
        
            
                
            
        

    
	PREFACE


 


 


 


 


I've been teaching since I was 18. I've taught at various schools, and children and adults alike. German school would need a major overhaul but there's, unfortunately, much resistance because teachers are afraid of losing their jobs when certain subjects would suddenly be tablet-based. 


	That's utter nonsense, of course. 


	Many teachers are also way too lazy to change their teaching methods/styles which results in children being bored and unable to remember what is being taught. Schools use the same old books from 20 years ago and students still have to study for superfluous quizzes and tests.


	There's so much potential that goes unrecognized, it's a shame!


	Students could learn how to properly listen and argue, how to work together as a team, how to research relevant information and how to present it. That's stuff they'll need for life! Who cares how high the tallest mountain of Germany is?


	Anyone can look that up online, no need to study this info for a test!


	Anyway, there's so much that could be done but nothing's happening, at least not in Germany. It's immensely frustrating. 


	I believe Finland is actually one of those very few countries where schools are inclusive, happy and progressive places for students.


	That's why, in this story, I chose to portray a progressive school with a progressive principal and some wonderfully engaged teachers.


 


	I've been to the Maldives but my hotel, not a resort!, was small, situated on a small island that took a mere 20 minutes to circle.


	I didn't mind it at all, though. There was plenty of wildlife to observe, the beach was clean and the water crystal clear.


	I thoroughly enjoyed the Maldives, the snorkeling, the day trips, the scrumptious food. The chef managed to prepare tunafish in 14 different ways – not once did he repeat a recipe. It was a great vacation!


 


 


 


 


 


 


		THE SWAP	


 


 


 


 


	Need 2 talk urgently. Good now?


 


	No. Call u when possible.


 


	Tim typed rapidly, then put his phone in the glove compartment and turned to his companion, Elena, an attractive woman in her mid-thirties. She had shoulder length auburn hair, brown eyes, freckles and a wide smile.


	She was a front floor manager, and they had first met when Tim went to eat at the restaurant where she worked. That was roughly two years ago now.


	There had been no lunch crowd that day so Elena was less busy than usual. She paid Tim extra attention because there was an instant spark between them and they flirted unabashedly. After Tim had lunched there four days in a  row and after they had exchanged more than the habitual pleasantries, Elena gave him her number and he picked her up for a drink one day after her shift had ended.


	She was a single mom who had been in an abusive relationship for a few years before she finally plucked up the courage to report her ex-husband to the police, take out a restraining order against him and file for divorce.


	She had moved in with her friend, who also looked after her daughter when she was at work or went out on occasion, but Elena had not been interested in anything serious. To her mind, she was far better off without a man.


	While she and Tim were having drinks she told him about her failed marriage and she made it clear to him that she was zero interested in a serious, longterm relationship, but it turned out that Tim was perfect in this regard because he did not want anything from her but the occasional fun fuck, either. 


	After that first drink and their honest conversation he took her to his place and they spent a few hours having sex before he dropped her off at home.


	They hooked up whenever one of them felt like it. It was always a quicky in the car, parked somewhere on a gravel road outside of town, or in a bathroom stall of a bar or in a park hidden behind a bush or tree. Every now and then Tim took Elena back to his house, and every once in a blue moon they went to Elena's – when both her friend and daughter were absent.


	By unspoken agreement neither wanted to take it a step further. Romance did not feature in their relationship, only sex, although they got along well.


	Today they were meeting on their lunch break. They had taken his car to their favorite spot outside of town, a parking lot shielded by tall trees and plenty of underbrush. Few people stopped there to take a break, and fewer still to make out in broad daylight.


	It probably helped, too, that it was winter, although they had never really encountered anyone in the summer months either.


	Whenever the weather and the circumstances allowed it, they fooled around on the hood or on a blanket in the grass since sex in the car usually meant having to be very flexible, if not acrobatic.


	There had not been enough time to go to Tim's today because Elena's lunch break was shorter than usual. There was a big event, some kind of anniversary, at her restaurant later that day and they were busy like hell. 


	Tim's house was at the other end of town and it took too long to get there so it had to be the parking lot, even though the weather conditions were anything but ideal today.


	It was freezing cold outside. It had already snowed abundantly that winter and more snow was forecast for later that evening.


	Tim had moved the passenger seat as far back as possible, and they had both struggled out of their pants and underwear in the confined space of the car and tossed them on the back seat. 


	Elena was straddling Tim. He already had a boner that was pressing hard against Elena's bushy pubic hair and he could feel the heat emanating from her pussy.


	Lowering herself onto his hot dick, he slid into her effortlessly. Elena was very wet and very eager to ride him. A groan escaped him when she enveloped him and began moving up and down his shaft.


	He pushed up his hips to meet her thrusts, also knowing that he could penetrate her deeper this way – it gave her more pleasure, she told him.


	Both were panting hard now and he could tell that Elena was about to come by the little quivers running through her. As it was, when she plunged down again he came first while she continued her wild ride until she, too, climaxed.


	Afterwards she kissed him, checked the time and said regretfully, „That's it for today, I'm afraid. My shift will start again soon.“


	„I also have to attend a meeting. What a shame,“ he answered with a smile. More often than not, they did it two to three times when they got together.


	Sexually for sure they were absolutely compatible. Their arrangement – no strings attached – made them feel absolutely carefree.


	It was liberating not to have to worry about saying or doing the wrong thing. Apart from banging each other like rabbits neither had any expectations.


	No expectations meant no disappointments and no regrets. If either of them wanted out, all they had to do was say it. They usually engaged in small talk but never touched on anything serious. Neither of them was interested in what was going on in the other one's life. That was most likely why their sex was so excellent.


	They dressed and left, driving slowly back into town. It was cold outside, the gray clouds hanging low in the sky, threatening to send more snow earlier than predicted. 


	Traffic was light and Tim found that he had to concentrate little on driving and much more on what he could find sliding his hand into Elena's panties.


	„Oh yeah, that's real good,“ she purred, pulling her pants back down, spreading her legs and leaning her head back, eyes closed, to fully enjoy Tim's attention.


	He had stimulated her so many times by now that he exactly knew what made her go crazy. He lightly twirled her public hair around his index finger, playing with it for a bit – he just loved these little curls, sometimes soft, sometimes wiry – then trailing his middle finger softly over her outer lips, relishing in their silky touch, and making Elena croon.


	Widening his radius, he included her inner lips in the continuous trailing of his finger, gravitating more and more toward her middle and finally inserting his finger deep into her opening.


	„Hell, this's so fucking great,“ she moaned.


	„I love how wet you get every time,“ Tim said, moving his finger in and out of her vagina and then up to her clit, which made Elena suck in her breath sharply.


	„Oh yes!“


	And Tim carried on carressing her clit until Elena grabbed the headrest with both arms, arched her back and exploded into a loud scream, shudders rippling through her as her orgasm was ebbing away.


	By the time her pulse had returned to normal and she had pulled her pants up once more they had arrived at her workplace.


	She kissed Tim and promised to reciprocate the sexual favor when they would meet again, then hopped out of the car.
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