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They Agreed

 They met via a pen pal add in a heavy metal magazine called
Metal Hammer, he placed the ad which caught her attention. She
wrote a letter and sent it to England from Denmark. Did she expect
a reply from an English pen pal? A few weeks passed and nothing
happened; she was about to give up hope of hearing anything when a
letter was delivered. Her mind leapt with happiness! A letter for
her in reply to the one she’d sent all those weeks before. Quickly
she opened it and read his words, taken aback that he’d written
back. Less than one in ten of her pen pals answered her. She was
unsure why. Was it because she was a Goth and a black
witch?

 

Her name was Varna and she was
21 years old and lived in south Denmark, in Scandinavia. She was
five foot three, had shoulder length blond hair and piercing blue
eyes that saw everything. Her favourite music was heavy metal
especially black metal bands like Dimmu Borgir and Cradle of Filth.
She had every CD, poster and magazine that featured her bands and
played their music every evening after college. Varna had other
interests like writing to pen pals from all over the world, she
owned a pet Tabatha cat called Juno that she doted on like a
special friend, she loved watching horror films like old English
Hammer House of Horror movies she had sent over on DVD because they
weren’t on sale in Denmark. Gothic culture was a captivating topic
for her.

 

She dressed in black and
frequented a local graveyard twice a week whatever the weather
enjoying the dark atmosphere and silence. She respected the dead
and often talked to them, believing they could hear her though she
wasn’t psychic. No one knew she did this. Her most important
hobby/way of life was being a witch into the dark arts and spells;
she practiced solo black magic and worked with a coven once a month
on sacred spells/rituals. They met in the remote forest or at a
friend’s house for privacy. Sex was a big part of her young life
but it wasn’t an interest, more of an activity which she did very
often with who she could get it with and men and women were her
lovers.

***

 

He was almost a decade older
than her but he didn’t look his thirty years, he was young at heart
and lived every moment in life like it was his last on earth. Often
he was bored with life in the west of England, one time he placed
an ad in a music magazine for pen pals, new music and hopefully a
girlfriend. Little did he know his ad would lead to all three and
new wonderful life experiences quite beyond his years. He sent the
letter and forgot about the matter, two months later a flurry of
letters arrived and one was from a gothic lady from Denmark. She
sounded interesting and into similar interests so he promptly wrote
back wondering if she’d reply or not. Music wise he followed 80s
pop music from his youth, some metal bands and a lot of gothic
music, at times he went to gigs when his bands toured and he’d met
some singers over the years. His arms were heavily tattooed with
images of stars, skulls, symbols and other cool permanently
tattooed pictures that he liked to collect at Xmas and on his
birthday.

 

Being a pagan by religion he
never celebrated Christian Christmas. He wrote to several pen pals
from Europe and further afield for something to do, when he wasn’t
reading about aeroplanes or writing poetry or fiction. These were
his interests and he was rarely bored, a nice new Danish pen pal
would liven things up a bit. Would they ever meet up? He worked as
a fork lift truck driver in a local warehouse in a medium sized
town. Like the Danish girl he was single after a failed romance
with an older woman that would never go anywhere. New adventures
were on the way. His name was
Norman.                                           
        

***

 

She came back
from her college course when her mother called her into the kitchen
and handed a letter to her daughter. Looking down she noticed it
was from England and her heart was in her mouth.
He has replied!
Varna couldn’t believe it, how cool,
a new English pen pal! Going to her room she shut the door and
opened his letter, almost too impatient to read it. Scanning down
the single piece of paper she read his words quickly, calming her
beating heart she forced herself to start at the beginning so she
could read his letter properly.

 

Sat on her bed, her blond hair
loose falling over her face and shoulders she read on; he described
his life, interests and hopes. His music tastes caught her
attention and this was a good thing, something in common, a shared
path. He was almost a third older than her in years, this was a
mild surprise! He didn’t sound so old, not that thirty was old.
Finishing the letter she read it again and then started to draft a
reply, this was priority for Norman sounded a nice guy and he’d
bothered to answer her first letter.

 

Life went on like before for
Norman, he worked in his boring dead end warehouse job and drank in
the same crap local pubs full of the same two dimensional people.
While sat alone in a small pub, he thought about the fifteen
replies from his ad he had received, most were from English girls
wanting new pen pals or sex.

 

He didn’t mind
sex with a stranger and he always used condoms. No, what got his
attention was the foreign reply from a Danish Goth girl called
Varna. She sounded lush and very sexy, also cultured. Something
English girls lacked, must be something to do with the breeding, he
mused. Setting his beer down upon the table he went to the toilet,
entered the cubical and bolted the door. From his pocket he took
Varna’s folded letter and re-read it while sat on the toilet seat.
Drawing a hand through his medium length brown hair he smiled, this
was something else he knew. Where would all this lead? Would they ever meet up for
real, in person? She sounds a hot chick and I bet she’s a good fuck
never mind her young age. She sounds what? Grown up? No, more like
experienced.

 

Later when he
was home Norman got it on, in his head drunken thoughts swirled and
collided of him fucking Varna from behind doggy style his balls
bouncing and slapping on her behind. She must be tight and have a nice hot body, no sagging
tits like Diane my ex who had three kids and was fifteen years
older than Varna. Oh what a mind rush! he thought wanking himself off into a bit of tissue
paper. Norman’s cum shot out and he caught it, uttering one word
under his breath: “Varna.”

 

Varna got Norman’s follow up
letter two weeks later. The post was quite slow so the wait was an
anxious one with the added question, “Would he write back?” He did
and she held his letter close to her chest and smelled the paper,
she thought she could faintly smell Norman but it maybe her mind
playing tricks on her. Opening his letter she took in his words
addressed to her, one fact hit her like a bullet between the eyes.
HE WAS COMING OVER TO SEE HER IN TWO WEEKS!

 

Her mind ran
away at a hundred miles an hour, how was it possible? They’d only
swapped a few letters and never even talked on the telephone, there
was something about his tone in his letter, almost like he wanted
her. In a sexual way but not lust, more like attraction from his
part. Do I like
him? she asked herself.
Even before her mind replied, her heart told her the answer:
YES.

 

Norman moved
quickly, he was sure in himself he’d made the right choice telling
Varna by letter he was coming over to visit. His words were a bit
flirty but that was ok right? She’d take it as a nice friendly
letter and agree to meet him, maybe even let him stay with her for
a couple of weeks. He’d offer to pay his way too; he wasn’t tight
when cash was concerned. He made sure his passport was up to date,
took out travel insurance and booked a plane ticket to south
Denmark. He asked Varna to meet him at the airport when his jet
landed. This will be a
cool break away from crap England and my dead end job. I may even
quit my job and try and find work over in Denmark,
he wondered.

 

A week later a
reply came from Varna, quick considering the normal postal delays.
She agreed to greet him at the airport and would love to meet and
spend time with him, though they’d only known each other a short
time. She asked him how long he’d stay, two weeks she guessed
correctly. On her calendar in her room she pencilled in the date
and counted down how quick her English pen pal would be with
her. What if he wanted to
be more than pen pals? I won’t stop him if he wants me, to do
things with me, to me. I’ve never had an Englishman
before.

 

Soon the day
came when Norman took a taxi to the airport to board his Danish
flight. He brought a small case and a flight bag and enough cash
and travel cheques to be safe for two months (well one has to think
ahead, his mind told him). Freshly shaved, wearing a nice expensive
shirt and casual jeans made him look sophisticated but not a snob.
He thought his new lady friend would approve,
if I want to get her in bed I’ve
got to look the part!

 

Varna waited
impatiently for Danish KLM Flight 666 to land at the city airport;
it was half an hour late due to bad weather. She walked around the
Arrivals area for the tenth time with her arms crossed;
I wish he were here
now!

 

“KLM Flight 666 is landing,
would people meeting passengers from this flight please go to the
Arrivals area,” announced the airport tannoy.

 

I’m already
here! screamed her mind.
Looking out of the floor to ceiling windows she saw the airliner
land on the distant runway. Not long now!

 

Norman left the plane after it
landed and went to pick his luggage up. Safely reunited with his
case, he made his way to Passport Control. After ten minutes of
waiting he was booked in and found the Arrivals area after asking
several foreign people directions, they all spoke fluent English.
He felt bad not being able to speak a foreign language. Then he saw
her, standing there all alone looking bored and staring into space:
Varna! She looked stunning! Long blond hair, nice curvy figure even
in her long winter jacket and jeans. Definitely worth the trip!

OEBPS/cover.jpg





