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         “Be careful with the balls. They need to lie straight. And then, that’s when you make a move.”



         I smiled sheepishly. He didn’t hear what he sounded like. I nodded slowly and did as he said. His cheeks had a faint flush of red, and he gasped. Excited. I sighed internally and wondered at my own stupidity and stubbornness. Did I really think I could get him to bed just by playing billiards?



         I was only staying for a week or so. To say hi. He’d be living here, Huntington Beach, for a year. We were both exchange students. Both Swedish. Both eighteen. Both...? I was, at least.



         “A neighbouring woman, you see, she’s got. She’s hot on me,” he said and laughed. He spoke Standard Swedish even though he’s from Skåne. And he was pretty. Relaxing to look at, compared to all those dolled-up Americans one got used to.



         “Yes,” I replied, and it was my turn to shoot. The balls flew off again wherever they wanted. Like rolling set pieces in my play. I let the cue balance between my fingers and tried to figure out where to shoot from next. He laughed. I moved around. I hate losing. I made my move. If billiards is a precision game much like surgery, then I’m like a brain surgeon with their fingers in a plaster cast.



         He laughed. Puckered his mouth. Studied. Paced. I saw his thighs through his jeans. The hair poking out from his underarms. His breathing chest. His strutting butt. He was pretty short. My knuckles nearly whitened around the cue. I wanted to snap it. He made the perfect shot, of course, the balls raced around - not without rhyme nor reason like mine, but with purpose, and into the holes they should.



         “Have you met up with her, then?” I asked.



         “What do you mean? The woman next door? Fuck no, she’s offering herself up in one of those robes women wear on TV. They live as if they were on TV here.” He laughed and threw his head back. His eyes glittered.



         “Wouldn’t that be cool, though? An older and mature one?”

“I’m not that desperate.” Another shot.

“Bullseye!” He roared and stretched his arms to the ceiling, jubilant.

“Screw this, yeah? Let’s do something else.”

“Want to have a look at the neighbour?” He asked, smiling. I nodded quickly.



         We giggled in front of the mirror in the hall. He combed his hair meticulously. I studied him. Absorbed his movements. “Her husband’s always away. She must be starving,” he laughed.

“And you could help her with that?”

“Psch, you can tell. She would’ve liked it. Having a taste of the real deal...”



         Then he looked at me, and the confidence vanished with. He blushed a little, laughed. Bumped my elbow and then pulled me outside, slammed the door and started walking toward the house on the other side of the street.



         “But, we can’t stand here and stare,” I said. We’d been standing there for a good, long while, in her driveway, staring. He lit a cigarette, rocked back and forth, mumbled that she’d show herself soon. When she smelled cock. I thought it was silly. The balcony door was open. The music cooled. Barry Manilow. Dear Lord, how vulgar. The curtain fluttered in the breeze. The heat rose.



         “Her car is here. She has to be home,” he stated.

“But then what do we say? You can’t just ring the doorbell?”

“I know her. This’ll be fun.”



         Then, he walked resolutely to the door. Rang the doorbell. I hid behind him. She opened the door. And yes, she seemed to be a parody of both herself and Zsa-Zsa Gabor at the same time. Voluptuous, laced and enveloped in pink down. Even her slippers were downy. “Oh gosh, aren’t you in school? Or are you being naughty and skipping again? Oh, Per, you’re such a nuisance...”



         “This is my friend from Sweden,” he said, and I shook her hand. She played the role of primadonna with bravura, giving me her milky-white hand and fluttering her fake eyelashes. Squeezed. “Nice to meet ya, hun. I’m Joan.”



         Some people are straight-forward, others flat. This woman sighed everything she said, combined with a twittering giggle. It sounded like she had a syrupy-sweet music box in her bosom. She waved around the huge, overloaded, hall-bar kitchen-living room combination. Teetered to the sofa and then scurried to the bar.



         “So what are the two of you up to? Heading to the beach?” She asked nobody in particular, waving and shaking and crushing and mixing us some big, orange drinks and sipped her own, which she’d already started.” “Oh, we’re just chilling...” Per replied and winked at me.

“Oh, you young ones. When will you ever grow up?” She cooed and enjoyed having us there. To be surrounded by two boys, two young boys.
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