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            A Polyamorous Christmas
      

         

          
      

         After starting the car and brushing away the thin layer of snow that had fallen, she looks up and sees her father in one of the windows. He raises his hand, in a kind of goodbye, but she ignores him, and while driving away, she hopes that he’s ashamed over his behaviour. Like a man-baby. A fifty-six-year-old baby.

         	The road in front of Lisette is blurry, both because of the tears and the whirling snow. The fear of driving on the road in the storm, pounding in her ears makes it even harder to concentrate. When she finally reaches the homestead that has been her unconscious destination, she breaks down over the wheel.

         	“Fucking Christmas!” she yells.

         	After a minute, or ten, realizing how cold it’s become in the turned off car, she takes her big bag over her shoulder and walks up towards the handsome grandiose red house. The walk up to the door is relatively freshly shovelled and have gotten just a few centimetres of untouched snow, which she’s now leaving footprints in. The snow is shovelled up on both sides like canyons, hiding the other houses on the farm. The whole world seems white and cold, beautiful, but traitorous. Then she reaches the carved wooden door with the round brass door knocker. The door, like the house, feels ancient. If she didn’t know that her best friend grew up here, under relatively modest conditions, with lots of siblings and tasks to do, she would have believed it to be a regal home.

         	She raises her frozen hand, which has started turning blue and knocks on the heavy door. The door opens, making her squint against the light welling out and blinding her. She feels the warmth against her face and the smell of Christmas surrounds her like an extra coat. It’s like the night has changed entirely by this one door opening.

         	In the doorway, Daniela stands, in an apron covered with flour. Her thick curly hair is pulled up in a messy bun at the top of her head and a few loose strands frame her face.	Now the Christmas music, from somewhere farther in the house, can be heard and a fluffy ball of fur runs out. The dog, a golden-brown cocker spaniel, barks excitedly. It’s a happy bark and in its exited mood Teddy jumps up against Lisette, runs off into the snow, coming back again and jumping on her leg. Squatting down, Lisette rubs Teddy behind his ear and he stays long enough to put his tongue out and lick her nose. The dog is Lukas’ and almost as dear of a friend to Lisette as his human. With Teddy’s tongue against her cheek, she looks up at a laughing Daniela.

         	“I’m so sorry for just dropping by like this…,” Lisette hesitantly start, she doesn’t know Daniela but knows that she must look miserable with bloodshot eyes.

         	“Don’t say that! You’re always welcome. Lukas isn’t here, but do come into the warmth. You can help me bake lussebullar. Come in, come in!”

         	Pulling Lisette in, Daniela closes the door against the cold and kiss her on both her cheeks. When Daniela’s lips graze against Lisette’s cold cheeks, an electric current runs through her and blushing, and she avoids Daniela’s gaze.

         	“I’ve never done lussebullar before. We don’t have it in Chile. But I’m trying. It’s not that different from other buns really, just add saffron,” Daniela’s voice is disappearing as she walks into the kitchen and as soon as Lisette has taken off her thick coat and snow-covered boots, she follows.

         	Coming in to the warm home and being met with the smells of saffron, raisins, cinnamon and glue wine, to hear the radio play the Christmas classics and to see all the lit candles and the Christmas ornaments hanging in the window, it all creates a warm, bubbly Christmas sentiment that swells and takes over Lisette’s body. It penetrates every pore. To the deep voice of Frank Sinatra’s Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas, she shakes off the heated argument with her father and his new family. The words “from now on all our troubles will be out of sight” feels, although a total cliché, as a prophecy, and chime true in the middle of all the Christmas baking and pleasurable warmth. She has entered into one of those bubbly, glittering Christmas comedies available on Netflix, the ones with big smiles and perfect surroundings. Were they never seem to feel cold although there’s lots of snow.

         	Her eyes go big from all that is happening around her in the warm kitchen. Daniela is humming along to the music, taking a dance step now and again while working the dough and reading the receipt with her tongue sticking out of the side of her mouth. Teddy has curled up in a small fluffy basket in the corner, gnawing a bone. The snowflakes falling outside the window looks poetically fragile and untouched. Lisette finally relaxes.

         	She rolls up her sleeves and starts working the moist dough with Daniela, welcoming the distraction. A comfortable silence lays between them. It’s like Daniela understands how she’s not ready to talk just yet.

         The day before Christmas, it couldn’t be better, she thinks to herself and smiles at Daniela’s improvised dance to the otherwise low key Winter Wonderland, her exuberant energy rubbing off and soon Lisette is also dancing and falsely singing along.

          
      

         *

          
      

         When the saffron buns are baking in the oven, they crawl up in two big armchairs in the living room, Daniela gets an old Yahtzee-game and while they take turn rolling the dice and shouting out their happiness or disappointment by the result, they start talking about safe subjects; as both their jobs, any new-year-resolutions and Daniela’s move from a warm Chile to a cold woody Småland.

         	“My brothers, Eduardo and José, they don’t understand. They send me pictures of them eating fried lamb in their bathing suits and complain of how pale I am. They think I’m going to die without the sun.”

         	Daniela often laughs, the conversation runs smoothly and Lisette is surprised by how easy it is to talk to her. Teddy is now curled up in Daniela’s lap, and she calmly runs her hand over his wavy ears. Lisette’s gaze catches again, and again on the movement, and with it comes a prickling feeling in her stomach. Deep down, she knows she wants to take the dogs place. Shaking it off, she takes another sip of the cinnamon-scented wine.

         	“I forgot to ask, where is Lukas?”

         	“Lukas was paged and had to leave. There was a problem with a mare and her foaling.”

         	“Okay, I hope everything works out.”

         	“Yeah.”

         	While marvelling over the fact that it’s so easy to hang out with Daniela, Lisette keeps sipping on the warm glue wine, warming her both through its heat and because of the alcohol, and thus giving her pink and flushed cheeks. She’s only met Daniela – who is Lukas’s girlfriend, and she keeps reminding herself, twice before, at bigger party’s where there wasn’t any opportunity for one on one conversations. The only thing she previously had noticed was how beautiful and warm Daniela was. This up close, she could also feel the physical warmth and the big smile always present and rubbing off. Lisette’s body tingles from the radiating enthusiasm, and she tries to ignore how it’s sending rays down into her sex and making her blood pump.

         Realising that she’s grown quiet, with her gaze once again locked on Daniela’s hand, she coughs and meets Daniela’s dark, glittering eyes. They look big, full of unspoken words, so loud in the deep silence. What do they say? What are her own eyes revealing? Can Daniela read the lust Lisette is trying to control…?

          
      

         *

          
      

         	Lisette rinses the cups and puts them in the dishwasher. She can feel Daniela’s light touch on the small of her back and she flinches from the surprise.

         	“Everything okay?” Daniela asks with her silky-smooth voice.

         	“Yeah, no worries, just easily scared.”

         	“There are no ghosts here.” Daniela smirks and adds: “You are safe here.” The eye contact lasts a bit too long and the porcelain in Lisette’s sweaty hand falls.

         	“Ouch.” The cup breaks and Lisette compulsively reach for it, trying to hold on to the pieces. The blood starts to drip from a thin cut in the palm of her hand.

         	“Oh no, are you okay?” Daniela takes her hand, holds it under running cold water, then puts on a band-aid over the cut. She kisses the palm, and Lisette’s mouth is dry. Like she just swallowed a spoon full of cinnamon, which is continuously present with its spicy scent.

         	“I… I’m fine. Clumsy, that’s all,” Lisette shudders with her ears growing red.

         	The next hour disappears in a swirl of hot saffron buns, candy and card games. Their hands keep accidentally touching across the table and Lisette kept pulling back her hand like she’s been stung until she grows used to the feeling and can’t force herself to pull away anymore. Daniela’s skin starts to feel familiar, like the sun in the spring after a long and dark winter. That which feels forgotten until you experience it again. The hairs on Lisette’s arms have been standing up since that first kiss on the cheek, and she leans closer in a state of drowsy confidence.

         	“Time to sleep, I think,” Daniela says and reaches over to pull some of Lisette’s short fringe away.

         	Daniela helps make the bed in the guestroom for Lisette. The freshly washed linens have a soft fragrance of fabric softener and feel sensually soft against her hand when they put the linens over mattress, duvet and pillows.

         	“Good night, Lisette. I’m happy you’re here.” Daniela gives her a long hug. They’re almost the same height and their boobs press against each other through the woolly sweaters. Lisette wonders if Daniela can feel her nipples growing hard, she wishes she’d put on a bra to hide the apparent bodily responses. While hugging Daniela, Lisette breathes in the scent of almond and peppermint. She almost moans when the other woman once again slowly kiss her cheek, very, very close to the mouth. More intimate than a usual kiss on the cheek. She stays close, a few centimetres from the skin. Then Lisette is left alone in the blue bedroom.

         	It feels like she lies there hour after hour, trying to make herself relax and fall asleep. Sleep never comes. The only thing playing under her closed eyelids is the laugh, the big dark eyes, the black curly hair… Then suddenly Daniela’s there, in the doorway, like a canalisation of Lisette’s desires. First, Lisette thinks she’s fallen asleep and is experiencing a genuine dream. But when Daniela, wrapped in a thick robe, steps in to the room she knows it’s not a dream. She’s not asleep.

         	“The power’s out. You must be frozen in here. I came to tell you that you can sleep in my bed, we have a fireplace in our room. Come on.”

         	Sleepily, although her waken state, and stiff from the cold that she’s been ignoring, she follows Daniela over the cold wooden floor to the bigger bedroom, warmly decorated with mahogany and full of deep red details. A chaise lounge in red velvet, looking to belong at the opera, big furs and thick curtains. The room is mainly filled by a wooden carved four-poster bed, full of duvets and pillows. In front of the bed, the fire Daniela mentioned is lit, the only source of light in the room, throwing soft dancing shadows everywhere. Through the windows, the stars are visible, far far away in the frozen and still night.

         	 Out of the corner of her eye, Lisette sees the big frothy robe slide of Daniela, leaving her almost naked save from a red lace top and mini-shorts. Daniela crawls up into the high bed and pat the mattress next to her.

         	“It’s a big bed, and I don’t want you to get frostbite during the night.”

         	Unsurely and slowly Lisette moves towards the other side of the bed, carefully she gets in and lays down as far away as possible. The mattress is malleable and she sinks into it, stiff as a board she tries to balance on her hip, trying to press her eyes shut with a prayer of falling asleep quickly. Then Daniela finds Lisette’s hand under the blankets. “You don’t have to be so careful,” she whispers, pulling Lisette closer.

         	They lay there under the thick duvets, surrounded by downy pillows. Daniela hasn’t let go of Lisette’s hand and Lisette nervously meets her gaze. Daniela’s gaze is steady when she looks in Lisette’s eyes. Is she imagining Daniela moving closer, almost impermeably closer and closer? Suddenly, they lay so close that their breaths mix between them. Their noses are almost touching. Daniela’s breath is warm and has a minty fragrance, it encloses Lisette and touches her lips, throat and chest like kisses. She shivers and all the little hairs on her arms, neck and forehead rise. The atmosphere is thick.

         	Who finally closes the distance, Lisette couldn’t say, maybe they both acted at the exact same time. Now she finally gets to taste the soft lips she’s been fantasizing about. Now, all the inhibitions are gone and their arms find the other body, pressing each other closer and closer, even closer still although there is no more space between them.

         	Their tongues meet, greedily tasting the other and dancing whilst their hands caress the body of the other. It could have been awkward and stiff, but their hands don’t fumble. They just explore.

         	They breathe heavily. They are looking each other in the eyes again, trying to read what the other person is thinking. Just as Lisette thinks Daniela has changed her mind, Daniela takes Lisette’s pyjama pants off her and lays down between her legs. She is breathing the warm heavy breath against Lisette’s panties while stroking her inner thighs and pushing them apart. Closing her eyes, Lisette tries hard to regain some sort of control, but the power is long gone. Her body tenses up, arching her back and pushing her pussy against Daniela’s mouth. She hears the laughter and feels the fingers finding their way under both corners of her panties. The tips of Daniela’s fingers gently grace Lisette’s swollen lips and clit, tenderly, playfully slow and steady. Then the panties are off in a hurry and suddenly Daniela’s tongue and mouth are pressed to Lisette’s inner core. Her pulsating pussy, already soaking wet, meet with the saliva and gets more swollen by every lick.

         	Lisette is in no hurry to cum, has no expectation of an orgasm. Daniela seems to be enjoying it as deeply as she is and when she feels the pulling sensation build inside her, she meets Daniela’s gaze and starts to make quivering gasps until the last deep moan.

         	When Daniela crawls up for a kiss, Lisette can taste herself for the first time in a long time, and it feels exciting. She sits halfway up, pulling Daniela into her lap, Daniela’s legs wrapping around her hips as Lisette starts massaging her plump butt. They continue kissing, rubbing against each other. Becoming sweaty from the movement but maintaining the sweet friction. Lisette can feel Daniela’s orgasm in her tight butt. Her thighs are getting harder around her hips and Daniela’s body growing stiff. Lisette keeps moving while Daniela throws her head back and screams. Lisette holds her as she shakes, placing sweet kisses on Daniela’s exposed throat and smiling against her collarbone.

         	When Lisette looks up, her best friend stands in the doorway, with an open mouth and tears in his eyes. One of the best moments of her life just abruptly transformed into the worst.

          
      

         *

          
      

         	When Lukas gets home after a difficult foaling, that took hours and hours, add to that the several miles long drive on ice-covered roads, he doesn’t notice the parked car by the garage and what it means. He just wants to get in to his house and into his girlfriend. He’s frozen through and longs for the warm bed, the fire and to cuddle up next to Daniela, who is always warm. To spoon her soft body and smell the light aroma from her neck.

         	Tired, he walks through the dark house, no lights are on but he can see the swaying flames of fire coming from the bedroom and making shadows dance on the walls and licking the darkness around them. He hears moaning coming from the bedroom and abruptly stops outside the half-open door: wet, smacking noises and more moans. Being overly exhausted, his brain thinks it must be Daniela, masturbating, maybe while watching porn. For his inner eye, he can see her lying there on the pillows, like a starfish with her legs far apart and the vibrator against her clitoris, or maybe penetrating herself with the dildo. The smacking noise a telling of how wet she is. But the other moaning voice is too present, too real. With an aroused cock and confused mind, he opens the door. His greeting stuck in his throat.

         	In his bed, half laying down, is his best friend, the friend he’s known since primary school. Naked. Her sinewy body and small breasts wrong in his head; he doesn’t understand why she’s there, why he’s looking at his best friends naked body until he sees Daniela. His plush, curvy girlfriend in Lisette’s lap. Riding Lisette and rubbing her pussy against hers while they both moan loudly. Daniela throws back her head, making the curls dance against her back. As she orgasms, with the all too familiar scream, he just stands there, staring. His cock still involuntarily hard against his jeans but his heart is breaking. Then he meets Lisette’s green eyes, reflecting his shock. He sees when her excitement transforms into sadness. Turning around, he runs towards the door with tears running down his face.

         	Teddy has woken up and runs towards him, barking worriedly. In the dark, he smashes a Christmas ornament from the bureau, a glass ball breaking on the floor. He stops, long enough to scoop up the dog and then continues out to the stables.

          
      

         *

          
      

         	Daniela finds him in one of the stables, next to a faux coloured mare. His Bella. He leans against the horse and buries his freckly face in her mane. The mare snorts, scratching her big head against him while munching her hay. The sounds of the stable are familiar, welcoming and comforting, even for her. All the snorting, munching and neighing. The smell of hay and horse attacking her nostrils and pinching at her heart.

         	Standing there, Daniela shifts her weight from one foot to the other. Unsure and scared. How to explain that what happened doesn’t have anything to do with him? Her own tears are wetting her face, thinking of what to come.

         	Putting a hand on Lukas's shoulder, she says, “I’m sorry”. Then her throat is too dry, no more words come. He turns around and the expression on his face is a pain in her chest, something breaks in her. She’s never seen him this sad before. His strawberry blonde bangs fall down into his bloodshot eyes, his cheeks and neck blossoming. She doesn’t dare hug him. Instead, she just stands there, twisting her hands and looking into his pale blue-grey eyes. Hoping her own eyes tells him about all the love she feels for him.

         	He stumbles backwards against Bella, away from her touch. He is shaking his head while mumbling something incoherent. Petting the horse's muzzle, he turns away from Daniela.

         	“How could you?” he finally says.

         	“I love you,” she answers.

         	“Fuck Daniela, if you love me… HOW could you?”

         	“I know that an apology doesn’t mean anything. But I am sorry for what you had to witness, sorry for what I did without telling you.”

         	“We decided to be monogamous when we moved here!” His fist closed, she’d guess in frustration, he is not an aggressive person, but he looks like he would like to hit something.

         	“If not a very special person came along, that’s what we said… I regret the way it happened. I shouldn’t have done anything without talking to you first. But Lukas, I’m sorry but I need to say this, I don’t regret that it happened. It doesn’t mean that I love you any less.”

         	Taking a careful step closer, as if it was a scared horse, she approached, but the horse doesn’t mind her. Bella just continues to eat her hay.

         	“She’s my best friend Daniela, fuck, my best friend!” Angrily he wipes the tears away from his cheeks.

         	“I know that, and I know you’ve said you don’t feel anything other than platonic love, but Lukas… I think she can become a part of our family. She is perfect.”

         	Staring at her, as if wondering how she works, who she is. How well he knows her. Maybe. His eyes are sad and angry but start shifting to something else.

         	“When we’ve been talking about a third person in our relationship, it’s been hypothetical, we would find a person together. It would be a mutual decision, something exciting. You can’t defend yourself with our hypothetical discussions when you just have been unfaithful.”

         	His tears have stopped, his grim face more challenging than lost.

         	“I’m sorry Lukas, I’m trying to explain. I never wanted to hurt you,” she whispers, taking another step towards him, feeling the pull between them and wanting to feel him against her. He turns around.

         	The silence is heavy between them, biting her lip, Daniela appeal to Lukas back.

         	“Please Lukas, can I hug you?”

          
      

         *

          
      

         	Nodding, he braces himself for what her touch is going to do to his already confused head and body. Her arms go around his waist and she puts her chin on his shoulder. He feels her soft body against his back and her warmth is absorbed into his own stiff body. A long time they stand there, until he finally turns around, giving her a real hug. She makes him soften bit by bit. He relaxes, pushing her against himself and laying his cheek against her cheek.

         	He tries to ignore his cock jerking but it’s soon full of blood and rock hard. Daniela feels the change as it presses against her. He’s on his way to back away but she holds him there. Letting her hands travel down over him, now sweaty, back, to land in his back pockets.

         	Confused but with a strong physical need to confirm their love, he puts his arms around her, pressing his hard cock against her, feeling excited as he hears her quick breath. He can feel her starting to rub against him while opening her lips to let in his tongue. Deep and earnestly, he kisses her. The kiss then transforms into something wild and challenging while he presses her up against the stable wall, her moaning in his ear as he kisses her bare neck.

         	The coat she threw on makes it easy for his hands to find her panties and put his hands inside them, stroking her wet pussy. For a second, he wonders if she’s horny because of him or Lisette. But the thoughts disappear as his fingers slide in without the least bit of resistance. His fingers are getting wet and warm inside her as she puts her arms around his neck and her legs around his hips, he quickly pulls down his pants, letting his swollen glans land between her lips. Standing still, the only thing he wants to do is feel her warmth around his cock. Yet he stands there, paralysed until she whispers how much she loves him and they lose themselves in each other. Hard and sweaty. Despite the hardness of his thrusts, making the stable wall rattle, there’s no more anger.

         	“I love you.”

         	“And I love you. So much.”

         	Their tender words turning to incite ones: “Take me, I love how you take me. That’s it. Rougher. Deeper.” Daniela urges in his ear, her nails carving his back through his shirt, pulling hard on his hair.

         	“I love how warm, wet and open you are,” he answers, getting even rougher in his thrusts, shivering from how deep her moans are.

         	While continuing his powerful thrusts, he reaches down – finding her clitoris. He massages her clitoris at the same time as he speeds up. She breaks down in an orgasm just a little before him, her loud wailing half-scream making the horses snort louder and Teddy to bark. When Lukas cums, he fills her up, and it’s like all the frustration leaves him.

         	“Nothing compares to make-up-sex, huh?” Daniela says, biting his lips and smiling warmly as he lets her down. She pulls on the panties again, and he gives her a deep kiss before he once again hugs her against him.

         	“I love you.”

         	“I love you too.”

         	“I haven’t forgiven you completely,” he says although he’s unsure of the truth of the statement.

         	“I know, I will make it up to you. And persuade you.”

         	Walking up to the house, hand in hand, Teddy twirling around their heels, once again happy and calm – a reflection of his owners, they find the house empty. The shattered glass in the hallway has been swept up and a note left on the bureau, with big letters it reads:

          
      

         FORGIVE ME

          
      

         Lukas takes the note and looks at the words as if they could supply some more information, something about how Lisette’s thoughts and feelings. Daniela runs to the guestroom, getting back the next second.

         	“She’s gone.”

         	“We need to find her.”

          
      

         *

          
      

         	“Why do they live in the middle of nowhere?” Fumbling with the radio, Lisette doesn’t want to hear one more stupid Christmas song. The songs remind her of Daniela, making the memories of her play before her eyes, and then Lukas’s expression as he walked in on them. “And now I’m talking to myself. Wonderful…”

         	Driving until the closest village, a picturesque treat that could be directly transferred from Germany, with its coloured Christmas decorations and lamps. Cosy but deserted the night before Christmas. Everything is closed. There’s no restaurants or bars open this late and the village is too small for a hotel. She parks the car, rubbing her wet eyes with the palms of her hands, there’s a stabbing sensation in her chest. The pain shoots out to her arms and legs, which feel numb. Sitting there, staring out into the night, waiting for – she doesn’t know what. Waiting for the insight to know what to do — waiting for the punishment or forgiveness.

         	She doesn’t believe in God but she has heard of churches being open at night. Are churches in Sweden open at night? Maybe in the big cities, not out in the countryside, she muses. But she can’t drive more tonight. She’s too tired – exhausted. Too sad. It would end badly. She realises that she has an unopened bottle of whisky in the car, a present she was going to give to her dear father… The man child. Opening the nicely wrapped gift bag in silver, she pulls out the whisky from Mackmyra distillery. She pulls out the cork, taking a huge gulp, the whisky burning but at the same time acting emollient to her throat. Taking another sip, and another, until she falls asleep in the driver’s seat, cradling the bottle.

          
      

         *

          
      

         	After driving for 30 minutes, they reach the small village, which is deserted except for one car parked outside the supermarket. It’s Lisette’s Volvo. Changing glances, mediating both relief and worry Daniela and Lukas parks their car next to Lisette’s. There she is, asleep with her face against the frosty car window. Her beanie was covering her light brown hair, and her closed eyes making her look young, boyish and innocent. With her blue lips and ice crystals on the beanie and jacket, Daniela’s heart seems to swell by looking at this person that she has just gotten to know. Looking at Lukas, she sees open love in his kind face.

         	Lukas opens the unlocked door, picking Lisette up in his arms and carrying her – somewhat faltering – to their car, putting the seatbelt on and a thermal blanket over her.

         	“See you at home, drive carefully,” he says before closing the driver’s door and starting the engine.

         	Daniela looks on as the lights of the car disappear between the trees on the country road out of town, before climbing into the Volvo – which smells of Lisette’s rose perfume mixed with the strong odour of whisky clinging to the seats. Then she follows Lukas, home to the warmth.

          
      

         *

          
      

         	As Lisette opens her eyes, she stares at a familiar ceiling that’s not her own — surrounded by feathery pillows and duvets, with the open fire in front of her. She furrows her forehead, straining herself to remember yesterday’s car ride and straining not to remember the rest. The memories are playing like a movie in front of her open eyes, the things she wants to forget. Confused by how she ended up back in the bed she fled from, with a thumping headache, she slowly steps down from the bed and out from the room.

         	Calm Christmas music can be heard from the kitchen and she’s hit by the aroma of freshly breaded Christmas ham and boiling rice porridge. The smell of cinnamon getting stronger the closer she gets to the kitchen.

         	Stopping outside the doorway, she glances in on Daniela and Lukas. Daniela is wearing a short fluffy red dress with white trimmings and furry balls, with a matching Santa’s hat over her black curls. Lukas is dressed in a similar outfit, which creates a somewhat comical sight with his flaming red hair, the pinkish skin and his freckles.

         	Lisette looks at them, studying their faces and movements, they look happy, the picture of the perfect couple, cooking Christmas food together and chopping kale and onion, whistling and waltzing with each other as if they know exactly what the other person plans on doing. No fumbling, no crashing into one another, no awkward or embarrassing atmosphere. No anger? No sadness?

         	Noticing her, Teddy gives a bark that exposes her peeping. Standing there, with all eyes on her, she sees Daniela and Lukas’s exchange of glances and the silent conversation that seems to be going on, before Daniela – smiling – walks past her out into the hallway, with a kiss on the cheek, leaving them alone.

         	“Fuck, Lukas, I am so sorry, I don’t know what to say. I must have been completely insane, had some sort of psychosis or something. You’re my best friend. I can’t believe I could do this to you.” The tears sting her eyes as she lets them fall, letting him see how sorry she is.

         	Lukas approaches her and strangely enough is smiling. Not in an exaggerated happy way, not as if something’s funny, but a smile conveying warmth and friendship. As he stands in front of her he reaches out, hugging her hard against his chest. She melts against his soft Santa consume, and breaks down, ugly crying on his shoulder.

         	“Aren’t you the one who's supposed to be sad?” Lisette asks, when she finally pulls herself together again, looking into the greyish blue eyes she’s known almost all her life.

         	“Come sit. Have some porridge. You must be hungover from yesterday’s bottle.” He serves her a bowl of rice porridge, sprinkling some extra sugar and cinnamon over it and then sitting down opposite her, leaning over the table on his elbows.

         	“I was sad, hurt and chocked. But Daniela and I talked for years about wanting to live polyamorous in some way. That if we found someone fitting, we would try to be three. It has been a vision for the future, but mostly just talk. You know we’ve had an open relationship while living apart and been monogamous while living at the same place, both here and in Chile.” Lukas kept babbling on, focusing in on other things, getting stuck in his own explanation. Turning his hands in his lap, his gaze wanders. She can see beads of sweat by his hairline.

         	”Okay… so you guys already talked about it being okay to sleep with other people again?” Lisette carefully asks, with her forehead in deep wrinkles, making the headache worse.

         	Lukas doesn’t answer right away, swallowing loudly he finally meets her gaze. His eyes were shining grey in the light from all the lit candles. His beautiful face smooth, in contrast to her wrinkled confusion.

         	“No, and that’s why I got sad,” he says matter-of-factly. “I was still raised, like most, in the belief that monogamy is what’s right. Where the love between two people is the best sort and all that is still with me. But I’ve talked to Daniela, we’ve talked a long time about this, and I don’t know how you feel but she believes you two have something special.”

         	His face turning red and her face is quick to follow. Again, he swallows loudly, rubbing his hands together and closing his eyes as he says:

         	“And that two people who I love can find that with each other is beautiful, and I am happy.”

         	Gaping, muted by her friends quick and mumbling words, she sits silently until he opens his eyes again.

         	“Happy? Are you kidding? I am thrilled over the fact you don’t want to hit me, like murder me, it’s very big of you but do you really feel this way? How?”

         	Reaching over the table and grabbing her hands, his hands being moist and somewhat bigger than hers, he squeezes them like he wants to convey his words through the contact of their skin.

         	“I know. It is weird. And I shall be honest. I still feel jealousy. Fuck. I’m only human. And I am somewhat hurt. But it’s mostly my stupid pride. Learned behaviour and feelings I have to work through.” His stuttering words slowly sink in.

         	“Honestly, I’m happy you are here to celebrate Christmas with us. And I love you, Lisette.” He says with somewhat steadier voice, squeezing her hands harder. Is he going to break her bones? When he lets go, the blood rushes back and her hands feel cold. He leaves her there, at the kitchen table, stunned, still with a wrinkled forehead and the smoking hot rice porridge in front of her.

          
      

         *

          
      

         	The big Christmas pine tree looks like it belongs deep in the forest, thick and majestic. Except for the decoration of glittering, shiny Christmas ornaments in all the colours of the rainbow. Little lamps sprinkled over the thick branches, creating a magical light against the other decorations — little artificial sun reflections were dancing on the wall. Here and there, colourful Christmas crackers hang, and small adornments in shapes of birds and unicorns. At the top, there’s a fat little angel with golden hair. The Christmas tree towers over her and she can see her name on several of the presents. Feeling warm in her thin dress shirt, her breathing getting stuck in her throat, she feels a stinging sensation in her chest.

         	“Merry Christmas,” Daniela and Lukas hoot as they approach her, one of them pushing down a Santa’s hat over her still wet hair and both hugging her at the same time. The stuffy air and her “repertory distress” is somewhat relieved, but she still feels stiff and shy.

         	Hours later, Lisette lays knocked out on the couch, full of Christmas food. All the potatoes, meatballs, kale, beet salad, the pie… All the home-made food, so juicy, melting in her mouth. Several times she snuck a peek at Daniela, who met her gaze full on with something playful, lusting and challenge in her eyes. Now, with almost closed eyes, she looks on while the two others take away the plates, caringly stroking each other every chance they get. It’s easy and natural, but for Lisette, it’s too intimate to look at. While she’s intruding on their private moment and sees their bodies melt together when their lips meet, she feels an unidentified feeling in her body grow. She looks at their embrace until she must have fallen asleep.

         	Lisette is wakened by a soft brush over her cheek, just as the feeling of her now passed away cat when he used to sniff her face every morning. Opening her eyes, she sees Daniela and not the cat, Daniela’s standing there in her little fluffy Christmas outfit, making Lisette’s insides pang.

         	“Time for presents!” Daniela says softly and walks over to the tree where Lukas is already waiting.

         	Newly awake and somewhat dizzy, Lisette sits down on the floor with them, but with a safe distance to avoid unintentional physical contact. The hot air in the house seems to be vibrating by the pent-up desire, and the romance she so easily can read between her friend and his girlfriend seems to rub of. Lisette’s head feels too light and she tries to focus on all the presents in different shapes and glittering colours, wrapped in Christmas paper with Santa, snow and rabbits on them. 

         	The gifts contain pyjamas, thick knitted socks, books, a two-thousand-piece jigsaw puzzle, an appointment for a massage, a planned trip and other things giving Lisette insight to the couples cosy every-day-life together. Lisette feels both happiness and envy as she watches. She didn’t bring a present since it was never her plan to celebrate Christmas here, and she drank all the whisky which otherwise could have been a gift. Still, some of the presents are for Lisette, also containing comfy socks with reindeers on, books and tea.

         	When Lukas opens a big pink present containing a black butt plug and a cock ring, he blushes and avoids Lisette’s gaze. The sight makes Lisette blush too but it’s not just her cheeks getting warmer. Her suit trousers feeling tight over her crotch as she meets Daniela’s gaze, where there’s no shame reflected.

         	Daniela gives Lisette the last present, a small black one with glossy paper. It feels luxurious in her hand. The ribbon around the gift is tied in a bow of crushed velvet in a deep purple. She seems to feel Lukas’s nerves and Daniela’s excitement as they analyse every move and facial expression coming from her as she removes the soft ribbon and lifts the lid.

         	In the small box lies a key on a velvety bed. Underneath there’s a hand-written note in thick, luxurious paper with fancy golden letters spelling out the question:

          
      

         Do you want to stay?

      
   


   
      
         
            Amanda Backman
      

            Oh, Unholy Night
      

         

          
      

         There’s something about Christmas, making it feel like living in a bubble. A bubble where the worlds plagues no longer reach you, only in form of charity offerings that grandpa and grandma would get from their grandkids. You can safely look at the pictures of starving children and villages hit by war and in this instance, know I’ve done all that I could have. That feeling of routine and everyday life washing through you and changing into something cuddly and soft. Warm and red and safe. Even the gilt taking a much-needed break. The fortified bone marrow-guilt for having an okay life but still being sour about it. Daring despair over little things, although people die in the world. All that disappears, to be replaced by gratitude. You can hardly be unkind to strangers, or at least that’s how it’s supposed to be. If your name isn’t Felicia. Or “Felizia,” a nickname, this time of year, from her mother-in-law Greta. Ha ha ha.

         Taking a step backwards, getting an overview of the living room; the commercial picture of how Christmas is supposed to look like is unconsciously present. Oh, yes. Some green, some gold and some mess. Completely fucking perfect. Although Felicia recognizes how pleasant it is, she’s had a harder time finding that Christmas feel over the years. Even though she tries to overdo herself visually each year, there’s always a part of her that remains empty. Missing something. She’s never succeeded in replacing that feeling with something else. Thinking back, somewhat embarrassed, to her visit to the obscure decoration shop with the cheerful babbling owner trying to be funny. She couldn’t stand the compulsive niceness in the middle of the chaos of Christmas, she didn’t have time to be his bubbling buddy. It went so far that her body told him PLEASE just let me be, without her brain catching on. Regret hit her, hard in the stomach, and consequently, she’d bought lots of decorations – spending too much money.

         The hurt eyes of the talking old man whirled around in her tummy like shamefaced arrows. On one hand, she feels entitled to her outburst, on the other, she knows she can be unreasonable sometimes. On top of that is the added layer of stress, thriving at Christmas time. Out in the kitchen, Jonas is whistling, while preparing a Christmas ham á la the chef Per Morberg. There’s almost no chance of contacting him while he cooks, which Felicia finds most attractive. This is her weakness: the sharp, concentrated look and the muscles of his forearms working with sharp tools – because of Jonas. The volume of the Christmas music is comfortably low; you know it is Christmas music, without being able to identify the song. This to not get PTSD from the enervating Christmas shopping. Taking a deep breath, Felicia puts her hands at her sides. The smell from the tree is taking over their home, but she likes it. It’s a kind of rich woody smell she’d love to have linger past Christmas. Maybe it has something to do with man, being a forest creature: Although the world looks different than when we ran around in the woods, there must be some basic intuitions left in us, Felicia ponders – deeply inhaling through the nose. A shy small voice interrupts her thoughts.

         “Where are all the presents?”

         Elvira has tiptoed to her and is now hugging Felicia’s leg, resting her light little head against her knee. Putting a hand on her head, Felicia looks at her and giggles.

         “At Santa’s of course!” She answers, squatting down. Elvira smiles knowingly, as if she, with her four short years in life, can see through her.

         “You’ll see,” Felicia says, poking her daughter playfully on the nose. Elvira fidgets, her thick dark-grey stockings are too loose and are sliding down her legs. She’s, almost too cute, wearing a red Christmas dress. Their daughter’s cuteness is making it hard for both Felicia and Jonas to keep up the appearance of being tired (and somewhat touchy) parents in need of a break. When being around her you can’t help being energetic and happy.

         Picking up Elvira, Felicia joins Jonas in the kitchen. Together, they prepare a modest Christmas buffet to the sound of both laughter and later tears, as Elvira suddenly decides she doesn’t want to do it anymore. Suddenly it’s all just too much, and to avoid any unpleasantries early in the evening they need to put her down for a nap before the guests arrive. No one wants to hear a crying child at Christmas. It’s CHRISTMAS for fuck sake – BE HAPPY. Her mother-in-law Greta and her new husband Roger is never late to point this out, with a tone that insinuates it being Felicia’s fault that their grandchild isn’t joyful at the biggest of holidays. Maybe it is their old fashioned, Christian upbringing making them call attention to everything that would ruin Jesus’s beauty sleep.

         She’s never had much love for her in-laws, no. The sceptical eye she received from the start hasn’t changed. Not even the fact that she pushed a watermelon out of her pussy could scare them away. All jokes aside. Elvira being her gemstone, sometimes she wished for a night off. She knows Jonas wish for it too. The stolen kisses in the kitchen when no one can see speaks for themselves.

         “Damn, you’re hot in that skirt,” Jonas whispers in her ear as they’re alone by the sink and the guests are eating their second helpings. As he takes a suggesting grip around her waist – a completely inappropriate, in such close proximity to family, train of thought occurs. But there aren’t many family members present, the only ones there are Greta, Roger and Felicia’s dad Claes, who sits there quietly – enjoying a smoky whiskey, giving everyone loving smiles. Regardless, it feels edgy – in a good way – to think of Jonas’s warm, naked skin while she does the dishes to the buzzing sound of Christmas. As the washcloth wipes a plate, she’s stroking her finger over his chest in the dark.

         “Knew you’d like it,” she answers, giving her husband an inviting stare. The skirt is tight, a black pencil skirt ending at the knee, which she wears with a tied shimmering green and gold blouse with seductive seems. The outfit gives her body a curvy hourglass figure, which she has matched with a simple updo-hairstyle and a bit more eyeliner than usual. Raising his eyebrows, Jonas playfully growls at her. That they want each other is no secret, it’s been two or three weeks since the last time. Not because they haven’t wanted to, but more because they haven’t had the energy or time. December is a real wringer.

         “Mostly I just want to tear it off,” he says, before – with a knowing look – leaving Felicia at the sink, flushed from excitement. Vanishing from the kitchen with a silly jump, she wants to scream WHEN at him, but her self-preservation stops her. Becoming a professional at swallowing your desire can be described as a ‘parent thing.’ Or more correctly, professional of swallowing the reactions of desire.

         Jonas might be an unbearable name; he thinks so himself too – a bit too common and a bit too much like a chauvinistic pig-CEO. But despite his name, he’s nothing like that. She loves that he’s a thinking person, often ventilating his thoughts. He genuinely wants to hear Felicia’s opinions, is interested in them. His relentless desire for life has always made Felicia both jealous and weak in the knees. Making her see herself so much clearer, as the bitter person she is. There’s nothing wrong with his healthy mood and the way he seizes the day, it gives her energy like nothing else could. Oh, Jonas. As she lets the thoughts of his body take over, she can feel herself getting more tender, her joints becoming syrup under her skin. Switching from the stiff hostess and mother to the horny woman, maybe wife, who’s more youthful. The youth who could break things on her way to orgasm. Like the time when the new spring mattress collapsed… Felicia barely notices how she’s just standing there, staring at the running water without moving the brush.

         “Oh missy, how wasteful you are!” Greta, who’s just showed up behind her, nags and it seems she’s trying hard to make it sound like a joke. As if she isn’t highly offended by the water running for no reason. Typical, for the people growing up after the war, constantly implying that there are better ways of doing something: their way. As Felicia jumps back to the here and now, she chooses not to answer. Greta never expects an answer anyway, she’s already on her way back to the party with a plate full of food.

          
      

         As Jonas re-enters the living room with Claes, who “let him in,” he’s transformed to no other than Santa himself. Furthermore, a damn good version. All the details are perfect, which isn’t surprising with Jonas being a dedicated guy, loving masquerades. During their time as students, he had two or three boxes full of dress-up clothes, masks and other gear hidden under his bed. Always ready. The red costume looks authentic. There’s no fluffy white stuff at the end of the sleeves or the bottom of the coat. It has a more natural look, a bit worn like you could imagine it would have been. The material looks heavy, as does the hat – which looks more like what pilots used to wear in the olden days. So typical of Jonas, putting his own spin on it and going all in, no matter the context. The boots are big, heavy and the same colour as the gloves: brownish-black. It makes one think of old-time hunting gear or cowboys during winter in a Tarantino-movie. Over his shoulder is the giant sack, all square from its content.

         As he’s standing there, quiet in the doorway before Elvira sees him and starts giggling madly, Felicia meets his eyes and actively needs to hold back her laughter. He’s really outdone himself this year. On top of that, Felicia knows he enjoys playing dress-up like this. It’s somewhat comical, but also rather cute.

         “Well, are there any good children present?” Jonas says and you can tell by his voice that he’s struggling to be serious. Claes gives him a thump in the back, before sitting down with a smile on his lips. Felicia tries to hide her expression by sipping her Avec, a regular Baileys. Elvira keeps looking at her to make sure this is happening for real, and that it’s not just a joke. Nodding, encouraging for Elvira to go and say hi, she hopes that the illusion won’t break. Sitting with their arms around each other, Greta and Roger are cuddling, and it’s unusual to see Greta show her feelings in public, that all started after Roger came into the picture. On top of that, she has been unusually calm and harmonic today, apart from a couple of comments that she doesn’t seem too able to stop herself from uttering. Maybe she’d even consider taking Elvira tonight? The thought makes Felicia’s sex swell. She decides to wait until all the presents are distributed and all glasses empty and the atmosphere is at its highest.

         Jonas is completely emerged in his acting, although he keeps sending Felicia hard to read looks. Her gut tells her he wants her bad, that’s what the looks are about. Although, they might just be him saying “when will this be over?” It’s the same kind of frustration whichever is correct. After a while, when Elvira is busy with her fifty-eleven presents, Santa can start handing out presents to the grownups. Greta gets a 90-minute complete body massage from a Thai-place in town and is awfully grateful for too long. All the way to the cab actually, but why complain? Roger and Claes are both given a painted clod that Elvira’s made at kindergarten, and that’s all. Everyone is happy and content.

         “Santa wishes Felicia a Merry Christmas,” Jonas proclaims and finally it’s her turn to sit in his lap. She sits down – rather hard – just to provoke him with her curves. A frustrated sound reaches her ear, confirming her suspicion. And before getting up, Felicia pinches Jonas’s thigh. In her hand, she has a fresh rose wrapped in cellophane with a golden string. Tearing some of the plastic, she inhales the sweet smell, mixing well with the air of pine needles and glue wine. No one, except for Claes, seems to have noticed the romantic gesture, and he gives his daughter a happy smile. A smile that says her father is happy with her choice of husband.

         Continuing the charade for some fifteen minutes, Jonas then announces he needs to leave, to visit all the other children around the world, getting up with faked difficulty. Elvira, busy with her new Legos, doesn’t have time for a teary goodbye and only gives Uncle Santa a distracted farewell. This might be the first time she hasn’t cried after a visit from Santa. Progress! Shrugging surprised and looking at Felicia, Jonas walks out of the living room and out into the hallway. Sipping her Baileys, Felicia treats herself by closing her eyes for a second. Thinking about making out with Jonas against the fridge and suddenly realizing how to manipulate Greta and Roger. Crawling down on the floor next to her daughter and all the presents, she lovingly whispers, “Is it fun with all the new toys, honey?” Elvira, who barely looks up from the carton of Legos she’s tearing in to, nods and giggles happily. Felicia is quiet for a moment, helping to pick up all the wrapping paper thrown on the floor.

         “How fun wouldn’t it be to stay and play with Legos at grandma’s house?” She then whispers, quietly enough for her mother-in-law not to hear. Looking up at the ceiling, Elvira thinks hard for two seconds before lighting up like a sun. In her imaginative mind, she’s already pictured a Lego-night in the city, with the world’s best creamy porridge for Christmas day breakfast. The like of which only grandma can make. Before Greta knows what hit her, she’s got a grandchild in her lap – full of questions about what Lego houses they should build and if she’s got lollipops at home or not. And before Felicia knows what hit her, she’s successfully gotten a Christmas eve night with no kids. The first in four years.

          
      

         “So, you skipped the ho-ho-ho,” Felicia says, putting her feet up on the stool next to the couch. Her soles ache after running around in shops, at work and at home, for the last couple of weeks. It’s unbelievably nice not to put weight on them.

         “It didn’t seem appropriate. Like walking into a room, asking all of the whores if they have any nice children or if there are just rubbishy bastards…” He whispers and as he says the word whores, he holds his hand in front of his mouth like he wants to make it clear that it’s the wrong word to use. Looking comically drunk as he does so.

         “Maybe it was a bit excessive, but it just felt more inclusive to say “Well,” like I’m presuming all kids are or can be nice, they don’t need to ask their prostituted moms about it. It’s not the kids’ fault they were born, right?”

         “If you think about it, we don’t know where the ho-ho-ho came from so you might as well be right,” Felicia says leaning her head back. “With that said, you’re fixed on a small detail…” She says, smiling knowingly towards him, he laughs.

         “Just because you don’t have any shame,” Jonas teases, taking one of Felicia’s feet in his lap as he sits next to her on the couch.

         “If you mean I don’t have any problems with shouting ‘HO-HO-HO’ to a group of kids, you’re right. They would praise me!” Felicia yells confidently.

         “Just because they don’t KNOW any better! I promise you, there’s a small unconscious brain cell that already from the first time it hears the expression, starts normalizing being called a whore.” Jonas says as he starts massaging her feet. In her mind, the whole room slows down, the treatment slowing down the now imagined buzz after all guests are gone. Or not imagined, more like a lingering buzz.

         “The kids are lucky to have you,” Felicia mumbles, closing her eyes and putting on an openly ironic expression. Straight away Jonas knows she’s teasing him.

         “What? What do you mean?” Getting something mischievous is his voice he pinches her feet harder. Sprawling on the couch, she howls. They’re in a sort of wrestling match.

         “Huh? Something special?” Jonas continues to tickle her, moving his hands to her legs and thighs. Barely getting any oxygen, Felicia’s face is red from the effort as she tries to push him away, the laughter taking away all force from her muscles. She’s never been able to use her muscles while laughing. It’s as if the tickling turns her blood to mush.

         “You…FU..CKER…” she squeals between the bursts of laughter, finally getting the upper hand and getting away from Jonas’s grip. Instead, he’s under her and Felicia grabs his arms firmly, pushing them down in the sofa.

         “You know you can’t take me, so why even try?” She teases, breathing heavily from the effort. Her hairdo starts falling, a lock of hair swings back and forth in front of her mouth as she breathes, tickling Jonas’s cheek. He took off the beard as soon as possible, to Felicia’s delight. Although the rest of the outfit was arousing, the beard was not a favourite.

         Ogling his body, she notices the smell of leather. The costume reminds her of the leather smell of a new car, if that car has leather seats, with that hint of diesel gone which makes it better. Better yet, the material makes an incredibly pleasant sound under her touch. There’s something about it, something muffled, almost calming like a hand against one’s forehead when you feel sick.

         “Tired?” Jonas asks, twisting under her as she almost straddles him. The tight skirt straining around her thighs. She can feel the contours of his warm body under her legs, feel the shape of his groin almost rumbling under Santa’s pants. He’s not ripped, but he’s got some muscles left from when he used to live at the gym as a teenager. The extra kilos don’t look bad. His skin is resilient and smooth. Shaking her head, smiling, she longs to feel him.

         “We haven’t been alone in the house for what seems like a hundred years, so no I’m not tired at all,” she answers, getting up – with Jonas following.

         “I can’t believe she agreed to this,” he exclaims.

         “Could it be that Roger is extra giving maybe?” Felicia hints as she walks up to the bar table, which is to say; the regular table with all the booze on it.

         “Wait a minute, are you insinuating that my mother has ‘calmed down’ because Roger is giving head?” Jonas says as he takes the glass of rum Felicia poured him.

         “I thought you were against the whole idea that the female hysteria easily can be cured by sex?” He continues, poking her side as she glares at him.

         “Greta might just experience it that way? She’s old school, with all that Christian guilt and all it entails… Anyway, I think we should let her have it and not ask too many questions…” Felicia answers, lifting her now full glass of Baileys.

         “That – I can drink to!” Jonas says, slamming his glass, a bit too hard, against hers. Meeting his eyes, hazy and drunk but still present, they both sip their drinks in the now quiet house. Not even music is playing anymore, and the kitchen fan is finally off. There’s a humming in Felicia’s ears as she remembers that moment by the sink earlier when Jonas’s big fingertips reached her waist and squeezed.

         “We should also drink to your outfit today,” she says while looking him up and down.

         “Mother likes, huh?” Jonas answers in a voice clearly made to sound deeper, simultaneously flirting with his eyebrows. Nodding, Felicia takes a step closer, putting her hand on his chest, still covered by the Santa costume. She can feel his pulse in her hand through the leather.

         “Come to the kitchen…” she mumbles, dragging him along in his collar.

         “Are there any naughty or nice children in there?” Jonas asks, slapping her ass as she turns around. The movement accelerates and bounces through her body. Stopping and turning around, she puts her arms around his neck and leans in towards his ear.

         “No,” she whispers and immediately takes a step back, holding his gaze. Slowly backing into the kitchen at the same time as she loosens her blouse tucked in her skirt. Seeing Jonas swallow and tense up, he fits perfectly in the atmosphere of gillyflower and glue wine: A big portion of Jonas’ temptation. And he’s hers, only hers. And the house is theirs. Responding on her enticement, he takes a few steps towards her. Their bodies meet in the doorway to the kitchen, and for a few seconds, their lack of recent experience (plus their tipsiness), makes them not know where to start. From above, they look like a twirl of horny hands, poking and pulling on each other’s bodies. Finally, they kiss, filled with substantiated feelings and dripping intemperance. Wet and sloshy and deep.

         Taking a step back, Felicia drags her hands up and down Jonas’s jacket.

         “Do you maybe want to sit in Santa’s lap again?” He asks with a smile, hugging her and catching her in his grip. Felicia squeals excitedly, enjoying the warmth of his body.

         “You might have to help me with the skirt first, it’s a bit tight…” she murmurs, kissing his neck under the thin shirt he wears under the jacket. She can feel his fumbling hands around her waist and guides him right. As Jonas grips the clasp at her hip, he pulls down the zipper and the skirt loosens, falling to the ground. Left is Felicia, bare-legged and unprotected. Her smooth, dark purple lace panties hugging her hips just enough to leave a curvy mirage for Jonas’s eyes. Blinking a few times, he sighs resigned. Surrendering to his wife’s unbelievable beauty, which he still actively adores like a courteous knight. It’s always been that way, and Felicia can immediately tell when the feeling hits him. She knows the resignation in his attraction. Without a choice, he falls to his knees, placing his hands-on Felicia’s hips. Taking her with a firm grip, he squeezes, grunting to himself. Putting her hands on his head, she pets him slowly, feeling the build in her pussy like a dull ache. Not just her pussy, but truly her whole midriff. She has the pressing urge to lie down and wildly rub against Jonas body, but stays in this position, just enjoying it. The sound of Jonas’s big leather outfit feels hard and rowdy in the situation like he’s a forbidden and dangerous stranger. The smell of his clothes has a weather-worn feel, and it feels like he’s indeed been out on a flying sled around the heavens before he got there. As if his own body truly lives in another home, where other established smells cling to the clothes. Almost like he, in fact, belongs to someone else, but at this moment; he’s hers. Even his hands are a little cold – making a nice contrast against her hot skin. But she can feel it in his motions, this is her Jonas, in the experienced way he loves her without a word.

         Jonas kisses Felicia’s calves, knees, and inner thighs, continuing up along the brim of her panties and licking the gap between the fabric and the skin. The familiar and awaited thrill multiplies in her body until her toes twirl. Gripping her buttocks, pulling her closer to his face, he works his tongue as if she provokes in him bigger gluttony than the existing Christmas buffet. As she relaxes and leans back, her grip on Jonas’s hair hardens. He reaches for her blouse, unbuttoning it while slowly standing up and placing kisses along her exposed tummy. For every time his mouth touches her skin, uncontrollable goosebumps spread up her arms and legs. Reaching her arms up in the air, Felicia lets Jonas undress her. As he sees the matching dark purple lace bra with the busting breasts inside, he moans loudly. The billowy cleavage of her chest shakes seductively as she puts her arms around Jonas. They look at each other, smiling and peering, they take a moment and realise what they now have time to do. Without a worry. Tearing off his jacket, or rather coat, it lands with a loud bang on the kitchen floor behind them. Sensing the shape of his body under his thin shirt, Felicia is seized by an acute impatience. Throwing herself around his neck and kissing him hard, sloppy, and wet, she licks his lips and Jonas wobbles a few steps, smiling against her lips, before responding with the same passion.

         Writhing against him, Felicia unbuttons his shirt. She doesn’t take it off completely, liking when it’s still on, when she occasionally feels the fabric tickle the inside of her thigh or her sensitive butt, depending on what position they’re in. She can’t remember the last time she could explore her honey’s body without the pressure of time; therefore, she lets her gaze slowly wander up his more and more exposed chest. As the shirt is fully unbuttoned, she takes a step back, and playfully, with one finger, strokes him from his collarbone all the way to the waistband of his pants where she hooks her finger in the heavy leather trousers, being held up by a normal button and zipper. Poking her finger inside his pants, she moves her fingertip inside his boxers, feeling the throbbing content. How warm he is, the closer to the middle she gets. With the look he gives her, he could just as well be under the influence of drugs. Hollow and submissive, at the same time with a distinctly burning desire.

         “Stand still,” she orders, backing away some more. As Felicia removes her bra and throwing it away, Jonas tenses up. Her full breast jolts satisfyingly once finally freed. The nipples are relatively big, now hard like small jellybeans in the middle.

         “Do whatever the fuck you want with me, darling,” Jonas whispers hoarsely as she slowly nears him without releasing his gaze.

         “But close the curtains first,” he continues, grinning explosively. Urgently. Instinctively lifting her arms to cover her breast, Felicia pulls the curtains closed, hard. They become completely unseen from the outside, creating a new aura inside. A more reckless air. Quickly Felicia is once again back in front of her horny husband. Leaning back against the fridge, a bit too hard, Jonas makes all the magnets, notes, and lists crease, some of them falling to the floor with a loud thud. Regularly, this would give Felicia anxiety but right now she doesn’t even comment. The only thing she sees is Jonas, how he rubs against the cold fridge door with his warm, horny body. Those leather pants will come off, now, Felicia decides, walking up to the button and zipper over Jonas’s hard dick.

         “Stand still,” she urges once again and is met with a low moan. Relaxing his arms, letting them hang along his body, Jonas surrenders. Squatting down in front of him, she pulls the zipper down, and she can quickly state that Jonas doesn’t have any underwear on. As soon as Felicia has unzipped the pants, they fall heavy to the floor and his thick erection bounces out, straight in Felicia’s face. Felicia smiles to herself, she doesn’t waste any time before gripping his base, while recognising just how much she wants him inside her. Bending the cock upward, she gently pulls back the foreskin. He mumbles something incoherent. Jonas’s erection is impressive. The cock is veiny and almost purple from all the blood flowing to it. Loving what she sees, Felicia bends forward to lick the shaft, when she notices something red and glistening out of the corner of her eye. Surprised, she leans back again to get a better look.

         “Merry Christmas, Pumpkin,” Jonas’s voice is sudden, and as Felicia lifts her gaze he is standing with his arms behind his head, raising his eyebrows in a flirty gesture. His grin is broader than usual. His upper body vibrates as he tries to hold back his laughter. Mutely looking at him, she then looks at the shining Christmas ball.

         “The package is unwrapped, the wood set forth and the nuts are on the table!” Jonas forcefully continues, while his face reddens, as he’s trying hard not to laugh.

         “You always have to be the fucking worst!” Felicia laughs, once her first reaction has passed, touching the small Christmas decoration hanging in Jonas’s pubic hair. Just by the side of his right testicle, if you look at it straight on. Continuing to laugh, Jonas joins Felicia and laughs too. The appealing ambitious Santa costume wasn’t enough, he takes it one step further, like always. Quickly she remembers her horny pussy about to explode and remembers what she was about to do.

         “Fuck, in my imagination you removed it with your mouth…” Jonas says. Felicia throws the decoration to the floor, shaking her head. Time to get serious.

         “Who said you were in charge?” She whispers, holding his gaze.

         “Who said that…” Jonas starts but interrupts himself with a loud whimper.

         Taking him in her mouth, suddenly and fast, his swollen cock fills her mouth. Felicia feels her back teeth gracing him, her tongue can barely fit; needing to keep it in motion for it not to be pushed down her throat and suffocate her. She lets it circle Jonas’s glans, all the while sucking with all she’s got. After what feels like an eternity, although in reality, it’s just about twenty seconds, Felicia let go of his cock for the first time since she started the blow job. He lets out a loud sigh as she lets go, bending jerkily forward, moving his hands, almost in a reflex, as if to grab something he dropped. Not letting him pause for long, Felicia dives in towards the hard and wet again. Grabbing his balls in both hands, she starts pressing against the base, continuing inwards. Feeling, with her fingers, the shape of the entire cock. Grinding his teeth and mumbling incoherently, Felicia once again devours his glans; at the same time as she uses one of her hands to stroke him at the same pace as she sucks. To feel his hard-on, and to have his hardness in her grasp, is making Felicia’s thong even more wet. A dark stain is now visible along the fabric by the vulva.

         Squatting, she can feel her whole pussy pound under her, how it’s being squeezed between her thighs – getting closer and closer to exploding. More and more acute in her lust, her entire hole pounds from the painful excitement. Once again Felicia sucks hard on Jonas’s cock, this time letting herself be a little suffocated before letting go – looking up at her husband again. His face is almost red enough to match the Christmas curtains. Wiping away a string of saliva on her chin, she slowly gets up from her crouched position. Her pussy feels too big in the tight panties. Putting two hands around her face, Jonas leans forward to kiss her, but Felicia turns around, avoiding him and instead, leaning her forearms against the sink in front of the fridge, where Jonas stands. She knows he can see when she’s standing like this, how wet she’s become. Just in case, she spread her legs further, shaking her buttocks in the air. A soft sigh can be heard.

         “Take me far away, Rudolf,” she says teasing and looking back across her shoulder, Jonas is giving her a challenging smile.

         “Your nose is pretty red too,” he counters, taking a steady grip of Felicia’s bottom. One cheek in each hand and then he squeezes, almost too hard.

         “You be careful about teasing now…” he continues, whispering with his lips against Felicia’s lower back. A trembling moves through her, making her giggle.

         “Maybe I should tease you even more, you’re so fucking slow,” she answers, pushing back against his naked cock. He moans, in answer, grabbing her waist. As he leans forward, she can feel his shirt tickling her buttocks and groin.

         “Suit yourself,” Jonas sighs. Felicia imagines him smiling as he says it. In the suspense, she stops breathing. Finally. After one or two excruciating seconds, she feels Jonas grab the thong and pull it aside. A cold puff of air against her moist mucosa confirms their exposed position. She shudders, from pleasure and from being ticklish at the start, as he starts digging around down there. As his fingers, somewhat clumsily, move over her clit, feeling the wetness of her opening, Jonas elaborately smears her juices over her vulva – and then quickly enters her. Fast and hard. Felicia screams. Almost making the windows rattle. With jerky desperate movements, he enters her over and over, with the purple thong carelessly pushed to the side.

         “Fuck, I’ve missed your pussy, honey. Fuck!” He calls, continuing to fuck his wife from behind. Felicia loves the fact that Jonas is obsessed with her pussy. She loves the thought of being the centre of that manner of worshipping pleasure. It makes her, if possible, even wetter. Jonas’s humping makes a wet sound, he snorts liberated and ruttish, as if he’s in heat, while his shirt teasingly tickles the area around Felicia’s vagina. Every thrust builds a bigger feeling inside her. Bigger and bigger it gets, like a restlessness one can’t ignore. An overwhelming tremble in her legs and bloodstream. The trembling becomes goosebumps around her nipples and her neck. It’s like an omen of a coming orgasm. A greeting, an announcement: You are on your way to complete pleasure – just so you know. The feeling overwhelms her; she needs to scratch something. Scratch Jonas. As Jonas keeps fucking her, he’s placed each hand on each cheek again, spreading them to better see the notch. Sometimes he puts his thumb against her other anus without entering, and right now it feels amazing. But suddenly Felicia turns around, throwing herself around his neck, rolling them back to the fridge again.

         Kissing him, she scratches his shoulder blades. An animalistic urge has overtaken her. Grabbing Felicia’s (now rather wrecked) hairdo and pulling her head back, Jonas turns them around to make Felicia get on her back against the fridge instead, and then he dives down kissing and licking her neck. As he releases her hair, their eyes meet.

         “Enter me again,” Felicia moans and Jonas is not far away. His hand already grabbing the hollow of her knee and pressing it upwards. Although Felicia isn’t particularly agile, it works. Everything works as long as you’re horny enough. Once again, Jonas pushes the thong, which has slid back, to the side and cupping her pussy with his hand. Feeling the warmth and the wetness.

         “Mm, you’re so pretty,” he mumbles, screwing up his eyebrows. Meeting his hand with humping movements, Felicia leans back against the cold fridge. Welcoming the coolness: she can feel the sweat, as if it originates far inside, and welcomes the acutely cold sensation. Grabbing his cock, Jonas angles it against her opening. Then, he slowly penetrates her again. He pushes deep inside her until they are one being. For a few seconds, they stand still like that, just enjoying the feeling together. Then finally, he starts moving again. This time, the pace is remarkably slower, and Jonas breathing worryingly heavy. Pushing himself in and out in an unbearable pace, slowly rubbing against Felicia’s g-spot, and back again. Back and forth. Teasing and building. Moaning in frustration, Felicia wants more, wants it harder, faster. Digging her nails into Jonas’s buttocks helps with the humping. She presses him against her pussy until he smashes into her with the same force as in the position before. Forcefully and with the illusion that Felicia has no other choice but to be fucked. As she likes it.

         “Oh no!” Jonas yells, with a high-pitched voice. “I’m going to cum!” He resumes. Just as Felicia is about to ask him to hold on, just for a little while longer, he suddenly pulls out and turns towards the sink. With one hand around his cock, Jonas shoots his warm sperm over the sink. Felicia looks on as it hits the washcloth, and spray over everything else too: the brush, the detergent, the dishes… and so on. Nice. She gives her husband a grin, where he stands exhausted, wet from the sweat of the after match of his orgasm. Not because she’s satisfied yet, but because this is where their foreplay started, at the sink when Jonas commented on her skirt. As the jerking subsides, he turns towards Felicia again.

         “I’m not finished with you,” he says in a shaky voice. His eyes deadly tired, but still sparkling.

         “Oh, so you can do more?” She asks, her arms folded. In answer, Jonas grabs her shoulders with one hand, lifting her leg up in the other. Howling with laughter as he struggles to get a good grip, she bounces in his lap. Ultimately satisfied he stumbles out of the kitchen and back to the living room again. Felicia feels a rush in her stomach. Standing by the coach, Jonas looks at her, with a tense jaw and red face, trying to look like he’s not physically dying.

         “How would it look if Santa is the one receiving instead of giving? After all, the giving is such a huge part of his nature…” he thoughtfully says before gently throwing her down on the couch. Felicia is once again filled with the pine smell from the tree, and all the other lingering smells of the room. It feels forbidden to be naked here. None the less on the coach.

         “You got my wish list, right?” Felicia asks, biting her lower lip. Grabbing her leg, Jonas drags her to the longer part of the coach and then they simultaneously jump as the Christmas music starts playing in the background. Reaching for something under her, something she rolled over as Jonas dragged her. The remote.

         Holding it in one hand, she looks from the remote to Jonas, from Jonas and back to the remote. A famous Christmas song thunders on in a low volume, no apology near. Felicia shakes her head and throws the remote aside, having no time for it. No time to fix it. She needs to have him, now. His mouth, his fingers, anything. Understanding, Jonas melts down on top of her body. Reaching all lovely creases with his hands and kissing her along the yearning skin, all the way to the waiting pussy. As his tongue touches the clitoris, it’s like a rain of sparkling crumbles sprinkling over her, reaching the nicest nerves and landing there, to reside like the foam of a carbonated soda. The feeling spreading all over her body emerges from a few deep licks to a flush. Pure heat shoots out of her face and flames over her chest. In the hollows of her knees, drops of sweat run down to her calves. There’s no need for her to ask Jonas to use his fingers too. He’s already playing at her opening with two fingertips while licking her. She feels the stampede inside her, how the room dissolves before her eyes, muddled by her arousal. Moaning against her pussy, Jonas presses his two fingers upwards, adding a light pressure against the g-spot, waking Felicia’s body from her horny stupor. Her conscience floating up to the surface. She braces herself, catching Jonas’s gaze and trying to tell him how close she is to a climax. Her throat is too dry to form words. As if by command, he intensifies his movements.

         Taking a deep, fast inhale, Felicia gasps and becomes motionless. Pulling away his mouth, he keeps moving his fingers inside her, keeps massaging her inside. In that moment, as their bodily sounds cease for a second, and right before Felicia gallops away to her long-awaited climax, she can hear which song is playing. It’s almost like she wants to stop her orgasm and let it explode to the tunes of another song instead. But of course, she can’t hold back but falls uncontrollably into the waves. To the words of Feliz Navidad, tantalizing her eardrums, she cramps around Jonas’s – yet not removed – fingers. Starting to laugh in the middle of the twitches, while relishing in an orgasm with no foreseeable end. As Jonas pull out his fingers, she meets his gaze.

         “Shut up,” she says, not trying to hide her grin. Pinching his lips tight, Jonas still can’t stop.

         “Was that nice, Felizia?” He asks and has no time to prepare before she wrestles him down on the couch. Their happy, satisfied screams can be heard all over the snow-covered neighbourhood.

          
      

         “A cigarette is obligatory after that fuck, babe,” Jonas jokes, handing Felicia a Winston Blue, their favourite brand. Together they walk out into the garden. From inside the house, they can still hear the music, as if they’ve turned up the volume. Felicia smiles sinfully to the words “Holy Night” coming from the open door.

         “By the way, I screamed at the owner of Decorations are festive yesterday,” Felicia says after a few drags in silence.

         “Ah, Christmas,” Jonas notes. “Nothing holy left.”

         “Your cock can be said to be holy,” Felicia answers. “If that is, it can take a few more rounds.”

         “Two weeks and three days is pretty hard to keep in the ball sack,” Jonas comments.

         “Have you ever heard of masturbating?” Felicia teases, sucking on her cigarette and smiling in the dark. The night air feels magical and fresh against her face.

         “Are you saying you find time to finger yourself?” Jonas answers, looking confused.

         “A girl’s got to do, what a girl’s got to do,” Felicia says although she hasn’t even had a single thought of masturbating lately. Her wide grin revelling, Jonas looks at her with a distrustful face. Squinting. Jonas makes a decision and stubs out his cigarette.

         “Come on you sex-maniac, I’m going to fuck you all the way to the North Pole!” He exclaims without a thought of the neighbours. The smell of pine and glue wine and sex clings to them like a blanket as they walk into the warmth to enjoy their joyful kids-free Christmas.
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The Christmas present sitting on her table hadn’t been there before lunch, Helena was sure of it. Another thing she was sure of was that the present wasn’t meant for her. She wasn’t waiting for something, and even though the snow already whirled outside the window, it was too early to get the company’s yearly Christmas present.

There was no mistaking that Christmas was almost here. The shop windows were crowded by Santas and presents and gingerbread houses, and as break time came, the smell of mulled wine spread through the office. Helena rarely said no to a lussekatt, but nothing could beat the saffron buns her grandmother used to make with almond cream.

Christmas had always been her favourite holiday, and the best ones were spent at the cabin in the north where she could light a fire and enjoy the heat while dusk settled over the mountains, the sky was lit by the northern lights.

But Stockholm in December wasn’t that bad either. In Kungsträdgården, happy ice skaters jostled and there were always one or two restaurants open where you could get a drink when the mood set in. Frippes, the restaurant behind the theatre, served the best mulled wine in Sweden, so there wouldn’t be a problem if she stayed home this year.

After Carl left, Christmas had lost some of its magic. The first Christmas without him had been the worst, and to not know where he had gone had left a wound in her, not wanting to heal.

Sitting down by her desk, she pushed the present aside and opened her computer. She had to admit, it was a beautiful present, and whoever it was meant for would surely be happy. It was wrapped in brown paper, tied with Christmas ribbons and had a lacquer seal. Someone had put effort in to wrapping it.

There was a knock on the door, but before Helena had time to react, it opened.

“Oh, who did you get the present from?”

“It’s not for me,” Helena said dryly, sighing over Emma’s enthusiasm.

“Can I see?”

“Sure. But don’t open it. I’ll give it to the internal post people when they get here.”

Helena demonstratively turned her back to Emma. She didn’t want anything to do with her. Emma was young and too often put her nose where it didn’t belong.

“But it is for you!” Emma exclaimed. “Why did you say it’s not, when it is?”

“Let me see.”

Helena reached out her hand and took the small brown package from Emma. She hadn’t seen the label before, but Emma was right. It was for her. On the label, was her name: To Helena

“Aren’t you going to open it?” Emma asked without being able to hide her curiosity.

Helena shrugged, pulled out her desk drawer and casually threw down the package, hoping it wouldn’t break.

“Later.”

“But why can’t you open it now? I want to know what’s inside!”

“You want to, yes. It doesn’t mean you get to.”

“I would have opened it if you’d wanted to know what I had received,” Emma protested.

“I’m sure of it,” Helena stated dryly. “But I’m not you.”

Emma stared at Helena as if that would make her change her mind, but Helena had no plan whatsoever to share the content of the package with anyone. Emma almost stomped her foot with frustration before turning around and storming out of the room with a snort.

Helena got up from the chair and closed the door behind her. She thought for a moment, then she locked the door before walking back to the desk. She pulled out the drawer and looked at the package: To Helena

Carefully she untied the ribbon, broke the seal and opened the paper, which was concealing a black velvet box. Helena stared at it. It couldn’t be possible? He couldn’t be back? She must have stared at the box for several minutes before opening it.

The ring she had once bore sat neatly in the box, as if no one had touched it during the years that had passed. She took the ring, looking at it. The green emerald glistened in the light from the Advent candelabra in the window. She dared not believe it, but he was back.

The memory of his hands on her body made her for a second forget where she was. She couldn’t help it, but he still made her body react. It was as if the body had a memory of its own. A memory that didn’t take anything into consideration except how his skin felt against hers, his smell after they’d made love to each other and their pearls of sweat mixing.

When he’d disappeared, she’d prayed to the God she did not believe in just to be his, one last time. To wake up next to him, like they’d done so many times before. Seeing his morning erection and how he, with a smile, pulled away the cover for her to be able to take him in her mouth, as she had done so many times before.

She could almost taste his cock now. Every millimetre, so familiar that she would be able to pick it out from a line-up of a hundred others. She knew exactly how she should caress him to make him moan from a lust he could only control by gripping the bedpost.

She had loved to tease him and slowly stroke him until he couldn’t resist anymore, turning her around and entering her. “You make me so horny,” he had mumbled with a thick voice while taking a firm grip of her ponytail and fucking her until he fell, gasping, down on top of her. Then they would just lay there, while the orgasms whistled out.

She would have asked to feel his cock inside her one last time. To feel how he filled her in every way. One last time, that is all she would have asked.

Oh, there was no question about how much her body wanted him now. Craved him. Desired him. Wanted to be fucked by him. Be taken, spent and used. Feel that he wanted her to the degree where he couldn’t control himself anymore. Make him horny enough to lose focus, and then be taken by him.

She had waited a long time for this moment. Fantasized about it, dreamed of it and imagined scenes where he begged and pleaded for her to take him back. Sometimes she had fallen into his arms, and other times she had scolded him and asked him to leave again. But it did no longer matter. Now that he was back, she knew exactly what she needed to do.

The knock on the door made her return to the present, brusquely. Blinking, she cleared her throat and threw a glance at her reflection before getting up and walking to the door.

Emma was back.

“Oh, it must have been something exciting inside that package. You are all rosy!” she exclaimed.

“Not at all,” Helena answered and felt her cheeks burn. “It was from my cousin,” she lied. “A small piece of jewellery from my grandmother that she wanted me to inherit. But you are right, I am a little rosy. I’ve been feeling a fever coming on all day.”

“Are you going to be off sick with the Christmas party tomorrow? I’m going to sing!”

Helena sighed. She was in no mood to deal with Emma right now.

“Did you want something?”

Emma looked at her, confused.

“You must have wanted something since you knocked on my door?”

“Oh, right. Sorry! We need someone to serve the mulled wine tomorrow. Hanna is sick and I’m singing so…”

“Not feeling well,” Helena said pointing to her cheeks. “Ask Mats, I’m sure he’ll do it,” she continued.

“You think?”

“Ask,” Helena said, shrugging and walking back to her desk. “Can you close the door when you leave?”

Emma opened her mouth as if to say something else but hurried away as she saw Mats further down the corridor.

Helena picked up the box with the emerald ring and looked at it. She had not expected to see it again. Not it and not him. Carefully she took it out of the box, switching on the desk lamp to see better.

The inscription was still there: In perpetuum. She couldn’t resist laughing. Forever? No, it had not lasted forever, she thought without being able to hide the bitterness swelling inside her. He had left her with nothing but sorrow and betrayal. She put the ring back in the box and put the box in her purse.

The big shopping street in the city was clad in its most beautiful winter decorations. The lights ornaments lit up the street, and for once even Stockholm had snow and below zero degrees in December. As she sick-sacked through the streets full of people shopping, their arms full of presents, she adjusted her hat and met the gaze of a little girl carrying a big pink present. Her face lit by anticipation and Helena could, for the first time in a long time, say that she shared the feeling.

She turned onto the familiar street leading to the underground, but this time she walked determinedly across the street instead. Hesitating, she stood there for a moment, but then she opened the door to The Bull and Bear.

The moist heat in the pub hit her as a wall. For a second, the buzz and the familiar smell made her forget that it had been years since she’d been there. The people were new, but it could just as well have been yesterday she was there. Everything was the same, but at the same time everything was different.

With a beer in one hand, she looked for an empty table. She felt a jab in her stomach as she saw that their table was free. Setting down her ale on the table, she took of her coat, her scarf and hat, putting them on the chair opposite.

The Bull and Bear had been their spot. His at first, but as time went it became theirs. Never hers, only theirs. Picking up the menu, she thought she might as well eat seeing as she was here.

“Can I sit with you?”

Helena stiffened. She didn’t look up; she already knew who it was. She’d recognize his voice anywhere. Just like his cock.

Carl didn’t wait for an answer, just sat down in a chair next to her.

“I hoped you would come here,” he said. “I wasn’t sure, but I hoped.”

“How long have you been here?” she asked, hoping that her nervousness wouldn’t give her away.

“I saw you coming,” he answered calmly.

Helena looked up and met his gaze. He had acquired some grey hairs in his beard, but otherwise he looked the same as last time they met.

She bit her lip, not wanting to reveal how close to crying she was.

“I didn’t think I would get to see you either,” said Carl and raised his glass. “Can I propose a toast for you?”

“Why?”

Helena looked at him, astonished.

“Because you are the only woman I have ever loved. And because you came.”

“How did you know I would come?” she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“I didn’t. But I thought you would understand.”

He laughed.

“I was a fool. How could I leave you?”

Helena did not answer.

“But now we’re here, you and I, Helena,” he said like the years that had passed didn’t matter. You and I.

Carl reached over the table, taking her hand. Buried it in his.

“I will explain it all to you. I promise!”

Helena let Carl stroke her hand without protest. The caress was fumbling and cautious at first, as if he wanted to see what she wanted and how far he dared go.

“Magnificent Helena…”

The air inside The Bull and Bear stood still, but every time someone opened the front door, they let in whirling snow and freezing air.

A tremble went through Helena.

“Are you cold?”

She shook her head.

“No, I’m okay,” she said smiling.

“Maybe this is a stupid question, but I must ask.”

He looked at her, his gaze full of worry.

“I have a room at the Scandic Anglais. Do you want to come with me?”

Helena stared at him, mistrust in her eyes. Did he just want to fuck?

“To, you know, talk,” Carl said apologetically as he saw Helena’s look. “It’s bustling in here, and I would love a chance to talk to you.”

Helena nodded. There was so much to talk about. So many questions that needed answers. So much that needed to be done.

They walked in silence to the hotel, accompanied by the Christmas music streaming out from the shops along the street.

“Don’t you just love Christmas?” Carl suddenly exclaimed, twirling around her singing along to Jingle Bells.

“I used to love Christmas,” Helena said. “But it hasn’t been my favourite holiday since… Well, you know.”

Carl stopped.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I’m being insensitive. But hey, I’ll make it up to you! When we get there, you can get whatever you want. Champagne? Chocolate? Red wine? A Christmas present?” He took her hand and started running. “Come, let’s hurry!”

Helena laughed.

“My shoes are not made to run in. I’ll die if I try to run in these.”

“You are right, of course, we’ll walk, Carl answered and slowed down without letting go of her hand.”

Carl didn’t let go of her hand until they reached the hotel room.

Helena stopped inside the door, unsure. Should she do this? She didn’t have time to hesitate for long before Carl interrupted her.

“Can I take your coat?”

Not waiting for an answer, Carl slowly took her coat and at the same time his hand grazed her breast. The touch made her gasp.

“Can I take your scarf?”

Helena nodded.

Carl lifted his hands to take the scarf but instead he stroked her neck and the little dimple in her chin before lifting her face towards him.

He kissed her, carefully as if he was waiting for her approval. Helena kissed him back and pressed closer. Carls hands found her hair while his lips explored hers, his fingers getting stuck in her hair while kissing her with more and more hunger.

He didn’t try to hide his erection when Helena’s fingers went to his zipper. She opened the first button and pulled the zipper down. She groped inside his boxers and closed her hand around his cock. So familiar. The feeling and the interaction between them, returning with ease.

Fuck, what a cock. She grabbed him and started to lightly stroke him. Letting it go and finding his scrotum instead, she grabbed it and his balls, caressing them.

Carl leaned against the wall, moaning.

“I need the bed, Helena. I can’t stand up while you do that. You know that.”

Helena’s smile revealed that she did know that. She let go of him and slowly walked in front of him to the suite’s bedroom. She could almost feel how Carl followed her with his gaze. It was that simple.

Slowly, she unbuttoned her blouse, stepped out of the skirt and lay down on the bed. Her gaze was full of purpose. She knew what she wanted and this time she’d make sure to get it.

Carl stopped at the foot of the bed. The light from the other room made it hard to see more than his outlines. He slowly undressed, taking off his jacket, unbuttoning his shirt and stepping out of the dress pants. As he stood there, naked in front of her, time stood still for a second, before he took a step towards her.

At once, he was on top of her. His erection pressed towards her vagina, Helena put her arms around him, pulling him towards her like she never wanted to let go.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “Fuck me.”

Carl gently removed her panties.

“Oh, Helena…”

Helena closed her eyes as he buried his head between her legs. His tongue finding its way into her wetness, inside her. Grabbing his head, Helena steered him right. She couldn’t hide how horny she was. Her body screamed for his.

Carl continued to play with his tongue, licking her, nibbled, and as his fingers entered her she almost came.

“Not yet, not yet,” Carl whispered to her. “Not yet.”

He sat up in bed and held his cock out in front of her. As Helena found his gaze and he nodded, she threw herself over it. Grabbing the cock with one hand, she grabbed his scrotum with the other. Letting it rest in the palm of her hand as she bent forward and took in in her mouth.

She moaned as he pressed his cook deeper down her throat. She let her tongue sweep over the glans, playing him as if he was an instrument in her hands.

“Turn around,” Carl mumbled in a thick voice.

Helena pretended not to have heard him. She wanted him to beg and plead, to get her.

“Turn around,” he said louder, grabbing her shoulders. “I need to fuck you. I need to have you. Now.”

Helena turned around. Standing on all fours, she arched her back. Spreading her legs for him to see how wet her pussy was. How horny she was and how much she needed him to be inside her.

When he at las entered her, she had to bite the sheet, wet from their sweat, to not yell. The orgasm flushing through her made every muscle spasm.

They didn’t say anything for a long time. Carl lay on top of her, the sweat from his forehead dripping down on her neck.

“Fuck, Helena. Shit, I’ve missed you. Have you missed me?”

At first, she didn’t answer. Needed to think if she really had missed him. That first period, it was as if he had taken away life itself with him, but after time the feeling of missing him had turned to anger. Anger with him and what he had done.

“Why did you go?”

The question hung in the air for a few seconds before Carl sat up, putting the blanket around himself.

“I was an idiot.” He shrugged. “What can I say?” he continued.

“You could say you’re sorry?” Helena said. “You have a few things to apologies for.”

“Yes, of course. You’re right. I’m really sorry. Forgive me.”

“Of course I forgive you,” Helena said lightly, kissing his chest while letting her fingers circle the nipple.

Carl moaned. “You know what that does to me.”

“Really?” Helena said in feigned surprise. “Is it the same if I do this?”

Helena straddled him and leaned forward until her breasts touched his face.

“Mm…”

“Does this get you hard?”

“Feel for yourself…”

Helena grabbed the cock and lowered herself on to him so that he entered her.

“If I just sit like this?”

- Stop… Carl said.

“Does it feel better if I move carefully like this?”

“Mm…”

With Carls hands on her hips she rode him to yet another orgasm. Afterwards, she cuddled up in his arms. He smelled just like before, and hadn’t everything been different – everything would have been like before.

“Darling, sweet Helena,” Carl said, stroking a strand of hair from her forehead.

Helena gasped softly.

“I need to ask something,” Helena said.

“What, my darling?”

“My grandmother’s necklace. Do you still have it?”

“What necklace?” Carl said, surprised.

“Oh, maybe you don’t remember, and it might not have disappeared at the same time, but my grandmother’s necklace is gone. I don’t know, but when you sent the emerald ring back, I thought that maybe you accidently took the necklace too?”

Angrily, Carl stood up.

“What? You think I’ve taken it? Me?”

“No. No, absolutely not… I just thought…”

“This is not the reason I came back.”

“Why did you come back?” she asked.

Carl’s voice softened.

“You are all I’ve ever wanted. I need to be with you. There’s no one like you.”

“So you’re back forever? You’re not planning on disappearing again?”

“In perpetuum”, he said, caressing her cheek.

Carl walked up to the minibar, taking a bottle of champagne and a couple of glasses. Then he poured the champagne, gave Helena one of the glasses and raised his.

“Shouldn’t we celebrate once more?” he said, almost euphoric. “Cheers to us. No, no! Cheers to you!”

They drank the champagne and toasted. Carl refilled their glasses, before excusing himself.

“I’m just going to the restroom, will you excuse me?”

“Of course, take your time,” Helena said and felt her heart almost skip a beat. This was her chance.

It wasn’t long until Carl was back and then it was Helena’s time to toast.

“To making things right,” she said, smiling tenderly towards Carl.

“To making things right!”

Helena put down her glass and walked out to the hall. When she came back she had the scarf in her hand.

“Can you manage it one more time?” she said, smiling seductively, holding up the scarf in her hands.

He nodded.

“May I?”

“What? Tie me up?”

“Yes?” she said innocently. “You trust me, right?”

Carl’s erection revealed that he not only trusted her but was ready for a third time. Helena walked up to him, fell on her knees and took his cock in her mouth. Opening wide, his erection reached all the way back in her throat. Grabbing his buttocks, Helena pressed him towards her – taking him even deeper.

He fucked her mouth with his hands on her head until Helena twisted loose.

“I want you on the bed…” she said, pushing him towards the bed.

Carl took a couple of steps backwards and fell. Scuffling up, he willingly put his hands against the railing so Helena could tie him up. When she had checked that he was firmly confined, she got a pair of ice cubes from the mini bar. She put one of them in her mouth before sucking on to his cock and following the contours of his breast muscles with the other ice cube. The cold made his nipples shrink.
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