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         I knew that everyone masturbates. It really shouldn’t be taboo anymore – women touch themselves. I did. And I wasn’t afraid to say it out loud. Yet still, something inside of me was ashamed. Something that couldn’t shake the feeling that it was wrong. That it was something to be quiet about. Something only I did. Like I was dirty. When I spoke about masturbation and really tried to appear free, that feeling was gnawing at me. It made me feel like a hypocrite. But when I was traveling in New York and came across something called ‘Female Pleasure Circle’ I thought, It’s time! Time to challenge this taboo that was keeping me down. I wanted to masturbate without shame.

         When the day came around, I wasn’t feeling so game anymore. I almost turned around several times on my way there. The class was taking place in a yoga studio by a subway station. I noticed the sign immediately when I emerged from the station. I swallowed once. Was this really my thing? Then I grew some balls. No! I grew a vagina! Regardless, I found my way over there, up the stairs and into the waiting room. A few women were there already. They smiled kindly, some chatted and laughed like it was the most natural thing in the world to be waiting for a group masturbation session with women you didn’t know. I avoided eye contact. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so awkward in my life.

         Finally, the instructor appeared. Or is that what she should be called? The night’s facilitator. She had big, curly hair and was wearing a flowery silk kimono.

         “Welcome,” she said, smiling big. “I’m so happy to see you!”

         She led us inside a large, warm studio. The light was soft and it smelled like scented candles. Soft pillows and blankets were spread out on the floor.

         “Please take off your clothes,” she said, gesturing at us nonchalantly and let her own kimono fall to the floor. I looked around anxiously. Everybody started undressing. And so did I.

         “Ah!” exclaimed the instructor when we were all standing there naked. She took a deep breath and exhaled deeply. “Now we can really feel ourselves, right?”

         She bent down and picked up a paint set and a paint brush. She started painting on us, telling us the purpose was for us to acknowledge our own unique beauty. To appreciate ourselves and realize that our bodies deserved our touch. Colorful patterns spread over the different bodies in the room. I closed my eyes when I felt the cool brush on my own skin. She painted my one breast pink, painting a ribbon down my stomach, around my waist and down below my butt-cheek. I felt so awkward. No woman had every touched me like this.

         “SO BEAUTIFUL!” she exclaimed when she was done.

         She took us all in with her eyes, smiling her big, warm smile, and I felt a little less awkward. We were each painted with a different color. Pink, orange, yellow, olive and brown. The instructor har painted red patterns on herself.

         We sat down on the pillows in a circle. Six women total, but no one introduced themselves by name. Instead, we talked about what we called it. “Pussy.” “Cunt.” “Conyo.” And “flower.” There were women here from the US, Spain, France. And Denmark; me. I’d never found a word that felt right. These foreign names allowed me to escape negative connotations from Danish words like “kusse.” But the others thought that was a great word. They tried pronouncing it and that made us all laugh. Their accents made it sound adorable. One woman thought it sounded like a mouth getting ready to kiss someone.

         We talked about our first times masturbating. Sweet, funny stories. Moving. One woman had a really hard time getting the words out. She smiled and giggled and got embarrassed. But as soon as she got started, the words came spilling out of her.

         We reached a certain vulnerable openness I’ve never experienced before talking about masturbation. The conversation has always been a bit crass. And direct. Like that was the only way for my sexuality to be okay. As if it had to be masculine to exist. Here there was room for a whole different kind of sexuality. We could talk about horniness and vulnerability at the same time.

         Then it was time to begin. The instructor handed us dildos made of crystals. We touched them. They were smooth and cold. We pushed the pillows aside and laid down in a circle, our heads in the middle. Our bodies were beaming as they took up the shape of a star.

         The instructor asked us to caress our bodies with the crystals. Because it deserved it. I let the dildo slide over my stomach, around my breasts and up my neck. It felt cool and smooth against my skin. I sensed the heat of the bodies next to me at the same time.

         “Lick it,” the instructor encouraged us and I let it slide in between my lips, listening to the sound of wet mouths opening around me. My tongue curled around the crystal, and I licked it. I’d never thought that licking a dildo could feel nice, but it did. It was smooth and delicious and awoke my senses. And the sound of the others doing the same titillated me.

         “Let it caress your inner thighs,” she said, and we did. We let the dildo slide around and wake up all the sensitive cells of the skin.

         “When you feel ready, you can allow it to explore the petals of your flower but hold off on letting in enter for now.”

         I led the dildo to glide lightly along and over my labia. My crotch was swelling already, and my clitoris was pounding away so sweetly. We were told to insert the crystal now. And to take note of how it made us feel. And to keep going even if we felt self-conscious.

         But I didn’t feel self-conscious at all.

         “Feel free to express yourselves,” said the instructor. And then she didn’t say any more.

         I heard the others’ breathing. Affectionate. Sighing. Deep. Then quicker. And quicker. The hair from the women next to me touched my cheeks. They were warm and sweaty. I heard moaning. Different kinds of gasps. A deep exhale. A scream. Our sounds became synchronistic despite their differences. Like we were influencing each other. It made me think of how the menstrual cycles of women who spend a lot of time together, can sync up. This was like that. It was like some heathen witch ritual. The more the others moaned the hornier I got and the more I moaned. We were like a symphony of gasps and moans that rose together and ended in a huge climax.

         We orgasmed together. I’d never tried anything like it. We didn’t even touch each other. A wave just came crashing in, swooped us all up and broke with a symphonic moan.

         Now, our circle was exhaling. We held each other’s hands. Giggled. Stroked each other gently. We were together in this. It was both sexy, vulnerable and funny. We rolled around on our stomachs and touched dildoes like we were toasting. Laughed some more. Nothing stood between us anymore. No embarrassment. No shame. Suddenly, one of the women leaned into the circle and licked her dildo, still wet with her juices. I closed my eyes and felt a shoulder pressing against mine. I heard giggling. The sound of soft kisses. I turned my head and met another mouth. A careful, but wet tongue. Then I felt a smooth dildo on my lips. No longer cool. Warm. And moist. I opened my mouth and let it inside. I licked the salty-sweet juice and closed my lips around it. I let it slide in and out, noticing how it made me more aroused.

         I opened my eyes and looked around. Looked into the eyes of the other women. Challenging. Searching. Mischievous. The instructor didn’t say a word. She was still smiling her big, warm smile but looked just as surprised as the rest of us.

         “I like this,” someone said. We giggled in unison. She said what we were all thinking. We all leaned in and started kissing. To the right, and to the left. There was so much love in this room. The love we’d shown ourselves by coming here today was now spilling over. That’s what it felt like. We had to pass it on. Share it. My mouth met two others at once. Soft, wet lips. Playful, licking tongues. A fourth tongue moved up my neck. I turned to it and met it in a juicy kiss. I heard giggles and moans around us. Oh! My whole body felt so soft. I was so warm and relaxed. So cuddly. And so wet. I was sweating like crazy, and my pussy – I really liked that word – was drenched. I longed for release again, even though it had only been five minutes since I orgasmed.

         I felt a hand on my butt-cheek. Another hand grabbed my breast, and a mouth licked my nipple. I turned around and leaned up against the woman to my left. She held me with her arms, painted brown, fondling my breasts as she licked my ear. Oh! Her tongue was so cheeky and merry; my whole body tingled.

         A writhing, rocking, giggling wave soared through all of us. Then I saw one of the other women, the one who was painted green, put her hands on the hips of instructor and spread her legs. It made me jump a little bit. I don’t know why. But one thing was touching and kissing, another thing was… Oh! She leaned her head down toward the instructor’s pussy and started kissing it and penetrating her with a dildo. I could tell that the instructor was just as surprised as I was. And that she loved it.

         She closed her eyes, moaned and laughed. “Yes!”

         And I wanted to join. We all did. We wanted to give the instructor the love that she’d helped us feel. We gathered around her, licked her breasts, her neck, her feet. We sighed and giggled, and she moaned with pleasure. Two women took turns licking her clitoris and kissing her lips, while the woman in green paint penetrated her slowly with the dildo. I licked her breast greedily while two others licked the other.

         Then the woman painted yellow sat on her face. I gasped. It seemed very flippant to me, forcing your crotch on someone’s mouth like that! Flippant… and free. It occurred to me that in this room, nothing was wrong, and everything was rooted in love. The instructor moaned louder, and I could see her mouth working under the yellow woman’s curly pubic hair. Fuck, it made me so horny!

         I got up and started kissing the yellow one’s mouth and breasts. Her bosom were large, and she was so sexy, sitting there, free and horny, demanding to have her pussy licked. And she just received. One of the other women, the one painted brown, started kissing her as well and pinched my nipple. Then the yellow one pulled me close, so we were face to face on top of the instructor. Her big, round breasts pressed against mine. Close. And I felt the instructor’s tongue under us. Curious, greedy and playful. She explored us both while we laughed and kissed each other. I don’t know why we all kept laughing. But this was all so funny. We were experimenting, and everything we tried was humorous.

         Next to us, two others were going at it. One fucked the other with her hand. Then she got down on her knees and started licking her pussy. The one painted brown, who had been giving the instructor a dildo massage, now moved the dildo to the one licking pussy. I noticed how she jumped a little in surprise when the dildo was suddenly inserted into her pussy – she wasn’t expecting it. We all laughed again.

         The yellow one got off the instructor and straddled my thigh instead. The brown one sat on my other thigh, and they started rubbing their pussies against me, laughing and moaning, while I was still being licked by the instructor so magnificently that I almost couldn’t take it. I was so wet and felt like I was going to explode, but I managed to keep my orgasm at bay. The two others started caressing the instructor with their hands and tongues. I felt her squirm under me and moan as she licked me harder and even more wildly.

         I couldn’t hold it in anymore. With two women riding my thighs and a third licking and biting my pussy so sweetly, I came. A wave rushed through my entire body and I felt myself squirting all over the instructor’s face when I let myself go.

         “Oh!” she exclaimed, and then both she and the two women on my thighs came as well. So freeing. We licked the pussy juice off the instructor’s face, kissed and hugged and writhed. Our body paint was smeared and mixed and I was more satisfied than I’d ever been. Full of love and generosity.

         The instructor and I grabbed hold of the orange woman, who’d been going down on the instructor. The instructor wrapped her arms and legs around her from behind and massaged her breasts. I wrapped my legs around her from the front and put my hand between her legs. We had so much to give and we kissed and fucked her hard and lovingly with our hands. Her ecstatic screams mixed with the screams of the other women, who sounded like they were doing something very pleasurable as well.

         We rolled around. Bodies collided affectionally. Legs, arms, hands. My hand closed around a dildo and my face landed near a clean-shaven pussy. I couldn’t see whom it belonged to, but I felt an urge to taste it. I had never gone down on a woman before, but the thought made me horny. Carefully, I let the tip of my tongue find the folds around the clitoris and was satisfied when I felt her startle. I licked the skin next to the clit, around it, over it, teasingly, before burying my whole mouth in her pussy and sucking the little, soft knob to bits. The woman moaned indulgently, which made me feel brave enough to seek down to her wet hole. I tasted the juices and inhaled the smell of desire. Then I let the dildo penetrate her as I kept licking and licking. I loved feeling her twist under me.

         Suddenly I felt my buttocks being spread apart. A finger slid into my pussy. I moaned. More fingers. I closed my eyes. When I opened them again and looked over my shoulder, I saw the woman painted green lick my pussy juice off her fingers. We made eye contact and laughed. Then she inserted her fingers in me again and leaned in. I was bending down and licking the clitoris of the clean-shaven pussy when I felt that the fingers in my pussy were being replaced by a tongue. A tongue that started exploring in the direction of my butthole. She licked and kissed, making me accidently bite the other woman’s clitoris. She screamed from pleasure and came in my mouth. But I was too distracted to properly praise myself for having gone down on another woman so successfully. The tongue playing with my butt demanded all my attention. I was overwhelmed by desire again as I moaned and begged for more. I heard the green one laugh and say “As you wish,” as she slipped a finger into my ass. Oh! And now she put a dildo up my pussy, fucking me in both holes at ones. Someone else started licking my breasts; my whole body shook. I heard moans around me. Felt hands and dildos. Mouths. A set of lips met mine, our tongues dancing. My hand squeezed a breast. The mouth moved from mine and I heard the sound of a wet pussy getting licked as a big, soft butt appeared in front of my face. In a trance I watched it coming my way, swaying from side to side.

         I was so full of ecstatic desire from that dildo and that finger, which glided in and out of my pussy and asshole with increasing intensity. The twisting bodies around me were shaking from holding back screams. I bit the ass in front of me. And she screamed. I put my tongue in between her butt-cheeks and licked like my life depended on it while I moaned and thrusted from all the almost painful sweetness happening in my crotch area. I orgasmed again, laughing my head off with the women in front of me and behind me.

         Still smiling, we crawled over to the one getting her pussy licked. Now, four of us were on her, licking and touching, while a fifth straddled her. She was Spanish and she enjoyed it so much she screamed in her mother tongue, which made us all laugh at the joy she was experiencing. After that we helped the orange and the green ones pleasure each other with the same dildo. They were sitting in front of each other, wrapped around each other, pussy to pussy. We put the ends of the dildo up each of them, and they started rocking back and forth as we kissed them and rubbed their pussies. We watched as the dildo appeared and disappeared. They moaned so sweetly as they fucked each other. We moaned and laughed. We were in this together. The pleasure between these two was felt by all of us. They started screaming.

         Several of us had one hand on them and the other on our own clitorises. I bit my lip and rubbed my clit against someone else’s thigh. She smiled at me as we moved together like scissors, hole against hole and she pulled a dildo up between us. I noticed the final two doing the same thing, three pairs in one big pile, fucking ourselves and each other with dildos. And we were beginning to run out of energy. I was so sore inside from all those orgasms. And still, the lust and the love kept flowing through me. I was so full of love for these women, these strangers, and I wanted more.

         We rocked against each other, softly, lovingly. I enjoyed feeling the wet pussy against mine, feeling her pubic bone against my clit. Feeling her hair. Her thighs. Her softness. I leaned back lazily and found a breast to suck. Loving touches everywhere. We kissed everyone. Touched everyone, fucked everyone.

         We felt lazy and warm and tired, full of love for ourselves and each other, when suddenly one of the other women screamed louder. I felt myself clenching and sensed a final wave of greedy lust rushing through me. It hit all of us. Our moaning got louder and more superficial. Our movements got quicker and rougher. We laughed, giving in. We had almost nothing left to give but couldn’t help it. We screamed and writhed when the grand finale rolled through us from deep, deep within. My whole body got warm and shaky and I felt a deep sense of happy release. My nipples were hard as rocks, my pussy was shaking, every cell in my body was awoken when we all came together in a gigantic scream.

         Finally, the calm. We were still kissing, still caressing, still sliding against each other. “Mmm,” someone said. “Ah…” Soft touches until we were back in the circle we’d started in. We grabbed each other’s hands, kissed and laughed. Exhausted. Full. Satisfied like none of us had ever been before. The instructor was no longer an instructor. She was one of us. This night brought us together forever, and we closed our eyes and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

         The next morning, we helped each other wash off the paint and get dressed. We cleaned up and went out to get breakfast together, talking about this and that. And laughing.

         
            B. J. Hermansson
      
      

            Every Other Week
      

         

      

   


   
      
          “Have you brought the red hoodie?” Vanessa asks her son. 

         “Yes, mummy.”

         “Did you pack the waterproofs? Dad said you're going to the cabin tomorrow.”

         “Yes, mummy.”

         “I think that's everything then…”

         “You're forgetting something.”

         Tim looks at her with a mischievous smirk. 

         “The school books! Have you packed them?”

         “Of course, I have, mummy.”

         Tim has already left, first off to a friend and then onto his dad's, Vanessa Harding's ex-husband. She has just said goodbye to Tiffany, her eldest. Once again, she's on her own. It's Friday and the kids have stayed with her for a week. On odd weeks the kids stayed at their dad's and on weeks with even numbers, they stayed at hers. So now they were back with him. She knows that they won't come to any harm, they won't starve and will want for nothing, they will be well looked after by their father, who prioritise their wellbeing over his own. He will do stuff with them, ask how they are and be there for them, just like he used to be there for her. 

         Eventually, they grew apart. They got together in high school and have been a couple ever since until four months ago. The decision was a joint one, no more words were needed and neither of them could blame the other person for this. Life had taken this turn. Time, they said, had taken its toll and they had drifted apart and had separately cultivated new interests. The main issue now was to do something before the children had to suffer. No shock. No screaming, crying or tears, no one refusing to go along with this or shouting at them that they were selfish and that they needed put the kids first. That's what they had expected as they were both children with divorced parents and that's how they had reacted when their own parents had told them they would be splitting up and one of them would be moving out. 

         “We just want you to be happy.”

         That's what the children had said to them. These talented, smart, intuitive kids that they had jointly brought up to sensible individuals. Even though Tim was only ten and Tiffany thirteen, they were very wise and reflective for their age.

         Their attitude had allowed her to breathe a sigh of relief. The weeks that followed had progressed without any significant consequences. Their father had moved out and into a new flat and everything had gone well, almost too well. So she had the kids every other week and the rest of the time, they stayed with him. They said they liked both their rooms, said they felt at home in both houses and she believed them. No one knew the kids better than she did and she knew when they told her the truth and when they were fibbing just to make someone else happy. But in this instance, she didn't hesitate for a second. She was sure they told her the truth and not just what she wanted to hear, which gave her a lovely sense of inner peace. She had done the right thing, he had done the right thing and together they had saved something that could've ended in a complete disaster. 

         When she was all alone in the house, there's a special kind of silence that she's not yet grown used to. A silence full of boredom, which niggles inside her and tells her she ought to be doing something, ought to come up with something to do. It's just gone 5 o'clock and she has plenty of time to do something more with this day instead of just lounging on the sofa watching some mediocre series about haphazard living accommodation in beautiful, sunny locations. 

         *

         She gives her friend Sarah a call. She's single too and pops around to Vanessa's house straight away. The two friends open a bottle of wine, pour two glasses and start sipping. 

         “You should start dating,” Sarah blurts out. 

         “Dating? You know me, silly,” Vanessa exclaims. “I take things nice and slow, don't rush anything, wait for the right time etc. And I don't think I'm quite there yet. It's only been a couple of months since we separated.”

         “That's true. I do know you,” Sarah replies. “I know you better than most and I know what you were like before you met Nicholas. You were larger than life, always smiling, inquisitive and by Jove, you were a wild cat, Vanessa.” 

         The two friends giggle and suddenly memories from a bygone era pop up in Vanessa's head. Memories she had long forgotten and locked away in a far-flung corner of her brain. 

         “Do you remember David?” Vanessa wonders. “Or Johnnie? Or, oh wow, Alex?”

         “When David would give a French kiss… “

         “Johnnie's fingers were just everywhere at the same time.”

         “And Alex… Awww, Alex. When he asked whether he could date us both at the same time.”

         Vanessa and Sarah had gotten to know each other at high school. They had become best friends and it didn't take long before they were not just sharing all their secrets with each other, but also experiences. The guys were crazy about these young, curious women and they were equally crazy about the guys. 

         “And the teacher, what was he called? Lindgren?”

         “Larsson,” Vanessa replies. “His name was David Larsson.”

         “You were so in love with him,” says Sarah.

         “In love and horny.” More giggles, heartfelt and genuine mirth. The memories wash over them. 

         “You even wrote a note to him, do you remember?” Sarah carries on. 

         “Please don't remind me.”

         “You wrote it and put it on his desk. You wrote you were curious about him.”

         “And…”

         “You wrote your initials, VM, Vanessa Maar, so that he wouldn't be completely sure on who was paying him attention.”

         “But…”

         “You didn't think about the fact that you were the only one in our class with those initials,” said Sarah. 

         “He kept giving me odd looks after that,” Vanessa replied. 

         “Yes, he was interested, but didn't have the nerve to do anything about it.”

         “Or perhaps he just thought I was being silly. Silly as I knew he was married and silly to think that he would be interested in me,” Vanessa countered. 

         “We were too,” says Sarah. “But now we have so much more time on our hands. A life, everyday routines, a family.”

         “Yes, we do. But do you miss it? The time back then?”

         “Course, I do. And even it if might feel like a whole different era, it's not too late.”

         “Too late for what?” Vanessa asks. 

         “To be the kind of Vanessa you were back then. You can still do that now. You're single and the whole world, all the men are there at your feet. The world is your oyster. 

         “I don't know…”

         “Download an app,” Sarah continues. “Start writing to them. Wait and see what happens. You have nothing to lose, but you can find that old Vanessa again deep within you. I've missed her.”

         Vanessa contemplates this before she answers with a smile on her face. 

         “So have I.”

         *

         The very next day, she creates a profile for herself. They write straight away. Men of all ages were divulging different amounts of info about themselves. Some accounts have pictures, but most haven't. Some have images of themselves or featuring a beach or a pet. Or a taut abdominal six-pack. Some write long, descriptive texts about themselves in their bios, whereas others don't write anything. Hence the variation is pretty significant. She answers anyone that feels interesting, i.e. the blokes that are both attractive and feel sensible. By sensible, she means pleasant. And they have a photo that actually seems to be real.

         Darko is a few years older than her and they take a fancy to one another. He's in a similar situation to her, has been separated for a while by now and has two children that stay with him every other week. After having written frenetically to each other for a couple of hours, he asks whether he can give her a call. She takes a moment to think this through. Is it all moving too fast? She only has one photo of him, a man in his mid-forties with kind eyes. 

         Yesterday she wasn't sure this dating scene was her cup of tea. If it was all too soon. But at the same time, it felt enticing and interesting. She hadn't thought about this scenario yet, that was the real crux and as it had presented itself now, Sarah didn't know what to think or feel. But once she had let it settle inside her mind for a while, she realised she was interested in taking this further, so she wrote to Darko and said that he was welcome to call her.

         He's from Halmstad, a town quite far south on the west coast of Sweden. He's got a kind voice, pleasant to listen to and matches his eyes perfectly. But most importantly, he's hilarious. He's open-hearted and happy to laugh at his own expense, he tells jokes and amusing anecdotes and she wants to know more about him. He tells her about the dates he's been on, his experiences and thoughts relating to that. She likes listening to him. 

         “You must be careful. There are a bunch of loony tunes out there.”

         “Loony tunes?”

         “Well, not like murderers or psychopaths, or perhaps them too. Guaranteed. But there are some crazy people on the dating scene, crazy in their own unique way.”

         “Sounds like you've had first-hand experience of this.”

         “Yes, I have.”

         “Am I brave enough to listen?”

         “That depends how courageous you feel today.”

         “I gave you my mobile number when we've just written to each other for no more than two hours…”

          “Ah, that's right.”

         Silence for a few seconds. He's probably contemplating what to tell her, how much to divulge and this sparks her curiosity. She would love to hear about his experiences. 

          “I met a woman last week. She was one of a kind. A bit peculiar, to be honest, and I couldn't really come to grips with her. It all started with writing notes to each other, just like you and I've done today, but I want to take things slowly and see where that takes us. Talk on the phone perhaps and then eventually meet face to face if that still feels like the right approach after having a chat on the phone. But she was very gung-ho and wanted to meet up right now. 

          “Now, as in the day you had started writing to each other?”

         “Yes, and she was really keen. She said she could come to my place. She lived twenty kilometres or so outside the town centre, but that didn't worry her. I told her it didn't feel right, but she said she really wanted to see me and didn't mind coming over. After a while, I gave in and even though I didn't know very much about her, it didn't take long before she appeared at the block of flats by my front door. She rang the bell and I opened, of course, and asked her in. And…

         He paused for added drama.

         “Then, we had sex. Lots of sex. Drawn-out, glorious, amazing sex.”

         Vanessa liked what she was hearing. 

         “Tell me more,” she says. 

         “About the sex?”

         “Yes.”

         She bites her bottom lip. Notices a twinge of horniness grows stronger and stronger between her thighs. With one hand on her trousers, she unbuttons them and starts to gently touch herself while Darko carries on with his story. 

         “She was very determined. Bossy even. She said she wanted me to bonk her. Told me exactly how she wanted me to stand, that is not in bed, but on the floor and that I should keep my hands on her shoulders. She didn't want to talk, she said. That was probably the weirdest thing she blurted out. She didn't want to hear my words or my voice, all she wanted was my cock. 

         “Is that what she said?”

         “That's exactly what she said. I don't want to hear your words. I just want your cock. And then I fucked her. It was good, really damn good.”

         “Then what?”

         Vanessa carries on stroking her vulva. She's getting wet now. It was thrilling, not to mention new and on the verge of forbidden, to talk to a stranger on the phone while he was talking about his sexual experiences. She likes this, likes it a lot. Her curious mind is spinning and she's getting wetter by the minute. She strokes her pussy, runs the long finger and index finger in circles around her clitoris. She feels hot, her cheeks flushed. 

         “She wanted me to lie down on my back. Or not so much wanted… she ordered me to. I did as she asked and she straddled my chest and made me lick her. 

         “Tasty?”

         “Licking pussy is not normally my thing, but this time I loved it. I think it's because she told me to.”“So you like to be dominated?”

         “Mmmmm.”

         Silence again. She penetrates with her fingers, feels how her pussy widens around her fingers and how the juices are flowing between her thighs. The sexual pleasure ripples through her clitoris and out to the rest of her body. It is so, so good. 

         “Are you touching yourself?” He asks.

         Vanessa blushes and stops mid-thrust. 

         “You make me horny,” Vanessa replies. 

         “You have the same effect on me… I'm touching myself too and I'm hard now. Rock-solid.”

         “Fancy cuming with me?” She asks. 

         “I'd love to,” says Darko. 

         “Moan with me then.”

         She registers his breathing. Deep, sharp intakes of breath. Then she can hear how he's stroking himself, how he must have a pair of trousers on, probably just with the fly undone, because his lower arm and hand must be grazing the buttons every time he wanks his cock. She's close to orgasm. She can feel her pussy twitching, throbbing and how the horniness makes her gasp again and again. She moans out loud. She caresses her vulva, plays intensively with her clit, long moves, hard moves, quick moves and she is oh, so close. 

         “I'm cuming!”

         His words fade into pure pleasure and at that very moment, she cums too. An orgasm that makes her pussy literally explode with juices and pleasure. Then tranquillity. And a strong desire for more. 

         They carry on talking through the evening. Darko lives far away from her, apparently. Too far away to entertain a thought of a real relationship and they both have their own lives, their own everyday routines and work in separate, geographic locations. But even if a proper romance is unlikely, they still want to keep in touch. She wants to hear more of his stories. 

         “And I want to hear more of yours.”

         Darko is the one to convince her. He makes her realise what she wants and what she yearns for. She is ready to take on a world where there are no obstacles, no obligations, no musts. She wants to meet men and now she is determined to do so. Older men, younger men, maybe more than one at the time. And she will seek pleasure as much as creating her own stories like Darko's. 

         He becomes her confidant. 

         He shares her situation. 

         And suddenly she feels that the old Vanessa - the Vanessa that has been overlooked and sidelined, hiding in the shadows for years - is back. 

         Finally, her old self has returned. 

         *

         Three days later, she's about to go on her first date. His name is Martin and works as a financial controller. He's been easy to write to and exciting too. Lots of questions, some flirtatious smileys and most of the time he has a mischievous tone, which makes her think that he's not too strict or dull. She likes mischievousness and an exciting aspect to his personality. 

         But this proves to be a real disappointment when they finally meet. 

         Apparently, Martin is very witty and nimble when it comes to writing, but when they sit there face to face, he is stiff and cautious. He answers her questions, but not much more than that. Their conversation is going nowhere fast and she doesn't want to be the person to pull the words out of someone else's mouth literally. She soon grows tired. 

         But just before she's about to call it an evening, she runs her eyes up and down his body. He may be boring, but he has a fit, attractive body. His muscles are easily detectable beneath the shirt and suit jacket and he has a beautiful face. Straight lines, dimples and plump lips with a pronounced Cupid's bow. A face that has just been shaven, all smooth and soft. He's polite. Neat and tidy. 

         But perhaps there's more to him than that? Something that might emerge without words? She thinks about the story Darko told her. 

         About the woman just wanted to fuck, no discussion or polite chit-chat. 

         She leans forward. 

         “What would you say if I suggested you would fuck me like crazy, hot and steamy, in the ladies' in a minute? No strings attached.”

         She observes how his eyes turn insecure. Is she crazy? Is she having him on? How is he supposed to react? She doesn't say another word, just wait for his reaction. Make or break, it doesn't really matter now. She's passed the point of no return. 

         “Sure.”

         About ten minutes later, the mirror is steaming up, her breasts are dangling over the sink and time and time again, he thrusts his gorgeous cock inside her pulsating pussy. She's hot and he's hard. He's enormous and his cock can just about fit inside her. He strokes saliva all over it to get a smoother sliding motion. And now, inside her, he puts all his force into the thrusts and builds up the rhythm between the two of them. He doesn't say a word and right now, she's not the slightest bit interested in words. Feeling his cock inside of her makes her alive again. Makes her reconnect with her emotions. Getting 100% pleasure out of a man's body, his Adonis, his deft hands and moves. He has the ability to create complete rapture. Friction is building up between his torso and her buttocks. His throbbing erection deep inside of her makes her gasp. 

         She is enjoying this. She loves every minute of it. 

         Immense climax, not just once but thrice. She cums hard in orgasms that make her forget time and space, and she is ecstatic. She loves every single particle of his body and of her own, the symbiosis between them, the combination of two hungry bodies. Two sexes that seek receive and give. 

         *

         “You simply have to meet John.” Sarah's words. 

         “I don't think it sounds like we've got much in common, do you?” Vanessa answers. 

         “Not in the slightest!” Sarah agrees. 

         “But you still want me to meet him?”

         “He's an amazing shag, just like you are, Vanessa.” 

         “Just like I am?”

         Vanessa gives her colleague a sceptical look. 

         “Yes,” Sarah winks at her. “I've heard lots about him and now he's newly divorced, horny, on the prowl.”

         “But how am I supposed to contact him?” Vanessa replies. “I can hardly just phone him up and ask if we should… fuck.”

         The words feel strange in her mouth. It's not like her to be that forward and pushy, to help herself to whatever she wants and to be frank and open about the fact that she wants sex. It doesn't sit well with her. 

         “Do it,” Sarah says with a determined voice. 

         “Just call him up and tell him I want his body?”

         “Yes.”

         So, despite her doubts, the very next evening, John visited her in her house. He shags her and then spoons her from behind, her back touches his stomach and chest. He presses his body against hers, kisses the back of her neck, her shoulders and her mouth. He carefully varies the intensity and where he places them. Sometimes they are long, drawn-out affairs and sometimes faster and hungrier. John confidently anchors his cock against her, then inside her and touching her innermost spot. He is cocky if you pardon the pun, and he's got every right to be. He makes her cum again and again. It is blissful. So goddamn amazing. His deft moves, without as much as a flicker of hesitation, make her feel complete, free and radiant. 

         Just as she thinks to herself that things can't get any better than this, he says:

         “Fancy a licking?”

         She doesn't reply, just lies back and spreads her legs wide apart. She loves a good licking. Vanessa closes her eyes and waits for the wicked, never-ending pleasure that will come when he wraps his lips around her clitoris. When he does, her satisfaction is complete. Everything is perfect. The tongue is confident. The kisses are confident. Total concentration as he varies fast moves with deep lingering moves and playful, cautious flicks with the tip of his tongue. He knows exactly what to do and when to make her hunger for more, relish the sensation, longing, yearning and his sensual touch is heavenly. 

         This is the point when she cums, with her legs slung over his shoulders and back. His mouth and face are safely ensconced between her thighs as she cums in an almighty orgasm and his face is covered in the satisfied pussy juice that he has caused. He is soaked. She with her pussy and her immense, wild pleasure is to blame. 

         When John and Vanessa say their goodbyes that evening, she immediately drops Darko a line. She tells him about her evening and Darko encourages her with more questions and hopes to find out more. Vanessa tells him a lot, but not quite everything. Sexual excitement flurries around in her body. She does like Darko, likes him a lot and their extraordinary bond too. 

         *

         When Friday comes, she has a whole week with the kids lined up. She does everything that's expected of her and everything she wants to do for them and with them too. They go on little outings together, visit the swimming baths, go for long walks and go to a local game store to buy what Tim has been looking forward to for weeks and weeks. She takes Tiffany to the stables and stays to watch her daughter ride, which is a weekly activity for Tiffany. They make pancakes, eat ice cream in front of the TV, watch a film together. On top of that, she prepares mid-afternoon snacks, does the laundry, folds the clean clothes and puts them away in the wardrobes, puts the right outfits out for the next school day, tidies the house, cleans the house, goes grocery shopping, cooks dinner, lays the table, clears the table, loads the dishwasher and unloads it too. She takes the children to school, chats briefly to their form teachers to make sure her kids are doing okay at school. Keeps an eye on them, cares for them, is there for them. 

         At work, she talks to her colleagues about what she and the children will do together, what they've been up to and what they haven't gotten around to yet. Like any ordinary woman and mother, she talks about what people around her expect her to talk about. This doesn't bother her at all. She's very comfortable in this role. They natter about recipes, TV programs, clothes, chores and their to-do-lists. She has strategic planning meetings and talks about work, she works hard and finishes her day at the office before she drives home to greet her children with love, care and attention. And a scrumptious, nourishing dinner too. 

         This is, in more ways than one, a double life. Two lives that are in stark contrast to each other. One week a mum and the other week a hungry, horny woman. The wild cat that helps herself to whatever she fancies. 

         When the children leave, she's all alone about, but nowadays she doesn't struggle to fill her time. She knows how to live, knows how she wants to lead her life. She will carry on like the week before last. She's surer than ever that she will want to carry on where she left off last week. 

         She starts by giving Darko a call. 

         “I have to tell you about something crazy that happened the other day,” Darko says. “I can hardly wait to hear your reaction on this.”

         “Tell me,” Vanessa replies with an eager voice.

         “I start writing to this woman,” Darko carries on. “It didn't take long for us to get flirty and dirty with each other and she really turned me on. I got so horny that I…”

         “…Didn't wait to get to know her before you met up?” Vanessa fills in the gap before Darko has time to get his words out. 

         “Like I generally do,” says Darko. 

         “But you did meet up?”

         “Yes, we met. She rode me like a maniac, so hard and so fast. It was gorgeous and I nearly came while I was inside her.”

         “Didn't she want you to wear a condom?” Vanessa asks. 

         “She said she was totally against contraceptives, but I did have time to pull out. Thank goodness! Just imagine if I hadn't.”

         “You're playing with fire, Darko. You have to be more careful next time.”

         “Well, that's not the craziest bit about it...”

         “It isn't?”

         “No, because I'm going to a parents' evening a few days later and just guess what happens next.”

         “She works at the school?” Vanessa is gobsmacked.

         “She's my daughter's new form teacher.”

         “You're kidding?”

         “I did tell you it was crazy.”

         Vanessa continues her quest for pleasure, for great sex, for interesting men that know how to satisfy her in the best possible way. She's relishing these experiences and isn't looking for a relationship. At least nothing serious. Has no interest in anything but their cocks, their arms, their touch, their bodies rhythmically grinding against hers. She loves it and is having a blast. 

         Eric is much younger than her. They meet on Sunday. He's not long out of high school and at first, this makes her hold back and she tells him she's so much older and perhaps this isn't quite right. She contemplates this and scrutinises the situation. She's about to stop writing to him, but as he keeps on telling her, again and again, that he really wants to meet her, she decides to give him a chance. He's only twenty and she's pushing forty, but they do meet up and he's very frank with her. He certainly doesn't mince his words. 

         “I want you.”

         She's touched. Unsure. Can she do this? Should she? Is she allowed to?

         “Are you sure this is what you want?”

         “Absolutely.”

         They both take great pleasure in exploring each other's bodies. He's not as experienced as the others, that much is obvious, but she finds this charming. The fact that he doesn't have the same experience as she does is also enticing. He takes her like a debutant, with great desire, a strong will and intense curiosity. A boy that has just turned adult has come of age and has now realised that everything is within his grasp. The world is his oyster. So much to do, so much to learn, so much he doesn't want to miss out on. He is very generous and a kind-hearted spirit, and if she can she give him any little bit of that, show him what life could be like, then she wants to do that for him. 

         She's lying on her back and he's on top. He runs his chest across hers, while he's kissing her with a very lively, spirited tongue. His cock is big and he is very horny, so when he fucks her with a cock that thrusts and thrusts, he soon squirts young, forbidden sperm all over her tummy. 

         Vanessa smiles. She smiles because she's enjoying this, enjoying having sex and enjoying this new life that has opened up to her. Everything is just right. 

         She carries on dating this week, her lonely week without her children, her week as a singleton. She meets one man after the other. Different ages, different locations. She makes love to them and they make love to her. It doesn't matter how exciting or uninteresting their lives are, how much they've done with their lives and what that might be, what they do for a living, it's all irrelevant. What experiences, visions, dreams or views they have; what thoughts or fears they might harbour. Or favourites for that matter. All she wants is to explore their bodies. Their yearning, beautiful, horny bodies. She wants to be with them, wants their cocks, wants their tongues and lips. She wants their sperm, their moaning and groaning, their panting and gasping. Their orgasms. But their words are not necessary, because she's not looking for a relationship. She's on a quest of exploration. She wants to discover their bodies as much as her own. Discover her life, her identity and Vanessa, the old Vanessa from way back when. She's delighted that this old Vanessa is back. She doesn't want to lose her again. Not this time. She wants her to stay within, be with her, leave her there and let her live. 

         So she carries on with her double life, which suits her to a T. 

         Darko calls one evening when she's not expecting him to. She's all alone, it's Monday night and she is feeling restless. She hasn't got any plans and not sure what to do.

         “Hi, I'm in town. Fancy meeting up?”

         She doesn't hesitate, not even for a second. 

         “You've got my address.”

         
            Malin Edholm
      

            A Wet Midsummer Night's Dream
      

         

      

   


   
      
         I arrive at the house the day before Midsummer night's eve. Midsummer, the only holiday worth celebrating. A celebration in the name of nature, rebirth, fertility and love. A festival for all of us. Everyone is here. We are a big group of friends that includes both couples and singles, something that is remarkable at our age. We have bought food and drinks, and we are spending the weekend in a big cabin, it's more like a house. The big and yellow wooden house with huge windows and white crochet curtains is hidden away in the forest.

         It is far away from the closest neighbour. The grass around the house is green and hasn't been cut for a while. Wildflowers grow here and there in the grass, and it makes it look like the lawn belongs to the forest. The house is paradise on Earth, and I’ve come here every summer for as long as I can remember. It is a hot day, not warm like southern Europe but hot in a pleasant and crisp way. The cabin is reflected in the quiet lake, the sauna float bobs on the surface, and the forest holds its breath in anticipation. My body fills with expectation and happiness when I help unload the car.

         One of my favourite couples, Fredrik and Sofia, are standing in the yellow 70s kitchen with its wornout countertops and linoleum floors. It probably sounds strange to have an ideal couple, but they are always so genuine and including. Both of them are tall and beautiful, and it is almost like they have merged into one single person. They are so comfortable with each other, and they give me their undivided attention when they ask me how I am or how I am doing at work. They touch my arm and smile at me in a way that makes me warm and slightly embarrassed.

         I have always distanced myself from them because I am scared of how they make me feel and how my body seems to react when I am close to them, but now I am only being discrete, and I do my best not to force myself on them. They talk cheerfully as they put our groceries away and I check so that everything we will need for the weekend is there. I do it mostly to keep myself occupied while I check out David, who is putting the dry food away in a cupboard. He reaches for the top shelf, and I can see his abs when his t-shirt slides up.

         When this happens, I want to walk over to him and comb my fingers through the hair that grows from his bellybutton. He sees that I am staring at him, and he smiles at me. When he raises one of his eyebrows and gives me an amused and challenging look, my body reacts in an almost comical way. My knees wobble, and I can't stop myself from licking my lips. I look down at my shoes for a moment before my eyes wander back to him. From his fit ass to his cropped hair.

         My stomach fills up with butterflies when he looks at me again. I clench my jaws and salivate as if I was hungry. I want to eat him. There and then I decide that I will do just that. No more hesitation, I will stop being a coward, and I won't wait for him to take the initiative. I completely forget about the plate in my hand, and as I stand there, staring at his tanned body that I want to eat vanilla ice cream from, I promise myself to dare. At least for the weekend.

         I go for a walk to soak up the beauty of the forest once again. The silence. Greatness. The birches, pine trees and firs. The moss is taking over the forest floor. The marches that you have to look out for. The mosquitoes that bite me and take my blood. The untouched wilderness that is so hard to find nowadays but that exists here in this small spot that looks just like a romantic nature painting. I touch the trees with the palm of my hand as I pass them. I cut myself on some of the sharper tree trunks, but the connection that I feel makes my body bubble.

         The sound of the forest and the birdsong follows me like a friend. I enjoy being lonely out here, and I embrace the solitude before I need to go back and join the party. I reach a creak and carefully walk down the rocks that lead down to it. I scoop up the clear and turquoise water in my hands and drink it. The water is cold, and my hands go numb, but I keep them there. I don't want to pull them out of the beautiful water that has managed to get here from the mountain. I quickly pull my light summer dress over my head and step into the cold water.

         Standing there, I let my hands wander over the goosebumps covering my frozen body, and I feel my soft curves. My hands roam over my collarbones, my breasts and my stomach before I reach my hairy pubic mound. There I stand, naked and free, and I move my hand back and forth over my clitoris. A thought has been growing in my mind lately, a theory about nature as a living mechanism, as an entity to worship. We would all be dead without nature, we all know that, but still, we don't live by that truth.

         What I feel now is a physical and robust need for nature, a desire to be close to nature. My body has started to react differently to nature lately. It is taken over by an everpresent horniness. I want to throw myself naked into nature, become one with the trees, the earth and the grass. There is so much that I desire, and I don't know what it is I need. I only know that I will try, try to let go. Try to find the magic. And with the last movement of my hand and a sigh of relief, I am one step closer to that magical world.

         I love the way my body feels when I get out of the water. It stings and tingles as the heat returns to it. I will try to remember this feeling. It grounds me, and I need all the calm I can get if I want to become a flirty and brave person. A person that takes the initiative and grabs what she wants. First, David.

         We are sitting on the dock, alone and quiet. We hear the noise from the dinner party in the distance and it makes the setting even more perfect. The smell of barbecue, the ultimate scent of summer, still tickles my nose. The forest around us is reflected in the dark water. I let my legs swing over the side of the dock, dip them in the water and create little ripples on the surface. It looks like all the magnificent trees around the lake are dancing. The sky is pale and light blue, and the sun is low in the sky. A family of ducks swims in the distance and the mosquitoes buzz like crazy.

         David looks at me and the tension between us is palpable, so I take a deep breath and place my hand on his thigh. I feel how his muscles tense from my touch, how they make my hand move, and how goosebumps appear under the soft hairs underneath the palm of my hand. I lock eyes with him, let my hand wander in underneath his shorts and close it around his erection. He looks at me with huge eyes and moans. I move my hand up and down his stiff cock, and I can feel his veins and the soft tip of it.

         I moan when I feel him in my hand. It gives me a feeling of power that takes over my entire body. I keep stroking him while looking into his eyes, and I enjoy how shocked he is by my straightforwardness. I lean forward and kiss his plump lips as I slowly pull down his denim shorts. The dock feels hard underneath my knees when I get up and straddle him with gracious precision. When I gently lower my body down over his erection, and he enters my wet pussy with ease, he swears from surprise and excitement. I left my panties in my suitcase up in my room.

         My short dress falls over us, and I move my body slowly up and down. The kiss deepens, and we are still looking at each other. It is all so raw and intense, and it makes me want to laugh. Instead, I squeeze him even harder inside of me, and I slowly grind against his body until I reach climax in just a couple of minutes and scream out my pleasure. He cums shortly after me, and he holds my hips in a tight grip until he stops shaking. He looks at me with sleepy and dreamy eyes.

         “Wow. Just, wow.”

         I smile and kiss him on the nose. When I stand up, there is blood on his cock and my thighs. The penetration must have triggered my period. Now I let the laughter out, and then I take off my dress and stand there naked in front of him for a couple of seconds. I let him admire my curves before I dive into the water and let it rinse my body. The water feels like velvet against my skin, crisp and refreshing. He follows my example, and as we lie there in the water, Veronica, Charlotte and Trude join us.

         I watch their naked bodies from the surface as they undress and jump into the warm and pleasant water. The thought that they might have heard us sends a shiver down my spine, and I am ready for another orgasm. The fact that they probably saw us having sex and then came down to skinnydip with us drives me crazy and sends jolts of electricity through my stomach and into my arms, legs and vagina.

         Trude and Charlotte have been together for a couple of years now, and they quickly find each other in the water. It almost feels like I shouldn’t watch them as their intimacy is so full of love, which makes it even more tempting. They are the complete opposites of each other, and they complement each other beautifully as they embrace each other against the ladder. Veronica is floating a bit further out, and she is looking up at the light sky that would be covered in stars if it was any other time of the year or if we were anywhere else in the world.

         Here, the midnight sun keeps the stars away. I swim over to her, and we take each other's hands. Her hair floats around her like an orange feather, and she looks like an angel. Holding hands with her feels so natural. We lie close together, listening to the sounds of kisses and bodies bobbing in the water, enjoying the summer night.

         When we get out of the water and walk up the hill that leads to the house, we are met by an empty dinner table.

         “Goodnight”, I whisper when I walk past the few people that are still awake.

         Some of them play cards at the table in the living room, and some of them are relaxing on the brown leather sofa. They are all wearing cosy pyjamas or big hoodies over their fancier dinner outfits, and, at that moment, I realise how cold I am. David, Veronica and I continue up to my room. I am one of the few people in the house that has a double bed in my room, and we all get in under the big and soft duvet before we kiss and stroke each other to sleep.

         The morning dew covers the grass in the dawn. The day has come. Midsummer is here. I wake up before everyone else, the deck bathes in the sunshine, but it’s still chilly outside. Everything is quiet and peaceful. A bird sings in the distance, and the wind makes the trees move from side to side. There is not a single cloud in the sky, and it’s beautiful. I sit down in the grass, and it feels cold against the parts of my body that aren’t covered by my nightgown. The grass welcomes me, and I sink in it.

         If there is anything more amazing than days like these, a day with such natural and pure beauty, I would like to know what it is. The air feels extra easy to breathe today, and I fill my lungs until they reach their full capacity. It was a long time since they reached their full capacity. As I lie there in the green and wild grass, looking up at the sky, Torbjörn and Leo join me with cups of coffee in their hands. The scent of the coffee tickles my nostrils and makes my stomach growl.

         They sit down next to me, and we sit there in silence. I place my head in Leo's lap while he strokes my hair. The softtouch comes naturally. It is almost like our souls are quietly begging us to be intimate. To be close. His legs are hairy, and I track each hair carefully with my finger. The hairs on his legs remind me of the grass underneath me, growing at a slow pace and creating a soft and tangled mess. After a while, a physical longing to be touched even more grows in me. My vagina starts pulsating, and I feel the bulge in Leo's pants grow underneath me.

         As I lie there next to his erection, I throw a glance at his blushing face. Then I look at Torbjörn who has also picked up the sudden tension in the air. You can almost smell the horniness radiating from our bodies. We hear the others wake up in the house, a creaking door, a voice saying something to someone else that we can't hear because of the distance.

         “Come, let’s go and pick some flowers,” I suggest, and we get up and walk towards the field.

         We walk past some calm and grazing cows, and buttercup flowers grow in massive amounts all around us. Soon we stand in the middle of the field, and tall grass surrounds us. The cows are mooing sporadically, and the wind pulls slightly in our clothes. We start picking flowers to put in our hairs and to decorate the Midsummer pole with. We pick flowers of different kinds, size and colour but I can't relax. I can't enjoy the beautiful colours and the dreamy countryside until my body has been released from this tension.

         I feel my juices trickle down my thighs, my fingers itch, and my heart beats from desire. I don't want to disturb the fragile air with my words. I don't want to burst the bubble of spontaneity and destiny. Words are not necessary. Instead, I jump up on Torbjörn's back. He stands steady even if he is a bit surprised by my childish attack. He runs in a full circle, and I laugh and hold on to him. Then he falls over, and I end up underneath him. His eyes sparkle, and he spreads my thighs as he presses his erection against my wet panties.

         My body fills up with desire, a crazy desire that I have never felt before, not this intense and insatiable. I think about David and Veronica that I left in my bed. But my short moment of guilt disappears when Leo joins us in the grass. Two pairs of hands are now pulling my nightgown away from my thighs and over my stomach before they pull it off me. Even if it is a hot day, I feel a shiver down my spine and goosebumps cover my skin. I can feel each blade of the grass in every cell of my body.

         The sudden gust of wind makes my breasts tense up, and my nipples are pulsating in an almost painful way. They scream for someone's lips, and I arch my back to attract attention to them. The sun burns my exposed skin, and the wind cools it off. They both shower my naked skin with featherlight kisses. Torbjörn's beard scratches me in a delightful way. They take turns. They fight over the sighs of pleasure that leaves my mouth. I can't wait any longer, and their hands on my body aren't enough, they are teasing me. They are careful and gentle.

         Torbjörn stands in between my thighs, so it’s easy for me to pull his shorts down. I push my wet panties to the side, and with my legs around his hips, I pull him against me and welcome his cock in my wet pussy. I hold him there, wrap my legs tighter around his waist and start grinding against his body, up and down. I’m riding him. He is stuck, and I see how he relaxes and enjoys the fact that I am in charge. Leo keeps kissing my naked breasts as they slam into his face when I move my body against Torbjörn.

         With Leo's tongue against my satisfied nipple, I feel a sudden urge to feel a cock in my mouth, to taste it and to let my tongue play with its pulsating tip. I slow down a little so that I can focus, and then I pull Leo's shorts down. I find his stiff cock, and it slams against my mouth when I free it. I start by teasing the swollen tip of his penis with the tip of my tongue. His cock twitches by the touch so I grab it by the root with my hand, strokes his balls and licks him while my tongue circles around his tip. I twist my tongue and enjoy exploring his erection with it.

         I take him deeper in my mouth and spread his legs wider so that I can reach his balls and his perineum. I massage his buttocks the same way as Torbjörn massages mine. I tense my buttocks and move faster again as Torbjörn applies more pressure to my clitoris and circles it with his thumb. I don't know what to do with myself, my body trembles with every touch. I feel electric. As if all of my cells and all of my being is reaching climax. I give Torbjörn a little more space to move so that he can fuck me with more force while I meet his every thrust with my hips.

         He has a firm grip around my hips, and I have to adjust the pace in which I’m sucking Leo's cock to the rhythm of Torbjörn. I am close to an orgasm, and I change my focus to Leo to last a bit longer. I let my fingers explore Leo's ass, and I tickle his anus. He arches against my hand, and I let a finger slide in. With a moan that sounds almost desperate, he reaches over me and grabs Torbjörn. They kiss, and I feel Leo's cock pulsating in my mouth. I pull his cock out of my mouth with a wet popping sound and let him cum all over Torbjörn's stomach. And then I focus on my orgasm.

         When I cum, my muscular contractions trigger Torbjörn's orgasm, and he reaches his climax. When we are all done trembling, we lie there laughing in the grass, covered in dirt, sperm, pussy juices, sweat and blood. We laugh so that our stomachs hurt, and I feel my body ache after all the sex that I’ve been having over the last twentyfour hours. We finish picking the flowers, and I notice how Leo and Torbjörn seem to be thirsting for each other’s touch, somewhat embarrassed. I smile at how the two friends exchange sensual glances and move slightly awkwardly around each other.

         When we get back to the house, everyone is awake, and the preparations for the party has started. I see smiles and white teeth wherever I look, and everyone has a spring in their steps as they set the table and prepare for the party. The long table is covered in thick linen cloths, and I see plates with tiny blue flowers on them, beautiful crystal glasses and empty vases. I can smell the potatoes, salmon and pickled herring from the house. Birch tree branches are spread out as decorations, and our flowers will make everything look like a postcard.

         Our friends give us amused looks when we come back with the flowers and place them in the vases. None of them seems to judge us, and nobody is asking questions. Veronica walks up to me, kisses me on the cheek and stays close to me until I kiss her on the lips.

         “Thanks for a nice night”, she whispers into my ear, and she lets her lips linger there in a sensual way.

         “Thank you”, I say, slightly embarrassed that I just had sex with two other people. But then she shows me how to braid flowers and leaves into a perfect Midsummer crown, and I know everything is right between us.

         Everyone is standing behind their chairs, waiting for me as I walk out of the house. I stroll down the staircase, and what I see fills me with joy—the sun, the wind in the trees, my beautiful friends, summery food in abundance and the colourful wildflowers. I feel everyone’s eyes on me. It makes me feel like a sexy goddess in my paper-thin and see-through dress and the crown of purple, pink and blue flowers in my wavy hair. I get a funny feeling that I am a predator, a big cat or a reptile, watching my friends with my beautiful but dangerous eyes as I assess the situation.

         Everyone watches me see what I will do with my power. I walk slowly towards my chair; my dress blows in the wind like a cape. I look at everyone and smile at them, then I raise my glass to them and say: “Cheers to this Midsummer night's eve and to all the beautiful friends that have gathered here today. I also want to raise my glass to fertility, one of the main reasons we celebrate this holiday. But also, to my period that makes it possible for me to enjoy all this fantastic sex without worrying about the consequences. Here is to letting go of our inhibitions!”

         Everybody raises their glasses and laugh. The glasses make a beautiful sound when everyone cheers and the bubbly drink feels fizzy on my tongue and in my throat. It fills my empty stomach and warms it up as I wait for the fantastic Midsummer buffet. New potatoes with dill, salmon, pickled herring, pies, chives and a summery salad with nuts and pomegranate. And loads of strawberries, of course. I was in charge of the strawberries and, in my opinion, there can never be too many strawberries. My mouth is watering, and I fill my plate with food.

         My muscles are tired after the physical activities of yesterday and this morning and the food tastes like heaven. We eat, laugh, sing and talk for hours as the sun scares away the few clouds that appear in the sky. When the food is running out on the table, we sing even more songs about summer. We aren’t great singers, and sometimes we don't even know the lyrics, but the perfect day makes it all sound beautiful anyway. We sing traditional Midsummer songs, old Swedish songs and even some Disney songs for the heck of it.

         We sing every song we can think of, just for the sake of singing. Then we dance around the Midsummer pole. We have decided to remake the traditional phallic symbol into a vagina. Hand in hand, we dance around the vagina that is covered in leaves and flowers. We are all dressed in white clothes; dresses and suits that are full of stains from grass and wine by the end of the dancing.

         The afternoon goes by quickly, and we play party games and football, and I am pleased that nobody breaks any bones when we improvise some acrobatics. Everyone is satisfied, the laughter is contagious, and as the sun wanders lower on the sky. Our movements become slower, and our hands linger on each other's bodies longer and longer. Mouths that were talking up until now starts whispering and kissing. Wherever I look, new constellations of my intimate friends seem to appear.
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