
   [image: Cover: K is for Kismet - 10 Erotic Short Stories by B. J. Hermansson Katja Slonawski Malin Edholm Lisa Vild Chrystelle LeRoy Maya Klyde]


   
      
         
            B. J. Hermansson
      

            K is for Kismet
      

            10 Erotic Short Stories
      

         

         
            LUST
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            K is for Kismet - 10 Erotic Short Stories

             
      

            Original title: K is for Kismet - 10 Erotic Short Stories

             
      

            Original language: French
Cover image: Shutterstock
Copyright © 2023 B. J. Hermansson and LUST

             
      

            All rights reserved

             
      

            ISBN: 9788727084237

             
      

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
      

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            More than Friends
      

            Erotic short story
      

         

      

   


   
      
         Jackie gathered her long honey-colored hair in one hand and combed through the shiny, newly-cut ends before twisting it into a loose bun on top of her head.

         One lock remained free to caress her thin, tanned neck. I saw this, even though I was standing several meters behind her. She looked so fragile. Like the fall leaves that crunched beneath our boots when we walked down the street arm in arm just minutes ago.

         We were in H&M. It was hot inside. Jackie had taken off her woolen hat and stuffed it in her coat pocket. The dark grey collar of her coat lay heavily on her shoulders, making them look wider than they were. A generic pop song blasted from the speakers above. Something about someone who didn’t give a shit. Didn’t give a shit about all the stuff he’d done, didn’t give a shit about what everyone else thought, just as long as she could have him back. Apparently, their relationship was special. She sounded young. She would learn. The base was too heavy. Gave me a headache.

         I frowned, imagining Jackie’s naked back under the many layers. Between her shoulder blades, down to her lower back. I imagined running my fingers along that line, thought of the keys on a piano and hitting them one by one, from high to low and back again from low to high.

         Jackie turned around and smiled at me.

         “I found a really nice one,” she said.

         I fought my way through the racks to join her at her side. She was looking through a row of red dresses until she found one in the right size. It looked tight, but loose in the front and was made of some shiny material that definitely didn’t breathe well. I pictured myself in it, sweat stains everywhere, odd folds in odd places. I laughed out loud.

         “No way!” I said.

         “Why not?”

         I didn’t know how to answer so I just pulled a face. Jackie wouldn’t understand. She could eat whatever she wanted. She could digest an elephant and still squeeze into a size small.

         She could probably catch an elephant with her bare hands as quick and agile as she was. You could see all her muscles at work when she moved. If Jackie were running after the bus, she’d catch it. For one, she ran fast, but there’s no denying that no bus driver would intentionally leave without Jackie either. With her pink cheeks and little beads of sweat forming on her forehead, her coat fluttering behind her. No way.

         She tilted her head and placed a hand on my shoulder.

         “Louise. Stop that. You are beautiful. You are a goddess. This dress is lucky if it gets to come home with you. The little kids in Bangladesh who made it would get a raise if the factory owner saw you in it!”

         I couldn’t help but laugh. Which made Jackie laugh. And when Jackie laughed there was no going back. I took the dress and headed for the changing rooms.

         Jackie waited outside. I could see the lower half of her legs under the door. She collapsed against the wall, tired. Kept shifting the weight from one foot to the other as she hummed along with the music. A different song now, but pretty much the same one. My jeans dropped to my ankles, and as I stepped out of them, I wondered what she saw if she was looking under the door. My mousy socks, one of which had a hole in them so large that my big toe, with its weeks-old nail polish, poked through. I hadn’t shaved my legs in ages and in the bright light of the changing room, the little hairs were obvious. Dark and coarse against my pale skin.

         I pulled the dress over my head. I had to suck in my stomach and tug at it rather violently to get it over my hips.

         “Can I see you soon, please?” Jackie asked impatiently.

         I glanced at my reflection and looked away immediately. Jackie knocked on the door.

         “It doesn’t fit,” I said.

         She knocked again. This time she didn’t wait for an answer before joining me inside. Her eyes got big.

         “What are you talking about ‘It doesn’t fit’? Louise, you look like a million bucks. Why can’t you see that?”

         I pulled the dress over my head and threw it on the floor. Jackie picked it up. When I was dressed, Jackie took me by the arm and marched me to the register with the dress. I found myself pulling out my card and running it through the terminal.

         This was how it always went. Jackie did everything with such determination that I forgot to think for myself. She was so convincing. The world revolved around her; it always had.

         We’d known each other since we were kids. We went to the same preschool, same middle school, same high school. After graduation, we attended the same folk high school for theater. She had the lead part in the final play. I was on lights and costumes. We shared a room. Often, we shared a bed. It made me realize that I was in love with her and always had been.

          
      

         We sat down on a bench in the autumn sun. I held the bag with the dress tight against my lap like a pillow. Jackie leaned back and stretched out her legs. They were long and thin and covered in stockings too thin for this time of year. Even though she didn’t seem cold, I wanted to put my hands on her knees. I wanted to keep her warm.

         Her phone beeped and she pulled it out of her pocket, straightening as she read the text. She giggled.

         “You know, Peter?” she began.

         “Who?” I asked. It had only been six months since Jackie had ended it with Michael, who she’d been dating since high school. But in those six months, she’d been on so many Tinder dates I’d given up keeping track.

         “The lawyer. The old, rich one, remember?”

         I remembered something about sushi and champagne and a hotel suite with a view of all of Copenhagen. Morning sex in silky sheets.

         “What about him?” I asked.

         “He might come tonight,” she said.

         “To Johanna’s party?”

         Johanna was a mutual friend. She was turning thirty and had invited her closest 500 Facebook friends to celebrate in her two-bedroom apartment. I was supposed to wear the very dress I was still clutching tightly to my stomach.

         “Do you really think he’d enjoy that?” I asked. “Don’t you think he’s a little too… like… I don’t know, adult for that kind of thing?”

         Jackie shrugged. “Just because you’re old, doesn’t mean you’re boring.”

         “Didn’t you call him boring yourself?” I asked. “You said he was chubby, voted conservative and had those weird old peoples’ marks on his back.”

         “I’m not marrying him! He’s good at sex.”

         Jackie smiled into the distance.

         I wanted to cover my ears and ask for more details at the same time. I wanted her to repeat the story of how he’d pushed her up against the mirror in the elevator before the doors had even closed. Tell me how his huge hands had squeezed her butt and pulled at her dress like he wanted to tear it to shreds. How he’d stuck his tongue down her throat and pressed his body against hers, his dick against her lap.

         I wanted her to repeat how her body had left a greasy imprint on the mirror, tell me how he’d later licked her, hungrily, greedily, how he whispered into her ear that he was going to make her scream, and how she’d screamed when she came, just as he’d said…

         “Hello?” Louise? Are you listening?” asked Jackie.

         “No, sorry. I spaced out. What did you say?”

         “Food,” said Jackie and pointed at McDonald’s. “You want some?”

          
      

         I could hear the music from Johanna’s party down on the street. Two guys were sitting in her windowsill. They spotted me and yelled something I couldn’t hear. I waved at them and headed toward the stairs.

         The 58 square meters were being used to maximum capacity, and the whole place was full of smoke. Someone handed me a plastic cup of coke mixed with something that smelled strong, and I took it gratefully. I felt way too sober for this party and took a big sip as I pushed my way through herds of sweaty, bouncing bodies. I found Jackie and Johanna on top of the kitchen counter. They’d taken off their high heels and were dancing close together to a pop song. Jackie combed a hand through Johanna’s hair, and Johanna closed her eyes and moved with the music. Their bodies were like the last bit of smoke in an extinguished fire, twirling until finally being blown away by the wind completely.

         I waved up at them. They screamed when they noticed me and tried pulling me up on to the counter, but I waved my hands dismissively.

         “I’m not at that level yet,” I yelled.

         “Nice dress!” Johanna yelled back.

         “Thanks,” shouted Jackie. “I picked it out for her!”

         I looked around the room for someone a little more sober than Jackie and Johanna, but didn’t see anyone; I did see William though. I looked away quickly, hoping he hadn’t noticed me, but a couple seconds later, his hand was on my shoulder.

         “Hi!” he yelled. “Long time!”

         “Oh, my god! William! I didn’t know you were coming!”

         I gave him a fake smiled and a quick hug.

         “I think everyone from school is here,” he laughed. “Can you believe it’s been twelve years since we graduated?”

         “Time flies,” I said. “I’m just going to go get a drink…”

         But before I could escape, his hand was around my waist.

         “Don’t disappear on me again,” he said. “Where did you go last time?”

         I closed my eyes. “William, I… I just… It’s not that I don’t like you, but…”

         I stopped. It was that I didn’t like him. His long, bony body. He hadn’t changed a bit since we were among a sea of fifteen-year-olds being welcomed by the principle on our first day.

         William and I were perfect for each other. At least, that was the opinion of our classmates. Everyone just expected us to get together. I might’ve been blaming him for that; why did everyone think I belonged with this skinny, awkward nerd, who always laughed too loudly and too long at stuff that wasn’t even that funny? Was that how they saw me?

         I tugged at my red dress and cleared my throat. William’s hand slid to my back and came to rest on my lower back. His fingers were trembling a little. So was his voice when he leaned in and whispered:

         “I’ve thought about you a lot. I really want to. Right now. Do you want to go to your place?”

         “Um… William, that’s…”

         Out of nowhere, Jackie’s arm appeared and pulled me toward the counter.

         “You must be drunk enough now, Louise! It’s time for dancing!” she shouted.

         I smiled an apology at William and hurried after Jackie, who was heading for a table.

         It was the same song as the one in the dressing room. The one about the girl who didn’t give a shit. Who’d do anything for her man if only he’d stay.

         “I’m really happy I convinced you to get that dress,” Jackie said and pulled me up. “She ran her fingers down the fabric. “You look beautiful.”

         I smiled and leaned toward her. Her hands were tiny and soft. He nails were painted red, same color as my dress. She tried twirling and almost fell off the table, but I caught her in time. I placed my hands on her shoulders and let them travel down her arms, before holding her hips that swung from side to side. Her small steps brought her closer to me. Our noses touched. Her warm breath smelled like alcohol, and it made me drunker than the vodka coke I’d had.

         “William’s looking at you,” she said. “Do you want to hook up with him?”

         I shook my head.

         She laughed in an exaggerated way, throwing back her head. “Don’t lie, sweety. You’re going to fuck. You always do when you drink!”

         “Not always,” I said, but Jackie interrupted me.

         “Come on, let’s make out. That’ll drive him crazy.”

         Her soft lips were suddenly on mine. Her lipstick tasted expensive and luxurious. I wondered if she’d bought it herself or received it as a present. I felt the tip of her tongue, carefully licking my lips, and that’s when I stopped thinking anything. I just felt the pumping beat, and how our breasts touched. Hers were soft and round. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I felt her nipples through her shirt. Our stomachs touched. Our crotches…

         My labia were swelling. I took her hand and placed it on the lower part of my stomach. She laughed and let it slide further down. Caressing my pubic bone. I sighed.

         Someone was hooting. I’d forgotten we had an audience. But I didn’t actually care.

         I freed my lips to sing along with the song, not understanding why I’d found it so annoying earlier. I leaned back in toward Jackie, toward her hand, toward her sweet smell and soft hair that smelled like coconut and sunshine and tropical islands.

         When her phone vibrated in her pocket, I felt it against my thigh.

         She stopped moving, stepped back and read her text. Then she looked at me and screamed.

         “It’s Peter! He’s here!”

         “Now? Here? In Johanna’s apartment?”

         She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, jumped off the table and pushed her way through the apartment. I was left on the table, alone. I tried to keep dancing, but a new song had come on, one I didn’t know, and anyway I wasn’t drunk enough to dance by myself on a table.

          
      

         William threw his shoes in the middle of my hallway like he lived there. He knew the way into the bedroom. I pulled off my dress and lay down on the bed.

         “You’re so beautiful,” he moaned.

         “Oh, shut up,” I mumbled.

         “Huh?”

         “Nothing,” I said.

         He was fumbling with the condom. I switched off the lights.

         “Are you going to make me scream?” I asked. “Say you’ll make me scream.”

         He penetrated me. His hands squeezed my breasts awkwardly. “Um. You can scream now if you want,” he said.

         “Oh, shut up,” I mumbled again.

         Maybe he heard me this time. He didn’t reply. He just came, in a flat, pathetic way. Pulled a face like he was trying to squeeze out a soundless fart. That was it. It was over. He tied a knot on the condom and threw it on the floor, before kissing me on the cheek.

         “Twelve years, man. Twelve years since we graduated. Fuck,” he said.

         “You haven’t changed one bit,” I laughed.

         “I haven’t? You certainly have.”

         I pulled the covers up to my chin. “I have?”

         His face got red. “You’ve become a woman. I don’t know when it happened, but… You’ve become so beautiful, and soft, and…”

         “William. You do know we’re never going to be anything, right?”

         His laugh was oddly hollow. “I’m not an idiot, Louise.”

         “What do you mean?” I asked.

         “If you ask me, it’s about time you tell her. You’ve known her your whole life. That’s a fucking long time to be secretly in love with someone.”

         I rolled my eyes. “You don’t know anything. We’re friends, William. Just because we make out from time to time when we’re drunk, doesn’t mean I’m in love with her.”

         “Whatever.”

         William got up and started to dress.

         “You’re not staying?” I asked.

         He shook his head. “It’s a bit awkward to wake up next to someone who wished you were someone else.” He kissed me and went out into the hallway. I didn’t follow.

         Soon, I heard the door slam.

         I was twisting and turning, unable to fall asleep.

         It wasn’t that I was upset at what William had said. He’d said something similar several times before, actually. No, I couldn’t sleep because I knew that Jackie wasn’t either. She would be screaming into the night now. She’d be sitting on Peter, throwing back her head, getting just what she wanted.

         This Peter guy annoyed me. More than the other men in her life. He was so different than her. So different than me, than her, our friends. Different from the life we led. He gave her something new, something I couldn’t give her.

         He’d been waiting for her in the hallway. I’d jumped off the table and made my way toward them. He’d held on tight to his woolen hat and tried avoiding physical contact with the other guests. Like he was scared they’d rub off on his expensive jacket. He looked like an adult who’d been forced to join a child in a playhouse. An adult who had to bend down and sit awkwardly with his too-long legs in too little space and pretend he liked the sand cake he was offered.

         But even though he was the one out of place, the rest of us were the ones who looked wrong. Too drunk, too unattractive, too happy. We were celebrating a 30th
          birthday, making out with each other, feeling each other up and vomiting on each other, as we had done every weekend since we were fifteen. It was embarrassing.

         With my eyes, I followed their backs out the door. His hand was on her lower back.

         I wondered if he laughed at us when he helped her into the car. Shaking his head at us? And what did she do? Did she defend us, or did she laugh at our absurdity?

         I licked my finger and put it between my legs while I imagined him putting his hand on her thigh as he reversed the car. His hands in black leather gloves. His coat collar up.

         Was the car radio on? Some low jazz music maybe. The bright light in the car, the heat, the soft leather seat that she sank into as the cold September night rushed by her window. Empty streets. One or two bikes. They caught bits of beats and drunk people yelling as they drove past one party after another. People sitting in windows. People dancing to forget, kissing to forget, fucking to forget. All the people who wished they didn’t give a shit. But really, they wanted someone who wanted someone else, who wanted someone else. I bet you could put all the broken hearts of Copenhagen on a string, and it would surely make its way past Frederiksberg where Peter lived.

         She probably felt safe there, I thought. In his car, which he parked in the basement parking lot before guiding her to his apartment. She wouldn’t be drunk anymore. She was sharp when she sat on his couch and he handed her a drink. Not coke and bad vodka. Something that actually tasted good. Something she savored as he leaned over and nibbled her neck. I bit my lip and moved my finger to my clit. He took her drink, helped her out of her dress, squeezed her breasts, caressed her stomach, moaning deeply through his grey beard. A moan that was more like a sigh because he couldn’t comprehend how beautiful Jackie was, how overwhelming.

         I put a finger into my opening – two fingers – as I imagined how he slowly lowered himself over her, and slowly, very slowly, penetrated her. Her brow furrowed, just a single line, that told the story of how she was about to implode completely until there was only her scream left. A scream that tore through the night, made cracks in the darkness so that a white light made its way into Peter’s apartment, blinding them…

         I screamed as I came.

         I rolled over and fell asleep.

          
      

         Jackie swirled the wooden stirrer around in her latté as she watched the traffic outside the café. It had been raining all morning and rain splashed onto the sidewalk whenever a car passed like small tidal waves.

         The foam heart in her glass disappeared little by little. Turning into a shapeless thing. One of those ink blots psychologists want their patients to comment on. My brow furrowed as I considered what to say. Jackie licked the foam off the stirrer.

         “So, you and William, huh?” she said.

         I took a large bite of my croissant and mumbled something unintelligible.

         “What a surprise!” she laughed. “Isn’t it about time you two made it official?”

         “Made what official?” I asked.

         “You’re practically dating,” she said and started counting on her fingers. “I think you’re going on fifteen years now.”

         “We’re not dating,” I said.

         “You sure act like you’re dating every time you get drunk,” she said. “Which is, like, half the time.”

         “He’s not my boyfriend and he never will be.”

         Jackie raised her eyebrows and put up her palms. “Relax, I’m joking.”

         I took a deep breath. “He’s never going to be my boyfriend because I’m in love with someone else.”

         “What?! You’re in love? Why haven’t you told me?”

         She was beautiful. Even hungover. More beautiful than usual. Her hair was greasy, she had bags under her eyes, dry lips that smiled a sneaky smile. Jackie was like a leather jacket or a pair of Levi’s 501s. She could be worn. But she never looked bad. Rock n’ roll through and through. She’d lived and you could tell from looking in her red eyes. Her face was like a movie. A movie about all the beautiful things out there that the rest of us missed. She took it all and devoured it.

         “Hello? Who?” she asked. “Who are you in love with, Louise?”

         I opened my mouth and closed it again. I looked at the crumbs on my plate and picked up a little bit of croissant. I’d been so close to confessing my feelings many times before, but something always stopped me. I licked my lips and parted them again. My tongue moved to say the word You. But Jackie’s phone made a loud aggressive beep.

         “One second,” she said and read the text. Her cheeks colored and she giggled.

         I swallowed the You. Chased it with the rest of my juice. Jackie practically never giggled. She never blushed. I didn’t like it. It didn’t suit her. She looked younger and more naïve.

         “It’s Peter,” she giggled. “He says that… No, I can’t say it out loud!”

         She pulled a face and showed me her phone.

         I skimmed Peter’s novel of a text. It centered around his dick. How hard it got when he thought of Jackie. Where he wanted to put it, and what he wanted her to do with it.

         “Aha,” I said. “And what are you going to say?”

         It beeped again, still in my hand. Peter had sent a picture. Of said dick. Which, yes, was hard. I was so taken aback that I dropped the phone on the floor.

         “Careful!” hissed Jackie. She swore under her breath and wiped her phone on her sleeve as if she could rub away the new crack it had just gotten.

         “Dick,” I said. “I’m sorry, Jackie. But a dick popped up, and I wasn’t expecting it…”

         Jackie rolled her eyes at me. “I know that an adult man’s dick is a bit of an alien thing for you, but that’s not a good reason to bust up my phone. Fuck’s sake.”

         “What does that mean?” I asked.

         You’re always acting so fucking jealous! It’s not my fault you only have William’s sorry little sausage to bring you comfort.”

         “Hey!”

         “Can you even feel him when he’s inside of you? Perhaps that’s why you like it? Why you can stand screwing him when you clearly can’t stand him?”

         My chair overturned behind me when I got up. The café went quiet. Everyone was craning their necks to see what was going on. I didn’t care.

         “Fuck you, Jackie!” I screamed. I grabbed her glass and poured what remained of her latté over her head. “Fuck you, you asshole! It’s you! You whom I’m in love with! And I have to hear about all the random Tinder dates you fuck every weekend. I don’t want to hear any more about Peter´s money, or Peter’s dick, and I really don’t want to see pictures of Peter’s dick. Do you get that?”

         I couldn’t hear the bell above the door ring over the loud traffic as I stormed out of the café. I have no idea if Jackie shouted something at my back. I wished the traffic could also drown out my thoughts, but they were bright like neon letters in my mind, and loud in my ears like someone was pointing a megaphone into my ear, shouting them.

         Our friendship. The friendship we’d been building for most of our lives. The friendship I had just thrown out the window. That friendship was ruined. There was no fixing it.

          
      

         I wandered restlessly around my apartment. Paced from room to room, biting my nails, tearing at my hair. Sat down. Got back up. Boiled water for tea and forgot about it. I thought about texting her. Calling her. But I didn’t know what to say. And whether her phone was broken.

         I looked out the window, watched the clouds flying by, the darkness coming nearer and nearer.

         I listened to my heart, which beat way too fast. To my stomach, which made noises.

         I listened to You, You, You as it repeated itself in my mind like an annoying pop song.

         There was a knock on the door.

         I saw her through the hole. I saw her wet hair and clothes and realized it was raining. Thundering. I opened the door just wide enough that she could see half my face.

         “What?” I asked.

         “Hey,” she said. “Can I come in?”

         I tried looking like I didn’t care either way. I raised my eyebrows, but stepped back to let her in. She stopped in the hallway, the water running off of her, down onto my carpet. My own beautiful rainy cloud.

         “Do you want a towel?” I asked.

         “No,” she said.

         “No?”

         “I just…” She spread her arms wide.

         “Just what?”

         “Are you going to pay for it?”

         “Pay…?”

         “Yes, it’s insanely expensive to get your screen fixed.”

         “There’s a shop close by that does it pretty cheap,” I said.

         “Yeah, but they just replace it with a second-hand screen. Or replace the whole phone with cheaper materials and keep the original Apple parts to sell or whatever, I don’t know!”

         “Get your rich boyfriend to pay.”

         “Fuck you,” she said.

         “Or do you have to suck his dick first?”

         “Fuck you,” she repeated.

         For a moment we just stared at each other. Her face looked sharper than usual in the harsh hallway light. Harsher and less compromising. I closed my eyes and saw how much it had changed throughout the years. Her soft childhood cheeks slowly disappearing. Time had given her a wrinkle between her eyebrows. A decisive line, a worried line. I wanted both to watch it grow even deeper and to make it disappear.

         Her face had changed. Yet her face was the same. Her eyes flickered. Her eyes blue. Clear and sparkling like crystals. The thunder rumbled outside. Water dripped from Jackie’s ponytail and landed on the floor.

         She kissed me. Grabbed my neck and buried her fingers in my messy hair. She pressed her lips hard against mine. Her tongue glided over my teeth, making its way into my mouth. Her nose touched my cheek. Her skin was cold and wet. I pulled off her jacket and it fell to the ground. She kicked off her shoes. We half walked; half ran to my bedroom. She pushed me onto the bed.

         “Fuck you,” she whispered.

         She got on top of me. Her ponytail caressed my cheek.

         My sheets got dark where her wet hair made contact. I have no idea what we were doing. Were we fighting or making love? I shoved her off me and got on top. I pulled of her shirt and held her arms so she couldn’t move. Her chest rose and fell. Her little pink nipples were hard. There were goosebumps on her breasts. I touched her naked skin.

         “You have no idea how many times I’ve dreamed of doing this,” I said.

         “Yes, I do,” she said.

         She sat up and kissed me. She flipped me around and touched my back all the way down to my butt-cheeks and back up again. From high to low. Low to high.

         “I know exactly how many times you’ve dreamed of this. Because I’ve dreamed it too.”

         She parted my legs. Pulled down my panties. Sat on her knees at the end of the bed and stared into my most private place. She caressed my pubes. She smiled when she felt how wet I was. She ran a finger along my labia and put her finger to her lips. Looked me in the eye as she licked it. Tasted me. She buried her face in my crotch. Licked greedily. As a child, Jackie was the type to lick the bowl clean. Now, I was the one she licked clean. Devoured even. She made me scream. She placed a hand on my stomach, feeling it vibrate, feeling my scream, rising from somewhere deep within me, like an avalanche, until my scream drowned out the thunder as the rain whipped against my window.

         We stayed in each other’s arms all night. Arms and legs entangled. I didn’t know where I stopped and Jackie began. It stopped raining. The stars were shining brightly. The sun rose and painted everything pink.

         Jackie sighed and hid her face in her hands.

         “What?” I asked.

         “It’s just… Think of all the years we’ve wasted,” she said.

         “Wasted?” I asked.

         “All those years we’ve secretly loved each other. Think of all the Tinder dates I’ve been on instead of lying here with you.”

         I smiled. “But think of all the time we can spend here now instead of going on Tinder dates.”

         “It will be lovely. But now!” Jackie said and sat up. “Now, we’re getting up!”

         “Wait, what? Why?”

         “There are things to be done, dresses to be bought!”

          
      

         The doors of H&M glided open and we stepped in, hand in hand. The salesclerk smiled at us.

         “Need any help?” she asked.

         “No, thank you. We got it,” said Jackie.

         She dragged me to the nearest rack and found two of the same golden dress. She held them out and looked at me. I nodded.

         We tried them on, and they fit us both perfectly. It looked nice around my hips and breasts, which Jackie had caressed and kissed just a few hours earlier. I looked the same as the last time I was here, but I felt different. I felt invincible. Beautiful. The speakers were playing a love song, and I couldn’t help but sing along. Jackie danced in front of the mirror in the dressing room. I didn’t even consider whether I should say it out loud or not. The words just flew out of my mouth:

         “Fuck you, Jackie. Fuck you, I love you!”
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            Such a Precious Treasure
      

         

         “Hello, how's the hunting going?”

         I hear a male voice behind me.

         This morning the beach is almost deserted. The only humans in sight are the antique coin hunters who scour the miles of sand along the Arabian Sea with their mostly makeshift detectors. Sometimes children follow them, fascinated by the myth of a treasure hunt. The sky is clear blue near Mumbai; the sea waves roll on the shore.
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