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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.

         I know what you're thinking: “Why does she do it? What does she get out of it?” You see, I do it because I want to. I yearn to. I do it because it fills me with a surge of electric energy to know that he, this unknown man, desires me. I have the ability to make him expose himself in sheer lust. I do it because I can. I can be a wife, a co-worker, a mother and a friend. Nevertheless, these are not the roles I play best. I am best at being a lover. I am best at sex. Other people feel content seducing one person at a time and committing themselves to that particular person for a long time, but I need to seduce hundreds of people to feel alive. The number might indicate that each individual has no value. That is not true. In the moment itself, the individual has infinite value. It is not merely the thought of the seduction itself that arouses me, but the feeling of seeing and creating the opportunity. I feel the most aroused when I am able to find opportunities where there would not appear to be any.

         It is shortly before six when I arrive home that evening. The boys are watching TV in the living room. Randall is cooking chicken fillets and checking his e-mails in the kitchen. This is my life. There are so many things that work well in my life with my husband: Our friendship, our children, occasionally our sex life, even though he does not arouse me very often anymore. Erotically, I feel best about him when there is someone else in my life that I'm having good sex with. That makes me more aroused at home as well. I don't get depressed by the thought of only having sex with my husband for the rest of my life. That is the most insanely depressing thought to me: No more kissing an unfamiliar mouth, never again having sex with a new man. I envision it as a long and straight road. Efficient and practical, but with no excitement. The sex I had with Magnus was not the first time I was unfaithful, nor will it be the last. It was not the most adventurous, nor the most wonderful or the most boring. I want more of him, his hungry kisses, the rough sex, and his almost gallant way of touching me. I know that I must be with him again. The evening after I was with him for the first time, I hang my coat in the hall, shout hello to Randall and walk into the living room. I slump down on the sofa and kiss my boys on the backs of their necks, breathing in their sweet and slightly salty boyish scents until they wave me away because I'm distracting them. Then I join Randall in the kitchen. He tells me that dinner will be ready soon and asks me if I’ve had a nice day. I nod and put my cheek on his shoulder and he gives me a slight squeeze with one arm while holding his phone in his other hand. He is my best friend and we make a good team. I set the table and call the boys, and we all sit down to eat chicken with pasta and salad.

         The part of my life that occupies so many of my thoughts must remain a secret because other people would get hurt if they knew what I was doing. I don't take any chances. I always keep my phone in my purse, my computer is always switched off and no one knows any of my passwords. I don't want to run the risk of the boys or Randall getting curious and reading my messages or my emails. I don't know whether he suspects that I'm being unfaithful to him or not. Nor do I know if he would be jealous had he ever suspected me of anything. I’ve undoubtedly considered it, and I believe the answer is: He chooses not to be suspicious. He consciously shuts his eyes and ears to the possibility. I don’t even know if he has sex with other women. It's possible. He attends conferences and sales meetings and all sorts of events where he has to spend the night away from home. Sometimes he arrives home late from work, energetic and flushed. I can tell from his stride in the hall that he is brimming with energy and zest for life, and sometimes the thought crosses my mind that he might have been pressing his body against the body of another woman. But I don't know. I've chosen not to pursue that train of thought when it occurs to me, much like him, I suppose.

         I halt the thought, life goes on and I fill my mind with work assignments, the boys' football games and where we might go for our summer family vacation. The first time I was unfaithful to my husband was before we were married. We had been together for a few months and we were getting to know each other by and by. We had cooked dinners for each other, we had spent evenings together in front of the TV and we had told each other about unpleasant things when we were young. We spoke of our victories, our ambitions, and our disappointments. At that time, we had not told each other that we loved each other and when we talked about the future, we would only refer to it as dreams, not as plans we had together. I had gone home to my parents to celebrate Christmas and write an exam paper. My mum told me that one of my high school flings had temporarily moved back to town because he was in the middle of a divorce. I filed the information in the back of my mind, but I didn't forget it. I swirled it around in my thoughts as if it were a sweet candy that I was hiding in my mouth. Randall arrived at my parents’ house on Christmas Day. We had Christmas dinner together, took a walk through the grey and gloomy streets, and then had silent and awkward sex in the narrow bed in my old room. Randall left the next day to go back to work.

         When Randall had left, I met up with my old fling. We were together for a full 24 hours. We were in his parents' bed because they were away at a family gathering. I did it because there was something unresolved between us, because he was in town, because we were not finished with each other, and because I had the opportunity. He was the one we all desired when I was a teenager. It was a triumph when he and I spent a few nights together and a defeat when he stopped calling me and grabbing my hand at parties. It was a new but smaller triumph to be with him again. He is such a beautiful man. When I was 17 and he was 19, he never told me that he loved me. There was love on my part back then or at least infatuation. Unfortunately, I knew that I would never hear that from him. He would never say those words, so I pretended I was fine with just being someone he slept with. That is, until he decided that he would rather sleep with my friend.

         We did not talk about those things that Christmas. When we got intimate again after all those years, I recognised his body, and at the same time, I didn’t. He had lost some of the teenage boy's agility I had been so fond of. He had grown more sinewy, lean but muscular. His stubble had become darker and coarse. His cheekbones were even more marked than I had remembered. It felt as if I was feeling a new body, a stranger. I love to kiss, to explore and to feel an unfamiliar body. My own body had become softer and curvier and my arse had become larger. He was aroused by my new body, particularly my arse. He grabbed it hard with his hands and kneaded it, squeezed it, grabbed my hips hard and moaned out loud when he climaxed. Afterwards, we had Earl Grey tea while sitting wrapped up in blankets in the kitchen. We chatted about our lives. How different we had become. I felt restless and kept thinking that I would need to leave soon, but I also wanted to reconquer him. I wanted him to tell me everything, I wanted to flatter him, to delight him, to fill him with desire. He told me he was getting a divorce from his French wife, who had gone back to Lyon, and that they had just sold their flat. He was entirely defenceless and vulnerable. He carried his divorce with him like a spear sticking out of his chest where his heart once resided.

         His parents came home that evening. We were lying on the sofa watching an old movie on TV. They said nothing more than “hello,” “been a long time,” and “good night” before they went up to bed. I kept thinking that I had been just lying in their bed. Then I felt a hand sneaking underneath the blanket I had over me. The hand found my waist, kept moving upwards and cupped my breast. I shut my eyes and tilted my head back.

         The next morning, I tip-toed out of the back door and hastily made my way through the quiet streets to my own parents' house. They were having breakfast and reading the papers in their housecoats. My mum got a mug out for me and said, “Lovely that your old girlfriends are also back for the holidays.” I nodded. It certainly was. The next day I took the train back to Copenhagen. During that next spring, Randall and I decided that we would move in together. But I did not settle down.

         Randall and I were living together in my small one-bedroom flat. We argued about the colour of the sofa, where we ought to put our shoes, how often we had to do the washing up, even how many of his friends he could invite over to watch sports on TV. On the other hand, we had sex. Lots of sex.

         Randall and I were on the sofa watching DVD's and touching each other, so I never caught the ending of American History X, even though we watched it twice. We had sex in the shower niche, which had been installed in the corner of the bedroom, and whose joints squeaked loudly when Randall pressed me up against the tinted plastic wall. We had sex in the king size bed as well, almost every night. He wasn’t too adventurous in bed, so it was usually missionary or from behind while underneath my white linen. Plain and a bit vanilla, but lovely. I always let him take control and move me about how he wanted. If that makes me sound passive, that isn’t the case. I was greedy, I devoured him, and I unhesitatingly received anything Randall had to offer. He worshipped me with his entire light and firm physique. His hands explored every part of my body, my desire was his project, his hobby and his mission.

         Still, in spite of all the sex, there was a small piece of me that was never fully satisfied. I was still open to the surrounding world and all its opportunities. I had found a beautiful man with a strong drive and a sense of optimism, which made him get up and go out into the world every day, and who loved company and parties and me. I was still not satisfied. It felt as if I had picked a drawer in a filing cabinet and jumped into it, and then the cabinet had been shut. Does that make sense? Perhaps not. But that was how I felt. Just like the time when I had to choose between focusing on languages or science while in high school. My teachers had recommended that I focus on modern languages. I just nodded and passively filled out the necessary forms, but inside of me, a voice was shouting, “I could also become a biologist! Or a doctor! I could go to a third-world country and find a cure for Malaria!” I could feel the draft from all the doors being closed for me when I chose to focus on modern languages. I got the same feeling when I decided to move in with Randall.

         One of the drawers I've shut in my life is the drawer that contains the dream of becoming a writer. Today, I write newsletters and e-mails to clients, and I read books. All kinds of books. A few lines from a poem by Emily Dickinson have lodged themselves in my mind because that was exactly how I felt when I had just moved in with Randall:

         
            “The soul has moments of Escape -
      

            When bursting all the doors -
      

            She dances like a Bomb, abroad,
      

            And swings upon the Hours”
      

         

         I was a rocket, out-of-control, lost, speeding through the landscape, at risk of bringing devastation with it. After we had been living together for about a year, Randall and I were invited to a wedding. One of Randall's friends was getting married. He was one of his former schoolmates who was athletic and had perfect teeth. He was marrying a tall blonde woman, who worked with something involving marketing and airline companies. The reason I mention that is because this couple permanently looked as if they had just returned from a vacation somewhere sunny, with their luggage full of duty-free cosmetics. At that wedding, I was seated next to quite the gentleman. He pulled out my chair for me, made conversation, and poured wine for me, far too much wine. He was dark and looked like a gypsy from a children's book, back when we were allowed to refer to people as a 'gypsy', and back when gypsies were associated as something exotic, simple and genuine. He looked like the sort of man who might suddenly grab my hand and convince me to run away with him and live in a caravan trailer, going wherever the wind might take us. There were speeches. After the main course, three of the bride's girlfriends had put together a PowerPoint presentation with pictures from the vacations they had taken together when they were younger. There were cheerful blonde teenagers with drinks, in bikinis, on the backs of mopeds, on beaches, in deck chairs, in hotel beds. The curtains in the ballroom were drawn so that we could see the pictures properly, and the air in the room was warm and stagnant. The tables were slightly too close together, the acoustics were bad, and the giggling voices from the girls were a blur. I felt drowsy. My eyelids were heavy and my body felt warm and heavy. The gypsy gentleman next to me moved his chair slightly closer to mine and gently slid his index finger all the way down the exposed skin on my underarm. I placed the starched white napkin over my thigh so that it covered a bit of his lap as well. My hand crept under the napkin. I used my fingernail to scratch against the warm and tight fabric of his trousers, right where it covered his groin. I moved my nail back and forth as if I were very cautiously scratching at a stain. The friction of the fabric against my finger tickled and buzzed. My mouth was sated with the red wine I had been drinking. The heavy sound of my own breathing was filling my ears.

         The three chattering girlfriends and all the wedding guests disappeared. The bride disappeared, as did the groom. Randall disappeared. The gentleman next to me moved his hand down to mine and very quietly and cautiously unzipped his trousers. He whispered something I couldn't hear, and my hand crept underneath the napkin. I could tell that he was hard and warm and that his skin was as smooth as silk. A vision arose in my mind of something sturdy and dark, which was yearning to be free from the fabric keeping it contained. There was not much room for me to move my hand, so I stroked him lightly with three fingers while keeping my face pointed at the speakers. Pleasuring him was very arousing to me, my loins were buzzing, my breathing grew more rapid, and my lips parted. But then he whispered something to me, and his breath felt warm against my ear: “You don't want to fuck, do you?” His words were a way out. My hand stopped. If he had asked in another way, if he had suggested that we go to the restroom together, it would have opened a door. Instead, he shut it. I felt both disappointed and relieved.

         When the dessert and the many speeches were over, I found Randall. We were both drunk, me more than him. I pulled him with me to the restroom, took off my knickers and felt the cold air against my pussy. It was one of those restrooms where there is both a lavatory and a sink in the stall itself. He locked the door, leant against the sink and pressed down with his hand on top of my head, bringing me to my knees. He opened his trousers and pulled my head towards his crotch. I like licking a man. The taste is salty with a feral undercurrent, which differs from man to man. Randall tastes a bit of woodland, his pubic hair grows free, and it is dense and curly. He caressed the back of my head and ran his fingers through my hair, and before he climaxed, he pulled me up and turned me around so that he could penetrate me from behind. I could see myself in the mirror with him behind me when he entered me with a movement that made both of our backs arch. The reflection of him and me, flushed cheeks, mouths half open and hair dishevelled aroused me a great deal. I pushed my arse backwards to feel as much of him as I could. We both climaxed. I bundled up my knickers and threw them in the rubbish bin and went back to the party with pubic hair that was sticky with semen, and the air cold against my wet thighs.

         Two years after I got my degree, Randall and I bought the flat where we still currently live, and then we started talking about having children. However, before we had children, we went on holiday to Thailand with our friends Peter and Karen. We were going to stay in Bangkok for a few days, and then go to a few smaller islands to do some snorkelling and lie on the beach. The humidity, heat and jet lag overwhelmed my body, making me feel queasy and strangely manic. I could not get enough of the coloured lights of the night, the smell of fried food, dust and gasoline, the throngs of people and ice-cold beers, tiny spring rolls and the taste of chili, which was so spicy that it brought tears to my eyes. In a bar in the area where all the backpackers amass, Randall and Peter invented a drink made from Mekong whiskey, club soda, lime juice and sugar. Randall and Peter were proud of their creation, they mixed drinks, poured them for Karen and me, served drinks to other patrons at the bar, and bought another bottle of Mekong whiskey and more club soda.

         Karen stood there smiling quietly, she was a tranquil person with slow body movements. In my whiskey-fuelled drunkenness, I felt that everything about her was beautiful. Her button nose, the subtle and slightly tangy smell of her sweat, and her greyish-blue hued eyes. Her skin was shining with moisture in the light from the coloured light bulbs suspended above the bar. My face inched closer to hers, I tilted my neck and licked the sweat from her collarbone. She tasted amazingly good, sweeter than Randall. I bit her neck softly and pulled her close to me. The feeling of another woman's body was strange. She was larger and softer and more alien to touch than I had imagined. If Randall was like touching a greyhound, Karen was like touching a golden retriever.

         When we got to our hotel room, Peter went straight into the bathroom, and Karen and I lay down on the bed and kept kissing. Randall joined us, but at first, he didn't touch us. He merely watched as he touched himself. I was on my knees between Karen's legs, I had spread her thighs with my hands and was busy licking her. Her pubic hair was dense and moist, and I buried my face in the comfortable undergrowth. There was no firm and tangible physical aspect to it like there is with a man, and I had missed that. I carefully placed my teeth on her thighs and nibbled at her skin a little bit. She liked that, she sighed deeply and I could feel her hand reaching down between her legs. While I pushed her legs apart and bit and kissed the soft skin on her inner thighs, she touched her pussy. Behind me, I could feel Randall gripping my hips, pushing my abdomen down to the bed, and penetrating me. He fucked me from behind and quickly climaxed with a roaring noise that almost sounded angry. Karen's body was quivering and shaking, she reached down for me and pulled me up close to her. We kissed and she touched me between my legs while Peter stroked her hair and Randall caressed my arse. We fooled around like that most of the night. It was fun and silly, and the best thing was that Randall was in on it as well. A small sense of victory emerged: Randall had shown that there was a bit of rocket in him as well. That made me happy.

         I was 12 or maybe 13 when I had my first orgasm. My mum had given me the book “Woman: Know Your Body’, inspired by a feeling of forced permissiveness and personal shyness, which made her feel that I ought to be familiar with my body, but that she was not up to the task of telling me anything about sexuality or feelings. “Woman: Know Your Body” is not exactly an erotic Bible, but it does say something about sex, about what a body can and cannot do, and the book inspired me to touch myself for the first time. I was in the bathtub with the shower head in one hand and the other hand busily touching myself. It was an explosion, an epiphany, and I was completely unprepared for the shivers the orgasm sent through my body. After that experience, sex was never far away from my thoughts. I spent long and lazy teenage summers in my bed with a novel in one hand and the other buried between my legs. Everything aroused me. Touching myself, reading, the innocent kisses in TV shows, couples in the street.

         I would stay awake at night watching sports on TV because I could not stop thinking about the images of pumping thighs and muscular, sweaty backs. I had discovered that sex aroused me and that men did too. I desire all men, and my desire transforms the men I see. It beautifies them. My desire creates a force field from which few men can escape. Ordinary men become beautiful, stronger, more desirable, more alive. The older ones grow younger, the young ones grow more mature, all the details become a blur. They are transformed into pure men. The men around me arouse me, as do pictures of men and fantasies about men. Their arses arouse me, as does their scents of leather and salty sweat. The hairs on their underarms arouse me, the naked skin on the inside of their wrists, shoulders, strong calves, and large feet planted firmly on the ground. Hips arouse me, particularly the bit of skin between the pelvic bone and the stomach, where the muscles form a V from the groin to the hips. That bit of skin catches my eye on a man.

         Ever more arousing is being at the beach or on the street during the summer when young men walk around shirtless, or even at the riverfront where I sit by the water while my boys are swimming. I stare at the teenagers on their skateboards and their flat stomachs where the visible muscles twist and turn underneath their skin and disappear inside their shorts. It is not only the young and slim men that arouse me. The sight of a sturdy man with strong hands can send shivers through my abdomen. I love a stomach with a bit of a curve, which tells of enjoying life and eating good food. A solid chest and strong arms and thighs make a man appear immovable, and the girth of such men makes me want to shut my eyes and bury my face in the hairs on their chests. The world is one long parade of men's bodies and I pay close attention to all the details.

         Magnus and I play a game while we're at work. We always know where the other person is. When he is standing at the reception desk talking to someone else from his department, he turns his head slightly and I know that he caught a glimpse of me out of the corner of his eye. He does not turn around and he does not greet me. When I walk past him heading for the Wednesday meeting with my department, I give him a brief nod and continue talking to my intern, as if it were hugely important, even though all we're talking about is the advantages of various espresso machines. He wants to be a dominant man. He speaks up at meetings. He reaches for the marker and draws diagrams on the whiteboard at presentations. He decides if a joke merits laughter or not. He would never even dream of bringing a cup of coffee from the cafeteria to a co-worker. He makes other people phone a taxi when he has a meeting someplace else.

         Part of the game is to demonstrate that we are able to talk to each other about work, projects, and our co-workers, although that is not what I want to do. I want to be alone with him, I want to eat his lips, kiss him and put my hand between the buttons in his shirt. But I have to wait. It is Magnus' turn to give the sign. He runs the tip of his index finger over the small of my back while I'm waiting for the lift, but he lets me enter the lift alone. I know that the sign will come at some point but that I have to be patient. I was the one who started it. I threw the ball to him when I gave him the wine bottle to carry. Now it's his turn.

         After a couple of weeks, I receive a sign. While I'm helping the boys with their homework, Magnus texts me a nude picture of himself. Or to be exact, it is a picture from his chest to his thighs. He is beautiful, with a dark trail of hair from his navel to his groin, a straight and semi-erect cock and trimmed but visible pubic hairs. The waves of arousal wash through me. The following day, we are at a meeting about Nordic sales strategies, and it is late in the afternoon. No one says much and there is a lot of fiddling with papers and phones. Then Magnus mentions an upcoming seminar about the digital solutions of the future and he suggests that he and I ought to participate. He says it in the same tone of voice that he would have used to point out that the coffee pot was empty. “I'd be happy to,” I say, very demonstratively checking my calendar. It's settled. I can feel my pulse rate surging and my cheeks starting to become flushed. I know what's going to happen. It's the same exact sensation as when you're on a roller coaster that is slowly making its way to the highest point. Anticipation. Soon it will be scarily exciting, and there is nothing you can do to prevent it, even though you are filled with both desire and aversion. Even though you have been on the roller coaster many times before, it still gives you butterflies.

         Magnus and I arrive at the seminar, it is a late morning and it is in a conference room with croissants, water, coffee and fruit. We receive name tags and binders with a list of participants and a schedule. It is all very serious and I have a distinct feeling that I am about to be revealed to be a fraud who does not take the significance of the digital future for small and medium-sized companies seriously. He pretends to be a man of the world, I pretend to be innocent and the seminar is a perfect stage: It is anonymous, and there is a backdrop of other adult people. Magnus puts my coat in the wardrobe and takes my arm to guide me to the seats he has chosen for us.

         We hear about digital distribution and public sector salaries and service demands. All the while I run the nail of my little finger back and forth on the seam of his trousers. We both squirm in our seats. Afterwards, I stand up and stroll towards the wardrobe without saying a word. He follows me, helps me into my coat, and guides me into the street. He suggests that we take a taxi, and I accede. We head towards the airport, follow the road east and end up in a quiet neighbourhood in the village near the airport. He has a key to the front door and pulls me inside with him. A two-story house in a small village does not at all fit with my game plan, and I ask him where his family is. “Visiting her parents.” He takes me to the bedroom. The game continues, he holds my chin and tilts my face up towards his own to kiss me. Then he unbuttons my shirt, pushes me on the bed, and pulls off his trousers.

         It is a good fuck, not amazing, but good in a complete everyday fashion. He uses a condom, as there was one ready in the drawer of the bedside table. I don't want to know if they are there because he uses them with his wife. My body is aroused, but in a mechanical fashion and my mind is not into it. I notice a dust bunny in the corner of the room and let my eyes slide shut. I don't have an orgasm. He finishes, pulls away, and takes off the condom himself. We both lie down on our stomachs without looking at each other.

         I don't know what time it is, and I feel as if I'm in a rush. He caresses my back and shoulders, and I get pulled back into the room in which I find myself. I become aroused again. He kisses my back, my buttocks and my thighs, then turns me around and licks me. He lies down between my legs, holds on to my knees, pushes my thighs apart and looks up into my pussy. I writhe a bit under his gaze, he laughs and looks down again and then looks up at my face. It is as if his eyes are issuing a challenge. But I refuse to catch his eye and turn around to stand on all fours. “Lick me again, like this,” I say. He does. He ducks down his head, spreads my buttocks with his hands and licks me from behind. I climax noisily and drool into his wife's pillow.

         I can tell from the fading daylight outside that it's late afternoon when he offers to drive me home. We sit quietly next to each other heading towards the city. Every time he moves to change gears, his hand brushes my lap, not in an erotic way, but somehow friendly. As if one were giving a dog a gentle pat on the head. In a long and boring street full of car mechanics' shops, a police car pulls us over. One of the tail lights is not working, and Magnus has to get out of the car to talk to the officer. I remember that Randall and the boys don't know where I am, nor when I'm coming home. I leave Magnus with the policeman and take the subway home instead.

         In the following days, I feel on edge. The sex with Magnus meant something to me. It meant too much. I've met a man who might be hazardous for me. A man who means more to me than sex. I don't know exactly why he should be dangerous. Why he was the one who stopped being a game and started to affect me. He is not more beautiful, more intelligent or better at sex than so many others I’ve been with. It was his kissing and his touches that did it. I used to feel certain that it is easier to have an affair with a married man because there are so many things that prevent it from developing into a relationship. Both parties automatically restrict their emotions. The challenge now is that I'm falling in love, even though I tried not to do so. I get caught whenever I can sense that a man does not desire me 100%. I wish it was enough for me to just have sex with Magnus. Now I'm not so sure. It is his decision now. When we meet at work, my smile solidifies into a grimace with a hint of desperation at the corners of my mouth. I despise myself for it because I know that desperation stinks, it stinks horribly, and I desperately wish not to be cast aside. I can sense that Magnus will stop desiring me one day for the sole reason that his desire is not enough for me.

         I have mentioned that men arouse me. Many men, but women do too. Their softness, smoothness and their yielding bodies. I arouse myself as well. My hips arouse me when I'm lying flat on my back and letting my hand brush over them. I love the way my pelvic bones stretch the skin, and between the hips, there is the softness of the stomach. I love the feeling of my own skin underneath my fingertips. My skin is smooth like a new and expensive fur garment, or smooth like a nectarine in a fruit bowl, and warm as if the nectarine had been lying in the sunlight. When I think about my body, I think of fruit, my nipples are like raspberries, my pussy is the colour of redcurrants, the downy hair on my upper arms is like the fuzz on a peach. I love my upper arms with the well-toned muscles, I love my powerful thighs and narrow feet. When I touch my round breasts with the firm berries that are my nipples, I can feel how it makes a slight buzz between my legs.

         I love my own scent as well. I breathe it in and it warms me up and sends the warmth all the way down to my lap. When I sit on the lavatory, I bend down quickly to breathe in my own salty sea scent. It has hints of earth and rock in it, so it is slightly mineral and chilly. The scent is mostly warm like a hayloft or an oven where someone just finished baking bread. My scent is also the scent of fruit in the summer, a bowl of strawberries with the sharpness of the blackcurrant or the raspberry that cuts through the sweetness.

         I love sniffing my own knickers. When I've touched myself, I sniff my fingers, even though I hate it when men do that. After touching a woman's pussy and then pretend-discreetly sniffing their fingers, it feels as if they're boasting. They brag to other men in a code they pretend no one can crack, which everyone actually already understands. I am no one's trophy.

         To shake off my lingering dependence on Magnus, I fuck an old friend. A former co-worker, whom I agree to meet in the city after a late meeting. We drive to a beach north of Copenhagen and find a low spot amid the sand dunes where we lie down together. We didn't bring anything other than our clothes, so we use my shawl as a blanket. We fuck. It's a good and familiar fuck, in the same way, that a Mars bar tastes good, even though it tastes the same every time. But the fuck does not reset my erotic desires. I still want Magnus. Afterwards, I have to pick tiny bits of Lyme grass out of the fabric. I'm worried that the spot was not secluded enough. The grey blanket of the sky is above our heads and the silent night air feels ethereal. 

         The following week I go to a hen party and we all end up at a trendy seafood restaurant. I feel restless and call a former lover and convince him to drop by. He is from Spain. He is a fast-talking, extroverted and charming man, but there is nothing sexual between us anymore. We meet as friends and he starts talking to one of my girlfriends. I still feel restless. The other women in the group are gathered in a stupid circle around the bride-to-be and my old friend is talking to one of the others, so I go to the bar and meet an old acquaintance who is at a company party with a group of men aged 40-45. They look neat and tidy. Two of them appear to be interested in me. One of them is quite gorgeous, the other is attractive without being classically beautiful. They quickly work out what sort of woman I am, I think. The gorgeous one wants me to be interested in his friend, but I don't want to be.

         I slide across our conversation, we swap truths and epiphanies about their wives and my husband. We are shiny, sharp, smooth and honest concurrently. We move on to a gay bar and have another drink. The not-so-gorgeous man gets upset with me, though, I'm not entirely sure why. Perhaps it's because he knows he does not interest me. Alas, the gorgeous man is nice and we dance. When it's four in the morning, I have to get home. They walk me out and I kiss the gorgeous man goodbye. A lovely kiss. Nothing more. I still feel restless.

         At my girlfriend's birthday, I find myself with Karen again. She is standing by the drinks table smiling quietly. I haven't seen much of her since we got back from Thailand, but I remember that she is a kind person with a warm smile and a soft body. I pull her into the restroom and we kiss slowly as if we were submerged underwater. She lives alone now. She left Peter and so we go to her place and spend the night under a duvet that smells of milk and toast. I keep trying to get away from Magnus in that way. Randall has been moved to the back of my mind. I keep going.

         I'm at dinner with some clients and co-workers. We've been at a sales fair, not a massive task for me because our company does not have a stall there. It is merely important in this business to keep up appearances at gatherings like this. Afterwards, my supervisor and I have dinner with some former clients. We eat in a trendy Asian restaurant in the city. There are eight or nine of us. Everyone is male, except for my supervisor and me. We have had cocktails and we also had wine with dinner. As we eat, I get slightly drunk and start to feel happy. The room is warm, my cheeks flush and my body is humming. We sit at the back of the restaurant, where the room feels like a dimly-lit den with red chairs and dark wooden tables. Everything is shiny and lacquered, and my thighs stick to the upholstery on the chair. My fingers are smooth and glistening from the oil on the roti bread we all share. The man across from me catches my eye. Then it happens. I could choose to wipe my fingers on my napkin, excuse myself, go to the restroom and return five minutes later with clean fingers and fresh lipstick. Or not. But I know he wants me. In my mind, I am a rocket speeding across the sky. I am a flaming star, a supernova, a force field capable of illuminating and engulfing everything. I am invincible. So, I take the last piece of bread, hold it in my hand, reach it over towards the man across from me, and ask: “Want to share?” 

         After dinner, my supervisor wants to go home. She is standing there in her coat and she rests her hand on my shoulder and says, “Get home safely, I'll see you tomorrow,” before she leaves. Several of the others leave as well and only four of us remain. From the restaurant, it is only a short taxi ride to the trendy bars. The ride is short enough that the taxi driver is not pleased. There is plenty of room at the bar and one of the others orders wine. We stand there talking about nothing much. The atmosphere goes a bit stale and the sparks in my mind begin to fade. Two of them are eagerly talking, something about exercise watches and they don't have the slightest interest in me. However, the one who was sitting across from me is looking at me intently. We're standing next to each other and there is not a lot of room between us. He has crossed the boundary where one might suppose that it was by sheer accident. The back of his hand brushes against mine and I can feel the small hairs tickling my skin. I have grown impatient. I want to move on. The wine disappears down my throat. The two who were talking about exercise watches say goodbye and disappear and I am now left alone with the last one.

         It is around one in the morning. It is chilly but there is no wind and the air smells sweetly of spring instead of the city or cars. I suggest that we walk towards the harbour. I am sure we will be able to buy a drink at the Hotel Marriott. I don't want the party to end. We leave the bar and walk down a grubby side street. There is a half-empty bottle of white wine in his hand. I didn't see him bringing it with us and I reach for it. He moves his hand so that I am unable to reach it. We cross the bridge over the railway and head for the harbour. I am in a rush now, but on the bridge, he stops me by pulling at my hand. He pushes me against the railing and examines my body with the hand that is not holding the bottle. He kisses me, though it is his hand that is greedy, not his mouth. I can feel the railing pressing against my lower back and I wonder if I am going to tumble all the way down to the railway tracks backwards. That thought does not matter. His kisses and touches cause me to not care.

         Then he pulls me across the bridge and down the stairs towards the water. “We're going to the Marriott,” I keep repeating, but he pulls me across the next small bridge, a bit further on and to the left. We end up on a wooden pier by a tall building in black metal and glass that is resting on its own by the water. I lie down and pull him on top of me. We have sex in the way that you do when you're drunk and fully dressed while outside. When I'm through with him, I sit up and fix my clothes. He's lying there looking at me but I don't look at him. I stumble up from the wooden pier and I see out of the corner of my eye that he reaches for me. I start heading back towards the road. I end up walking almost all the way to the central train station before I find a taxi. I am far drunker than I thought I was and when it's time to sign the receipt in the taxi, I drop the pen to the floor. I fumble for it until the driver hisses “Here” while handing me another pen. The sight of the folds of flab on the back of the driver's neck sends a new wave of nausea through me. I am so tired, so extremely tired.

         I stagger up the stairs but I can't get the key to work. I ring the doorbell because Randall must surely be home with the kids. After a while, the door opens and the man in the flat above ours is standing there in boxers and a t-shirt. I can only see his legs because I am too tired to raise my head and too tired to come up with an excuse. Instead, I merely ask, “Could you open my door, please?” My key is still in my hand and the upstairs neighbour walks me down the stairs and lets me into my own flat. I can't manage to take off my clothes or go to bed, so I lie down fully dressed on the sofa in the living room.

         The next morning, my boys, Eric and William, come into the living room and wake me up. They don't seem particularly surprised to find me there on the sofa. They brought the duvets from their rooms and climb onto the sofa with me and switch on the TV. I scramble for my phone in the pocket of my coat just to see that it is only 6:30 in the morning and that I have a text message from the man from the night before. It is probably time for me to shower and get the kids to school. Then Randall comes in. He looks at me and all he says is, “Looks like you could use some coffee,” before he goes into the kitchen. That's all we say to each other. I pull myself off the sofa and take a shower. I don't delete the text. I know I sound like the most emotionless bitch on the planet. I have done a lot of destructive things and other people would be upset if they knew about them. I wish I could do better. That I could switch off my urges.

         It is not the night when I was incapable of unlocking the front door that makes me feel that way. Nor is it Magnus. It is Randall. Randall does not want to do this anymore. Randall, who I thought was enjoying his work and his life with me and the boys, and our sporadic but still existing sex life. I thought he was enjoying the erotic adventures I imagined that he was having. But he says that he can no longer see himself in this relationship, that he and I have grown apart, that he no longer feels like an adequate father to the boys, that his work does not satisfy him, and that he has applied for jobs in Florida and in Amsterdam. He does not say anything about my behaviour, but he says that he can no longer see himself in our relationship. He feels as if he has become invisible, that his own needs have become less important than mine and the boys'. He says that I have left him sitting alone by the side of the road and that he wants to move on, to get a better job, to move into a house, to settle down and maybe have another child. He tells me all this on a rainy and cold night, where I think he and I are just going to watch an episode of a TV show together and perhaps have a bit of sex if the mood should strike us.

         It hurts, but it is so trivial. “Men and their crises,” I say in a mocking voice when someone we know suddenly gets a young mistress or begins to run marathons or even becomes completely infatuated with expensive wine or whichever. I wish Randall would come out of his crisis. I wish that he would explode things with me once again because I know that is the only thing I can do properly. That's why I can't stop. I can't help Randall. I have to keep going to feel alive. Everyday life with all the trivial things and now the trivial crises, is unable to captivate my attention for very long.

         I can't exist without the atmosphere of perilous anticipation that strikes me immediately before a seduction. I can't imagine life without the thrill I can only experience with a new lover. I can't live if all I have to look forward to is an eternal row of identical days. Not even if I could remove Randall's doubt by accepting that the circle of life is mostly repetition. So, I don't tell Randall anything. I know I could find the words to keep him, but I couldn't say them without lying. So now Randall is packing a suitcase to go to a conference and he says that he will be moving in with his friend when he comes back to the city. I sit on the bed looking at him, reading a text from Magnus, wondering what I'm going to tell the boys. I can't bring myself to beg Randall to stay, even though I think that's what he wants me to do. I'm not sure what he wants and I'm not sure what I want either. So, I text Magnus. And then I text the man from the pier. That is all I can do without lying.

         
            Anna Bridgwater
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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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