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         Sometimes my desire fills me up so completely that I feel afraid it might be visible on my face. For several months after my affair with Carl, I spent hours imagining him caressing my skin through my nylon stockings, tracing the outline of the muscles with his fingertips, then letting his hand make its way further up below my skirt towards my waist. I imagined him exploring the sensitive curves behind my knees, and I felt my cheeks getting flushed. At parent-teacher meetings, in the office cafeteria and back home in my kitchen, I was obsessed with a man who did not belong in any of those places. A lover I had not seen in far too long.

         “An avalanche crashing is my flesh.” That is a line from a poem I read at school. I forgot the name of the poet, but the feeling was familiar. I simply had to acknowledge that the man who started the avalanche was not the man I was living with, and whose body I lay next to at night. And yet, my husband was still a source of desire and pleasure. One kind of desire, flowing powerfully through my body, was ignited by the dream of a new man, whom I could explore. The other kind grew out of the secure and familiar everyday life with the man I had married. Randall.

         One evening, I was in bed reading when he came in. The only light in the room was the yellow cone from my bedside lamp. He lay down next to me in the dimly lit room. Supporting himself on one elbow, he pulled my nightdress up over my breasts. For a couple of minutes, he lay there looking down at me, then he bent over and kissed my stomach. He gazed at my body. His gaze followed the lines of my hips and my breasts. My gaze followed his and looked at my body, my stomach, and my skimpy black knickers. I placed my hand on the mound where the pubic hair pressed against the thin fabric. My intimate area was hidden, but the focus of all of our attention.

         When I was younger, I thought of my genitalia as a crevice. That was what I could see when I was about to take a shower and regarded myself in the bathroom mirror. Smooth marzipan skin with a closed crevice between my thighs. Now that I had spent years getting to know my body, I knew that the curly hair that appeared when I was a teenager did not conceal a crevice or a crack, but a hidden cave full of secrets, capable of engulfing a man in a tight and warm and soft darkness. When I opened up, it was not like a crevice opening, but like a dense and mutable cave made of silk.

         That evening in bed, I moved my hand and pulled Randall towards me, so that I could feel his warm skin and his desire through the two layers of our underwear. His firm pressure against my lower body aroused me, and I moved faster underneath him, fabric against fabric, two warm and eager bodies that did not sense anything except each other. He raised himself up, ripped off our underwear, and I opened myself up to him. I used my hand to guide him inside me. The dim light of the room joined with my inner cave, and all that existed was our two bodies greedily engulfing each other. The tickling urge grew intense and culminated in the soft nothing that overpowered all senses. When we fell asleep, his warm hand was resting on my stomach.

         Randall and I had delightfully close nights together many times that winter. Contrarily, in the morning when I woke up, I was thinking of Carl. Some nights when I couldn't fall asleep, I thought of him as well. It was the thought of Carl that sent the avalanche crashing in my flesh. The dream of an affair with him took control of my brain. I was aching to get to know his secrets. My marriage tied me to my everyday life with security, strength and love, but two text messages from a lover tempted me with erotic adventure.

         “I want to see you again,” the first message read. And “All of you,” came next. That was all they said. I did not reply, because I didn't know what to say. “Marry or don't marry, you will regret it either way.” Soren Kierkegaard said that. I was wondering if I remembered it correctly, so I looked it up. I was right. I agreed with Kierkegaard, even though I changed the quote slightly in my mind, “Divorce or don't divorce, you will regret it either way.” No matter what I chose, marriage or divorce, I would end up doubting if I made the right decision.

         My marriage, with all it entailed of partnership and everyday life, and love as well was good. But on the other hand. If I stayed with Randall, all the men who might be waiting for me in my future would disappear, and I would miss them, even though I didn't know them yet. I was drawn to other men. Right now, I was drawn to one man in particular. I wanted partnership, family and routine with Randall, and I wanted sex and new adventures with Carl. My desire was being fuelled by the dream of an adventure, the unknown and the mysterious and the unattainable, which Carl contained. My thoughts were constantly hovering around him. I was longing for him. The fuel in my longing was not the shortcomings of my marriage, even though there were quite a few of those. My longing was fuelled by the sadness of my loss of youth, the lost opportunities and the loss of adventure. And yet, I was afraid that any contact with Carl might put my relationship with Randall at risk. So, I did not reply to Carl's text messages. I was waiting without knowing what I was waiting for. I trundled along and let time pass.

         In this period of my life, everyday life was what was dominant. Autumn went by and winter took over, and everyday life was a pause to think, a brief rest where I asked myself what I wanted the rest of my everyday life to contain. That winter was filled with rainy days dominated by heavy clouds as if a vast grey lid had been placed over the city. I spent many hours on the sofa with novels to keep me company, while the boys played video games or football or spent time with their friends, and Randall was bent over his iPad reading his e-mails or watching sports on TV. My daydreaming was vivid, creative and colourful. My everyday life was more monochrome. Harmonious and neutral days followed one another. All the while, a small fire was burning inside me. An avalanche was crashing.

         Each morning I would get up, make sandwiches and peel carrots for the boys' lunches, say goodbye to Randall and bike to work. I spent the twenty minutes on my bike having vivid fantasies about Carl and about the two nights we had spent together. In my mind, the memories of Carl were polished thoroughly, making them shinier and more perfect than the real thing had ever been. Every time I had kissed a new man for the first time, felt his lips on mine and let my mouth submit to his, I had been thinking: “Maybe this is it. Maybe this is the one. Maybe this time it will all turn out perfect.”

         My sense of reason told me that there was no individual man who could make the rest of my life perfect. I knew that Carl and I would not be perfect together. I wanted him. I pedalled hard and thought about his long and slender fingers touching my skin and brushing against my lips. The blood in my veins flowed as sweet and thick as honey when I envisioned him pushing my shirt down over my shoulders with his fingertips. In my mind, I replayed how he would lie down on top of me and quietly wait with his hands on my face before he would rest his forehead against mine, raise his hips, and penetrate me.

         My body is not very elegant, with its round shapes and curvy stomach. It is voluptuous, yielding and soft. Not elegant. I am more body than brain. No one would describe me as looking intense or pensive. But Carl looked intense and pensive. He looked as if he was contemplating great thoughts, but I knew that it was his body that was capable of bringing me to ecstasy.

         I read in a women's magazine once that Sigmund Freud's youngest daughter, Anna, herself a psychoanalyst, had said: “In our dreams, we can prepare our fool exactly how we wish, but we cannot eat it.” She might not have said it exactly like that, but the meaning was crystal clear to me. In my fantasies, I could shape Carl how I wished. He was a creature of my imagination. That was another reason why I hesitated to contact him. I was afraid that reality might crush the images in my fantasy. So, I used Carl to create a perfect man of my dreams. Time and time again, my thoughts would return to his hands touching my body, and his legs stretching out with excitement on the white bed sheet in the hotel.

         A casual remark during a chat in the cafeteria informed me that Carl was teaching at the Copenhagen Business School every Wednesday afternoon. The following week, when Wednesday came around, I told the others in our open office that I had an appointment with my dentist, and I sneaked in for a lecture. I sat in the back of an auditorium full of young students with clean skin and shiny hair. I tried to pay attention.

         Carl's words flowed in one ear and out the other in a senseless stream. I focused on the things that aroused me about him: his dainty hands, the silhouette of his slender body against the whiteboard, his sense of calm and the authority he got from his position standing in front of the room. I envisioned his hands sliding across my body, and how he would tilt my chin upwards with one of his hands to better enable him to kiss me. My lap got warm, and my cheeks were flushed. I shook away the mental images and stared at Carl to pay attention to what he was saying. The fire between my legs was smouldering. Beads of moisture amassed on my upper lip and the collar of my shirt was chafing the back of my neck.
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