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         I raise my hand.

         “Anyone else?” Peter looks around the classroom. “Keiner?”

         I wave my hand in the air. As high up as I can. My shoulder aches and my elbow starts hurting. I lean to the side, hand still high, and stare at Peter. My table moves a couple of centimetres and sounds very unpleasant against the floor. The room smells of erasers, pencils and sweat. Twenty-three people breathing the same air in a room with close to no ventilation.

         Behind the puke-coloured curtains the sun is hot and tries its best to get in. The air is humid and hot, thick. The walls are covered in pictures and diagrams, paintings and computer-written short stories. Some of them are stained, others torn up. The bookshelves are so full of stuff that they should break any second now. I’m surprised they’re not complaining. Rows and rows of books. Red, yellow and multi-coloured. Colours and pages that are pale from years of wear and tear. Papers everywhere, some new and some used, some crumpled into balls.

         It feels nice to keep my arm raised, it airs out my armpit. I’m glad I wore my tank top today. Wouldn't want sweat stains. Not during the German lesson of all lessons. The German lesson is holy.

         Tara and Alice turn around, look at me and whisper something to each other. Their hair is straight and black, their noses point slightly upwards and their lip gloss smells like raspberries. They pout their lips. Their blouses don’t have a single wrinkle on them and their cleavages are as deep as Grand Canyon. Plastic fantastic. They normally sit in the back of the classroom, but this time Peter forced them to sit in the front. He told them that they better watch out if they want to pass the class. It feels weird, I’m not used to having people sitting in front of me.

         “Ahlgren? Flink?” Peter lets his eyes wander across the classroom. He is looking straight through me. Do I even exist? “Julin?”

         All the students sigh and moan and wave papers in front of their faces to get some relief from the heat. Most of the students seem to shrink in their chairs, trying hard not to attract attention. Some people play with their pens and stare at their feet. Others yawn. Dreamy gazes are thrown towards the curtains. It looks like Kim is asleep. We are about to finish for the day.

         Peter is slowly giving up now. His shoulders relax and he looks my way. My arm hurts. Numb. Is it still up? It looks like it, but I can't keep it straight anymore so it's bent to one side. Injured in a classroom-related accident. Will it come to that before I get to answer? Should I really be punished for being the only one who studies? German is fun. The best subject of them all. If I could, I would have loved to have more exams, more lessons. The homework is too easy and the other people in my class are too dumb. We are on our last year of high school and we have studied German for a long time. It's embarrassing that I’m the only one who knows the answer. But good, then I get to show off in front of Peter.

         He turns my way. Finally!

         “Jensen?”

         It sends a jolt through my body. His voice, saying my name. The tension, electric. I wish he would call me Alex. I don’t know why he keeps calling people by their last name, and I guess I don't mind. I just want to hear his voice say my name. My real name. At least once, I just want to know what it sounds like. Would he say it soft and smooth, beautifully? Let his tongue roll over the syllables. Sing them. Stroke them. Maybe he would say it in a German accent, cold and raw?

         I could lower my arm now and give him the answer. Impress him with my knowledge. So why don't I? Why can't I open my mouth, breathe in and produce words? My body is not working with me.

         Peter raises his blonde eyebrows. Did you not want to answer, Jensen?

         Yes, yes, I did. I can't look at him.

         Why are you taking so long? His eyes are narrow now.

         Because you make me speechless. Because you are attractive. Wonderful. I have thought so for a long time. Well, how do you say that in German? Du bist so wunderbar. Ich bin in dich verliebt.

         He doesn’t get it. He doesn't seem to pick up on my yearning. If you don’t have an answer for me, we’ll call it a day.

         I see people looking at me out of the corner of my eye. Tara and Alice giggle in front of me, they sound like little mice. Kim flinches and wakes up and he looks around as he rubs his eyes and yawns.

         “Wow”, someone mumbles. “Did she fall asleep?”

         “The day that the nerd finally shuts up.”

         “Earth to Alex.”

         Peter's eyes. I look straight into his cold, grey and almost metallic eyes. I’m lost. I’m thinking about the colour, are they in fact blue? A ray of sunshine finds its way in through the curtains. When the light hits his face his eyes definitely look blue. Like the water in a frosty winter lake or like the sky in spring. Gentle and delicate, but also decisive. So fragile. It looks like I could break them with a single breath, like thin ice under winter boots. But they are also firm. Strong glass that you would have to break through with heavy force. 

         “Jensen? I thought you knew this?”

         “Yes!” I flinch. I let my sore arm drop and lean against the table. Then I look at the whiteboard.

         Vocabulary test, page 263. Love and sex.

         I start to blush. When I raised my hand I only cared about showing off, I didn't think about the fact that I would have to say the words out loud. In front of the whole class. Sex and erection and vagina. We are all old enough for words like that, but still. I bet people will giggle and make kissing noises. Maybe they will even moan. And I will have to look at Peter. I will see how his face reacts when I speak. He will see me blush. Stutter. Drop my pen and swallow.

         Does he see me the way I see him? Or is it only me? I wonder if he looks good naked?

         Alex! Come on!

         I clear my throat. “Adore – anbeten; yearn – schmachten; intercourse...” I hear the first giggle. “Geschlechtsverkehr.”

         “Nice pronunciation”, Peter says and nods my way. He walks around his desk and he doesn’t take his eyes off me. He holds me prisoner with his eyes. His black jeans are tight around his calves, his thighs look strong. He has a belt around his waist, light brown with some red details. It looks like it could belong to a Cowboy. Wild west. He is wearing a shirt that has the same colour as the ocean, loosely tucked into his jeans. A simple but handsome outfit that looks very relaxed. A couple of carefully chosen details, the rest is very casual. His shoes shine, he must take good care of them. They still shine when the ray of sunshine disappears.

         I want to look him in the eyes again but I can’t lift my head. Not all the way. I’m stuck with my eyes. There. In between his legs. His bulge looks big in his jeans—huge. Is it hot in there? How would it feel to touch it? Just slightly. I want to let my fingertips wander over the bulge.

         Is he hard?

         No. He is not hard.

         But is his bulge normally that big?

         Please, you sound like a pervert. You normally don't stare at his crotch like this, so how would you know?

         Yes, I did stare that time when Evelina spilled her coffee and Peter had to borrow a pair of joggers from the principal's office. Fuck. This time...

         Stop. Staring.

         I look away. Force myself to look at his face, but I look at his forehead to not lose it completely. I swallow. Lean forward and sneak my hand in underneath my skirt. I squeeze my fingers between my sweaty thighs, push them together. Rub them against my knuckles. Shiver, quiver. It’s moist. I hope that I’m the only one who picks up the scent of my warm vagina.

         Peter sits down on the chair behind his desk. “Continue.”

         The whole classroom is a mess and his desk is no exception. It's probably the messiest spot in the room, to be honest. I don’t know if all the stuff on top of the desk belongs to Peter, the teachers switch classrooms all the time. Either way, he is sitting behind a mountain of books and notepads. I can barely see him behind all that stuff, he has to lean slightly to the side to see.

         “Oh yes, of course. Absolutely.” To not lose it completely, I press my fingers against my vagina and stimulate myself. I can feel my labia through the wet fabric of my panties. Filled with blood and swollen. Pulsating. My touch makes it worse. “Dirty – scmutzig; vagi...”

         “The class is over!” Tara interrupts me and points to the clock on her phone.

         “The clock on the wall isn't showing the right time.” Kalle stands up. “The class was actually over three and a half minutes ago.”

         Alice whimpers. “Peter? Please? Let us go? It’s sunny and...”

         “Okay, then.” Peter points at the door and looks for something on the desk. Throws a glance at the class. “You are free to go.” Then he looks at me again. Straight. At me. His eyes now seem blue as ice, but warm. “Well done...” He stops speaking. As if he has forgotten my name. “Alex.”

         Alex. 

         The walls close in on me. He sang it like a melody, it sounded like Mozart himself. I feel so special. I feel chosen. Important. My ears are ringing. And I’m hot down there.

         All my classmates stand up. They mess around with papers, books and bags. Talk. Gossip. God, it’s so hot, look how sweaty I am and German is so fucking boring and do you have any plans for the weekend? Did you see that Kim was asleep? Yeah, he was snoring like a fucking bear, it should be forbidden to finish class this late and what page was the homework again? 

         I’m still sitting down. I can't stand up. I slowly remove my hand from my crotch and close my book with shaky fingers. The paper feels a bit wet. Slightly sticky. Probably because of the heat. My fingertips leave moist marks on it. I can smell my vagina, earthy and thick in the summer heat. The smell spreads in the room. A curse. It would be extremely embarrassing if Peter noticed. If he could smell how horny I am. I wonder what he would say? Would he like it? Would it turn him on? Would he stop me and ask me if it was because of him?

         Fantasies.

         All of a sudden, my teacher and I are the only ones left. He looks at me behind his glasses and raises his eyebrows. “Are you not leaving?”

         He called me Alex. It must be a sign. He likes me.

         “Yes, absolutely. I was just thinking. Daydreaming, maybe. It’s a bad habit of mine.” I smile and laugh to try to hide my horniness in a joke.

         “About what?”

         “What do you mean?”

         “You were daydreaming. About what?”

         “Ehm...” A smile won’t get me out of this.

         Peter nods encouraging. “You can tell me. I have actually done some research about the meaning of dreams. I find it interesting.”

         This particular dream doesn't need any interpretation. The dream about him, naked. His erection , rock hard. His wide chest hovering above mine and my lips covering his hips in kisses. His eyes, on fire. He would press me against the wall, rip my clothes off me and growl and gasp into my ear. Squeeze my breasts until they pulsated. My nipples would be stiff under his touch. Maybe he would roll them in between his fingers. Slowly and carefully. But then faster, harder, until I begged him to take me.

         Take me... Have sex, fuck. Make love. Something that I have never experienced. Sure, I’ve had boyfriends, but I have never felt ready. I have waited. Patiently. ‘Cause I already knew when I started high school. The first time I saw Peter, I knew. His hair and his stern eyes. His laughter—loud and genuine. Peter was the one I wanted. Peter. My virginity was his to take. But at that point he was married, taken—and way older than me of course. Forty-six. Forbidden.

         So tempting.

         My teacher. Just another thing that makes it all so forbidden. I probably seem young to him, maybe childish. My skirt with flowers on it and my tight black tank top. My hair dyed red—like fire—and braided in two thick braids.

         But Peter is divorced now. I saw it on Facebook. I follow him, I look at his profile at least five times a day and daydream about him when I see his pictures. I yearn. Sigh. All the pictures of his wife are gone, the other ones are still there. The pictures of his kids, his cats, nature. His relationship status is changed. On his page it says that he is single now, it didn't show up as a notification but you can see it if you press the about-button on his wall. Not that we are friends on Facebook—he never accepted my friend request, he probably found it inappropriate or something—but I have created a fake profile that he has accepted. I pretend to be Lexa, a university teacher in literature. I googled beautiful lady black hair and picked a hot profile picture. A picture of a very confident woman. Older. Probably forty, if not more.

         Peter took my bait and accepted her. In just five minutes. Or was it four? This is why I can see everything he posts and all of his pictures now. He posts something new every other day, he is very active compared to me. My plan was to not write anything at all. Stay in the shadows. Invisible. To not attract attention.

         But I have written a few comments lately. Just a couple. Innocent ones, I think. I haven’t been able to stop myself as Peter always brags about being such a language nerd, about breathing literature and about being willing to marry a letter if he only could. He brags about reading the dictionary the same way other people read religious texts. It seems to give him immense pleasure to correct people. To mock those who misspell a word, it doesn't matter if they don't know the right spelling or if they are just lazy. Poor dyslexic people. Anyway, because of this it feels fantastic to correct him when he is actually making a mistake. Because he does make mistakes. A lot, even. He thinks that he is an expert, and he is pretty good, but his confidence doesn’t really match reality.

         The other day he wrote “I’ll come to the party also”, and I just had to correct him. It’s too, not also. When I’m playing my ‘university teacher’ role, people seem to listen to me when it comes to language. It's great. This morning I saw that he had deleted my comment and changed his post. So typical...

         “Jensen, are you okay?”

         I blink. Peter is standing in front of me with his hands on my desk. Bent forward with a worried expression on his face. He is looking at me in that way. Like he is analysing me. Like I’m a riddle that he has to solve. Or like a doctor, ready to diagnose me. In one way his eyes look empty, in another way they seem filled with emotions. You can tell that he knows a lot. That he has lived a while. His pupils are big and his eyes are understanding. They possess a depth that I’m not used to. They seem full of knowledge. And his skin is slightly aged. Each wrinkle represents a year, each line an experience. He is wearing black glasses. Oval, but still sharp. Authoritative. It looks as if the person wearing them should be strict and rigid. I know he is not like that at all. He is happy and friendly. At least to the people he knows.

         “I’m okay”, I whisper and stare at his lips. He smiles and I see his teeth. I wonder what they taste like. Both his lips and his teeth. How his saliva would feel, mixed with mine. If it’s hot. How it smells. I wish he would lean closer. Breathe on me.

         “Are you still daydreaming? Fascinating.” He gives me one of those heart-breaking smiles. It sends a shiver down my spine and along my thighs. It spreads from my calves to my knees and continues to my hips and my vagina. Tiny vibrations in between my legs. The heat spreads like warm water, to each cell. All the blood flows towards my crotch. Makes things even more swollen.

         “Ehm... yes.” I scratch my wrist with my nails. Try my hardest to stay cool. “Sorry, I’ll leave.”

         He lets go of the table. Straightens his back and looks at the window. What a posture. He holds his head high and his neck looks gracious. So beautiful. Still, there is something primal about him. Something about the way he moves makes him look like a wild animal.

         “Do something fun this weekend”, he says as he walks towards the window. He pulls the curtain to the side and peeks out. A cloud of dust rises from the heavy fabric. The tiny specks in the hot summer air look like stardust. Or flour. Or the powder from a broken eye-shadow. Wide rays of sunshine find their way in and land on the wooden floor. “I heard H&M has a sale.” He looks at me and his face looks golden in the sun. “My daughters said something about it.”

         Why is he telling me this? Yes, he has daughters, but what does that have to do with anything?

         “Oh, okay”, I mumble as I let go of my wrist and stand up. My chair creaks when I push it back.

         “Hey, don't study all weekend. Okay?” He looks straight at me. With the light shining on him like that, he looks like a God. The sun highlights his beautiful features.

         I stop moving. “I shouldn’t study? You don't mean that?”

         He laughs softly, stroking my soul. Shrugs his shoulder and lets go of the curtain. The sunlight disappears again. But not the heat. “Just between you and me?”

         I nod. I stand there, frozen. What is he about to say?

         “You will get the highest grade in all the subjects anyway.” He shakes his head and smiles. “You are everything the teachers ever talk about in the lunch room.”

         “What? Me?”

         He winks at me. A yes.

         “Why?”

         “You are smart. A natural. It's rare, Alex.”

         It sends a shiver down my spine. A feeling of pure joy spreads in my chest. I shiver in the heat. Stare. Am I covered in goosebumps? Maybe. I don’t want to look now, I can't. I can only look forwards. At my teacher in the blue shirt and the tight black jeans. He is looking at me and he is giving me a compliment. A big one. I love to be complimented. The feeling is euphoric, a tingling sensation spreads in my body. Soon, I will die and explode.

         Sure, praise normally makes me happy, but not like this. I can't stop smiling. My cheeks ache. I probably look like an idiot. An idiot with no confidence that just got told she was doing okay.

         “You’ll do fine, trust me. But you have to live a little also, don’t forget...”

         “Too.”

         He tilts his head. What do you mean?

         I push my chair into the right position behind the table. I normally don't care about that, but I need something to do with my hands. “I mean... it's too. You have to live a little, too. Not also.”

         He squints his eyes. He looks at me without saying a word.

         “I didn't mean to correct you”, I say quickly and drum my nails against the back of the chair. Pick on a piece of wood that is sticking out. My hands are warm. Sweaty. I change position. My sandals creak. The noise is loud and makes me flinch. I should have taken the other shoes. The hot and white high heels. They don't creak.

         Silence.

         “Okay, well, I should leave.” I pick up my book. Look around the classroom, avoiding Peter. Someone has scratched A+J forever, German sucks and football is life into the table.The floor is dirty. Dust and gravel fill the cracks of the wooden floor.

         “Alex?”

         I freeze.

         “Do you also go by the name Lexa?”

         My breathing is loud in my ears. Loud, sharp. I hug my book tightly. Throw a glance at the open door. The corridor outside is empty. I can hear a door close and footsteps in the distance. A light switch. One more. The school is closing.

         “Sometimes.” I look up. Look Peter in the eyes.

         “Online?”

         “Sure...”

         “Facebook?”

         The book feels uncomfortable in my grip. I feel like I can hear it chafe against my arm.

         “It’s you.” Peter walks up to me and puts a hand on my shoulder. It burns. Burning heat. He smells like a summer night, fresh and hot at the same time. Woody, I hope his scent will stay on my clothes. “You’re the literature teacher? The one who has relentlessly corrected me, every day, well, for weeks!”

         “No, I... weeks? Maybe I have commented once or twice...”

         “So it is you.”

         “I don't know what you... I mean...” I breathe faster now. My heart is pounding, hammering against my ribcage. Bam. Bam. Bam. I bet he hears it. And it is so humid in here. My arms rub against my tank top, the cotton feels moist. The air feels thick in my throat. The walls close in on me. “I don’t know what...”

         “So you created a fake profile to follow me. Right?”

         I open my mouth and close it again. His hand feels like fire. But it also feels nice. Maybe it’s the expression in his face that bothers me. His sharp eyes, his posture, the lines that have suddenly appeared around his mouth. He is a wild cat, attentive. His neck is bent, his eyebrows lowered, each movement calculated. But he is barely moving. It's the second before the attack, when the predator freezes with his eyes focused on his pray. His back slightly curved and his whiskers twitching. Vibrations on the skin. But no sounds. No reactions. No unnecessary movements.

         “Yes?” Peter insists. He doesn't remove his hand. It feels heavy. Like a mountain crushing my shoulder. He squeezes. Hard. His nails are short but I can feel them. Are they a threat?

         His mouth is open. I can see his teeth. Long rows of them. They are pointy. Probably sharp. I would like to feel them with my tongue. Wander over the white rows and then over his lips. What would it be like to kiss them? I have only made out with people my own age. Boys, in comparison. Teenagers. They have all been so sloppy and gropey. Grabbing my breasts and my ass and moaning into my ears. Squeezing. Asking me if I would let them “come inside?”
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