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         I've walked a long way, and my feet are sore. Maybe I'm just starting to regret taking this trip into town today instead of lounging on the silken sandy beach outside the hotel. Helge tried in vain to dissuade me, but I was determined. I've been so looking forward to it, and it's just as an important part of a holiday as lazing on the beach: shopping! Not important things, no everyday objects or anything nutritious, no, preferably something of no use whatsoever, maybe a piece of jewellery that I'll never use, a bubble-pipe or something made of leather. It doesn’t matter what, actually, as long as I can put it on the mantelshelf for a while after I’ve got home.


I’m single and on holiday with Helge, my charitable younger brother and his wife, Eva. I didn’t dare say no when they asked. They mean well, after all, wanting Rakel to get away from her lonely, single existence in Majorstuen, maybe even get to meet someone? Poor them; imagine taking your sister-in-law along on your romantic holiday! To be honest, I do feel a bit in the way; there’s no doubt as to who’s the third in the crowd. So it’s actually quite nice to slip away on my own, show them I’m grown up enough to get by alone and give them the possibility for a little private life.


In a patch of shade, I find a dilapidated stool that someone’s thrown out into the little side-street. I sink down upon it, leaning my tired back against the cool, white wall. An involuntary groan escapes me, and in the same moment, I notice a dark, rather tousled head look up and eye me with curiosity. I can tell he's one of the locals. He's going through a pile of junk; seems to be looking for something. He quickly turns his attention back to the junk. For a fraction of a second, I feel a bit disappointed. The eternally single spinster from Majorstuen can’t even manage to attract the attention of this hunky Greek for more than half a glance.


Am I so dull? So ordinary, maybe? Irritating. And besides, he’s pretty good looking. I can see that now. Not a model or particularly young, but definitely attractive. Sun-tanned, slightly sweaty muscles in a cool alleyway: it’s enough to get anyone’s fantasy going.


I guess I’m already a bit too lost in my imagination, as I don’t immediately notice that he’s started staring at me. Holy smoke, he’s looking at me! My heart skips at least two beats before resuming its job and starting to pound away at a rapid rate. Jesus, it almost looks like he’s been reading my thoughts! I don’t want to. I don’t want to. Too late.


We look at each other, the Greek and me. Rakel and the Greek. Now he’s smiling, getting up slowly from his pile of junk. He’s pretty tall, with a strong, sinewy body. White teeth. I take back what I thought just now. Definitely toothpaste ads.


His smile broadens as far as it will go. It’s friendly, warm. “Swedish?” he calls. I smile back. The whole situation’s actually quite charming. I’m about to correct him but then change my mind. Swedish? Yes, why not?

         “OK,” I reply. “Today, I’ll be Swedish, just for you!”


He’s obviously surprised by the answer but not as surprised as I am at myself. What kind of cheeky trick is that for an old maid from west Oslo?

         “It’s very hot today,” he says feebly. He’s shy. And I’m all the more charmed.


I know that something’s going to happen now. I can already feel the expectation in my body. A bright tingling feeling in my chest and stomach; a little tremor. He smiles cautiously and tells me that this is his new home. He’s just bought it and is busy clearing things out.

         “Very nice,” I say, trying to remember how girls who want to interest the other sex usually behave.


“You must be thirsty,” he says. Yes, I think, I must be. Gregers, which is his name apparently, shows me in through a glass door, which leads straight into the lounge. There’s nothing but a single bed with a blue bedspread, a little stone table and a radio. He asks me to sit down, then disappears. I can hear him rooting about for a glass.


I have to admit it. I’m horny. I couldn’t help staring intensely at his tight bottom as he went through the door, and I can feel a little ache coming on. It’s beginning to be a bit steamy down below, so I spread my thighs a little and enjoy feeling how the rush of air cools me down. I lean back, day-dreaming to the Greek rhythms pouring from the radio. I think about Gunnar, whom I left eight years ago. I was 30 at the time and completely spoiled where sexual experiences were concerned. Gunnar wanted to do it all the time. It became a problem. I didn't want to quite so much; not every day. Since then, I've had to make do with helping myself. Every day. Talk about irony.


He's taking his time back there. Seems like he's looking for something. I know I'm wet and can't help sticking a hand up under my skirt to feel. I'm sopping and swollen. I can feel it through my panties. There's no sound from the kitchen. He must've gone to buy something to drink. Wine, perhaps? I can't help myself and let a finger slide inside the edge of my panties. It's hot and slippery in there, and my clit tingles intensely when I touch it with one fingertip. It feels stiff and hot. I carry on moving my fingers about while fantasising about what will happen when Gregers gets back from the shop. I imagine his naked body, his strong, sinewy back, his firm chest and perfect bum. And his dick. 


In my imagination, it's big and bulging. Just then, I hear a door opening, and I quickly pull my hand out of my panties and straighten my skirt. I feel ashamed for a second. What if such thoughts haven't even crossed his mind? Maybe he's just a good Samaritan, worried about dehydration in Scandinavian tourists? I have to laugh at myself. How lacking in confidence is it possible to be? He immediately turns up in the doorway, wearing his great big smile. He's carrying a tray with a bottle of wine and two glasses. This is going just where I want it, I think to myself while shifting up a little to give him space on the bed. He pours, and we toast each other. "Yamas," I say.
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