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         Enzo, Liam, Oscar, Ari, Ronaldo and Knut play football for the local A-team. Their team is currently in the third division, but their target is to reach the first division. This goal is exceptionally vivid to them and they are hell-bent on achieving this with gruelling training, intensive effort and a generous helping of determination. Football isn't just their passion; it's their life. After a fairly even game, which depends slightly on who tells you the basic outline of events, their team is crowned the winner today. Most of them were in a rush and have left the changing room already to go celebrating today's victory with friends and family, but for some reason, these few lads are still in the changing room, something which will later prove to be most opportune.

         The fit, young men have just finished their shower and are sitting in the locker room with bath towels wrapped around their hips. They have wet hair and chit-chat animatedly about the match they just won. They're overjoyed with the result and buoyant with enthusiasm and the hope of a bright future. Oscar is the big player, extremely talented. Many believe in him and see him as the new Henric Larsson. The others are good too, no doubt about it, but on the football pitch, they all agree that none of them shines as brightly as Oscar Häryd.

         "Goddammit, Oscar! You were on fire out there!"

         Liam gets all worked up when he enthusiastically talks to his friend, who did one of the more crucial goals.

         "Thanks, Liam. But what a shame you didn't spot me behind you in the second half, I could've scored again from there."

         "Yeah, yeah, well, we still nailed it, didn't we?"

         The group of lads all concur.

         "We sure did."

         "What a great feeling, huh, Ari?" Oscar blurts out. "When we first stepped onto the pitch today, I certainly didn't think this was a feasible outcome. Did you?"

         Ari is their goalie. He's quick with nimble feet and swift moves. He moves like a super-fast ferret and won't think twice about throwing himself at the ball. Anything to prevent a goal, of course. But personality-wise, he's quite the opposite to Oscar and much more reserved.

         "No, maybe not. Or, well, yes. I was sure we'd win."

         The others are laughing. Of course, they'd win. Even if the last few matches had involved some highs and some lows, and mixed results, they had all had a good feeling about this particular game. Playing on home turf is special.

         "You worked up a right pace across the pitch, Ronaldo. Well done."

         "Cheers, Knut,” Ronaldo replies. "The flow was on my side today. Some days you feel you rule the world and others not so much."

         "Errr, right…" Knut giggles.

         "It's true, isn't it?" Ronaldo answers.

         "Yes, yes, suppose so."

         "You two, Ronaldo and Knut. You're the kind of forwards that never backs away, neither of you would hesitate. You just go ahead and work your magic; you never miss a shot."

         Knut and Ronaldo smile at each other. Oscar's right.

         "The flank too. You had a whole, fucking corridor to run through and moved like Flash Gordon through the crowd of players, Oscar."

         "I fucking did, didn't I?!"

         "And what about the last goal? Amazing to see you just passed the ball on, then got it back and nailed the far corner of the net."

         "Magic, dudes. We were magic today."

         Oscar leans back with a smug smile on his face and lets the words, the goals, the penalties and the fancy footwork sink in. It had been a good game. A real crowd-pleaser too with all the great technique, clever tactics and goals.

         "But it wasn't a walkover by any means,” Liam continues. "We have to admit we had to work for it. Fuck me. We had to really put some effort in from start to finish and my adrenaline was running sky-high in the last fifteen minutes.

         "For you, perhaps." Knut can't leave that one hanging and Ronaldo carries on.

         "They played well. Well-coordinated and structured. It's blatantly obvious that the other team are a good bunch, who know each other inside and out. Being able to suss each other out and keep tabs on your teammates is vital. Much more important than reading your opponents."
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