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         I flinch as the wind gets hold of my skirt, lifting it up so my whole left leg is visible. I stop to correct it. My black sandals make a clicking sound as I walk on the cobblestones, the street is full of tourists and some of them push down their sunglasses in the case of some more exposed skin to ogle. Is someone in the distance wolf whistling? Maybe it’s just my imagination. Somewhat embarrassed, I hurry around a corner to get away from all the people, and to check the map on my phone. I don’t like to walk the wrong way, to waste time, and getting lost I’m far too nervous for. He told me to be at 108 Rue Saint-Lazare around lunchtime, but I dare barely hope anymore. I haven’t heard any more from him. Maybe it was a joke, some way to prove his control over me.

         What if I wait for him and he never shows. What if he somehow finds out I came here. That I’m still hopeful. According to the map, it only takes 15 minutes to walk there and I have loads of time. Still, I decide to get there as quickly as possible, to see if I can find a lookout place – without being seen.

         Paris shines in the sun and as I walk, my peripheral vision is full of ice cream cones flying by. Children’s laughter and couples making out left and right. Chinese tourists were standing by a fountain looking sourly. My red wraparound skirt feels nice against my freshly shaven legs. Happy with my tan this year, I walk purposely forward on the street, coming closer to my destiny. I have a black top on, which is just long enough, leaving a bit of skin visible to show off my suntanned, sculpted stomach – and leaving my arms bare to show off my tattoo. I think of Alfons, his stupid, silly name that perfectly matches his playful light blue eyes. Unrestrained, I start hoping that he wears his light mane in the hairdo I love the most, kind of short on the sides with good bangs to pull your fingers through. Maybe he even has his sunglasses, a white shirt and is smoking a cigarette. That would be sick. Stop hoping, you idiot. He is not going to be there. My stomach is in knots. My white cotton G-string with lace feels tight, but the sweet sensation from the skirt against my bare ass compensates. My body tingles, from excitement and anxiety. At least my hair is perfect. Or as perfect as it gets nowadays. I let it grow and then, a couple of days ago, cut it off so that only my natural hair colour remains. Now it bunce along my strong jaw as I walk, I feel pretty hot. The only thing I’m wearing is some mascara; I want to feel clean when I see him. Honest, kind of.

         Alfons and I met for the first time at Lund University. Establishing our friendship over books, cigarettes and red wine, we could be honest toward each other, in a way I’ve never experienced with anyone else. What was more, the dark was accepted, was almost the reason behind the deep attraction that grew between us. Nothing happened between us during the first years for different reasons. He was with someone, and I was dating someone who I broke up with after a while. Then he became single but moved to Paris to try and be an artist. He was a creative soul, a thinker. He wanted what Baudelaire had, in his rainy, dusky Paris. It was exhilarating, the way he spoke of poetry and art, and it was always his intellect that made me the most curious. That and his quick mouth – the way he could hold an entire room spellbound. His charm was out of the ordinary, and his eyes held an awareness that made you understand that he really was there as he spoke. It was like a drug to me; his laughter and smile, the underlying dark mystique. Once at a party, he took my hand under the table, everyone had started shouting about MS in that drunk not-so-nice-way, as his mother had just been diagnosed – he needed support. He chose me. I couldn’t stay still, it made me so horny, I twisted in my chair trying not to drag him out of there to make love in front of everyone. That could not happen. Our text-based and emotional affair would have been exposed, and all the lies we had told everyone, our friends, to be able to be near each other, in a non-obvious way, would have surfaced. People would be hurt. Thinking of it now – years later – as I’m in Paris at his request, maybe it would have been worth it. I ponder, anxiety gripping me for a moment before I walk on.

          
   

         During our last period in Lund, at a classmate’s party, we accidentally ended up in the kitchen – alone together. Everyone had left for the club but I had to get my cider from the fridge before leaving, he wanted to do the same. Vi both even like the same sort. Our eyes met and we stopped, realizing how enclosed by walls we were. To stand in a room, without the eyes of the world on us. The room was dark, except for a green disco laser making patterns on the wall and on our faces. A spark would ignite the whole house.

         “Alfons…” I nearly whispered his name, but it wasn’t audible over the music still playing loudly. He started to walk towards me, too slowly. I took a couple of steps towards him, not knowing what to do. We stood there, a few inches from each other’s lips, and breathed heavily. As if by its own accord, my hand raised to softly stroke his right cheek.

         “Gabriella…” he said, and we looked at each other again. A rustle went through my body, as my hand slipped through his bangs. I felt his hands around my waist, desperate and almost too hard. Then we met, in our first eager kiss. It was as if my ears were blocked, I disappeared inwards and only felt that moment. We pressed against each other, with too little time. At one point, we took a step apart to breath, but Alfons was quick, he grabbed me by my pants and pulled me back, into his arms. To his moth. In his ear, I whispered “I must have you tonight,” he answered with a frustrated growl coming from his throat. His pulse was visible under the skin, right by the collar bone, and I could not resist placing a kiss there. He playfully pulled my hair and moaned in my ear. A sound made us jump apart and we quickly checked our appearance. I was trying to squash the sexual tension from the air. Again, we started searching through the fridge. After ten seconds, our whole friend group came back, having changed their minds, so instead, we had a house party until seven am. That night nothing happened, later his girlfriend showed up drunk and vomiting. After that we didn’t talk for a long time, everything was too damn complicated. Sometimes I felt used, but I also understood the way things were. Understood that; keeping him in my life was important enough to push through the years.
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