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      I was thrilled, my friend Lars had invited me to visit him and his family in Stockholm for a week. Excitement would be an understatement. It would be the first time I would be going back to Europe since I had moved to the States.

      Lars and I had met in a bar just outside Boston, in a dingy little town called Franklin. It was one of those hole-in-the-wall places, but they had the best wings in town.

      We began to talk and hit it off right away, he was living there with his wife and daughter who played soccer for the high school. It was due to his job he was in a place like that, but Franklin has a few international companies in and around, so he had an excuse.

      When I told him I was a soccer coach myself, but I was taking some time off, he convinced me to work with his daughter, she needed some upgrades as he put it.

      The culture shock was interesting, to say the least, they were so laid-back and relaxed about everything. Things took their time to get done, he kept telling me haste makes waste, and don’t forget to take off the shoes in the hallway, never walk around in shoes in a Swedish home. That’s a reason for war.

      They invited me over to their house a lot, I was a single man back then, as I am now. There are too many women out there, so I cannot make up my mind, and there is another part of me that makes the decision.

      The first time I came over, I was amazed at the size of their house. Not only was it wide and beautiful, but it also had a built-in pool that was covered, so they could use it year-round.

      His wife Eva was a gorgeous woman, tall and blonde with that Scandinavian look, blue eyes that were so easy to get lost in, and a body to die for. I could go on for days talking about that body. Even if she only was five-seven, she looked twice as tall.

      Then came Lena, their daughter, she was only 15 when I met them but damn, she was already a beauty back then. A spitting image of her mom, she was going to be such a heartbreaker, and she knew it as well.

      Whenever we were having a private session working on her skills it was hard to focus on the soccer, she was too beautiful to watch as she floated across the field.

      Sometimes we practiced diving headers in their pool, Eva used to sit in and watch, laughing at us going at it.

      Whenever I saw those two in bikinis, I had a hard time hiding what I was packing, it was painful at times. One time during a session, Lena came up from the pool, her top had slid off, and I saw her naked chest.

      Boner alert, record time. Remembering her age, I moved away quickly, all red in my face of course. She just giggled and took her time adjusting her top like it was nothing.

      A few times I saw Eva’s bottom glued to her private parts when she leaned over to pick something up, the fabric did a very bad job at hiding what was under it.

      As the time passed, I was more or less one of the family, so let me tell you how gutted I was the day they told me they were moving back to Sweden.

      It was like the world had disappeared, and a black hole had appeared beneath me and was beginning to swallow me.

      That was a year ago, now I am going there to visit. Lena is turning 19 while I am there, she is already working at a local retailer. I can’t wait to see them.
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      The plane landed at Arlanda airport before time, there had been a beneficial tailwind that had given the plane a boost. It had been a nice flight, I had traveled in business class, great food, and lots of drinks to choose from. Also, the flight attendants were definitively worth the trip.

      It was almost too easy to get my luggage and go through customs, I kind of felt like someone was playing a prank on me and the local INS were going to come chasing me down any second.

      But no one came, I exited through the electric doors and saw them right away. It was not hard to miss. Three people dressed in yellow shirts and blue pants waving Swedish and American flags. Not to forget, they had a huge sign saying; Welcome home from rehab, Thomas. And to make sure people knew it was me, they had put my picture on it.

      I stared into the ground, not knowing what to say or think. People around me began to laugh when they put one and one together.

      Lars hugged me like a brother, Eva like a sister, and Lena like the daughter that I never had. They took the lead, heading out of the building towards the parking lot. At a midnight black Volvo S90, they stopped. Minutes later, we headed out of there.

      It would take about an hour to get to Dalarö where they lived. It is in the southern parts outside the city, and as always, traffic would be horrible.

      An hour and a half later, we pulled up to their house. A typical postcard house from Sweden. Yellow with white trimming, enormous of course, but when I saw the backside, I could not believe the view.

      It was right on the waterfront. If I took a leak from one of the windows, I would be pissing into the water.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Lars showed me to the room I was supposed to be sleeping in, a corner room on the first floor. He told me the second floor was all bedrooms for the family and a home office for him.

      When he opened the door, I was wondering how a single room could be so enormous. It was almost as big as my current apartment.

      A huge king-sized bed stood against a wall, opposite that was a window overlooking the water. I was in heaven, why did I have to go back?

      He showed me the rest of the house, a quick round trip, in the basement they had something called gillestuga, it was a living room but had an enormous spa in one corner.

      Looking in, I saw a sauna, a hot tub, and a shower. Just next to the door stood a fridge loaded with beer.

      I could not stop shaking my head, Swedes, they are definitive something else.

      Upstairs, the women were cooking up a storm. It was time for lunch, one of the third most important times of the day for locals, the other two being breakfast and dinner.

      But the holiest of them all is the fika. It’s a sort of coffee break with a bun, cookie, or anything to nibble on.

      To Swedes, it is more essential than a mass in church. It is a stand-alone happening anytime during the day so don’t expect anything logical, it is one of the few times Swedes let their guards down and actually become social.

      But, just a word of advice. If you refuse to let them have their fika, you are on your own and have made an enemy.

      I tell you, don’t mess with a Swede and their fika. It is actually worse than walking into their house with the shoes on.
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      The day after, Lasse had to go to work. Even though he was on vacation, there was an important thing he had to take care of.

      Sucks to be the main man at a company, but at least he got an additional day off due to the fact. We watched him drive away right after breakfast, he was very unhappy.

      We had made plans to meet in the city later in the day, they would be doing some tourist things with me. It would be interesting to see the city, what it was all about. I had heard, so many, say great things about it.

      Eva went and took a shower, Lena was in her room, so I thought.

      I had just taken off my t-shirt and pants when there was a knock on the door, just before I had a chance to reply the door opened. Lena stood there with a set of towels in her hands.

      She just looked at me, her eyes studying me from top to toe, stopping at my crotch. I had some very tight boxers on and my cock was growing, it was easy to see the whole package.

      ‘I see nothing has changed.’ She giggled and licked her lips. ‘I brought you some fresh towels.’ She took another look; I was almost at full mast.

      ‘Thank you, that was nice of you. Guess I have paid you for your effort.’

      ‘What … oh …  yeah, well maybe. See you shortly then, we are heading out
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