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         I thought I knew myself. Not too long ago, I thought I was aware of every way my body might provide me with pleasure and joy. I thought I had had all the erotic experiences a woman’s body could possibly have, either alone or with someone else. However, when I went to Italy by myself during the summer I had been abandoned by Randall, I realised that I had been mistaken. When I had grown wiser, I discovered that the world had much more to offer. The first thing I did when my husband moved out, was to buy a ticket to Rome. Rather, it was the first thing I did that was not focused on making everyday life work, like cooking dinner for my 12-year-old twin boys, when my husband had rented a room at his friend’s flat to give himself a bit of time to think.

          I wanted to go to Rome to be in a place where I could wear skimpy dresses and feel warm air on my bare legs. I wanted to move a bit slower in the heat, lick the beads of sweat from my upper lip, take in the beautiful sights, sip white wine, and be all body and senses. I wanted to take a break from being a mum and a recently separated Human Resources worker in Copenhagen. I wanted to be alone in Rome. I promised myself physical abstinence. I would stay away from sex and the dream of pleasure.

         It was neither shame nor moral scruples that made me promise myself that I would be alone. I just know that I have been too uncritical in saying yes to far too many men – and a few women – and that that has worn me down. I could not always recognise myself when I was kissing and making love to men I hardly knew. I also know that all of my escapades, adventures and affairs have been destructive. I have stomped all over people’s trust. I have lied. I have endangered my relationship with my children. What would have happened if they found out their mum was having sex with vast amounts of people? They would have loathed me and that would have been too painful to bear.

         The day before I left for Rome, I was standing naked in front of the large mirror in the bathroom, looking at my pale body, and I promised myself that I would be keeping it to myself. I looked at the trimmed pubic hairs, which formed a narrow line from my stomach down to my pubic area. I put a hand over my breasts and shut my eyes a little bit. With my gaze slightly blurred, I could make myself appear like the goddess Venus in Botticelli’s famous painting. My hand caressed the curve of my stomach and placed itself between my legs. I felt beautiful and afraid.

         “The heart wants what it wants,” as my favourite poet Emily Dickinson wrote. The words ring true to me, but it would have been more accurate if she had written: “the body wants what it wants”. The heart, the doubtful and insecure heart, controls the body, and the body pushes me towards the many men whose bodies I have known. The heart seeks solace and it does that through the body. The body knows what it wants. The body will crave whomever it wishes to crave. My body is seldom mistaken because it has given me so much pleasure that my life would have been far worse without it. At the same time, I knew that my excitement over the urges of my body was one of the reasons why my husband left. While I turned my gaze away from him and sought out other men for a while, he was unable to find my heart and then he was the one who grew lonely and had to look elsewhere. Now I would like to change.

         I did not want to spend my vacation alone but there was no one I wanted to spend it with. I did not feel like letting the hours and days be defined by the words and routines and needs of others. So, I did not ask any of my girlfriends if they would like to come with me. Besides, I had realised that I was the loneliest person of all the people I knew. I was the person who had been surrounded by others her entire adult life and who was immersed in a structure of family, obligations, co-workers and dinners. My family and all of its appointments, football matches and couples’ dinners were gone. I felt very alone for the first time in my life.

         As soon as I arrived at Copenhagen Airport, I felt the butterflies in my stomach that let me know that my craving for men had not diminished, simply because I had decided to stay away from them. In line for the security check, I was standing behind a man with light grey trousers over a round and muscular behind, which was so perfectly sculpted that it might have been on a statue. My hand was aching to touch the curvature of the buttocks, a mere brush with the back of my hand. My hips were aching to stand close to this stranger and feel the firmness of his muscles. I resisted the urge to touch his body with mine and walked further inside the airport, past the multitude of human bodies with their muscles, sinews, curves, skin and senses. My eyes did not see individuals but needs. The need to feel someone else, the need for pleasure and joy. The bodies were covered in clothes and backpacks and were carrying plastic bags, children, toys and cameras, but the bodies were all breathing and sensing and thirsting for relief and relaxation.

          I was filled with tenderness and love for all of these warm bodies with their throbbing heartbeats, their unease, desires, longings, with their flowing blood and fumbling hands. Bodies which were heading for vacations where they could take off their belts, undo their buttons and zippers and simply be bodies for a few days. I felt like touching the people, particularly the men. I felt like touching their lower backs right above the buttocks. I also felt like stroking the women’s hair, placing my cheek against theirs, feeling their soft skin and breathing in their subtle perfume. I did none of these things. I sat down in one of the bars, had a glass of wine and made eye contact with a man in a suit who was sitting there with his iPad and a beer. I broke the eye contact, slipped off the bar stool, and headed for my plane, feeling proud that I had not sat down next to him.

         When I got up from the subway in Rome, the heat struck me like a soft slap in the face. A mix between a slap and a caress. On my way to the hotel, I bought apricots and water. The door to the hotel room shut behind me, and I happily lay down in the chilly ocean of the white sheet. I fell into a confused and warm stupor, where the noise of cars and mopeds made its way into my dreams. When I woke up, my bangs were sticking to my forehead. A bead of sweat was running from my neck down between my breasts and continued tickling its way down towards my waist. I gingerly placed a hand on my pubic bone and I felt a wave of scorching pleasure washing over me.

         I pulled my knees up towards my chest, my legs splayed to the side and I placed a hand on my knickers outside the damp curls of my pubic hair. My fingers cautiously probed their way towards the crevice underneath the thin fabric. The tip of the nail on my index finger followed the crevice further down and then withdrew. I raised my hand and admired the transparent mother-of-pearl shine which made the nail glitter in the light that came in at a slightly slanted angle through the window. The rattle of shutters being opened was a sign that the siesta was over. I stayed in bed. I sniffed my index finger, which now had a slightly salty scent to it. The scent was wilder and more feral than usual and I thought that it might be due to the heat. I then stuck my hand inside my knickers and touched my sweaty and throbbing folds with two fingers. I know my body well and I can give myself an orgasm in mere minutes, but on this day, I took my time.

          I grabbed an apricot and rolled it against my skin underneath the palm of my hand, from my chest down across my stomach and to my lap. I rolled the apricot underneath the lining of the knickers and merely lay there, absolutely still, with a fruit pressing against my privates. I then pulled off my knickers and rolled the apricot further down. I opened up as if my body might be able to suck the fruit inside itself. The apricot cooled me down and titillated me and I pressed the fruit slightly harder against myself, rolling it underneath the palm of my hand in firm movements. The apricot juice mixed with my own juices and the delicate aroma of it mixed with my salted scent and the warm summer dust and clean linen that came from the room. I raised the apricot to my mouth and took a bite, making the juice trickle down from my mouth. While I caressed myself with the slow movements of one hand, I drew small circles around my nipples with the open and dripping apricot. When I climaxed, a shock of warmth rushed through me.
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