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         The forest passes by unnoticed. Tiny villages, smaller towns. Fluffy sheep in a tranquil meadow. When I get too dizzy looking at everything up close, I rest my eyes on something in the distance. Similar to our everyday life, focus on what gives you a boost and makes you feel energised right now. Every now and then we experience a communal jolt, we meaning the very few passengers on the train, travelling in the same carriage on the way to somewhere. The carriage lurches and someone looks up. I stretch my neck a little in the hope of finding a more comfortable position in the squeaky seat. These seats seem to be specially crafted to stop you from falling asleep, perhaps that is the whole idea. When I travel by train, I always look out the window, which always leads to a stiff neck, but I simply cannot help myself. Rain drizzles down lightly across the open countryside, like a slow, languorous kiss. I can see how the really heavy rain hides in the clouds above. A downpour-in-waiting. The clouds darken into near bluish-black as they wait to open the flood gates and set the deluge free over our heads as we sit here encapsulated in this padded giant of steel. I want to bathe in this rain, take off my clothes and lie there as the heavens open. Bring it on, let it fall upon my body. The carriage lurches again on its black track and now it is my turn to look up.

         My eyes are drawn to a woman travelling backwards, thus facing me on the other side of the aisle. She’s reading a newspaper; you know, the crisp type that really rustles, and she is drinking something out of a paper cup. For a few seconds, I study her fingers holding the cup, before I spot the little string and label of a teabag hanging over the rim. I can’t see what type of tea it is, she’s too many rows away for that. Her fingers look cold. She takes tiny, cautious sips and I imagine she has only really bought that tea in the hope of warming herself up. There is a chilly draught in the carriage, but I have, as per usual, more clothes on than needed, so the nip in the air doesn’t bother me. I would like to offer her my scarf, currently lying tangled and unused on the seat next to me. Would that be weird? In my mind, I picture her giggling and then confessing to being a little bit cold. She would ask if I want to take a seat next to her, if I don’t mind travelling backwards. I don’t. I visualise sitting next to the woman and looking over at the seat I just vacated, where my real body has remained. What does it look like? What do I look like? I realise I’m staring too intently at the woman and quickly divert my eyes out the window, even though she doesn’t seem to have noticed anything untoward. We enter a tunnel and there is a sharp hiss rushing through the carriage. I glance furtively at her in the dark, but cannot see anything but fuzzy contours, and as we suddenly come out into broad daylight again, our eyes meet. I look away immediately. I should have known. Of course, she cannot read her newspaper in a pitch-dark train carriage. A few moments pass before I dare to look over again and this time, rather furtively and much less obvious, I study her carefully. She looks to be about my age, but could also be a few years older. Her dark hair is twisted and plaited in a discreet, slightly mumsy hairdo, which slides to the side when pressed against the neck rest. A warm, squishy bun of hair pressed against her neck and ear. I try to envisage what I must look like with my tousled hair, unruly as always. What does it look like from where she is sitting?

         The train attendant enters our carriage and I start looking for my ticket. I have already been asked to show it once, but like to be accommodating and amiable. Can’t remember when or where the woman got on, perhaps at the station we stopped at a while ago. I was most probably too busy gazing out the window to notice her. The attendant takes a look at my ticket and carries on through the other passengers. Pauses briefly next to the woman and says something that makes her laugh and answer affirmatively. My mind boggles. Might they know each other? The woman smiles as the train attendant disappears into the next carriage. Her smile is infectious and I quickly look out the window again so as not to reveal I was eavesdropping. Several long minutes pass by. Our journey takes us down a valley and the number of sheep decreases. I try counting them, but feel I am dozing off. For a moment, I forget about the woman and her newspaper. When we make a quick pit stop at the bottom of the valley, I glance over and she is still there. No one in our carriage is making a move. I can’t see much of the other passengers apart from the odd hat and the top of a few heads, all with different colours and hair qualities. On the little platform by the station, there is an elderly woman standing with a person I assume is her husband and they are greeting a young boy, probably no more than 15 years old, as he disembarks the train. As far as I can see, no one else is either getting on or off. A peaceful journey through the mountain range lies ahead. I have travelled this stretch before and there are many tunnels to get through before we reach our next station. Almost an hour of various tunnels and vantage points, light and darkness. The valley we’ve just gone through was just a small dip before the ascent. The woman and I will remain in the same carriage, breathe the same air. Why has she not swapped her seat so she doesn’t have to travel backwards? Can she tell I am observing her every move?

         The train sets off again, this enormous monster of a machine splitting the landscape in two. It starts slowly, chugs along lazily at first, like an animal having a stretch after several months hibernating in its nest. But this time around, something is different. A vibration deep inside the engines, a delightful buzz inside the machinery purring softly like a cat. I don’t know whether I am the only one to notice. It is not so much of a sound as a sensation. I can feel it in my toes, tingling, making all the hairs on my body stand on end and a tickle travels up the inside of my thigh, up through the coccyx and the spine, all the way up to my scalp. I remember this sensation from when I was only twelve years old and cycled along a gravel path outside my parents’ house. I had cycled back and forth many times before, but this was the first time I experienced this particular sensation. The shingle created a vibration that ran up through my bike, the semi-hard bicycle seat rubbing against my soft, undeveloped parts between my legs. I spent a lot of time on my bike that summer, toing and froing on the gravel path, trying to look as nonchalant as I possibly could. By next summer, I was no longer as fascinated by the gravel path, the magic had worn off, but I still remember that sensation, the pleasure that spread all the way down to my thighs. When the train sets off, I can feel the same sensation bubbling up inside me. I uncross my legs after they have been crossed throughout the journey, and no doubt I have red marks underneath my clothes by now. As my legs are less contorted, I start to relax and slide down a little into my seat. A delicate, almost inaudible drizzle against the window. Perhaps it is a figment of my imagination, a sound plucked from distant memory as I see the droplets hit the window pane. One by one, it is still a very gentle drizzle and the colours of these droplets are amazing. I have always thought that the colour of raindrops belongs to magical creatures such as angels and unicorns, and right now it belongs to me and my thoughts. A subtle ray of light shines through the little bubbles of water and makes them tinged with yellow, blue and pink. The whirring has risen to my groin, I can feel how it relaxes and I cast my mind back to when I was last naked with another human being. It was after an inebriated evening in a bar, nothing very memorable. I got rid of the hangover the next day, but swigging a strong cup of coffee at a petrol station and thought to myself that I would never do anything like that again. No one should flirt heavily with someone in a bar, try cheesy pick-up lines and end up going home together when everyone involved is more than a little bit tipsy with rather poor judgement. One should do this at more sensual locations, where there is enough space for encounters, gazes, glances and real, physical contact. On trains. I look over towards the woman again. She is making notes in the newspaper. What is she writing? Based on how much of the paper she seems to have gotten through, I estimate she’s reached the crossword section. Wonder whether she is pondering on a particular word or whether she prefers to play Sudoku. I have always been terrible at crosswords. Not much patience and poor vocabulary too, but I find it fascinating to see others solving them, observe how they squint when they focus, how they try to craft together several letters in different directions in order to make up the right words. The people who do this seem to have a key to something tender and intimate, a slow pleasure born out of this precise moment, right now, with and against the newspaper. Crossword of the day. Tomorrow’s crossword on the morrow. The woman tenses her eyes as she rests the end of the pencil against her lips. Has she dug a bit of a hole for herself with her last choice? Of course, I can’t tell, but at the same time, it is blatantly obvious to me. I picture her moving to the seat next to the window to make space for me next to her and that we solve the crossword together.

         My scarf is draped across her shoulders and her loose hairdo is resting upon that. I wonder if a strand of hair will stick to the fabric, I would like it to, you see. Sensing the warmth from her body as she left her seat for my benefit, I look at the letters that have been scribbled in the crossword boxes. Words such as ectoparasite, marauder and hospital rounds adorn the thin, greyish sheet. Words I don’t usually use in my everyday life, but then again, who does? We work together to solve a longer word together, then a short word that she’s never heard of. Gaggle. The term for a flock or group of geese. Don’t know why I remember this, perhaps it has stayed with me since primary school when we were taught such things. The woman smiles, just like she did at the train attendant. She seems pleased to be working on this together with me. The feeling resonates within me. She asks me about a different word, one she hasn’t yet managed to solve. What does her voice sound like? Does she have an accent?

         A sudden jerk, I have caught myself red-handed so to speak, staring intently at her slim fingers that are once more squeezing that paper cup. It must be empty by now, surely. Or at least cold. Her nails are neat and short, the tips of her fingers are almost translucent, discoloured by the cold. It will only get worse as we ascend the mountains and I find myself pondering why she is so scantily clad. A dark skirt, a dark blue blouse and flimsy shoes. I am wearing trousers, boots and a knitted jumper. It is summertime and not all that chilly outside, but something happens to the temperature inside vehicles such as trains and aeroplanes. The ventilation has been set to cope with warmer climes. I really ought to offer her my scarf.

         The woman pulls my scarf tightly around her body. I ask her if she is still cold, even though I have nothing more to offer her. She confesses with embarrassment that she was in such a rush to get to the train on time and forgot her jacket in the back of the taxi. I giggle and she joins in. Calls herself a scatterbrain and I assure her that this could happen to anyone. We chit-chat about this that and the other, where we come from and where we are heading. About the mountains outside and the heavy downpour that will eventually descend on us. She says that when the heavens open, it will wash away all the humble droplets from the pane and all the magical colours too. I am absorbed, totally focused on the warm, cooing sound of her voice. I have no idea what she is asking, nor am I aware of my answers. Sometimes I don’t know who is speaking, she or I, but that isn’t important.

         A lady selling sweets and coffee comes rattling through our carriage with her trolley and I snap out of my daydream. The woman buys another cup of tea and a box of mints. I go for a sandwich and a coffee, which I place on the tray table in front of me. The lady disappears with the trolley and the whole carriage seems to be rustling and fidgeting with new packs and wrappers that need opening. The surface of my coffee is the opposite of the raindrops on the outside of the window. Instead, it is cloudy, matt and has a strange hue akin to chemicals or petrol in a dirty puddle. Has a sour, acrid taste as if the container, where the coffee has been sloshing around, hasn’t been cleaned for a long time. The sharpness makes my nose tingle, but I down it all in one go without touching the little triangular milk cartons. I am momentarily roused from my drowsiness and take my time studying the low clouds. Want to reassure the woman with a “Not far to go now”, but she doesn’t look my way. She stares at her crossword that we could have been working on together.

         When the crossword is all done and dusted, we flick through the newspaper. Read a couple of longer articles together or a smaller piece that we discuss afterwards in hushed voices. I say something witty about a review of a new restaurant and the woman lets out a laugh. She puts her hand on my knee. It is petite and cold to the bone, but strangely hot on the surface with the artificial help of a cup of tea. Her fingers are even skinnier than I previously imagined them to be and her hands resemble small, fair-skinned spiders. One holds on to the paper cup, the other one like a cool pebble on top of my kneecap. I wait for her to remove it, but she doesn’t.

         We enter the first bout of darkness. The train has started its ascent and the first of a number of tunnels envelops us. The soft carpet of darkness is smooth and dense, and heavy swathes of velvet at an old theatre spring to mind. But theatre curtains are always deep red, whereas the velvet we are surrounded by now is a deep shade of green, or perhaps it’s blue, like the blouse draped across the woman’s torso. Surely I can’t see it right now, surely it is all in my head. But I think I can see two legs gleaming at me, naked inside the tunnel. Light from emergency exit signs flash past the window and cast a light onto the silhouette of her face; lips slightly parted, her neck bent. She suddenly strikes me as decadent. With her clothes, hairdo and what looks like understated makeup, she could easily fit into a different decade, a different era or an entirely different situation. She could work in one of those posh, French boutiques that sell silk scarves and perfume. I wonder what is going through her mind when she can’t read in the dark. Perhaps she’s thinking about the place where she is heading or where she has just been.

         There, in the dark, we sit quietly next to each other. The train inside the tunnel creates a loud swoosh of wind, sucking the air in behind. Almost like a roar outside the window. But we are sitting in silence. Her hand on my lap. I swallow hard. If I really put my mind to it, I can hear the sound of my earrings jingling, beneath the sound of air as we push our way through the tunnel. The carriage lurches to the side and for a millisecond, the woman presses her fingertips against my skin. Not hard, but hard enough for me to notice. A shudder spreads through my body. I rediscover the vibrations in the belly of the train. The shingle. The small, flat stone slabs that the tracks have been placed on top of, the ones we are rushing across now, they all shudder with me. I can sense the stone, the mountains, the entire being through the dark, dirty steel. It reaches my skin, like hers through the fabric of my trousers, cuts through the darkness.

         Daylight explodes inside the carriage, so bright it almost hurts. Temporarily blinded for a few seconds, I have time to think about everything I heard about the light at the end of the tunnel. Several passengers sit up straight as if they, like me, were disturbed or roused by the fast change of atmosphere. We have now proceeded reasonably far up the mountain, but before we can start our descent we still have quite a way to go. From my seat, I overlook a lake so calm and almost mirrorlike that it looks like it might be a piece of the sky that has fallen down and hit the ground. Ascending further will mean entering the raincloud, thus becoming a part of the humidity and darkness. I wonder how many sheep are grazing down there, if it is raining on them right now and how heavy their wool will become in the rain. I’d love to work on a farm at some point in my life, even if the sole purpose would be so that I get to squeeze rainwater out of the greasy wool from the sheep and smell the pungent scent of that mixed with the fragrance of a wet, humid landscape. The scent of a downpour, of meadows and fields and soil that is roused from its sleep. But so far, no proper rainstorm seems to have swept across the valley. The light disappears again and this is the last glimpse I get of the valley. We are better prepared and forewarned when the second swathe of darkness rolls in. Lights have been put up and run a couple of hundred metres into the tunnel, probably to do with some construction work. In this subdued lighting, I dare to steal another glance at the woman. It must be light enough for her to read, but she doesn’t. She is sitting over there smiling at something that I’m not privy to. I study her face for a sign of what she is thinking about. Can she see me? Can she see herself too, undressed in my mind?

         I have started chasing her smile now, get a kick every time I manage to cajole one out of her. She has got me on a little hook and is pulling it closer and closer. Wonder if I’m the only one that notices this or whether she is very much aware of what she’s up to. When the lights disappear behind us and darkness is upon us once more, I can no longer see her smile, but can feel it against my cheek. Her warm breath finds its way through the cool air, covers my face with affirmation and spreads out like an electric field. She leans forward, and I can feel her approaching me in the dark. Puts her lips onto my jawline and makes a tiny imprint. I sit completely still, don’t dare to move, while her lips form a little pathway of light kisses up to my ear. The incredible gentleness and the languid movements prove to have a hypnotic effect on me. Controlled, methodical moves in the dark and there is nothing for me to do but wait patiently. She sucks my earlobe, lets her tongue wander all over it and whispers something in my ear that I can’t quite make out. Outside the train, there is a swoosh and rush in the tunnel. Or perhaps the tunnel is within me? A little nibble of my earlobe and something expands inside me and then relaxes, a spot deep within my chest says it wants more. She leans away from me, wiggles to find a new position in her seat. At this point, I notice the heat that has descended like a blanket across our seats. The rest of the train is cold and draughty, but we seem to have created our own little bubble of vibrating humidity. It hovers over us like clouds over a mountain range, threatens like the heavens to open. I catch her eye in the dark, the white of the eye and the dark iris in the middle. The pupil is invisible, but I can tell she is fixating me with her gaze.

         Without having thought it through properly, I get out of my seat and walk towards her, pass her eyes in the dark and continue, as if entranced, towards the toilet at the end of the carriage. Just as I close the door behind me, I can hear the swoosh and roar of the wind releasing the train from the tunnel and daylight is once more upon us. I am left standing inside the dark, cruddy toilet with my forehead resting against the rickety door. Don’t bother turning the light on. The throbbing sensation from the train is inside me now and I can no longer distinguish my own heartbeats. My earlobe is still tingling from her nibble, the nibble she hasn’t yet performed, and I lift my hand to touch it. I think of the woman in that seat, of the person in that bar last winter and remember what it was like to be touched. With my forehead pressed hard against the door, I close my eyes, unbutton the top button in my jeans and unzip them. My fingers are warm when I let them slip one by one into my knickers and before I can stop myself, I let out a moan. Hopefully, no one in the carriage could hear my sigh of delight. When I masturbate in the cloakroom at my office, it is mostly habitual, where I envisage some old flirt in something of a film clip in my head or perhaps something I have read about, then I let my fingers play around routinely for a little while. But now I am wetter than usual and I’m genuinely surprised at coming so fast. The sensation is overwhelming and I rub my thumb much harder against the clitoris than I normally do. Eventually, my thumb seizes up and I resolve to push my groin against my knuckles. One after the other, like a string of beads, they glide across my clit. When I come again, I have to hold on to the door frame to make sure I don’t topple over. Sweaty all over, I’m standing still, glued to the door. How long have I been in here? When I have washed my hands and stroll back to my seat, it is dark again, just like when I left my seat in the first place. At first, I don’t dare to look at the lady. Scared that she will see through me. But as time wears on, I start to relax in the dark and eventually I look up, seek her face in the dark. I can see the contours. I can see her. And I want her to see through me.

         Light again. Our eyes meet. The train has once more exited the tunnel at such a high speed that no one has had time to react. All these souls inside the carriage are frozen to the spot, caught red-handed on whatever they were up to in the dark and my gaze is locked inside the woman’s. She looks back at me, straight at me, but her eyes are not unkind. I struggle to interpret what she is trying to convey and thank my lucky stars that my complexion doesn’t give me away by blushing. I do have a feeling of her being able to look inside me, read my thoughts, feel my pulse beneath the now overheated, knitted sweater. I think of the sheep in the valley, caught in the rain and weighed down by the wet wool. Inside the jumper, I am sweating away and, as if trapped in the claws of a wolf, I am sure this jumper and heavy patches of sweat are giving me away. A flicker inside the woman’s eye, a naughty spark in an otherwise very kind face and I shudder with pleasure, my throat dry with anticipation. Neither one of us attempts to break eye contact as we are about to head into another dark tunnel. One of the passengers has been trying to read and lets off a disgruntled huff, but I feel nothing except relief as we are yet again hidden in swathes of darkness. This time there are no lights to illuminate engineering works, just compact, dense darkness and rattling tracks. I can sense it vibrating through my body again.

         In this third darkness, I am shivering. The woman puts her palm on my face. It is still cool, but not as cold as I had imagined it to be. Perhaps it has warmed up in our joint space, the field of energy between our two seats. Her slim hand moulded around the left side of my face, around the cheekbone, cups the bottom jaw, into the eye socket and beneath the eyebrow. The touch is not tender, nor is it rough. She leans in, caresses my bottom lip with her thumb. Softly at first, then more vigorously. As if she was applying lipstick. She carries on, now stroking my top lip and proceeds to push her thumb into my mouth. It takes me by surprise and I end up biting her. She gasps, but moves even closer, her face is by now just an inch or two away from mine. I suck on her thumb, bite again, but softer this time and she jerks it out of my mouth only to replace it with her tongue. There is a fire inside of her that hasn’t been visible from the outside, a sizzling eagerness that doesn’t match the rest of her behaviour. Her lips open up to mine and she kisses me deeply. I am usually more active and resourceful in this sort of situation, but she is one step ahead of me all the way. Has already conjured up the next step before I hop to it. I end up trailing behind. She grabs my knitted sweater and pulls it over my head without catching my earrings and then smooths down the cami I’ve been wearing underneath. As I’m not wearing a bra, this flimsy top is not much protection, and with a swift move she has managed to uncover my right breast. She strokes it gently, crosses the nipple and it stiffens straightaway. I push the armrest out of the way. It has been between us like a barrier between our two bodies and now I can finally pull her tight. Her naked thigh between my trouser-clad legs and one of mine slips in between hers. The friction alone makes me giddy with lust and I pull her even closer. My scarf slides off her shoulders and onto the floor. She is about to bend down to pick it up, but I stop her. Without so much as a sound, we rub against each other. Through two layers of fabric, I can feel the skin on her thighs against my groin. The woman in my lap scratches my chest, her breathing heavy and deeply concentrated. She leans down to not be caught out with her head appearing above the headrests and I squeeze the back of her neck, moist from the strenuous effort. Then she stands up, pulls her knickers off and guides my fist to her private parts and rubs herself even harder against my knuckles. When I squish her clit between two knuckles, she ends up moaning loudly and I am worried someone might have overheard us and will call the train attendant. But no one in our carriage makes a move, the swoosh of the tunnel drowns out everything else and as the woman is indulging us both, I don’t want to interrupt her. As she wriggles and writhes, her body ends up about five centimetres away from me and I find a harder spot closer to her knee that I can use as leverage. Even without a sound, I notice how she is nearing the climax. My eyes dart through the carriage shrouded in darkness. A green emergency exit sign flashes past so fast, I hardly have time to notice it. All around the hard body of the train, throbbing through the mountain, there is a pulsating din, a roar, one single burning force. The noise is almost deafening, I’m not sure whether it belongs to me or the mountain. The mountain is inside me, I am inside her, and when she comes, I put my hand around the back of her neck and thrust my tongue inside her in a kiss so deep that everything else stops around us. For a second, it is just her and me, just the two of us in a white, silent vacuum and I can feel her cunt halfway down my fist. Her tongue slithers around mine and her breathing has stopped in mid-breath. Her heart is beating like a rabbit’s during a fox hunt and so is mine. We both calm down, she slips off my hand. Sinks back into her own seat, panting and gasping for air. She slowly buttons her blouse and pulls her knickers back on. Wipes her damp brow and tucks a few stray strands of hair behind her ear, smoothing down her hairdo that previously was so neat. I study her, taking it all in and feel no need to cover my bare breast. I am no longer a part of this, just a bystander or audience. I am not really there.

         My heart is still pounding hard when I close my eyes. My temples are throbbing, my fingertips too and also down below, between my legs, but I have lost the organic contact with the train. The mode of transport is now a mechanical construction, the soulful magic has worn off. The knitted jumper seems glued stuck in between my sweaty shoulder blades and the faux leather seat covers. If I were to pull it off now, she would realise I have been fantasising about her. Or sniff me out. Somehow I am positive she has got that sort of ability. The only thing I can do, while we are still inside the tunnel, is to close my eyes and slouch back into my seat. The breaths I take don’t make me lighter, the opposite in fact. It feels like I am pumping air out rather than inhaling. I have never felt quite as heavy. Heavy against the seat. So heavy.

         I think I’m asleep. The state of being semi-conscious and semi-unconscious, where you know you are sleeping, but you cannot physically show anyone that you’re in the know. Like being locked inside a dream. It is still dark. I can no longer hear the sound of the train, just a whispering wind high above the alpine peaks. But something isn’t right. We should be heading down, the next station can’t be far off and that is situated much lower down in a valley. Beyond the wind, I can hear footsteps, far, far away, like thousands of feet running in the same direction. A cold circle has formed on one side of my forehead. The steps are increasing in volume and someone whispers in a voice I haven’t heard before: “Thank you for lending me this”. I try to answer, but before I can utter a single word I float away inside the dream.

         Someone gently taps me on my shoulder and I’m jolted as I discover that the cold spot on my forehead was because I had nodded off and rested my head against the window. My left temple feels frozen. The train attendant is standing in front of me, says she was passing and just wanted to wake me up to ensure I didn’t miss my station. Are you alighting here? I look out through a steamy window and can see a fuzzy platform, as if its contours have melted in rainwater. The clouds have dispersed and the heavens have opened, a heavy downpour clatters against the ground like thousands of nimble feet, sprightly fairies dancing across the tin roof of the train. I glimpse across towards where the woman was sitting, but her seat is empty. No trace of her paper cup or her luggage. I’ll never be able to spot her shape out there in the rain. It has dissolved just like everything else in the dense, grey wetness. I thank the train attendant for waking me up, but this is not my stop. He nods at me and leaves me in peace. Two new passengers have sat down in the row where the woman was seated before. They talk animatedly and there is a rustle of a bag of crisps as they share this between them. The train sets off again and as I start to get ready to disembark at the next station, I gather my things and suddenly I notice the scarf on the seat next to me. I don’t remember folding it. I’m not usually very gentle, can often use too much force pushing it into my handbag or leaving it on the side in a right mess, just like I thought I had done this time around. But the scarf is now carefully folded into a neat little parcel, one edge open towards the beholder, i.e. me. It feels welcoming. I am sure this is exactly the way they fold scarves in posh, French boutiques; you know, the ones that also sell bottles of perfume.

         
            Malin Edholm
      

            The Christmas Wish 
      

         

      

   


   
      
         I never thought that I would move further north, but here I am. I’m freezing, and my feet are wet, it’s so damn cold, will the bus be here soon? The rain is ice cold. At least I don’t have to deal with all the arguing that we had been occupied with in the end. It was horrible. We had never fought before, maybe that was the problem. Perhaps a healthy relationship needs a little bit of arguing? Like some proof that both of you care enough, but I’m not a confrontational person. Our first years together, we didn’t even have enough in common to start an argument. And then everything turned into a fight.

         My mum, a therapist, would say that we started our fights on purpose as a way to break up, to speed up the process. Last autumn, everything was great. We took a trip together. We drank mulled wine and bought little pancakes covered in hot apple sauce and cinnamon from the small stands in Hyde Park. We walked around Harrods looking for cosy cashmere shirts and fun stuff like chocolate-covered ants. The whole place was covered in ornaments and Christmas decorations that reflected our faces and our smiles. It all sparkled, we sparkled.

         There was no snow, not in London and not at home, but it was cosy anyway because we had each other. It was the season of hugs and long nights, and weekends under the duvet. We watched Game of Thrones, Grey’s Anatomy and Downton Abbey from start to finish. We also watched more movies than I can count, and we never felt restless. The only break we took from the never-ending cuddles was when we had steamy sex. But that too ended. I remember the last time we had sex. It was the day before Christmas and the whole flat smelled like mulled wine.

         The heavy scent of warm wine, apples and cardamom was intoxicating. I had spent all day decorating our tree in gold and red, and I had taken great care to spread the Christmas lights evenly among the branches. I had even taken a bubble bath, soaked myself in lavender oil and shaved my legs so that they were softer than my breasts. I waited for her lying on our bed, and I was wearing nothing but a pair of see-through thongs decorated with pearls. It was my last desperate attempt to win back the passion and the explosive chemistry that we had once had.

         When she opened the door, I was already extremely horny. I had spent the whole day with myself and a lot of time alone with my naked body, stroking it in the warm water. My horniness and my seductive act seemed to work. She was more aroused than she had been for a month before she even reached the bed. I pretended that I didn’t see her when she quickly got out of her clothes and laid down on top of me. It wasn’t until she started kissing my neck so that all the little hairs on it stood up and goosebumps spread all over my body that I smiled at her, arched my back and pressed my ass against her pussy.

         She held me down against the mattress as she teased me with her hands until I moaned and begged for her to take me all the way. She entered my vagina and my anus at the same time. The pressure and the tingling sensation deep inside of me escalated. I arched and pushed myself against her over and over again. Her thumb found my clitoris and with the extraordinary force of complete stimulation, the orgasm washed over me. I returned the favour quickly, and that night, we both came more times than I can remember.

         We ended up in the bathtub again where we rode each other softly and hard, and all the foam ended up on the floor together with half of the water. What happened? Have I thrown away a relationship that would have led to marriage, kids and a happy life? Did I ask for too much? Was this one of these moments where I should have realised that nothing is perfect and continued what we had? Thinking stuff like that won’t help now, it’s already too late, we have both said too much, and we can’t take it back. I will miss her family this Christmas, her warm and loving family and her parents’ flat that always smelled of home-made bread.

         Her mother’s hugs. I feel tears burning in my eyes, and I swallow them when I see the bus arrive — time for another day in school. Today’s lecture is okay. We read about Ancient Greece, the Greek gods and their mythology. To learn about Zeus, Hera and all the other very human gods and their intrigues, lust and love affairs dulls my longing for a lover. At least it dulls the yearning for a classical Hollywood crush and makes me think that maybe I’ll be fine with my cat and good friends.

         Then I see my classmate sitting there next to me, taking notes with a beautiful and massive ring on her ring finger, and I sigh and know that I am a hopeless romantic who loves the drama of love stories and that I can never be satisfied with platonic love. I have lost track of the lecture, and I look out the window where I am surprised to see the first fragile snowflakes fall. Snow? Snow on the first day of November, I can’t remember the last time that happened. Snow doesn’t usually arrive before New Year’s Eve, leaving everyone to long for snow for Christmas.

         But now I’m in the north, and here the snow is falling. I hadn’t even had time to start longing for it yet. When I leave my class to walk to the bus, I stop—everything has changed. The snow keeps on falling, and it melts on my cheek. I am looking straight into a Christmas card in real-life proportions. Everything is white. It’s as if a giant had painted the whole world white. There is a couple of centimetres of snow covering everything. Bikes, trashcans and sidewalks are hidden underneath the snow, and I am standing in the middle of a white universe.

         I breathe in the fresh air, and it triggers a scent of oranges and burning candles in my brain. I am speechless, and I slowly become aware that my mouth is wide open and that my eyes are dry because I haven’t blinked in a while. To take the first steps in the first snow of the year is exceptionally satisfying. It gives me a magical dose of calm, so I ignore the bus, put my headphones on, find “It’s beginning to look a lot like Christmas” by Michael Bublé on Spotify and walk for forty minutes to get home. I’m ecstatic. Cosy Christmas feelings explode in my chest and give me goosebumps.

         I imagine big and beautiful trees with red and golden ornaments. There are blue, silver, purple, and pink decorations in all the different colours together with glitter and thousands of candles. In a couple of seconds, my head is filled with a live display of colour and decorations, and it’s repeated over and over until I start to feel dizzy. Now all that is missing is someone to share all this with. At least I have my cat. The cat is sitting in my flat, looking at the snow falling outside the window. It looks majestic as it sits there in front of the white window with its speckled fur.

         It meows when I walk through the door and hang my snow-covered and soaked jacket and hat up. I walk over to it and pet it from its head and along its back so that it stands up and rubs against me. The fur is soft and smooth, it feels like a hug for my hand, and it starts purring immediately.

         “What would I do without you, huh?”

         I kiss it on the nose, and it looks at me with almost human-looking eyes. Then it bumps me with its head and jumps down to get some food. Tonight, I light candles and listen to Christmas music, and I cook a lentil soup with a lot of cinnamon. Then I watch Love Actually as I drink saffron tea under my favourite blanket. The cat is lying on my stomach, purring and clawing on my arm. It is a perfect day, and I have already forgotten how it started.

         Although the weather, the vibe and the cosiness continue the following weeks, I feel lonely. The cat fills a big hole in my life and my heart but to not have anyone to talk to at night. To not have anyone to cook with, shop with, shower with. I miss another person next to me under the blanket. Someone who can hold me, someone’s chest to lean my head against and someone who scratches my back, plays with my hair and massages my shoulders. Someone who massages other parts of me. Someone who can touch me and make me wet.

         Someone to show those red lace underwear that I bought for Christmas. Someone to roll around with and to hide from the cold world with. A cat, tea and scented candles can’t replace that. After a couple of weeks, I feel so lonely that I, although I know better, write a letter to Santa. I am defeated by all the Christmas songs that are always playing on repeat in my headphones. All the lyrics go something like: “Dear Santa all I want for Christmas…”, “Send your letters off to Santa, baby. Tell him all your secret wishes too”, “I’m sending a letter to Santa” and so on.

         It was just a matter of time until the American Christmas songs would take over my brain. I sit down by my kitchen table next to three burning candles, the scent of them makes me remember Christmases from my childhood, and when we decorated our wooden candles with glitter in primary school. I take a bite of a gingerbread heart and take the cap off a golden ballpoint pen. If nothing else I will get some more practice in calligraphy.

         
            Dear Santa.
      

            I am a loyal fan, and I don’t ask for much, but please give me someone to make love to.
      

         

         Oh, God, I am so lame. I stop writing as suddenly as I started, fold the paper up and hold it over the candle until the flame has devoured my words. Then I pour myself a glass of mulled wine and crawl into my soft bed. Tomorrow is the first Sunday of Advent.

         It is Sunday, and I am hungover from the mulled wine. After a long walk through a beautiful winter wonderland, the snow starts to fall pretty hard, and I have to run into the closest café to escape the storm. I am met by hundreds of different scents that all remind me of Christmas. The café is full of people. Students with their books and computers, families and retired people having coffee. It’s Sunday, and it seems like the whole city has decided to go out for coffee today. I get in line and order a chai latte, the perfect drink for the season.

         As I wait for my drink, I spot the most beautiful creature I’ve ever seen, and I can’t look away. I realise how rude I am, and I try my hardest to focus on something else, but all my body wants to do is to look at this perfect human being. Dressed in a knitted and light blue shirt with cropped blonde hair, she sits nestled in an armchair, reading My river runs to thee, a collection of poetry by Emily Dickinson. One of my favourites. She looks up at me with her huge eyes. Incredibly long eyelashes frame her eyes, and I can’t decide what colour her eyes are.

         She looks serious, and I stand there, frozen, two meters away from her. She opens her red mouth, no doubt it tastes like heaven, and she is just about to say something. She will probably ask me to stop starring at her. Or ask me what my problem is. But suddenly my feet wake up again, so I walk over to her table, put my chai latte down in front of her, mumble, “great book” and walk away.

         The days go by, and I walk to school through snow that keeps getting deeper and deeper, I pass families on cross country skis on their way to school and my heart aches of poetic nostalgia and hope for the future. It feels like I have moved into some parallel universe. I live in Narnia, without the white witch. Or in a picturesque village from some children’s book. It is beautiful. Heartbreakingly beautiful. I come home to my cat, cook stews and other warming dishes, drink countless amounts of tea and go through all the Christmas movies that I can find on Netflix.

         My only problem is that my phone keeps dying every time I’m outside in the cold when I try to pick it up to take a picture of this new and beautiful world that I have entered and that I can’t stop thinking about her. The girl with the cropped blonde hair, the enormous expressive deer eyes and the coolest aura I have ever felt. I dream about her every night, about when we met, but in the dream, I am not a weirdo. In the dream I talk to her, or I do more than talk to her. I ask her out on a date that leads to her in my arms. I don’t only dream about her at night.

         During the days I fantasise about her in my flat, in my bed or my bathtub. She would look so right here with me next to her. With me on top of her, underneath her and inside of her. I’m struggling to keep up during the lectures although we talk about Sappho and interpretations of her poems, or at least of the parts of the poems that they have found and managed to keep intact, a subject that I usually would find captivating. Instead, my brain fills up with her, and when I start picturing her body underneath the cosy sweater, I have to stop myself and remind myself that I am in school, not in my bed.

         After a week of yearning and after looking for her on Facebook, Instagram and Tinder, I find her. My scream of joy scares the cat so that it escapes into a corner of the flat. I laugh and read her profile. Her name is Lo. She is a yoga instructor, and she owns two dogs. I have to see her again.

         I have tried yoga before, but I am generally too restless or too stiff to stick with it and continue, but now I decide to pick it up again for her. I put on a hat in a stupid attempt to disguise myself. She will probably remember that weird person who stared at her, gave her a chai latte and ran away. But it doesn’t matter. I have to see her again. When I walk into the yoga studio, the music is calm and harmonious, and it smells of peppermint and vanilla. The studio is dimly lit, and the windows are covered with fabric to keep the world out.

         I know that this place would have a calming effect on me if it weren’t for my beating heart and my racing pulse. I am nervous about meeting her. When I sneak into the studio where Lo is holding her Yin Yoga-class, she sits there with her back towards the door, flicking through records next to an old stereo. I sit down in the back of the small room. Yoga mats are already spread out on the floor, so I pick one, sit down with my legs crossed and stare at her back. I can see the contours of her muscles through her shirt and the top of her neck peaks out of it.

         I get a sudden urge to kiss her there, and I feel how my face turns red, and my blood starts to pump. She suddenly turns around, and I look away. I can’t bring myself to look at her again to see if she has noticed me if she recognises me. I focus on breathing normally. She sits down and stretches as she welcomes everybody that has joined the class. Her voice is low and warm, and I suddenly understand what people mean when they say that a voice can be like honey. Smooth and sweet, just like her. I gather the courage to throw some glances her way, but mostly I am studying my socks, they have bananas on them.

         Lo clicks her tongue, lowers the music and starts to talk.

         “Hello and welcome to Yin Yoga. My name is Lo, and I am your instructor today. You all have a mat, but you will also need a pillow, a blanket and a bolster. You can find them behind you. Yin Yoga is a very peaceful type of yoga. We are not here today to exhaust ourselves physically or to break a sweat. We are not focusing on muscles but our joints, our bones and or ligaments. Many people find that the hardest part of Yin Yoga is to stay in one position for a long time but hang in there and stay put. If your mind starts to wander, you will have to bring it back and focus on your body. During this hour, try to forget about everything else that is going on in your life and focus on you, your body and your emotions. But don’t push yourself, don’t force the poses, breathe in, and if something hurts, get out of it straight away. Listen to your bodies. Strong emotions can be brought to the surface during this class, and if that happens, you don’t have to be embarrassed. So, let’s start in the child’s pose.”

         Her voice puts a spell on me. I completely forget about my socks and the fact that I am stiff and restless. I follow all the poses, and in the beginning, I can’t take my eyes off her. I follow her every movement and study how her body moves as it sinks into the different poses. She takes off her thick sweater, and she is wearing a tank top underneath. I am hypnotised by her slender and gracious body and how her muscles move in between poses. But at the end of the class, her calming voice has gotten me to focus more and more on the sensations in my own body, just as she said I should.

         During the last pose, we are lying on our backs, relaxing under our blankets, and Lo stands up and walks around the room. She stops by each person to push their shoulders down and show them that they can relax even more and then she pulls her fingers in a soft movement over their eyebrows. When she reaches me and puts her soft hands on my body, an electrical impulse shot through me and my eyelids open so that I look straight into her eyes, she smiles at me, and my sudden reaction makes me blush.

         When her fingers move over my forehead and pause for a second, I feel as if I could cum right there and then. Her touch is as beautiful as it has been in my dreams. Lo ends the class by thanking us and complimenting us.

         “Namaste”, she says and encourages us to come back another time.

         While all the other people roll up their mats, she sits patiently in her lotus pose, watching me. At least it feels like she is watching me. When I try to sneak out, she catches my eye once again, smiles secretly.

         “I hope I’ll see you again soon.” She whispers.

         I am so surprised, happy and embarrassed that I nod my head quickly and walk out in the cold. It takes me longer than usual to get home as I have to walk through all the new snow, but I have never felt so light and so warm. When I finally arrive at the flat, I walk past my cat for the first time, into my bedroom and straight into bed. My hands are cold, but I can’t wait. I have to touch myself now, while I can still remember the sensation of her fingers against my skin.

         When I close my eyes, I see her in front of me with her tight and white tank top and her flower-covered yoga pants that bring out her perfect and round ass. I place my hand on her ass. It is firm and smooth under my fingers. I don’t have the patience right now to imagine the whole scenario. Instead, my fingers find their way straight to my swollen labia and my wet pussy. Suddenly it is no longer my hands that touch me. It’s hers. Her hands are confident, and there are no questions to be asked, they find my wet and welcoming pussy in a heartbeat.

         I slide two fingers into my vagina and let her take control. I see her on top of me with her fingers buried deep inside of me, and she is bringing me towards a climax. Before I get there, I reach for my biggest pillow, place it in between my legs and feel her body there. I rub against her, turn around and push her down on the mattress as I rub my body, my pussy and my clitoris against her. I cum hard. I feel like I have a fever, and I breathe heavily. I take a cold shower, and except a moment of weakness with the showerhead, I manage to keep myself from acting out my overheated desire by taking control over it again. But I can’t get her out of my mind.

         Two days later, I am back at the yoga studio. I am already sitting on the floor when she arrives. This time I’ve left the hat behind, but I still choose a spot in the back of the room. Nobody is there but us. Lo sees me and locks eyes with me as she rolls her mat out, lights candles, pulls her essential oils out and starts the music. Then, instead of sitting down to stretch as I assumed she would, she walks in my direction with slow steps. From her cropped hair to her naked feet, she radiates confidence.

         I feel the sweat gather and trickle down the side of my face and in between my breasts. She squats in front of me, reaches her hand out, picks up a lock of hair from my face and places it behind my ear. Her smile puts a spell on me, as always, and her touch gives me goosebumps and makes the hair on my arms stand up.

         “Hi, my name is Lo. Nice to see you again”, she says and takes my hand.

         “Ehm he-hello, Tova”, I stutter and feel my cheeks blush.

         She keeps holding my hand even after the handshake is over. She twists it and then she strokes the back of it with hers.

         “Tova, I would love to buy you a cup of hot chocolate after this”, she says and winks her eye at me before she goes back to start the class.

         The room has filled up with people while she has been sitting down next to me, I have no idea if she held my hand for a minute or three hours, but my hand feels cold and empty without hers in it. The yoga class is even better this time, I find my poses, and I realise that my body is more capable than I thought it was. Every time my eyes are not closed in an attempt to focus inwards, I exchange glances with Lo, and I’m excited to notice that she doesn’t seem to be as focused on herself or anyone else in the room today.

         During the half-pigeon pose, our eyes meet, and I completely lose my breathing technique. If I’m not mistaking, I think that her professional and well-practised yoga breathing becomes a bit choppy as well, telling me that she is holding back some desire of her own. It is an extremely drawn out and charged moment, and I feel something building up inside of me. I press my vagina against the mat and reach forward, tensing instead of relaxing. I drown in her eyes, and I have to interrupt the pose before I start to whimper and moan from the sexual yearning that is taking me over. My panties are so wet that I am afraid that it will show through my yoga pants.

         When everyone else has left the studio, and Lo has turned the lights and the music off, she slowly puts her shirt, her socks and her coat on and then we walk together in silent excitement to the closest café where she orders hot chocolate for both of us and finds a table with some privacy. I follow her like a puppy, and except my nerves, I only feel excitement and desire.

         The conversation is a bit awkward at first, but she keeps calm and asks me questions and waits patiently as I try my best to answer them. Sometimes we fall silent, and the bubbly and electric attraction between the two of us becomes obvious. After a while, she clears her throat.

         “I have two dogs that I need to go home to. But you are welcome to come with me if you want.” She says.

         I look up and process what she just said. She is inviting me to her place. Now? It is 11:30 on a Wednesday night. She gives me a curious and encouraging look. I start to sweat again, my mouth is dry, and my heart is in my mouth. I can’t speak, but I nod my head and smile. She grabs my hand when we get out on the street, and a warm feeling spreads throughout my body. She is so confident, and it rubs off on me. We get on a bus and sit there completely quiet for ten minutes. She massages my hands, and I study her lips. People in the crowded bus look at us, but they don’t exist to us.

         When we get off the bus outside the city, she guides me to a small house. Standing there, surrounded by a fence that is almost completely buried in the snow and with a couple of fir trees on in the garden, the little house looks like something out of a snow globe. It makes me think about an old poem about a Christmas gnome, and I don’t know if the tingling sensation in my body comes from Christmas cheer or desire. I think it is a desire. I glance over at her. It is definitely desired.

         Two grey and white Huskies almost run me over in their excitement and Lo takes me into a cosy living room where she lights a fire in the fireplace to heat the cold old house. We sit down on the sofa, and within a minute, our lips meet in a passionate kiss. It deepens, alternate between rough and soft, and it starts a fire in my body. Her lips are soft and taste of hot chocolate. She smells like vanilla, and it is intoxicating. I feel dizzy and light as a feather. Our hands explore each other’s bodies, and all our clothes end up on the floor.

         When I pull her tank top over her head, I notice that she is not wearing a bra and her nipples are stiff and erect. I pull myself away from her mouth to taste one of her nipples, and I massage her firm and small breasts as I suck and nibble carefully. I have longed for this for so long. While I focus on her breasts, she pushes me down on the sofa and brings her hand in between my plum thighs. I am still wearing underwear and a skirt, but her hand finds its way down my stomach and in underneath my clothes, over my pubic mound and down between my swollen and spread labia.

         She slides two fingers into my wet vagina and finds my clitoris with her thumb. It feels so good that I bite her nipple harder as an impulse, and we both moan as we press our bodies against each other. She sits up in between my legs and looks at me as I lie there. She unbuttons my skirt and takes it off together with my panties. Then she sits there, looking at me. My body is about to explode from desire, and I can’t lie still, I tense my buttocks and thrust myself upwards even if she is not close enough to touch me.

         I squirm underneath her, underneath her eyes, and she looks at me and smiles. Finally, she places her clenched fist against my pussy and lets me rub myself against it. She supports me with one hand under my ass while I thrust myself against her. The orgasm has been building up since she took my hand, since we first met, and it starts in my toes and moves like a tidal wave up throughout my body before it explodes and erases my existence for a moment. We look at each other in the eyes all the time, and when I cum, I feel like I have disappeared in her grey and blue gaze.

         When the orgasm is over, and I relax and stop grinding against her hand, she starts to rub her hand against me with a pressure that prolongs my orgasm and the tingling sensation in my body is so strong that I don’t know what to do with myself. I get a sudden urge to crawl out of my skin. I pull back and twist and turn to escape the sensation. It is too much. It will be the end of me. She sees my pleasurable panic and applies even more pressure, bends over and helps with her tongue. I explode in a fountain orgasm, and my juices trickle down her hand and tongue.

         Even if my breathing is heavy and my body is exhausted, I lay down on top of her. I grab her arms and hold her down. I don’t know where I got so confident because I’m still timid, but all I know is that I want her. Now she lies there underneath me, completely naked with her legs spread. I lower myself down so that our vaginas touch and then I ride her as if I had all the energy in the world. First slowly and softly, feeling her body and noticing our bodies meeting. But then hard and merciless until she cums in electric contractions and gasping moans.

         My body is heavy and slow when we lie there together in front of the fireplace. I rest my head on her chest, and I slowly draw patterns with my finger on her strong stomach. She moves her hand slowly over my back and through my hair.

         “I have to go home. I have a cat. I don’t want to leave.” It seems as if I can only formulate my thought in short sentences, my brain is full of pink glitter, and my thoughts are like jelly. Nothing works.

         “It’s okay, do you want company? Both the dogs and I need to go for a walk.” I nod, and she smiles at my blushing cheeks and my empty brain.

         So we put on our hats, our thick coats and our many soft scarves and head out in the never-ending snowfall. It is pitch black outside, but the stars glisten, and the snowflakes melt when they land on our hot bodies. The white snow lights up the otherwise dark road, and the dogs run ahead of us through the deep snow. Lo takes my hand, and even though we are both wearing gloves, it sends a shiver down my spine. The hair in the back of my neck stands up, and I lean over and kiss her.

         Our scarves act like a wall in between us, but our lips and tongues find each other through them. Her breath tickles me, and her soft lips make my blood rush. In the midst of it, all the thought hits me that this feels dangerous.

         It’s Saint Lucy’s Day. I had the idea that I wanted to sing in a choir and now our show starts in ten minutes. I am wearing a traditional white dress with a red silk ribbon around my waist, and I have candles in my hair. We are in a church and Lo helps me relax by massaging my shoulders. I still can’t believe that we are dating. Her hands-on my shoulders make me relax, but they also turn me on. They send a jolt of desire through my stomach, and my vagina feels heavy in my panties. I bend backwards and steal a kiss from her. I move my hand over her cropped hair, and it tickles the palm of my hand. I am just about to interrupt the intimate embrace when Lo says:

         “I know what will make you relax” and kneels in front of me.

         Before I realise what is happening, she has disappeared underneath my dress, and I have to lean against the wall not to fall over. Her tongue finds its way into me straight away, and she is not holding back when she presses it against my clitoris. She sucks and licks and uses her whole mouth to stimulate me. My already wet pussy is about to explode, and I can feel it drip along the inside of my thigh.

         What is she doing? We are in a church, in a dressing room and anybody could walk in. What if someone would walk in and see her head underneath my dress, in between my legs. My thoughts spin, but soon, I forget to worry when Lo’s magical tongue takes over everything. She grabs my ass and pushes her head and her mouth even harder against my pussy. I try to get a hold of her hair to help her with the pace. Her tongue moves fast over my clitoris, and it feels like it is about to go numb from all the pressure.

         The numbness makes my clitoris even more sensitive, and in just a few minutes, I cum hard in Lo’s mouth, with my hand covering my mouth. It takes a while for the contractions to stop and I hold her between my legs until I realise that there is probably not that much air down there. When she gets up again, her lips are wet, and she kisses me before I can stop her. With my juices on my lips, I enter the crowded church to sing. She is contagious, and she makes me feel confident.

         Lo’s hands are confident and teasing in my brother’s bedroom. She pushes me down on the bed and pulls my skirt up, then she carefully takes off my red lace panties but leaves the stay-ups on. We can hear my family preparing dinner outside the door. What if they will notice that we are missing? Where do they think we are? My thoughts and my worries are drowned out by the enormous desire that I feel for the woman that is sitting in between my thighs.

         She moves her hands over my thigh, my pubic mound and my labia before she kisses me softly and makes me bite my lip and hold back my moans at the same time as I lift my ass to meet her. She gets something out of her bag. It is a Satisfyer, and she holds it against my clitoris, starts the vacuum suction and takes me to a whole new level in just a couple of seconds.

         “Merry Christmas honey,” she says and smiles.

         My whole body is vibrating, and I tense all my muscles. They flex and tense. Muscles that I didn’t even know I had strained, and I am like an arched bow, about to go off. I press against her and the toy and feel an intense and pulsating explosion rise from my stomach. It grows until my body can’t fit it anymore, and every cell in my body goes off. Lo covers my mouth with one of her hands, and when I reach climax, I scream and feel my juices pour out of me and make the bed cover wet.

         “Oh no, oh, no! What if someone hears us?? And they will see this!”

         I want to panic because I know that should be my reaction, but when the words leave my mouth, I don’t feel anything. Instead, I keep kissing Lo and the pulsating sensation in between my legs transform into a burning desire. I need more of her. I need to feel her and become one with her. I pull myself up so that she lies on top of me, her weight on top of me triggers my already horny body, and I put my legs above her ass and pull her close with my thighs. The kiss deepens, and it all feels like an out-of-body experience at the same time as I am incredibly present.

         I take off her black blouse, and I feel a tingle in between my legs when I see her stiff nipples. We roll around on top of the bed, and as my tongue plays with one of her nipples, I dip my fingers in her wet and swollen vagina. After a while, neither of us can take it any longer, and our calm, soft and almost quiet lovemaking change into something harder and more desperate. We press our bodies against each other and the frustration of not being able to be close enough results in a wild humping and grinding. I don’t know who is riding who, but our bodies have never moved as fast and hard.

         My fingers are inside of her, her fingers are inside of me, our tongues are one, and when we cum together, we whimper and moan from the relief, sweaty from our work out. We hear a light knock on the door, and suddenly we remember that we are not alone. Lo rolls off me and corrects her clothes as I stumble out of bed, put my underwear on, pull my skirt down and run to open the window. I am very aware that the room smells of sex and naked bodies.

         Then my brother’s head appears in the door. He raises his eyebrows and looks at us with a funny expression on his face. Then he laughs and tells us to hurry up before the whole family will come in and see what is going on.

         After a three-hour-long Christmas dinner with everything that Christmas has to offer, including hundreds of questions to Lo from my family about her life and her future, we sit down on the sofa in front of the TV and watch Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol from 1999. At that moment, with Lo resting in my arms and a bowl of my mum’s home-made salted caramel fudge on her stomach, I could die happy.

         
            Malin Edholm
      

            Valentine's Day: Passion in Paradise
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