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Confessions
Kim came barging into Nancy´s room the minute she heard Nancy play the same 
song again. “What is with you and Moloko? Why don´t you bloody hell become 
their groupie or something,” Kim shouted, trying to make herself clear. Nancy, 
turned off the CD player reluctantly, but kept on singing” I feel I’m sitting in the 
devils company, oh, oh it´s fun for me.” “Really Nancy, you know I don´t mind 
them, but do you have to listen to that record for so many times in a row?” “I 
don´t know Kim. One day I might get sick of them, and then I´ll never listen to 
them. But now I just feel like singing to every song they make.”

“What’s up? Kim asked, and Nancy noticed it was a while since they talked. 
Of course they talked all the time, but it had been about two weeks since she last 
had a decent talk with Kim. Right about the time she met Michael. “What’s up 
Nancy, want to spend some time together later. Perhaps we could go for a walk?” 
“Or just stay in, and order pizza?” Kim suggested, and Nancy agreed. “Wow, now 
you have time for me, what´s going on?” Kim’s words made Nancy feel guilty, as 
they were intended to. It was true that the only reason she could make time in 
her schedule for Kim, was because Michael was on his last shift that night, and 
she had no other plans. But she didn´t want Kim to feel that she only was with 
her because she had nothing better to do. “What do you mean, I would love 
spending time with you, watching a movie, and getting fatter on pizza” Nancy 
replied, noticing to her own distress, the lack of enthusiasm, in her voice. Kim 
must have noticed it as well, but as the good roommate she was, she pretended 
she didn´t. “So, where is Nancy off to now?” she asked curiously, while looking 
for a lighter in Nancy´s handbag. “I don´t have a lighter. Come on, you know that. 
I never have a lighter,” Nancy commented, noticing Kim going randomly through 
all of her belongings. “But you’re a smoker,” Kim replied, beginning to use her an-
gry voice. “Hey, so are you, for all I can see, and as a true smoker we are obliged 
to never have a light with us.” “Mhhh.” Kim sounded dissatisfied, until Nancy 
fetched the box of matches lying in the kitchen draw. “I am off to meet Michael. 
He has his last shift tonight, and then he is giving up the bar business all together.” 
“Really. Why?” Kim asked surprised, as it hadn´t been a topic of discussion until 
now. “Well. Honestly, I don´t really know. He says he wants to go back and read 
Management at school full time, but to give up such a job, before summer...” 
“Well, look at it on the other hand. You two can spend time together, getting to 
know each other, now that you’re both off.” Nancy smiled. Of course she thought 
of that. That was why she didn´t say anything to Michael, as it would be magnifi-
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cent so spend a few summer months getting to kiss his soft lips, and feel his warm 
embrace. “As long as it´s fun for me...” Nancy smiled again, and to her surprise 
Kim smiled back. When Kim left the room, she went to take a shower, and the 
minute Nancy could hear her entering the shower, she put on the song again, just 
one last time. “I feel I’m sitting in the devils company... it’s fun for me.”

When Nancy met Michael later that day, the weather was warm and nice, and he 
was wearing a tank top, and long shorts, looking so handsome, he nearly took her 
breath away. He made her nervous, by being so good looking. It was as though 
she could expect that at any moment, he would say goodbye and leave. His phone 
kept on ringing, as everyone working in the bar, needed his help with something. 
At one point Nancy was so annoyed, she felt like grabbing it, and throwing it 
away. Michael noticed, and apologized, switching the phone to silent, while pull-
ing her close to him, so she could smell his aftershave. He smelt so good. Just a 
scent of a man, that turned her on. She wanted him. For the first time in Nancy’s 
life, she actually wanted him. Sexually. So much so, that she was scared it would 
show on her face.

They went to a restaurant for Chinese food, picking a table furthest away 
from everyone else, outdoors, so they could enjoy the sun. As they ate his favor-
ite dish, she felt so overwhelmed, that this handsome man, enjoyed her com-
pany. It was so unreal; Nancy had to pinch herself to be sure. Happily she smiled 
at him, and he winked at her, making all the blood from her legs disappear. If she 
hadn´t been sitting down, she most likely would have fallen.

“Tell me something personal about yourself.” Michael said, and Nancy was 
shaken by his interest in her. Normally the guys she had been dating only talked 
about themselves, or football, or cars, or cricket. But Michael made everyone she 
ever dated seem like a fool. He made them all seem crazy, for losing her. Again, 
she pinched herself, just to be completely sure. “Well, what do you mean?” she 
asked, afraid of answering the question with a wrong answer. Michael grabbed 
her hand, and smiled at her. “Don’t worry Nancy. It´s just confessions. Like for 
instance me. I like long kisses, and embraces. I am a sucker for a good hug. Now, 
you try.” “Well, you said what I would have said!” Nancy replied, smiling at him, 
trying not to blush. When the waiter came, they were both so into the conver-
sation, he had to ask twice, if they wanted butter with their bread. When des-
sert came, the conversation had turned x-rated, and now the waiter didn´t mind 
eaves dropping a bit, before serving them cake and coffee.

“I hate men that like football” Nancy said, crossing her fingers, hoping she 
hadn´t done the unforgivable thing. “Me too!” Michael laughed, making her smile 
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from ear to ear. “I hate woman that make men put the toilet seat down!” Now 
Nancy laughed. “Okay, I hate men that always skip foreplay.” “I love foreplay” 
Michael replied, and Nancy felt her cheeks burn.

When they left the restaurant, the sun was setting, and Michael put his arms 
around her, and nibbled her ear, giving her goose bumps and making her shiver. 
“I cannot wait for you to come back from your shift,” Nancy said, closing her eyes, 
to better feel his touch. “I cannot wait to see you again. May I come to your home 
tomorrow morning, and continue our confessions?” “You may indeed!” Nancy 
laughed as Michael grabbed her tightly, and kissed her on her mouth, hard, as if 
it might be their last.

That night, Nancy found it difficult to sit with Kim, laughing over old jokes and 
silly stories. Normally she would have loved such an evening. Especially if Mary 
came, but now all she could think about was all the women throwing themselves 
at Michael. After all, Michael was working in the trendiest bar in all of London. 
He had staff under him, and every night he stood for serving the VIP´s. Just a few 
weeks ago he told her he served Kate Moss a cocktail. Pineapple had been her 
flavour of choice.

When Nancy asked Michael if Kate Moss looked attractive, he said “She was 
nothing compared to you.” Michael actually seemed as though he meant it, and 
Nancy felt extreme gratitude. She always felt she was prettier than Kate Moss, 
but everyone knows no one is as pretty. Perhaps Michael truly was different from 
the rest of them. It was as though he saw her, as she wished she could be, and in 
doing so, he made her believe that she might just be what she knew she wasn´t. 
But she didn´t tell Michael. If he thought she was hot and sexy, and naughty and 
sweet, why should she beg to differ. Even if it wasn´t entirely true.

The following morning Michael showed up at ten, and made Kim and Nancy 
breakfast. For Kim it was breakfast in bed, and Nancy brought it to her, just in 
case. She knew there was always a chance of Kim being in such a bad mood, she 
might scare off Michael forever.

After breakfast, Michael helped Nancy pack a bag, and then he drove them 
both to the beach in the company car. “It´s the best. I can sleep, and you can tan,” 
he said, while helping her pick the dress she would wear. When they came to the 
beach they curled up on her towels, and fell asleep. After a few hours, Nancy 
awoke, and went for a swim in the ocean. When she came back, her mascara 
was running in two lines, making her look like a clown. Michael who awoke a 
few minutes earlier smiled when she came dripping up next to him. “Nancy, you 
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shouldn´t wear all that make up. You’re so pretty. Why on earth would you wear 
it?” he asked, making Nancy feel he was the kindest man she ever met. “Well, 
I guess I wear it, because I think it makes me look pretty!” “Perhaps on ugly 
people, but not on you!” he replied, tapping on the towel, to indicate he wanted 
her to sit down next to him. “I never knew men didn´t like make up?” Nancy 
continued, snuggling up next to him. His skin was warm and sunny, and hers felt 
cold, against his. “I don´t know about men. But I prefer you without.” Then he 
leaned against her, and kissed her neck and shoulders. “You’re beautiful, and you 
know it!” he said, and reached over for her bag, where the bottle of water was. 
He neatly went through her stuff, unlike Kim, and when he found it, he zipped 
the bag closed again.

They sat at the beach until sunset, sharing cigarettes. Every time Nancy took one, 
he immediately lit it for her. It was gentleman like, and Nancy found him to be 
very considerate. He opened the car door for her, and he always asked her what 
she wanted to eat and drink. He even took her hand and kissed it, when he greet-
ed her in the mornings. It seemed so romantic and old fashioned at the same 
time. He made sure she wasn´t too cold, and twice he had loaned her his jacket, 
after a sunset.

During the day Michael only went into the water twice. Once with Nancy, car-
rying her around and dropping her into the sea, where the waves softly grabbed 
her. Every time she smiled, he smiled back, and when they finally came out 
from the water, she could feel her cheeks ache from smiling. Nancy was happy. 
Overwhelmingly happy. But she knew she had to tame herself, so she wouldn´t 
scare him away. He was too good to be true, so she would have to handle him 
with great care and respect. “Nancy, I wondered if you would like to meet my 
mother?” He asked, while opening a bottle of coke, that he had contained in an 
icepack, tucked away under his clothes. He handed her the coke, and took the 
towel, looking at her, as if he wanted to read her mind. Nancy didn´t know much, 
and especially about love, but she knew something was definitely up, when a 
man wants a woman to meet their mother. It was almost like saying the three 
words. Actually, it was much better.

“I would love to meet her,” Nancy quickly replied, regretting that she used 
the word love, and not like. Then she began to dry her hair. She didn´t want to 
seem too eager, as it might scare him. She knew from prior relationships, that she 
tended to scare men, and even some tended to hate her. She was told she was 
the one breaking the relationship before it ever began, and Nancy was damned 
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if this was going to be the same. Michael was so different, she had no doubt he 
was worth the chance.

As they sat and watched the sunset, he put his arms around her, tightly. 
A couple passed them by, the man wearing latex underwear. “Look at that!” 
Michael said, pointing towards the man. Nancy, who considered pointing rude, 
immediately pulled his finger down. “So! It´s just clothing.” she said, feeling a bit 
nervous about the incident. “It´s sexual, and on a public beach!” Michael stated, 
and Nancy found it hard to interpret how he felt about it. “They are just people, 
like you and I. Trust me, I have been to a great many fetish parties when I first 
moved to London. I thought it would be exciting to see different people, but I 
realized, they were just the same. Only the clothing, only the material was dif-
ferent,” Nancy explained, while Michael examined her, with his eyes. “What?” 
Nancy asked nervously, afraid that perhaps Michael was too conservative for 
those kinds of parties. Perhaps he didn´t like gays either. What would she do 
then? “No, nothing. I am just surprised that’s all. You surprise me Nancy!” he 
said, with a smirk, and kissed her on the cheek. “What else haven´t you told me?” 
he asked, laughing when Nancy began to blush. “You first”, she replied, as she 
had no idea of what Michael liked and didn´t like. A fetish party wasn´t a thing 
Nancy ever thought about being offensive.

“Clever girl... well, let me think. I don´t go on blind dates, and I have never 
had a one night stand, probably because I have a strange fear of getting HIV. Now, 
your turn.”

“Really”, Nancy commented, thinking that she never realized guys thought 
of sexual transmitted diseases as well. She knew most of them were freaked out 
in regards to pregnancies, but never so much so, that they were willing to use a 
condom, without a long discussion first.

“Well. I am very old fashioned, I guess. I don´t fuck around if I have a boy-
friend. I think honesty is the best policy, and I would rather want to be dumped, 
than to catch my man screwing someone else.” “I hear you,” Michael concurred, 
nodding slowly, as if it was a clever outlook Nancy threw his way. “Now you,” 
Nancy said, smiling at him, when he looked surprised. “Nancy, have you played 
this game before?” “Perhaps”, she replied, noticing his hand on her thigh. “I have 
never tried anything as crazy as a fetish party.” Michael said, making Nancy laugh. 
“Let me take you to one then, and I can show you what it´s all about.”

As the sun disappeared they decided to drive back to her place, and spend the 
evening in. Perhaps ordering pizza, so Kim could feel she was a part of it, too. 
They kept on kissing in-between each confession, making them easier to tell. “My 
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first girlfriend was going behind my back with my best friend, so I told myself no 
matter what, I would never do that.” Nancy kissed him, putting her arms around 
him. “I would never do that either.” she said, trying to forget an incident she once 
found herself in, where she indeed had been the mistress. “I believe in love” she 
whispered into Michael’s ear, laughing as he picked her up, and pushed her down 
on the bed. The first time they ever made love, was so beautiful, Nancy almost 
cried. The second time was fun, and the third time was rough. Michael seemed 
to know every button to push, which made Nancy realize, it was just what she 
wanted. They way he touched her breast, and neck. The way he pulled her hair 
down, tight enough for him to win the struggle, but loose enough for her to feel 
no pain. Only restriction, almost. For Nancy, it was a true celebration of her own 
sexual being. In all those years she always questioned what the big deal was, in 
regards to sex. She tried every form; just to be sure that she hadn´t misunder-
stood anything, but only found it to be boring, manipulating, and usually mostly 
satisfying for the male gender. But Michael made her world turn upside down. 
He held her with such love and affection, while holding her slightly against her 
will. He seemed to know exactly what she needed to feel, and every time he 
whispered her name into her ear, she shivered.

The room Nancy rented from Kim looked completely different, since Nancy met 
Michael. Normally everything was put away neatly, as the room was very small. 
But in order for them to have space to sleep next to each other, Michael reor-
ganized. He pushed the sofa up against the bed, so it shaped a double bed, but 
in doing so, every other function in the room was lost. Nancy hated it, but knew 
it was usually her that had a problem with such things, and no one else. Saying 
nothing, she tested her patience, and as the nights were worth it all, she soon 
forgot about the mess, and the new man staying in Kim’s flat. All she thought of, 
was just how happy a person could be.

Michael would usually light the candles at night. As many as she had, making the 
little room shine up. At first Nancy found it funny, how they went to bed. They 
would go to bed together, rather than one would go, and later the other would 
join. “I love going to bed like this” she said, and Michael nodded. It is very impor-
tant to go to bed at the same time for any relationship. It´s also a good way of 
spending some time together as well” he smiled, and Nancy felt her heart beat.

The first time they kissed was just as romantic as the first time they made 
love. Nancy, who hated using that word about sex, had to admit, that was what 
was going on. Soft kisses all over her body, tight hugs, and at times Michael took 
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her hair with such force, and held her down; letting his weight force her to stay in 
the positions he wanted her in. The way he grabbed her, the way he held her. She 
never felt so secure before, and so turned on, at the same time.

The first time he saw her nude was in the bedroom. Nancy’s heart was beating so 
loudly, she swore he must have heard it. As he touched her breast, he looked into 
her eyes and said that he had never seen such beautiful breasts before. They were 
absolutely perfect. Nancy, who wasn´t sure if he was pulling her leg, pushed him 
softly away, but this only seemed to make Michael upset. “Sorry, it´s just that... 
I hardly have any!” Nancy explained, noticing how astonished Michael looked. 
“What do you mean? You have the most beautiful breasts.” “Really”, Nancy half 
asked, half said not knowing if he was serious or not. “Well, I will have to prove it 
to you then!” he said, pulling her so close to him, his chest hair began to tickle her 
breast, and made Nancy laugh. “I have a confession,” she said, pushing him down 
on the bed. “I love it when men have hair on their chest. The more the better. I 
must say, I’m in luck with you,” she giggled, letting her finger slide through the 
ocean of brown hair, covering his breast from just below his collar bone, to about 
an inch from his crotch. He looked so handsome he could have been a model, or 
actor for all she knew. Michael laughed pulling her face down next to his chest, 
slightly touching hers. “Come here you” he said, and Nancy did. It was the most 
magnificent night she ever had, and they only fell asleep, when the sun began to 
show itself, and the birds began to sing again. As Nancy laid down next to Michael 
he grabbed her hand, right before he fell asleep. Soon after, Nancy slept too.

It had been a month since Nancy began to date Michael. Meanwhile so many 
things had happened in her life, and each and every one was good. They had 
been on a week’s holiday abroad with a few friends. Mostly Michael’s friends, but 
it had been wonderful. Every time they did something for the first time, the one 
who called it, got a kiss. “It´s the first time we boarded a ferry” Nancy shouted, 
seeing Michael walk sternly towards her, picking her up and giving her a kiss 
a bride would have envied. “It´s the first time I bought you a burger” he said, 
pointing towards the lady in the store making two burgers to go. Nancy threw 
herself at him, hanging on him, nibbling his ear. “I want a kiss on the mouth!” he 
said, and she kissed him so many times, they both lost count. After being gone 
a few days, Nancy hoped Kim’s spirits would be better. Kim had warned her not 
to bring men home, and she knew Kim still considered Michael as just another 
man. He would have to pass the three month curse, which Nancy had proven she 
was indeed suffering under. Having never had a relationship that lasted for more 
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than three months, three weeks, and three days, Nancy thought it was simply 
because it was about that time they began to figure her out. It was as if she was 
never girlfriend material. More like the boy girl that boys like to hang out with, in 
case they cannot get the real thing. Nancy knew, as she mostly only had friends 
that were boys. And besides the ones that were gay, she was pretty sure, they 
wouldn´t hesitate to give her more, if that was what she wanted. However, Nancy 
felt, that Michael might be the one, who could change her past. Every time she 
felt she was pushing him, he would push her right back. He even met her parents, 
and considering Nancy´s parents, it went well. She met his, and Michael assured 
her, they all liked her. An important fact, as mothers have a secret bond with their 
sons, and this bond basically denies any other females in their son’s life. This, 
Nancy experienced so many times, to know how important mothers were.

“I call the first time we drink hot cocoa together” Michael said, sitting down 
next to Fran with the two drinks, one in each hand. “What are you thinking 
about, darling?” Well, I hope Kim will begin to open up a bit more towards you,” 
Nancy muttered. “Don´t worry love. Actually now that you brought it up, there 
is something I have been meaning to ask you?” Nancy felt the chills going down 
her spine. She knew this sentence only too well, to know that the next he might 
be asking, was if she had a sister. “Yeah... Is that it?” she almost whispered, mak-
ing Michael wink at her. “Would you perhaps care to move in with me, in my 
place?” he asked. Nancy didn´t know what to say. Michael looked at her for a 
minute or two. “Just answer me now. Are you happy?” “Yes. I am very happy,” 
Nancy replied, realizing that she probably never felt so happy before in her life. 
Michael wanted her. He really wanted her. And he didn´t hesitate. He didn´t back 
off. She put her arms around him. “Are you sure, that’s what you want?” she 
asked. “I would love to spend my life with you. Please, don´t make me beg. Move 
in!” “Okay.” Nancy laughed, and Michael dropped the hot coco, and gave her a 
hug. “But, give me a week to prepare Kim. She is a very delicate issue,” Nancy 
explained, but was interrupted by kisses. Kisses on her mouth, cheeks, eyelids, 
ears and forehead.

“Please don´t tell me what I think you just told me!” Kim shouted, throwing the 
pillow in Nancy’s direction. They were all sitting in Kim´s room. Normally they 
never did, but as things had developed Kim hosted the gathering. “I agree.” Mary 
nodded, noticing the anger in Nancy’s eyes. “It´s simply too soon Nancy. To move 
in with another man is a BIG DEAL. You don´t know anything about this guy,” Mary 
explained, trying to sound sensible, when she was the least sensible of them all. 
“Not true. I know he doesn´t want children, just like me. I know he makes me 




