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          “You can call me Liam.” I reach my hand out to the person standing in front of me as I carefully examine him with my eyes. I study his face of course, but I also notice the clothes he is wearing and his posture. It’s a habit I have. In my profession, it’s the key to survival.

         The man notices how I look at him. He squirms. Then he reaches his hand out to me. It’s like he hasn't decided if he wants to go through with this or not.

         “Alexander.”

         It looks like he has made an effort to look suitable for our meeting, though. There is wax in his grey hair that is brushed neatly to the right with the part ten centimetres above his left ear. His short sideburns are slightly darker than the rest of his hair, giving away how his hair used to look like before it turned grey, except from the sideburns he has no facial hair. He is clean-shaven and moisturised. His eyes are grey. It seems like he has styled his eyebrows because no unwanted hairs are sticking out. His eyebrows bring out his sharp eyes while his nose is thin with perfect nostrils that move slightly when he speaks.

         The movement of his nostrils draws my attention to his mouth. It is the feature in his face that I find most fascinating. Thin lips that are now opening slightly, probably because he is about to explain his situation again. The sides of his mouth are angled slightly upwards, but what I find most attractive is his perfect Cupid’s bow that pulls his lip upwards and tones down his otherwise very serious and somewhat mean look. That I’ll-take-what-I-need-and-I-don’t-give-a-shit-about-you-look. I can see it when he presses his lips together. And I can see it in that smile that never really reaches his eyes.

         I have seen it a lot and learned that when you hurt the feelings of a narcissist, the best thing you can do is to get out of there. I’m certain Alexander is one of those people. He also reminds me of someone. Someone who is famous but at the same time not at all. Someone who doesn't like the attention but is forced to bathe in the spotlight. I will probably figure out who it is in a moment.

         He prepares to keep talking, and he wipes the palm of his hand on his grey suit. The hand that just touched mine. I am probably the only one who thinks about it. In the other hand, he holds a laptop and some type of folder.

         “Hi, should we go inside?” Alexander makes a gesture towards the door of the café. “We can talk more in there.”

         We are standing on a street in Stockholm, on the edge of the area Östermalm. It is close to Vasastan and the city centre. I know the area well. Alexander turns around and walks through the door without waiting for my reply. Now I can see that his jacket is a bit too short and that his jeans look a little bit thin just by the back pocket. They are not worn-out, but not new either. They are tight around his thighs.

         He probably needs this job…

         This job is only a bonus to me, and I don't need it.

         Maybe I can add on a couple of extra days in Jamaica later this spring?

         “Sure,” I say quite loudly behind his back. “You are paying for this.” I don't care if he hears me.

         “As I said...” Alexander starts as he sits in the armchair with a glass of red wine and a plate of home-made meatballs in front of him. I lean back in a sofa so that I can stretch out in the crowded café. I have ordered two glasses of champagne. That's all that I need.

         He moves his cutlery around, places his knife and fork in perfect angles on the sides of his plate and continues: “...we are paying for this.” Then he looks at my two glasses and smiles a little.

         “Yes, it took us a while to agree.” I sip Pol Roger and look up at one of the cheap crystal chandeliers that spreads its dim light over the café. I remember how suspicious he had been the first time I called him.

         “From Vain Magazine Sweden,” he said. “The lifestyle magazine with a taste for the extreme. For those who live their life as if there is no tomorrow, and for those who would like to live that way.”

         At that point, I was about to hang up on him, but then he told me that he had gotten my number from “a true fan”. This is how it works in my profession; it is all built on personal recommendations — nothing else.

         “My editor wanted to think about it for a while. You’re pretty expensive.” He is still avoiding eye-contact. He cuts the meatballs in perfect halves and separates the mashed potatoes, the sauce and the lingonberries on the plate.

         No mess here.

         It confirms my suspicions about his personality. And then I suddenly remember who he looks like. The husband of Princess Madeleine of Sweden. Chris. With that uncomfortable smile.

         I take another sip and stare at him. He finally looks me in the eyes.

         “No, it’s tough for me to know what tomorrow will bring...” I answer and try my best not to sound annoyed.

         “Point taken.” Alexander picks up his napkin and wipes some sauce away from the side of his mouth. He carefully folds his napkin again and leans back in the armchair. “But five thousand per hour...” It sounds like he understands it but refuses to accept it.

         I sigh and empty my second glass.

         “Are we doing it? Or not?”

         “My boss wants to do it.”
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