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         High above the energetic pop music on the radio, she could hear heavy hand weights that beat against each other, and other exercise equipment being used. A strained roar filled the room, and afterwards the iron rattled even louder. The large, modern fitness center was like a zoo of different people. There were calm, introverted types with earplugs in their ears, and there were noisy young people. Some lifted each kilo as if it was a question of pulling the sword out of the stone, and others went from machine to machine, as if they were just taking their daily walks. There were people who exercised on an elite basis, the confident bodies walking around in tight, revealing clothing and drew the eyes of others towards them. 

         Lisa did not feel comfortable at all. Her boyfriend was focused, but not on his fitness. He was completely focused on staring at a woman in a sports bra and white tights. The woman was beautiful and wearing nice make-up, and she even had a piercing in her bellybutton. Right now, she was sitting on a machine meant to train the inner thigh muscles, a machine where you put your legs in two stirrups, as if you were at the gynecologist. Slowly, she spread her lovely thighs. She let them slide shut and open up again and again. She breathed deeply. She almost moaned. It was like a large, obscene act of seduction, and Frederik was eating it up. 

         Lisa was furious.

         The woman’s face was red, and it was impossible to know whether it was because of the exercise or because she was horny. It seemed like her mouth was hiding a smile, and her eyes glimmered. She knew exactly what she was doing. She lifted her chin, pushed her breasts out and once again pushed her thighs together. She moaned. It practically looked like she was having sex with an invisible man. 

         Lisa did not know what to do. The anger was like a straitjacket. She tried convincing herself that it was not important. She tried convincing herself that Frederik was just acting like all guys would do. They could not help it. It was primal. 

         But it did not help. Lisa was just angry with herself for defending him. 

         There were other guys in the gym who were staring at her, and they did not have a girlfriend there to consider.

         Then Frederik turned towards her again. He had a stupid grin on his lips, and he looked at her without seeing her. He said: “Hey, honey, would you help me with the bench?” Then he went to the bench press without waiting for her answer. He walked like a peacock with his arms at his sides. Like a clown, he was a clown. Lisa was filled with irritation, and to calm down, she blinked hard and took a deep breath before she followed him. 

         There were already differently colored weights on the rod. It looked like it was a lot more than Frederik usually lifted. She was about to take them off, but instead of removing them, she put on two more. Lisa said nothing. 

         Frederik sat on the bench, while he kept looking at the woman in the gynecology chair. She was still there. Like a Duracell rabbit. 

         Frederik waited until the rabbit looked in their direction. Then he laid down on the bench, and lifted the rod out of the holder. Lisa was behind him. You could hear a soft rattle from the weights, and Lisa noticed Frederik’s arms shaking. He made a terrible face. There were wrinkles she had never seen before. Slowly, he lowered the weight towards his chest, and the color of his face was explosively red. He shook as if he had Parkinson’s. When he tried to push the weight up again, he only got halfway and not an inch more. Lisa then grabbed the rod, straining in pain to save him. 

         The situation felt comical, and Lisa could not imagine anything other than him putting back the rod to take off a few of the weights – but he kept going. He stared angrily at her. Lisa did not understand. 

         He started lowering the rod towards his chest again. Lisa dropped her jaw. Exactly in the moment she knew. Just as sure as the sunset and just as freeing as the steady stream with glittering water. She was done with him. Frederik hit his chest with the weight and it jumped ten centimeters. He fought and spluttered. A bubble of spit showed up at the edge of his mouth. But the weight did not move. 
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