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         The snow lies melting on the rebellious grass. A clear sky suggests the beginnings of summer, whispering that it will soon be time for the Quart Festival, seductive women’s stomachs and Irish beer. It’s April in Drammen. In the library reading room, students’ glances wander between the tiny letters of the heavy tomes in front of them and the shooting buds on the trees outside the window. I can make out some naked arms and thighs, but sluggish bodies haven’t yet stepped out into summer’s caressing embrace.


The book on the desk in front of me is turned to page 153. American academic jargon screams out from the pages at me: “Contemporary Marketing Research.” My eyes can just about manage to translate the words before they tire and turn away. Out towards the park. Gazing at other faces. Up women’s dresses. The minutes pass before I can do something creative. My thoughts race in every direction, and I feel like it’s time to take a break and get my groove back. The exam is coming up soon.


I leave the reading room where you can almost hear the concentration of eyes focused on the set reading like the thumping of keys on an old typewriter. Outside in the corridor, a pensioners' association has rented a hall. "Quiet!" it says on a sign hanging on the door into the hall. I am quiet – as quiet as a mouse. I go down the stairs to the packed library. Libraries are one of the most important traffic light stops in our world. Here, you'll find the portal to hidden dimensions, clandestine encounters and reincarnation. I live here. All the experiences of the world are found here. Martial arts. Sex. Cooking and rock and roll. A world to drown in. A myriad of mindsets. My steps are reflected in soft binders. I wander aimlessly towards the literary section, stealing a glance at what's happening in the reading cubicles. Miles Davies is talking about "The years he performed on 52 Street". A gunman wants to overcome the evil tower, while a truck driver sails around the whole world on a massive whale. Everything happens simultaneously. With the same precision and strength as us. My fingers flicker lightly over the covers of the books. They usually stop by chance at a book, peeling open a strange world. But not today. Suddenly, I’ve forgotten everything about marketing. Everything about the exam is cast aside. My desires have awoken.


I absentmindedly take a chair, go over to some shelves and sit down. I pick up a book. Arne Berggren. “The Silent Man – The story of a murder”. It’s a story about a relationship between two boys and a girl. The events depicted in the numbered pages flutter up. I close my eyes for a moment. Select another book. This time, I choose a collection of erotic short stories. “Lick me as deep as you can. I deserve it.” I read with excitement and growing desire. I notice that I’m starting to perspire; I’m hot. Wonderful.


"That's strong stuff!" A stranger, a woman's voice whispers quietly in my left ear. Her hand appears to my right, holding a packet of Extra. "Would you like some gum?"


         Almost imperceptibly, I nod. She gently tilts the packet and two gum roll out – just like in the advert. I quickly put them in my mouth and notice the fresh taste spreading through my mouth. With her free left hand, she strokes my neck. It tickles and sends a shiver up my spine. She notices this, and her sweet, chuckling laughter tickles me inside as well.


         “Do you like it?”

         I whisper that I do, “Yes,” and let her put her hand around my neck to my throat.

          A prickling feeling makes the hairs on my neck stand on end. It is now that it happens. Our breathing begins to increase in tempo. Synchronising. When she breathes, I breathe. My eyes are half-closed, and my head is turned to the side while she touches my neck and throat with gentle, stroking movements. I sigh, satisfied.


Suddenly, she puts a foot up on the right armrest of the chair I am sitting in. Doc Martens boots. Black and shiny with red laces. Tanned, beautiful thighs. Naked. It must be a dream.

         I surprise myself when I ask, “Isn’t it cold, going around like that in April?”

         Smiling, she replies, "It's pretty cold, but that's why I came over to you. To warm me up."


         Confused, I start to tense. I’m both happy and scared. My eyes focus on her feminine, sensual thighs. It feels like everything is starting to go black. She’s following my thoughts because she takes my right hand in hers and puts it on the top of her knee. She takes my hands up towards the middle of her thighs. I can feel her soft skin against my terrified fingers. All the strength in my body evaporates like dew in the morning sunshine. I swallow the chewing gum, and cough slightly. Lovingly, she pulls my head back. She touches my lips with hers, and suddenly her entire tongue is in my mouth, and her hands start to stroke my cheek and neck passionately. Her tongue is impossible to capture: it’s like a fox scampering about, finding a place to hide. The taste of the chewing gum adds colour to the heavenly images filling my soul. The kiss is like oil in the machinery where the wheel, have started to turn slowly but surely around. My right hand begins to stroke her thigh. As we kiss, tongues entwined, I start stroking her thigh with my right hand. Heavy breaths and heavy kisses. 


Without warning, she lifts her head and takes her thigh away. She disappears. I am completely alone. My fingers and longing lips, search for her touch. But it’s futile. She has gone. I open my eyes and look around me. I can hear her laughing somewhere between English fiction and French love poetry.
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