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         I knew that everyone masturbates. It really shouldn’t be taboo anymore – women touch themselves. I did. And I wasn’t afraid to say it out loud. Yet still, something inside of me was ashamed. Something that couldn’t shake the feeling that it was wrong. That it was something to be quiet about. Something only I did. Like I was dirty. When I spoke about masturbation and really tried to appear free, that feeling was gnawing at me. It made me feel like a hypocrite. But when I was traveling in New York and came across something called ‘Female Pleasure Circle’ I thought, It’s time! Time to challenge this taboo that was keeping me down. I wanted to masturbate without shame.

          
      

         When the day came around, I wasn’t feeling so game anymore. I almost turned around several times on my way there. The class was taking place in a yoga studio by a subway station. I noticed the sign immediately when I emerged from the station. I swallowed once. Was this really my thing? Then I grew some balls. No! I grew a vagina! Regardless, I found my way over there, up the stairs and into the waiting room. A few women were there already. They smiled kindly, some chatted and laughed like it was the most natural thing in the world to be waiting for a group masturbation session with women you didn’t know. I avoided eye contact. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so awkward in my life.

          
      

         Finally, the instructor appeared. Or is that what she should be called? The night’s facilitator. She had big, curly hair and was wearing a flowery silk kimono.

         “Welcome,” she said, smiling big. “I’m so happy to see you!”

         She led us inside a large, warm studio. The light was soft and it smelled like scented candles. Soft pillows and blankets were spread out on the floor.

         “Please take off your clothes,” she said, gesturing at us nonchalantly and let her own kimono fall to the floor. I looked around anxiously. Everybody started undressing. And so did I.

         “Ah!” exclaimed the instructor when we were all standing there naked. She took a deep breath and exhaled deeply. “Now we can really feel ourselves, right?”

         She bent down and picked up a paint set and a paint brush. She started painting on us, telling us the purpose was for us to acknowledge our own unique beauty. To appreciate ourselves and realize that our bodies deserved our touch. Colorful patterns spread over the different bodies in the room. I closed my eyes when I felt the cool brush on my own skin. She painted my one breast pink, painting a ribbon down my stomach, around my waist and down below my butt-cheek. I felt so awkward. No woman had every touched me like this.

         “SO BEAUTIFUL!” she exclaimed when she was done.

         She took us all in with her eyes, smiling her big, warm smile, and I felt a little less awkward. We were each painted with a different color. Pink, orange, yellow, olive and brown. The instructor har painted red patterns on herself.

          
      

         We sat down on the pillows in a circle. Six women total, but no one introduced themselves by name. Instead, we talked about what we called it. “Pussy.” “Cunt.” “Conyo.” And “flower.” There were women here from the US, Spain, France. And Denmark; me. I’d never found a word that felt right. These foreign names allowed me to escape negative connotations from Danish words like “kusse.” But the others thought that was a great word. They tried pronouncing it and that made us all laugh. Their accents made it sound adorable. One woman thought it sounded like a mouth getting ready to kiss someone.

         We talked about our first times masturbating. Sweet, funny stories. Moving. One woman had a really hard time getting the words out. She smiled and giggled and got embarrassed. But as soon as she got started, the words came spilling out of her.

         We reached a certain vulnerable openness I’ve never experienced before talking about masturbation. The conversation has always been a bit crass. And direct. Like that was the only way for my sexuality to be okay. As if it had to be masculine to exist. Here there was room for a whole different kind of sexuality. We could talk about horniness and vulnerability at the same time.

         Then it was time to begin. The instructor handed us dildos made of crystals. We touched them. They were smooth and cold. We pushed the pillows aside and laid down in a circle, our heads in the middle. Our bodies were beaming as they took up the shape of a star.

         The instructor asked us to caress our bodies with the crystals. Because it deserved it. I let the dildo slide over my stomach, around my breasts and up my neck. It felt cool and smooth against my skin. I sensed the heat of the bodies next to me at the same time.

         “Lick it,” the instructor encouraged us and I let it slide in between my lips, listening to the sound of wet mouths opening around me. My tongue curled around the crystal, and I licked it. I’d never thought that licking a dildo could feel nice, but it did. It was smooth and delicious and awoke my senses. And the sound of the others doing the same titillated me.

         “Let it caress your inner thighs,” she said, and we did. We let the dildo slide around and wake up all the sensitive cells of the skin.

         “When you feel ready, you can allow it to explore the petals of your flower but hold off on letting in enter for now.”

         I led the dildo to glide lightly along and over my labia. My crotch was swelling already, and my clitoris was pounding away so sweetly. We were told to insert the crystal now. And to take note of how it made us feel. And to keep going even if we felt self-conscious.

         But I didn’t feel self-conscious at all.

         “Feel free to express yourselves,” said the instructor. And then she didn’t say any more.

         I heard the others’ breathing. Affectionate. Sighing. Deep. Then quicker. And quicker. The hair from the women next to me touched my cheeks. They were warm and sweaty. I heard moaning. Different kinds of gasps. A deep exhale. A scream. Our sounds became synchronistic despite their differences. Like we were influencing each other. It made me think of how the menstrual cycles of women who spend a lot of time together, can sync up. This was like that. It was like some heathen witch ritual. The more the others moaned the hornier I got and the more I moaned. We were like a symphony of gasps and moans that rose together and ended in a huge climax.

         We orgasmed together. I’d never tried anything like it. We didn’t even touch each other. A wave just came crashing in, swooped us all up and broke with a symphonic moan.

         Now, our circle was exhaling. We held each other’s hands. Giggled. Stroked each other gently. We were together in this. It was both sexy, vulnerable and funny. We rolled around on our stomachs and touched dildoes like we were toasting. Laughed some more. Nothing stood between us anymore. No embarrassment. No shame. Suddenly, one of the women leaned into the circle and licked her dildo, still wet with her juices. I closed my eyes and felt a shoulder pressing against mine. I heard giggling. The sound of soft kisses. I turned my head and met another mouth. A careful, but wet tongue. Then I felt a smooth dildo on my lips. No longer cool. Warm. And moist. I opened my mouth and let it inside. I licked the salty-sweet juice and closed my lips around it. I let it slide in and out, noticing how it made me more aroused.

         I opened my eyes and looked around. Looked into the eyes of the other women. Challenging. Searching. Mischievous. The instructor didn’t say a word. She was still smiling her big, warm smile but looked just as surprised as the rest of us.

         “I like this,” someone said. We giggled in unison. She said what we were all thinking. We all leaned in and started kissing. To the right, and to the left. There was so much love in this room. The love we’d shown ourselves by coming here today was now spilling over. That’s what it felt like. We had to pass it on. Share it. My mouth met two others at once. Soft, wet lips. Playful, licking tongues. A fourth tongue moved up my neck. I turned to it and met it in a juicy kiss. I heard giggles and moans around us. Oh! My whole body felt so soft. I was so warm and relaxed. So cuddly. And so wet. I was sweating like crazy, and my pussy – I really liked that word – was drenched. I longed for release again, even though it had only been five minutes since I orgasmed.

         I felt a hand on my butt-cheek. Another hand grabbed my breast, and a mouth licked my nipple. I turned around and leaned up against the woman to my left. She held me with her arms, painted brown, fondling my breasts as she licked my ear. Oh! Her tongue was so cheeky and merry; my whole body tingled.

         A writhing, rocking, giggling wave soared through all of us. Then I saw one of the other women, the one who was painted green, put her hands on the hips of instructor and spread her legs. It made me jump a little bit. I don’t know why. But one thing was touching and kissing, another thing was… Oh! She leaned her head down toward the instructor’s pussy and started kissing it and penetrating her with a dildo. I could tell that the instructor was just as surprised as I was. And that she loved it.

         She closed her eyes, moaned and laughed. “Yes!”

         And I wanted to join. We all did. We wanted to give the instructor the love that she’d helped us feel. We gathered around her, licked her breasts, her neck, her feet. We sighed and giggled, and she moaned with pleasure. Two women took turns licking her clitoris and kissing her lips, while the woman in green paint penetrated her slowly with the dildo. I licked her breast greedily while two others licked the other.

         Then the woman painted yellow sat on her face. I gasped. It seemed very flippant to me, forcing your crotch on someone’s mouth like that! Flippant… and free. It occurred to me that in this room, nothing was wrong, and everything was rooted in love. The instructor moaned louder, and I could see her mouth working under the yellow woman’s curly pubic hair. Fuck, it made me so horny!

         I got up and started kissing the yellow one’s mouth and breasts. Her bosom were large, and she was so sexy, sitting there, free and horny, demanding to have her pussy licked. And she just received. One of the other women, the one painted brown, started kissing her as well and pinched my nipple. Then the yellow one pulled me close, so we were face to face on top of the instructor. Her big, round breasts pressed against mine. Close. And I felt the instructor’s tongue under us. Curious, greedy and playful. She explored us both while we laughed and kissed each other. I don’t know why we all kept laughing. But this was all so funny. We were experimenting, and everything we tried was humorous.

         Next to us, two others were going at it. One fucked the other with her hand. Then she got down on her knees and started licking her pussy. The one painted brown, who had been giving the instructor a dildo massage, now moved the dildo to the one licking pussy. I noticed how she jumped a little in surprise when the dildo was suddenly inserted into her pussy – she wasn’t expecting it. We all laughed again.

         The yellow one got off the instructor and straddled my thigh instead. The brown one sat on my other thigh, and they started rubbing their pussies against me, laughing and moaning, while I was still being licked by the instructor so magnificently that I almost couldn’t take it. I was so wet and felt like I was going to explode, but I managed to keep my orgasm at bay. The two others started caressing the instructor with their hands and tongues. I felt her squirm under me and moan as she licked me harder and even more wildly.

         I couldn’t hold it in anymore. With two women riding my thighs and a third licking and biting my pussy so sweetly, I came. A wave rushed through my entire body and I felt myself squirting all over the instructor’s face when I let myself go.

         “Oh!” she exclaimed, and then both she and the two women on my thighs came as well. So freeing. We licked the pussy juice off the instructor’s face, kissed and hugged and writhed. Our body paint was smeared and mixed and I was more satisfied than I’d ever been. Full of love and generosity.

         The instructor and I grabbed hold of the orange woman, who’d been going down on the instructor. The instructor wrapped her arms and legs around her from behind and massaged her breasts. I wrapped my legs around her from the front and put my hand between her legs. We had so much to give and we kissed and fucked her hard and lovingly with our hands. Her ecstatic screams mixed with the screams of the other women, who sounded like they were doing something very pleasurable as well.

         We rolled around. Bodies collided affectionally. Legs, arms, hands. My hand closed around a dildo and my face landed near a clean-shaven pussy. I couldn’t see whom it belonged to, but I felt an urge to taste it. I had never gone down on a woman before, but the thought made me horny. Carefully, I let the tip of my tongue find the folds around the clitoris and was satisfied when I felt her startle. I licked the skin next to the clit, around it, over it, teasingly, before burying my whole mouth in her pussy and sucking the little, soft knob to bits. The woman moaned indulgently, which made me feel brave enough to seek down to her wet hole. I tasted the juices and inhaled the smell of desire. Then I let the dildo penetrate her as I kept licking and licking. I loved feeling her twist under me.

         Suddenly I felt my buttocks being spread apart. A finger slid into my pussy. I moaned. More fingers. I closed my eyes. When I opened them again and looked over my shoulder, I saw the woman painted green lick my pussy juice off her fingers. We made eye contact and laughed. Then she inserted her fingers in me again and leaned in. I was bending down and licking the clitoris of the clean-shaven pussy when I felt that the fingers in my pussy were being replaced by a tongue. A tongue that started exploring in the direction of my butthole. She licked and kissed, making me accidently bite the other woman’s clitoris. She screamed from pleasure and came in my mouth. But I was too distracted to properly praise myself for having gone down on another woman so successfully. The tongue playing with my butt demanded all my attention. I was overwhelmed by desire again as I moaned and begged for more. I heard the green one laugh and say “As you wish,” as she slipped a finger into my ass. Oh! And now she put a dildo up my pussy, fucking me in both holes at ones. Someone else started licking my breasts; my whole body shook. I heard moans around me. Felt hands and dildos. Mouths. A set of lips met mine, our tongues dancing. My hand squeezed a breast. The mouth moved from mine and I heard the sound of a wet pussy getting licked as a big, soft butt appeared in front of my face. In a trance I watched it coming my way, swaying from side to side.

         I was so full of ecstatic desire from that dildo and that finger, which glided in and out of my pussy and asshole with increasing intensity. The twisting bodies around me were shaking from holding back screams. I bit the ass in front of me. And she screamed. I put my tongue in between her butt-cheeks and licked like my life depended on it while I moaned and thrusted from all the almost painful sweetness happening in my crotch area. I orgasmed again, laughing my head off with the women in front of me and behind me.

          
      

         Still smiling, we crawled over to the one getting her pussy licked. Now, four of us were on her, licking and touching, while a fifth straddled her. She was Spanish and she enjoyed it so much she screamed in her mother tongue, which made us all laugh at the joy she was experiencing. After that we helped the orange and the green ones pleasure each other with the same dildo. They were sitting in front of each other, wrapped around each other, pussy to pussy. We put the ends of the dildo up each of them, and they started rocking back and forth as we kissed them and rubbed their pussies. We watched as the dildo appeared and disappeared. They moaned so sweetly as they fucked each other. We moaned and laughed. We were in this together. The pleasure between these two was felt by all of us. They started screaming.

         Several of us had one hand on them and the other on our own clitorises. I bit my lip and rubbed my clit against someone else’s thigh. She smiled at me as we moved together like scissors, hole against hole and she pulled a dildo up between us. I noticed the final two doing the same thing, three pairs in one big pile, fucking ourselves and each other with dildos. And we were beginning to run out of energy. I was so sore inside from all those orgasms. And still, the lust and the love kept flowing through me. I was so full of love for these women, these strangers, and I wanted more.

         We rocked against each other, softly, lovingly. I enjoyed feeling the wet pussy against mine, feeling her pubic bone against my clit. Feeling her hair. Her thighs. Her softness. I leaned back lazily and found a breast to suck. Loving touches everywhere. We kissed everyone. Touched everyone, fucked everyone.

         We felt lazy and warm and tired, full of love for ourselves and each other, when suddenly one of the other women screamed louder. I felt myself clenching and sensed a final wave of greedy lust rushing through me. It hit all of us. Our moaning got louder and more superficial. Our movements got quicker and rougher. We laughed, giving in. We had almost nothing left to give but couldn’t help it. We screamed and writhed when the grand finale rolled through us from deep, deep within. My whole body got warm and shaky and I felt a deep sense of happy release. My nipples were hard as rocks, my pussy was shaking, every cell in my body was awoken when we all came together in a gigantic scream.

          
      

         Finally, the calm. We were still kissing, still caressing, still sliding against each other. “Mmm,” someone said. “Ah…” Soft touches until we were back in the circle we’d started in. We grabbed each other’s hands, kissed and laughed. Exhausted. Full. Satisfied like none of us had ever been before. The instructor was no longer an instructor. She was one of us. This night brought us together forever, and we closed our eyes and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

         The next morning, we helped each other wash off the paint and get dressed. We cleaned up and went out to get breakfast together, talking about this and that. And laughing.
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The stuffiness knocks me off my feet today. Polluted air settles in my lungs, sweat trickling down the inside of my thighs rubbing against each other. In the pockets of my jacket, there are old, validated bus and tram tickets and a student ID that guarantees a discount on beer in my favorite pub. I can feel my phone vibrating. A blue light illuminates the pocket of my black jeans. My heart trembles at the thought that it could be a message from you. A few short words that you are looking forward to my return. I speed up, deftly avoiding the bothersome dogs squirming at my feet, little beagles sticking their noses into my biodegradable bags. They spend a few seconds sniffing the strawberries I bought at the market from an old lady who offered to read the future from my lotion-covered palm. I can feel sweat even running down my calf as I run across the pedestrian crossing, trying to make it to the other side before the light turns red. I hide in the shade of the trees, slowing down my pace.

Annoying bits of pollen from flowers coming back to life settle on my body, disturbing my peaceful existence. The upcoming summer irritates me even more. I plan on spending the vacation hiding away from the sun, lying naked in the darkness of our living room or bedroom, watching Harry Potter once again, occasionally feeling your hands yearning for touch or your mouth hungry for kisses. I can’t wait for it to finally start raining. The stuffiness will become a thing of the past, the air will cool down again, and I will no longer feel sticky from this awful heat.

I jump into the old but pleasantly cool tenement house. I skip over a few steps, trying not to accidentally get out of my breath. I pass by a withered plant that the neighbors upstairs stopped watering a few weeks ago. I wonder, if you had been out with me, would we start kissing in the stairwell, unable to hold back, unable to tear our hands away from each other, longing for the familiar touch… Entering the apartment, I toss my keys on the table by the door, take off my sneakers, and leave my groceries on the kitchen counter: a large container of soothingly cool vanilla ice cream, a heavy carton of orange juice, a few ripe bananas, strawberries, blueberries, which are more expensive now than last year, and the cream cheese brioches that I love, still warm. I drop everything right there as soon as I spot you out of the corner of my eye.

I hug the body so familiar to me, absorbing your cotton candy-scented warmth. I can see you smiling fondly at me. You are happy to see me, even though I was only away from this safe space for a few hours. After a moment of short good morning kisses, I drag you towards the bedroom, bumping into the table in the corridor along the way. I can only think of your body, which I will be touching with impunity in a moment. You increasingly want to cut your thick, long, auburn hair, which I love to tousle when we lie together on the couch. And those bangs that are starting to get in your eyes while you read your mysteries and watch episodes of your favorite series with me. I can’t wait to touch your soft skin, which smells of peach body lotion, reminding me of summer. The familiar moles and birthmarks that make up the constellations on your skin, covered with tiny black hairs, amaze me every time. Your soft breasts that I snuggle into when I need to feel safe. The hands that stroke my back as I press against your breasts, inhaling the scent of your body, the coffee you drank this morning, the smell of home, security, happiness. Tiny hands that are incredibly bossy, rough, and yet so tender when I touch them. Hands that calm me down or drive me crazy.

When we enter our bedroom, most of which is occupied by a large double bed, I immediately feel you close to me. You slip your hand under my black T-shirt. I hear a muffled grunt as you realize my bra is gone, and there’s nothing to protect my breasts from your fingers. Up until a few weeks ago, I would have been embarrassed by this fact. Going out into the city without a frilly black bra. Now I just look questioningly when someone focuses too long on the faintly visible hard nipples, no longer caring about people I will never meet again. You help me take off my T-shirt, tossing it aside, almost making it into the laundry basket.

You run your fingers over my slightly sweaty body. You start massaging, kneading my breasts. You push your nails into the areola of my nipple, squeezing it tightly from time to time. At the same time, you kiss my chapped lips, thirsty for your kisses. You make me moan softly. I throw my arms around your neck, bringing my body closer to yours while still leaving a little space. You quickly leave one kiss on my chin and then kiss my neck long and passionately. I tilt my head so that you have better access to it. I close my eyes, focusing on the sensations flowing through me. You lick and suck on my skin, occasionally nibbling it hard and leaving red marks behind. You mark me with yourself. I’m not going to complain or hide it later from the intrusive world. Let them look, let them be jealous, let them wonder who you are.

You pinch one of my nipples violently, and I gasp with surprise. The world left behind the closed door tries to sneak into our space through an open window. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barks. You can hear neighbors arguing with each other, a car honking several times. Suddenly, someone rings the doorbell, and all my muscles clench in an instant, even though you continue to touch me so tenderly. You pinch my nipple lightly. I have no idea if it’s the postman or somebody else. I want them to go away. I feel slight fear and shame of being caught in this position flare up in me. At the same time, an even greater wave of excitement grows within me. I panic and freeze in place, almost throwing you off me while you seem to be having a great time, grinning ravenously. I try not to make a sound, biting my lip hard, tensing my muscles. Wishing so hard that the world would not notice us right now. The bell rings out for the last time in the stuffy apartment, mixing with my groan, which, surprisingly and somewhat embarrassingly, you manage to extract from me quite easily by pressing and then pulling hard on my nipple.

I undo the buttons in my pants and slide them off along with my underwear. I’m naked. You push me onto the bed, onto the fresh, recently changed sheets. You lean over me, almost lying on top of me. I am intoxicated with the sight of your naked body. I kiss your shoulders, leaving wet, messy marks with my thin, hungry lips. I feel so aroused that all I want to do is touch myself. Run my fingers over my belly, thighs, and then slowly over the poorly shaved pussy that hasn’t been groomed in several days. But you don’t let me. You pin me to the bed with your weight, clasping your hands around my wrists, having nothing else to use instead. You tell me to stay where I am. So I stay, feeling the excitement rise within me. I like your domination, firmness, and ferocity. I want to follow your commands. I feel warmth overwhelming me simply from surrendering to your words. I feel attached when you say I’m yours. I dream of being completely fulfilled as I give you control of my body as I wait for you to tell me how to touch myself. I want to feel your all-encompassing astral firepower on me.

Like an obedient dog, I am waiting for permission. I am waiting for you to agree, take control, and I will comply. I will surrender because I know it is not just about the pain. It is also about small gestures. About the fact that you know what I really need. About the fact that you never get enough of me. About the fact that you like watching movies with me on the couch and pinching my nipples. About the fact that you love me even though we are both too scared to say it out loud. About the fact that you are there when I need you the most. With your control over me, you soothe my intrusive, all too often destructive thoughts. You are not the answer to all my problems. I am still afraid of starting to rely on you too much.

On the other hand, this is what my dedication is all about – fully trusting that you know what’s best for me. Showing all of myself, throwing away each of my layers, feeling, knowing that you are doing the same, I allow you to control my body as well as my emotions. In return, I accept whatever you want to entrust to me, giving me a safe space, offering a relaxing place where I can be myself, trusting you fully because I know that even if we jump off a cliff together, you will make sure I’m safe.

After a while, I hear you open the door and come back into the bedroom. My eyes are fixed on the patterns of the recently changed bedding. I don’t know what you brought with you. I hear your short praise, feeling myself blush and become even more aroused. I feel like a bitch in heat, so when you reappear within my reach, I sit on your lap and start kissing you hard, even sticking my intrusive tongue into your mouth. It becomes challenging for me to curb my cravings and not start rubbing my wet pussy on the nearest pillow or anything else to release the tension and extreme arousal. You push me away from you so that I land my back on the soft mattress again. You’re laughing under your breath. That’s when you bring the black ropes into my line of vision. I swallow loudly at the mere sight, remembering that you haven’t used them in a long time. You calmly use the soft ropes to tie my hands to the rails of the bed so that I can’t satisfy myself so that I am forced to beg for every touch. Even if I don’t feel the rope tightening too tightly around my wrists, the sheer helplessness alone excites me terribly. My pussy is getting wetter and wetter, my thighs are shaking, they are open as wide as possible so that you can see how wet and beautiful I am. I can’t wait for you to finally touch me. Unfortunately, you’re in no hurry. You force me to focus for a moment longer on your words, which slowly lose their meaning. You force me to keep my mind clear for a moment longer. You ask twice if everything is alright, and after getting an affirmative answer, you finally let me feel your cold hands on my burning thighs. You calmly lean over me and kiss me gently when you see my helplessness. I feel my clitoris swell. I want you to separate my juicy labia and finally insert your fingers inside me.
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