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         It is mostly due to the red wine that I wake up in the large vacation house in the countryside, a mere two hours after all the guests have gone to bed. The entire family is here for the annual gathering. There has been an abundance of talking. Discussions and kisses on the cheek. Occasionally I struggle to understand how my husband, Joel, could have come from this family. In his everyday life, he is rather aloof, or perhaps that's just how things have been between us lately. The house is silent. Jacob and I are the only two people who sleep in the main building. I haven't slept in the same bed with Joel for years, because he snores. At least that's what we tell one another. I'm used to sleeping alone. I'm also used to being awake for a long time, sometimes approaching insomnia during the summer. I've always been a sensual person. This summer, in particular, I've been aching for touches and intimacy. There's something about Jacob. Joel's younger brother. Something firm and exciting. A spark that has not yet dwindled. A peril he has not yet learnt to treat with respect. The linen on the bed is sturdy, and the air in the room is cool. I switch on the bedside lamp. At the end of my bed, there is a large painting of an Italian wine plantation, similar to what might be seen outside the window. There are large flowers on the linen, and at the foot of the bed, there is a heavy blanket, which only covers the foot of the bed. My dotted silk kimono is on a chair nearby. I get out of bed and wrap it around my body, tying a loose knot. I see myself in the mirror on the wall. I quite like what I see. The ribbon on the waist of the kimono accentuates my slim waist over a curvy bum. I put a clip in my hair to keep it away from my face. Then I walk down the long hallway towards the kitchen. I usually get out of bed when I can't sleep. I rarely wear anything other than my silk kimono. I cherish these hours of darkness, which belong to me exclusively.

         The moon is shining brightly outside. I switch on the lights along the way, and in the kitchen as well. I find a clean wine glass and pour myself a bit of red wine.

         The kitchen contains the same rural idyll as the rest of the home. I think it's an aunt who lives here. A country house that has been passed down for generations. It's nice to get out of the city. The tiles on the floor are still slightly warm from the heat they have soaked up during the day. I sit in one of the tall chairs in the kitchen. My nails are still painted red from the party yesterday. I can feel the silk against my skin. The wine has a powerful scent when I take a sip. I can hear a bit of shuffling from the stairs, and Jacob appears a moment later. He looks sleepy. He asks if I can't sleep and gestures toward my glass. I smile and explain that I often get insomnia when there's a full moon during the summer. He smiles, nods, and walks behind me to get a glass for himself. His feet are bare, and he's wearing dark jeans and a white t-shirt. While he's pouring the wine for himself, his muscles move underneath his golden skin. We've been flirting for ages. Long gazes, light touches, and so forth. When I took a bath earlier, I left the door unlocked, and Jacob barged in when I was standing naked in the middle of the floor, having just rubbed oil all over my body. He hesitated for a second before he shut the door again.

         His cheeks immediately flushed when I saw him at dinner later. I knew I wanted him when I saw that. The light in the kitchen is dim. We clink glasses. Our eyes meet. Jacob asks me how I'm really doing. He lets me know that he has noticed how distant his brother and I seem from each other. Is he fishing for something? Although what he noticed is absolutely true, and has been for a long time, I dodge the question. I don't feel like talking about Joel and whatever challenges we're facing as a couple. I change the subject to Jacob instead. He lives a very extroverted life and tells the most wonderful anecdotes. His smile is wide and bright. His hair falls in front of his face when he gestures too wildly. Must be the Italian ancestry. Our knees touch underneath the table. I part my legs slightly. I can feel my cheeks reddening.

         Our conversation is going well. We finish the bottle of wine. Beneath my skin, I can feel my heart beating. It's a thread connecting me with my youth and with freedom. The person I used to be before I settled down, before I got trapped in a life with Joel. It feels as if both he and I would like to escape our marriage.

         In one of the cupboards, Jacob finds half a pack of cigarettes and a box of matches. We share a cigarette, even though neither of us usually smoke. We do it merely because we can. I feel flattered and younger.

         Suddenly, Jacob stands up, extends his hand, and asks me to dance. He holds me out at arm's length, pulls me close, turns me around. He mumbles a song. There's no one else in the house, so we don't have to be quiet. We laugh. The flames of the candles on the table flicker. We spin round and round. The loose knot on my silk kimono comes undone, and a second later I'm standing in front of Jacob with one side of my body exposed. One of my breasts is in full view. We gaze intensely at each other, still slightly out of breath. I don't cover myself up.

         In two quick steps he's standing in front of me, he reaches for my face with both hands and kisses me passionately. He lets his tongue slide down my neck and my breast, while his hands move down my back outside of the silk. My body shivers and immediately welcomes his touch. Jacob kneels down and turns me toward the kitchen table, sweeps the kimono aside, and kisses my buttocks while showering me with compliments in Italian. I can hear him undoing his belt. He lifts up one of my legs and moves closer to me. I can see us reflected in the dark windows. The invisible divide between us has been demolished. The tension is over. It all happens so fast. I never worry for a second that someone might come in. It feels as if this were destined to happen.

         Standing in front of the sofa, Jacob takes off his clothes, and I lie down on the leather. His body is young and firm. His cock is hard. He lies down on top of me, looking into my eyes. He slides inside me in one long movement, I arch my back and let out a yearning moan, and his face contracts in both pleasure and pain. His sounds are young and eager. I find that flattering, as I'm used to silence. I push him away, he leans back, and I lower myself down on top of him. Even when he's on bottom, he's unable to restrain his excitement. Lying down underneath me, he still moves around excitedly. Our bodies stick to the leather on the sofa. The fabric is making creaking noises.

         I close my eyes, but I can feel the tension of his body under me. His glistening eyes that observe me closely are regarding me as an experienced woman. A forbidden desire. He's constantly on the verge of orgasm. His movements are frantic and his throat is clenched every time I lower myself onto him. He grabs my buttocks hard and surrenders to the motions. Underneath me, he thrusts his hips upwards, and his gaze becomes distant. Once again I hold him back by placing my hands on his chest and giving him a long and wet kiss. I stand up, and Jacob sits up. In front of the sofa, I kneel down between his legs.

         I rub my lips together to moisten them. Jacob moves the table lamp to make it shine on my face. He's grabbing his cock firmly. I can feel its warmth of the light on my face. I lean forward and open my mouth slightly. As he touches himself, he looks at my face. I find it quite charming that my face should be an invitation all by itself. I leave my mouth slightly ajar and wrap my arms around him to squeeze his buttocks. He knows how to touch himself. I kiss up and down his inner thigh. His skin is damp. His entire body tenses up, and he cums on my breasts. My hands follow his movements. He climaxes in three long bursts. He grabs my shoulder to maintain his balance. The hot liquid runs down my stomach.

         He sits down on the carpet next to me. “Your turn,” he says with a sexy smirk, moving his hand down between my legs. I'm dripping wet as he slides right in. My legs are bent and spread open on the floor, eagerly anticipating what was coming next. His hand pushes on my g-spot in between thrusts. His movements are firm and determined. My breathing lets him know that I'm close. I cling to his arm. As I climax, I squeeze him with my legs. He leaves it where it is as I come to my senses. We kiss. Jacob grabs a tissue to wipe my breasts and my stomach. Then he pulls me up by the hand, and we go back to my room.

         He gets his phone and sets the alarm to wake us up just before the early morning. I put my silk kimono on the chair near the bed and join Jacob under the covers. His skin is warm. The moon is shining through the window. I fall asleep in no time, sleeping better than I have in ages.

         When I wake up in the morning, he's not lying next to me. At the breakfast table, I look at him longingly. People are chatting left and right. No one knows what happened in this very kitchen only a few hours earlier. I sit across the table from him. Jacob rests his foot next to mine. I purposely let my silk kimono slip open ever so slightly, and we send each other knowing glances across the laden table. Jacob is the first one to get up and say goodbye to his family. He smells of cologne when he kisses both of my cheeks and says goodbye. His body is so familiar to me now. I walk back to my room and watch him leave the courtyard from my window. He waves energetically to the people who went outside with him. His vibrant energy commands everyone's attention. I walk back to my suitcase to finish packing. I change into a dress and pull it up when I've put down the kimono. A small note falls to the floor. My beautifulJulia, thank you for last night. Call me if you can't sleep. Better yet, call me if you want a different life. I put the note in the pocket of the kimono and zip it shut.

         Joel and I are driving home in silence. He's driving and watching the road. There are no other cars in sight. Driving down through the mountains we get a bit of rain now and then. I look out of the window on my side. I listen to the sound of the rain against the windshield and the quiet droning of the radio. The atmosphere between Joel and I remain the same as it has been for a long time. He doesn't have anything to say about the trip we've just made. In spite of the atmosphere, I keep smiling, again and again, looking out at both the rain and the sunshine on the hill slopes outside. My right hand is brushing the leather seat back and forth. With my thumb, I'm trying to generate the same sound that the leather sofa made last night. No such luck. It doesn't feel as if I've done anything wrong. Forbidden perhaps, but it feels good. I haven't felt like this in a long time. I'm thinking about what the psychic said the last time I went to see her. I was feeling sad and exhausted, but she read my cards and told me that life would soon be different. This would be my year. Things would happen. Something I had wanted for a long time but never got. It could be anything.

         I think about Jacob being somewhere else, going home. What his face looks like. What music he's listening to. How happy he'll be when he thinks about my reaction to finding his note. When Joel and I get back to our flat in the city, I withdraw to my office with a glass of wine after I've unpacked my luggage. When the clothes are back in the cupboard, I push the suitcase back under the bed. Our home is tidy and neat. Joel doesn't ask me why I change back into my kimono again, as I walk through the living room.

         I've got work to do, but I can't focus. I don't get any further than switching on my computer and opening my e-mail. It doesn't matter where I try to begin, my thoughts always end up with Jacob in the kitchen. My whole body is craving more of what happened last night. I put Jacob's note in the drawer under my desk. All I want to do is to keep the flame lit and move forward with the new romance. I want to be back in his arms. I find Jacob's profile on Facebook and add him as a friend. I've never had the nerve before, but that should look innocent enough. No one will find that the least bit odd. I find a piece of paper and write as neatly as I can. I begin, Dear brother-in-law...
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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.
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