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         “Rebecca will be over for dinner tonight!” Johanna called out from the kitchen.

         Patrick took his eyes off the computer screen. “Okay!”

         He hadn't even noticed that the sun had set outside the window, and now he saw that the flat was bathing in the dim light of dusk. Outside, a big flock of birds moved across the sky like a black coat in the wind. He decided to take a shower and shave and to change his sweatpants into a pair of jeans and a shirt.

         When Rebecca rang the doorbell, they were both standing in the hallway to greet her. The mood was great. Rebecca was a large and welcoming woman. She filled the room with her presence, and surprisingly her scent made Patrick think about the first time he slow-danced with a girl.

         He had never met Rebecca before and he stared at her for a long time.

         “Did you find the flat alright?” Johanna asked, and hugged her.

         “Yes, absolutely, but I did get stuck down by the entrance with Charles” Rebecca said, and walked up to hug Patrick. “Hi. So nice to finally meet you.”

         “Likewise,” Patrick said.

         “With who?” Johanna said, and stared at Rebecca.

         “Charles, your neighbor on the first floor.” Rebecca took her coat off.

         “I don't even know who he is, and I’ve lived here for two years,” Johanna said. She looked at Patrick. He just shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

         “A very sweet older gentleman, but he couldn't stop talking about his trip to Mallorca. He told me what they ate, what the music was like, the weather…” She interrupted herself when she saw the kitchen and the set table, the candles and the wine. “Oh wow, that looks so nice!” she gasped.

         They served the wine. They ate and drank and talked, mostly about work and things that they should plan to do together in the future. Rebecca finished her plate last. She put her cutlery down and had a couple of sips of her wine.

         “That was lovely,” she said.

         “Yes, I’m really happy with it,” Johanna answered.

         “With you in the kitchen, it's like dining out every night,” Patrick said.

         “Oh well, I’m not the only one who cooks around here. You're a great cook too.”

         “Is he always this nice?” Rebecca said, and winked at Johanna.

         “Yes, he sure knows how to be charming.”

         “That won't work on us though,” Rebecca said.

         “No, it won't!” Johanna said, and raised her glass. Rebecca raised hers too and they cheered. “Cheers to women!” she said.

         “What is happening right now?” Patrick said.

         The women laughed. “There, there,” Johanna said, and stroked the back of his hand. As a reflex, Patrick pulled his hand away and accidentally hit Johanna’s hand.

         “Ouch! What the fuck are you doing?!”

         “Don't be so dramatic. It won't work on me.”

         Johanna held her pulsating thumb. Her eyes were black and she threw sharp looks across the table. Rebecca, who had been holding her breath until now, started laughing. Johanna's eyes became even darker and they filled with tears. Patrick got out of his chair and hugged her. He tried to kiss her, but Johanna kept saying “no”, resisting his attempts to apologize.

         He got down on his knees. “Oooh,” Rebecca gasped.

         Patrick took Johanna's hand and kissed each knuckle and each finger, and when he finally placed his head on her lap, she stroked his hair and said, “Fine”.

         They both got up at the same time and they hugged for a long time.

          
      

         The girls talked for a while and Patrick listened. Suddenly, Rebecca turned towards him, leaned forwards and placed her chin in her hand, squinting her eyes. “So, I’ve heard you like chilli,” she said, and smiled mischievously.

         “Yeah," Patrick said, and turned towards Johanna. She blushed and bit her lip. Rebecca looked at both of them. “Yes, we talk to each other. What did you think? I bet you talk about sex with your friends all of the time?”

         “Actually, I don't,” Patrick said.

         “Are you kidding me?”

         “No, we never talk about details and stuff.”

         “How boring.”

         He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess I’m a bit boring.”

         “No, that's not what I meant!” Rebecca said, reaching for his hand.

         “I’m not offended.”

         “Now I feel like I really screwed up,” she said dramatically, staring at him. Her shoulders dropped.

         “No, don’t worry,” he said. “I’m just a private person. That's all. But you are so fantastically social and can talk about anything. You meet our neighbor and become his friend in a heartbeat. It's really cool. But it’s just not who I am. Don’t think you have to calm down or anything like that. Fuck, look at me and Johanna, we are the weird ones,” he said, and looked at Johanna, who gave him a loving smile. He could tell that she was impressed by him and it made him feel warm inside.

         “You seem like such a cool person. Johanna has told me loads about you,” he said, and had a sip of his wine.

         “Oh yeah?” She raised her eyebrows and looked at them both.

         “Only good things,” Patrick said, placing his hand on his chest. “I promise.”

         “So, what has she told you?”

         “That you have lived a very exciting life and experienced a lot of exciting relationships.” He looked down at the table. “And some crazy sex.”

         Rebecca laughed genuinely and loudly and with her whole body. “Oh my God. Oh well. Now I know who the real gossip is here.”

         “Yeah, Johanna can never keep a secret,” Patrick said, and smiled at Johanna. She gasped and pretended that she was being stabbed in the stomach with a knife.

         “Well, it’s true. You always gossip about people you work with too,” Rebecca said.

         “I don’t even listen to you people anymore.” She crossed her arms over her chest.

         “Did we upset you?” Patrick said ironically.

         “Maybe I should leave you two alone?” she said, standing up.

         “Hey, get a bottle of wine while you're up,” he called to her as she walked away, but she didn't answer him.

         “Do you think she is angry?” he said quietly to Rebecca, and Rebecca just laughed. He divided the last of the wine evenly between him and Rebecca. They sat silent, but suddenly they became very aware of everything else around them. The sound of the refrigerator, the dark night outside the windows, and the flickering light of the candles.

         “I can't help but wonder,” Patrick said, staring into the flame of candle. “How does it work, when couples, ehm, switch partners? Does it normally happen at a club or in private homes?”

         Rebecca looked like she really enjoyed the question. “All sorts of ways! I’ve been an active swinger for years, especially with my ex. I think I tried almost everything with him. You see, I’m a yes-sayer. You only live once, and it's a shame to miss out on stuff because you’re worried or scared or because you think you know loads of stuff about things you have never tried. You have to say yes to life, don’t you think so? For me, sex is the best thing about life. You’re supposed to experiment with it and explore it. I’m bisexual. Maybe Johanna told you? I like women just as much as I like men. Some might find that strange. When I was in a relationship with a woman, my first girlfriend, we spent a lot of time with people from the HBTQ community. Almost all of our friends were gay, and it still surprises me that they seem to be just as prejudiced and hostile as everyone else. But towards straight people of course. Or towards men in general. Do you get what I mean?”

         Patrick nodded. He thought that she was probably talking so much because she was drunk. Then he realized how drunk he was himself, and he enjoyed it. It was all so simple, he thought. So simple.

         “I’ve always found it pretty hard,” she continued. “I have never felt like I belong anywhere. But then I met Freddy, my ex, and everything changed. He was as crazy about sex as I was. We kept trying new things. We discovered the swinger lifestyle together. Sure, we had been in an open relationship before, but we had never put a label on it. But then we started hanging out at clubs and started meeting people online and in real life. We had some fun years together.”

         She stopped talking and looked at Patrick. She said, “It all gets easier with time. It’s all about taking it slow.” She drank some wine and slowly put her glass down. “I was going to say something else. Oh, right. We were very active swingers and we got to know a lot of people. I have to say that swingers are the most wonderful kind of people, especially the older ones. They are so experienced. Full of confidence. Down to earth. They have always made me feel at home. Their world is one where I fit in.”

         Patrick nodded and took in what Rebecca was saying.

         They heard the toilet flush and then Rebecca returned to the table. “So, what have I missed?” she asked.

         “You forgot the wine,” Patrick said.

         “Go fuck yourself,” she answered.

         “Fuck your mum.”

         “I bet you would love to.”

         Patrick sighed and looked at his empty wine glass. “Rebecca told me about swingers. That they are very open minded.”

         “Of course,” Johanna said. “I can totally see that.”

         Patrick stared at her.

         “Hey!” Johanna said to Rebecca. “Have you told Patrick about what happened in Paris? You know, the club?”

         “No, I haven't.”

         “Please, go ahead.”

         “Okay, I’ll tell you. We were in Paris. It was around Christmas, 2010. We were there for a vacation and it was great. One night, it was a Saturday, we were going for dinner and Freddy had his mind set on having plaice. Only plaice, nothing else. But of course, we couldn’t find it anywhere, so we walked and walked and walked. Suddenly, we found ourselves on a street that was completely dead. We couldn’t hear the traffic anymore. Can you imagine, being lost in Paris? All we could hear was the rattle of a trash can and the meowing of a wild cat. What to do? We had no phone. We couldn’t see the main street and we didn't see a taxi. So we kept walking. After a while we heard some music and we walked towards it. We found a tiny little pub, very French. It was almost empty, but our plan was to have a drink and ask for directions. A huge man stood behind the bar, I mean he was really huge, and he had a weird head. I don’t know how to explain it, but it looked like a flowerpot turned upside down. But he seemed nice. And dumb. Dumb and nice.

         He said to us in French: Are you here for the fish in the pond? And then he gave us a strange look.”

         Patrick raised his eyebrows. He had a hard time believing the story and Rebecca couldn’t blame him.

         “It’s true. It was so weird,” she continued. “But let me tell the story. Freddy said: Sure, are there plenty of fish in the sea? And then the bartender smiled. Around 400, he said. Then he showed us through a door at the back of the bar. Thinking about it now, I can’t believe we followed him. It could have been anything back there. Maybe his plan was to kill us for all we knew. But we came with him. When he closed the door behind us, he pointed to the floor and smiled. At first, we didn't get what he meant, but then I saw the hatch. The entrance. It was one of those old wooden hatches with a heavy iron ring for a handle. It creaked when we opened it.” Rebecca licked her lips. “And down there,” she said, and paused. “Down there, we were met by a narrow spiral staircase that took us down to the wildest, craziest and sexiest sex club I’ve ever seen.”

         Patrick leaned over the table, his eyes wide open. Johanna smiled.

         “We could hear moans from down there. Loads of them. If you listened to them all at once, they sounded like a symphony. It was powerful,” Rebecca said.

         “But that thing about the fish. Was that some kind of code?” Patrick asked.

         “Yeah. At first, I thought that Freddy had planned it all. It just seemed too unbelievable that we would stumble upon a place like that. But he was as surprised as me. And when the bartender mentioned the thing about the fish, he said he was just playing along, for fun. What do I know. It was luck I guess. Or destiny.”

         “Tell him about the cave,” Johanna said.

         “Well, oh my… Have you heard about the catacombs underneath Paris?”

         Patrick shook his head.

         “Okay. There are loads of underground tunnels and rooms, stretching underneath the whole city. It was all dug out during the Roman period. Nobody knows how big the whole thing is or where the tunnels lead, but it's pretty creepy. Full of skulls and mass graves. But at this venue, it was all made up nicely. They had put in floors and put up pillars in the big rooms. But they had kept the natural cave walls, and even if the ceilings were high in some places, you had to bow your head down in other spots so as not to hit your head. It was the perfect spot. Can you imagine the vibe?! We walked around in there among hundreds of other people, some dressed in leather with a whip in their hand, some dressed for a masquerade and many naked. Some people were dressed in… I don’t know what to call it, big furry mascot costumes I guess, but crotchless if you know what I mean? I literally saw a big panda running around with an erection. He fucked someone who was dressed up as Little Red Riding Hood. The slutty version. It's something that I will never forget. Surreal. Probably the coolest thing I’ve ever experienced. But the best thing that happened to me that night was when I found the ball pit. In one room, the floor was replaced with a huge ball pit. I had sex with five or six other women at once in there. And I experienced complete ecstasy.” Rebecca closed her eyes. She said, “It varied who was the center of attention, but in the end they all focused on me. I had hands all over my body. I had one woman on each breast, sucking my nipples. It was as if I was nursing them. I was kissed. Licked. My body was electric. The orgasms that I had, they never ended. I had nowhere to go.” Rebecca cleared her throat. She was blushing. Her eyes sparkled.

         The kitchen was silent. Patrick moved his hand over his arm.

         “So crazy,” Johanna said.

         “What happened to Freddy?” Patrick asked. “Later, I mean.”

         “At the club?” Rebecca asked.

         “No, I mean… I know it ended between you guys.”

         “We got divorced last summer.”

         “Did something happen or…?” Patrick continued. Johanna gave him a sour look.

         “You mean because we had sex with other people?” Rebecca asked him calmly.

         Johanna stared at Patrick and shook her head. “That's such a dumb question Patrick,” she said.

         “That's okay. But I don’t want to talk about it, not right now. I can guarantee you though that it had nothing to do with us being swingers. A lot of other stuff happened.”

         “Maybe it was a dumb question,” Patrick said.

         “It’s really okay,” Rebecca said. “But I don’t want to ruin such a nice night by talking about it.”

         Patrick got up to get more wine and found an open bottle on the kitchen counter. To his surprise he saw that Rebecca’s glass was empty again and he looked at her. “Yes please,” she said. The three of them watched the glass as it was filled up.

         “You too, Johanna?”

         “Yeah,” she said, reaching her glass out to him without looking at him. He filled it all the way up to the edge. “Wow, thank you Patrick,” she said.

         He didn't look at her. He lifted the bottle up to the light and shook it. “Oh, there is some left for me. Thanks Patrick,” he said, emptying the bottle.

         “We have more. Do you want something Rebecca?” Johanna asked, opening the doors to the bar cabinet.

         “Not right now, thanks.”

         “Just let me know.”

         “I fancy a beer. Does anyone else want a beer?” Patrick said, opening the fridge.

         “Let us move into the living room,” Johanna said, and when she sat down on the corner of the divan, Patrick lay down with his head on her lap. She carefully lifted his head up and placed a pillow under his neck. She stroked his forehead and played with his hair. Patrick had a sip of his beer.

         “You guys are so cute together,” Rebecca said.

         “I would love to go to a swingers club. Just to see what it was all about,” Johanna said. “Because it's okay to just watch, right?”

         “Absolutely,” Rebecca said. “A lot of couples start off like that. The next step is normally to try to have sex in the same room as another couple. Or maybe to help out a little when another couple has sex. Finding your own thing and figuring out what you like is my favourite part.”

         “Patrick is a skeptic,” Johanna said, messing up his hair.

         He sighed. “What can I say, I guess I’m the traditional type. The holy trinity: a house, a car and a wife. What's wrong with that?”

         “Nobody said that there is anything wrong with that,” Johanna said.

         “You know there are loads of swingers with that exact lifestyle,” Rebecca said. “Some even have summer houses and boats.”

         “You see!” Johanna said.

         Patrick laughed.

         “So, Patrick, if Johanna and I wanted to pleasure you together, would you hate that?” Rebecca asked. The women looked at each other.

         “I wouldn’t hate it. It's just… not my style.”

         Rebecca put her hand on Johanna's shoulder and squeezed it. Johanna's breathing became heavy, irregular, excited. She suddenly felt the hand on her shoulder very distinctly as it moved up towards her neck. A finger moved along her most sensitive spot and gave her goosebumps. Then Rebecca started to massage it. Johanna said, “What if we kissed, Rebecca and me. And if we touched each other. Wouldn’t you want to see that?”

         Patrick squirmed.

         “Let me put it this way,” she continued. “Would you be okay with it?”

         “Yes. Yes I would. You know that.”

         “Okay. Get up,” she said, and Patrick got up.

         Rebecca smiled. She placed her hand on Johanna's cheek. “Are you ready?”

         Johanna looked down and nodded. Their lips met. Rebecca opened her mouth and when her tongue found its way in, Johanna relaxed and all the tension disappeared. They were on fire.

         “Shit. My heart is pounding. I’m so nervous,” Johanna said.

         “Ahh, you are so sweet”, Rebecca said, and stroked Johanna’s cheek with her hand.

         Johanna looked at Patrick. She reached her hand out and placed it on his crotch. She smiled. “You have an erection! I knew it. Shit, the way you look at us makes me so horny.”

         He cleared his throat. “I love you,” he said.

         “I love you too.” She leaned over and kissed him.

         “Please, continue,” he said. “You guys are so sexy.”

         The women kissed again, intensely. Johanna pushed her chest out and moaned when Rebecca squeezed her breasts. Rebecca undressed Johanna and she took her time. Soon, they were both naked on their upper bodies. Both of them focused completely on the other woman's breasts. Johanna’s felt nice to massage. They were firm and amazingly beautiful. Rebecca’s breasts were big. Way too big to fit in one hand. The women kissed, nibbled and stroked. They slowly found their pace and got to know each other's skin, shape, taste and scent.

         “So what do you say now, Patrick?” Rebecca said, her face red. She kept moaning.

         “I’m in heaven,” he said.

         The women laughed. The laughter made Rebecca's breasts bounce up and down. “God, I’m so wet right now,” she said.

         “Me too,” Johanna said.

         “Do you want to continue?” Rebecca asked.

         Johanna nodded. Rebecca started to take Johanna's pants off and Patrick helped. Johanna lifted her ass up when they pulled her panties down. Patrick ran his fingers through Johanna’s hair. He knew she loved that. Johanna pressed herself against Rebecca’s naked thigh and it felt lovely. Rebecca had pulled her dress up so that she could easily touch herself.

         With her knees on the sofa, Johanna leaned backwards and Rebecca tasted her, kissing her labia with moist lips. Closer and closer to her hot center. Before she started playing with her tongue, she kissed Johanna’s clitoris and waited for it to swell. Johanna’s heart was racing. She put her elbows on the armrest of the sofa and gasped. She flexed her thighs and a tingling sensation spread through her body, turning the pain into pleasure as her whole body trembled. As Patrick kissed her, she moaned into his mouth, gripping him hard, pulling his hair and whimpering with her mouth open when she finally came in a quivering orgasm.

         Rebecca wiped her mouth and smiled. “You taste wonderful,” she said.

         “Wow, I came so quickly,” Johanna said.

         “Was it nice?” Rebecca asked.

         “It was unbelievable.”

         “Wow,” Patrick said.

         Johanna laughed and lay down next to Patrick, close to him, longing for his cock. She took his jeans off. His cock twitched. She moaned when she put it in her hand. It felt so good and she knew what was coming. She licked it. Took it in her mouth. She wanted to love it, full of devotion, just like she loved him. All she wanted to do was to give him pleasure, not just with her mouth and her tongue but with her whole being.

         All she thought about in that moment was to fuck him with her mouth. Johanna moved her hips and raised her ass, and Patrick stroked her over her lower back.

         Rebecca spanked her. The surprise made Johanna’s heart skip a beat. Her juices poured out of her now. She was ready for anything, and she moaned. Then she felt Rebecca's hand. She moaned again.

         Then Rebecca leaned forwards, with her face close to Johanna's face. Johanna took the cock out of her mouth and angled it towards Rebecca, like a gift. She watched Rebecca suck and lick. She watched her cheeks sucking, her tongue working and her eyes wandering between Patrick's face and his big cock.

         His eyes looked drunk and his mouth was open.

         Johanna reached for him. “You are so sexy,” she said, and kissed him.

         He moaned and growled. “Come here,” he said, and pulled her closer. “Squat.”

         Rebecca moved a little, but kept his cock in a firm grip in her hand so that Johanna could slide onto it with ease. She rode him slowly. It was obvious that Patrick was close and she wanted to prolong it.

         Rebecca leaned back in the sofa with her legs far apart. She had no underwear. She looked at Patrick. Looked him in the eyes. It was as if his and Johanna's private bubble had burst. He looked down in an attempt not to look at her, but his eyes were transfixed on her vagina. He couldn’t help it. She touched herself with four fingers, and everything was swollen and soft. He could tell she was enjoying it. He looked up and locked eyes with her again. She smiled, casually.

         He came. He took a firm grip around Johanna's ass and moved his hips violently as he screamed.

         Rebecca moaned and whimpered for a whole minute, and then she sighed and relaxed completely in the sofa.

          
      

         After that night, Johanna and Patrick became members of a couple of clubs that Rebecca had recommended. They explored their new lifestyle more and more and figured out what they liked and what they didn't like; they were growing into their role as swingers.

         Rebecca met a new man, and after only ten days they got married and went to Hawaii for a two-month honeymoon. He owned a company that was building luxury yachts. He was rich, had a lot of spare time and was as open-minded as Rebecca. It all seemed like a dream come true. Johanna and Patrick were happy for her of course, but they missed her. Especially now when they were exploring this new, sexy territory that was so familiar to Rebecca. They would have loved it if she was part of all that.

         After a while Johanna and Patrick befriended a couple that shared their new interest. They went on a skiing trip together. On the last night they all had sex in front of the fireplace in the little cabin; on the floor, on the table, in the sofa. Everything happened so naturally. They had crossed some kind of line and now nothing felt wrong anymore.

         They liked it now. More than that: They loved it. And they wanted to do it again.

         One night, Rebecca called Johanna to let her know she was back from Hawaii. They talked for four hours, excited to share everything that had happened since the last time they talked. Now they wanted to see each other, and Rebecca had a suggestion. She wanted to meet at a club. A club with a theme. Johanna and Patrick could play the leads if they wanted to.

          
      

         They weren’t allowed to talk, but the room wasn't silent. With closed eyes Johanna listened to breathing, sighing and whispering. She could feel the presence of all the people in there and her skin vibrated. It was electric. She was hyper-sensitive, exposed, excited and full of expectations.

         “Patrick?” she said quietly.

         “I’m here,” he answered.

         “Shh. You have to be quiet,” a firm but friendly voice whispered.

         Patrick’s voice was coming from behind her. He was close. She could tell that he was lying down, just like herself.

         Something cold on her thigh interrupted her in her thoughts, something wet and tickling poured down the inside of her leg. She tried to guess what it could be, but she was interrupted again by something warm on her stomach and between her breasts. She stopped thinking. She became very aware of her body. She knew that ten people or so were standing around her now, maybe naked, and when their fingers met her skin—to put down fruit, berries or different kinds of sauces—the touch sent jolts of electricity throughout her body, leaving her hyper-sensitive like the nose of a shark. It was wonderful.

          
      

         Patrick's erection grew when he felt hands around his crotch. He tried to hold back but couldn’t. He felt his cock rise. He felt naked, very naked, with all the people standing around him, and he was a bit nervous. He didn’t want to admit it to himself, but he was very grateful that Johanna was there with him. She was his safety net.

         “Wow, how long do you think he can keep his erection?” a woman whispered very quietly, but Patrick heard it. His senses had become sharper as he lay there, just like your eyes get used to the dark. He had also lost track of time. He just went from one amazing sensation to another, and he had no idea how long he had been there. It was wet and cold around his cock now, but the fingers around it made up for it. He had no idea who the fingers belonged to.

         The fingers belonged to a young woman named Malin. She was still a student and was proud to call herself polyamorous, as she believed that most people would have multiple relationships in the future, instead of the old fashioned and stiff traditional couple, as she put it. It all went hand in hand with globalisation, she used to say. That we were all getting closer to each other. Patrick had fucked her before, at another meeting. She was tight, and her ass was pear-shaped and nice to hold on to.

         The wet and cold liquid around his cock was pineapple juice. For the third time, Malin was trying to put a canned pineapple ring around his shaft. It broke again.

         “Nooo!” she called out, and Patrick recognized her voice immediately. “He is way too big.” A couple of the women laughed out loud. “But I really wanted to get that pineapple on there. It would have looked so nice.”

         “Talk about a luxury problem!” someone called out, making more people laugh. Patrick radiated confidence. Now, he was the king.

          
      

         People got more and more intimate now, and the horniness filled the room like humidity in a rainforest. One couple started fucking. It was contagious. For a moment the room was silent, but just like the heat before a thunderstorm, it was a silence that wouldn't last long. The next second, you could hear the first real moan. Johanna and Patrick were no longer the only couple in the centre. The rest of the people started to focus on each other.

         The two men that were still working on Johanna got even more devoted now. Strong hands massaged her breasts and she couldn’t resist taking her blindfold off to have a look. The men were wearing masks. They talked about her and about what they wanted to do to her. Johanna looked up at the muscular chest hovering above her and realized that the man massaging her breasts was probably a bodybuilder. He must have worked on those muscles for years. He looked like a statue, and the black tattoos covering his back and his arms made him look like a warrior. She looked at his hips, his ass and his big thick cock.

         “No need for honey here. Feel.”

         The bodybuilder with the strong hips gently put his hand in between her legs. He let two of his fingers wander along her slit. He saw that he had taken her blindfold off. “You are so wet, sweetheart,” he said to her.

         She moaned and squirmed.

         “Do you want me to lick you?”

         She nodded her head eagerly. “Yea-yeah,” she said in an unsteady voice.

         His two fingers looked like they were covered in icing. He put them in his mouth and licked them clean. “Mmm, you taste so good, sweetheart.”

         Then he squatted down in between her thighs. He gently circled the tip of his tongue around her clitoris and she placed her feet firmly on the bench and moaned loudly. She couldn't remember ever being this horny. She felt the cold air against her naked skin and then she felt his tongue again. He sucked her. She twisted and turned on the bench and almost fell off it. She got a feeling in her stomach that reminded her of when you really start to pick up speed in a roller-coaster. With a firm grip around her hips he held her steady. He licked hungrily and fast, and it felt like he was trying his hardest to get all the sweet juice out of her little swollen bud.

          
      

         People were having sex everywhere, with some people doing it standing up.

         Johanna and Patrick had found each other again and they were lying down on a red velvet sofa, shoulder to shoulder, but with their feet in different directions and their legs spread. They were taken care of.

         Patrick licked her breast, neck and face. New flavours everywhere, but he could taste the honey everywhere. And the taste of her skin. The taste of Johanna. They had played this game many times before, but only at home, alone. Never like this. Still, this felt more intimate. He got to see sides of her that he had never seen before. Right now, for example, she was staring with horny eyes at a man that was a complete stranger. A man that wasn't him, and that was satisfying her.

          
      

         Johanna was in paradise; she knew that know. She could see Patrick’s swollen cock in front of her and two beautiful women licking it and kissing it, taking turns sucking it.

         She felt his hands on her breasts. He had licked them clean and was now massaging them and stroking them as if he could never get bored of them. He didn't look at the women sucking his cock. He couldn’t see their faces. Instead, he was studying Johanna’s nipples as they moved between his fingers. But Johanna saw the women. They treated his cock as if it was a beautiful animal being born. There was something wild and respectable with how big it was and how it pulsated, but also something vulnerable that needed to be cared for. Together, the two women used their mouths and their hands to bring this wild animal to the world, like two proud parents. One of the women massaged his balls and polished his shaft with her moist lips. The other woman closed her lips around the cock and let the head of it rub against the roof of her mouth.

         The woman coughed, her eyes teared up, and a thick thread of saliva ran from her lip when she gasped for air.

         Patrick was really close to his climax and Johanna stroked his cheek. She gently kissed his open mouth. She knew how much he loved being kissed when all the loveliness pulsated out from his cock and throughout his body. It was pleasure taken to the next level. She felt the same way. She also wanted to trap his moans in her mouth.

         Suddenly, Johanna felt something hard enter her hyper-sensitive vagina that was warmed up by all the licking and stroking. She was being fucked now. The strange man had lifted her legs up over his shoulder and he was towering over her like a gorilla. He fucked her like a wild animal, as if she was a prize that he had been fighting over with his life on the line. He fucked her without holding back. He fucked her like the brave, like a man crazy enough to throw himself off a cliff with a parachute on his back. She had no idea who he was, as she couldn't see his face underneath his mask, but she didn't care, it didn't matter. Everything was about this very moment. A paradise.

         She lost control, she screamed out her pleasure and gripped his hips to make sure that he would never stop fucking her. The sofa was shaking, and she was thrown back and forth, unable to reach Patrick's lips anymore. She got closer, closer, close.

         Then someone pulled her hair, hurting her scalp. She lost track of where she was and she had no idea how she got there, but it all felt so good, so incredibly good. She realized that Patrick was the one pulling her hair, forcing her lips to his mouth. In the next second she also realized that he was the one that had a finger on her clitoris.

         Then she came.

          
      

         When they walked down the dark street, they felt like the only people in the universe. The traffic and the other people around them didn't exist. They were submerged in the depth of the night and everything that belonged to it.

         Johanna felt that she had to say something, but she was a bit afraid. A bit afraid and insecure, and she didn't know what Patrick would think or what would happen, but the need to speak conquered her fear.

         She said,: “I’ve never felt that exposed, so naked.” She hesitated for a moment, looking for the right words. “It was as if everything disappeared. In the middle of everything.”

         They walked next to each other and the air was still.

         “And I’ve never felt that free.”
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