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         “We're going to play truth or dare.”

  “Oh come on, Emma!” I stare at the scene in front of me: the rug on the floor, the glass bottles, and the three girls looking up at me with hazy, alcohol-blurred eyes. “We're not twelve years old anymore.”

  “So what?” Emma pats the seat next to her. “Come on and sit down, we've got everything prepared.”

           “Oh lord, you go to the bathroom for one minute...”

  She hiccups. “We work fast.”

           I sit down on the rug between Emma and Gabriella, take a sip of my bright blue cocktail, and laugh when Emma immediately spins the bottle.

           We are in Gabriella's flat in central Stockholm. It's one bedroom; small but cozy. On the walls there are colourful paintings she has made by herself, while the furniture is in dark hues to contrast the white walls behind the paintings. There are shirts and socks everywhere – even a bra dangling off the cistern of the lavatory – which speaks volumes about how Gabriella is doing these days. Condition: Newly single. That, of course, merits a girls' night with copious amounts of vodka, Smirnoff Ice, and as many chocolate chip cookies as we want. Add to that some sugary doughnuts, chips, dip and some brownies, and we're good to go. The fact that most of it is left untouched on the living room table because we felt completely full possibly goes without saying.

           “Alva,” Gabriella slurs and nudges me. Her blonde hair has started to unwrap from her tight ponytail, and her breath smells almost inflammable with alcohol. “Your turn. Truth or dare?”

           I roll my eyes. “Dare, of course.”

           “A bold choice. I dare you to open the window, and...”

           “No, no, no! I know!” Emma stumbles to her feet and gesticulates wildly. “We should play the grown-up edition. None of this 'shout something embarrassing out of the window' stuff, but only adult things.”

           “Like what?” Gabriella asks.

           “Like going to the supermarket and seducing someone.”

           “Dear God! You can't do that!”

           “We're single, aren't we?”

           I down my drink. The liquid burns my throat. “So... the supermarket then? I'm in.”

           “No, Alva, that was just an example.” Emma sighs theatrically. “I want you to find a man, or a woman for that matter, at a cinema.”

           Gabriella nods. “And seduce him?”

           “Seduction is merely the first order of business. I want them to have sex.”

           “Afterwards?”

           “No, no. At the cinema itself. What do you say, Alva? Can you do it?”

           I look back and forth between the two girls and laugh. “You're both completely crazy, you know that? Completely. Crazy.”

           “I take that as a yes.” Emma sits back down, her back slightly more erect than before. “You have a week.”

          
   

         *

          
   

         Group chat

         The next day

          
   

         ALVA: What on Earth did I agree to? Was I dreaming, or am I supposed to have sex with someone at the cinema?

         EMMA: Not a dream, baby!

         GABRIELLA: You sure sound confident, Emma. Are you forgetting your own lovely little challenge?

         EMMA: I must admit my memory is a bit blurry... but surely it can't be worse than what Alva has to do? Haha, nothing could be worse than that.

         ALVA: Depends how you look at it. Might be easier for you, since you'll already be naked. Or nearly naked, anyway.

         EMMA: Naked? How so?

         GABRIELLA: The public swimming pool. Have fun!

         ALVA: And what about you, Gabbi? Sex with a teacher! Best of luck, will you sign up for a course of some kind?

         GABRIELLA: Don't remind me. I'll have to find one that'll admit me right away... Maybe drawing? Should be plenty of those here in Stockholm.

         ALVA: Sounds good. We'll meet at Gabbi's next Sunday, and if anyone failed they're getting punished. Severely.

         EMMA: Who's being cocky now? What makes you so sure you'll succeed?

         ALVA: Confidence, baby! See you later, I'm off to the cinema...

          
   

         *

          
   

         As I enter the giant lobby of the Rigoletto cinema, I feel somewhat like a spy. I'm not the least bit interested in watching a movie like everyone else – no, I'm on a mission, a secret assignment. I smell buttered popcorn, sweat, and that particular scent only found at the cinema. Maybe those typical red seats have their own unique odor. Or is it the smell of anticipation from everyone chatting quietly in the dim light before it goes completely dark?

           A new movie, and an escape from everyday life. A place where you can tune out and merely... enjoy. Everyone is here to have a good time, and no one intends to move before the movie is over. The movie itself is the problem; it'll be playing and it'll be loud, and then no one will want to talk to me – at least not if they find the movie interesting. And even if I find someone who actually does want to talk, then other visitors might get annoyed, tell us to be quiet, and they might even complain to someone working here.
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