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         I want to tell you the story of my life. Or at least a part of my life. A part of my life which is all me, but which is hidden. My sex life. That is what I was made for. It is what I do best.

         It is midsummer in Copenhagen. I am 25 years old. In my neighbourhood, the air is thick with yellowish dust from the paths around the large artificial lakes. The company where I work is having a summer party. I put on a tight black dress with large flowers on it. I love that dress. I love the way I look in it. I'm slender, I have long dark hair, my breasts are high. I chain smoke cigarettes and inside I feel insecure as if I were 15 years old, but my own insecurity titillates me. I poke at it and challenge it, like a mosquito bite I cannot help scratching.

         I go to the party. It is an ordinary party with dinner, drinks, beer, cigarettes and going to a pub afterwards. The evening is warm and dry. I stride around in my high-heeled black suede sandals and my tight dress. The story I would like to tell is that I bring a co-worker home with me. He is married, and I am single. He is tall, sinewy and has a face full of freckles. He has a deep, soft voice and I'm turned on by him. He makes me horny. I want him to lie down on top of me in my king-size bed with its heavy bedhead in dark wood. I want to feel his hips and his hard chest on top of me. I want his long and white fingers to touch my body. He has to kiss me and put his hands on the back of my head. He has to yearn for me. He has to lick my ankles and the back of my knees and my every curve of my arms.

         It is not a very dark night, and the walls in my bedroom are painted green, so it feels as if we are under the sea or in a fish tank. He tastes of salt with a hint of something slightly bitter. I show him my light brown nipples and offer for him to lick them. My own scent becomes stronger and overpowers his. His thighs are just as pale as his hands and completely firm.

          
   

         There is a small bald patch on the back of his head, which I can see when he lies down on top of me and the bald spot awakens my tender instincts. I pull his head down next to my own so that we are cheek to cheek and I can tug gently at his earlobe with my teeth. The freckles on his face continue down across his chest in a thin layer. I have never seen such a perfect and pale body as his. I'm fascinated, but also slightly repulsed, because it looks as if the pale skin is moist, as though someone has spilt milk on a table and not wiped it off entirely. I don't think it's any of my concern that his skin is moist, and I continue to touch his body and pressure him into feeling me. I want him to stay in bed for hours and hours, so I fetch water, wine and cigarettes. That's what I'm good at. That's the sort of person I know how to be.

         I don't wish to invoke resentment or condemnation in telling you this. I want to tell you what it feels like being me, but I'm afraid of rejection and gainsaying. I know what others say about someone like me, “I'm sure she was wild when she was a teenager as well.” As if the explanation for my secret adult life is that I never made it past puberty. There’s always the, “with an upbringing like hers, no wonder she ended up being so restless.” These simplified explanations are no good to me, and my childhood was as wonderful as a childhood can get. I have chosen the life I lead now, even though I am completely aware that of course there is much more at stake than just the here-and-now. But it is the here-and-now that is important. It is the day today that fills me, not things that happened many years ago, nor things that will happen in the future.

         I know that many people immediately begin comparing my life to their own. They would like to tell me that they would never dream of risking their marriage for one night of fun. I know full well that most people are not like me. No one has to tell me that. “I couldn't go to Hong Kong for a week to work, my children would suffer if I did that sort of thing,” a friend might say. Each time something like that happens, I shudder a little bit. I feel my insides shrinking. It feels as if other people judge me and reject a little bit of what makes me the person I am. But I am not like her. I am not her. I don't think many people are like me. But I don't know that, because no one talks about it. That's why I feel like telling you about my life. It feels oddly lonely to have a secret life no one else knows about.

         Additionally, my story is a kind of insurance: I sometimes wonder what might happen if something goes wrong. There are many hours in my life where no one knows where I am or what I'm doing. Sometimes I have experiences so fleeting that they are almost anonymous. However, someday, I might meet a man who turns out not to be how I think he is. Perhaps my judgment will let me down. There might be a disaster. Someday, it might be me lying there among the sand dunes on the beach with my lower body exposed and my clothes torn to shreds. If that should happen, I would like there to be a testimony about the hidden part of my life.

         Today I am 40 years old, and I am married and have a career. There is a man at my job. Magnus. A bit younger than myself. Attractive in a conventional way, and very athletic. He is good at his job without being amazing. Mid-level executive, slightly lazy, but very pleasant company. Attentive and amusing. He is aroused by me. I’ve noticed it every time we have been at a seminar or a convention or even a team-building trip together. He helps me put on my coat and allows his thumb to brush lightly against the back of my neck, or he puts his hand on my lower back when we’re standing by the lunch buffet as if gallantly guiding me over to the trays of salami and tomato salad. But his fingers slide so far down my spine that I know he means to caress me. I respond by standing too close to him and press my hips against his. I can feel him pressing back, and that his flesh is firm underneath his dark trousers. For a couple of seconds, we stand motionlessly in front of the bowls of salad before our muscles relax and the touching ceases. My eyes have been opened to the possibilities he contains. I love to kiss, taste, explore and feel a new body. I am on a mission. A new voyage of discovery.

         A week goes by before we get the chance to proceed. My department has presented the half-year results for the other departments. The results are good, and we serve wine and fruit afterwards. Not a lot, but it is late in the afternoon, everyone is tired, and most people get glassy looks in their eyes and their cheeks flush. But I am focused. I know that he is keeping an eye on me, as he sits there talking about an IT-related problem with the head of his department. I don't look at him as I tidy up, stacking the used plastic cups and gathering the napkins together. I deliberately keep my eyes on the table. But then, with my hands full of empty bottles, I look up and address him: “These have to go into the kitchen. Could you grab some as well?”

         I walk towards the kitchen. I put the bottles on the floor, then I rest my lower back against the kitchen counter and wait. I don't have to wait very long. He enters the kitchen with an empty bottle in each hand. He puts them down, turns towards me, and walks up close to me. He runs fingers through my hair, caresses the back of my neck, and unzips my dress. He places the palm of his hand on my back, and his skin feels scorching hot against mine. I can feel his breath on my cheek, and he uses his free hand to grab my chin and turn my face towards his. I gaze intently at his lips, and then we kiss. It is a very good kiss, probing and tender with an undercurrent of glee. We bite each other's lips, kiss even deeper, and his hand keeps working its way down my back. I notice that the front door slams shut and that the silence is as complete as it only gets when a building is entirely empty.

         Our movements become more urgent, he pulls his hand away from my back and reaches up under my dress to pull down my pantyhose. It makes me feel self-conscious – I'm thinking about the roll of flab that bulges over the elastic, and I automatically push away his hand so that I can pull down the pantyhose myself. But he insists, he pulls down my underwear and reaches between my thighs. The blood is surging through my body. I am hungry for him. With my hand behind my back I fumble with his belt and his zipper, I open his trousers and feel his hard cock through the fabric of his underwear.

         What can I say? I'm sure many people have tried having sex standing up in some workplace: An odd combination of awkward fumbling and an excited and greedy pursuit after another person's pleasure. He takes me from the front. Then, while I sit on the edge of the counter with one foot against the refrigerator, he licks me until I cum. He then turns me around and takes me from behind in short, intense thrusts against the counter. I lean against it with my face turned towards the sink, and my own sweaty hair getting in my eyes.

         Afterwards, he stands for a bit with his hands on my hips. He zips my dress back up and adjusts it to sit properly. Then fixes his own clothes. It is this action that makes me so happy, him showing tenderness and covering me up, and I press my arse against his lower body. We're both heading home. I'm going by bike; he is going by car. At the front door, he grabs my hand, squeezes my fingertips and says: “See you some other time, yeah?” I slowly pull my fingers out of his grasp, tickling his palm as I do so. Then I ride my bike home. Home to my husband and our twin boys.
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