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         Jackie gathered her long honey-colored hair in one hand and combed through the shiny, newly-cut ends before twisting it into a loose bun on top of her head.

         One lock remained free to caress her thin, tanned neck. I saw this, even though I was standing several meters behind her. She looked so fragile. Like the fall leaves that crunched beneath our boots when we walked down the street arm in arm just minutes ago.

         We were in H&M. It was hot inside. Jackie had taken off her woolen hat and stuffed it in her coat pocket. The dark grey collar of her coat lay heavily on her shoulders, making them look wider than they were. A generic pop song blasted from the speakers above. Something about someone who didn’t give a shit. Didn’t give a shit about all the stuff he’d done, didn’t give a shit about what everyone else thought, just as long as she could have him back. Apparently, their relationship was special. She sounded young. She would learn. The base was too heavy. Gave me a headache.

         I frowned, imagining Jackie’s naked back under the many layers. Between her shoulder blades, down to her lower back. I imagined running my fingers along that line, thought of the keys on a piano and hitting them one by one, from high to low and back again from low to high.

         Jackie turned around and smiled at me.

         “I found a really nice one,” she said.

         I fought my way through the racks to join her at her side. She was looking through a row of red dresses until she found one in the right size. It looked tight, but loose in the front and was made of some shiny material that definitely didn’t breathe well. I pictured myself in it, sweat stains everywhere, odd folds in odd places. I laughed out loud.

         “No way!” I said.

         “Why not?”

         I didn’t know how to answer so I just pulled a face. Jackie wouldn’t understand. She could eat whatever she wanted. She could digest an elephant and still squeeze into a size small.

         She could probably catch an elephant with her bare hands as quick and agile as she was. You could see all her muscles at work when she moved. If Jackie were running after the bus, she’d catch it. For one, she ran fast, but there’s no denying that no bus driver would intentionally leave without Jackie either. With her pink cheeks and little beads of sweat forming on her forehead, her coat fluttering behind her. No way.

         She tilted her head and placed a hand on my shoulder.

         “Louise. Stop that. You are beautiful. You are a goddess. This dress is lucky if it gets to come home with you. The little kids in Bangladesh who made it would get a raise if the factory owner saw you in it!”

         I couldn’t help but laugh. Which made Jackie laugh. And when Jackie laughed there was no going back. I took the dress and headed for the changing rooms.

         Jackie waited outside. I could see the lower half of her legs under the door. She collapsed against the wall, tired. Kept shifting the weight from one foot to the other as she hummed along with the music. A different song now, but pretty much the same one. My jeans dropped to my ankles, and as I stepped out of them, I wondered what she saw if she was looking under the door. My mousy socks, one of which had a hole in them so large that my big toe, with its weeks-old nail polish, poked through. I hadn’t shaved my legs in ages and in the bright light of the changing room, the little hairs were obvious. Dark and coarse against my pale skin.

         I pulled the dress over my head. I had to suck in my stomach and tug at it rather violently to get it over my hips.

         “Can I see you soon, please?” Jackie asked impatiently.

         I glanced at my reflection and looked away immediately. Jackie knocked on the door.

         “It doesn’t fit,” I said.

         She knocked again. This time she didn’t wait for an answer before joining me inside. Her eyes got big.

         “What are you talking about ‘It doesn’t fit’? Louise, you look like a million bucks. Why can’t you see that?”

         I pulled the dress over my head and threw it on the floor. Jackie picked it up. When I was dressed, Jackie took me by the arm and marched me to the register with the dress. I found myself pulling out my card and running it through the terminal.

         This was how it always went. Jackie did everything with such determination that I forgot to think for myself. She was so convincing. The world revolved around her; it always had.

         We’d known each other since we were kids. We went to the same preschool, same middle school, same high school. After graduation, we attended the same folk high school for theater. She had the lead part in the final play. I was on lights and costumes. We shared a room. Often, we shared a bed. It made me realize that I was in love with her and always had been.

          
      

         We sat down on a bench in the autumn sun. I held the bag with the dress tight against my lap like a pillow. Jackie leaned back and stretched out her legs. They were long and thin and covered in stockings too thin for this time of year. Even though she didn’t seem cold, I wanted to put my hands on her knees. I wanted to keep her warm.

         Her phone beeped and she pulled it out of her pocket, straightening as she read the text. She giggled.

         “You know, Peter?” she began.

         “Who?” I asked. It had only been six months since Jackie had ended it with Michael, who she’d been dating since high school. But in those six months, she’d been on so many Tinder dates I’d given up keeping track.

         “The lawyer. The old, rich one, remember?”

         I remembered something about sushi and champagne and a hotel suite with a view of all of Copenhagen. Morning sex in silky sheets.

         “What about him?” I asked.

         “He might come tonight,” she said.

         “To Johanna’s party?”

         Johanna was a mutual friend. She was turning thirty and had invited her closest 500 Facebook friends to celebrate in her two-bedroom apartment. I was supposed to wear the very dress I was still clutching tightly to my stomach.

         “Do you really think he’d enjoy that?” I asked. “Don’t you think he’s a little too… like… I don’t know, adult for that kind of thing?”

         Jackie shrugged. “Just because you’re old, doesn’t mean you’re boring.”

         “Didn’t you call him boring yourself?” I asked. “You said he was chubby, voted conservative and had those weird old peoples’ marks on his back.”

         “I’m not marrying him! He’s good at sex.”

         Jackie smiled into the distance.

         I wanted to cover my ears and ask for more details at the same time. I wanted her to repeat the story of how he’d pushed her up against the mirror in the elevator before the doors had even closed. Tell me how his huge hands had squeezed her butt and pulled at her dress like he wanted to tear it to shreds. How he’d stuck his tongue down her throat and pressed his body against hers, his dick against her lap.

         I wanted her to repeat how her body had left a greasy imprint on the mirror, tell me how he’d later licked her, hungrily, greedily, how he whispered into her ear that he was going to make her scream, and how she’d screamed when she came, just as he’d said…

         “Hello?” Louise? Are you listening?” asked Jackie.

         “No, sorry. I spaced out. What did you say?”

         “Food,” said Jackie and pointed at McDonald’s. “You want some?”

          
      

         I could hear the music from Johanna’s party down on the street. Two guys were sitting in her windowsill. They spotted me and yelled something I couldn’t hear. I waved at them and headed toward the stairs.

         The 58 square meters were being used to maximum capacity, and the whole place was full of smoke. Someone handed me a plastic cup of coke mixed with something that smelled strong, and I took it gratefully. I felt way too sober for this party and took a big sip as I pushed my way through herds of sweaty, bouncing bodies. I found Jackie and Johanna on top of the kitchen counter. They’d taken off their high heels and were dancing close together to a pop song. Jackie combed a hand through Johanna’s hair, and Johanna closed her eyes and moved with the music. Their bodies were like the last bit of smoke in an extinguished fire, twirling until finally being blown away by the wind completely.

         I waved up at them. They screamed when they noticed me and tried pulling me up on to the counter, but I waved my hands dismissively.

         “I’m not at that level yet,” I yelled.

         “Nice dress!” Johanna yelled back.

         “Thanks,” shouted Jackie. “I picked it out for her!”

         I looked around the room for someone a little more sober than Jackie and Johanna, but didn’t see anyone; I did see William though. I looked away quickly, hoping he hadn’t noticed me, but a couple seconds later, his hand was on my shoulder.

         “Hi!” he yelled. “Long time!”

         “Oh, my god! William! I didn’t know you were coming!”

         I gave him a fake smiled and a quick hug.

         “I think everyone from school is here,” he laughed. “Can you believe it’s been twelve years since we graduated?”

         “Time flies,” I said. “I’m just going to go get a drink…”

         But before I could escape, his hand was around my waist.

         “Don’t disappear on me again,” he said. “Where did you go last time?”

         I closed my eyes. “William, I… I just… It’s not that I don’t like you, but…”

         I stopped. It was that I didn’t like him. His long, bony body. He hadn’t changed a bit since we were among a sea of fifteen-year-olds being welcomed by the principle on our first day.

         William and I were perfect for each other. At least, that was the opinion of our classmates. Everyone just expected us to get together. I might’ve been blaming him for that; why did everyone think I belonged with this skinny, awkward nerd, who always laughed too loudly and too long at stuff that wasn’t even that funny? Was that how they saw me?

         I tugged at my red dress and cleared my throat. William’s hand slid to my back and came to rest on my lower back. His fingers were trembling a little. So was his voice when he leaned in and whispered:

         “I’ve thought about you a lot. I really want to. Right now. Do you want to go to your place?”

         “Um… William, that’s…”

         Out of nowhere, Jackie’s arm appeared and pulled me toward the counter.

         “You must be drunk enough now, Louise! It’s time for dancing!” she shouted.

         I smiled an apology at William and hurried after Jackie, who was heading for a table.

         It was the same song as the one in the dressing room. The one about the girl who didn’t give a shit. Who’d do anything for her man if only he’d stay.

         “I’m really happy I convinced you to get that dress,” Jackie said and pulled me up. “She ran her fingers down the fabric. “You look beautiful.”

         I smiled and leaned toward her. Her hands were tiny and soft. He nails were painted red, same color as my dress. She tried twirling and almost fell off the table, but I caught her in time. I placed my hands on her shoulders and let them travel down her arms, before holding her hips that swung from side to side. Her small steps brought her closer to me. Our noses touched. Her warm breath smelled like alcohol, and it made me drunker than the vodka coke I’d had.

         “William’s looking at you,” she said. “Do you want to hook up with him?”

         I shook my head.

         She laughed in an exaggerated way, throwing back her head. “Don’t lie, sweety. You’re going to fuck. You always do when you drink!”

         “Not always,” I said, but Jackie interrupted me.

         “Come on, let’s make out. That’ll drive him crazy.”

         Her soft lips were suddenly on mine. Her lipstick tasted expensive and luxurious. I wondered if she’d bought it herself or received it as a present. I felt the tip of her tongue, carefully licking my lips, and that’s when I stopped thinking anything. I just felt the pumping beat, and how our breasts touched. Hers were soft and round. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I felt her nipples through her shirt. Our stomachs touched. Our crotches…

         My labia were swelling. I took her hand and placed it on the lower part of my stomach. She laughed and let it slide further down. Caressing my pubic bone. I sighed.

         Someone was hooting. I’d forgotten we had an audience. But I didn’t actually care.

         I freed my lips to sing along with the song, not understanding why I’d found it so annoying earlier. I leaned back in toward Jackie, toward her hand, toward her sweet smell and soft hair that smelled like coconut and sunshine and tropical islands.

         When her phone vibrated in her pocket, I felt it against my thigh.

         She stopped moving, stepped back and read her text. Then she looked at me and screamed.

         “It’s Peter! He’s here!”

         “Now? Here? In Johanna’s apartment?”

         She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, jumped off the table and pushed her way through the apartment. I was left on the table, alone. I tried to keep dancing, but a new song had come on, one I didn’t know, and anyway I wasn’t drunk enough to dance by myself on a table.

          
      

         William threw his shoes in the middle of my hallway like he lived there. He knew the way into the bedroom. I pulled off my dress and lay down on the bed.

         “You’re so beautiful,” he moaned.

         “Oh, shut up,” I mumbled.

         “Huh?”

         “Nothing,” I said.

         He was fumbling with the condom. I switched off the lights.

         “Are you going to make me scream?” I asked. “Say you’ll make me scream.”

         He penetrated me. His hands squeezed my breasts awkwardly. “Um. You can scream now if you want,” he said.

         “Oh, shut up,” I mumbled again.

         Maybe he heard me this time. He didn’t reply. He just came, in a flat, pathetic way. Pulled a face like he was trying to squeeze out a soundless fart. That was it. It was over. He tied a knot on the condom and threw it on the floor, before kissing me on the cheek.

         “Twelve years, man. Twelve years since we graduated. Fuck,” he said.

         “You haven’t changed one bit,” I laughed.

         “I haven’t? You certainly have.”

         I pulled the covers up to my chin. “I have?”

         His face got red. “You’ve become a woman. I don’t know when it happened, but… You’ve become so beautiful, and soft, and…”

         “William. You do know we’re never going to be anything, right?”

         His laugh was oddly hollow. “I’m not an idiot, Louise.”

         “What do you mean?” I asked.

         “If you ask me, it’s about time you tell her. You’ve known her your whole life. That’s a fucking long time to be secretly in love with someone.”

         I rolled my eyes. “You don’t know anything. We’re friends, William. Just because we make out from time to time when we’re drunk, doesn’t mean I’m in love with her.”

         “Whatever.”

         William got up and started to dress.

         “You’re not staying?” I asked.

         He shook his head. “It’s a bit awkward to wake up next to someone who wished you were someone else.” He kissed me and went out into the hallway. I didn’t follow.

         Soon, I heard the door slam.

         I was twisting and turning, unable to fall asleep.

         It wasn’t that I was upset at what William had said. He’d said something similar several times before, actually. No, I couldn’t sleep because I knew that Jackie wasn’t either. She would be screaming into the night now. She’d be sitting on Peter, throwing back her head, getting just what she wanted.

         This Peter guy annoyed me. More than the other men in her life. He was so different than her. So different than me, than her, our friends. Different from the life we led. He gave her something new, something I couldn’t give her.

         He’d been waiting for her in the hallway. I’d jumped off the table and made my way toward them. He’d held on tight to his woolen hat and tried avoiding physical contact with the other guests. Like he was scared they’d rub off on his expensive jacket. He looked like an adult who’d been forced to join a child in a playhouse. An adult who had to bend down and sit awkwardly with his too-long legs in too little space and pretend he liked the sand cake he was offered.

         But even though he was the one out of place, the rest of us were the ones who looked wrong. Too drunk, too unattractive, too happy. We were celebrating a 30th
          birthday, making out with each other, feeling each other up and vomiting on each other, as we had done every weekend since we were fifteen. It was embarrassing.

         With my eyes, I followed their backs out the door. His hand was on her lower back.

         I wondered if he laughed at us when he helped her into the car. Shaking his head at us? And what did she do? Did she defend us, or did she laugh at our absurdity?

         I licked my finger and put it between my legs while I imagined him putting his hand on her thigh as he reversed the car. His hands in black leather gloves. His coat collar up.

         Was the car radio on? Some low jazz music maybe. The bright light in the car, the heat, the soft leather seat that she sank into as the cold September night rushed by her window. Empty streets. One or two bikes. They caught bits of beats and drunk people yelling as they drove past one party after another. People sitting in windows. People dancing to forget, kissing to forget, fucking to forget. All the people who wished they didn’t give a shit. But really, they wanted someone who wanted someone else, who wanted someone else. I bet you could put all the broken hearts of Copenhagen on a string, and it would surely make its way past Frederiksberg where Peter lived.

         She probably felt safe there, I thought. In his car, which he parked in the basement parking lot before guiding her to his apartment. She wouldn’t be drunk anymore. She was sharp when she sat on his couch and he handed her a drink. Not coke and bad vodka. Something that actually tasted good. Something she savored as he leaned over and nibbled her neck. I bit my lip and moved my finger to my clit. He took her drink, helped her out of her dress, squeezed her breasts, caressed her stomach, moaning deeply through his grey beard. A moan that was more like a sigh because he couldn’t comprehend how beautiful Jackie was, how overwhelming.

         I put a finger into my opening – two fingers – as I imagined how he slowly lowered himself over her, and slowly, very slowly, penetrated her. Her brow furrowed, just a single line, that told the story of how she was about to implode completely until there was only her scream left. A scream that tore through the night, made cracks in the darkness so that a white light made its way into Peter’s apartment, blinding them…

         I screamed as I came.

         I rolled over and fell asleep.

          
      

         Jackie swirled the wooden stirrer around in her latté as she watched the traffic outside the café. It had been raining all morning and rain splashed onto the sidewalk whenever a car passed like small tidal waves.

         The foam heart in her glass disappeared little by little. Turning into a shapeless thing. One of those ink blots psychologists want their patients to comment on. My brow furrowed as I considered what to say. Jackie licked the foam off the stirrer.

         “So, you and William, huh?” she said.

         I took a large bite of my croissant and mumbled something unintelligible.

         “What a surprise!” she laughed. “Isn’t it about time you two made it official?”

         “Made what official?” I asked.

         “You’re practically dating,” she said and started counting on her fingers. “I think you’re going on fifteen years now.”

         “We’re not dating,” I said.

         “You sure act like you’re dating every time you get drunk,” she said. “Which is, like, half the time.”

         “He’s not my boyfriend and he never will be.”

         Jackie raised her eyebrows and put up her palms. “Relax, I’m joking.”

         I took a deep breath. “He’s never going to be my boyfriend because I’m in love with someone else.”

         “What?! You’re in love? Why haven’t you told me?”

         She was beautiful. Even hungover. More beautiful than usual. Her hair was greasy, she had bags under her eyes, dry lips that smiled a sneaky smile. Jackie was like a leather jacket or a pair of Levi’s 501s. She could be worn. But she never looked bad. Rock n’ roll through and through. She’d lived and you could tell from looking in her red eyes. Her face was like a movie. A movie about all the beautiful things out there that the rest of us missed. She took it all and devoured it.

         “Hello? Who?” she asked. “Who are you in love with, Louise?”

         I opened my mouth and closed it again. I looked at the crumbs on my plate and picked up a little bit of croissant. I’d been so close to confessing my feelings many times before, but something always stopped me. I licked my lips and parted them again. My tongue moved to say the word You. But Jackie’s phone made a loud aggressive beep.

         “One second,” she said and read the text. Her cheeks colored and she giggled.

         I swallowed the You. Chased it with the rest of my juice. Jackie practically never giggled. She never blushed. I didn’t like it. It didn’t suit her. She looked younger and more naïve.

         “It’s Peter,” she giggled. “He says that… No, I can’t say it out loud!”

         She pulled a face and showed me her phone.

         I skimmed Peter’s novel of a text. It centered around his dick. How hard it got when he thought of Jackie. Where he wanted to put it, and what he wanted her to do with it.

         “Aha,” I said. “And what are you going to say?”

         It beeped again, still in my hand. Peter had sent a picture. Of said dick. Which, yes, was hard. I was so taken aback that I dropped the phone on the floor.

         “Careful!” hissed Jackie. She swore under her breath and wiped her phone on her sleeve as if she could rub away the new crack it had just gotten.

         “Dick,” I said. “I’m sorry, Jackie. But a dick popped up, and I wasn’t expecting it…”

         Jackie rolled her eyes at me. “I know that an adult man’s dick is a bit of an alien thing for you, but that’s not a good reason to bust up my phone. Fuck’s sake.”

         “What does that mean?” I asked.

         You’re always acting so fucking jealous! It’s not my fault you only have William’s sorry little sausage to bring you comfort.”

         “Hey!”

         “Can you even feel him when he’s inside of you? Perhaps that’s why you like it? Why you can stand screwing him when you clearly can’t stand him?”

         My chair overturned behind me when I got up. The café went quiet. Everyone was craning their necks to see what was going on. I didn’t care.

         “Fuck you, Jackie!” I screamed. I grabbed her glass and poured what remained of her latté over her head. “Fuck you, you asshole! It’s you! You whom I’m in love with! And I have to hear about all the random Tinder dates you fuck every weekend. I don’t want to hear any more about Peter´s money, or Peter’s dick, and I really don’t want to see pictures of Peter’s dick. Do you get that?”

         I couldn’t hear the bell above the door ring over the loud traffic as I stormed out of the café. I have no idea if Jackie shouted something at my back. I wished the traffic could also drown out my thoughts, but they were bright like neon letters in my mind, and loud in my ears like someone was pointing a megaphone into my ear, shouting them.

         Our friendship. The friendship we’d been building for most of our lives. The friendship I had just thrown out the window. That friendship was ruined. There was no fixing it.

          
      

         I wandered restlessly around my apartment. Paced from room to room, biting my nails, tearing at my hair. Sat down. Got back up. Boiled water for tea and forgot about it. I thought about texting her. Calling her. But I didn’t know what to say. And whether her phone was broken.

         I looked out the window, watched the clouds flying by, the darkness coming nearer and nearer.

         I listened to my heart, which beat way too fast. To my stomach, which made noises.

         I listened to You, You, You as it repeated itself in my mind like an annoying pop song.

         There was a knock on the door.

         I saw her through the hole. I saw her wet hair and clothes and realized it was raining. Thundering. I opened the door just wide enough that she could see half my face.

         “What?” I asked.

         “Hey,” she said. “Can I come in?”

         I tried looking like I didn’t care either way. I raised my eyebrows, but stepped back to let her in. She stopped in the hallway, the water running off of her, down onto my carpet. My own beautiful rainy cloud.

         “Do you want a towel?” I asked.

         “No,” she said.

         “No?”

         “I just…” She spread her arms wide.

         “Just what?”

         “Are you going to pay for it?”

         “Pay…?”

         “Yes, it’s insanely expensive to get your screen fixed.”

         “There’s a shop close by that does it pretty cheap,” I said.

         “Yeah, but they just replace it with a second-hand screen. Or replace the whole phone with cheaper materials and keep the original Apple parts to sell or whatever, I don’t know!”

         “Get your rich boyfriend to pay.”

         “Fuck you,” she said.

         “Or do you have to suck his dick first?”

         “Fuck you,” she repeated.

         For a moment we just stared at each other. Her face looked sharper than usual in the harsh hallway light. Harsher and less compromising. I closed my eyes and saw how much it had changed throughout the years. Her soft childhood cheeks slowly disappearing. Time had given her a wrinkle between her eyebrows. A decisive line, a worried line. I wanted both to watch it grow even deeper and to make it disappear.

         Her face had changed. Yet her face was the same. Her eyes flickered. Her eyes blue. Clear and sparkling like crystals. The thunder rumbled outside. Water dripped from Jackie’s ponytail and landed on the floor.

         She kissed me. Grabbed my neck and buried her fingers in my messy hair. She pressed her lips hard against mine. Her tongue glided over my teeth, making its way into my mouth. Her nose touched my cheek. Her skin was cold and wet. I pulled off her jacket and it fell to the ground. She kicked off her shoes. We half walked; half ran to my bedroom. She pushed me onto the bed.

         “Fuck you,” she whispered.

         She got on top of me. Her ponytail caressed my cheek.

         My sheets got dark where her wet hair made contact. I have no idea what we were doing. Were we fighting or making love? I shoved her off me and got on top. I pulled of her shirt and held her arms so she couldn’t move. Her chest rose and fell. Her little pink nipples were hard. There were goosebumps on her breasts. I touched her naked skin.

         “You have no idea how many times I’ve dreamed of doing this,” I said.

         “Yes, I do,” she said.

         She sat up and kissed me. She flipped me around and touched my back all the way down to my butt-cheeks and back up again. From high to low. Low to high.

         “I know exactly how many times you’ve dreamed of this. Because I’ve dreamed it too.”

         She parted my legs. Pulled down my panties. Sat on her knees at the end of the bed and stared into my most private place. She caressed my pubes. She smiled when she felt how wet I was. She ran a finger along my labia and put her finger to her lips. Looked me in the eye as she licked it. Tasted me. She buried her face in my crotch. Licked greedily. As a child, Jackie was the type to lick the bowl clean. Now, I was the one she licked clean. Devoured even. She made me scream. She placed a hand on my stomach, feeling it vibrate, feeling my scream, rising from somewhere deep within me, like an avalanche, until my scream drowned out the thunder as the rain whipped against my window.

         We stayed in each other’s arms all night. Arms and legs entangled. I didn’t know where I stopped and Jackie began. It stopped raining. The stars were shining brightly. The sun rose and painted everything pink.

         Jackie sighed and hid her face in her hands.

         “What?” I asked.

         “It’s just… Think of all the years we’ve wasted,” she said.

         “Wasted?” I asked.

         “All those years we’ve secretly loved each other. Think of all the Tinder dates I’ve been on instead of lying here with you.”

         I smiled. “But think of all the time we can spend here now instead of going on Tinder dates.”

         “It will be lovely. But now!” Jackie said and sat up. “Now, we’re getting up!”

         “Wait, what? Why?”

         “There are things to be done, dresses to be bought!”

          
      

         The doors of H&M glided open and we stepped in, hand in hand. The salesclerk smiled at us.

         “Need any help?” she asked.

         “No, thank you. We got it,” said Jackie.

         She dragged me to the nearest rack and found two of the same golden dress. She held them out and looked at me. I nodded.

         We tried them on, and they fit us both perfectly. It looked nice around my hips and breasts, which Jackie had caressed and kissed just a few hours earlier. I looked the same as the last time I was here, but I felt different. I felt invincible. Beautiful. The speakers were playing a love song, and I couldn’t help but sing along. Jackie danced in front of the mirror in the dressing room. I didn’t even consider whether I should say it out loud or not. The words just flew out of my mouth:

         “Fuck you, Jackie. Fuck you, I love you!”
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I arrive at the house the day before Midsummer night's eve. Midsummer, the only holiday worth celebrating. A celebration in the name of nature, rebirth, fertility and love. A festival for all of us. Everyone is here. We are a big group of friends that includes both couples and singles, something that is remarkable at our age. We have bought food and drinks, and we are spending the weekend in a big cabin, it's more like a house. The big and yellow wooden house with huge windows and white crochet curtains is hidden away in the forest.

It is far away from the closest neighbour. The grass around the house is green and hasn't been cut for a while. Wildflowers grow here and there in the grass, and it makes it look like the lawn belongs to the forest. The house is paradise on Earth, and I’ve come here every summer for as long as I can remember. It is a hot day, not warm like southern Europe but hot in a pleasant and crisp way. The cabin is reflected in the quiet lake, the sauna float bobs on the surface, and the forest holds its breath in anticipation. My body fills with expectation and happiness when I help unload the car.

One of my favourite couples, Fredrik and Sofia, are standing in the yellow 70s kitchen with its wornout countertops and linoleum floors. It probably sounds strange to have an ideal couple, but they are always so genuine and including. Both of them are tall and beautiful, and it is almost like they have merged into one single person. They are so comfortable with each other, and they give me their undivided attention when they ask me how I am or how I am doing at work. They touch my arm and smile at me in a way that makes me warm and slightly embarrassed.

I have always distanced myself from them because I am scared of how they make me feel and how my body seems to react when I am close to them, but now I am only being discrete, and I do my best not to force myself on them. They talk cheerfully as they put our groceries away and I check so that everything we will need for the weekend is there. I do it mostly to keep myself occupied while I check out David, who is putting the dry food away in a cupboard. He reaches for the top shelf, and I can see his abs when his t-shirt slides up.

When this happens, I want to walk over to him and comb my fingers through the hair that grows from his bellybutton. He sees that I am staring at him, and he smiles at me. When he raises one of his eyebrows and gives me an amused and challenging look, my body reacts in an almost comical way. My knees wobble, and I can't stop myself from licking my lips. I look down at my shoes for a moment before my eyes wander back to him. From his fit ass to his cropped hair.

My stomach fills up with butterflies when he looks at me again. I clench my jaws and salivate as if I was hungry. I want to eat him. There and then I decide that I will do just that. No more hesitation, I will stop being a coward, and I won't wait for him to take the initiative. I completely forget about the plate in my hand, and as I stand there, staring at his tanned body that I want to eat vanilla ice cream from, I promise myself to dare. At least for the weekend.

 

I go for a walk to soak up the beauty of the forest once again. The silence. Greatness. The birches, pine trees and firs. The moss is taking over the forest floor. The marches that you have to look out for. The mosquitoes that bite me and take my blood. The untouched wilderness that is so hard to find nowadays but that exists here in this small spot that looks just like a romantic nature painting. I touch the trees with the palm of my hand as I pass them. I cut myself on some of the sharper tree trunks, but the connection that I feel makes my body bubble.

The sound of the forest and the birdsong follows me like a friend. I enjoy being lonely out here, and I embrace the solitude before I need to go back and join the party. I reach a creak and carefully walk down the rocks that lead down to it. I scoop up the clear and turquoise water in my hands and drink it. The water is cold, and my hands go numb, but I keep them there. I don't want to pull them out of the beautiful water that has managed to get here from the mountain. I quickly pull my light summer dress over my head and step into the cold water.

Standing there, I let my hands wander over the goosebumps covering my frozen body, and I feel my soft curves. My hands roam over my collarbones, my breasts and my stomach before I reach my hairy pubic mound. There I stand, naked and free, and I move my hand back and forth over my clitoris. A thought has been growing in my mind lately, a theory about nature as a living mechanism, as an entity to worship. We would all be dead without nature, we all know that, but still, we don't live by that truth.

What I feel now is a physical and robust need for nature, a desire to be close to nature. My body has started to react differently to nature lately. It is taken over by an everpresent horniness. I want to throw myself naked into nature, become one with the trees, the earth and the grass. There is so much that I desire, and I don't know what it is I need. I only know that I will try, try to let go. Try to find the magic. And with the last movement of my hand and a sigh of relief, I am one step closer to that magical world.

I love the way my body feels when I get out of the water. It stings and tingles as the heat returns to it. I will try to remember this feeling. It grounds me, and I need all the calm I can get if I want to become a flirty and brave person. A person that takes the initiative and grabs what she wants. First, David.

 

We are sitting on the dock, alone and quiet. We hear the noise from the dinner party in the distance and it makes the setting even more perfect. The smell of barbecue, the ultimate scent of summer, still tickles my nose. The forest around us is reflected in the dark water. I let my legs swing over the side of the dock, dip them in the water and create little ripples on the surface. It looks like all the magnificent trees around the lake are dancing. The sky is pale and light blue, and the sun is low in the sky. A family of ducks swims in the distance and the mosquitoes buzz like crazy.

David looks at me and the tension between us is palpable, so I take a deep breath and place my hand on his thigh. I feel how his muscles tense from my touch, how they make my hand move, and how goosebumps appear under the soft hairs underneath the palm of my hand. I lock eyes with him, let my hand wander in underneath his shorts and close it around his erection. He looks at me with huge eyes and moans. I move my hand up and down his stiff cock, and I can feel his veins and the soft tip of it.

I moan when I feel him in my hand. It gives me a feeling of power that takes over my entire body. I keep stroking him while looking into his eyes, and I enjoy how shocked he is by my straightforwardness. I lean forward and kiss his plump lips as I slowly pull down his denim shorts. The dock feels hard underneath my knees when I get up and straddle him with gracious precision. When I gently lower my body down over his erection, and he enters my wet pussy with ease, he swears from surprise and excitement. I left my panties in my suitcase up in my room.

My short dress falls over us, and I move my body slowly up and down. The kiss deepens, and we are still looking at each other. It is all so raw and intense, and it makes me want to laugh. Instead, I squeeze him even harder inside of me, and I slowly grind against his body until I reach climax in just a couple of minutes and scream out my pleasure. He cums shortly after me, and he holds my hips in a tight grip until he stops shaking. He looks at me with sleepy and dreamy eyes.

“Wow. Just, wow.”

I smile and kiss him on the nose. When I stand up, there is blood on his cock and my thighs. The penetration must have triggered my period. Now I let the laughter out, and then I take off my dress and stand there naked in front of him for a couple of seconds. I let him admire my curves before I dive into the water and let it rinse my body. The water feels like velvet against my skin, crisp and refreshing. He follows my example, and as we lie there in the water, Veronica, Charlotte and Trude join us.

I watch their naked bodies from the surface as they undress and jump into the warm and pleasant water. The thought that they might have heard us sends a shiver down my spine, and I am ready for another orgasm. The fact that they probably saw us having sex and then came down to skinnydip with us drives me crazy and sends jolts of electricity through my stomach and into my arms, legs and vagina.

Trude and Charlotte have been together for a couple of years now, and they quickly find each other in the water. It almost feels like I shouldn’t watch them as their intimacy is so full of love, which makes it even more tempting. They are the complete opposites of each other, and they complement each other beautifully as they embrace each other against the ladder. Veronica is floating a bit further out, and she is looking up at the light sky that would be covered in stars if it was any other time of the year or if we were anywhere else in the world.

Here, the midnight sun keeps the stars away. I swim over to her, and we take each other's hands. Her hair floats around her like an orange feather, and she looks like an angel. Holding hands with her feels so natural. We lie close together, listening to the sounds of kisses and bodies bobbing in the water, enjoying the summer night.

 

When we get out of the water and walk up the hill that leads to the house, we are met by an empty dinner table.

“Goodnight”, I whisper when I walk past the few people that are still awake.

Some of them play cards at the table in the living room, and some of them are relaxing on the brown leather sofa. They are all wearing cosy pyjamas or big hoodies over their fancier dinner outfits, and, at that moment, I realise how cold I am. David, Veronica and I continue up to my room. I am one of the few people in the house that has a double bed in my room, and we all get in under the big and soft duvet before we kiss and stroke each other to sleep.

 

The morning dew covers the grass in the dawn. The day has come. Midsummer is here. I wake up before everyone else, the deck bathes in the sunshine, but it’s still chilly outside. Everything is quiet and peaceful. A bird sings in the distance, and the wind makes the trees move from side to side. There is not a single cloud in the sky, and it’s beautiful. I sit down in the grass, and it feels cold against the parts of my body that aren’t covered by my nightgown. The grass welcomes me, and I sink in it.

If there is anything more amazing than days like these, a day with such natural and pure beauty, I would like to know what it is. The air feels extra easy to breathe today, and I fill my lungs until they reach their full capacity. It was a long time since they reached their full capacity. As I lie there in the green and wild grass, looking up at the sky, Torbjörn and Leo join me with cups of coffee in their hands. The scent of the coffee tickles my nostrils and makes my stomach growl.

They sit down next to me, and we sit there in silence. I place my head in Leo's lap while he strokes my hair. The softtouch comes naturally. It is almost like our souls are quietly begging us to be intimate. To be close. His legs are hairy, and I track each hair carefully with my finger. The hairs on his legs remind me of the grass underneath me, growing at a slow pace and creating a soft and tangled mess. After a while, a physical longing to be touched even more grows in me. My vagina starts pulsating, and I feel the bulge in Leo's pants grow underneath me.

As I lie there next to his erection, I throw a glance at his blushing face. Then I look at Torbjörn who has also picked up the sudden tension in the air. You can almost smell the horniness radiating from our bodies. We hear the others wake up in the house, a creaking door, a voice saying something to someone else that we can't hear because of the distance.

“Come, let’s go and pick some flowers,” I suggest, and we get up and walk towards the field.

We walk past some calm and grazing cows, and buttercup flowers grow in massive amounts all around us. Soon we stand in the middle of the field, and tall grass surrounds us. The cows are mooing sporadically, and the wind pulls slightly in our clothes. We start picking flowers to put in our hairs and to decorate the Midsummer pole with. We pick flowers of different kinds, size and colour but I can't relax. I can't enjoy the beautiful colours and the dreamy countryside until my body has been released from this tension.

I feel my juices trickle down my thighs, my fingers itch, and my heart beats from desire. I don't want to disturb the fragile air with my words. I don't want to burst the bubble of spontaneity and destiny. Words are not necessary. Instead, I jump up on Torbjörn's back. He stands steady even if he is a bit surprised by my childish attack. He runs in a full circle, and I laugh and hold on to him. Then he falls over, and I end up underneath him. His eyes sparkle, and he spreads my thighs as he presses his erection against my wet panties.

My body fills up with desire, a crazy desire that I have never felt before, not this intense and insatiable. I think about David and Veronica that I left in my bed. But my short moment of guilt disappears when Leo joins us in the grass. Two pairs of hands are now pulling my nightgown away from my thighs and over my stomach before they pull it off me. Even if it is a hot day, I feel a shiver down my spine and goosebumps cover my skin. I can feel each blade of the grass in every cell of my body.

The sudden gust of wind makes my breasts tense up, and my nipples are pulsating in an almost painful way. They scream for someone's lips, and I arch my back to attract attention to them. The sun burns my exposed skin, and the wind cools it off. They both shower my naked skin with featherlight kisses. Torbjörn's beard scratches me in a delightful way. They take turns. They fight over the sighs of pleasure that leaves my mouth. I can't wait any longer, and their hands on my body aren't enough, they are teasing me. They are careful and gentle.

Torbjörn stands in between my thighs, so it’s easy for me to pull his shorts down. I push my wet panties to the side, and with my legs around his hips, I pull him against me and welcome his cock in my wet pussy. I hold him there, wrap my legs tighter around his waist and start grinding against his body, up and down. I’m riding him. He is stuck, and I see how he relaxes and enjoys the fact that I am in charge. Leo keeps kissing my naked breasts as they slam into his face when I move my body against Torbjörn.

With Leo's tongue against my satisfied nipple, I feel a sudden urge to feel a cock in my mouth, to taste it and to let my tongue play with its pulsating tip. I slow down a little so that I can focus, and then I pull Leo's shorts down. I find his stiff cock, and it slams against my mouth when I free it. I start by teasing the swollen tip of his penis with the tip of my tongue. His cock twitches by the touch so I grab it by the root with my hand, strokes his balls and licks him while my tongue circles around his tip. I twist my tongue and enjoy exploring his erection with it.

I take him deeper in my mouth and spread his legs wider so that I can reach his balls and his perineum. I massage his buttocks the same way as Torbjörn massages mine. I tense my buttocks and move faster again as Torbjörn applies more pressure to my clitoris and circles it with his thumb. I don't know what to do with myself, my body trembles with every touch. I feel electric. As if all of my cells and all of my being is reaching climax. I give Torbjörn a little more space to move so that he can fuck me with more force while I meet his every thrust with my hips.

He has a firm grip around my hips, and I have to adjust the pace in which I’m sucking Leo's cock to the rhythm of Torbjörn. I am close to an orgasm, and I change my focus to Leo to last a bit longer. I let my fingers explore Leo's ass, and I tickle his anus. He arches against my hand, and I let a finger slide in. With a moan that sounds almost desperate, he reaches over me and grabs Torbjörn. They kiss, and I feel Leo's cock pulsating in my mouth. I pull his cock out of my mouth with a wet popping sound and let him cum all over Torbjörn's stomach. And then I focus on my orgasm.

When I cum, my muscular contractions trigger Torbjörn's orgasm, and he reaches his climax. When we are all done trembling, we lie there laughing in the grass, covered in dirt, sperm, pussy juices, sweat and blood. We laugh so that our stomachs hurt, and I feel my body ache after all the sex that I’ve been having over the last twentyfour hours. We finish picking the flowers, and I notice how Leo and Torbjörn seem to be thirsting for each other’s touch, somewhat embarrassed. I smile at how the two friends exchange sensual glances and move slightly awkwardly around each other.

 

When we get back to the house, everyone is awake, and the preparations for the party has started. I see smiles and white teeth wherever I look, and everyone has a spring in their steps as they set the table and prepare for the party. The long table is covered in thick linen cloths, and I see plates with tiny blue flowers on them, beautiful crystal glasses and empty vases. I can smell the potatoes, salmon and pickled herring from the house. Birch tree branches are spread out as decorations, and our flowers will make everything look like a postcard.

Our friends give us amused looks when we come back with the flowers and place them in the vases. None of them seems to judge us, and nobody is asking questions. Veronica walks up to me, kisses me on the cheek and stays close to me until I kiss her on the lips.

“Thanks for a nice night”, she whispers into my ear, and she lets her lips linger there in a sensual way.

“Thank you”, I say, slightly embarrassed that I just had sex with two other people. But then she shows me how to braid flowers and leaves into a perfect Midsummer crown, and I know everything is right between us.

 

Everyone is standing behind their chairs, waiting for me as I walk out of the house. I stroll down the staircase, and what I see fills me with joy—the sun, the wind in the trees, my beautiful friends, summery food in abundance and the colourful wildflowers. I feel everyone’s eyes on me. It makes me feel like a sexy goddess in my paper-thin and see-through dress and the crown of purple, pink and blue flowers in my wavy hair. I get a funny feeling that I am a predator, a big cat or a reptile, watching my friends with my beautiful but dangerous eyes as I assess the situation.

Everyone watches me see what I will do with my power. I walk slowly towards my chair; my dress blows in the wind like a cape. I look at everyone and smile at them, then I raise my glass to them and say: “Cheers to this Midsummer night's eve and to all the beautiful friends that have gathered here today. I also want to raise my glass to fertility, one of the main reasons we celebrate this holiday. But also, to my period that makes it possible for me to enjoy all this fantastic sex without worrying about the consequences. Here is to letting go of our inhibitions!”

Everybody raises their glasses and laugh. The glasses make a beautiful sound when everyone cheers and the bubbly drink feels fizzy on my tongue and in my throat. It fills my empty stomach and warms it up as I wait for the fantastic Midsummer buffet. New potatoes with dill, salmon, pickled herring, pies, chives and a summery salad with nuts and pomegranate. And loads of strawberries, of course. I was in charge of the strawberries and, in my opinion, there can never be too many strawberries. My mouth is watering, and I fill my plate with food.

My muscles are tired after the physical activities of yesterday and this morning and the food tastes like heaven. We eat, laugh, sing and talk for hours as the sun scares away the few clouds that appear in the sky. When the food is running out on the table, we sing even more songs about summer. We aren’t great singers, and sometimes we don't even know the lyrics, but the perfect day makes it all sound beautiful anyway. We sing traditional Midsummer songs, old Swedish songs and even some Disney songs for the heck of it.

We sing every song we can think of, just for the sake of singing. Then we dance around the Midsummer pole. We have decided to remake the traditional phallic symbol into a vagina. Hand in hand, we dance around the vagina that is covered in leaves and flowers. We are all dressed in white clothes; dresses and suits that are full of stains from grass and wine by the end of the dancing.

 

The afternoon goes by quickly, and we play party games and football, and I am pleased that nobody breaks any bones when we improvise some acrobatics. Everyone is satisfied, the laughter is contagious, and as the sun wanders lower on the sky. Our movements become slower, and our hands linger on each other's bodies longer and longer. Mouths that were talking up until now starts whispering and kissing. Wherever I look, new constellations of my intimate friends seem to appear.

It is like we have all become polyamorous and embrace the sensation of closeness and loving lust that takes over my body. I am sitting in the grass again, and Alex massages my shoulders with strong fingers at the same time as Felicia tries to read my future in the palms of my hands. She explains that she has taken an online course but that she hasn't quite figured it out yet. She follows the lines in my palms with her perfect nails and the tickling sensation, together with the sound of her rings bumping into each other, puts me in some trance.

She is incredibly beautiful, and I feel like I am drowning in her dark eyes. How can anyone's eyes be that dark but still have so much variation and light in them? I see spots of gold in them, and I sink deeper into my trance. Her lips look soft when they shape into words like future and hope. I can barely hear what she says. I am blown away by her beauty. I look at her hands again. You would expect a woman who sleeps with other women to have short nails. It's a sign that a woman is interested in sleeping with women.

Felicia's nails would scratch me if she slid them into my wet vagina, but I would love to feel those fingers all over the rest of my body. When she sees me staring at her with hungry eyes, she stops talking. I think about myself as a predator again and a voice influenced by reason, and the norms of society whisper to me to take it easy and be more regular. But I ignore the whisper and replace it with my fantasies as I lean forward and attack her mouth. She meets my lips, ready and full of desire. Her tongue moves fast in my mouth and finds my tongue.

Our tongues are wet and sloppy when they meet, and they send shivers throughout my body. Felicia is trying to get as close to me as possible, and her weight pushes me back against Alex. I feel her hunger, and it matches mine. I get on top of her and roll her around in the grass. The way she laughs in between the kisses makes butterflies appear in my stomach, and my pussy pulsates from desire. Her white dress is stained by grass and dirt, destroyed, but perfect—a reminder of how fragile our life is beautiful.

Life is worth living because of how fragile everything is, how little time we have, and how easy it is to miss your chance. The desire inside of me reminds me of a quarry, the deep and clear water, beautiful and scary at the same time. It reminds me of a river, threatening everything in its way with destruction, showing strength and a will to survive. It reminds me of the creak that brings life to spring after a long winter. It reminds me of a tree that grows big and strong and lets its roots plough through the dirt and takes up space with its magnificent greatness with no excuses.

A tree that lets its branches stretch towards the sky and embrace the freedom without any shame or fear of heights. I am on top of her now, my fingers deep inside of her wet pussy and my mouth around her stiff nipple. Her perfect nails scratch my back, the pain and the pleasure results in even deeper contractions in my pulsating and wet vagina. I lie down in between her plump thighs and let our swollen vaginas meet—my hairy vagina against her smooth and shaved one. As I grind against, her, I manage to bury more and more of my hand in her warm vagina.

Her soft walls press against my hand, and she feels unbelievably wet and gentle when she squeezes my fingers. She trembles underneath me, and I find indescribable pleasure in making her cum once, and then once more. Her nails leave bloody marks on my skin, and it makes my climax even stronger. When I look up, I realise that we never left our friends to get some privacy and that we are fucking in the middle of them all. They don't seem to mind, though. They are all too busy with their intimate games. A dark cloud appears on the sky and threatens to destroy an otherwise perfect day, but what would Midsummer be without at least five minutes of rain.

So, I welcome the raindrops on my sensitive skin. They gather there until a wave of lust emerges from within and explodes in our tender embrace. The raindrops cool down my hot skin and recharge my tired muscles so that I can move faster, push harder and bring us to another climax.

 

We run through the forest like children. Dry branches scratch our naked bodies. More blood to sacrifice to mother earth. Pinecones and moss crackle under our bare feet. The sun has heated the forest floor, but the air is fresh and my nipples are stiff and pulsate in harmony with the constant pulsating in between my legs. The pain is a pleasure, and I am waiting patiently for the next human touch. Now I am almost one with nature. Someone starts to call out into the forest, someone else joins in, and soon we are all screaming in between our breaths.

I picture creatures, fairies, gnomes and trolls watching us from their hiding places. I see their wild eyes and their sharp teeth between the dark trees. There are mystery and desire in the air, and it has me in its grip. Midsummer night's eve is supposed to be a culmination of supernatural activity. I imagine fairies dancing, and for some strange reason, I want to see Näcken, a water spirit from Swedish folklore that lures people into the lake with his violin to drown them.

 

When we reach the hidden lake in the forest, all I can see is treetops and my friend's naked bodies on the surface of the water, but when I close my eyes, I think that I can hear violins playing in the forest. It is carried with the wind through the birch trees. Näcken's spell would never be able to drown us, though. We would embrace the endless dancing to the man's violin. I am sure of it. I swim over to Fredrik and Sofia. Tonight is the perfect night to see if they want to play with me. If they want to let me join them in their intimate bubble, of course.

Up until this point, they have only been with each other, although it seems like everyone else have completely let go of their inhibitions after my speech about fertility. They stop kissing each other and look at me, then they open their arms and embrace me. As if they are one supernatural and beautiful being, they welcome me into their arms, and they immediately start to stroke me and kiss me in the dark water.

 

When we get out of the water, we are covered in mud from the bottom of the lake, but nothing can stop our freespirited hearts tonight. Instead, we hug each other and walk into a part of the forest where the light of the midnight sun does not reach. When we walk home around three in the morning, the gravel road crackles under our feet. The dim light of dusk lights up the road, and it won’t be darker than this today, the sun refuses to go down. The clear northern sky and the never ending light frames the perfect day. Today will last forever, but it will also be over in a heartbeat.

We jump over a ditch, and the tall grass tickles our knees. The summer is just beginning, but it has also been summer for an eternity. Our bodies have forgotten how it feels to be weighed down by clothes. Only the midnight sun touches our skin now. And us. Hand in hand, we lie down on a bed of flowers. Who needs to pick flowers when you can lie down on top of them? We rest our tired bodies on buttercups, daisies, lupines, clovers and forget-me-nots.

Our knees are covered in freckles and scrapes. Sun kissed bodies sprinkled with bruises. Bruises from bathing from cliffs, climbing trees, and making love. The summer brought new life to our youth. Our inhibitions melted away with the snow. Now we live like dragonflies believing we are turtles, crocodiles or other relics from the beginning of times and that we will survive everyone else.

 

The grass tickles the palms of my hands, the wild field surrounds me and rocks me in its embrace. I have the choice to keep my eyes open and look at the pink sky and the clouds that slowly pass above my head. Or I can close my eyes and feel even closer to the ground and the sensations that are taking over my body. I choose to close my eyes. I let the beauty of the night exist out of sight. I don't need its beauty right now. My sight has to be compromised to give room for the longing of my body and my soul, to be one with nature—a bellflower was blowing in the wind.
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