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         It was the summer vacation, and I had no plans because my girlfriend and I had decided to terminate our relationship. It had been entirely unproblematic – at an emotional level. We had barely had sex for about six months, so the relationship had become a sort of friendship/roommate arrangement. Neither of us would have been satisfied by that in the long run. We were living together in my flat, but I had made the gentlemanly suggestion that it'd be no problem for her to stay until she found someplace else to live. That's why I had been sleeping on the sofa in the living room for almost two months.

         It had been a bit of a challenge. Mostly because it felt a bit loser-y to sleep on a sofa when you're almost 30 years old. And of course, because I could spend every night fantasizing about the very enjoyable sex we had been having early on in our relationship. But now she had finally found somewhere else – from the first of next month, and I thought that I would go and visit my friend Raoul who lived in Spain so that my ex-girlfriend could move out in peace and quiet – and I could be a grown, single man once again.

         In every one of his invites, Raoul had neglected to mention that he lived in a one-room flat more than 100 kilometres outside Madrid. So it was not exactly a hacienda with a sweeping view of the ocean.

         I had quickly packed a backpack and jumped on a plane to Madrid. From the gigantic train station, it began to dawn on me how far away Raoul lived. Two hours by train, then another train, and then another hour by bus. My destination turned out to be a small and pleasant mountain village, and I set off to try and find Raoul's house.

         I had written to him the week before that I would take him up on his invitation, and that I would join him the following week. He had replied that that would be perfect and sent me his address. A few days earlier, I had told him when I was due to arrive, and he had simply replied with a thumbs-up.

         As I walked through the village, I was worried that he might not even be home. I found the address and rang the doorbell. No reply. But I could hear someone shuffling around inside, so I rang it again.

         This time it got quiet inside, and shortly after I could hear a bit of muttering and giggling. Raoul opened the door with his hair completely in disarray and wearing a dishevelled robe that he had obviously just thrown on. Behind him, I caught a tiny glimpse of a naked girl running through a door, which she slammed shut behind her.

         I knew I had picked a horrible time to arrive. But Raoul still invited me inside with a smile, patting me on the back to make me feel welcome. He gave me a can of beer, and then he went into the bedroom ‘because he just had to fix something.' He definitely fixed something alright. But probably not the way Raoul had intended because I could hear a very angry and very loud woman's voice yelling something in Spanish, while Raoul tried to explain that everything was alright. Then he got angry and began yelling as well. Then I think they threw some pillows around. And then it got quiet for a moment. And then they continued with what they had stopped when I rang the doorbell.
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