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“Finally!”

With a dramatic sigh, I drop my bag onto the polished wooden floor. The workday is over, and I’m ready to sink into my perfectly timed evening routine: sofa, book, cat, silence—pure bliss.

Thor, my feline companion, lounges luxuriously in his basket, a tiny, furry god of mischief surveying his domain.

A smile creeps across my face. Yes. I’m Freja, goddess of love and chaos, and he... Well, he’s the thunder god. A match made in mythology that I couldn't resist.

Not that I really am the goddess of love, but you know...

With a soft meow, Thor seems to agree—or maybe he’s just expressing his hunger.

With his tail held high, he playfully dances around my legs like a small storm as I open the fridge.

“Hungry?”

I scoop his food into a bowl and set it down. He devours it with fervor, as if indulging in a feast of ambrosia prepared just for him.

Next is shower time.

I strip off my work clothes, acutely aware that my muscles feel like they’ve been wrangling with an entire army all day. The hot water hits my skin like a soothing balm, and I groan in pure relief.

My long hair, as fiery red as the sunset, cascades down my back, droplets glistening like rubies as I wash and condition it—all while trying to ignore the thumping bass of the neighbor's music reverberating through the walls.

Wrapped snugly in a fluffy towel, I step into my bedroom, scanning for the perfect pajamas. Soft cotton and warm socks—the kind that wrap around my feet like a tender embrace, making me feel like royalty in my own little empire.

Thor hops gracefully onto the bed, circling once, then twice, before flopping down beside me like a small, furry emperor bestowing his blessing.

I pour myself a steaming mug of tea, add a spoonful of sugar, and stir, inhaling the comforting aroma that wafts up in swirling tendrils, coaxing a sigh of contentment from my lips.

With a cozy blanket draped over my shoulders and tea in hand, I curl up on the sofa with my mystery novel, feeling my tense muscles begin to unwind.

Then... Thump. Thump. The music resumes, loud and intrusive. On a Thursday!

I groan and don my headphones, desperately trying to drown it out, but the relentless bass seems to have a mind of its own.

My stomach growls in protest, prompting me to remove the headphones.

Silence—sweet relief.

It’s time to channel my culinary skills into making an omelet.

After what feels like an eternity of blissful preparation, I settle back on the sofa, the TV softly flickering in the background, my plate cleared, and my mind finally at ease—until the pounding resumes, jolting me back to reality.

My muscles tense, and I blink my eyes open.

Whoever moved in across the hall clearly has no concept of civilized noise levels—or basic human decency.

I cast a glance toward the door. Tomorrow, I might just muster the courage to introduce myself, perhaps with a helmet or a megaphone.

“For now,” I whisper to myself, “Patience, Freja. Patience.”

I take a sip of my tea, letting the warmth flow through me as I survey my apartment. Neat and cozy, it's genuinely my sanctuary.

The soft light glints off my freckles, and Thor gives me a slow, judgmental blink, as if he’s the true ruler of this realm.

“Yes, Thor, I know. You’re the undisputed monarch of this apartment,” I murmur, chuckling softly.

But the music rises again, faint at first, then blasting through the walls. Is it classical or pop? It’s hard to tell, but my neighbor clearly believes that volume is essential to life.

Whoever they are might as well be... primitive. Perhaps even a caveman.

I pull the blanket tighter around me. Thor hops up next to me, kneading my side gently, as if trying to massage my sanity into submission.

My book awaits, but I can’t help stealing glances at the door, curiosity and wariness mingling within me.

Admittedly, I’m a little intrigued. Something tells me this new neighbor just might turn my carefully ordered world upside down—or at the very least, give me a compelling reason to invest in earplugs... and possibly a helmet.
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Friday

“Wow, look at you, Freja,” Lena says, peering over her coffee mug as I rush into the office.

“I haven’t slept a wink!” I snap, and she almost recoils in her chair.

“Okay... that’s not good.”

“No, it’s worse. I have a new neighbor—an idiot who plays music all night long. How can anyone even do that?” I drop into my chair and boot up my computer.

“It’s... not exactly unusual,” Lena replies cautiously.

I glare at her as if she just suggested I eat sand. “In my building, it is!” I huff.

She tries to hide a smile. “But sweetie...” she begins.

I cut her off with my sharpest glance. She falls silent, clears her throat, and focuses on her screen like a good employee.

I hang up my coat and head to the kitchen for tea.

“Good morning, Freja,” Teo says, looking at me as if I might explode at any second.

“Good morning,” I mutter, exhausted.

“Rough night?” he asks.

“Yes. I hardly slept at all,” I sigh.

Teo hums knowingly and fiddles with the coffee machine, patting my shoulder.

I step back.

Personal space, Teo—ever heard of it?

“Maybe you should get out more,” he suggests.

I glare at him. “No, thanks. My sofa and Thor have everything under control.”

“Thor?” Lena raises an eyebrow.

“Yes, my cat. I named him after my namesake, Freja. Gods and all that.”

Teo almost spills his coffee. I smirk.

“No, really. It makes perfect sense.”

Kenny, my boss and uncle, walks by. “You look like hell, sweetheart,” he says, grinning.

I return a crooked smile.

Perfect hairline, perfect timing, as always. “Thanks, you look good too,” I say, and he disappears.

Lena nudges me. “Ready for action?”

I nod. Bring it on...

***

By four in the afternoon, my work is piling up. Reports are due, deadlines are looming, and my brain feels like oatmeal.

Lena recommends I bring my laptop home—sounds good! But first, I need to treat myself to something sweet.

With a pastry in hand, I drive home, hoping the universe will spare me, noisy neighbors, tonight.

The elevator dings at twelve, and I glare bitterly at the door across the hall. Quiet.

Thank goodness.

With my home office set up, laptop plugged in, and pastry in hand, I begin the final push. Twenty minutes later... thump. Thump. Music.

My eyes twitch. “What the hell is the problem?” I hiss at the screen.

Thor jumps onto my lap, tail flicking, clearly showing his agreement.

“That’s it. Enough!” I shout, marching into the hallway like a furious cartoon character, shoving my feet into my shoes while my hands tremble—not with fear, but with dramatically over-the-top righteous anger.

I ring the doorbell. Nothing. I knock. Still nothing. A soft kick—because patience is clearly optional today. Finally, the lock clicks open. There he is—tattoos spread across his chest, leaning casually against the doorframe with a smirk that definitely doesn't help my mood.

My mind freezes, like it’s buffering at the worst possible moment.

“What can I do for you, redhead?” he asks, calm and charming, completely upending my carefully maintained sense of order.

I stare. My neatly planned evening, my perfectly controlled life... gone.
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“What can I do for you, redhead?”

Did he just call me redhead???

The anger inside me boils over, and I feel like smoke is coming out of my ears.

“You... you.” I press my index finger against his perfectly muscular chest, and he grabs it.

“Yes. Elias,” he says, shaking my finger as if introducing himself, and I momentarily lose my focus.

“What?”

“Elias. That's my name... and you are?”

His big, broad smile disarms me, and I find myself staring at him. He’s incredibly handsome!

“Freja... But...”

“Oh... like the goddess,” he replies, examining me.

“So, which suits you best? Love, sexuality, magic, war, or death?” he asks, smiling.

“Eh... what?” I have no idea what he's talking about, so I just keep staring at him, almost forgetting why I came here in the first place. I don't think I've ever seen such a hot man. Never.

He's tall, probably over six feet. His eyes are chocolate brown, and his long brown hair is tied back in a ponytail. He has a nearly full beard and some body hair.

Jeez! Get it together, Freja!

“Hey, have you ever heard of something called consideration?” I exclaim, feeling my anger surge again.

“Consideration?”

“Yes, and rules. We live in an apartment building, and there are rules here. You can't just move in and play your music as if you own the place. You...”

“Maybe you shouldn't live in an apartment if you don't like noise, miss,” he interrupts with a smile, leaving me speechless.

“What?”

“Yes, if you live in an apartment, you have to accept a little noise.”

“There are rules!” I exclaim.

“Yes, there are rules. But it's only half past five, sweetheart,” he says, grinning broadly.

“Sweetheart?” I suck in a sharp breath, dismayed, not knowing where to go from here. “I'm trying to work! So turn down your damn music!” I shout, and he laughs.

“File a complaint with the landlord,” he replies nonchalantly before shutting the door in my face.

“You fucking... bastard!” I shout, kicking his door. I then storm back to my apartment, muttering curses under my breath.

“File a complaint...” I mimic him in a sarcastic tone as Thor looks at me from his seat in the armchair.

“What a jerk. He'll get what he deserves," I think to myself as I open my email to write a message to the landlord. I feel a satisfied smile as I send the email and then try to refocus on work. However, within fifteen minutes, the music resumes, and I let out an irritated sigh.

As the hours pass, I struggle to concentrate on my work, but my neighbor's noise pushes me to the limit. I hear voices and footsteps in the stairwell, and my frustration increases even more.

This used to be a quiet apartment building, but now he's come in and ruined everything with his blasted music.

As midnight approaches, I've finally reached my limit. I put on my shoes and head to his place. I knock on the door, crossing my arms over my chest. It's past ten o'clock, and he has nothing to say for himself.

The door swings open, and another guy stands in front of me.

“Oh. Hey. Welcome.” He disappears into the apartment, and I watch him, bewildered.

There's a party going on in there, and the entire place is filled with people.

“Good God!”

Should I go in and find Elias to give him a piece of my mind, or should I just go home?

“Redhead, come in.”

A hand grips my wrist, pulling me into the apartment. I look up to meet Elias's gaze, and he smiles down at me.

I glare at him sourly, and he laughs merrily.

“Come in, have a drink. Relax.” He pulls me into the living room, and a glass is pressed into my hand. There are people all around me, and the music is deafening.

I stand there, staring in horror at all the people—people who are incredibly different from me.

I feel terribly uncomfortable because they really don't fit into my current social circle. I prefer cool, elegant people, not... well, not like them.

“Come on,” Elias says, placing an arm around my back and pulling me out onto the balcony. He lights a cigarette, and I cough when he accidentally blows smoke in my face.

“So, did you file a complaint?” he asks, amusement evident in his voice, and I glare at him.

“Yes. And I hope you get evicted,” I reply angrily, but he just laughs.

“You're too cute, and so angry,” he whispers, taking a drag from his cigarette. “I like you,” he continues, and I stare at him in disbelief.

“No, you don't. And you...”

“Yes, I do,” he interrupts, pulling me closer. “You're so incredibly small and hot,” he whispers, leaning down towards me.

I don't have time to react before he captures my lips in a passionate kiss—a kiss that makes my heart pound and my knees buckle.

I grab hold of him to keep from falling as I meet the kiss with surprise. But once I realize what's happening, I pull away.

“You bastard,” I gasp indignantly.

He smiles. “You enjoyed it as much as I did, and you want to do it again.”

“You arrogant asshole!”

He laughs, then pulls me close once more and kisses me passionately on the lips. I quickly pull away and slap him across the face. He gently touches his now sore cheek and grins crookedly.

“Don't ever touch me again!” I nearly shout, but he only grins and shakes his head, amusedly.

He drapes his arm around my waist, meets my gaze, and says, “You're going to end up begging me to touch you, pleading for me to take you until you scream, and you'll love it just as much as I do. Until then...”

He kisses me hard one more time, lets go of me, and steps back. “You know where the door is if you want to leave,” he says with a smile before walking away from the balcony.

I grip the railing, trying to collect myself. My heart is pounding in my chest, and his words echo in my mind—the words that almost made me lose control right then and there.
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I clutch the balcony railing like my life depends on it, and hurry back into the apartment, dodging a few drunk partygoers on the way.

“Aren’t you staying longer?” Elias leans against his doorframe, and my cheeks immediately turn pink.

“Why should I?” I exclaim, trying to sound indignant.

“Because you want to,” he replies, stepping closer.

“No! I want you to turn down the music and send these... these riffraff home,” I snap, waving vaguely toward the hallway.

He laughs, clearly amused. “Riffraff?”

I glare at him because the word is perfect. “Yes! Just... turn it down,” I growl before retreating to my apartment.

After slamming the door, I lean against it, trying to regain some dignity.

Good heavens, what a barbarian.

And yet, my heart won’t stop thumping. He made me feel something I haven’t felt in years, and for reasons I refuse to admit, I actually liked it.

I flop onto the sofa next to Thor, who gives me a long, judging look.

Yes, I know. I just kissed chaos. Again.

The party noise continues next door, echoing through the walls like a persistent drum. I turn on the TV, attempt to relax with a movie, but by the time it’s over, I decide a shower might help save my sanity.

Half-dressed in a towel and fresh from the shower, there’s a knock at the door. My heart skips a beat.

Oh no. Not him!

I peek through the peephole and see Elias, leaning casually, amused at my... modesty. I unlock the door a crack.
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