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         I was woken by the feeling of a hand on my stomach, just below the navel. The palm rested on my soft, sleepy skin. The outstretched fingers covered my entire abdomen from the navel down to the curly hairs. My breathing was regular, and I was lying on my side, pretending to be asleep, while the fingers explored my body. The thumb drew soft circles around the navel. Then the little finger took over and gently snuck further downwards. The gesture was so light and slow that it was almost undetectable.

         But I knew it to be real, as my entire body melted and opened itself up. I had to bite my bottom lip when the little finger became more insistent and crept further inside between my closed thighs. The touch lit a fire in my loins, and I rolled over on to my back. With my eyes still closed, I spread my legs to enable access to the entire hand. It was now the index finger that slid between the smooth folds, and I sighed. I was still pretending to be asleep, though a small whimpering sound escaped my mouth.

         “Mmm,” Runes voice said.

         “Is that good?” gently biting my earlobe.

         “Yes,” I whispered.

         He pressed, hot and excited, against my leg while his hand continued to coax small whimpers out of me. Eyes closed; I placed a hand on his upper arm, dragging him down onto me. He slid inside me immediately, and I put a hand on his bum to push him up. It was a satisfaction that was both familiar and new every time. I rocked my hips, and when he reached the height of his, excitement, I pushed him even deeper inside me, followed by a scream of delight. I opened my eyes and looked up at my husband for the first time that day.

         “Morning, Rune,” I said.

         “Morning love,” he said.

         His eyes were closed as he pulled out of me. He lay back down on his back with one hand on his chest. His breathing was laborious, and I was afraid he was feeling unwell. It was not many months since he had had heart trouble. Every time he became pale or tired, my fears would sneak back. But then he jumped out of bed.

         “I have to leave in a minute,” he said.

         He walked over to the wardrobe and pulled out some clean clothes for the day’s work. His face shone with contentment as he waltzed around naked in the bedroom.

         “What do you have planned for today?” he asked, while he stood with his back to me by the wardrobe, choosing a tie.

         “I have yoga after work, and then…”

         But Rune had already disappeared into the bathroom.

         “Look at me,” I mumbled to myself, but he didn’t hear it.

         He had shot out of bed without casting as much as a single glance at my face. I felt like the world’s most lonely woman and lay back down on my back, staring up into the ceiling.

          
   

         I had a few minutes before I had to wake the boys and get them up. I so desperately wanted to do the right thing. Every day I made an effort to be a decent and loyal wife. I struggled. But it was so difficult for me. Time after time, I saw my intentions crumble before me. It became impossible for me to reserve my body and soul for Rune when I needed devotion. I did not trust his love, which meant I could not trust myself. And I could not stop looking at other men. I lay in bed, eyes closed, and felt a hot tear push its way forward. But then Rune showed up in the doorway, mouth full of toothpaste.

         “Would you like to come to Japan?”

         Of course, I would like to come to Japan. Rune was attending some meetings with Japanese business partners, and the company would pay for my ticket. We were going to Tokyo and Kyoto, and my heart beat a little faster from the joys of anticipation. I was looking forward to women in kimonos, sushi, politeness, and mysterious people.

          
   

         We left in November. After 14 hours of travelling, we landed in Tokyo. A limousine outside the airport picked us up. The city outskirts resembled a European city, only more substantial and uglier, with beige and mousy looking housing estates. It was not exotic or different at all. It was just interchangeable. But I smiled at Rune. He would only call me cynical if I told him that the city was boring.

         The city seemed endlessly big, but we eventually turned up a steep road and onto a parking lot in front of a hotel. Asia Center of Japan was its name. It was an anonymous skyscraper with sliding doors of glass and smiley staff at the reception desk. We were handed a key-card and took the lift to the 11th floor. The room was as anonymous as the rest of the building, and with two large double beds in the room, there was barely enough space to open the suitcase. I threw myself on the bed and let the jetlag overwhelm me.

         It was dark outside when I woke up. The hotel was quiet, and the room was too high up for me to hear any street noise. I looked over at Rune, who was lying on his back on the other bed. The beds were so big that my outstretched arm couldn’t reach him. But he sensed the movement, turned over on one side, and smiled at me. His teeth shone white in the dim room.

         “Hey,” he said.

         “Hey yourself.”

         He got up, came over to my bed, and sat down, a knee on either side of my chest. I reached up and unbuttoned the top buttons of his shirt. I then placed my palms on his ribs. His skin was warm and smooth, and I could feel the way his chest moved up and down as he breathed. He put his hands on my breasts and bent down to kiss me, but I turned my head away.

         “I need to brush my teeth.”

         “Same here,” he said.

         But he did not move. He stayed put and looked me in the face while his fingers moved in light patterns on my breasts, over the clothes. He then got up on his knees and turned me over in a second, like a pancake being flipped. I was surprised and stayed in that position, on my stomach, awaiting his next move. He sat down on his heels, still with one knee on either side of me, but now with his hands on my buttocks. He felt their curvature through the skirt, gently pressed against the curve of the muscles, and pushed the fabric away, up over the cheeks.

         I felt silly with the skirt folded around my waist like a sausage and squirmed on the bed. But Rune put a hand on my lower back and pushed me down. For a few long seconds, he did nothing. Then he leaned down and whispered in my ear.

         “Let me know if you want me to stop.”

         I didn’t reply.

         “Do you want me to continue?”

         I turned my head in response, looked at him and nodded. He put his other hand on my bottom, and I felt myself arch to meet it. The hand that was on my lower back took hold of my tights and wrenched them down, along with my underwear. I felt dirty and gross after the long travel and squirmed once more. But he held my hips tight and pulled me closer to him. My naked skin felt his passionate sex through the fabric of his trousers, and the firmness of it ignited a glow in me. I wanted it.

         After 15 years together, Rune knew precisely how to make my body melt, making me his all over again. But his movements reminded me of another man, my former lover, who I had travelled with through Europe. Karl. He had taken me in the same way; the same commanding gestures designed to awaken my desire, and not just to satisfy his own. The image of Karl floated through my mind and then evaporated, but the memory alone was enough to increase my excitement. I got up on all fours and shot out my bottom.

         Rune responded my taking my cheeks in his hands and spreading them. I moaned as I felt his tongue in my crack. His mouth moved from my tailbone down over the first entrance – over that solid piece of flesh – and down to the second, larger and softer entrance. He sucked me inside his mouth, and I buried my head in the pillow to suffocate my loud moans. His tongue followed the outline of the opening, followed by a mischievous finger pressing against the walls of the passageway.

         I was so aroused it was impossible for me to speak cohesively. Consumed by desire I pushed my face deeper into the pillow and arched my back further while I moaned,

         “Yes, yes.”

         Rune removed his mouth and sat up. I heard the zip, grating as it was opened, and the whispering sound of fabric against fabric as he pushed down his trousers and underpants.

         Then I felt him. He slid slowly and directly up inside me, pulled out and thrust forward again. He said nothing; merely pumping himself slowly and regularly up inside me, his hands resting gently on my hips. I was greedy for more and pushed myself backwards, but he continued in his calm, rhythmic pace. It wasn’t enough for me, and I reached a hand back and grabbed his balls. With a finger, I was able to reach the firm flesh behind, and I pressed my finger against the skin there to entice him to move more violently.

         At first, he stood utterly still. I felt him hold his breath, as though he was using all his willpower not to let go. But then he moved again, this time violently in hard, fast thrusts while he squeezed my cheeks. I was so hungry to reach my climax that I shifted my hand to touch myself. I placed a finger on either side of my smooth, swollen clit, letting it slip back and forth by Rune’s thrusts. My loin was boiling and melting, as though someone had lit a fire inside me.

         Rune’s movements became even more forceful, and he pushed himself so deep inside me that I felt a titillating soreness. I moaned as I reached the climax and collapsed on to the bed. Rune’s body followed mine, and he kept thrusting until he throbbed somewhere deep inside his throat. The movements decreased and finally came to a halt, and he threw himself down on top of me. He was heavy, but the weight was warm and safe and not uncomfortable. His chest was moist from sweat, and his hair tickled my shoulder.

         After a while, I had to move. I shifted myself out from beneath him and turned over on one side so I could see his face. He was still lying on his stomach, eyes half closed, slightly gasping for air.
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