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         Julia looked at the tombstone and tried to feel something at least. But she had just the same vague sense of unease nestling in her chest as she had every day. More than anything else, she felt cold. The dense forest around the cemetery was desolately quiet, and in the distance, you could hear the hum of the motorway.

         Her dad did not exist anywhere. He wasn't in the gilding on the stone, not beneath the soil, not in heaven and not within her either, apparently. She started to feel silly. It was stupid to try to feel something you didn't, stupid to pretend to be something you weren't.

         She felt like a beer. The pouring rain had already smeared her mascara, and now it made her hair stick in a disgusting wet mess against the back of her neck. So goddamn stupid. She chucked the bouquet onto the newly-covered grave and didn't glance back as she walked away.

         She zipped up her motorcycle jacket and put her helmet on. She loved the pressure against her chest and the support around her back, the compact sensation of being cocooned.

         Her mind was blank as she patiently wiped away the raindrops from the leather seat and straddled her bike. She enjoyed the incredible power she had between her legs and when she used the throttle, the roar of the engine hit the church façade and echoed along the long tree-lined avenue ahead.

         Now I want cock, she thought to herself. I want a cold beer and a hard cock.

          
   

         Mattias opened the door dressed in a pinny and holding a spatula in his hand. Through the loud music, Julia could hear the kitchen fan and the sizzling frying pan. It smelt delicious. He immediately returned to the stove. "It's great to see you again,”he said.

         With a deft hand, he stirred the contents of the frying pan and then he looked up at her. There was a special sparkle in his eyes that she really liked. The sparkle that told her he had forgiven her for everything, all the stupid things that she might have done since they last saw each other.

         "God, it smells so yummy,”she said.

         "Mmm."

         "What are you making?"

         "Meatballs. And then I wanted to try to make a sauce out of the scrapings and juices in the pan, but haven't got a damn clue how to go about it. If you don't fancy giving me a hand that is?"

         "Sure,”she said and gave him a quick kiss. His beard scraped against her lip and as she put an arm around his broad shoulders to absorb that he was really there, a heartfelt wave of warmth washed over her.

         "I've missed you,” he said.

         She pretended to bite his shoulder and growled at him. "But I'm here now."

         "You're here now."

         "Are you making mash too?"

         "Mmhmm.”

         “Is this cream for the sauce?”

         “Yes, but don’t use it all up. I need a splash for the mash too.”

          
   

         There was an open bottle of wine and two lit candles on the table. He turned the worktop light off.

         “Do you have any beers?”

         “Of course, I have beers. What do you think?”

         He gave her a chilled bottle from the fridge. Then he pulled out one of the drawers, rummaged around to find a bottle opener and handed that to her too.

         “You’re too kind, Mattias.”

         “Is it possible to be too kind?”

         “Yes. And that’s what you are.”

         “Is that why I never manage to hold on to a girlfriend?”

         “Probably.”

         “But you keep coming back.”

         “Yes, seems that way.”

         “Is it just for my cooking skills?” He leaned in across the table and whispered with a conspiratorial wink: “Say yes.”

         She giggled. ”Partly, yes. But it is also because you are so damn good in bed, which smooths over any potential flaws.”

         He looked down at his place and in the dim light, she could see his cheeks turning a fetching shade of pink. She smiled.

         The rain pelted down against the window and when she took the first bite of a meatball smothered in the creamy sauce, she closed her eyes for a moment.




OEBPS/images/9788726206364_cover_epub.jpg
\LEXANDRA SODERGRAN





