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         I have always been really close to my best friends, and Dénise was definitely not an exception. It was on my very first day as an exchange student in San Francisco that I got chatting with the charismatic girl I would share a kitchen and bathroom with for a year. She was beautiful and knew it! And it was her self-confidence that drew me to her. She laughed loudly and often, and it was easy to talk to her and confide in her. 


It hadn’t been an easy decision to leave my boyfriend in Bergen to go and study Literature in the US. At first, I thought a lot about how I ought to have done things differently. I was uncertain of myself and everything that I did; my friendship with Dénise helped me get through many difficult evenings. Everything was new to me: the language, the humidity, the people, the big city and American student life. 


Dénise was 26-years-old, a couple of years older than me and in her penultimate year studying Law. With hindsight, I readily admit that perhaps I looked up to her more than I should have, but when I was with her, she simply seemed like the perfect friend, role model and teacher. At the same time, she was my exact opposite in so many ways. It’s something I can see more easily in hindsight. While I was the blonde, thin, blue-eyed and insecure exchange student, she was the big-bosomed, sexy, Latino girl with long curly black hair and tight, provocative clothing. Men and boys stared after her on the street, and I could really understand them. 


I was particularly impressed by Dénise’s ability to talk so openly and directly about anything and everything. Right from the first time I knew her, she told me she thought I didn’t use enough make-up. So, before we went to parties, I often found myself sitting in front of the mirror with my eyes closed while her expert hands applied mascara, eye-shadow and lipstick. When we returned at night, we would end up laughing on the sofa or on my bed, talking and laughing until we fell asleep – unless Kevin, Dénise’s boyfriend, came and carried her into their room next door. 


One spring evening, I sat in the bathroom, waiting for Dénise to get out of the shower. She’d just come back from judo training, and it was my turn to use the shower next. Fascinated, I listened to her recount just how amazing she and Kevin were together in bed, while I sat gazing at the outline of her naked body through the shower curtain. The details she shared didn’t really surprise me. All that had separated our rooms for over six months had been a wall, and on many nights, I’d had to hide my head under the pillow to drown out their shouts of joy from the neighbouring room. 


“It’s so far-removed for me,” I finally had to admit. “I don’t think I’ve ever been bowled over by sex. At least, not in the way you describe it. I mean, of course, it’s great, but...”


Dénise pulled back the curtain and looked at me, shocked. I was surprised to see that she had no pubic hair and wondered if it had hurt shaving it off. 


“Cecilie, what are you saying? Haven’t you ever had an orgasm?”


Suddenly, I was embarrassed, and I felt how my heart was thumping under the towel I’d wrapped around my chest. I didn’t reply, just shrugged my shoulders and stared at the pattern of the floor tiling.


“Hurry up,” I said instead. “You’re using up all the hot water.”


Dénise turned the shower off and walked towards me, winding a towel around her wet black curls. As I stood up, she took me by the arm and looked at me. She clearly cared, but there was also something very determined in the way she looked at me.

         “You should have told me before,” she said curtly. “Maybe I can help you,” she said, and gave me a quick peck on the cheek.

         I could feel my blood pulsing in my head, quickly removed my towel, handed it to her and hurried into the shower. I didn’t know what she’d meant, but her caring manner, authority and gentle touch did something to my body. I stood for ages under the powerful spray of the shower to calm down before I went to bed that evening. 


One evening a few weeks after our conversation in the shower, I’m sitting reading in my room. The exams are getting closer. It’s hot, even for those who are used to the climate, and even though I’ve got both windows open, I’m sweating under my white singlet. 

When Dénise knocks on the door and comes in smiling with an open bottle of cold white wine in one hand and two glasses in the other, I'm glad for the interruption. She puts the bottle and glasses down next to the books, stands behind me and takes a firm grip of my stiff shoulder muscles.
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