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         The house walls were covered in silhouettes. I walked onto Karl Johan from a side street. Oslo no longer looked cold and worn in the friendly afternoon light. I was relieved to finally have found myself a new pad, even though the conversation with Sara had been as sad as I’d expected. There was laughter in the air around me, and I couldn’t let speculation ruin the great sight of sun-soaked, satisfied people. The music from a music shop a bit further up lay comfortably behind me, and I let the heavy bass set the rhythm of my shoes as I walked to the flat.

         It had gotten late. I'd let myself be tempted by the gaping pub doors and had gone from place to place with my wisecracking buddies. My stress melted away into the chatter between Per and Rune. Anita bought me a pint, and we talked about the trip to Iceland. About the raw landscape and the refreshing baths. Every time I mentioned Halldor from Reykjavik, her cheeks grew red, and she couldn't sit still on her chair.

         When I got home, I saw that Jørgen had added my name to the sign on the door of 3A. I unlocked the door with my shiny, new key. I took off my shoes and suddenly felt ravenously hungry. I got out the leftovers from yesterday’s dinner and sat on the sofa to eat.

         I wake to the sound of a doorknob being fumbled with. I sit up. I didn't make it to bed tonight, I think to myself. Jørgen comes pitter-pattering out of his bedroom with a semi. He stops when he spots me and covers his erection with his hands.

         "I didn't think you'd come straight home after your pub crawl."

         “I didn’t keep going for all that long,” I replied. “But long enough to fall asleep before I got to my bed.”

”Okay,” he replies with a yawn and disappears into the bathroom. I sit back on the sofa, the thought of standing up being too much. Jørgen comes back out, now wearing underwear, but his morning erection still stands against the thin fabric. “Damn, morning wood gets annoying sometimes.”

"Yes," I reply. "Where are the ladies when we need them?" He gives me a tired grin, and I ask where Renate is at. "She's sleeping like a rock, apparently. Do you want coffee? I'm making some coffee."

”Do you think I need some?”

”Yeah, you look like a doormat. You’ve got time for a shower before the coffee’s ready.”

         A lamp on the wall behind him glows dimly, and I catch myself following the bright contoured line it makes from his shin and up to his neck.

         "Hello? Were you off with the fairies, Arne?" Jørgen asks and waves his hands as if to wake me up from a deep trance.

         "What? I was just thinking about standing up." There's something about him in this light. I hear Renate snoring in the neighbouring room.

         My mug is ready on the kitchen counter when I come back out. Jørgen is leaning over the newspaper, laughing at the comics. I walk past him and pour myself some coffee. Jørgen stands so that I can get past him to pick up something nice from the fridge, but as I'm about to pass him, I stop, without even knowing why. I stand right in front of him and notice that I'm half a head taller than he is. I look him in the eye and take a step toward him.

         "I think I'm half a head taller than you," I say. Jørgen puts down the newspaper. I discover that my dick is hard, inside my trousers. He looks down at it. I hesitate with that last step between us, for this feels strange. Before he's got any time to protest, I lift my right arm and put my hand gently on his shoulder. He smiles at me before opening his mouth slightly and meeting my lips with his. Jørgen has a hand behind my neck, and I hear the hum of the fridge. This is how it tastes, I think to myself. Not so different.

         I'd never thought this would happen when I dialled the number in the ad and heard that deep voice on the line. After a couple of quick pints down at the local football pub, I'd suddenly found a place to live, and I was putting my trophies on the windowsill the very next day. New sheets and a double bed. The plan was for Sara to move in with me, but that didn't happen.

         My dick is still stiff against his groin when I kiss his neck. I feel the space between us tighten, and I look down. His dick is growing against mine under the thin fabric of his underwear. He holds me and pushes against me gently so that our dickheads rub against each other. I wonder if it feels the same for us both. Jørgen asks me to back up, and he follows my steps until I feel the kitchen counter against my butt. We look at each other again, both breathing more rapidly.

         "Come inside," Jørgen says and walks to his own bedroom door.

         We're in, and Renate sits up, wrapped in the thick duvet. She said she thought it was only a question of time before I ended up in their bedroom. "If Jørgen hadn't managed to lure you in here soon, I would have done it myself, eventually," she says and measures me with her eyes before winking teasingly at her boyfriend, who's sitting on the edge of the bed. "Come here," she says to me. "Come here, there's duvet for you too. But take your trousers off, the bed isn't for clothes, now is it?"

         "It's so warm in here," Jørgen says, and Renate stands up, gets the hair out of her eyes with a toss of her head, and then goes over to the window to open it. A weak breeze grabs the dark curtains and waves them around. I lay down on the bed where Renate had been, and when I bury my nose in her duvet, the mix of mild perfume and a faint, tart scent of bodies makes me close my eyes and evaporate off.
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