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         I moved nervously around the chair and looked towards the door to the office. The last candidate had exited a while ago. Had they forgotten about me? Finally, the secretary looked at me.

         “You can go in.” She nodded towards the door.

         I straightened my tight, grey skirt, pulled down the white shirt and resolutely walked towards the door.

         Just as I tried to push open the door, it was opened from the inside, and I ran into a tall man in a black suit. My future boss – hopefully. He smelled like expensive cologne and something else I could only describe as… man. Even a suit could not hide his muscles. Very toned. 

         “Oh,” he said and gave me a big smile. “I was just going to ask my secretary to get some coffee. Sit down.” He gently put an arm on my shoulder and walked past me out of the office. A large office, nice decorating and he did not look a day over 35. I could not help leaning over his desk to check for pictures of a wife or children before I sat down in the wide leather chair. There were no photos. 

         “Tell me a bit about your background,” he said when he had sat down in front of me. I tried to gather myself, but the only thing I could think about was whether he might sleep with an employee. 

         His secretary brought the coffee on a tray and backed out again.

         “I didn’t know if you like milk,” he said. Again, the broad smile and the perfect teeth. I sprang to my feet — finally a chance to show some initiative. 

         “Let me” I started pouring the coffee into the cups, but I had apparently underestimated how nervous I was. My hands shook and then it happened. I spilt a large splash of coffee to the floor right in front of his chair. I caught a napkin and threw myself to my feet to dry it. I could feel my cheeks getting red. As I lay there, rubbing the carpet in my tight skirt, I could not help but wonder if the view was good from his chair.

         He cleared his throat. “Let’s hope my secretary doesn’t come back. She might get the wrong impression.”

         I looked up. I was kneeling between his legs. From the door, you could not help but notice my legs poking out beneath the desk, and it would probably look like something other than just an attempt to wipe away a spot of coffee of the carpet.

         “What will she think?” I do not know what made me ask, but just then, it was as if the air was thick with tension. 

         “That something nice, but also highly inappropriate for a job interview, was happening?” His voice suddenly sounded deeper, and he looked me intensely into the eyes while I let go of the napkin and put a hand on his thigh. 

         “And would it be bad, if something inappropriate was to happen?” I asked and let my hands slide up further. He did not stop me.

         “I think it might be very nice,” he said. The sentence ended in a grunt, as my hand reached the end of his thigh where a bulge was already forming. I could feel that I was getting wet. I wanted him, and I wanted him to see me, to touch my body and take me right then and there in the middle of his office. But first, I wanted to feel him properly. 

         He moaned weakly but did not protest as I got on my knees and slowly opened his pants. His dick was already hard and while I grabbed it and freed it from his boxers, I bent forward and kissed his tight abdomen. Then I took him into my mouth. Perfect size, and I could feel I was getting wetter. It turned me on to hear him moan as I sucked his tip, and then suddenly I ran my mouth all the way over the shaft. He reached out and started massaging my breasts through my shirt, almost hesitantly as if he still thought we could stop before it went too far. I looked up with my lips around his tip and locked eyes with him. He gave a low, rumbling sound and then he grabbed my arms and pulled me to my feet in one fluid motion. 

         He grabbed my hips and put me softly on the desk while he leaned towards me. Finally, he kissed me and it was as amazing as I had imagined. He opened my shirt and sucked my nipples through my bra and then he slowly spread my legs and pulled the skirt up over my hips.

         He stood like that and kissed me, our tongues were dancing and I was going crazy from the need of having him inside of me. His dick was still poking out from under his shirt, and it was pointing directly into the air, so close that he could take me with one simple thrust. 

         He took his time and pushed some things aside behind me on the desk. Then he put me on my back, and while he locked eyes with me, he pushed all the way into me in one, slow thrust. It felt amazing and we fell into a rhythm that became wilder and wilder. He put his hand on the bottom of my belly, so he could reach my clit with his thumb and then he started massaging it. I could feel it building inside of me immediately, and before a minute had gone by, a giant wave rolled over me, and I was gasping with my head bent back and my back felt like a coiled spring.

         Just then, there was a knock at the door. He pulled out of me and sat down in the chair as he tried getting his breath under control. He reached a hand out to me to help me off the table. Then he cleared his throat. 

         “Just a second,” he yelled, loudly. 

         Feverishly, I started straightening my skirt. 

         “I just wanted to remind you of the phone meeting you have in five minutes,” his secretary’s voice sounded from the other side of the door.

         “Thank you. We’re just finishing up in here,” he yelled back and gave me a dirty wink. My heart almost skipped a beat.

         “I’m done,” I said and could not help but give a girly giggle. I had just had an amazing orgasm on the desk between us. It seemed almost surreal. 

         “I have a few things I’d like to talk over more thoroughly,” he said and sent me his beautiful, broad smile. “Do you think we could meet later today to finish that?” he asked.

         I stood up and could not help but smile. “My number is on my application. Call me.”

         Then I turned around and left his office with a significant smile. 
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         “Shit!” Emma pounds her hand into the wheel. With clenched teeth, she turns the key again. And again. Finally, the car does not even react with the strangled cough that it did the first time. 

         “It’s like you’re not even trying,” she mumbles with clenched teeth. “Shit car.”

         Outside, it is dark. Not as dark as “the streetlights are turned on,” but dark as in “deep in the forest with only stars to light it up”. In other words: completely black. She looks at her iPhone which lights the darkness in ghostly shadows. Only 17% battery left. What the fuck? She clicks on it as if that will do anything to help. Still only 17%. Quickly, she finds the right number and dials. 

         “Danish Car service, good evening. How may I help you?”

         “I’m in a Swedish forest and my car is broken. Can you send someone?” Emma speed-talks. 

         “Absolutely. We’ll send our great, Swedish coworkers your way. You don’t have to worry.”

         The calm voice guides her through all the information and tells her that help will be there in about five hours.

         “Five hours?!”

         “I’m afraid you’re in a quite desolate place.”

         “Yes, I’m afraid you’re right.” Why would her friend find such an impossible place to hide to think about her marriage? There had to be another place just as perfect in Denmark. Especially since she had only been there two days and she already needed company. She had practically begged Emma to come by for a few days.

         “Do you have a place to stay? We will let you know once we’re there.”

         “No,” Emma sighs and nervously runs a hand through her hair. “There’s nowhere to stay. And I’m afraid my phone is going to run out of battery, so you can’t even call me.” She takes it away from her ear and looks. 14%. Shit!

         “Okay, it’s losing power really quickly. I think it’s because there’s almost no service out here.” Emma is both desperate to hang up so she does not use all her battery and desperate to keep the calm voice in her ear so she feels less alone.

         “My best suggestion is finding somewhere you can enter and maybe get your phone charged while you wait,” the guys says. He is probably holding a warm cup of coffee in a comfortable chair somewhere in Copenhagen. “Did you drive past anything in the last fifteen minutes?”

         “I’ll figure something out. Just call me before you get here. I’ll be in the car.” Emma thanks him for the help and hangs up. 

         She thinks she saw a sigh for something hotel-ish a few miles back. They must have a socket she can borrow for a few hours. Maybe a cup of coffee. Just then, she realizes her phone is also her flashlight, so if she wants to save the battery, she has to do without it. “Shit!” She fumbles her way to the edge of the road and starts walking back. How in the world did people survive before the invention of the smartphone?

         Pretty soon it turns out that the stars light up the place more than she thought, especially when they do not have to compete with any other lights. After a few minutes, Emma’s eyes have gotten used to the darkness, and with the help of the starlight, she can easily see the narrow road that cuts its way through the forest. She tries not to listen too much to the sounds of the forest and reminds herself that there are no dangerous animals in the Swedish woods. Or is there? The moose is probably the most prominent animal, but they only eat plants. Right? 

         Finally, she spots the sign she remembered going past. 

         Skogans Ro

         Silent retreat & yoga

         She turns down the narrow gravel road and soon realizes it is a bit more difficult seeing in the darkness. Should she? Yes. She turns on the light of her phone and lets it guide her all the way to the quite large stone house at the end of the road. She turns off the light again – there is only 3% battery left now – and steps onto the broad porch. The name of the place is on the door and trying to respect the people who apparently like peace and quiet. She knocks very quietly on the door. When no one answers, she knocks a bit harder. And when there is still no response, she opens the door which, to her surprise, is unlocked. It slides open without a sound, and then Emma is standing at a small reception desk. The light is dimmed, but enough for her to see the cosy and sparsely decorated surroundings.

         “Hello?”

         When no one answers, she walks a bit further into the room.

         “Anyone here?”

         The sound of a creaking floorboard makes her turn around in shock, and she spots a person in the door towards the next room. 

         “Hello?” Her voice does not sound like her own. It sounds trapped as if she only just has air to speak. “Do you live here? My car’s stopped working but there’s someone on the way…”

         The man looks at her with pursed brows and puts a finger at his lips.

         “I’ll be quiet,” Emma says with a whisper. “I just have to borrow a socket, because my phone is…”

         The man looks so shocked that she stops talking. Instead, he points at his phone as if he is saying “Hey, it’s annoying, but that’s life”.

         “If only I could charge it for like an hour…” Emma whispers.

         The man points to a small sign at the desk, which Emma has only just seen. It is a picture of a phone with a big, red line over it. Next to it, there is another sign. It is even larger and shows an open mouth with lines coming out of it, apparently supposed to represent talking. This sign has a red line over it as well. Emma swallows and nods to show that she understands. When the man reaches his hand towards her, she gives him her phone. He disappears into a back room with it, and Emma can only hope he is charging it and has not thrown it in the garbage.

         When she comes out again, Emma points to a chair and puts her finger over her lips to show that she is going to sit there and wait in silence. She sends the man a thumbs up to show him, and she is cool with it. The man looks disapprovingly at her as if her plan is offending him. He takes a few steps forwards and Emma realizes he is not wearing shoes. He is only a bit taller than her, but he seems to have a solid build. His movements are limber and calm. It is probably all that yoga, she thinks.

         He holds a hand out to her. Confused, Emma looks from his hand to his chair where she intended on putting her things. Does he want to hold her coat or her bag? He waves insistently and Emma finally understands and puts her hand in his. He leads her through the door and further into the house. Everywhere, the light is dimmed and they meet no one and hear no sounds.

         The man opens the door to a room with a dark wooden floor. There is a table, a mat, some pillows, a Buddha statue in the corner and strangely enough, a miniature fountain that sends water over some tiny stones and ends with a glugging sound in a small fountain. He reaches a hand towards her again and this time, Emma understands that he wants to take her things. Or, he is ordering her to give it to him; it is hard to tell the difference.

         She takes her coat and bag and gives it to him. Thinking about, she also gives him her woollen sweater. He points down and she steps out of her shoes and puts them close to the wall. A certain amount of excitement starts gathering in her chest. What is going to happen?

         The man fiddles with something on the small table and as if by magic, he takes out a cup of steaming tea. He gives it to Emma, and then he dries off his feet and steps onto the mat. He takes the cup from her again, so she can do the same. Emma sits down with a pillow at her back and breathes deeply. Something about the glugging water and the weak scent of incense makes her relax even more and makes her more aware of her surroundings. 

         When she has finished her tea, she already feels a lot more relaxed. She cannot even understand why she freaked out so much about the car. Who cares, help is on its way and it is not as if she has to be anywhere at any one point in time. Just racing through the desolate, Swedish forests to spend a few days listening to her friend whining about her horrible, unfaithful husband who, she should add, was already like that before they were married, and never even tried to hide it either. 

         The man takes her cup and puts it on the floor. He is dressed in a typical yoga-clothes. Loose, linen pants and a light shirt which is open at the neck and reveals a leather necklace with a small stone. It all looks very comfortable. Then he reaches out and grabs one of her shoulders, so he can turn her away from himself. Mildly disturbed, Emma obeys and turns her back to him. Instead of being really worried, she wonders if she should? She is in the middle of nowhere with a stranger who insists on not talking and who is currently touching her without any explanation. 

         The man’s touch is quite light at first, and still, it is enough to send her thoughts into overdrive. Then he grabs her shoulders harder, and he massages them mildly and firmly. Emma leans back against his hands and touch which feels heavenly. If she could say something, she would order him never to stop. 

         It is a hot room, and Emma holds a finger up to make the man pause so she can take off her shirt. She is only wearing a top and a bra now. She gets comfortable again and the man continues. After a while, he lets his warm, dry and soft hands slide over her upper arms. A joyful shiver runs through her. What is a man like this doing in a house in the middle of the forest? He should be somewhere where more people could enjoy him, she thinks. She lets out a soft sigh. His hands continue up her neck and she quickly pulls the elastic out of her hair, so he can massage her head. Then he stops, and after a short moment of excited expectation, Emma turns around to see whether it is her turn or to figure out what is next.

         The man sits cross-legged with his hands on his knees, looking calmly at her. Not dismissive, but completely calm. Emma understands that if she wants something more to happen, she has to take the initiative. 

         Determinedly, she pulls off her top so she is now only wearing a bra. She raises her eyebrow questioningly, and the man smiles softly. Then she unbuttons his pants and when he does nothing to stop her, she stands up and pulls them off along with her socks. Turned on by a sudden need to feel more than his warm hands, she leans forward and grabs his shirt to pull it over his head. He helps her and sits there in front of her with his slim and slender upper body and a pair of loose-fitted pants. Emma carefully plants a kiss on his shoulder.

         He turns his head and looks questioningly at her. She nods and locks eyes with her. Then they kiss. First, it is soft, almost hesitant. Then harder and more demanding. Emma supports herself on the one hand, and lets the other wander up and down over his body. She feels a thrill run through him. Then he grabs her arms with soft, but determined movements. He takes a deep breath and guides her to a seated position so she is sitting between her legs with her back towards him. She feels him retake a deep breath as if to make himself relax. The expectations of what is about to happen creates a throbbing between her legs from pure longing to touch him. But not yet, she senses clearly. 

         He moves closer to her, so she can feel his stomach and upper body against her bare back, his warm legs through the fabric against her own legs. Then he starts caressing her arms softly while he kisses her back and her beck. Emma leans her head back and pushes against him. She wants more. But her lover does not let himself be pushed around. At his own, calm pace, which is driving her crazy, he kisses every inch of her neck and shoulders until he carefully starts biting her skin. A low moan escapes her.

         “Shhh.” The man stops his actions, grabs her and pulls her into a hug. She turns her head so she can see him. It makes him reach up and stroke her cheek.

         Emma feels such an overpowering mix of lust and love, and it is all centred around this total stranger who has his legs around her as if he wants to swallow her with his body. But Emma is the one who wants to swallow him. And she cannot wait any longer. In her eagerness, she pushes him over and lies halfway on top of him and kisses him deeply. He answers her kiss and strokes her hair, cheek and body as he does it. Emma feels a weird need to cry, even though she is not sad. As if there is no room for all the feelings in her body anymore.

         She lies on top of him and can feel that he is erect, so he is not unaffected by the situation. He pushes her to the side, so he can release his hands, and then he softly strokes her breasts. With clumsy movements from pure haste – hoe can he be so calm all the time? – she reaches up and almost rips the lock of her bra in an effort to get it off.

         Calmly, he closes his hand around her breast while he leans forward, so he can kiss the other one. He lets his tongue play with the nipples while he softly squeezes and strokes the other breast. Emma is in ecstasy. She cannot wait for another second to feel him inside of herself, but every time she tries to find a position, it is as if he evades her. 

         Finally, they are both completely naked, and Emma can feel that she is so wet it almost runs down her leg. She grabs his dick, which is stiff and erect. The tip is slippery and red and a thrill runs through her body when she carefully pulls the skin don and then back over the tip again. She holds it firmly, and gets to a seated position so she can let herself slide onto him, she can almost feel how good it will be.

         But he holds her back. She looks into his serious eyes, filled with lust to continue. Then she understands. The yoga cave is not equipped for things like this. Feverishly, she leans over and looks through her bag. She has to take out her toilet bag before she finds the one condom she knows is in there.

         With immeasurable relief, she sees him take it and open it immediately. Then she guessed right. He rolls it on, and when Emma sits on him this time and grabs his dick, he does nothing to stop her. Slowly, she lets herself slide over him and feels how it fills her. Once she has gotten used to the feeling, she starts rocking back and forth. He lies calmly on his back and looks up at her while he caresses her breasts and her thighs. He lets his hand continue up her leg until they reach her hips and her waist, but at no point does he try to control her movements. 

         Because of the extended foreplay, Emma is close to climax in no time. Or has it been a long time? She has lost all sense of time since she stepped into this weird house. But she does not want to cum. She feels it will take her away from the intensity she is experiencing in their meeting. Instead, she wants to feel his rhythm. 

         She lets herself fall to the side and as expected, he follows so he is now on top of her. Instead of thrusting into her with hard movements, he goes slowly inside of her while he locks eyes with her and strokes her face and her body. None of them says anything. Only their strained breaths reveal their intense activity. Again, Emma is filled with a weird need to cry, just to let out some of the feelings that are running through her body. The man shakes his head unnoticeable as if he can guess her thoughts and asks her to stop. Emma holds the tears back, and instead, she submits to the feeling of his body. She reaches up and puts her hand on his cheek and then she pulls him into a kiss. They only break eye contact, when they kiss. Emma has never experienced such an intense connection with another person before. She puts her legs around him as if she wants to keep him close forever. 

         He speeds up a bit and something in his face tells her than she is nearing something new. When he grabs her wrists and holds her hands over her head, she suddenly feels, almost to her surprise, that she is close to cuming. He continues his small thrusts, which hit so deep that he slowly builds up pleasure she never thought possible. She gasps for her breath but has no time to move before she is swept away by her own body. It feels like being transported to another dimension when everything in her body contracts like the centre of pleasure, like a pearl right in the middle, and then it lets go again but she still feels a tingling in her skin everywhere on her body. 

         When the tingling in her skin finally stops, he pulls out of her while he holds the condom with one hand. Then he lays on his side and looks at her. Emma feels like she could probably ask him something right now, but she no longer feels like it. She was very preoccupied with what time it was before. Now she figures she will find out once she has her phone back. She giggles inside at the thought of how he managed to yoga-fy her in one single night, and now she no longer needs words and is no longer interested in knowing what time it is. 
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