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Nora's daily life
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Nora parked her car in front of her house and sighed.  It wasn’t actually her car, or her house.  It was her father’s car, her father's house.  Everything was registered on her father’s name and owned by him, not her.  Nora didn't own anything but the clothes she wore, she had bought most of the with her own money, that she had worked for.  But Nora tried to not think about it too much.  Every time she did, it led to her thinking why she, at the advanced age of 28, wasn’t married, or in any sort of relationship like most girls of her age.  Perhaps, she thought, it was in part because she still thought of herself as a girl, since 28 isn't that old, after all.  Maybe she just felt very young because she still was a virgin.  Most girls – women – her age had one or more children, sometimes with more than one man.  Nora often wondered what the trick behind it could be.  That led her thinking about her looks.

Nora opened the door and went inside.  There was a mirror on the wall, and she stroked a lock of her shoulder-length straight black hair into place behind her ear and looked at herself musingly in this mirror as she took her coat off.  What was it about her face that turned men off?  Perhaps it was her prominent teeth?  They didn't stick out that much, did they?  She frowned, and kept her mouth shut.  Maybe it was the thick glasses, or her pale complexion, or the rings around her eyes?  She could do something about all of those things, there were contact lenses, there were creams, maybe she could sun-bathe.

Nora noticed the wet spots that were forming on her sweater where her nipples pushed against the fabric and frowned.  She had been lactating again.  That was so embarrassing: "ow man!  I hope nobody saw me like this!"

Nora often fantasized about meeting a guy that either thought she was absolutely gorgeous, or just didn’t care about her looks, and he would take her out to dinner, and give her a rose, and take her home, and they’d kiss on his doorstep, and one thing would lead to another...

Nora shook those thoughts away as she hanged up her coat and went to the kitchen.  She was hungry, and she craved to have a bowl of cereal, and then she was going to call her friend, Deirdre and have a talk with her.  It was always nice to talk to Deirdre, even though she was a bit weird.  

Nora looked in the cupboard and found out to her great annoyance that they were out of Cheerio’s.  Nora looked around for something else to eat.  There were a bunch of apples on the table.  They looked delicious, so she picked one up, and got a knife and cut it in half.  The apple was soft, mushy and brown-colored on the inside, much to Nora’s dismay.  She threw the apple in the garbage.  She got a carton of milk out of the fridge and mixed herself some chocolate-milk.  It was very nice and soothing.  Then she called Deirdre. 

"Hello, it’s me, Nora," said Nora.

"Hi there, Nora," answered Deirdre, merrily. 

"I was wondering," said Nora, wrapping the phone-cord around her finger as she spoke, "if you’d come out with me for a burger or something?"

"Yeah, sure," Deirdre answered, eagerly, "I’ll be right over."

"Thanks," said Nora, and they said goodbye. 

Deirdre always liked Nora.  Nora was like a puppy to her, all sweet and innocent, with her large, harrowing brown eyes and her high cheeks and her small, kissable mouth.  Something about her just made Deirdre want to cuddle her and comfort her.  She liked her little quirks, like how she would often move her hair into place behind her ear.  Deirdre could just pet her all day, constantly running her fingers through Nora's hair, scratching her behind her ears, letting her rest her head in her lap.  The problem was, that Nora insisted on talking about boys, or men, or hunky sailors.  It was kind of a turnoff for Deirdre.  She wanted to talk to Nora about sweet nothings, preferably while stroking her gently, lying on the couch.  Deirdre often thought what that girl could possibly want with a muscular sailor?  At least Nora allowed Deirdre to pet her, but she had reservations about going too far.  She had once touched Nora’s breast in a suggestive manner, and got out of it a strange sideways stare and total silence for five whole minutes from her.  One day, thought Deirdre, one day that girl would give in to her, and they would get naked and caress each other softly... but later.  Deirdre wondered if alcohol would help.  But Nora didn’t drink, or so she said.  Perhaps she’d slip her a screwdriver cocktail one day, and see what happened.  But that was for later.  Now they were going out for a burger.  Deirdre smiled to herself.  She was just like a baby seal, Deirdre thought, all cuddly and loveable.  One day she’d call, and tell her in her most seductive voice: "Deirdre, I love you.  I’ve always been in love with you.  Come and make love with me."  

Deirdre sat in front of her mirror and put on her make-up.  She had to make herself presentable for her love.  She got one of her better coats to wear, one that accented her form well.  Perhaps Nora would be willing to go swimming with her again, she thought.  She'd like to see Nora naked again; she had such good natural proportions.  She was exactly thin enough, her waist was narrow and her shoulders were slightly wider than the hips, but it did not show, because of the way she carried herself normally.  Deirdre thought she'd ask her, there was no harm in it.  Minutes later she knocked on Nora's door.  Nora hadn't bothered to put on makeup, as usual.

Nora was happy to see her friend Deirdre.  She was always in such an uplifting mood.  A bit too heavy on the makeup though.  Nora wondered whether she wanted to look like a Russian hooker, or whether she was conscious of her looks at all.  Deirdre asked her if she wanted to go swimming later on.  Nora thought it over a while, but agreed easily enough.  They decided to go after dinner.

Nora ordered a cheeseburger with fries.

"A cheeseburger?" exclaimed Deirdre.

"Yeah, they are the best," said Nora as she bit in, a bit of sauce spilling on her fingers as she did.  She licked it off.  

"Aren’t you worried about your shape?" asked Deirdre.

"My shape?  Why?" Nora wrinkled her forehead.

"I mean, aren’t you afraid to lose your attractive good looks?"

"Attractive looks?" Nora repeated and chuckled, "me?  No.  I’m not afraid, because I’m not attractive."

"Sure you are," said Deirdre.

"That’s so nice of you to say," replied Nora.

Veggie sandwich ready!" called the clerk.  Deirdre stood up to get her order.  When she came back Nora's face looked slightly more tragic than before.  When she saw Deirdre walk toward her again her spirits returned, to her expression at least.

After dining they stayed for five minutes just to finish their soft drinks and talk while their stomachs settled, and then they were off.  First they went to Deirdre's house to get her swimsuit because she lived closer to the little shop, and then they went to Nora's to get her swimsuit.  The pool was some distance away, but they felt they could use the walk.

They were an odd couple, Nora and Deirdre.  Nora was dressed in a long, zippered drab-colored raincoat and wore a grey sweater underneath, and she had on brown pants and sturdy looking shoes.  She looked fifteen years older than she really was, but then, she behaved almost as if she was in her sixties.  Her skin was milky white and free of blemish, and made her lips look much brighter red than they were.  She had her hands in her pockets as she walked, and her normal tragic look had momentarily been replaced with a happy smile, although her brows tilted back sorrowfully.  She couldn't help it, it was a part of the expression that had stuck on her face after all the use it had got.

Deirdre wore high heels and white socks, a short skirt and T-shirt that left her pierced navel exposed, and she had on a brightly colored jacket.  She let her long blond hair flow freely down her back.  She had a bright and happy expression on her face at all times, she never had a low mood, no matter what.  The only thing she had in common with Nora was that she was still technically a virgin, although she didn't perceive herself as one in light of her experience with other women.

Deirdre went to pay for Nora.  When she did, she saw that the pool offered a sauna, and she asked Nora if she wanted to try that.  Nora didn't think so.  She didn't much desire to sit in steam with a bunch of people.  She didn't desire to sit with a bunch of people without steam either.  It made her feel uneasy, out of place.  And she always felt like she was being stared at.

Nora followed Deirdre into the dressing room, and carefully took off her clothes, folded them and put them into the locker in an orderly fashion.  Deirdre just threw everything into the locker and closed it.  It was her punk philosophy.  Deirdre's method took much less time, that meant that she could stand by and watch Nora take off her clothes and fold them.  They would talk together, and when they finished, Nora smiled at Deirdre, and make her signature hand motion, placing her hair behind her ear, and they would pick up their swim suits.

"You should keep your glasses on," said Deirdre, "you look sexy with them on."

"I can't wear glasses in the shower, they'll fog up."

"The fog disappears when the water runs on them.  Then you'll see, and be sexy."

Nora shook her head at Deirdre's eccentric comments, and walked to the showers.  Deirdre let Nora walk in front of her to the showers.  She just wanted to look at her ass, but she
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