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         A great portion of the day has passed, but I still feel haggard. My body is sluggish, and I still have a hangover. I drag myself to the kitchen sink. I let the water run until it gets cold, then I gulp down two large glasses. The liquid moistens my throat so quickly that it feels as if I'm suffocating. I gasp for air. I feel the water streaming into every cell in my body. I blow a lock of hair away from my forehead. I feel a little bit better, though still by no means great.

         I guide my body back to the sofa and collapse onto it. I stare at the remnants of the party on the table and gawk at the liquor drops at the bottom of the glasses until I get dizzy. I try convincing my brain that I ought to tidy up a bit. After all, it wasn't yesterday, but the day before that we celebrated my 30th birthday. My brain is still in complete siesta mode. Even in the moments when it managed to send a spark down my biological system, calling it to action, my muscles complain. Not one of them agrees that it's time to buck up and carry my body towards cleaning.

         I shift my gaze. From the glasses on the table to a freakishly loud fly on the fall. Nothing else happens. I try not to feel sorry for myself. As it has happened so often before, I don't feel like wallowing in the thought that it is exactly these moments of silence – these pockets of nothingness – when it's most obvious that I don't have a boyfriend to cuddle with.

         I clear my throat. I moisten my lips. I take a deep breath.

         “Come on Missy,” I remember Mia drawling through the haze of the bubbly when I complained about my repeated dating failures.

         “You don't know how lucky you are. You can do EXACTLY what you want.

         Not like the rest of us, chained hand and foot.”

         “Chained,” Ida giggled, waggling her eyebrows.

         Mia ignored the dominatrix comment, fixing her wobbly gaze on me.

         “Anyways... You are too great to be single for very long, so...” she said.

         “I'm 30!” I interjected. “THIRTY!”

         “I know, I know... And 40 is the new 30, so you just turned 20, and who wants to commit at such a young age?” Mia continued, glancing down at her wedding ring.

         Ida emptied another bottle, pursed her lips and whistled the Batman theme.

         “Mia is right,” she said. “Look on the bright side. Date! Fuck! Love! Not necessarily in that order. But don't go on stumbling around like you were wearing a blindfold... If you're going to be blindfolded, let it be under more enjoyable circumstances.”

         Mia rolled her eyes but kept delivering the message.

         “That's what I mean! You don't have to be suspended from meat hooks in some derelict basement, but the world is full of adventure. Use the time to have some fun. Love won't come until it comes... Party hard until then, no one ever did that and wished they hadn't.”

         I raised my glass and sat up straight. I clicked my tongue, but I didn't have the energy to disagree with them. Mostly because I knew they were probably right. It was stupid to just lie about waiting for something I knew wouldn't happen, and no damage would be done if I spent my time enjoying myself a bit. That was the reason why I downloaded Tinder in the first place. But I've yet to have my first memorable experience with that app. Not that nothing happened. Far from it.

         But, well... I'm just getting tired of gearing up for something awesome and then dealing with the ensuing disappointment.

         The fly is still buzzing like mad. I try glaring at it to death. Unsuccessfully. Instead, it takes flight and heads for the ceiling. Like a victorious boxer making his way to the middle of the ring to be applauded. I refuse to give the tiny bastard any more attention and let my eyelids fall shut.

         I’ve mentally prepared myself. I heaved a deep sigh and logged on to Tinder once again. But the guy with the crooked smile, the one I've been trying to set up a meeting with for weeks, still hasn’t written me back. A few others have contacted me, but he was the one I wanted. And that's the problem, so few of them are worth meeting.

         Feeling irritated, I drum my fingers on the screen. I calculate that I haven't heard from him in 78 hours and 24 minutes. Even though he spent his first messages trashing his former matches, explaining how they weren't serious and didn't get back to him, not even with a polite refusal.

         As the minutes pass, the crooked smile disgusts me more and more. I get angry with myself that I still sort of want to meet with him. Even if he's horrible at replying. I push my tongue against my front teeth as I imagine angrily pinching his cheeks, pulling the corners of his ridiculous mouth an absurd distance out to his cheeks. Until he looks like a silly version of The Joker.

         I hum impatiently. I look around the room. I notice that the fly has decided to make itself at home on my window sill. It buzzes fiercely as it tries to make its way through the glass.

         I blow another lock of hair away from my forehead. Then I dig a fingernail so deep inside my thumb that it ends up looking like a sad emoji without the eyes.

         I'm fed up with wasting my time with men who don't want any interaction, even though they say they do. And yet, I can't help trying once again.

         “Want to try meeting?” I write to the guy with the crooked smile.

         Two seconds later, he has deleted our entire thread and un-matched me.

         “Idiot!” I mutter, feeling annoyed, throwing my phone across the table.

         I reach for my birthday presents on the table. They're amazing. A Mulberry clutch, Wolford socks and a holiday to London in April.

         “You only turn 30 once, babe,” Mia and Ida giggled when I said that was far too much.

         And just at this moment – for the first time ever – I decided that it doesn't matter! If they want to buy such expensive presents for me, I'll happily accept them. No shame. It doesn't matter at all if it's because they feel bad that I'm the only one in our group, for who knows how many years in a row, is still the one who is single. Maybe they're trying to live out their sleazy desire for freedom through my dating life.

         And yet, my restlessness doesn't go away. I begin to miss my ex-boyfriend. I always do in moments like this. Even though he was a complete jerk. I try shaking off the sorrow. But the need to be held by someone keeps growing. And I'm starting to feel horny.

         I dig my phone out from underneath the cushions, and I consider sexting my ex. Instead, I send Mia a picture of the clutch.

         “What am I doing with a purse this expensive, when all I need is a man?” Then I wait. I stare at the dots showing that she's typing.

         “Get a refund and spend the money on a gigolo instead,” she replies. Along with a close-up of her tongue dancing up and down between her index and middle fingers.

         “Funny,” I reply. “Want to go with me to town tomorrow?”

         “No can do,” she writes. “Appointment with the husband.”

         “Thanks for nothing,” I reply.

         “Missy... Have a bit of fun instead of lounging about feeling sorry for yourself,” she writes. “What about that bloke you had coffee with last week?”

         “Yuck, he was completely disgusting in real life,” I reply. “With a voice like a soprano.”

         “He doesn't have to talk when you're fucking,” she writes. Followed by the emoji of the monkey covering its mouth.

         I don't bother replying. I doze off and find myself in a dream where everything goes perfectly. Where the men are gorgeous and without the troublesome part of the game. I twirl about here and there. In the glitter of the disco ball that makes the dance floor come alive with passionate desire, I feel a pair of dark eyes burn their way through the room and inside me. We get entangled. He presses himself against me. Let’s his hands slide across my lower back and underneath my dress while kissing my neck. I laugh. I turn around and push my body against his. He picks me up. I wrap my legs around his hips as he carries me to the bathroom. He places me on the sink and unzips his trousers.

         I'm soaking between my legs when I wake up. My body hasn't understood that the party is over. I close my eyes firmly and try recreating the dream touches in my body, but it no longer feels reel. I sigh.

         I slip my hand inside my knickers and furiously rub my clit back and forth, tickling out a quick orgasm. That provides a moment of relief. But I still miss actual desire and real fun.

         I knock the back of my head rhythmically against the armrest of the sofa. Like a clock counting down.

         My gaze falls on the much too expensive purse once again. I take a picture of it and make an ad on Trend Sales. I set a low asking price on the condition of a rapid deal. Payment within two hours. I don't know where I imagine that might take me. But perhaps Mia had a point. Even though I'm certainly not going to hire a gigolo. Forget it. I need someone who wants to fuck me of his own free will, not just because he needs to feed his bank account. But what Mia wrote has still had an effect on me. Because I don't need material things. I need experiences. Relations. Flirting. A good fuck. Even if it's only for an hour or a week or more. I don't want to sit here vegetating. Waiting. I need a match and he needs to be interesting. Right now. Not tomorrow. Not maybe. Definitely.

         Suddenly, my body feels invigorated. I stand up and get rid of the dead remains of the party. I open the balcony door and let the fresh air liven up the flat a bit. I gather the dirty glasses and bowls and carry them to the kitchen. I let the faucet run until it's scalding hot, plug the sink, pour in soap, and leave the whole heap to soak. I get a cloth and rub the dinner table until it's spotless.

         A message from Trend sales pops up at the same time I see the fly racing out of the open balcony door.

         “Offering lowest price. Pick up immediately?” it reads.

         I shudder. I leave it unanswered for about ten minutes. Then I reply:

         “OK.”

         The buyer gets my address. Forty minutes later she's on my doorstep, transferring a sizable amount to my bank account from her phone. Even though I offered it at a very generous price, it's still a ridiculously large amount of money

         “And you had the receipt as well?” the girl asks.

         “Yes,” I reply. “It's in the purse.”

         She takes out the receipt and does a double-take on the date.

         “This was just bought the other day?” she asks.

         “Yes,” I reply.

         “But why don't you take it back yourself then? You'll get the full amount.” She asks curiously.

         “Because I need the money today and they're not open on a Sunday,” I say with a smile.

         “But that means you're basically just giving me a couple of thousand Danish kroner,” she says. “I can just go and get a refund tomorrow.”

         “Will you though?” I ask.

         “I don't think so,” she replies. “But you never know.”

         “I don't care if you do,” I say with a giggle. “I need something money can't buy.”

         “Alright...” she says, giving me a crooked smile. “Well, pleasure doing business with you.”

         “Anytime,” I say, shutting the door.

         I have butterflies in my stomach. My vague plan begins to take shape. I rush to the shower. I shave my legs, bikini line and armpits until they're silky smooth. I rub shampoo in my hair and then apply the good conditioner. I suppress the urge to rub my clit for another quick orgasm. It'll get what it needs later. I'm going all-in. I'll keep going all night until I find a decent match who is ready to meet right away.

         I turn off the water. I dry my body. I rub lotion on my skin, do my make-up, and blow dry my hair. I put on my golden dress with the thin straps, which I've only ever had the courage to wear in front of the mirror. I put a couple of thin necklaces around my neck, put on my pink fur jacket and call a taxi. One where the driver just started his shift.

         “If you're going a long way, we need the money up front,” the switchboard lady says.

         “Not a problem,” I reply.

         Ten minutes later, a black car pulls up outside my street door. I open the door and get in the back seat. The smooth leather seats caress my legs. I get my phone out.

         “Where to?” the driver asks.

         “Nowhere in particular. Just trying to find a match,” I say, not taking my eyes off my phone display.

         I swipe yes to Charles, 26 years old, who looks like a mix between Johnny Depp and Cary Grant. He had a Hollywood-old-school-feeling profile picture. I imagine us spending long Sundays in bed, alternating between fucking passionately, watching old black/white movies and smoking cigarettes.

         The thought just manages to hit me that this dating thing doesn't have to be too difficult and that if I can just match with Charles... But my optimism soon fades when I find myself in a stream of sunglasses-clad definite no's. It feels as if I'm making my way through an irritating dust cloud, and I must have been swearing a bit too loud under my breath because I suddenly hear the driver standing up for his gender: “They're just trying to impress you by looking as much like James Bond as they can,” he says. “But that clearly doesn't work for you?”

         “I have to be able to see their eyes,” I reply. “Otherwise, I can't tell if they're psychos. That's basic online dating behaviour. Rule number one, in fact.”

         “I see,” the driver says. “If that's rule number one, what are the other rules?”

         “There are lots,” I sigh. “Far too many for me to remember them all.”

         A match appears with a new set of pictures. It's Charles, who is now suddenly named Rigo and is the worst Latin lover ever.

         “What the fuck?????” I write. “Is that even you on the profile picture?”

         “Calm down honey,” he replies. “Don't be so shallow.”

         So much for hot Sundays with Johnny Depp, I think to myself and immediately delete him. I lean back resignedly in my seat.

         I return to an old match. A businessman I chatted with on and off a few weeks ago, where he mostly replied with monosyllabic words and with response times longer than those provided by government authorities. I'm thinking that'll have to do. The metre is ticking, and I need a real man in front of me. Not just this digital shit.

         “Are you available tonight?” I write to him.

         “Hang on,” he replies.

         Then that one fades away too. The minutes become quarters of an hour and then an eternity, but nothing happens. I blush with annoyance that people would create profiles if they're not up for anything. Not even sex with no strings attached. I delete Gordon Gekko and slip further down in my seat. I stare out of the window.

         I match with a bad boy, who immediately asks how I like to be taken.

         Definitely not like that, I think, and don't respond.

         “Come on beautiful, let me smell you,” he continues.

         I remove him from my screen. It's not that I don't like it dirty. But words mean something. The way they're being said can be kinky, but it can't be disgusting. Why does it have to be so difficult...?

         “Go faster!” I shout desperately to the driver as if increased speed could resolve the situation.

         I take a deep breath. I throw the phone hard onto the seat and mutter angrily to myself.

         The driver increases the speed slightly. He doesn't say anything but shoots me a quick glance in the rear-view mirror. My eyes meet his for the first time. They're dark brown and just the way I like them. “Sorry” I say quickly. I get embarrassed and avert my gaze. But those eyes. I feel the arousal mounting in my body. I look at the rear-view mirror again, but he is concentrating on the road.

         “Sounds like you had a rough night?” he says.

         I heave a deep sigh but don't say anything.

         “Even if it's difficult to believe right now, there are lots of good men out there,” he continues. “Men you can have a good time with. Men you can share a laugh with and who will treat you right. As a person, not just like a piece of meat.”

         I make a crooked smile and catch his eye again. I have a glint in my eye.

         “You know...” he says. “There are lots of men who would make you feel appreciated. Whether it's just for one night, or for the rest of your life...”

         He pulls over and stops the car. He turns around and looks straight into my eyes. It’s the first time seeing his face…he’s very handsome.

         “What do you really feel like doing now?” he asks, maintaining eye contact. “Where would you like me to drop you off?”

         “Just drive,” I whisper, biting my lower lip. “Just a little bit further...”

         “One last try?” he asks, getting back into the night-time traffic, while I catch a glimpse of the dark brown eyes in the rear-view mirror.

         I feel a tingling between my legs and shivers on my skin as we glide smoothly through the neon lights of the city. I'm thinking that maybe I don't need any more digital attempts. That perhaps everything I need has been right here in front of me the whole time. I put my phone away. I move to the middle of the back seat, allowing the brown eyes in the rear-view mirror to see more than just my face.

         We drive on through the dark night. I let my fingers run across my breasts, across my stomach and underneath my dress. I can feel how my heartbeat is making my skin throb.

         The driver doesn't say anything. But he starts breathing heavier as well. I take off my jacket. I grip my breasts firmly as I tilt my head back. I'm exposing myself completely now. Both my intentions and my body. No more of this Tinder shit. No more dramatics. No more small talk. My desire is raw and inviting. He can do with it what he likes.

         Once again, I catch his dark eyes in the rear-view mirror. I lock eyes with him as I bring my hand down between my legs. He's finding it more and more difficult to watch the road. I let my fingers slip under my knickers. I part my labia and let my hand move towards my clit. My mouth moans as the small tickling surges make their way through my body.

         I'm thinking about how those brown eyes will make me feel when he's inside me. He's breathing heavily in the front seat. I whimper with lust. There can be no doubt I'm extending an invitation. I suck on my fingers. I taste my arousal. I invite him inside more and more forcefully. I let my straps slide down and expose one of my breasts. I grab it hard. I close my eyes and enjoy the smell of the taxi. I don't need words anymore. I don't need to explain anything. He glances at me one last time in the rear-view mirror. As if to make sure I want what I'm signalling. I project my arousal directly into his dark eyes.

         Then I feel the car slowing down. The engine noise grows fainter and he pulls into a quiet side street.

         The dark eyes take the key out of the ignition and join me in the back seat.

         He brings his lips close to me. He kisses me from my lower neck and moves upward. I tilt my head towards him. We catch each other's lips. His tongue is soft but firm. My loins are on fire. He reaches for my face. We kiss, and our shared passion grows and grows. He lets his hand explore my neck. It moves underneath my long hair. He grabs the back of my neck firmly, pulling me in for a deeper kiss. I slide my hands underneath his shirt. I expose the waist of his trousers and kiss him even more insatiably. He pulls his lips away from mine. But only for a second. Enough for him to take off his shirt and reveal the toned and muscular body that now gets on top of mine. We kiss each other. Even more aroused than before. I bring my hand down to his zipper and let myself in. I take exactly what I need. He kisses my breasts and sucks them greedily, while I stroke his cock faster and faster.

         We help each other take off his trousers and I take his hard cock in my mouth. I suck it hard, and he gathers my long hair in his hand. He moans. He raises his upper body towards me and tilts my body backwards. He hungrily kisses my neck and my breasts. Then he turns me around and buries his face in my arse. His licking makes me even more soaking wet. From behind. He licks my pussy. Thoroughly.

         I'm just about to explode when he finally enters me. He leans back in the seat with me sitting on top of him. I ride him until we're both drenched with sweat. His hard cock is thrusting inside me rhythmically. My thighs smack against his. Like an erotic applause.

         He lifts me off, turns my body around to lie on all fours and pushes a finger up towards my g-spot. I gasp. He pushes me into explosive ecstasy. My hair is sticking to my forehead. I throw my head back. He licks up my juices. The orgasm rages throughout my entire body.

         Then, before I can recover, he takes me hard from behind. He grips my waist firmly, fucking me in the perfect mix of lust and passion. He takes me like I've never been taken before. Our bodies melt together in ecstasy.

         He lowers his head onto my back and kisses my shoulder. Then he increases the pace again. He fucks me while I bury my nails in the leather on the seat. He pulls my arm backwards and holds it firmly in place. He reaches for my breast and squeezes it. The thin gold necklaces around my neck dangle with every thrust he makes. They slide up to my chin and across my lips. I bite one of them.

         I turn my head back towards him. He pulls out and buries his face in my lower regions once again. He makes his tongue pointy and pushes it all the way inside where it feels most wonderful.

         I fall back towards his body. I land in his lap. I push my thighs down over his muscular and tense legs. I reach for his cock and stroke it with my fingers. I tease and caress it. He rubs my clit, runs his hands over my stomach, puts both hands on my breasts, and flips me onto my back.

         He buries his face in my pussy and licks it. He probes his tongue deep inside me. He even sucks and nibbles. No teeth. I can hardly contain all the pleasure. The rhythm is his greatest trick. He knows exactly when to speed up and when to slow down. To keep me flying high. The time when I think I'm about to collapse is also the time when I would do anything to make him continue.

         I can no longer tell his juices from mine. We are one big lustful body, rhythmically flowing together. In and out of body parts and tastes. His flesh is salty. And sweet.

         I let myself go one last time. I scream out my orgasm as my body tenses up and then relaxes. My hand slides down over the foggy rear window, leaving cracks of visibility for any curious people passing by.

         He collapses heavily on top of me. We gasp for air. We lie completely still in something we both know is merely a break.

         When I can no longer ignore my body's craving for more, I push him off me. I huskily tell him that it's time for him to get dressed and take me back to where we started from. He gives me a teasing look. He gets back in the front seat but doesn't get dressed.

         He turns off the ‘Cab Available” sign and starts the engine, then asks me to join him in the front seat.

         I climb through the two front seats and sit down next to him.

         “Play with yourself,” he orders, as he puts one hand on my sticky thigh and pulls out of the side street.

         He glances at my quivering body. I see his cock starting to get hard again. Like an obedient soldier. He licks his lips. His breathing becomes heavier.

         I lean sideways towards him, trying to catch his cock with my mouth, but he pushes me back into my seat.

         “Not now, baby,” he says and winks. “We have to arrive at our destination safely. That's why you called me. To get you where you want to go.”

         I giggle and bite my lower lip impatiently.

         “We'll be there... soon...” he says reassuringly, driving us through the last intersections.

         He parks the taxi right in front of the street door where he had picked me up several hours earlier. He turns on the blinkers and rushes out of the door to hold my door open for me.

         “My lady...” he says, extending his hand to me.

         I grab my purse and my pile of clothes and let his strong arms pull me out of my seat. He slams the door shut behind me and lifts me up. I wrap my legs around him, and he pushes his cock inside me once again. Even though it can't have been more than half an hour since he was inside me, I can tell that we have both been missing it tremendously.

         He carries me the few steps over to the street door. The dim lights provide little more than twilight. A lady is walking her dog further down the road. I have no idea how much she can see.

         We giggle. I fumble with the key. He bends slightly at the knees. The lock finally opens. He nudges the door open with his side. He throws me over his shoulder and carries me all the way to the third floor, while I playfully pinch his bum on the way.

         At the door to my flat, things speed up. I direct him into my bedroom. He throws me on the bed and lies down on top of me. He fucks me until I have another wild orgasm.

         “Which of your many rules of dating covers this then?” he gasps, after squirting his climax onto my thighs.

         I giggle and wink at him, but don't say anything.

         “Damn, you are so incredibly gorgeous,” he laughs, reaching for a pen on my nightstand.

         With his head tilted to the side, he writes his way inside me. Right underneath my navel. The ink sticks to my skin.

         “What are you writing?” I whisper.

         But he doesn't reply. He merely hushes me.

         He finishes, then looks directly at me.

         “Now you always know where to find me. In case you want another ride,” he says and winks.

         He bends down over me, gives me a wet and passionate kiss goodbye and gently tousles my hair. I bite him playfully on the shoulder.

         And then he's gone. I lift my upper body and check the eight digits. I memorise them, get my phone out of my purse, and add him to my contacts. Under the name: “Luxury Taxi.”

         Then I open Tinder and update my profile text: “Only interested in real rides, AKA the ones that will guarantee arrival at my wanted destination. Whatever that may be.”
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