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         I walk home in the rain, smiling. I’ve just left my daughter with her father, and I am looking forward to spending a fantastic evening – alone! I stop by the petrol station and buy a copy of Cupido. When I pay, the bloke behind the counter looks slightly shocked before asking if I want anything else. With my most innocent smile, I shake my head before saying, “Oh, I forgot to get bananas! Do you have any?”


Bursting with laughter, I leave the petrol station with two bananas and a copy of Cupido in a bag. His eyes are fixed on my neck.


I get home. I gobble up a banana and put Cupido on the bed. I snuggled down amongst the duvets and started reading the magazine. I find a picture of a gorgeous black guy who is smiling from ear to ear. Lovely.


Then I flick through until I get to the short stories. I’m so excited. As the characters in the stories come alive, I start to feel restless and horny. I go get a kitchen chair and place it in front of the big mirror, which shows every bit of me. I don’t look so bad, I reckon, smiling at my reflection. Then I fetch a pillow and the magazine.


I stand behind the back of the chair, so I can see myself in the mirror, open the magazine and put it on the seat. I find the bit I was going to start reading. I put the pillow on top of the back of the chair and begin to read. Again, the characters in the story come alive, exciting me as if I can really see, hear, and smell them. I grab hold of the back of the chair and lean against the pillow. I put all my weight on my little warm Venus mound, rubbing it against the pillow while the words of the story fill my head. My feet leave the ground. Lovely!


The page ends. Shit! I don’t want to put my feet down and let go of the chair to turn the page over. So I give up on the story and fantasise about my ex-boyfriend instead, which is much more successful. I can picture him as he takes me from behind. I can see his long hair, those green eyes and his naked body. I close my eyes and then open them again to see my flushed face glazing over. Not long now...

Shit! There’s a ring at the door. I hide the magazine in the chest of draws, straighten my hair and rush to the hallway to open it. Fuck! It’s my ex!


“Morten!” I croak, shocked but trying to be polite. “Er...yes?” I add, annoyed at myself for my verbal incompetence.


Morten’s on my screaming red sofa drinking tea. We’re flirting. His hair is longer than before. It’s like a honey-golden waterfall, perfectly framing his unique face. God, he’s gorgeous!


But he’s grown a beard. I hate beards – the inside of my thighs are ticklish! I wonder why he’s turned up now. What the hell, I grab his hand and lead him to the bedroom. I push him firmly down on the chair in front of the mirror and say, “Sit!”


I leave the room without looking at him. Amazingly, he stays sitting there. I search the bathroom and find the razor and shaving foam.


Obediently, like a well-trained dog, Morten’s waiting there when I come back into the room. I’m completely naked! He gasps. I don’t make a sign as I start to cover his neck and cheeks with foam. I love his expression when he sees breasts dangling in front of his foam-covered face. My nipples smile at him like sunflowers reaching for the sun.


"It doesn't smell very manly," he says, holding up a forefinger covered in foam.


"You're not going to either, when I'm done with you," I reply, inwardly cheering at my victorious transformation from the slightly confused woman who opened the door to Woman in Control. I encircle my prisoner as I shave off his beard. It’s quite an arousing sight: a cute guy dressed in only a black T-shirt and black trousers next to a naked woman. The contrast is inspiring.


I’ve never shaved a man’s face before, so I’m fairly pleased with the result. Morten strokes his chin, grumbling something about having spent six months growing it, but I overhear him.

         “Get your clothes off,” I hear myself say. “We’re taking a shower!”


I strut towards the bathroom and turn the shower on. He comes pattering behind me, unsure but curious. I ignore him until he’s just a few centimetres from me; something hard glances against my thigh. I start to soap up, really overdoing it, kneading my breasts until they’re almost covered in soap bubbles. I continue lathering up my tummy, my hips and my thighs. I bend over to lather up my legs, letting my hair fall in front of my face – knowing full well that Morten’s turned on by long hair just as much as I am. As I straighten up, I open my eyes and look at him. He is just as perfect as I remember. “Help me with my hair,” I tell him.


There is barely place for the both of us in the shower, and I “accidentally” bump into the impatient little head that’s rubbing against me. He groans. I love it.


We towel off in silence. He looks slightly disappointed but still hopeful. I lead him into the bedroom. I push him down onto the bed and go and fetch the magazine from the chest of drawers. He looks inquisitively at me.
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