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Chapter 1

“I can’t believe you talked your dad into
letting you do this!” Marcey squealed with delight.

“I know!” Clare Hadley said happily. A rock
music festival in Denmark, Roskilde. She’d spent a week talking her
father into letting her go before he finally relented and grumbled
about her age and something about being a legal adult. A ridiculous
smile came over her as the local metro train took them west where
the scenery changed from concrete city to quaint villages, and
finally to rural. As far as she could see the countryside was a
lush mixture of greens and browns. She texted her dad to tell of
their safe arrival as the train moved along.

“Five glorious days, bitches!” Monty smiled
and leaned across her to look out the oval window. His dark skin
shone brightly in the shaft of light, several shades darker than
her own. Her light brown skin tone was an inheritance from her
white father and black mother.

The train slowed for a makeshift stop, and
the driver made an announcement of “Roskilde.” In multiple
languages, the driver told them to watch their step as they exited
the train. Clare grabbed the handle and stepped down onto a wooden
platform following the others. A blast of sweltering, humid air hit
her like a wall. An instant layer of grim came over her. They
followed the crowd of young people from the train platform into a
massive open field. In the distance, she could make out one of four
immense stages in far-off fields. The smell of hot, trampled hay
tickled her nose. Music blared through loudspeakers, but she was
sure it was from a recording since the live acts would start in the
morning and play over the five days.

“Roskilde,” Monty announced like a mission
statement. “I’m getting me some Danish delights.”

“Me too,” Marcey agreed with a definite nod.
“Danish, Swedish, I don’t care so long as he’s got an –ish on the
end.” Marcey was taller than Clare by a good two inches, two very
important inches, which were the difference between average height
and petite. Marcey with her Spanish heritage was built like a pear
and wore her short dyed red hair flipping out so that it almost
mimicked the shape of her hips.

Clare declared, “I’m here for the music.” She
blew on her long, brown bangs, getting them out of her eyes.

“Slut,” Monty gushed.

“Loser,” Marcey replied with a smile.

Clare huffed as they walked further across
the field, following the stream of people. She glanced up at the
bright June sun and wiped a light layer of perspiration from her
forehead. The heat inundated her and sweat began to drip between
her breasts. She pushed her T-shirt inward to wipe her skin and
immediately regretted the decision as it left a dark sweat stain.
She frowned. “I didn’t realize it was going to be so hot.”

Beside her, a gangly teenage boy commented in
broken English, “We are having a heat wave.” He smiled at his
friends, then back to her as they all slowed and queued in a line.
“It will be hot all week.”

“Great,” Marcey said sarcastically. “We’re
camping and we’re boiling.”

Everyone slowed to a stop. “Why are we in
line?” Monty asked, smoothing his dark curls. He’d let his hair
grow out for the trip so that it hung above his shoulders.

“We have to get our gear,” Clare replied. He
stared at her, an inquiring look on his face so she added, “Our
tents, the sleeping stuff. The ticket package included the camping
things.” She glanced around, taking in the sights and smells.
Whatever was cooking at one of the concession stands smelled
wonderful. She glanced back when the line shifted again. The
check-in office was more of a plastic folding table and an awning
to keep the sun off its workers. Hundreds of bright orange bags lay
stacked behind the staff. From the check-in tent, a line of
concession stands started and seemed to go on forever. Food, beer,
bathrooms, shower stalls ran along the edge of the multiple
fields.

The three moved forward in unison as the
teenage boy who gave the weather forecast stepped to the table.
Clare’s gaze briefly hit him again, then she turned and reviewed
the others standing in line behind them. She gathered her long,
brown hair and began to braid it, trying to capture the wisps of
uncontrollable curls. She needed to get it off her neck before she
fainted from the heat. She fished out a hairband from her jeans
pocket and wrapped it tightly around the end, letting the length of
it fall over her shoulder.

The line looked as if it had been formed by
teens and young twenties with big gaps between groups of friends
and was slightly askew. Several people back, her gaze fell onto
him. Stars exploded above her from the bright sun, someone set off
fireworks in her chest, her mouth fell slightly before she muttered
too loudly, “WOW!” She breathed, and the mantra sped up like a
rollercoaster going downhill. “Wow, wow, wow, wow!”

Monty grabbed her arm, steadying her. “Slow
your roll, girl. You just got here! Let me see.”

Marcey and Monty turned to see who she was
staring at. Marcey squeaked, “Holy fuck!” She put her back to the
young man and giggled. “Sorry, Clare, there’s just no way.”

Clare gaped at her friend, then returned to
staring at the stunning man.

“Oh, honey,” Monty said regretfully.
“Remember our freshman year when I said in Chem Lab not to touch
the flame? Mmmm, yep, that again.”

“He’s the kind of guy who needs a woman about
seven inches taller than you.” Marcey sighed thoughtfully and
added, “Some beautiful woman from Paris who gets paid for her
looks. God, they’ll have the most beautiful children.”

Piercing blue eyes scorched Clare. They were
the color of blue flame, burning her with an intensity she hadn’t
known before, etching the image of his handsome face onto her
heart. His short sandy-blond hair had slight curls. He raked his
hand through his hair as if he were aware he needed a haircut.
Movie star handsome with an easy smile and a chiseled jawline, he
wore black jeans that hung ever so nicely on his hips and a dark
concert T-shirt. Overly tall compared to his friends, he was lean
and muscular, his arms crossed over his broad, well-built chest as
he waited in line.

“Can I help you?” the tent attendant
asked.

Monty took Clare gently by the shoulders and
turned her around, breaking the connection.

“We need to get our tents,” she whispered to
her friends and to the attendant. Clare’s eyes fell to the ground.
Her heart raced, and her legs went weak. She tried and failed to
pass her cell to Marcey discreetly. “Take his picture,” she
demanded quietly. Marcey’s face contorted in imaginary pain. “Take
the picture!” Clare breathed determinedly.

“Names and countries?”

“DO IT!” Clare hissed loudly.

“Lamont Jefferson, US.” Monty looked at Clare
then replied for her, seeing her inability to answer the question.
“Clare Hadley, US.”

“Marcey Rivas, USA too,” Marcey interjected.
She took a deep breath, turned quickly and snapped the picture. She
pushed the phone into Clare’s hands without looking at the result.
Clare shoved it into the back pocket of her jeans with a nervous
giggle.

Another attendant flipped open a second
laptop and pointed to the handsome man, motioning his group
forward. “Sir,” the attendant said. Marcey chuckled, then stopped
suddenly when the man stepped beside her. “Your name? Country?”

“Alexander Kirillovsky, Russia.”

Marcey turned to Clare with huge eyes and
mouthed, “Russian.”

“Your hand, please.” Before the attendant
checked off their names, he attached a wristband, then called over
his shoulder for three orange bags. Monty handed Clare hers and she
took it without realizing she was touching anything. She had not
yet recovered from the blue-eyed wow beside them. “Set up your
tents over there.” The attendant pointed behind them, and Clare’s
eyes followed.

Her stomach hit the ground as she caught the
blue eyes on her again.

“See the watch tower?” the attendant
questioned.

Monty said something, but Clare didn’t
understand. Marcey put a gentle hand on her shoulder and whispered,
“Pay attention! What’s the watch tower for?” she asked the
attendant.

“To watch for fires or crimes among the
campers.” Clare nodded. She needed to know what the man was saying
but only caught, “First or second row is fine.” Her brain had been
fried; the neurons weren’t quite working as competently as they had
been when she left the train.

Marcey took her hand and led her away from
the tent. “Just walk,” she ordered. When they were several feet
away, Marcey broke into hysterical laughter. “What was that?” Clare
looked innocently at her friend before she continued, “I’ve never
seen you like that! You were openly gawking! That man’s going to
think you’re crazy!”

Monty scolded, “Leave her alone. She’s just
had her first taste.” He smiled warmly and asked, “It’s wonderful,
isn’t it?”

“Taste of what?” Clare wondered.

“Love, lust.” Monty shrugged. “Take your
pick. I’d choose lust, but that’s just me.”


Chapter 2

Clare took several deep breaths, trying to
calm her racing heart and clear her mind as they walked past the
watch tower toward their designated row. Another festival worker
pointed for them to set up their tents in the existing row, adding
to its length. She glanced around; she was on the edge of a sea of
orange.

Monty and Marcey took the available spots to
her right. When she looked to her left, the Russian was standing
there. She audibly sighed in gooey happiness; he was just
so…everything. She watched him set down his backpack and his orange
bag. He glanced at her and caught her watching. He smiled briefly,
then turned to his friends and said something she didn’t
understand.

Clare squatted down, trying to ignore the
glorious man just five feet from her. She could feel him; she could
feel the intensity of their connection, or at least, her imaginary
connection with him. She needed to focus on setting up her tent,
something she had never done before. She glanced at Monty and
Marcey; they were having problems as well. Clare had never left the
city, never considered herself an outdoorsy kind of person. The
outdoors contained all sorts of bad things: bugs, spiders, wild
animals, criminals, and no real way to lock it all out. There was a
small tag with instructions on the strap of the bag and she read it
carefully. The instructions seemed easy enough - just pull it out
and watch out for its rapid expansion.

“Hey,” a deep, masculine voice like molasses
over gravel rumbled beside her.

She glanced up to find Alexander talking to
her. Her insides melted in the warmth of his voice.

“Like this,” he said. He pulled the tent from
his bag, and she watched it immediately expand when he set it to
the ground. He nodded to her as if advising it was her turn. He
looked back at his friends as they said something to him that made
him smile.

Clare mimicked his movements, pulled the tent
out, and set it quickly on the ground. It had already popped up and
righted itself as she pulled four plastic hooks from the bag. She
glanced discreetly to the Russian and watched him move around his
tent. He placed the hooks on a small tether to each corner and
pushed them into the ground with his shoe. She did the same, then
smiled at how easy he made it for her.

“Bitch,” Monty exclaimed lightheartedly,
“come make my tent! I didn’t know you could put things together
like that.”

“No.” Clare smiled and tossed in the bedroll
along with the small pillow that were included in the orange bag.
There was no sleeping bag, but with the heatwave, one wouldn’t be
necessary. She looked at the sea of orange, spotted with the
occasional dark color of someone’s personal tent, and realized
she’d never be able to find her tent once more were added,
especially if she was drunk or tired. She knelt in front of her
backpack and unclipped a wallet-sized plastic picture frame that
she used as a decoration. It was old, battered, and contained a
picture of Monty, Marcey, and herself from the first day they had
met at college, after the disaster in Chemistry lab. Clare clipped
the old thing to the front of her tent entrance. She tossed in her
backpack in and crawled in after it.

Clare straightened the bedroll and placed the
pillow at the far end, then laid down and quieted. Outside she
could hear Monty cursing and Marcey laughing. Beside her, she could
hear the accented foreign words of the gorgeous man. Alexander, he
had said. Alexander the Great, a giggle rose up. She thought of him
again; images of his flaming blue eyes, his broad chest, and tall
frame lingered in her mind and her laughter quieted…he really was
great.

Clare stretched a hand and couldn’t touch the
ceiling of the tent. She looked at her shoes and saw there was
plenty of space. Near her head was a mesh that allowed a current of
air through the tent. It was still hot, so she unbuttoned her jeans
and kicked off her shoes. She squirmed out of the jeans and folded
them neatly, setting them aside. She unzipped her backpack and
pulled out a pair of plastic pink flip flops and some jean short
shorts. She wiggled into them and left the tent. Once outside, she
noticed another row of tents had appeared. She looked to
Alexander’s tent and didn’t see him or any of his friends.

“Come on.” Marcey waved her over.

“We want to get drinks, something to eat,”
Monty said.

They walked towards the beer stand. She
immediately noticed Alexander ordering drinks. The T-shirt he wore
pulled tightly across his muscular back as he leaned against the
counter. The sight of his muscles working beneath the fabric of his
shirt did something to her synapsis, leaving her open-mouthed and
panting as if her brain had fried in the heat. He glanced over his
shoulder and smiled again when he saw her. It was a crooked smile
that immediately melted her heart.

“I’m not old enough,” she managed and stopped
a few feet away. “I’ll be twenty-one in October.”

Monty hooked her arm in his. “Good thing
we’re not in the US. The drinking age here is like twelve.”

Alexander said something and nodded to his
friends. They gathered up the beers in large plastic cups, two for
each, and stepped close. The friends offered their extras to Monty
and Marcey.

“Welcome,” Clare heard one of his friends say
in heavily accented English to Marcey before he leaned forward and
kissed both of her cheeks.

She didn’t bother to watch any more of the
exchange because Alexander was standing in front of her holding out
the extra cup. She took it hesitantly and their fingers touched. An
electric current ran through her heart, straight to the apex of her
thighs.

He leaned close, and she lifted her face to
meet his like it were second nature. He pressed a kiss to her
cheek, burning it instantly. He shifted back, leaving a lingering
scent of sandalwood and citrus. “I think models are pretentious.
Certainly no one in Paris could compete with you.” There was only a
slight accent, as if he’d been speaking English for years. “You are
very beautiful, Clare. The most amazing brown eyes I’ve seen.” He
quieted and added, “Welcome to the festival.” He kissed her other
cheek and walked away.

Standing a little straighter, she turned to
Marcey and toasted, “He thinks models are pretentious!” She then
lifted the cup to her lips and drank half of its contents.

“Another,” Marcey said, offering empty cups
for refills before they moved away from the concession stand.

Clare noticed Marcey’s cheeks were still red
from where they had been kissed. She couldn’t remember Marcey’s
blushing over anything, let alone a few kisses. They wandered the
grounds and stopped at the T-shirt vendor. The assortment of vivid
and dark colors gave many choices. Each was folded neatly and
stacked by size. Clare picked two.

“One for you and Owen?” Marcey confirmed.

“Souvenir for Dad.” Clare didn’t know if he
would ever wear it, but she wanted to get him something. Owen
Hadley had spent a lifetime trying to create the perfect balance
between the roles of father and mother as her only parent.

“I know it was tough on him,” Marcey murmured
quietly, setting her hand on Clare’s shoulder. “Letting you come
here after everything.”

Clare agreed. “Dad is big on rules. Rules
mean you never get hurt.” Rules were so ingrained, so rigidly set
in her life that even drinking a beer made her feel dreadful. She
stepped away from the vendor with her purchases and tossed the
empty plastic cup into a recycle bin along with her regard for the
rules. “I just want to have a good time,” she muttered more to
herself than the others.

“I want to go into the village,” Marcey said,
distracting Clare from lingering memories.

“Something for the elders?” Clare asked,
feeling a temporary reprieve come over her.

“Just buy ‘em a T-shirt,” Monty proposed.

Marcey stood staring at him in disbelief for
a moment then demanded, “When have you ever seen my mom wear a
T-shirt?”

Clare nodded in agreement and took Marcey by
the arm, leading them out of the field. “She’s right, Monty. I’ve
never seen her in a T-shirt, or jeans.”

“Fine, my shopping’s done,” he said.

“Cause you have one brother to buy for,”
Marcey said. “What about your parents?”

“They get my undying gratitude and love.”

Clare giggled, responding to Monty’s
seriousness. They walked along an old road to a crossroad finally
meandering into the center of town. The smell turned to the more
familiar scent of sidewalks and traffic. Other young people were
walking around, entertaining themselves, so many the village seemed
to burst.

“Let’s go in here.” Clare pointed, eyeing a
shop that looked interesting. She tugged on Monty’s hand and got
him moving in the right direction. They entered the shop with a
little tinkle of a bell over the doorway. An older woman looked up
from behind the counter and gave them a welcoming smile.

Clare spotted one of Alexander’s friends in
the shop almost immediately. It was the one who’d given Marcey the
beer. He was attractive in his own way, with nearly black hair that
he currently had tucked behind his ears as he bent over, looking
into a brightly lit showcase.

“Mmm,” Monty whispered into Marcey’s ear.
“The Russian bear looks good.”

“Shut up,” Marcey snapped before leaving her
friends and walking to him. He grinned when he saw her.

Clare smiled knowingly at Monty and left him
to explore the shop. She worked her way around, looking at the
small trinkets. She didn’t have anyone else to buy for - no
brothers or sisters, no grandparents - and knew her father wouldn’t
want something so delicate and feminine. There were little seashell
boxes, just large enough for a few pieces of jewelry to fit snugly
in. Lifting the lid, she examined one. She set it back and moved
on. Another shelf contained Russian nesting dolls. She touched one
of the dolls carefully. The price was a little too much for the
budget she’d planned.

“I don’t think those are real,” he said
behind her. Her heart immediately jump started. Alexander reached
over her shoulder and took the doll, flipping it over. Clare turned
slightly and looked up, adrenaline pouring through her, leaving her
feeling faint and excited at the same time. He was so tall and so
good looking, smelling of a heated masculinity that made her
tremble. He looked down and put the doll back. “They are real. I’m
surprised.”

“Are you buying for someone?” Clare managed,
proud of her coherent question.

“I want to get something for my mother.”

Clare’s heart warmed at the thought of his
mother, sure she must be beautiful to have such a gorgeous son.

“She won’t like this.” His smile disappeared,
nodding to the doll and the seashell boxes.

“They have nice jewelry.” Clare pointed over
her shoulder to the brightly lit cases, catching a glimpse of
Marcey and the young man talking before she looked back.

“That’s Peter,” Alexander advised, seeing
where she glanced. “Sergei is outside. He doesn’t like delicate
things.” He set his hand gently on the small of her back and the
connection rushed through her entire body, shocking her like
lightning on a clear day. They turned and walked together to Marcey
and Peter.

Marcey smiled warmly and took Clare’s hand.
“Thanks for the beer earlier, Alexander, Peter. We have to go now.”
She beamed as she looked from Clare back to Peter. “See ya
around.”

“Da,” Peter replied with a nod, “Later.”

Alexander stood watching them leave the
store.

Clare breathed a sigh of relief. Alexander
was just so overwhelming, so beautiful; her reaction to him was so
primal, she needed space. They found Monty outside talking to
Sergei. Gathering him, they meandered back towards the festival
grounds, grabbing food on their way.

They sat out in front of her tent as the sun
went down on their first day. Monty stood and dusted off his jeans.
He looked down at them. “I’m going to meet people.” He didn’t ask
if they wanted to come. They looked at each other and smirked.

Clare almost giggled. “He’s on the
prowl.”

“Oh God, yes!”

Clare leaned back on the heels of her hands
and crossed her ankles, lifting her face to the last of the sun. It
was so beautiful, so peaceful. The tranquility shattered as
Alexander, Peter and Sergei arrived back at their tents. She pulled
her knees up, grasping them with her hands, making herself smaller.
She watched him squat in front of the tent entrance and set a small
bag in with his other belongings. She admired the view as he stood
to his full height and talked in Russian to his friends. Peter
nodded towards them and Alexander glanced over his shoulder with an
easy grin.

Peter stepped away from the group and walked
to them. He stood over Marcey and asked in heavily accented
English, “Do you want to go for a walk?”

Marcey beamed and offered her hand. He took
it and pulled her up. She walked away without even looking back.
Alone, Clare didn’t know what to do with herself. She desperately
wanted Alexander to come talk with her, but at the same time, she
didn’t. He made her feel self-conscious, very aware of herself and
her body’s reaction to his close proximity. She reached for her
cell phone and ducked into her tent. She let her feet dangle over
the entrance, moving them in nervous anticipation while she called
her dad.

The house phone back in New York rang several
times before he answered, “Hi, sweetie.”

His voice brought an instant smile. “Hi, Dad.
How are you?” They fell into an easy conversation about his
day.

“This retirement thing takes some getting
used to,” he said with a jovial laugh. He went on about his day. He
didn’t have anything planned for tomorrow. She told him about the
flight, about getting through customs, and the train ride. She
conveniently left out meeting Alexander.

“Clare bear, it’s late there. I’m going to
go.” She glanced at the cell phone for the time. She didn’t realize
just how late it was. “I’m going to tell you something and I don’t
want to hurt your feelings.”

“Sure, Dad.”

“This is your vacation. I don’t want you
wasting time calling your old man. Have fun, but be safe. Don’t
worry about me, I’m fine.”

“OK.” Her heart warmed at his sentiment.
“Love you.”

“Love you too, Clare bear. Now go meet
people, have a beer, act your age. Call me if you really need me.”
She beamed into the phone as he hung up.


Chapter 3

Clare scooted to the edge of her tent. The
sun had gone over the horizon, and long, dark shadows settled
across the festival. She set her cell in the tent and watched
people go by. Alexander and Sergei were gone. Monty was somewhere.
Peter and Marcey were somewhere else. She was alone. It was an odd
feeling. Stillness enveloped her even with the loudspeakers blaring
music and the noise of the crowd that surrounded her. She wasn’t
the kind of person who could just go up to someone and introduce
herself. She knew her strengths, and that wasn’t one of them.

She glanced across the few rows towards the
shower stalls. They were a temporary structure, only there for the
festival. It had been created with wooden sides which were
approximately a foot off the ground so she could see across the
bottom of it. There was another gap at the top, about a foot of
space before the low roof started. Right now, it was empty. She
glanced around. She couldn’t help but smirk to herself. It was just
a shower. There was a male side and a female side so no guys would
walk in on her. Sweat and grime from the hot weather and the long
trip covered her body. She reached back into her tent and removed
her small bathroom bag. She grabbed the towel she’d brought and a
camisole and shorts that she wore as pajamas.

The floor of the shower room was made of
wooden slats compressed together, allowing water and nothing else
to drip to the ground. A bench made of the same material sat close
to the entrance. She set her things on the bench and walked to the
furthest shower head. A twist of the handle started the water. She
let the water warm as she slipped off her shirt and shorts. Her
underthings came off next, and she set those neatly on the bench as
well. From her bathroom bag she grabbed her bar of soap. She
inhaled deeply, and the smell of jasmine and honey tickled her
nose.

There was a small ledge near the shower, so
she set the soap on it before she stepped into the water. She left
on the flip-flops, not sure of what was on the floor. The warm
water rushed over her body. An audibly sigh of relief came from
her, feeling every inch of grime slide off of her body. Several
minutes passed before movement near the entrance caught her
attention. Alexander stood staring. He groaned as if in pain. She
covered her breasts with her arms and shouted, “What are you doing
in here?”

“What am I doing here?” he questioned.
“You’re in the men’s shower!”

She stared at the door sign when he pointed
to it at the entrance. The heat of embarrassment burn through her
cheeks. “Okay,” she sighed and acknowledged, “I made a mistake.”
He’d already seen all of her, so she reluctantly dropped her arms
and grabbed the bar of soap. “Just give me a minute.” She ran the
bar of over her arms and chest, peeking at Alexander. He stood
leaning against the doorframe, blocking it with his massive size,
watching her with smug satisfaction.

He glanced over his shoulder and said to some
unseen person, “The shower’s occupied.”

“I need just another minute,” Clare said,
washing her legs. She knew his gaze had returned to her again
without looking to confirm. Touching her cheeks only briefly
confirmed they still burnt red. She quickly put the soap back in
the container and washed its traces from her hands. The water
dripped to a stop as Clare stepped to the bench, and snatched her
towel. She hurriedly wrapped her towel around herself and took up
her things again. She stepped close to Alexander, but he blocked
the door.

“OK,” she murmured quietly, her heart
pounding with the realization of how close they stood with only her
towel and his clothes between them. Those weren’t really an
obstacle. Given a minute or less, she could have ripped them off of
him, which caused her heart to beat even faster.

“Clare, nudity is much...” He frowned and
changed his wording, “very appreciated here, but it isn’t necessary
to walk across a field wrapped in a towel. Take a minute. You are
beautiful.”

He said something else quietly, something in
Russian she didn’t understand, and she asked, “What is that?”

His rough, worked hand reached out, skimming
her bare shoulder tenderly as it slid across her wet skin to her
neck. His thumb caressed her just beneath her ear. He held her,
making her entire body come alive. The flames of his blue eyes
burned deep into her soul. “It means kitten. Go ahead and get
dressed, kitten.” His hand dropped, and she reluctantly turned back
for the bench.

She removed the towel and heard him curse in
Russian. At least, she got the impression it was a curse. She
really needed to look into Russian language classes. She patted her
body with the towel with the self-satisfaction of his reaction. She
quickly dressed when she heard more guys talking outside.

“Ready?” he questioned when she was
finished.

She nodded, gathered her things, finally
moving to him. He stepped aside and a few guys stepped in. One made
a snarky comment, “Read the sign next time!”

Alexander looked like he could rip him apart
with his bare hands, so Clare pressed her hand to his chest. The
physical connection brought his eyes to hers. His look softened as
he took her in. “Thank you,” she whispered sincerely. Standing on
her tiptoes, she pressed a kiss to his cheek. She waved as she
left, looking back while Alexander stood watching her go.

Clare sat at the entrance of her tent. She
knew it was indecent, but she watched Alexander’s feet and legs
while he showered. He had seen her; it was only fair she got to see
a piece of him. It was a fine piece, too. From what she could see,
he had huge feet and muscular, toned legs. Absently, she touched
her braided hair again.

The world quickly darkened, and she looked to
the food vendor, wanting something before they shut down for the
night. She squeezed the braid one more time with the damp towel and
stood from the tent. She draped it over the entrance to let it air
dry and crossed to the vendor. Clare stood on her toes and leaned
against the counter as she ordered.

“That smells amazing,” she commented to the
cook. It smelled delicious and looked something akin to a
cheesesteak sandwich. The aroma changed from steak to a wonderfully
clean smell and she beamed. Alexander leaned close and pressed his
shoulder into hers. Greedy eyes raked over him, completely
appreciating the long, black basketball shorts he was wearing with
a sleeveless gray T-shirt. It showed off his biceps, which were
drool-worthy.

He looked to the vendor and ordered, “Two
more of the sandwiches.”

“Can I get a soda too?” Clare requested. She
grabbed a bag of chips and a banana to complete her order.

“And water, two bottles.” Alexander grabbed
an apple.

A smile crossed her face, ecstatic to have
him so close. He pulled some money from the pocket of his shorts.
“Oh, it’s okay. I can pay.” She reached for her money.

He grinned and her world brightened. “I can
afford to buy you dinner, kitten.”

Her insides turned gooey at the
endearment.

They carried the food and drinks back to the
tents. As they neared he said, “Eat with me.” He added as an
afterthought, “please.” Clare agreed with a nod, and Alexander
slipped gracefully into his tent. She followed him in, not quite so
gracefully, leaving her flip-flops outside. He took his off and
tossed them beside hers, then zipped up the mesh entrance. “To keep
the bugs out,” he advised.

He set the food between them and pressed a
few buttons on his cell phone. It lit up like a flashlight,
illuminating the interior. Clare sat crossed-legged on his bedroll
and inspected his tent. It was identical to hers, except he had
brought a blanket. It looked handmade, vanilla-colored, and loosely
woven. It was the softest thing she had touched as she pushed it
aside not wanting to spill anything on it. The sight of him taking
up most of the tent, sitting leaning forward to avoid hitting his
head on the top of the tent, made her smother a giggle.

They ate in quiet before Alexander broke the
silence. “Tell me about you.” The corner of his mouth tipped up in
a crooked smile, causing butterflies to erupt in her chest.

Clare popped the soda can and swigged it.
“Let’s see. I’m twenty. I’m from New York. I go to school
there.”

“You live at school?”

She shook her head. “No, I live with my dad
and go to school on the subway.”

He nodded. “And your mother?”

She broke open the bag of chips and offered
it to him. He took a few and pressed them into his mouth. He licked
his fingers, and she was momentarily distracted before she
responded, “My mom died when I was born.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, I never knew her. She was shot
during a robbery when she was eight months pregnant with me. She
lived long enough for the ER doctor to get me out.” She shrugged.
“The guy who killed her is still in prison.” He nodded and silence
fell between them so she asked, “How old are you?”

“I’m twenty-four.” He bit into his sandwich.
“I’ll be twenty-five next month.”

“Any brothers or sisters?”

He chewed for a minute then replied, “I have
no brothers and too many sisters.”

Clare smiled at the thought of how many
sisters were too many. “Where did you learn English? You speak very
well.”

He finished off his first sandwich. “I
learned as a child. I went to the university in Moscow and learned
more there.”

“What did you study?”

“Geology, rocks and dirt.”

She regarded him with a subtle smile. His
answer made her want to know more. “Is that what you do? Work with
rocks and stuff?”

“Yes, I work in a mine.”

She nodded, surprised. For some reason, she
thought based on his looks that he would be an independently
wealthy playboy with model girlfriends and a house on the Rivera.
She liked him more knowing he worked hard for a living. She
finished her sandwich and peeled her banana. She bit into it, and
he smirked. She laughed and a broad smile hit his face, devastating
her to the core.

“How much time do you have left in school?”
he asked and bit into his apple.

“A few semesters. I’ll be finished this time
next year.”

“Then what will you do?”

“I don’t know. I had thought about going onto
law school.” She shrugged. “I don’t know if my dad can afford it.”
She mentally smacked herself; she didn’t need to tell him that.

“You want to be an attorney?”

“Not the kind you’re thinking of, not in a
courtroom. I don’t think I could stand in front of a lot of people
at a trial and make an intelligent argument. I was thinking of
child advocacy, a child’s attorney.”

“This is good.” He finished the meal. “You
should do this. Be a child’s advocate.” He piled their trash onto
his paper plate and reached past her, sending a current of
electricity through her as he neared. He unzipped the mesh and set
the trash outside to take care of later. He took her empty can and
set it outside as well, then zipped up the tent and leaned back
across her. “Will you stay with me?”

All of her blood pooled south instantly.
Butterflies erupted in her stomach, thrashing about violently,
leaving her lightheaded. Did he just ask her to stay with him? Did
he mean sexually? Or just to talk? She was unsure and couldn’t
answer his question.

He picked up his cell phone and offered, “We
could watch a movie.”

“A movie?” She breathed and relaxed. “That’d
be great.”

He looked at her. “We can watch a movie in
Russian with English subtitles.” She laughed again. “There are good
movies.” He flipped through the titles. “You like romance or
action?”

“Action,” she answered almost immediately.
She didn’t want to watch anything that would embarrass her
further.

He shifted and moved with some difficulty in
the small tent. “Lay down,” he said like a gentle order.

“Oh, sure,” she said, trying to get out of
his way. She reclined onto the bedroll, and he crossed over her. He
stopped and hovered over her for a moment on all fours before he
leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead. His touch left the
imprint of perfection burnt into her skin. He moved across and laid
behind her, pulling her back to his front.

His arm reached over her waist, and he
pressed the start button for the movie. He propped his head up on
the heel of his hand, allowing Clare to use his bicep as a pillow.
“Lift your head,” he ordered quietly. When she did, he pushed the
pillow beneath her. She relaxed into the softness, enjoying the
feel of his strong arm around her.

It wouldn’t be so bad, she considered. She
could spend the night with him sexually. After a few days, she
wouldn’t see him again. She was honest with herself; she wanted
him, desperately. He was beautiful to look at, and his hard work
kept him in great shape physically. She was sure he would be an
excellent lover, though she had nothing to compare it to. She was
just basing it on her rollercoaster of emotions and her gut. She
giggled as Ironman spoke in Russian, and little words written in
English appeared at the bottom of the screen.

He leaned closer, snuggling against her and
whispered in her ear, tickling her, “This is a good way to learn
Russian.” Clare nodded and turned back to the screen, watching the
action. She took his hand in hers, interlacing their fingers and
pulled it closer so both of their hands touched her chest, lying on
her heart.

 


Clare woke, completely surrounded and
comfortable. The cell phone was turned off and dark, but light and
sounds were streaming through the open mesh of the tent.
Alexander’s blanket covered their legs. She glanced over her
shoulder; he was asleep and entwined with her. The hand she had
held when she fell asleep was now shoved under her chest, her
breast laying heavily on it. His other arm was beneath her head,
and she was using his bicep as a pillow while he was using the
pillow as a pillow. His muscular chest was pressed against her
back, keeping her warm with his body heat. Her eyes widened when
she realized the pressure against her backside was his massive
erection. She tried and failed to suppress a grin. One of his legs
was crossed over hers, pinning her in place. She leaned back into
his arms and beamed. She relaxed and relished in the feel of his
body against hers.

The crowd outside the tent grew louder, and
Alexander stretched. He cursed in Russian when his feet and head
hit each end of the tent. His body still against hers as he tried
not to wake her. She stretched, pressing her body into his. He
whispered something in Russian, making her smile again. She rolled
onto her back and looked at him. His beautiful blue eyes were
staring down at her with adoration. His fingers gently traced the
line of her face. She moved her hand to his arm, caressing his
muscles as he leaned in. She was desperate for him, wanting him to
kiss her, wanting him to do more than just kiss her.

He stilled suddenly when Peter yelled in
Russian. Alexander hung his head for a moment, then planted a rough
kiss on her forehead.

“Get up, Clare!” Marcey yelled with a giggle.
“The bands start in a few minutes.”

Her eyes went wide; her whole schedule was
off! She’d overslept, in the arms of a man she barely knew! She sat
up quickly, breaking his hold on her. She rolled over, accidentally
pushing him down. The hair tie had fallen out sometime during the
night, freeing the ends of her hair. He beamed as she hovered over
him. She pushed her long hair out of his face. “Sorry!” He grabbed
her by the sides of her chest. He took a leisurely look down her
camisole. It didn’t hide much. She blushed. “I have to go,” she
rambled, “but I want to,” her voice trailed off with
uncertainty.

“Spend the day together?” he requested, not
releasing her.

Clare leaned down, pressing a kiss to his
cheek. “I wouldn’t miss it for anything in the world!” She leaned
back and moved awkwardly out of the tent.

Marcey stood next to Peter, holding his hand
as Clare left the tent. She raised a manicured eyebrow in question,
and Clare shook her head. She wasn’t going to talk about her sexual
status in front of Peter, even if English was his second language.
From one tent she jumped into the other. She quickly changed into a
dark purple T-shirt that hung loosely off of one shoulder. Her bra
strap showed but she didn’t care. The world seemed a trillion times
more carefree. She slipped into her jean shorts again. She redid
the braid, trying to get it under control.

As she left the tent, she watched Marcey and
Peter dancing to the music playing over the loudspeaker. They
looked comfortable and intensely intimate after the short time
knowing each other. Sergei stood beside them, talking animatedly.
Clare walked to the bathroom, making sure to enter the right one. A
few minutes later, she left feeling human again. She bought a water
bottle and another piece of fruit before she walked back to the
tents. She was excited for the festival to begin. Her excitement
skyrocketed the minute Alexander emerged from his tent.


Chapter 4

Alexander held out his hand, and she took it
without hesitation. He held the bottle for her, and she ate the
fruit while they walked, following the crowd towards the stage. She
tossed the banana peel into the compost bin when they walked by. He
cracked the top open and handed the bottle back with a smile.
Returning his smile, she drank greedily as the heatwave burst into
full bloom. “Would you like some?” she offered. He drank some
before handing it back. There were screams and cheers from the
crowd as they neared the stage.

She saw Monty already dancing with a new
friend. She caught his gaze and waved frantically, grinning
ridiculously. He waved back and blew her a kiss before returning
his attention to the young man dancing beside him.

“Over here,” Alexander shouted above the
crowd and led them away, working their way through the mass of
bodies to the far side of the stage. Their place was close but not
so close that the mob was pushing in on them. The first band opened
with a guitar solo and Marcey roared. She began to jump around.
Clare cheered for the band, feeling lighthearted.

Alexander leaned close. “Your smile is far
too beautiful.” He pulled her hand close and kissed it. Clare
grinned further, then looked to the stage and screamed with
excitement as the lead singer began the first song. She clapped and
cheered for the band, dancing in place then with Alexander as the
band went through its set.

Hours passed beneath the direct sun, and
Clare’s cheeks reddened in the heat. She waved her hand in front of
her face, though it helped little. Sweat made her shirt stick to
her chest. Her mouth was parched having long ago finished off the
bottle of water.

A festival worker came onto the stage and
walked to the microphone. “It’s fucking hot, right?” Shouts roared
from the crowd. “Drink lots of water, and later drink lots of
beer.” The crowd laughed. “For now, the farmer who owns the land is
going to help us.” He pointed to the edge of the crowd on each side
before he walked off the stage.

Clare stood on her toes and tried to see over
everyone. Alexander put his hand on her waist and leaned down.
“They’re bringing in some kind of agricultural water equipment.”
Clare nodded and pressed her hand over his.

The next band took the stage and Clare
shouted, “I love them!” to Alexander. After a few minutes, it began
to mist. The heat and the water from the farm equipment created
rainbows throughout the crowd. A rainbow fell onto Alexander; he
looked magnificent, angelically beautiful. The mist created a prism
of sunlight that danced like bright diamonds in the sky around him,
leaving her stunned by his attractiveness. She really liked him; he
seemed so genuine and nice. Liquid desire pooled deep in her belly,
creating an ache for the man she couldn’t ignore.

There was an instant relief to the heat, and
they laughed in the spray. The heavy mist soaked her shirt and his
within minutes. He ran his hand through his wet hair, pushing it
aside before he smiled and reached for her.

Alexander’s hand touched her face, his thumb
tracing Clare’s puffy bottom lip. Her heart raced within her chest.
The mist created goosebumps. Her skin was hypersensitive as the
world disappeared with his touch. The music became one long
rhythmic note when Alexander leaned forward, and his mouth slanted
over hers. His lips were soft against hers but urgent with
undeniable need. She sighed, and he plunged his tongue into her
open mouth. His other hand moved across her hip and pulled her
close. Their tongues tangled. She stood on her toes, and her body
melted into his. His hand moved along her back, pressing her closer
until he fisted her damp hair. She groaned in delight. She couldn’t
remember anything in her life feeling better. Her hands slid along
his arms and across his muscular shoulders as she took him with her
mouth. Nothing else existed, just the warmth of his hard body
against hers.

Alexander suddenly broke the connection and
looked at her. His eyes were intense with longing and adoration. He
held his hand out for hers, and she placed hers within his. She
only heard the undertones of Marcey laughing while they walked
away.

When they moved from the misting rain, the
heat instantly swarmed her again. Without words, Alexander led her
back to his tent. He ducked in gracefully, and she followed him out
of the sun into a more intense heat. Her heart raced within the
confines of her chest. There would be no rejecting this need, this
all-consuming yearning for him. She couldn’t deny him or herself
what they wanted.

She left her flip-flops outside, and he
reached across her again to zip the mesh of the tent. He sat back,
taking her with him, his hands on each side of her chest. She
scooted closer, kneeling before him. He pressed passionate kisses
to her lips and said quietly, “It will be private. Everyone’s at
the concert.” She nodded in agreement before his wet tongue slid
over her parched lips. She liked that, really liked that, and
wanted him to do it again.

His hands slid down the sides of her chest
while their lips touched and kissed. He grabbed the hem of her wet
shirt and pulled it up over her head. Her breathing turned ragged,
and liquid warmth rushed through her body. She blushed as he leaned
back and looked at her.

He grabbed her waist, his hand heating her
skin, and pulled her close. She straddled his long legs and wrapped
her arms around his muscular shoulders. He pressed little kisses
along the wet skin of her shoulder, tasting the sweat and salt. The
echoes of his caresses shimmered all the way to the apex of her
thighs. The heavenly feeling caused a little moan to escape. Her
eyes fluttered closed while he unhooked her bra. She fought the
instinct to cover her breasts; rather, she concentrated on the
feeling of his lips against her skin.

Alexander leaned back and pulled his shirt up
over his head. It was her first chance to look at his body. It was
something between mouthwatering desire and astonishment that rolled
through her. Her hands went gently to his powerful chest. She had
never touched a man’s chest before. She was fascinated by the feel
of his skin, and the dusting of pale chest hair beneath her
fingertips. She wanted to spend hours just touching him. She leaned
close and pressed a kiss to the base of his neck, tasting the salt
of his skin, and she licked her lips.

“Why do you want me, Clare?” he asked
quietly.

She leaned back and looked into his eyes.
Oceans of blue had never been so deep. “I want you,” she replied
assuredly, “because you’re a nice guy.” She blushed and leaned to
his neck and began kissing him. Through the caresses she murmured,
“You’re intelligent and handsome and,” her body rushed with lust,
“the way you make me feel is incredible.”

He fisted her damp braid and held her in
place as she continued, her puffy lips pressing against his skin.
Her tongue slid upward to his earlobe, and she nibbled. He
whispered something unintelligible so she continued, hoping he
liked what she was doing. Her tentative fingers traced his chest
hair south, and he moaned.

In a swift move, he rolled with her. She
found herself on her back and grabbed his forearms as he hovered
over her. “I…” She stopped. Worry racked her pretty face. She
couldn’t finish her thought. Her emotions swamped her. She couldn’t
tell the difference between liking him and loving him. The way he
looked at her, it made her feel as if it was love. There was such
affection and yearning in his eyes.

He sat back and unbuttoned her shorts. She
could hear her blood rushing through her ears. Her heart was
racing, pounding against her chest, and she gasped for air. Her
lips were parched, and she licked them, but her eyes never left
his. The connection of their eyes remained unbroken as she lifted
her hips and he pulled her shorts and panties away in one motion.
She blushed again when he looked at her.

He shifted and lay beside her. He quickly
removed his jeans and black boxer briefs, pushing them off, leaving
them near the interior edge of the tent. He lay beside her quietly,
his fingers tracing the curve of her hip bone across her sensitive
skin. Her breathing was rapid, and her lips parted to compensate.
Her hand fell to his shoulder, drawing him forward as he leaned
close. His mouth found her breast and she gasped. Her body rushed
with wetness as he licked and sucked. His hand massaged the
fullness of her breast while she ran her fingers through his wet,
curly hair.

“So beautiful,” he murmured. His tongue
circled and played with her nipple. It hardened to a tight point,
and he moved slightly to play with the other. His long, thick cock
pressed hard against her thigh. “This is okay?”

“Yes,” she whispered. “More than okay.” She
reveled in his attention. Her hand slid across the sinuous muscles
of his shoulders. His lips met hers again, his desire and yearning
within each kiss. He moved slightly and her legs opened for him. It
was so natural, so pleasurable; her mind swam in the warmth and
desire as he settled between her legs. He pressed his full weight
to her body, propping himself up on his elbows, and kissed her
deeply. His weight was delicious, his lips even more so as his
tongue played with hers. Her hands fell to his biceps, feeling the
strong muscles beneath his skin. He shifted his hand and slid it
along her body. At her knee, he pulled it up. She automatically did
the same with her other without instruction.

His hand slid back up her body, slowly,
lusciously while the crown of his hard cock pressed against the
lips of her wet sex. His urgent mouth met hers again when he thrust
his hips forward. Clare cried out as Alexander ripped through her
virginity. He stopped moving instantly. She stared. “You should
have told me,” he said quietly.

“Would it have made a difference?” Her body
tried to acclimate to the fullness of his.

“I would have been gentler with you.” He
leaned forward and pressed a lingering, passionate kiss to her lips
before he moved his hips once more. Clare cried again, and he
stopped. “Are you all right?” She nodded. “Do you want me to stop?”
She shook her head no. He nodded and plunged forward again.

She blew out a deep breath, and stretched for
his lips. Their lips mingled, and their bodies tangled with sweat
and desire. He filled her so completely; she wanted nothing else.
Her fingers traced his back, working their way slowly along his
spine. One hand remained on his shoulder, and her other hand
courageously touched the flexing muscles of his backside, and
Alexander stopped being cautious.

She was lost to him, to his movements and
rhythm. His caresses were better than she could have imagined.
Clare moaned as a twinge of excitement raced through her. It grew
deep within like the beginning ember of a raging fire. He pressed
his forehead to her shoulder and panted into her skin, warm rushes
of air keeping the time of his rhythm. It became a race between
them, but he never let her fall behind.

His hips ground into hers at an
ever-increasing pace. She lifted her hips, meeting each powerful
thrust, squeezing his thick cock intimately with each push and pull
against her delicate skin. A moment washed over her, desire and
passion entwined, and she cried out as her body released. He thrust
against her twice more before he groaned and poured himself deep
into her body. His hips slowed, milking his spent cock, dragging it
out then gliding back deep inside before he stopped. He leaned his
forehead against her shoulder, panting heavily against her sweaty
skin.

Clare closed her eyes; her mouth was open as
she tried to catch her breath. “That was wonderful,” she
gasped.

“Yes.”

Her fingers ran through his wet hair, holding
his head close, kissing his cheek. He moved, lifting his head from
her shoulder. He was propped up on his elbows, his heavy cock still
within her, still erect. She stared into his eyes. The blue like
flames, burnt deep into her soul. She was forever changed by
him.

He didn’t say a word, but he leaned forward
and pressed an urgent kiss to her lips. Her mouth parted and his
tongue delved in, touching and tasting. He began to roll his hips
again, and she smiled.

 


Time ceased to be. Light or darkness didn’t
matter. His existence depended completely upon Clare’s touch, her
words of adoration when she whispered to him, “It feels so good,
Alexander.”

He pushed her hair gently aside as the
morning light grew stronger. “Say it again.”

“You feel so good. I never expected to meet
you, or anyone.” They lay facing each other. “I was just here for
the music.”

“Yes. Me too.” He sat up and looked down
while she rolled onto her back. She was beautiful, love-struck he
realized. He leaned down and kissed her gently. “Come, kitten,” he
said, getting a smile in return. “Let’s shower and enjoy the
festival.”

Alexander slipped on his shorts and offered
her a towel for cover. He slid out of the tent first to a new day.
He glanced quickly to the shower and saw it empty. He turned for
her when she grabbed clothes from her tent.

“My phone’s dead,” she grumbled.

“Leave it.” He took her hand and led her to
the shower stall. “I want to shower with you.”

“Yes,” she agreed wholeheartedly, tossing her
cell back into her tent.

Alexander deposited their belongings on the
bench and started the water. He slipped off his shorts and tossed
them to the bench. Music began playing on the loudspeaker and he
danced his way to her. Clare giggled and dropped the towel on the
bench. She joined him, feeling bubbles of lightness rise within
her. They danced into the hot stream of water, then slowed and held
each other while the water poured over them.

He reached behind her and grabbed a bar of
soap. “Let me.” He soaped her diligently, scrubbing from her
fingertips up her arms and across her chest. As he rinsed, she
received kisses to each body part. He lingered on her breasts, and
her cheeks heated. He knelt and washed her belly. He turned her and
admired her backside, soaping her curves. He leaned forward and
nibbled.

Clare screamed playfully and turned back to
him. “Don’t be naughty,” she joked. His eyes dropped from hers, but
the smile remained. He saw the flecks of blood on her thighs. He
looked up again. “I wouldn’t have wanted to give my virginity to
anyone else.”

A hand rested on her thigh, and he washed
away the remnants of their first night together. He leaned close
and kissed each thigh. Her hand set gently on his head. His nose
nuzzled at the apex of her thighs, and he began to kiss and tongue
her clit. His tongue flicked and swirled and sucked. “You taste
incredible,” he murmured before he eased two fingers into her sex
slowly, smoothly moving them in a fantastic rhythm that took her
breath. She instinctively began to move her hips against his
fingers, against his mouth. He sucked and swirled, driving her
crazy. He stopped suddenly and stood. His mouth went to hers and he
grabbed the back of her thighs, lifting her.

Clare wrapped her legs around him, and her
arms clung to his back.

“You’re probably sore.” He leaned her back
against the shower stall wall.

“I don’t care,” she purred, kissing him
again.

He nodded and shifted her body. He inched his
cock into her, allowing her body to fully take his. She groaned in
his ear, and he was undone by the erotic sound. He pressed against
her, pounding hard into her delicate frame. Her nails dug into his
back, gripping hard and hanging onto him. He smiled into her
shoulder when she arched her hips against his, accepting his thick
cock completely. He could feel her body tremble and feel her
ecstasy coming as he ground into her over and over. The wave of her
passion broke around him as she cried out.

He groaned in pursuit of their shared
happiness and felt himself release. He stroked against her again
and again before he slowed. He kissed her softly and saw her smile.
His heart skipped a beat. His spent cock left her body, and he set
her gently on her feet. He braced himself against the wall for a
moment, watching her step back into the water. He followed her when
she held out her hand for his. He kissed her once more before he
reached for the soap again and quickly washed.

Alexander turned off the water. They lazily
dressed and took each other’s hands while they walked back to the
tent and dropped off the damp towels and other items.

They walked hand in hand towards the fields
were full of festival-goers. He paused and bent for a yellow
wildflower, plucking it from a patch of uncrushed hay. Tucking it
behind her ear, he received a smile for the effort, and his heart
skipped a beat. The stages were set for the bands that would begin
in a few hours, but for now, they walked towards the part of the
town had been quartered off for the festival.

“Do you like this?” he asked, pointing at a
skate park that had been created.

Clare nodded and agreed. “Their tricks are
awesome.” She watched as the competition began. “It’s like
magic.”

He grinned and stood beside her, holding her
hand. “The way they move, the tricks, like they are floating.”

“Yes,” she agreed.

A local DJ began his set, and Alexander
stepped from Clare. He began to move and dance while she held his
hand.

She laughed. “I’m not a good dancer.” She
glanced around, her cheeks reddening.

“Come, Clare. I know better. I have seen you
dance. No one will say anything. We are dancing.” He offered his
other hand, and she accepted. They began to move together to the
beat. They danced, their bodies moving intimately. When the beat
died, he leaned to her, and she stretched for the offered kiss.
“Drink and food.”

“Yes, I need that.”

 


They wandered together through the fields to
the far side of the festival. Temporary cities had been created
with large white tents that served as gathering places for the
festival goers.

“Clare!” Marcey shouted as they passed. She
ran to them and hugged Clare. Peter stepped close. “You’re just in
time!”

“For what?”

“For Monty!” She smiled brightly and pointed
over her shoulder. “They’re having a two legged race.”

“And he joined?”

“Athletics runs in his family. He’s sure he
can carry them.” She took Peter’s hand again. “Come on! Let’s go
cheer for him and his partner.”

The couples hurried, and Marcey asked over
her shoulder, “Have you gone to the beer tent yet?”

“No, not yet.” Clare shook her head.

“You’ve got to go! There are beers from all
over the world.” She wiggled through the crowd and found a spot for
them against the metal railing.

“Roskilde people!” a male voice shouted into
a megaphone. “I give you our five couples.” He gestured towards the
couples, tied together at the knees and ankles.

“They’re naked!” Clare exclaimed.

Marcey smiled. “Naked two-legged race!” She
started laughing. “We get to see a full Monty!” They laughed with
Marcey.

Clare looked over the runners and saw Monty
in all his beauty. He did have the body of an athlete. Genetics she
knew, having seen the junk food Monty consumed and his lack of
exercise. His partner looked every bit of a Scandinavian that Monty
had hoped for when their trip began. They embraced one arm around
the other, pale and dark with a look of determination on each
face.

“Ready, set and…go!” the announcer yelled
into the megaphone.

Clare doubled over laughing, bracing against
the fence while Alexander stood behind her.

One couple immediately fell as the others
moved awkwardly along the racecourse.

“Come on, Monty!” Alexander yelled over
Clare’s shoulder. She glanced back and beamed as he clapped for her
friend. Marcey was yelling. It was a frenzy of cheering and screams
of laughter. Monty’s partner fell to his knees, abruptly stopping
the progress. Monty lifted him easily, and they began again. A few
more rushed steps, and they crossed the finish line.

Clare and the group of friends made their way
to meet them. “I’m so proud of you!”

Monty stood with his partner, an arm around
each. “Damn, we didn’t win!”

“You two did great!” Marcey said.

Monty demurely smiled and introduced them,
“This is my friend, Lucas. He’s from Gothenburg,” he added,
“Sweden.”

Marcey squealed. “You’re Swedish!” She hugged
the man hard. She grabbed Monty afterwards for a hug.

“OK, Chica,” Monty said with a smile. He
bumped hips with Lucas. “We’re going to get our second-place trophy
and some clothes!”

Clare couldn’t help it, her eyes dropped. She
blushed instantly, and everyone laughed. “See ya, Monty!” She
laughed and stepped back, holding Alexander’s hand.

“You just did, baby girl!” He snickered.

They wandered together to the beer tent, and
Alexander bought a round.

“We’re going to the far stage,” Peter
advised, sipping his beer.

“Da,” Alexander responded. He looked to
Clare. “What do you want to do? See a band or walk around the
tents?”

She drank heavily then replied, “Tents, I
want to see some of the artists.”

“Text me later,” Marcey said, “and I’ll
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