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         The train doors close with a screech, and Julia adjusts herself in the soft seat. Platforms full of tired people heading to school or work glide past her outside the window. The carriage is half empty, and Julia is glad she doesn’t have to share the narrow space with anybody else today of all days.

         Her mouth is already dry. When the speeding train leaves her hometown, she feels the sweat under her arms. Breathe, she reminds herself with closed eyes, breathe. It’s D-day. Introduction at the University of Växjö. Julia has never set foot in Växjö before, let alone at her new university. She is so unbelievably nervous as she sits in the rocking carriage. What if she made the wrong decision?

         Her parents didn’t understand why she chose to take her teaching degree in Växjö instead of Malmö, which was only 20 minutes away, whereas Växjö was two hours away by train. Her parents couldn’t even make her consider Kristianstad College. They had tried every method possible to convince her – but Julia had stood her ground. And now, sitting on the train, she starts doubting her choice for the first time. She doesn’t realize until now why she chose Växjö.

         It must have something to do with Anton, she thinks. She remembers the sorrow she had when she made her application. They had been an item since graduation. Four years later, he left her for a classmate at Malmö University. The thought of running into them made her apply to Växjö instead – a place where she would surely not have to deal with them. Kristianstad didn’t feel far enough – so Växjö would have to do.

         You will do just fine, she tells herself again. She likes her studio apartment in Lund too much to move. Only a mad woman would give up a first-hand contract in Lund. Besides, even though it’s far, the commute will be fine. She is used to commuting, and she even thinks it’s relaxing. So she takes a deep, ragged breath and exhales slowly. She digs through her purse with her hand and finds the safety of thin pages covered with text.

         When she sits on the train going back home again, several hours later, she can finally breathe again. A smile spreads across her face as she thinks about her day. It feels right. All her doubts have faded away. This is the education of her dreams; the university seems good and her new class feels like a good group of people. Julia feels relief wash over her as the train leaves Växjö and heads south. 

         She picks up her thick book and starts reading. She is so absorbed by the book, she barely notices when the train leaves the province of Kronoberg and enters the province of Skåne. Time floats by in a steady flow, but all she notices is how the story progresses. The train is getting closer to her stop when she finally lifts her gaze and stares into a stranger’s dark eyes.

         The strange man flashes her a big grin and lifts his hand, in which he holds The light we cannot see, the same book as her. Julia smiles back shyly and starts blushing. He is seated about four meters away from her, facing her. How long has he been watching her?

         The man is older than her – something like ten years. Minimum. He is wearing a tight, light-blue shirt, a pair of dark jeans and brown leather shoes. She finds herself thinking that he is hot. Julia averts her eyes and returns to her novel. At least she tries, but the thought of his eyes and the feeling of being watched makes her lose her focus. Is he watching her right now? 

         Five minutes later, the train rolls into Lund station. Julia realizes that she has been staring at the same page for a really long time without taking in a single word. From the corner of her eye, she sees the man gather his belongings and get up. He walks straight past her and leaves a trace of his fragrant perfume in the aisle. Julia takes a deep breath before she gets up and gets off the train.

         When she comes home, she drops her bag in the hallway and throws herself on the bed with a loud sigh. It has been a long day filled with new impressions – so many new faces and names to remember. Course books that she needed to find at the library, classrooms she needed to find in unfamiliar buildings. Even though school should be the only thing on her mind right now, she has one specific thought that she just can’t shake. She pictures the man in front of her on the train, smiling at her, his dark eyes observing her approvingly. Each time she revisits the thought, she feels like she can smell his perfume – smell him. Julia closes her eyes and smiles weakly as she starts fantasizing. 

         Her hand wanders down to her panties, and she imagines the man getting up from his seat, coming closer and sitting down in the seat next to hers. Without saying a word, he puts his hand on her thigh and squeezes it lightly. His hands are strong and manly. They are tanned and covered in just the right amount of black hairs. Julia gasps at his touch and leans her head back to the headrest with closed eyes. The man puts his lips on her neck and kisses her carefully. The sensation from his soft lips contrasts with his rough stubble against her sensitive neck. His tongue draws patterns from her earlobe down to her collarbones. The treatment makes her breathe heavily with parted lips. She feels a warmth spread from the spot his lips touched to her lower body. The heat curls up like a ball in her lower abdomen and radiates down between her legs. Julia finds herself spreading her legs on the train with the stranger’s hand so close to her pussy, but at the same time way too far away from it.
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