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         It feels wonderful to stand there and look out the window. Leaning forward, my elbows planted on the windowsill and my legs slightly parted. Taking in the smell of the fresh-cut grass and the lovely sweet summer flowers. It is still early Sunday morning. I’ve just woken up and am standing here, newly showered, my skin soft, a pleasant scent of soap. All I’m wearing is my boyfriend’s T-shirt. I pull the cotton fabric up to my nose and breathe in; it has his familiar scent. He is not here right now, but he’ll come soon.


I love this room. Our bedroom. It’s old, with crooked, creaky floorboards. We’ve decorated it with love. We gave it our spirit, as well as its own. This is where all emotions can be released because it is a safe space. It is here that our life takes place.

         

The large bed dominates the room in all its brassy splendour, wrapped in a cloud of white tulle. Soft pillows and blankets. When Iver and I found the bed, it was standing by itself in the loft of a furniture store. Quite dusty, but still grand. Nobody wanted it, the saleswoman explained, because it was too big and heavy. But we wanted it.


The saleswoman was in a rush, so she left us to ourselves. We sat down on the edge of the bed. Iver lay down and stretched his arms out to the sides. He looked so handsome as he lay there, satisfied, glancing at me with a smile in his eyes. I felt the urge to touch him, and I tentatively caressed the inside of his thigh. His eyes quickly narrowed and glazed over, his mouth got a serious expression. His reaction bulged in his trousers. Slowly, I unzipped them.


His stiff cock bounced up against his stomach. A clear drop was trickling from the tip. I bent down and took it in my mouth. It tasted good and salty. Slowly, I let the tip of my tongue tickle the eye of his cock, circling the soft curve of his nob. I pushed his erect cock into my mouth, deep, hard. Iver gasped. There wasn’t much time, so I worked intensely. Iver’s whole body was stiff, his hands holding on tight. I got wet just listening to him moan in pleasure.


At the bottom of the stairs, I heard the saleswoman talk to someone. Iver didn’t hear it. I wanted him to come before her. In the background, I heard her climbing up the first flight of stairs. At the exact same moment, I felt his seed surging up from the base of his cock to the shiny, throbbing tip. It squirted into my mouth and ran down my throat, salty and delicious. I quickly pulled up his zipper and wiped my mouth. When the saleswoman came around the corner, I was sitting on the edge of the bed like an innocent schoolgirl, my legs crossed and my hands folded. Iver, on the other hand, was sprawled on the bed, totally spent. The lady said: “

         Your friend sure seems to find the bed comfortable.”


Iver flinched before looking straight at the lady. Within a tenth of a second, he was standing to attention next to the bed, and he said:

         “Yes, thank you, we’ll take it.”

         

I had to bite my fingers to avoid bursting into laughter.

         

And now the bed is here. It’s been here for a long while. It embraces us both and gives us a place of peace and quiet. There is nothing better than curling up against Iver’s soft body, lying there in the foetal position with his arms around me, falling asleep in the knowledge that my love is right there.


Sometimes our bed is like an ocean, where we make love with such passion that we forget all about space and time. Sometimes it’s an arena where bitter, fierce, hurtful words are cast out into the dark. Then, we fall asleep with our backs turned, each on our own edge of the bed, while our angry, salty tears make our faces stiff. But during the night, it always happens: the bed brings us together again, it mediates between us as we sleep. And in the morning, we wake up in each other’s arms. Then we make love, mostly just to be as close to each other as possible.


I see him coming down the road. Strolling in the sun, with the Sunday paper tucked under his arm and his hands deep in the pockets of his shorts.
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