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         “You’d think a man with a scarf fetish would know how to handle a tie…”

         Ripping his eyes from the task at hand, he looked me straight in the eye through the mirror, not even a hint of a smile on his lips. He was in a right mood, something that very rarely occurred, his normally impeccable manners had flown out the window.

         “Blah, blah, blah scarf fetish,” he muttered and turned his gaze back to his own reflection. “I don’t have a scarf fetish.”

         “Sure. Whatever you say.” I winked at him.

         He glared at me again, still struggling with the thin black tie around his neck.

         “As a matter of fact, there’s a huge difference between scarves and ties, you know. And bow ties. Or cravats, mind you.”

         He took a deep breath, and I could tell that he was about to embark on a lengthy exposition of the distinctions between different types of neckwear. It wasn’t easy holding back the giggles bubbling from the pit of my stomach up through my throat. Not easy at all. And before he even opened his mouth to start mansplaining, I failed miserably. I burst into laughter.

         He huffed, and for the umpteenth time undid his tie in order to start over.

         Silencing myself with a hand over my mouth but grinning behind it, I studied him in the mirror. His charcoal shirt was still smooth and crisp but if this farce continued much longer, I suspected he would have to change it as it would inevitably be rumpled by his increasingly violent struggle with the tie. His quiff was on point though, I had to give him that. Perfectly combed, yet fashionably ruffled. What he lacked when it came to tie tying, he sure made up for with his hair styling skills.

         “Oh, for fuck’s sake!” He let go of the tie again and stared at his own reflection with exasperation and despair in his eyes. So he had turned to swearing. Time to deal with the situation then.

         “Undo it,” I told him and left the bathroom. I quickly found what I was looking for and walked back in.

         “Let me help you,” I said while putting my Uptown pumps on.

         He watched me in the mirror, and I could swear I heard him gasp as I bent over to adjust the straps properly. We were the exact same height barefoot. His heels – the tango shoes as I teasingly called them – made him an inch or so taller than me but when I stepped up behind him, those impossibly high Louboutains enabled me to almost look down on him when our eyes met in the mirror.

         “Calm down. Now, how do you want me to sort out this poor excuse of a knot? Windsor? Half Windsor? Maybe a Prince Albert?

         He stared at me with disbelief. “Prat.”

         “Pratt? Adventurous choice I must say.” I couldn’t help but smirk at him in the mirror.

         “Ha, very funny.”

         “Stop being so grumpy. Now, do you want my help or not?”

         “Fine.”

         He sighed, but I could feel his tense shoulders relax ever so slightly.

         I reached around his neck and undid the untidy mess his last attempt had ended in. I took his hands in mine, placed them on the tie and started doing it up. Half Windsor.

         “You know what this reminds me of?” I asked him, trying to change the subject and force him to talk to me.

         “What?”

         “Pretty Woman. You know when Julia Roberts sorts Richard Gere’s tie out? And talks about her grandfather?”

         He didn’t reply, but also didn’t stop me from guiding his hands when adjusting the tie. For a few seconds he let me be his puppet master before his hands stilled despite my movements.

         “You know what that reminds me of?” he asked.

         “What?”

         “Richard Gere fucking Julia Roberts.”

         He pulled his hands out from underneath mine with such speed that I almost lost my balance. Before I had time to react, his hands were gripping my wrists tightly, pulling them up above our heads. I’m not quite sure how he did it but without tangling up our arms, he spun around and suddenly we stood face to face, the tips of our noses almost touching, and I could feel his breath on my lips. It was ragged. I recognized the unsteady and uneven rhythm of inhale and exhale that signaled that the usually so Zen man in my life was horny. With a slight squint, his piercing blue gaze screened my body from head to toe. Brown strands of hair falling down over my left eye, the pearls dangling from my earlobes, the revealing, yet somehow still classy, cut of my neckline showing the exact right amount of cleavage, my tanned legs, the pumps. Then up again – a minuscule but obvious pause on my chest – to meet my eyes. When he pushed me a few steps back and up against the wall, I was prepared. Despite the force of his movements, I didn’t lose my bearings. I knew what he was doing, and I let him do it. When his lips claimed mine I willingly obliged. When he pushed his pelvis towards mine, I could feel his erection grow through the multiple layers of clothing. I couldn’t help rolling my hips ever so slightly.

         He kissed me as if he hadn’t kissed me in ages, when in fact my lips still stung from making out just an hour ago. He had to stand on tiptoe to reach my mouth and it made me giggle into his mouth.

         “Take them off,” he ordered.

         My smile widened. “I can’t”.

         “What?”

         “I can’t. I can’t undo the straps.”

         “What?” He stared at me, equal measures of annoyance and confusion on his face.

         I looked up at our hands. His grip on my wrists was still tight. The back of my hands pushed firmly against the wall. I was stuck.

         “Babe. You have two heads and it’s obvious which you’re currently thinking with. I have two hands, and both are currently useless.

         His smile widened as he pulled my hands so close together that he could hold them in place with just one of his. He may be a small man, but he has great command of his body and impressive strength and stamina. I would have to struggle to get out of his one-handed grip. Not that I wanted to. I was perfectly happy to be under his command.

         With his free hand, he loosened the noose around his neck and managed to wriggle the tie over his head. Seconds later the smooth silk loop was wrapped around my wrists and pulled tight. Tighter than handcuffs. He had to get up on his toes again to reach a towel hanger and fasten the tie around the top of it.

         “Let’s get those fucking shoes off.” He took a step back and got down on one knee.

         Grabbing my left foot roughly, he lifted it off the floor and put my toes on his thigh, leaving me hanging like a marionette from the ceiling. He didn’t look at my foot as he found the strap and undid it, as he ripped the shoe off and threw it over his shoulder making me giggle, as his hands trailed up my ankle, over my knee and up over my thigh letting ten slim fingers disappear under my skirt. He stared straight into my eyes. He didn’t flinch as he found and undid what I thought would be a surprise for later – the clips of my new garter belt holding 10 denier stockings in place. He just held on to my gaze. He smirked ever so slightly as he slowly rolled the stocking down my thigh, his fingertips caressing the skin he exposed. When he had eventually pulled a rolled-up ball of silk off my toes and threw it in the same direction he had disposed of my shoe, he put my foot back down on the floor. I expected him to start on the other foot but instead he stood up and gave me a second look-over. My lopsided posture with one naked foot flat on the floor and one still confined in a £700 stiletto sandal left me feeling exposed. A flicker of a shadow passed in his eyes and I nodded almost invisibly. One quick stride forward, one hand behind my neck pulling my head towards his, the other lifting my still booted right leg and wrapping it around his waist, and he kissed me again. Ferociously.

         His tongue quickly gained access to my mouth. Probing. Entwining with mine. He sucked on my lower lip and almost drew blood when he nibbled on it. His impossibly blue eyes hid behind smooth eyelids and fluttering, long eyelashes. I desperately wanted to touch him. Run my fingers through his hair and grab it, wrap my arms around his waist and grab his bum, pull him closer into our embrace. But I was stuck. He couldn’t make a tie look nice, but he definitely knew how to make it stay in place.

         “I want to touch you,” I panted in between kisses.

         “Too bad you’re tied up, babe,” he whispered.

         “Then touch me.”

         Still exploring my mouth with his tongue, and still holding on to my right leg, he let go of my neck. He trailed his fingers around it, down past my collarbone and, following the outline of my neckline, down towards my chest. The light touch of his caress mismatched his passionate kisses making my insides churn with desire and my heart swell with love. Even after years of being together, he still managed to surprise me with his skills. How he could turn sweet lovemaking into pure porn and back in just a second. How he could turn a rough fuck into a romantic moment with just a touch. How he had me completely wrapped around his little finger, and boy, did he know it.

         He traced the sweetheart neckline of my dress until he reached the middle of it, then continued his soft caress down the black fabric just between my breasts. My nipples hardened and I shivered. He broke the kiss and looked down as he turned to drawing an infinity sign around my tits. Up between them, around the right breast, up between them, around the left. Teasing and taunting and staring at his own finger. Then he started moving his hips. Circling them at the same speed and in the same manner as his finger. His cock gliding over my skirt just by my sex, circling to the right, going down and then up towards my core again. He moved smoothly as if he was dancing. I tried to meet his movement and match his pace. So he stopped. He pressed his trouser-clad cock hard against my belly and grabbed my right tit hard. Hard enough for me to flinch. He knew I didn’t mind him being a bit rough, but he still glanced at me, checking for consent.

         “Come on, baby. Touch me”, I begged. I wanted him to knead my tits, I wanted him to pinch my nipples, I wanted him to rub my clit. I craved his touch on the most sensitive parts of my body.

         He decided to take pity on me and pushed his hand down my cleavage, grabbing my breast inside my bra and reaching for my nipple. He smiled at me when he found the hardened bud and began rolling it between his thumb and his index finger.

         “I love your tits,” he whispered.

         “So do I,” I panted, a cheeky grin spreading over my mouth.

         He threw his head back as he laughed at my sass.

         “Filth.”

         “Look who’s talking!” I taunted.

         “You call this filthy? Oh, baby, this is far from filthy. This is plain old vanilla,” he retorted.

         “Screw vanilla,” I giggled, and once again pushed my pelvis towards his, trying to rub my sex against his. Dry humping is an excellent form of foreplay and he has made me cum many times by just rubbing himself against me. This time he didn’t pull away. He met my hips and finally relieved some of the frustration inside me.

         He let go of my breast, put his hand on my hip and started pulling my dress up. The ball of fabric in his hand grew until my garter belt clips were exposed, and the hem of the skirt hiked almost all the way up to my stomach. Still moving his hips, he snaked his hand in between our bodies. I shivered in anticipation, waiting for him to reach my knickers and touch my sweet spot. But he didn’t. Instead he palmed himself. Between our bodies he started stroking his cock up and down. His knuckles slid over my knickers as he moved his hand, and I tried to rub myself against them in order to get the clit stimulation I so desperately craved. He pretended to ignore my desperation and continued to stroke himself. His breath became slightly irregular as he grew even harder under his own touch. All the while, he was staring me straight in the eye. Letting out a moan, he unzipped his trousers and managed to let his hard cock out of its tight confinement. With a tight grip around his shaft, he stroked his tip over my silky thong, and when it made contact with my clit, albeit, with a barrier of fabric between us, I moaned too. Pulling the foreskin up and down his shaft while playing with my clit, he kissed me again. His grip around my right leg tightened and I feared he would just wank, come on my knickers and leave me unsatisfied. It wasn’t like him to not put my pleasure first, but I was so horny, and he kept teasing me. My knickers were wet – I didn’t know whether from my excitement or his precum, but most likely both. We were panting into each other’s mouths and even though the experience was high erotic, I needed more. So I found myself begging again.

         “Please baby,” I whimpered.

         He didn’t reply. Just pulled my knickers aside and without further ado pushed into me. As he sank deep inside, he hissed a series of imperceptible words I assumed to be profanities. I moaned loudly as his tip brushed against my g-spot. The wetness of our excitement provided excellent lubrication and when he started circling his hips again, his pubic bone rubbed against my clit. Being stimulated on both my sweet spots at the same time almost sent my head spinning. I’d already broken out in a sweat and when he began thrusting into me, making sure to make contact with my clit or my g-spot with every thrust, droplets began running down my forehead. My dress had stuck to my chest and my wet back glued to the door. Hair and makeup and dress were all ruined, but I didn’t care. I just bucked my hips, bit his lower lip and succumbed to the pleasure he was giving me.

         Before long he was pushing into me at such speed, I thought he was about too combust. I could see his heart threatening to beat its way out of his chest even through his shirt and he grunted louder with every thrust. I was frantically chasing my release and so was he, full steam ahead.

         We came together. Gloriously so. Wave after wave of pleasure hitting my body making me shake violently while he shot his load deep within me and went quiet. He didn’t swear, he didn’t call my name, just squeezed my leg tighter around his waist. His quiet orgasms were always the most intense. He shivered slightly as the final spurt left his body, then leaning his sweaty forehead against mine, he stayed inside me until his panting had subsided and his breathing resumed a somewhat normal pace. Before letting go of my leg, he reached down and undid my shoe, then gently put my foot down on the floor whilst slipping out of me. Softly, he kissed the tip of my nose then rubbed his own against it. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the calm spreading through my body. He grabbed my face carefully and kissed me. Sweet pecks on the lips. Then he trailed his hands over my face, ruffled my hair and caressed my arms while working his way slowly up to the hook over the door. He untied my wrists, gave me one last butterfly light kiss, removed the tie completely and took a step back. I slid down the door and landed rather ungracefully on the floor. My legs were like jelly and my arms ached. The definition of spent. He looked at me and smiled his crookedly innocent, yet flirty, trademark smile, while putting the tie back around his neck and started tying it again. I was about to offer him my assistance, but the swift movements of his fingers mesmerized and silenced me. He zipped up his trousers, tightened the knot around his neck a bit more allowing me to admire his handiwork before he strode off into the bedroom. A perfect Pratt tied around his neck.
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         “Harry how could you?” she roared.

         “I’m sorry babe, I –”

         “Don’t you babe me!”

         And here we go, he thought to himself. He knew he shouldn’t have married her. A newly divorced middle-aged man who receives nudes from a 20 years younger blond bombshell is an easy target though, and he was hooked from day one. She was funny. Funny as hell, actually. Made him laugh all the time. And she was a geek. Gave him a storm trooper uniform as a token of her appreciation of him. He hadn’t bothered telling her that he already had two and was an active member of the 501st legion; because he loved that she was just as nerdy as him. And she was smart, which he found both intimidating and fascinating. And above all she was sexy as hell. Unruly curls framing a pretty face, blood red lipstick always perfectly applied even during blowjobs, amazing tits, firm bum, and legs all the way to heaven. His cock twitched just thinking about those legs wrapped around his waist. Even during a bloody shouting match, she had the ability to turn him on. And that was of course why he had married her on a whim after 104 days of dating. The constant arguing wasn’t great but the sex was. He should let his brain decide for him instead of his cock. He did love her, of course he did, but getting to know each other through fucking and arguing was a bit more of a roller coaster ride than he had expected. Especially since nine out of ten arguments were caused by him. This one included.

         “I know I’m late but I had some new sketches delivered to the office today and got caught up…” he said apologetiacally.

         “Harry, you were two hours late. I ended up having a meal on my own. On my own. In a restaurant. That’s not on.”

         “I’ll make it up to you. I’ll take you to Alain Ducasse tomorrow?”

         “Stop the car Harry,” she demanded.

         “What?”

         “Stop the bloody car.”

         “What? Here? We’re on Park Lane love, not a great place to…” He stared at her with disbelief.

         “STOP OR I’LL GET OUT ANYWAY”

         She was screaming now. Her cheeks flushing with anger and frustration. He pulled over and stopped the car at a bus stop, hoping that all bus drivers in London had gone on strike that night.

         She opened the door, stretched a stocking clad leg out and turned to look at him.

         “Do you know what day it is today, Harry?”

         “Thursday.”

         She shook her head, climbed out of the car and, before banging the door shut, shouted “It’s my birthday you fool.”

         Then she started walking towards Marble Arch, no doubt in order to get on a bus or tube somewhere. Somewhere far away from him.

         “SHIT!”

         He banged the steering wheel hard. Her 22nd birthday. He knew it was one of the first days of December but surely not today? Not until next week? Sliding his phone out of his pocket he flipped the calendar open. “Mimi 22” blinked menacingly at him in capitals, covering today’s date.

         “FUCK!”

         He started the car again and drove after her. Rolled the window down and shouted her name. She ignored him and walked on. Of course she did. He would probably have done the same. What a fucking idiot he was. She was five minutes from disappearing down into the maze that is called London Underground – a place where he would never ever set foot again – and he would lose her for God knows how long. He shouted again. Even called her darling in French. Anything to catch her attention. If he could only get her to turn around he would be able to sweet-talk her back into the car. He was sure of it. But she just walked on.

         “Spoiled fucking brat,” he mumbled under his breath, pulled the car up on the pavement and got out. Leaving a Mercedes sloppily parked like that was not like him, but letting his wife get on the tube was not an option. He ran up to her, grabbed her arm and turned her around.

         “Don’t walk away from me.”

         “Don’t touch me Harry.”

         She tried to pull her arm away but his firm grip stopped her.

         “Do not walk away from me Mimi,” he repeated.

         “Let go of me. Now.”

         She stared at him, fire burning in her eyes. They had argued so many times since they first got together that spring but never like this. True, he had never forgotten her birthday before, but still.

         “No.”

         “No? You’re telling me you are going to stand here on Park Lane and hold me in place? And stop me from using my right to just walk away from you? You are such a dick Harry. Such a fucking dick.”

         She was probably pissed off enough to start shouting rape or at least yell for the coppers. He needed to make a decision, a split second decision.

         “You’re right Mimi. Park Lane is not the place for this,” he conceded.

         “So let me go.”

         “No.”

         He grabbed hold of her waist, lifted her up and almost threw her like a sack of potatoes over his shoulder. Knowing full well he would ruin his new suede boots, he stepped over the low railings and walked into Hyde Park.

         She screamed like a bloody banshee.

         “Put me down” and “You fucking dick” and “Let me go immediately you bastard”.

         He ignored her. Just walked through the park, eyes and mind set on the trees across the vast open area by Park Lane. Eventually she stopped screaming and turned to kicking her legs and banging her fists against his back like a toddler who doesn’t want to go to bed. Well he had raised four daughters with his ex; he could handle kids throwing a tantrum. Which, he realised, was exactly what this was about. She was a stubborn spoiled kid. Fuck her.

         Not until they reached the trees did he put her down.

         “Now we’re not on Park Lane anymore. Let’s talk about this,” he said.

         “There’s nothing to talk about. You forgot my birthday,” she yelled at him.

         “I did.”

         “I am your wife Harry!”

         “You are.” He nodded.

         “So how could you?” she asked.

         “Because I’m a complete mess, that’s why. Ever since you sent me that first pic of your tits have I been a complete and utter mess. I stopped using my head when I met you. I’m not sure it’s even screwed on anymore. I forget meetings, I double – no make it triple – book things, I cock up, I get lost, I leave my Mercedes unlocked on a pavement on Park Lane. All because of you. You’ve turned me into a bloody teenager again and I can’t focus on anything. My dick dictates my life and considering how much time you spend playing with it, you are pretty much in control of me. Fuck, I even sneak off to the loo to wank when you’re not with me. Half of the time I don’t know what I’m doing because I’m busy thinking about you. That’s why I forgot your birthday. I am a useless husband who truly doesn’t deserve you but I love you and I will do everything I can to make it up to you.” He sighed and braced himself for her next attack.

         She was quiet. Just stood there looking at him. Her eyes beginning to show that mischievous twinkle he couldn’t help but adore. Then the hint of a smile and he knew he had won her over.

         “You really do that?” she asked.

         “Do what?”

         “Sneak off to wank?”

         “Every day,” he confessed.

         “Because of me?”

         “Because of you.”

         “Today too?”

         He blushed. He had. Twice. Once in the shower that morning – when he realised that she’d gone to work without waking him up – and once at work. So he looked down and held up two fingers. The twinkling in her eyes was undeniable now and that hint of a smile had turned into a big grin.

         “Twice?” she continued her interrogation.

         “Twice,” he conceded.

         “Dirty man.”

         “What can I say, it’s all your fault.”

         “That’s kinda hot actually,” she giggled.

         He reached out for her. Grabbed her by the waist and tried to pull her close. She didn’t let him hold her, but didn’t break loose.

         “I’m so sorry for messing up today. How can I make it up to you babe?”

         “You can start by fucking me senseless,” she whispered.

         If it was that easy to get off the hook, he couldn’t wait to get her home and into bed. He tried to move out from the small grove of trees but she stopped him.

         “Here,” she said.

         He looked at her. It was too dangerous. They could so easily get caught. People passing by, park rangers, coppers. No way.

         “Here,” she repeated. “If you really want to make it up to me you will fuck me. Right here, right now. Up against that tree.”

         She pointed at a large tree behind her. Far enough from the field to be out of sight, near enough to the footpath for them to easily get caught if they weren’t careful. He knew he didn’t have a choice but to obey. Not because she demanded it – he could carry her back to the car, strap her in and drive her home if he wanted to – but because he wanted it. Badly. Just the thought of sinking deep into her warmth made him hard. And when she unbuttoned her coat and revealed the lovely dress she was wearing, there was no stopping him. Grabbing her face between his hands he kissed her. Tongue meeting tongue, teeth clashing together, her red lipstick smearing all over his mouth.

         He walked her backwards towards the tree and pushed her against the trunk. His hands were inside her coat and within seconds found her chest. He squeezed her right tit hard and kissed her even more violently.

         “I love you in a dress you know,” he breathed into her mouth. He realised she had dressed up for him. She was always in jeans and a tee but tonight she had put on a green slinky dress showing off her big tits, her lovely arse and those legs he loved so much.

         “Do you?” she moaned when he found her nipple through the satin and started twisting it.

         “Mmm,” he grunted.

         “Pull it up.”

         Sliding his hand down her belly, skimming over her hip and stroking her leg, he did as he was told and grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up to her waist. Slipping his fingers underneath it he soon found her suspender belt but nothing else. No knickers.

         “I get the feeling you were planning on seducing someone tonight…” he mumbled.

         She laughed like only she could, then grabbed his hand and pushed it down towards her sex. Staring straight into his eyes she started rubbing his hand over her entrance, the palm of his hand stroking her most sensitive spot. She was already wet and when he twisted his hand to push two fingers inside her, they slipped in with ease. She moaned out loud when he slowly started pushing his fingers in and out of her warm pussy.

         “Ssshh Babe… we don’t want to get caught do we?” He whispered into her ear. Another loud moan forced him to silence her with his mouth.

         He increased the thrusts of his fingers and felt her tightening around him. She started meeting his movements and her moaning into his mouth became more and more intense. She reached out and unbuttoned his coat and with his free hand he unzipped his pants and freed his by now beyond hard cock from its confinement. Still fucking her with his fingers, he managed to start stroking himself. As soon as she noticed, she swatted his hand away.

         “Unless you stop that straight away, it counts as number three,” she said, pushing him away slightly.

         “Unless you let me fuck you straight away, I’m going to have to make it three strikes out,” he retorted.

         She threw her head back and laughed again. A bubbly laughter that warmed his heart. Romantic old sod, he thought. He slipped his fingers out of her and grabbed her leg, wrapping it around his waist inside his coat. To any passer by they looked like a cute couple making out. There was nothing cute about the scene though, just raw and hard sexual tension. As he sank into her, he bit his lip to stop himself from swearing. Fuck, it felt good to feel her muscles clenching around him.

         “Hello big boy,” she said, “I’ve been expecting you.”

         He buried his face in the crook of her neck and licked her collarbone. Then he slowly started moving. One hand firmly gripping her hip, the other caressing her breasts. The teasingly slow movements didn’t last long and he knew he wouldn’t either. The exhilarating knowledge that they could get caught any second, the tightness of her cunt around his cock, and the feeling of her nipple between his fingertips quickly became too much and he started thrusting hard into her, picking up pace until he was banging her so hard against the trunk he thought he would hurt her or give her a concussion or something. He was close now, so close. Letting go of her breast, he managed to get a hand in between them to give her clit the extra stimulation needed in order for her to catch up with him.

         “Fucking hell Harry I’m…” she moaned in his ear. Once again he silenced her with a ferocious kiss and when her muscles tightened around him and she almost stopped breathing he stilled and let go. The orgasm was glorious. It felt as though it would last forever and as if he would fill her entirely with his load.

         Her breath slowly returned to normal and she opened those beautiful twinkling eyes again.

         “I’m still fucking pissed off with you, you know. You still owe me.”

         “Anything you want baby,” he mumbled while slipping out of her and zipping up again.

         “Give me your scarf.”

         With a surprised look on his face, he unwrapped the grey cashmere scarf around his neck and handed it to her. She gave him a quick peck on the lips, winked, and used his 200 quid scarf to clean herself up. Strangely enough he found it sexy as hell. His cock started waking up again.

         “That’s gross,” he said.

         “No it’s not. It turns you on. I know you.”

         He leaned in, licked her earlobe and whispered in her ear.

         ”Now sweetie could you please get back in the car so I can take you home and fuck you again.”

         “I thought you’d never ask.”
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         With eyes like saucers, Vera stares at Erik when he held up the little parcels in front of her. In his guitar-damaged hands, they look like small meringues of paper mâché, but the content was sadly neither sweet or tasteless. Vera bites her fingers nails, picks one of the parcels up, holds it between her thumb and index finger and observes it in the bleak light from the cheap ceiling light.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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