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         After her first night with Lars, Cecilie’s everyday life changed. She was herself again, her smile returned, and she had more energy for the girls. The time after Tom’s death had been unbearable, now she could see the light at the end of the tunnel, and the next step was for him to meet the girls. It was no rush, she would like to wait, and they had plenty of opportunities to be together without involving them. She had told Tom’s daughter, Ann, that she was seeing someone, and she had sounded sincere when she said that she was glad.

         “You both knew that the time would come, right?” Ann was referring to the significant age difference between Cecilie and her father. But she’d had the best year of her life with him, the old actor had been her husband, and the girls’ father, and she missed him every single day.

         “Yes, but not so soon. I miss him, Ann.”

         “I know, Cecilie, but that doesn’t mean that you have to be alone for the rest of your life.”

         She still had a part of Tom in Ann and the girls, that made it a bit easier, and she was very fond of Lars, even though she still cried herself to sleep, mourning her loss, when she was alone.

          
   

         It was Lars who brought up the girls one afternoon when they were sitting at a café.

         “When will I meet your daughters, Cecilie?”

         She got a lump in her throat, she felt it would be kind of like taking something from Tom, but she knew that the time would come sooner or later.

         “Would you like to?”

         “Of course, we don’t have to reveal that we are dating right away.”

         Of course, that was an option. Maybe it wasn’t so bad, and she could say it as it was: Lars is someone from mommy’s work.

         “We’ll have to figure it out, Lars. Should we go?”

         They went to his place. She hadn’t brought him to her the bedroom at home yet. She was more relaxed when they were at his.
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