
It was the last week of the last year of high school. And that week couldn't be over fast enough. The final exams, the grand "school dance," a bit of a rip-off of the American "Prom" I wasn't going to. I wasn't worried about the exams; I'd be disappointed if I didn't get the highest grades in my class. Maybe one girl was better, but I doubted that.
Some people say their high school years were the best time of their lives. I hated my high school years. I didn’t dislike my high school years; I hated them. Every new school day, with cumulative disgust. I have been teased and bullied, humiliated and laughed at from the first day of Kindergarten until the last five days of this hellhole. University was supposed to be better, more ‘adult’, but I have to see it before I believe it. 
I have found little hideout spots in the Bureau of Compulsory Attendance. Perhaps they were not the most attractive seats at school, but I could read my e-book undisturbed, and thanks to the built-in light, I could read in the pitch dark. A shape silhouetted against the light coming from the hallway above made me instantly wary when the door suddenly opened. 
“Simon, I know you’re in there. Come on out.” I knew that voice. Everyone in school knew that Alva raised her voice at the end of nearly every sentence, making it sound like a question rather than a comment. Perhaps her name meant ‘Elf’ — I looked it up — but that didn’t mean she was anything Elfish, or even nice for that matter. I brushed the dust off my pants, put my book back in my backpack and locked the zipper with a padlock. They were routine gestures that I could perform by touch in the dark. Alva was the queen bee of the class, potentially even extending to the entire school. She was always hanging out with the tough guys who’d brag in the locker room about their nights with her. So I had no illusions that behind her would be a few muscle-bound idiots ready to teach me a lesson. Just looking at her would have been reason enough. Not that they really needed one.
“Finally! You are a tough one to find. You’re going to take me to the school dance next week.” I looked around. Not the regular crowd around her, just Alva.  
“I, I… can’t dance.”
“That’s not the issue. None of you guys can. So be a good boy and ask me to come with you to the dance.”
“I can’t dance.” It sounded pathetic and pitiful. There was no pretence, just the pure, unadulterated essence of me.
Alva was growing impatient. She'd probably already spent too much time on this. “Those are the wrong words. Repeat my words. "Alva, would you like to come? Come on, say it!”
“Alva, would you like to come” I repeated automatically and much too fast.
“…With me to the dance?” She finished the sentence. 
I fell silent. Those words were stuck in my throat. I avoided dances as if there were a spotlight with my name on it. I was sure that if I went there, someone with an actual spotlight would follow me all evening.
“I can’t.”
“You can pick me up next Friday at 7:30. Be on time. If you're not there by 7:15, Michael and Peter will collect you from your home. See you then.”
It sounded like a question, but it wasn’t. It was an order. With a build in threat if I wouldn’t comply with her demands. I went to my penultimate exam, Dutch law. It was easy enough, and yet it was hard to concentrate on. I couldn’t leave this hellhole through the back door; it had to play one last trick. The ultimate humiliation. To accompany Alva to a dance evening. I'd rather spend the night locked in the school bathroom than go with her. Although the first one wasn’t much fun either.

