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         “Hi! I’m Vanessa du Rietz,” she gestured at herself. Instantly regretted it. What the hell am I doing?

         She usually felt a certain pride about her last name. It stuck with people. And it was a good icebreaker when she had to mingle. She could even make a joke about the fact that the name had been number 666 in the list of Swedish aristocratic families. This was something she only said when she was nervous. Vanessa scratched a nail where the polish had worn off. Somewhat of a compulsive behaviour. And as soon as that sense of worry washed over her, her eyebrows would start twitching.

         Vanessa regretted the fact that she didn’t take her Mini to Karlaplan instead. But where would she have parked? Outside Östra Real?

         Her black jeans felt constricting after the run from the tube station. A drop of sweat trickled down into her right eye, making the room look like a fish tank. And it burned like fire. She acted like nothing was wrong. That’s how she was brought up.

         Vanessa reached her hand out to a man who looked much younger than 45, which his email had said he was. That’s how the procedure started. You sent an email to the travel association. Not a lot of people knew of Travelpartner Anafits. Three recommendations and ridiculously detailed information about preferences and dislikes – or rather, what you couldn’t handle. It cost fifty thousand Swedish kronor to join, and you needed to inform them of who you would be traveling with. Just in case something happened.

         “Hi, I’m Henrik. Henrik Heist.”

         Obviously.

         Vanessa smiled. Blinked to make her eye stop twitching.

         He seemed a bit awkward. Vanessa saw him looking at her right eye. The one acting up. She lowered her shoulders.

         “Yeah, well, I can’t help it.”

         “What?” He had a soft, hushed voice. As if he was used to people listening to him without questioning.

         She regretted mentioning it. Something about him intrigued her. About a head taller than her, dirty blonde hair and blue-ish grey eyes watching her closely. He looked relaxed in his linen pants. White, a bit wrinkled. Matching his shirt. I wonder what Anafits stands for.

         She cleared her throat.

         “Isn’t it obvious? I start twitching all over when I’m nervous …”

         “It’s so good to see you IRL,” he interrupted and squeezed her hand again. Held it a bit too long before he realized what he was doing. “Do you want to get a glass of champagne at the Grand Hôtel? It’s a short walk away, but it’s nice and warm outside and the sun … really makes your eyes sparkle.” He laughed softly and offered her his arm. “I’m thinking Cambodia. Maybe Angkor Wat. It has been a dream of mine for a very long time. By the way, do you know what Anafits stands for?”

         Vanessa was sold. Humour and style. A perfect mix. Take it or leave it. That had been the Travelpartner rule. And she just took it. Him. Or perhaps it was Cambodia that intrigued her the most? She contemplated this as they walked past the opera towards Blasieholmen.

          
      

         They were trailing behind the rest of the group, but Vanessa wasn’t very concerned. It turned out, Henrik was a bit more worried than she was.

         “Come on, let’s catch up,” he said and glanced at her. At least, that’s what Vanessa thought he did.

         “But look at that tree. The stem, the roots, the branches. Are you seeing this?” She released her hand from his grip. The air was warm and moist.

         The hand she just held easily slid out of hers.

         A huge tree was growing over what must once have been a roof over the temple. Now, branches and roots grabbed the edge of the wall and poured down over its nooks and crevasses. A low, square entrance to some sort of chamber had been overgrown. If you wanted to get in, you would probably need to push your way in through the bars of roots.

         A massive stem leaped horizontally across the wall, releasing its runners in even intervals. It looked like a gutter with drainpipes, only much more beautiful. The stem and the roots were gleaming in the soft afternoon light.

         “Aren’t they sensual? The stems. And the roots?”

         They were standing in the middle of the courtyard in front of the famous temple, Ta Prohm.

         “Sure …” Henrik looked awkwardly at her. They were alone in the courtyard now.

         “Come on, let’s go inside that chamber,” Vanessa whispered. Her voice was a bit hoarse. It really did look sensual. An organic mix between rocks and architecture. She felt a tingle in her body. The sensation felt like fire licking her skin. Radiating out to her breasts and lower abdomen, pouring down between her legs. She felt heavy. They hadn’t made love yet. Laughing, they had dared each other to do it outside. Or somewhere hidden.

         “No, why would we?” But Henrik had snuck closer to her. A teasing tone. He knew alright. His arms around her waist. Looking down at her pinching nipples.

         “Please, I want to … perhaps there’s something inside.”

         “Like what?” Henrik slid his hand down to her ass.

         She felt him squeeze it. Vanessa shivered. I wonder if he can feel my goose bumps through the fabric?

         “You know what I like.”

         “Mmm …”

         Henrik circled Vanessa, and everything else disappeared. The light, the heat, the dust and the serpentine stems. His lips crashed into hers. They tasted salty. The tip of his tongue too, when it slowly pushed inside her mouth. They started to move in circles. She let him lead their dance. Vanessa felt his hand squeeze her ass even harder.

         Strong fingers … it feels good.

         As they kissed, Henrik’s hand crept down to the crack between her ass cheeks. He traced his thumb further and further down with force, as if he wanted to push through the layers of fabric and feel her wetness there and then. The other hand let go of Vanessa’s neck and found its way down to her breasts. Her breasts, bare underneath the sheer fabric of her shirt, because she hadn’t put on a bra that day. He cupped his hand around one of them.

         “Mm, something is tickling my palm,” he said breathlessly, only a few centimetres from her mouth before he forcefully pressed her body against his.

         “Mm, and something is tickling my stomach … Come here,” she whispered. It wasn’t easy to stop the kiss. “Let’s go inside that chamber. We’ll see if we can find some reliefs or sculptures, you know. And then we can continue this …”

         Henrik smiled.

         “Erotic art,” he replied in a whisper. “So that’s what gets you going.” His voice was deep with desire.

         “You too, admit it.” She grazed her hand against the bulge below his zipper.

         “Mmm … Okay, let’s see if there is anything inside …”

         “Inside where?” Vanessa loved the mischievous sound of her own voice. Teasing. Acting all innocent. She had a feeling it turned him on.

         He responded by pressing his body against her. He was hard.

          
      

         They had to push their way through the branches to get inside the chamber. Squeezing in sideways was the only way to get through. Vanessa’s breasts pressed up against the round branches, and her skirt got stuck in the roots. Henrik watched her, mesmerized. As if Vanessa was a stripper playing on the pole.

         Finally inside, Vanessa took a few steps before she turned around to see Henrik squeeze in through the backlight. A branch curved at just the right spot and grazed his bulge. She felt lust wash over her again.

         She saw him devour her with his gaze. She was standing in front of an aperture where light was sifting in from behind her. Her clothes were sheer. And she knew it.

         She let out her ponytail and shook her blonde, cascading hair.

         Henrik moaned softly.

         The chamber wasn’t very big. The tree above them covered most parts where there was supposed to be a roof. Streaks of light still found its way in. Vanessa reached out her hand to him.

         “Come look.”

         “Where?”

         “Here.” She pushed him towards one of the walls. There were reliefs carved into it. Shafts of light caressed the rises. A bare-breasted woman wearing some sort of diadem was standing with one leg up. A monk with an oversized phallus was standing behind her. He pushed his tip inside her through a gap in his robe. They both looked like they were smiling. Another relief depicted a woman in a temple robe with her legs spread wide, lowering her body onto a limb as big as the previous one. The owner of the stone-cock had withered away.

         Henrik carefully kissed Vanessa’s neck. It was unbearably moist in here as well. She could feel the sweat trickle down her spine and thighs.

         She tilted her head back a little, searching for his lips. Moved one hand to his bulge. Cupped it and squeezed. Felt his balls underneath.

         Henrik moaned.

         She pulled her hand up slightly and fumbled for the button of his pants. He squeezed her ass with one hand and her breast with the other. Rolled her nipple between his fingers, hard under the sheer fabric. She located the top button and managed to open it.

         Fuck!

         He squeezed her breast even harder. The other hand had lifted her skirt, and two fingers dipped under the waistband of her panties. They slid inside her with no friction. She was as wet as the water trickling down the walls of the chamber.

         Swollen.

         Vanessa opened one button at a time. His cock pressed hard against her fingers under the fabric. Heat radiated from his erection, and she could feel the outline of his tip. It was wet.

         He must be so turned on …

         She opened his pants and tried to pull them off. Henrik helped by pulling at the back. His boxers came off too, and his cock sprung up against Vanessa’s ass. She grabbed his hard-on, squeezed it and felt the wetness of it after a few tugs. Henrik moaned even louder. Vanessa whimpered as his fingers slid in and out of her.

         “Put your hands on her breasts,” Henrik whispered as he pulled down her panties. “I want to take you from behind.”

         “Yes … yes, just do it,” were the only words she managed to get out.

         She cupped her hands around the relief-woman’s breasts and spread her legs. Arched her back and closed her eyes. Then she felt him slide in, fill her up. Ripples of pleasure rolled through her between her breasts and her pussy as he thrusted. He was big, so he was careful at first.

         “Harder,” she moaned after a minute or two. She removed one hand from the breast in front of her and started touching herself. Henrik went wild when he saw this. He gathered her hair in his hand and pulled her head back. Not hard, but firmly.

         “Look,” he moaned. “Look at him fucking her the same way I’m fucking you!”

         “Yes, yes, yes. I’m close!” Vanessa felt her pussy contracting. She started stroking harder. Rolled her bud between two fingers. Felt him move under it. She looked up. Everything started spinning. The bare-breasted woman gyrated her hips and the monk’s phallus slid in and out of her.

         The temple woman was raising and lowering her body onto the phallus. Faster and faster. The whole room was spinning.

         Henrik’s thrusts got wilder and wilder.

         She couldn’t hold it back any longer. The orgasm washed over her as Henrik pulled even harder on her sweaty hair. Vanessa’s pussy contracted rhythmically, and the ripples of pleasure leaped through her pussy like fire, making her see stars.

         She screamed.

         Pushed back against him.

         He moaned something in reply and slipped out of her. Vanessa gasped and looked over her shoulder. She wanted to watch him cum. Still quivering, she watched him pull the skin over the tip with force. Back and forth. Head thrown back, immersed in his own world.

         A few suppressed moans, and then he came as well. Violently.

         Three times.

         Three long spurts.

         He kept pulling until he stopped spurting.

         Vanessa turned around, walked up to him and kissed his cheek softly.

         “You felt so good,” she said and pressed closer to him. “Thanks for not cumming inside me.”

         He just nodded. Sweat was running from his forehead, down his neck. Down his chest, in under the unbuttoned shirt.

         “Thanks,” he mumbled between the kisses. “You felt good, too.”

          
      

         “Hello? Vanessa, Henrik, where are you? We need to leave the properties. Hello?”

         Anastasia called out to them from the courtyard outside the chamber. She seemed to be close, but her deep voice sounded muffled from their moist hiding spot. Vanessa threw a last glance at the reliefs. The water trickling down the crevices in the carved wall was glittering softly. The relief women were smiling mysteriously, and the monk looked focused. But they had stopped moving.

         “Anastasia, we’re in here. Couldn’t take our eyes off the reliefs in here and totally forgot about the time. They were so enticing …”

         “Fuck, you sound so husky and sexy,” Henrik whispered behind her. He was still in the process of bending his cock down into his boxers. His erection had only gone down slightly.

         “Okay, well come on out, we need to get moving ASAP. Everyone wondered where you went.”

         Vanessa could hear the sharpness of her tone and grimaced at Henrik to hurry. When they pushed their way out through the branches, the same scene played out as before. Vanessa’s skirt got stuck and her breasts pressed against the branches, but Henrik’s bulge was not as problematic this time.

         “That looked a bit tricky,” Anastasia said.

         She grinned at Henrik.

         Vanessa could instantly tell that she had her suspicions about what they had been doing. Anastasia, originally from Poland, had introduced herself as Ana, 45 years old, born to be a guide but with a last name too hard to pronounce. She spent half the year living in Cambodia and the other half in Sweden. “I love guiding Swedes,” she had said. “You’re all so orderly and attentive.” Then she’d looked at Vanessa and smiled. “But there is a lot going on just below the surface.”

         “So, reliefs … were they interesting?”

         She looked Vanessa up and down. Paused at the unbuttoned blouse before her gaze wandered down to her skirt.

         Then she looked at Henrik. Vanessa saw her gaze stop at his crotch for a moment too long. Her expression went from amused to intrigued.

         “I can show you more places. If you want. In private. Private tours, I mean.”

         She smiled and didn’t avert her gaze from Henrik.

         “But I want to join you, to make sure it’s done properly.”

         She said the last part slowly and with emphasis.

         Vanessa looked at Henrik, too. His eyes were wide, definitely captured by Anastasia’s hypnotic gaze. She could see what he saw in her. Anastasia was beautiful, or perhaps majestic was a more suitable word? She was at least five foot ten, and her chestnut hair cascaded down her back like rapids moving around a rock in the water. Her green eyes held Henrik’s gaze firmly, and her plump lips parted in a wide smile. Her dress was a crimson, silky number, perfectly cut around her large breasts and curvy hips. It was tight, like a second layer of skin in the moist heat, and the dark stain of sweat on her stomach accentuated the soft curve down between her thighs.

         Vanessa was as envious as she was fascinated with their tour guide. She was sexy.

         Incredibly sexy, actually!

         She had promised Henrik. One night, they had told each other about their sexual fantasies. Henrik wanted to be with her and another woman. At the same time. Vanessa had the same desire, only with another man. Or two.

         “If we do yours, we do mine,” she had said. Now Henrik would get his.

         “Sure, we would love to,” Vanessa said and tilted her head. She poked Henrik’s side. “Right, Henrik?”

         Then she continued in a husky voice, “I bet you know all the good spots.”

         “Of course, I do.” Anastasia flashed them her irresistible smile. “Tomorrow? The light is at its best in the evening. By the way, did I tell you I run Travelpartner Anafits?”
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         Vanessa and Henrik walked hand in hand across the dusty square below the characteristic towers of the Angkor Wat temple. The heat was vibrating above the sand, making everything look blurred as if you just woke up from a deep sleep. The first thing Vanessa noticed was the crimson color of Anastasia’s dress. The same dress she wore yesterday. She gestured to Henrik and nodded discretely in Anastasia’s direction.

         Henrik swallowed. He had noticed it, too.

         Vanessa smiled to herself. Anastasia was so beautiful, leaning against a pillar with her legs crossed. She wore red pumps on her feet, and her chestnut hair was gathered in a tight braid. She smiled and waved when she saw them. She was simultaneously pointing out the exit to a group of American tourists that couldn’t take their eyes off her. Two men tried to strike up some sort of conversation with her, but she just shook her head, smiled and pointed to the exit signs.

         It was about half past five in the evening, and people were flooding to the exits from all directions. The moist air mixed with the scent of deodorants and perfumes that did a poor job hiding the smell of sweat. It was probably 35 degrees in the shade, and most people had vast rings of sweat under their arms and waterfalls running down their backs. The stone structure reflected the heat, making the contours of the huge Angkor Wat towers tremble.

         Vanessa looked up and felt a bit dizzy. So that’s where they would be going. The private tour. She felt a tingling sensation in her lower abdomen. Ana, she and Henrik. A proper tour. Anastasia had jokingly asked if they had awakened the love goddess after their rendezvous in the chamber of the Ta Prohm temple. Vanessa could feel her wetness spread, her folds swell. She didn’t know what would happen tonight, if anything at all. It was just a feeling. And perhaps the heat. It turned her on. She squeezed Henrik’s hand in hers, and he squeezed back. Her gaze was glued to Anastasia’s snake charmer eyes again. He tripped and almost fell a few meters before they came up to her.

         Haha …

         Vanessa glanced at Henrik. He was blushing, almost matching the color of Ana’s dress.

         Anastasia giggled. “It happens all the time, tripping over rocks here and there. Especially if you’re busy looking at something else,” she said in a hushed voice, caressing Henrik’s cheek. She winked at them and hugged Vanessa. Her mild smell of sweat mixed with a light, leathery perfume. A smell Vanessa usually associated with men, but she immediately loved the blend on Anastasia.

         I wonder how I smell.

         Probably appealing, as their guide gave Vanessa’s back an extra hard squeeze. She then kissed her cheek and seemed to inhale Vanessa’s scent.

         “Welcome to The Tower of the Five Lotuses,” Anastasia said, still pressing softly against Vanessa’s body. She pushed a thigh between Vanessa’s legs and mumbled into her ear that they could call her by her nickname, Ana, instead.

         Vanessa inhaled sharply, feeling a bit dazed. Her nipples pinched from the touch and from Anastasia’s scent. The lust seemed to tremble as much as the heat around them.

         “We are taking a different route,” Anastasia said and pointed to the back of the largest tower. All buildings in Angkor Wat seemed to have stairs draped on the sides, and it seemed like you could get up to them from any direction. The gray stone walls bathed in a warm, yellow evening light.

         Vanessa reached out her hand and caressed the pillar. It was warm and smooth. She let her fingertips follow a curve. She could hear Henrik as if from a distance.

         “Come on, she is on her way.” He smiled and looked around. Their guide must have known that it would be almost empty by now. She rounded a restricted area and gestured to them to follow her.

         Anastasia looked impatient.

         They followed her to the back of the tower and started their ascend. Their guide’s dress looked even tighter now, following the swaying motions of her thighs and hips. The fabric marked the dip below her lower back and accentuated her toned ass cheeks. Anastasia’s calf muscles flexed with every determined step of the steep stairs.

         Vanessa’s thighs started aching.

         It wasn’t just because of the irregular steps.

         The fact that Henrik pushed her from behind gave her goosebumps. He let one hand slide in under her skirt and caress the inside of her thighs. Alarmingly high up.

         Vanessa had a hard time focusing on the staircase, but they were almost there now. The sweat ran down her back and between her breasts. Down her legs. The touch of Henrik’s hand sliding up and down to the rhythm of her steps felt good.

          
      

         Anastasia waited for them. She was standing on a landing at the center of the tower. They were too close now to see the lotus flower resemblance. Stones were sticking out from the building in even patterns, and the heat made them look as if they were trembling and moving.

         Vanessa’s vision blurred. She tottered, and Anastasia reached out a hand and put it on her shoulder.

         “We made it. Just let me unlock the door,” she said and slid her hand up to Vanessa’s neck. Anastasia’s hand burned against her sweaty skin. Sending pulses of lust and desire through her body, making Vanessa’s nipples pinch again.

         “You can see the other towers if you turn around, just be careful,” she continued, as if she had read Vanessa’s mind. Anastasia unabashedly looked down at the hard buds poking through her blouse.

         And there they were, not as high as the tower they were about to enter, but more beautiful from a distance. They really did look like flower buds – thick and majestic oblongs. They gleamed in the heat, reaching up to the sky. It reminded Vanessa of something other than flower buds.

         Anastasia brought out a case from her Gucci bag and held it up. She opened it slowly. Inside, on some sort of wrapping tissue, was a greasy key. Vanessa had never seen anything like it before.

         “The key to pleasure,” she said in a husky tone.

         It was shaped as lotus flower. Where there was usually ridges and teeth, there was a wrought bud with a surface resembling the towers. There were some ridges at the bottom, but it really looked like the thing Vanessa had fantasized about just before.

         Anastasia turned around and slid it inside the oval lock, and she sighed as she twisted it. Her gaze searched for Henrik, who was standing a few steps below them. Vanessa turned around slightly and saw his eyes widen as she felt his hand slither up her thigh again. He squeezed just below the waistband of her panties, letting one finger caress her folds. It felt like the lust brimming inside her would kill her.

         He must have noticed how wet I am. I’m sure of it.

         She turned to him.

         “I want to fuck. Both you and Ana, but mostly you. I think.”

         “I noticed,” Henrik whispered back.

         “She told me earlier that we should call her Ana.” Vanessa spread her legs slightly. She didn’t want to lose her balance. Henrik slid her panties to the side and slipped a finger in.

         The door opened. Silently.

         The hinges were greased, too.

         Fuck, I’m so wet, it makes slick sounds when he fingers me. Vanessa blushed.

         Ana guided them to a spacious room at the center of the tower. In front of them, there was an open aperture facing west.

         The honeyed light from the evening sun poured in, making the stone walls in the round room look like runny egg yolk.

         A big chair was facing one of the walls, and Vanessa gasped. It looked like a throne. Wide and high. But what really caught her eye were the seven cobra heads, curving over the seat in a bow. The armrests were covered in slithering snakes, too, and their heads were each raised in that characteristic, flared cobra neck.

         The throne was very deep – the seat looked like it was made for stretching out on it and putting your legs on the armrests.

         “The love throne,” Anastasia said in an even huskier voice. “This is where the Khmer kings took their wives. This is where their heirs were bred.”

         She smiled and lazily grazed one of the snake heads.

         Vanessa and Henrik stared at her.

         Anastasia’s dress had a wet spot on her stomach, and her décolletage was glistening. Her braid covered one of her breasts, but her other nipple was clearly visible through the fabric. She seemed to feel their gazes on her, and she lowered her own as if she suddenly got shy.

         She then turned around and walked over to the aperture, where a three-legged copper plate was standing. She took out something from her bag and started unfolding a sheet of paper.

         “Come have a look,” she said, strewing out small pieces of wood that looked like tiny trees. “This is incenses. Sandalwood. The Khmers used it as an aphrodisiac …”

         She got out a lighter and lit the peaks. The smell quickly spread in the room. It reminded Vanessa of Ana’s scent when they hugged.

         Vanessa stood closer, feeling the radiating heat from Anastasia’s body. Ana snuck an arm around her waist, and they looked out through the aperture together. She put her hand over her eyes to protect them from the orange, dying sunlight. She pressed her body against Ana.

         Vanessa couldn’t get enough of the scent of leather and sweat, mingling with the harsh smell of incense. She slithered her arm around Anastasia’s firm waist and squeezed it. From the corner of her eye, she could see Henrik watching them. Ana turned to her with parted lips.

         Her breathing had become heavier.

         “Yes, that’s why I wanted to show you this. We all knew what would happen.” Her voice was hoarse, yet soft. Anastasia bent down to Vanessa. Anastasia was at least a head taller than Vanessa when they stood next to each other. Her breath smelled slightly of citrus, and the smell blended with the musky smell of sandalwood.

         Anastasia took a step to the side, away from the smoke.

         Turned Vanessa to face her.

         Ana’s neck was bright yellow in the fading sunlight, and a drop of sweat trickled down to the dimple between her collarbones. Her hair looked flaming red, like an autumn leave, and her braid had a bright aura around it.

         Vanessa noticed how Ana was devouring the sight of her, too.

         She could tell she liked what she saw. Her blonde hair must be bathing in yellow light, and her breasts glowing under the sheer fabric of her blouse thanks to the sun. Ana’s gaze wandered down from Vanessa’s eyes, paused on her neck and continued down to her collarbones and breasts. And then went back up.

         Vanessa eyed her travel partner. Henrik swallowed and met her gaze. She nodded, gesturing at herself and Ana. He took the hint and came up to them behind Anastasia and put a hand around her waist. She leaned back. Pressed her body against him. One hand against his cheek.

         Vanessa smiled.

         Henrik kissed Anastasia’s neck. She shivered and her nipples stiffened. The contours from them were clearly visible under both her dress and her bra.

         Vanessa had never been with a woman before, never felt attraction to the female body. But it was different with Ana. She felt it when they were at Ta Prohm.

         Was it her eyes, her high cheek bones? Her body – supple breasts and firm thighs? The way she spoke? Her voice? Her smile? The way she moved?

         Vanessa didn’t know what it was.

         The only thing she knew was that Anastasia had awakened something that had probably been buried deep inside her. Struck a chord that had remained untouched for a very long time. Ana was like the hot, moist air of Cambodia; it was just there, surrounding her, enclosing her like warm hands cupping her breasts and caressing her skin.

         Anastasia’s breasts were swaying in front of her now.

         The evening light illuminated their swell and fall, the shadows followed the curves of them and enhanced their beauty. “Do you like what you see?” Ana’s voice was hushed, but it was enough for this oval tower chamber. It sounded like her voice came from all directions, and Vanessa closed her eyes to keep it ringing in her head. She already loved that soft voice, the melodic accent. Vanessa nodded.

         “I do,” were the only words she could get out. She then felt Anastasia grab her by the blouse and pull her closer. When Vanessa opened her eyes again, her face was mere centimeters away from Ana’s. Vanessa automatically stood on her tiptoes to make their mouths meet. She into Ana’s emerald green eyes and lost herself in them.

         They are so beautiful.

         “You’re very beautiful, Vanessa, do you know that? I want to feel your body even closer.” Anastasia gasped, put one arm around her waist and pressed her body against her. She put a thigh between her legs again. Their nipples touched through their clothes, and explosive jolts leaped from her breasts down to her crotch. Ana started rubbing her thigh against the fire between Vanessa’s legs.

         Everything started throbbing and pulsating. Her panties were already soaked with her juices and lust. She wanted more, but she wanted to see Ana completely naked first. She had spent enough time imagining what was hiding under that crimson dress. She pulled back, bent down and kissed Anastasia’s breasts through the fabric.

         Vanessa could hear Henrik slowly unzip Anastasia’s dress in the back as he pressed his body against her ass.

         He was panting, too. Ana tilted her head back and caressed his cheek with one hand. Vanessa let go of her nipple and started nuzzling her neck, inhaling the scent of sweat, leather and sandalwood. She then licked the length of a sinew, letting the salty flavor dance on her tongue before she finally kissed the burning hot skin.

         She then stood on her tiptoes, making their breasts meet. Again.

         A hot sensation around her nipples. Pulsating between her legs.

         She continued licking. Met Henrik’s lips at Anastasia’s neck. Felt Ana stroke her ass and push against her, snake one leg between her parted thighs. Again.

         Pressing her thigh against her pussy.

         Rubbing.

         Rubbing.

         Vanessa felt a heavy sensation between her legs as she kissed Henrik even harder, pushing her tongue inside his wet mouth. Meeting his tongue. Swirling. Demanding.

         He slowly skimmed the fabric covering Ana’s shoulders to the side, as if he was unfolding the petals of a rose. It rustled slightly as it slid off her shoulders.

         Vanessa fumbled as she unbuttoned her blouse. Ana squeezed harder. Her hands slid around Vanessa’s ass and landed above her hips.

         Anastasia pulled up Vanessa’s skirt.

         One hand continued down to her thighs. Her pussy. She caressed her, pressing her hand against Vanessa’s wet panties. Soft yet hard, circling movements over her clit.

         Vanessa gasped, moaned.

         Two fingers dipped under the waistband, moved the wet fabric to the side. Caressed her folds. Opened them. More. Slipped in. Slowly. Slipped in and out. Vanessa was dripping with lust. Swollen. Lips swollen.

         She was pure lust. Fire.

         The scent of arousal hit all three of them. She quickly tore off the last button of her blouse, and the clinking sounds from when it hit the stone floor were intensified in the tower chamber. Ana didn’t care, she just pulled out the blouse from the skirt with her free hand. Helped her out of the sleeves. Let it fall to the floor.

         Grabbed her breasts and caressed them. Ripples of pleasure shot from her breasts to her sex. Ana squeezed harder as her continued pumping in and out of Vanessa’s sopping wet pussy, faster and faster.

         It sounded like a small fountain. Like squirting water. Fits of small, hard spurts Her pussy started dripping. Anastasia’s fingers must have been drenched in her juices.

         Vanessa looked up at Ana, leaning against her. It was impossible to stand up straight. Her knees felt wobbly, but she still wanted to push them together.

         Anastasia bathed in the orange sunlight. Her chestnut hair was glowing, her green eyes glistened like emeralds embedded in shimmering gold. Her lips were illuminated like streams of blood.

         The walls curved inwards, moved closer.

         Vanessa leaned heavily against Ana, one arm wrapped around her neck.

         Henrik slid the other sleeve of Anastasia’s satin dress to the side. Her olive skin was dewy with sweat and stood in contrast to the rustling crimson fabric that poured off Ana’s shoulder. He unhooked her bra in the back. Cupped his hands around her heaving breasts and let Vanessa devour this sight. Her nipples were visible under the bra.

         He then let the straps of her bra slide down her arms and slowly removed it from her breasts. Vanessa could feel Ana’s chill.

         She pressed back against Henrik’s bulge. Her dress had slid down to her thighs.

         Vanessa couldn’t stop looking at Anastasia’s large breasts. They were glossy with sweat. Her nipples were like two protruding raspberries. They were darker than Vanessa’s. The areola was darker, too. Like chocolate in the evening light. Vanessa took it all in. Let her tongue swirl around Ana’s nipple. Sucked it again.

         The lust washed over her in hot waves.

         Anastasia moaned loudly.

         Vanessa watched Henrik thrust against Ana’s ass, rub his bulge against her ass cheeks. Desire was burning in his gaze.

         Vanessa met Henrik’s gaze for a moment over Ana’s shoulder. Then he looked at her breasts, at Ana rolling her nipple between her fingers. He leaned forward to watch Ana finger her. Henrik couldn’t stop looking.

         He undid his belt.

         “Finally,” Anastasia gasped. “I never thought you would dare to …”

         “Dare what?” Henrik moaned with a hiss.

         “Undress an older woman and fuck her?”

         Anastasia’s dress poured off her. The crimson silk pooled on the stone floor, and when Vanessa looked down, she was absorbed by the creases and shadows of bloodred silk.

         “He dares alright … It’s all he ever talks about … since we first saw you.” Vanessa could barely stand straight anymore. Her thighs were quivering with desire, wanting more.

         “Oh really.” Anastasia snorted and tilted her head to Henrik again.

         Her fingers slipped out and she started licked them. Offered Henrik a taste, too.

         Vanessa moaned as she watched. She shivered with excitement when she saw Anastasia’s hand dip inside her panties. They were a dark red, too, like the dress. There was a budding flower in the middle, reaching up, and it looked like a lotus. Small sprouts shot to the sides, and the rest was almost see-through. Her skin got a dark brown tinge through the sheer fabric. It looked like the bud was blooming when her hand started moving rhythmically underneath it.

         “Undress her,” Vanessa hissed.

         What the hell … Vanessa surprised herself. She was usually not very dominant.

         “Mm,” Anastasia moaned. “Do it. Now!”

         Henrik coaxed off her panties.

         Vanessa wanted to see more. Feel.

         Anastasia was shaven.

         Her mound was soft and smooth. Vanessa’s fingertips followed the curve down and felt the wetness. The sweat.

         Henrik moaned when he saw her naked ass.

         Vanessa’s fingers continued. Fumbled. Desired. Ana removed her own fingers.

         Met hers.

         Vanessa traced the crease. Her clit. It was easy to find. Swollen and protruding. Filled with blood. Ana quivered with lust and grabbed Vanessa’s wrist, slid her fingers down. Her inner folds were big, too. Swollen. Wet. She tugged on Vanessa’s hand, pressed her fingers down to her slit.

         More than ready.

         Vanessa swallowed and became aware of her own throbbing. She was dripping wet, too. Her fingers slipped in. One. Two. Three. Ana pressed her pussy against her. Vanessa shaped her fingers like a wedge and continued pressing. Massaged Ana’s clitoris with her thumb.

         Ana squealed huskily. She let go of Vanessa’s wrist and threw her head back. Searched for Henrik’s erection.

         He pulled down his boxers with a moan that made Vanessa buck her hips even harder. She started rubbing her own clit. Her lust was raging inside her, and ripples of pleasure poured out of her.

         Anastasia found Henrik’s erection.

         She started jerking it back and forth. Vanessa could make out his tip, gleaming with pre-cum. It shimmered in the orange evening light. The red light made Vanessa’s eyes tear up. Now and then, the light framed his erection and made it jet black. She could barely make out any details in the darkness. Anastasia’s hand slid up and down his tip in rhythmic movements. Back and forth. Faster and faster with every second. Her movements were raw and animalistic, and they didn’t match the elegancy she usually had about her.

         It was Henrik’s turn to throw his head back.

         He was breathing hard and grunting. It sounded like a growl.

         That was the sight that brought Vanessa over the edge. Her pussy started contracting, her folds were twitching.

         She started screaming.

         Her whole body was shaking.

         This was the first time she came standing up. Mesmerized by the ecstasy, she had retracted her fingers from Ana’s slit. She kept touching herself with her wet hand as she supported herself against Anastasia. She leaned her head against her chest and gasped for air.

         “That felt so good. Thank you. Thank you … Anastasia.”

         Ana replied with a moan, stuttering something inaudible.

         “Keep going, keep going … I’m cumming,” Henrik hissed behind them.

         Anastasia let go of Henrik’s erection.

         “Make sure he stays hard, Vanessa. But don’t make him cum.”

         It was not a request, it was an order. Anastasia sounded bossy and horny at the same time. She seemed like she was used to having things her way. Vanessa liked it.

         “Absolutely … I can keep him hard for as long as you like.” Vanessa grinned at Anastasia and started jerking him.

         He grunted something, sounding impatient and demanding. His tip was leaking as Vanessa rolled his foreskin over it. She stroked his shaft with her other hand. It was so wet, it made slick sounds when she pulled it back and forth.

         Henrik and Vanessa watched as Anastasia brought out a piece of cloth from her bag and bent over to spread it out on the throne.

         Vanessa couldn’t help but looking at her ass cheeks and her swollen folds protruding below. Anastasia arched her back a bit more. Her folds were long. The inner folds were shimmering with moisture and were slightly parted. Perhaps from her fingers?

         Her pussy was throbbing with lust again.

         Ana turned around and smiled, as if she noticed Vanessa’s gaze on her.

         “Focus on keeping him hard!” she said again, this time almost with a hint of annoyance in her tone, as she pointed at Henrik’s erection. It didn’t seem necessary, but Vanessa squeezed out more pre-cum and started caressing his balls, too. Let his erection follow her movements. It was bobbing in front of Anastasia, curving up and dripping. Vanessa glanced up at Henrik. He was standing there, mouth wide-open, and it looked like he would explode any moment now.

         She let go when Ana told them to come closer.

         Anastasia had sat down on the throne with her legs spread wide. She bathed in the warm light. The orange sunlight flooded in on Ana’s body, making her breasts shine.

         Henrik had stepped out of his pants and unbuttoned his shirt. He walked up to her stark naked.

         His erection cast a curved shadow on the door they came in through.

         “Stand behind him,” Anastasia ordered.

         She pushed Henrik closer. His cock was between her breasts. She angled it up and squeezed them together. Squished. Spat on the tip before he started thrusting up.

         Up towards her neck.

         Vanessa leaned in and enjoyed the sight. He was rock hard. Slid back and forth between her breasts. Anastasia’s nipples were the size of ripe raspberries, poking out, and her areolas were contracted and wrinkly. Vanessa felt a need to suck them, circle them with her tongue, take them into her mouth.

         I want to bite her nipples too, pull on them with my teeth …

         Ana’s eyes were hazy when she looked at Vanessa.

         “Stroke his balls,” she moaned roughly, “don’t let him lose this …”

         The rest of the sentence died out in dark voice Vanessa had never heard before. She went down on her knees, and Henrik spread his legs. His balls were swaying above her to the rhythm of his thrusts. She took them in her hand. Squeezed lightly and stroked them, just like Ana said.

         Henrik moaned with more and more eagerness. Vanessa had access to Ana’s pussy with her other hand. She pushed in three fingers again.

         Ana yelped and let go of her breasts.

         Henrik grunted with disappointment.

         But Ana leaned back and welcomed him in.

         “Take me!” Lust was trembling in the air. Vanessa watched Henrik grab his erection. Rub his tip against Ana’s long, wet folds. Up and down. Against her clit.

         He rubbed a little more. Gained momentum. And pushed in. With one single thrust. All the way in.

         Ana writhed.

         “Yeees!” she screamed. “Harder!” She whimpered. Gasped. Moaned.

         She pressed one hand against her mound and the other against her breast.

         “Come here, Vanessa,” she moaned. “Sit on my face.”

         Vanessa didn’t understand what Ana meant at first. She cocked her eyebrow questioningly. Anastasia responded by gesturing to her mouth. She wanted to go down on Vanessa.

         She felt a twitch between her legs. Vanessa could never even have imagined something that sexy. Ana’s wide, plump lips against her pussy. Tongue between her folds. Against her clit.

         She mounted the throne.

         Ana had her legs wrapped around the snake heads. The curve of the snake heads was a natural support for her calves.

         She started twisting when Henrik thrusted harder.

         His thigh muscles tightened.

         Ana arched her back and roared something inaudible. Vanessa lowered herself over the whimpering woman, facing Henrik.

         Her folds against Ana’s lips.

         Vanessa felt Anastasia’s tongue brush her clit. Then Anastasia sucked, licked and lapped. Vanessa started screaming and writhing. She watched Henrik’s erection pump in and out. Looked at Ana’s hand over her mound.

         Vanessa bent forward and helped her. Pressed down below the soft curve. Ana grabbed both her hands, placed them on Vanessa’s ass and squeezed hard. Started massaging. Slapping them with her palm.

         Vanessa started thrusting her hips against Ana’s plump mouth, she couldn’t get enough of it. When Anastasia sucked her clit and her folds again, she started screaming, throwing her head back in an attempt to make the dome stop spinning.

         She thought the snake heads were moving, too. To the rhythm of everything in this snake pit. It was all one big snake pit. Thrusts. Screams. Moans. Grunts and hisses.

         She bent forward even more, putting one hand on each side of Anastasia’s hips and started licking her clitoris. She had Henrik’s erection in front of her eyes now. Shimmering with juices. In and out. Her folds following his movements. Wrapping around him. It smelled good. Like sex and Henrik.

         He pulled out and aimed it at Vanessa’s mouth. She opened up. Took it in her mouth. Careful not to scratch him with her teeth, she licked the lower side of the tip. It tasted salty. Henrik pulled it out and continued pumping Anastasia. He looked feral.

         Vanessa wondered what Anastasia’s mature pussy felt like.

         She knew it was tight. She started thrusting her pussy against Ana’s mouth. Feeling a tingling sensation. Feeling Ana’s body instruct her to turn around on top of her and face the other way. Look her in the eyes.

         She obeyed Ana’s hands.

         A new sensation. Ana could suck her better now. Everywhere. Her tongue rubbed her clit frantically, pressing and massaging. Vanessa arched her back, thinking that Henrik would get a better view of her firm ass. And her folds with Ana’s tongue between them. She knew how much he liked seeing her from behind.

         Meanwhile, she felt Anastasia tensing up and arching her back even more. She had an arm between Vanessa’s legs. She twisted her head and saw Ana touching herself. Her own clit. With force, with desperation. With despair. As if it was a matter of life and death, as if she had no inhibitions whatsoever. Sunken into an intoxicating state of pleasure. Lost in desire.

         And then she got up in a full wheel pose. Ana’s breast pressed against Vanessa’s ass as she straddled her mouth, and she had to hold on to the backrest of the throne for support.

         Anastasia had stopped licking and screamed in ecstasy. Vanessa didn’t know she had such a deep voice. Like an animal.

         Henrik pulled out again and was jerking off vigorously.

         When Ana climaxed, Henrik spurted his load as well, and it landed on Vanessa’s ass cheek and Ana’s neck, chest and stomach. The sun made his load look like shimmering strings when it landed everywhere.

         Ana was twitching under Vanessa. Unaware.

         Vanessa couldn’t stop looking. She sat down on Ana’s mouth again, demanding more. She was so close. Ana responded by starting to move her tongue again, licking her. First with uncertainty, then with increasing force.

         When Ana sucked in her clit between her lips and almost bit it, Vanessa came. She screamed. Pressed against Ana’s mouth, bucking her hips.

         She was only sex. There was nothing else. The contractions and ripples of pleasure pumped through Vanessa with force, and her eyes started flickering. Like stardust. Everything and nothing at the same time. Euphoric, dazzling and warm throbs all over. Heat and wetness, a flood. A sense of security and perfection.

         Was she hallucinating? Vanessa thought the seven-headed snake looked like it was looming over her. Seven out-stretched tongues. The forked tongues vibrated, and the room filled with hisses. The shadows danced on the walls. The heavy smell of the incense was hovering over their act.

         Exhausted, she rolled off Ana’s mouth and crawled off the throne, quivering. Henrik looked between her and Anastasia as he helped her.

         “Finally,” Ana whispered. “I knew I wanted you for my own as soon as I saw you step out from the Ta Prohm temple.”

         For the first time, Vanessa could hear the hint of a Slavic accent. She never wanted the soft and sensual voice to stop talking.

         “Maybe we could meet again?” she heard herself say and surprised herself.

         “I would love to!” Henrik said. A bit too quickly.

         Anastasia laughed.

         “Wonderful! Absolutely. I could take you to a smaller temple. Outside of this area. A group of monks and their women live there. Very … good. Especially for us.”

         She smiled slightly and gazed into Vanessa’s eyes, giving her a meaningful gaze. Lowered her gaze and took in the sight of her body in the last, waning rays sifting in from the aperture. The light was dying.

         Vanessa blushed, but she felt the attraction tingle inside her. She looked down at herself. At her breasts, her stomach, the soft curve down to her sex. Her skin was imbibed with a honeyed shimmer for a few seconds before dusk took over.

         She noticed that Henrik was still looking. His erection had gone down, but he was still swollen. They both looked at Anastasia as she slowly got up from the hard throne.

         Took in her beauty.

         Her skin was glowing. Like a goddess. Shimmering gold.

         Her braid was undone. Ana shook her head and let the hair fall down her shoulders. Vanessa thought that they must look like complete opposites: her long, blonde hair in contrast to Ana’s chestnut hair. Her slim body in contrast to Ana’s curves. Her 1.55 meters in contrast to Ana’s 1.80 meters.

         Vanessa laughed.

         “If it’s especially good for us women, then count me in!”

      

   


   
      
         
            The Secrets of Angkor 3
      

            A Broken Lock
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Secrets of Angkor
      

            3
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Secrets of Angkor 3: A Broken Lock
      

         

         The day in Siam Reap had been slow. Hot and sticky. The street vendors were pressing against the walls under the colourful pieces of cloth hanging above them, functioning as temporary sun protection. Some stores had closed down all together and pulled down their steel curtains. Some kids were playing on the sidewalk, entertaining themselves by pouring water on themselves from plastic bowls that they filled with water from jugs standing here and there. Vanessa successfully haggled down the price of a few t-shirts hanging from a dusty stall to one dollar apiece, but she instantly regretted it and handed the young woman, who didn’t even rise from her folding chair, two dollars anyways.

         How old is she? Vanessa felt embarrassed.

         She was busy thinking about last night. About Anastasia. Her body, her smile, her laugh. Her almost blinding-white teeth. Her mind worked its way down. Blushed. Her eyebrows started twitching.

         Henrik didn’t notice. Even though he threw her provocative glances every now and again and walked behind her. Snuck up on her. Stood close to her and stroked his smoothly shaven chin against her neck.

         It burned.

         He looked so handsome in his white linen trousers. Close-fitting. The burgundy belt he once bought in Argentina was tight around his waist and didn’t match his light-blue shirt, nonchalantly tucked inside his trousers. Brown leather shoes. Always well polished. It was Henrik’s thing. And Vanessa reluctantly agreed, it looked elegant. Sexy. Like he was always prepared.

         She checked out her travel companion as he half-heartedly haggled the price of a Lacoste knock-off. He had cut his ashen-blonde hair at a local salon. Sure, it would have been more neatly cut in Östermalm, like he’d said, but the scissors somehow did a more charming job here. And the old-fashioned razorblade didn’t leave a single strand of hair in his neck.

         Vanessa walked up to the salesman and handed him five dollars. Henrik smiled appreciatively and dried the sweat from his forehead. Gleaming dews slowly trickled down the fine lines by his eyes.

         They downed several bottles of Tiger Beer in the local bars around the city center. It’s probably 40 degrees outside, Vanessa thought lazily as she noticed the many young men around them glancing at her. They were standing around, hovering by the stalls, walls and convenient stores, or lazily stepping the gas of their mopeds with tanks covered in semi-obscene paintings of huge breasts or asses. Some tuktuks with yellow roofs were carelessly parked with one wheel on the sidewalk, and the drivers peered in at the bar where Henrik and Vanessa were seated. The air had a rank smell of oil and gas.

         The men drive tuktuks or just hang around while the women take care of business. But she was too tired to care.

         Vanessa barely knew if it was all in her head or not, all she could think about was the temperature, the heat and how hard it was to breathe. Could barely have a coherent thought.

         Was she imagining things or were the women looking at her, too? They were casting jealous glances, it seemed, when she tried to get a secret look at them. Some of them, she noticed, looked at her blonde hair cascading down to her hips. She thought Cambodian women were very beautiful with their slim figures and jet-black hair. Were they actually looking? Yes. At least, Vanessa thought so. As soon as she turned around, they looked away. It was so obvious.

         Around five o’clock in the evening, they sat down at a table Anastasia had reserved at Lily’s Secret Garden, a traditional restaurant that served Khmer delicacies.

         Ana was already waiting for them with one leg crossed over the other.

         The first thing Vanessa noticed was her red heels. The thin straps crossing the top of her feet and ending in a bow. Then she noticed her slim calves. A midnight blue velvet dress ended at her knees. The most beautiful creation Vanessa had ever seen. Even though she was seated, it was clear that the fabric accentuated Anastasia’s waist above her round hips.

         There was a bow below her cleavage, matching the shoes. Two straps held the piece together. Thin. The plumpness of the cleavage between them was so enticing Vanessa almost had to gasp for air.

         Why had she worn a simple, white skirt? She had packed a dress, too. But Vanessa immediately thought that its floral pattern would have looked trite next to Ana’s dress.

         A pearl necklace glimmered in two rows on her neck. A charm – a drop of gold – was dangling in her cleavage. Something red sparkled in the drop. Vanessa stared. The charm looked like the key Anastasia had used to open the tower they’d visited last night.

         At last, their eyes met.

         It seemed Anastasia had been eyeing Vanessa’s white skirt with equal interest. She knew it hugged the shape of her body and that it accentuated her behind, especially her firm butt cheeks. Ana seemed to have noticed as well. Vanessa couldn’t help noticing that she seemed to fight an urge to let her gaze wander down again.

         It felt like Henrik didn’t even exist.

         Anastasia jumped when he leaned in and kissed her cheek. Henrik had told Vanessa that he usually never kissed women on the cheek when he greeted them. But now he obviously did. Vanessa hadn’t known he could play along with the sort of conventions she had only seen in movies.

         A newly awakened interest started fluttering in her stomach.

         Ana politely kissed him back as she kept staring at Vanessa.

         “Hello, you two,” she finally said in her deep, slightly husky, voice.

         “I have already ordered. We must make sure to be full before we leave for our little excursion.”

         Her lips curved into a smile, and she let her hand slide down to Henrik’s butt.

         He smiled back at her and pulled out a chair for Vanessa.

         “Thanks, Henrik, I didn’t know you …”

         “I haven’t bothered before, Vanessa, but that’s about to change.” He squeezed her shoulder slightly as he pushed the chair in under her.

         “I ordered dragon fruit for dessert,” Anastasia continued. “The shape of the dragon fruit is reoccurring in Cambodian culture”.

         She was still looking at Vanessa, who couldn’t stop looking back. The setting sun moved playfully in her green eyes through the curtains hanging on the sides. It looked as if they were shifting colour when the fabric moved in the cool breeze.

         Vanessa felt dizzy.

         “Your eyes …” The words just jumped out of her. Anastasia’s smile widened.

         “I haven’t seen eyes as beautifully blue as yours in a very long time.”

         Both Vanessa and Henrik probably noticed Ana’s mild, Polish accent.

         Vanessa shivered and Henrik threw a quick glance at her.

         “Yes, they are beautiful,” he said timidly.

         Anastasia laughed a little and gestured at a waitress.

         “Better get started then, it will probably be dark by the time we leave.”

         Vanessa hadn’t noticed the tattoo on Anastasia’s lower arm until now. The seven-headed cobra slithered across it. Its heads were down at her wrist, and the tongues moved on her skin as she waved with her hand.

         The waitress had already come over.

         “Wine?” Anastasia asked.

          
      

         The dragon fruits were split in half with precise cuts. Its red thorns moved up its body, and the white flesh was glistening. Small, black seeds were scattered inside it. The shape of it resembled a lotus flower. The tip of a cock.

         The meal was delicious, and the wine palatable. Anastasia licked her lips. Wiggled her foot slightly and let her heel fall off. Her toes snaked their way up Henrik’s calf and lifted the leg of his trousers.

         Vanessa squeezed his hand, sitting there next to him. Anastasia was sitting opposite to them, beaming. Even though it was dark outside, the tops of Anastasia’s breasts were dewy with sweat. Vanessa could feel her own thighs stick together. It was still hot and moist. The wine had done a good job.

         Anastasia ordered a whiskey sour to go with the dragon fruit. The contrast between the sour drink and the smooth taste of the desert was intoxicating. Vanessa looked at the white egg white foam and started thinking about something else. She smiled and lowered her gaze.

         Anastasia’s foot continued exploring Henrik. None of the staff seemed to notice that it had reached the man’s thigh.

         “We will grab a tuktuk soon,” Anastasia said in her hoarse voice. “It will take us all the way to Beng Mealea. Not a lot of people know that the temple is … a theatre. At night time.”

         “Where is Beng—”

         “An hour away. It will be fast.” Anastasia’s voice got more eager. “I haven’t been there for a long time. I can’t wait … I know them. The ensemble. Both the women and the men.” Anastasia looked at Henrik, who was the one who had asked. Her foot was at his crotch now. He nodded mutely.

         “The ensemble? Why just at night?” Vanessa asked, but Anastasia’s eyes said it all: I think I know why.

         “Too many tourists during the days. They only accept what they call ‘special guests’. And I happen to be one of them …”

         Ana laughed. Her expression was almost proud. And then she buried her eyes in Vanessa’s. I know you know.

          
      

         The taxi ride was like a dream, the crackle from the moped mixing with the sounds from the jungle. The night spread its dark veil over them, and Vanessa was slowly lulled to sleep. She was seated next to Anastasia, leaning her head on her shoulder. Breathing in her scent. Remembering. A blend of sweat and leather. A hint of sandalwood.

         Anastasia put her arm around Vanessa’s waist. Laughing softly, she whispered into Henrik’s ear, “I better sit between you two.” She put her other hand on Henrik’s knee.

          
      

         Anastasia’s hand slid higher, heading to Henrik’s crotch. Slithered in under the waistline of his trousers. Undid the button. Pulled down the zipper.

         Slowly started massaging his cock.

         Only a thin layer of fabric between her skin and the growing erection.

         Henrik moaned.

         Ana’s other hand crept up to Vanessa’s breasts. Cupped one of them.

         Had she forgotten to put on a bra? Vanessa thought about this for a long time. The black bra that worked so well with this top. Did she just forget?

         She barely noticed Anastasia release Henrik’s cock from his trousers; she only saw it from the corner of her eye.

         The movement was on repeat like a vinyl on a spiral. Again. And again.

         Vanessa twisted in her seat. Could this really be?

         Even though Ana had a firm grip around his cock – jerking it back and forth – the driver didn’t notice. Henrik moaned even louder. Surely the driver must notice?

         The erection shifted shape. Slowly. The tip of his cock was flattened. Rounder. Grew a head, a tongue. The shaft and the root grew scales. Black, shimmering scales.

         Didn’t Ana notice? She must warn her. Must. Tried to scream. Couldn’t make a sound. “Can’t you see …” The panic grew inside her. Finally, she made a sound. It sounded like a horse …

          
      

         “Hey, we’re here.” Anastasia carefully shook her. “You nodded off. It happens. Not much to see in the dark.”

         Henrik straightened his shirt.

          
      

         The driver counted the stack of bills Anastasia handed him. She said something in Khmer and he nodded.

         “He will stay here until tomorrow if we need him,” Anastasia said to the others.

         It was pitch black around them. The light from the tuktuk was the only thing illuminating the path that was otherwise swallowed in a black hole between the trees. Anastasia took out a flashlight from her purse and started walking.

         “Come on, it’s just a short walk through the jungle. I have walked here many times before. Nothing to worry about.” She flashed them a big smile.

         Henrik eyed their guide sceptically, but grabbed Vanessa’s hand.

         “If we have made it this far, we should keep going,” he whispered to Vanessa.

         She thought his voice sounded like a mix of fear and excitement. His palm was clammy with sweat. Hers too.

         “I’ll walk behind you and light up the path from behind. I think that will be best.”

         Ana sounded calm and convinced. She gave Henrik a light nudged in the back and waved at the driver.

         The leaves rustled and some animals were making sounds in the dark. Probably monkeys. It smelled of wet ground and bark. The flowers had closed for the night. The air was still stuffy and completely still.

         Vanessa took off her heels. Anastasia had done the same behind them. The ground was smooth under the soles of her feet, and Vanessa relaxed. She thought about her dream again and noticed that Henrik’s shirt was untucked at the side. It was probably nothing, he went for a casual look, and even if there had been something going on, she knew what she had agreed to. Lust had taken over. Seared between her legs. And she was thinking about Anastasia’s body. Ana … What have you done to me?

         A couple of hundred meters ahead, they saw some flickering lights. The jungle thinned out and Anastasia’s flashlight lit up a construction of rectangular rocks ahead. They all looked to be the same size.

         When they walked up to the ruins of what used to be a wall or perhaps a watchtower, they saw the flickering light from torches behind it.

         “We need to get across. I’ll stay here and shine a light for you two, and then I’ll be right behind you.” Anastasia sounded hesitant at first, as if this obstacle was too big to overcome when they were so close to their destination.

         Vanessa now realised how old all of this must be. Most rocks were covered in moss, and other rocks had been turned over by branches emerging between them. She thought about Ta Prohm and the roots she had seen there. How sensual they looked. How they had taken over. Nature battling mankind.

         “We’ve got this, no problem,” Vanessa said, doing her best to sound nonchalant. She tried to get a look at Anastasia from behind the blinding flashlight.

         Anastasia lowered it. She looked so elegant, waiting there with one foot crossed over the other. Vanessa and Henrik gasped. Anastasia had let down her hair. Her face was glowing. Her neck and chest, too, and a small pool of sweat had gathered below the bow.

         She was so regal.

         “So get to it then,” she said in a low voice, acting impatient. “They’re waiting for us.”

         “Who?”

         She didn’t answer Vanessa’s question, because suddenly a soft voice spoke from the top of the ruins.

         “My association and I have been waiting for you, miss.”

          
      

         Four men in traditional dancing attire were standing there, looking down at them. Anastasia’s flashlight illuminated their colourful trousers and shirts. They were all masked.

         Dragon faces and tiger noses were staring at them with beady eyes.

         Behind them, they could make out the flickering lights from the torches, blessing the men’s heads with a bright aura. Vanessa felt a surge in her lower abdomen. She had never seen anything this evocative before, and she was secretly hoping that the tallest man, the one standing at the front, was the one speaking. That at least one of them knew English.

         The men started moving down. It was clear that they were familiar with the turned-over rocks from the ruins when they tread on the natural steps that had formed in some places and avoided the moss that was shimmering faintly under the torchlight. When the men came up to them, they reached their hands out without saying a word. Two of them grabbed Vanessa by the hand, and one of them offered one to Henrik, who was at first hesitant.

         The tall man walked up to Anastasia and kissed both her cheeks. Vanessa threw a glance at Henrik. He looked like he was regretting the whole thing. But a deal was a deal, and Vanessa couldn’t help but smile secretly.

         She threw discrete glances at the two men who carefully put their hands on her back and started leading her up the rocks. They both had their hair in a ponytail hanging down their backs. High cheekbones behind their masks. She could occasionally make out the whites of their eyes through the narrow gaps.

         The men were only slightly taller than her. She caught them glancing at her, or at least that’s what she thought they were doing when the masks carefully turned in her direction. One of them, the one on her left, let his hand slide down. Stopped at the small of her back. And squeezed.

         After a few minutes of climbing, they reached the top. Vanessa was sweaty again. It felt like the heat would never surrender. She didn’t care anymore. Not at all, actually.

         Vanessa gasped. Below them, there was a small stone bridge across a small body of water. Torches in stands created a soft light over a building with a garden on the side. Statues of elephants and lions stood on each side of a wall on the other side of the building – it looked as if they were moving.

         The big trees had grown taller than the wall in one spot, and their roots curved down towards the ground. Thick. Coarse. In the middle of the wall stood an illuminated valve. And above it, a square tower with a smiling face in classic Khmer style chiselled on the side. There was probably one on each side. Just like the one in Angkor Wat. A face to welcome visitors. Showing both respect and peace at the same time.

         The torchlight played tricks on the stone faces. They looked as if they were laughing with their plump lips parted. Their nostrils were flaring, and their eyes looked to the side and then up at them.

         Vanessa shivered. Behind her, she could hear Anastasia make small talk with her friend in a hushed voice. Vanessa turned around and saw her climbing towards them, arm in arm with him and smiling. Henrik had come up to the top as well and was staring down at the scenery.

         He just stood there quietly, gaping.

         When they had crossed the bridge and walked through the valve, they reached a rectangular courtyard. Stairs from all sides led down to a pond in the middle. The water was covered in green algae. The torches around the pond made it look as if it was moving. The flickering light made the colonnade going around the yard look immensely deep. The pillars were lathed. They reminded Vanessa of chair legs in French castles. Only much bigger.

         There were shadows moving around the colonnade, and from one side, smoke was emerging from between the pillars. She could already smell the characteristic, sweet and rough scent of sandalwood.

         Vanessa didn’t understand how it happened. Suddenly, they were just there.

         Four women in traditional temple dancing robes. Red skirts and brass chains from their shoulders down across their breasts. The two chains met between the breasts and then continued in separate directions. They had bare stomachs except for the piece of jewellery they all wore, hanging down from the crossed chains between their breasts down to their bellybuttons.

         What was truly eye-catching was the intricate crowns the women were wearing on their heads. They looked like gold helmets with spires on top, framing their big eyes and round, heart-shaped faces.

         All women were shorter than Vanessa, and barefoot.

         She noticed Henrik watching them as he let go of his companion.

         Vanessa’s still held her. One of the hands had slid even further down. The other one glanced at her light, flowing hair. At least, that’s what she thought he did.

         The tiger mask didn’t give anything away.

         Anastasia stood close to her friend. She leaned her head against his, and they spoke to each other in hushed voices. It looked as if they knew each other well.

          
      

         The dance of the moon worshipper. That’s what they called it. The man who knew Anastasia told the legend.

         Vanessa was seated next to Henrik and Anastasia on modest chairs in front of the pond on the long side of the courtyard. The dancers had prepared a scene a few steps above them.

         The dance was about a cursed prince who was only able to leave the palace to meet the woman he loved whenever there was a full moon. She was a simple rice farmer. If the prince stayed past sunrise, he would turn into a dragon and be banished from the kingdom.

         There was a princess who knew of the curse, and who wanted nothing more than to marry this rich prince. Driven by jealousy of the rice farmer, she decided that nobody must love the prince, and prepared a potion that would made the two lovers sleep for several hours. When the prince turned into a dragon, she thought that the rice farmer would forget all about him.

         But the peasant girl could not forget. She wanted to reunite with her prince at any cost, no matter what shape he had taken on. Her love for him was too strong, and the prince had planted a sheaf of rice inside her.

         The only way to break the curse and get him back was, according to legend, to find him and make love to him, even though he was a dragon. And to find woman who cast the spell and kill her.

         Vanessa, Anastasia and Henrik were all pulled up on stage. This was not a surprise to Ana, judging by the penetrating look she gave Vanessa. I know this. I have done this before.

         Vanessa would play the role of the rice farmer, and Anastasia would play the evil princess. They all knew who Henrik would play.

         Two dancers devoted themselves to Henrik. Slowly undressed him. Unbuttoned his shirt and trousers. Untied his shoes.

         Vanessa couldn’t stop staring.

         They snuck closer to him, caressing his exposed chest, touching the bulge under his boxers without uttering a word.

         Vanessa barely noticed that she was being undressed, too.

         A dragon mask was dancing in front of her, and the incense had a seductive effect. The moist heat made her feel dizzy. While she had been staring at Henrik’s semi-erection, the women had finally released him from his last piece of clothing.

         She tottered, but Anastasia who was almost completely undressed by now, looked into her eyes. It looked as if they were saying, this will be good.

         She couldn’t really remember being dressed again. Vanessa had been covered in a simple, coarse dress and a rice-farmer’s hat on her head. Anastasia was wearing an exquisite skirt, short and embellished with a gold pattern. It was tight around her round hips, and a seven-headed cobra was embroidered on the fabric. She had the same brass chains as the dancers, hanging in a cross between her breasts.

         A gold necklace was dangling from her neck. A crescent moon. She seemed to be sweating, because her thighs were gleaming with wetness. Then Vanessa watched as they took out a wooden bowl with dark, thick oil and started rubbing it on her skin. The smell slowly reached her. Vanessa gasped. Very enticing. Vanilla and cinnamon. Perhaps leather?

         She had to make an effort to stand up straight as they continued to rub Ana with the oil. A tiger rubbed her back as a dragon rubbed her breasts. Anastasia’s nipples hardened as the oil was being massaged into her skin.

         Vanessa noticed that Henrik, in spite of what was going on, was staring at her. Devouring. She looked back.

         He had on a golden crown. Seven arched cobra heads were looking at her. A vest in a lotus-bud pattern barely covered his chest; the azure silk trousers matching perfectly. They were being held up by two brass chains hanging around his waist with a clasp in the middle in the shape of a dragon’s head. Its forked tongue pointed at his crotch.

         She could tell he wasn’t wearing anything underneath. When she forced her gaze up again, his eyes said more than a thousand words:

         I want you. Want to thrust inside you. A look heavy with lust.

         She blushed. I want you too. Hard!

         Someone turned on a stereo.

         Classic Khmer music softly poured out. Flute, strings and a drum made the atmosphere thicken in the dark night. A makeshift bed of hay had been prepared, and Henrik was taken there. A tiger mask held up a stylized, crescent moon. Patches of rice fields were drawn on the floor in the distance. Vanessa was handed a sheaf of rice.

         She watched Henrik lie down on the bed. Two dancers, playing the part of ladies-in-waiting, slowly unbuttoned his clasp, loosening button after button down his vest. Vanessa noticed that his chest had been rubbed in oil, too.

         Anastasia knew what to do. Along with two other women, she started dancing a traditional Khmer dance with rigid movements. But it was very sensual, and Vanessa gasped. The choreography said so much more.

         Henrik’s trousers were off. He moaned. His gaze flickered between Anastasia, the dancers and Vanessa. He twisted under the caressing hands. Vanessa stared at his hard cock arching up, mesmerized. In the flickering torchlight, his veins slithered up the shaft and reached his tip, which gleamed dimly in the night.

         Vanessa barely noticed the hands on her body. Two tiger masks slowly caressed her thighs. Higher and higher up. A dragon put his hand on the coarse fabric covering her breasts. She whimpered something inaudible.

         Vanessa watched Henrik have his cock rubbed in oil. The same oil? His tip was shimmering in the torchlight.

         They continued rubbing his body. His thighs. Henrik had defined thigh muscles. Vanessa saw them tighten when he stood up.

         Anastasia came closer. From her rice field, Vanessa saw Ana’s horny eyes staring at Henrik’s erection.

         A hand started caressing her. Anastasia danced faster. The snapping movements of her hands over her breasts wandered down to her stomach, and her hips started moving to the rhythm-intensifying music.

         Vanessa watched the dancer’s small hand move faster and faster around his cock. His balls were rubbed in oil, too. They were swollen like two ripe fruits when the hand pulled down on his root and touched his balls.

         Vanessa felt an explosion between her legs. Throbbing. Burning.

         Seeing Henrik this horny turned her on.

         Being touched by two tigers and a dragon turned her on as well.

         Hands everywhere. On her. Inside her. She met their movements. Wet.

         She hadn’t noticed the dragon man dancing behind Anastasia until now. He had put some branches on the stone floor to elevate himself behind her. His trousers were unbuttoned, and his cock was pointing straight out.

         He had something in his hand.

         Vanessa squinted to get a better look in the flickering lights.

         It looked like a staff. A long, rough staff. With a big lotus bud in the end. She shaft was ribbed like a stem. The bud had the same protruding petals as the key Ana had used to get inside the Tower of the Five Lotuses. The staff was made of dark wood.

         When the man danced, Vanessa saw the tip drip with oil. From the bud. She screamed with lust. Had never seen anything so intoxicating.

         The dragon mask moved closer to Anastasia from behind. Seemed to hold her back from Henrik. But the staff. The staff! It lifted Ana’s skirt. She was naked underneath and spread her legs slightly as she pretended to try to reach Henrik.

         Henrik couldn’t hold it in any longer. He came with a crazed look at Vanessa, several hands wrapped around his cock. He spurted onto his own chest as someone bent his cock back.

         He twitched and writhed. Back arched, thighs clenched.

         Everything shimmered with oil and sperm.

         The second dancer rubbed her breasts with his load. Her lips were parted in a lusty smile. The crown and the spire were slightly tilted. It looked as if she was touching herself with her other hand. Far up under her skirt.

         Vanessa could feel one of the men move his hand even faster across her clitoris.

         He was grunting behind the mask.

         She was dizzy again. Dripping. The other man’s fingers were inside her. Deep.

         Someone was searching for her breast under the thick fabric. Through a haze, she could see Ana’s man move the rod back and forth under her skirt. She bent forward as if it was a choreographed dance move.

         Vanessa fantasized about her long, swollen lips. The rod seemed to glide in, and Anastasia screamed. Vanessa came as she imagined Ana’s pussy wrap around the lotus bud. Wave after wave of lust. It burned and tingled. Twitched. Her anus opened and closed. She was about to fall over, but the men held her up so that she was hanging between them.

         They grunted something. Sounded pleased.

         She looked up. Saw it all. Like a painting, the sight engraved itself in her memory: Henrik’s erection was still not going down. His wet gaze was on her. Anastasia was bent forward with her legs spread. The wooden phallus was sliding in and out of her. Her folds followed its movements.

         The dragon man wristed the rod as he thrusted it in and out, and Anastasia screamed with every thrust. The man gasped and had one hand inside his unbuttoned trousers.

         Her skirt was lifted over her ass cheeks. Ana threw her head back, screaming.

          
      

         The women dressed Henrik again and handed him a drink that looked like tea.

         “It restorative,” Ana whispered. Vanessa watched as they asked him to open his mouth and put a bright piece of a root under his tongue.

         “Ginseng. Pure ginseng,” she continued. “Does wonders.”

         Anastasia hugged Vanessa’s shoulders and leaned against her, apparently still in awe after her orgasm.

         Vanessa smelled the oil. And Ana’s sex. Or maybe it was a mix of both their sexes. Oil and sex. Her vision flickered. In the distance, the music started flooding again. Still the same, suggestive rhythms and floating tunes of the flute. She felt the warm jungle air, even though the temperature might have gone down a few degrees. The rough fabric stuck to her back. Her thighs were dripping.

         “It’s full moon now, my fair rice farmer,” Anastasia said and kissed her.

         It was probably not a part of the theatre, since she heard a discontented No, not now, from Ana’s friend.

         Vanessa let go of her so that she wouldn’t lose herself in those beautiful, soft lips. Anastasia still managed to swipe her wet tongue against hers a few times before she pulled away. Vanessa remembered how she had tasted in the tower. Sweet. And how slick her tongue had been.

         The tiger who held the crescent moon earlier now held up a bright plate, symbolizing a full moon.

         The prince would now meet his lover. And Henrik came closer. She saw his intense gaze on her. Eyes as dark as night. His black pupils reflected the light from a torch, making it look like a dancing snake.

         She lowered her gaze and looked at the clasp with the dragon head. The tongue pointing down to his crotch. It looked as if it was moving. Licking the bulge below. His cock was still hard.

         Vanessa looked up again.

         Henrik looked at her with a mad gaze. The two dancers who had caressed him beyond all sanity led him forward, and Vanessa’s two men had a firm grip around her waist. One of them pushed her forward, bending her like a spike of grain in the breeze.

         She saw hands loosening the brass chains, making the azure fabric pool around Henrik’s feet.

         She saw his balls first. Large and gleaming with oil.

         Then the erection.

         She had never seen him this hard. Curving up slightly. Well actually, maybe yesterday with Anastasia, she thought before a hand started pulling on his foreskin, back and forth across the oily tip. As if it that was necessary.

         Other hands started caressing Henrik’s chest and stomach. Snaking their way down, grabbing his balls. His balls moved between the slim fingers. A new wave of lust and desire washed over her.

         Someone pulled up her simple dress. Her folds opened. The wetness must be shimmering between them. They almost never opened on their own. It had only happened a few times before.

         Mad with lust, Vanessa started caressing herself. The men still held her, so she could use both hands. She pressed one against her mound, and the other moved down to her slit. A few fingers slipped in.

         Vanessa watched Henrik try to come up to her.

         Grab her from behind.

         But they seemed to hold him back. Why?

         She looked to her side and saw two men all over Anastasia. Caressing her breasts. Stomach. Ass. They stroked her thighs. The insides of them. Moving in between them.

         Someone brought out the staff again. Screwed off the bud. Vanessa didn’t understand. Didn’t care. She wanted Henrik’s erection inside her. Now!

         But she still couldn’t stop looking. In the flickering light, she saw a dragon man ceremoniously pour a green, shimmering liquid inside the bud.

         So it’s a bowl, Vanessa thought. A dildo bowl …

         Her thighs started quivering from the ripples of pleasure running through her body. She tried to get her thumb inside her anus. The tip slid in.

         She briefly thought, I hope they’re holding on to me now, before Henrik’s tip pressed against her ass. Finally!

         She removed her fingers from her opening and waited. Felt his tip positioning between her folds. The thrust! Henrik was huge. He came deeper with every thrust. All the way in. He thrusted like a madman.

         “Harder!” Vanessa screamed. His balls slapped against her thighs. Rubbed in oil. She moaned. “More …” She wanted. Everything. Hard. Deep. She heard Henrik’s gasps. His whimpers. He was like bull in heat. Or a stallion. Vanessa didn’t know which. Couldn’t think.

         He thrust as deep as possible. The oil seemed to make everything warmer. Hot. Mixing with her juices. She felt it all drip from his erection. Around her folds.

         Her vision blurred, and she had a hard time breathing.

         So close now …

         Henrik came with several thrusts. Roaring, he couldn’t stop. Vanessa felt his load pour in. Even though Henrik had already just cum, he filled her with his load.

         His cock was twitching.

         Her pussy twitched.

         Blood-filled folds wrapped hard around his erection. She massaged the last liquid out of him. Henrik moaned again and pulled out. Or rather, was being pulled out.

         The dragon men gestured to them to lie down on the hay bed by the make-believe rice field. Vanessa lay down on her side. They pulled her dress up above her hips and pressed one of her knees against her chest to expose her slit. Gestured at Henrik to lay down on his side behind Vanessa.

         He did as they said and started massaging her ass. Vanessa turned her head and looked at him.

         “Fuck me from behind on the side like this. Please!” She whimpered the last part. Henrik parted her cheeks and dragged his finger down to her slit.

         He must feel my wetness.

         Henrik licked his fingers and rubbed his tip. Pulled her cheeks apart and looked at her greedily before he grabbed his cock, still rock-hard, and pushed it in with a single, long thrust.

         Vanessa screamed with lust. She lifted the pulled-up leg to give him better access. Felt Henrik’s searching hand inside her dress.

         He grabbed one breast forcefully. Rolled the nipple between his fingers until Vanessa screamed from the mix of pleasure and pain. She propped herself on her elbow. His other hand crept around her waist and to her clitoris. Bucking her hips, Vanessa lost herself in an ecstasy of twitches and ripples of pleasure.

         In a blur, she saw that they had dressed Anastasia in black wings. They had mixed soot or something in the oil that they had put on her face and on her breasts, and she was shimmering black in the orange torchlight. Even her stomach and thighs were black.

         Must be because she is evil.

         The music had transitioned into a drumming passage. Heavy drums. They seemed to urge Anastasia on. So beautiful. The queen of the night, Vanessa thought before she heard Henrik.

         “Essa, you feel so good,” he moaned.

         One of the men hushed him.

         She knew he would cum soon. His cock was even harder, and he started moving faster. She removed his hand and started stroking herself. She wanted to cum, too.

         Vanessa screamed. Small specs of light started dancing behind her eyelids. She and Henrik came at the same time for the first time since they went on this trip.

         He moaned deeply behind her, pulling out with a pleased sigh and rolling onto his back. She lay still, quivering. Drenched in her own juices, oils and his sperm. Her slit was burning hotly.

         The music changed again. Flutes were taking over. Some strings were vibrating hypnotically, and Vanessa turned to look at Henrik.

         They had put a smoke machine on the other side of the rice field. She could also hear the sound of a diesel generator that they tried to hide behind a pillar. The smoke was rolling over the rice fields in uneven puffs.

         And suddenly, she saw it.

         Like a swan, Anastasia emerged from the fog, holding the staff with both hands. Staring at them. Mostly at Henrik. She looked hateful.

         Anastasia started dancing. Small movements with her hips. Twitching movements with her head. She raised and lowered her body in ceremonial movements as she came closer to Henrik.

         For a moment, the smoke covered her face. It looked so appealing when the smoke unveiled.

         Vanessa just stared. Magnificent. Scary. Erotic.

         She was next to Henrik now. Gave him a sip from the staff. One of the men held up an orange half circle.

         Dawn had come.

          
      

         Vanessa hadn’t noticed that the rest of the theatre group had built a makeshift cave. Some branches held up a sheer, patterned piece of silk. The entrance was oval, and they had put a torch behind the props that made it look like the light was coming from inside.

         Henrik was now wearing a dragon mask. Other than that, he was undressed and rubbed in oil from top to toe. This time, there was red pigment in the oil.

         He looked terrifying.

         Vanessa flinched. She stared at the black lines on his chest, representing the seven-headed cobra. On his stomach there was an upside-down stalk, going down to his cock.

         His tip was decorated as well and looked like a lotus flower bud. Or the key. The key! It probably has something to do with the myth, she thought before she saw Anastasia. Same wings, same black, glimmering oil.

         But the crown was new. A diabolical crown that looked like nothing Vanessa had seen before. Black feathers forming a crescent moon in the front, and green, shimmering stones in the diadem. They looked like the liquid Henrik just drank. In the flickering torchlight, they looked like they were filled with liquid or some green gas swirling around inside them.

         But the most spectacular feature was the horns. Thick and black, twisting up behind her head with growth rings on them, like an old buck.

         Anastasia looked like a vengeance goddess straight from hell, standing there holding the staff.

         The flower bud was screwed back on. She held it like a spire.

         The myth said that anyone who mounts the dragon, motivated by selfless love, would break the curse. The rice farmer knew this, but not the jealous princess. She had turned into a demon as a result of her evilness and jealousy. Cursed to always watch true love from afar. But incapable of loving. And being loved back.

         Vanessa was handed a rice-farming hat and a walking staff. A basket of sliced dragon fruits.

         She would go look for her loving prince, who was now taking shelter in the cave they had prepared.

         The powerless dragon prince had searched the kingdom for his love, hoping at least to catch a glance of her from a distance. In vain, it seemed. He couldn’t find her anywhere, and he only spread fear and destruction wherever he went. Now, even the people of the kingdom had gathered in a hunt to once and for all kill this monster.

         There was not a lot of time.

         Vanessa loved the story that was being whispered to her in broken English by the man in a tiger mask.

         The music became more dramatic. The drums were thumping to the rhythm of some sort of march that Vanessa had never heard before. The flutes joined in now and then, and the strings gave the music a deep resonance.

         Two women and two men had been equipped with bamboo spears. They danced in two rows. Egging each other on for the hunt. Changing spots in twos, jabbing the spears into the air.

         Henrik was hunched over in the grotto. He looked over at her with a glossy stare. There was no misinterpreting it. She felt a surge in her lower abdomen, and her pussy heated up. Again.

         Vanessa saw him try to keep his erection down. What had they given him? Must be more than ginseng.

         The desire almost killed her.

         Vanessa was supposed to get to the cave first. Accompanied by two women. They would help her master the dragon.

         Anastasia would helplessly watch with her evil henchmen, and then the monster hunters would come.

         Vanessa walked towards Henrik. Horny. She longed for his cock.

         Didn’t matter that it had only been thirty minutes since their last time. She quickly wondered what her two followers would do. They had removed their crowns and dance attires. Like Vanessa, they now wore dresses in coarse material. Vanessa looked at them. Small and slim with mysterious expressions. Improv theatre. Sex-improv theatre. Vanessa tasted the words. Anastasia instantly knew that we would like it …

         She smiled to herself.

         She vaguely noticed that one woman was picking up the dragon fruits from the basket. They had reached Henrik now. The woman was holding out the fruits to the dragon, trying to appease it, appeal it. She slowly squished a fruit, letting the juice drip down onto Henrik’s chest. She stood on one knee, handing the other woman a fruit. She got up on the first woman’s thigh.

         She let the juices and pulp drip down the mouth of the dragon.

         Vanessa gasped. She had never seen anything that erotic.

         The juices mixed with Henrik’s oily face and body. Ran down his stomach to his erection. He didn’t try to hide it anymore, just played along in the charade.

         It looked like he liked the sensation of the hot liquids running down his body, and he distractedly chewed on some bits of fruit that fell into his mouth. It was dripping from his mouth. Vanessa wanted to lick it all off, but she couldn’t.

         The women were licking him and rubbing in the juices all at the same time. Pressing their bodies against him, letting their dresses get wet from the fruit juice and oil. They lifted the hems of their skirts as they hypnotized the dragon with their tricks. They moved him to an imaginary bed inside the cave.

         Vanessa watched Anastasia come closer with her henchmen. They were greased in something black as well and had small horns on their heads. Their bodies were embellished with the seven-headed cobra in red pigment.

         The only thing they wore was a loincloth, held up by thin brass chains. They wore nothing underneath, and it was apparent that they would be doing more than just play the role of the evil princess’ henchmen. They tried to divert Anastasia’s flaming gaze at the scene playing out inside the cave. They caressed her, tried to make her turn around. Their hands were all over her. At last, Anastasia let them have their way. Gave up. She seemed to enjoy all the touching.

         Vanessa couldn’t stop looking at them slowly breaking down her resistance, making her gaze cloud with lust. She let their hands explore everything under her short skirt. The necklace glimmered in the torchlight.

         She started moving her hips back and forth, as if she met the thrusts of something inside her. Lust washed over Vanessa again. Like a hit to her lower abdomen. Contracting, pulsating, throbbing. She couldn’t stop staring and jumped when one of her own women touched her. The woman gestured to Vanessa to come mount the dragon and break the curse. She led her to the cave, where the dragon prince was laying.

         One of them handed Vanessa the last dragon fruit. It was wet and slippery. The woman smiled at her as she caressed Henrik’s chest. The other one rubbed in the remains of her dragon fruit around his erection and balls. Everything was shimmering.

         Vanessa’s wetness started spreading. She pulled her dress above her hips. Her nipples pinched. Sent signals to her pussy. Fucking touch them.

         She could feel the two women observe her. Threw a glance behind to see Ana’s ecstatic face. Her henchmen had started to undress her. Her skirt pooled at her feet, and she was still wearing the crescent moon around her neck, and it was pointing down to her pussy. The crossed brass chains between her breasts were shimmering against her dark, oily skin.

         Anastasia stood there with parted legs, letting eager hands take her. Soon, the evil princess would fall and surrender to her inner demons. The tiger mask had chuckled quietly when he told Vanessa the metaphoric storyline.

         Vanessa saw one of her followers raise Henrik’s cock. She let two fingers search between her folds. Sopping wet. Henrik’s erection was huge, like a pole, ready to spear her.

         His balls were oily and shimmery, and when one of the women squeezed them, he lifted his head slightly and moaned. His gaze searched for Vanessa’s, and his eyes begged her, ride me. Now! He then started thrusting into the hand that was jerking him off, arching his back. All his muscles were tense, and he looked more and more desperate.

         Sparks were burning before her eyes as Vanessa lowered herself over the dragon’s chest. Beneath her, the seven-headed cobra was slithering and twitching to the rhythm of his desire. She squeezed the fruit with force and Henrik opened his mouth. The juices ran between Vanessa’s fingers. Straight into his greedy mouth. Small pieces of pulp landed on the side, sliding down his cheeks and chin. His neck was wet. It was hard to tell if it was the juice from the fruit, the oil or sweat.

         Henrik’s eyes were wide open.

         Vanessa would now quench his thirst with her own fruit. She sat down over the mouth of the dragon and let him drink her nectar. She slowly rubbed against him as he lapped. His tongue was so warm and wet. Making its way in between her folds, exploring every inch of her.

         Searching for her clitoris. Henrik sucked on it.

         Vanessa arched her body back, grabbing his chest with her hands for support. Angling her opening to give him better access, letting him devour her. He licked her obsessively. Sucked on her folds. Vanessa was so wet.

         She let him catch her clitoris again. He didn’t let it go this time, squeezing his mouth around it, sucking in all her swollenness. His tongue was demanding, and he let it play with her most sensitive parts with hard and firm licks, back and forth, just like she did to his tip.

         Vanessa screamed again, letting the orgasm take her in waves of intoxication. She felt her body pump out even more nectar, pressing her hips against his mouth in a prolonged, moaning scream.

         Everything went dark around her. Her pussy was clenching rhythmically over Henrik’s mouth, and the ripples of pleasure spread down to her thighs. She pressed them around his head with force and pushed her slit down, as if she never wanted this to end, as if she could lock herself into this position. Everybody around her disappeared, the whole setting became a haze, and she got out one last, long howl. White dots were dancing behind her eyelids like stars on a night sky.

         Gasping, she sat on top of Henrik. Her thighs were shaking with exertion, and she could feel sweat pour down her back. To prevent herself from fainting in the moist heat, she tried to take deep breaths to slow down her heart rate. After a while, she felt Henrik move under her.

         He grabbed her hips with his big hands. Pulled her down to his erection. Vanessa stooped forward and placed her hands on his chest. She tried to help him position himself but realized that the two women guided his erection to her slit. Rubbed it against her folds. Against her clit. And then down. Spreading.

         Henrik tried to get his cock inside, and someone giggled. And then the game continued, and he tried again. He stared up at Vanessa, begging, demanding – she had never seen him this turned on before. He sucked her in with his gaze, and it seemed like his big, black pupils tried to make her understand how much he longed to be inside her.

         With a single, long thrust, the dragon’s hardness pushed inside between her folds. Inside her wetness. It seemed like both of them remembered what the other one felt like.

         Someone pulled off Vanessa’s dress, carefully, so that her hair wouldn’t stick to it. Another one caressed her breasts, cupping and massaging. Vanessa was so sweaty that her breasts slid under the eager hands. Her body moved up and down. Rubbed Henrik’s cock deep inside her. She let him take control now and then, thrusting roughly and with force. He raised his hips and thrusted. She met his thrusts.

         She could hear moans and gasps from Anastasia. Vanessa cast a glance over her shoulder. Ana was on all fours with her lower arms pressed against the ground. Her breasts were swaying to the rhythm of her dragon man’s hard thrusts. A tiger mask was crouching in front of her, shoving his cock into her mouth. He held the root and seemed to push inside as hard as he could. Vanessa could see the outline of the tip inside her cheek. She loved seeing this. Just looking at it could have made her cum. But she was pulled in by something else. A rush of lust and desire.

         Henrik stood up. He was tense, and Vanessa almost fell off him, but a woman supported her. Someone had snaked a hand between her legs and was rubbing her clitoris above the erection. Rubbing harder. And harder. Moving to the rhythm of Henrik’s thrusts.

         Vanessa was screaming. Henrik was screaming.

         Their gazes interlocked. He had a hard grip around her ass cheeks. Pulled down. He was as deep inside her as possible and pumped his load inside her. His erection swelled and twitched. Hot. Vanessa hit the limit. Crossed the threshold. She came to the sound of moans and screams from Ana and her men. She pushed down. Pressed the dragon’s cock inside her. Wave after wave of pleasure rolled over her pussy. Her juices mixed with his load. Her slit hugged the erection with rhythmic clenches, squeezing out the last of it.

         Worn out, they sunk to the ground. She was still on top of him. He was still inside her. Hard. Didn’t want to pull out. The women sighed and smiled. They continued caressing Vanessa’s back. Someone stoked Henrik’s balls. He grunted before he kissed Vanessa. A long, deep kiss. The tip of their tongues swirled together. Lips sliding against each other. Their breathing still heavy, noses flaring.

         Slowly, the music resurfaced through the white noise in Vanessa’s ears. Slowly, the strumming of strings took over instead of the passionate strings. Slow drums. Slow flutes. After a while, someone turned off the stereo.

         It smelled like resin from the trees, and for the first time, a breeze swept across the ruins.

          
      

         Vanessa and Henrik laid down on a bed of intertwined bamboo leaves as soft hands washed off the oil and the paint. The sponges smelled nice. Petals were circling around the big caldron, and drops of water splattered against the rocks, but evaporated quickly.

         All they heard was the hushed whispers between the ensemble and the wind rustling the leaves. Vanessa sighed and put her hand on Henrik’s. Squeezed it. Anastasia lay beside him. She whispered to the man in the tiger mask. He seemed to give her some extra care. Washing her with slow strokes. All over. None of the men had removed their masks.

         I wonder if we would have recognized any of them from Siam Reap, Vanessa thought. She turned her head to look at Ana. Her profile was as beautiful as the rest of her. Her straight nose contrasted against her arched forehead and round, high cheekbones. Plump lips like a soft, small mountain ridge with a rift down the middle, marking her pronounced chin. Beautiful.

         More fruits magically appeared by their side: durians with spiked, green peels, more pink dragon fruits, langsats that looked like small potato spuds but with flesh shimmering like litchis, salaks and different kinds of melons. Buddha’s hands, or fingered citrons, reached their yellow, crooked fingers towards them. The salaks, lying on the large platter with scaly peels, reminded Vanessa of the cobra heads that danced and slithered in the dancing light emanating from the torches.

         One of the men brought out a machete-like knife and cut off the snake heads. Someone else from the ensemble split the dragon fruits, cut them up, spiked the pieces on knives and handed them out. It was like a dream. Another form of pleasure than the one they just had.

         Vanessa was drifting off to sleep with her head resting on Henrik’s arm.

          
      

         Vanessa couldn’t remember the ride home, despite the distinct crackle from the tuktuk and the holes in the road. Pressed between Ana and Henrik, she was lulled into a dreamlike sleep. Images of slithering snakes, mighty staffs and shimmering green potions swirled under her eyelids. Standing in front of a rice field. An evil, black swan, slowly materializing from the fog. A deep, dark cave. Inside it, a lost dragon was curled up. Coarse fabric brushing against her nipples.

         “We’re at the hotel …” Anastasia’s hand slowly stroked Vanessa’s arm. Grazed her up to her cheek and pressed it softly.

         It’s so warm and soft! She smiled at Vanessa.

         It was almost dawn. An orange and blue streak of light took a deep breath in east.

         Anastasia laughed. “I hope you enjoyed the south-eastern theatre tradition?”

         She put her hand on Vanessa’s knee. “I don’t know if we’ll ever meet again. Maybe never? I think we had an enchanting experience together. You’re so attractive, my sweet Vanessa.”

         Her polish accent caressed both their ears.

         Henrik reached out a hand and dragged a finger across Anastasia’s lips. She parted them slightly and sucked on his fingertip, sighing.

         “I saved something for you. Something to remember me by. You can’t open it until you’re inside your room. Use it, and let your lust guide you. And your own powers.”

         Anastasia laughed again and bent down to get a long object wrapped in linen. Two brass chains with miniature locks in the shape of lotus buds held the package together.

         Vanessa and Henrik watched the tuktuk drive away. They could hear its sputtering engine thirty seconds after it had disappeared. Henrik held Vanessa, and she leaned against his chest. The air was still again.

          
      

         Vanessa picked at the lock. She was sitting on the bed with her legs crossed. She loved the smell of her body, and she glanced up at Henrik who was eyeing her intensely.

         She opened the budlike lock. She thin chains fell down to the sheets, and the linen unfolded. The staff was inside it. The staff. Black and gleaming. The tip looked like the tip of a cock. Vanessa noticed that the shaft was embellished. The seven-headed cobra slithered around it, and the heads moved up to the floral bud. The staff smelled of Anastasia. Vanessa unscrewed the tip. A piece of ginseng fell out. And a note:

         
            Thank you for your company. Travelpartner Anafits changes location by new year. I heard the Ice Hotel in Jukkasjärvi has many sensual surprises in store.
      

            Anastasia.
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