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         “Rebecca will be over for dinner tonight!” Johanna called out from the kitchen.

         Patrick took his eyes off the computer screen. “Okay!”

         He hadn't even noticed that the sun had set outside the window, and now he saw that the flat was bathing in the dim light of dusk. Outside, a big flock of birds moved across the sky like a black coat in the wind. He decided to take a shower and shave and to change his sweatpants into a pair of jeans and a shirt.

         When Rebecca rang the doorbell, they were both standing in the hallway to greet her. The mood was great. Rebecca was a large and welcoming woman. She filled the room with her presence, and surprisingly her scent made Patrick think about the first time he slow-danced with a girl. 

         He had never met Rebecca before and he stared at her for a long time.

         “Did you find the flat alright?” Johanna asked, and hugged her.

         “Yes, absolutely, but I did get stuck down by the entrance with Charles” Rebecca said, and walked up to hug Patrick. “Hi. So nice to finally meet you.”

         “Likewise,” Patrick said.

         “With who?” Johanna said, and stared at Rebecca.

         “Charles, your neighbor on the first floor.” Rebecca took her coat off.

         “I don't even know who he is, and I’ve lived here for two years,” Johanna said. She looked at Patrick. He just shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

         “A very sweet older gentleman, but he couldn't stop talking about his trip to Mallorca. He told me what they ate, what the music was like, the weather...” She interrupted herself when she saw the kitchen and the set table, the candles and the wine. “Oh wow, that looks so nice!” she gasped.

         They served the wine. They ate and drank and talked, mostly about work and things that they should plan to do together in the future. Rebecca finished her plate last. She put her cutlery down and had a couple of sips of her wine.

         “That was lovely,” she said.

         “Yes, I’m really happy with it,” Johanna answered.

         “With you in the kitchen, it's like dining out every night,” Patrick said.

         “Oh well, I’m not the only one who cooks around here. You're a great cook too.”

         “Is he always this nice?” Rebecca said, and winked at Johanna.

         “Yes, he sure knows how to be charming.”

         “That won't work on us though,” Rebecca said.

         “No, it won't!” Johanna said, and raised her glass. Rebecca raised hers too and they cheered. “Cheers to women!” she said.

         “What is happening right now?” Patrick said.

         The women laughed. “There, there,” Johanna said, and stroked the back of his hand. As a reflex, Patrick pulled his hand away and accidentally hit Johanna’s hand.

         “Ouch! What the fuck are you doing?!”

         “Don't be so dramatic. It won't work on me.”

         Johanna held her pulsating thumb. Her eyes were black and she threw sharp looks across the table. Rebecca, who had been holding her breath until now, started laughing. Johanna's eyes became even darker and they filled with tears. Patrick got out of his chair and hugged her. He tried to kiss her, but Johanna kept saying “no”, resisting his attempts to apologize.

         He got down on his knees. “Oooh,” Rebecca gasped.

         Patrick took Johanna's hand and kissed each knuckle and each finger, and when he finally placed his head on her lap, she stroked his hair and said, “Fine”.

         They both got up at the same time and they hugged for a long time.

         The girls talked for a while and Patrick listened. Suddenly, Rebecca turned towards him, leaned forwards and placed her chin in her hand, squinting her eyes. “So, I’ve heard you like chilli,” she said, and smiled mischievously.

         “Yeah," Patrick said, and turned towards Johanna. She blushed and bit her lip. Rebecca looked at both of them. “Yes, we talk to each other. What did you think? I bet you talk about sex with your friends all of the time?”

         “Actually, I don't,” Patrick said.

         “Are you kidding me?”

         “No, we never talk about details and stuff.”

         “How boring.”

         He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess I’m a bit boring.”

         “No, that's not what I meant!” Rebecca said, reaching for his hand.

         “I’m not offended.”

         “Now I feel like I really screwed up,” she said dramatically, staring at him. Her shoulders dropped.

         “No, don’t worry,” he said. “I’m just a private person. That's all. But you are so fantastically social and can talk about anything. You meet our neighbor and become his friend in a heartbeat. It's really cool. But it’s just not who I am. Don’t think you have to calm down or anything like that. Fuck, look at me and Johanna, we are the weird ones,” he said, and looked at Johanna, who gave him a loving smile. He could tell that she was impressed by him and it made him feel warm inside.

         “You seem like such a cool person. Johanna has told me loads about you,” he said, and had a sip of his wine.

         “Oh yeah?” She raised her eyebrows and looked at them both.

         “Only good things,” Patrick said, placing his hand on his chest. “I promise.”

         “So, what has she told you?”

         “That you have lived a very exciting life and experienced a lot of exciting relationships.” He looked down at the table. “And some crazy sex.”

         Rebecca laughed genuinely and loudly and with her whole body. “Oh my God. Oh well. Now I know who the real gossip is here.”

         “Yeah, Johanna can never keep a secret,” Patrick said, and smiled at Johanna. She gasped and pretended that she was being stabbed in the stomach with a knife.
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