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Every Other Week



“Have you brought the red hoodie?” Vanessa asks her son.

“Yes, mummy.”

“Did you pack the waterproofs? Dad said you're going to the cabin tomorrow.”

“Yes, mummy.”

“I think that's everything then…”

“You're forgetting something.”

Tim looks at her with a mischievous smirk.

“The school books! Have you packed them?”

“Of course, I have, mummy.”

Tim has already left, first off to a friend and then onto his dad's, Vanessa Harding's ex-husband. She has just said goodbye to Tiffany, her eldest. Once again, she's on her own. It's Friday and the kids have stayed with her for a week. On odd weeks the kids stayed at their dad's and on weeks with even numbers, they stayed at hers. So now they were back with him. She knows that they won't come to any harm, they won't starve and will want for nothing, they will be well looked after by their father, who prioritise their wellbeing over his own. He will do stuff with them, ask how they are and be there for them, just like he used to be there for her.

Eventually, they grew apart. They got together in high school and have been a couple ever since until four months ago. The decision was a joint one, no more words were needed and neither of them could blame the other person for this. Life had taken this turn. Time, they said, had taken its toll and they had drifted apart and had separately cultivated new interests. The main issue now was to do something before the children had to suffer. No shock. No screaming, crying or tears, no one refusing to go along with this or shouting at them that they were selfish and that they needed put the kids first. That's what they had expected as they were both children with divorced parents and that's how they had reacted when their own parents had told them they would be splitting up and one of them would be moving out.

“We just want you to be happy.”

That's what the children had said to them. These talented, smart, intuitive kids that they had jointly brought up to sensible individuals. Even though Tim was only ten and Tiffany thirteen, they were very wise and reflective for their age.

Their attitude had allowed her to breathe a sigh of relief. The weeks that followed had progressed without any significant consequences. Their father had moved out and into a new flat and everything had gone well, almost too well. So she had the kids every other week and the rest of the time, they stayed with him. They said they liked both their rooms, said they felt at home in both houses and she believed them. No one knew the kids better than she did and she knew when they told her the truth and when they were fibbing just to make someone else happy. But in this instance, she didn't hesitate for a second. She was sure they told her the truth and not just what she wanted to hear, which gave her a lovely sense of inner peace. She had done the right thing, he had done the right thing and together they had saved something that could've ended in a complete disaster.

When she was all alone in the house, there's a special kind of silence that she's not yet grown used to. A silence full of boredom, which niggles inside her and tells her she ought to be doing something, ought to come up with something to do. It's just gone 5 o'clock and she has plenty of time to do something more with this day instead of just lounging on the sofa watching some mediocre series about haphazard living accommodation in beautiful, sunny locations.

 

She gives her friend Sarah a call. She's single too and pops around to Vanessa's house straight away. The two friends open a bottle of wine, pour two glasses and start sipping.

“You should start dating,” Sarah blurts out.

“Dating? You know me, silly,” Vanessa exclaims. “I take things nice and slow, don't rush anything, wait for the right time etc. And I don't think I'm quite there yet. It's only been a couple of months since we separated.”

“That's true. I do know you,” Sarah replies. “I know you better than most and I know what you were like before you met Nicholas. You were larger than life, always smiling, inquisitive and by Jove, you were a wild cat, Vanessa.”

The two friends giggle and suddenly memories from a bygone era pop up in Vanessa's head. Memories she had long forgotten and locked away in a far-flung corner of her brain.

“Do you remember David?” Vanessa wonders. “Or Johnnie? Or, oh wow, Alex?”

“When David would give a French kiss… “

“Johnnie's fingers were just everywhere at the same time.”

“And Alex… Awww, Alex. When he asked whether he could date us both at the same time.”

Vanessa and Sarah had gotten to know each other at high school. They had become best friends and it didn't take long before they were not just sharing all their secrets with each other, but also experiences. The guys were crazy about these young, curious women and they were equally crazy about the guys.

“And the teacher, what was he called? Lindgren?”

“Larsson,” Vanessa replies. “His name was David Larsson.”

“You were so in love with him,” says Sarah.

“In love and horny.”

More giggles, heartfelt and genuine mirth. The memories wash over them.

“You even wrote a note to him, do you remember?” Sarah carries on.

“Please don't remind me.”

“You wrote it and put it on his desk. You wrote you were curious about him.”

“And…”

“You wrote your initials, VM, Vanessa Maar, so that he wouldn't be completely sure on who was paying him attention.”

“But…”

“You didn't think about the fact that you were the only one in our class with those initials,” said Sarah.

“He kept giving me odd looks after that,” Vanessa replied.

“Yes, he was interested, but didn't have the nerve to do anything about it.”

“Or perhaps he just thought I was being silly. Silly as I knew he was married and silly to think that he would be interested in me,” Vanessa countered.

“We were too,” says Sarah. “But now we have so much more time on our hands. A life, everyday routines, a family.”

“Yes, we do. But do you miss it? The time back then?”

“Course, I do. And even it if might feel like a whole different era, it's not too late.”

“Too late for what?” Vanessa asks.

“To be the kind of Vanessa you were back then. You can still do that now. You're single and the whole world, all the men are there at your feet. The world is your oyster.

“I don't know…”

“Download an app,” Sarah continues. “Start writing to them. Wait and see what happens. You have nothing to lose, but you can find that old Vanessa again deep within you. I've missed her.”

Vanessa contemplates this before she answers with a smile on her face.

“So have I.”

 

The very next day, she creates a profile for herself. They write straight away. Men of all ages were divulging different amounts of info about themselves. Some accounts have pictures, but most haven't. Some have images of themselves or featuring a beach or a pet. Or a taut abdominal six-pack. Some write long, descriptive texts about themselves in their bios, whereas others don't write anything. Hence the variation is pretty significant. She answers anyone that feels interesting, i.e. the blokes that are both attractive and feel sensible. By sensible, she means pleasant. And they have a photo that actually seems to be real.

Darko is a few years older than her and they take a fancy to one another. He's in a similar situation to her, has been separated for a while by now and has two children that stay with him every other week. After having written frenetically to each other for a couple of hours, he asks whether he can give her a call. She takes a moment to think this through. Is it all moving too fast? She only has one photo of him, a man in his mid-forties with kind eyes.

Yesterday she wasn't sure this dating scene was her cup of tea. If it was all too soon. But at the same time, it felt enticing and interesting. She hadn't thought about this scenario yet, that was the real crux and as it had presented itself now, Sarah didn't know what to think or feel. But once she had let it settle inside her mind for a while, she realised she was interested in taking this further, so she wrote to Darko and said that he was welcome to call her.

He's from Halmstad, a town quite far south on the west coast of Sweden. He's got a kind voice, pleasant to listen to and matches his eyes perfectly. But most importantly, he's hilarious. He's open-hearted and happy to laugh at his own expense, he tells jokes and amusing anecdotes and she wants to know more about him. He tells her about the dates he's been on, his experiences and thoughts relating to that. She likes listening to him.

“You must be careful. There are a bunch of loony tunes out there.”

“Loony tunes?”

“Well, not like murderers or psychopaths, or perhaps them too. Guaranteed. But there are some crazy people on the dating scene, crazy in their own unique way.”

“Sounds like you've had first-hand experience of this.”

“Yes, I have.”

“Am I brave enough to listen?”

“That depends how courageous you feel today.”

“I gave you my mobile number when we've just written to each other for no more than two hours…”

“Ah, that's right.”

Silence for a few seconds. He's probably contemplating what to tell her, how much to divulge and this sparks her curiosity. She would love to hear about his experiences.

“I met a woman last week. She was one of a kind. A bit peculiar, to be honest, and I couldn't really come to grips with her. It all started with writing notes to each other, just like you and I've done today, but I want to take things slowly and see where that takes us. Talk on the phone perhaps and then eventually meet face to face if that still feels like the right approach after having a chat on the phone. But she was very gung-ho and wanted to meet up right now.

“Now, as in the day you had started writing to each other?”

“Yes, and she was really keen. She said she could come to my place. She lived twenty kilometres or so outside the town centre, but that didn't worry her. I told her it didn't feel right, but she said she really wanted to see me and didn't mind coming over. After a while, I gave in and even though I didn't know very much about her, it didn't take long before she appeared at the block of flats by my front door. She rang the bell and I opened, of course, and asked her in. And…

He paused for added drama.

“Then, we had sex. Lots of sex. Drawn-out, glorious, amazing sex.”

Vanessa liked what she was hearing.

“Tell me more,” she says.

“About the sex?”

“Yes.”

She bites her bottom lip. Notices a twinge of horniness grows stronger and stronger between her thighs. With one hand on her trousers, she unbuttons them and starts to gently touch herself while Darko carries on with his story.

“She was very determined. Bossy even. She said she wanted me to bonk her. Told me exactly how she wanted me to stand, that is not in bed, but on the floor and that I should keep my hands on her shoulders. She didn't want to talk, she said. That was probably the weirdest thing she blurted out. She didn't want to hear my words or my voice, all she wanted was my cock.

“Is that what she said?”

“That's exactly what she said. I don't want to hear your words. I just want your cock. And then I fucked her. It was good, really damn good.”

“Then what?”

Vanessa carries on stroking her vulva. She's getting wet now. It was thrilling, not to mention new and on the verge of forbidden, to talk to a stranger on the phone while he was talking about his sexual experiences. She likes this, likes it a lot. Her curious mind is spinning and she's getting wetter by the minute. She strokes her pussy, runs the long finger and index finger in circles around her clitoris. She feels hot, her cheeks flushed.

“She wanted me to lie down on my back. Or not so much wanted… she ordered me to. I did as she asked and she straddled my chest and made me lick her.

“Tasty?”

“Licking pussy is not normally my thing, but this time I loved it. I think it's because she told me to.”

“So you like to be dominated?”

“Mmmmm.”

Silence again. She penetrates with her fingers, feels how her pussy widens around her fingers and how the juices are flowing between her thighs. The sexual pleasure ripples through her clitoris and out to the rest of her body. It is so, so good.

“Are you touching yourself?” He asks.

Vanessa blushes and stops mid-thrust.

“You make me horny,” Vanessa replies.

“You have the same effect on me… I'm touching myself too and I'm hard now. Rock-solid.”

“Fancy cuming with me?” She asks.

“I'd love to,” says Darko.

“Moan with me then.”

She registers his breathing. Deep, sharp intakes of breath. Then she can hear how he's stroking himself, how he must have a pair of trousers on, probably just with the fly undone, because his lower arm and hand must be grazing the buttons every time he wanks his cock. She's close to orgasm. She can feel her pussy twitching, throbbing and how the horniness makes her gasp again and again. She moans out loud. She caresses her vulva, plays intensively with her clit, long moves, hard moves, quick moves and she is oh, so close.

“I'm cuming!”

His words fade into pure pleasure and at that very moment, she cums too. An orgasm that makes her pussy literally explode with juices and pleasure. Then tranquillity. And a strong desire for more.

They carry on talking through the evening. Darko lives far away from her, apparently. Too far away to entertain a thought of a real relationship and they both have their own lives, their own everyday routines and work in separate, geographic locations. But even if a proper romance is unlikely, they still want to keep in touch. She wants to hear more of his stories.

“And I want to hear more of yours.”

Darko is the one to convince her. He makes her realise what she wants and what she yearns for. She is ready to take on a world where there are no obstacles, no obligations, no musts. She wants to meet men and now she is determined to do so. Older men, younger men, maybe more than one at the time. And she will seek pleasure as much as creating her own stories like Darko's.

He becomes her confidant.

He shares her situation.

And suddenly she feels that the old Vanessa - the Vanessa that has been overlooked and sidelined, hiding in the shadows for years - is back.

Finally, her old self has returned.

 

Three days later, she's about to go on her first date. His name is Martin and works as a financial controller. He's been easy to write to and exciting too. Lots of questions, some flirtatious smileys and most of the time he has a mischievous tone, which makes her think that he's not too strict or dull. She likes mischievousness and an exciting aspect to his personality.

But this proves to be a real disappointment when they finally meet.

Apparently, Martin is very witty and nimble when it comes to writing, but when they sit there face to face, he is stiff and cautious. He answers her questions, but not much more than that. Their conversation is going nowhere fast and she doesn't want to be the person to pull the words out of someone else's mouth literally. She soon grows tired.

But just before she's about to call it an evening, she runs her eyes up and down his body. He may be boring, but he has a fit, attractive body. His muscles are easily detectable beneath the shirt and suit jacket and he has a beautiful face. Straight lines, dimples and plump lips with a pronounced Cupid's bow. A face that has just been shaven, all smooth and soft. He's polite. Neat and tidy.

But perhaps there's more to him than that? Something that might emerge without words? She thinks about the story Darko told her.

About the woman just wanted to fuck, no discussion or polite chit-chat.

She leans forward.

“What would you say if I suggested you would fuck me like crazy, hot and steamy, in the ladies' in a minute? No strings attached.”

She observes how his eyes turn insecure. Is she crazy? Is she having him on? How is he supposed to react? She doesn't say another word, just wait for his reaction. Make or break, it doesn't really matter now. She's passed the point of no return.

“Sure.”

About ten minutes later, the mirror is steaming up, her breasts are dangling over the sink and time and time again, he thrusts his gorgeous cock inside her pulsating pussy. She's hot and he's hard. He's enormous and his cock can just about fit inside her. He strokes saliva all over it to get a smoother sliding motion. And now, inside her, he puts all his force into the thrusts and builds up the rhythm between the two of them. He doesn't say a word and right now, she's not the slightest bit interested in words. Feeling his cock inside of her makes her alive again. Makes her reconnect with her emotions. Getting 100% pleasure out of a man's body, his Adonis, his deft hands and moves. He has the ability to create complete rapture. Friction is building up between his torso and her buttocks. His throbbing erection deep inside of her makes her gasp.

She is enjoying this. She loves every minute of it.

Immense climax, not just once but thrice. She cums hard in orgasms that make her forget time and space, and she is ecstatic. She loves every single particle of his body and of her own, the symbiosis between them, the combination of two hungry bodies. Two sexes that seek receive and give.

 

“You simply have to meet John.” Sarah's words.

“I don't think it sounds like we've got much in common, do you?” Vanessa answers.

“Not in the slightest!” Sarah agrees.

“But you still want me to meet him?”

“He's an amazing shag, just like you are, Vanessa.”

“Just like I am?”

Vanessa gives her colleague a sceptical look.

“Yes,” Sarah winks at her. “I've heard lots about him and now he's newly divorced, horny, on the prowl.”

“But how am I supposed to contact him?” Vanessa replies. “I can hardly just phone him up and ask if we should… fuck.”

The words feel strange in her mouth. It's not like her to be that forward and pushy, to help herself to whatever she wants and to be frank and open about the fact that she wants sex. It doesn't sit well with her.

“Do it,” Sarah says with a determined voice.

“Just call him up and tell him I want his body?”

“Yes.”

So, despite her doubts, the very next evening, John visited her in her house. He shags her and then spoons her from behind, her back touches his stomach and chest. He presses his body against hers, kisses the back of her neck, her shoulders and her mouth. He carefully varies the intensity and where he places them. Sometimes they are long, drawn-out affairs and sometimes faster and hungrier. John confidently anchors his cock against her, then inside her and touching her innermost spot. He is cocky if you pardon the pun, and he's got every right to be. He makes her cum again and again. It is blissful. So goddamn amazing. His deft moves, without as much as a flicker of hesitation, make her feel complete, free and radiant.

Just as she thinks to herself that things can't get any better than this, he says:

“Fancy a licking?”

She doesn't reply, just lies back and spreads her legs wide apart. She loves a good licking. Vanessa closes her eyes and waits for the wicked, never-ending pleasure that will come when he wraps his lips around her clitoris. When he does, her satisfaction is complete. Everything is perfect. The tongue is confident. The kisses are confident. Total concentration as he varies fast moves with deep lingering moves and playful, cautious flicks with the tip of his tongue. He knows exactly what to do and when to make her hunger for more, relish the sensation, longing, yearning and his sensual touch is heavenly.

This is the point when she cums, with her legs slung over his shoulders and back. His mouth and face are safely ensconced between her thighs as she cums in an almighty orgasm and his face is covered in the satisfied pussy juice that he has caused. He is soaked. She with her pussy and her immense, wild pleasure is to blame.

When John and Vanessa say their goodbyes that evening, she immediately drops Darko a line. She tells him about her evening and Darko encourages her with more questions and hopes to find out more. Vanessa tells him a lot, but not quite everything. Sexual excitement flurries around in her body. She does like Darko, likes him a lot and their extraordinary bond too.

 

When Friday comes, she has a whole week with the kids lined up. She does everything that's expected of her and everything she wants to do for them and with them too. They go on little outings together, visit the swimming baths, go for long walks and go to a local game store to buy what Tim has been looking forward to for weeks and weeks. She takes Tiffany to the stables and stays to watch her daughter ride, which is a weekly activity for Tiffany. They make pancakes, eat ice cream in front of the TV, watch a film together. On top of that, she prepares mid-afternoon snacks, does the laundry, folds the clean clothes and puts them away in the wardrobes, puts the right outfits out for the next school day, tidies the house, cleans the house, goes grocery shopping, cooks dinner, lays the table, clears the table, loads the dishwasher and unloads it too. She takes the children to school, chats briefly to their form teachers to make sure her kids are doing okay at school. Keeps an eye on them, cares for them, is there for them.

At work, she talks to her colleagues about what she and the children will do together, what they've been up to and what they haven't gotten around to yet. Like any ordinary woman and mother, she talks about what people around her expect her to talk about. This doesn't bother her at all. She's very comfortable in this role. They natter about recipes, TV programs, clothes, chores and their to-do-lists. She has strategic planning meetings and talks about work, she works hard and finishes her day at the office before she drives home to greet her children with love, care and attention. And a scrumptious, nourishing dinner too.

This is, in more ways than one, a double life. Two lives that are in stark contrast to each other. One week a mum and the other week a hungry, horny woman. The wild cat that helps herself to whatever she fancies.

When the children leave, she's all alone about, but nowadays she doesn't struggle to fill her time. She knows how to live, knows how she wants to lead her life. She will carry on like the week before last. She's surer than ever that she will want to carry on where she left off last week.

She starts by giving Darko a call.

“I have to tell you about something crazy that happened the other day,” Darko says. “I can hardly wait to hear your reaction on this.”

“Tell me,” Vanessa replies with an eager voice.

“I start writing to this woman,” Darko carries on. “It didn't take long for us to get flirty and dirty with each other and she really turned me on. I got so horny that I…”

“…Didn't wait to get to know her before you met up?” Vanessa fills in the gap before Darko has time to get his words out.

“Like I generally do,” says Darko.

“But you did meet up?”

“Yes, we met. She rode me like a maniac, so hard and so fast. It was gorgeous and I nearly came while I was inside her.”

“Didn't she want you to wear a condom?” Vanessa asks.

“She said she was totally against contraceptives, but I did have time to pull out. Thank goodness! Just imagine if I hadn't.”

“You're playing with fire, Darko. You have to be more careful next time.”

“Well, that's not the craziest bit about it…”

“It isn't?”

“No, because I'm going to a parents' evening a few days later and just guess what happens next.”

“She works at the school?” Vanessa is gobsmacked.

“She's my daughter's new form teacher.”

“You're kidding?”

“I did tell you it was crazy.”

 

Vanessa continues her quest for pleasure, for great sex, for interesting men that know how to satisfy her in the best possible way. She's relishing these experiences and isn't looking for a relationship. At least nothing serious. Has no interest in anything but their cocks, their arms, their touch, their bodies rhythmically grinding against hers. She loves it and is having a blast.

Eric is much younger than her. They meet on Sunday. He's not long out of high school and at first, this makes her hold back and she tells him she's so much older and perhaps this isn't quite right. She contemplates this and scrutinises the situation. She's about to stop writing to him, but as he keeps on telling her, again and again, that he really wants to meet her, she decides to give him a chance. He's only twenty and she's pushing forty, but they do meet up and he's very frank with her. He certainly doesn't mince his words.
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