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         Felicia turns the engine off and steps out of her car. She wraps the jacket tighter around herself. Although the cold creeps in underneath her collar and her toes feel cold in her boots, she stands in the glistening snow for a while, looking at the big yellow house. Although the party won’t start for hours, it’s already getting dark and there are torches all along the paved path leading up to the house. The bushes next to the stairs are dressed in lights and look very inviting. The candles in the windows radiate yellow warmth. It all looks lovely and Felicia takes her bag out of the back seat and walks towards the house.

         Before she reaches it, Josephine opens the door.

         “Finally!” she screams and hugs Felicia. “I thought you would never get here. What took you so long?”

         “I took a wrong turn,” Felicia admits.

         “But you were here last year, at the wedding. You have a terrible sense of direction.” Josephine laughs, and the kindness in her voice makes her comment feel friendly.

         “It’s freezing! Come in!” Josephine picks up Felicia’s bag, pushes her into the hallway and closes the door behind them. Then she takes Felicia’s jacket and hangs it in the closet. “Philip is picking up a colleague at the train station,” Josephine continues. “We have a lot to do before the party, so don’t be too surprised if you don’t see him until tonight.”

         There is a huge Christmas tree in the middle of the hallway and it’s decorated in red and gold.

         “I imagine you’ll want the same room as last year?” Josephine says.

         Felicia’s heart drops but she forces herself to smile and nod. “That sounds perfect.” She picks up her bag and lets her dark hair fall in front of her eyes.

         “You will love the changes that we’ve made!” Josephine says and walks to the back of the house. “All the other guests will fight you to get into that room.”

         “Is it going to be a big party?” Felicia asks, worry creeping into her voice.

         “It’s New Year’s Eve, of course it will be a big party,” Josephine says, as if it was obvious that everyone wanted to celebrate the new year with a bang. “I’ve invited everyone I know. Almost,” she adds and laughs.

         Felicia has a hard time believing that everyone Josephine knows would fit in this house. Her sister-in-law has a huge house and knows a lot of people. Josephine has loads of friends from university and from different magazines that she has worked for. And then there are all her siblings and their partners. When she married Felicia’s brother Philip, Felicia got a huge family as a bonus. She doesn’t know very much about Josephine’s family, but she knows there’s lots of them and that she prefers talking to people on a one-to-one basis rather than socialising within large groups.

         “My siblings will be here, of course,” Josephine continues. “Some of my colleagues, some old friends and then Philip’s friends. I’m sure you know who they are: Bobby, Robert and Adam.”

         Felicia’s stomach turns. Adam. Of course Adam will be there, but she had hoped that he might be sick. Maybe a stomach bug or the flu…

         “Most of the guests will go home after the party, though. It’s just you and a few others that are spending the night.”

         Hopefully he will go home tonight. If he doesn’t, maybe there will be enough guests so that she can easily avoid him. If she’s lucky, maybe she doesn’t have to see him at all. Felicia crosses her fingers.

         Josephine opens the door to the room and walks inside. The wooden floor creaks under her feet when she walks over to the balcony door.

         Felicia puts her bag behind the door and looks at the room. It looks just like it did last year when she spent the night there after Josephine and Philip’s wedding party. It’s decorated in white and gold with medallion wallpaper, and the bed is dressed in a colourful patchwork quilt.

         “Check this out,” Josephine says and opens the door to the balcony.

         Outside the balcony door is a wooden deck and on it there is a Jacuzzi. The Jacuzzi is filled with water and the spotlights inside makes the water luminous and blue.

         “Isn’t it cosy?” Josephine says. “And the wooden walls make it very private.”

         Josephine is right. The Jacuzzi is overlooking the white snow and the dark woods, and the wooden walls around it make it feel very private and would stop nosey neighbours from looking in.

         “I didn’t bring a swimsuit,” Felicia says.

         “Who cares? Swim naked! Nobody will see you here, and it’s almost dark now.” Josephine winks at her and smiles.

         Felicia doesn’t smile back. For Josephine, who is so beautiful and confident, it’s probably not a big deal to skinny-dip in a Jacuzzi. She has never seen her sister-in-law with a spot on her face or dark circles under her eyes. The fact is that Josephine looks extra hot today, even though she is wearing a pair of jeans, a simple long-sleeved shirt and has her strawberry-blonde hair tied back in a ponytail.

         Josephine doesn’t notice Felicia’s mood and casually walks back into the room. “Philip and I will be super busy making sure all the guests find their way here and that the night guests get settled in.” She stops by the drawers next to the bed. “Oh right, my cleaning lady, Marianne, asked me to give this to you.” Josephine opens one of the drawers and picks up a bracelet. “You must have dropped it last year.”

         “Wow, I thought that was gone forever,” Felicia says, looking at the thin silver bracelet.

         “She is amazing at finding stuff that has gone missing,” Josephine tells her. “She is so meticulous with her cleaning, always finding things people have leave behind. Even if it’s just a receipt that fell out of someone’s pocket, she always saves it and gives it back to its owner if possible.”

         Felicia puts the bracelet back on her wrist. “Well, tell her I say thanks.”

         “You can tell her yourself, later. Marianne lives close by and she has promised to come by and have a drink for the New Year. Now I’m gonna leave you alone to unpack, I’ll see you later okay? Let me know if you need anything.” Josephine hugs her before vacating the room, leaving Felicia alone.

         She opens her bag and takes out her party dress. It’s bright red in a shiny, silky fabric that follows her body when she moves. She takes out her shoes too, a pair of red high heels that are surprisingly comfortable to walk in. But she won’t have to get dressed for a long time. She checks her phone and sees friends and friends of friends preparing for a night out. She always feels so lonely when she goes scrolls through her social media feed.

         Felicia paces around her room and looks at the Jacuzzi outside the window. The water looks so inviting. It’s already dark outside. She really wishes that she had brought her bathing suit. Maybe she could borrow a bikini from Josephine? They’re not the same size, but it would feel much better than to go out naked.

         Felicia decides to ask her sister-in-law and leaves the room. She walks along the narrow corridor that is lit up by lanterns that are mounted to the wall. The thick and cream-white carpet muffles her steps and when she reaches the hallway she hears a man speak.

         “Will you spend the night here or are you going home after the party?”

         “I’m spending the night. And you?”

         Felicia freezes when she hears the familiar voice: Adam. She hasn’t heard it for a year, but she recognises it all too well.

         “Me and Robert are out of here. He’s meeting up with some chick. Come with us?”

         The voices close in on her and Felicia can’t decide if she should keep her head held high and keep walking, or if she should run back to her room and avoid them. Her head spins and the panic makes her miss Adam’s answer, but suddenly her ears pick up the mention of her name.

         “Felicia? I haven’t seen her, but Philip told me she’s coming. Are you cool with that, or…?”

         She takes a couple of steps back and hurries back to her room. Before she closes the door, she hears Adam’s reply.

         “Yeah, sure. Everything is fine between us.”

         Felicia rests her forehead against the door and restrains herself from banging her head against its wooded surface. That arrogant douchebag. Sure, everything is fine between them, and it’s snowing in hell. Not only has Adam obviously told his friends about what happened last year; he also pretends that everything is fine although he broke her heart. She closes her eyes and remembers that night, one year ago. It was Philip and Josephine’s wedding day, and she might have had a little bit too much wine. Maybe she felt lonely because she was single and not even close to being as happy as her brother and his new wife. Felicia liked her life, her job at the library and her cosy flat, but sometimes she wanted something else, and she was reminded of that when she saw how Philip and Josephine looked at each other over the rim of their champagne glasses.

         So when Philip’s friend flirted with her, she decided to flirt back. It was completely innocent on her part. She had just wanted to feel attractive and a bit less lonely for a moment. It worked well, too well, because before she knew it, they were back in her room. It wasn’t just sex. They had spent the whole night together and they had talked and laughed and felt something more, at least she had, and she really thought he felt the same. But she was wrong. She knew that he was leaving the day after for a work trip, and that he was going to be away for a couple of weeks, and she was going to head home to her parents to celebrate Christmas, so they hadn’t made any plans to see each other again. But she had expected some kind of goodbye. Instead, she had woken up with no trace of Adam anywhere and they hadn’t exchanged numbers. Philip was on his honeymoon and she had nobody else to ask, not that she would have humiliated herself and asked anyone anyway, and time had passed without any contact.

         She went home to her parents and spent Christmas and New Year’s Eve there. Then her grandmother got sick, and so she stayed with her family to watch over her until she passed. After that she was busy with the funeral, cleaning out her grandmother’s house and all the other practicalities. When she was finally back in her own flat, she still hadn’t heard from him and had decided to forget about the whole year, including the night with Adam, and move on.

         Maybe she hasn’t moved on completely. Maybe she cares more than she lets herself believe, but a year has passed so she really has to let it go. He probably stopped thinking about her the moment he left her room, so she should erase him from her memory. That will be her New Year’s resolution. She will celebrate the New Year with her friends, and she will be sparkly and hot and happy. Maybe she should take a bath in the Jacuzzi to relax, after all.

         Felicia locks the door, goes to the bathroom and grabs a towel. Then she undresses completely before she can change her mind, wraps the towel around herself and opens the door to the balcony. It’s dark outside and colder than she had expected and she almost turns around and head back into the room, but instead she takes a deep breath and closes the door behind her. She is going to do this. She could really use a warm bath.

         Shivering, Felicia hurries to the Jacuzzi. The water looks tantalizing. She looks around to see if anyone can see her, but the wooden walls give her a lot of privacy so she throws the towel to the ground and steps into the water. The water is so hot that she has to hold her breath when she lowers herself into it. The water embraces her and the heat spreads throughout her body, making her arms and legs relax. It’s very nice sitting in the light blue water, surrounded by the woods and snow. It’s surreal.

         It’s late in the afternoon and everything is quiet. Felicia leans back and relaxes. A window or a door opens and she can hear the familiar sound of Christmas songs in the distance.

         Felicia flinches as she hears a scraping sound on the other side of the wooden wall. The whole wall shakes and a door opens in the middle of it. She stares at the door as it opens. She didn’t even know it was there, and now somebody is opening it. Adam steps in through the gap in the wall, dressed in a pair of swimming trunks. He is holding a bottle of champagne in his hand and walks quickly towards the Jacuzzi.

         Felicia can’t take her eyes off him. He is as fit as she remembers him and he has an impressive tan, even if it’s in the middle of the winter. Her eyes pause on the line of golden hair that disappears down into his shorts and Felicia forgets where she is for a moment. She is sitting completely still, holding her breath. Completely naked with nowhere to go, nowhere to hide.

         Adam shakes his blonde hair out of his eyes, looks up and jumps when he sees her.

         “Felicia,” he says.

         She curls up into a ball and crosses her arms over her chest. “Adam, hi.”

         “Josephine said that the Jacuzzi was free and that I could use it. I had no idea you were here.”

         It’s her own fault for telling Josephine that she didn’t want to get in the water. “You can take it, I was on my way up anyway,” she says and looks for the towel behind her. She is sure she can find a way to sneak out of the water without making a complete fool out of herself.

         “Wait, you don’t have to leave. It’s big enough for both of us and more.”

         She throws a worried glance at him. “There is nobody else coming, right?” She can’t imagine anything worse than more people showing up. More dudes or maybe a female companion.

         “No, it’s just me.” He holds up the bottle. “My plan was to have a drink by myself and think about the year that has passed before we celebrate the new one. Would you like some?” He pours the champagne in the champagne glass, walks up the Jacuzzi and gives it to her.

         She doesn’t really want his company, or any other company for that matter, but it would be rude to ask him to leave. And if they were going to be in this Jacuzzi together, she would love some champagne.

         “Thanks.” Felicia takes the glass. “Cheers, I guess,” she says and raises her glass.

         She expects Adam to smile or say something cool, but he stays silent and stares into the water. A few seconds too late, she realises that she is not covering her chest anymore and from where he is standing, he probably sees everything. She crosses her arms over her chest again and drinks.

         “So, you got the same room as last year?” Adam says, regaining his ability to speak, and steps in to the water.

         Luckily, he sits down on the other side of the Jacuzzi and she is pretty sure that she will be able to have a normal conversation with him, even if she is not wearing any clothes. At least he is wearing shorts, thank God. She could never have concentrated if he had shown up without clothes. She starts thinking about that night a year ago. She remembers it clearly.

         “Felicia?”

         “What?” She flinches and spills some of her champagne.

         “Do you like your room?”

         “Yes. Of course. I found my bracelet.” She twists her hand and shows him her wrist with the silver bracelet around it. “I thought it was gone, but the cleaner found it. Apparently, she is amazing at finding lost things.” She stops talking, she has no idea why she is telling him all this, but his intense eyes make her nervous. She had forgotten the effect he has on her.

         Felicia takes a sip of the cold drink. The bubbles play on her tongue and rushes straight into her blood. She empties her glass.

         “Would you like some more?” Adam asks.

         She shouldn’t. She should take her towel, walk back into her room and get ready for the party. But the hot water and the alcohol make her relax and forget about it all. Suddenly it feels like an excellent idea to sit in the warm water under the dark sky and drink champagne with someone who she had tried to avoid just an hour ago.

         “Yes, I think I could use a refill,” she says and holds her glass out.

         He is slowly moving closer to her and she realises that she has made a huge mistake. It felt safer when he was on the other side of the Jacuzzi.

         He fills up her glass. His eyes are as green as the bottle.

         “Are you not drinking?” she asks him after a while.

         “I only brought one glass.” He smiles. “But maybe you will let me try some?”

         “Drink from the bottle,” she says, raises her glass to him and drinks. But she misjudges the distance and spills some champagne on her chin.

         Adam reaches a hand out and runs his thumb along her lower lip. She is in a trance and his touch makes her whole body shut down. He stares into her eyes as he brings his thumb to his mouth and licks it.

         “Mm, that was nice,” he says.

         Her mouth is dry and she can’t speak. His face closes in on hers and their lips meet. His lips feel hot in the cool air. He kisses the sides of her mouth carefully before he tastes her lips and lets his tongue find its way into her mouth. He tastes as good as he smells, as if he has just showered and brushed his teeth. She completely forgets that she is holding a glass and drops it into the water when she wraps her arms around his neck and pulls him closer. Adam picks the glass up and she can hear that he puts it down on the deck next to the Jacuzzi. Then he wraps his arms around her and holds her tight.

         Oh, she has missed him, longed for him, fantasised about this moment. All those cold nights she has spent alone, wishing he were there. Wishing he would call her, or that she could call him. But after a while, too much time had passed and it would have been strange to get in touch when he was obviously fine without her in his life. She had assumed it was all a mistake, but now he is here and he wants her, at least for now. She grinds against his erection and he moans and puts his hands on her ass to pull her even closer. She lets her fingers wander over his stubble and along his neck before she buries them in his messy, soft hair. His hands move across her back and up over her shoulder blades before they switch direction. On their way down, his fingers brush against the side of her breasts and a wave of pleasure washes over her. She presses against him and he cups his hands around her breasts as his mouth breaks free from her mouth. She puts her knees on the bench of the Jacuzzi and lifts herself up. She sighs as his lips find her nipple. He circles his tongue around her stiff nipple and her whole body aches from desire. As he sucks on her nipple and nibbles it lightly, she pulls his hair and trembles. She wants more, needs more, and she reaches her hand down towards his shorts until she finds his erection.

         “We can’t… not out here,” he whispers.

         “Nobody will see us,” she whispers back to him as her fingers find the edge of his swim trunks and close around his erection.

         He moans. “We don’t have any protection. I’ve got some in my room.”

         His words hit her like a slap in the face. Felicia pulls back. “Did you plan this? Was that why you came out here? To relive last year?” She backs away from him and crosses her arms across her chest again. Suddenly, she feels more naked than before.

         “I didn’t plan anything.” He looks offended. “I wanted to have a bath and drink some champagne before the party, I had no idea you would be here.”

         “But when you saw me, you thought you would have another go?”

         Adam looks at her. “I would be lying if I told you that I haven’t been thinking about you and our night together.” He moves closer to her. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot, Felicia, and I wondered what I did wrong as I never heard from you again.”

         She scoffs. “Me? I was the one who never heard from you. I woke up and you were gone, and I had no way of getting in touch with you.”

         “I told you I was going away on a work trip and that I wouldn’t be able to contact you for a couple of weeks. I even left you a letter with information about where I was going and what hotels I would be staying in, just in case you wanted to call me. But when I never heard anything from you, I assumed that you didn’t feel the way I did and that it was a one-time thing for you. I assumed you had moved on.”

         “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. I never got a letter.”

         “I left it in your room before I left.”

         “I never got a letter.”

         Adam runs his hand through his hair and looks confused.

         That’s one advanced lie to come up with just to get laid again, Felicia thinks. He is obviously a good actor. If it weren’t so sad, she would be impressed.

         “I’m very sorry,” he finally says. “I left you a letter because I wanted to stay in touch.”

         “You did? I thought it was just a one-night stand for you.”

         His eyes sparkle and she wonders if he thinks about the same thing as her. Just thinking about it makes her blush. Yes, she remembers it too.

         “No, I really wanted to see you again,” he continues. “But I had to leave so I left you that letter and assumed you would contact me, but you never did. I tried to call you a couple of times, but your phone was turned off. After a while, my pride told me to let it go. My friends are still making fun of me for that.”

         She remembers the conversation between Adam and Bobby. Maybe she misjudged it? Does that mean he is telling her the truth? That it’s all a misunderstanding?

         “My phone was off for a while because I was watching over my grandma when she was in the hospital,” she says quietly. “But I am sure there was no letter in that room.”

         “I wrote your name on the envelope.”

         “I don’t understand.” Felicia rubs her temples. The buzz from the champagne is gone and she is confused. Had she hated Adam for all these months for no reason? Was it all a dumb misunderstanding? Both of them had been waiting for the other to get in touch, and both of them had stopped hoping because of pride? She sighs.

         “I’m sorry you didn’t get the letter. How can I make it up to you? I’ll do anything.”

         This is not happening. All her waiting and wondering could have been avoided.

         “So you would have contacted me if you could?” she asks him. “You didn’t regret it?”

         “It was the best night of my life,” he says without a hint of irony in his voice.

         “Do you really mean to say that there was a letter that could have sorted all this out?” she asks. “But what the hell happened to it?”

         “I don’t know.” He sighs. “Is there anything I can do to make you forget about this whole thing, so that we can start over?”

         “I don’t know, roll around in the snow, maybe?” she laughs.

         “Okay!” He stands up and climbs out of the Jacuzzi.

         “No, I was kidding, don’t do that! It’s freezing!”

         “I’ll do it and then we’ll forget about this whole thing, okay?”

         She sighs. “That’s not how it works.”

         But he is already on his way out in the snow. Oh my God, he is crazy. He’ll die.

         “Adam, get back here!” she calls.

         He doesn’t listen to her and continues. He sinks down to his knees in the snow.

         “Adam!” She stands up and shivers when her wet skin meets the cold air. “Adam, come back! You’ll catch a cold!” She looks into the darkness.

         “I’ll be right there,” he shouts and dives down into the snow. He screams.

         Oh my God, he is hurt! Felicia gets out of the Jacuzzi and runs across the deck, down into the snow. “Adam, what happened? Are you okay?”

         Her naked feet are freezing and the cold spreads throughout her whole body as she runs through the snow towards the spot where Adam disappeared. He’s on his back and he looks dead.

         Fear pushes the numbing cold away and force her into action. She leans over him and puts her hands on his face.

         “Adam? Adam, I’m so sorry I made you do this. Please, wake up…”

         He opens his eyes, reaches his arms out for her and pulls her down on top of him. “Now I feel better,” he says and holds her tight.

         “Idiot, I thought you were really hurt.” She twists and turns to get out of his grip and when she can’t break free, she hits him in the chest. But she is so cold that she has no strength.

         “I’m sorry.” He gives her an innocent smile. “But I needed to know if you care. I’ve been walking around thinking you turned me down.”

         “Yeah right, I’m sure you’ve cried yourself to sleep,” she laughs. “I’m going to freeze to death. Can we continue this conversation indoors?”

         “You don’t believe me?” Adam puts his hands on her cheeks and stares into her eyes. “I really like you, Felicia.”

         “I believe you. Can we go inside now?”

         “Soon, let me just do one thing.” He sits up and kisses her.

         Felicia is trembling because of the cold, but kisses him back and laughs when they try to get up on wobbly legs. Frozen and shivering, they wrap their arms around each other and hurry back towards the house.

         “Your room or mine?” Adam asks her when they get back to the Jacuzzi.

         “Yours,” Felicia says. She never wants to wake up alone again, wondering where he went.

         He opens the wooden door and guides her to the door of his balcony. She steps into the dark room and sees the cosy fire that is lit in there.

         “You have a fireplace,” she gasps and walks over to look at the golden fire behind the glass. “Wonderful.” She stands close to the fire and holds her hands out. Her legs and feet tingle and ache as the heat slowly returns to her body.

         “I agree,” Adam says.

         She turns around. He has stopped just inside the balcony door and he looks at her with hungry eyes that make her feel dizzy. He takes his swimming trunks off and she can’t help noticing that he has recovered well, considering the fact that he was just rolling around in the snow. He walks up to her, lifts his hand up to her face and strokes a lock of hair behind her ear.

         “Are you cold?” he asks her.

         She nods.

         “Where?”

         “Everywhere.”

         “I’ll warm you,” he whispers and kisses her.

         Felicia shivers in his arms, not from the cold and not from the worry about what will happen next. She shivers from the excitement of what is yet to come. Adam kisses her softly and it drives her crazy; tiny kisses along her chin, down her throat and behind her ear.

         “Are you still cold?”

         She nods and wants him to continue. Then he kisses her collarbone, her shoulders and down her arm until he reaches her wrist where he can feel her heart beat through her thin skin. He kisses the palm of her hand and guides her to the bed. Felicia lies down on top of the soft sheets while Adam works his way down between her breasts with tiny little kisses. He continues downwards over her stomach and in between her thighs.

         “Are you cold now?” he whispers.

         His breath feels warm against her skin and she spreads her legs. He accepts the invitation and begins kissing the inside of her thigh, down to the back of her knee and all the way down to her ankle. She giggles as his lips touch the sensitive skin under her foot. Then his kisses start moving upwards and the desire builds up in her with each new body part that he kisses. When he reaches her thigh, she is already wet. He lets one of his fingers wander along her slit and when his mouth follows it and he puts his lips and his tongue to work, she closes her eyes and gives in to the pleasure. When he starts helping with his fingers, she grabs the duvet and lets herself be taken over by the orgasm that spreads like fire through her body, leaving her weak and speechless.

         He gets up on his knees and reaches for something next to the bed. She moves her hand along the inside of his thigh and takes his erection in her hand. Adam moans and she moves her hand back and forth until he pulls away and puts on a condom. She can’t wait for him and she starts kissing him wherever she can reach. His throat, his chest, his ear. She bites his ear and he answers by grabbing her buttocks and pulling her closer. He lifts her up and puts her in his knee. Her arms are around his neck and she wraps her legs around his hips. She slowly lowers herself down, and a tingling sensation spreads inside of her again and takes her close to climax again. He holds her close, kisses her neck and nibbles her nipple until she cums for the second time. Adam presses against her and breathes against her neck. They sink down on the bed and he puts his arm around her and covers the two of them with the duvet. She closes her eyes and curls up next to him.

          
      

         Adam strokes Felicia’s hair and she wakes up. “How long have I been sleeping?” she asks and sits up. She is confused.

         He pulls her down in the bed again. “Maybe for an hour.”

         “Why didn’t you wake me? What if we had slept past midnight?”

         “Who cares? I don’t want to celebrate it with anyone other than you.” He kisses her neck and it sends a jolt of energy throughout her body.

         “I really wonder what happened to my letter. I put it next to the light on the drawers” he continues.

         “It doesn’t matter. I believe you.” Felicia sits up. “I have to get back to my room and get ready, but I’ll see you downstairs later?”

         “Don’t go yet.” He puts his arm around her waist and pulls her down next to him. “Come back. Let’s skip the party and stay here, in bed.”

         She laughs. It sounds very tempting to stay here with Adam all night, but she really wants to go to her brother’s party. “Another time.” She sits up again.

         He sighs and rests his head against the pillows behind him. “At least I get to celebrate the New Year with you.”

         She looks at him where he is lying with his arm behind his back with a satisfied smile on his face, and she feels happy. This time she won’t let him get away; this is just the beginning.

         “See you soon.”

         She stands up but he grabs her wrist and pulls her down on the bed again.

         “Are you going to leave without a kiss?” He nibbles her mouth and she laughs and pushes him away.

         “You’ll get your kiss at midnight.” She stands up again. “Don’t be late,” she says over her shoulder.

          
      

         An hour later, Felicia has taken a long shower and is wearing her red dress. Her dark brown hair is straight and smooth. Her eyes are painted dark and she puts some lip gloss on before she steps into her high heels. She is ready to welcome the new year next to Adam.

         She sprays some perfume on her wrists, leaves the room and walks towards the party. It has already started and she feels bad when she thinks about how Philip and Josephine had to fix all of this on their own. She hadn’t even offered to help. She blushes when she thinks about her encounter with Adam.

         She walks into the big room where the party is and someone comes up beside her.

         “Felicia, how nice to see you.” Emilia, who is married to Josephine’s older brother Jasper, hugs her. Her big stomach is squeezed between the two of them. “I’m sorry.” Emilia lets go of her. “This stomach is always in the way.”

         “When are you due?” Felicia asks her.

         “In two weeks,” Emilia says and puts a hand on her bump. “But I would love for it to start anytime after midnight.” She looks at her watch. “It’s getting close.”

         “Have you seen Philip and Josephine?” Felicia asks as her eyes wander across the beautiful room.

         The huge windows are framed with white velvet curtains that are tied up with golden tassels. There is a beautiful painting in the ceiling and a huge chandelier in the middle of the room. Along one of the walls there is a bar heaving with champagne glasses. The room is filled with beautiful people but she can’t see Adam anywhere.

         “Over there,” Emilia says and points at Josephine who is dressed in a tight, green dress.

         “I’m gonna go over there and talk to her. It was so nice to see you. Good luck with the baby.”

         Felicia walks over to Josephine at the same time as she is trying to spot Adam.

         “Felicia!” Josephine gasps and runs to meet her. “I have barely seen you. Where have you been?”

         “I, ehm… Had a bath.”

         “Isn’t the Jacuzzi amazing?” Josephine winks at her. “It’s almost magical.”

         “Well, yeah, I guess it is.” Felicia clears her throat. “Hey, I have to ask, you haven’t seen Adam?”

         “Philip’s friend? Why would I have seen him?” Josephine looks so innocent that it makes Felicia nervous.

         “What is it? Has he said anything?”

         “You know, there are windows in this house. A lot of windows. If, for example, two people were to get the crazy idea to run naked out into the snow, you would probably see it from one of those windows if you were lucky enough to peek out in just the right moment.”

         “What?” Felicia feels cold, then hot, then sweaty.

         “Yup” Josephine looks very satisfied. “I have always thought that you and Adam would make a great couple. But I haven’t seen him for a while. He asked me about Marianne, the cleaner who found your bracelet, but she is sick so she won’t make it tonight. He should be here, the countdown is about to begin,” Josephine says.

         Felicia starts feeling uncomfortable, but she tries to ignore the feeling and tells herself that he won’t let her down this time.

         “In the meantime, you should get a couple of glasses for the two of you,” Josephine suggests. “He will find you.” She squeezes Felicia’s arm and walks away.

         Felicia walks over to the bar and takes two glasses. She stands next to the bar so that she can see both the clock and the door. He’s got ten minutes to get here. More and more people enter the room and all of them head to the bar for champagne, pushing Felicia further and further away from it. It feels like everybody in here knows each other. And there she is, alone with two glasses, slowly losing hope. She should never have trusted him. She shouldn’t have fallen into the same trap twice. She should have known he would never show up.

         One minute to midnight, the whole party starts counting down and Felicia has to close her eyes not to cry. He’s not coming, or he is here but he can’t find her in the crowd. She stares down on the floor and tries not to cry.

         “48.”

         “47.”

         “46.”

         Someone appears in front of her. “Thanks for getting me a glass.”

         When she looks up she is staring straight into Adam’s green eyes.

         “Why are you so late?”

         “I had to get something for you.” He takes one glass out of her hand and hands her a tiny and square envelope with her name on it.

         “What’s this?”

         “It’s your letter. I called Marianne but she said she hadn’t found anything. So I went into your room and I looked for it like a madman, I knew it had to be there somewhere. I finally found it. It had fallen down behind the drawers and it was hidden underneath the carpet.”

         She stares at him.

         “I can finally give it to you, just as I wanted. And we can celebrate the start of a new year without any doubt or hesitation.”

         He looks so happy that he found the letter that her heart aches when she looks at him. He is so nice, inside and out.

         “I’m glad you made it back in time,” she says. “Because there is nobody else I would rather start the new year with.”

         She doesn’t wait for the new year to begin and she doesn’t raise her glass, instead she leans closer to him and gives him a New Year’s Eve kiss he will never forget.
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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?”

         No thank you. Learn how to kiss first and come back later.

         I bet Peter is a good kisser. Yes, he has had many years to practice. I don’t like the thought of him with other women, I actually hate it, but I would rather want someone experienced than someone with no idea what he was doing. There is nothing exciting about a skinny teenager who has never seen a naked woman in real life. And there is nothing exciting about the biggest player in school who has done it with all the cheerleaders. I want a man. A real man. And not any man. I want Peter August Valthorn—nobody else. Only Peter makes my insides tingle. He is the only one who can make me stutter like a little girl.

         My stomach fills with butterflies. I can't speak. And I find it very hard to look relaxed. Peter looks at me in a funny way. Is it my turn to speak? Maybe I should leave. For real, this time. I could easily get out of his grip and walk towards the exit.

         But I could also stay.

         He has never touched me before. He doesn’t seem like someone who would ever do that. He seems like someone who keeps his distance. Who watches and analyses, without touching. Especially when it comes to his students.

         Time to be brave. I have nothing to lose. My honour and my virtue, nothing else. What if I never say anything? What if Peter meets another woman tomorrow without knowing how I feel about him? I would regret it forever. I think of myself as a strong person, maybe it's time for me to prove it to myself.

         I straighten my back. “You're right.”

         Peter flinches, but he doesn't move his hand. It is obvious that he is shocked by my confession.

         “I am Lexa and I created the profile to become your friend online.”

         His eyelashes twitch but everything else is completely still. I can’t possibly make out how he feels about what I have just told him.

         “It was… I couldn't… I didn't mean to correct you. I just couldn't stop myself.”

         Peter slowly shakes his head and, finally, he starts to react. “But the posts on your page? Did you write them?”

         “Of course.”

         “But she… you, seemed older. So educated and smart… knowledgeable and mature.”

         I shrug my shoulders. “You shouldn't judge people by their age, Peter. A middle-aged man can be dumb as a donkey and a teenager can be smart enough to join Mensa. It's all about the person, not their age.”

         “You are wise.”

         “I just say it as it is. The obvious. A monkey would get it.”

         “But, ‘dumb as a donkey’? Can you really say that?”

         “Of course. Why bore yourself with a cliché when you can be creative?”

         He lets go of me. He takes his hand off my shoulder. I am suddenly cold. A second ago, his hand was resting on top of my skin, and even though it burned, it felt so good.

         Peter's lower lip trembles. He looks at my mouth. Stares. Crosses his arms over his chest and takes a step back. “You should leave.”

         “Why?” I loosen my grip around the book and my fingers make a wet sound when they let go of the cover.

         “Teachers shouldn’t be friends with their students online.”

         I walk towards him. One step at the time. I stop in front of him, close enough to feel him breathe. He is warm and smells like wood and soil. He smells like the forest. Fresh and mysterious at the same time. Nature. I could breathe him forever.

         “Is that all I am to you? Just… a student?”

         Peter's eyes move from side to side. Eagerly. They move between my lips and my eyes. The forbidden. As if he was intoxicated by my scent too.

         “It's all you can be, Alex.” His voice is quiet and hoarse. He sounds different. His voice is normally load and clear. But now it sounds like he has to work hard for each syllable.

         I smile. “Would you like me to be something else?”

         “A very brave question.”

         “That requires an answer.”

         “I shouldn’t.”

         “But do you want to?”

         He closes his eyes. “What I want?”

         I nod.

         It looks like he is about to leave. He looks around. His eyes pause on the desk and he turns towards it, as if he was ready to gather his things and go home. But then he stops and looks at me. “Why did you create that profile?”

         “Why do you think?”

         “To spy on me?”

         “A plus.”

         He raises his eyebrows. “Why?”

         I slowly put a hand on his shoulder. I’m in control now. I quiver when my skin touches his shirt. “Do you really have to ask me that?”

         It sounds like he is breathing through a straw. “I just can't.”

         “What?” I smell his chin. Slowly, seductively. I stand on my tippy toes to reach. His stubbles tickle my face. I can barely feel it against my skin but it is so arousing. So careful. My shoes creak, but I don't care anymore. Even if it is literally the only sound in the room.

         The school is really closed now. Out of the corner of my eye I see the empty corridor and the little red light blinking on the wall, probably an alarm. Still, it’s not dark. The hot sun shines outside the curtains and leaves the room bathing in a dim light. There are no sounds out in the corridor anymore. No doors opening or closing and no light switches. The school is empty and silent and we are the only ones left. Doesn't Peter have to be anywhere now? I guess not.

         “This,” he whispers.

         I rub my face against his sharp nose. He is warm. Sweaty. My vagina is pulsating, yearning. “And why not?”

         “You are my student.”

         “And you are my teacher.”

         “We can't.”

         “There is nobody here.”

         Then he grabs one of my braids and holds it—hard. My scalp hurts, but in a good way. He gasps against my neck, wet lips against hot skin. Every inch of me tingles, burns and vibrates. What is he doing? Oh, continue, I hope he never stops, and when will he kiss me?

         “You are too tempting.”

         “No, you are”, I mumble. “I can't resist any longer.”

         “I’m the one who can't resist. Temptest.”

         “Temptress.”

         “Are you correcting me?”

         “I’m sorry. ‘Temptest’ isn't really a word. But ‘temptress’ is.”

         “It’s so…”

         “Annoying?”

         “Sexy.”

         I never thought he would say it. Sexy? He finds it sexy that I correct him? He can't be serious.

         He must have noticed how surprised I am because he continues: “It’s true. It takes guts. I don't think it ever happened before, actually.”

         “Has ever happened.”

         His grip around my braid tightens and he pulls me closer. His mouth is just a couple of centimetres away from mine. “Be careful, one might think you a know-it-all.”

         “Be careful, one might think you uneducated.”

         I let the tip of my tongue wander along his lower lip. “It turns you on when I correct you?”

         “I would…” He pushes his lip out, as if he wants me to lick it. “Never.”

         “Never.” I nibble. I dig my teeth into his plump lip and then I let it go again. Bite, let go. He tastes like ocean water, fresh and pure. “Of course you wouldn’t.” Then I place my mouth on top of his. I wait. Feel the heat, the desire. The electricity in the air. The electricity in between us both. His front teeth against mine. They are a bit cold.

         “Why…” He swallows. “… are you so attractive?”

         “Is looks all that matters to you?”

         “No. No.” He tries to take a step back but I place my hand around his waist. Hold him close. “I knew you were different from everybody else the first time you opened your mouth. Sixteen but so mature.”

         “The first time? Did you notice me then?”

         “Alex, everyone noticed you.” Miss A plus, full of ambition and life goals. A smile that can destroy and kyanite eyes, I love that colour. Light blue, like frozen water. One can tell that you are wise just by looking at you. When you speak, one knows how smart you are. And cocky. And your looks blow me away.”

         “You are the one who blows me away.” I squeeze his shoulder and bury my nails in his shirt. It sounds like paper under my fingers.

         The light outside has turned orange. It finds its way in through the curtains and pours in through every hole, crack and gap. The room is coloured by the afternoon sun, filtered through pale and yellow fabric. Chairs, desks and books. Arms, hands, legs. Everything is orange or beige and it all looks as warm as the air feels. Like a filter from Instagram. Valencia, Mayfair, Rise. Each breath is unbearable, each movement a risk. I don't know if I smell like sweat so I try to keep my arms close to my body to avoid exposing my armpits.

         Peter steps back and I follow him. He backs off even more. He walks straight into his desk, making books and coffee cups crash into each other and fall to the floor. The sound rings in my ears. As unpleasant as fingernails scratching a chalkboard. Still, I don’t look down. He doesn't either. It doesn’t matter what fell down, if it was important or if it broke. We don't know, don't care. Instead he stares at my neck and I stare at the corners of his mouth.

         We stand like that for a while. I stand about half a metre away from him. He has his back against the desk and his hands grip the edge of it.

         I tilt my head. Challenging him. I play with my hair. Rub my thighs against each other. They are sweaty and moist. They glide against each other like butter on a hot glass table. I’m very aware of my movements. And the effect they have on Peter. His eyes follow them. He doesn't look away for a second. His mouth is open and his breathing is heavy. Beads of sweat appear by his hairline and they shine in the dim light. He has dark stains under his armpits. He looks at me with his neck slightly bent, like an eagle watching. Ready to make an escape—or attack.

         Suddenly, he takes a decision. He licks his lips. Smiles. And attacks. Rough hands gripping my arms, nails digging into my skin. And his lips on mine. Our mouths meet in a collision that is both soft and hard and it sends a jolt of energy down to my vagina. It feels like our mouths have missed each other forever and are finally reunited, not a second too soon. That's exactly how it feels. The two of us, becoming one.

         Peter is gentle. His plump lips on top of mine. It feels like clouds and water meeting, a careful water surface against light clouds. They sink into each other and disappear. Weightless. My heart beats in my chest and it follows the same rhythm as the heart opposite from mine. Peter's. I can feel his heartbeats through my tank top, that's how close he is standing to me. I can't breathe. I am stuck, like a nail in a wall. But I don't want to move. I want his nails dug into my arm and his hip pressed against my leg. His erection.

         Is it only in my head or is he humping me?

         He takes a step back, licks his lips and looks at me. His eyes are on fire, filled with flames and lava and the sun, a black fire. Black and warm. Blue eyes turned black.

         He lets go of my arms and walks away from me and the desk. He walks over to the windows. His eyes are wild and his hair is a mess, it seems he is trying to figure out what the hell he is doing. Is he regretting what he just did?

         He looks around the room before his eyes land on me again. He points at the chair behind the desk. “Sit down.”

         I swallow, my tongue aches from desire—it tickles. Our lips met but that was it and now my mouth feels swollen, I want to taste him. For real. What is he doing?

         “Sit down”, he repeats.

         “Why?”

         “I have to make sure the door is locked. Wait here, I’ll be right back.”

         “But if you…”

         Without looking at me he quickly walks out and closes the door behind him. Bang! The sound makes the walls shake. It makes paper fly around, pens fall off shelves and lamps sway in the ceiling. I can't see what, but I can hear more things fall off the desk. I can feel something bounce against my foot before it kisses the floor.

         Kisses.

         I shake my head, close my eyes and put a fingertip against my lower lip. Stroke it. Yes, it's swollen. Did he bite me? It should have hurt if he did. But why is it so sore? Am I bleeding?

         I carefully step over the mess on the floor and walk across the room. I stroke the back of the chairs as I walk past them and I stop at a table with some pencil shavings on top of it. I brush them off. Sigh. Look up at the roof. What is taking him so long? He’s not going to leave me here, right? What if he runs away to stop himself from doing something dumb, something forbidden that he would regret and potentially lose his job over?

         I don’t know. Can’t think. Everything is surreal and my head is spinning. I see spots in front of my eyes and my hands twitch, tingle. It feels like they are waking up again after falling asleep. It's both uncomfortable and very pleasant. I look at the door. Closed. It’s wooden and worn out and it has a little window at the top. The corridor is dark and empty on the other side. I can’t hear anything at all. No footsteps and no voices. I have no idea what is going on or what he is going to do.

         A jolt of excitement shoots through my body.

         Peter told me to wait here. But that was all he said. Yes, he told me to sit down—but what about my clothes?

         He didn't say anything about that.

         It’s hot. Egypt-in-the-summer-hot. It wouldn't be that weird if I took my clothes off? If I would… take charge of the situation and free myself from this torture. The truth is that my skirt is very sticky and my tank top actually smells.

         I start with my sandals. I step out of them and place them neatly on top of one of the tables. I move them a couple of times. Finally I make my mind up and place them on the edge of the table, next to each other. Normally I am sloppy and fast and I don't care much about aesthetics or art, but today… Maybe I want to seem older. Mature, adult. And adults don’t just throw their shoes on the floor, right? I don’t know.

         Next, I take off my tank top, unbuckle my lace bra and walk out of my skirt. I fold everything in a neat and stinky pile next to the shoes. Is that foot sweat I smell? Wonderful. Just perfect. Luckily, the table is on the other side of the room from the desk.

         Staring at the door, I finally take off my panties. Slowly, slowly. They are moist and they don’t smell like sweat at all. No, they smell of my vagina. They smell a lot. The scent fills my nostrils and if I wasn't horny before, I am now. The horniness spreads through my thighs, my whole body is longing for the pleasure that, hopefully, awaits. I squirm, whimper, die.

         So aroused.

         So alone.

         Jolts of electricity shoot through my stomach, my hips and all the way up to my throat. Desire fills my body. Once I have taken my panties off, I have to smell them. Soak up the scent and sigh. I pretend that's what Peter smells like. And I imagine his ball sack in my hand. Is it heavy or soft? What does a middle-aged man’s balls feel like? I want to know.

         I walk over to the desk and hang my panties on the back of the teacher’s chair. I sit down on the wooden chair and resist an urge to throw my feet up on the table. Instead, I cross my legs like a real lady. I hide my most private parts and showcase other parts of me. Like my thighs. I have looked at them in my mirror at home. From different angles. They are lean and strong. From the right angle, my waist is actually hot. It highlights my hips and my ass. Especially when I arch my back.

         I try to find a good position on the chair to make sure Peter sees me from my best side when he walks through the door. I want him to get a good look at my excited breasts and erect nipples. They are as aroused as I am. Can he fuck me here, on this chair?

         But, where is he?

         I count to two hundred, and then I stand up. The floor feels cold under my feet. I walk over to the door and open it. I peek out in the empty corridor. It's dark. It looks abandoned, as if everyone else has died or left town. Papers, pens and candy wrappers are scattered all over the linoleum floor. Things that are dropped, left behind. Blue lockers cover the left wall of the corridor and the right wall is open towards the big hall in the centre of the school. There are a couple of alcoves where you can sit and look out over the big staircase and the benches on the first floor. The alcoves are wide and high. Like huge windows without glass.

         Most lockers are closed and locked but some of them are open. Orange light pours out of the classroom and makes the corridor look warm. The orange light moves slowly. Like waves. The curtains in the classroom must be moving.

         Out here, it's not as hot, not as humid. From the alcoves in the hall, I can see all sorts of things. Rows of lockers, classroom doors and the empty corridor that leads to the main entrance. Everything is quiet. Maybe Peter is talking to someone outside? Another teacher?

         I hope it's not Anastasia.

         The thought sends a shiver down my spine. Anastasia is a teacher who looks amazing. If you imagine a model, or even a porn star… that's how she looks. Brown hair, big boobs and tall. She is from Poland or something and I have seen how she looks at Peter, or, well, all men. She devours them, eats them for breakfast. A predator. Touch my Peter and I’ll rip your hair out.

         I know there is nothing wrong with my body. All the spinning, jogging and push-ups has paid off. Still, it's hard not to compare my body to other bodies. Maybe my confidence could be a bit better, but this must be great training. To walk naked through the school with the hot air sticking to my skin, ready to seduce my own teacher. Yes, if I manage to pull this off, it should boost my confidence.

         As long as I’m not seen by someone else. I think that me and Peter are the only ones left, but is it worth the risk? Maybe it would be better to stay in the classroom? To wait? Like a good girl.

         But I’m not a good girl who follows orders just because someone tells her to. Absolutely. Not.

         I smile and walk through the corridor, moving my hips from side to side. If Peter sees me I want to look tempting. I drag my nails along the lockers as I walk past them. The sound is metallic and almost beautiful. With some imagination, you can hear the yearning in it. Peter has to hear it. Wherever he is.

         I graciously climb into one of the alcoves and out on the other side. I slide down onto the big staircase. The steps are so high that you could sit on one and dangle your legs if you wanted to. I move down the stairs like a mouse in a palace, small compared to the huge furniture and pillars. The roof above my head is made out of glass and the sun burns my skin. I’m bathing in sunlight. I’m glistening. If you listen carefully, you can hear the glass creaking under the sun. It might explode if it gets any hotter.

         “… but you can’t count on that.”

         I freeze. Voices, heels, a door that slams shut. Everything at once. The sounds echo in the quiet corridor. Like thunder on a dark sky or a scream in a library. Where can I hide? Pillars, benches, lockers. I see the contours of two people in the distance. Behind a pillar? It won’t be wide enough. God, I have to hide now, otherwise they will see me and…

         Calm down! Breathe.

         I hurry up and hide behind a pillar on the side of the staircase and I press my ass against the wall. It's a small space but I think I’m hidden. I think. I’m not sure. I have to cover my mouth with my hand to stay quiet. My heart is pounding in my ears. My breasts are pressed against the pillar. My nipples are sore.

         “Do we understand each other? In some situations, it could be seen as…”

         “Of course. Yes.” Peter's voice. He sounds nervous.

         The footsteps move closer and slow down. High heels against the marble floor. I can barely hear Peter's footsteps. What kind of shoes is he wearing? He moves very quietly compared to… who is that? It's not Anastasia, I would have recognised her light voice immediately—maybe it’s Bianca, the principal?

         A horrible person.

         She dresses like a nun and she always carries books around. Sometimes I think she uses them as accessories. Not that I mind books, or people dressing like nuns. Not at all. Come to think of it, her voice always sounds so light and sweet when she talks to Peter. I bet she is interested in him. Who wouldn’t be? I mean, it's Peter. The most attractive teacher—person—in the whole school. What am I saying? School? I mean the world, the universe. And maybe he likes educated people? I think so.

         “Was that all?” Suddenly, I see Peter. He stops. He is probably ten meters away from me, at the foot of the staircase. His hair is still a mess and the evening sun makes it look even blonder than usual. Golden. His shirt, that is normally carefully tucked into his pants, has come undone and his jeans seem to be extra tight over his crotch. I can see his bulge.

         “That sounds good. Make sure you're here by seven on Monday and we’ll take care of the rest. Okay? Excellent.”

         Bianca pauses for a few seconds. It bothers me that I can't see her. I can’t see her facial expressions or how she moves her hands. Is she touching him?

         “I’ll leave through the back door. Have a nice weekend and don't stay here for too long. You can always correct papers at home.”

         “Have a nice weekend.” Peter looks around the big hall, as if he knows that he is being watched. And then he sees me.

         I see Bianca walk towards me like a beige silhouette. But she walks past me and doesn’t turn her head. The sound of her heels disappears in the distance and Peter and I lock eyes. I breathe out slightly and start rubbing myself against the pillar. My vagina and my breasts and my hipbone. I spread my lips and try to look sexy. I lick my mouth. I wink, slowly. Pull my hand through my hair.

         Peter isn't moving. Doesn't say a word. He looks at me with complete surrender and astonishment. Awe. He looks impressed. He can't take his eyes off me, he seems hypnotised. At least I imagine him to be. He follows my movements carefully. I start touching myself. I let him watch my fingertips as they move towards my waist and then downwards. Towards the wetness. My vagina pulsates, ready to be touched. I would prefer his touch, but I’ll do for now. My juices trickle down my thigh. Hot juices from thirsty lips.

         I almost expect Peter's chin to fall off and drop to the floor, like a scene out of a cartoon. Who knows, maybe he is just contemplating how to turn me down?

         I doubt it. I see the fire in his eyes, the burning flame. He wants me. Just as much as I want him. Why else would he clench his fists like that, close his eyes and breath through his nose? Why else would he swallow hard, sigh and press his thighs together. He…

         I hear footsteps again.

         “Peter?”

         He jumps. Blinks a few times and takes a few steps forwards, but he doesn't get far. He only makes it a couple of metres before he stops and puts his hand on the rail of the staircase. As if he was trying to block the way. I can't see Bianca, but she can't be far away. Yes, her heels against the floor now echo louder and louder and then… there she is. Although Peter tries his best to stop her, she walks straight past him with her head held high and her back straight. What is wrong with her? She said goodbye, I heard her. What is she doing here? Can't she just leave us alone?

         If she looks to her left, she will see me. She just has to turn her head slightly.

         My blood turns to ice. One might think that this whole situation would calm me down. That it would make me less horny. That would probably be for the best. To let go of everything, give up and go back to the classroom. Get dressed and escape. Go home. Forget about Peter and focus on people my own age.

         Just the thought of it makes me feel cold.

         “What is it, Bianca?” Peter hurries to her side, looking nervously at her and then at me. He moves his hands next to her, distracting her and forcing her to look that way—to the right.

         “Well, have you seen my violet scarf?” She starts looking around.

         ‘Violet’? Who says that?

         Peter points at a door on the other side of the building.

         “In your office?”

         “I knew I had it there. But…”

         As Bianca talks and waves her hands around, Peter looks at me and the world disappears again. I don't think he does it on purpose. But he accidentally throws a glance my way and then he can't look away.

         I wrap my braid around my finger and smile at him. I spin it around, slowly. Then I let a hand wander down in between my legs. Oh, I’m soaking wet. Moist, warm and soft. Like the inside of a blood orange. I gasp and let a finger slide in, and then another. Two, three. I rub the wetness over my clitoris. A tingling sensation. So nice.

         Peter stares at me. But when Bianca starts to turn my way, he realises the danger and points at something again. The floor? The roof? I can't see. He doesn't seem to be sure either. It seems like he would do anything to distract her, like he doesn’t even know what he is doing. Is his lower lip trembling?

         Bianca tries to turn around again but this time Peter puts a hand on her shoulder. He physically stops her.

         A hand. On her shoulder.

         My body is on fire. The floor feels hard and the pillar sharp, I suddenly feel like I’m surrounded by enemies. I can’t hear what they are saying. But can he let go of her? She stretches, it's obvious that she appreciates the touch.

         Our eyes meet again. This time his eyes are saying something. He quickly moves his eyes to the side, to the left. Leave when you have the chance, Alex. Sneak back to the classroom and I’ll distract her.

         Can't she just leave? I stare back at him.

         I don't even know what you are doing here. Didn't I tell you to wait?

         I put a hand on my hip. For how long are you going to keep touching her shoulder?

         Only until you leave.

         Peter raises his eyebrows. Looks into my eyes at the same time as he says something to Bianca. I can tell that he is doing his best not to let his eyes wander down my young and naked body. He must like it. I think he does. I know how attracted he is to me.

         Sure. I roll my eyes and take a couple of steps backwards before I turn around and climb the stairs. They are warm and dirty, covered in dust and dirt. I have to lift my right leg up quite a bit with each step. Peter can probably see… all sorts of things. The breeze feels nice down there.

         I climb through the alcove and I’m back in the corridor. Back in the shadows and the lovely light from the classroom. The smell of erasers and sweat and boring lessons. They can't see me here. Should I walk back in there, or…

         No.

         I walk over to the lockers and pick one that is closed. I stand close, close to it. I grab the edges of the door and put my naked foot against the metal. Feel it. I heave myself up and sit on top of the locker. No, I lie down. I rest my head in my hand and get comfortable. Smile. Let my other hand rest on my thigh.

         With my eyes focused on the alcoves and the top of the stairs, I wait. I wait and I wait. I wonder what is happening. I change my position a couple of times, swallow, shiver and blink. How do I look? Sexy?

         Then I hear Bianca's heels disappear in the distance again. The sound becomes weaker and weaker. Finally! And then I hear quiet footsteps on the stairs. Peter. My heart skips a beat. I tense up my whole body. I lie completely still, holding my breath.

         He doesn't cut through the alcove like I did. He walks all the way around. Slowly, as if he is in no rush at all. Then he enters the corridor. Further down, to the left. He probably has to walk twenty steps to reach me, thirty to get to the classroom. He walks casually, as if he had all the time in the world, plays with his keys and brushes something off his shirt. He doesn't look at me, he looks down. Maybe it's too dark? The weak light licks the floor and I’m not sure if it reaches me.

         I clear my throat.

         He stops.

         “Here I am.”

         Then he looks up. Fast. His eyes open wide when they land on me. When he sees me. He steps on a candy wrapper but the sound doesn't make him look away. Instead he closes in on me. Slowly. Smiles greedily. “There you are.”

         I pull my nails along my thigh. It gives me goosebumbs. “Do you like what you see?”

         Peter's eyes devour me, eat every cell of me. Lick my neck, my breasts, my collarbone and move down towards my navel and… All the way down there. His gaze circles my vagina. His eyes are black. They stroke me. My labia feel swollen and my vagina pulsates. Then he continues to move his eyes along my legs. He stares at my knees and he seems to especially appreciate my calves. My feet. Because he smiles even wider and leans against one of the lockers. My legs are actually shaved and smooth for once. Look carefully, ‘cause it's not something you’ll see every day. It was pure luck that I decided to pick up the razor yesterday.

         Peter nods. “I like.” His voice sounds like melted chocolate. Smooth and dark at the same time. The words pour out of him. Like water, they drip. Very sensual.
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