around her body, putting all his artistry into it. The rope caressed her body, stroked it, decorated it, pulled her femininity out of her. He pulled the rope across her pubic mound, caressing, making her straighten, then bend proudly. She was gorgeous, her body was responsive, her breathing quickened, her eyes shone. He left her and went to the bathroom. He pulled down the mirror that hung on the brick wall and brought it into the room, then placed it so she could look at herself.

         And then he started to untie her. He did it slowly, occasionally kissing a part of her body. She was trembling, he knew she was close, her body smelled of desire, he imagined what it might taste like. He wanted to kneel in front of her and try, taste her pussy. The rope left a mark on her extremely pale body.

         He left her staring at her reflection and went into the bedroom. He looked out the window, the city living its life, lit up, too bright. Her hands were gentle, she touched his back, running over the scar he had there.

         “Thank you,” she said, and he nodded. He turned and took her hand, pulled her against him, and kissed her. Her lips were warm and eager and sweet. The kiss grew predatory, feverishly wild. He grabbed her wrists and shook his head. She froze, then growled softly and broke free. He laughed happily, and when they were in bed, he made love to her – or rather she to him? Her little body rode him, regained control, fought for power, set the pace. She was gorgeous, and as he pulled her off and dipped his mouth into her pussy, he found it tasted exactly like what he had imagined. She tugged at his hair as if she couldn't decide whether to pull him back or push him in, and the first time she came, he felt her nails digging deep into his shoulders. He pushed himself into her, fucked her brutally, and she kept up with him. The uncertain girl had disappeared, incinerated in the fire. He played with her, relishing it, and when she started screaming, he sighed and allowed himself to do what he had dreamed of since he first saw her. He came, pressing her against the sheets, kissing her hard. He could feel that they were both soaked, sweating. They fucked all night in a frenzy, as if insatiable. She took him in her mouth, licking and biting lightly, and he went crazy. If she tied him up and did just that, he would lose his mind.

         The sun was rising slowly when she fell asleep exhausted by his side. He stroked her hair, looked at the faint freckles on her nose, at the little scar by her collarbone.

         “I love you,” he whispered, glad she couldn't hear it. It was too soon; it could scare her. He fell asleep, cuddled up to this woman, smelling of her.

          
      

         He came home with a bouquet of roses. She was not there. There was a card on the table stating that she had left the keys in the mailbox. He felt his heart skip a beat. He found dinner in the kitchen, still warm. Her toiletries were gone from the bathroom, and so was the book she had been reading. He sat on the bed, his heart gripped with regret. The phone rang but he did not answer. He had no strength and rejected the call. If you love someone, let them go. He had heard it somewhere before. The phone beeped and he looked at it annoyed. Unknown number. He frowned.

         I went to live with my parents. I’m inviting you on a date. Let's do it properly. She had added an address.

         He lay down on the bed and laughed, the happiest he had ever been.
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         She stopped the car and got out. She wasn't sure of the way; her memories were hazy, but time had changed this place as well, not only her. She was seventeen when they had left the country. Twice as much time had passed before she returned here, to the place that now seemed a pure fantasy to her. She remembered her anger, rage when she found out that her parents had decided to emigrate. She couldn’t believe that they would do such a thing to her, even claiming it was for her own good, that there was no future in the countryside, that there is no work, that there were no prospects, that she would find new friends. As if it was about the friendships. They won a green card; for them it was like winning the lottery, but for her it was the worst day in her life. She cried into her grandmother's lap, but even her grandmother thought that they should leave – although she knew what was hiding in the woods.

         She pulled out a bottle of water and drank; the day was hot and muggy. A mosquito bit her neck, but she could put up with that. She didn't want to use any sprays, she preferred to smell like herself. Her heart was pounding, she had been thinking about this day for years. She wanted to come back, check if it was all her fantasy or reality, but adulthood caught up with her. Studies, work, friends, first loves, and breakups. Time flew by fast – too fast. Then there was her grandmother's death – in those terrible times when the borders were closed by the pandemic, so they couldn’t attend the funeral. For her parents, it was the last thing that tied them to their homeland, and she could sense they were relieved. She felt a terrible, heart-breaking longing. And now she was here. She was back. She quit her job, said goodbye to her friends, got on a plane, and made it back to the place where she had spent her childhood. The house was to be demolished, but the grounds around it were as beautiful as she remembered. Meadows, a patch of forest, a river nearby. New houses had been built and the village was alive. The old house might not be habitable, but the great barn was asking to be turned into a residence. She had studied architecture for a reason. This seemed to be it. The garden where she spent her days as a child and teenager was now overgrown; the currants had gone wild, and so had the cherries. Raspberries had taken over the former mare’s corral. She pitched a tent under the pear tree and went to the forest. She used to come here riding Rox, but Rox was long gone, and she hadn't been in a saddle in years. The forest used to be wilder, more primitive, and more formidable. It had been home to her once, more than anything else.

         She parked the car and took her backpack. She didn't think it wise to drive, not there. She turned left, where an uphill hike along the pine forest awaited her. Then past the swamp, with a cloud of mosquitoes at this time of year, although it was dry. There she would leave Rox – building her a makeshift pen with access to water. She was an old mare, once a carthorse, of extraordinary gentleness. Over the years, she had helped plough the field, carried loads of kids on her back, and appreciated the times when she didn't have to do anything.

         She felt the sweat trickle down her back, drip down between her breasts. She walked through the forest, down a path she knew, although it used to be less overgrown and more inviting. Now she had to bend down to avoid getting hit in the face by branches. Blackberries pricked her legs; she was sure they would be bleeding in several places. Once she tripped and fell into nettles. It felt like revenge for what she was doing. Her hands stung, a rash forming, but she had no intention of turning back. She walked stubbornly, losing track of time. The forest was thickening; it was getting darker. Dusk was approaching. In the distance she heard cranes calling; she loved the sound they made.

         “Get out.”

         At first, she thought it was an auditory hallucination. She froze.

         “Get out of here.” The sound echoed through the forest over and over again, bouncing off the forest walls, getting lost among the trees. The hairs on her forearms rose slightly; it felt as if it had gotten darker, stuffier, stickier.

         “No way,” she muttered under her breath. She was about a hundred metres from the old barnyard, she walked through it quickly, frenzied. There was no sign of the fence. She had expected it, and yet she felt a stab of regret. The forest went quiet, went silent. She felt it, felt someone was watching her. She wasn't looking, she knew it didn't make sense. She wouldn't see anything.

         “I'm back,” she shouted into the silence, but there was no echo, there was nothing. “I'm back, damn it!” She threw her backpack to the ground and took off her shoes and socks, and felt the pleasant coolness of the earth.

         “There’s no need,” he growled in her ear. He stood behind her, overwhelmed her, smelled the way she remembered – strong, distinctive, divine. She was afraid to move. She was afraid he would go away.

         “I didn't want to leave,” she whispered. She was telling the truth; she had never wanted to leave, but once she did, it was hard to come back. She was afraid it was just a figment of her imagination. A fantasy of a teenager who escaped into the world of imagination, afraid of the real world.

         He leaned in and she gasped. He sniffed her neck and hair. She could feel his breath on the back of her neck.

         “You smell different,” he said. She couldn't remember his voice being so deep, threatening, like a snarl. She remembered his laugh, how they kissed, how they lay in the meadow and stared at the stars. It was different now. She was afraid.

         “I grew up,” she replied. She tried to turn away, but he grabbed her shoulders. He squeezed tight, immobilising and hurting her, but at the same time making her realise that she wasn’t the only one who had changed. He had too. Seventeen years had passed, and he, too, was no longer a young man. He was not who she remembered. She hadn't thought about it before; she was so happy to return that she didn't think who he would be, what he would be. The truth was, in all the madness of her return, she was convinced that he didn't exist after all. The realisation that he was holding her, that he was there, that he was physical, real, terrified her. As if she had just realised it now.

         “You're afraid,” he hissed in her ear. “Good, people should be afraid to enter my forest. Mine.” He emphasised it furiously. She remembered that she had passed clearings, cut forests, that meadows had changed into settlements, that people had increasingly appropriated the recently wild land.

         “I missed you,” she whispered. She felt tears rolling down her cheeks. She did not cry in fear, she cried for him, for the memory, for the wildness and freedom they felt then. He turned her brutally so that she staggered slightly. She looked up at him, tears streaming down her face. He was no longer the boy she remembered. A strange boy with green hair and pale skin, a boy with little horns that felt warm and soft to the touch. A boy who seemed to her then a forest creature, a fairy tale creature. In front of her was a man, wild, with furious, deep eyes, hair done in a long thigh-length braid, with bits of plants woven into it. With a pair of giant horns that no longer looked soft to the touch. With a bare chest, muscular, dark as tree bark, with an unevenly trimmed chin. He looked at her, watching him as she did. She was delicate, small next to him – it hadn’t been as noticeable in the past. He reached out and she froze as he put his hand in her hair and lifted a strand.

         “The colour hasn't changed. You still look like a fox's daughter,” he noted, and she took advantage of the moment when he didn't seem so angry to take a step towards him. She touched his bare chest.

         “I wonder if you can still catch me,” she said and began to run as she used to, years ago, when she saw him for the first time and almost died of fear. And when she broke her leg, and he, curiously, approached her as he would a wounded animal, like a deer or a wolf, and asked quietly if she was the daughter of a fox.

         She ran, her bare feet sinking into the undergrowth. She could not hear him, but he moved through the woods, his kingdom, noiselessly. She ran, knowing he could catch up with her at any moment. She ran and hoped he would catch up with her after all. He was beautiful, so gorgeous and dark that she couldn't have imagined it, he had to be real. Her chestnut-brown hair sometimes caught on a branch, so she already had leaves in it. She felt free, as free as she used to be, perfectly free as she fell into his arms. He lifted her, and she wrapped her legs around his hips.

         “You are the only animal I know that runs straight into its predator's lair,” he said sarcastically, but she didn't listen, instead kissing him as she used to, and yet differently. Back then they were shy kisses, innocent; now she wasn't kissing innocently. She kissed like a thirsty, confident woman. Her tongue found his, entwined with it. He tasted of the forest. She had once tasted honey from a forest beehive, and he tasted of that honey.

         “I’ve missed you,” she whispered without letting him go. He held her and she was lost in his arms.

         “I’ve missed you more, Fox Daughter. Much more.” He put her down; the moss was warm, soft as linen. She sunk into it. His big hands were rough, a bit like tree bark, and she trembled as he ran them from her calf up, stopping at the hem of her shorts. She helped him with the zipper, lifted her hips slightly as he pulled them off. He pulled her shirt off more confidently; she wasn’t wearing a bra. She shivered, but not from the cold, and beside him, she felt no chill. He stared at her curiously, at her pale cheeks covered in freckles that ran down her collarbone, and several of which were also on her chest. She felt herself blush under his gaze. He looked down, she was a redhead there too, and just as curly. He wore no trousers – never wore them. The piece of fabric that wrapped around his hips was woven of plants. When they were younger, much younger, they first swam naked in the lake. Back then she was too shy, as if discovering that he was a boy made her embarrassed. She wasn't ashamed now; neither was he.

         “I've been waiting for you. Every day,” he said reproachfully, and entered her violently, as if to show that he was angry with her. He was big, so big she thought he would hurt her, that the ferocity with which he took her might kill her, but the thought flew away, her body ready for his attack. She screamed, and he froze as if afraid he was hurting her. She dug her fingernails into his back and pulled him closer, bit his lips, nibbling them lightly. He growled and pressed down harder, taking full control. He licked her nipple, entering her, filling her, pinning her down. She had made love before, she was sure she had had decent lovers, but this was something different, he was different. Greedy, ravenous, as if he wanted to show her how angry he was and how much he had missed it all. The forest lived around them, his hands and tongue revealing her body piece by piece, and as his inhuman eyes stared at her, she knew she hadn't stopped loving him. Not even for a moment. He shuddered and pulled out, which to her felt like a loss, and as his warm sperm spilled over her abdomen, she trembled as well. He lay down on his back. She leaned against him and began running her finger across his body. She wanted to look at him, touch him, but he grabbed her hand and turned towards her.

         “Why did you come back?” he asked resentfully, and that resentfulness was like a slap. She felt tears in her eyes.

         “For you,” she replied, but he laughed and leaned over her. It was dark; the night had caught up with them.

         “Go back to where you came from Fox Daughter. There’s nothing left for you here.” He got up, she watched him go. How he disappeared into the dark. She wanted to call after him; she wanted to apologise, beg him to come back, explain that it was not her decision, that she did not leave him to be alone. Because he was alone – the last of his kind. She got dressed and remembered him telling her that loneliness was destroying him, that it was pushing him into the darkness. And she had left him. Alone. Her skin smelled like him, she smelled like the forest. In the distance she heard an owl, and further away a small animal ran, maybe a fox? She had difficulty reaching the car; the forest was pushing her away, and she had to struggle to get through. It didn't want her and that’s what it was showing her. She got behind the wheel and began to cry. She did not cry for herself – she cried for the memories, for him, for the loneliness she also felt, and which she did not realise. She loved him from the very first day when he bandaged her leg and carried her to the edge of the woods. And now he hated her because she had left him. She started the engine and headed for the house, but she didn't get far. He was standing in the road, his great horns looming in the headlights. She stopped the car and sat watching. He was very hairy, animalistic, narrow at the hips, wide – unnaturally wide – at the shoulders. His features were too wild to be human: his eyes flashed green as they reflected light; they were more slanted, his pupils vertical. She realised that he could see perfectly at night – the night and the forest were his time and place. She got out and stepped in front of the car. He was terrifying. He was wild. He was beautiful. A forest deity. Then he vanished as suddenly as he had appeared.

         She passed the houses and turned onto the road leading to her grandmother's house. It was in a secluded area; she must have passed the old orchard from which she ate the best apples in the world as a child, and the bridge, and then there was only the meadow. She turned off the car lights. It was midnight, the hour of the spirits, but she had already met her spirit. She switched on a flashlight and walked towards the tent. If she hadn't been so distracted, she might have noticed sooner that something was wrong, but all she thought about was hiding in the tent, closing her eyes, and going to sleep.

         There were two of them, one of them managed to get out of her way, but she ran straight into the other. He smelled of vodka and cigarettes, and he punched her without hesitation, hard, so hard that she fell. She tried to get up, but he kicked her in the stomach, and she curled up, losing her breath. The flashlight rolled a bit, illuminating the tent. Her things were scattered beside her, a blanket, a sleeping bag. A few beer bottles that weren't hers. They must have been waiting for her to return. One tugged her hair and pulled her up.

         “Look, she’s a pretty bitch.” His breath wrapped around her face. She tried to hit him but ended up getting hit in the face herself. She screamed and got hit again, blacking out.

         “I know her.” The other one shone the flashlight in her face. They had tied her arms and legs; she was sick, dizzy. “She's the crazy woman, yeah, what’s her… Red Sue. She never gave a shit about anyone, and then her folks left.” He gripped her chin brutally, with a balaclava over his face. “We'll make up for lost time, little slut – that we will.”

         She jerked her head back and spat, catching him in the eye. He furiously pulled off the balaclava. She knew he was going to hit her, she was ready for it, and yet she was in so much pain that for a moment she was convinced he had knocked out her jaw. He pushed her to the ground and fastened something around her wrists; it cut painfully into her skin. She remembered him: she had tried to avoid him at school, but still he had smacked her butt, laughing, a few times. On one trip, he tried to kiss her on the bus. She recognised him; he knew it, and so did she. She doubted he would let her go alive. They picked her up and dragged her towards the barn. She was terrified – fear mixed with disgust, pain. They tossed her like a sack and she fell painfully, unable to cushion the impact with the ground. She groaned and tried to crawl away, but it only amused them. Korba. They called him Korba. Based on his last name. She watched him take a rope and throw it over a wooden beam. The other put down the flashlight to illuminate the place. Her cheek stung; it was cut, and her knees were grazed.

         “Give her to me.”

         She tried to scream, but the scream died in her throat. He pulled her towards him. He threaded the rope under her restraints and pulled. She hung, barely touching the ground, her shoulders aching. She jerked as the other one began to pull off her shorts and laughed when it turned out that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

         “A slut after all,” he said, slapping her on the butt. “I'm going to get a beer. It's gonna be a long night.” He slapped her again. Tears ran down her cheeks. She looked at Korba; he was taking his time. He toyed with the situation, with its cruelty, with its horror. He knew no one would stop them, it crossed her mind that she might not have been the first woman they had jumped. They must have seen her arrive. He walked over to her and tugged a lock of hair. She turned her head away, feeling disgusted. He pulled his knife out and grabbed her chin, put the blade to her cheek, toying with her fear, ran it lower, not cutting the skin, but indicating that he could do so at any moment. He was a psychopath – now she knew. It chilled her as she realised that she would not make it out alive. He slashed her blouse, and she closed her eyes as she felt the blade on her exposed breasts. He began to undo his belt with one hand while he held the knife with the other, toying with it, pricking her nipple. She knew he wanted her to scream and plead, but she wasn't going to – she wasn't. She was afraid he would make her whimper sooner or later, but just as she thought about it, they heard a whimper themselves.

         He seemed more surprised than she was. He ran out and she jerked forwards, the plastic digging harder into her wrists, cutting the skin but still holding on. She heard a scream that split the night and fell silent. She froze, then began to struggle harder, desperately – if she was going to break free, it had to be now.

         Korba tumbled in, something pushing him so hard that he fell over. He stood up unsteadily. She could see the terror on his face; the cut across his cheek was deep. She looked above him and drowned in the greenness. Leshy grabbed the man and dragged him outside like a doll. She heard a chilling scream of pain, of fear, a scream that turned into a screech and then there was silence. The demon returned a moment later, picked up the knife, and cut the rope. He picked her up without a word, and she hid in his arms silently. She didn't want to see what had happened to the attackers. She closed her eyes and tried to forget, to find peace in the rhythm of his steps. She cried softly as the stress melted from her, and he just hugged her tighter. He walked over to the river where they had spent so much time and laid her down carefully. Only now did she notice that he was injured, that his entire arm was covered in blood.

         “I’m sorry I came so late.” He touched her swollen cheek lightly.

         “I came back so late,” she whispered, but he touched her lips. He peeled off her T-shirt, carefully, treating her as if she were made of glass.

         “Come.”

         The water was cold, but he was warm. He held her, letting the water cool her body, clean it. There was blood on his horns, but it was definitely not his own. They were standing in the water and washing each other. He put a wet cloth under her eye. She touched the wound. It was not deep; it was already sealing. She was surprised to see the red blood.

         “I want to make love. Please. I need you,” she confessed, and he nodded.

         He was gentle, his warm tongue followed the same path where steel had been before, and she groaned. It washed away her fear, a terror that turned into lust. And just as they had fucked violently – in anger, furiously – before, now they were both looking for closeness. He brushed her hair back from her forehead and touched his lips to her cheek.

         “I'd kill them again. A hundred more times,” he said, but she silenced him with a kiss. She gave him a little push, but he understood – he seemed to be reading her mind. He lay down on his back and she climbed onto him. She had such a great need to regain control that he allowed her to do so, and as he felt her warm pussy, he growled in his throat. She was on him, and he was in her, she set the pace, faster and faster, almost desperate, as if throwing out emotions. She was leaning against his torso, and he was holding her buttocks, but he didn't change her pace, he matched his movements to hers, he let her regain her balance. She did not take her eyes from him, as if reassuring herself over and over that it was him, that he was there, that she was safe. Her face looked better with every moment, she was drawing in the magic of the forest, just like when she broke her leg and he helped her, just like when he helped the wild animals. He hated people and their destructive approach to the world, and still fell in love with a human. In the woman, in the girl she had been then. Now she was more than that: she was strong, she was brave, and he fell in love all over again. He felt her tightening on him, felt that she was starting to come, felt the energy emanating from her, and he joined her. And when, after a moment – without climbing off him – she lay down on him, he felt fulfilled.

         “I was so scared,” she whispered, her hair tickling him like a blanket.

         “I heard your fear,” he replied. He heard it in every tree, in every animal, so desperate. He had heard her pain and fear once before, but not as strong.

         “How can I go back? When there are…” she stammered, he felt her tremble.

         “Nothing will be there.”

         Foxes, martens, wolves, ravens, grass, trees, forest… He sent out a call, there would be no trace left. She was silent, breathing calmly, for a moment he thought she was asleep, but suddenly she reached out her hand and touched his horns.

         “They're so warm,” she noted. She felt him growing again inside her, the touch of her hands caressing his horns. She fondled them, and as he groaned and arched, she laughed delightedly. “They are wonderful,” she said honestly. Her fingers ran over them, feeling their curves and branches. He couldn't stand it any longer, he pulled her off, turned her over and entered her again, accelerating, pulling her tightly against him. She arched her back, clenched her hands into fists and plunged them into the ground. It was as though she was in heat; her scent so strong that he couldn’t help himself. It didn't matter that he wanted to be gentle, tender. Now he wanted to mount her, take her, have her whole. He was like an animal, his dick entering her, and she tightened so much that he roared. He came in her again; he already knew that he would want to do it over and over again. He stood up, panting heavily. As she turned around, he reached out to help her up, but she didn't react. He didn't know what she was doing, he didn't understand. She licked his dick, which was no longer fully erect, and he froze. She took it in her mouth, her tiny tongue caressing him, her hands gripping his buttocks. He moved to the rhythm of her movements. She sucked, licked him with passion; her lips were wonderful, wet. He watched her. She had beautiful, sparkling eyes.

         “Fox Daughter,” he moaned, ejaculating in her mouth. He knelt beside her and wrapped her in his arms.

          
      

         The sun was slowly rising; she opened her eyes. She was not cold: Leshy was warm; he had wrapped his whole body around her. She breathed a sigh of relief. She woke up to fear that he was only a dream, but he wasn't. A fox sat by the birch and watched her with interest. The fog was rising slowly, and insects were hovering over the water, but none of them came near them. Her man, the forest demon, opened his eyes and stared at her curiously.

         “You won’t leave?” he made sure. She shook her head. The fox ran off, to deal with its own affairs.

         The trees in the orchard had revived; she wondered how much magic it took and how much of her work went into it – the daily work she put into making the farm inhabitable again. Her return had become the talk of the town. Surprisingly, no one was questioning Korbinski's disappearance – she only heard rumours that he was probably responsible for the robbery of a petrol station in a nearby town. She regretfully demolished the house, but without scruples, while the company slowly finished the renovation of the barn. The living area was small. She devoted more space to the stables. Her horses grazed in a fenced meadow. Her dog ran alongside her leg. He was big – he had grown this year. She fell in love with the fluffy ball when Leshy brought him. She did not think that the fluffy ball would become so big. On those rare nights she spent at home, and not in the woods, he would lie by the bed and watch. She liked the sense of security he gave her. She put on her jacket and got into the car. She had another meeting with foresters and city officials. So far everything had worked out. She understood the need for naturalists a long time ago – she was studying two majors for this purpose. Being far away, she fought for what was dear to her – for forests, for areas that should be reserves, should be protected. For the last place where magic is alive, real. Years of struggle lay ahead, but she was determined. She had something to fight for; she had someone to fight for.
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         Who would have thought I’d agree to this?

         I step onto the escalator of Rotterdam Central Station. The stairs form and the suitcase slides down, a full two steps, so I lean on the handle to keep my balance. At the top of the stairs, I am struck by the hustle and bustle of the big city, and the rays of the sun warm the skin of my cheeks. I’ve never found metropolitan life attractive; the crowd is a bit overwhelming, and I feel uncomfortable. This is the third time I have the pleasure – or not – to visit Rotterdam – theoretically for business purposes.

         Matthijs got me into this situation. I was supposed to be in the editorial office now, working on a boring report for yesterday, with my boss leaning over my desk and devouring every line of text with her eyes. It would be better that way; I do not have the slightest desire to work out in the field. Not after the marathon they gave me. During the past six months, I have visited half of the country. For an introvert, it’s like swimming in a lake at freezing temperatures. And no, I don’t like ice swimming.

         The suitcase crunches on the unevenness of the square next to a building with a domed roof structure. Crowds sit on benches or on stone decorations, mainly elderly people and children running around merrily, laughing out loud for reasons only they know. They bask in the heat of the July day. I sigh heavily as I scuff the soles of my shoes on the even pavement. I take my phone out of my pocket to locate the hotel until I realise it’s exactly across the street. How can such a work of art be overlooked? A skyscraper with an unmistakable “Marriott” sign. The only advantage of this situation is that I will sleep in a luxury hotel, eat a good dinner, and in the morning, I will return on the first train to Gennep.

         An old tram with the number twenty-three blocks my way. Big cities have a way of fitting cars, pedestrians, and public transport all on the same street. There are no lights. Did I mention that I much prefer the peace and quiet of my town?

         All I learned from the message from Matthijs was that I was to interview a niche jazz musician. Matthijs was a frequent visitor to concerts and festivals, sometimes playing to the table himself. As a passionate and unfulfilled musician, he felt at ease in this environment, which made me all the more surprised when he sent me the entire script.

         Yesterday an email came. Desperate, packed with emoticons, and a dozen exclamation marks. He begged me to go to Rotterdam today and take the job.

         He had never asked me to do this before.

         Impossible concept. I suppose he wouldn’t have missed such an opportunity if it had been his beloved music and a night in bleach-smelling bedding. Besides, Matthijs loves Rotterdam and has a lot of friends here. He could hit the town after work, make an appointment with them, and maybe stay all Sunday for a quick walk around the shops. A fashion madman, always in short pants and patent loafers, would not deny himself the pleasure of wandering around Bijenkorf.

         I’m standing in front of the door, kissing the threshold when… Ouch. I realise my shoes have chafed me raw. Terribly stupid of me to wear brand new sneakers for a business trip. Actually, in terms of fashion, I am the complete opposite of Matthijs. And all my colleagues from the editorial office. My hair is tied up in a high ponytail as usual, and I’m wearing a white turtleneck and a tartan dress. The only one I have. Plus, the usual round glasses. In my normal surroundings, I am considered a girl next door type and it does not bother me at all, because I prefer ease and comfort to tight suits. Musing on my choice of wardrobe isn’t accidental; summer is in full swing and after a moment spent outdoors in the full sun, I get impossibly hot. Who wears a turtleneck in July?

         Fortunately, the air conditioning in the hotel lobby is set to full speed. I am greeted by a slender blonde in a company uniform, with slicked back hair and a fake, well-practiced smile. I respond with the same. I read the name on her name tag: Diana. She says that we can confirm my reservation at the reception desk. This is where the problems start, because the room is registered in the name of Matthijs. Diana asks me to wait. So I take a seat on a mustard sofa under a chandelier with lampshades, put my suitcase next to it, and wait for the verdict. The hotel door slides open every now and then, letting dolled up ladies inside, men in suits, in the obligatory company of a cloud of heavy, stuffy air.

         Bored to the limit, I turn to follow the sound of cheerful whistling. A man is walking by. Tall and not very broad-shouldered, but still well-built, he glances stealthily my way. Our eyes meet and I swallow. He has nice eyes, honey-coloured, but otherwise – under ordinary circumstances – I wouldn’t pay attention to him. I have forbid myself from serious relationships (until further notice) and am trying to take full advantage of the charms of being a recovering single, so I have mastered the study of random men to perfection. Nothing interesting about him.

         Just like the one who devoured my heart five years ago.

         “Ms. de Jong?” the receptionist suddenly summons me.

         I jump up and walk quickly across the varnished, glossy floor. I look from side to side, admiring the enormous space, bright walls, golden accessories. Anything to pretend I can’t see him. So I’m not expecting it when, halfway to the receptionist’s desk, I slip and fall right into the strong arms of the man walking back and forth. Normally, it wouldn’t have been a problem – just a little confusion, an apology – but it just so happens that the individual in question is holding a paper cup with take-out coffee. The cup falls to the ground and almost all of its contents land on his jacket.

         “Shit. Sorry!” I groan, looking for a packet of tissues in my purse. I take one out and, panic in my eyes, I rub the rough material.

         “Relax,” he takes my wrists in his hands. On his wrist I see a wide wooden watch with a square dial. I also see a wedding ring. I hid mine in a cosmetic bag, but the presence of shiny silver on the man’s finger reminds me of it painfully. “I have another one to change into. Besides, the coffee was not hot.”

         But his voice certainly is. I love that low, hoarse baritone. Instinct awakens in me and the echo of yesterday returns. What am I thinking about? The jacket doesn’t look expensive, but I don’t know much about it. The victim of my clumsiness raises the corners of his mouth in a smile, and I try to ineptly explain myself:

         “This…”

         “I told you, nothing happened. The receptionist seems to be calling you.”

         I nod, and with a last silent, apologetic look, I head towards the reception desk. I’m not really sorry, I was just pretending. Diana announces that the matter is settled. Swap confirmed.

          
      

         There you go. Jazz. What do I know about jazz music? Maybe just that uncle Henrik liked to listen to Louis Armstrong every now and then. The guy I’m about to interview is an American of Dutch descent, and he’s come to the country of his ancestors to play a few gigs at small dives – as I read (between the lines) in a pile of materials sent by Matthijs. Usually, I am prepared for interviews well in advance, now I need to learn a lot of material in… exactly one hour. Impossible. I will have to improvise a lot – an awful a lot. In addition, my musical preferences are limited to “whatever’s on the radio,” that is, stomping in the car to the rhythm of disco hits. I don’t like the last name of the interviewee – his name is Jim Blankhorst. Catching up fills my time, minus what it takes to change into something lighter than my ghastly hot turtleneck. At the last minute, I get my suitcase and dig out a linen shirt and trousers.

         My husband chose me like that. Natural, not blindly following fashion trends. I shake my head at myself and my thoughts. This is not the time for sentiment. I did not come here to dwell on past failures. I have to complete a task and I plan to focus on it.

         The glasses stay on my nose, otherwise I wouldn’t be able to read the questions my colleague prepared for me on my tablet. As I run, I grab the stuff I need, slam the door, and rush to the lift.

          
      

         The interview is to be conducted in the M Club Lounge. I notice the man from the lobby at the table, separated from the rest of the room by a wooden partition. I’m a bit ashamed of my misdemeanour from an hour ago, at least those are the cards I’m playing.

          
      

         Everything is going according to plan.

         Although it is still sunny outside the window, the room is additionally illuminated by miniature lamps scattered across the high ceiling. I proceed carefully, so as not to slip again on the shiny marble floor. I don’t want to look unprofessional. I pass the pillar and shyly wave to my interlocutor. Jim is in a new jacket, and he runs his fingers through his thick, curly hair when he sees me. It is dark brown, although there are already some gray streaks showing through. He also has a few shallow wrinkles on his face, which in an incomprehensible way add to his masculinity.

         My stomach tightens again. Subconsciously, I feel that I made a mistake, agreeing to Matthijs’ request. The accident with Jim reminds me of something I prefer to bury deep in my mind. I should let my memories die and never let anyone else approach me again.

         I sit down on a light eco-leather sofa within a reasonable distance from my interlocutor. I read the questions from the tablet screen like a robot, automatically, and this is not just because I am stressed by the made-up job. Jim pierces my figure with his piercing eyes of honey irises. His pupils dilate as he examines me from top to bottom, slowly nodding at the sound of each sentence I utter. He’s acting as if I’m wearing no more than a skimpy bikini, not a full-body, foreign, tourist-style outfit. I try to sound confident, act amused by his brilliant jokes, to which I react with fake bursts of laughter. I’m a better actress than I thought.

         “So, what prompted you to return to your hometown?”

         Hometown, what an unfortunate choice of words.

         “Money,” he says, unconsciously toying with the paper napkin. They bring coffee brewed from dark-roasted beans to the table. I nod and curl my lips into a smile. I appreciate honesty, but not only that. The whole situation is starting to amuse me. A flash from the large window illuminates Jim’s slightly austere face. Shit, he’s alluring. Rough, polite, imperious, somewhat inaccessible. Distant. I am persistently reminded of the beginnings of my relationship with the man of my life. Years later, I stopped paying attention to such details as furtive glances and mysterious smiles. Routine is a contagion to any relationship, even the most enduring and sincere. That’s why we had to fight it. We took actions that completely destroyed not only the unpleasant monotony, but also our trust.

         “Money,” I repeat, carefully jotting down his answer in my pocket-size notebook. “So, playing is not your passion, but only,” I emphasize, “only a way to earn money.”

         “You know…” Jim moves closer to me until I feel a strange throbbing in my stomach. He smells amazing. “The fact that we do something with passion is the greatest lie of artists. Yes, at the very beginning, when choosing a profession, we are driven by passion and inspiration, but in the end we’re all chasing the moneybag.”

         I clear my throat. It’s probably the air conditioning’s fault. His low timbre vibrates and fills the entire room, although he does not even raise his voice. My heart begins to pound hard in my chest. Is it possible that in an instant he charmed me so? I swear I never react this way to strangers.

         The air smells of adventure and the unknown, but I still remember my old wounds. They echo off the bright walls of the room, repeatedly thrown away by my mind, obscured by strange excitement. The scars in my bloody heart open.

         I’m thinking about my husband. When we were sitting in a cafe in downtown Limburg, eating English scones and drinking coffee, maybe a little lower quality than the one I’m drinking today. One touch of my (then) fiancé’s hand was enough for me to lose my mind. The bells were ringing by the door of the pub, a severe December wind was blowing in from outside. I wasn’t bothered by the people debating around us and the stench of cigarettes coming from the back room. I drifted away, wishing for the moment when he would possess me.

         My ears are buzzing. Jim is patiently waiting for the next question; he doesn’t rush me. He peers over his steaming cup of espresso. I blink a few times and rub my eyes.

         “Please forgive me. What was it I was saying…?” I poke my nose into the notes on my screen. As if nothing had happened, I ask about tomorrow’s concert and what he likes best about Rotterdam.

         “I don’t have much time to explore,” he says, moistening his throat with the contents of the cup. “But I would love to spend the evening with you.”

         Wedding ring. Jim has a wedding ring on his finger. A symbol of marital unity and fidelity. My husband and I wore wedding rings and mocked our vows, allowing other people to approach us. Just a year after meeting in the cafe, we learned about the existence of swingers’ clubs. It’s my fault, it’s only my fault that I let him persuade me and that he was drawn into seemingly innocent fun. A game that made us crush our relationship and treat the vows as an empty church formula. It was even exciting until he started to like it too much and I started to suffer. The taste of novelty and adrenaline-filled flings was no longer important. I couldn’t bear the scent of other women on him, my own friends with whom I used to drink wine on Saturday evenings, but also complete strangers, whom he met during his lonely hunts. Having fun together quickly turned into plain, disgusting infidelity. Stop. I have to finish the interview, and my fists are clenching so hard that my fingers go numb.

         “You are married,” I blurt out.

         There is silence.

         “Not anymore,” replies Jim after a long moment, completely emotionless. He waves his open hand in front of me. The wedding ring is gone. “My wife and I broke up. Long story.”

         He gets up and takes off his jacket, tossing it over his shoulder. He takes a packet of tobacco out of his pocket.

         “Did you gather enough information? I’d like to go out for a cigarette.”

         “Of course,” I whisper with difficulty. We both know that we weren’t talking about the interview. I stop Jim halfway. “What time should I be ready?”

          
      

         I give myself a confidence boost by pouring a second glass of mojito down my throat. My favourite drink allows me to relax a bit. I straighten up. Okay, I came to meet a married man, and I haven’t properly been divorced yet either. No, I can’t despair that I want to seduce him or that maybe he will be able to seduce me. A controversial scenario, but that was the idea. I am worried, because not only is the plan stripped of all morality, but also because of all the previous actions with my husband. But I owe myself. What would he, my husband, do? If he met an attractive woman, for example at a meeting at work, would he invite her for a drink? I laugh under my breath. Yes, of course. These are not the only forests he roamed looking for potential victims.

         I never found any lipstick marks on his shirts. I didn’t have to. He told me about everything himself, boasted, showing off, convinced that I was happy with his alleged successes. Isn’t that sick? Should I be glad that strange women touched the body I loved?

         Jim puts a hand on my shoulder, breaking my stream of thoughts. He knits his eyebrows, looking concerned.

         “What are you thinking about?”

         Who can I be thinking about? Still about the same guy, my husband, and yes – it’s my fault because I pretended our arrangement didn’t bother me. For love, I turned a blind eye, and besides, I slept with others too. I chose them for myself. Sometimes I had to drown myself with drinks to feel him under the rough stranger’s skin. Create an illusion. Now I want to create it too. So I lean towards Jim, whisper my room number in his ear and the exact time I’ll be waiting for him. Then I toss my hair back with nonchalant grace. I walk away, swaying my hips.

         I’m starting the game.

          
      

         Jim shows up at my room at the appointed time. I preventively left the door ajar to buy myself some time. I am waiting for him in the bathroom, I hear footsteps, he is walking across the hotel floor. I breathe deeply. I have to give up my bad thoughts, everything that spoils this moment, and do it for him. For my husband. I still love him so much. He wants me this way, free, without any inhibitions. This way I will become the woman he dreamed of.

         I am fascinated by Jim. I wanted him from the very first moment. I see my beloved in him, from that meeting in the cafe. Is this how I cure my remorse?

         It could be us.

         Me and him.

         This is us, in the same bodies, with a new identity.

         Jim’s touch electrifies me as he wraps his arms around my waist. He traps me in a gentle but firm embrace.

         The body of the husband I miss.

         He rubs against my buttocks, and I feel him getting hard. He inhales the scent of my hair, using his fingers to examine the curvature of my thigh. I breathe heavier and heavier, reveling in his male scent. When he hooks his fingers on the waistband of my trousers, I let out a groan, choked by the back of my hand against my lips. I bite my thin skin to the blood. He has not even touched me properly yet, has not possessed me yet, and I am already trembling in anticipation.

         I meet his glazed eyes in the mirror above the sink. A large male hand moves over my stomach, still covered with the thin fabric of my shirt, and finally rests on my chest. The sensual touch gives me chills. Jim is in a rush to unbutton the top two buttons of my blouse.

         “You’re fucking hot,” he gasps between one breath and another, deeper breath. “I won’t be able to help myself in a minute.”

         “So don’t hold back,” I croak out. I open the door, giving him permission, no, an order. He will get what he wants, what we both want, although for a moment the spark of memories comes back, and I freeze. The uncertainty disappears as Jim, grabbing my hips, turns me around with incredible lightness, as if I weigh nothing. When I stand next to him, the difference in height becomes noticeable, so he grabs me below my buttocks and deftly sets me on the stylish bathroom cabinet. Right, a luxury hotel.

         The shirt slides off my shoulders, and my bare back touches the cold glass of the mirror. Instinctively, I open my thighs. I give him full access. It’s been a long time since I wanted a man so much.

         Jim is teasing me. He strokes me through my clothes. He touches my shoulders, provokes me, drives me crazy. I can’t smell anything anymore except his scent, the hard-to-define mix of testosterone and God knows what else, filling my nostrils and penetrating my skin. Whatever it is, it has an effect on me.

         “I’ll take you to the bedroom,” he mutters in my ear.

         Before I can protest, because suddenly I want him to take me here, without asking for permission anymore, we move to the bed. He lays me down on the satin sheets, hot and eagerly thirsty for his presence. And still the same intoxicating scent blocks my rational thinking.

         He undresses me unbearably slowly and only when I am half-naked does he reach my mouth. He bites my lips, stroking them with his tongue, which he proceeds to slip into my mouth. The touch of his fingers, which are now everywhere, intensifies the excitement. The throbbing between my thighs becomes unbearable. As he almost forces my legs apart and his knee rubs against the fabric of my panties, he smiles approvingly to himself. He feels, he must feel, how ready I am for him. There is still a soapy smell in the air from the lit candle.

         “I want to know how much you want me,” he gasps, unbuttoning his pants. He pulls his black T-shirt over his head. The skin around his nipples turns red, the delicately outlined arm muscles tighten. My breasts rise and fall rhythmically as I study him closely. Why is he affecting me so much? I lick my lips subconsciously.

         “See for yourself,” I whisper throatily. Jim looks me straight in the eyes and slides his fingers where I need them. I fidget impatiently on the soft bedding, my buttocks rubbing against the slippery surface. Stifling, stuffy. Only he is able to put out this fire.

         “You are very, very wet, Ms…”

         “Forget it.”

         I introduced myself to him before, he should remember. Now he surely wouldn’t find out. Not when mere conversation has led to his hand stuck between my thighs.

         “Have it your way, Ms. Forget It,” he sarcastically responds, but I am not laughing. Especially when one finger is joined by the second, then the third, pleasantly pushing me open from inside. Jim leans over me and his wet lips trail a path down my neck. With his other hand, he caresses my hardened nipples. I grasp the headboard of the bed and indulge in the growing delight. With each movement of his hand and the touch of his tongue, I am closer and closer to fulfilment. It is not enough for me. I want more, harder, faster.

         “Put it in me,” I beg, and he seems to enjoy the impatience in my voice, but he is not listening to the desperate plea. He speeds up. Hits a sensitive point. He massages my swollen lips with his thumb.

         The first spasms of exhilaration appear suddenly. Jim prolongs my pleasure, carefully watching every reaction and twitch in my face. Finally, he takes his hand out of the wet underwear and licks his fingers, staring at me with his honey eyes.

         “You’re very sweet too.”

         What should I say? “Thank you?” I lie overwhelmed by delight. He is kneeling at my feet in black boxer shorts that clearly show his excitement. I don’t wait any longer, I take action.

         “I want to taste you too.”

         Whether these annoying polite phrases are still used in a foreign country, or it is just his stupid invention, I have no idea, although it turns me on even more. The artificially created distance and the situation we find ourselves in clashes in a way that has an unnaturally stimulating effect on me. I strip Jim of his underwear, release him, and put my lips around him. I use my tongue to explore every single vein, smooth skin, a soft shell under which he is as hard as steel. He tastes delicious. Now he is under my control, his legs are shaking, he is breathing faster and faster. With a final effort, he grabs my hair and tugs it lightly, pulling me away from him at a safe distance. I groan, resigned. I want to bring him to the same state I was in a moment ago.

         I’m not waiting for his orders. I stay on my knees and turn my back, offering him the best view. He enjoys it for a moment, stroking my protruding buttocks, his hand slaps against them with a loud clap, the skin burns. He rubs the sore spot and I feel his stiff penis pressing against my most sensitive spot. Jim covers me with himself but doesn’t accept the invitation. His teasing movements make me try to get him back on track. With no effect.

         “I want to feel you,” I order.

         “There will be time for everything.”

         I look over my shoulder. Jim tears open a condom wrapper, slips it on, and pushes me into position. He steers me by my hips. I clench my fists on the sheets when he finally pushes inside me. He is in no rush; he is enjoying the moment. A low, guttural grunt escapes his lips. This sound is tempting; it tempts me to sin, I have no doubts about it. The profession of a musician suits him, but he could also be a teacher of other things, for example, erotic literature, although even if he read a cookbook like that it would sound indecent. He moves slowly inside, tries to fit in, and I take him with my whole body and gasp as his hot penis pushes apart my dampness inside. I roll my hips; I want him to enjoy it. Jim is breathing hard, and I look at him again.

         “Good?” I ask innocently. He wipes a bead of sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand.

         “Tight,” he pants in response. “Tight, wet, wonderful.”

         The movements of my hips match his movements. He speeds up, as do our joint groans filling every corner of the hotel room. Jim leans over me, I can feel his sweaty skin against my back. Lantern light shines through the closed blinds, and the air, clothed in candle smoke, is permeated with the scent of desire. Then he slides out of me with a flapping sound. Seconds separated me from being blissful.

         “You’re not in a hurry, are you?” he whispers in a trembling voice, his hand sliding down to my bottom. He strokes the entrance with his finger, smearing my juices. “I don’t want to end the game too soon. It is very likely, considering how much you excite me.”

         Before I can object, Jim’s mouth and tongue are on my wet lips, exploring them with due care. Then I fall to pieces as he enters me again. After another wave of pleasure floods me, it takes me many long minutes to recover.

         We lie in an embrace until the turned-up air conditioning eventually makes me shiver from the cold. I hide under the duvet, clutching Jim’s bicep.

         Right now, I don’t want to call him that anymore. I brush a strand of hair from his sweaty forehead. I grab his rough, unshaven cheeks between my trembling hands.

         “What happened to us?” I ask, holding back my tears. “What happened to us, Matthijs?”

          
      

         The first year of my studies – I was so young and unaware of what love is and what its consequences are. I fell in love with him even though he wasn’t my type at all. He may not have been extremely beautiful, but he had the gift of persuasion, and I was tempted by his apparent inaccessibility. In the end, I practically fell for him at first sight.

         After the final exams, we started an internship in the same editorial office. We ended up staying there permanently. In retrospect, I know it was not a good idea. Back then, I wanted to see him every day, have lunch together and have the same friends. This is why our routine, like a slimy snake, came between us and ruined everything.

         First, we rushed into switching partners, until I finally started to get fed up. When his email with a desperate request for help arrived, I agreed without hesitation. I wanted to regain that lost feeling. He came up with the idea that we should pretend to be someone else, visit his beloved city, a hotel where he usually met with girls on the side. I agreed because I had no other idea how to keep him permanently.

         Now I understand my mistake. We committed many of them from the beginning. Both. It wasn’t my fault at all, nor his temper and our betrayals.

         The sound of running water is still coming from the bathroom, I know Matthijs hasn’t come out of the shower yet. I’m on the sixth floor of the Marriott Hotel, and I open my window wide. There isn’t a living soul in the square next to the main station. The city is plunged into darkness, and only the street lanterns and windows of skyscrapers provide light. Gripping the outer wall so hard my knuckles are white, I place my bare foot on the shining windowsill.

         What a misfortune. To taste love and be devoured by it. Trust someone who plays with my feelings as if they were an insignificant toy, because I let him do it myself. I got tangled up in this relationship like a fly in a web. An invasive mosquito buzzes by my ear; I chase it away with a quick movement of my hand. I should have also chased away the dreams of happiness by Matthijs’ side long ago.

         Emotions are exploding inside me, but I still have a chance to break free from this toxic relationship and be happy once and for all.

         The hinges of the bathroom door creak. I turn to look at the honey irises. Uncertainty shines in them. I am sure. I will leave.
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         Ula was tired of repeated, fruitless job interviews. Always the same: hundreds of CVs sent out, humiliating conversations, an occasional trial day, after which the last thing she heard was “we'll call you.” Like swimming through the sea of shit on tinder just to arrange a few terrible first dates, and even if some ended in bed, you would sometimes hear the same thing – “I’ll call you.” Although she had an advantage over men since she would usually dump them. She promised to be in touch, just to have the peace of mind. Anyway, when it came to dating, she had no interest in making any commitments. Yes, she wanted to find company for frequent and intense intercourse, but the last thing she wanted was a relationship. The previous one had left her with a bad taste in her mouth, and besides, it was in itself the indirect cause of such ineffective job searches. Her ex-husband had liked to have her at home. Develop your passions, take care of the house, let's try for a child, don't be afraid, I will provide for us. Sure, that’s what he said. But not only to her – and as it turned out, the other one got pregnant much faster, which led to Ula packing her bags and deciding that she was better off relying on herself. But the last few years of unemployment and little experience did not look good on her résumé, and she couldn't make up for it with pretty eyes.

         She was sitting now in the spacious hall of an insurance company, despite the fact that she knew nothing of insurance, and considered trying to get a position in some supermarket after all. The cash register job was the opposite of what she felt she was made to do, but her savings were shrinking at an alarming rate, and she had no intention of returning to her parents with her tail between her legs at the age of thirty.

         “Mrs. Ursula Paczkowska?” she heard her name from behind her back. Her name? Her husband’s? She didn't really know anymore. She shook herself and rose from the leather couch.

         She headed for the office they pointed out, clutching a briefcase full of certificates and CVs that no one ever wanted to see anyway. Except that one time she hadn’t taken it.

         The man who had called her came in behind her and sat down with two other people, a woman and a middle-aged man. The sharp, unshaved jaw of the young man made a stunning impression along with his perfect figure, although he wasn’t the one to catch her attention – instead it was his older counterpart, looking at her with kindness, but also boredom.

         “Aneta Krawczyk, Human Resources Department,” the woman introduced herself, shaking the candidate's hand, and right behind her, the man introduced himself and his son:

         “Kaminski.” But she knew perfectly well. Ever since she crossed the threshold.

         He hadn't changed a bit – age had given him more wrinkles, but he was still handsome and elegant. He was looking at her politely, but rather impassively, from behind the lenses of thick, black-rimmed glasses. The handsome face was clean shaven and focused. Ula instinctively glanced at his hand, which held a pen above her CV. He still had a wedding ring.

         She sat down in the indicated seat and tried with all her might to focus on the conversation. She listened to working conditions, duties, and other very important things that she could not comprehend for anything in the world now. As if they were communicating in Chinese, to which she nodded with a smile. Not only that, but she answered them in the same language, which seemed completely foreign, and yet her messages reached where they needed to, although her thoughts wandered around the mouth of the older Kaminski, bringing back memories of the times when those lips warmed her skin with kisses, encircling nipples and fingers, shielding teeth which bit into her neck. And now they were saying something about “responsibilities” and “challenges”, as if he didn't remember her at all, and she couldn't understand how it was possible, because he must have been etched into her memory forever.

         But why was she surprised? He was one of her first, and she owed him many of her preferences and skills. And for him, she was probably just another fling passing through his life. Another trophy that would eventually go away, making room for someone younger and more inexperienced.

         The end of the interview pulled her out of her thoughts. “We’ll call you?” It was over, and she had no idea how it had gone, though she easily thought it was the most tragic conversation of her life. She had no idea what they were talking about, she answered automatically, without any deeper reflection, because her head was busy reliving her memories. She said goodbye and left the office feeling dejected, mentally rebuking herself for being stupid. It would even be better if she didn't get the job. Who would want to work for a former lover? In addition, one who could be overbearing, possessive, and brutal – although the latter, fortunately only in bed. In any case, it sounded like a recipe for a despotic boss, mobbing, and possibly sexual harassment. On the other hand, the last part probably wouldn't bother her, not with him.

         She crossed the street to enter the cosy diner in front of the building in which she had just made a fool of herself. Maybe running away from stress like this would be frowned upon by a potential employer (okay, let's assume that is almost certain), but this time she didn't really care. She didn't want this job. Or rather, she wanted it if only he wasn't the one to be her boss. Still, she wondered what the worst-case scenario would have been if he had hired her: if he still didn’t recognise her and treated her as something completely new, or if he remembered how she allowed herself to do whatever he wanted.

         She ordered a drink and sat down with it at a table at the back of the bar. She took her phone out of her purse and started looking for Kaminski on Facebook. It was easy, but even easier to swipe far into his photos. She found those from ten years ago and admired them. Not that he was a dreamboat – at least compared to his son. He was a rather average guy in his fifties, perhaps neater and more elegant than others. Stocky, with muscular arms and thighs, dressed in a shirt with gold cufflinks and tight trousers the colour of perfectly ripe berries.

         She stared at the face frozen in the photo, at the narrow pink lips that could spew the foulest and most exciting promises she had ever heard. She mentally undressed him further, remembered the salty taste of his skin, always smelling of expensive perfume. She squeezed her thighs and shifted forward in the chair so that her panties pressed pleasurably against her.

         She looked up from her phone and took a long sip of the cocktail prepared by the young bartender. She looked at him. He could be her age. When he caught her eye, he smiled. She bit her lip, letting her fantasy take over, this time about dragging the boy to the toilet and tapping him in a matter of minutes. A quick release of tension would do a much better job than a weak drink sipped through a paper straw. It would be simpler than deluding herself that he’d call back – whether to invite her to sign a contract or for a date. She smiled back and rose from her chair, but instead of going to the bar or to the restroom right away, she went outside.

         The September sun was flooding the street with gold and reflected off the glass walls of modern townhouses. Squinting against the glare, she stared at his office window. She lit a cigarette and was becoming less surprised that he hadn't recognised her. In ten years, would she remember the young bartender, if anything happened between them? Maybe just the fact that he existed – but even now she couldn't remember whether he had stubble or not. She did not make an electrifying impression back then either. An inexperienced brat who had yet to learn how to operate a man. She may have been pretty, but she wouldn’t be the first or the last.

         She turned towards the diner and looked at the bartender again. His tattooed forearms suggested a bit of an attitude, but that didn’t mean anything yet. She didn't want someone like herself back then. She wanted a strong, dominant man. One like him… She glanced again at his window. It would not happen. Nothing happens the same way, he was probably a different person already. Or exactly the same, but she had changed. Going on thirty might be too much for someone who liked to seduce high school girls.

         She stubbed out her cigarette and went straight to the restroom. In front of the mirror, she touched up her makeup, readjusted her breasts a little in her bra, and let her hair down. Thirty didn't have to be so bad at all. She may be an unemployed divorcee, but she looked fantastic. And self-confidence suited her well.

         After leaving the bathroom, she went straight to the bar and sat on a high stool. She propped herself up on her elbows, accentuating her breasts even more, and smiled invitingly at the boy. She was ready to flirt, but first she needed a confidence booster.

         “I'll have another drink.”

         “No problem, although the drink has already been ordered for you by the gentleman over there,” he said in a low voice and with a slight movement of his head indicated her table.

         She looked that way and was dumbfounded.

         “Thank you,” she said, and slipped off the stool. She slowly made her way over, studying the man intently as if to make sure it was not a mistake. But she would have to be blind to mistake him for anyone else. “Jan?” she said hesitantly and stupidly, sitting down across from him. “You recognised me after all?”

         “Do you think I would be able to forget?” he asked with a slight smile and offered her the drink he had ordered. “I just didn't know you had changed your name. You surprised me.”

         “I didn't expect you there either. Even less so here.”

         “You know, if it doesn't suit you here or there, we can go elsewhere,” he suggested and put his hand on hers. He ran his hand over Ula's ring finger. “A different name, but no wedding band. Did you lose it or get rid of it?”

         “I can see that you don't beat around the bush, as usual,” she admitted with amusement. She did not hide her satisfaction with this turn of events, but she lost a bit of her self-confidence. Few men could make that happen. And he was a master of making things happen.

         “You know that I like to get straight to the point.”

         She knew, sure. When he wanted something, he did not wait. He clawed at her the way he ripped off clothes – quickly, violently, wildly. But it didn't bother her then or now. While she usually liked longer foreplay and the gradual build-up of tension, it was irrelevant with him. Just his hungry gaze was an aphrodisiac.

         “Isn't that unethical?” she asked innocently and took her hand away. She didn't want to discourage him – on the contrary – but she wasn't going to make it easy for him either.

         She took the glass and closed her lips around the straw. She looked him straight in the eye and took a few sips, licking her lips at the end. It was a nice change. He always guided her, from the first sentence to the last groan. Today she wanted to play with him, and any ethics were just an excellent excuse.

         “You can’t say that you expected ethical offers from me, even professional ones.” He leaned over the table and pushed her drink aside. When she tried to take it again, he gripped her wrist tightly, almost painfully. “If you want, we can forget about it, no problem. But it doesn't look like you want me to.”

         He was right. A brief show of strength was enough to make her remember how much she missed it. The boy behind the bar didn't exist for her anymore, she had forgotten that she had plans for him at all.

         “Okay, take me home,” she agreed, his grip loosening. It had been easier than she expected.

         In the car, he behaved very normally. He talked about work, about his dogs, even about his family – as he used to. She told him about the divorce, the move, and the fruitless job search. In fact, she went over her résumé in more detail than she had an hour ago during the interview. And through all of this, he did not let her feel that he was bored by these topics.

         She liked that about him. Despite being horny and prone to making advances when they were just supposed to talk, he was still good at it. And not only now, when he was curious about her, but always – even when she complained to him about problems at school, exam stress, or overprotective parents. What could an eighteen-year-old girl have to offer, besides her body? Even if it wasn't much, he didn't make her feel so. They also talked about books, music, and art. Thanks to him, she believed that she was interesting.

         He parked in front of her apartment building and immediately moved his hand from the gear stick to her thigh. He ran his hand up her leg, under her skirt, and stopped there.

         “Can you start next week?”

         “What?”

         “I guess it's ethical. I'm offering you a job, just like that, not because I want to fuck you. When the time comes, I'll do whatever I want with you anyway.”

         As he said that, she felt a knot tightening in her abdomen, and it had absolutely nothing to do with the excitement at the chance to escape unemployment. It was one thing to know it, another to hear it outright.

         “I can start today.”

          
      

         Astonishingly, it ended there. He didn't follow her home, call, or write – only the Human Resources Department contacted her. When she started working, she did not know what direction their acquaintance was taking, because at times she was met with indifference again, and from time to time, when no one saw, he practiced what any other employee would call – as she had predicted – sexual harassment, with the only difference that Ula didn't mind. Work continued with its daily rhythm – brewing coffee, running around with papers to sign, making appointments – and he only occasionally hinted that when he saw her in such tight skirts, he wanted to fuck her from behind so hard that she would howl in pain. With other people he was remarkably professional, maybe even curt, and she had the impression that his son was more open to her and interested in how she felt in her new job. But his son didn’t ask her to plug something directly under his desk just to use Ula's back as a footstool, and then send her off with nothing, because in the end it never led to anything further – no offers were even made.

         She began to wonder if maybe she was too old, that maybe she was suitable for work, but not necessarily to be his lover. As she brewed his morning coffee, she wondered if he'd spent the night with his wife or his twenty-year-old mistress, and she was furious with herself for being obsessed. She was really attractive, she knew how to interest a man and how to please him, she felt much more confident with her sexuality than when they were dating, but he was blind to it, as if he was afraid to cross a certain line, even though he crossed all the others with a bang.

         Several months passed in this strange suspension, in which she learned to function in the office hustle and bustle and use every opportunity to be alone with her boss. However, when plans to organise a corporate event materialised before Christmas, so many new responsibilities fell on her shoulders that she did not even have much time to devote to an office romance. There was a lot to deal with, and December in itself was a busy month anyway. Although all settlements – from monthly to yearly ones – were not her business, crowds of people who needed something right away passed through her office – everything from a stupid envelope to the CEO’s signature, without which work would come to a standstill. Buying Christmas trees for the office seemed like a trivial task, but she wasn’t really complaining – she liked the duties.

         They organised the office party the day before Christmas Eve. After a week of taking care of every last detail, she was quite pleased with the result. The office was plunged into the warm glow of golden Christmas lights, a large table was nearly buckling under the weight of Christmas snacks, and a DJ dressed in a cheap snowman suit was playing Christmas and winter songs. Ula personally told him not to play “Last Christmas.” Everything was supposed to be elegant and soothing after the stressful and rushed previous weeks.

         She bought a special outfit for the occasion – a red, satin dress with a sweetheart neckline, tightly hugging her generous breasts and innocently flared at the bottom. She felt like a million dollars with loose curls and expensive nylon stockings. She was put in a good mood by the male glances following her around the room, although she was a bit disappointed that Kaminski was so good at concealing his interest.

         After 8p.m. she went to his office, where there were gift packages prepared for the employees. She counted them again and started tossing them into a velvet Santa sack. After a while, he entered the room too, holding a red coat and a fake beard in his hand, already wearing a hat with a pompom. He still looked sexy.

         “I'm already packing them,” she said, pointing to the half-filled sack. However, Santa turned the key in the lock.

         “I also have something for you, but I guess you'd better unpack it here.”

         Jan took an oblong box from the desk drawer. She raised an eyebrow, but took the package and delicately tore open the red, shimmering paper. She lifted the lid and saw a beautiful leather flogger. The handle was wrapped in woven leather, and the strings coming out of it were an intricate braid of red and black stripes. She ran her fingers over them, then plunged her nose into the braids to inhale the pleasant scent of leather.

         “What am I to make of this?” she asked, turning the gift over in her hands.

         “Are you so surprised by it? You're not gonna tell me you've been good this year?”

         “I tried…”

         “Good girls do not provoke like that. They do not parade in front of my wife with their tits out and they do not do everything in their power to get a dick to suck under the Christmas tree,” he spoke very softly, but these words had enough strength to pierce through her. He approached very slowly, cautiously, like a predator that would eventually catch her once it had completely cut off her escape route. “I said, when the time comes, I'll fuck you,” he panted in her ear, grabbing her hair to pull her face against his.

         Her fingers tightened on the tabletop. How was it possible that with him she was barely twenty again, completely losing control of the situation?

         The fake beard and red coat landed on the floor beside her feet. Jan kissed her on the lips and cornered her with his body with such force that the edge of the desk dug into her from behind, and from the front she felt the pressure of his erection.

         He turned her back to him and pushed her onto the desk. He lifted her skirt, revealing her round buttocks and slapped them violently.

         “Nice,” he murmured, running his finger up the red nylon seam, then fingering the clasps of her garter belt, which had disappeared under the satin fabric of her red panties. “I see you wrapped a gift for me too.”

         She didn't answer, just waited intently to see what he would do next. From behind the door, she could hear the buzz of conversation and loud music playing. There were a lot of people and here he was just taking her panties off, stroking her buttocks, until finally he grabbed the beautiful, brand-new flogger from the desk and swung it.

         The braided strands hissed down towards her bottom and she felt a pleasant burning sensation. He swung again and struck, a little harder this time. Then again and again. On the fifth hit, a soft squeal escaped her lips.

         “You don't want someone to find us, do you?” he asked in a low voice and, leaning over her back, plunged his fingers into her.

         “No,” she admitted, remembering that his wife and son were also playing outside the door. So she clenched her jaw, though she wanted to moan in pleasure as he pleased her with his fingers. When his open palm hit her flushed buttock, she managed to suppress a squeal this time.

         She stared at their reflection in the large window, wondering if from the outside you could see what she saw – how her boss was leaning over her with a frenzied expression, fiercely penetrating her with his fingers. When he added another finger and began to move his hand even faster, the expression on her face changed as well. Jan smiled – he was admiring the reflection himself, following the changes in her expressions whenever he caused her pleasure and pain in various ways. And when she lost control of her groan again, he served another, even stronger slap.

         “Hush,” he instructed, and sped up his movements. Ula bit her lip hard and clenched her fists. It was hard to come silently, but finally she felt the warm trickle of her ejaculation run down her thighs.

         Satisfied, Jan stepped back and, as if nothing had happened, began to put on the Santa suit. He wiped his wet hand in her panties, which he put in his pocket.

         “It's time to go, everyone is waiting for their gifts.”

         He stuffed the rest of the packages into the sack and left before she could get up from the desk. She lay on it for a moment longer with her naked buttocks exposed, trying to recover, control her shakiness, and slow her breathing. She would prefer not to get up at all and wait for him to come back and use her again, but the risk of someone else entering the office this time effectively choked her enthusiasm.

         The rest of the party went as planned: gifts, snacks, dancing, and champagne. She was a regular employee again – she got a package with natural cosmetics and a cinnamon candle, she was invisible to Jan, and she was not interested in the attention of other men at all. She couldn't see their looks anymore, or at least she didn't care. But the evening seemed to be over for her, just as quickly as her glass ran out of champagne every time someone filled it.

         Shortly after ten, she decided that there was nothing left for her to do. She had taken care of everything that needed to be done, and she was not a particularly good coordinator of an event when drunk. She ordered a taxi and went home, hitting a shop on the way, where she bought a bottle of wine and a bag of cheese puffs.

         After midnight she was somewhere halfway through the bottle and the next episode of a series. She was lying on the couch in her favourite pyjamas and she wasn’t expecting the evening to take a different turn. She was just about to go to bed when the episode's most important piece of dialogue was drowned out by the sound of the doorbell. She jumped up like she had been bitten. Of course, she told herself that it must be a drunk neighbour, or that a pizza delivery man had mistaken the floors, but she hoped to see Jan behind the door. And when she peered through the peephole, she wasn't even particularly surprised.

         She glanced in the mirror and quickly rubbed the cheese crumb and wine moustache off with the back of her hand. Plus, she still looked pretty good for bedtime – mostly because she had been too lazy to wash off her makeup. He could imagine that she had planned to wait up for him looking this beautiful even all night.

         “You didn't even say goodbye,” he said, cramming himself into the apartment as soon as she opened the door for him. There was a white layer of snow on the shoulders of his black coat, and his ears were slightly red. She closed the door behind him.

         “Why should I say goodbye, if we were planning to see each other again?” she asked provocatively. She watched as he easily pulled off his clothes and entered the depths of her apartment without invitation. He looked around at the studio, immersed in the blue glow emanating from the TV and the contrasting warmth of the candles.

         “I didn't plan to, but you made me. I don't like toys slipping out of my hands.”

         As if nothing had happened, he began to unbutton his shirt. His casual attitude and ease with which he took control of the situation both embarrassed and excited her. She liked the fact that even within her four walls he had an advantage over her, and he planned to use it delightfully.

         When he took off his shirt, he walked over to Ula and grabbed her by the hair.

         “On your knees,” he said, and pulled her down. He rubbed his crotch against her cheek, showing her how tightly the material stretched over his member. It was practically growing against her face, and she wanted to get rid of those trousers as soon as possible and taste it to see if anything had changed even a little bit over the years. But before he allowed it, he unzipped his fly and rubbed himself against her face, hair, and finally her mouth. She stared at him ravenously until he finally let her taste him – but only for a moment before he pulled away from her, pleased to see the disappointment on her face.

         “Come on, take your clothes off,” he muttered, lifting her up and helping her remove the red lace-trimmed T-shirt and shorts. Then, with her assistance, he pulled off his maroon tweed trousers and reached to find her lips. Kissing her furiously, he pushed her down onto the couch and focused his kisses on her body. He worshiped her neck, chest, and breasts with kisses. He bit her nipples, sucked and pinched and pulled, but this time he didn't silence her moans anymore, letting her vocalise the pleasure as loudly as she wanted. Anyway, it gave him great satisfaction.

         He parted her thighs and, in a moment, he was in her.

         “I missed that,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around her lover's hips, but he didn't answer, just pushed deeper into her, listening with satisfaction to her sudden groan.

         He fucked her, holding onto her luscious curls for stability, spouting single grunts and kisses. Sometimes, when he leaned in to kiss her, he bit her lips, once almost tenderly, and then painfully hard.

         He suddenly slowed down, and a smile spread across his face. Now he looked like a boy unwrapping his Christmas present, because under the blanket they had thrown from the couch, he saw a familiar object. He pulled himself off her and bent over to reach for the gift he had given her a few hours ago and which she had been admiring before he arrived.

         “Actually, I bought it for a purpose,” he admitted, twirling the shapely handle in his fingers, then slipping the flogger loop around his wrist.

         “Will you show me how a good bitch behaves?” he asked, and Ula knew immediately what to do. She stuck out her bottom, arching her back like a kitten. She exposed herself completely to him and allowed him to admire her. He knelt beside her and plunged his tongue into her wetness. He licked greedily, sliding the leather toy over her shapely buttocks, although he only struck them with his open hand. And when he felt her muscles tighten involuntarily, he pulled away from the honey jar, not letting her come too quickly. Not this time.

         He got to his feet, swung, and a rain of leather braids splashed across both the woman’s buttocks like stinging needles. In the comfort of a private apartment, he did not care about the noise, so he also allowed himself to hit harder, which very quickly left behind lush pink stripes.

         “Maybe this will finally teach you some patience,” he whispered in her ear, and then he lashed her bottom again, to follow it with soothing kisses on the bruising marks.

         Ula did not protest at all. When she reflexively winced after each hit, she would momentarily arch her back even more, wanting to expose her buttocks as best she could, hoping that the next blow would also accidentally fall on her swollen pussy. She loved the pain he was causing her – it sobered her and reminded her that although she had finally got him, he was the master of her pleasure. She celebrated every hit and every kiss, letting him guide her through the spectrum of sensation.

         When she clenched her thighs instinctively with another lash of the whip, he spread them open and slapped his hand between them. She squeaked, apparently enjoying it, because soon he was inside her again. He grabbed her waist with one hand, and whipped her with the other, but now it was lighter and more chaotic. It was difficult for him to coordinate the movements of his hand with the already instinctive, wildly rhythmic movements, but at the last moment he pulled his penis out and ejaculated on her exposed, sore buttocks, leaving behind a picturesque work of destruction. He threw the flogger on the couch, and then began to dress, slowly but without any obvious intention of spending the rest of the night with her, as if to complete the image of using and treating her like an ordinary toy. And surprisingly, she liked it. That was what she wanted – him to please himself with her body, increasing her appetite for more.

         “After the New Year I'm going to Berlin on a business trip,” he said as he put on his shoes in the hall. As if he just happened to remember that she was his secretary. She was about to cut him off, but he added, “I remember that you agreed to business trips, so I understand there won't be a problem? Book two rooms, next to each other.”

         He took a Santa hat out of his coat pocket and placed it on her dishevelled hair, then kissed her on the lips, no longer brutal or forceful – calmly, perhaps even with some tenderness.

         She laughed, finally realising what she had agreed to during the interview. So that's what it was about then!

         “Thank you, Santa,” she murmured into his mouth and closed the door behind him, hoping he would come back to her sooner than in a year.
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         When I saw him for the first time, my feelings were indifferent. Oh, the new geography teacher. That’s it. What is more, I didn’t care for the subject, so I only did the necessary minimum to get a good grade on my report card. Everything changed when we went on our last class trip before graduation. Our homeroom teacher fell ill, and the geography teacher was supposed to replace him. We were disappointed but had the choice of either replacing our guardian or canceling the trip. We didn’t know the new teacher yet, and we didn’t know what to expect from him. But it was on this trip that he became closer to me than anyone before. I decided to confess my feelings to a boy from another class, but it was a total failure. I was rejected and ridiculed and later harassed by his friends. Only the geography teacher offered me support when he saw what was happening. He found me flooded in tears in the dining hall of the resort where we were staying. He sat down beside me and waited. He did not ask any questions, he did not pressure me, he did not comfort me. He waited. He let me cry and didn’t mock my weakness. I felt safe. I knew he wasn’t judging me. His behavior was better than I expected. After I calmed down and told him everything, listening to me with interest, I felt a lot better. Later we talked for a long time. I was extremely grateful but also impressed by his commitment. To this day, I have never met a teacher so profoundly interested in students’ issues. I felt wrapped up in his care. A vague feeling began to sprout within me. I saw a man in him. He seemed perfect. He was almost becoming an obsession. He also began to pay more attention to me. He talked, joked, teased. I don’t remember when and how, but I started impatiently looking forward to my geography lessons. Suddenly, this subject became my favorite, and I was very committed to learning. I wanted to impress him, make him proud of me. During the lessons, we teased each other – glances full of absurdity, laughter that would amuse anyone.

         I stayed after class a few times, and we talked like good friends. I didn’t realize that I was beginning to develop a crush on him. He became essential to me, the figure of authority I needed. I idealized him and absorbed his interest like a sponge, collecting each droplet of hidden tenderness and closeness. I filled myself with it. I could drown in his eyes. They felt dark as well. He had a keen gaze. It made me feel excited somewhere deep inside. He had a line on his cheek whenever he smiled. He licked his lips, driving me crazy. I dreamed of touching them even for a moment.

         I provoked him, mostly verbally. I was infatuated with him and the reactions he was causing in me. My body reacted to his gaze, which became deep and penetrating over time, to his smile that carried a spark of indecency. I liked using gestures and words that could set him off. I enjoyed teasing him, most of all when no one, absolutely no one, had a clue what was going on. I noticed him giving into this game. He spared no ambiguities, of course, at times when no one saw or heard. He even whispered when it wasn’t necessary. He knew perfectly well that his hot breath on my neck kindled a fire in me. I liked to excite him whenever I had the chance. A flirty look, an accidental touch, discreetly rubbing against him like a kitten wanting to play and be petted. He quickly picked up on my intentions but did not ignore them. On the contrary, he took up the game with undisguised interest, although he never touched me on his own. Or at least not in the way I wanted. There were words, little gestures, surrendering to my actions, but he didn’t take the next step. I dreamed of his touch. I dreamt about how I would become a little girl entirely devoted to an adult man. Condemned to his will. Captive mind and body. Obsession. Beyond redemption. I provoked him, touching myself.

         I put my hand on his thigh, played with words. I wore dresses and skirts that barely covered my buttocks. I bent down so he could see what I wanted him to see. I pretended to be an innocent creature, but in fact, I was tempting consciously. It evoked feelings in me that I had never known before. I fantasized about him incessantly, causing myself to tingle in my lower abdomen, to feel the excitement, to tremble, and to get wet between my legs. However, he never crossed that border, although I had the impression that he found it difficult to control himself several times. The wildness in his eyes pleased me. I wasn’t going to let go. I had to have him. I didn’t know how or when yet, but I had to. I felt that I couldn’t give up on what I wanted. It didn’t matter if it was now or later. I had to have him.

         Over time, my gestures towards him became more apparent. He didn’t turn away but just froze a little. We sat closer and closer to each other. We wanted our bodies to touch. That’s when he would whisper in my ear and purr softly. At times like this, I knew we’d both reached the point where nothing else would happen. We both gave each other something, but we couldn’t go any further. I fantasized about him, and when I couldn’t stand the tension, I indulged in frantic masturbation in the shower. The noise and the stream of the water intensified my sensations.

         I closed my eyes, and my hands became his. I slowly washed my body. Neck, breasts with large, protruding nipples. I circled around them, pinching them again and again. The tingling in my lower abdomen increased. My hands slowly slid down my belly to my pubic mound. Sparse hair under my fingers and a succulent pussy. Wet with my juices and the water. Slippery, soft. I slowly lathered the swollen lips, brushing against my button. I massaged rhythmically. I increased the stream and directed it over my dripping slit. The tingling was getting stronger, and the pressure in the lower abdomen was almost painful. I leaned my back against the wall and gave in to the feeling. His fingers in my tight pussy and his body pressing me against the cold tiles – my imagination was running wild; I might explode in a moment. Immediately after playing in the shower, I felt like I was falling apart. Incredible fatigue. Fulfillment, discharge of painful tension. It only helped for a moment.

         I couldn’t take it. I wanted him. I desired him. I thought about him constantly and couldn’t get the thoughts out of my head. I couldn’t cope with his presence, which was oppressive in every possible way – mainly when he played with my emotions. He aroused desire and cooled it down rapidly. The worst of all was the senseless suffering, without any hope of a better future. It became unmanageable, like a fuse that, once lit, can’t be stopped. He stimulated with his intellect. He delivered such intense sensations with his conversation that I felt as if I was sinking deeper and deeper into a maddening fascination each time. I learned to listen. To catch nuances, ambiguities, and contradictions. Under the influence of his voice and gaze, I trembled from within. He set me on fire. I was disappointed and angry whenever he talked to anyone else. I would become surly and unpleasant. One day, he totally ignored me and indulged in conversation with another girl instead, leading me to be rude during his lesson, if not to say nasty. Of course, he ordered me to stay after class. I was seated as usual at the front desk that was pushed up against his. After all the students had left the room, he closed the door behind them and turned to me. He raised his hands in resignation and walked slowly towards the desk. He leaned against his desk, but he was close enough that I could feel the warmth emanating from him. I mellowed down instantly. He stared intently into my eyes. His gaze made me feel ecstasy and horror at the same time. I couldn’t guess what he was thinking. I felt my breath quicken, and my palms started to sweat.

         “You’re not like that. I know you. You are smart, good, and beautiful. You’re a good girl,” those last words came out in a nearly inaudible whisper, but his gaze fixed on my glassy eyes made me sink into myself. Everything about me was screaming. I wanted him with every inch of my body and soul. He knew how to reach me; he could see what it did to me. He was using my instability to stir up my hunger even more. We were alone, after the last lesson of the day. The school was empty. My thoughts began to circle and form into a fantasy. A fantasy in which I saw him sitting at his desk, bent over papers to grade.

         As he lifted his head and challenged me with his eyes, I walked toward him on trembling legs. He got up, turned my back to him, and pressed me against the desk. He spread his legs and, pushing my panties aside, put two fingers inside me. When he felt how wet I was and ready for him, he licked his fingers, covered in my juices, and unzipped his fly. He pulled out his swollen penis and stuck it into my willing pussy. He covered my mouth with his hand to be sure no one would hear us. However, knowing that someone might enter the classroom only heightened the experience. He fucked me over the geography tests. He panted and thrust with all his might, not slowing down. I wanted to feel him fill me with his spunk. He came shortly after, choking back a scream.

         My breathing quickened. I looked the teacher in the eye, feeling that I was starting to drift away in a wave of desire. I did not know what to do. My crotch was throbbing painfully, and my panties were damp. I wondered if he saw anything or if he smelled my scent. He said something, but I wasn’t listening. I heard nothing but my own beating heart. I stood up and, looking deeply and longingly into his eyes, I put my hand on his. Surprised, he fell silent. He breathed in deeply through his nose, and that’s when it hit him. At first, he looked at me confused, then narrowed his eyes. I could see his gaze grow wild and untamed. However, he maintained appearances.

         “What’s happening?” he asked. I held my breath and leaned in to kiss him. Our eyes met for a moment, then I stared at his lips. He wanted my mouth too; I could tell. He licked his lips. I moved in even closer to press my body against his thighs. I was practically standing between his legs, our chests almost touching. He didn’t budge. I figured if something didn’t suit him, he would have stopped me. If he didn’t want to, he would have kicked me out of class. I had his silent consent.

         “I have to do something. Please let me.…” I put my hands on his shoulders and tilted my head to the left. He stared, panting nervously.

         “You can’t do this. I’m your teacher,” he barely whispered, as if he had lost his voice.

         “The final exam is in two months, though. You won’t teach me anymore.…” I leaned towards his lips and gently brushed their edge. He closed his eyes, surrendering to my influence. I parted my lips to continue, but he stood up abruptly and walked behind the desk to the window.

         “You’d better leave,” he said without even looking at me. His back towards me, breathing loudly. He didn’t turn around for a moment. His distance mesmerized and tormented him at the same time. Confused and speechless, I grabbed my bag and ran out of the classroom. Mad with unfulfilled desire, fear, shame, and humiliation, I ran as fast as my legs would carry me. The combination of emotions buzzing in me caused tears to run down my cheeks. I couldn’t stop them. I ran to forget and erase my humiliation. It got dark. Quiet. I was alone. I felt that it would never change. Mentally, I shattered myself to pieces.

         From that day on, we avoided each other. I couldn’t bear his gaze. I felt unimaginably humiliated. I decided to reduce our interactions to the absolute minimum. At first, he tried to talk, explain. But what was there to explain here? I felt like a rejected whore. Not a speck of dignity. These emotions were so strong that they obscured reality. Anger helped me deal with everything that was tearing me apart from the inside. It was easier that way. Somehow, I managed to survive until the end of school and final exams. And then we parted ways. I left for college and started a different life. A life without him. I thought I would forget and erase him like a scribble on a piece of paper, but it was not that simple and definite. I never forgot. He had become a part of me. Imprinted on me. He became a dream screaming for fulfillment. That’s why you have to be careful with your dreams. You have to recognize the point to which they can save us and when they can sink us because they can land you in a swamp.

         It often seems that old emotions and feelings disappear. After many years, everything burns out – nothing is what it used to be. However, although teenage fantasies are nothing compared to an adult’s experience, they stay with us, saved at the back of our minds and returning at the least expected moment.

         He reappeared in my life, and suddenly, I wondered how my soul survived such an insufferable existence for eleven years.

         I wandered through the shopping mall. I looked at the displays and strolled lazily without any purpose. I didn’t really know what I was looking for. I had returned to my hometown for a long weekend. My friend stood me up, and to avoid spending the following evening alone, I decided to visit the mall. Not knowing where to go, I wandered around and reminisced. My thoughts circled around the geography teacher. Everything reminded me of him. I was afraid that I would feel unfulfilled for the rest of my life. He was stuck inside me like a splinter. I couldn’t take it out.

         I knew that I wouldn’t feel fulfilled unless we connected. We were so close, almost there, but he ran away. I had rethought and analyzed the situation over the years. I figured he had probably held back because he was my teacher, and I was barely eighteen. He was painfully sensible. I was convinced that he would have given in to my temptations if we had met under different circumstances. After all, I saw how he reacted, and the bulge in his pants didn’t lie. While thinking about it, the last thing I expected was to run into him. We stood in the middle of the hall and looked at each other, speechless. After a moment, he winked at me, and a smirk appeared on his lips: cunning but affectionate. I stiffened. I sank into myself, knowing that any interaction with him could burn and hurt me. He approached with a confident and decisive step.

         “How nice to see you! How are you?” he asked in a neutral and friendly voice.

         “Thank you, I’m fine. What about you?”

         “Good too. I teach in an elementary school now, the one, you know, in the Jefferson residential area.

         “Oh, yeah, I know where that is…” I paused, not knowing what else to say. He was staring so hard my voice stuck in my throat.

         “Are you here for long?” his tone changed. As if he quavered and got a little nervous. I could barely hear him over the noise of the shopping mall. The teacher’s eyes instantly darkened, and I had the feeling that his breathing had sped up. Was he feeling the same? My femininity, so far asleep, has regained its life. My lower abdomen began to tingle, and I bit my lip involuntarily. He noticed it. It reminded me of a dormant volcano waiting for the opportunity to explode.

         “Visiting my parents and old stomping grounds for a few days,” I confessed, trembling. I had completely lost control of myself. I felt the excitement in my belly. He was standing so unimaginably close, I had him within reach, but I knew there was nothing I could do. Not this time. Now it was his turn. He was the one who had to initiate, although I was afraid that by waiting, I would lose my only chance.

         “Am I that old?” He winked at me, and we both burst out laughing.

         I didn’t know how he would behave towards me. I was afraid he would treat me coldly. My heart broke at the thought, but nothing of the sort happened. I looked at him and saw perfection. He looked at me in an absolutely perfect way. He could normalize the situation and at the same time make it clear that something was sparking between us. And you could feel it. I recognized the same gestures, gaze, and smiles with which he fed me at school. I couldn’t miss the opportunity. I would never forgive myself. I wanted this man madly. For eleven years, nothing had changed at all.

         “You’re the most perfect age,” I replied, staring into his eyes. I began to narrow my eyes involuntarily and parted my lips in a sigh.

         “Perfect for what?” He picked up on my game. He shifted uneasily but came slightly closer. I felt his hot breath on my face.

         “For everything, especially what you couldn’t do in the past,” I murmured right into his mouth.

         “Do you think we can make up for lost time?”

         “I even think we have to…”

         He smiled, satisfied, then grabbed my hand.

         “Come with me,” he said, dragging me to the stairs leading down to the underground parking lot.

         I went without any resistance. I think I would have followed him anywhere, even to hell. I was swooning in his presence, touch, gaze. I was just waiting for it. This is what I wanted. When we got to the car, he told me to get in, and we headed off. We didn’t talk much during the ride, and the excitement meddled with my senses. I felt the density of the desire between us. His hand rested on my thigh, and it felt like I was about to explode. He was touching me, starting at the knee, slowly moving up. Instinctively, I widened my legs to allow him easier access to my panties. He reached the underwear with his hand, only brushed against it, then moved back down. His caresses made me dizzy. I could only think about one thing. I wanted him to fuck me. Right here, right now.

         He parked on some forest road. It was getting dark, so you couldn’t see much. He unfastened his seat belt and turned to face me. He had an indiscernible expression on his face. I’d never seen him like this. I felt faint terror mixed with wild desire. He touched my face with the back of his hand. I closed my eyes in bliss, and he leaned in and kissed me. The kisses were shallow, but after a while, his tongue began to push hard against my mouth as if he couldn’t get enough and wanted to know every detail of my pink palate. Then he kissed my ears, neck, lips. It was as if crystals were exploding under my skin. When he stopped, I smiled at him, my hand wandering over the gold button of his jeans. He groaned deep in his throat. I had never heard a man make such a noise before. I unbuttoned his pants. He got up in the seat, so I could pull them off. He was wearing boxer shorts, and his penis had hardened. The tip protruded above the elastic of his underwear.

         “We shouldn’t be doing this, baby…” he barely gasped as I bent down and kissed the head of his penis. He tilted his head back and groaned again. I slipped off his underwear and put my lips around its head. I licked it like a delicious treat. He smelled amazing and tasted just as good. I wanted to swallow it whole. I could barely contain myself. I took it as deeply as I could and began to move up and down rhythmically. I cupped his testicles in my hand and rubbed them gently. My movements became faster and faster with his rapid breathing. I sucked, licked, caressed him. I helped myself with the sliding movements of my hand. He groaned, and at times he pulled my head towards him to take him even deeper. I felt him lift my skirt to reveal my buttocks. He stroked my skin, pinched it, only to spank it gently in a moment. Juices flooded my pussy. I groaned with pleasure, and he slapped my buttocks again. I thought I couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t wait any longer. I pulled away from his penis and looked pointedly. I was panting anxiously. I was overwhelmed by an unbearable urge. He understood. He felt the same. His eyes blazed. He grabbed the seat’s lever and pushed it as far back as possible with a quick movement. He grabbed me and pulled me over. I got up hastily, pulled my panties aside, and slid myself onto his insanely stiff cock. It pushed inside my wet hole to the very end, causing pain and pleasure simultaneously. Taken over by the sensation, we paused. We looked deeply into each other’s eyes just to sink into a wild kiss.

         I had fantasized about this first penetration for a long time. About the feeling. How everything would change in one second. What sounds he would make. Would it be a cry of pleasure? After savoring the piercing sensation, I began a gallop towards fulfillment. Without holding back. The feeling of falling caught me almost immediately. I knew I couldn’t stop it; I knew there was no point in fighting it. I surrendered to what the body dictated. And it wanted an orgasm. He was lifting me up, holding my buttocks. I could feel him sliding out, then pushing all the way in. He was impaling me on himself. I loved the combination of pain and pleasure. He resonated with me. He released throaty groans. A few solid movements and I gave up ultimately. There was no turning back. I writhed on him, screaming his name in fulfillment, and he let out a long scream. I felt the warm liquid flow out of me. He froze, his fingers gripping my buttocks. It was like a shimmering haze. He satiated me with hungry kisses full of gratitude.

         Afterward, he drove me home. We agreed to meet the next day again while my parents were out. I fell asleep full of dirty thoughts. I felt that my dream would come true tomorrow. What happened in the car was only an appetizer, a prelude to what was to come next.

          
      

         I stare at myself in the mirror. Light makeup, a black dress to highlight my figure, and garter stockings and no panties underneath it. He will be here soon, and I am overwhelmed by a multitude of intense feelings. A mixture of desire, fear, and curiosity. As if we were to meet for the first time after eleven years or as if I had traveled back in time. Emotions awaken in me, and my body reacts. Unfulfilled desire.

         Silence, and then… the sound of an oncoming elevator. Hallway, door, bell… Closer, deeper… He arrived on time.

         He enters without a word. I close the door behind him, and he stands and stares. His eyes are impenetrable – as I remember them. A memory that has been in my heart all these years. Seconds pass, but I have the feeling that I am rewriting history. A pleasant déjà vu.

         He spreads his arms, and I cling to him with my whole body. He holds me hard. He presses his face into my hair, my neck. Absorbing the smell. I feel him shivering, his breath irregular. He strokes my back with his hand, only to catch my waist and pull me towards him even harder. He looks at me in a way I don’t recognize. Is it a conscious, overflowing, wild desire? He strokes my cheek and smiles mischievously as if we’re seeing each other for the first time. As if it wasn’t yesterday, like a comma put in the wrong place. As if he wanted to rewrite everything completely differently. It didn’t bother me at all. For me, it was a dream that I wanted to grasp. And at that moment, it became possible.

         We sit on the couch, sipping coffee, talking like old friends. I absorb it as I used to – with all of myself. I stare at the familiar eyes, lips. His eyes embarrass me at times. There is something new and different about him. We involuntarily touch each other’s hands and knees. It is different and the same at once. Charming, mischievous, untamed. We also talk about the past, and he moves even closer.

         “You were rude and provocative at times,” she says, licking his lips lustily. I didn’t have the chance to answer because his phone rang. He looks at the display.

         “Shit, sorry,” he says and answers it quickly.

         He talks to someone about professional matters. His hand lands on my knee. He strokes it steadily, testing my reactions. I close my eyes and surrender to the touch. When our eyes meet, I know there will be no turning back. I have the impression that he shuddered. His hand tightens on my thigh. He has just received silent permission. Now he can take me.

         He hangs up quickly and throws the phone away. He pulls me by the hand so that I straddle him. My dress rolls up, revealing my thighs. He squeezes his hands on them and then runs them up to my buttocks. He pulls my hips towards him, my breasts pressed against his chest.

         “You’re still a bad girl,” he says. I fall apart at his whisper.

         His mouth pressed against mine. His crazy tongue penetrates my lips, thirsty and bursting with lust. His kisses dig into my neck. I groan with pleasure. I can feel my perineum throbbing and moist, and he’s excited to the limit. His hands tighten on my buttocks, pinching them, kneading them. He caresses my lips and neck with his tongue. Rapid breathing and insistent movements show how much he wants to fuck me. He slides the dress off my shoulders, revealing my breasts. He squeezes them tightly, teasing the nipples through the fabric of my bra. I groan in a fit of pleasure. It is not gentle, and that suits me very well. The tension, fantasies, and desires accumulated over the years were now becoming a reality. He reads my desires perfectly. The excitement rises to unprecedented proportions. I can’t take it any longer. I dream about his dick inside me. Now. I slide off him, and he stands up and grabs my neck. He arranges me so that I am on my knees with my ass sticking out. I wait for what must happen. His brazen hands push apart my buttocks. He tests my longing with his hand, and when he dips his fingers inside, I run out of breath… I’m shamelessly wet, open to him, and in a long groan, I contain all my desire…

         “Very rude,” his voice trembles.

         He pulls out his fingers, and I arch my back even more. The sounds of him unfastening his belt and the zipper on his pants are driving me crazy. He enters me quickly and powerfully. My loud moan drowns out his loud:

         “Oh fuck!”

         He pushes into me. I turn to look at him. Out of the corner of my eye, I see closed eyelids, bitten lips. He holds my hips in an iron grip. He stands and fucks me hard, pumping into me to the very end, on the verge of pain. I love feeling the strength within myself. His penis pushed against the walls of my vagina, filling every nook and cranny and delivering a mixture of ecstasy, pain, stretching, and the smacking sound of a hard fuck. He is like a beast unleashed, rushing breathlessly, without restraint, without fear and worry. He moves quickly, focused on the sensations coming from within, filled with the power we have given each other, which we have allowed ourselves to have. I lower my head, lift my hips higher. I reach for my clit. His hands grip my buttocks even tighter, only to give them a few hard slaps. It is inevitable. So many years… My groans, interspersed with a short “Oh yeah…” after each stroke, send him into a mad gallop.

         I slowly lose myself in the feeling.

         “That’s what you wanted…” he growls. He tightens his grip, breathing hard and deep. Choking groans and accelerated panting are not enough. The sounds of our bodies, the wet sounds of copulation, are not enough. I want his voice to burst into my body with the same force he fucks me with. I want to immerse myself in it even more. Hear the fulfillment that excites him.

         “Ohhhh babyyyy…” he shouts, strong, long, deep, and loud, pouring waves of incredible fulfillment into me. We scream together to finally be silent. The dream has come true.

         I can go back to living my life, and he to his wife…
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         The stuffiness knocks me off my feet today. Polluted air settles in my lungs, sweat trickling down the inside of my thighs rubbing against each other. In the pockets of my jacket, there are old, validated bus and tram tickets and a student ID that guarantees a discount on beer in my favorite pub. I can feel my phone vibrating. A blue light illuminates the pocket of my black jeans. My heart trembles at the thought that it could be a message from you. A few short words that you are looking forward to my return. I speed up, deftly avoiding the bothersome dogs squirming at my feet, little beagles sticking their noses into my biodegradable bags. They spend a few seconds sniffing the strawberries I bought at the market from an old lady who offered to read the future from my lotion-covered palm. I can feel sweat even running down my calf as I run across the pedestrian crossing, trying to make it to the other side before the light turns red. I hide in the shade of the trees, slowing down my pace.

         Annoying bits of pollen from flowers coming back to life settle on my body, disturbing my peaceful existence. The upcoming summer irritates me even more. I plan on spending the vacation hiding away from the sun, lying naked in the darkness of our living room or bedroom, watching Harry Potter once again, occasionally feeling your hands yearning for touch or your mouth hungry for kisses. I can’t wait for it to finally start raining. The stuffiness will become a thing of the past, the air will cool down again, and I will no longer feel sticky from this awful heat.

         I jump into the old but pleasantly cool tenement house. I skip over a few steps, trying not to accidentally get out of my breath. I pass by a withered plant that the neighbors upstairs stopped watering a few weeks ago. I wonder, if you had been out with me, would we start kissing in the stairwell, unable to hold back, unable to tear our hands away from each other, longing for the familiar touch… Entering the apartment, I toss my keys on the table by the door, take off my sneakers, and leave my groceries on the kitchen counter: a large container of soothingly cool vanilla ice cream, a heavy carton of orange juice, a few ripe bananas, strawberries, blueberries, which are more expensive now than last year, and the cream cheese brioches that I love, still warm. I drop everything right there as soon as I spot you out of the corner of my eye.

         I hug the body so familiar to me, absorbing your cotton candy-scented warmth. I can see you smiling fondly at me. You are happy to see me, even though I was only away from this safe space for a few hours. After a moment of short good morning kisses, I drag you towards the bedroom, bumping into the table in the corridor along the way. I can only think of your body, which I will be touching with impunity in a moment. You increasingly want to cut your thick, long, auburn hair, which I love to tousle when we lie together on the couch. And those bangs that are starting to get in your eyes while you read your mysteries and watch episodes of your favorite series with me. I can’t wait to touch your soft skin, which smells of peach body lotion, reminding me of summer. The familiar moles and birthmarks that make up the constellations on your skin, covered with tiny black hairs, amaze me every time. Your soft breasts that I snuggle into when I need to feel safe. The hands that stroke my back as I press against your breasts, inhaling the scent of your body, the coffee you drank this morning, the smell of home, security, happiness. Tiny hands that are incredibly bossy, rough, and yet so tender when I touch them. Hands that calm me down or drive me crazy.

         When we enter our bedroom, most of which is occupied by a large double bed, I immediately feel you close to me. You slip your hand under my black T-shirt. I hear a muffled grunt as you realize my bra is gone, and there’s nothing to protect my breasts from your fingers. Up until a few weeks ago, I would have been embarrassed by this fact. Going out into the city without a frilly black bra. Now I just look questioningly when someone focuses too long on the faintly visible hard nipples, no longer caring about people I will never meet again. You help me take off my T-shirt, tossing it aside, almost making it into the laundry basket.

         You run your fingers over my slightly sweaty body. You start massaging, kneading my breasts. You push your nails into the areola of my nipple, squeezing it tightly from time to time. At the same time, you kiss my chapped lips, thirsty for your kisses. You make me moan softly. I throw my arms around your neck, bringing my body closer to yours while still leaving a little space. You quickly leave one kiss on my chin and then kiss my neck long and passionately. I tilt my head so that you have better access to it. I close my eyes, focusing on the sensations flowing through me. You lick and suck on my skin, occasionally nibbling it hard and leaving red marks behind. You mark me with yourself. I’m not going to complain or hide it later from the intrusive world. Let them look, let them be jealous, let them wonder who you are.

         You pinch one of my nipples violently, and I gasp with surprise. The world left behind the closed door tries to sneak into our space through an open window. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barks. You can hear neighbors arguing with each other, a car honking several times. Suddenly, someone rings the doorbell, and all my muscles clench in an instant, even though you continue to touch me so tenderly. You pinch my nipple lightly. I have no idea if it’s the postman or somebody else. I want them to go away. I feel slight fear and shame of being caught in this position flare up in me. At the same time, an even greater wave of excitement grows within me. I panic and freeze in place, almost throwing you off me while you seem to be having a great time, grinning ravenously. I try not to make a sound, biting my lip hard, tensing my muscles. Wishing so hard that the world would not notice us right now. The bell rings out for the last time in the stuffy apartment, mixing with my groan, which, surprisingly and somewhat embarrassingly, you manage to extract from me quite easily by pressing and then pulling hard on my nipple.

         I undo the buttons in my pants and slide them off along with my underwear. I’m naked. You push me onto the bed, onto the fresh, recently changed sheets. You lean over me, almost lying on top of me. I am intoxicated with the sight of your naked body. I kiss your shoulders, leaving wet, messy marks with my thin, hungry lips. I feel so aroused that all I want to do is touch myself. Run my fingers over my belly, thighs, and then slowly over the poorly shaved pussy that hasn’t been groomed in several days. But you don’t let me. You pin me to the bed with your weight, clasping your hands around my wrists, having nothing else to use instead. You tell me to stay where I am. So I stay, feeling the excitement rise within me. I like your domination, firmness, and ferocity. I want to follow your commands. I feel warmth overwhelming me simply from surrendering to your words. I feel attached when you say I’m yours. I dream of being completely fulfilled as I give you control of my body as I wait for you to tell me how to touch myself. I want to feel your all-encompassing astral firepower on me.

         Like an obedient dog, I am waiting for permission. I am waiting for you to agree, take control, and I will comply. I will surrender because I know it is not just about the pain. It is also about small gestures. About the fact that you know what I really need. About the fact that you never get enough of me. About the fact that you like watching movies with me on the couch and pinching my nipples. About the fact that you love me even though we are both too scared to say it out loud. About the fact that you are there when I need you the most. With your control over me, you soothe my intrusive, all too often destructive thoughts. You are not the answer to all my problems. I am still afraid of starting to rely on you too much.

         On the other hand, this is what my dedication is all about – fully trusting that you know what’s best for me. Showing all of myself, throwing away each of my layers, feeling, knowing that you are doing the same, I allow you to control my body as well as my emotions. In return, I accept whatever you want to entrust to me, giving me a safe space, offering a relaxing place where I can be myself, trusting you fully because I know that even if we jump off a cliff together, you will make sure I’m safe.

         After a while, I hear you open the door and come back into the bedroom. My eyes are fixed on the patterns of the recently changed bedding. I don’t know what you brought with you. I hear your short praise, feeling myself blush and become even more aroused. I feel like a bitch in heat, so when you reappear within my reach, I sit on your lap and start kissing you hard, even sticking my intrusive tongue into your mouth. It becomes challenging for me to curb my cravings and not start rubbing my wet pussy on the nearest pillow or anything else to release the tension and extreme arousal. You push me away from you so that I land my back on the soft mattress again. You’re laughing under your breath. That’s when you bring the black ropes into my line of vision. I swallow loudly at the mere sight, remembering that you haven’t used them in a long time. You calmly use the soft ropes to tie my hands to the rails of the bed so that I can’t satisfy myself so that I am forced to beg for every touch. Even if I don’t feel the rope tightening too tightly around my wrists, the sheer helplessness alone excites me terribly. My pussy is getting wetter and wetter, my thighs are shaking, they are open as wide as possible so that you can see how wet and beautiful I am. I can’t wait for you to finally touch me. Unfortunately, you’re in no hurry. You force me to focus for a moment longer on your words, which slowly lose their meaning. You force me to keep my mind clear for a moment longer. You ask twice if everything is alright, and after getting an affirmative answer, you finally let me feel your cold hands on my burning thighs. You calmly lean over me and kiss me gently when you see my helplessness. I feel my clitoris swell. I want you to separate my juicy labia and finally insert your fingers inside me.

         The sun slowly licks my excited body from behind the blue curtains. Its hot fingers slide over my pale skin covered with tiny hairs, over my protruding nipples, the soft but chapped lips that are good for kissing aroused naked skin, for sucking your clitoris, for screaming in excitement. I am easily excited and scared creature at the same time. You kiss me greedily. It’s another sign of your domination. You kiss me hard on the lips while squeezing my breast, giving me no chance to answer. I’m helpless with tied wrists. You sit on my stomach, bring your mouth to my ear. You say you’re gonna fuck me long and hard, but you don’t know if you’ll let me come. You will wait for the moment when I ask sweetly for it, whine like the good bitch I am, when I beg you, saying that I will do whatever you want. You love teasing me so much, driving me crazy. I know it turns you on, makes you incredibly wet yourself. You nibble on my earlobe, feeling the effect just your words have on me. You smile savagely. You relish how easily you can make me scream unless you gag my slutty mouth. You walk away, and for a few seconds, you just watch me nearly writhing under your gaze, groaning involuntarily. I really need you to finally do something with my increasing arousal and growing tension. I realize that I will start begging for even the slightest touch very quickly.

         You put your warm hand on my neck, and I gasp loudly as if your next touch might completely deprive me of air. You hear my rapid breathing; you may be able to hear my heart racing. At the same time, we both know our safe words. A thrill of pleasure runs through me. You know the signs when there is too much of you in me and with me. We have talked about safety and trust many times. I would not let you do this if I were not one hundred percent sure that you would not do me any unwanted harm if you were not entirely sure of your pressure, touch, yourself. A sense of bondage, helplessness flows through me. Feeling immersed in your touch.

         I can’t hide anything from you, even if at times I can’t quite say what I need and want from you. I know that after these few months of having regular sex, you know my body, my reactions to your touch, even if at first you felt irritated when I didn’t know how to speak up during consensual spanking or heavy petting. But that was during the uncertain beginnings, now it’s very different. Again, I want to say out loud that I want you, even if you can clearly see me melting every time you put your hands or lips on any part of my body. You see that I want more of you every time. After several hours of being with you in one space, I have learned to talk about my needs in moments when I do not feel your hands on my body for too long when I need your domination because I have no idea what to do with myself. Sometimes I just overtake the space we share. I sit on your lap and rub against you, purring right in your ear, whispering how much I need you to tell me how to touch myself. I need you to control me, for example, the way you are doing it right now.

         I let you mark me. Spill the scent of your body wash onto me, your frustrations, and your hopes. A few days ago, I allowed myself to take a black marker from my cupboard and write on my body that I am your bitch. To leave a mark of not only a hot pussy and red butt from spanking, not just sweet kisses, but a physical sign of attachment. A sign that I am, in fact, solely yours. Today it is barely visible, washed off by the powerful shower stream and you rubbing against my body. Occasionally, the thought of something more permanent crosses my mind.

         You comment on how wet I am. You look into my eyes while I just squint and groan and tremble as you brush your fingers over my throbbing clitoris. You only touch me a few times without trying to get me to orgasm. Suddenly you take your sweet, wet fingers away, waiting for me to start asking for more. I actually do, and I quietly whine for more, even if my words get confused and my voice breaks quite a bit. I’m not sure what I managed to say or what you made of those messy sentences tearing out of my throat. All I know is that I’m filled with utter helplessness, and I just want you. I want to feel your intense energy bursting through me from within.

         You rapidly insert two fingers into my extremely hot, wet vagina. You take them out for a moment, put them to my mouth, smear my own juices over my lips, my chin. I lick your fingers greedily, suck them. Soon, you take them from my mouth. With your fingertips, you slowly, quite gently touch the inside of my thighs, so close and yet so far away from my pussy. You slide your fingernails over my hungry skin. I sigh out loud, annoyed that you’re playing with me again. You put your fingers back where I need them most. You massage the inside of my vagina. At times you pull out your wet fingers to slowly stroke the vulva, move your fingers from the clitoris to the opening and back again. Wet fingers press against my skin, slip over the clitoris, but you do not pay much attention to it. You slide them out, and after a while, you force them back into my hot vagina, now and then kissing and gently biting my hard nipple. I groan and gasp with pleasure as your fingers move rhythmically inside me. I move uncontrollably over the squeaky mattress as much as I can. I mumble your name, screaming with closed eyes that it feels good, that you are amazing. You drive me crazy.

         I raise and lower my hips to the rhythm of your fingers pumping in and out. Everything inside me is pulsating. My whole body is trembling. I groan and squirm on the bed, wanting more. I have no control over myself, over my movements. I am becoming even more like an animal. I’m screaming, please, fuck me harder, harder. Like a bitch in heat whose thoughts are only about orgasms and fulfillment. You lean in, and you let me kiss you, you let me bite your lower lip. Push my rough tongue loudly into your mouth, crushing you with my need for strong passion. We kiss greedily, uncontrollably, I’m desperate, and I want more and more. You finally speed up your movements after my subsequent pleas, pleas to come. You know that I really can’t wait any longer. I feel relieved when you stop toying with me, finally giving me what I need so badly.

         I moan and scream. My neighbor hits the radiator pipes while hearing my loud orgasm as I feel utter ecstasy. A thrill of excitement shakes me as I clench my thighs tightly, no longer controlling my own body reflexes and just surrendering to a moment of glorious climax. I feel you gently press your wet and sticky fingers against my chapped lips. I open them immediately so I can taste them. I don’t wonder if what I’m doing is okay. I lick and drink my own nectar from them. I suck and almost choke on your fingers. My own juices are running down my chin. It’s a bit tart, it’s different, but it’s mine, and you love it. You love it as much as any other part of my body. You love that it has become your property. We remain in this embrace until you finally take your fingers away and wipe them on the already damp, soiled sheet.

         You leave me in the wet sheets. Wet with sweat and juices, dripping involuntarily down my thighs onto the fabric that still smells like you. I could wrap myself in it and never get up again. I could get drunk on you, feed off you, live off you. You fall onto my breasts, lie still for a few seconds, listening to the ever-steadying rhythm of my heart. I cannot think rationally. My mind is sticky pink cotton candy now. I bite my lower lip, struggling in this overwhelming silence. I’m shivering a little. I don’t know if it’s from cold or so many emotions. I try to relax my aching body. I lose track of time; I don’t know how long we just lie there. Just when I feel that I need assurance that everything was fine, you tell me that I was wonderful and accepted everything you gave me so beautifully. You say you can’t wait to use me again, that I look so beautiful when I come hard, screaming your name. I close my eyes and melt at your tender words. I can’t bring myself to say how much you mean to me. It’s not just a sore throat or the fact that I don’t trust my voice at this point. I believe that words cannot express the admiration, tenderness, and love I feel for you flowing through me right now.

         Suddenly, you stand up and place a short, impossibly affectionate kiss on my lips. You untie the knots that held me in place and throw the rope to the floor. I clench and relax my hands, making circles with my wrists, which have become quite stiff and sore from staying in one position for a long time, even though the rope wasn’t pulling too tightly on them. You leave me alone, lying on my back. My skin can’t take another orgasm, another look. I feel how hot and sticky I still am as I move my thighs. I should get up to wash off a little, empty my bladder, pull myself together, but I can’t. My body is idle, almost out of order. If I had to get up, it would only be to find you in this little apartment because every second without you by my side starts to bother me, making me feel more or less uncomfortable.

         I smile when I hear you open the door again. Luckily, you head back into the room with a tray containing a bowl of melted ice cream, a bottle of sparkling water, and a wet towel. I close my eyes, knowing that you are back with me, and you gently move my legs apart. You press a damp, cold towel over my aching thighs and vagina. You start to wash me gently, trying not to cause additional pain by kissing the cleaned areas, making me purr like a happy kitten. I am curious if you are also affected by this incredible fatigue, laziness, balancing on the verge of waking and sleeping. You grab my hand, pull me firmly toward you, and my limp body falls over your slender, sweaty body. I rest my head on your shoulder, though that probably wasn’t what you had intended. You call me sweet words asking me to open my eyes. I take a few sips of cool sparkling water, letting you stroke my hair. I want to repay you, give you physical pleasure as well, but at the moment, I am incapable of it. I wonder if we remembered to hang up the laundry or still in the washing machine. I wonder if I was a good girl. Before I can ask you this question, however, you say that you enjoyed being with me. You say that I was a good girl, and my cheeks turn a little pink.

         I am trembling from the excess of stimuli. I look down at my red wrists. You hold a small metal spoon to my mouth. I let you feed me with the vanilla ice cream that runs down my chin. You lick the sweet white drops before they run down my neck and onto my chest. After a while, you take a few spoonfuls of the sweetness into your mouth, replenishing the sugar in your body. You feed me ice cream while stroking my hair. I’m saturated with your scent. You place short, sweet kisses on my shoulders. After licking the leftovers from the navy-blue bowl you bought on sale in a nearby shopping mall, you put it back on the nightstand. You lie down next to me, just as naked, but maybe not as sore. You let me lie on top of you, cuddle up to your burning, naked body. With your fingers, you draw mysterious patterns on my back. You fill the space with assurances that I can just fall asleep, rest, stop thinking, not worry about anything. I focus on your steady breathing and the tender strokes on my back. I slowly fall asleep, feeling completely safe in your arms, filled with happiness.
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         I sat in the car and carefully watched the entrance to her building. I knew she was going to leave soon; I knew her daily schedule by heart. I lit a cigarette and pushed the seat back a little to sit more comfortably, inhaling deeply. I took a worn-out pocket knife from the leather jacket on the passenger seat and placed it on the dashboard. We waited together for the right time. The Arctic Monkeys’ “I wanna be yours” came over the radio, and I smiled. It was exceptionally fitting to the situation. I involuntarily ran my hand over my penis and felt it harden quickly under my touch. He hadn’t been entirely relaxed anyway. He’d been stiffening all day.

         Whenever I thought about her and what I was going to do to her. I could see her naked body before my eyes, collapsing under my weight. I pictured the goosebumps on her arms, the pale hairs standing on the back of her neck, and her nipples hardening against the touch of my hands. With each successive element of the image, I inhaled deeper, touched myself harder, awakening my appetite to the maximum. I wanted my erection against her buttocks to be one of the first things she would feel when I grasped her fearful body in a few moments. I tossed the cigarette butt into the empty can of an energy drink that was supposed to give me strength tonight. Now, however, it seemed to me that it was completely unnecessary – my thoughts were exciting me so much that there wasn’t any chance for fatigue to prevent me from carrying out my plan, even though it required as much concentration as possible to avoid encountering any problems. Or pepper spray, who knows. However, I was hoping that she would quickly realize who I was. I just wondered how long it would take? Will she think of the person she trusts most? In fact, I hoped so.

          
      

         We lay in each other’s arms on my bed and marveled at each other in blissful weariness. Our sweaty, sticky bodies clung to each other, so I could easily place tender kisses on Celina’s forehead.

         “Well, you really nailed me hard,” she laughed, her directness taking me by surprise as she nestled tighter under my arm.

         I gazed at her girly face with pleasure because her straight little nose, curtains of long black eyelashes, and bright blue eyes were the most aesthetic sight I had ever seen. Brown hair framed the regular features of her face, its first, very shallow, wrinkle running across her forehead. Despite the four years difference between us, she did not make me feel younger. On the contrary, sometimes I felt that I was looking after her. Smaller than me, she could hide behind me, lean on me literally and figuratively. I would give her pizza when she was in a bad mood, unfasten her sandals when she came back from work tired and sore, throwing herself on the couch, exhausted. Then I drove her home and waited in the car until she entered the building. I also took charge in bed, although she didn’t need it at all. Even though she knew exactly what she was doing and what she wanted from the beginning, she let me take control, which I then used for the pleasure of both of us.

         “I did my best,” I admitted proudly and pushed back the strand of hair that had fallen over her face.

         “Well, maybe you can do one more thing sometime,” she began hesitantly and bit her lip.

         “So, there’s another fantasy in my perverted girl’s head. Spit it out.”

         “But it’s a little silly.” She was embarrassed. “Just don’t think that I’m crazy. It’s supposed to be normal.” I nodded intently. She wasn’t one of those shy, modest girls. She usually expressed her intentions directly, so there had to be something more to it.

         “Come on, don’t be shy. It can’t be stupid unless you want to shit on me, then I’ll have some objections.” I winced a little theatrically, but she – instead of laughing – was still serious, and it crossed my mind that maybe she did have this type of fantasy, which would surprise me a bit and rather disgust me, but I would still argue that it is not at all stupid. Mainly problematic.

         “Because… I wish you would seduce me someday…” She pressed her lips tightly together, wondering if she should stop there, but the desire turned out to be stronger. “But you know, seduce… through direct coercion. You know what I mean?”

         I breathed a sigh of relief because it was not as extreme as could be expected from her unprecedented restraint in expressing her needs. And I could already feel what was in her head while it was barely sprouting in mine. So I nodded, encouraging her to continue.

         “Take me by force. Fuck me the way you like it, don’t worry about what I want, just take me,” she almost whispered, but there was no more uncertainty in this whisper, just excitement and flirting, and Celi’s flirting never left anyone to doubt her faked innocence.

         I pulled her tighter against me and clamped my hand on her hip. I kissed her parted lips.

         “By force?”

         “And brutality. You know how I like it.” She raised the corners of her lips provocatively.

         “But I’m the one who’s supposed to like it, you said so yourself.”

         She stopped smiling, but I knew she was happy that I played into the fantasy.

         “I’ll think about it. We’ll see. Now I’m going to smoke” I ended the topic and freed myself from her embrace to sneak out onto the balcony, pulling my boxers up on the way out. When she joined me a moment later and cuddled tenderly against my back, I already had the whole script in my head. But, despite the passion and sometimes brutality of our relations, I never had to use, as she put it, means of direct coercion. Instead, she gave me everything I wanted, with unbridled joy and almost gratitude. Not that I was building up my ego by suggesting she was grateful for sex, but only for those loving acts of violence between us. This could be an exciting change of scenery. I didn’t have to think twice. It really suited me and awakened my senses. But I didn’t want to try it now that she might expect it. If it was to be my way, we had to wait.

          
      

         So now I was here. In a car that smelled of cigarettes as I lit another one, with an erection pressing against my tight pants, waiting like a creep until my unaware girlfriend leaves the house for an evening walk with her dog. A matter of minutes.

         The phone vibrated in my pocket. She sent a message.“I’m going out with Meatball. I’ll call you if anything.”

         I sent her a thumb’s up to let her know I was available. She wandered around at night every day, and her only protection against a possible attack was to call me whenever she felt threatened. She had no idea that today it wouldn’t help, and I wouldn’t be her knight in shining armor. So when I saw the light in the stairwell, I pulled the hood of my black sweatshirt over my head and felt oddly nervous, as if I was preparing to perform on stage – and it was a bit like that. I had a script, I had an audience in her, I had a set that would follow the rhythm of her day, which I knew by heart, so it was finally time for the premiere.

         Celina walked out the door. She held a leash and a cigarette in one hand and a garbage bag in the other. She had headphones on – perfect, she wouldn’t hear my footsteps. But first, I waited until she was far enough so that the dog would ignore me. Happy wagging would definitely ruin the atmosphere of horror I was trying to get into as if I were the hero of a noir crime story, some psychopathic stalker. It’s not like I wanted to hurt her. I was just doing what she wanted me to. There were so many requests to do what I wanted, but I knew it was just a game. Putting her fantasies in my hands. But I didn’t mind because we rarely disagreed on what happened in bed. We also wanted the same thing, but it was good that she brought it up because a guy suggesting a sexual assault role-play might not be taken well.

         I watched vigilantly and was already turned on enough to want to leave the car immediately. I pictured myself walking up and grabbing her from behind, the bag falling out of her hand, the garbage scattering on the sidewalk, and left as clear evidence that something terrible had happened here. But the fantasy was just a fantasy. Putting it in action required precisely sticking to the plan I had worked out in my head. Every move mattered, and the obsessive planning made me feel a little uncomfortable – as if I was actually plotting a crime rather than pleasing the woman I love.

         After she dumped the garbage in the bin, I nervously stuffed my knife into my pocket and got out of the car to follow her. She walked with a cheerful step into the park, probably listening to some upbeat music, relaxed before the weekend we would spend together, and I was supposed to be gathering strength for tonight.

         I watched with delight as she swayed her hips from side to side and bent down to let the dog off the leash at the entrance to the park. The sight of her plump buttocks, barely covered by the edge of her plaid dress, stimulated my imagination, and I thought with concern that she should definitely be more careful on her nightly walks. Unless she was waiting for me.

         After a moment, Meatball ran up to me. I petted his head in greeting so that he would run off, satisfied to circle around his mistress, who luckily did not turn around. She was entirely in her own world, and it was a pity to interrupt her in this state. But the conditions were favorable. I was already here, the dog had lost interest in my presence, and the windless, warm June evening was perfect – I did not want to put it off now. I had planned it so meticulously and for such a long time that I couldn’t wait any longer. I quickened my pace.

         Every step bringing me closer to her made my heart beat faster. When I was just behind her, I thought it would tear out of my chest and hit her back, which her fat ponytail bounced against. Great, there will be something to grab onto.

         The final step was more of a leap towards her. In an instant, I pulled her to me, holding my hand over her mouth, tearing off her headphones, and wrapping her terrified face in the scent of cheap cigarettes as I said: “Hand over your phone.”

         I said it mostly so she would recognize my voice as she froze and dropped her cigarette on the pavement in fear. Fortunately, everything went according to plan because instead of screaming and biting my hand, she took a deep breath and relaxed. Her fear instantly turned into excitement, and I felt relieved that the most difficult and emotional moment was behind us.“No”

         I did not expect this turn of events. I expected resistance, but not to that point. Still, without hesitation, I reached towards her hair. I pulled on her ponytail and tilted her head slightly to look at her face. She didn’t look scared or stressed.

         On the contrary, she was looking at me with feisty satisfaction.“I don’t think you understand,” I muttered into her ear and saw the long-awaited goosebumps on her neck. I pulled her tighter towards me with my hand wrapped around her waist. I pressed my hips into her to make her feel the erection against her buttocks, just as I had imagined. She involuntarily leaned back to feel me better.“Hand over your phone, or I’ll fuck you.”

         She moved away to hand me the phone she had been clutching. I muted it and stuffed it into the large pocket of my sweatshirt.“So, you can be a good girl after all. We’ll see what else we can do with that,” I said in a low, contented voice, twisting her hair around my hand and leading her through the trees behind the thick hydrangea bushes.

         She walked obediently but somehow hesitantly. I tugged harder to make her speed up, but instead, she tried pulling away, although, in reality, it would have cost her a fair amount of hair. Regardless, I took the knife from my pocket and pressed the cold blade to her neck. She surrendered, although she was familiar with this blunt, harmless, and not very useful tool, which I always kept in the car.“If you do what I say and don’t try anything stupid, I’ll let you return home to tell your boyfriend what a relaxing and enjoyable walk you had”

         She let me lead her to our destination, where I fastened her wrists with a zip tie. Then I pushed her to her knees and, threatening her with the pocket knife, ordered her to unzip my fly. She hesitated for a moment, but in the end, she did so, despite her restricted mobility.

         I put the knife in the back pocket of my jeans, grasped my penis with my hand, and slowly ran it over her cheek, hitting her lightly with it at the end. Even though she winced theatrically and tried to pull away, I could see the hunger in her eyes.“Put it in your mouth,” I ordered in a low voice, and when she didn’t react, I tugged her hair.“Now. The sooner you start, the sooner I finish”“Mn-mm,” she murmured through her tightly closed lips, so I grabbed her face and forced her lips apart. I stuck my thumb in her mouth, but she bit it – gently but enough to make me feel pain. I pulled my hand out of her mouth and slapped her across the face with enough force to compensate the offense.“Now then… A big girl like you should know we don’t use teeth for that,” I scoffed. I parted her lips again and stuck my penis deep enough into her mouth that she had no way of stopping it. I slowly played with her mouth, moving her head back and forth, sometimes pushing deeper, sometimes shallower, so that every now and then, I could smear the saliva that seeped down her chin over her cheek or into her hair. It was a beautiful sight – her glazed eyes, choking mouth; I imagined her knees dirty from the ground, and it excited me even more.

         After a while, I put an end to these pleasures and turned to her instead. I pushed her onto the lawn and, out of the corner of my eye, saw her dog. He was lying under the tree and, as though nothing had happened, watching us with boredom. After all, these activities weren’t new to him. I hoped he wouldn’t be so calm if his mistress had actually been assaulted by a stranger in a dark alley, but at the same time, I was glad he didn’t bother us.

         I pulled up her short dress and relished the sight of her pink cotton panties with a darkening patch of moisture between her parted thighs. I quickly assessed if they were an expensive, high-end brand, then decided I would not be admonished for any damage, so I tore the fabric to reveal her soft pubic mound. I ran my hand over the dark, delicate hair, stroking it tenderly, but she squeezed her thighs shut, blocking my way.“You were supposed to be good. Don’t you want to go home” I asked with false concern, forcing her legs apart, which was not an easy task at all.“Please don’t,” she said, and I looked at her carefully. She cowered in front of me, but she didn’t look scared at all. She was trembling, but it was definitely shivers of excitement. I felt them on my shoulders too, peeling off my sweatshirt all the more willingly.“Are you sure you want me to leave you here now” I asked seriously, almost threateningly, but in reality, driven by concern? She didn’t look as if she really wanted to stop, but I was not about to leave any room for doubt.

         She shook her head.“Then be a good girl and tell me that you want me to fuck you now” I crouched down in front of her and ran my hands down her thighs with insidious tenderness and delicacy, and as she repeated these words, I pushed her thighs apart with the force of my body, which pressed her to the ground. I tore her panties even further, making room to slip into her wetness, which wasn’t much of a problem despite her attempts to break out from under me. I ran my dick between the slippery slopes of her labia to slide it into her vagina. She was so wet that I could start thrusting hard right away, intensifying as she made another attempt to escape from under my hips. Her pussy, however, did not resist. She welcomed me deeply and graciously, and I relished the warmth that covered my penis.

         My pretty victim finally stopped fighting, breaking away, and protesting. I was a bit disappointed by that. Now that I had assumed the role of a ruthless stalker, I didn’t want to give it up yet.“Why are you submitting so quickly? Are you really such an easy slut?” I let out a wheezing laugh, grabbed her face, squeezing her cheeks. I spat on her and gripped her hair tightly.“What are you gonna tell your boyfriend? That you let some random guy fuck you because your wet cunt couldn’t wait for a hard dick.” “Fuck off,” she growled and jerked her body up as if it would change anything, although I must admit that it impressed me. She was brave and fierce again, trying to break free from my grip, but I relentlessly pressed her tighter to the ground and continued to act.

         It wasn’t that easy, though. I had apparently provoked her into remembering her own expectations of herself, wakening the fighting lioness in her. There was little she could do, trapped beneath me, but she kicked her legs as she tried to knock me off her, her thighs clenched every now and then as if she wanted to push me out, her tied hands weren’t idle either – they were pounding on my chest, and for a moment I wondered if I shouldn’t let go. I stopped, grabbed her hands, and just watched her react. I sure as hell wasn’t ready to give up this role, spoil the fun, but I preferred to play it safe and not turn my partner’s erotic fantasy into real trauma. I waited for her to say “meatball,” our safe word, which humorously always allowed us to come back to reality and take care of each other, but instead, she triumphantly shot back, “You think you’re so fucking tough? Three thrusts and you’re bust, pussy,” And she spat in my face very precisely. I mean, it was good. Better than good because that cheeky and vulgar tone always meant one thing – green light. I wiped my face with the back of my hand, and moved very close to her face to kiss the reddened lips, now open in surprise.“Oh, don’t you worry about that. I’m not finished with you,” I whispered into her mouth and placed my hand on her slender neck. It shifted me slightly out of my rhythm, but I figured that a change of plans could only help at this stage of the game.

         I pulled out of her and zipped up my fly, which wasn’t easy – not only because of the physical limitations of my jeans but also because of the urge to finish inside her. But that could wait a while longer. I took the leash out of her bag and fastened it on Meatball, who began to wag his tail cheerfully.“Get up,” I said and watched him clumsily scramble up from the grass. Her ponytail was barely holding together now, her face wet and dirty. I hung my sweatshirt over her hands to hide the fact that she was tied up and commanded, “Let’s go somewhere more private. If you stay quiet and obedient, no one will get hurt.”

         I improvised. I had one hand around her waist, and with the other, I held the dog. We walked back to the path through the park. It was completely empty, but even if we did meet someone, I hoped that we looked decent enough. The only thing that could be faulted was that we had just made love in the bushes, of course by mutual consent – which was basically true, though we pretended it wasn’t.“You’re already dripping down your legs, aren’t you?” I asked in front of her building, but she didn’t answer. She didn’t have to; I knew she was.

         I took her to the basement and strapped her to one of the pipes that ran along the wall. I tore her panties all the way off and then, despite her helpless protests, stuffed them in her mouth. I knew she wouldn’t scream, but I wanted to enjoy not only the view but also knowing that she could taste the sweetness of her juices in her mouth. And then, without a word, I left. I wondered what was on her mind now. Except for excitement, visible on her face, even though she tried hard to hide it. I wonder if she was afraid that I would leave her here for long?

         Of course, I couldn’t. I already had to restrain myself from finishing when we were back in the park. I leaped up the stairs two at a time to put the dog back in her apartment, then ran downstairs to her. She was leaning her forehead against the cool wall, but she didn’t look scared. Rather tired of waiting. She visibly perked up when she saw me.

         “Good girl,” I whispered into her ear, pinning her against the wall from behind, gripping every curve, savoring her body under my hands. I squeezed her breasts tight enough that she gasped in pain – so I squeezed even tighter.

         I rolled up the checkered dress, revealing her bare buttocks and long, tanned legs that broke out in goosebumps as I ran my fingernails down her thighs. I let her hair down too.

         “Relax,” I ordered. “You’re at my mercy now, so you might as well just let go and have some fun too.”

         She tried to throw an insult at me, but it didn’t quite work with her mouth stuffed.

         I took my time undoing the buttons on her dress and pushed it off her shoulders as far as her restrained hands would allow. I also freed her breasts from the lace bra, which I only needed to pull down a bit. My fingers caressed the swollen nipples, stroking and pinching painfully. Despite trying to keep her face straight, she closed her eyes with delight and clenched her thighs tightly. I unzipped my fly and began to slide my penis between her buttocks. I immersed myself in her vagina for a moment to spread the copious wetness over her. She sighed.

         “You like it after all,” I said, though the statement was muffled by a groan as I plunged into her once again. It left no room for doubt.

         I took the saliva-soaked underwear out of her mouth and threw it to the ground – evidence of the delightful crime I had supposedly committed. Even though I had never felt the urge to do so, at that moment, the thought of doing something so forbidden excited me tremendously. As nervous and anxious as I was back in the park, I could fully relax and focus on pleasure in the quiet of her basement. I grasped handfuls of it, figuratively and literally – I clenched my hands over her breasts, buttocks, face, hair. I squeezed her cheeks, stuck my fingers in her mouth, choked her, all to the accompaniment of rhythmic bumping against her juicy pussy.

         She must have sensed that I was getting close because she started rebelling again. Even though she was tied up and weak, she made another pointless attempt to break free. She jerked her hands as if to tear off the plastic on her wrists, rocked her hips furiously, trying to break free from the pressure of my loins, until I finally pulled out of her. I took a deep breath, then slapped her in the face. And then again.

         “Don’t finish inside me, please,” she breathed. I paused for a moment in awe of her. She looked extraordinarily innocent and sweet, given the circumstances. Her face was flushed, wet with sweat, and her bangs were tousled and sticking to her forehead. She seemed so helpless half-naked, utterly dependent on me.

         “What, wouldn’t you like a souvenir from tonight?” I asked, smiling far too cheerfully for the seriousness of the situation. I took the pocket knife out and cut the zip ties open – although it was more like tearing them apart, irritating the inflamed skin of her wrists, because while the uselessness of the blunt blade had previously been an advantage, now it made my task difficult. But when it finally worked, I turned her to face me and kissed her wet lips tenderly. She didn’t protest as I grabbed her buttocks and propped her up so that she could plunge onto me, now resting her back against the bricks covered with thin threads of dusty cobwebs.

         After a moment of tenderness, I sped up again, pushing myself deeply and confidently into her. I grabbed her neck and rasped out:

         “Sorry, today I decided I was going to come inside you.”

         She groaned out a “no,” but I allowed myself to accept it as another element of the game. It neither sounded convincing nor did she mention that she was off the pill, even if our evening yesterday ended very similarly, despite it being in the privacy of her bedroom a few floors above.

         I fucked her, tightening my grip on her throat while she clamped harder on my cock. I felt the warmth spread over my body and the convulsions provoking even faster and more chaotic movements until finally I actually came inside her. I let her legs slide to the ground as I plunged my face into her light brown hair, savoring its sweet scent and evening my breath. But I knew it wasn’t over yet. After all, it wasn’t about me from the start; it was her special day, and it had to be crowned with her pleasure.

         I dropped to the concrete floor, running my hands along her body, then parted her thighs. I thought she would tighten her muscles, put on an act, but she gave into my fingers pushing inside her. She no longer had the strength or motivation to deny herself anything any longer; we both knew that she was moments away from orgasm.

         I stuck two more fingers into her, pressed against the sides of her vagina, sinking into her juices and my own sperm, slowly running down my hand and her legs. She tilted her head back and put her hand to her mouth, trying to stifle the groans that were now echoing in the empty corridors. As her muscles tightened steadily on my hand, I pulled her dress up and plunged my face into her wet pubic hair. I took a breath of the scent filled with pheromones and dipped my tongue between her labia, tasting her sweetness. A moment later, she came on my face, and all the neighbors on the next two floors probably heard it.

         She fell to the floor beside me and curled up in my arms. Her shoulders were shaking, her skin was covered in goosebumps, and for a moment, I wondered if she was alright. But when she looked up to kiss me, I knew that this blissful look only meant one thing.

         “Thank you, honey,” she murmured and kissed my neck.
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         The clicking of heels echoed through the empty yet chic apartment. Bianca, panting in a hurry, grabbed a sheaf of documents from the nearest desk and thumbed through them in an expression of silent panic. No, I can't be late! Ms. Viviane hates is when people are late! She pursed her thin lips as she skilfully fished five precious sheets from the bundle of pages, then carefully packed them into a carry-on suitcase. Holding back a sigh of relief, she dashed for the exit, almost losing her balance – she was not used to this type of footwear, but she couldn’t show any clumsiness in front witnesses. She was about to grab the doorknob when she stopped abruptly and took a step away. Mirror. Giving her reflection a quick, critical look, she immediately used her hands to smooth out a disobedient strand of blonde hair tied in a short ponytail at the nape of her neck. To be sure, she brushed invisible dust from her collar and straightened the perfectly straight, short skirt. She had to. The procedures dictated it. And her superior's taste.

         Taking a deep breath, she opened the door, drastically changing her appearance. She marched through the hall with a smooth, determined step, her face frozen with a forced, unnatural solemnity intended to add to her professionalism. No one could see how she really felt. No one could see the clammy hands, or the heart fluttering with fear, beating even harder when she saw a female figure in a chic armchair near the elevator, accompanied by a butler and three subordinates. She swallowed nervously, waiting as long as she could, waiting to be noticed by the captain, Viviane.

         “Reporting for duty, madam,” she announced in a clear voice, tilting her neck so low that her chin almost touched her own breasts.

         It was customary to do so. And although Ms. Viviane did not ask her favourite assistant to refer to her by military rank outside working hours, Bianca strictly followed all the rules of etiquette and personally chosen discipline.

         Dressed in a navy-blue suit and chinchilla fur boa, the captain raised her sharp green eyes, piercingly scanning her from head to toe. Bianca felt her stomach nervously twist with every passing second. She breathed again only when the woman guardedly raised the corner of her red lips, bobbing her head and shoulder-length curls to confirm her approval. She was an absolute perfectionist, both in her private and professional life. She had never accepted any deviation from the self-imposed norm.

         “Let's go. The limousine is waiting,” she communicated in a sensual voice, getting up.

         “Yes, madam,” everyone in the hall said, throwing themselves into their duties, which the captain, thankfully for them, did not need to remind anyone of.

         The butler, head bowed, called the elevator. One of his subordinates threw Viviane's jacket over her shoulders, the other carried two briefcases, a suitcase, and an elegant handbag, and the third lit the captain's cigarette. Bianca, on the other hand, falling straight into place, began to follow her with dignity, carefully mimicking the pace of the superior’s blood-red stilettos, matched to the colour of her lipstick, while keeping at least two steps behind. This was the procedure of submission.

         Upon exiting the apartment building, the butler opened the limo door for Viviane and her assistant. The captain, with a snap of her fingers, ordered her subordinates to place the briefcases inside and then close the door – their presence was no longer needed. There would be plenty of servants where the chauffeur was driving them to tonight. Above all measure.

         Bianca's hands tightened nervously, still not sure where or why they were going. The dismissal of the subordinates bothered her a bit – Ms. Viviane liked to show off her status and high rank. And if it wasn't necessary, why did she only take her? Her jaw clenched. Stupid. The captain was not wearing a uniform. It had to be something private. Although she always wore the subtle scent of expensive musky perfumes and harmonious makeup, today she looked… different. Special. Unfortunately, staring at her face for too long was a shameful display of a lack of culture, so Bianca only noticed the precious diamond earrings, nothing else. They maintained a tense, professional silence the rest of the way.

         When Bianca left the limo upon reaching her destination, she felt her jaw drop. They parked right in front of a villa… no, not a villa. A huge palace! And the name of the owner engraved in gold was known to everyone, from privates to lieutenants. The peak of any hierarchical pyramid. A mysterious figure standing above all of them. The general.

         She closed her gaping lips with difficulty, straightening her posture, and composing herself with great effort as Viviane emerged from the door held open by the chauffeur. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed the captain performing strangely familiar movements on the way to the mansion – adjusting a perfectly straight skirt, brushing dazzlingly clean cuffs with the back of her hand. Bianca paled, coming to a terrifying conclusion. General Matilda… ranked above her as well!

         The palace was breath-taking, making even a partial estimate of the extent of property owned by its owner impossible. The maid, who looked more like a high-class businesswoman than a housekeeper, led them to a glass elevator, which went up to the top floor, where the penthouse and the general's office were located. Confirming that the appointment was starting right now, she did not even dare to escort them to the ebony door of the enormous office. Bianca's knees trembled, and she was happy to be a step behind her superior. She knew that should the piercing gaze of those green eyes catch her in their sight, she would not pass the test of decency in her expression at this point. She bit her lips and gritted her teeth, as her gaze swept from corner to corner. There was no dust in the cold stone interior. Everything shone with unnatural radiance, purity and cool mastery. It left no doubt as to who it belonged to.

         The office was like a library or meeting room for elite council members. It was huge, suspiciously cosy compared to the rest of the palace, but still distinguished by its unnatural sterility and attention to detail. None of the hundreds of books on the shelves protruded even a centimetre out of place. The stacks of documents were arranged straight as a ruler. The curtains of the windows with a stunning view created a perfect symmetry. There was not a single streak on the onyx table.

         Captain Viviane stopped two paces in front of the table, then leaned forward, bending at a right angle at the waist. Her jet-black curls flowed from her shoulders as she stared at the floor. Bianca, speechless with terror, immediately did the same, feeling a painful crack in her spine.

         “Reporting for duty, General,” Viviane announced in a voice her assistant had never heard.

         And although she really wanted to see what the mysterious figure – whom she had not noticed yet in the splendour of the room – looked like, she did not dare to change her position, holding her breath.

         “Duty? Come on, Viviane,” a deep, sexy, hoarse female voice replied. “We're after hours.”

         The captain stood up, adjusting her jacket. It was a moment before Bianca realised she should do exactly the same.

         “Did you really take her with you? You overwork her.”

         She hadn't had time to relax her muscles from the demanding bow before another spasm hit, when she realised that the Lady General meant… her! Despite her best efforts, she felt as though both pairs of eyes dug into her body like needles.

         “I know. She's my best assistant,” Viviane replied, raising the corner of her red lips. “That's why I wanted her to… relax a little with us.”

         Bianca's heart, so far pounding, stopped. Relax!? Every minute of today's service had been torture! She bit the tip of her tongue, chiding herself for thinking like that when she realised she was still being watched. It was as if the woman staring at her could read the poor assistant's shaky thoughts without revealing her own.

         Matilda was sitting in a large armchair, a cigar in her carmine lips. Even relaxed and cross-legged, she gave Bianca the shivers. Her elegance matched her high position and wealth, wearing a white jacket and skirt made of genuine leather from a rare albino animal. She wore her blonde hair in a neat bun, and the contours of her face were sharpened by agate framed glasses. From behind their lenses, a pair of piercing blue eyes stared at her, sparked with a sinister gleam in response to Viviane’s words. Nevertheless, the red lips smiled broadly, contrasting with the restrained emotions of the captain. Apparently, the higher the status, the less concern about strict etiquette.

         “With us, you say…” Matilda considered, resting her chin on the back of her hand in mock reflection. “Okay. She will definitely learn something new today. And will become an even better… assistant.”

         Bianca swallowed, in panic tilting her head in agreement. She will learn everything, yes, because she will never be able to forget the honour of looking the general in the face! In her own home!

         Captain Viviane tried to give the general a brief report, presenting a suitcase full of carefully selected papers, but Matilda dismissed it with a firm wave of her hand. The black-haired woman fell silent as if she were enchanted, humbly lowering her green eyes.

         “Leave me alone. I said: no politics in my house. And no business in my spare time. That’s an order.”

         “Of course, General,” Viviane replied in a voice unlike herself, to Bianca's astonishment.

         “Maybe a change of environment will finally make you learn. Let’s go, it's about time. En un instant!”

         Bianca turned around in a flash, grabbing the doorknob to open the door for the ladies, but froze at the words of her superior.

         “You really are getting old. Since when did you get so touchy?”

         “Since you got so overzealous. Forward march!”

          
      

         Riding in the limousine in a direction unfamiliar to Bianca, they indulged in ordinary conversation that did not suit them. They gossiped, joked, laughed, and complained about typical girlish topics. As an assistant, she had to pinch herself several times to make sure that she was not dreaming, because the whole situation crossed the limits of absurdity for her, surpassing her wildest expectations. For example, when she felt Matilda's eyes on her, and a deep voice with its characteristic hoarseness reverberated in her ears.

         “Do you know where we're going, child?” she asked with an almost indulgent smile.

         Bianca was not a child. She was a woman, although in the presence of older ladies like Viviane and Matilda, her femininity felt infantile and overshadowed in every respect: their round, graceful bodies, style, perfection, and self-confidence. She was just a private, after all. And only the best assistant. Even the regular maids in the palace looked chicer than she did!

         “N-no, General,” she replied, cursing herself for the stutter. She could have sworn she felt Viviane's deathly cold gaze on her.

         But Matilda only deepened her smile.

         “Luxuria. Does that mean anything to you?”

         “No, General. I’m sorry.”

         Hearing that, the woman laughed harshly.

         “But you have nothing to apologise for.”

         “I'll make sure you extend your knowledge on the subject, Bianca,” Viviane added. Normally the assistant would have considered it a terrible threat, but now she found something more… sinister in her voice.

         Fortunately, they both changed the subject, not noticing her presence until the end of the journey. Bianca, covered in a cold sweat, could think of nothing but Matilda's carmine lips, Viviane's green eyes, and the mysterious word “Luxuria,” which she repeated like a mantra, but she couldn’t for the life of her guess what it stood for.

         And even if she knew, she wouldn't have believed it.

          
      

         From the outside, Luxuria seemed like another opulent palace, surrounded by acres of fabulous gardens. What awaited inside would turn Bianca's world upside down.

         The huge pearly hall was shaded by exotic palm trees growing in pots, and just in front of the reception desk there was a small pool, shimmering with a shoal of little fish and the bright colour of water lilies.

         “Welcome to the Luxuria Baths, ladies,” declared the chubby receptionist, bending at the waist, as was his custom. “I received your reservation and adapted our place to your requirements. All facilities are at your disposal today for your exclusive use.”

         Bianca felt dizzy. Baths!? In a panic, she looked around, recognising the style of this place and recalling the thermal baths she had visited as a teenager. Such places were usually bustling with life and for a small fee, anyone could take advantage of the wealth of swimming pools, thermal waters, hot springs, treatments, and steam saunas. Today, apparently at Matilda's orders, everything was deserted. And intended for… the two of them. But surely the assistants had no right to take advantage of such intimate privileges?

         “Bianca!” Viviane's sharp voice snapped her out of her surprise, bringing her to attention. “What's wrong with you? We’re going to the changing room. Do I have to remind you of the distance at which you must follow me?”

         “No, madam. I… I thought I had to stay here. I did not know that…”

         “And were you given such an ORDER?”

         “No, madam. I was just… I wasn't prepared.”

         “My assistant has to be prepared for anything. No exceptions.”

         “I'm sorry, madam. It won’t happen again.” Bianca closed her eyes, bowing her head low in a gesture of submission. She had to close her eyes as she felt her pupils glaze over with emotion at the scolding.

         “I'll make sure of it,” the captain threatened, turning around and clicking her heels on the floor without further discussion.

         It was a clear sign for Bianca to immediately catch up with her and walk at least two paces behind her. Then, during her entire stay in the changing room, she did not dare to make a sound.

         Due to the shock of sensations and scolding, she had completely forgot about bathing suits. She prayed that their absence would not be a mishap on her part, but on a wooden table near the changing room lay cotton towels folded into squares. Before any of the women noticed, Bianca had wrapped herself in one of them from neck to toe. To her amazement, both the general and the captain did exactly the same, albeit less modestly. Holding back the flushing on her face with all her willpower, she reluctantly followed Viviane down the azure corridor that led to the caldarium, one of the bath's main rooms.

         The assistant's brown eyes widened in a mixture of positive amazement and sudden shock. The end of the corridor opened into an enormous room, the darkness of which was illuminated by the light of a thousand flickering candles. Most of them were placed on marble statues surrounding a huge hot-water pool. All of them depicted nymphs, muses, or goddesses, naked, in bold poses – some of them spouted a stream of water from bowls, jugs or… from between their own legs. The artist's craftsmanship was clear in even the smallest details of their carefully carved bodies. On the other hand, the largest of the sculptures was in the middle of the pool. It showed a naked woman sitting on the back of a jumping dolphin. The masterpiece depicted even the tiniest details, including flowing curls as well as… gently raised breasts, which were covered in a steamy mist of condensation. The pool of water exuded warmth and the scent of rosemary, jasmine, and bergamot. Single rose petals drifted on the crystal-clear surface. The hum of the fountains hypnotised, tempting and inviting.

         Bianca noticed with fear the sudden movement of the general. The old woman shamelessly threw her towel on a wooden lounge chair. As if feeling the gaze of the assistant, she turned over her shoulder, stretching her lips in an enigmatic smile. Despite the heat that prevailed in the room, the girl felt herself tremble, covered in a cold sweat. Every time she looked down, her pupils accidentally hit the enormous breasts of the general, and her lips dried despite the omnipresent moisture.

         “What are you waiting for?” she heard her superior's harsh tone from behind her back. “Undress yourself. That's an order.”

         Before she had time to think about what kind of order she had just received, she turned to the captain, open-mouthed, ready to announce her readiness to obey. But she was speechless.

         Viviane was standing behind her now, completely naked. She was wrapping her hair with the towel, pressing her urgent green eyes into Bianca. And her body… None of the goddesses carved in the caldarium would be ashamed to have such a body. A full bust, narrow waist, round hips and long, shapely legs. Had she ever imagined such a sight under her service uniform? Or under an elegant suit? Would she even dare to DREAM of the day she could see the captain in all her glory, without clothes, staring at her for far too long, against procedure?

         The splash of Matilda jumping into the pool saved her from confusion.

         “Don't be so cruel to her. We have a lot of time.”

         The assistant did not intend to disappoint both women at the same time, even if the general still indulged her. In all honesty, she feared her seeming gentleness far more than the anger of the harsh Viviane. A soldier has to follow orders – no matter what. She must be ready to die at the word of her commander, her captain, her mistress.

         Contrary to her better instincts, Bianca unwrapped the towel with an exceptionally tremulous movement of her hand. The creeping light of a thousand candles flickered on her body, illuminating the small, protruding breasts, the slim figure, and the pubic mound trimmed exactly according to the hygiene rules imposed by the superior. The rest of her body had to be completely shaved, as she always did, although it was the first time the captain had ever verified it. And she did not fail to cast her green eyes on Bianca’s body more intensely than usual.

         Bianca jumped into the deeper part of the pool with a loud splash, not rising to the surface for a moment. Here, at the bottom, she wanted to scream at the top of her lungs, yell, cry, and struggle. She had never been as resistant to stress as she claimed when recruiting. She never admitted to herself the… attraction she felt towards her superior. On the other hand, who wouldn't feel it? A beautiful, strong, articulate woman holding half an army under her sway. But Matilda? She had only just seen her for the first time in her life, never having dreamed of a similar honour before, and now she was to look at her enormous, wet, breasts floating above the water?! She fought with herself, her cheeks turning red until she ran out of breath. It was the only thing that forced her head above the surface.

         “There she is. Our little seal,” Matilda croaked suggestively.

         Bianca froze, deluding herself that immersing her body in the crystal-clear water to some extent concealed her from their intrusive gaze.

         “Come here. Ms. Matilda wants to take a look at you.”

         Torn by fear from the inside, without a word of objection, she swam closer to the shallows, where both beautiful women settled – clearly relaxed, relinquishing the tensions of their overworked bodies to the hot water steeped in aroma. Viviane stretched her legs out, eyes narrowed. Matilda allowed one of the fountains to splash water on her back, and Bianca couldn't keep her eyes from following the tiny rivulets that ran down her breasts.

         As usual, she stopped two steps in front of the General… but she was beckoned closer with a gesture of the hand. Even closer. Matilda traced a circle in the air with her finger. Bianca turned. She felt a hand drip hot against the back of her neck, then a sudden looseness. Matilda had removed the hair tie she usually used to create a short ponytail – loose hair and fancy buns were intended for senior rank women.

         “Such beautiful hair. Today you can show it to us,” said Matilda hoarsely, stroking it with gentle movements of her hands.

         “As an exception,” Viviane added sternly, but she brightened almost immediately, staring at the exposed body of the assistant standing motionless. “After all, I don't look at you like this every day… but you've grown up. You've changed. You've become a seductive woman under that uniform.”

         “Th-Thank you, madam.”

         Bianca's face flushed bright red, and her hands desperately wanted to cover the exposed parts of her body that the captain was now commenting on. And which by no means escaped the general's attention. Viviane grabbed a metal bucket at the edge of the pool, then approached, nodding knowingly to Matilda.

         “It's an infusion of cloves and soapwort. Wash my back.”

         With that, Viviane leaned on one of the marble steps, exposing her entire back side. Bianca, to whom she had handed the pail, flushed pink up to her ears, obediently approached the woman and knelt beside her. She lathered the beautifully fragrant mixture with her hand, then coated her superior’s back with it. Had she ever touched such superhumanly smooth skin before? Had she ever been closer than two steps behind those shapely buttocks in her life? Having chosen the career of a private assistant, had it crossed her mind that she would be ordered to wash the back of a naked captain in the steaming pool of a public bath?!

         She washed her, applying soft layers of foam and fearfully moving her hands along her spine. In fact, Viviane was spotlessly clean already – but Bianca was too stunned to notice. And to remember where her back ended and her bottom started. Before she knew it, her hands were massaging the plump buttocks in a circular motion, and a sudden sigh escaped the captain's lips.

         Unexpectedly, Matilda's foam-covered hands joined the action, watching the event with undisguised pleasure. In horror, Bianca tore her hands off the superior's buttocks, and when she realised what she had done, she suddenly felt the general touch her own breast, soft but firm.

         “The assistants must also be clean, my dear,” she whispered in her ear, caressing her small breasts with protruding nipples.

         Bianca held back a groan, as well as the hands she desperately wanted to shield herself with – she would not dare to oppose! Not Viviane, much less Matilda, who was now paying special attention to her nipples, apparently very… dirty. Unclean. Revealing what she felt inside and what she really wanted to hide.

         The temperature of the pool seemed to be rising. Her cold sweat turned into waves of muggy heat as she gulped the steamy humidity, shaken by the movements of Matilda's agile fingers, now embracing her from behind so that she could not shield herself with her hands – or even feel tempted to do so. Foam flowed thick down her chest, while the general stroked her belly, then mound, which made her heart beat violently… then she returned to her breasts, circled them, squeezed playfully, and then with tender strokes rewarded the stiff, intensely pink nipples.

         Bianca, burning with shame and unimaginable… honour? pleasure? fear? closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation. It was easier that way. Without wondering why she was in such a position, she had to be obedient and humble. She was good, no! the best assistant. She was going to endure everything that her superiors expected of her, even… a bath. A very intimate bath.

         And just as she thought she would replace meditation with pleasure by indulging in the moment without objection, she suddenly felt something else. Something more familiar, firm, examining her sharply between her legs. Bouncing in the water with a soft splash, she clenched her thighs, realising she had just trapped Viviane's hand between them.

         Without warning, the captain gave her a violent slap, making the assistant squeal aloud and free her hand. Matilda stroked her head with her hand and gently, soothingly kissing her neck. But if it hadn't been for the pain and shock, Bianca would never have remained calm. Viviane's hands grabbed and opened her helpless buttocks, peering critically inside them, then plunged her fingers along the slit, wandering lower, deeper.

         “Well, well.” The captain stretched out her hand, studying her fingers, which were shimmering with a translucent, sticky juice. In excess amount.

         “Oh, that’s where she’s really dirty!” Matilda exclaimed, strangely excited, grabbing her shoulders with strong arms.

         “You were right, she needs to be washed. Take her,” Viviane hissed ominously as she grabbed her assistant by the legs and lifted her up.

         Bianca hovered on the surface of the water, stunned by shame pulsing through her veins. The naked women pulled her closer to the sculpture, which was pouring a rapid stream of water from a jug. Now Viviane tugged her legs even harder – lifted them above the surface, bending and spreading them, displaying her pulsating pink flower. Matilda rested Bianca's head against her own breasts, holding her shoulders all the time, preventing her from drowning.

         The assistant screamed as she realised what they were going to do. Against all procedures, she tried to kick, but neither Matilda nor Viviane, holding her legs open, even twitched. They both brought her closer and closer to the stream of water – Bianca hissed, feeling hot drops of splashing water landing on her lower abdomen, pubis, and labia…

         At the general’s command, the young assistant's vagina was pushed under the strong stream. Bianca howled in painful ecstasy, trying to break free or cover the vulnerable area with her thighs, hands, whatever, but the women were unrelenting. They watched as the water cleaned her slippery, shiny pussy, wrapping around her swollen vulva. As the delightfully pulsating clitoris stiffened, the girl's body was flooded with a wave of pleasure. As the vagina and anus opened spasmodically in an attempt to free themselves, they filled with spring water, overflowing with its excess. Bianca's screams turned into piercing moans, and her attempts to escape turned into unrestrained spasms of her hips.

         “Are you clean now, Bianca?”

         “Yes, yes!”

         Viviane lifted her bottom higher, which caused the stream of water to lash her vagina under even greater pressure. She screamed loudly, feeling her body eagerly close to orgasm, but the hot water was not caressing her as passionately as she would have liked.

         “I’ll ask you again: are you clean already?”

         “YES, madam, YES! I swear I'm clean!”

         Exchanging smiles, the two women released her simultaneously. Bianca landed in the water, torn from the very edge of pleasure, disoriented, out of breath, trembling with excitement.

         “Perfect! Then we can go to the sauna.”

          
      

         The sauna room consisted of wooden planks arranged in steps, two large furnaces where heated coals glowed and fragrant incense burned, pitchers filled with ice water, and a dozen or so layers of thick steam. Still as hot as she could be, Bianca felt dizzy when she saw nothing but a thick fog of sticky, herb-scented humidity. Fortunately, she didn't need to see anything at all. Matilda's tender hands guided her to the right place, offering support, and ensuring that her arousal did not drop even for a moment. Stroking the buttock that had been hit in the pool, where the captain's red handprint had blossomed, she led her to one of the central steps and gracefully placed her on her back. The blushing Bianca panted with heat and leapt excitedly at the sight of Viviane coming towards her with two pitchers in her hands.

         She lifted one of them just above the assistant’s belly, slowly tilting it. Bianca's eyes widened, forcing herself to remain in one position, waiting in horror to see what would happen next. Matilda stroked her feet with her hand, grasping her ankles to be sure… and slightly parting her legs.

         Bianca gasped with pleasure as an oily, intensely fragrant, warm liquid poured over her stomach. A mixture of honey and precious oils which served as a lubricant for massages in the public baths. Apparently… not only that.

         She felt a trickle of oil pour over her breasts, and cool on her exposed nipples. How it twisted, dripping from her belly, how… it filled her mound. Matilda lifted her legs, opening her thighs even more so that the honey-scented liquid gently slid down her labia, unlike the ruthlessly gushing stream of water.

         After all of the mixture was poured out, Viviane knelt down beside her, massaging it all over Bianca's body, starting with her breasts. She did not fail to squeeze the proudly erect nipples and carefully feel the small but firm breasts of her assistant with her hands. Tickling her belly, she slid lower, between her open legs. There she paused, her fingers inspecting the size and warmth radiating from the pleasurably swollen labia. With two fingers she peeled them apart, and with the third she stroked the clitoris, still unsatisfied and stiff with sensation. Moving rhythmically up and down, she pulled a hollow moan from the girl's mouth, which quickly turned into an astonished grunt. Something cooler, and certainly much harder, brushed against her vulva. Something glistening in the light of the incandescent fire of the furnaces with a black glow. Matilda was holding one of the basalt massage stones, but it was very… unusual. Large, carefully polished, oblong, with a very, very lewd shape. Lewd enough to bring to mind a certain male organ. She dipped it in the mixture of honey and oils, lubricated it, and then brushed its smooth tip against the wet hole. Bianca gasped, beads of sweat streaming down her forehead. The moisture that trickled down onto the wooden planks betrayed her once again. Viviane accelerated without warning, playing with her clitoris in circular motions, and Matilda slowly slid the basalt dildo into her vagina – so deep that the assistant could feel her fingers gripping the stone. She bucked her hips, taking a desperate gulp of air. The overwhelming ecstasy took away her senses.

         Matilda, after a few thrusts and pulls, also decided to speed up. The basalt organ plunged into her with a wet squelch, deeply penetrating every pulsating nook and cranny. Viviane caressed her clitoris, which felt as if it was steaming like the red-hot coals. The girl's body vibrated, her mouth opened in loud, moaning shouts, and her hands dug into the hot planks of the sauna. She writhed as much as the naked women pleasuring her would allow her to. Every glance at their seductive figures only further awakened Bianca's lust, making her howl like a cat in heat. The dildo continued to penetrate vigorously, and the captain's fingers did not slow down, making the entire clitoris vibrate.

         “Please! I… I can't take it anymore! I have to…”

         “You have to? And were you ordered to?” Viviane said with an ominous smile on her red lips.

         Bianca screamed as tears ran down her cheeks. She was close, so close, too close! She couldn't hold back anymore, she had to come, now, en un instant! Feeling each successive movement of the dildo splashing her wetness, and her muscles clenching against her will, she could no longer curb her own lust.

         “I beg you! Please let me come! Please, Captain, General, PLEASE!”

         Matilda nodded. With an unusually wide smile, Viviane gripped the tall pitcher with her free hand. It was too late by the time Bianca saw the brass pitcher tilt over her open legs. A cascade of freezing ice-water poured over her red-hot, wet pussy. Pain, shock, and additional stimulation made her arch, lift her hips, and let out a spasmodic howl. A sweet wave gushed over Matilda from between Bianca's legs, enviable even to the sculptures above the pool. Viviane felt with satisfaction the tight contractions of an orgasm on her hand, which she had brought on with both pleasure and torture. The hot flesh burst into thick steam on contact with the icy water, filling the sauna with the scent of honey, cloves, sage, and sex.

         “Did you learn anything new today?”

         “Yes, Captain.”

         “Will you expand this knowledge?”

         “Yes, General.”
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         I was furious! My legs carried me to the bus stop. I wanted to get as far away from here as possible. And I would! Nothing was holding me here anymore. I could continue my studies from anywhere. It didn’t matter now.

         Blaise turned out to be such a jerk! He was five years older than me. At the beginning of our relationship, he seemed responsible enough that I wanted to build a relationship with him, and then a family. We moved into a studio apartment five months ago. The ugly, uncomfortable rental which I had put so much work into became a cosy nest for us. All this time, I had been trying to save every penny so that we could buy our own apartment or make our own financial contribution towards one. If we got married as planned, we could take out a loan. Until recently, I had over fifty thousand in my account. Now there were only five left! I still couldn’t believe he would do this to us!

         A few weeks ago, he quit his job overnight. After classes, I went straight to work. It was nothing special – the hotline of an energy concern was the most accessible job in this region. As a construction worker, Blaise was making good money. His salary was sufficient for all fees and purchases. We could save my earnings for our future. Then suddenly everything changed.

         For the past several weeks, I found my future husband spending every evening in the company of friends. Alcohol, cigarettes, and God knows what else had settled for good in our modest apartment. I watched in despair as the place I had put so much effort into slowly became a slum. For a long time, unaware of anything, I hadn’t looked at my savings account. Until today – and when I checked, something broke inside me. Up to that moment, I had been under the illusion that Blaise would change. He would find a new job, stop drinking and wasting time on libations over cards and games. When I asked him what happened to the money, he ignored my question and mocked me loudly in front of his friends.

         I had to get out of there immediately. This wasn’t the man I had fallen in love with and planned my future with. This was not the life I wanted! In no time, I packed a small, carry-on suitcase with a few essentials and left. When I slammed the door behind me, I felt disappointed that he didn’t run after me and didn’t try to assure me of his feelings. He didn’t even try to explain or save anything. My disappointment immediately turned into boiling rage.

         I don’t even remember how I got to the bus and then to the train station. I went to the ticket office quite spontaneously and bought a ticket to Warsaw, in a trance. I felt like screaming in rage. The recent events seemed like a nightmare to me.

         Completely lost in thought and dazed by my emotions, I only took a cursory glance at the ticket before I got onto the train and located my compartment. I was pleasantly surprised to find the compartment looking neat and somehow more comfortable than I remembered from previous journeys. First of all, there was only one passenger in it, and I didn’t even look at him. Instead, I sat on the other side of the compartment by the window. I parked my small suitcase against the wall next to my feet and stared outside, trying to collect my thoughts. I had to come up with a new plan for the future. As the InterCity train took off, I felt tiny sparks of joy piercing my aching heart. I was consoled that in the end, in order to build something new, the old had to collapse.

         “Good evening. Tickets please.” The voice of a young and quite pretty ticket inspector broke me out of my reverie.

         The man sharing the compartment with me gave her his ticket, and I gave her mine right after him.

         “This is a first-class compartment. You’ll have to move to second class or pay the difference.”

         Completely surprised, I reached for my wallet.

         “Sorry, I didn’t notice.” I handed the woman my card with stinging cheeks. At first, I had the impression that she would demand cash, and since I did not have any, I would have to leave my comfortable seat. I didn’t want go and sit with five other people in another compartment. The woman, to my greatest relief, punched out the amount on the card reader without a word, printed the receipt, and handed everything back without even looking at me. Only then did I notice that her blue eyes were transfixed by the man sitting by the window. I admit that I have never seen a woman melt so much at the sight of a man. Amused, I looked at my fellow passenger, who was smiling cheekily at the woman in the uniform. No wonder she delayed leaving. With his snow-white teeth and mesmerising gaze, he seemed to be saying: “Hello, sunshine. I see you. What will you do with me when you catch me?”

         “Have a nice trip.”

         The compartment door finally closed, and before I could bite my tongue, I blurted out:

         “I have to thank you. If it weren’t for your… hmm…” – I cleared my throat – “personal charm, she would certainly have asked for cash, as is usually the case on trains. And thanks to you, I can continue my journey without any trouble.”

         The man pierced me with a shining gaze that made chills run from my back to my scalp. Damn, what the devil? Yes, he was incredibly handsome, but things like that hadn’t had such a strong effect on me before. Besides, I didn’t like men in their forties. I spent the next few seconds admiring his large, slightly elongated face with its strongly outlined jaw, adorned with a short, faintly salt-and-pepper beard. Thin webs of smile lines framed his large, shapely eyes. For a guy, he had criminally long eyelashes. His full, pink lips were forming an endearing, yet sly half-smile. The fitted graphite suit and the gold watch glittering on his wrist showed that he was a man from the so-called upper-class. Very upper-class – my intuition warned me.

         “I couldn’t leave a damsel in distress.”

         The deep and pleasant timbre of his voice echoed in my head and made me lose my self-assurance for a moment. His words confused me. Could I be so easy to read that he saw right through me in just a few minutes?

         “Why do you think I’m in distress?” My voice sounded shaky and strange, even to me.

         The seductive male lips stretched into a broader, confident smile.

         “A pretty young girl bursts into my compartment with a look as if the world was about to end. She only has a small suitcase with her. She is so distracted and despondent that she barely greets me, and she doesn’t even realise that she has chosen the wrong seat. A coincidence?” The pearly white teeth flashed between his lips again. His words and smile required a reaction, but meanwhile I felt even more ashamed. I could have sworn my cheeks were crimson now as they stung unbearably. The allure and charm of this devil in a divine, masculine shell made me feel absolutely passive before him.

         “Maybe the world has just ended and that’s why the girl embarked on a spontaneous journey into the unknown,” I replied, chiding myself at the same time for my honesty. But I calmed down immediately. After all, friendships made on trains end as soon as the journey does. My mind also failed to take note of the compliments directed towards me. I ignored them as if they had never fallen from the mouth of the most handsome and charming man I had ever met.

         “The end of one is the beginning of another, don’t you think?” he said resolutely, then he extended his hand to me and introduced himself: “Maximilian.”

         “Kaya.” I squeezed his hand, which was warm and soft to the touch. Looking at the well-groomed and shiny nails, I felt like a poor and unkempt Cinderella. The perfect image of two hands joined in a welcoming gesture was disrupted by the sight of my chipped nail polish. Embarrassed, I quickly withdrew my hand. In my mind’s eye I saw myself: a boring white sleeveless shirt, a short dark skirt above the knee, smudged makeup after a long day of work, and visible dark circles under my eyes. I pulled on the hem of my skirt at these thoughts, trying to cover the slender knees sticking out from under it, but in my mind, I criticised myself for my lack of self-control. With Mephisto, however, it was impossible to control your nerves.

         “I don’t mean to be nosy, but you caught my attention from the moment you came in here. It says on the door that the compartment is reserved.”

         “Sorry, I didn’t notice that. I was too…” I searched for the right word, even more embarrassed.

         “Upset,” he finished for me, still smiling dashingly. “I noticed. My guess is that only a man could make you decide to suddenly run off into the unknown… Or maybe it was a woman?”

         Hearing that, I held my breath. He figured it out based on one sentence that wasn’t meant to sound like a confession at all. I cleared my throat uncertainly, then admitted in an undertone:

         “You hit the mark. I was supposed to be happily married by the end of this year, but that plan will never come true.”

         Max made himself more comfortable in his seat at my words. He rested his head against the blue suede headrest and stared at me with obvious curiosity. He seemed relaxed and pleased to be able to focus his attention on me. It was a completely new experience for me. I do not remember Blaise looking at me this way, devouring not only my body but also what lay inside with his eyes. Correction: no-one has looked at me like that before.

         “Kaya, in my opinion it is a lucky twist of fate that you will not get married yet. I’ve met many women in my life, and I can immediately see the difference between the one who devotes herself to her family from an early age and gives up on herself, and the one who has a healthy dose of narcissism and takes care of her own needs first.”

         “But it can be reconciled,” I objected immediately. Anyway, a difference like that can be seen at first glance.

         “Perhaps, but with great difficulty and with adequate financial security,” he agreed with me. “The reality is, unfortunately, quite different. Partners expect more and more from each other. Life becomes a monotonous grind and the fulfilment of someone else’s desires. You want to make the other person happy, and then your children, so much that before you know it, you wake up old, lonely, and unhappy.”

         I listened attentively and in the last few words, I could have sworn, I heard notes of regret.

         “Are you speaking from personal experience?”

         He nodded almost imperceptibly, then confessed:

         “I have fourteen years of experience trying to make my wife happy and she found fulfilment with someone else anyway. I hold no grudge against her. We already have an adult son who I am proud of, and we’ve since become friends. I have learned that life is a constant variable. However, life choices made at an early age are usually ill-fated. Ensuring a dignified existence for oneself is already a challenge, let alone for a growing family. It can knock the air out of many a person. Sometimes I pass women on the street who are still young and beautiful by nature. However, due to premature obligations and lack of the financial means to meet their basic needs, they turn bitter and unhappy. They all still dream of looking attractive and fulfilling even one dream from years ago, but their life and dedication to their family does not allow them to do so,” he said, then fell silent. He was quiet for a moment, then added, “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. I made things too serious and too philosophical. Would you care to have coffee or dinner with me? I can order anything from the restaurant. I have the chef’s phone number. I don’t like walking through full trains.”

         He captured and reeled me in with his words, like a fish on a hook. He looked at me with a graceful, engaging smile as if nothing had happened. At first, I thought he was disregarding my opinion by ending the conversation so quickly and changing the subject without letting me comment. But then I realised that his words were meant to make me think. He assumed that since I wanted to get married at the age of twenty, I probably only dreamed of having children and a family. Since I was so predictable, he must have immediately guessed, quite rightly, that I sacrificed myself entirely for my relationship. It was not a disregard or disrespect for my opinion, but a clever psychological procedure to make me look at myself and my future from a different perspective. In the situation I was in, it was like enlightenment or a remedy. It’s as if he was trying to tell me in other words: Kaya, carpe diem! Go wherever you want and do whatever you dream of. Think of yourself first and become whatever you want! Only then should you sacrifice yourself for others. Analysing my ex’s behaviour, I came to the conclusion that our future looked bleak. If we happened to add children to that… The last thought sent a chill down my spine. I shook these visions off immediately and focused on the man sitting across from me and what he was saying. With amusement, I was now wondering how many smiles Max still had in his repertoire. Each one of them had a disarming effect on the opposite sex. I was no exception.

         “Yes, Maximilian. I would love to have dinner and a cup of coffee with you,” I agreed, a bit surprised by the offer.

         Max took out his phone and with natural nonchalance dialled the number of the restaurant car. I stared with fascination at his movements and his handsome face. I provided short answers to questions about my order. When he finished, our conversation turned to trivial topics related to culinary preferences. I was charmed by anecdotes about exotic dishes that he had tried on his many business trips. In a dozen or so minutes we were brought a meal on a cart. The waiter wished us bon appetite and left the compartment as quickly as he had come. I felt relaxed and let myself be tempted by the magic of the moment. The train was speeding, and I began to dream that this journey would never end. It felt good to succumb to the charm of Mephisto, to be in the centre of his attention and detached from my harsh reality. Max gave me the extraordinary feeling that I was special all the time and I deserved to be pampered with small compliments, good food, and even champagne. I was afraid to ask who he was that he was allowed to drink champagne on the train and eat a meal in a car reserved only for his own needs. The conversation, like the journey itself, was smooth and pleasant. We quickly found a common language and interests. Max turned out to be a fantastic listener and interlocutor. Endearing and subtle, witty, and even blunt at times. He stimulated my intellect from the very first moment, which was not often the case.

         The alcohol and Maximilian’s finesse in dealing with women led to the atmosphere between us gradually thickening with a desire for more. As time passed, I began to notice lust manifesting itself in the man’s movements. Maybe I didn’t look like a model from a magazine, but I was young and attractive. He paid me compliments, so he obviously liked me. I didn’t want to question it now. I preferred to believe what I saw, even after two glasses of champagne and a day full of bad experiences.

         “Kaya, your thoughts keep drifting away,” Max demanded my attention. “I don’t want you to feel tense with me. Let’s enjoy this journey,” he admonished me.

         “That’s not it. Traveling with you is fantastic. I’m a bit tired and I think I feel overwhelmed by recent events.” I leaned against the headrest of the seat and sighed. It was almost ten. The train purred pleasantly as it travelled along the rails, the world was moving past us at a dizzying pace, and the champagne made me feel a bit lightheaded. I opened my eyes and looked straight into his. The wicked gleam in them made me stiffen.

         “I would very much like this trip to be fantastic for you. Quite unforgettable.”

         The last words sounded menacing but very exciting. Seemingly innocent, but his eyes clearly said what he meant. Sex with a stranger on a moving train?! This is pure madness and a script for bad porn! Or maybe it is just reaching for what you want for the first time? Liberation from conventions and closeness to a man whom I never dreamed of on a daily basis. My thoughts began to circle passively around the thought of how I would feel with such an experienced guy?

         Meanwhile, the dexterous hunter, having managed to read the race of thoughts from my face, decided to take advantage of the fact that I had allowed this tempting scenario to cross my mind at all. He pushed the restaurant cart to the door. The curtains on the doors were closed from the moment I entered, so I wasn’t worried about anyone seeing us. Max’s eyes darkened as he got up from his seat and, without taking his eyes off me, raised his hand to the blinds to lower them. The compartment was cramped, so as he stood in front of me, right at my eye level, I could see his swollen manhood underneath the luxurious fabric of his pants. My mouth was dry. I swallowed the last sip of champagne loudly, set my glass down on the cart, and looked up, sinking into his dangerous gaze. I couldn’t believe someone like him was trying to seduce me. Here and now!

         Max extended his hand towards me. With a slight hesitation, I grabbed it and let him help me get up from my seat. I felt both his hands touch my shoulders. He slid them over to my back and pulled me towards him. He smelled of musk, cedar, and cardamom. I knew the smell of his perfume would stay in my nostrils for a very long time. This is what I would look for in other men for the rest of my days. It was the scent of success, power, and sex. Dazed, I slipped my hands under the lapels of his jacket. His body felt firm and strong under my fingers, and warmth radiated from it. Max pulled me even closer. He did it deliberately so that I could feel his taut penis on my lower abdomen. The man’s hips began to gently rub against me, and his lips pressed lustily on mine. He confidently stuck his tongue deep into my mouth and began to taste it. Slowly at first, as if he initially wanted to explore it, and then passionately and strongly, extracting a soft moan with its sublime caress.

         He briefly broke away from me, eyed me, looking for confirmation that I was ready to accept what he wanted to give me. I was ready. Max turned me around, pulling me tightly against him again, and began to let his hands wander over my thighs, hips, breasts, and shoulders. He dipped his face into my loose hair, pressing his lips into my neck. Above my buttocks, I felt his rock-hard penis rubbing through my clothes. Max grabbed my hips and lifted my bottom so that I could feel the proof of his desire exactly where he wanted it.

         “Kaya, tell me you want me,” he demanded, his voice hoarse with emotion, setting off tremors in me. I lost my breath as his right hand slipped under my skirt and panties, caressing my stomach and pubic mound. His middle finger easily penetrated my juicy wet lips and slipped into the hot and anticipating hole. “You want me, admit it,” he demanded. He tempted me to let go of all my fears and to submit unconditionally to his will.

         Yes! I wanted him like no other guy before. I wanted him to rip off my panties here and now and fuck me in the middle of a moving train compartment. This is what I wanted: wild lust, ecstasy, forbidden fruit! Max apparently made it his goal to bring me to orgasm by caressing only with his hand. He made circles inside me with his finger. He passionately slid it in and out, teasing the clitoris with quick, gliding movements of his moist, open hand. Driven by my instincts and desires, my hips began to respond to his constant body movements.

         “Wonderful,” he croaked, even more excited. “Exactly, open up to me and yourself. Reach for what you want,” he tempted with a sensual voice. To my disappointment, he pulled his hand out from between my thighs, but then he released my breasts from my bra and began to tease my nipples with his hand, wet with my juices. A harsh groan escaped me again.

         “Max… what are you doing with me?”

         “I am making love to you,” he said disarmingly. His lips were still on my neck, and his fingers were on the now protruding nipples. After a while he took his hand from my breasts, moving it up to the hollow in my neck, and finally touched my lips. I opened them, accepting the man’s sweet and salty fingers that had just passionately caressed the heart of my femininity.

         “I have never…” I lost my train of thought. How was I supposed to explain that I had never tasted myself before? I’d never felt so good with a man before. I had never lusted that much, and I had never had sex with a stranger in a public place. But he knew. He removed his fingers from my mouth and tasted what I had left on them.

         “You taste great. You’re perfect, start claiming what you deserve.” I didn’t know if this was another life lesson or an invitation to participate in bolder games.

         I tore myself away from his manhood and turned to face him, my lips pressing against his. The devilish lover, just as I desired, grabbed my buttocks and easily lifted me up to wrap my legs around his hips. I have no idea how, while kissing me and holding me with only one arm, he managed to unfasten his belt with his free hand and slipped off his pants and briefs. A moment later he was holding me steadily with both hands. He efficiently pushed the thin strip of panties aside with his finger and stuck himself firmly into my body. Craving each other, we breathed heavily as if we were running a marathon. Yes, it was a marathon of orgiastic movements up and down in synchronous rhythm. In the moment I wasn’t even thinking about someone entering and interrupting us, catching us red-handed, or even hearing our passionate moans through the thin walls of the compartment. I surrendered to sexy Mephisto and let him bang me rhythmically, sliding in and out of me, completely controlling my ecstasy. He paused for a moment to say impressed:

         “You are so wonderfully light that I can make love to you however I want. You know this won’t be not our last time,” he announced, rather than asked. The promise stimulated the imagination, and the mental images made my vagina throb rhythmically. I clenched my jaw tightly so as not to scream. My vision darkened for a moment.

         Max, still holding my hips firmly, rested me on the edge of the restaurant cart. I leaned back and gripped the metal sides. I spread my thighs more so we could both see his penis, hot and slick and glistening with my juices, penetrate deep into my body. The sight was electrifying. We looked alternately lasciviously at each other’s faces and the connected naturalness. A few harder thrusts made the plates and cutlery clang behind me. My Mephisto, with an even darker gaze than before, slid out of my body and replaced his penis with two fingers. I realised that he was barely holding back from orgasm himself. However, he did not intend to spare me the experience. After a few movements, his skilled fingers led me to climax. I couldn’t help but groan, though I bit my lip with all my might. The fingers left my vagina and his tongue set to work on making me climax again. Max licked, teased, and sucked, alternating between my clitoris and vaginal opening. He tightly held and spread my thighs so that he had the best access to me. I moaned as softly as I could. I curled my toes and clenched my hands on the sides of the stroller until it hurt. I had never felt this good! Suddenly, bewildered, I felt something leaking from my urethra.

         “Oh God, Max, I…”

         “Shhh… Baby, everything’s fine,” he calmed me immediately. “Yeah, you’ve just experienced your first ejaculation, honey. The female ejaculate was worshipped in antiquity. I treat it that way too.” Saying this, he gently rubbed my juices into the tip of his penis, and with his free hand he stroked my stomach and pubic mound.

         It took me a moment to recover. The position I was in had become very uncomfortable. Max helped me up. He turned my butt towards him again, bent me over so that I could grab the back of the seat with my hands, and penetrated deeply into the interior waiting for him. Oh yes! He pushed in all the way, banging against the crown of my vagina with quick movements and making me want to scream again. I arched as much as I could, so as to take his passionate thrusts even deeper and heighten the experience for both of us. I also wanted to give him the pleasure he gave me. Max slipped inside me without any trouble, and I was delighted to respond by moving my hips to each of his thrusts. It was unbelievable that all my previous attempts to make love in this position had ended painfully. So it was not a question of bad body alignment or my anatomy, as I was told. My body was opening itself to my lover now and craving for even more sensations like this, no matter what position it was in. We rushed again in pursuit of ecstatic fulfilment. I froze as I waited for another wave of pleasure. Max immediately tuned in to me, he thrusted hard and then stopped. He hadn’t come yet, but the strong vaginal contractions finally led him to a breathless explosion. He trembled inside me, then pulled my torso and face toward him. Purring in satisfaction, he scattered gentle kisses across my cheek, neck, and head. I turned to face him, which he eagerly took advantage of, hugging me tightly and kissing me deeply and passionately.

         We heard the tired voice of the conductor from the loudspeakers, announcing that we would soon reach our final destination – Warsaw Central Station. It was time to come back to reality. I freed myself from the male embrace, grabbed my purse, and squeezing between the cart and the seat, left to go to the washroom. I was still stunned by what had happened. However, I had to quickly fix my makeup and clothes. I took a few more deep breaths to calm myself, then returned to my compartment. In the corridor, I passed a waiter pushing our cart. Seeing the imprint of my own hands on the shining metal sides and the champagne glasses overturned on the tabletop, I blushed, embarrassed, glancing away to the side. When I entered the compartment, Maximilian was sitting in his seat. He looked perfect in every way. Smiling and emanating inner energy, he looked as if nothing had happened a moment ago. It was only when he gazed into my eyes that I noticed a meaningful look and a gleam in his.

         “Shall we go?” he asked, getting up from his seat. He pulled his suitcase off the overhead luggage rack and slung the laptop bag over his shoulder. He waited until I got my luggage and, allowing me to pass through the door, he seemed to recall, “I have a meeting tonight. Would you like to accompany me?”

         His question surprised me. I thought that we would say goodbye on the platform and that each of us would go our own way. Apart from finding a hotel, I had no other plans, which Max knew perfectly well. We had just spent a fabulous three hours together. Was it enough to succumb to this madness? We were connected by an unusual chemistry, and the devilish nature of this man helped reassure me that I should focus on myself and my own needs now. I wanted to build my little world by myself, without anyone’s help. However, it was very tempting to extend these sinful moments. After a moment of analysing all the pros and cons, I agreed. I didn’t want to regret declining his invitation later. Of course, in the company of this man, I risked exposing my heart to injury again. It was as clear as day that I would get involved in this relationship sooner or later. It was even more obvious that a guy like Maximilian would not be in my life forever.

         On the way to the hotel, Max told me anecdotes about himself, about Warsaw and Stockholm, where he lived permanently. I was still marvelling at him, his sex appeal, and how imprudently he had just had sex with me on the train. He was a wonderful lover I still lusted for.

         “After you settle down and set everything in order, I would like you to visit me in Stockholm in December. What do you say, Kaya? Will you spend Christmas with me?” he asked suddenly and without warning, seductively looking straight into my eyes. The driver of the taxi which we were sitting in was observing my reflection in the mirror with interest. I had to have the same buttery eyes as the conductor on the train. I laughed to myself that I had become the devil’s disciple rather quickly and eagerly. I didn’t regret it for a moment. I would let Mephisto lead me a little more into temptation and see what was to come of such a strange relationship.
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         The prospect of a better life encouraged me to emigrate from my home country. There was nothing keeping me in Poland, and Florida tempted me like a forbidden fruit. Every week Camila, my friend, would share her adventures with me on Messenger, but I had to experience them for myself. I envied her and it was a good excuse to make a change in my life. I looked around my rented apartment. Everything was in cardboard boxes in the warehouse, nothing to indicate that I had lived here for almost two years. There was a small suitcase in front of the door – the only one I was taking with me on this long journey across the ocean. Everyone asked if I wasn’t afraid of such radical changes. My answer was always the same: “no”. Changes are good, and I needed them right now. I wanted to start living again in a different place, to leave the past far behind me. There was nothing new for me here. I took the beer I had bought for the occasion out of my purse. I needed a little sedative before the flight, scheduled to leave at 8:00 p.m. sharp. I chose the redeye hoping it would be quiet and I would be able to sleep through most of the flight – or all of it, if things went well. I’m overactive by nature, and sitting in a metal can is not my favourite activity. I waited excitedly, shuffling my feet in place, until my taxi arrived.

         Bring on the adventure! Florida, here I come!

         Fortunately, the check-in at Warsaw airport went very quickly. I bought a sandwich in case I got hungry. Leaning back in the uncomfortable plastic seat, I watched people walking back and forth. I had far-reaching plans and dreams that I was going to realise. I didn’t even notice how fast time flew by. They called my flight, so I practically skipped over to the line for boarding the plane. I only had a carry-on suitcase, so everything was much quicker. The flight attendant showed me where to go, and I knew the seat number on the plane by heart. It was hard to forget – I had been checking the ticket several times a day. I found my Economy Class seat. Unfortunately, the compartments for hand luggage were located near the ceiling, and I was not very tall. My miserable attempts were all for nothing, and I already knew that I wouldn’t be able to do it myself, no matter how hard I tried.

         “I can help,” I heard a man’s voice right behind me. I turned to say thank you, but my voice stuck in my throat and my jaw dropped to the floor. In front of me stood a handsome and well-built, dark-skinned man, over six feet tall. His hair was pitch black and his matching irises made me dizzy. They seemed so unusual and mysterious, and the way they flashed was slightly menacing. I was a master at scanning guys quickly – it only took a fraction of a second for me to imagine what could not be seen. I wasn’t always right, but that was the fun of it.

         “Thank you,” I finally managed to blurt out indistinctly. I passed the handle of my suitcase to the stranger, and as our fingers touched, I felt a strange shiver. I let go instinctively, letting the suitcase fall straight on his foot. “Oh shoot! Sorry, I’m so clumsy.” I jabbered as his handsome face grimaced.

         “I’ll live,” he replied, then put my suitcase in its designated place. On top of everything else, it turned out that he was my neighbour and we would be seated only a few centimetres apart. That’s when I realised that this flight would definitely be different than I had imagined.

         I smiled in thanks and took my seat, holding a book under my arm. The pre-take-off procedures started, and we took off shortly afterwards. The stranger was looking at his phone, and I buckled my seat belt, watching him surreptitiously. I must admit – he was quite the eye candy. I wondered if he was travelling to have fun, or maybe returning to his wife and children… My eyes darted towards his hand, but I didn’t see any gold bands on his long and slender fingers. He must be able to work miracles with them. I immediately scolded myself for my sinful thoughts. He had three days of stubble which added points on the scale of handsomeness. There was an insolent smile on his lips that intrigued me. I wondered what he was looking at that kept him smiling at his phone.

         “Do you like what you see?” he asked quietly, continuing to slide his finger across the screen. He caught me. Now I understood what he had found so amusing. I automatically looked away and opened the book to where I left off.

         “Er…” I stammered out. “I didn’t mean to stare.”

         “Is it stronger than you?” he asked, locking the screen and glancing my way. I didn’t know what to say, but luckily a flight attendant saved me.

         “Would you like blankets?” she asked, probably taking us for a couple and smiling warmly.

         “Yes, please,” I held out my hands. The fabric was soft to the touch and inviting me to sleep, but I was too distracted by my handsome neighbour.

         “And two glasses of champagne,” added the stranger. I looked at him, wondering briefly if he would be celebrating with himself. I wrapped myself snugly, then opened the book again. I struggled to focus on it, reading each line three times to understand anything. I finally relaxed as I caught up with the plot. Unfortunately, it didn’t last long, because the flight attendant returned with the champagne. I smiled at her, then went back to reading as my neighbour accepted his order from her.

         “For you,” he said, almost pressing a glass into my hand. I was slightly surprised.

         “That’s nice of you,” I smiled, clinking my glass with his. I took a sip of the sparkling alcohol. He smiled back and I returned to reading my naughty book. Before long, I was reading with bated breath about all possible sexual contortions. I won’t say it didn’t do anything for me, because it did. I’d been having a dry spell for months since my ex-fiancé left me at the altar. Since I wasn’t having any sex myself, I liked to at least read about it. They were usually nice and pleasant stories. Wondering if this could also happen in real life, I finished my champagne and looked around the plane. Everyone was sleeping soundly. Unfortunately, when I looked at my neighbour, he caught me at it again. Did he have a sixth sense?

         “Is the erotica any good?” he asked quietly so as not to wake the other passengers. He nodded at my book, with a naked, male chest and six-pack on the cover. Instinctively I flipped it over to its back cover, cursing myself for not having thought of a book cover, but how could I have guessed that a man like this would be sitting next to me?

         “It’s not an erotica,” I lied smoothly.

         “Really? Your reactions say otherwise.”

         Excuse me?! What reactions?

         “It’s about athletes,” I explained hastily. He raised an eyebrow and, before I knew it, he took the book from my lap. The pleasant scent of his perfume reached my nostrils. “It has nothing to do with sex.” I tried to snatch it from him, but he automatically pulled it out of my reach.

         “Hey, give it back!” I hissed as he opened the book to a random page. Unfortunately, I knew that it was full of sex scenes, and with my luck, he would surely find one.

         “…I remember making love right after he proposed to me. Alexander was gentle, yet imperious and slightly brutal. It was the first time he behaved like this. I didn’t realise it would turn me on so much that I’d want to do it again…” he began to read in a sexy voice, and I thought I was going to sink into the ground. I didn’t know where to look or how to behave. He looked at me, and I managed to snatch the book from him.

         “It’s rude to take things away from a woman you don’t know,” I whispered angrily. I wanted to punch him; despite the lovely smile he gave me. My stomach flipped. He moved closer to me, and for a moment, I involuntarily held my breath. He brushed the hair away from my face, and his touch paralysed me.

         “You’re turned on,” he whispered in my ear, then moved back slightly.

         “Not at all,” I said. The cheeky type. I couldn’t even get away from him and I was stuck with his company for the rest of the flight.

         “Your breathing is rapid, face flushed, you’re clenching your thighs, and I can see you glancing over at me from the very beginning.”

         “It’s just hot. And how can you know about my thighs since they’re covered with a blanket?” I don’t know why I continued this whispered conversation. The pugnacious smile did not leave his face.

         “Because your blanket was constantly moving as you read.”

         “You’re arrogant, you know?” I growled, then unbuckled my seatbelt and headed for the bathroom. I needed to cool down and splash cold water on my face. However, it’s true that the more handsome a guy is, the more arrogant he’s bound to be.

         I stepped into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. I was excited without a doubt. It was obvious seeing my flushed cheeks and glittering eyes, and another sign were my wet panties. I turned on the water, washed my face, then dried it with a paper towel. I sat down on the closed toilet and took three deep breaths. All for nothing, because my lady bits were still throbbing painfully. The book, combined with my handsome and annoying neighbour, had too much of an effect on me. Never in my life did I expect something like this to happen to me, such things only happen in movies.

         I couldn’t sit in the bathroom for the entire flight, so I took a last look in the mirror and ran my fingers through my tangled hair. I took a deep breath and turned the lock. There was none other than my cheeky neighbour standing outside the door. He was leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, emphasising his biceps. I looked into his eyes and swallowed hard. He was so handsome, and his arrogance made me even more attracted. He pushed off the wall and gripped my face in his hands, then crushed his lips against mine. Shocked, I stood frozen, wanting to push him away, but finally returning the kiss. My brain shut down and lust took over. He pushed me into the bathroom, and I heard the click of the lock. He eagerly ravished my lips, undoing the button of my pants, and then the zipper. I groaned against his mouth as he slipped his hand into my panties.

         “Are you so wet for me?” he murmured into my ear, nibbling its lobe gently.

         “Don’t talk, just act before I change my mind,” I gasped as his finger moved in circles around my clitoris.

         “You like it spicy?” he asked, grabbing my hair in his hand and tilting my head back. “Say nothing, we’ll see in a moment.” He laughed, biting my neck, then softened the bite with his tongue. He turned me around in one move. I grabbed the sink intuitively. He started kissing my neck, arousing me even more. He hooked his fingers in the top of my pants and pulled them down to my ankles together with my panties. His lips caressed my buttocks, kneading them gently, and after a moment he ran his hand along the full length of my leg to dip two fingers between my legs.

         “You like fucking strangers, huh?” he whispered in my ear, and I was only able to moan loudly, blown away by the sensations. “Look at yourself, look how beautiful you are with my fingers in your pussy. And soon you’ll have something bigger and better there.”

         I opened my eyes. I didn’t recognise myself since I didn’t usually look like that. My cheeks were flushed, my eyes were sparkling, and there was a good-looking face pressed against my ear. He pushed at me with his fingers until I had to hold on tighter, and I automatically closed my eyes. I heard the characteristic sound of a zipper opening, followed by the rustle of tearing foil. I was expecting a hard thrust, but he entered me gently, stretching me more and more with every movement.

         “Hang on tight,” he warned, then started moving very quickly within me and pushing very deep. A loud moan escaped my mouth, so he covered it with his hand while the other slid down to my clitoris. I felt a strong orgasm building up within me. My legs trembled, and when the first wave hit me, I would have fallen if he hadn’t held me in place.

         “I’m not done yet.” He slowed down the pace, and as soon as I recovered, he started thrusting really hard. “Can you tighten that amazing pussy on my cock one more time?” he murmured. I liked that he was vulgar. I never imagined that such words, uttered in a hoarse voice, could make me feel excited again. He attacked my clitoris even harder. “You’ll be sore, and every time you feel it, you’ll remember how good it felt when I was inside you,” he said, muffling my moans with his hand. I hadn’t managed to fully recover from my first orgasm, when the next one tore me apart from inside. My knuckles turned white from clutching the sink as we came together. My legs were like jelly, but I was grinning from ear to ear as I pulled my pants up and he dumped the used condom into the trash.

         The banging on the door sobered me. I looked at my neighbour, not sure what to do. This is going to be quite the show, I thought. That’s what happens when you fuck in public. I had to have a sarcastic look on my face.

         “And what now?” I asked, to myself more than to him.

         “Nothing,” he shrugged, then turned the lock. I saw an old guy in the doorway with a confused look on his face. “Ladies first.” Theatrically, my neighbour showed me the way, letting me pass through the door. I started laughing uncontrollably as I passed by another passenger. They looked at me as if I had grown a second head.

         “How embarrassing! Thank god I’ll never see them again,” I thought to myself.

         I made myself comfortable in my seat, tugging the blanket almost up to my chin. I grabbed my book and smiled to myself, yawning. Our romp had tired me out.

         “We’ll just pretend that nothing happened for the rest of the trip?” I asked my neighbour in a whisper as he also sat down comfortably.

         “Maybe we can still have some fun under this blanket.” He laughed, looking at me suggestively.

         “You could keep going? Are you some kind of super sex machine?”

         “No, but I like tight pussies,” he whispered in my ear, then grabbed my chin and kissed me lightly when he stopped laughing at me.

         “I know this might be a stupid question given the circumstances, but I hope you don’t have a wife?”

         He looked at me with such strange suspicion, that I realised what it sounded like.

         “I don’t want to be with you or anything, but I don’t want your broken marriage on my conscience.”

         The change in his face was dramatic as he realised what I meant. He didn’t seem to have a wedding ring, but who knows, maybe he just didn’t wear one.

         “No, I don’t,” he replied, rubbing his chin. “Would you really care?”

         “Yes, I think my conscience would bother me,” I shrugged. “Although I don’t know, I’ve never been in such a situation.”

         “And what about you?”

         “I’m travelling to the other side of the world, fucking in the bathroom with some guy whose name I don’t even know, because my fiancé ran away from the altar,” I confessed bitterly. “As you can see, I’m on a downward spiral instead of pulling myself together.”

         “Right, I didn’t even introduce myself.” He held out his hand, “I’m Michael.”

         I squeezed it.

         “Julia, just no jokes about me losing my Romeo.”

         “About that…” He broke off and thought for a moment. “It’s better that he got away than started cheating on you. At least everything is clear.”

         “You or her?” I asked, guessing that was what he had experienced. He gave me a quick glance before pulling his cell phone out of his trouser pocket.

         “See for yourself.” He swiped his finger across the screen. A video that looked like cheap porn started playing. I felt sorry for him and wondered why she had done this to him. He was not lacking in looks, so I was betting on a nasty personality.

         “I’m sorry.”

         “I’m not. It’s all water under the bridge.”

         He locked the screen, and I didn’t know what to say. There was silence between us. Without knowing any details, I was still wondering what had gone wrong with his relationship. Mine was also the other person’s fault. My ex-fiancé fell in love with his colleague and realised it on his wedding day. The ten years we spent together lost all meaning. She won, she took him from me, but when I looked back at it now, my new friend was right. Better now than later. My mother also taught me to give away toys that I got bored of, I thought spitefully.

         “Are you also leaving to start over?” I asked, breaking the silence.

         “No. I live in Florida permanently and now I’m on my way back from visiting my mother.”

         “So, I’m the only naïve one,” I said, huffing bitterly. But it’s better to have unrealistic dreams than to stay stuck in one place.

         “And what do you want to do there?”

         I shrugged slightly.

         “I’m supposed to work for some stuck-up guy my friend works for. She says he’s an asshole, but he isn’t cheap, so I can afford to pay rent with my first salary.”

         “Sounds like a dream job,” he said sarcastically.

         “I have to do something. The grass is always greener.”

         “So, you’re assuming that this is a bad job but you’re not willing to strive to do what you like?”

         “First you need to know what you would like to do. Unfortunately, I haven’t figured that out yet.”

         Not only was fucking going well for us – unexpectedly, we were having a very good conversation, about everything and nothing. The omnipresent silence, interrupted from time to time by the snoring of another passenger, added to the intimacy. I found out that he had never been married and, like me, wanted a change a few years ago. Likewise, I told him a bit about my love experiences. I was surprised that it was so easy for me to confide in a stranger. The fact that I wasn’t going to see him again helped. After all, Florida is not a small town where everyone knows everyone. Here, the chance of meeting him again was minimal.

         Time flew by quickly in a pleasant atmosphere, and all assumptions about what the trip would look like fell apart, so with my luck, I began thinking that the rest of my assumptions might not come true either. The plane prepared for landing, and after a moment we were ready to leave. Michael obligingly took my suitcase out of the overhead compartment and shoved it into my hands.

         “Good luck,” he said, then bent down and whispered, “Maybe we’ll do this again sometime.” He kissed my cheek and started to leave. Watching him break through the crowd, I wished him the same. I shook myself and walked to the exit.

         Camila was supposed to pick me up from the airport. I missed her – it was so long since we had seen each other. I would finally be able to tangibly hug her, not just look at her face through the computer screen. The advantage of having a carry-on was that I did not have to wait for my luggage and saved a lot of time. I spotted her from a distance, ran up, and fell into her arms. We squealed loudly, attracting everyone’s attention.

         “Wow! You look great,” my friend praised me, pushing me back to stare at me at arm’s length.

         “I’m so happy to see you,” I replied, hugging her again and sobbing with happiness. “I missed you so much.”

         “Okay, it’s okay. Stop blubbering.” She pulled me towards the exit. “You’ll like it here, I promise.”

         We got into her Mercedes and headed to her apartment. On the way, she told me about the hotel job I was supposed to start this afternoon. We’d planned it this way, because I didn’t want to waste the day sitting alone in her apartment. I would feel weird, so I preferred to start my new dream life right away. As we drove, I admired the views through the window, and I was delighted with them. My eyes absorbed everything they saw.

         “Just remember, don’t argue with your boss,” she reminded me again. “He’s handsome, but that’s where his good qualities end.”

         “Is he really such a dick?” I asked. It intrigued me.

         “That’s an understatement,” she sighed heavily. “Everyone walks the other way as soon as they see him. And when he has a bad day and the news spreads around the hotel, everyone is afraid to even breathe.”

         “He sounds like an executioner, not a human,” I frown angrily. “If I didn’t need the money, I wouldn’t even bother working there.”

         “And why else do you think I’m still there?” Camila muttered as she parked the car.

         I got out of the car and looked around. The building did not look very beautiful from the outside. It had an angular shape and a grey facade. This is not how I imagined it. Another disappointment. But I didn’t say it out loud. I was grateful to stay here for a while. Inside the house, a large apartment decorated in boho style greeted my eyes. I immediately felt comfortable, as if I had been here before.

         “Can I take a shower and a nap?” I asked, glancing at my watch. I felt exhausted after my in-flight rendezvous. At the mere memory, my thighs tensed. It was such a lewd but exciting experience at the same time.

         “Sure, that’s your bedroom with an en-suite bathroom,” my friend pointed me in the direction. “Make yourself at home.” I walked over and hugged her, then pecked her on the cheek.

         “Thank you for everything,” I said, grabbing the suitcase handle.

         “You know it’s nothing.” She smiled warmly. “I’m glad you’re here. I’ll wake you up, now go get some sleep.”

         I walked into the bedroom and gasped. The room was beautiful. My eyes were immediately drawn to the huge bed, just waiting for me to lie in. There was white furniture and hanging curtains of the same colour, while the walls were painted beige. Curious, I walked to the door of the bathroom. There was nothing amazing to see there, but there was a large bathtub. I went back to my room and dug a T-shirt and panties out of my suitcase. I took a quick bath and threw myself onto the bed. A fantastic feeling after sitting on your butt for so many hours. For a moment, my memories returned to the flight, wondering if I would ever experience such an adventure again, before I set off into the land of dreams.

          
      

         “Get up, sleepyhead,” said Camila, gently shaking my shoulder.

         “Alright, alright,” I muttered, rubbing my sleepy eyes. The nice dream about Michael was forgotten. I couldn’t remember what I was dreaming about, except that I must have dreamed about him. The nature of this dream was confirmed by my wet panties. I don’t think it had happened to me before, as far as I could remember.

         “I’ll make coffee,” my friend announced, and I nodded as I got out of bed. I had to change my underwear and put on the dress I had picked out earlier. It wasn’t particularly elegant, but not too ordinary either – simple, with covered shoulders, above the knee, peach coloured. For my first day at work, I wanted to look perfect. I did my makeup with care, keeping it delicate and feminine.

         “And how do I look?” I asked, walking into the kitchen.

         “Wow! You look great! Very classy.” She held a steaming mug of coffee under my nose. “Please, just don’t pay attention to your boss, he’s a jerk. Simply nod at everything he says.”

         “Okay, I got that already,” I replied, remembering her earlier words that the boss had fired employees for no reason.

         “I’d say get out of his sight, but you need to talk to him today to go over everything.” She grimaced and pretended to vomit.

         “Then we’d better get going, or I’ll be fired for being late on the first day,” I said, pointing at my watch. I drank some more coffee and placed the mug in the sink.

         Twenty minutes later I was staring open-mouthed at the huge hotel, which was simply stunning from the outside. Through the window, you could see the luxury, splendour, and everything that the rich like to surround themselves with. At the entrance there was a huge fountain, and behind it a counter and a rack with keys. I was taking it all in as my friend grabbed my elbow and pulled me further inside.

         “Come on, don’t act like you’ve lived under a rock, you’ll have plenty of time later,” she said in a conspiratorial whisper. “Michalczewski is waiting.” She dragged me to the elevator and pressed a button. I started to get a little nervous. As we rode upstairs, I nervously fixed my hair.

         “Relax, you’re so tense.” Camila tried to calm me down, but all for nothing. “You shouldn’t experience his bad side today.”

         I took a deep breath as the door to the top floor slid open. We entered a small reception area where a young girl was sitting behind the desk. She looked in our direction and smiled lightly as we approached.

         “The director is waiting for you,” she said, indicating the door with her hand. I nodded shyly, smoothing my dress one last time, then knocked and glanced quickly behind me at my friend who smiled, then gave me a thumbs-up to cheer me on.

         “Come in,” I heard a soft invitation.

         “Good morning,” I stammered out in a shaky voice. I was terribly stressed after hearing all of Camila’s stories. “I’m here for a job interview,” I said to the chair. He was rudely sitting with his back to me, and I didn’t know what to do. Should I approach him or stay at the door? I shifted from foot to foot.

         The chair began to slowly turn towards me.

         “Holy shit.” I took a step back, bumping my back against the door as I saw the handsome face of my traveling companion, Michael. This is it; I’m done here. I can either look for a new job or go back to Poland, I decided. He smiled slyly at the sight of me.

         “Nice to see you again, Julia,” he replied, standing up and buttoning his jacket. He looked at me as if he was already undressing and devouring me.

         “I…” I began to stutter indistinctly. He looked at me, then walked over to the couch that stood by the window. “I…”

         “Come on, take a seat,” he said, pointing to the couch. My legs failed me, and I couldn’t move or force myself to say anything. He came towards me, grabbed my hand, and pulled me over to the couch.

         “I fucked up, literally,” I finally murmured, embarrassed as we both sat down. I stared at my hands. “I understand that I would be an inconvenient employee at this point. I’ll look for something else. I’m sorry for what I said about you on the plane.”

         “Based on your reaction, I’m sure that you didn’t know, and you didn’t do it on purpose.”

         I looked at him with uncertainty.

         “I know what my employees say about me, but I don’t care. I don’t pay them to like me, I pay them for a job well done.”

         “I don’t know what to say,” I confessed, frankly, slightly embarrassed.

         “Thanks for the job?”

         I looked at him incredulously. Did I hear him right? I got the job?

         “But…” I started, yet he silenced me with a raised hand.

         “There’s no ‘but.’ There will be no special treatment. Let’s just say our trip here won’t affect our relationship. If you also believe that you can work normally for me, you will get a contract from HR today. We need all hands on deck, because there is a lot to do. HR will help you determine what type of work you are interested in. I’ll be so kind to let you choose for yourself.”

         I nodded my head. This job interview was going quite differently from the ones I had participated in so far. My life was supposed to change – and that’s exactly what was happening. Was it for the better? Time would tell…

         “Okay,” I said softly. He looked at me with a raised eyebrow.

         “Was it just an impulse on the plane?” he asked, and I shrugged. The intimacy from the flight was gone. Now he was my boss, and things had changed. “You’re so quiet.”

         “What should I say? I feel stupid. I never act like that.”

         “You shouldn’t, you didn’t do anything wrong. What is more, I would love to do it again.”

         I looked at him in disbelief. He shifted slightly on the couch.

         “I know what it looks like,” I sighed. “But it’s never happened to me before.” I don’t know why I was explaining myself. Maybe because he was supposed to be my boss?

         God forbid Camila found out about it, I’d get an earful from her, I thought.

         “You don’t have to explain yourself. I’m not judging you. But off you go to HR now, because I might not be able to help myself.”

         I got up, and he stood too. I involuntarily glanced at his crotch, which was visibly bulging. I smiled provocatively and bit my lip. His eyes darkened and he narrowed them slightly as he looked down at my legs.

         “I dreamed of you and woke up with wet panties,” I said with my hand on the doorknob, before I could bite my tongue. He started walking towards me, but I just winked at him and left his office with satisfaction.

         “How’d it go?” My friend approached me right away, but she narrowed her eyes at the sight of my smile. “Don’t let your eyes fool you,” she whispered in my ear.

         “I’m happy I got the job,” I lied smoothly. She looked at me suspiciously. “Where’s human resources?” I asked to change the subject as we started toward the elevator.

         “You have a crush on him, I can see it. He’ll bang you and then fire you.” She did not give up. She pressed the number three button.

         “Don’t worry, nothing like that will happen.” I tried to soothe her by placing my hand on her shoulder. She sighed and shook her head, resigned.

         “You wouldn’t be the first.”

         “What, he likes to hit on his employees?” I asked sincerely interested.

         “None of them admit it, but there are rumours.”

         I looked at her disgusted. We ended the conversation as we reached the door with a sign saying “Human Resources”. I knocked and entered the room when I heard “come in.” A middle-aged woman sat behind the desk, tapping fiercely on a keyboard. I waited for her to finish. She focused on me, and when I explained why I was there to see her, we agreed that I would start by signing a contract for three months to clean rooms. It wasn’t a dream job, but I had to start somewhere.

         My friend had to go to the bar where she worked and I met Linda, who was also from Poland, but had been living here for several years. She showed and explained what our duties were. She cleaned one room with me and then I had to clean the rest of the floor myself. I didn’t know people could be so dirty. Used condoms, alcohol bottles, papers everywhere… It’s scary to think what their homes looked like. I was replacing the sheets with clean ones when I heard raised voices in the hallway. They became clearer and louder. Curiosity took over. Changing the pillowcase on a pillow, I turned to face the door. Michael stopped at the sight of me. He waved away someone I couldn’t see from behind the wall with a flick of his hand. He entered the room and turned the little lock under the doorknob.

         “Who do I see here?” he said, smiling slyly and coming closer.

         “The maid,” I muttered.

         “You could clean my room,” he murmured, grabbing my hips. “Ideally naked.”

         “Michael, you’re my boss now.” I tried to free myself from his grip. We were separated by the pillow that I still held in my hands. “What should I call you now? Boss? Michael? Mr. Michalczewski?” I asked specifically to emphasise that we must not be too friendly. Although I would be lying if I said that I was not attracted to him anymore. He leaned in, running his nose over my earlobe. I shivered.

         “Don’t you want your dream to come true?” he purred in a sexy voice. His warm breath wrapped around my neck, and all the hairs on the back of it rose as a pleasant shiver ran down my spine.

         “I’m at work,” I moaned softly. He pulled the pillow from my hands and pushed me gently to sit on the bed.

         “You have a break now,” he said, spreading my legs apart with his knee, then giving me a little push again to lie down. He leaned over me, hands resting on both sides of my head.

         “We shouldn’t…” I started, but he closed my mouth with a kiss. Oh, how passionately he kissed… His breath became mine, giving me no time to inhale. He quickly found the junction of my thighs with his hand. He rubbed my pussy and I moaned in his mouth, throwing my arms around his neck. I wasn’t thinking and I got carried away in the moment.

         “I can’t wait to fuck that tight little pussy again,” he murmured against my neck. He got up from the bed, and as I lifted my hips, he pulled my dress over my stomach. His fingers gripped the sides of my underwear, then he slipped them off and placed them on the nightstand. He knelt between my legs and ran his tongue over one leg, then the other. He was staring at me. I drowned in his eyes, staring into them mesmerised. He sank his lips into my pussy, sucking it and licking it alternately. I flopped back against the pillows, feeling him fondle me deeply.

         “It tastes as good as it looks,” he said, renewing his attack. I groaned shamelessly, grabbing his hair and pulling him even closer, if that was even possible. He put two fingers in me and moved them quickly, his tongue moving in circles on my clitoris.

         “Harder,” I begged as I felt my orgasm approaching. He sucked the clitoris very hard, on the verge of pain and pleasure. It took two seconds for me to explode.

         “You’re wonderful,” he murmured. He stripped from the waist down and hovered over me again. He kissed me with lips glistening with my juices. His tongue slipped into my mouth and our tongues began to dance sensually. He put a condom on and slowly entered me, watching me closely. “You fit me perfectly.” He made love to me slowly compared to the last time on the plane. “I feel so good with you, I want you exclusively.” In the ecstasy that took over my body and head, I nodded affirmatively. Kissing me, he swallowed my moans. He put his hand under my butt, changing the angle slightly. A few thrusts later, an orgasm began to shake my body again until stars appeared under my eyelids. Michael came a moment later, kissing my forehead.

         “Even though it was great, we shouldn’t be doing this,” I said as we got dressed.

         “Do you regret it? I thought you felt good.” He looked at me, then scratched his head with uncertainty.

         “I don’t remember ever having better sex, but that’s not the point.” I walked over and straightened his shirt collar, and he automatically stole a quick kiss from me.

         “So, what is it? Because I’m your boss?”

         “Exactly.” I took a step back to keep my distance. It was wrong. I was ensnared again. He held up his hands in surrender.

         “I understand you feel bad about this, though you shouldn’t.” He let out a long sigh. “I’ll keep my hands to myself. And my penis, too,” he joked, smiling gently.

         “That will be best.” I turned my back to him, pulling off the sheets that smelled of us and sex. I heard another sigh and the click of the lock. I turned and he was gone. I sat on the bed, hiding my face in my hands.

         “Shit, I can’t believe it…” My friend was standing in the doorway, and she was red in the face with anger.

         “Camila…”

         “Don’t you dare ‘Camila’ me. You just know what? I wish I hadn’t brought you here. I didn’t expect you to give into him so easily. I’m disappointed in you and I think you should go back to Poland.”

         “Are you kicking me out?” I asked in disbelief.

         “You kicked yourself out. I didn’t think you could be so reckless and unprofessional,” she snapped in an icy tone. She turned on her heel and left me by myself.

         It was over. I dreamed of a better life, and now I was left in a foreign country with no friend, no apartment, and no prospects. What would I do after work with no place to live? I broke down. I was in a much worse situation than I had been in Poland the previous day. There was nothing left for me to do but return to my home country. There, I would be able to live off my savings, until I find at least a part-time job. I left my room unfinished and headed to the Human Resources department to quit.

         I raised my hand and was about to knock when the door opened. Michael was standing in it. We stared at each other for a moment, then I gave up and looked down, saying softly:

         “I’m leaving.”

         “Because of what happened?” he asked angrily, though his voice was not much louder than a whisper. He grabbed my elbow and dragged me down the corridor.

         “I have nowhere to live. My friend just discovered that I slept with you and threw me out.” I sighed heavily. “I’m going back to Poland.”

         “You can get a room here; I live here too.”

         I hesitated, wondering what would be better for me.

         “What’s your friend’s name?”

         “I will not hand her over to you, no matter what happened.”

         “You promised you would be mine,” he admonished. This shocked me. After some thought, I remembered that during sex he had actually said something about me being his, and I had impulsively agreed. My jaw dropped. I didn’t think a guy like this was being serious, and during sex at that.

         “Why?” I just blurted out.

         “Because I can have anyone, and I want you.”
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         One hour left.

         With that single thought in my head, I hurriedly searched for the keys in my purse. My hands were shaking – I don't know if it was more from the rush and stress when I couldn't find the familiar shape in my purse or from excitement. At last, I found them. I pulled them out, put them in the lock and turned it. I crossed the threshold of the apartment, and when I closed the door, I was enveloped in the twilight of the December evening. I didn't turn on the light. I waited a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. The weak, warm glow of streetlamps was enough for me, giving the room a suspenseful atmosphere, and the harsh shadows cast by the furniture kept me uncertain whether it was the same familiar apartment or some dark, unknown land. But my thoughts were now too busy to worry about anything else.

         It was starting to snow. The distant hum of cars on the busy street a few floors below combined with the clatter of train wheels from a nearby station.

         Besides that, the apartment was quiet. As I kicked my high heels off, even my quick steps were muffled by the hall carpet. I put down my coat and purse and tiptoed into the kitchen. I felt strangely guilty, as if I was hiding from something – or from someone. In the fridge, I found a bottle of my favourite wine that I always kept just for this occasion. I opened it and poured myself a glass. Even though my stomach was tight with nerves, I instinctively drained my glass in an instant and immediately poured a new one. The thick liquid had a ghastly, cool colour in the artificial light of the refrigerator. Fighting the urge to drink the whole glass again, I pressed its cold surface to my hot forehead, trying to calm down a bit, and sat on the tiled floor, leaning my back against the refrigerator door.

         An outsider might think that I was scared to death. The truth was quite different.

         The chilled wine warmed and cooled me at the same time as I tried to organise my thoughts. I closed my eyes, forced myself to focus, and took a few deep breaths. My heartbeat started slowing down, but its pace was still well above normal. I knew my heart would not slow down now, or until late at night. Possibly even until the morning.

         Fifty-five more minutes. I needed to regain my composure.

         Slowly, controlling my movement, I got up from the floor and, holding the glass in my hand, pretended to walk calmly through the apartment, heading for the bathroom. I had plenty of time, I knew so, it wasn’t the first time. Nor the second. Not even the tenth. Even if someone woke me up in the middle of the night, I could easily divide this last hour into individual minutes. I had the routine memorised, it was as if it was tattooed in my head and in my heart. Bath first. Wine. Makeup. Hair. And then… then just waiting.

         In the bathroom, I put my glass down and lit the candles, placing them around the tub. I turned on the tap and water began to pour into the tub with a humming sound. I turned to the mirror and looked at myself. The woman in the reflection looked at me with a thousand questions in her eyes. For a moment, I saw myself the way other people probably perceived me – grown up, yet with so much of a child in her. She thinks that she will fool someone with a strict look, makeup, nails straight from the beautician. Standing straight, but bending so easily under pressure. Critical gaze, yet large, frightened eyes. A broad, professional smile, although insincere. Does everyone really see that it's all just a mask?

         As hot water filled the tub, steam filled the room, and doubts filled me. I undressed and stepped into the water, feeling the heat immediately loosen my tense muscles. With a sigh of relief, I plunged into the aromatic bubbles and my thoughts drifted away immediately. The candles sizzled softly. Hundreds of miniature lights of an inverted winter city reflected in the condensation on the glass of the window.

         Thoughtfully, I ran the sponge over my soapy skin. The gesture evoked the memory of a warm, strong male hand that gently ran its fingertips over my body, leaving a tingling heat and goose bumps behind. I smiled involuntarily and let my memory guide me. The hand I remembered touched my fingers, palm, and wrist, then slowly moved up my arm. It paused for a moment on my collarbone and touched my neck, making my heart beat faster again. In the steamy bathroom, I could almost see the image of those smiling, honest, grey eyes that were so dear to me. I knew them better than my own. I would have recognised them anywhere. My hand began to caress my neck unconsciously and slid down over my breasts. I brushed them gently and felt my nipples harden to the touch. I closed my eyes in pleasure and squeezed them tighter. The heat inside me grew until I gently parted my legs and stroked the skin of my inner thighs with my other hand. The touch of my fingers reminded me of the touch of a pair of lips that, teasing, always tickled me gently across the most sensitive skin right at the top of my thighs. My fingers lingered there for a moment, then brushed against my pussy. I ran my fingertips over it and focused on my clitoris, which was ready to touch, pulsing with tension. I sighed with delight and began massaging her very slowly, resisting the urge to accelerate. I played with my nipples with my other hand. My inner heat and the warmth of the water in the tub made it hard not to lose control. I massaged my clitoris with two fingers, more and more intensely, I knew I was getting close. I was already trembling and struggling against the urge to stick my fingers inside and finish with them. I took all my remaining willpower to resist doing so – I preferred to postpone this moment for later. I pulled my hand away and opened my eyes.

         The temperature in the bathroom had dropped, the steam was gone, the water was just lukewarm. Thirty minutes.

         The coolness of the bathroom was slowly taking its toll on me, so I got out of the bathtub and wrapped a fluffy towel around myself. I poured myself more wine in the kitchen and, holding the towel, made my way into the bedroom. This was my favourite part. I knew I didn't have to hurry – it was my time just for myself. I carefully took out my favourite cosmetics, fragrant balms, oils, and expensive perfumes, which he likes the most on me. I delicately applied my makeup. I could see the woman staring at me from the mirror trying hard to hide her excitement. I could feel that sensation building up in me, and it wasn't easy to keep myself from getting carried away by it. But I wanted to be in control. I wanted to be strong and determined. I wanted to be confident. For once, I wanted to be on top here. Once my makeup was finished, I let my hair down. Its long strands fell on my back and shoulders. I was letting it grow out; I remember when he mentioned how much he liked women with long, loose hair. Since he had said that, I started taking care of my hair even more. I wanted him to like it, I wanted it to turn him on. I combed it thoroughly and sprayed it with perfume. A sweet, floral scent filled the room. I only used these perfumes for him; they were reserved for that special occasion.

         Fifteen minutes.

         I kicked off the towel and walked naked to the wardrobe. I pulled out a previously prepared box containing something new. I was hoping to surprise him with it. I gently unfolded the packaging, revealing white, delicate lace. I knew how much I would turn him on in my skimpy lace underwear, but he usually saw me in black or red. I liked the lust in his eyes when I opened the door for him like that. I slowly slipped into the panties and put on the bra. I was ready, at least physically. Besides that, I felt my heart pounding in my chest and my hands trembling. But I was ready. Now all that was left to do was wait.

         As I took more sips of wine, I looked at my watch impatiently. Time passed unbearably slowly, five minutes, then another five. Two more minutes. One more.

         The doorbell rang.

         I jumped out of bed as if I hadn't expected it, but he was always on time to the minute. It made me feel special, as if he looked forward to seeing me as much as I did to him. I walked barefoot across the cold floor to the door, but I was too excited to feel the cold. One last deep breath, and I opened the door.

         He stood in the doorway, tall and strong, and with such a beautiful, masculine smell that my legs gave way under me.

         “Hi,” I said softly, certain he would hear the hesitation in my voice.

         He didn't answer right away, but moved his gaze over my figure, pausing on my breasts, barely hidden by the thin lace of my bra. He didn't even meet my eyes. He stepped over the threshold and closed the door behind him, enveloping us again in the dim light of the apartment. Now, alone in his company, I felt all the confidence I was desperately trying to muster before his arrival slip away and disappear without a trace. Again, I felt like I was tiny and vulnerable. But I wanted him. I wanted him to dominate me.

         “Hi,” he replied in a low voice that could hardly hide his excitement. “It's good that you waited.”

         “It's good that you came,” I replied pointlessly, feeling growing embarrassment. Of course he came. Of course I was waiting. I always waited, like a naive idiot.

         And then there were no more words.

         Before we even got to the bedroom, he pressed me against the hallway wall. I could feel through his pants that he was already hard. His lips moved down my neck and along my jawline. I expected a firm, sharp kiss, but his lips found mine with amazing gentleness and tenderness. He kissed me the way you kiss someone for the first time. This tenderness made my head spin. Every kiss counted, because I never knew which one would be the last one. I reciprocated with a desperation and longing that I could never soothe. Two lonely souls trying to find their place in this world.

         When he finally broke the kiss, I looked at him with blurry, confused eyes. Why did he stop? But his eyes were burning with desire. His hands slid lower and gripped my buttocks tightly. He pulled me closer to him and lifted me up. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around his hips as he carried me towards the bedroom. Without further ado, he tossed me onto the bed. I fell back on the pillows, stunned by the violence, but it turned me on so much – and he knew it. Taking his time, he slowly began to undress himself. I leaned on my elbows and watched him slide down the layers of clothing until he was left standing in his boxers. Even in the dim light of the bedroom you could see a clearly outlined, erect cock beneath the fabric. I got out of bed to pull his boxers off and take it in my mouth the way I liked to best. However, he did not allow me to do that, and he undressed himself instead. His penis stood in all its glory. How I loved the sight of it… I knew that I was putting him in this state and that it was because of me that he could barely control himself.

         He pushed me onto the pillows again and climbed on top of me, spreading my legs. As his cock rubbed against my panties, I immediately felt my pussy getting wetter and wetter. He pressed me against the bed, grasping my wrists tightly and lifting them over my head. I knew that I was completely powerless now and that he could do whatever he wanted with me. He was too strong for me to break free. I was completely at his mercy, and I liked it. I could be his bitch, his whore, anything he wanted. All that mattered was that I was his.

         He kissed me again, this time firmly and decisively. I succumbed to that kiss, and a sigh of pleasure escaped my lips. I felt his cock react to it, rubbing even harder against my pussy. Squashed beneath him, all I could do was move my hips, feeling my pussy completely soaked. His hands clasped my wrists like handcuffs. He bit my lips and latched onto them until I was breathless. When he finally pulled away from me, it was only for a moment, just to unhook my bra and pull it off. Now there was only the thin fabric of my skimpy panties between us. His big, strong hands found my breasts in the darkness and squeezed them so tightly I groaned. His fingers took turns stroking and pinching my nipples. Finally, he slid lower and put his mouth around them. He started kissing and licking my tits, and I slid my fingers through his hair and pulled him closer, trembling with pleasure.

         He noticed that I was starting to like it too much, so he moved away from my breasts and kept moving lower and lower. He marked me with small kisses all the way down my belly until he reached the line of my underwear. I expected him to rip it off me, but he, spreading my legs apart, began to gently kiss my pubic mound through the fabric. The feeling of the soft lace rubbing against my clit was indescribable, and I felt more and more juices pouring out of my pussy. I knew he could see it too, and it excited him a lot. I just wanted him to finally enter me.

         However, he took his time and slowly licked my pussy through the panties. I groaned softly. He glanced up, seeing the state he put me in. His grey eyes were black with lust.

         “You want me to eat you out?” he whispered in a slightly hoarse voice.

         “Yes,” I was barely able to answer.

         “Then tell me. I want to hear it.”

         I groaned again.

         “Yes, I want you to take my panties off and lick me until I come,” I finally replied.

         He needed no more words. He pulled off the completely useless, drenched panties and finally ran his tongue over my pussy. I entwined my fingers in his hair and set the pace for him. He licked and sucked and kissed me in a way we both knew well, and we knew I wouldn't take very long. As I started to sigh louder in delight, he focused on my clitoris and attended to it the way I always liked best. I was so close now that I writhed in pleasure on the bed and pulled his face closer and closer. He moved his tongue up and down harder and faster until I couldn't help groaning. Then he slipped two fingers into my pussy and moved them back and forth. It made me lose control. I came loudly and intensely, feeling my pussy tighten around his fingers and my clitoris throbbing under his tongue. He kept licking me until the waves of pleasure flooded through me completely. I fell back against the pillows, struggling to catch my breath. He moved up between my legs and moved closer to my face.

         “I like your thighs clutching my head when you come,” he whispered in my ear. He ran his fingers over my mouth, still wet with my juices. Looking him straight in the eyes, I took his fingers deep into my mouth and started licking just like I wanted to do with his cock. But he had other plans. With a decisive gesture, he parted my legs and slowly entered me in one move, with all his length. Surprised, I groaned. My wet pussy let him in and tightened around him. He moaned at the same moment, and I felt his penis dig into me even harder.

         “Oh, you're so tight,” he sighed. “I love entering you when you are so wet.”

         He began to move slowly inside me. I touched his shoulders, back, neck, trying to enjoy his presence. Wanting to remember it for the future. I tried to make eye contact with him, but he avoided it. His grey eyes were no longer filled with the love from my memories. They were stern now, ice cold. I searched in vain for that warmth in them. Those sparks had faded long ago, I was the one desperately trying to reignite that flame in them. As always, stupid and naive. I kept repeating this mistake every time. Each time I thought I could make it on my own and end our relationship, he would call again asking to see me. And I always agreed. I felt hurt, and the worst part was that I was hurting myself.

         “Are you okay?”

         I blinked and realised there were tears in my eyes. I looked up and saw that he was staring at me, right into my eyes. For the first time, I had the feeling that he really saw me, all of me. He looked confused. And me? I didn't want to know how desperate I looked.

         “I’m fine, just keep going,” I replied weakly, mentally scolding myself for ruining the mood.

         He hesitated for a moment, but didn't say anything more. I cuddled up to him and inhaled his dizzying scent, trying to chase away the bad thoughts. Trying to hold onto this moment for as long as possible. I wrapped my legs around his hips and pulled him closer. Apparently, he took it as a signal to speed up. As he moved faster and faster inside me, I began to moan softly with pleasure. My hands, seemingly of their own accord, slid over his muscular back and I dug my nails into it. He gasped in surprise, and I scratched him harder. He liked it, but he didn't leave me waiting for more – he grabbed my legs and rested them on his shoulders just as he liked. Sex in this altered position took on a different dimension, he entered me at such an angle and so deep that we both groaned loudly. I knew how my moaning turned him on; I saw how he reacted to it. He stared at my tits, undulating with his sudden movements. He was fucking me now as if he was trying to push me deep into the mattress. The bedroom was filled with the sounds and smell of sex. But even that wasn't enough for us, so he grabbed my neck and squeezed. I loved it when he did that, it drove me to the edge of unconsciousness. My upright nipples were so hard with excitement they hurt. I threw my head back, closed my eyes, and grabbed his hand on my throat. He clenched his hand tighter and accelerated even more. I knew his every gesture well enough to know that he was very close. My excited moans drove him to the edge, and I wanted him to cross it with me. I tightened my pussy’s muscles on his hard cock, and that was enough – a few more thrusts and I felt him come inside me with a final, guttural sigh. His cock throbbed endlessly and cum filled my insides. I loved that feeling, there was nothing more satisfying. He fell on top of me, and for a moment I could still feel his pounding heart pressed against my chest. I could stay like this forever.

         We lay motionless and silent for a moment, neither of us wanting to interrupt it. Shadows of lazily falling snow swirl on the wall. There was a deafening silence in the apartment, so different from the sounds filling it before. The tension that had released a few minutes ago began to build up again. I didn't know how it was possible to be so comfortable and so awkward in his company at the same time.

         Before I could say anything, he got up without a word and left the room to go to the bathroom. A few moments later I heard the sound of water running in the shower. As always, he left the door open. I struggled with my thoughts for a moment longer, then made my decision. I got out of bed and followed him noiselessly.

         The candles in the bathroom were still burning from when I had lit them before my bath. The room was filled with a faint, flickering light. He was standing under the stream of water from the shower, with his back to the entrance, not knowing I was there. I pushed the glass door aside and slipped into the shower cabin behind him. I gently wrapped my arms around his waist, feeling him freeze with surprise under my touch. I kissed his back and neck, my hands gently caressing his chest. Finally, he relaxed and gave in to my touch. I pressed my cheek against the tattoo I could draw from memory that ran from the nape of his neck down his back, along his spine. The hot water enveloped us both as if we were one person. I hugged him tighter and covered his back with even more kisses. Now I wanted to be gentle, tender. I had this urge after the intense sex where I was fucked hard and dominated. My hands slowly traced his chest until we both relaxed. Then I slowly began to touch him lower and lower, my hands sliding down until I touched his dick, erect and hard again. Still behind him, I took it in my hand and carefully moved it up and down. With my other hand, I found his testicles and squeezed them gently. Despite the rushing water, I could clearly hear his pulse pick up. Taking that as a sign of encouragement, I grabbed him tighter.

         If I thought that I would be in control for a moment, I was wrong. He turned decisively and pushed me against the shower wall.

         “Kneel down,” he said. “I want you to suck it.”

         I knelt obediently. I'd never been able to deny him anything. All I needed was to hear his voice, and I immediately lost my mind. He moved as close to me as possible, grabbed my long hair and wrapped it around his wrist. I lifted my eyes to look up at him. He was gazing at me with that lust in his eyes that I adored. I looked back down at the stiff cock, which was quivering again to the rhythm of the blood flowing through it. I loved doing it – I grabbed him at the base with my hand, then licked his head very slowly. I wanted to drag it out, torture him for as long as possible. Deliberately slowing down, I licked him, taking him deeper and deeper into my mouth. I knew he was getting impatient. So I slowed down the pace even more. Kneeling down, I looked up at him like a regular whore. Without breaking eye contact, I took him as deeply as I could, down to my throat. This made it impossible for him to wait any longer.

         He yanked my hair and set his own rhythm. He entered my mouth deeper and faster. At first, I didn't have any trouble with it, but soon I grew short of breath. Still, I made it clear how much it turned me on, and I felt my pussy getting wet again. I reached down and finally allowed myself to massage her as I had done before. He saw me pleasuring myself while I sucked him, and I could see how much he liked it. I ran my fingers over my clitoris swollen with excitement, moving my head at the same pace. Sometimes I would slow down and slide my tongue very slowly around the tip of his cock, which as usual drove him crazy. Giving blowjobs had always turned me on the most. I loved watching him slowly lose control of himself and it made me even wetter. Finally, he grabbed my head and began to pound me hard in the mouth. I was already close, I knew it would only take a moment for me to get there. Choking on his cock, I drew my fingers back and forth a few more times and groaned in ecstasy as I felt another intense orgasm flow through me, the second one that evening. As soon as he saw me finish, he pulled me harder by the hair until tears filled my eyes. He finished in my mouth and held my head so that I couldn't pull away until I had swallowed every drop of his sperm. I swallowed everything obediently as he wanted me to, as always.

         After that, he took his penis out of my mouth and I was finally able to breathe freely. He grabbed my hand and helped me, a little dazed, get up from the shower floor. He looked at me questioningly to make sure everything was alright. Yes, I was absolutely fine. Only now we were both exhausted. I could barely stand on my feet, worn out by all the events of the day. He quickly finished his shower and left without looking at me. I followed in his footsteps, swiftly extinguishing the still burning candles on my way.

         When I got back to the bedroom he was already in bed, his back turned. He didn't even look at me as I slipped under the covers. Suppressing my disappointed, I quickly slid closer him. I was no longer under the illusion that he would devote even a little more of his attention to me today. He didn't need me anymore. I just wanted to spend some more time with him before the night was over and I woke up alone in a cold, empty bed.

         I cuddled up against his back. He did not protest, but neither did he make any inviting gesture; nothing to confirm that my tenderness was welcome. I was tired but I didn't want to sleep yet, I preferred to continue fooling myself. His breathing gradually slowed down until it became regular and deep. Leaning my cheek against his warm skin, I silenced all my demons. Give me a moment of peace. I already know. I just pretend not to. I do not want to know. I do not want to know.

         And the snow continued to fall softly.

          
      

         I woke before dawn. It was one of those hours when the world seemed dead and as silent as if I were the last person on Earth. I didn't have to open my eyes to know that I was already alone in bed. I felt it. I was about to try to get back to sleep when I heard a rustle. I opened my eyes.

         He was still in the bedroom. Already dressed, he walked towards the door, with his back to me. He stopped at the threshold. He hesitated as if to say something. My heart skipped a beat. I was afraid to even blink, so as not to scare the moment away. Seconds passed, and he stood motionless. I knew he was struggling with his thoughts. I knew him inside out.

         As if he had already made up his mind, he turned to me and looked straight into my wide-open eyes. It baffled him; he didn't seem to expect me to be awake already. I held his gaze for a moment. For a moment I saw someone else in him – not the resolute man he allowed me to meet, but also a lost, scared boy. He had the same look in his eyes as the woman who looked back at me from the mirror with the eyes of a little girl.

         Flustered, he quickly turned and left. The front door slammed shut behind him. I knew I would not fall asleep again. The excruciating grief was too strong. As I got up to get a drink of water, my phone pinged with the sound of a new message.

         “Same time next week?”

         “Yes,” I replied without thinking, against the voice of reason. Yes, of course. The answer was always supposed to be yes. And the countdown started all over again.

         Seven days.
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         I sat on the balcony and lit a cigarette. The full moon illuminated the omnipresent darkness and subtly caressed my face. The smell of the warm May air made me feel a strange but pleasant tension, as if I was waiting for something. It just occurred to me that, indeed, I was waiting. Still waiting for a change that was not coming. I was fed up with this mediocrity that had been with me for many weeks. And that goddamn feeling that I really had nothing, even though until recently I thought I had everything. I thought breaking up with Anna was the best decision I could have made. After a five-year relationship, our paths had simply diverged. It was hard to watch her suffer, but at the same time, I felt that now I was really on my way to a new and better life. It was wonderful. I was partying, meeting with long-lost friends, suddenly as if I had no duties and had more time to myself. It lasted probably a week or two until it finally got empty and sad. I stopped seeing my friends – no wonder, after all, the years of high school are gone forever, everyone has their families, jobs, and responsibilities. I spent the following days alone in a cramped and empty apartment and I didn’t know what to do with myself. After all, I was supposed to “chase a new life”, and meanwhile I was lying in bed, staring blankly at the ceiling. Everything was about to change for the better, meanwhile I was still stuck in hopeless stagnation. The only change that had happened was that there was no one else by my side.

         I stubbed out my cigarette. Slowly I returned to my apartment, lit my palo santo and once again turned on my beloved U2’s “Every Breaking Wave.” It was our song…

         “Pull yourself together, stupid. You owe it to yourself,” I scolded myself. Eventually the music stopped, and I stood there for an eternity, thinking about what would never come back. I didn’t know what for. After all, I didn’t love her anymore. But the feeling of emptiness and loneliness bothered me a lot. I had even started to think that I would never have a relationship with anyone again. That no one would ever want and love me again as much as she loved me. Plus, sex with her was amazing, I don’t think I’ll ever meet anyone like her again.

         The clock had just struck midnight when I heard a knock. I got scared. I wasn’t expecting guests, especially at this late hour. I walked silently to the door and peered through the peephole. My heart beat faster. In front of the door of my little studio, I saw the woman who had been haunting my dreams every night for several weeks. Knocking again. I opened the door and she looked at me with those big blue eyes.

         “Hey,” she said shyly.

         “Hey…” I said. “Can you tell me what brings you here at this hour?”

         “Can I come in?” her voice was trembling, and I knew she was about to cry. My throat tightened too. I nodded and we went inside. The apartment was dim; the only source of light was a lamp on the nightstand next to my bed. Fortunately, it was enough for me to get a good look at my old love. She was too much to behold. She was beautiful. I marvelled at every detail of her filigree body. Thick, wild dreadlocks, bound in a chaotic bun, fell lightly on her slender neck. A short white dress accentuated the tiny waist and clung to her small, plump breasts. She had no bra, as usual. The swollen nipples were clearly visible through the thin material. A thrill of excitement ran through me. There was a rush of thoughts in my head. Yes, I had left her. I just knew we didn’t fit at all. We couldn’t get along; we were both unhappy together. We argued all the time, I often upset her, and she said furious things that broke my heart. I know she loved me. On my part, however, there was no love, I did not want to deceive her. But she turned me on so much…

         Her voice snapped me out of my thoughts.

         “Mal, I’d like to talk to you,” she began hesitantly. “I know this is probably not the right time, but I just felt that I had to come here, tell you what I felt and what I thought. I miss you. I still love you and I think that if you want something very much, you can do anything. And I really want to fix it. Please, give me a chance. I’ll do anything for you!”

         “Anything? Do you know what you’re saying?” I got excited. Well, I hadn’t had sex in weeks, and Anna knew exactly how to choose her words to hit my sweet spot. She was the one who played the first fiddle and decided everything. I was fine with it. But in bed, I took control. I had to let off steam. Plus, I loved the way she grimaced when she felt painful delight. I was daydreaming again.

         “Yes, anything…” she smiled flirtatiously and walked over to me, swaying her hips. I felt my head spinning with the sensation. She stood very close to me so that I could hear her breathing, and that made my senses go crazy. I didn’t want to wait any longer. I grabbed her wrists tightly and she looked at me as if she already knew how this would end. I was still holding her hands with one of mine, while the other was trailing along the inside of her smooth, supple thigh – all the way up and up, only to disappear under her dress in a moment.

         “Of course…” I said as if to myself as the skin of my cold hands met her hot and moist pubic mound. I wasn’t surprised; she never wore any underwear.

         I looked at her expectantly. She knew I wouldn’t do anything without her consent, so she nodded her head immediately. I stroked her hair and removed the hair tie that kept her dreadlocks in check. Now she really looked wild, true to her nature. In a few quick movements, I wrapped her hair around my hand.

         “Kneel down!” I growled, and she obeyed. With my free hand, I slipped my shorts off, and with the other, I pulled Anna’s face towards my crotch. “You know what to do now?” I asked impatiently, and she immediately set to work. I felt her wet tongue slide between my lips and circulate around my clitoris. After a moment, she forcefully pushed two fingers into me, and her tongue started moving more and more aggressively. She started sucking on my pussy and I felt like I was about to explode.

         “Enough…” I groaned, but she continued.

         “Enough!” I pulled her hair upwards. She got up and dropped softly onto the bed I pushed her towards only a moment later. Without thinking, I tore the dress off her, and her breasts appeared before my eyes. They looked like a picture – they were small and round, and the nipples were a lovely pink colour. I stroked them, and at my touch, goose bumps appeared on her body. I straddled her and started kissing her. First, I gently brushed her neck, then lightly bit her ear. She liked it. A shiver ran through her body. Damn, how I wanted her! I knew I had the same effect on her, and it made me even more excited. I wanted to tease myself for a moment, but my pussy hurt with excitement, and I felt that I could not take much of it anymore. I rolled over decisively so that now she was on top.

         “Finish what you started,” I gasped, and she nimbly slid lower and returned pleasing me. She slipped two fingers inside me again. She moved them up and down rhythmically, slower at first, then faster and faster. I was very wet, which my lover also noticed. After a while, I felt her insert a third finger into my hole and I groaned with pleasure as she began to lick my juices. Faster and harder…

         “Yeees, yeees…” was all I was able to say. My head was buzzing, and my body tightened like a string in anticipation of my orgasm. “Just… a little…” I gasped. I was bending further and further, although it seemed impossible anymore. “More, more…”

         I squeezed my eyes and hands shut. A series of strong convulsions rushed through my body, and with them an indescribable bliss. I almost doubled over, unable to control myself, just shivering, chills still consuming my body in the sweat-soaked sheets. It went on for a while longer, but in moments like this, time seems to pass very differently.

         Peace. Blissful tiredness. The trembling stopped and I slowly regained control of my limbs. I sat on the bed and looked at Anna kneeling in front of me. Our eyes met. She had one of the most beautiful smiles I had ever seen on her face.

         “How was it?” she asked belligerently. You could see that she was very proud of herself.

         “Good girl,” I replied. “You deserve a reward.”

         “Does that mean you’ll give me another chance?” There were sparkles of hope in her eyes.

         “Uh… Excuse me?” I was confused. “Did you really think sex was the solution?”

         It was wonderful, of course. But sex is not love.

         “But I thought it all through!” she exclaimed. “I’ve changed. I think you have too. Couldn’t we give ourselves a chance to get to know each other again? I know very well that you like me. And that you want me. I assure you; I feel the same way. Yes, I love you. Actually, I love the person you used to be. But I know everything has changed and I don’t know if I will want to be with the new you. I also know that if we don’t try, we’ll never find out. Don’t you feel sorry after all those years? You’ve always said yourself that if you want something badly, you can do anything,” she looked at me expectantly.

         Well. I must admit that this sloppy monologue impressed me after all. Maybe if my mental state had been more stable, this conversation would have turned out differently and I would have just told her to leave. However, she came to me at a moment when I felt the loneliest. I can’t believe it was just an accident. Maybe the universe is sending me a sign? And how can I refuse someone who dared to say such words while standing naked in front of me…

         “Okay,” I muttered. “What you said even makes sense.” I approached her and grabbed her hand. “But don’t think that everything will be like it used to be. We can go on a couple of ‘dates,’ how about that?”

         “That’s a fantastic idea! Where will we meet for the first one?” she was excited like a little child.

         “Relax, we’ll come back to that later. Would you like something stronger to drink?” I asked.

         “Sure, the kind I always ask for,” she replied with a smile.

         I went to the kitchen and made our favourite cocktail with gin, lime, and apple juice.

         “Here, have a drink. Maybe you’ll relax a little,” I said, handing her a glass of alcohol. She drank it all in one gulp. “One more?” I asked hesitantly, and she nodded back to me. So I brought a second round. As I handed her the drink, I leaned over her and said in her ear, “As long as you’re here, let’s make the best of our time.”

         Anna nodded, setting her glass down on the table, and I immediately squeezed her throat and pushed her against the wall. With my other hand, I stroked her head, shoulders, breasts, stomach, hips.

         “Turn around and rest your hands on the wall,” I ordered, and she obeyed. “Legs apart!”

         I gave her a few harder slaps. Her ample buttocks trembled under my hands. It was an amazing sight. I quickly sat down on the floor, just below her crotch covered with delicate hair. I lightly licked her hot and wet pussy. I loved the taste and smell; it was driving me crazy. I slipped my tongue into her hole and moved it rhythmically up and down. After a while, my nimble fingers joined the fun – I began to penetrate her other hole with the index finger of my left hand, and the fingers of my right hand began exploring her sweet pussy. She moaned with pleasure, and the sound made me even more excited. My wild lover was getting close to orgasm, but I didn’t want to end so soon. I got up and took her to bed. She lay down on it, spread her legs wide, and began to please herself. At the same time, I looked in the bedside table where all our erotic gadgets were hidden. Yes, they were still there. I pulled out two butt-plugs, a lubricant, and her favourite vibrating strap-on. Our regular sex, without gadgets, has always been perfect, but it’s good to make life easier sometimes, less effort on the path to pleasure, and focus on enjoyment. I looked at Anna and saw that familiar twinkle in her eyes. I knew she was excited to have more fun. I put on the strap-on, properly lubricated the butt-plugs, and returned to the bed. Anna extended her hand towards me, and I handed her one of the plugs. I lay down in front of her, sticking my bottom out to her. She started massaging my back hole with her neat fingers. I felt wet and it gave me a wonderful shiver. I loved it when she caressed me with her tongue as she squeezed my buttocks tightly and spread them to the sides to make circles around my brown eye with her tongue. The laps grew smaller and smaller, her tongue closer to the buttonhole. She put her finger inside me.

         “Oh…” I groaned. After a while the other joined it and she kept penetrating me with them for some time. My body shook with shudder after shudder. Suddenly she pulled her fingers out of me and a second later I felt the steel touch of an anal toy.

         “Mhmmm…” I muttered. It felt wonderful. I got up and knelt on the bed. We sat in front of each other, face to face. There was a flame of desire in my lover’s eyes. There had always been a very strong chemistry between us, we did not see the world apart from each other. After a few years of our relationship, we fell into a routine, but the fire was still smouldering and now we’d been able to rekindle it. I’d never been in this state before. I moved closer to her and, for the first time in a long time, I placed a kiss on her soft raspberry lips. She returned it. I lay down on her. My hands wandered over her body, and as she responded to my touch, we became almost one. I slid my hand lower towards her crotch, and once I was sure she was wet enough, I rolled her onto her stomach and plunged into her quickly with my big fake cock.

         “Aaaah!” a long moan escaped her mouth. She rose on her hands and knees. I grabbed her by the hips and fucked her with all my might. She accompanied me with a series of groans, grunts, and shouts.

         “More, more! Harder!” she begged. I picked up the butt-plug lying next to me and stuck my thumb into her sweet back hole, and when I thought she was ready, I brutally slipped the gadget into it.

         “Oh yeah… Yes! Yes! Yes!” she screamed, and I wrapped her dreadlocks around my hand and tugged a few times. I knew she loved it. I leaned against her a bit, grabbed her neck with my other hand and dug my fingers into her.

         “Now try to scream, little bitch. Show me how good I’m making you feel,” I ordered.

         “Arghhh…” She couldn’t say more than that. I loosened my grip and pressed her head against the bed. Her ass was stuck out all the time. She started to move her hips quickly, demanding an even harder fuck.

         “Yeeeeah!” she screamed and fell onto the bed, her body undergoing uncontrolled contractions and shivers. I pulled the strap-on out from her and quickly took it off. I leaned over and started licking her pussy which throbbed from the orgasm while also caressing with my fingers. She started screaming with delight and finally spilled a stream of magic juices right into my mouth. It had quite the effect on me. So much so that I came a moment later. I fell without strength, right next to her. We lay there, side by side, gasping and panting with pleasure and exhaustion. I tried to steady my breath. Inhale, exhale. Inhale, exhale. Inhale and exhale…

          
      

         The warm rays of sunlight flickered happily outside the window. I opened my eyes and the first thing I saw was a white ceiling. My mind hurriedly started feeding me images from last night. Everything was like a fog; it would seem that it was just a dream. I turned to the side. The apartment was tidy and there was no indication that there had been anyone else in it but me. Just that smell… There was the scent of freshly brewed coffee in the air. The bathroom door swung open, so I looked in that direction and saw Anna wrapped in a towel. She was smiling from ear to ear.

         “Good morning beautiful! Did you sleep well?” she asked me happily.

         “Uhmmm… I guess so. How long have you been up?” I said sleepily. So it wasn’t a dream after all, it was all really happening.

         “Not too long ago, I had a bath. Hope you don’t mind?”

         “No, it’s fine…” I replied.

         “I cleaned up a bit and I made us coffee. Would you like some?” she asked as if slightly scared. The smile faded from her face. She looked as though she were afraid to say the wrong thing. As if she were afraid that I would regret the previous night.

         “Gladly, coffee is definitely needed.” Now I was the one who smiled a little to encourage her. I wanted to get out of bed, but Anna beat me to it and quickly brought me a warm drink. The coffee was great, I hadn’t had such a good drink in a long time. I drank half the contents of the cup and took a deep breath. I could start every morning like this.

         “Can I ask you something?” Anna started timidly. “Do you regret what happened last night? You know, I wouldn’t like to…”

         “No, I don’t regret it,” I said right away. “It was amazing for me; I’ve never felt this way. But I have to think about everything, I don’t want there to be any misunderstandings between us and I want us to communicate clearly with each other.”

         “Sure,” she said. “I do not want to impose myself on you and confuse you. In that case, it might be best if I leave now. There’s only one problem…” she looked at me uncertainly. “Could you lend me something to wear? I don’t know if you remember, but my dress fell victim to collateral damage yesterday,” she finished.

         I laughed. After all, I remembered everything perfectly, but I really hadn’t considered that now Anna would have nothing to return home in.

         I got up from bed. I was naked, but I didn’t feel embarrassed at all. How could I be ashamed around someone whom I spent so many years of my life with and with whom I did such things yesterday? Besides, I’m not ashamed of my body, on the contrary – I really like the way I look. I am tall – almost one hundred and eighty centimetres – and slim, my large breasts are firm and shapely, and my blonde hair extends all the way to my round buttocks. I think I am very attractive, and I think other people think I am too.

         I went to the closet and took out a dress she’d often stolen from me when we were still living together.

         “Here, this is probably your favourite.” I handed her the clothes, and she took them from me and went to the bathroom without a word. I figured it was probably time for breakfast. So I took my favourite black lace panties and white top from the closet, quickly put them on, and headed into the kitchen to cook my meal. I wanted to take a bath, but I was so damn hungry that I decided to quickly fill my stomach with something first. I took strawberries from the fridge, mixed them with plain yoghurt, and ate it with relish. After a while, Anna came out of the bathroom, and I froze, impressed. She looked stunning. The black fitted dress emphasised the shape of her perfect body. I wanted to throw myself at her and repeat what happened between us last night, but I needed to cool down. It was almost ten o’clock, and at twelve o’clock I had a very important meeting with a client.

         “Wow, you look even better in that dress than I remember,” I complimented her and gave her a smile.

         “Thank you. I’ll return it tomorrow, okay? I’ll do the laundry as soon as I get home, and I can bring it tomorrow, if that’s okay with you.”

         “Of course! Although I thought you could just hand it over somewhere in the city,” I replied.

         “I see. So you don’t want me to visit you?” Anna was clearly sad.

         “You know, I figured we could go to that Indian restaurant where we were on our first date,” I suggested. I remembered yesterday’s conversation and decided that it would not hurt to get to know each other again. It could be interesting. A wide smile immediately appeared on her face, revealing beautiful, white, and even teeth.

         “That’s a great idea!” she admitted, and slowly but surely approached me. “You know, I have to tell you, you were fantastic last night – you outdid yourself.” She smiled flirtatiously. She stood on her tiptoes and kissed me hard. I did not protest, I liked it. I hugged her and slipped my arms under her dress, grabbing her buttocks. At the same time, her hands had already made their way under my panties.

         “I can’t,” I gasped, and Anna looked at me with a fearful look.

         “Did I do something wrong?” she asked, her voice breaking.

         “Of course not!” I protested loudly. “I just have to be in the city centre at twelve. I have an important business meeting and it would be best to finally start getting ready.”

         “How much time can you give me?” She blinked coquettishly.

         “No more than a quarter of an hour. Do you want breakfast?”

         “Oh yes, I’m very hungry…” Anna replied with a laugh, she grabbed my hand and dragged me into the kitchen. “Sit down,” she gestured to a chair, and I obeyed her wordlessly.

         She knelt down in front of me, pushed aside the panties I was wearing and began to passionately kiss, lick, and suck my clit. I was incredibly wet, so it was easy for two fingers to slip inside me, and she decided to include them in the fun. She caressed me slowly, without rushing, only to put a third finger inside me and speed up. It felt so good. All I could hear in the apartment was the characteristic sound of quick and wet fingering and my groans of pleasure.

         “Noo, stop it,” I stammered as Anna sucked on my magic button. It is a strange feeling – a very strong pleasure that is almost unbearable. I didn’t like it very much, the experience always scared me a little. But she wasn’t going to stop. She teased my clitoris with her tongue and sucked alternately. I thought I was going to explode. I couldn’t bear it and then my body was overcome with a feeling that I had never experienced before. I thought I was going to pass out. My vision went dark, and I arched myself in delight. I felt very wet down there – for a moment I even thought that I had pissed myself, and I was shocked. Finally, I recovered, opened my eyes, and saw my lover’s wet face.

         “Gosh… Did I…? I’m so sorry.” I was ashamed.

         “What are you apologising for? Did you know that this was the first time you managed to ejaculate? And it is thanks to me?” I was made aware of what had happened, and I was even more shocked, but at least the feeling of shame disappeared.

         “Wow! That was amazing.” I couldn’t say any more. Anna kissed me and quickly went to the bathroom. After a while she came back to me clean-faced and handed me a towel to wipe up the puddle of my ejaculate.

         “I’m shocked, Anna. Really, I didn’t ever expect to have a squirting orgasm! Have you been sleeping with someone since we split up?” I had to ask, I was very jealous of her and just wanted to know if I had any rivals.

         Anna laughed.

         “No, never! All the time I was just thinking about you. And I simply mastered this technique on my own!”

         “Thank you,” I replied. “It was fantastic. It’s a pity it’s over for today, but really…”

         “Yes, I know,” she replied. “I’d better go then, I ordered a taxi and it’s already downstairs waiting for me, so… See you?”

         “See you soon”

         She walked over to me, gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, and ran out of the apartment.

         I stood there for about a quarter of an hour, staring at the door she had disappeared behind, unable to believe how much had happened since yesterday evening. Chaos reigned in my head. I didn’t know what to think anymore, I didn’t know what I was feeling, I didn’t know what I really wanted. I was afraid that if I went down that road again, I would be stuck there forever. I was pulled back to reality by the sound of the alarm clock. Eleven o’clock… I quickly cleaned myself up, ran out of the house, and went to meet the contractor as quickly as possible, all the time thinking about the woman who was messing with my head so much.
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         The attraction didn’t come as a shock. But honestly it was unexpected that it would be that intense that quickly. Ludvig has a “whatever happens, happens” sort of attitude. Definitely fun, even exciting, but at times it can make him seem like an experimenting fifteen-year-old. He never imagined it could feel like this.

         It’s 3:20 AM. He is standing in the kitchen. Hands widely placed on the sink, sweaty and perhaps a bit shaky, but Ludvig presses them harder against the marble surface and breathes heavily. It’s dark. The lights are out in the apartment aside from the bedroom lamp spreading a light in the room behind him. He sees his own silhouette in the window – broad shoulders and his buzzcut tilted down. The street is dark and deserted outside the window. A slow and scarce rain is falling outside. It falls slowly as in slow motion. Everything moves slowly. His pulse is twice as fast as the kitchen clock. This will be the death of him. Not the drive itself, but this. He once heard on Discovery Channel that all living beings have a predestined amount of heartbeats, that animals with faster heartbeats simply have shorter life spans. If that’s true, he’s wasting… at least a year now. His heart is beating itself half to death.

         “Chill,” he whispers to himself. “Chill the fuck down.”

         He’s lying in the couch at midnight when his phone vibrates.

          
      

         I’m going out driving tonight. You can join me if you want to. I can be at your place at 3.30-ish.

          
      

         It all began at a party at Erik’s friend’s place two weeks ago. Honestly, Ludvig would have preferred to stay at Bishops. But Erik didn’t think so, because it turned out his ex would be at the party. Well, not ex, “just a break” Erik said pretty aggressively, spilling most of his beer.

         “We clearly said, hey I’m not making this up, we said ‘break’,” he said. He gestured at Samir and Ludvig. “What, you don’t believe me?”

         Ludvig definitely didn’t believe him, but said, “Of course we do”, and Samir nodded.

         “I think we should get going,” Erik continued.

         Ludvig sighed almost incomprehensibly, but apparently not quietly enough.

         “What? Fucking hell, Ludvig, you’re so boring. What do you want us to do, just sit here and drink beer and talk about Game of Thrones?”

         “Well why the hell not?” he responded.

         “Why not? Because I’m fucking fed up with the two of you. Can’t we do something else for a change?”

         “I could go to the party,” Samir said, and Erik threw his hands in the air and screamed “Victory!” so loud that the group at the table behind them turned around. Then he gestured at Ludvig with his hand.

         “It’s Kalle’s party. You know Kalle? Anyways, he knows every single chick who goes to KTH.”

         Ludvig laughed. “Every single one of them?”

         “Every single one. I promise. It’s crazy, but it’s true. I know you’re really into, what’s her name? Linnea?”

         “But Linnea is like one hundred percent not into me,” Ludvig said, and let his hands graze his head. He had just got the buzzcut, and his hands automatically went up to his short hair whenever he didn’t know what to do with them.

         “That’s not true!” Erik exclaimed. “Maybe seventy, eighty percent not into you, but if there’s a will, there’s a way.” He raised his half-empty glass of beer as he spoke. “And if Linnea is not there, there will be at least twenty other girls, I swear.” He still held his glass raised in the air. Ludvig raised his and they toasted.

         It turned out Kalle didn’t know every single chick at KTH, but close enough. The party was held in his three-room apartment, and it was crammed. Erik was so excited, it looked like he would shit his pants. They stopped by his apartment on the way to get vodka and weed, and Ludvig was in a good mood after all. Linnea wasn’t there, but honestly, she was too young anyways. Besides, Fatima was standing there in the tightest jeans he had ever seen, talking to a group of people who looked like they studied economics.

         He snuck up to her, put his hand on her lower back and said, “Fatima, hey”, and smiled when she turned around. He knew he looked good when he smiled. She hugged him, and her long hair had a sweet scent. He greeted the others, but stayed close to her. She didn’t seem to mind and looked at him as she laughed. They talked about the last season of Married at first sight and it wasn’t interesting at all, but Fatima liked the fact that he hadn’t seen any of it and enjoyed telling him about the intrigues. Ludvig smiled and looked around in the crowded apartment. Fatima kept talking, but Ludvig stopped listening.

         In the back of the room, there was a dark-haired guy leaning against the wall. He looked at Ludvig with icy-blue eyes. He held his gaze for a moment and smiled. A crooked, sharp smile, and then he looked away. Ludvig’s stomach contracted, as if someone had punched him, and he initially pretended it was discomfort, but it was really just attraction. The guy was without a doubt the most handsome person Ludvig had ever seen. Perhaps not objectively – he had a sharp and almost mean look about him, like a wolf. It looked like his nose had been broken at some point.

         He wasn’t exactly shocked by this, as he has… experimented more than your average guy, so to speak. But the thoughts that rushed at him right then and there made him blush. He would have cut off his own arm to go down on that guy. It was an intense, fiery need that settled inside his body. He wanted to take his heavy cock in his hand, and he wanted him to cum in his face.

         “Ludvig?” It was Fatima. It seemed like she asked him a question.

         He looked at her.

         “What?”

         “What was the name of your friend in Årsta?”

         Ludvig looked back at the guy again, but he wasn’t there. Erik was sitting in the couch making out with a girl that was definitely not his ex, but the wolf guy was gone.

         “Mm,” he said.

         “What?”

         “Sorry, I need to go to the bathroom.”

         He zigzagged his way through the crowd and checked the kitchen and bathroom before making his way out to the balcony.

         There he was, back turned to the door in a flimsy, navy blue wind jacket, smoking.

         He turned around as Ludvig closed the door, and the fact that it was Ludvig didn’t seem to surprise him. But why would it, really? He simply said, “Hey”.

         Ludvig nodded at him.

         “Got a lighter?”

         The wolf guy handed it over. Ludvig didn’t usually smoke cigarettes, but he had to now. The thought of Erik or Samir coming out to the balcony and pointing this out made him really nervous. He felt drunk and relaxed inside the warm apartment. Outside, the blood was rushing through his body and his head felt clear and sober, and his thoughts straight.

         “Max,” the wolf guy said.

         “What?”

         “I’m Max.”

         “Ludvig.”

         Ludvig held out the joint he had in his wallet.

         “You want this instead?” he asked, with his cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth.

         Max shook his head.

         “I’ll pass.”

         Ludvig put it back.

         “You should smoke it if you want to,” Max said.

         “I’m cool. You don’t like it?”

         Max snorted and then smiled.

         “Used to love it. But I’ve moved on to… other escape routes.”

         Ludvig took a deep drag from his cigarette. Uncertain of how to respond if Max wanted him to ask anything about it or not. But his curiosity got the better of him.

         “What?”

         Max was quiet.

         “Like drugs?” Ludvig continued, but Max just smiled that crooked smile again, and then said, “Nah, I mostly drive.” Ludvig probably looked very confused, because Max elaborated further.

         “Like racing. Drag racing or just driving. At night. It’s…” He drew small circles in the air. “refreshing, elevating.”

         Ludvig had forgotten to smoke, and the ash fell off, hitting Ludvig’s white Nike Airs.

         “Ever been in a car going at 180 km per hour?” Max asked.

         Ludvig shook his head.

         “It’s cathartic.”

         Ludvig just looked at him. He was usually so good at this, but he didn’t have anything to say this time. His mouth felt dry from the cigarette and his nerves.

         “Hey, I’m going to get going,” Max said, and stubbed his cigarette. The disappointment felt heavy in Ludvig’s chest. “Are you staying?” He said it so calmly and with such a melodic voice, without dodging his gaze. He was uncomfortably good at eye contact. Ludvig looked out across the railing.

         “Nah, fuck it, I’m going too.”

         They left without saying goodbye to anybody. He briefly met Fatima’s gaze as he put on his jacket, but he looked away.

         It was chilly and steely gray outside the apartment. Max walked a few steps in front of him, and they smoked a cigarette each in silence. Finally, they were behind the last building on the block, on a small pedestrian street, silent and still. Max stopped at a spot where the ground dipped, and there was a freeway down there. It was beautiful.

         Max quietly moved closer, the arm of his jacket rustling when it touched Ludvig’s denim jacket. Ludvig could hear his breaths. Max positioned himself in front of him. And he looked straight into Ludvig’s eyes with the rock-hard gaze that had given him at least eighteen heart attacks that night, and then he said, “Okay?”

         And Ludvig said, “Okay”, so Max kissed him.

         It was a slow kiss at first – slow but decisive. Ludvig grabbed the fabric around Max’s waist and pulled him closer. He didn’t mean for it to be so rough. His entire body acted on some sort of emotional impulse that manifested itself in his muscles. Max didn’t seem to care, just pushed his tongue deeper.

         He tasted like cigarettes and mint. Max’s hand grabbed Ludvig’s neck, pressing his fingers into his scalp. The kiss quickly turned wet and violent. Ludvig tried to show him everything he couldn’t say before.

         He backed without thinking about it and suddenly found himself pressed against the façade. Max snaked his leg in between Ludvig’s and pressed his thigh against his crotch, making Ludvig whimper. He had been so focused on not letting go of Max’s body – their dancing tongues, how hot he felt under his jacket – he hadn’t noticed how hard he was. But then, Max rubbed his leg against his erection again, which made him throb inside his pants. He was ashamed of his hardness and the sounds that escaped his mouth at first, but then Max came closer, and Ludvig could feel his hard-on against his hip as well.

         The fact that he was the reason for it made him feel more drunk than the vodka, and his cock twitched at the thought of it as he moaned into Max’s open mouth. Max put his hand on Ludvig’s chest, pushed him against the wall, and his other hand quickly undid Ludvig’s pants and pulled down the zipper. He pulled down his pants and underwear in a single tug and went down on his knees. At first, his nakedness in the summer night felt cold. The concrete wall felt rough against his naked ass. But then Max’s tongue touched the tip of his swollen cock, and nothing else mattered. Max moved the tip of his tongue across the ridge on the tip of Ludvig’s cock again and again. He glanced up as he pushed Ludvig’s cock between his lips. His eyes were big, gazing through his eyelashes. Ludvig grabbed his hair, and Max took his cock in his mouth. He sucked in his cheeks, and Ludvig could feel the back of Max’s throat caressing his tip – he took him so deep. His lips were tight and wet. He moved his head back and forth in a fast pace. Stopped half way down sometimes and sucked the tip. It was warm and felt so fucking good. Ludvig’s grip on Max’s hair was brutal, but there was just no other way. His knees almost gave out, and it was a miracle he was still standing up. Max looked up, and he held Ludvig’s gaze as he sank forward until the tip of his nose touched Ludvig’s stomach.

         “Fuck,” Ludvig whispered. It would be over quickly. He could feel it right away, and Max probably saw it in his face, too. Max took him deep into his throat a few more times. Slow and steady. He gripped his shaft softly and started jerking him off as he kept sucking, swirling his tongue around the tip.

         “Max.” Ludvig’s voice was shaky and thin. “Max, I’m so fucking close.”

         He put his hand on Max’s shoulder, but he didn’t move. Ludvig came quickly and with a force. He closed his eyes and really tried to stay quiet, but the orgasm felt too good, his knees started buckling and a loud sigh escaped his lips – probably audible through every open window around.

         Max took it all in his mouth, but turned around and spat when Ludvig was finished. It was raw and brutal, and shouldn’t have been sexy at all, but it was. If he hadn’t cum about five seconds ago, the mere sight of Max – disheveled hair and rosy cheeks, getting up and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand – would have been enough to get him hard again.

         Ludvig reached out to him. He could see how hard Max was inside his jeans.

         “Do you want me to…”

         “It’s cool.” Max’s voice was hoarse after having had Ludvig’s cock in his throat. Again, this made Ludvig wonder if it would give him an erection again. Max cleared his throat, aware of the change in his voice.

         “Like I said, I should get going,” he said, and coughed, nodding his head toward the opposite way from the bus stop.

         “I’ll call you, though,” he continued. “If you want to come with me for a drive sometime?”

         Ludvig just nodded, still groggy and weak from what just happened. Max smiled and walked away.

          
      

         And here he is in the kitchen, two weeks later. And Max has texted him and asked if he wants to join him for a drive. And he can feel his pulse like a techno beat inside his body, wiping out everything else. And what the hell does 3.30-ish mean? Ish? Ludvig is an absolute wreck, feeling like a teenager again, high on ecstasy, and he is fucking terrified. What bugs him the most is that he has no idea what to expect.

         And then he sees a black Audi A5 slow down on the street. It’s obviously him. The car is very much in character with Max. Ludvig doesn’t wait for him to text and say he’s here. His shoes are on before Max has even stopped the car, and he is out of the building 20 seconds later.

          
      

         The car is quiet, and Max doesn’t say very much. It doesn’t surprise him. He can only hear the noise from the engine and the cars outside, a muffled white noise in the background. It is clear that Max is an experienced and reckless driver. He exceeds the speed limit by 20 km when they are still in the city center, and the car just glides forward, doesn’t jerk when he shifts gears, and the turns are soft.

         Max drives onto the highway and looks at Ludvig.

         “We won’t die,” he says. Completely calm, as if that’s a normal thing to say. Also, he looks at Ludvig way too long to be driving safely on a highway. Then he nods, even though Ludvig didn’t say anything, and accelerates.

         The car quickly hits 120 km per hour, and he overtakes a car in the right lane, but stays in the left one. He increases the speed to 150. The car roars louder than any other time Ludvig has been in one. It accelerates to 170, 180. Max overtakes another car in the left lane that honks at him, and he doesn’t flinch. His gaze is stern and fixed on the road ahead, with an intense expression, seemingly deep in thought. He turns off the headlights when they reach 200 km per hour. It is so dark. The only lights come from the neon information on the car’s dashboard. The road ahead is a black space. Ludvig’s heart is beating so fast he presses his back to the car; his body feels weightless and burns.

         He will never deny himself anything ever again if he survives this. He will stop slacking off, start telling his friends that he appreciates them, stop playing around with girls so much and start sucking more dick.

         There is no more time for more wishes before Max swerves off the highway, and the motion throws Ludvig to the left, causing the belt to cut into his arm. Max’s calm and dark voice mumbles, “Sorry”.

         They are still driving at 180 km per hour, but the speed limit is 70. Warehouses and fast-food chains rush past them before they are replaced by fields of crops. If something appeared on the road, it would be an instant frontal crash, 100 percent certain death.

         That’s when Max stops the car. He hits the brakes with full force. The car suddenly brakes and glides across the empty street. Ludvig doesn’t know if he is screaming or not, maybe. Or maybe it is the car howling as it violently skids to a halt across the street. Ludvig’s body slams into the passenger door, and he tries to hold on to something, but can’t do anything. He shuts his eyes and hears his heartbeats thudding inside his head.

         Then they stop. Ludvig’s breaths are wheezing, and it sounds like the Audi is breathing out too. The engine stops with a tired, worn-out sigh. His vision is blurred when he opens his eyes, but Max is already looking at him with that blue, focused gaze and his sharp smile. His pupils are big, and his eyes are gleaming in the dark.

         “That’s enough for a first time,” he says. Licks his lips. “Did you like it?”

         Ludvig doesn’t know what to say. He is filled with adrenaline, some mortal fear, his lungs burn, and he feels like screaming. Instead, he laughs a long and genuine laugh. Somehow, it’s the only thing that feels right. They didn’t die, like Max had promised.

         “So that’s a yes?”

         “Fuck,” Ludvig whispers quietly and out of breath. “You’re insane.”

         Max nods at him.

         “Sure,” he says.

         He looks at Ludvig differently now, with heavy eyelids and a forceful expression. And he undoes his seatbelt. The sound of metal is loud in the otherwise quiet car. Max leans forward, still holding his gaze on Ludvig, and he undoes his seatbelt as well. He then leans back in his chair and clicks his tongue. The way you would to a cat or a waiter to get attention. Max slides his seat back.

         At first, a direct and burning wave of shame or perhaps shyness hits Ludvig. This isn’t usually how it goes, and he doesn’t know what to do. What is expected when you haven’t taken any initiative yourself? But then a new wave hits him, an entirely different emotion – pure fucking desire, and he knows exactly what to do.

         Fuck it. Fuck all of it, he thinks, and crawls past the shift gear.

         The space is narrow and both of them are pretty tall. Ludvig straddles Max. They are so close, he can feel Max’s erection against his crotch. He wonders if Max gets turned on by driving or from knowing where it would lead. It doesn’t matter, and Ludvig moves his hips against Max without even thinking. It turns him on, sitting on Max’s lap, feeling his hard-on press against him. Max grabs his butt with both hands and pulls him down so that their erections move even closer. Ludvig presses his palms against Max’s heaving chest. He smells of gasoline, night air and Axe perfume.

         His breaths are damp against Ludvig’s face. Ludvig leans forward, and Max opens his mouth, letting his tongue slide in. Max’s stubble scratches his cheek and sends shivers down his spine. He likes it. A strong hand grabs his back, and Max presses Ludvig against him with force as Ludvig rolls his hips again. His cock is hard inside his jeans.

         Max caresses him under his shirt with a warm and sweaty hand. Max finds his way back to Ludvig’s mouth when he catches his breath. Sucks on Ludvig’s lower lip as he moans. Suddenly Max’s other hand grabs Ludvig’s crotch, and he gasps. Max looks pleased as he roughly strokes Ludvig’s erection outside his jeans. He is so horny. His legs are pulsating, his pants feel tight and he wants Max in every way possible.

         Max presses his lips against Ludvig’s ear, as if he could hear his thoughts, and says,

         “Do you want me to fuck you?”

         His heart stops when Max utters the words, and Ludvig swallows loudly. But his cock has a different reaction, and perhaps Max can feel it in his hand, pressed so hard against it.

         “We don’t have to,” he begins, but Ludvig is already climbing to the backseat.

         “Fuck me,” he says. It comes out naturally, without thinking twice, but his cheeks flush, and he is glad he turned around. Two weeks ago, he would never have thought he would be in the back of a car asking someone to fuck him.

         The car is so clinically clean, Ludvig momentarily feels bad that they are about to have sex in it. But Max doesn’t seem to care. He follows suit, and when Ludvig turns around he feels Max’s lips, hot and wet against his. Max pulls off Ludvig’s shirt right away and pushes him down to his back, and the leather is warm and creaks underneath him. Max practically attacks Ludvig’s neck, kissing him with force, sucking and licking.

         “No hickeys,” Ludvig says, and Max laughs, kissing his way down his chest instead, biting one of his nipples. He licks it and presses his crotch against Ludvig’s. Ludvig can’t handle this sensation, even though the space is confined, and even though they are parked on the side of a road. He tries to meet Max’s movements, to rub their crotches together, but Max still has the tip of his tongue on Ludvig’s nipple, and there is no space to move. He could probably cum from this alone, but that’s not enough and certainly not the plan. The only thing he can say is Max’s name, a weak hiss, but Max understands. Gets up as much as he can in the backseat and unbuttons Ludvig’s pants. It’s not easy to get them off in the back of the car. Max throws his shoes in the front seat, and when Ludvig’s cock is finally released from the pants, Max lets a quiet but appreciative hum escape his lips.

         The pants are discarded on the floor, and Ludvig is suddenly completely naked, whereas Max is still wearing his clothes. Perhaps he should feel embarrassed, but he honestly can’t be bothered.

         Max brings out a bottle of lube from the center console. It looks new, and Ludvig wonders if he bought it specifically for this moment. If he had touched himself at home, thinking about fucking him. The mere thought makes his already hard and oozing cock twitch against his stomach. He stops thinking all together when Max puts one of Ludvig’s legs over his shoulder and strokes his opening with his index finger. It feels cold at first, and Ludvig gasps, but then it’s inside. A burning yet satisfying sensation, and it feels different from all the times he has done it himself. Max uses his other hand to pump him a few times. His blue eyes are constantly fixed on him, big and filled with lust, as if fingering him satisfied Max more than Ludvig. The lower part of Ludvig’s body was electric, vibrating from his thighs to his stomach. Max added another finger, and fuck, he was so thorough. He slowly and methodically stretched his opening until Ludvig pushed himself against his fingers. He was warm and sweaty, and it felt so good, but most of all, it was a promise, and Ludvig couldn’t wait forever. Patience wasn’t his strongest suit. Max’s fingers are slippery with lube, and they easily glide in and out of him. When Max adds a third finger and angles them, Ludvig’s body reacts before he can reflect on what’s happening. He twitches and arches his back. Screams profanities loudly, and Max responds by massaging the spot harder. Ludvig’s back is moist against the leathery seat, and the lube drips from Max’s fingers as he massages Ludvig’s prostate in fast and steady motions. It’s messy and cramped, and the car smells of sweat, lube and slightly of sperm. Of body and leather, and it’s so hot; Max above him, cheeks flushed and dark locks framing his face. He flexes his arms as he fingers Ludvig. Max is still wearing his clothes, and his jeans feel rough against Ludvig’s bare legs. Max has three fingers buried inside Ludvig, up to his knuckles, but it’s not enough. Ludvig feels featureless and twitches unrhythmically for more stimulation.

         “Do it,” he says. “I’m ready.” And he really is, he wants it – no – he needs it. He is going to cum if Max doesn’t push his cock inside him right now. Ludvig whimpers as Max retracts his fingers, sits up and kisses him, desperate for more touch. He pushes his tongue against Max and unbuttons his jeans. Max moans loudly when Ludvig pulls them down, a deep and hoarse noise. His cock, pink and swollen, bounces up to his stomach. Ludvig reaches for it, but Max slaps his hand. Hands him a condom, and Ludvig shivers as he puts it on. Slowly pumps Max two times, mostly just to touch it, to feel its weight and the sensation of holding his cock in his hand. He had been thinking about this so much the past two weeks, thinking about it as he touched himself. Max kisses him one more time before he pushes him down onto the set. Strokes his thighs and spreads his legs, lying down on top of him. Max kisses him softly and slowly as he moves his cock around Ludvig’s opening. He is extra sensitive there now, and Ludvig shudders when the tip of Max’s cock glides across his anus, again and again.

         “Breathe out,” Max says, and Ludvig does as he says – a hoarse and ragged breath as Max pushes the tip of his cock against him. It burns, but he is wet and expanded. Ludvig feels Max’s ribs under the moist, warm shirt. Ludvig wraps his legs around Max’s back, and the cock glides in. Max moans loudly as his cock reaches deeper inside Ludvig. Ludvig suspects Max can’t control his thrusts. The car fills with the sound of skin slapping against skin, the sound of their deep breaths. They are so close. Ludvig’s cock touches Max’s stomach, and a drop of his precum smears out. The touch of Max’s t-shirt against the tip of Ludvig’s cock is a teasing but intense pleasure, and it feels good in a way that makes everything else disappear as Max thrusts his cock inside him. Ludvig feels Max’s balls slap against his ass, and he loves it. He tries to pull him closer with his legs, but they feel numb and weak. He doesn’t know if it’s from the position or from being fucked, or perhaps from the intense vibrations in his lower body as Max’s cock touches his prostate.

         Ludvig is pressed against the leather seats, and without being able to move, he can only take whatever Max gives him. And he is grateful. At times, he feels ashamed of his loud noises, whimpering and begging. But fuck it, Max is inside him, and every third thrust or so he hits that exact spot that feels so good, that makes his body feel like an electric shock. He doesn’t have time to think about his responses. Wants Max to fuck him just like that. Ludvig’s hard cock is swollen and pink against his stomach, dipping precum that pools at his bellybutton. Max shows him no mercy, because Ludvig doesn’t want him to. It’s too much, it’s not enough.

         “Faster,” he begs.

         And now Max is the one obeying. He bends forward and kisses Ludvig, slowly and carefully like every other kiss, and his tongue softly grazes Ludvig’s. Then Max puts one hand behind him and grabs his own hip with the other and starts fucking Ludvig in a merciless rhythm. Ludvig screams a broken cry of lust, and he can hear Max’s heavy and ragged breathing above his head. Ludvig needs to press his hand against the door above his head to avoid banging his head in it, and he grips his cock with the other hand. It’s wet with sweat and precum, and he automatically jerks it in his hand as Max fucks him steadily. This will be the death of him, not the drive, but this; the sight of Max biting his swollen lips, the drops of sweat gathering by his collarbones where his shirt has slid down, his fast breaths, his cock buried deep inside him. He feels his orgasm closing in on him, and he is sure he will faint.

         “I’m cumming,” he says.

         “Yes,” Max says with a hard exhale, sounding like he has been holding his breath, waiting for this.

         “Then cum, cum for me.”

         And he does. How could he not? Ludvig’s entire body spasms, his head falls back, and the sperm spurts up his bare stomach and chest. Max moans, louder than before. Keeps thrusting in and out of Ludvig. Ludvig can’t see, his vision is flickering, and he experiences a moment of complete bliss in the now dirty and steamy car.

         “Cum on me,” Ludvig begs. He is worn out and exhausted, but it feels like his skin is still burning for touch. He wants everything from Max, everything. He instantly misses him as he pulls out his cock with an obscene, wet noise, throws the condom on the floor and starts jerking off – three strokes, four, before he cums across Ludvig’s chest. A lukewarm, perfect cascade of sperm. One drop lands on his chin, and Ludvig wipes it off with his thumb and sucks it. It tastes bitter, like sweat and leather. Ludvig looks down at the mess they made, his abs still twitching from sheer exhaustion and from the fact that there is no cock inside him. When he looks up, he meets Max’s clear gaze, dark with lust and fatigue. A drop of sweat falls from his forehead down onto Ludvig.

         “Fuck,” Ludvig whispers.

         “We just did,” Max says, and smiles. He picks up Ludvig’s shirt and dries off his stomach with it. Their sperm mix on the sheer cotton fabric.

         “For you,” Max says, and hands it to him, winking at him and climbing to the front seat.

         Max drives carefully on the way home, still faster than the speed limit, but not dangerously so. It’s quiet, but a different sensation now lingers in the car. Ludvig feels completely emptied, beaten up, warm and fuzzy.

         “I’ll text you,” Max says as he slows down outside Ludvig’s apartment. Ludvig steps out of the car, bare-chested and with the dirty t-shirt in his hand.

         “I would like that,” he replies, and closes the door.
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         Once upon a time, I liked Tess. Many, many years ago, we used to play hide and seek with each other outside our apartments in Aspudden. She went to my school and we waved at each other across the cafeteria. Me; light and without front teeth. She; dark with a cartoon bear t-shirt. With Stockholm being a big city, people came and went, working, working, working. But through all this, Tess has circled my life like a satellite of ill omen, to beat me off-track as soon as things are good.

         Everybody knows that the position of Lucia at the Royal Opera house, which is televised live, is between me and Tess. Had this been a movie, maybe it would end with neither of us getting the part – overcoming our differences chasing it. But life isn’t a movie, life is so much simpler. Of all the things we’ve competed for – privately and out in the open – all the solo parts, every grant, Patrik (who I still don’t know if I wanted to sleep with because of attraction or as revenge for Tess receiving the solo at the European Choir Games three years past), this is the most important, the worst.

         Big but light snowflakes fall over Stockholm tonight. It’s December and I’m standing by my kitchen window, lighting match after match. Behind me, I hear the rustle of Jakob unpacking Christmas stars and cloths. When you’ve rehearsed as many Christmas songs as we’ve done, the feeling of Christmas isn’t all that present. The first of advent is just one day closer to Lucia. And today is, above all, a date in which neither me nor Tess has been chosen. I light another match as the aroma of mulled wine thickens the air. Slowly, as slowly as I can, forcing away the instinct of pulling away, I move my finger over the flame. My skin blackens with soot, the burnt part throbbing. If Tess gets this part, I don’t know what I will do. It is the first thing on my mind when I wake up, and the last thing I think of before I fall asleep. A thick, burning lump fills my chest, constantly present, overshadowing everything else. I have given so much of my time to this company, and if Tess, Tess, gets it – everything is wasted. In the end, I know it doesn’t matter. If I don’t become the Lucia of Sweden, I’ll survive. But the mere thought of her face, cracking up in that big smile, is unbearable. I wish we were five years old and neighbours again. Back then I would pull her hair, push her from the swing, and that would be it. But we’re grown-ups now, and I will have to say congratulations. The word tastes bitter on my tongue, I can physically feel it like a sodden lump of dough in my throat. Congratulations. I will never be able to say it.

         Instead, I light another match, placing the flame a few inches under my finger, taking a deep breath. The smell of smoke and cinnamon filling my lunges. Let it Snow playing from the speaker with Jakob humming along. I remove the match, lighting the candle in front of me with what’s left of the flame. First of advent, twelve days to go.

          
      

         Standing outside my vocal coach’s office by a big wooden door at the Opera, the sound of her voice makes me jump.

         “You would never make it,” she says. “No offence, you’re just… frail.”

         “What is that supposed to mean?” I sigh. Turning around, I see her leaning against the wall further down, arms crossed over her chest. The long, black hair stuck under one of her arms. I have to stop myself from leaning over to pull it out.

         “The concert is two and a half hours long, Julia. Everyone knows it’s physically demanding. Everyone would understand if you declined.

         “Decline? That means you also understand I’ll be the one they’re going to ask.”

         At this, Tess snorts like a dog, the hair falling from her grip. It’s long with a perfect lock like a G clef at the end.

         “I’m just saying, I could do it without any problems, and there’s a chance you wouldn’t. It would be very awkward for you if you were to pass out.”

         I want to be the bigger person, to be mature. Still I hear myself saying:

         “You don’t stand a chance.”

         Tess licks her lips, slowly. First the lower lip and then the upper one. Is it a conscious move? She looks stupid.

         “You wanna bet?”

         “About?”

         “The role, of course.”

         “It’s not up to us.”

         “Does that mean you don’t dare?”

         “Excuse me, but how old are you? Twelve?”

         “When does your lesson end?”

         “Eight thirty.”

         “Meet me here after.”

         As she walks past me, our shoulders graze, and I’m so irritated I can’t look at her. My body hums from excessive energy, making the singing lesson a flop. I can’t concentrate, getting irritated by how badly I’m doing, but am still not able to think about anything other than the surreal conversation I just had with Tess. What’s going to happen at eight thirty? Are we going to fight, while the other choir members stand in a circle around us? Settle it between the two of us – like men?

         When the lesson is over, she’s still – or once again – leaning against the wall, eyes on the floor. It’s quiet. I can hear Marie behind the door I just closed behind me, packing away or music sheets. As I’m nearing Tess, she lifts her gaze and we share a quiet, tense moment before she nods her head to the side. We walk deeper into the building. She’s wearing a backpack on, and her hair falls over it like a jet-black waterfall. Our heels echo in the empty corridors until she opens a door to one of the smaller dancing halls.

         Standing in the middle of the room, Tess reaches out her hand – palm up. When I do nothing, she grabs my hand in one fast movement. At first, I try to pull away, her touch warm and sudden. But at last we’re standing opposite each other, my hand open in hers, the streetlights outside casting a weak shadow of light on her face. Tess traces her finger over the lifelines in my palm, then continues up over my finger where the skin is burnt and dry.

         “Have you already jumped the gun?” she whispers.

         “Jumped the gun on what?”

         Her gaze is sharp as a knife between the long lashes.

         “The test for Lucia.”

         She looks so serious, I want to laugh and walk away. But I’m glued to the spot. It feels impossible to leave the darkness and the silence. It has me constricted to this room.

         “Close your eyes and keep your hand where it is,” she says, letting go of it. I bite my tongue to stop myself from screaming her name. I don’t open my eyes. Although it feels as if Tess might at any minute return with a sledgehammer and beat me in the back of my head. I hear a creaking sound, and then a familiar scent. A fire being lit, the dull but distinct smell of smoke. The floor creaks as Tess moves around the room. It’s getting warmer, and the smell is getting stronger. Before I can hear her, I feel her standing in front of me again. As if her aura is on fire.

         Outside the Opera, the winter winds whines, the room is cold, the air clear from the falling snow. The icy circumstances make the sudden, intense feeling in my hand strong. I gasp, opening my eyes. I have, without thinking, tried to remove my hand, but Tess has a firm grip on my wrist. The room is filled of lit candles. We’re standing in a candle-lit circle, and the flames throw a ghostly, illusive light on the stage. Standing close, Tess holds a burning white candle above my hand, making the wax drip down on my palm. It’s a burning, clear pain, radiating out in my fingertips. Different from when I, just a few days ago, had played with fire. This pain is powerful, and pure.

         “It’s going to be worse as it drips down your neck,” Tess says, her voice calm and steady. I don’t dare say anything, afraid my voice will break. “You can’t handle it?”

         The question makes me focus. How dare she?

         “Does it look as if I can’t handle it?”

         The flame of the candle flickers as she nears me. Slow but precise, she tilts the candle so that a white, thick drop falls against the thin skin of my wrist. The burning sensation feels like a blow – first crystal clear followed by a dull pulsing through my arm. Tess lets the drops form a line. It hurts as they land and a short while after. But once the wax solidifies, it’s not that bad. Her grip around my wrist has softened and feels more like a caress, following the candle’s way up my arm until her fingertips land on my elbow, tickling it, the wax burning through my skin at fold of my arm. She smells of coffee and jasmine, and her warm scent lies like a shawl around me. Her black hair frames her face, the light from the candle giving her a demonic look. Everything feels like a ritual, like a sacrifice. And the witch is Tess.

         Once she lifts her head and looks at me, her dark, big eyes shine. I’ve gotten so distracted by her, I haven’t noticed my arm until now. Some of the wax has run, some drops solidified in perfect circles. My skin is red and swollen around the white wax. I feel my pulse around every coagulated drop. My heart beating at several places at one.

         “My turn,” I say, and surprise her with my determination.

         Tess gives me a mystic smile, before giving me the candle and turning away. With a soft and gracious move, she pulls her thick hair to one side, sliding her cotton shirt down over her shoulder until she’s standing in front of me with a completely exposed neck. Parts of the shoulder blade stand out, and if I’d traced my finger there, I would feel the first vertebra of the spine. Her skin shimmers in the dark room. If I didn’t know better, I would bite her. Like a vampire, I would strike and suck all her blood. The impulse to put my lips against her throat, to feel the taste of her skin, is so strong fighting it makes my skin prickle. Then it hits me, this is Tess. Tess. The world’s most smug, spoiled and overrated person. It is with both longing and loathing I tilt the candle and watch three big drops of wax fall on her skin. Sucking her breath in through her teeth, Tess is unprepared for my enthusiasm in this task. But she says nothing. I let four more drops fall. They lay like water drops against her skin, one of them rolling down towards her collarbone before freezing.

         Outside, the wind makes the windows rattle, but the room is warm from all the candles and the boiling blood rushing through my body as I put my fingers against Tess’s head. I push it forward, exposing her entire neck, putting my fingers against the first vertebra and pulling her shirt down until as much as possible of her back is bare. It’s a beautiful back, elegant and feminine. I move the candle closer.

         “Watch the hair.”

         “Shut up.”

         This angle makes the wax run more. I can tell by her posture she is tense as the hot wax burn down her spine.

         When she turns around and takes the candle from me, she wets her lips in that languid, annoying Tess-way, making me look away. I’m so hot and she’s so close. I wonder if she’ll kiss me and if I would push her away if she did. It would be the reasonable thing to do. But in this fire ritual, reason is far gone. There’s only Tess, with the candle, saying:

         “Lie down.”

         For a moment, I wonder if we’re being filmed, if this will air in front of the entire ensemble and I will not just lose the part as Lucia, but also be ridiculed. But as I look into her eyes, I can tell it’s no joke. This is just between the two of us.

         The test for Lucia.

         So, I lie down on the cool wooden floor, in the middle of the circle of burning candles. It really is like an offering ceremony.

         “Take off your trousers.”

         “What?”

         “I won’t wreck anything. You have a boyfriend, right?”

         Right. Jakob, he’s probably at home making butterscotch, wondering where I am. I haven’t thought of him once. It was a long time since we did something that felt this way. How will I explain to him why I have wax and burn marks all over my body?

         I take off my trousers, folding them next to me. Then I lean back against my elbows, which will most definitely give me bruises, but the pain is insignificant.

         Tess crouches down in front of me, putting a hand on my knee. It’s sweaty as she strokes my thigh. It burns stronger than the wax. Radiating up to my hips, to my stomach, throbbing between my legs. Looking deep into my eyes, she softly presses my legs apart.

         “This will hurt more.”

         I shrug. I’m looking forward to it now. The pain. I need to think of something else. Distract myself from the sight of Tess between my legs. I haven’t thought about her in this way before, but now it’s impossible to see anything else. Pictures of her pulling my underwear off, putting her tongue there instead, is all I can see before me. Stop, I try to tell myself. You’re here to win.

         But Tess caresses my leg, letting her fingers land in the hollow of my knee and pushes upwards so that the underside of my thigh lies exposed. A blush spreads over my face. Can she tell through my panties how wet I am? She’s so close to my sex, and there’s no way of persuading myself, nor her, that I’m not excited. My sex screams for attention. Our eyes are locked as she lets the first drop fall on the backside of my thigh. She was right. It does hurt worse. It stings as if she’s penetrated my skin with a thick needle, the pain making my body tense up. It vibrates over my skin and I’m ashamed by my reaction. Tess drips a few more drops, even closer to my groin. The hot sensation hits my sex like a power force. Stimulating me, making the pain go away. I whimper. It’s an uncontrolled moaning. As I meet her eyes, positioned between my knees, she smiles as if she’s won.

         “So, you’re a screamer?” she whispers.

         “I didn’t scream.”

         But then Tess pushes the shaft of the candle against my sex. A few drops of wax land on my mons pubis, on my black lace panties. The round, warm staff is rubbing my lips and clitoris through the fabric. Then I scream, my head falling back as I moan loudly. A soft and animalistic “Aaah”. The contact is hard and straight, and by impulse my legs fall to the sides. It must look desperate. Slutty, greedy and unhinged.

         “Oh, Julia,” her voice is self-satisfied, and like caramel it slides over everything, making it sticky. She still has the candle pressed against my pussy, electrical and dangerous. It feels like I could come just from this, which is absurd and not at all okay. But when she says my name like that, like so many other times tonight, I want to beg her to do it again and to knock her hand away at the same time. When she once again presses the candle, now almost soft from the fire heat flame, against my clitoris, I want to cry from pleasure. My pussy is on fire. It takes all my self-control, what little I have left, lying there on my back with spread legs, to not push against it. Instead I heave up, grip her hand and look into her dark brown eyes.

         “And you would be quiet?” I say, surprised by the strength of my own voice.

         “Not a sound.”

         I wrench the candle from her hand, crouching in front of her, our knees inches from each other.

         This close, I can feel her breathing. Her sweet breath is enticing, but I don’t kiss her. Using only my fingertips, I once again pull down her shirt over her shoulder. The skin is swollen from the wax, left on her soft skin like secretion. There, I let my lips fall. Using the tip of my tongue, I lick the sore burn marks. It’s got to sting, but I take my time. I put my teeth against her exposed neck and bite. Tess gasp, and I feel how her shoulders and chest rise, soundlessly. Experimenting with my movements, I try to figure out what she wants, what would make her moan. I stroke the outside of her shirt, up against her waist to her chest. Her bra is thin, and I can feel her hard nipples under my palm. Her breathing catches as I touch her there.

         “Take it off,” I say.

         She looks at me, blinking.

         Tess must be as worried as I was, that we are pulling each other’s leg. And sure, I often do that. But not like this. So I pull my shirt over my head, and unhook my black bra. I sit in front of her, wearing only my panties. Then I take them off too. I’m completely naked in front of her in the grave-like lighting. She does the same. Tess, naked, laying down on her back – it’s a beautiful sight. Her round breasts falling to the side, the hips, big and emphasized, and then the black triangle of hair, curly and thick. I put my hand over one of the round breasts, feeling the nipple against my fingers, without any fabric between. I pinch it and see how her mouth opens. Her stomach heaves from her heated breathing.

         The floor creaks as I reach for another candle. I hold it over her body. Caressing the soft underside of her boob, down towards her stomach. With the tips of my fingers, I stroke her fuzzy, soft pubis hair, dripping the wax over it. Like dew down in the curls. Tess pushes her hips upwards, jumping from the pain. But I recognize that move. Her body wants to be touched. And I want nothing more, my fingers itching to feel her, outside and in. I want her warm, wet pussy around my fingers. And more than that – I want to hear her. Her thigh vibrates as I pour a drop of wax just on the side of her outer labia, balancing dangerously. But the candles were Tess’s idea, and I can see that it arouses her. She’s at a breaking point, one more drop and it will flood. I want to see her explode.

         “Close your eyes,” I say.

         She does as I tell her and leans her head back, the black hair spreading over the floor.

         I let my gaze wander down to her sex, with the dark lips falling outside the pussy, wetter and wetter the closer to the opening. Her clitoris, swollen and dark brown. I pour a drop of wax, big and thick, dangerously close to her clitoris. It lands right where her mons pubis ends, and the sensitive parts begin. Her ass lifts from the floor in response, her teeth digging into her bottom lip. Her fingers are white from the effort of pressing them against the floor. When I see the first wave of pain pass, and she starts to relax, I put my thumb against her clitoris, soft and moist, and massage it fast, twice. Tess puts her hand between her teeth and bites. I pull it away.

         “Cheating!”

         With glistening eyes, she watches me, a bead of sweat runing between her breasts down towards her stomach.

         “Not allowed,” I continue. To that, she rolls her eyes. A typical Tess-face, nonchalant and smug. How dare she? How dare she roll her eyes at me, when she’s the one on her back, legs spread, wet enough that I can see her pussy shimmering as the light from the candles caresses her naked body. I throw away the candle, and as Tess watches it fall, I swiftly put one finger in her wet genitals. With a fast and precise movement, I penetrate her with a bent finger – pressing against her g-spot. She’s warm and wet. I moan from the sensation. As if a weight has been lifted from my shoulders; I finally get to enter her. But my exhale is not the loudest. Tess’s body tense up under me, her vagina cramping around my finger, she moans from the chock and the pleasure. A resounding wonderful moan, light and vibrating. And right after that:

         “Fuck.”

         My cheeks straining from my big smile, I push my finger in again, hard and bent, making Tess repeat:

         “Fuck.”

         There’s another tone to her swearing now. Lifting her ass again, this time consciously, and pressing her sex closer to me, moving herself up and down my finger when I don’t continue the movements.

         “Not a sound?” I whisper, while meeting her rocking hips. The wet sound as I finger her is clear in the quiet room.

         “One-one,” she answers.

         I lift my eyebrows questioningly.

         “The score is one-one,” she repeats.

         I take my thumb to her wet opening, between her lips and up towards the clitoris. Still with one finger inside her I start circling there. I love the feel of her, rough and warm and willing.

         “So, who wins?”

         “The one that,” she swallows, “holds out the longest.”

         With that, she takes my wrist, getting up on her knees with shaking legs. We’re both crouching, mirrored towards the other. Different in body and colour, the same in stubbornness and lust. Tess gets a hold of my genitals. The relief from being touched is immense. I just want to sit down, with my whole weight, on her cupped hand – making me rock forward. Her middle finger slides in between my lips, laying there. Rocking, once again, I let the palm of her hand press against my clitoris as her fingers stimulate my opening, and the thin, sensitive skin there. Igniting every part of me, my groin vibrates, my stomach, my hips. And for the first time tonight, I lean over and kiss her. She tastes exactly as sweet as I imagined. Honey and cinnamon – feminine.

         Digging my hands into her hair, I scratch her scalp and she whimpers in my mouth. With a steady grip of her ass, I pull her towards me until our bodies press together. Her chest below mine, her nipples pressing against the underside of my breasts. Her ass is smooth as I massage it, my fingers in her soft flesh, under the cheeks to her groin, her skin hot and sticky. With her tongue, she licks between my lips, as I let my fingertip slide in from behind. Tess’s hand is still between my legs and now I spread them to give her more space. She strokes me from the wet opening, up to the top, making circles as she smudges my secretion.

         Fingering her from behind, I grip her waist to have her impossibly closer. In that movement, my finger moves deeper inside her, provoking a deep grumbling from Tess. Stroking me softer, but faster, with a perfect combination of satisfaction and not nearly enough. Her hands are skilled, she holds her fingertips just right. Letting them dance around my clitoris – hard, then soft.

         A familiar trembling feeling rests in my toes and legs. Fuck. I’m close. I take her breast and start fingering her faster. Trying to concentrate on her pleasure, to push my own insistent climax that lies like a crackling blanket around my body away. But she’s so wet, and her body so sexy. Her skin starts to moisten from exertion, which makes me even hornier. I kiss her and she meets me with passionate dedication, her tongue whirling around my mouth, greedy and exploring. The orgasm tickles my spine, up to my head as Tess with two fingers in a V-shape slide up and down the lips of my vagina. My body is ruling over my reason. Tess’s breathing is heavy. She’s also close. Every breath is a wailing sound of pleasure. Pausing to catch my breath, I pull away from Tess, my body throbbing for more skin and climax.

         “Lie down,” I say for the second time tonight, and she does as I command her. Traces of our earlier games are visible on her naked body. Most of the wax has fallen off, but in her pubis hair and on her shoulder, there’s still some left. I put one leg over her, lifting her leg and placing the hollow of her knee on my shoulder. Our pussies press against each other and together we take a rattling breath. It’s possible. I can do it. I start rolling my hips downward, rolling our swollen clitorises against each other.

         Finding a tempo that’s hard and fast, Tess’s soft pubis hair tickles my shaved pussy. She fucks upwards and we rub against each other with an aggression and determination. As if by giving our all, we could tip the other one over the line. Tess looks like we’ve been fucking for hours, with her hair like a fan on the wooden floor and her face sweaty. How is it possible that for so many years of looking at this face, I haven’t been wanting to sit on it?

         “Give up,” she says, her eyes glossy and her pupils big. For a second I stop, but then I start to rock down towards her in a circling movement. Wanting so badly to give in.

         “You won’t last another ten seconds,” I say, because I’m not going to last ten more seconds.

         “Ten,” she says, stroking her hand across my thigh, up towards my hip where she lets it rest. It’s burning hot against my skin.

         “Nine.” She keeps me in place, then she slows down and with precision starts rubbing our clits together in small thrusts. It’s slower, but harder. It’s fucking perfect.

         “Eight.” Her voice is hoarse as she hisses the number. I grip her leg pressed against my body, stroking her shin, sweaty and smooth.

         “Seven.” The orgasm is a fact, like an explosion in my body, waiting to happen. I try to take deep breaths, but my body has other ideas and continues to rub against Tess’s pussy in an animalistic way. I can feel every part of it, the wet lips dragging against mine, her oversensitive clit urges it on, the wax in the dark curls scratching.

         “Six,” she almost screams. Our breast bobbing as we rub together, she shifts her position to try and look me in my eyes, falling back with her head. I know exactly how she feels, the hairs on her body have risen from pleasure and her eyelids are heavy with lust.

         “Five.” It’s barely a word, more of a moan. Cut off in the middle to become high-pitched and intense. It’s so freaking hot, how she loses control. I barely notice how I open my mouth to uncontrollably ramble “yes, yes, yes” to the same pace as we scissor each other faster and faster.

         “Four.” Her breast jolts in my hand as I grip her, her leg burning hot against mine. Flickering in front of my eyes. Tess arches her back from the floor, her moth wide open and convulsively holding my leg.

         Instead of continuing the counting, she moans my name. The way she says “Julia” sounds like a scolding, like it’s my fault she’s going to come. My fault that she’s screaming and breaking on the floor. I rub my pussy three, two, one more time and almost laugh from relief as I lose control. My body exploding in one of the most anticipated orgasms I’ve ever had; it feels so good that I lose contact with my body. I don’t know if I’m still riding Tess like an animal or if I collapse on her warm, wrung body. My body jerks for a long time, before I exhale in a rugged, resigned and unbelievably satisfied breath.

         As I open my eyes, I meet Tess’s gaze. She looks like she usually does: nonchalant and annoyed, but at the same time different.

         “Two-one,” I say.

         “It was a tie.”

         “Excuse me?”

         “We came at the same time.”

         I’m still sitting on top of Tess, my sex so wet, I wouldn’t be surprised if a drop fell on the floor. The circle of candles has gone out and the dancing hall is returned to its usual state. On shaky legs, I get up.

         “A bet is a bet,” I say and pick up my clothes. Tess still lies there, breathless on the floor. I understand that Tess won’t decline the part, but suddenly I’m calm. It’s obvious – I’m going to get it. I won the test for Lucia.
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         The apartment by Vasaplatsen is dark and warm, and Felicia is holding the small controller to the sound system in her hand as if it was a rock heated from the sunlight, caressing the sensors almost erotically.

         “I can change the intensity of the base in detail. Can you hear it?”

         I nod, but the music sounds the same to me.

         “Felicia,” Kasper says. “I don’t think they’re very interested.”

         “I am.” It’s not entirely true, but the dinner and the wine has made my body sluggish and slow, and it’s somehow calming to watch Felicia parade her latest technological purchase.

         Bahram puts his hand on my shoulder. A soft and heavy touch.

         “I would like to ask what it cost, but I would never,” he says.

         “It was 1500 dollars,” Felicia says. Her laugh is loud and clear. “Sometimes you need to indulge yourself.”

         “As you know, Felicia doesn’t care about what you should and shouldn’t talk about,” Kasper continues.

         “Hey!” she exclaims. “If I paid 1500 dollars, I think a part of the price is being able to brag about paying 1500 dollars.”

         “I’m impressed,” I say, because I am.

         “Are you uncomfortable?” she asks. The question is directed to Bahram, standing behind me.

         “I have had time to get used to it.”

         “Money and sex,” Kasper says, as he pours more wine for Felicia, who has put down the small controller on the dining table. “Felicia’s two favorite, forbidden topics.”

         “It’s two important topics!” she says, throwing a piece of chocolate at Kasper. “Didn’t you two celebrate seven years together this weekend?”

         She looks at me with eyes gleaming with curiosity, or perhaps it’s just the candles on the set table.

         “I don’t know if we celebrated it,” I say.

         “You know what they say about the seven-year crisis.”

         “Felicia!” Suddenly, it’s like Kasper isn’t used to Felicia’s lack of censure.

         “What? I’m not saying that you guys…,” she gestures at me and Bahram, “have a seven-year crisis. I’m just saying it’s common. We had a brief seven-year crisis.” She throws a challenging look at her boyfriend.

         “I thought it was something like a midlife crisis,” she continued. “You either accept that life has parked, and that you managed to get a good parking spot, or you buy a motorcycle and take a road trip on it.”

         “Don’t listen to her and her horrible metaphors,” Kasper says, but his voice is warm and inviting.

         “So what did you do?” I ask. “Did you buy a motorcycle?”

         It’s silent, the sort of silence that confidently fills a room as you wait for the punchline. Felicia’s expression is smug. She looks just like she did eight years ago when her limitlessness was new and unpredictable.

         “We went to a sex club.”

         I don’t think I have ever seen my boyfriend so astonished. I’m a bit disappointed, but also grateful, he didn’t have red wine in his mouth, because he would definitely have sprayed it out theatrically.

         “You did what?” he says.

         “We have been since too. It’s fun,” Felicia continues.

         I haven’t noticed how big my smile has become. It has conquered my entire face.

         “Did you know about this?” Bahram asks me.

         I shake my head.

         “Tell me everything,” I whisper.

         Even though Bahram is standing behind me, I know exactly how his face looks. Eyebrows shot to his forehead, a flickering stare and a deep flush across his already dark skin, starting at the neck and creeping up to his cheek bones.

         “I’ll clear the table,” he says.

         “Bahram…”

         “Did you really?” He looks at Kasper, and there is nothing judgmental in his gaze, only curiosity, which is an unusual trait when it comes to him, and it makes my stomach contract in a way I can’t really define.

         Kasper smiles. “It’s actually really fun.”

         Bahram collects our plates and searches for my gaze from across the table. It’s a gaze I have stared into for such a long time. So many nights, and across so many dining tables, a quiet communication, but I can’t really make out what he is trying to tell me.

         He walks out into the kitchen, and this time it’s me yelling, “Don’t you want to hear this?”

         “I can hear from in here,” he says, and laughs. “That’s enough.”

         “Always so shy,” Felicia says, and smiles.

         Bahram is shy and always has been. I was the one who asked him out, and I had to take action to make all our firsts happen, push the limits when it comes to things I know he likes. It’s a game we both know and that we have played for a long time; one that comes naturally for us and that feels safe to us.

         Felicia tells me about a secret door in an industrial area in Mölnlycke – a spacious, modern place with smaller rooms in the back for sex and playing. The bar is filled with fresh fruit and wine, and naked people from the age of 23 to retired regulars mingle about before they go to the back rooms. Beds and tools, voyeurs and exhibitionists. My heart starts beating fast and heavy inside my body.

         We don’t discuss it in the taxi home, but Bahram can’t stop himself when we are lying in bed.

         “I can’t believe Kasper is the sort of person who goes to sex clubs,” he says. His fingertips feel hot and dry against my arms as he pulls them up across my shoulder.

         “Mm.” I bury my face in his neck. “I don’t think you need to be any particular sort of person.”

         “Do you want to?”

         I can’t bring myself to look at him, so I forcefully kiss his neck. Press my entire body closer to his until I feel like his embrace will absorb me.

         “Maybe,” I whisper.

         His hand slides down my back and in under my t-shirt.

         “Would it turn you on to see me with someone else?”

         It’s so unexpected to hear Bahram say something like that, but his voice is hoarse and steady.

         I bite his earlobe and lick it.

         “I think so.”

         “What would you want me to do?”

         He is on top of me now, his breathing heavy and loud. He grabs one of my breasts with his hand. Circles his thumb around my nipple.

         I swallow loudly and he kisses me, his tongue assertive and familiar. I spread my legs to get him closer, and I feel his cock press against me.

         “I want to see you from outside.” I caress his sides, feel his every rib under the palm of my hand, feel him breathing deeply. I move my hand down to his ass.

         “I want to see you from behind,” I whisper. “How you look when you fuck someone else.”

         “What am I doing?” He grabs my thighs and caresses the insides with his thumbs. Massages the skin close to, but not on, my most sensitive parts.

         “She is under you, and you are using your fingers, but you are looking at me as you are.”

         He moves his thumb across my clitoris, outside the fabric, and it sends small shocks of electricity down my legs. The skin on my stomach and thighs is so sensitive, it feels like it’s on fire. I kiss Bahram again, lick his bottom lip and speak into his open, hot mouth.

         “You remove her underwear.”

         Bahram pulls down my panties, and I lift my butt to help him. His erection presses against me as I move, and I gasp for air.

         “Are you touching yourself?” he asks.

         Bahram massages me with his fingers, down to my opening, where I am soft and wet, and then he circles his way up to my clit again. It’s hard to collect my thoughts.

         “No, I tell you how to do it. Touch her harder. Jerk her off.”

         Bahram holds my clit between his index finger and his middle finger, pulling the shaft up and down. My heart is beating hard under the weight of Bahram’s body. I am still wearing a t-shirt. He moves down and kisses my hip bone on the way down.

         “You are allowed to insert a finger.”

         Bahram does as I say and slides his index finger inside me so easily.

         “Bend it, deeper.”

         My pussy is pulsating, and he is so fucking good at this. But I don’t want to cum just yet.

         “You’re kissing me as you’re fingering her.”

         I caress his stomach as he kisses me. Press my palm against his underwear. He is so hard and gasps at my touch, presses closer.

         “And you would keep kissing me as you start fucking her.” My words are wet and sharp as I utter them. I can feel his lips against mine as I speak. I grab the waistband of his underwear, pull them down as far as I can and grab his cock with a hard grip.

         “Do you want to fuck her?” I hiss.

         Bahram nods.

         I guide his cock to my opening, and I shudder as his tip enters me.

         “Both of you want you to fuck her quickly,” I say. “But I decide, and I say that you fuck her slowly.”

         Bahram’s cock slides in. I know it so well. I spread my legs to let him come deeper, and I quiver when I feel his balls and hips against my skin.

         “I sit down on her face as you fuck her,” I say.

         I grab Bahram’s neck and hold him roughly, look into his eyes. They are big and glisten with lust.

         “She sucks my pussy as I ride her.”

         I pinch Bahram’s nipple and grab his curly hair. “And you’re fucking her like this the entire time, hard and slow, as you kiss me.”

         Bahram’s moan is deep and loud.

         “Do you like this?” I ask. “Taking us both at the same time?”

         “I love it. You’re so fucking sexy.”

         “You may fuck her faster now.”

         And Bahram obeys my words, pumping me faster and harder. It feels so good, I scream out, his body sweaty against mine. His head falls down to my neck and I whisper into his ear.

         “We look so sexy together, people are watching us.” I pull his head up from his hair. Force him to look into my eyes again. “Women and men are turned on by it. They are touching themselves.” I feel Bahram’s thighs quiver, or perhaps it’s mine. There is a buzzing sensation under my skin, fast electricity. I squeeze my pussy around his cock as he moves it in and out of me with confidence.

         I bite Bahram’s lower lip. “Does that bother you?”

         He lifts my hips, pulls me closer, and his abs contract, even glisten in the weak light from our bedroom lamp. This new position hits me in the right spots.

         “No, let them look,” he says. His cock thrusts inside me, and it feels so good. I move my hand to my pussy. Needing more stimulation, I roughly touch my clit with my hand. It’s my hand, but also her tongue. This unknown woman. Whose mouth pleasures me in our shared fantasy. I’m ruthless to her, rubbing my wet pussy against her face. Meanwhile, I lean in and kiss Bahram, who is fucking her roughly and with force, just like I asked him to. And next to us, two – no three – strangers, getting turned on from watching us. They are touching themselves with their gazes fixed on us. That’s what brings me to the edge, thinking about how turned on they get by watching mine and Bahram’s shimmering bodies, and the me who presses her pussy against an eager tongue and the me who presses herself against Bahram is the same person.

         My orgasm is hard and fast, with my body twitching in small convulsions. Electric pulses shooting from my pussy to my fingertips. My body melts into the bed, and when Bahram comes right after me, my mind is comfortably numb.

         “That was so hot,” he whispers into my ear. I only nod, my body feels heavy and slow.

         “Do you want to do it?” I ask him. I close my eyes, hoping he’ll say yes.

         “We don’t have to,” I say.

         He pulls my sweaty, satisfied body to his.

         “Let’s do it.”

          
      

         Felicia puts us on the list, and we go there the next weekend. We take a taxi, and I wonder if the taxi driver knows where we are going. Bahram holds my hand. He’s nervous, even though he told me he wasn’t. When the car stops, we’re on an empty parking lot. Gray, large buildings. The air is cool, and when the taxi drives off, the silence is clear and present.

         “Is this really…?” Bahram begins. But I start walking with resolute steps towards a small iron staircase in the corner of one of the buildings. It leads to a heavy door, but it’s open.

         “This is it.”

         Bahram laughs. “How do you know?”

         “I just do,” I say, and laugh. And Bahram flashes me a big smile, and I suddenly feel giggly and happy, not nervous, but excited.

         “I can take the lead if you want me to,” I say.

         Bahram smiles and nods. We both knew this.

         When we come one step up, a man stands there with a leather harness and nothing else. His cock is hanging heavy between his legs. He has a thick beard and a slightly hairy chest. I feel my eagerness come crawling, and just the sight of his body – constricted under the leather belt – makes my skin long for touch. I want to drag my hand through the locks on his body.

         We tell him our names, and he lets us in.

          
      

         We leave our clothes in gray plastic boxes in the wardrobe. Everyone is naked or wearing light BDSM clothes. Tight black straps, bodies with holes where clothes usually don’t have holes, and tight net accessories. I run into a woman heading to the wardrobe. She is wearing black thigh-high boots, a thick choker with a ring in the front, and nothing else. She is spectacular, curvy and sporting a perfect triangle of hair between her legs. Dark eyes holding my gaze.

         “Excuse me,” she says, and then “See you.”

         I shiver. Her stare goes right through me. Bahram has undressed next to me. I have seen his naked body so many times, so I know his body like the back of my hand, and still it feels different here. Public and new. Each curve and muscle enhanced. He is unbelievably sexy. He puts a hand around my bare waist.

         “Ready?”

         I nod.

          
      

         I realize that this feels much more intimate than I thought. The place feels more like an apartment than a public place. It’s warm and cozy in the room with the bar. Bowls of snacks are standing here and there, like at some youth’s house party. The air is vibrating with tension and lust, but everybody is calm. Taking their time to see who is here, taking their time to study the mood and bodies. As if it’s natural to stand naked with strangers and sip wine. I never had a lot of patience when it comes to sex, and I am magnetically drawn to Bahram. I put a hand on his stomach, his back, dangerously high on his thigh. I want body contact, and I want it now. I feel like I did when I was a child waiting for breakfast in bed every single birthday – some years I even woke up before my parents. But I am an adult now, and I don’t have to wait. I grab Bahram’s hand, and we move further inside the room. The mood changes step by step. To the right, there is a door leading to a room with dark velvet curtains from the floor to the ceiling. You can create smaller rooms in it with the curtains.

         I hear people having sex, but I can’t see them. It could be in this room, or perhaps another one. Clear moans and the sound of bodies are in the air, naturally, like the scent of vanilla and Bahram’s deodorant in our home. One of my hands strokes the heavy fabric, and the other is holding on to Bahram as I walk inside the room. There is a massage table and nothing else behind one of the curtains. I peek behind the next curtain. There is a man and a woman on all fours, facing us. Behind them, there is another person dressed in latex from head to toe and a mask covering their face. There is a black whip in their hand with long, black straps. The person lifts it and whips the other two’s bare asses. They whimper. From pain and pleasure. The person dominating them caresses the man’s ass with a latex-covered hand. A soft movement before they smack him two times, three times, with an open palm. The room echoes loudly. The man closes his eyes, cheeks rosy red and his mouth open in a reverent expression. I have never seen a man enjoy like that, so uncontrolled and honest. I catch myself moaning along with them when there is another slap. A warm sensation spreads through my body and down between my legs.

         Bahram stands closer to me. I can feel his cock hardening, pressing against my ass, and a warm hand across my stomach. If I wasn’t turned on before, I certainly am now. All my blood rushes down. Bahram’s breaths are wet in my ear, and I feel every shift of his body. Small, soft thrusts with his growing cock against my ass.

         “You two.”

         It’s the dom.

         “Have I given you my permission?”

         My heart stops. Of course we cross the line and do something wrong right away. The person raises the whip at us. Then they look down at the woman in front of them.

         “They need to be punished too, right?”

         The woman looks up at us and nods.

         We haven’t done anything wrong, we are being challenged. My heartbeats are hard inside my chest, but in a different way now.

         “You two, stand still,” the person shouts to the two subs. I see two green eyes and an uncharacteristically sweet, pink mouth under the holes of the mask.

         “Which one of you is in charge?” they ask.

         “I am,” I say without hesitating. I straighten my back. My lust is like a protective shield over the situation. I feel drunk, even though I haven’t had a drop.

         “It was his idea, and I will handle him,” I say. I feel Bahram’s cock twitch against my back. I turn around, and he looks at me with wonder, and perhaps a trace of fear in his eyes.

         “Get down on your knees.”

         He does as I say. Sinks down in front of me, the way he sometimes does before he goes down on me.

         “On all fours.”

         And my man, my Bahram, goes down on all fours. His fit body crawls in front of me. I act on impulse, a burning sensation in my gut. I put the pad of my foot on his back and push him down. Bahram spreads his fingers across the floor and sinks down deeper.

         “What a good boy,” the dom says. He seems impressed, and I feel proud. Proud of how my shy boyfriend easily enters the submissive role. He is a good boy.

         I barely notice how I reach out my hand, but I gesture with the palm of my hand against the dom. When they put the whip in my hand, it feels like I have held it for a very long time. The weight and feel of it fits me.

         “Say my last name if you want me to stop,” I say. It feels like a good safe word. He says my name a lot, and I love the sound of it, but he rarely says my last name. But I like the idea of him saying it trustingly, as if he spoke to a teacher.

         “Is that clear?” I scream and press him down onto the floor. His back muscles are tense under my foot, but then he relaxes and whispers, “Yes”.

         “Say yes, sir.”

         “Yes, sir.”

         “Arch your back.”

         He arches his back, and I swat him without hesitating. Assertively, but not too hard. He gasps for air, an uneven, ragged breath.

         “Will you behave?” I ask.

         He nods, and I swat him again. Harder. Bahram’s blush spreads to his neck. I look at the dom, still standing next to me.

         “Do you think he has learned his lesson?” I ask him teasingly. Because he hasn’t.

         The person shakes their head.

         “We don’t think you have learned your lesson,” I say. I get down on my knees next to Bahram and pull his head up so that his neck bends back.

         “Did you learn?”

         He swallows audibly.

         “I have learned my lesson.”

         “Open your mouth,” I order him. He opens it and I spit inside his mouth. I let go of the hard grip I have on his hair and get up. I whip him two more times on his buttocks, which are now blazing in a darker shade.

         “Good boy,” I say. Snap my fingers, and Bahram gets up on wobbly knees. I hand over the whip to the dom.

         “Thanks. Now, you take care of yours. Mine has learned his lesson,” I say. They nod, and we exit the room.

         As soon as we round the curtain, I press Bahram against the wall. Rub my naked body against his and push my tongue inside his mouth.

         “Are you okay?” I whisper.

         He grabs my ass with both hands and rubs his hard cock against me.

         “I feel amazing.”

         I stroke the stubble on his cheeks, across his lips, and press my index finger and middle finger inside his wet mouth.

         “Isn’t it about time you fuck me soon?” I say.

         “If you say so,” he says as well as he can with my fingers inside his mouth.

         I pull him inside one of the other rooms.

          
      

         This one is larger, and there is a huge, round bed in the middle of the room. There are soft couches along one of the walls, and there are whips, ropes and handcuffs hanging from another one. There are a few other people in the room. A couple is having sex in one of the smaller beds by the wall.

         “Lie down,” I say, and nod my head towards the big bed in the middle of the room. My voice is deep. Bahram gets down on his back at my instruction, spreading out his naked body with his cock hard and stiff against his stomach.

         I grab his hand and put them over his head.

         “Do you want some help?”

         It’s the woman from before asking, the one from the wardrobe. Aside from the thigh highs, she is now wearing a strap on. A gray, curved dildo is steadily attached to her hips. There is a man with blond hair and long eyelashes standing behind her. They are both so beautiful.

         She is holding a pair of handcuffs in her hands, and a lusty, almost mischievous smile spreads across her face. It creates a roar in my stomach that reverberates and spreads both down and up to my head, like a nicotine rush. I look at Bahram. He nods.

         She swiftly fastens the cuffs around Bahram’s wrists and attaches them to a loop by the edge of the bed. Bahram gasps for air as I straddle him. My wet sex presses against his stomach, and I bite my lip not to whimper out loud and rub my body against him. I want him to be unbearably horny before he gets anything. The other couple are seated next to us, and I turn around to kiss her. She tastes of red wine and honey. It was long ago since I last kissed a woman, and she feels soft under my touch. No stubble, no heavy scent of cologne. My lower body involuntarily grinds against Bahram. I want friction. There is a crackling and tickling sensation inside me, but every single touch is a relief – the woman’s hand grabbing my body, her small but strong hands moving up my throat, her thumb pressing against my carotid artery as she licks my lips.

         My gaze flickers down to Bahram, and I see him making out with the other man. I catch a glimpse of their pink tongues between the kisses, hear the noises from them. Bahram closes his eyes, and it looks like he is enjoying himself – the cuffs rattle when he tries to reach after the other man, or me, or his own, swollen cock. The woman sucks my neck and forces my focus back to her.

         “What do you want?” she asks.

         And I answer with the burning greed that has been waiting in my entire body all night.

         “I want him to watch as I take. He’s going to watch you fuck me.”

         “Then it’s time for you to stop being so bossy,” she says, and the words vibrate down my spine. Her grip around my neck increases in strength, and she pushes me down until I am almost splayed out on top of Bahram, knees on each side of him, ass in the air and face close to his. The other man grabs my arms, puts them above Bahram and brings out a new pair of cuffs. Attaches me to the same loop.

         My face is just a few inches away from my boyfriend’s, his breaths moist against my face and his arms pressed against mine. The cuffs feel rough and cold against my delicate skin, and I feel the warm tip of a cock against my stomach. A hand grabs my hair and pulls my head back so that my neck bends. The other man kisses me, and I open my mouth to him. His tongue penetrates me, and I moan. I need it, I need everything. Two hands grab my ass, as the other woman spreads my cheeks and grazes the tip of her tongue against my opening. Short, hard licks against my slit. It’s as if they move in sync, the man’s tongue and hers, one in my mouth and the other in my pussy. And Bahram is lying beneath me, his breaths hot and desperate against my neck. He sees everything but can’t touch. But I can feel him grinding his hard cock against my hip bone, and I whimper. The woman pushes the tip of her tongue inside me, licking in and out on the sensitive skin, and the other man moves the same way, but circles my tongue instead. I want to meet Bahram, whose desire is probably more than desperate by now. He moans loudly underneath me the few times his cock presses harder against my stomach. My skin is sweaty and flushed where his erection grinds against me. I lose all control for a moment and try to push back. I wince at the pain of reality when the cuffs restrain me.

         Then the woman behind me stops licking me, and the interrupted stimulation feels dreadful. The man in front of me grabs my face with force and whispers:

         “Are you ready to take some cock?”

         I can’t do anything other than take it, quickly and clearly. I see that the room is filling up behind the man, some people having sex and other people just watching us. They are dark silhouettes in the steaming and strange room.

         Then I feel the tip of the latex cock, the dildo, moving up and down between my swollen folds, across my opening and between my cheeks. I press back again and try to guide it inside me. The movement makes Bahram’s cock touch my pubic bone, and the sensation shoots down to my knees.

         “Should I fuck her?” the woman asks Bahram.

         “Yes,” he says.

         The other man grabs my face roughly again.

         “Say please.”

         “Please,” I beg, and it feels like I have tears in my eyes.

         “Just fuck her.” This is another voice coming from the room, from someone watching.

         “Shut the fuck up,” the woman behind me says.

         And then, in one single movement, she pushes inside my wet pussy. I scream into the room, and Bahram meets my open mouth, bites my lower lip. The dildo is perfectly sized. It fits me perfectly and is curved at the perfect spot.

         I want to caress his body, feel his or the other man’s cock in my hand. My skin is on fire, but there is nothing I can do about it. My hands are tied up, and so are Bahram’s. All I can do is to gyrate my hips back and forth as best I can and try to increase the rhythm. Harder, deeper. The room is filled with the sound of voices and moans, but mine are without a doubt the loudest. I’m going to cum so fast. The woman withdraws the dildo the moment I feel the orgasm rush towards me. I miss having it inside me, as if I have lost a part of my own body. I feel dizzy with lust and tension. A hand on my hip presses me forward. I hear Bahram’s moans, feel his lungs expanding as his cock is being guided inside my pussy. He pushes his hips up and his cock deeper. It feels so unbelievably good, and Bahram has been waiting for a long time. My legs are going numb, and I can’t decide whether it’s from the position or from the stimulation, but Bahram fucks me from behind as if his life depended on it. It might, because that’s what it feels like to me. His cock is soft and warm after the dildo, a bit bigger and sends quivers through my body each time it thrusts inside me.

         I can feel the other couple above us. I think they might be making out. Her heavy breasts press against my back, coupled with a light sensation of her hard nipples against the skin. It’s sweaty and cramped that my arms impulsively reach out, trying to touch more skin, but the metal around my wrists stops them. I am stopped again when I feel the orgasm build inside my body like a waiting explosion. Two strong hands on my hips.

         “Are you going to cum already, you greedy slut?” she whispers. The sharp words feel like a punch and a promise. Humiliation and care at once. The man standing above Bahram grabs my hair, with the rough sensation in my scalp sending shivers down my arms. The other woman puts the dildo back inside me. It feels so good. Then it starts vibrating, and I start screaming.

         “Do you like it?” she says, dragging my hips back against her, and the dildo is buzzing as it moves in and out of me. I love it, and I want more. My eyes flicker down to Bahram, with tense arms above his head, big lusty eyes and a drop of sweat running down his forehead. I lick my lips and open my mouth to the other man. He understands what I want and pushes his cock between my lips. I can see a wave of shock and desire sweep over Bahram before I take the man’s cock down my throat, mere inches away from my boyfriend’s face. It’s such a surreal experience, being so filled. The weight of his cock inside my mouth, the vibrating dildo fucking me quickly and methodically, and Bahram’s moans as he tries to get any stimulation underneath me. Nothing else exists beyond these three bodies, and the burning lust that is all I am right now.

         The head bends up at an uncomfortable angle, but the ripples of pain from both the angle and my hands fastened in the cuffs only add to the pleasure. The pain is clear and pure, taking me back to reality when I feel like I will faint from the physical pleasure. I am completely under their power, completely their focus.

         The woman retracts her dildo and shifts me to Bahram’s cock. I meet him willingly. Let myself be completely submissive to this strange couple, let them use Bahram’s body for pleasuring me, let myself enjoy every inch of the cock filling my mouth. At times, I’m reminded that we are not alone in the room. I hear people coming in, moving, gasping. And the sound of other bodies, sex, games and orders. But I don’t feel shy, no shame. I lose my grasp of time as they pass me between Bahram’s cock and her cock. Again and again, faster and faster. It’s the woman reading my every shift. And every time I feel like I will cum, she pulls out whatever is penetrating me, forces me to wait, forces the orgasm to wait.

         I moan around the cock in my mouth and hear it turning on the man above me. When the woman fucks me for the fifth or tenth time, the vibrations seem to increase. First it feels like all sensations leave my body. The pain, the pleasure. Then the orgasm comes rushing at me as everybody watches me. It hits me like the whip did to Bahram. Hard, direct and merciless. My vision flickered and blurred, and all my muscles cramped. The man above me has retracted his cock and let me fall down on top of Bahram. But the woman behind me won’t stop and keeps fucking my sensitive g-spot with the vibrating dildo. My body feels unlike anything I have ever experienced before – exhausted and on fire. I take a ragged, quivering breath as I’m placed on Bahram’s cock again. I feel Bahram thrust inside me, chasing his orgasm as if it was inside me. Perhaps it is. When Bahram fucks me, my clit rubs against his stomach, and my core is so sensitive, it feels sore. In a dreamlike haze, his body massages me to my second orgasm. It rides through my body slowly, and my body has become so heavy. Time has been distorted, and I scream profanities in Bahram’s mouth.

         When my breathing returns to normal and I am back to reality, if this dark room is really reality, I notice the other couple has unlocked our cuffs. The woman helps me get off Bahram’s body. Massages my lower arms and hands, which I can barely feel.

         “That was very impressive,” she says. I can hear a discrete accent when she isn’t talking dirty. Bahram gets the same treatment next to me. Now that he is not turned on anymore, he seems to have returned to his usual, shy self. He keeps his gaze down under heavy eyelids as the other man massages his palms. I bend forward and kiss the other man, whose name is still unclear, but I can still taste the traces of his cock in my throat. Then I kiss the woman again. She tastes different now, skin and body, and I finally kiss my boyfriend. A shiver of pleasure passes through my exhausted body when he thoroughly and slowly kisses me back. In spite of everything the four of us did, these kisses feel intimate. I wonder if we should ask their names, but it doesn’t feel important.

         “Do you want to take a shower?” the woman asks me.

         “Are there showers here?” I ask. She laughs, and her naked breasts jiggle as she does.

         “Of course,” she says. “You guys deserve a shower and some wine.”

         I flash her a smile so big my cheeks hurt, but I can’t stop myself, so I just giggle and say, “I love this place.”
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