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         I turn the key carefully, cursing at the little click as the lock slides open. But, I think, there are two more closed doors between him and me, and he doesn't wake that easily when he's sleeping. I climb out of my shoes and leave them in the hall. Then I creep in. The apartment is dark and quiet. The door to the kids' bedroom is open, and I take a few steps towards it. To rearrange a duvet, pick up a cuddly toy that might have fallen to the floor. But then I stop; this evening he's the one who sang lullabies and checked the wardrobe for monsters, he's the one who did all the parenting stuff. I was doing something else.

         I go into the bathroom instead. Take off my make-up, clean my teeth, change out of my slightly too tight, rather short skirt and the rest of my clothes. I also have a quick wash, even though I only had a shower half an hour ago, but that was a bit unusual. My body reacts with surprise when I touch it – what, even more? I only want to have a wash, I whisper, talking to my body in a friendly tone.

         I glance up to catch sight of my face in the mirror. As I thought: glazed expression and sheepish smile, exactly as they would be for a woman who’s just made love. I make a few grimaces, and my face falls into place in its more usual folds.

         Now it looks okay, a drowsy mother of two who’s been helping a colleague with a project assignment. I try to remember where the muscles should sit; the eyebrows like this, the corners of my mouth like that. Yes, everything is in place.

         Then I see something on my neck. I twist my head to the side and have a look; it looks like a rash. After all, I’ve drunk a few glasses of red wine, and lots of people have some kind of reaction to red wine. This looks like a fairly extreme reaction though, if it actually was the wine. The blemish turns white when I press it but turns red again when I let go. I get out some make-up and conceal it.

         Anything else?

         I take a curious look at my body in the mirror. It’s undeniably the body of a forty-year-old; no one could suggest anything else. Trond didn’t either when he slowly peeled off my clothes, one by one, though I admit that my wrinkles and varicose veins crossed my own mind. They crossed my mind for a full thirty seconds, but once he closed his mouth around one of my nipples, I just let them slide to the floor with my clothes.

         “You’re lovely,” he whispered. “You’re just lovely, lovely, lovely.”

         And for those moments, I was. My face loses its normal expression again. I search for my project assignment expression and keep it on when I creep into the bedroom.

         It’s dim and cool in the room. Ole is lying facing my side of the bed, with one shoulder visible over the edge of the duvet. It’s a very nice shoulder; he's a handsome man. His breath is deep and even. I bend over him, with a sudden desire to kiss his hair, eyelid, anything; I'm home, all is well. But I don't, I just send him a smile as he lies there. Then I snuggle down under the duvet on my side. I glance at the clock radio before I put my head on the pillow. It's quarter to two.

         But I don’t feel sleepy. My brain keeps churning over everything that’s happened this evening, from the time I phoned Trond at around eight o’clock, until the time I crept out with laddered tights and dishevelled hair more than five hours later. And although I’d been satisfied not just once but twice by Trond’s eager hands and tongue, my right hand still slips between my thighs and opens my pussy lips.

         The heat in there hits me as if I had opened an oven door. I close my eyes and start to caress myself, needing a final orgasm to send me to sleep.

         “Good evening.”

          
      

         I get such a shock that I almost jump out of my skin, and jerk my hand away quickly.

         “Good evening,” I say in a voice that I hope will match the project assignment face I hope I’m wearing. “I thought you were asleep.”
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