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         He grabbed my ass and squeezed it, and I felt a surge of adrenaline. It felt beautiful, I got hard right away, but then I noticed all the faces around me, all the people walking by wearing winter clothes and carrying shopping bags. We were standing underneath the mistletoe. I didn’t notice that until afterwards. It was some advertising gimmick or another. We stood in the middle of a crossing on the broad shopping street, where the windows were all brightly lit, and small lights twinkled everywhere. I froze in a sort of impulsive panic. Tightened my lips. I was scared. I hated feeling that way, but I didn’t mean to do it.

         I couldn’t be the sort of person he wanted me to be. My fear had destroyed his excitement, and that made my stomach twist into a tight knot. I approached him, but he remained aloof. He didn’t show any emotions. I was shut out. Again. We walked on in silence. He would flare up again soon, I knew it.

         “I want to show the whole world that we love each other,” he said.

         “Can’t you understand? I’m so fucking tired of sneaking around, to indirectly admit that we’re different, a bit strange, a bit wrong. I’m tired of it, you know? When is it going to be our fucking turn to change the world? All we do is talk. But that doesn’t mean anything. It’s just fancy words. If you and I can’t kiss each other right here and now, without you having to act as if you’re afraid you might die, then it’s not worth anything.”

         “Hello! I’m not afraid that we might die. I can’t stand it when people stare at me.”

         “Let them stare!”

         “That’s easy for you to say. It doesn’t matter to you. But it matters to me. It makes me feel horrible. And yes, I get scared. I can’t help it. Some large immigrant gang might come by…”

         He sighed and looked away.

         “You’re racist.”

         “No! I’m not saying all immigrants. Stop it! My mum is from Poland…”

         “So?! Who cares? Why do you think you can’t be a racist just because your mum is from Poland? That’s just stupid.”

         “Alright, then. Let’s go to Iran. Come on. Let’s forget this and book a couple of tickets to Iran. It’ll be fun. My treat! And then we can walk hand in hand to a large open square and kiss for a while. And then we’ll see what happens. How about it? Why don’t we do that? They push homosexuals off the roof there. Did you know that?”

         “Stop it. What you’re talking about happened in Iraq, not Iran. Those are two different countries, you know. Full of ordinary people, just like you and me. It was ISIS soldiers who pushed them off the roof. But sure, if you want to talk about Iran, let’s talk about Iran. Did you know that the women there have started taking off their headscarves? They risk their lives or several years in prison. Perhaps even torture. But they still do it. You can’t even kiss me under a mistletoe. In Sweden.”

         I sighed. We wouldn’t convince each other. Not for the first time. But there was something inside me that refused to give up.

         “I can’t stand turning our kisses into a political statement,” I said.

         “But it’s not a political statement! I felt like kissing you! And you withdrew! Am I that horrible? For wanting to kiss you? Would you like me to keep calm and wait until we get home so that I won’t offend anyone? So that it’s all nice and quiet? Why can’t I show my feelings?”

         “Well, you know…”

         “I exist. Do you know what I mean? I feel the way I feel. I have the right to exist.”

         “I do not disagree with you. You know, I agree.”

         “Yes, but you do’t do anything about it!”

         The anger made his eyes blaze, and he walked away quickly so I wouldn’t get the chance to reply. He wanted the last word. I let him go. I loved him with all my heart, but I couldn’t see things from his perspective. That was the great divide between us. He would end up the kind of person people wrote books about, and I would merely be the kind who read them. Or something. Maybe I’m dramatising. Perhaps I was just a coward.

         We met each other later outside the cinema. The great thing about Christian is that even though he can get angry rather quickly, he can stop just as easily. He pretended that we hadn’t had an argument, and that was fine by me. All I wanted was for us to have a lovely evening together.

          
      

         He squeezed my hand when we were in line to get popcorn and sodas. And then he whispered in my ear:

         “Did you know that in Madrid, they kiss right there in the street?”

         “I did not.”

         “I saw two gay men in the park. They stood on the pavement hugging and kissing each other, and it was passionate. It was late at night when everyone was out eating and drinking, and the streets were teeming with life. I was walking along with some friends. We were walking on the pavement. Because they took up all of it, we had to split up to get past them.”

         He looked at me sternly.

         “They never even stopped kissing.”

         “I get it.”

         “Oh, but that’s not all. Then I saw two men hugging in the grass in the morning when I was still drunk and trying to find my way home.”

         “Mhm.”

         “That was two different men.”

         “I get it.”

         “They were lying there hugging and kissing, and people were walking their dogs or pushing strollers or jogging, or reading books. There was some mad woman who kept shouting something.”

         “I see.”

         “And no one cared about them.”

         “Right.”

         “I saw two guys kissing in a cafe. Turned me the fuck on. They were caressing each other and kissing in that way, you know, where they have to stop from time to time and look at each other and enjoy the sight and fall in love all over again.”

         “OK.”

         I could see how they looked at each other.”

         “Mhm.”

         “How they couldn’t stand one more second without kissing. It was in their eyes, in the way they touched each other, you know?”

         I nodded.

         “In a crowded cafe.”

         “Mhm.”

         “Do you know how many people cared?”

         I took a deep breath. Then I encouraged him to go on.

         “No,” I said.

         “None,” he replied.

         It was our turn to buy snacks for the movie now. He leaned against my shoulder with his warm breath against my neck and his lips against my ear. “No one cared.”

         “I get it,” I said.

         Then we went to stand in line to get into the theatre, each carrying a large popcorn and soda. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know how I’d get him back on my side again.

          
      

         On the 19th of December, we were going to see my parents. I had introduced him to them before, and my mum had been so fucking happy and upbeat and cheerful, and my dad had done the bare minimum of what might be expected of him. I wouldn’t exactly call their first meeting pleasant, but at least we all survived. This time we would be going to our cabin, there would be a fire in the fireplace, and we would all be cooking dinner together. We would spend the evening together. Christian and I would be sleeping on an inflatable mattress in the living room, in front of the fireplace. Very romantic. And my parents would be in the bedroom.

         In the bedroom, there were two single beds, on opposite sides of the room. I was so anxious that I ate two or three anti-anxiety pills each day, washing them down with just as many glasses of wine. I don’t think Christian was the least bit bothered. Christian and I would sometimes engage in a blowjob battle. At least that’s what we called it. He would suck me off, I would suck him off, and we treated it like a game. First one to cum had lost. We did it sometimes while watching movies. Neither of us was the jealous type, so we had ample room to play if I can put it like that. We could fantasise about whoever we liked.

         So now we were in the living room together, and the two of us were sitting on the sofa. The TV news was on. Or sport. Something about biathlon. My mum and dad were in the kitchen. My mum was cooking. It would be something vegetarian, with Indian spices — one pot. I held Christian’s hand and felt unusually happy. I don’t think I had even taken any pills that day.

         “You got a haircut,” he said.

         I just nodded and smiled.

         “You are so cute,” he said.

         “So are you.”

         “You don’t have to say it back, you know.”

         “I know. But I do think you’re cute.”

         He put his hand on my inner thigh. My cock was hard. From the kitchen right behind me, I could hear the sound of cooking and my dear mum humming along to a Laleh song. I listened to my dad turn the page of his newspaper. He was reading the daily paper. I mean, the rest of us mere mortals were engulfed in the vibrant atmosphere of the house. Human beings are meeting in the warmth of love, with cooking, lovely music, a proper fire, and the vast expanse of darkness just outside the cabin. But my dad was immune to that sort of thing. He read the paper exactly like this every night to keep informed. I’m sure he would feel utterly lost if he ever missed a single day.

         It was not as if Christian and I were watching the news. My dad had turned on the TV. We were just polite. But we didn’t mind. The TV provided an excellent audio camouflage. Christian pulled his cock out of his trousers. He showed me.

         “I’m so fucking horny. Please suck me off. Just a little.” He whispered.

         I bent over and took him into my mouth. He tasted great. He pushed down on my head, and I felt obliged to go on. But my heart was pounding in my chest. All it would take was for my dad to stand up from his seat and lean over the kitchen table or for my mum to take two or three steps to the side and peek around the wall.”

         “Almost ready,” she shouted.

         I let the string of saliva run into his lap and quickly wiped my chin.

         “Oh, that’s great,” I said, or something else wholly pointless.

         She kept humming, and from the kitchen table, I heard the rustle from the paper when my dad turned the page. Christian started sucking me off. He was the king of blowjobs. I prefer not to imagine how he got to be so good. He ran his tongue in circles across the tip, teasing me for a while before taking me in his mouth. I kept looking over my shoulder. I was always aware that either of them might appear unexpectedly around the corner. It was not as if they could imagine what we were doing. For all, I knew they might have a heart attack and die from the shock. In their world, we were looking at the local news with genuine interest.

         Now a hunter had been injured by the animal he was busy killing. In their world, things like that were necessary. It was worth informing everyone in the house about it so that they could reflect upon it and talk to each other about it. How awful. Everyone kept saying that. How awful. Was that the point, or what? I didn’t understand. I never saw the point. But now Christian was sucking my cock, and I didn’t have to understand anything. All I knew was that right now, even just for a moment, everything was perfect. I stroked the back of his neck and felt how my entire crotch area was a zone of pleasure, a vibrant mass of energy.

         My cock went into his throat. I felt so wonderful that I couldn’t think properly anymore. But in the middle of all this, I saw him looking up. Not at me, but past me, behind my shoulder, where only the simple white door frame hid us from view from the kitchen. He smiled with his mouth full of my cock. And my heart somersaulted. Who was he smiling at? Terrified, I turned my head, but all I could see was a shadow gliding along the wall. My heart was pounding.

         “Who was it?” I asked.

         “Which of them was it?”

         He kept sucking and got closer to taking me to the inevitable orgasm. I was already entirely in his power. He’s that good. I stroked his head and ruffled his hair, and for a moment of ecstasy, I pulled on my hair. He understood that I was getting close and slowed down so that the orgasm got drawn out as long as possible. My arousal went through the roof and made my hips tremble uncontrollably. I shot load after load into his throat, and naturally, he swallowed with small happy moans. My legs trembled. I had a moment to catch my breath. He playfully nibbled at my ear and looked happily at me.

         I couldn’t hear a sound from the kitchen. I realised that there was no sound of cooking coming from there. I didn’t know if that was good or bad. I’m a person who has a terrible sense of time, so I never know if something has taken an hour or five minutes. It’s true. I notice when the evening comes because I like darkness so much. But that’s about it. I don’t have a sense of anything else to do with time. So now Christian and I were standing in an empty kitchen, and I had no idea how long it had been that way. The stove was off, with the pot still on it. No one was in the bathroom. I knocked softly on their bedroom door. No reply.

          
      

         We helped ourselves to food, opened a bottle of wine, listened to some music, and spent the rest of the evening together on the mattress in front of the open fire. We slept together while the fire was still burning. At some point during the night, I woke up and realised that I had started rubbing my cock. He moaned and pressed his ass against it. It feels a bit strange to wake up in the middle of something like that. I get incredibly strong sexual urges. It’s completely unfiltered. It just happens. I think it’s considered a kind of illness, beginning to have sex while you’re still asleep. Why is it so important that everything must have a name or a definition. A diagnosis. Christian loves it. Which I suppose is fortunate.

          
      

         I woke up in the morning to the sound of my mum tidying the kitchen. I quietly got out of bed.

         “Darling! Good morning. Sorry, we just left you last night. So sorry. Your dad and I needed a bit of time to ourselves, so we went to our room.” She smiled, and I hadn’t seen her smile like that for years. I liked it.

         “How was the food? Did you like it?”

         I nodded and rubbed my eyes.

         “Hello, Christian! Good morning! Are you that tired? My God, you look knackered.”

         The bedroom door opened, and my dad came out. My mum quietened down immediately. He gave us both a glance, nodded at us, and smiled. Then he went into the bathroom. My mum put her hand on my cheek and leaned across to us as if to divulge a secret.

         “You are so cute together.”

         Christian smiled broadly. He turned towards me, and I could read him like an open book. See? I told you so. Everything turns out for the best.
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         "You know what? I'm not allowed to say but…" She grew silent and took a sip of coffee.

         "What?" I asked.

         "Nope." She cleared her throat and gave her coat a quick brush-down. Hit one of her heels against the tile flooring as she uncrossed and crossed her legs. Pursed her lips so that her mouth became nothing but a thin line as if desperately attempting to stop the words that were already spouting out

         "Oh, come on. Spit it out!"

         "Yes, yes!" She sighed heavily. "But promise you won't think I'm weird."

         "Please, Eva, I will not think you're weird. What's up? What's on your chest?"

         Eva ran her fingers through the hair, bit her lip and said: "Goodness me, I just don't know how to explain."

         Her eyes swept across the canteen and mine did the same. In the opposite corner, three young guys were sitting at a table. They were sub-contracting electricians. The bloke with all the tattoos leaned across the table and twirled a screwdriver between his fingers. The other two sat with their arms folded across their chest and spoke in hushed voices. They always took very long lunch breaks or planning meetings or whatever they called it. Most of the time, they seemed to be drinking coffee and telling crude jokes. But they were at least a delightful feast for your eyes.

         We couldn't hear what they were saying from where we sat, so they obviously wouldn't be able to listen to us either, but Eva still felt the need to lean in and lower her voice to the point of whispering: "You know that new massage place I go to?"

         I nodded.

         "The hot guy from the Czech Republic."

         I nodded again, and I found myself involuntarily leaning in across the table too.

         "Well, we…." she sucked her lip. "We took things a little bit further yesterday." She smiled with a dark, deep sparkle in her eye, so sophisticated, so streetwise, so admirably comfortable in her skin and so provokingly smug that her happiness rubbed off on me. I felt intoxicated just by sitting opposite her.

         "I didn't know you were dating," I said.

         "We're not," she laughed and shook her head. "Well, err…"

         Once again, she hesitated, and for a dreadful moment, I thought she had changed her mind and wasn't going to tell me anything. But then she said: "We did it on the massage couch."

         "WHAT?!" I slammed my hands down on the table.

         I saw how Eva tried to keep her calm and keep her smile in check, but it was no use. She was glowing. "Oh God, it was just gorgeous. You have no idea. I have never felt so taken care of. I can easily say it was the best massage I've ever had and as you know, I've had quite a few."

         "Massages or shags?"

         We both laughed, started giggling and messing around, act like we were teenagers again.

         "Please, tell me more," I begged. "The curiosity drives me nuts. You must share all the juicy details."

         So she told me everything. It was five in the afternoon, cold and nasty as the sun was setting, and windy too. But one of the beautiful things about this place is that as soon you step inside, the room temperature makes you think you have just stepped off a plane in Greece or somewhere similar. It is just wonderfully warm and cosy with lots of candles, with a scent of lavender and soft rugs. Like a living room, you feel like you have just come home. They serve you tea. There is soothing music coming from the loudspeakers dotted around the salon, with Indian string meditation music.

         The walls as so thick you can't even make out the sound of traffic outside. Just lovely. I think I get a form of, what's it called, preconditioning. It's like I am preconditioned to relax as I enter that place. Just the thought of pleasure makes me feel marvellous. Do you get it?

         Anyway, this particular afternoon something is different. He looks sad and is not his usual bright self. He doesn't want to say what's wrong, but I demand he spills the beans and won't take no for an answer. I feel that he gives me so much pleasure, and this is a way for me to give something back. We know each other, and in many ways, I know him better than many of the people I have worked with for several years or played handball with since I was just a kid. I believe it's linked to all the intimate moments that we share. Just think of all the hours Mr Matej have messaged me. His hands on my skin and total silence. From time to time, I have felt some form of euphoria. It can even be better than sex, you know. Well, some of the time at least.

         But still, despite all this, we are strangers. Get it? I don't know anything at all about him or his private life. Does he have a family? Wife? Kids? Up to that moment, I had no idea, but now I know.

         Shit, it was apparent… but perhaps you don't spot signs that you can't imagine. So anyway, whatever. He's got two grown-up children, a son and a daughter that have both flown the nest and he still doesn't look a day older than 36. Perhaps he was an extremely young dad? I can almost imagine that actually, that he turned a dad when he was only sixteen or something like that. He's the salt of the earth, and steady as a rock. You know, calm and self-confident. A real macho man. But do you know what he told me? His wife had just left him.

         I can't fathom why or who would do such a thing? Who in their right mind would leave him? But she'd met some younger guy. Whatever. He didn't seem angry with her, just inconsolable and I felt so sorry for him. I wanted to comfort him, tell him it will pass, it'll get better, but guess what he says next?

         He said: "I've always been married to her. What will I do now?"

         Do you see how I just wanted to hug him? But I was already lying down on the massage couch, and I felt this was something new. Everything had changed. Everything was different. I could no longer separate the two; he, the real man, who had revealed things to me about his private life and Mr Matej, the anonymous, discreet masseur with magic hands. So when he started touching me, I felt his hands instead. Do you understand? It almost proved too much for me, and I could not relax at all.

         "Are you under pressure? Are you feeling stressed?" He asked me.”Something bothering you?"

         “I’m sorry,” I said, “but I can only focus on you right now.”

         "Oh no, dear," he said.”You shouldn't think about me. I'll manage. I'm here for you and only you right now. Work is exactly what I need right now as it makes me forget. I feel better when I manage to make you feel good."

         He has a lovely accent too as he says this to me and there's something about his voice that is just as wonderfully warming as the magic he can create with his hands.

         I took a deep breath and then I just blurted it out. Don't know where it came from, but I said: "Okay, but I need something out of the ordinary today. Don't you have any special treatments? Like all-inclusive?"

         The words just tumbled out of my mouth. I mean, I couldn't stop myself, and the words were brimming with sexual tension. I thought to myself: Shit, what did I say? It sounded so stupid, and I was pretty much begging for sex. He reacted, of course. The atmosphere in the room changed dramatically with an awkward silence, and I was so embarrassed. So I took another deep breath and thought to myself: This won't kill me and, ah well, it's not the end of the world. He started kneading my shoulders, just like he usually would. He is such an expert when it comes to finding my muscle knots that are doing their best to hide. He doesn't even need to look for them, he knows, almost like he has a sixth sense. So he worked his way through my shoulders, my neck and back, the specific places where my muscles tend to lock up. It didn't take long until I lost all sense of time and place. When I relax to that extent, I can let everything go, and I was no longer ashamed of what had happened earlier. All over and done with. I had forgotten about it and assumed he had to. But he certainly hadn't.

         He asked me to turn over onto my back. Gave me a small towel to cover my breasts. Another unique thing about this place is that they have a full-length mirror in the ceiling, right above the massage couch, which I have found a little bit porno. Don't understand why they would've bothered putting it up in that place otherwise, but what do I know?

         Anyway. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the facial massage he was giving me all across the forehead, temples, cheeks, delicate eye area, my nose, etc. His magic fingers touched me all over with incredible tenderness. Quite contrary to how it had felt when he was pummelling me and torturing my muscles earlier, this was simply divine. He makes me feel re-energised. I felt the electric charge leaping from his fingertips and onto my skin. I felt so happy, the sort of unexplainable happiness that makes your whole inside bubble with bliss. Then he started massaging the rest of my head and scalp. Goodness me, it was so good. Heaven.

         It is always wonderful to be there, but this time, it was something out of the ordinary straight from the start. He was genuinely present. Sometimes it was like having two pairs of hands on me; the rough Mr Matej with strong hands, who worked through my muscles until I clenched my jaw in pain and then the caring, loving Mr Matej, who shortly afterwards started to caress me.

         "I would like to massage your breasts," he said.

         And what do you think I answered to that? No objections, Your Honour. He chattered on about the muscle origins, where the shoulders are pushed forward and where tension tends to build up, but all I wanted was his hands massaging my boobs. I love when a man spends time fondling my breasts. Who doesn't? Especially if he also pinches the nipples a little, or suck and lick them, dear God that's divine. Right then, I didn't expect it to happen, but I couldn't stop thinking about it as I was so horny.

         If he'd only known how many times we had slept together in my imagination. It'd turned into a bit of a routine for me. Go straight home, open a bottle of wine and rub my clit while I still had the sensation of his hands on my body. But, as you know, no fantasy in the world can compete with the real thing, and the real thing was drawing nearer and nearer.

         "Your special treatment, Eva," he said, and I woke up from my dreams.

         "It involves me massaging your entire body," he said.

         "Okay," I answered. I was curious by this stage, and he was about to add something.

         "I will come very close to your intimate areas," he said. "It's because I need to reach every single spot where your tension might be building up. I want to work my way through your entire body so that you'll have the opportunity to experience total relaxation."

         By this point, my heart was pounding. What was he offering me? He explained that people sometimes needed more than one session to be able to reach total relaxation, but he would love to try this on me now. I told him to go for it. Well, I felt like… I don't know what. Like I was in heaven. A cliché, I know, but still, it was an extraordinary sensation. I wanted to surrender and stay beneath his hands forever.

         And now, it finally started. He cupped his hand, filled it with oil and then moved straight onto my boobs. He embraced them as he caressed. There was not an ounce of professional etiquette in what he was doing. I'm not kidding you; he was enjoying it. My nipples were so pointy you could've cut glass with them. He made broad, circular moves which squeezed my tits and fondled them. I had to open my mouth a little to not moan, but I think I must've cried a little anyway. And I did have a look too, wouldn't you? I turned my head carefully, opened my eyes and took a peep below. Would he have a hard-on?

         He certainly did and very tight trousers too. I was beside myself by this point, well, I feel hot right now just thinking about it. Just imagine, I'm lying there almost naked on his massage couch, he's stroking my breasts and has a hard-on! When he stretched across me, his crotch ended up right by my face. His swollen, blood-filled cock, which looked like it was struggling to fit into those tight trousers. A waft of a raw kind of fragrance, not perfume or aftershave, but his natural scent. I think it was the scent of his cock. At least it smelt like it; raw, musky and manly.

         I was so randy. This was it, a done deal, he would be mine, but I would let him massage me, let him set the pace, and it's safe to say he had the upper hand. He continued down my tummy, all the way down and his fingers carried on in beneath the towel. I looked up in the mirror, amazed at what I was treated to, and thought about his cock.

         Then he said: "I think I need you to take your knickers off."

         That didn't take me long. Just lifted my bum, pulled them off in one fell swoop and chucked them on the floor. His hands were everywhere. Almost. Everywhere apart from inside my pussy. Can you imagine what this did to me? I mean he was so close he must have ended up with some of my juice on his fingers. I was so horny my whole body was burning up. I didn't know what to do with myself, and I couldn't lie still. I started touching him, spread my legs, lifted my thighs and spread them wide to show him my vulva. But he patiently put my legs back on the couch again and carried on massaging my thighs. He was both rough and tender at the same time, and he thoroughly enjoyed it, that much was obvious. I was lying there on the couch and fantasised about having a cock in my mouth. You know that gorgeous sensation of having everything at the same time. I couldn't help myself. But then, right in the middle of all this, he moved downwards to massage my feet, and that was a new sensation for me. It was delightful and lovely, sure, but I felt we had gone too far already to be wasting time on a foot massage. There was a cock throbbing away inside those trousers, and I felt it belonged to me now. God only knows I had been waiting for a long time. His self-control was rather impressing and so was mine, I suppose.

         "You are so beautiful," he said.

         "Thank you," I replied. "You are so goddamn sexy; I want to suck your cock."

         I think he blushed, but that's hard to tell because the room was quite dingy. I can tell you now that I was ready for anything and everything. I was so horny, I no more inhibitions or limitations. I mean, I was lying there naked and exposed on the couch, and I didn't feel embarrassed at all. I was going to have some cock.

         What a sight for sore eyes, it was when he eventually undressed. When he tore his t-shirt off, all that male nudity, I rubbed my clit, and we locked eyes with one another. It was so intimate, and I was so horny, so incredibly goddamn horny, sopping wet. My pussy juice would have been enough massage oil for us both and then some. He stood there looking at me, studying me in that way, with a rock-solid cock and he hadn't even wanked yet. I could feel an orgasm sneaking up on me, the first of many.

         I was tingly all over. Thanks to the massage, I was so incredibly aware of every single cell, and then he bent down. I stopped rubbing myself because I just knew what he would do and instead I ran my fingers through his chestnut-brown, unruly hair. I felt his tongue. Straight onto my clit. I must have hovered above the couch. I yelled. No moaning. I yelled out loud. My legs trembled, and I think every person in that house must have heard me, but I didn't care. OMG, what a deliverance. He smiled at me, probably very pleased with himself. And do you know what? It was just the start of it. I'm not joking.

         He climbed on top of me. I pulled his cock a little, longing to have it inside me. It was a biggie. A large, clean, beautiful cock. Just a little bit of pubic hair around his nuts, neatly trimmed. And you know what they say about there not being two cocks alike? It is true. He lay on top of me with all his weight. He had his thighs on the outside of mine and squeezed me in between. He stretched my arms up above my head and clasped hands with me. We connected with total, all-encompassing contact. Then he started rubbing himself against my oily body, but he didn't put it inside. It was cocooned like… well, you can imagine. He rubbed his juicy cock straight across my clit. Up and down. Up to my belly button and then so far down that it would only need a quick hip move for him to penetrate me. But he didn't. He just carried on like that. The most passionate part was when his thick, sticky glans touched my clit, of course. For every touch of his glans, I was coming closer and closer to orgasm. He had the perfect rhythm too.

         I looked up in the mirror and observed his nice, smooth bum that was lifted high and then tensed as he pushed. His back resembled tiny rippling waves. He has such a beautiful body. There was some funny move with his toes too, stretching them out so that his feet ended up trembling. Perhaps he enjoyed that, what do I know? But anyway. We carried on like that for some time. He managed to tickle me inside my belly button with his cock, make me all sticky and gooey and then trail back to my clit again. He was so close to me, his stubble grazed my cheek a little, and he moaned in the most wonderful way. Rough and husky. I held his face up so that I could take a good look at him, but he just grimaced, and I was enjoying it all so much. I didn't know who would come first, but it was me. Again. Goodness gracious, what an amazing orgasm. I orgasmed, and it just went on and on and on, and then it felt as strong again. That was the first time I'd experienced multiple orgasms. Ever.

         He encompassed me with his body all around me, carried on gliding up and down my crack, up and down across my clitoris. Then I heard him rumble. The semen cascaded over me. Can you imagine how sexy that was? Hot, gorgeous sperm all over my tummy and breasts, some on the neck and chin too actually. We kissed for a long time, lingering delightfully at each other's lips. He is a marvellous kisser, soft lips. Not demanding, but at the same time, his tongue is also very much there. You know, he knew what he was doing.

         There was no real need for pausing either. Well, I didn't hesitate at least. We carried on going, all slippery and sticky from the oil and everything else. We rubbed as much skin against skin as we possibly could and climbed all over each other. Swapped positions as best we could, but cautiously and carefully, so that neither of us would fall off the massage couch.

         I tell you, he's like a Greek god. Like Janus, but miles better, of course, because Mr Matej is or real. Just thinking about him makes me want him, and that cute arse is something to dig my teeth into. I was clinging onto him, so utterly insatiable and horny that I literally couldn't get enough of him. I think I even started grinding against his thigh. Just happened like that, amid everything else and it was such a fantastic sensation to glide around on each other like that. And thanks to the oil, there was no resistance at all. Don't think I would ever stop smiling.

         Eventually, he got down of the couch and mumbled in a hushed voice: "I'll be back."

         I lay there just looking at myself in the mirror. Lay there and thought wow, just WOW. How did that happen? What had happened? You certainly couldn't have imagined this about an hour and a half ago. I stroked my clit again, took great pleasure out of watching myself and felt so goddamn sexy.

         When he came back, he looked slightly sheepish.”We don't have any condoms at the office," he said.

         And I told him,”Grab one in my handbag. I have plenty." Then he mounted me. Listen, It was divine. He took his time, slow and calculated moves and managed to find my G-spot, which is like the only way I can achieve vaginal orgasm and that hardly ever happens. Exactly how he managed to do this so beautifully, I don't know, because no one ever does. Perhaps he has a sixth sense for that too? Maybe it isn't just the massage. Perhaps he has an uncanny understanding of what a woman needs? Or perhaps, he's just as great with men.

         So anyway, I came three additional times while he was inside me. And we didn't stop. He had a libido of an eighteen-year-old. All the condoms had to be used and oh, to think what he did to me. I had him in my mouth, in my arse, between my boobs. It would be no exaggeration to say that I got what I needed. He filled me up. From now on, he's my idol and patron saint. Only a saint or a god can know so much and give so much. Forget Mr Matej. I have a better name. From now on, I will call him Janus. How could his wife even think of leaving him? I don't get it!

         At that point, I told Eva that perhaps the secret was not that he knew everything there is to know about women, but that the two of them formed a perfect entity together; like two matching pieces in a jigsaw puzzle. She just glanced over with a mischievous look in her eye and giggled. There was something she still hadn't told me. The time had passed so quickly, and the shortish lunch break we should've had was well and truly over. We needed to get back to work unless we wanted to use our flexitime to have the afternoon off.

         "Just a shag," she said,”period."

         And I think she meant it. I don't think she would hide anything from me, because there's no need. There was, however, something still niggling me. She never usually told me this sort of thing, and I had turned quite horny by listening to what she'd have to say.

         She was usually really cool. Just blurting out a comment like that, which would explain it all. We had a way of understanding each other without needing so many words. Like at a party, for instance, when you have to tell the other person something important, but don't want anyone else to eavesdrop. Well, we have a nigh-on telepathic communication. She only has to raise her eyebrows, smile in a certain way or shake her head discreetly and then I can envisage what she has thought about and what she wants to tell me. She reads me in much the same way. We can, for instance, be eyeing up a couple of good-looking guys and say something along the lines of:

         "Do you think…?"

         "Mm."

         "But…"

         "No, I promise you. Not a chance."

         "Okay."

         "So you're game?"

         "Uhu, but not until after this song."

         So, as we already know who will go for who (we always know) and have now ascertained that they are safe to flirt with, we have to make them hit on us — a pure formality. But now, I didn't know whether I was coming or going. I felt both horny and confused. Who was this Mr Matej anyway?

         That afternoon, the very same day, I visited the massage institute. I had to know. It wasn't hard to find as the neon sign with its oriental style, and garish colours was a bright, bold statement in the otherwise very grey surroundings. There was a beautiful woman sitting in reception. Blond, young, slightly flushed cheeks and she radiated self-confidence. I cleared my throat and truth be told, when I had come this far, I was very nervous.

         "Well, I'd like to see… Matej," I said.

         "Which one?"

         The whole world stopped turning, and my mind went blank. The receptionist carried on flicking through her lever arch file. The entire story was fast-forwarding through my mind, the images swapping for others, but I still didn't understand.

         "Which brother are you interested in seeing? Milan Matej or Adam Matej? Or perhaps it doesn't matter."

         Now my head was spinning. Damn Eva. She'd got me. Had she told the truth? All those orgasms. A strapping young man, handsome too, stepped into the waiting room. I gathered he must have heard us speaking. He looked at me with the kind of gaze that says that you've been waiting for someone but didn't know what they looked like. "Is that… Susanne?" he asked.

         I nodded. He gave a bright, white smile. "Yes".

         "Come in, come in, I have time for you now." We shook hands, and he introduced himself as Milan. Milan Matej. He led me into the room, and I couldn't help but stare at the massage couch. It was a big, wide couch.

         "Eva called me," he said and went over to the adjoining door. He pushed it open and, still smiling warmly. He said: "She said you might pop in and we're thrilled to see that you did. We like Eva so much. This is my brother, Adam."

         The man stepping in from the adjoining room was the spitting image of his brother. The only difference being that Adam didn't smile. He was the one with the sad eyes, but when he saw me standing there with my mouth open, a tiny smile appeared at the corners of his mouth.

         "So, Eva has been playing a little trick on you. You had no idea we were twins? That's funny." They both laughed. "She did say you would pop in to see us and she said that you might be interested in doubling up so to speak."

         And of course, I was.
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         She went along winding forest tracks, on her way to her beloved. Through the darkness and the branches, underneath the whispers of the tree tops recovering from the heat of the day. Her naked feet made their way quickly over roots and moss, and though the path was rough and slippery, they found their way with ease. She was on her way to see her beloved, the only one for her. The one whose kisses tasted like sweet bliss and joyous laughter, like the lemon cakes served at Easter. The sweetness of the blackberry garnish mixed with the zesty aftertaste of the lemon.

         The memories flooded through her, dancing around in her mind, as Kazimiera went up another hill. Only the journey down the other side of the hill to go, and she would be at her destination.

         At the top of the hill she halted to catch her breath and take in the scenery. Below her, the trees climbed up the slope and stood rustling around a clearing. Next to the forest trail there was a stream, with the water flowing along, kissing the surroundings and leaving brightly shining traces on the green leaves. By the clearing, the water flowed more quietly and ran around the shape of a woman. She was floating there pale and exposed, wearing nothing other than the flaming waves of her hair brushing against her naked skin.

         The naked woman reminded Kazimiera of the misapprehensions still common among the people of her village. Ancient misapprehensions. About dangerous beings enticing lonely wanderers with their wet hair and moist lips. Rusalki, malevolent female spirits, hiding in the reeds and behind boulders, who hung down from the tops of the trees and wrapped their hair around someone's heart while cackling with laughter.

         Her grandmother used to tell her about the women in the water, how in the spring they would emerge from the lakes and feed the forest with their nourishing dew. In the minds of the people, these women had now been turned into alluring women, sucking the life out of unsuspecting wanderers before pulling them down into the depths.

          
      

         Kazimiera carefully made her way down the velvety moss and crouched behind a boulder. When the sound of splashing water reached her ears, Kazimiera peeked out. The waves had brought something with them.

         The voice of the other. The other woman arose bright and shining from the water, clad in drops glistening in the moonlight, and accompanied by a song that swept over the land. Notes as pure as if someone had tapped the finest glass. The forest sang back around her. Doves and woodpeckers greeted the song, the alluring call spreading in the summer night in search of another pair of human lips.

         With a comb in her deep-red hair, the woman walked over to a beech tree. Its roots spread like serpents along the grass. Up on one of the drooping branches, she sat down. Her bare feet dangling in tune with the song. Leaves and twigs that had stuck to the white soles of her feet were drizzling towards the ground.

         Kazimiera took the final steps into the clearing. She looked up at the other, wondering who would be outside in this inhospitable area. She introduced herself as Kazimiera, she who lived further up the river.

         The woman observed her quietly through the leaves, shook a branch on the tree a little, then continued combing her hair. The answer made its way down through the branches. Hadn't Kazimiera heard that it was dangerous to give away your name to unfamiliar and undressed women up in trees? The woman up there looked as if she was tasting Kazimiera's name in her mouth, then gave her own in return. Tanya.

         Kazimiera wondered out loud if it might be a rusalka up there on the branch. It had to be, with her dripping hair kept moist by the enchanted comb, sure it was. She laughed, thedimples in her cheeks so very deep.

         She wondered if the rusalka was going to allure her to death. Maybe she would ensnare her feet in the red hair, so that Kazimiera couldn't fight her way back to the surface. She said that she would like to stay down there in the underwater castle of her rusalka.

         Tanya laughed. She would not ensnare the feet of a poor exhausted wanderer.

         Kazimiera grabbed the feet dangling off the branch and pulled. Her Tanya lost her serene expression and fell down into the arms of her loved one.

         Tanya led her still fully dressed captive into the flowing stream, treading water and letting Kazimiera's clothes fall to the bottom like heavy leaves. Small sunken treasures to dive for later when the light of the sunrise was reflected on the surface of the water.

         Her feet dug themselves into the soft mud on the bottom, where the water was etching its curly writing. The riverbed, their songs. Kazimiera let herself be embraced by the water and her lover, shrieking with joy as she was spun around like a whirl in a glass of water.

         Tanya's fingers lit fires under her skin, like beacons lighting the way to the end of the world. Where waves crashed and fell like locks of hair over the edge of the world. That which once was flat, but which grew and swelled to a round body in the sky over centuries gone by. Quicksand running through hourglasses.

         The caresses became kisses, flowing along the skin like warm summer rain. She leaned back. The surface tension made way and shaped itself around her. Tanya's hair wrapped around Kazimiera like algae in the salty water. Like tears, they flowed down her cheeks, making their way over her shut eyelids.

         Squinting, she observed the world the way it appeared through the drops of water caught in her eyelashes, distorting the moonshine into a myriad of filtered rays. It looked like a kaleidoscope. Except that this didn't require sunshine or colored beads, instead achieving its effect from moonlight in streams of desire.

         Next to her, Tanya took a deep breath and dived down. Her kisses followed the curve of her legs, making their way up the thigh towards her labia. Lips met lips.

         Kazimiera sighed and smiled. She felt the ocean inside herself, waves crashing against soft beaches, the soft trickle of water in underwater caves. In Tanya's embrace, she relaxed and became weightless. She flowed along with the salty strands of hair. She let herself be carried by the current, seeking her way down to the unfathomable depths.

         Mussels were clinging to the bottom, opening themselves to what flowed past. Jellyfish lifted up their skirts and let themselves be swept towards the shore. The tentacles of the octopus, all the little suckers. Small electric eels pinched her lovingly and sent shocks through her.

         The tip of Tanya's tongue brushed over her where she was curly, back and forth over what was hidden like a pearl where her skin felt the thinnest.

          
      

         The fiery tentacles of the jellyfish were pulled together as it rode on ocean currents invisible to the eye. Transparent diving bells with highly receptive sensory organs. They felt even the smallest change in the water, the tiniest of movements.

         It was like a whirlpool, like the whirl in a glass of water. The winding tides of Charybdis opened beneath her. An engulfing whirlpool of pitch-black water. It consumed everything, ships as well as stars, licking the beaches with ravenous tongues. Crashing waves with white foam on top. Far away, she heard herself gasping for air. Perhaps it was the wind stirring the surface of the water. The oval of light far above her.

         She sank down deeper and deeper. She held her breath. Down there in the maw of the deep ocean, bright stars were being lit, one by one, wide-eyed fish with small rows of needle-sharp teeth hurried past under the bright lights. A parade of dazzling lights just for her. The school of fish grew, swimming up and down in a hypnotic dance. The pressure from Tanya increased. The movement spread like rings in the water, like a tremor on the surface. It made the blood in her veins sizzle.

         She tensed up. She never wanted it to be over. She wanted to capture this moment like the brittle wings of an insect inside the darkness of her cupped hands. She wanted to encircle the beating of the wings with crystallized resin. A memory preserved in amber forever.

         More and more stars were being lit. Cascades of suns, planets, moons and comets. A silent firework display under water, which emerged from her and wrapped around her and spread all the way to her fingertips.

         The whirling, starry mass of glittering lights sent her upwards with a pressure wave. She was pulled back up to the surface and the embrace of her beloved, gasping for air with a newfound sense of peace inside her. Her lips found Tanya's, salty and fresh out of the deep ocean.

         ”Moja miłość, moja miłość, moja miłość,” she whispered over and over. She would never stop singing those words for her Tanya, and only for her.

         Kazimiera walks along winding forest paths searching for her love, when she reaches a clearing. In a river, she sees a naked woman bathing. Pale and exposed with the flaming red hair clinging to her body. Kazimiera's thoughts harkback to the stories of her village about alluring female beings in the water who entice innocent wanderers to eat them up. Kazimiera can't take her eyes off the woman. She is drawn to her. Towards her. Who is the woman, and what is she going to do to Kazimiera?
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     I spot you as I'm standing at the back of the line freezing. The girl next to you mimics all of the shuffling zombies moving around in the mist outside the mock buildings erected by the carnival. You walk a couple of steps behind her carrying a black umbrella. You laugh at something she says.
    

    
     You are heading straight towards me, towards the end of the line to the haunted house. The one at the very back of the maze that is the carnival ground, where cobwebs and pumpkins are scattered everywhere.
    

    
     I swallow. There is something about the way you move. As if you know exactly where you're going, but then again not. As if you were here by coincidence.
    

    
     No. As if this was where you were going all along.
    

    
     I fix my torn skirt, which is tight over the grime and blood running down my legs. All fake, of course. I wonder why I was stupid enough to dress up like a dead cheerleader.
    

    
     Idiot.
    

    
     The pom-poms are hanging from my arms like spiders that have given up on life. I suddenly become painfully aware of the moisture and chill of the dark October evening. The chill reaches me, even though I'm surrounded by other carnival guests in line, slowly moving towards the entrance to the haunted house–a fright zone where actors are meant to make it feel like a proper zombie apocalypse. In a Swedish office setting.
    

    
     I stand there among the dripping mock houses, halfway sheltered from the rain. My clothes still feel wet from when I gave Vanja a quick hug to say goodbye before she ran towards the trams. The next thought that hits me is that I miss her. I miss having a friend here. No Vanja by my side to laugh with at the chill, at having icy hands and chattering teeth.
    

    
     I stand at the back alone. Left out of the cheerful conversations the other people in line are having, left out of the thrill some of the guests feel, as they feel both excited and scared when the line slowly but steadily moves closer to the entrance to the heat and the blood.
    

    
     Here in the middle of the metal sheets and iron pipes, the atmosphere is sizzling with that mix of dread and excitement. The excitement doesn't quite make its way to me.
    

    
     At least not until I hear you behind me. Your laugh is so much closer than it was before. I don't dare turn around, I don't dare check if it's really you standing behind me. I barely even dare think about it. It feels as if you might be able to hear my thoughts.
    

    
     You, who didn't dress up like a dead cheerleader. You, who didn't try imitating an impossible ideal–a beautiful, undead woman. You, who instead decided to dress in a button shirt and vest, letting your long hair get curly from the rain where it falls out under your top hat. You, who wears a tie loosely around your neck and now stands behind me with your unlaced boots and your deep red lipstick.
    

    
     I'm thinking that you got dressed up, but not to become someone else. Simply to become more like yourself.
    

    
     Despite knowing this–as sure as I'm standing right here–I've never met you before. I've never talked to you or heard you say a single word.
    

    
     The seconds stream past. Neither you nor the other girl says anything. Is she a friend–girlfriend–roommate? The words rush through my brain at the same rate as my heartbeat. It feels as if you might be able to hear them. As if you know everything I'm thinking. Or is it just me who is hyper-attentive?
    

    
     The silence fills me with doubt. Did you leave? Were you even here at all?
    

    
     Was I imagining it?
    

    
     I can't stay like this, so I turn around. I stay like that. My gaze locked on yours. Something light in your dark blue eyes. They look like a starry sky. Around the black holes that are your pupils in the middle. I shiver, and I notice that you wear contacts. Probably bought from a joke shop. With a product name like
     
      Starry Night
     or something like it.
    

    
     You have hidden your eye colur. You have hidden your eyes from me, while mine are wide open.
    

    
     I feel a jolt running through me. I realize what I'm doing. Staring. At you. Like an idiot.
    

    
     I look away, feeling even more like an idiot than I did before.
    

    
     But before I turn away, before I try pretending that I was not at all looking straight into your eyes, I see something making its way across your face. A hint of a smile under the deep red lipstick.
    

    
     It's crooked. Your smile is crooked. Just as crooked as mine.
    

    
     Quit looking for similarities. Dork. You probably weren't even smiling at me. Or maybe you were smiling because I was acting so weirdly before.
    

    
     Perhaps I should simply introduce myself: “Hi, my name is Stella. I like staring at strangers.”
    

    
     You'd probably never forget me if I did that.
    

    
     But that's not how I want you to remember me.
    

    
     I shut my eyes and try breathing calmly. It always ends like this. I get stuck in my mind. I overthink things.
    

    
     I never get to the point. I never get there. Never.
    

    
     Because I think too much and start talking too late. When the one I'm checking out is already checking out someone else. When everyone has already left the room. If I had started talking then, it would just be sad and pathetic–a dialogue which ended up being a monologue.
    

    
     The thought strikes me just at that moment: It would have been so much easier if people didn't have to talk. If everyone was able to communicate without having to drown everything in words, without trying to decipher what is implied and what isn't–and without having to conceal what we really think and feel.
    

    
     Sometimes it feels as if everything we say is merely a verbal form of charades. Riddles to solve, problems which were likely not problems to begin with.
    

    
     I sigh deeply.
    

    
     Behind me, you go quiet in the middle of a laugh.
    

    
     Shit. You must have heard my sigh. Are you standing behind me wondering why that weird girl in front of you in line just sighed out loud? Are you wondering if it was you and your laugh that the undead cheerleader sighed at? Me, who hasn't heard a single word you've said.
    

    
     It doesn't matter. It's not like you care. I suck my lower lip into my mouth and chew it softly, feeling the sweet taste of the fake syrup blood Vanja was kind enough to completely soak my face in before we came here.
    

    
     So that I could look like a cheerleader who had driven her car into a tree and flown out through the windshield.
    

    
     Further ahead in the line, one of the actors has appeared. The zombie heads for a group of boys. A few of them look as if they would rather not be there. They must have talked each other into it, they probably don't want to show weakness–even though it's plain to see for everyone else. One of the boys steps forward and almost punches the zombie actor in his scarred and bloody face.
    

    
     In front of me, the line moves slowly forward. Behind me, you are just as quiet as before. I try to turn around discreetly to catch a glimpse of you, to find out why neither of you says anything.
    

    
     My head is full of images of the two of you smiling while warming each other in an embrace. You might even be kissing each other. After that mental image I can't stay the way I am, I have to turn my head.
    

    
     No kissing is taking place. You're standing with your phone and seem to have forgotten that your umbrella is still open, even though we're standing under a roof now.
    

    
     At that very moment, I feel something cold dripping onto the back of my neck and running icily down between my shoulders. Alright, so it's not raining right here. The roof is leaking though.
    

    
     A few minutes later, I stand in the part of the line that isn't covered by the roof. Cold rain makes its way through my sweater and sticks to my skin. It makes me shiver and involuntarily tense up my shoulders, arms and legs. The rain is running down my face and trickling down the make-up grass stains on my bare knees. I shiver and curse the rain and everything else, and consider simply going home.
    

    
     If I skip this, I probably won't miss too much–even if the haunted house has been the most hyped part of the carnival. The one Vanja and I postponed until the end of the evening, because the line was so long. Long enough
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Sex on Show: 21 Hot Erotic Short Stories.
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