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         Everybody is a winner if you share things equally. Everybody gets what they want, and nobody gets left out. That’s how Nelli, Isa and I reasoned. 

         We had known each other since first grade. We were all from the same area, and soon found out we had a lot in common. I was the reasonable and sensible one – constantly weighing pros and cons in order to find the most appropriate solution, no matter the issue. Nelli thought a lot, but she never really got around to taking action. She changed her mind a lot and you never really knew how she would think or feel about things. Some would, rightly, call her indecisive. Isa was the dreamer. She was a longing soul, writing complex poems about love and how breathtaking everything would be once she met Him. Him, the one she would spend the rest of her life with.

         You could simplify our personalities and say that I was the diplomat, Nelli the thinker and Isa the romantic. We were a team, like sisters. We had fun together. None of us took our studies very seriously, like many others did. None of us were very brooding. We were all just there, enjoying our time together. 

         Until he started in our class.

          
   

         *

          
   

         Seb enrolls mid-term. He is tanned and his hair goes down to his shoulders. We all think he must be a surfer – and when he introduces himself to the class, telling us that his big hobby is cruising the waves, we feel a bit smug. He has light-blue eyes and distinct features. He is tall and fit. The confidence in his face is like a feature of its own. 

         It doesn’t take long until Isa says: 

         “I have a crush!”

         We just roll our eyes. Of course she has. I, myself, have a hard time making up my mind. Is he attractive or is he one of those self-assured people who can get anybody they want just because they are arrogant – and in fact very unattractive? The diplomat inside me comes to life, and I start noticing different things about him. How does he act? And does he act like that because that’s truly who he is, or because it’s a façade for this new context? I try to be skeptical. I try not to be swept away by his beauty and attitude, which I must admit is quite charming. 

         I find it difficult to be critical. Difficult to be objective. Because, well, Seb really is good-looking. And I want to get to know him. I start falling for him without even knowing who he is, other than the fact that he is from a different city and that his family just moved here, and that his passion in life is surfing. I fall for his beautiful eyes, his fit body, his smile that looks like he’s hiding something – perhaps a secret, or a desire – and I’m falling deep. And just like Isa, I develop a crush, too. 

         Nelli, of course, needs time. She says No, he’s not my type one day, and we’re so alike the next. After just a few days, I realize that Seb will be a problem for us. I realize that his entrance in our lives will change something. I realize that he has a very special power. And I realize that more than one of us saw him or wanted to start seeing him. 

         We’re getting ready for battle. 

          
   

         *

          
   

         A mutual friend throws a party. Everybody’s invited. But Nelli and Isa can’t come, because they have other plans this weekend. A part of me says I should deal with the paper that’s due soon, but another part of me feels that it has been too long since I spent time with friends other than Nelli and Isa. So, I decide to go to the party. I know most people in my class will be there, and it could be a great night. 

         What could go wrong? 
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