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	Hey!

	 

	My name is Roy Panen, and I was born at the hospital in Borås on April 25, 1966. Then I grew up in the idyllic, beautiful wooden town of Alingsås, in western Sweden.

	In my adult life, I have also lived for several years in Skövde, Borås, and Vänersborg.

	I trained as a teacher in Swedish and Swedish as a second language, and before that, I was a nanny. But I started the whole journey with building carpenters, and then furniture carpenters. But really, it all started with the fact that I wanted to create and build, become a writer, and where I can see myself now.

	Sometimes a lot happens in life, and it is about trying to keep up and make the best of everything.

	When it comes to leisure, I like to roam in nature, and I want to take care of all our animals, wild and tame. I enjoy carpentry and working in the garden, planting, decorating, and doing nice.

	In my childhood, I spent a lot of time on horses and the stable. And at home, I had several pets: a cat, rabbit, guinea pig, and hamster. As a sixteen-year-old also a labrador, and in adulthood, two small, fine buds.

	At the age of 22, I started writing a diary, which later went on to this novel: Want to Be with You. I got stuck and chose to put the work on the book on the shelf. But now, 22 years later, I have picked it up and dusted it, processed and redone it. It is my debut novel and becomes a story in several books. I publish them at my newly started, small publishing house: Roy Panen Book Publishing.

	 


History

	 

	This is the story of three young individuals. In different ways, three lovers: Daniel, Kim, and Camilla, with three different choices of life, adventure, and destiny.

	Love ignites a spark of hope, will, courage, comfort, which flames up in joy, curiosity, dreams, longing. A love whose low nothing can extinguish lives immortally on the path of the unknown.

	They are as if they have flown here from a beautiful fairy tale.

	One is heterosexual, and innocently spotless.

	Another is bisexual, and long-ago victims of brutality and distortion, but who carries the strength to refuse to give up.

	And a third is gay, who literally gropes in the dark and searches for the answer to WHY?

	He carries wounds from the injustice and fate of the evil jaws, which hardly anyone touches, which not only takes the light but also the lust for life.

	These three individuals have completely different conditions, where fate wants something completely different. But where love shows its infinite generosity and strength, to dare to defy and go against the current.

	And once again, it overcomes everything.
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	Blurb

	 

	After two suicide attempts, Daniel comes to better thoughts and realizes that he must accept that he is blind and gay, and dare to hope to meet the man in his life soon.

	He meets Kim, who is fully occupied with hiding his bisexual attitude and wrapping it in countless lies, so as not to risk Camilla leaving him.

	Beautiful and wonderful Camilla, in which he is so in love, who also became his coat of arms, but who only manages to fill one half of his heart, while the other is involuntarily drawn to men.

	But on a sunny summer day, the world’s nicest and sexiest young men will be standing in Kim’s way. And now, there is no longer anything that can stop him. He just needs to get to know this god-sent little angel – Daniel. But only sneakily.

	 

	(For more information and sample reading, see: www.panen.se)

	 


Part 1 Lost, Young Men

	 


UNHAPPY

	 

	1 Darkness

	Daniel, at home

	 

	Daniel is preparing for his second suicide attempt in a short period of time. It’s Saturday night, a week after midsummer, and he’s home himself. Mom is and works at the hospital.

	From the chest of drawers in the hall, he pulls a five-meter-long extension cord. He steps out of the apartment, locks the door, and heads up to the attic to hang.

	The problem is that he feels so unhappy. It feels impossible to unite being both blind and gay. He no longer endures life and the difficulties it entails. He simply decided to submit and end everything – his tormentors.

	 

	Already three months ago, he tries to take his life by eating a lot of tablets, and then falling asleep in a Sleeping Beauty Sleep. Even then, it happens in the wind, and he can no longer cope with life.

	He carries this feeling, plus many more, with him every day. They chatter and irritate, tear and beat, erode, and drain him of his inner power and joy. It gives a great taste of loss, disappointment, injustice, discouragement, bitterness, anger ... Makes him want to throw away all the difficult feelings in an outburst of rage – against something, anyone.

	But he finds nowhere to direct this awkward feeling, to get rid of it. And there is no way to get through the mental pains, other than by physically training his body with stamina and strength training.

	He sometimes exercises so hard that it hurts his entire body, several days ahead. He then has this pain to deal with instead of the one in his head, which feels like it relieves something. Sometimes he has dragged, jerked, and tore into the training gear so that they almost broke.

	No matter how much people say they understand how he is, they still cannot understand what it is like to live with it – to be blind. But then liking guys makes the journey feel even worse and difficult to handle.

	And the thoughts of why he should hit a headache every day ...

	All the hopelessness begins three years ago, when he loses sight, a little after he turns fifteen. How can he now look for guys in class, in school, out in the city – everywhere! Since then, he is literally in a constant darkness.

	The loss of vision becomes the worst nightmare scenario. He suffers from retinal detachment. Vision deteriorates more for each day, and after a little more than a week, there is no vision left.

	Since then, he can only slightly distinguish between light and dark. He can see that it is lit in a room, but not see the lamp itself. It may as well be in the day, that he is standing in the room in front of the window, and that it is the sunshine shining in.

	He has been battling headwinds since the day he lost sight. But he doesn’t come in any way or way for how to meet his gay side and meet a like-minded guy.

	And it all results in a lock where he decides to give up and just take the easier route.

	 

	 

	2 Lots of Tablets

	Daniel, attic, hospital

	 

	Three months ago, during the last suicide attempt, he is in their storage room up in the attic. In addition to his white cane, which helps him see the way in front of where he goes, he has a bottle of water and several boxes of pharmaceutical tablets.

	On the floor of the storage room are a couple of plastic bags with old clothes.

	He drops down, sitting on one sack, and uses the other as a backrest. Pours in a larger number of the sleeping pills and waits for the fatigue to come. As it creeps up, he also swallows a greater number of the antidepressant and sedative tablets.

	The body feels heavier for every second that passes, not least the head, which soon becomes heavy like a big stone.

	With a nice well-being of intoxication, he drops deeper into the sacks.

	Ten minutes later, he falls asleep peacefully. The breathing is calm but heavy.

	After a while, a neighbor, an elderly retired lady, comes up with a case in the attic. When she sees an open storeroom door and a white cane leaning against the wall outside, she realizes that she is not alone.

	She cries and greets, but gets no answer. It’s silent.

	“Well, somebody forgot to lock ...,” she mutters to herself.

	She goes to the open door and pushes it again. She then goes into her storage room and fetches a small box of clay pots, which she will plant outside on the balcony.

	When she has locked the storage door and is about to extinguish the lamp, she is confused and mutters again:

	“I didn’t light a lamp before? No, it’s been bright all the time. Or have I become so forgetful?”

	She turns off the lamp and moves away. But she can’t walk many steps until she turns around and goes back to the storeroom where Daniel is.

	His heart rate is very low, and breathing is about to stop. In just a short time, he has left this earthly life.

	 

	He walks quietly along a gleaming street and is almost at the Pearl Gate. It glitters and lights up beautifully, like from an adorable crystal chandelier. The light is very vibrant and comfortable. It gives a great and strong peace of mind – like a divine drug. Makes him want to sing and laugh with joy. The light shines and shifts in different colors and is irregularly thrown in different directions – like a prism.

	It starts to snow confetti-like flakes, and the ground is covered with glitter. Never before has he been involved in such a beautiful thing. It’s like a big party atmosphere.

	He follows the rays of light and walks towards the gate.

	At the door, he knocks and yells gently and asks to come in.

	 

	The lady looks once again at the open storage door. She peeks in, and the sight of this lifeless young man makes her frightened.

	When she calls out to him, but gets no answer, she puts down the box of pots on the floor and walks in to him.

	She shouts again, but gets no reaction now either.

	Makes an attempt to pat him on the cheek instead, then shake him and try to make contact. But he is not contactable, almost lifeless.

	And a few seconds later, when she finds that he is still alive, she rushes off to call for help. To help this young man, she feels, is not something she can do on her own.

	At home again, she calls for an ambulance. Then she goes and fetches a neighbor, Eivor, a woman in her forties who is a trained nurse. They hurry back up to Daniel.

	Eivor gives him first-aid care and tries to keep his heart and breathing going.

	But she loses him. His pulse and breathing cease.

	She makes another attempt with heart and lung rescue and succeeds in bringing him back to life.

	Sees the boxes with the tablets, which he stuffed into himself. Thinks his situation is very critical and will get worse every minute that goes by. He needs to get to the hospital quickly and get medical attention.

	Shortly after that, Daniel is picked up by an ambulance.

	 

	At the hospital, a major medical team fights against the clock and tries to save him. He is stomach-pumped and receives emergency care. Every second they can win is important, to quickly get control of the situation and stabilize his condition.

	He is basically dead for a short while, when the heart stops beating and a monotonous beep comes from the ECG meter. His previously somewhat tired ECG curve has also taken off in a long, powerless streak.

	And here, his path ended.

	But after three attempts at a heart massage, from a heart starter, the doctors manage to bring him to life, and the curve moves again. It starts to play playfully up and down as if it follows the notes of a melody Daniel has in his head.

	Now he lives again, but is still unconscious.

	God doesn’t seem to want to let him in this time either, but gives him another mission. What could it be?

	 

	He has come a long way, wavering on his way to something so fabulously beautiful, which is more than just a dream. On his way to the Kingdom of Heaven, in front of the Pearl Gate and in his haze of all wonderful drunkenness, he hears several voices. One of them feels familiar – very familiar.

	It’s mom.

	 

	 

	3 Yet Another Rescue

	 

	The doctors manage to bring him back to life again and are now trying to stabilize him. And his journey continues on the path of life again.

	When he turns up, he gets to talk to mom and a psychiatrist. The psychiatrist explains that he was very close to succeeding with his stupidity. But now, he needs professional help to fix his problems. And Mom is totally devastated and sad about Daniel’s condition, how he is doing.

	And millions of questions shoot over her: How can this happen? Those who have recently moved from Falköping, from a sad and gray life – to giving life a new chance here in Skövde? He himself says that here is all of what they need. But why ... why is he doing this? What’s wrong? What is missing? What did she miss? What more is the crisis that he is going to carry, which he does not tell?

	Britt goes up in the glue, becomes almost hysterical. Imagine if the doctors couldn’t save him, and unless the old lady found him in the storage, and the nurse who managed to keep him alive. Imagine if he had just moved on, and she herself then had to try to limp herself alone, on her own.

	A psychologist also comes and asks questions to both mom and Daniel. The psychologist specializes in suicidal and self-harm behavior. He wants to find out how he is doing, how he feels, and what weighs him down.

	But Daniel does not want to talk about why he is feeling bad, neither with his mother nor with the psychologist. At most, he answers only briefly in the affirmative or denies their questions. He doesn’t want to worry them more than they already are.

	It does not matter what he says to his defense or to explain what has happened. They will not understand him anyway, and cannot understand how he is doing.

	He agrees to a new appointment to see the psychologist again in a few days. First and foremost, he needs advice and tips on how to face up and deal with all anxiety about his attitude to guys. In the first place, he needs to get advice and tips on how to meet up and deal with all the anxiety over his orientation to guys.

	The unsuccessful attempt at suicide means that mum, grandmother and grandfather, the psychologist, and others in Daniel’s vicinity will have better oversight with a focus on him and how he is doing.

	His medications keep mom locked up in the future, and he only gets a smaller number of tablets at a time – as if tablets were the only way to say goodbye.

	They should all be helped to support and encourage him, so that he can feel better, and with that, he does not risk falling back on track with being hurt. They mean that committing suicide is no solution to the problem.

	But the problem is so big now that Daniel no longer knows how to handle it. And according to him, there is no good solution ... or nothing will be better by telling others about it. They will just give him simple answers and poor suggestions for solutions, like they don’t really understand how it is or how difficult it is for him.

	They will just say: “There is no danger, just something you have got for yourself. This happens in the teens. When a cute girl shows up, you should see that it works out …”

	Everything is so easy for them. They do not have to live with or bear on his problems.

	The problem is that he likes guys, but he has never had the chance to test what it’s like to be with a guy. And everything has become a mass of thoughts that stick together to a single thick batter in the head.

	He doesn’t just want to go around thinking of being gay. He also wants to do it, meet a guy and do it, with him, the way gays want to do when they meet.

	But how will it go, and how will he meet this guy? He can’t just snap his fingers and conjure him up. No, he probably needs some help finding the prince. But how …?

	It is certainly here that the psychologist’s help comes in, which can help him put things in life right. Maybe he just needs a lot of support with the encouragement to dare to go into action.

	 

	 

	4 Psychological Support

	Daniel, hospital

	 

	When he meets the psychologist, he tries to explain and make him feel that he must live more in the present and for what is to come in time. It is not good to get caught up in the past, in everything that could have been had the visual impairment not occurred.

	Now the fact is that he has lost his sight and, in some way, needs to get mental shadows. This is not to fall back into the swamp again of all that could have been – which seems to want to pull him down in negative thoughts again and make him feel bad. He needs to learn and understand that it is possible to live a good life without sight, but that it will be just a little different.

	Here, homosexuality must not be a problem either. Being gay works just as well with sight as without it. And without sight is just a little different to whether it existed. But even here, that loss must not be a decisive obstacle.

	In other words, with or without sight, it’s completely okay to be gay.

	Daniel thinks it’s a point in everything the psychologist says. Now just try to believe it and take it for granted.

	During his meetings with the psychologist, he receives a lot of support and encouragement to dare to flirt with someone he is curious about and who makes him interested. And how things are going, nobody really knows before. The psychologist thinks that it cannot be so much worse than a no in the worst case.

	He also gets tips on seeking out the association RFSL: The National Organization for Sexual Equality, which makes him feel more positive and hopeful.

	Every time he meets the psychologist, he notices that he dares to listen and absorb more of all the help he receives. He thinks there are plenty of men everywhere waiting and longing for someone. It’s just trying to live out their feelings, clear up, take care, and have fun.

	But of course, it needs to be done with some caution. You should probably be careful who you throw in your arms at, and when you go as far as to have sex – that you protect yourself and use a condom.

	After a few meetings with the psychologist, Daniel feels a greater confidence, believes in knowing better what he wants and how to achieve what he feels within him. Now it’s just to go out and try his wings – but with caution. However, it is not his signal to go out on the town and flirt with anyone, completely wild. No, he will never be so desperate.

	He makes a healthy attempt to follow the advice and tips he gets from the psychologist. But he misses the information and the point that he should probably not flirt and bump into friends. And that this will jeopardize the friendship, he will soon feel.

	 

	 

	TOTALLY UNSUCCESS-FUL

	 

	5 Failed Flirt

	Daniel and Ragnar, Oslo

	 

	Last weekend, midsummer weekend, Daniel is visiting his best friend Ragnar Tönnessen, who lives in Oslo. He is also blind and a year younger. Nowadays, he knows that Ragnar is not gay, but straight, and right at his fingertips. This he did not understand, or rather did not want to understand.

	At Ragnar, he invests in large and first makes small and cautious approaches. Then he jokes playfully and gets a wrestling match on the floor inside Ragnar’s room.

	On a couple of occasions, he dares to go so far that he, gently but firmly, feels his hand over Ragnar’s genitals. It happens more in an attempt to caress. He himself feels that he is already down hard in his pants, and the whole machine knocks on and wants out.

	Everything ends with a cold shower when Ragnar, calmly but firmly, asks him what he is doing? He apologizes to him and says this is not his thing. And declares, with great caution, that he only likes girls. But he still tries to be polite and nice in tone. He wants to make him understand that he has to look for guys who are like himself, who also like guys.

	Daniel does not sleep a nap all night. Is as devastated as sorry, and regrets everything he did to Ragnar. But it can’t be done undone. Now he has to live with it, with the shame and embarrassment of having encountered his best friend and been rejected.

	Such an idiot he is.

	The next day he goes home, and earlier than decided. Hopefully, they will both be able to put this event behind them and continue to meet like good friends again.

	All the time, his mind is spinning, why he had to act so desperately. Although Ragnar did not get mad at him and handled the situation relatively well, he feels badly at ease. Such an idiot he is. So heaven away and now live with this shame and embarrassment, surely for a good while to come.

	The feeling of being unsuccessful turns around and gnaws in his mind. It persecutes him, whatever he does or wherever he is. It is like someone, a voice in his head, screaming scornfully and laughingly: “gay devil” to him.

	He can’t unplug it and get no rest. It’s like the torment wants to drive him crazy. He doesn’t want to live anymore, feels cheated, blown – totally fucking useless.

	 

	 

	6 Hanging Attempt

	Daniel, attic

	 

	It is late Saturday night, one week after midsummer, when Daniel gets up in the attic again and with the extension cord in his hand. He thinks he may not have the good fortune to be discovered a second time and in such a short time.

	Mom is and works at the hospital.

	At the storeroom, he hears that someone is there. He pretends to be nothing and unlocks the padlock to the storage door.

	“Hi,” says an older man’s voice.

	“Hello,” Daniel says, politely back.

	He recognizes the voice. The man lives alone in an apartment on the corner and on the first floor of the house. Like everyone else in the house with apartment on the first floor, he has a large terrace with a flowerbed and a smaller lawn in front.

	They have greeted each other several times before.

	Daniel tries to shine that he is looking for something on the shelf inside the storage room. Lifts down a paper bag and rummages around in it. There are small, soft stuffed animals from when he was little.

	“Can you understand?” says the man with a calm and slightly slow voice, and acts as if he already knows him. “I have searched the entire storeroom for the bicycle pump, but it is nowhere.”

	“It might be in the apartment,” Daniel replies, trying to show interest.

	The man thanks for the tip, says goodbye, and disappears down from the wind.

	Daniel is thinking about how the hanging itself should go. It is a simple thing to make a loop of one end of the cord and thread it over his head. But what does he do with the other end? Where, in the ceiling or wall, does he find something to attach it to, and when he does not see?

	The biggest problem here seems to be that he doesn’t see. He concludes that first, he needs to find something to attach the other end to. A hook in the ceiling or a nail in the wall will probably work well. He can climb on something, grab hold of a shelf higher up on the wall, push the loop over his head and then let go. Then he will stand again in front of the golden gate and tap.

	A large part of the attic space has a high ceiling. There is also a sloping ceiling with a steep slope. In Daniel’s storeroom, it is probably over three meters up to the highest part of the ceiling. His height of one hundred and eighty centimeters means that he reaches with his hands a good distance up the wall, but not even up to the ceiling.

	He feels with his hands along the walls, but there does not seem to be anywhere to attach the cord. No matter how much he feels, he cannot find a single small hook or nail.

	But something he bumps into, which turns into a great deal of nostalgia, is his old hockey club from middle school, when he dreams of becoming a professional one day. The happy memories chop in the chest and pain in the soul. Why was this dream taken away from him?

	With the club, he searches around the ceiling and along the walls for that bracket. This club, which used to search and hunt for a puck, has instead replaced it with a suitable hook or nail.

	In his eager search, with the cord around his neck, he does not notice that the man, who had previously searched for his bicycle pump, is now back.

	“Hello again! Now I know where I put the pump ... Little friend, what are you doing?”

	He looks at Daniel, who stands with his feet on two stacked nightstand tables. With one hand he holds himself in a shelf high up under the ceiling, and with the other hand, he holds a cord.

	Above a shelf, high up on the wall, he has found a wooden beam in the ceiling chair where he can tie the other end of the cord. At the same time, he tries to balance on the two nightstands that are unsteadily stacked on the floor. It looks both troublesome and dangerous.

	He cryptically mutters to the man: that he has a lot to do, has a bad time, and has to hurry to finish what he is doing.

	The man stands mute and looks at him. Shakes his head, like he doesn’t quite understand what Daniel is doing, and leaves.

	A few minutes later, Daniel hears the man in his storeroom a bit away and whistles at the same time on a tune.

	While tying the cord around the beam, is he wondering if he should wait out before pulling the loop over his head?

	The concentration gives a tense fatigue in the muscles, which results in small shakes in the legs. And what he annoys on the man’s whistling. Sometimes it also sounds false.

	This work requires a great deal of focus and concentration, in the near acrobatic exercises with great flexibility. After this, he can start thinking about a career as a gymnast.

	He struggles to make the process short.

	The man seems to want to hold on for a long time in his storeroom, which Daniel does not want to wait for.

	The next moment he pulls the loop over his head again, standing and balancing on the nightstands. He stays with his upper arms in a support on the top shelf and has the cord around his neck in a stretched line from the beam. The shaking of the legs increases.

	 

	 

	7 Getting Scared

	 

	Now there is only one thing left to do. He plans to count to five and then kick off the nightstands.

	But the second he counts at three, he hears the man shouting for joy at finally finding the pump.

	Daniel gets frightened, loses concentration, wobbles so that the upper nightstand rolls over to the floor. The sound of the breed is clearly heard.

	It is now that he should let go of the shelf and seriously make that walk through the Pearl Gate to greet our master and creator.

	But the moment he feels and hears the breed, it is as if he regrets it. Maybe he doesn’t want to, or he is not quite ready to die – not right now. It is as if a flash of heaven struck him and, in a millisecond, turned in and out of everything he had previously felt. Like a strong signal from God.

	He gets stuck with his upper arms on the shelf. And he is scared – so damn scared that it will not last.

	That he regrets is so time now. 

	The man does not seem to have heard the breed, or he does not care, he thinks. And the man stays in his storeroom.

	Daniel hangs and dangles with his legs in the air for several minutes and tries crampingly to hang on the shelf. He understands that life now depends on how tightly the shelf is screwed into the wall and on his forces in his arms.

	He is left with both anguish and terror. The desire for life has probably never been greater than now. But soon, everything is over, he thinks and feels how his arms are getting longer and longer – like spaghetti.

	He has time to think so much while he hangs there, waiting for his end. And the Pearl Gate ... is he ready for it now? Answer: no!

	He regrets all of this stupidity and only now begins to understand what it is that Ragnar and the psychologist are trying to tell him. He needs to live his life more boldly and with greater honesty to himself. Also, take some caution when needed. And one beautiful day, the prince of his life will stand there waiting with outstretched arms.

	It’s time now to think about this now and with a tight lace around his neck. He no longer wants to take his life. But with that, he can now add another stupidity to the pile of other stupidity he previously did. This he is ashamed of, which he would like to put behind him. But ... life is, in a sense, full of stupidity. Sometimes you can’t put a stupid thing behind you until you go on to the next one.

	Tired in his arms he hangs there and does not know how to get out. He needs to release a hand to be able to pull the loop over his head, but just can’t keep himself in one arm. The moment he has hung like this feels like an eternity, and it consumes hard on the forces. Fatigue causes him to start shaking his arms.

	He wants to shout at the man, but only gets a hissing sound. In a second attempt, it sounds more. It gives hope for a third, and he shouts:

	“Help! Help!”

	In less than ten seconds, the man reappears. He sees him cling to the shelf, with a cord around his neck. He ponders, sighs, and scratches his head anxiously.

	“Oh, dear. What are you doing?”

	“Please, you have to help me. I have changed my mind. I don’t want to die anymore.”

	The man looks interested: at him, the shelf, the cord, and the nightstands. It does not look good. But he doesn’t seem to be in any hurry, which annoys Daniel greatly.

	The man steps up to him. But instead of directly helping him, he starts preaching, and seems to want some serious words with him. Outraged in his voice, he tries to explain that what Daniel is doing is not right, that there will be others who will feel bad, who will be sad. Says that there are certainly better ways to solve problems than to take one’s life.

	But at the same time, he keeps his composure so as not to stress or chase him. He is ready to catch him in a thousandth of a second if he lets go. Bodyweight can be a huge strain that leads to a jerk in the neck, which tore off any vertebrae. Then it can certainly be over …

	“I can’t bring myself down. I can’t bear to stay long. You gotta help me ... Please?”

	The man stacks up the nightstands again, helping him to put his feet down on the top nightstand. When he is finished, Daniel draws a long and heavy sigh of relief and gratitude.

	“I knew it! You are my angel. You’ve saved my life. Oh, thank you!”

	“Just calm down. Now I have to help you remove the cord around your neck.”

	Daniel promises to stand completely still while the man hurries to get something to cut the cord.

	Soon he is back again and has a nipper with him and cuts it off above his head.

	Daniel draws a huge sigh of relief that all danger is over. Thanks for the help and hugs the man.

	Then sits down on the floor, exhales, and tries to recover.

	But he does not want to explain why he does this. He says it is partly due to love concerns. The man says we probably have it every now and then, but for the most part, there are usually good solutions to it.

	With great gratitude and joy, Daniel promises to come and visit him someday. They can have coffee and get to know each other.

	The man presents himself as Alf Svensson and is 73 years old. He has been living alone since his wife’s death in a heart attack three years ago. Since then, he is very lonely. He thinks it’s nice with Daniel’s company. Promise not to tell anyone about this incident with the suicide attempt.

	Daniel feels very relieved at the failure. He even begins to think it was the wrong way to go. And he thinks of the word the man says to him: The fact that there is always a solution ... First you have to find out what really is the problem, which causes the difficult and hard. Then just look and try to find a reasonable answer or measure to get to grips with the matter.

	Daniel understands that what he needs to do is find someone who is like him, who is also interested in guys. He understands better now that the problem is not that he is gay but that he has no boyfriend to meet. It’s this guy he needs to find out and find.

	 

	 

	WHITE LIE

	 

	8 When the Nightmare Comes True

	Kim and Camilla, phone call, home

	 

	The phone screams angry signals at Kim’s home this Sunday morning. At the other end of the telephone line, his girl Camilla stands and is about to have an insanity outbreak. She is as angry as sorry and is on the warpath for an answer. And time after time, she asks why Kim is doing the way he does to her?

	But Kim is asleep at his best. He hears some loud, disturbing sound far away, but he doesn’t care. All he wants is to get some sleep.

	It continues to ring at regular intervals. He pulls the blanket over his head in an attempt to silence the noise.

	Soon, the call will end.

	“Oh, so nice,” he sighs and falls asleep again.

	There will be a break in a few minutes.

	But then it starts again. And now with even more angry and moaning signals.

	Half-asleep, he thinks it is the clock radio being whistled. He stretches out his hand to turn it off, but the noise continues. Desperate and frantically, he pushes the buttons harder without the sound ceasing. When nothing happens, he easily strikes his hand, and then harder. But the noise doesn’t stop.

	Frustrated not to get quiet about the misery, he slams into the clock radio so that it dances down the floor.

	“The phone ...,” he shouts sourly. “Damn, that’s the phone. Yes yes! I’ll answer.”

	The quilt goes down on the floor as he pulls out of bed. Naked, with a heavy hangover, and on unsteady legs, he swings to the phone, which is on the pine bureau in front of the window at the other end of the room. He lifts the telephone handset with heavy force, like it’s a ten-pound dumbbell.

	“Yes, hello,” he yawns.

	“Hi, is it Kim?”

	“No, it’s his mom.”

	He has a hard time stopping his somewhat bad morning mood. The comments jump out as they please, like frogs out of his mouth, and when he’s not clear in his head.

	She sits at home on the couch in the living room, at her parents, when she calls. And she is very tense. Hugs hard on a red sofa pillow in an effort to gather security and courage.

	“Kim, I don’t like when you’re like that. You can answer well and be a little polite?”

	“Okay. Yes, hey, Camilla. Are you calling and waking up so early?”

	He turns the blind and is attacked by razor-sharp rays of sunshine that chop and blind him. Turns quickly again and continues:

	“Oh, this so wonderfully beautiful and sunny morning.”

	“Early? Half-past eleven …! Certainly, you are free today, but …”

	She stops and makes a small break. And then continues:

	“I have something very important, which is very serious, that I want to talk to you about.”

	She is very upset. And close to weeping.

	“Yes, but what is it about?” he yawns.

	He tries to keep calm despite her upset.

	“No, I do not know if I want to bring this up on the phone. I would probably like to discuss it between four eyes. Are you at home, and I’ll show up in a little while?”

	She doesn’t sound like she usually does. In normal cases, she is soft and velvety in her voice.

	You just woke me up, he thinks.

	“You can say something now,” he yawns again, and this time a little longer, “so I get a chance to be prepared when you come?”

	As he wakes up in the skull, he feels that he should probably be a little worried, at least based on her mood.

	He looks around quickly in memory, until last night, even back for a week and for the midsummer weekend, especially midsummer eve, when they were at the dance park. As he has done, something must have happened there, but he has no idea what it might be. There were many people and many drunk, so much he remembers.

	He and Camilla celebrate that they have been together for a year. Although according to his calendar, it is only now for the weekend that they celebrate a year together. In their view, the difference between one or the other date is that he counts from their first kiss. This is well when they formally come together. And she counts from when they first meet. And he thinks they will only be together two weeks after the first meeting.

	So now they celebrate twice: on midsummer eve, that they have known each other for a year, and two weeks later, now for the weekend, on Friday, that they have been together for a year.

	In the day, on midsummer eve, Camilla is out on a meadow picking flowers that she ties to two wreaths: one for Kim and one for herself. The wreaths are so fine, with pink-purple, white, blue, and yellow flowers. They wear them proudly on their heads.

	And earlier in the evening, he has a pre-party at his house, and there is a large group of guys and girls.

	Later they are at the dance park, at dance and concert. However, Camilla is mostly in some bush and vomit. She has obviously mixed too well with beer, wine, and grog. It makes her vomit up everything she has eaten earlier in the evening. She is not feeling well, is next to ill, and really needs to go to the hospital for alcohol poisoning. But after a few trips into the bushes, she settles for a taxi home. And her friend Madde is following along.

	He has great fun at the dance park. Goes around and prides himself on having the best and most beautiful girl in the world – when she is not in any bush and vomit, of course.

	And earlier in the evening, they celebrate the one-year anniversary with pizza, cake and lots of alcohol. He is also well rounded under his feet.

	But at the dance park, he hits the accelerator at the bottom, dances, and turns around without inhibitions. He invites one to the other to dance – and he has not had this much fun in a very long time.

	Now he gets no rest on the thoughts that go away for a hundred and ninety.

	 

	 

	9 Rumors in Town

	 

	“Yes, okay,” she says with a little trembling voice, interrupting his thoughts. “It’s about rumors I’ve heard in town, and for quite some time now. It also happened especially on midsummer eve, at the dance park – when I was at home and sick. I first found out this last night. There’s a lot of talk going on in town. I tried to catch you all night yesterday, but ...”

	“I was at work all night,” he says. “There is a lot of work to be done at the bakery – especially now before the holidays.”

	“Yeah ... okay,” she says, sounding a little absent.

	“But what is it about then?”

	He hardly dares to remind her of the question ... because now it is discomfort, he feels it strongly.

	“Yes ... hmm,” she says, takes charge, and gathers strength, to be able to throw away the heavier words. “Damn Kim ... it’s ... it’s about you like guys. I have proof of that. Several of my sources, safe ones, have seen you stand on several occasions and hold on to a tall, dark, black guy, a little older than you. And as late as midsummer eve, at the dance ... But then it was another guy ... How can you do this to me? Is this true? Although you have no idea, of course. You were pretty packed already before I left and went home.”

	She wipes a tear from her cheek.

	He becomes completely dumb.

	She is so straight and forthright in her performance, as if she is shooting arrows at him, where not a single one misses his head. And with her crying in her throat, the words hit him like a thunderstorm. He gets checkmate.

	“No ...,” is the only thing he gets.

	He remembers that she goes home earlier from the disco at the dance park, because she has a headache and is quite drunk. And he remembers, as I said, how he swung around on the dance floor. But there are usually so many he dances with, guys as girls, and sometimes they can stand a bigger gang in a big ring and dance – everyone with everyone.

	He thinks frantically ...

	Yes, but wait, now he remembers more. He also meets his former, secret boyfriend, Johan Mattsson. And a guy, Frederic Granström, from high school when he lives in Lidköping. But the black guy must have been – his name is Fredrik too, with a more common spelling. Fredrik Dahl is studying at the university and is a few years older than himself.

	But Frederic, with the unusual spelling, is in Kim’s age, twenty-one, a very nice and ordinary guy who doesn’t stand out much. He is surprisingly like himself from high school time. Is a bit quiet-sounding, quiet, and very shy, has a medium blonde and short haircut, green eyes, and is something in the horse path cute. Maybe he is something feminine too: a little girly in the way of talking and moving, especially the loose wrists and light twists on the butt. But such a nice guy he is, and popular among everyone.

	Johan and Frederic seem to have come together to the dance park, but later lose each other. Or Frederic deliberately neglects him to be alone with Kim? Johan who is also much older and thirty next time.

	Later, Frederic says that Johan and he, a few months ago, found each other through an advertisement that Johan published in a men’s magazine.

	Kim does not remember much more of Frederic, and from the dance park, more than they dance up a track in the parquet floor, to swinging and sweaty songs.

	But when Camilla now also tells that a larger group, plus Frederic and he, later in the evening, should have been at an after-party with their best friend Per, in Lidköping, he cannot remember. Well, by the way, but only vaguely. He wakes up on the sofa when their private driver shakes him alive and asks if he is going home to Skövde. But when it comes to guys and the dance park ... No, farther than to a thunderous swing on the dance floor with Frederic and a few others, and possibly some slow dances with some girl as well, is what he remembers most of that night.

	With Frederic, there are no slow dances, as far as he can remember, but at most, only some easy-going waltz and with a playful undertone.

	It gets quiet in the handset. Nobody says anything.

	But now, the more he tries to remember, the more he remembers. The guy Camilla refers to, as they have also seen him in town, understands he is Johan Mattsson.

	He knows him well then long before Camilla shows up in his life.

	He is with him for a year, but it ends between them and several months before he meets Camilla.

	Johan is gay, and has probably been more in love with Kim than he is with him.

	Between Johan and Camilla, he has a period of three months that he is not with anyone. He and Johan continue to meet, but only as friends.

	Kim tries hard not to be unfaithful, when it feels wrong. However, this morality can sometimes get in the way of rest, when he does not feel so well emotionally and if some interesting person enters and tries to seduce him.

	But it takes a lot to successfully seduce and get him on the hook, as he is very picky and at the same time tries to stick to his morals. And Johan never manages to seduce him after he meets Camilla. They just keep meeting as friends.

	During the months he is solo, he is able to think a lot about what he wants with his life and if he is really gay. He wants to test if it’s just that Johan doesn’t feel as exciting and interesting anymore. That he might be able to feel more attraction to another guy.

	Just before he meets Camilla, he chooses to put in an ad and searches for a like-minded guy to meet.

	In his ignorance, the advertisement will not be published in the newspaper until more than six months later. Since he meets Camilla, there is nothing to do with the ad, and the idea of meeting a new guy runs out in the sand.

	And when Camilla shows up, he realizes he’s bisexual. The feelings for her grow, and he feels he is attracted more to women than men, or more to Camilla than men.

	The feelings he has for Johan are mostly based on the fact that it is fun and nice to be with him. He is a kind and warm person with a lot of humor. But he has a hard time accepting that Kim has left him, and never gives up on getting him back. If he gets the chance, he shows up in every conceivable place, in different contexts, where Kim is, as in the dance park on midsummer eve, in the company of another guy.

	Kim may find it difficult to be clear and to reject him so that he understands. Maybe it is difficult because Johan is a very nice guy who has set up a lot for him. It’s not hard to understand how sorry he is.

	Kim is still silent, speechless, and feels a nausea rush through his body. The eyes stare with emptiness straight into the wall. The look sticks to a small light blue flower in the wallpaper, trying to find concentration and focus.

	How is he going to sort this out and get away from this predicament?

	Everything feels like a death sentence brought out by Camilla: “Now we’ve revealed you, you little fucking gay-disgust. Fuck you!”

	“Kim, hello, are you there? You may well answer?”

	She is determined and tough, chopping hard in her fight against the bitter truth. There is no mercy to seek with her right now.

	He hangs the handset on his shoulder. The nausea becomes persistent and increasingly intense. It becomes like a big lump in his throat and the anxiety flushes cold and relentlessly over him.

	Now he just wants to die and get away from it all.

	 

	 

	10 Anxiety Attack

	 

	It thumps in the head, the heart feels like it is beating unevenly, and the pulse is rushing away.

	“Kim, hello! Hello, are you still there? I’m coming home to you now. Answer then, so I know you’re there?”

	She sounds a little softer in her voice, not as angry and judgmental.

	Now the anxiety attack is creeping ever closer. And he feels the sweat coming out: in the armpits, back, chest, scalp, forehead, face – yes, everywhere on the body. A powerful dizziness sweeps over him, and the handset falls to the floor.

	He must lie down. Feels he’s about to faint. It spins like a carousel in the head. The nausea feels like the worst seasickness.

	He lays down on a gray-blue rug, which is very soft, comfortable, and welcoming.

	A short distance away, on the bright plastic floor, is the telephone handset. Her voice is still heard in it, and she makes several attempts to reconnect with him.

	But soon, she gives up, and the handset becomes silent.

	He stays on the carpet for a while until the nausea with dizziness subsides.

	A thousand thoughts are still spinning in his head. Is he revealed now, and is it all over with everything, with her and him? What is it that she knows that she has found out?

	As the thoughts continue to spin, he crawls up from the floor, goes into the kitchen, and pours a huge glass of water.

	He needs to think something out and to his defense when she arrives. He goes and stands in the shower. Here is the best place to think.

	 

	 

	11 Hot Memories

	Kim, at home in the shower

	 

	In the shower, the memory comes back.

	He and Frederic go out into the woods, just outside the park area. Frederic has hidden a bottle of whiskey in a bush. They take turns drinking from the bottle, and suddenly he feels Frederic’s hand gropes up over his leg. He removes it, but then gets a kiss on the cheek instead. And the seconds after, a hand comes and presses gently across the genitals.

	Frederic’s self-confidence and courage to bump into him, there is nothing wrong with that.

	Kim becomes mute with surprise, while he can’t help but enjoys and feels good about the treatment. Without thinking about any consequences, he responds by kissing him back.

	And the next second, their tongues dance curiously with each other.

	Then Frederic unbuttons his pants ...

	Now he should protest, saying that he has a girl waiting for him, that they have just celebrated the one-year anniversary ... But he does nothing to interrupt or get away from it. Instead, he says:

	“I was in love with you in junior high school. But I didn’t dare ...”

	And Frederic shines up like a sun and answers:

	“Me too. I made a list of the best-looking guys in the school. But there were not many ten-points. You were one of them.”

	Kim smiles and gets a little embarrassed, saying:

	“You, don’t disappoint me ...”

	In the shower, he leans his forehead against the wall. Then head bangs several times against the tile. Understands that he has made it big. And he wonders what the hell he’s doing? He won’t be able to get out of this. No lies in the world will be able to save him now.

	 

	 

	UPSET CAMILLA

	 

	12 Almost Revealed

	Kim and Camilla, at Kim

	 

	Camilla stands outside Kim’s door and calls. She has been calling for a good while, without him coming to open. He plays loud music on the stereo and has difficulty hearing the bell.

	She sits down on the creaky wooden stairs to wait.

	She spontaneously studies the stairwell’s interiors, while she can’t help but dig into the music.

	The house is an old wooden house on two floors, with a basement and attic. Kim lives in the attic in a room and kitchen. It is large, has a sloping roof and a fairly spacious balcony, which comfortably accommodates two chairs and a small table.

	The whole house is newly renovated, the stairwell is fresh in pink and white. Although she detests pink, it is tasteful and neat throughout the stairwell. Green plants stand in the windows. In front of the door, Kim has a rug that says welcome. But right now, she feels anything but welcome.

	When she hears that the music is getting softer and quieter, she gets up, walks to the door, and rings continuously on the bell. Now he’ll hear her.

	The door opens, and Kim stands there wet in his hair with just a towel wrapped around his waist.

	“It was damn what you – call then.”

	He shrugs, almost drops the words, and looks at her fondly.

	She is so beautiful. Her cheeks are rosy, as if she’s embarrassed by something. She has put up her dark brown hair in a knot at the back of her head. She is wearing a bright red dress, which he does not remember seeing her in before, and an unbuttoned denim jacket. And on her feet, she has a pair of matching red pumps. She is enchantingly beautiful.

	“Yes, but come in then. Don’t just stand here.”

	He moves aside so she can get past.

	“Yes, do you think I want to sit on the stairs all day,” she says with a shaky and uncertain voice. “Were you in the shower?”

	He is going to say: No, I was standing on the balcony during a decade’s worst rainfall, but is changing. It’s probably not the place for some bad jokes.

	She looks at him from the bottom up. Goes in, but never takes off the pumps.

	Inside the apartment, she glances at the unmade bed. Firmly controls the somewhat heavy steps and goes and sits in a beige armchair in front of the window. And in her hands, she holds a rolled-up men’s magazine against her body.

	She follows him with her eyes as he sits in the other armchair. When he tries to give her a warm and welcoming look, a motley storm of emotion sets in, and she defends it by giving him a constructed, cold and dismissive look. He shouldn’t get it so easy.

	At the same time, she has a hard time not looking at him with a caressing look, full of lust. He is still naked with just the towel around his waist. Rest his tan legs on one of the coffee table corners and with his feet straight out into the air. He’s so delicious.

	Kim understands the awkward situation he is in, but decides just to try to play calm as best he can. He can simply try to deny and refute any accusations she makes.

	He makes an effort to break the silence:

	“Do you want coffee? Or you may be thirsty and want some juice?”

	“No, it’s good for me. I just want to talk for a little while, then I have to leave. I have decided with Sofie that we should walk around town today.”

	She appears reserved.

	“On a Sunday?”

	“Yes, it will be a small shop window round, and then we sit down in a cafe.”

	“Yeah ...”

	He gets up.

	“Wait ... It doesn’t take long.”

	He sits down again, looks at her, and waits.

	 

	 

	13 Contact Ad

	 

	In the next second, he gets the newspaper thrown at him. He catches it. Looks at the cover.

	A large image shows a lightly dressed, well-turned, blonde girl with large, plump breasts welling out in front of the camera.

	“Yes and …?” he says, looking at Camilla with eager anticipation.

	“Does the magazine tell you something? You usually read it?”

	She stretches and wants to be convincing.

	He browses through it and, at the same time, tries to win some time to gather his thoughts. Understands that he is really bad looking, and this can end very sadly. But he still has to try to keep calm and show off his best poker face.

	“What the hell am I supposed to do with this magazine?”

	“Ah! Do not play dumb. Look up the page sixty-eight, among the contact ads, you will understand ...”

	He looks up the page and sees his ad. It’s as if the entire ad screams scornful gay devil at him. The one he forgot he sent in long ago.

	But when it does, it’s not really that serious. He mostly just wants to test himself and see how he responds to getting answers from some guy. What he hopes for with this is that any letters of reply will prove to him that he no longer feels curiosity or interest in meeting any guy. It should then help him feel that it is only Camilla that he is attracted to emotionally and sexually and wants to love.

	On three occasions, he gets small piles of letters stuffed into larger envelopes. And he gets a total of fourteen answers: two in his age, a lot between thirty and fifty, and some in retirement.

	But the only ones that feel reasonably interesting are the two of his age. However, they do not arouse any curiosity at all. One boasts that he has a girl and just wants to try with a guy. Yes, good luck, Kim thinks. And the other sends with a slightly disgusting nude photo on him, though the whole head is cut away. Forget it, Kim thinks.

	He feels that he is not getting anything of value from all his ad responses, other than that they have all now helped him understand and feel that it is Camilla that he wants to love. No one else does he want to jump into the bed with than just her.

	He takes an evening, sits down, and writes a short message by hand, to all the ad responses he received. Thanks for the interest shown, but that he is unfortunately not interested in initiating any contact.

	And he blows the danger over. No more having to go and think about this with guys. He has Camilla.

	But what kind of storms does she now inflate around them? What does she mean, and what does she want with this?

	He feels an unpleasant heat coming out. Must stop it. Must not get cold sweats now. It will reveal that he is trying to hide something. He must come up with something, quickly. But what?

	He looks at the newspaper. Haven’t seen it before. Looks at the release date and understands that it must be the previous issue. So, an old newspaper. Still, things can go bad like this. Maybe he just has a damn bad luck. “Damn it too!” screams a voice in his head. Why should this Satan’s bear be awakened? Can’t it just continue to sleep in its hibernate?

	In any case, he has not deceived her with anyone. And what happens to Frederic and him on midsummer eve is interrupted, when a couple of guys are heading into the woods to pee.

	And with Frederic on midsummer eve, there will also be some innocent kisses. But what had been with Johan before was, before Camilla entered his life.

	So what he has done with guys has not been so serious, which needs to become such a noise. It is to make a hen out of a feather.

	Still, he becomes dumbfounded when he sees her behavior with reaction.

	He regrets this with Frederic, not to mention the ad ... Although it is too late to regret it now.

	He dives into the newspaper in an attempt to hide his facial expression and disperse his thoughts: “I want to disappear. Take me away from here. God, help me come up with something … fast.”

	But then he realizes that, in fact, he doesn’t have to be in the ad at all, which makes him feel a little calmer, more hopeful.

	He gathers courage.

	“Well!” she says, sounding cold and numb. “What do you have to say about your defense? I have a hard time understanding and believing it to be true. Damn, Kim, what are you doing?”

	He’s trying to play dumb.

	“What, say ...? I get nothing. You better explain what you mean?”

	He feels that there is only one way to get out of this nightmare scenario. It is to, with noise and commotion and all conceivable means available, lie out.

	“Stop now! That photo I took of you. It was last summer, our first summer together. You have your cut-off jeans, the T-shirt with the text: Go for it, at the back, and your white cap with the brand: Stockholm Water Festival -93. You can read the ad text below, and you probably realize that it is you. Damn Kim! How can you …?”

	He stands by to refute her charges. Coldly throws back the newspaper and shouts at her, hoping to shake off the accusation.

	“You can say what the hell you want, but what you say is not true. You have mistaken me for someone else, simply. I’m no fucking gay! Damn, that it should be so difficult to understand ... You should know that well. Do we have any problems in bed, maybe? After all, I fucked you several times during one night. How much gay is that?”

	She looks up the page with the ad again. Do not want to give up.

	“Then you are bisexual. Listen here for yourself:

	 

	Good looking guy at twenty, light blonde, one hundred and eighty-five centimeters tall, slim and boyish, looking for another guy for exciting meetings inside and outside the bedstraw. Requires and gives 100 percent discretion. Waiting for answer.”

	 

	She looks up from the newspaper and is met by his blue and now icy eyes. Looks at him and waits for an answer. But he is as silent as the wall and just stares back into her brown eyes.

	They start a war of nerves, where it seems to be quiet and stare challenging at the other.

	After a moment’s hard silence and staring, she breaks.

	“But say something?”

	She is determined to get recognition from him. But he doesn’t give up.

	“You hear what I’m saying. I’m not gay. Try to understand that this is not my ad. Well, it’s a coincidence that made you think that ad would be me ...”

	He feels the wind turning, how the force comes back. It makes him feel strong and full of courage.

	“No, I never said that you are gay. But you like guys I stick to.”

	She calms down a bit, and her voice is not as harsh as before.

	“It was a damn thing I was gay,” he shouts again and this time even more angry and determined. “I don’t want to hear that word one more time, because then you go out very quickly. Then you can go and find another guy.”

	He feels provoked and tired of her whole case. Gets up, goes to the kitchen, and turns on the coffee maker.

	With the coffee can in his hand, he stands for a moment and ponders. The whole situation makes him feel bad. What is he going to do? Is it over now? Her that he loves so much.

	He feels a huge pressure from inside his chest, from an emotional storm that becomes difficult to handle. Can’t do it anymore now. Everything feels uncertain, crazy, and chaotic.

	Can’t help that he likes guys too. There is a side within him that he cannot rein in. Totally harmless but exciting. It only exists there whether he wants it or not. However much he tries to shake it off, it is still there all the time. It has become part of him. He has more or less become accustomed, even begun to befriend it, begun to enjoy it.

	That side also makes him curious and interested in what he wants, what trips he wants to do with him. But, since the day he meets Camilla, he chooses to shut down his feelings for guys and only lets them stay in the imagination.

	For a long time, he stands and ponders. At the same time, he hugs the coffee can so hard it dents. At the same time, he hugs the coffee can so hard that it dents. Hear that she sat on their love song on the stereo. A quiet hug song:

	 

	You will, enchant, make me crazy in you. And I feel you are the only one. If you want to stay with me, now and forever, just you and me. Want to be with you, just want to live for you. Come on, I want to keep you. Come, make me more crazy, because I – because I want to be with you.

	 

	It gets too much for him, the drip that makes the beaker run over, and he breaks down in tears. Leans over the sink, grabs a piece of paper towels, and blows his nose. The eyes and nose flow like taps.

	She comes to the kitchen, but stops at the kitchen door. This whole vision, seeing his condition, makes her move, and she wonders what is wrong with him.

	 

	 

	14 The Wind Turns

	 

	For a brief moment she stands and looks at him. The depressed atmosphere makes her rethink. When she sees him like this, she feels strongly that something is wrong. She has never been able to imagine seeing him this way down and sorry. Something must be wrong. And she feels it is she who is in debt and is the reason why he is now collapsing.

	He feels that she is watching him. Has to give up, give up the whole match and throw in the towel. Tell her what it is. But it’s probably too late. It’s probably over between them anyway, and she’s just coming to say goodbye.

	He reaches for the kitchen towel lying on the sink. Wipes away the tears on his face and turns to face her. Meets up with her eyes looking sad.

	Thinks she’ll get the final lines in their movie – and then it’s just bye bye, to hell with all that they’ve built up together.

	But when she remains silent, he takes the initiative:

	“How is it now?”

	And he bites his lip and makes himself hard. Feels hugely empty inside.

	“You don’t have to hide that you’re crying. Why have I never seen you cry before? God, I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”

	She is very serious, and her tense lips push hard against each other. They start to tremble.

	“Can you forgive me?”

	Another tear rolls down his cheek.

	“No, Kim. I’m the one to ask you for forgiveness. Forgive me, darling? How could I imagine something so stupid about you?”

	She speaks on the exhale air, makes a short pause to draw in a new, deep breath.

	He raises his eyebrows in great surprise.

	And she continues:

	“These damn false rumors I’ve heard. Honey, I don’t want to believe this about you.”

	She talks and cries in a blissful mess. Walks up to him and throws herself around his neck.

	He is very surprised. God has helped him. God hears prayer! This is not exactly what he could expect. He will be so happy. Hugs her hard back. Feels liberated. The formerly huge monsoon rain, he felt within himself, is now turning to sunshine.

	They hug each other.

	She snorts with the crying in her throat.

	He pills the back of her knot and loosens it. Her hair falls easily over her shoulders. It smells good. He gently pulls his fingers through her curls, just enjoying the moment. Right now, life feels big and meaningful again. And something new opens up, which comes with new opportunities.

	“I love your hair so much. You may never cut it. Promise me that?”

	He looks at her with big, happy eyes. She reaches for the kitchen roll that stands on the oiled oak worktop. Blows her nose and wipes tears. But then she starts laughing happily.

	“God, what crybabies we are. No, I’m not going to cut my hair. You know, Sofie cut her long, blonde hair a few days ago. Now she is snagged in a boy haircut. It doesn’t look wise. But she is so happy with it. She was tired of matted hair in the mornings and dead tired of all hair wraps.”

	Camilla is herself again and relaxed.

	He feels relieved, but also confused. And he has survived the hurricane.

	“Kim, we draw a line over everything and start over, or continue where we were before this shit came up. Do you want that?”

	She looks at him with her sweetest smile. He does not respond with words but leans down her face and kisses her. The kiss lasts for a long time until she tears herself away and looks at him seriously.

	“Damn, I’ll kill anyone who comes again and says you’re gay. Well, I should know, if any, that it is not true.”

	Her lips meet his again, and the kiss continues.

	He grabs her ass and lifts her up from the floor, up into his arms. Carries away with her and rolls them both down in bed.

	“Kim! Please, honey, not now. I do not have time. It’s half-past one, and I’ll meet Sofie down in town in less than half an hour.”

	He asks her to come again this afternoon, tonight. She would like that if it wasn’t for her promise to be with Sofie all day.

	“But tomorrow night then?” he suggests. “You can come after I work the evening pass?”

	“No, Kim, it’s not possible. I’ll be with Sofie tomorrow too. And at the beginning of next week, we have planned to go out to their cottage in the countryside and stay there for several days. But before Friday, I’ll probably be back again. Then Sophie’s parents and three years younger brother come out to the cottage over the weekend. It gets a little crowded with all of us there at the same time.”

	“Yeah, I understand ...”

	“But if you want, I’ll come to you on Friday afternoon?”

	She lies underneath him, and he holds her hands tightly against the pillow. It will be good, he thinks. Then they can, at the same time, celebrate that they have been together for a year, or that it has been a year since the first kiss.

	“Yes, okay,” he says in a determined voice. “But then you have to sleep with me.”

	“Maybe, but I promise nothing.”

	“Yes, you must.”

	He grins and steps off her. Pulls off the bath towel, which he throws over the back of the armchair.

	“Kim, what are you doing?”

	She raises her head and looks at him worriedly.

	“Now you, now you should get everything ...”

	He turns his head obliquely and grins.

	“No, Kim, you can’t. Okay, I promise I’ll sleep with you on Friday.”

	She is not quite sure where she has him, but still feels a nice harmony about the situation. He wants to show his appreciation and bombards her with smooch and kisses.

	Then he gets up, goes to the wardrobes in the hall, and picks up underwear.

	As he dresses, she goes to the kitchen. Pour coffee and juice and sit down at the kitchen table. He comes and sits on one corner of the table, near her. Takes a sip of coffee and gives her a warm look.

	“What time do you come on Friday? I promised Per to help him and his dad to sea-set their boat in the afternoon. Then I think his dad offers a little tour. I’m probably at home again before nightfall.”

	He takes another sip of coffee.

	“Oh, do they have a boat? Where do they have it?”

	“Yes, yes. It is an eight-meter inboard, that is, with the engine inside the boat. And there is a small cabin. They have, at most, been eight people in it. But it probably holds about twelve, I think. They have it in Vänern, near Lidköping.”

	He gives her the appearance of being a whacker on boats. But in fact, he knows about as much about boats as she knows about cars, which is a bit vanishing.

	“God, how wonderful it would be to get a boat. Feel the wind blow in your hair, hear the waves cluck and beat, and not least how it swings on the waves. Although you would probably get seasick.”

	She looks up at the ceiling and looks completely dreamy. He says that he might be able to arrange for them to go on a trip at some point. He promises to ask Per’s dad if the opportunity is given. And he feels a little cocky that he might be allowed to ride a boat on Friday.

	The clock has become very late and she has to hurry away. But she can’t find the pumps. Looking around in the kitchen and the hall but don’t see them. He helps her search and find them by the bed.

	They stand in the hall and hug each other before she leaves.

	“Here, take my spare key. Then you can come in if I get late on Friday. You can wait for me here at home?”

	“But that is not necessary. I can call and see if you have come.”

	“Take the key anyway. I still plan to give you one, so you can come in to me even when only the dust rats are there as a company ... All mine is yours.”

	He grins and twinkles with his eyes.

	“Although there are no dust rats, there are none, not at your house, she grins back. And if there were anyone, it would probably stick to the vacuum cleaner, where it belongs.”

	He puts the key in the chest pocket on her jeans jacket. She shows appreciation for his care for her and the confidence he gives. They hug again. Then she runs down the stairs.
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