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         “Rough day at the office?” I ask as friendly as I can.

         Alexander looks rough. He has dark shadows underneath his eyes. It has been a week and we are back at the café. Sophia shows us to the same table as last time. She knew we would be back.

         “Yeah, you could say that.” Alexander pulls his hand over his stubbles. It looks like he hasn’t shaved since we met last time. I notice the silvery streaks in his beard and I wonder why his sideburns are still dark. Does he dye them? Pathetic. I jump when he continues: “The boss was ecstatic with our last interview. I showed her a first draft and she already wants more. The first part will be published in the next issue.”

         “Nice”, I reply and tilt my head. Time to turn up the emotions. “But it’s not only work that bothers you, right?”

         “What do you mean?”

         “The rough part?” I make quotation marks in the air. He frowns and shrugs his shoulders. Roll them backwards to relax.

         “Maybe...” Alexander opens up his laptop a bit too violently. He can’t untangle the chords of the voice recorder and he sighs through his teeth. “But anyway, we are here to talk about you.”

         I am still looking at him with my head tilted. “Let me know when you’re ready.”

         “I am ready. For the interview I mean.” Alexander gives me a suspicious look. He has picked up the double nature of my question. “Well... never mind, let’s talk about it later. And no, it’s not only work that bothers me.” He hands me the tangled mess and smiles. His sad smile. “You can really sense how other people are feeling, can’t you?”

         I smile at him and make a mental note. He is good at mirroring people. Like me. I better stop this. I lean back.

         “Sophia, dearest, two glasses of champagne for me and your fantastic meatballs for my friend. And two glasses of red. I know she is standing next to me as someone has put their hand on my shoulder, squeezing it gently. Also, I can smell her. Alexander opens his mouth to protest, but then he shrugs his shoulders again and nods.

         “The magazine will pay for it this time”, he says. It sounds professional. Just like Mia when she talked business and shaped my view of relationships. Always give and take. Always.

         “Sure”, she giggles. “We’ll at least pay for the top-up.” She laughs and winks at Alexander. I love her continental charm. It reminds me of the subject of today's interview.

         It also makes me think about what roll she actually plays in this arrangement, but I untangle the chords and let Alexander put the microphone on my shirt. Just like last time, we touch and we both seem to like it. More, this time.

         “Shall we start?” he asks and winks at me the same way Sophia winked at him. “You were meeting a woman called Célie?”

         This time, I know the code to Mia's door. I stand outside the beautiful staircase leading up to her flat. My fingers tremble when I press the wrong numbers at my first attempt. On my second attempt I get it right. The door opens and I quickly push it open with my shoulder.

         The inside of the house smells like something heavy, not only rose and lavender. Maybe jasmine? We have visited Mia's summer house on the west coast a couple of times. That place smells similar to this.

         Did Célie get here before me?

         The scent is even stronger in the elevator. I force myself to use it to not stumble into Mia's flat sweaty and out of breath like last time. No, I need to be cooler this time.

         I have fantasised about her. About Célie. It has made me horny during my French lessons. Maybe people have noticed, I did get some strange looks from the girls sitting closest to me in class. One of them had even started to breath a bit heavier. She had blushed and squirmed in her chair.

         Definitely horny, I think as the elevator starts moving. I pull a hand through my hair and look at my own reflection in the mirror. I try not to stare at a pimple that is getting ripe. I clean my eyes from some eye gunk. She is pretty hot. Alba in my class.

         That is what I have time to think before the elevator stops at the third floor. It makes a weird little jump before it calms down and I can open the door.

         Fuck old elevators.

         The door to Mia's flat is open. Just like last week. It isn’t really necessary as you can easily smell which door is hers. I pull it open and I notice that there is now a curtain hanging inside of the door. One of those thick and heavy curtains. At least I recognise the scent.

         “Oh hi, Liam, I didn't hear you coming...” Mia walks up to me and sneaks both of her hands in underneath my jacket. Hugs me hard and long. “It was soooo nice last time, Liam. I have been longing for you and your nice cock”, she whispers into my ear. Then she brings one hand down to my crotch and squeezes. My cock immediately starts pulsating and pumping in between my legs and I feel how the bulge grows inside my jeans. “And now you will meet one of my closest friends, I told you last time, right?”

         She gets on her tippy toes and gives me a quick kiss. She tastes good, sweet and fresh, and maybe alcohol. Wine? I have only had wine a couple of times, only French ones. We practised words of food and wine on some of the French lessons in school. Our teacher thought it was important, as it is such a big part of French culture, as she put it.

         “We had some champagne before dinner” Mia says and takes a step back. She looks at me again, in that way that only she can look at me. Her eyes move from my head to my toes before she pauses her gaze for a second on my bulge and laughs. Then she says: “You want a glass, right? You are eighteen and a week.”

         She is beautiful, Mia. She is standing there in without shoes, with her head tilted and a smile on her face. She is wearing her hair down and she is dressed in a blouse and a skirt. Her blouse fits tightly over her breasts and there are tiny gaps in between the buttons. I stare at her, like an idiot.

         Mia touches her breasts and smiles even wider. “I know you like breasts. My breasts. She turns around quickly, teasing me. “Come on. Say hello to Célie.” Mia sways her hips and her firm ass dances underneath her black pleat skirt.

         I take a deep breath and swallow. “Sure, let me just take my coat off.” I wonder if she notices the odour from my feet when I untie my shoes.

         I follow her ass with my eyes. My mind is racing.
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