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It is the most rain-soaked springtime in a long time. Summer will be here soon. The humidity is high. When it truly pours, I stay inside the car after parking it in the street. I only have a short drive home. The skin on my arms and on my sandal-clad feet is still moist from the rain that hit me as I ran across the parking lot to my car. I stop the windshield wipers and switch off the engine. I leave the key in the ignition and lean back slightly. I listen to the rain thundering onto the windshield, and onto the blurry street visible to me through the soaking windows. Now and then the wind catches the rain, and the noise of the rain grows even louder.

It takes me a while to notice them. Their silhouettes are difficult to make out through the wet window, but I can see that two young people are kissing in the entryway to the flats on the other side of the street. The woman's dress is red. The man's shirt is blue. They have been caught by the rain, and they don't think anyone can see them. I see their silhouettes moving. The man's hands are running up and down the woman's thighs. He lifts up one of her legs and wraps it around him. The rain abates slightly. They don't notice it. I can see them more clearly now. For a moment, I wonder if they can see me, but their attention is elsewhere.

The man thrusts, and the woman follows his rhythm leaning against the yellow wall in the archway behind her. I carefully open the window at a crack, and I can hear both of them clearly in spite of the distance. The rain carries their sounds along and amplifies them. I can't help smiling. It doesn't take long. I can hear them nearing climax. I lean back slowly in the car seat, run the palms of my hands down my thighs, and clench the fabric of my skirt in my hands. I can feel the blood slowly flowing to my lap. I open my mouth slightly. The sounds of these lovers are fresher and clearer than the ones that might be heard through the wall from the neighbours at night. The man's trousers have fallen to the ground, and are in a bundle around his feet. I can see his white buttocks. I squint, and I can make out the muscles working. He keeps the rhythm steady. It is clear that he has been in a situation like this before. The man's throat tightens. I imagine him squeezing her hand with his own hand. Then they go entirely silent. I sit in the car and notice that my own pulse has grown faster as well. I'm not touching myself. I take the experience with me and let it become a memory.

After a short while, the man lets the woman put her foot back on the ground. He withdraws slightly, pulls up his trousers and quickly closes the fly and his belt so that everything looks inconspicuous. The woman adjusts her dress. It only takes a moment. Now I can hear their cheerful voices. They laugh. They turn to face the rain and look up at the sky. I can hear them talking, but I can't hear what they're saying. The woman points further down the street. She straightens her hair. The rain abates even more. Soon after, they take each other's hands and run along. At no point did they notice my presence.

I open the car door and move towards my flat. There was a time when I would have told Edward what happened as soon as I walked through the door. We would then likely have sex because the story would arouse him. Today I say nothing. It would feel a bit misplaced considering where we are as a couple, and how our sex life has been recently. Edward is sitting with his reading glasses at the computer when I walk in. He asks how my day was. I tell him it was fine. I walk over to stand behind him, put my arms around him, and give him a kiss on the cheek. All very innocent.

It would be wrong to say that we are old, but we have known each other for many years.

I seldom wish I could be very young again, but sometimes, when things happen like this sex scene in the spring shower, it strikes me how much time has passed and that there are things I might never get to experience again. Would it even be possible to return to the limbo where one might become tempted to have sex anywhere, even risking being seen by someone? That was how things used to be.

When I first met Edward, we were very young. Our first date was a random meeting that just evolved, just as it's supposed to be. Sometimes when we're watching TV or eating dinner in separate rooms, I wonder how come we ended up like this. Once I swore that it would never happen to us, that I was not that kind of person. I wanted to keep being spontaneous and passionate, to be sexy in the moment.

We met at a party hosted by my friend Sophie in her student residence. It was a summer day, the sun was still out, but since none of us was too busy with work, it was not unusual for the parties to start almost at the very moment when class was over. There was lots of alcohol, both beer, wine and shots. There would always be about five people who could keep the party going, while some left and others joined. It is so spontaneous and magical at that age when every day is unpredictable and full of possibilities because there are no real obligations.

The room was scorching hot, even though all the windows were wide open. We all took off as many clothes as we could manage while still remaining decent. Back then, each day was an opportunity to meet new people, and truth be told, that was our reason for being there. It was summer. We were all hot and full of hormones.

My first encounter with Edward was entirely random and brimming with desire. That was one of the things he said in his speech at our marriage, that he found me so enticing. We certainly didn't hold ourselves back. I noticed him right away when I entered Sophie's flat. He was sitting in the corner on a beer crate, sweating through a shirt that clearly looked as if he had been wearing it all day, and that he wished he wasn't wearing any more. Some of the other boys were naked from the waist up, but that requires a specific type of person, and Edward was not like that. I quite liked it. The open and sweaty shirt and his sweaty face. The deep and intense eyes. The way he held his cigarette between two fingers as if it had always been there. We spoke with our respective friends and kept exchanging glances which grew longer and longer. Eventually, I felt confident that there was a definite interest there.

When night had fallen outside, and someone had lit candles on the table in the middle of the room, he came over and sat next to me. That was the first time we talked properly, instead of just smiling at one another during the group conversations about all sorts of other things.

“Hi,” he said and told me his name.

Even though the sun had gone down, it was still really warm. The building had been heated by the sun during the day. Occasionally, a breeze would blow through the open windows and cool our skin a bit. I can't even remember what we were talking about, but I imagine that the heat must have been one of the things. If I have children someday, that will undoubtedly be one of the things I mention about how mummy and daddy met each other. The weather and the temperature are a vital part of the story, and it indeed defined the situation.

I do remember that my desire for him had grown so strong during the evening that he could almost have said anything he liked, and I would still have taken him with me. My body was open and ready to accept his, almost without foreplay.

We didn't kiss each other at Sophie's party, but it was definitely on the cards. When one of us got up to go to the bathroom, the other would save the seat, so that we would still be able to sit together afterwards.

We left the party at the same time, and most of the other guests smirked a bit. It was implied that we needed a bit of privacy. We walked further down the street, where there was a pub with quite the reputation, in a good kind of way. It was most popular with the people who lived in the area, who tended to be somewhat older than us, but in the back, there was a billiards table and some tables of a more discreet nature, where it was possible to sit for a bit of privacy. On our way there, we kept chatting happily. During a lull in the conversation, Edward took my hand. It was not an invitation to a kiss or any such thing, but the slight touch made me want him desperately.

 

Edward was a smoker back then, and when he offered me a cigarette, I took it. Then we sat there looking at each other through a haze of smoke, while the jukebox played the music of a past generation. Today I can't remember what songs were being played.

I can still recall this snapshot in my memory. Edward's sweaty face, the hair was falling down across his forehead and his open shirt with sweaty grime on the collar. There was a restlessness to Edward that I found very alluring. No matter how engaged he was in the conversation, he kept shifting either his sitting position or his gaze. There was an energy about him, a stirring decisiveness that I felt really drawn to. He was popular among his friends. As if he were impossible to rein in. The smoothness, the popularity and the charm were certainly appealing to me. In some ways, things are still like that. Edward has lots of friends and acquaintances. He is not shy about sharing them and introducing me as his wife, but he also likes going out alone without me. That causes a certain aura of mystery. And he lets me do likewise. When I have been out with my girlfriends, he asks me about it when I come home. What did we talk about? What has been happening since the last time? I can tell that he likes the fact that there is a secret aspect to me, which he will never fully know, even if he asks me about it again and again. Not that there has ever been anything even remotely negative for me to keep secret from him, it merely causes an aura of mystery.

I'm back in Sophie's flat at my first meeting with Edward. Sophie had told me about him. It sounded as if he might be a bit too fond of the ladies. Even though I was young, I could certainly tell that he would like me to come home with him or to come home with me. That evening, I didn't feel like playing hard to get. My desire for him was overwhelming. Each time the opportunity arose, I would show him a bit of skin. Subtle hints that no one else would notice. The skirt being pulled slightly further up my thigh when I sat down, or the blouse I had pulled somewhat further down in the front when I returned from the bathroom. Edward was also subtle in noticing it. His shirt had the top three buttons opened and revealed a hairless chest underneath the skimpy fabric. At one point, he started putting his hand on my side, my shoulder or my thigh when he spoke into my ear. My skin trembled under the palm of his hand.

“What about tomorrow, will you still be interested in me then?” I asked him.

That was the sort of thing girls did back then. As I recall, his reply was something noncommittal, so I still didn't know what he wanted to happen.

I didn't ask any more questions about the future. That sort of thing comes later. That's how the game is played. The future is not sexy in that way.

For that reason, I decided to apply as much charm as I could muster. I didn't just want to become one of many. He bent forward in the middle of one of our conversations and kissed me for a long time. A rush soared through my body like a whirlwind from my earlobes and down between my legs. My ears sounded like a hurricane, and my skin prickled all over.

No one else in the pub noticed us. It was as if we were sitting in a world of our own. I almost sat on top of him, and if it hadn't been for the other people in the pub, I would have done. I could feel his skin and his tensed muscles through his shirt, and the smoky aftertaste of cigarette on his tongue. He kissed his way up and down the side of my neck, and then I could feel that the evening was far from over for us.

“I want you so much,” he whispered into my ear.

 

I can see how his face and hair have changed since then. His cheeks are a bit more sunken in now, he has some grey hairs in the sides, and the hair is longer as well. Not that I mind these things, but there is a difference. I'm aware that he will be able to see similar changes in my face and my body. When he wakes up before me in the morning, I watch him finding clean clothes and going into the bathroom. His body hasn't changed all that much. I can understand why my girlfriends sometimes seem a bit jealous. Sometimes, when he is standing in the right light, it feels as if not a single day has passed since I saw him for the first time. I would just wish that we had more intimacy in our everyday lives, that I would be able to arouse the same desire in him.

 

Edward stood up and went to get more beer. He brought it back in two large glasses, where the beer sloshed over the side when he set them down on the table. There were no uncomfortable silences. What would I like to do after university? What did I dream of? Where would I be going?

Edward's fingers made their way all the way up to the lining of my knickers, and then back down again, continuously hidden underneath the table. Everything we did was back and forth. In between our long kisses, we still had a lot to talk about.

The skin on my legs was sticky after a long day of sweating. Drops of sweat ran down my back and in between my buttocks. We kissed and touched each other more or less awkwardly. I gently placed my hand on top of his cock. Inside his jeans, I could feel it throbbing and filling with blood. Sometimes, our kissing and touching grew so intense that Edward eventually had to withdraw.

“Give me a minute,” he said, and we both laughed.

In the early morning, we sank further and further into our seats, and I started getting tired. We both liked the extended foreplay that had been going on all night. Edward went to the bathroom, and when he returned, I had leaned back. There was still some beer left in the large glasses, but it had been a long time since either of us had been drinking from them.

“I'm tired,” I said.

He sat down next to me, and we kissed each other again.

“Want to go home?” he asked.

I didn't say anything. I just started finding my jacket.

 

I let Edward lead the way, and I follow him. The birds have started singing, and the sky is a blueish grey. It won't be long before the early morning people will wake up and begin walking their dogs or their infants in their strollers. I don't want my meeting with Edward to end. Even though I am drunk and exhausted, I am also thrilled, so much so that I can't recall ever being this happy before. I bite my lip and remind myself to treasure these memories inside.

“Would you like to come upstairs?” Edward asks as he locks his bike and leans it against a wall.

There is nothing sneaky or persuasive in his question. He wants to invite me upstairs. He would like me to join him, but there is no pressure. This is not the fake offer of one more drink in his flat. He would like to invite me upstairs and into bed. He would like to have sex. He waits a moment for my reply. When I accept, he brushes the small lock of hair back from his forehead.

“Cool.”

I hardly pay any attention to his flat. When we've taken off our jackets in the hall, we start kissing each other — long and passionate kisses.

The dim light from outside is enough that I could get a sense of the rooms and the decoration. Furthest away, by the window, there is a bed with greenish bedclothes. Edward rests his weight slightly against my body, making me lean back against the wall behind me. His bedclothes have just been washed. That is one of my favourite things. I can't really explain why. It just feels natural. Proper, somehow. When we fall into the bed, the down inside the duvet crunches slightly. Edward pulls my blouse off over my head. I move my upper body out of the covers to make it easier for him. He pulls back slightly, looks at my upper body, and compliments the way I look in my bra. He kisses my neck and down across my stomach. I've been ready to have sex with him since we were sitting in Sophie's flat. Same goes for him.

While straddling me, he opens his shirt. Along the way, he makes small disgruntled noises because it takes him so long to get it off. We both laugh. Edward's body is fit. Even in the darkness, I can sense his pectoral muscles and the indentations in his stomach. His hair is short and in a cute style, with one constantly curly lock that keeps falling down onto his face. Time and time again, he shakes his head to keep it out of his eyes. Since then, that has become a fixed habit of his, and I sincerely hope that he will never stop doing that.

Edward lies down on top of me. The skin on his chest and stomach is warm, even warmer than mine. My bra is made of thin fabric. Edward kisses my breasts through the bra, pinching the fabric gently with his teeth. I tousle his hair and let my hands slide up and down his back and his shoulders. The entire night is reaching its conclusion. This was just what I had been hoping for. Between my legs, I can feel how wet my knickers are.

The leather on Edward's belt is warm. The buckle is as well. I open his trousers. His skin is just as sweaty as mine. Edward jumps out onto the floor and pulls his trousers off one leg at a time. For a moment, he is only wearing his boxer shorts, and I can see the tightness of the fabric in the front, by the dim light coming through the window. I sit up as he gets back into bed. I reach my arms back and take off my bra. I stand up on the floor next to the bed and quickly take off my skirt and my knickers. Our clothes are in a heap next to the bed. Now we are entirely naked together for the first time. I get back into bed.

My skin is still slightly colder than his, even though his flat is warm.

His body has already warmed up the duvet slightly when he lifts it up for me to join him underneath. We kiss. Now he kisses my breasts without the fabric getting in the way. They are perky, and it's easy for him to bite them. This time he doesn't use his teeth, but his lips. There is a determination, attention to details about his kisses and slight pinches. It feels as if there is a chain running from my nipples down to my pussy. Each time he bites lightly, I press my lower body against his.

Eventually, his hand slides down across my stomach and goes between my legs. He carefully strokes me with his fingers. Then he turns around and fumbles with something in the drawer of his bedside table. I'm relieved that he has protection. The wrapping on the condom rustles a bit. I can see the silhouette of Edward and his face in the dim light. He is on his back under the duvet next to me. I'm glad he's putting on the condom himself. I've always thought it felt a bit awkward to do that. He does it quickly and seemingly with ease.

Edward turns onto his side. We kiss again. I roll onto my back, and he rolls on top of me so that he lies between my legs. He is not my first, but I don't have too much experience. I'm completely open. He slides inside easily. When he's inside, he stops for a moment. I move my legs a bit so that he won't hit my hip when he thrusts.

“I like the way you sigh,” he says.

I can feel his rhythm, but I'm still careful about the volume of my voice. It's hot under the covers. We're sweating, our legs stick together, and our skin audibly rubs against each other. Edward maintains a constant rhythm. I can feel his experience, and the balance of power between us is arousing me even more. It seems as if he knows what he's doing. He rests his weight on his elbows next to my head. He keeps his face directly above mine. No more kisses, just the look and the persistent rhythm under the covers. The thrusts grow harder. Edward's entire body goes tense. I can't distinguish his sweat from mine. He presses his body against mine and collapses. I can't describe the satisfaction I felt by seeing him in that tender moment. He stays like that for a second. I can feel throbbing in my pussy, and Edward's heart was racing in his chest.

He pulls out and sits on the edge of the bed with his back turned as he takes off the condom. I put my hand on his back, and he glances back over his shoulder. It looks effortless the way he ties a knot on the condom and leaves it next to the bed. He reaches past me and turns on a lamp on the table behind me. He's smiling.

“Phew,” he says. “Are you thirsty?”

I nod. He stands up immediately. Still naked, I can hear and see him moving through the flat. There is art and movie posters on the wall. In many ways, the flat is a reflection of the conversations we have had during the day and night. Edward opens the window over the bed, and then he leaves the bedroom. I can hear cupboards being opened, and the faucet being turned on and then off again. A moment later, he returns to the bedroom. I suddenly fear being rejected. Now he got what he wanted.

“Would you like to sleep here?” he asks, handing me the glass of water.

The water is not very cold. I still drink it and tell him I would. We fall asleep without putting any clothes on.

When we wake up, we have sex again. The window is still open, and the noise from the street is more audible. If anyone were standing down in the street, they would be able to hear us. Edward wakes me up by stroking my buttocks with his fingers.

In my memory, we didn't leave his flat for weeks afterwards, except to get food and for me to get some clean clothes. I remember it as the naked days. I remember how it was possible to walk around in a daze, where you feel warm and aroused always, and don't feel any desire to leave the bed or each other, even for the shortest time. All my fears of just becoming one of many girls are rendered null and void. He likes me. He asks me about my life, and about how I'm feeling. He is a charming person. It is and was very seductive. I wouldn't want it to be any different. It doesn't take too long before he says that he loves me.

 

Then comes the tedious bit — everyday life. After an intense meeting, it turned into a relationship one day at a time. It's not something you notice for the first couple of years. My girlfriends warned me that that might happen when two people meet as intensely as we did. A long-term relationship was more than just passion. I felt as if that was a wicked thing to say, and often I brushed it aside as mere jealousy. A few of them were in more or less passionless relationships, where they merely referred to each other as best friends.

Edward and I moved in together, and both got jobs. We saw less of each other and became more established and more intimate.

On the other hand, we don't have sex very often anymore, and I began to worry. I can feel a longing. I've stopped making an effort to reach orgasm. Edward doesn't mention it, but I know that he misses it. He is not shy in letting me know what arouses him, and my orgasms are very high up on the list. Recently I've been missing how it used to be. To feel desired, to get exhausted from making love, to have the time to simply be alive without obligations. I can sense that I'm not the only one who feels that way.

We've tried addressing it occasionally, but that never really brought about any changes. Maybe we just don't have the motivation anymore. Perhaps it's just too difficult a subject. On my worst days, I wonder if the relationship might be over because Edward doesn't respond to my advances. There are lots of ways of being a couple, but we swore a long time ago that we would never be one of those couples who never had sex, and were merely’best friends,' as my girlfriends call it.

After the Christmas party at work, there was lots of gossip about extramarital affairs. Of course, someone went astray. This year it was Ursula, and although it was terribly wrong for her to have an affair with Thomas, who is married to Susanne, Ursula looked so blissfully happy for a while afterwards.

“That's what happens when you have good sex and excitement in your life,” Tina says in the cafeteria. That same evening, I ride my bike home and try to seduce Edward. It doesn't really work. In fact, I think he is wondering what I'm doing. Not that he appeared ungrateful. He always has such a kind and loving way of letting me down. And yet, I think it worked as the first hint that I would like something more to happen between the two of us.

 

It has been going on for a long time now, through the winter and now into this wet spring. When I get home in the evening, I pour a glass of wine and observe Edward in his own world, watching a football game or changing his clothes to go to the gym. Sometimes he addresses me to say something, but it's hardly ever anything intense or aroused. We've talked about missing it, and then we can have the rocket-like kind of sex, which is more like an exception than a new pattern. I don't really feel like talking about it anymore. It is the most tedious and trivial thing ever. What everyone talks about will eventually happen at some point in a long relationship.

 

I meet with my girlfriends. As always, we talk about sex a lot. The ones who can't be bothered about it, and the ones who don't get enough of it. No matter what, there is sympathy to be had. Most of my girlfriends like Edward. He is a bit of a flirt. Susanne jokes:

“If you want to try something new, I won't mind being the third party involved.”

We all laugh. There we have it once again. Edward is a handsome man. I can see that. There have been times when I have tried wearing sexy lingerie or asked him what he would like, and while it may have worked for a while, we always return to where we started. When I arrive home that evening, I still feel the tension in our house, as if something is about to happen. Edward has a particular look in his eyes, and he touches me more than he usually does.

 

My birthday is coming up soon. Edward has asked me what I would like. I've been thinking about it now and then, as he asked, but I can't really think of anything. We usually go out to dinner, and then back home to watch TV or to the movies. It's rather dull, and I can feel that I don't want to do that this year. I tell Edward. Strangely enough, he seems quite pleased about having to think of something different than usual.

 

One afternoon, he arrives home. He tumbles through the door in tremendous excitement. He lets me unwrap an envelope and tells me that I have to know something in advance. He has bought us a stay in a cabin in Norway. I can sense that something is happening.

“What's going on?” I ask when he keeps smiling a goofy smile.

On his way home, he went to the hairdresser and got the exact same hairstyle he had when we first met. His expression is open and happy. There's a new energy. I want him. We kiss for a long time in the hall. I can smell his perfume. I start kissing my way down the side of his neck, but he pulls away while still smiling. He explains that the envelope is not the whole present, but merely the place that will be the setting for my birthday. He is eager to get going. We quickly load up the car. Edward is humming as he throws our luggage in the boot and shuts the door.

He offers to drive. Then I can enjoy the beautiful scenery. After all, it is my birthday we will be celebrating in Norway. I don't think Norway is a particularly exciting destination, but I like the idea of driving with Edward through beautiful scenery, especially because the atmosphere between us is so delightful. It's all becoming a bit of a hassle these days. I look forward to getting away for a while.

So that Thursday afternoon we drive to the ferry, and then arrive in Norway. Edward's car is a traditionally large station wagon. We have made lots of jokes about that, but he likes it. All our luggage easily fits in the boot.

 

We pass some rest stops with amazing views. We drive past some of them. Edward suggests that we pull over at the next one and watch the sunset. I think it's a very romantic suggestion.

He parks the car in the gravel. We look out at the sun right on the edge of the horizon. The view is spectacular. Edward grabs my hand. I let him know that I'm feeling a bit hungry and that perhaps we ought to drive on. Edward says that he has arranged a few surprises along the way, and the first one is in the back of the car. He gets out and looks back inside. I didn't notice anything when we were packing, so it had to have been the last thing he fetched while I was sitting in the front seat.

“Maybe you should come out as well, so you can see it.”

Edward starts humming again. I get out. I like surprises. He knows that. I just hadn't wished for anything. Edward is grabbing the boot hatch with both hands.

“Ready?”

I nod. In the boot, there is a small basket and a rolled-up mattress. I look at him and approach the basket. I open it. There is a bottle of champagne and two champagne glasses. He has written a small card as well. I read it. It's brief, and it says that he loves me and that he is looking forward to celebrating my birthday.

He loosens the rope tying the mattress up and unfolds it.

“Want to sit inside?” he asks, placing it in the back of the car, making a small bed next to the basket. The rear seats are folded down, so the mattress fits between our luggage.

We get inside. He pours us both a glass.

“When we've emptied these glasses, I think we should take off our clothes.”

I burst out laughing.

“What are you talking about?” I ask.

Edward smiles as well, but he insists. He raises his eyebrows. I look around. No one else is visible, and the rest stop can't be seen from the road because there are trees blocking the view. The champagne tastes good, but I can't really enjoy it. I can already feel my cheeks flushing. The final rays of the sun shine through the windows in the car. We empty the glasses. We take off our clothes while looking at each other. I feel slightly nervous.

“Lie down,” Edward says, making a gesture with his hand.

I lie down on the mattress. He kisses my breasts.

“I wanted my present for you to be both this trip to Norway, and making sure I gave you plenty of orgasms.”

I laugh. This is all a bit silly. Edward kisses my breasts and keeps kissing his way down across my stomach. He kisses my mound of Venus and makes his way under one of my legs so that he is resting between them. Fortunately, I shaved this morning, by sheer coincidence. His excited smile and new hairstyle excite me. I feel young. I feel free. Edward knows my body, and he effortlessly finds the right spot. My breathing grows heavier. I put my hands in his hair. Sometimes he looks up at me with an intense gaze. I know that he likes how I look when I'm aroused. I can't maintain eye contact. The intensity grows, and then he stops. My pussy is throbbing. I don't want him to stop. My legs are pressing against the sides of the car. I push the soles of my feet down onto the hard metal. My heart is pounding, and I've sunk all the way into the mattress. As Edward lies down next to me, I notice that his cock is hard.
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