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         Lisa moved into the flat over the antique bookstore just before the semester started. She had been lucky to get it, right when she was about to give up hope. It wasn’t immense, but it had everything she needed; a small living room, a very small kitchen, a bathroom with a little shower, and a bedroom where a narrow bed could just fit. The flat was in an old building in the city with only ten flats, and the antique bookstore on the ground floor.

         On her first night there, she heard noises from the flat above hers, but it took her a while to find out what it was. She couldn’t help smiling when she realised that the noise from upstairs was caused by their activities in the bedroom. They were going at it. There was moaning loud enough that it would be a problem if she were to try falling asleep. She tried not to listen when she was in bed, being kept awake by them, but that was impossible. The acoustics in the building were atrocious, and when the woman upstairs had an orgasm, everyone would know about it. She yelled and screamed and moaned and cried out.

         Lisa got aroused by it, and she lay in the darkness touching herself when they went at it upstairs. She folded her covers between her legs and moved back and forth on it until she felt the most delightful tingling between her legs. She had not yet seen who lived upstairs. The mailbox only read ‘M. Hansen,’ which didn’t tell her anything other than the fact that only one person officially lived there. She started at the university soon after moving in, and she soon learned that if she fell asleep wearing earplugs before they got started upstairs, she might be fortunate enough to get a full night’s sleep.

         She lived on the second floor, the noise was on the third floor, and she was about to find out who lived on the fourth floor. He stood outside her door one day when she returned home from the university, a man around 30 years of age. He was of Greenlandic origin, and his long black hair was gathered in a ponytail.

         “Yes, can I help you?”

         She looked at him while she searched for her key.

         “I have to talk to you about them... surely you must be able to hear them as well. I haven’t had a decent night’s sleep ever since I moved in.”

         She smiled, feeling relieved that she wasn’t the only one who found the events upstairs a bit excessive.

         “Well, I mean... it’s tricky to avoid... they sure go at it. Who are they? I’ve never seen them.”

         He joined her inside when she opened the door, and she asked him if he would like a cup of coffee. She moved a stack of books so that he would have a place to sit.

         “She is a waitress down in one of the side streets, and it’s hardly ever the same man. She brings them home when her shift ends. I don’t know if she makes a bit of extra money that way.”

         Lisa couldn’t imagine being with a new man every night, she had only ever been with Jimmy, and they had split up about a year ago.

         “What’s your name, by the way?” she asked.

         “Oh, I’m sorry... Carl, my name is Carl.”

         He had stood up and stretched out his hand. She shook it while looking into his black eyes. He looked kind, and it was nice to have a visitor.

         “You’re my first ever guest, Carl. I just moved here from across the country to study Medicine at the university.”

         “And what’s your name?”

         “Lisa,” she said, then laughingly apologised.

          
   

         They sat down with coffee and some left-over cake. She asked what kind of work he did.

         “I’m a social worker, you know... volunteer work. I was a drug addict and an alcoholic for several years, but the last two years I haven’t touched anything.”

         She looked at him. He did look a bit worn, but he was a handsome man, she could hardly keep her eyes off his long black hair.

         “Is there anything we can do about it... the lady upstairs? Have you ever talked to her about it?”

         “No, I suppose most people simply move out when it gets too much, but I intend to stay, and I assume you will as well.”

         They spoke about the possible solutions to the problem, and she laughed out loud when he described ways for them to ring the doorbell and present their case to her in various sarcastic ways.

         “It’s not too easy to work out what to say in matters like that.”

         “No,” she said.

         They agreed that they would have to talk to her about it, and they decided to go upstairs together as soon as they had worked out what they would say. When he left, she told him that he would be most welcome to revisit another time.

         “Thank you. And be sure to let me know if I can help with your studies. I should be able to help with the first couple of years at least.”

         “Did you study Medicine, Carl?”

         She looked surprised; she had not been expecting that.

         “I did, Lisa.”

         “How come you stopped?”

         “I’ll tell you some other time, alright?”

         “Sure.”

         She could tell that he had become sad, and she guessed that there was something hidden that was difficult for him to talk about.

          
   

         Lisa woke up when the exploits began upstairs. She thought about Carl, who would probably also be awake now. The woman upstairs got carried away. She had a talent for bringing the right men home with her since she managed to have an orgasm almost every time. She moaned and begged for more. Lisa thought that she had to be insatiable and was becoming aroused herself from the sounds of the sexual exploits upstairs. She wondered if Carl felt the same way, and she couldn’t resist bringing him into her fantasies. He was very handsome. When she had pleasured herself for heaven knows what time since moving in, climaxing at the same time as the people upstairs, she fell asleep.
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