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         I have always been service-minded. I want to take care of others. But it's easier to provide world-class service as a customer service representative than as a Casanova. It's tiring to always be the one who takes the initiative, to always be expected to be dominant just because I'm a man. That I'm expected to have scenarios all ready in my head that I can throw out just like that. Always ready.

         In addition to being service-minded, I am also short-sighted. I have been going to the same optician since I was a child. She is called Åsa and is fifty years old. So she's twice my age. She's the one I chat to when it comes to girl problems. The truth is that she knows more about me than any other woman. Too bad she's gay. Otherwise, maybe we would have found each other, Åsa and I. Some people you just have a magical chemistry with, right from the beginning.

         Age is only a number. I have always been drawn to experienced women. They are more free in a way. Åsa has explained to me that she's lived long enough to know how short life can be. And so it is important to dare and be oneself. Åsa is the kind of person who writes Carpe Diem on the wall and seriously means it. She is my idol. I wish I could be like Åsa.

         We see each other once a year and she gives me advice about both love and spectacle frames. Åsa has always challenged me to dare to be colourful. The day my life is about to change forever, she gives me a pair of glasses in ombré colours. I put them on my nose and look at myself in the mirror.

         Åsa's soft voice is heard behind me: “You have quite a broad jawline. With slightly oval frames, we can soften your face a bit and make it more attractive.”

         I turn my head in order to get an idea of how I look from the side. The frames boost the likable features of my otherwise quite angular face.

         “I don't look like a sissy then?” I wonder out loud.

         “Absolutely not! By the way, being gentle and being a sissy are two completely different things.”

         “You're right, as usual. They actually make me look more appealing.”

         I see her smile at me in the mirror.

         “It's my job to make you dare to challenge yourself,” she says, and something clicks inside me.

         “You know what,” I say. “I think I've figured out what I want when it comes to girls.”

         ”Really? Are you serious?”

         “Yes. I want to find someone who can guide me. An older lady who has seen things in life. Who dares to challenge me to be something more than an angular-faced man. Just like you, but straight.”

         “Guide you…” Åsa's gaze wanders over the store's selection of glasses. “You make me think of an old acquaintance of mine,” she finally says. “You should meet up. We are very much alike, her and I.”

         I blush and don't know what to say at first. I really trust Åsa, but it's a big step for me to admit to her that I have a thing for older ladies. Especially when I've barely even acknowledged it to myself. Nonetheless, I hear myself answer:

         “Yeah, why not?”

         I smile at my reflection in the mirror. Åsa has made something inside me tingle. I give her my permission to share my number with her friend. What do I have to lose after all?

          
      

         Åsa's friend is called Astrid. It's a name that tastes good in one’s mouth but also sounds hard, a very firm name for a woman. I think about her non-stop for a couple of days. I work as usual and foster my casual relationships with colleagues, but at the same time feel disconnected at work. Fantasies about Astrid take up all my time. She doesn't have social media, so I can't stalk her online. Somehow that makes everything even more thrilling. Everyone in my generation takes photos of everything, even of what we had for breakfast. I've always been able to track people back over many years, what partners they had, where they have travelled. Who they are. But Astrid is like a mystery to me.

         I have this fantasy for days. I don’t hear from Astrid and in the end I am close to giving up. I go out with my colleagues to the pub on a Friday night, even though I'm not in the mood. It's like a meat market. Cissi from HR tries to hit on me. I shrug it off with a joke. The atmosphere becomes uneasy, men shouldn't say no, men are supposed to be flattered. I focus on drinking beer instead, but it tastes like water, and I realise it's time to go home. On the bus I get a message from a number I don't know.

         ”Hi Oscar. This is Astrid. What are you doing?”

         A feeling of anticipation bubbles up inside of me and I smile to myself.

         ”Been for after-work drink with the colleagues. Little bit unsteady on my feet, haha. How about you?”

         “I'm babysitting, so I can't drink, even though they're sleeping now. But Sex on the Beach is never a bad thing.”

         My face turns a darker shade and I start to feel all warm. I get off at my stop and walk home shakily. The mobile phone buzzes again.

         “Was I too straightforward?” she asked.

         I stop under a streetlight and begin to type feverishly. For some reason I am suddenly afraid to lose this chance, as if Astrid was the last older lady in the world who'd want to have me.

         ”No. I just got a little embarrassed.”

         Her reply comes straight away. ”Do you like to be embarrassed?” Now, that's a question I have never asked myself. Astrid continues: “The question is whether we are a match.”

         Why is she writing to me like this? We haven’t even met. How am I supposed to know? I've never had to deal with such straightforward communication before.

         After thinking about it for a moment, I reply: “No idea. But Åsa is very rarely wrong..”

         “She told me that you are looking for guidance. Is that also true in bed?”

         I get moving towards home again. A surreal feeling builds up inside of me. At the same time, I'm more courageous than usual, no doubt because of the beer. I don't reply until I get home and can close the door behind me.
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