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“Better than Bridget Jones.” Budstikka

.

“Trude Helén Hole - Norway's best female Author.” Dagsavisen

.

“Humour, self-esteem and romantic complications are the main ingredients. The heroine is still ambitious, sex-focused and forever looking for the great love. But New York has been replaced with Oslo, Norway.” Henne

.

“Best beach recommendation for this summer. Quite daring for both men and women.” BA

.

“Trude Helén Hole - fun, fearless female.” Cosmopolitan

.

“This is not a shy and blushing teenage girl story. It spins around the main character's sex fantasies and jokes of the sickest kind.” NTB

.

“A book to desire. Trude Helén Hole is the woman behind the first Norwegian book in the chick-lit genre. The genre was predicted a short future by critics, but they were wrong. The light and entertaining stories still top the sales lists.” MAG

.

“Trude Helén Hole, Norway's first chick-lit author.” Aftenposten

.

“Trude Helén Hole - The Princess of Humour.” Asker newspaper

.

“The trend of humorous books has not stopped. Now Bridget Jones gets a new Norwegian "sister" - rough Lotte-Marie.” Toensberg Blad

.

“In short: Fresh language and many funny dialogues and scenes. Hole has definitely made her own genre with these books.” Jan Ove Ekeberg

.

“Trude Helén Hole's latest project "The Dark side of Winter" is successful. It never gets boring. Excitement, humour, craziness, political reviews, thematic information, serial killers – not to mention sex! I loved it! Hole is extremely generous with everything in her books! What we want more of in the next book about Lotte-Marie: more of everything!” Øivind Fygd

.

“Hole has a fantastic and unique form of expression that strikes me deeply. Laughing out loud quite a lot. Both a humorous and a catchy story.” Wenche Kornstad

.

“Trude Helén Hole's books have once again caused me LOL. Her own empathy and use of her own experiences gives an insight into a person whom you have rarely and never seen unparalleled. The books are characterized by sensuality, love and devilishness. Well put together by Norway's best female author. My best recommendation!” Rune Chr. Tollefsen

.

“Today I did something as rare as read a book with a cover, by Trude Helén Hole. The book captivated from about 50 shades and from then on I just had to read the rest. Hole is skilled, damn funny and spot on. Not to mention the eroticism she conveys. Highly recommended! Gro Storteig

.

A hysterically funny book, I laughed so hard I started crying. Miles from Goethe whom I also like, Lasse Østervold

.

“LOL! Wonderfully liberating and brilliant literature with intelligent humor – the stories get me in a good mood, but also inspire reflection. The book offers both high entertainment and ethical values and is only getting better and better. The author appears to be advanced and completely unique on this planet! Her beautiful fresh style surpasses all others, 

Grunde Avharstveit
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Your fucking bastard! I didn't say it out loud, but I thought it loud inside me and it was probably loud enough, because it seems like the man next to me heard it. It looks that way, the way he now looks at me with a strange look up on his face. But the words were not aimed at him, but the stupid girl now waving her way across the intersection. I am reasonably tired of all these fantastic plastic females who wander around in skinny, black leather pants, fake selfie faces, and ridiculous high heel shoes they cannot even wear. The crack in their knees make it looks like as if they are walking on heroin and not with high heels. It´s not nice, even if it glitters and shines. On the contrary, it´s reasonably deceitful, and it´s when you get close enough that you see how dirty they are, these dolly girls. They are all over the place! The new plastic race is everywhere and swirling around with the same Oslo wig. I mean the same fake hair - preferably blonde, not to mention their over-made faces. I certainly don't understand why they need a ton of make-up every biting day, even when they're working out in the gym and are supposed to sweat. For sure, you don´t know what you get - such women can very much be compared to a lottery ticket, you need to scrape it hard to see if you have won, and often it ends with a big disappointment! Yes, I know, life can be quite choppy, a thought that is emphasized by the cold, wet and grey air, who now whips me hard in the face with the result that I quickly come to myself again. I am bitter, angry and very tired, and hurriedly cross the intersection as if to show the whole world just this - that I am fucking tired! The people around me takes the hint and shadow the path, while I on the other hand, go straight ahead without giving way to anyone nor anything.

I was in a much better mood yesterday afternoon, because then I met two good guys at the gas station at Majorstua. The first one was an older guy in his sixties. He was supposed to have sausage with bacon, and I was going to wash my car, and since he was from Bergen, the rainiest city in the world, and I´m from the up north in Norway, it didn't take long for us to talk. I was standing with a gossip magazine in my hand because I like to read some gossip when washing my car. It takes exactly one car wash to read the whole magazine if I choose Gold or Diamond Wash with Polishing. The older gentleman from Bergen and I first started talking about the stiff petrol prices, but quickly switched to plastic faces as a very young and famous blogger with a ton of makeup on a face with too many operations was depicted on the front of the magazine.

- You know, he said suddenly with a small smile on his mouth, – no men like faces like that. It is dirty and artificial. To destroy themselves in this way, they do only for themselves or each other. At least it's not for us guys, because we don´t care for stuff like that. It's not sexy at all. Women who are confident and have good self-esteem, showing who they are and wearing their age with style - well, that's sexy! But that? The gentleman from Bergen stared at the picture and shook his head bourgeois.

- No, it is absolutely nothing good! The older gentleman bought himself a fat bacon sausage and a pack of cigarettes and wished me a good day as he went out and towards his old Volvo and just like that, he ran out of my life as quick as he entered it. The young guy behind the counter smiled as I put the magazine on the counter desk.

- And a Diamond Wash for my car. I said it in a light and cheerful tone as I thought about what the old man had just said. I initially wanted Gold, because it's only two weeks since I last washed my car, but the Volvo guy made me so happy it had to be Diamond.

- I totally agree, said the cashier suddenly with a big grin on his face. He was about one-and-twenty or something, from inner Hakadal or something. It´s very hard to understand their way of talking. So, I just nodded.

- It's not very neat when they do this to themselves. It´s not showing a better version, it simply shows that they are insecure about themselves, he pointed this out in a soft tone and gave me a note with wash code and receipt. I smiled very pleased back at him and suddenly felt an urge to give him a hundred in tip, because I felt so joyful, but changed my mind. The newly acquired knowledge that men too thought it disgusting with such dolls, made me exceptionally happy. Almost euphoric! As if there is hope for the future and not at least for me! The elder guy from Bergen and the young cashier confirmed what I have always known that healthy antiquity, a certain circulation in the head, a good self-esteem, a little humour, a decent body and not least a natural function works for men too! So, in my opinion - why so many young women choose to destroy themselves for the purpose of looking like mimic plastic dolls, is a complete mystery. Those who belong to this breed are clinically similar and equally boring. There is something called personal style and charisma, but it is rarely cared for in Norway. Really! When I was in my teens, I was both country and rock 'n' roll at the same time, because I was wrong about the styles and mixing the elements. I was a bit satanist too - at least for a week or two, until I was told that Satanists ate children. And then I sewed my own clothes! I bought weird stands and sewed plastic flowers that popped up everywhere, so I looked like a wandering flower bed. I thought it was a little cool. A bit like this:

- Hello to all you boring people! I´m a flower!

Yes, that were the good old days. And I got style! Not certain what kind of style – but at least I had some. By the way, I saw some flower people on Venice Beach this summer. Hippies! Yes, they are still alive, and they made me happy, because I still have a great sense of both the dress style and the message. Love and Peace! As I think about the raw and cold winter still ahead of me, I feel a rush of longing. What an idiot I was, that left sunny California and Dick. I had everything over there. Sunshine everywhere and every day, and I even had my own horse! Namely Black Dahlia.

Fuck, what a big idiot I was!

Or am!

The dirty, “simply too much” doll has just crossed the street right in front of me in the grey, blistering winter rain, and is embraced by a look-a-like on the other side. A happy yammer from both is followed by the effort of squeezing and then a quick review of the outfits they both wear, and I quickly notice that they are quite happy with both their own and each other's attire, so what can I say - life is at least good on that side of the road. Together they stride arm in arm against the metro station, as I look after the two copies. Yes, they copy each other down to the detail level. Everyone has the same tattooed eyebrows, the same make-up and the same restylane filled lips. You simply see the same stiff Botox faces everywhere and not least - yes, here it comes, the same false eyelashes.

Hell yeah - false eyelashes are not nice! It looks directly dirty and very unclean! I know I just said so, but I had to repeat it at least for myself so as not to fall into the temptation of getting someone myself. After all, I might become manic depressive someday. What one might be thinking if that´s the case, is hard to know. But fake lashes? A friend of mine owns a beauty salon at Frogner in Oslo, that´s the upper side of the city, the westside and the best of town, at least so they say, the people that lives there. In my opinion, it´s fucking perfect boring. She has told me a lot about these bimbos with false eyelashes, about the crap and mites that crawl around there. Yes, you read me right. It´s not only accumulates a bunch of dirt in the eyelashes, but also mites live happily around there! I don't know, but in my opinion, this is not very attractive.

And hold your horses, I know I sound pathetically bitter now, and true, I might be just that - not usually, but today possibly, cause this day as I said, is a terrible grey day and I am tired of absolutely everything! I'm tired of life in general. I have reached the point where I feel that I am just flowing aimlessly and meaninglessly around in the grey pollution of Oslo. I just follow the flow and don't even know where to or why. And I am incredibly tired of being alone. The young woman of maybe 26, who just stepped on my foot as she pushed past me in the REMA store across the street, approx a hundred meters from where I stand right now, is twisting her invisible butt over the next traffic light at Majorstua alongside her look-a-like girlfriend. Both have the same jackets that stop just above the invisible butt, revealing the uncovered fact that they don't have a butt at all! They may think they are sexy, but they have no butt. However, I have! I have a superb butt despite I`m not exercising. That's what everyone says. And I believe them, cause why not? I smile and say thanks! I don´t have to go behind my back to find out for myself. My life is miserable right now, but at least I have a butt! #EasytoPlease

Okay, you might want to know why I'm so sad and angry? I'm bitter and angry because my colleague Magne who I had a relationship with before I left for California, stated on Facebook that he is in a new relationship just hours ago. But obviously, that´s not the case with me. Magne is in a relationship with such a bimbo that just hit me on my foot. A bimbo with too much make-up and lips like Donald Duck. She is exactly the type of woman he "somehow" did not like and has talked a lot of shit about earlier. Isn't that ironic? Well, I take comfort in the fact that if he likes such a mindless bimbo, he is not at all a man to me. Yes, Magne has thus joined forces with a stupid bimbo with a stupid job as a nail designer. I, on the other hand, have at least and very unlike her, an important job to go to! I work with wine and wine makes people happy. Yes, I am still the product manager at Invino Import AS and I am proud of it - but this was to be honest, a job I almost lost since I went to LA this summer. My boss Leif was not particularly happy after the big article in the news this summer. You see, VG, the biggest newspaper in Norway had an article about our newest partner from the US, the great winery over there, the beautiful and very sexy owner Dick Settington and not to mention me! My boss Leif loves reviews about the quality of our wines, because it is usually very good, and other good news about our products and our producers. But he dislikes hot romances between his employees and the producers, but then again, I though it to be a secret.

Mr. Settington, by the way, is much more than "just" a winemaker which is exactly why my secret became spread all over the news. I couldn't know that Mikkelsen, my uncle's good old friend who works as a journalist for People over 60 also worked for VG. How could I? I never asked!

Okay, I'll admit it, maybe I drank a glass or two too much with my uncle and Mikkelsen that night in San Diego. It usually takes a little while, and then I usually hear most of what I say myself. But what can I say? When you are in love, when life smiles softly and the sun shines sexy and hot at you and deliciously cooled Sauvignon Blanc is playing around in your mouth, then what? You drink, talk and laugh at everyone’s foolishness including your own, and simply having a good time. It belongs to the genes. Everyone knows that the Norwegians from up north talks a lot, even without alcohol - there is not much else to do in the dark. But I didn't know at that point, that my hot romance with Dick, which we of course talked a lot about; he is very famous over there - would reach all the way across the Atlantic. Or is it the Pacific? Same shit! The fact that our secret relationship was about to be spread to all corners of the world via Mikkelsen was not even close to my mind.

Well, Dick is a very prominent man who dines with the President and such people, while I´m reasonably known as a skilled product manager in the wine industry. Beyond that, there is not much to write home about as far as I'm concerned. But someone thought it differently. My romance with Dick, which I thought was totally impossible to discover in Norway, was spread throughout VG. Now, you can't decide for yourself who to fall in love with, can you? My visit to LA which was supposed to be three weeks together with my uncle - turned into three romantic and very passionate months. I know, such things can quickly lead to some disadvantages, especially when you have a boyfriend, namely Magne and a job to manage, namely my job as product manager at Invino Import AS. But Dick, my dear Dick Settington, simply shook my world. So, I followed my heart and stayed at his wonderful vineyard and had the great pleasure of enjoying both love and good sex, good food and wine, as well as daily horseback rides between grapevines, hills and beautiful sunsets on my fantastic stallion Black Dahlia. I know, it can´t be better nor more romantic, right? But there was one downside to it - when the man you fall in love with doesn't have time for you and you spend more time with his old parents around the dinner table than with him in bed, then it's no longer as romantic as the picture might seem. The timing was probably not the best. This was in the middle of the harvest and all of us who knows a little about wine, know that at that time of year, you do not run in the way of the winemaker - not even when you are horny and simply want a quickie. On the contrary, you shadow the pitch and make yourself invisible. And I did so to the degrees that in the end I went home after writing a small, but sweet goodbye. Well, finally at home I had to beg Leif to let me have my job back, and I got so because I am very skilled at my job, and I simply love wine. I must mention that I've always been Leif's favourite at work, so it all went easy. Magne on the other hand, was not as compassionate about my return and clearly showed this to everyone, and by doing this, everything became a bit uncomfortable since we are colleagues. Magne is new to the company. He started only weeks before I left for California. He is the sales manager, and I am the product manager, and we hardly talk together. We only send each other glances that we cannot interpret. It is a state of emergency. Of course, Leif has commanded us both to grow up, but we don't. Magne simply doesn't want to talk, and that's fine by me. If the product manager has the first and the last word, this is perfectly fine for me.

What is a little less okay is that I notice that I am starting to get restless. I'm both upset and bored, and maybe a bit depressed. It's been months since I came home from California. During this period, I have kept away from men. They haven't interested me at all. I've had more than enough doing a good job to show Leif that I still deserve the first favourite place at work, the one I had before I fucked it up - and I had a great need to be alone and evaluate myself and my life a bit. I needed to find out what I really want out of life. After all, I must admit that staying in California in the amazing surroundings, the lavish house and the beautiful vineyard itself, not to mention all the riding trips with Black Dahlia and the time with Dick, added wonderful flavour to my life. I should have stayed if all this was enough. But I couldn't wait until the harvest was over and went home because I felt lonely. I have the same lonely feeling right now, and it's a bit strange. I could not imagine that I would feel lonelier in Oslo with family and friends, colleagues and my work and everything around me. But I do! And I don´t know why! Nothing is the way it used to be. Not my girlfriends, they're different, or maybe I look at them differently. Not the job and nor my family either. It's as if now that I've lived a little under the Californian sun and had a real boyfriend over there and stuff like that, I feel a little different than the ones around me in Norway. I don't understand them, and they don't understand me. They now seem so small to me, and by that our conversations becomes small, even towards nonsense and stupidity. For example, the conversation I recently had with my sister. I called her the other day, because my family is considering selling our old country house up north. I would like to keep it in the family, but my sister and my two younger brothers don´t. And of course, those who still lives up north have no need keeping it - they practically live in the countryside. Their lives are surrounded by nature and by the ocean. That´s not the case with me that lives in bustling, boring and ugly Oslo. But my sister made it very clear to me that she didn't think this was anything to discuss. She had other important issues to think about, and that was whether she should cut her hair short or half short. I answered briefly short. Very short!

So, I do feel lonely! But this boring fact is something I intend to do something about. If you want to make a change, then make it yourself! I think there is a great chance that I will go abroad again soon, now that I have got a taste for it. Maybe back to Australia, because I've been there before. I worked for a period on a horse ranch in Kalbarri, which is a pretty neat place with horses and weird people like me. I am also very fond of Australian wine and expect I will find opportunities to work at a horse ranch or a vineyard somewhere down there. But I won´t go until the summer is finished in Norway, there is nothing better than a Norwegian summer - so now, while I'm still here in cold, bustling Oslo - I've been thinking of finding a guy to ease my lonely evenings, one to heat up my cold body so that spring and summer might arrive a bit earlier.

Yep! I´m going to create a profile on Match.com!
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And then, suddenly... out of the blue...the Pling with a big letter came and shocked my world!

- Hi, what an exciting profile you have! Imagine, now it wasn't just an idea. I finally created a trial subscription at Match.com, and now I'm really getting started. It was my girlfriend Evy who lured me into it. She was the one who got her tongue on the weight bowl or whatever it is called, who dared me to create a profile after a thinking period of two or three months. She herself has now been a member for almost six months and she thought it was quite nice. I first said that just the thought of dating felt very unattractive for me, so to become a member was simply to no use since I neither was looking for either men, sex or relationships. But Evy thought I should check it out anyway - not at least to bring some excitement into my tired, lonely and monotonous life as she so aptly and accurately described it. And she pointed out, because there were so many weirdoes there, such of what she thought I had the sense for. Then she showed me some of the profiles and she was right, they were extremely weird!

After that session, it took me two months before I dared to do anything about it, and finally, it was the feeling of loneliness that kept luring itself into my small, very colourful but cosy apartment at Carl Berners Plass – yep, that´s the east-side of the city and where the normal people live. The heavy loneliness crawled closer into the increasingly darker and colder evenings, and in the end, it became a big part of my daily life. I was not able to feel free of the bad feeling even in my own safe home. Especially around Christmastime a little while ago, as people obviously have a great need to publish lavish pictures of parties and family gatherings in all it´s perfect bliss – it hit me hard. At that time, I had to shut Facebook for a while. I simply had to shield myself from the intrusive glare images that amplified my own, gloomy darkness. Of course, it was nice to visit my family up north for a few days, just to relax and feel the warmth, joy and love. But the “everyday life” and the reality came quickly and brutally as soon as I went back to Oslo.

Now, it's been almost five months since I got home from California, and exactly three weeks since I hurried from work to make myself a fancy profile on Match.com, first in the name of science. Yep, I tried to fool myself to believe that I was not into that shit for real. But basically, I knew it was self-deception and right now I know for certain that I have for the first time in my life, a sincere dream of experiencing great love! This is a dream I probably share with the rest of the world. So why is it so damn difficult to find one to love? They say there is a lot of Mr or Missis Right out there – so where the Hell are they?

I wanted to find out. Now I've been a member for three weeks which feels like three months. You see, time´s surely moving fast when on Match.com and when you chat with strangers every night. I must admit that I have become a little addicted to the excitement, the teasing and the weird dialogues. It´s a world outside the world, where love is the key to everything.

I look at my watch - it shows 20:47. It´s usually at this time that the activities are speeding up to something more exciting than Tom Cruise and his Mission Impossible movies, and for that reason I have had my MacBook on my lap for the past three weeks while watching TV as I do right now. I must read the sentence in front of me once again.

- Hi, what an exciting profile you have! Oh, heaven and earth, this is so incredibly exciting. A new guy has answered me and not just anyone, but a very sweet one. He calls himself Oslo64. The beautiful face in the picture smiles at me and I can't help but smile softly back as if it is for real, that he can see me smiling back at him. He is so damn beautiful. It's as if I've seen him before. He looks tall even though I can only see his head. Light skin with classic clean features, kind blue eyes and busty hair. I love busty hair! And he got something resembling to dimples on either side of the soft mouth. Oh, he´s a real boy, a nice, sweet and a good boy, I think to myself, knowing you cannot know such from a picture. Well, right now I think I can. He looks faithful, honest and almost a little shy, and then it looks like he has a great sense of humour. There is a little glimpse of something in his eyes.

My gaze attaches back to the familiar dimples underneath the purring beard. I must answer something smart, exciting and clever for once. But when thinking about what to say next, it suddenly strikes me that he said I had an "exciting profile” which is a bit strange. The alarm bells rings both immediately and quite loudly, because that´s not true - it´s the opposite! I have a clean, solid and rather boring profile. Yep, my profile is of a woman who is my opposite. She has a solid E-cup and a beautiful, healthy long raven black hair which she always wears in a dull knot in the neck. She´s very clever, and works with finances and business, and earns 7.2 million a year, and that´s without a bonus! Of course, she always gets a bonus somehow or the other. And she lives in a detached house with a swimming pool on the best side of the city and this of course, all by herself, but of course with a not very man-friendly Dobermann at her side. Yep, she has a watchdog! We don´t want any weirdoes at her house if they´re not invited! She's just like me, but at the same time very unlike me. She is not exciting at all. On the contrary, she is quite boring and careful - and rich! In fact, she´s loaded with money. Did I mention the E-cup? Of course, I have not entered this magic world with the “real” me. I simply had to have a look at first to see how this works. I´m not real - these three weeks up to this point, I have been chatting with many weird and witty guys. But this guy, this Oslo64, I simply must give a properly answer - not just the same stupid answer as I have given the other fools and idiots. Yes, I have created two Match categories: The Fools and The Idiots. I have been hoping to find more categories in here, but until now with no luck. I hope Oslo64 can be just that, a new type of guy. A new category, mainly Oslo64.

- Hi there. So happy you sent me an email. I'm here just trying figure this Match thing out. Have recently arranged a monthly subscription. You see, I'm not here for real. I haven't exactly dated anyone yet! I just talk to people, chat about soccer and such things. It's rather a little boring. But you seem exciting to me. So, thanks again for your kind email. I feel that the 275.- I have spent on the monthly subscription so far, is well worth the investment. So now I´m very happy!

Send!

Yes, most genuinely rich people are usually very stingy when it comes to love and money. The love searching female I am now, is obviously one of them.

Oh, my Lord! Now I ´m out there for real – I have given somebody a properly answer! The game has begun! Suddenly I´m at Match.com for the purpose of love. I am emailing him not just for chatting, but for love. It all seems a little serious right now, this guy feels highly relevant and close to me. Now I'm actually "out there" online, like all the other desperadoes out there or in here in this weird and unreal dating world. And my purpose is not chatting, but to meet someone. Namely Oslo64. While waiting for him to answer, I wonder what this life´s about. I know people are dating several times a week, meeting up with strangers and having blind dates here and there! New alien people every day, every week. I think this might be good for some people, somehow certainly nice and quite exciting. But I also know that most of these types of encounters usually ends up in one or two meetings, maybe sex once or twice and that´s it. This must eventually become quite exhausting, empty and boring, or what?

Well, after three weeks I'm suddenly “all in” myself and now with the right intentions. I might as well expand my search to see if there are any other interesting men around, and if so, I will take some initiative and contact them directly and not just wait for them to contact me to... well, just chat. It is incomprehensible how many guys that just stroll around the porridge, who´s just killing time with chatting and never gets to the point. Maybe these guys sit by themselves next to their wife in their living room, or in their own chair and with their own mobile in hand – and the couple by this live their own lives on each exciting dating site, and by this they forget their own love affair.   Who cares anyway! I'm about to start my own love affair on Match.com and that´s a fact, but first a glass of red wine! I run in both excitement and eagerness into the kitchen and fill a large glass to the brim with a little Grifo Rosso from Tuscany. Not really my type of wine, but I got it for free, and then it's just as good to drink it. A glass of red wine every night is in my opinion quite necessary for a long and healthy life. Yes, a glass of wine in the evening is my secret of youth. It gives me that small dose of vitamins and antioxidants that I need. I would have had a scurvy without it - I'm pretty sure of that. And then wine usually taste something good, just not this one. It tastes a little... what?

Well, right now I do not care. I balance the glass in my hands so as not to squirm over as I quickly returns to the sofa where my MacBook waits like a god and faithful friend, almost like an old dog. It never gives up on me. Carefully, I put the MacBook on my lap, as if the content is very valuable, which in fact it is. Maybe my future husband is praying inside there. Then I take a good sip of the bad tasting wine, and then I start my search. First, I sweep over Oslo and Akershus and all over men between 37 and 50 years. I prefer upwards, since I do not care for younger men. I imagine that anyone younger than me also are quite lower than me. A big mistake I made when I was 7 years old and didn't realize that those guys lower than me could be older and maybe already went to school, maybe even second class. The thought was just totally illogical. But I`m not alone. My best friend Tone is born one day after me, namely the 22nd. But since she had a "bigger" figure than me, she for quite many years told everyone she was the eldest. This went on until she was about to turn 13, at that time a light come to her and told her a fact or two. For me however, and that´s not making me proud, such discoveries usually takes a little longer. But to search for men younger than me? No, not at all – I want them older and wiser. I want a mature and ready to be married man. I want them to be everything I´m not. Maybe when I turn fifty in a very long time, I might consider a younger guy, because then I probably have become a little more mature and ready to be married myself and know what benefits I can expect with someone who lasts a little longer than me in bed. Just saying!

Right there by the way, is a guy who looks quite handsome. His name is Inut64. I click at his profile and look a bit puzzled at the huge gallery of pictures. Oh Lord. Either he wants to become a model or he´s simply very serious about this and want´s to show off all his sides. It is also possible that he is slightly mad because it´s reasonably abnormal taking all these selfies, and even less normal to publish it. Well, narcissist is a word floating around in my head right now, but I choose not to take that into account. Inut64 is from Trondheim further up north, but lives in Oslo and have no children. He looks very pretty and quite masculine on one of the pictures, wearing a weird type of folk costume, holding a very big mug of beer in his hand. I like men in costumes, so I decide to send him a message. Let's see, I need to think of something clever and interesting to write. Something a little restrained, but at the same time a little forward going, something that arouses interest.

- Hello there, Mr. Right! Is there any momentum in your trumpet?

Send.

A new big sip of the now drinkable wine gets the courage in me to flourish willingly, and with a big smile on my face I move on to the next one. Yep, this is exactly where the trumpet will be accelerated! After ten minutes, I have sent the same trumpet message to nine other guys, number ten is on his way as my machine alerts me with a small beep. It is a new incoming message, and it is from Oslo64.

- That was quite flattering, and I hope I'm worth your investment here at Match.com. So, what are you doing here and what do you want? Ask Oslo64.

At first, I am very happy for an answer, but then a little thoughtful. What I want? Is this a trick question? He wants to know what I am doing in here. Isn't it obvious what they want – all the people in here, except me? Now I must answer with cunning and at ease. I don´t want him to believe that I am completely blown away, that my profile is not me and that FlowerGirl73 is just a cover name – and that I do not know what I am doing! If I had made a real profile, I would have called myself RealWoman73 or something that describes me better.

- I'm probably looking for the same as the other ones in here. What were you thinking then? Are you looking for something or someone special?

Send.

Just like that, not giving an answer at all, throwing it all back. Now the guy Oslo64 simply got the football in return, and I can sit back on the couch and finish trumpet message number ten. Then I zap through four TV channels before a new message approaches. Oslo64 is quite a quick and active guy. And handsome!

- I am looking for someone to share my life with. Someone I can feel comfortable with. By the way, have you noticed the pinecones this year? He asks. Really? I think. Pinecones? What the hell is he talking about? Is this a code? A secret Match code? Is this a kind of forest fetish code for some perverted people in here? Is he a sick pervert or is he mentally disturbed. Pinecones?

I haven't seen a single pinecone, I guess, since I was seven years old. I have a life and job to go to - and I do so every day! I´m not in the wood counting cones. Really, what kind of people does things like that? Who the hell would notice pinecones at all by the way, even in a forest? It´s sick, or romantic. I haven´t made up my mind yet. I´m having another sip of the now quite nice and drinkable wine and think about it twice, while looking at his picture. Oh, what a beautiful and nice guy. It´s best to respond with ease. I would not like to see him disappear in the forest without me. In my mind right now, it could be that he is an uber-romantic guy who can't hide the fact that he´s exactly the uber-romantic kind that like woods, ants and insects and such things. And the thing is, that the very moment my mind is focusing on crawling ants all over my body, I hope that this is exactly what he is - a hopeless and beautiful romantic, nerdy guy that don´t mind mosquito bites and stuff like that but is straight to the point with his romantic dreams because he´s simply an honest soul. A little romance is exactly what my life needs right now after all the unromantic I have been through the last five months. I must answer him.

- Yes, of course I've noticed the pinecones this year. Who hasn´t? They are big and many... Maybe it is royal year for cones this year, or what they say?

Send.

The year of the pinecones!

Well, there are dandelions year, apple year, mosquito year and Movember, so I rest assured that I'm probably not too far out in the countryside with that answer or gone fishing. But you never know with people you do not know, and by the way - in the forest you can only see trees. Suddenly there is a new incoming message and thank God for that.

- The pinecones are beautiful. And have you heard the birds? It is the most beautiful melody you can imagine, at least the most beautiful I can imagine, especially if I can share it with someone I love, writes Oslo64 again.

Oh, my dear something! He really is a romantic. A BIG one! Huge! A bit too much maybe, but still a sweet and pretty romantic guy - just the one that suits me fine. And he loves birds! Gosh, I didn't know they even existed. Match.com is brilliant! My dear beloved bird man is so damn beautiful in that picture. It's as if I already know everything about him. Now I must increase my efforts so that he does not lose interest in me, but rather falls deeply in love. After all, I earn 7.2 million without a bonus and have the E-cup! That should be quite helpful.

- Yes, it is very beautiful to listen to singing birds. And it's amazing that you liked it, too, because I love sleeping out in the open air, listening to the birds all night...

Send.

I cannot understand why I am writing this, and even less that I am sending it, because I have never slept out in the open my entire life after age 12. Not sober anyway. And I'm not going to do so later either - be it sober or drunk. But right now, I need to get him hooked, so that I do not lose him before we have meet at all. Pling. Or ping. I'm a little unsure if that sound is with or without a l.

- What else do you love? It is Oslo64 again, who answers with a counter-question to my little white lie. He´s short this time, but the question is difficult enough. What else do I love? Maybe I need to respond with a little white lie. I don´t want to give him too much information about myself, nor continue to pretend to be another. I don´t want to build a different identity more than I have already done by now. I have suddenly become a person who in addition to my big breasts, likes both pinecones and birds, and sleeps out in the open. That is enough! I don't want to lie or talk about myself anymore - I just want a meeting. A date! This is probably the worst nut so far, so here I must tread carefully.

- I love most things that get me in a good mood. And you?

Send.

- The same, he writes, - what turns you on?

What in heaven is this all about? What the fuck happened to the cones and the birdsong? Isn't he speeding a bit too fast now? I need to think, so I´m taking a walkabout to the kitchen and pour a new, big dose into the glass. I´m offering myself at least two glasses tonight, after all, I make 7.2 million a year and can afford some wine even though it's for free. After a big sip of the now quite good wine, I decide to be a little daring for once! Be a little raw, somehow!

- You're probably right on the point. And so am I. I like beautiful big hands, great sense of humour and some twinkle in the eye, and of course I prefer a well-treated body. But first and foremost, I turn on the one inside of the body...

Send.

Yep, just like that! Now he realizes that I am not an overly shy woman who is easily flammable. Because I´m not, just sometimes once a month. No, maybe twice. Once by ovulation and once around the full moon when I feel the urge to go out and growl with a full throat. The full moon thing is something that has happened in my cycle lately. It wasn't like that before when I was younger. Now, I can get restless and horny the days around the full moon.

Pling with a l.

It´s a new message from Oslo64.

- So, the thought of a dick inside your body turns you on? Want one now? Mine is fine and long and won't disappoint you. Where do you live?

Hell, what is this nonsense? Is he a sex maniac? The guy, who seemed to be so cute and kind, and liked both pinecones and birds... is a nasty freak! I´m totally freaked out and feel that I´m falling deeply to a place I do not know where is, even though I´m sitting quite laid back on my couch. I don't know what to do next, but then I suddenly start laughing. In other words, Oslo64 – or the Pinecone man, which is a better description, has a long dick hanging there between his legs. Well, good for him! I probably should take him at his word at his description but should probably add a reasonably “empty” head. I simply must answer. Oslo64 can be a fun guy to at least chat with when I'm bored. By now, I can admit that my previous answer was somewhat clumsily and easy to misunderstand, but then I have never claimed to be good at writing.
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