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         The light from the full moon falls through the window onto my pale arms. It caresses my hands placing the sacred objects on the table. The bone of a fox. A juniper branch. A Sankt Hans herb. The horn of a bull calf. A sprig of thyme. They form a ring which gathers its strength from the thick oak table that supports them. The moonlight draws white swirls in the smoke from the fire when I lift the pot and fill the cup. I place the cup in the center of the ring and chant the forbidden words:

         
            
               
                  “Open the gates of the forest
      

                  with the power of my mind,
      

                  and let the invisible workings of the full moon
      

                  bestow its juices on the night.”
      

               

            

         

         She was still young when he’d taken her from her father. Still childish and chubby. Yet alluring, and he knew she’d be sought after by many young men in the area. Even though he was a landowner, he knew he had to move quick if he wanted her. It never occurred to him that anyone could want him, too. The wedding was in May and lasted four days and nights. Everyone was invited. Many guests laughed, danced and cheered. But some had been sulking. Some had been crying. The happy couple didn’t notice. They only payed mind to each other. She wasn’t with child at that point, but not because they’d abstained from each other. His lust for her was enormous, and he thanked God every day that she’d fallen into his lap. Sometimes, he worried he wanted her too much. Would he be punished in the end, for desiring something earthly so extremely much? She was like a playful kitten. He took her several times every night and she purred with pleasure.

         It was a full moon on this July night, and he had to go hunting.

         She complained. “Do you really have to, my lord?”

         He laughed. “You’re like a greedy child.”

         She looked around frantically. “But does it have to be tonight? Can’t it wait till tomorrow?”

         “The moon is full tonight, and I need the light.”

         “But… You know who lives in the forest.”

         He laughed out loud. “Her? That’s some superstitious babble! We live in enlightened times. Witches do not exist.”

         I bring the cup to my lips and pour the bitter liquid into my mouth. I greedily lick the corners of my mouth for drops. I feel it burn in my body, down toward my crotch where is awakens a primordial force that shines and hurts deliciously. I breathe in deeply. I pick up the bundle and head out into the light summer night. The door shuts with a heavy thud behind me. The night is quiet, and the spirits of the forest dance around my ankles like soft fog. They creep up under my skirt and caress my crotch as I walk along the old paths to my holy destination. I unfold the blanket and place it in the hay, before climbing the mound where I let the lunar rays penetrate my white dress as I say my prayer repeatedly:

         
            
               
                  I call thee, Goddess of the Forest,
      

                  thee, who knows my desire.
      

                  I beg of thee, Goddess of the Forest,
      

                  on this long summer night:
      

                  Please, let the rivers of desire flow
      

                  in the man I long for.
      

                  Lead him to me as in my dreams,
      

                  let him kneel and kiss my foot.
      

                  So is my wish, let it be so.
      

               

            

         

         He laid his rifle over his shoulder, squeezed her behind and said goodbye.

         “The night is long. I’ll be back before you know it, and then we’ll still have plenty of time.”

         He winked at her, amused by her anxiety. Then he took off over the fields toward to forest. It was foggy, but the full moon shone brightly above the treetops. He would have no trouble seeing tonight.

         The moment he stepped into the forest the sounds changed. He couldn’t hear a single peep from a bird. No hedgehog grunts. Just the sound of twigs breaking beneath his feet. Wasn’t the fog, floating along the ground, making an oddly deep sound? He stopped and listened. Like the faraway echo of a horn. No, wait. Like the gentle voice of a woman. Were his senses betraying him? Was the fog calling out for him?

         “Notice how you long for me… Notice how you’re drawn to me… We are made for each other… On this, the night of the drifters.”

         He felt these words, spoken by the fog, to be true. A longing caught hold of him. One he had forgotten but which now completely overwhelmed him. A longing that made his abdomen flutter and his member grow with unruly desire.

         “Where are you?” he screamed desperately.

         “Come along,” whispered a voice in the fog, and like in a trance, he let himself be led further into the forest. His clothes started itching him so he tore them off himself as he walked, the white fog caressing his skin. Soft as a naked woman rubbing against him. His longing intensified; he might burst if he doesn’t find the source of the voice soon. He followed the fog deeper and deeper into the forest, until he reached the clearing where, in olden times, sacrifices were made to the pagan gods. The fog cleared and he awoke from his trance. He found himself completely naked with a mighty erection. And he saw her. The witch. He knelt before her and kissed her boot.

          
      

         I greet him in the clearing. He is more beautiful than ever before, naked and horny in the light of the full moon.

          
      

         He rose and looked into her eyes. She was as beautiful as the night with her light blue eyes and white hair. Hair that fell like waves down her front, allowing for glimpses of her bosom beneath her corset. He smiled at her. He lusted for her in a way that was both wild and gentle. It was like they’d known each other forever. Like they were picking up where they’d left off long ago, just following nature’s way. She took his hand and suddenly, he knew her again. The girl. The strange and beautiful girl who used to help out on his father’s farm.

          
      

         He is seeing me now. He recognizes me, and my body is coming alive in anticipation of what is about to happen.

          
      

         She’d arrived at the farm with the washer women. Back then, they were still basically children. But she awoke something in him. He hadn’t been able to get his eyes off her. Always made up reasons to be near the stream where they washed the clothes and slammed them against the rocks, splashing ice cold water everywhere, their own dresses rolled up so he could see their wet ankles. He didn’t think she’d seen him but all of a sudden, there she was in front of him. She splashed water on him. Took his hand. Pulled him along with her.

         Giggling, they’d run off to the loft where no one would see them. She’s pushed him down into the hay, and he’d happily fallen. There, in the dark, they’d explored each other’s bodies. Giggling, moaning. She’d kissed him on the mouth. Taken his hand and led it in between her legs. He’d been terrified, curious and overwhelmed all at once by this new feeling. He now knew the feeling of desire. In the dark loft, his fingers had explored her between her legs. Let a finger slide around the smooth folds. Then, slowly he inserted it into her wet cave, hidden and out of sight. She’d moaned so alluringly that he pushed his finger even further in. Felt the soft, moist depths of her. She gasped. He let his finger slide back and forth exploringly, enjoying how it made her writhe. With tiny gasps, she moved with him like waves on a beach. Her fingers fumbled with his waistband and grabbed his member. She touched it gently like it was a kitten, and he moaned with pleasure. Suddenly, her grip got much firmer, her hand moving up and down. He thought he might explode.

         That’s when they’d heard footsteps on the stairs. The girl had hidden as he fastened his trousers and walked to the stairs, his member still pounding like crazy. It was his father. He looked serious, but still, he thought they’d gotten away with it. His father hadn’t said anything. Just looked around and nodded. But the next time the washer women had come by, she was nowhere to be seen. They didn’t know where she was.

          
      

         I take his hand in mine and lead him to my bed in the hay. I’ve longed for this for so long. My crotch demands what it was denied. I know he is in my power. I know we will have no interruptions tonight. And yet I tremble. He notices and smiles at me. Brushes my hair aside and grazes my breasts through my corset. My nipples get hard with anticipation. He takes my face in his hands. Kisses me. Something deep within me collapses with a sigh. His lips are rough from working in the sun, but they soften as we touch. I grab the back of his neck. Pull him closer.

          
      

         Her mouth was open, and his tongue met hers. Playfully. He grabbed her around the waist. Pressed against her crotch. Felt the blood pound. Though his rough hands told a different story, he felt like he was thirteen summers old again. A wild and untamed lust rushed through him. Confused, curious, greedy. But most of all: horny. She smiled. He smiled. This was a game. The whole world was this game. They kissed again. Devoured each other’s mouths. She giggled. Bit his neck. He squeezed her behind so tightly that she squealed, and they fell to their knees. He wiped her hair away from her face and looked into her bright eyes. Then he loosened the ribbon of her corset. Patiently.

          
      

         I think I might burst before my corset does. He is taking so long. I think he’s enjoying torturing me this way. He’s no longer an inexperienced little boy. And yet, I sense the boy in him. He laughs at me. I slap him. Squirm. Kiss him.

          
      

         The ribbon slipped through the final hole, and the corset fell to the ground, leaving her only in her chemise. It slid down her shoulder. He helped it along. Pulled at it until her breasts appeared. He stared at them like a young man seeing a woman’s breast for the first time.

          
      

         Take me!

          
      

         Finally, he grabbed one breast and took the other by his mouth. He pinched the nipple, licked the white skin and nibbled it gently. She shuddered. He played with her breasts for a long time, like a kitten plays with a moth.

          
      

         He’s taking his time. Like a child, who saves the best for last. I’ll let him.

          
      

         He grabbed her hips, lifted her and placed her in the hay. He carefully pushed her skirt up until it almost revealed her crotch. He hesitated for a moment. How often had his thoughts led him down this road? How often had he imagined how sweet it would have been if his father hadn’t interrupted them? And now it was happening! He closed his eyes as his fingers found their way back to the wonderous cave they’d dreamed of like it was an impossible dream. The riches they found there weren’t made of gold or diamonds. They were rivers, flowing with milk and honey. The juices of life. He felt how the folds parted for him. Smooth and warm she closed around his fingers. He let them slide in. And out. And enjoyed once more the feeling of her writhing.

          
      

         He smells his own hand. Licks my powerful juices off them. I see its strength spread through his body. His eyes get dark, and he looks at me. Then he buries his head in my lap, his tongue tickling me in the sweetest spot. The fingers return. They're rough. But gentle in their curious exploration of me. Round and out and in they go, faster and faster. All the way in, where I gasp from powerlessness. I feel my juices flow out of me. He stops, turns me over so I'm sitting with my back to him. It's happening.

          
      

         Now! He couldn't hold it any longer. He had to feel her, with his whole body. With his pounding, erect member. He got on top of her and spread her butt-cheeks apart. When he found the entrance to her marvelous cave, he entered carefully, pulling her hips toward him. He did it again. And again. Harder, faster, and every time, she moaned louder. He felt enormous relief that this was finally happening, as well as colossal greed. He wanted more.

         With gentle, but firm movements, he thrusted in and out of her welcoming body. He felt how she'd gotten softer, warmer and wetter. How she tightened around him and let go.

         He groped her round breasts, still perky even though she was considerably older than his young wife. His hands around her breasts, he got up on his knees and led her with him. Her blond hair fell over his hands and her bosom. His thrusts got gentler. They were riding the waves together. Her let go of one of her breasts and let his hand slide down her chemise and up under her skirt, where he found her jewel. He rubbed it carefully, and she screamed with release.

          
      

         “YES!” I moan. “Yes!” The forest is inside of me now. The full moon is inside of me now. He is inside of me now, and I'm receiving him. We're melting together. I dissolve and surrender to the forest and the night and the power of the drifters. He's brutal and soft simultaneously. Greedy and generous, like the forest. Hard like the trunk of an oak when he penetrates me. Without using my words, I beg him to keep going. He kisses me on the throat, sending shudders down my spine. He nibbles at my earlobe. Squeezes my breast. His hand slides from my chest to my collarbone. I lean back my head, exposing my neck for his touch. Show him my surrender. And he thrusts, hard. I turn my face to his. He smiles. Lovingly and challengingly. A giggle escapes my lips. I kiss him. Oh! So sweet! He slides out of me, turns me around and puts me down carefully in the hay. He brushes the hair out of my face, kisses my lips and my throat. He looks into my eyes and he finds his way back inside me. I sigh with wonder.

          
      

         There she was, under him, gentle and conquered. How could anyone fear her? He brushed the hair away from her forehead. She was so beautiful. And he had to feel her again. His hand found its way back under her skirt and helped his member back inside her enchanting cave. She was extremely wet, making him quiver, making him harder. He placed a hand under her behind and lifted her toward himself. Let his blind member find its own way and explore.

          
      

         He moves in soft circles. Holds back, then moves again. It occurs to me that this is worth the wait. Because now I get to have both the curious boy and the experienced man. We kiss. He kisses my breasts. My shoulders. His movements get quicker. Rhythmic. Rough. His eyes become distant. And I stop him. And I giggle at his confused expression. But then he laughs. He understands. It was too soon. I push him backwards so now he's the one laying in the hay. I climb on top of him and straddle him. He closes his eyes and moans when I slide down his length.

          
      

         He was conquered. He probably had been the whole time. But now he surrendered completely to her whims as she sat there on top of him, so pure and innocent in her desire, her white hair like a shining cloud around her head. Her white chemise, exposing her breasts. Those white breasts with their pink nipples, perky in the night saying, “Take us!” And he did. Grabbed them with his large hands. Played with them. Pinched them. As she gently rocked back and forth, satisfying her desire.

         He grabbed her butt-cheeks and buried his nails into her soft skin. She gasped and smiled at him. She leaned down, still riding him, and bit his cheek. Then she licked the sore spot, continuing her movements. He let her, but grabbed her more tightly to push her close when she moved forward. She moaned and her gaze grew distant, and he felt a new wave of horniness in himself. Her movements got quicker, and he pulled her closer and closer. Harder. Until she leaned back, gasping. Her lap knocked against him, like waves against a rocky shore.

          
      

         I feel it now. The force of nature flows through us. Everything quivers. We collide in a sweet pain. Harder, faster, wetter. It’s happening. I let go and crash into him like an effervescent wave as our juices mix.

          
      

         A wild and animalistic yell escaped her throat when he, with one last thrust, sprayed his semen deep inside of her. She collapsed into him and they rolled over in the hay. Still, his member was buried in her wet crotch. She smiled at him. They kissed and rocked against each other with the final waves. The forest was full of sounds and smells now. The summer night was ending.

         “You have to get home before the sun rises,” she said with her sweet voice. He nodded.

         The full moon was smiling at him as he made his way home, naked. His clothes were nowhere to be found. The sun still wasn’t up when he crossed the misty fields. He found his wife asleep by the window. Her round cheeks were like red apples, her chemise had slid down her shoulders and her legs were spread apart. He sensed again how the full moon called him. He knelt before her, lifted her skirt and licked her gently on the tiny flower hiding in there.

         She woke up immediately. When she saw that it was him, she closed her eyes and welcomed him with her body. As amorous and willing as she had been every night. He picked her up and took her against the wall. Afterwards, she grazed the bite mark on his cheek with her finger.

         “What happened?” she asked.

         “The forest was foggy,” he said. “I was attacked by an animal.”

         “What animal?”

         “I couldn’t tell. I lost all my stuff. I haven’t brought any game home with me.”

         He couldn’t tell if she believed him, but she said that she was just happy to have him home. Then he took her again. She was leaning over the windowsill, moaning with pleasure as the rising sun made its way into their home.

          
      

         He came in her every night. But she never bore a child. By the following summer they had given up hope and she became depressed. He went out hunting on the full moon and in the forest, he heard a voice calling him.

         “My friend, our child needs you. Let him grow up on your farm as your heir. Let the strength that the goddess of the forest and the full moon and the force of nature we created him in be the benefit of your heritage. Come…”

          
      

         He followed the voice. And there, in the clearing where they’d shared that one amazing night, stood the witch. Her wavy white hair, clear eyes and sweet mouth. He was overwhelmed by a sudden desire, but she handed him a bundle.

         “I carried him in my womb. Now it is your turn.”

         He took the bundle and saw a tiny, sleeping face between the blankets.

         “But… I can’t…” he mumbled.

         “Isn’t your wife childless?”

         He nodded.

         She will take him as her own. A gift from the forest. She will love him. And she will come alive again. And want you again like in your honeymoon days. Now go. I will call your name when it is time again.”

         “Time for what?” He looked confused.

         She winked at him. “You are mine when I want you to be.”

         She licked her lips, kissed him and disappeared into the forest.
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The road trip wasn’t his idea – it was Fred’s of course – yet he was the one driving down a dark highway through the desert. Driving back to LA from Vegas. What a dumb bloody idea. But Fred had insisted.

“Imagine us in my old Pontiac, Joe? We’ll drive through Death Valley with the wind blowing in our hair and music blasting out loud. We can even stay in a motel along the road?” he had said.

Joe remembered answering that Death Valley wasn’t on the way home – not at all – and that he didn’t do motels. Then Freddie had cheated and done his best sad puppy face, and that was it. They were going. And to be fair, it had been fun. At least during the day when the sun was shining, and Freddie was singing. And at sunset when they had stopped and chatted to the hippies camping out just on the edge of the valley – a bunch of young kids heading up towards Burning Man, smell of s’mores and colitas in the air, a cheeky make out session in the car before they headed off towards the coast. It was becoming increasingly dreadful now, though.

Fred was asleep, no doubt exhausted after bouncing around like a rubber ball all day, and Joe himself felt a bit of a headache coming on. And his eyesight was a bit blurry. Even though he had his glasses in the glove compartment, he didn’t want to reach out and grab them. Even though Fred said it made him hot as fuck, he didn’t like them. Made him feel old. So he drove on with a snoring boyfriend, a dull headache and foggy eyes making him grumpy. That’s when he saw it, just a shimmering light up ahead in the distance, but he knew it must be a small town or at least a service station or something.

“Thank God for that!” he exclaimed.

Freddie didn’t wake up. He didn’t even move. He just snored away blissfully.

“Enjoy it while it lasts you lazy sod, you’re driving on from here if we can’t stay,” Joe whispered affectionately.

He couldn’t help but laugh out loud when he parked outside the slightly run down yet welcoming building on the outskirts of what had turned out to be a small village. His laughter rumbled and roared like thunder, and it woke Fred up.

“Oi Joe, I was asleep. Had a very nice dream actually. Shut up.”

Joe ignored the crankiness coming from his dazed and still not fully awake lover. This was just too funny. When Fred managed to pry his eyes open and read the pink neon sign, he too broke out in laughter.

“This shit can’t be for real!”

“Oh it is Freddie, it is. We have to stay here. I don’t care if we won’t ever be able to leave – I need to check in.”

Without further hesitation, he grabbed his overnight from the backseat, got out of the car and, when Fred caught up with him and took hold of his hand, strode towards the entrance.

It didn’t take long to pay for and check in to the only suite the hotel had to offer. They had said they would stay in a motel and going for the suite wasn’t entirely in line with that, but to be fair, they were rich boys used to a five star lifestyle. You can take the millionaire out of the Ritz, but you can’t really take the Ritz (and the glitz) away from the millionaire, so they settled for something which – at least in theory – resembled what they were used to. The Master’s chambers it was. Joe didn’t even bother trying to hide his amusement at the name of their suite. The quite cute receptionist – a tallish brunette with a slight Scandinavian accent – smirked at him when she handed over the keys with the simple phrase “Welcome to Hotel California”.

“Such a lovely place,” he smiled and winked.

“Such a lovely face,” Fred managed to get out in between fits of giggles.

Freddie was still trying to contain his laughter when they reached the end of the corridor and Joe slipped the key into the lock.

“This is the best place ever! Seriously, Joe, I told ya this was a great idea!”

It made Joe’s heart swell to see his man so happy. Fred had his ups and downs as we all do, but his recent down was a bit worse than normal, and it was wonderful to hear his enthusiasm. A two-day road trip and a hotel with hysterical gimmicks seemed to be good medicine for depression. Joe made a mental note to take Freddie to wacko places more often. Just to see that smile. That smile widened again when they walked through the door. One look around the room and another cascade of giggles erupted from Fred. A mirror. Fixed to the ceiling. Just above the bed. Of course, they had a mirror up there.

“We might as well order some pink champers, don’t you think?” Joe said as he dumped his bag on the floor, kicked off his shoes and threw himself on top of the ugly but somehow charming paisley print bedspread.

“Nah” Fred was eyeing the room service menu.

“Wait, let me guess…”

“Ain’t got it. Not since 1969…”

Laughter again. Joe reached out and pulled Fred down on the bed, wrapped his arms around him and effectively silenced the laughter with a kiss. Catching a glimpse of the two of them in the mirror, Joe couldn’t quite believe how hot Freddie looked while kissing him back ferociously. Maybe the Eagles related props weren’t all that bad, he thought to himself as he pulled Fred’s shirt out of the waistband of his jeans. He wanted to see the muscles play under Fred’s skin, wanted to see his own fingers caress that skin, wanted to see the movement of Fred’s pelvis pushing into him… That was it. A glimpse in the mirror, and he was hard.
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