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         The apartment by Vasaplatsen is dark and warm, and Felicia is holding the small controller to the sound system in her hand as if it was a rock heated from the sunlight, caressing the sensors almost erotically.

         “I can change the intensity of the base in detail. Can you hear it?”

         I nod, but the music sounds the same to me.

         “Felicia,” Kasper says. “I don’t think they’re very interested.”

         “I am.” It’s not entirely true, but the dinner and the wine has made my body sluggish and slow, and it’s somehow calming to watch Felicia parade her latest technological purchase.

         Bahram puts his hand on my shoulder. A soft and heavy touch.

         “I would like to ask what it cost, but I would never,” he says.

         “It was 1500 dollars,” Felicia says. Her laugh is loud and clear. “Sometimes you need to indulge yourself.”

         “As you know, Felicia doesn’t care about what you should and shouldn’t talk about,” Kasper continues. 

         “Hey!” she exclaims. “If I paid 1500 dollars, I think a part of the price is being able to brag about paying 1500 dollars.”

         “I’m impressed,” I say, because I am.

         “Are you uncomfortable?” she asks. The question is directed to Bahram, standing behind me.

         “I have had time to get used to it.”

         “Money and sex,” Kasper says, as he pours more wine for Felicia, who has put down the small controller on the dining table. “Felicia’s two favorite, forbidden topics.”

         “It’s two important topics!” she says, throwing a piece of chocolate at Kasper. “Didn’t you two celebrate seven years together this weekend?”

         She looks at me with eyes gleaming with curiosity, or perhaps it’s just the candles on the set table.

         “I don’t know if we celebrated it,” I say.

         “You know what they say about the seven-year crisis.”

         “Felicia!” Suddenly, it’s like Kasper isn’t used to Felicia’s lack of censure.

         “What? I’m not saying that you guys…,” she gestures at me and Bahram, “have a seven-year crisis. I’m just saying it’s common. We had a brief seven-year crisis.” She throws a challenging look at her boyfriend.

         “I thought it was something like a midlife crisis,” she continued. “You either accept that life has parked, and that you managed to get a good parking spot, or you buy a motorcycle and take a road trip on it.”

         “Don’t listen to her and her horrible metaphors,” Kasper says, but his voice is warm and inviting.

         “So what did you do?” I ask. “Did you buy a motorcycle?”

         It’s silent, the sort of silence that confidently fills a room as you wait for the punchline. Felicia’s expression is smug. She looks just like she did eight years ago when her limitlessness was new and unpredictable.

         “We went to a sex club.”

         I don’t think I have ever seen my boyfriend so astonished. I’m a bit disappointed, but also grateful, he didn’t have red wine in his mouth, because he would definitely have sprayed it out theatrically.

         “You did what?” he says.

         “We have been since too. It’s fun,” Felicia continues.

         I haven’t noticed how big my smile has become. It has conquered my entire face.

         “Did you know about this?” Bahram asks me.

         I shake my head.

         “Tell me everything,” I whisper.

         Even though Bahram is standing behind me, I know exactly how his face looks. Eyebrows shot to his forehead, a flickering stare and a deep flush across his already dark skin, starting at the neck and creeping up to his cheek bones.

         “I’ll clear the table,” he says.

         “Bahram…”

         “Did you really?” He looks at Kasper, and there is nothing judgmental in his gaze, only curiosity, which is an unusual trait when it comes to him, and it makes my stomach contract in a way I can’t really define.

         Kasper smiles. “It’s actually really fun.”

         Bahram collects our plates and searches for my gaze from across the table. It’s a gaze I have stared into for such a long time. So many nights, and across so many dining tables, a quiet communication, but I can’t really make out what he is trying to tell me.

         He walks out into the kitchen, and this time it’s me yelling, “Don’t you want to hear this?”

         “I can hear from in here,” he says, and laughs. “That’s enough.”

         “Always so shy,” Felicia says, and smiles.

         Bahram is shy and always has been. I was the one who asked him out, and I had to take action to make all our firsts happen, push the limits when it comes to things I know he likes. It’s a game we both know and that we have played for a long time; one that comes naturally for us and that feels safe to us.

         Felicia tells me about a secret door in an industrial area in Mölnlycke – a spacious, modern place with smaller rooms in the back for sex and playing. The bar is filled with fresh fruit and wine, and naked people from the age of 23 to retired regulars mingle about before they go to the back rooms. Beds and tools, voyeurs and exhibitionists. My heart starts beating fast and heavy inside my body.

         We don’t discuss it in the taxi home, but Bahram can’t stop himself when we are lying in bed.

         “I can’t believe Kasper is the sort of person who goes to sex clubs,” he says. His fingertips feel hot and dry against my arms as he pulls them up across my shoulder.




OEBPS/images/9788726317268_cover_epub.jpg





