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         He entered me, and he never left again. I don’t know why he wanted to come inside, but he’s still there.

         The beginning was rather chilly. We met at the supermarket, where we accidentally grabbed the same pack of chicken drumsticks. I was struggling with my trolley, since the wheels were stuck – the wheels always stick on my trolley at the supermarket. I was holding on to the pack, and he was holding on to the pack, and I pulled it towards me, and he yelled: ”Mind your trolley!” It happened to be heading straight for an elderly lady with a cane. He ran around the frozen food display and straight for my trolley, while I found myself frozen to the chicken legs and he picked up the lady and found her cane, and I was puzzled as to why the wheels were suddenly able to spin without any difficulties.

         He was wearing a dark green hat with a small feather in it. And short trousers with suspenders over a very chequered button shirt. I wanted to give him a bag of frozen peas as a thank you. But by that time the chicken legs were stuck to my woolly mittens, and he had to help me out of those as well. He huffed and puffed until the ice had melted, a very helpful gentleman indeed.

         Afterwards, when the mittens and legs and peas had been pried apart, he asked if I came there often. I told him it was only when I wanted a quick dinner, and he said that sounded sad. And oughtn’t he to drop by and help me eat the legs.

         I don’t know why, but he was standing outside my door an hour later, and once I had let him inside, he never went out of it again.

         I had been staying at the flat for about a year, but I hadn’t really settled in. Perhaps that was because I hadn’t bought any furniture. But there was a large mattress in one of the rooms, and the tank with the fish in the other. I didn’t feel as if I should invite him to my mattress when he was there for chicken legs, so we were sitting in the kitchen on the stools of hard orange plastic, which I had bought on sale at the supermarket.

         He ate a leg and I ate a leg, and then there were three left, which disappeared rather quickly. We were both quite famished, and in my rush I’d forgotten to buy potatoes or anything else. There was only the peas, and some barbecue sauce to pour over them. He had a pea and I had a pea, and before we knew it, there was neither legs nor peas left on the plates.

         He had brought a bottle of wine, and we drank it. Whinny, he called it, even though it had nothing to do with horses. When we had finished the first bottle, he pulled out the second bottle of Whinny wine, and we started to drink it, because its bubbles were just as perky as the first one. 

         Then the stools started to get a bit boring. He suggested that we could go and watch the TV on the mattress. I don’t have a TV, I said, since I don’t.

         That’s no reason why we can’t go sit on the mattress, he said. We went and lay down.

          
   

         When we had looked at the fish in the tank for a while, we suddenly felt like dessert. Neither of us had had much to eat throughout the day, and now we had each had two and a half legs, dozens of peas, and a whole bottle of Whinny each. That sort of thing hones the appetite.

         ”I feel like something sweet,” he said from underneath his feathered hat, and sat right up close to me: ”Can I eat you?”

         I considered it for a little while, because he had just eaten chicken legs, and his fingers were sticky, and I thought he might want to hold on to me with them whilst eating me.

         But then his tongue entered my mouth. I have no idea how it got in there, but in it went, and it never came back out. It spent a long time searching for my tongue. Right until the point when I stuck it out to show it to him.

         By then, his tongue no longer needed to search anymore. It was very warm, after all that hard work. It needed to taste my other mouth, he said.

         I was delighted, because I’ve tried that before. Being tasted at in the other end is completely delicious. It tickles and makes me feel like I am something – particularly if it’s someone attempting to find the start button.

         He started to undress. He was wearing these kind of trousers that came down to his knees. Instead of socks he was wearing long inter-twined chords around his legs, right down to the feet. ”Wraps”, he told me they were called. They looked like army green cotton bands. I waited politely while he unwrapped his legs and rolled up the wraps. Very tidy in his manner. He told me he was Austrian. No, not Australia. Austria. His wraps were Austrian too. I was looking at him while he unwrapped and folded, and I didn’t mention that I do know Austria. I was becoming inspired. He was really great at folding. Then he took off his shirt. I felt like taking off my own clothes, just so I could fold them.

         First, I took off my white coat. The one they gave me at the ward with the pocket for the thermometer and the name tag. Then the white undershirt and the white clogs.

         ”Are you aware that I’m several days older than you are?” I asked, as he pulled down my knickers.

         ”People my age don’t take fright easily,” he said, with his head far up between my thighs.

         I bent down and started nibbling his – well, the thing I wanted to nibble. It was peeking out of his short leather trousers, where the fly was undone. It looked rather naked and misplaced amid all that light grey suede. He was very thoroughly discovering my lower mouth. We fell unto the mattress. I was just about to tell him that he was unlikely to find any peas or legs down there, but then he did something so wonderful that I thought I could hear the singing of an entire choir of angels. They kept on singing and singing, and just before everything exploded, I remembered that the only thing that’s better than singing a solo, is singing a duet.

         ”Put it inside me,” I asked. I’ll admit it, I asked him. And he went it inside. It slid easily inside, right where I wanted it, and it moved slowly back and forth, back and forth, and the choir of angels kept singing and making noise, so that his hat fell off, feather and all, rolling down the mattress and across the floor, where it settled in the other room underneath the fish tank.

         He sighed. I moaned. My other mouth was on fire, and his piston moved as if it wanted nothing besides going all the way to the bottom, deep inside, and through to the other side to make its mark on the bedsheet.
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