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         My stiletto heels are hurting my feet after a long day and I take them off and put them back in the cupboard by the door. I wiggle my toes, making them dance in the air. My feet are swollen and sore. The feel of the cool wooden floor beneath my soles is suddenly new and intriguing. The first few steps are painful. The pain surges from my squashed toes, through the foot and up to the knee. It grounds itself there and grows worse during the evening. When the morning comes, it has always faded away, completely forgotten, in a way I never thought possible.

         During the week, I arrive home late. I don't cook very often. Either I bring something home with me, or I order something and have it delivered. I drink one or two glasses of wine and watch him on TV. I observe his hands kneading the pizza dough, how he delicately tosses the lettuce and how passionately he sniffs, touches and tastes the ingredients. His sensuous demeanour makes me wet and I ache to be touched. I let my hand find its way and my fingers go to work. When he moves around the kitchen, cutting, peeling and chopping, I see the smile underneath his beard and the excitement in his eyes. When I envision him buried between my legs, sucking and licking and tasting me, my body succumbs to the touch of my fingers, and I have an orgasm.

         ---

          
   

         The next day, before the show begins, I go into the kitchen and do a bit of baking. I challenge myself with recipes and ingredients whose names I can't even pronounce. I relax and forget about my day. I let the paperwork vanish from my mind and my worries fade away. In the middle of the afternoon, when my co-workers long for coffee, I long for my small kitchen and the delicious ingredients. No one knows I do that – baking, I mean. It's not that I keep it a secret. I just don't feel like explaining it to them.

          
   

         I'm sure they would laugh and make comments like, “what an adorable housewife you are” or “how charming, I wish I had the time to do that, but I actually have children.” It's not really a secret, but it has become one anyway.

         My apron is in the baking drawer with the rolling pin, the baking tins and the cookie cutters. As I put on the apron and tie it around my waist, I visualise the TV-Chef again. His crisp white apron yielding to his touch, as he tightens it while standing in a line with the other chefs. I see his bright smile in the middle of the dark beard. I put a bit of flour on my hands and rub them together. A white cloud appears and descends on my small kitchen. No one else is here, no one can take a picture of the flour wafting through the air above my hands. And yet, I do that every time I bring out the flour. It has almost become a ritual, the only proper way to start the evening. The show will start soon. Soon he will be standing in front of me in his white apron with a determined look on his face. Soon my thoughts and fantasies will begin to soar. Fantasies – about meeting the TV-chef, touching him, tasting him – make me soar along with them.

         The butter is cold and the chill surprises my hands, which quickly change colour. I gather the dough around the carved-out butter and begin to roll. I glance at the clock on the wall, making sure I have enough time. The recipe tells me that I have to fold the dough in a certain way. I study the instructions as though they were a complicated piece of legislation. I memorise all the steps in my head and start folding. While the dough is setting in the fridge, I make myself a cup of espresso. The machine rumbles loudly and then the water begins to trickle. I drink it standing in the kitchen, enjoying how the warmth surges through my body. I can feel how the dark taste spreads in my mouth, and how my cheeks slowly change colour. In a minute, when I set the cup down and put my hands on my cheeks, I'll confirm what I know already. Flushed. The stimulants from coffee, red wine or sex tend to run through my body here and there, causing me to make foolish decisions. They then settle down on my blushing face to become a memory of what used to be. I look at the clock and get the dough out of the fridge. I roll it once more and fold it the way the recipe says. I set the timer and put it on the kitchen table.

         While I wait, I eat tonight’s dinner, the salad I bought. It's soggy and unappealing. It has definitely been rinsed, but I doubt it has been tossed. It doesn't feel as if the water has left the lettuce, leaving it crisp and fresh. His salad crunches in the judges' teeth. They patiently roll his salad around in their mouths, making all the aromas appear properly. He gently mixes the green lettuce with the sour dressing. He spreads his fingers and makes his hands into large bowls, which gently grab the lettuce to mix it around. Then he reaches for the lettuce at the bottom of the bowl, spinning it around in the same way, until the dressing has been spread evenly. Before it reaches the judges' table, he adorns it with edible flowers, which he tenderly places on it. The other contestants use tweezers, but he uses his hands and I struggle to avert my gaze from him.
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