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         If there were no ifs, there would be no obstacles. At least not the big, heavy obstacle that is now standing in my way and about to put an end to possibly, maybe and perhaps. 

         Maybe it’s a good thing. Of course it is. Strictly speaking. Because I realize how wrong it is. How unwise it is to even think about it. And to then go from briefly thinking about it to feeling something – to move your thoughts to a place of physical sensations, even desire – is of course simply disgusting. I know that, I really do. I’m not stupid. But still, still, still. Oh, why does it have to be like this? Why does it have to feel like this? And why, why, why couldn’t I fall for someone other than him? 

         My name is Jenni. I am neither old nor young enough to blame this on my age. I am old enough to be expected to be able to tell right from wrong. I’m expected to be someone who knows her limitations, her rights and her surroundings. I’m generally a fully functional person. My studies take up most of my time. I prepare for exams and put a lot of effort into doing a good job in school so that I can eventually reach my goal of becoming a journalist at a newspaper. I have my own apartment and I recently adjusted to standing on my own two feet. I really like it. And I feel like I’m on the right track in life, going down a path that leads me in the right direction. 

         Everything could be great. 

         Everything should be great. 

         It could all be, you know, the way you want life to be – with no complications. When it all moves at a comfortable speed and no challenges seem impossible. But maybe that’s too much to ask for in this thing we call life and everyday life. Maybe it would be greedy to ask for a life that isn’t filled with complications? I try to think like that when it feels too hard to fend off the challenges and the rough patches. But I’ll admit it’s hard. At least it’s not simple.

         Christoffer will be staying with me this summer. He is in-between studies and has just applied for a new apartment he won’t be able to move into until a few days before the semester starts. I’ll be working these months, but I will also have some time off. Of course Christoffer can stay with me. I did not hesitate when he asked me. 

         But that’s how it begins.

         The thing that mustn’t happen.

         It’s like a seed starting to grow inside me. It wasn’t there at first. It has never been there before. Consequently, this means that it’s new and foreign, and I have never even thought about it before. Or perhaps I did subconsciously?

         It starts very small, but then it mobilizes and grows bigger and stronger and takes up more space. The way things like this tend to do. And that is the case this time too, with this tiny and initially insignificant seed. But I have learned not to fool myself. Because even the smallest, the most innocent and seemingly insignificant things can change things significantly.

         You see, I’m starting to see him, my stepbrother. 

         I’m starting to see him in a different light than I used to.

         At first, I just ignore the thought. My reason catches me doing something I absolutely shouldn’t. It looks at me with a sober glance, and guilt instantly washes over me and quickly makes me stop. I do this for a long time. Dismiss the thought with such force and pressure that I think it will fly far away from me and never be able to find its way back. 

         My eyes linger on him when we talk. It sticks to him again and again, even if we’re not speaking. It feels as if I’m trying to capture everything about him without missing out on anything. As if I want to see and distinguish more and more parts of him. Like the birthmarks on the front and back of his neck. The lines in his face. His dimples. The crease that appears around his mouth whenever he smiles. The way his gaze, eyes, lips, forehead and cheeks all move in sync in different ways depending on his emotion and situation. 
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