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         The rumours were spreading across the campus like wildfire, even inside the classrooms and the corridors of the university. It seemed utterly natural to joke about it whenever the topic popped up and the reactions were more or less the same teachers and students alike. Some blushed and laughed awkwardly, some turned almost wax lyrical with huge, inquisitive eyes and others grew distracted and absent-minded, perhaps with an enigmatic smile or biting their lip. One thing was for sure, this news would not pass unnoticed. Two weeks before the autumn term was about to start, everyone knew. The university would have an entirely new department. It was to be called Erotica. 

          
   

         Emma was sitting in the canteen with a pen and notepad in front of her and a coffee cup on her side. With those few things, she was in her element, like the butterfly out of its chrysalis and when she put the headphones of her mp3-player into her ears, she could block out all the distractions from the world around her. 

         On the slope below, a few students were strolling past. It was still early, and the grass shimmered like gold where the rays of sunshine had sneaked through in between the brick buildings. This was by far the best time of the day. Emma wrote a line in her pad and then another, she felt a tingle of inspiration rush through her body and at that moment, the music in her headphones stopped. The battery had died. In a hissy fit, she kicked the leg of the table and steaming hot coffee splashed all over. Brown, little puddles appeared on the pad. She could hear the rattling porcelain and cutlery from the canteen kitchen and all the prattle around her. Just behind her table, two girls were talking loudly and animatedly. 

         "But you have to apply, it's not too late."

         "Oh, come off it. They only have 20 spaces and … do you know how much interest they've had? Three or four hundred people might already have applied."

         "But the enrolment isn't done until the interview stage."

         "And how would I know what to say? I don't even know what it will involve."

         "I think it will be everything from Kama Sutra to porn. Gender, history, the female perspective and hopefully… some practical exercises."

         The girls giggled. Emma had carefully taken her headphones out and put them on the table. For the first time since the start of the term, Emma was genuinely interested in what was going on at her uni and she turned around to face the girls. Half an hour later, she had put her name on the reserve list of applicants for the first Erotica course. Her tummy tingled, tingled with excitement. 

          
   

         This was also why the first lesson was such a disappointment. She took a seat at the back, in the corner of a big art studio. Spread out in the room, there were nine other girls and ten boys. Many of them making notes and at the front of the class, was a tall, slim man that resembled some earlier form of a human being. He looked like someone who had just walked into town after a hike that he had embarked upon in Siberia ten years before. Weirdly enough, he was still handsome. He had sparkling, beautiful eyes that caused Emma to imagine he had killed grizzly bears with his bare hands so many times he no longer thought it was anything special. 

         For over an hour, he had talked about sex and culture. Man's sexual history, sexuality in earlier civilisations, sex orgies in Rome and homosexuality in Ancient Greece. Emma was astounded to hear the royal families in the early Egyptian civilisation had incestuous relationships and that Cleopatra had been married to her brothers. Of course, all that was fascinating, and Emma could have been content with that, but truth be told, she had expected so much more. What had all the fuss been about? Why had she sat through a two-hour-long interview and answered tonnes of personal questions about her sexuality, beliefs and values? Bizarre questions too. 

          
   

         She was still tired and carried a coffee much in her hand when she walked into the studio on Thursday morning. The second lesson of this course. The teacher paced back and forth in front of the massive whiteboard. Emma was definitely more curious about him than what the lesson would be about. So far, he hadn't said anything more about himself than his name. Clas von Eros. She guessed this was a name he had made up for himself. 

         "OK. Today I would like to start by everyone getting up from their chair,” Clas said. The first person to stand up was a blond girl with a really beautiful plait that stretched all the way down to her lower back. She tentatively rose from her chair and glanced around with an air of uncertainty. One guy in a flannel shirt slouched down on his chair and said: "I don't have the energy. It's too ea…." but then his voice was drowned out by screeching and scraping noises as the rest of the class got up — silence in the room. With a deep sigh, the guy in the flannel shirt got off his buttocks too. 

         "Now I would like you to close your eyes."

         A giggle. 

         "This is a relaxation exercise that I promise you will like. Just close your eyes, just like I am,” he said, and Emma closed her eyes too. 

         "OK, start… screaming! Holler, shriek, roar, make whatever noise you want. I can start." Clas made a weird throaty sound, one girl screamed and one of the boys started laughing. "Come on, everybody. Go, go, go! Clas shouted at the top of his voice. 

         Each and every one of the students started making their own sounds, tentatively at first, but then chaos erupted, and the volume increased significantly. Emma screamed and heard her own voice disappear in the communal sound storm. It was like a lunatic asylum, crazy, weird and at the same time, incredibly satisfying and liberating. 

         "OK, good! That's enough, thank you."

         Emma opened her eyes and saw her classmates laugh and chit-chat with each other. She felt alert and wide awake. 

         "So, now we can carry on with the lesson. We will be working with our hands today. It is all about shape and texture, what feels pleasant or perhaps even arousing? Classe said and walked over to the large table in the middle of the studio, where clay, wooden instruments and craft tools had been put out. "Your focus should not be the result of what we do, this is not about performance or output, or competition. I want you to put that sort of thing out of your mind straight away. Don't worry about your grades, okay? This is all about getting stuck in, getting involved, engaging in the course work and today we will explore one of the most amazing senses we have, namely the sense of touch!" 
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