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         It’s an endlessly recurring theme - why do we make things so difficult, when everything is really so easy? At least for us, the lucky ones who happen to be born in this northeastern corner of Europe, the richest country in the world, well-fed, used to getting everything we want. And often without doing anything for it, either. But when it comes to sex, the erotic, living life, having fun - well, suddenly it all becomes so difficult. For a many of us. But not for everyone.

         The situation is a bit bizarre. She’s leaning over the sink. Her dress is pulled up over her hips. Her underwear is pulled a little to the side, and her sex glistens between her thighs. Her bum curves nicely down towards her sex, which my fingers are gently stroking. I’m holding a soft breast in my hand. She’s looking at me in the mirror. She’s curious. Perhaps a little surprised.

         We met each other an hour ago in Etoilè, the 7th floor of the Grand in Oslo. She had presumably just finished work and fancied a drink after a busy day. I was free and had just one goal - to show just how easy it could be. We happened to get chatting. Perhaps she’d noticed how I was gazing at her – her bare knees, her breasts – as she sat at the table next to me. But it didn’t seem like she minded my attention.

         “Can I borrow your newspaper if you’re finished with it?” is her opening remark. She seemed a bit stressed - nervous, maybe. “Of course, no problem at all. Dagbladet doesn’t have any big news stories today, though,” I reply. I looked at her again while she slowly leafed through the paper without paying much attention to the contents. It was mostly to keep her hands busy, I thought. Maybe this was a sign and she was waiting for me to respond it.

         “I’m relatively new in town,” I tell her. “And I think it’s so sad going home to an empty flat after work. Is it alright if I sit with you a while? Just to chat for a bit. If it bothers you, I’ll stop right away.” 

         She looks at me, surprised. Addressing her was maybe surprising after all. It’s not how you do things. Not to a complete stranger. Not in our country. Most of us hear this from childhood onwards until it’s coming out of our ears. “Watch out for strange men, they can be dangerous.” Without saying more about what this danger implies. But eventually every single girl over the age of 11 experiences what this is, this danger.

         She scrutinizes me. I’m glad I’ve been thorough with the shoe polish. I think that smooth, polished shoes project an air of trustworthiness. 

         “No, that’s totally fine! On you go!” she replies after a very short deliberation. “Strange, but I was also somehow hoping that I’d find someone to talk to. I also have an empty flat waiting for me. It’s non-stop at work, and afterwards it’s just like a vacuum. I have nothing to do after having been so busy.” She looks at me, awaiting my response. Not to brag, but I’m a good listener. I lean forward attentively and look her in the eyes. 

         “This might be a cliche, but we’re two strangers with a shared destiny.” 

         She laughs. “Cliches can be a good thing, but what’s our shared comfort, then?” 

         To my ears, it almost sounded like an invitation. I could have answered differently, but settled on, “looks like you’re drinking red wine. Do you want another glass?” That had to be a suitable response, at least for now. Then we can see how we can comfort ourselves later on, I thought to myself.

         R is from Son. She’s been divorced for 5 years and has two daughters in primary school. And an unambiguous relationship to her ex. Well, my own story isn’t so different, so we have that in common. What else can there be? She has dark hair, cut quite short. She’s quite plump, and with relatively small breasts. Cute dimples. She smiles more and more as the contents of the second glass of red wine diminish. The conversation flows easily. 

         Can one feel it? Should one believe in metaphysics, telepathy? Or is it a sixth sense? I feel like she’s curious about me, at least. So after I’ve told her about my extended stay in France and about my relatively limited knowledge about wine, we start talking about French women. 

         “French women look for security. They’re looking for someone to provide for them, first and foremost. And when they find someone who can provide for them well enough, then they’ll go to great lengths to hold onto him.” 

         She is caught off guard a little. “But what about the liberation of women, liberalism - that’s what French women are known for!” 
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