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         Janne had been called into the boss's office and was asked to take a seat. His manager remained standing. 

         "Listen, Janne, have you got plans for Midsummer?"

         "Errmmm, no,” he tried to think. 

         "Nope,” said his manager and laughed. "Thought so. Well, I'm planning a party at my holiday cottage. Come over to ours, be there about 2 pm-ish. Then there's dancing around the Maypole and an all-you-can-eat seafood buffet."

         Janne wasn't entirely sure whether this was an order or an invitation, but his manager had already sat down in his office chair and held a receiver next to his ear. Looked at Janne with raised eyebrows and a smirk, one way of wordlessly saying:

         "What are you still doing here? Why have you not left my office yet?" 

         The pompous git, Janne thought to himself. How the hell had he managed to father two lovely daughters?

         Midsummer's Eve eventually arrived under a bright blue sky. The house overlooked the sea and out there on the blue waves, you could see tiny, white sails sashay across the shimmering horizon. The Maypole was lush and green like the newly cut lawn, and two long trestle tables were placed alongside one another and then one more sideways on end. They were decked out with tableware on the great lawn, just below the decking with the pool. 

         Holiday cottage, my arse, Janne thought. “This is a mansion.”

          Twenty-odd guests gathered, most of them middle-aged just like he was, and then the two daughters. Only 18 and 19 years old and with youthful, bright faces that made them stand out from the rest of the crowd. The oldest girl, Annika, had long, dark hair and a delicate wreath of flowers on her head. It was Midsummer, after all. The tight dress she was wearing could hardly keep her curves in check. 

         The younger daughter, Sofi, was tanned and strikingly beautiful with her newly cut bob. As far as Janne was concerned, Sofi was as just as sexy as her older sister, but the shy eyes often cast downwards, gave a stronger impression of innocence.

         On top of one of the trestle tables, plates, serving platters and bowls of food had been arranged. There were also an incredible amount of bottles of various spirits, different brands of flavoured schnapps and plain vodka, as well as lots of beer cans, stacked neatly on top of each other. 

         Someone shouted that lunch was served, so the small groups of guests mingling with each other started walking towards the tables to help themselves to food and drink. Soon enough, they were all sat at the table, eating and drinking and socialising nicely. Janne got seated to the left of Annika. What a stroke of luck.

         But at that moment, the older lady opposite him started jabbing on. 

         "Janne, Janne - that's what you said your name was, right?" She leaned across the table and wouldn't let him getaway. "Janne - that's an old Swedish name. My brother was called Janne too, you see. Or Jan, of course, but we never called him that. Nope, we called him Janne. Me and my other brother Arne, I mean. He's still alive, you know, and very fit and healthy. Fantastic, to be honest, the way he carries on and born back in 1934. Or was it 35?

         Janne went from responding with a polite "mmm" and "oh right" now and then, to merely looking another way. His eyes fell on Annika. My goodness, what cleavage.  The nattering from the other side of the table stopped. When he looked up, he spotted the old lady hobbling off with a disposable paper plate in her hand, and he felt relieved. He turned to Annika again and smiled politely at her. 

         "Having fun?" He asked. 

         "So, so."

         "I'm not so keen myself. I am mostly here because I can have a free nosh-up at your dad's expense."

         She laughed out loud, and then they chitchatted for a while about the summer and how to make the most of it. When someone on the other side of the table proposed a toasted, they both lifted their schnapps glasses and clinked together, but completely forgot about the other guests sitting around them involved in the same toast. He sneaked in an innocent question about whether she had a boyfriend or not and she answered with a neutral "No, I don't,” but the atmosphere between them had already changed. 

         She couldn't stop looking at him. Handsome in a rough and ready sort of way, with stubble on his chin, thin face, crow's feet around his eyes, but most of all, it was the charismatic twinkle in the eye that she fell for. 

         From time to time, they locked eyes with one another. The more their bashfulness subsided, the hotter and sexier Annika felt. His eyes certainly didn't hide anything; he wanted her, alright, there was no way around it.

         Annika wanted to show him somehow her real personality, and at the same time, she wanted to allure him, which is why she logically came to talk about her favourite subject, i.e. dancing. A little tentative at first, as she was trying to find the right words, but Janne waited patiently without interrupting her, and she could see he was interested, curious even. 

         Suddenly, she felt it was much easier to express what she wanted to say, and she wanted to go to the US, perhaps New York, and go to school there. She loved a good challenge, and the best thing ever was when you had to tackle a near enough impossible routine. You just stumbled and made the wrong moves, probably thousands of times, but carried on regardless, dead set on getting it right. And then one day, it just happens, you nail it just like that. That feeling is fantastic, like conquering the impossible. 
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