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Gregory grabbed Paula's trolley, she hooked on to him and together they strolled ahead to the building. As always, she had no fear of contact, we followed them.


"He's really throwing himself at her and she at him," I sighed. "Thank you for watching over us." I cuddled up to Marcello as we walked and he put his arm around me.


"Always, my princess. I'll protect you."


"Even from your best friend?"


"If it's necessary, then from him too, sure." He kissed me on the hair, we crossed the hall.


The two of them stood in front of a small van, it looked familiar to me. I'd seen it somewhere before; I just couldn't remember where? They were holding hands and seemed so close as if they were about to kiss. I shook my head in disbelief. Claudia really hadn't exaggerated about him; he was actually very popular with women! "That's so cool that you drive a van!" she enthused. "I don't know anyone who has one! Do you need a special driver's license for that?"


"No idea. I don't need one! I can drive a car!" he boasted.


"How crazy!"


"See you later." Marcello nodded at him.


"Jo Tiger, see you then!" Gregory gave him a friendly smile and Marcello transformed into a tiger!


"Oh no!" I exclaimed in horror! She turned to us in surprise and widened her eyes in amazement. "Marcello, don't! You're not supposed to be a tiger in front of her!"


He became human again, now she stared at him even more stunned. "Why not? She already knows that I'm a tiger!" he objected.


"No, she didn't! At least not until now! Paula, it's like ..." How was I supposed to explain that to her?


"Is he really a tiger?" she asked, astonished.


"Yeah, he is." Gregory shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly.


"Oh wow! How awesome! Can you do that too?" She gazed at him curiously and he laughed.


"No, unfortunately not."


"Why didn't you tell me, Kathleen? Then I would have come here straight away! How cool is that! I've never seen anything like this! How do you do it?" She stared enthusiastically at Marcello; I was relieved! Nothing could shock her, on the contrary, she even found it exciting!


He raised his shoulders. "It just happens because I'm a tiger."


"Mega!" she cheered. "I'm really excited to see what else there is here! You're going to show me everything, aren't you Gregor?" She put her arms around his neck and really looked like she was about to kiss him, he grinned.


"Anything you want, sweety!"


"By the way, his name is Gregory, Paula! Not Gregor!" I corrected her.


"Gregor said I can call him whatever I want!" she replied snappishly.


"C'mon, get in." He took her by the hand and led her to the passenger side, opened the door for her and lifted her into the vehicle. He was definitely a gentleman.


"Shall we?" Marcello was a tiger again, I settled down on him. Gregory got inside, waved to us, honked twice and drove off.


"We were lucky that Paula is so cool. But really Marcello, I asked you to teach her gently!"


He sprinted off and I clung to him. "She said, there's your tiger. She knew it!" That's right, she had said that, but she hadn't meant it literally! Never mind, I sighed. I couldn't talk to him while he was running anyway. He rushed back the same way we had come; we were so fast! He was already jumping through the patio door into the house and stopped. But this time I was prepared and held on to him extra tight! Otherwise, I would probably have been thrown onto the bed again. I got off him, he stretched out comfortably and closed his eyes.


I watched him amusedly. "This really isn't the time for a nap, Marcello! Gregory and Paula will be here soon and we have to clean!"


He yawned, exposing his predatory teeth, and I shuddered. As cute as he seemed, he was and remained a predator! "No, don't stress, we have time."


"Maybe, but the shopping won't take that long and we'll have to hurry, there's still a lot to do here."


He opened his eyes and looked at me calmly. "They're not shopping."


"Of course, they are," I contradicted. "That's exactly what we agreed with him."


"Yes, I know." He yawned again and shut his eyes. "And he said he couldn't and he's right. It's weekend, all the stores are closed."


"Oh, that's right. Then he'll just drive to the neighboring village and shop there!"


"Everything's closed there too."


"And now?"


"Now they're eating at the Father's because he promised me, he wouldn't take her to his place. So, we have time. And don't have to clean?" He glanced at me hopefully.


"Nice try. Hmm ... well, but they'll come to us eventually. C'mon, lazy tiger, get up! Let's get started!" But hadn't Claudia said that Gregory's mom owned a store? Couldn't he have got us something from there on Saturday? And why hadn't he told me? Marcello stood up and stretched out lengthwise like a big cat, I giggled in amusement. He walked over to me and snuggled up to my legs. I stroked his head, he growled contentedly. Then I patted him on the back. "C'mon, now!"


"Can't we cuddle?"


I laughed. "Later, when it's clean here!"


"Okay," he sighed devotedly.


"Go and get the cleaning things and then we'll split up and I'll help you!" He snuggled up to me again. "No, no, Marcello! Come and get the cleaning stuff! The vacuum cleaner for example, washing and cleaning products, a scouring pad, sponge, bucket and mop."


"I don't have any of those. But I do have a broom."


I sighed. "You really don't like cleaning, do you? Fine, let's start with that!"


Dissatisfied, he trotted off, I followed him into the kitchen. The water from the washing machine had now turned into a dirty puddle on the floor. Perhaps it was a good thing that Gregory was taking Paula out to dinner after all. Marcello opened a tall cupboard next to the shelf containing the dishes with his mouth, but it was empty. "I think I lent it to Benjamin."


"And now?" I asked helplessly. "I can't help you without anything!"


"No problem sweetie, I'll run straight over to him! And I'm sure he'll have the other things you need too!"


"Alright. Is it far away?"


"No, he lives next door to me."


Then the friendly house with the wooden bench had been his house! No wonder I had liked it so much! I'd known that only likeable people could live there! "How great, I love his home! With the flowers and the cozy wooden bench!" I raved.


He shook his tiger head. "No, he doesn't live there."


"But you said he lives next door?"


"Yes, but not directly, two houses down."


"Oh, okay. So, who lives next to you then?" I asked curiously.


"Well, Gregory!"


"What, him?" I couldn't believe it; I would never have thought of him! That's why they knew everything about each other and saw each other so often.


"See you in a minute." He dashed out of the kitchen.


I glanced around, but without any work tools I couldn't do anything but wait for him. I went into the bedroom, sat down on the mattress, took the cup and drank from it. The tea was now ice cold, he would love it so much! Why couldn't he actually drink it hot? And if he could drink human food, could he also eat it? Normal food? Maybe he didn't necessarily have to go hunting, maybe a steak would be enough? But I'd better not ask! Otherwise, he'd accuse me again of not respecting his true nature and we'd start fighting all over again, I sighed. I definitely wasn't in the mood for that, we'd argued enough in my opinion in the short time we'd known each other. I still couldn't believe Gregory was living in this friendly house! I don't know how I had imagined his home to be like, but certainly not that welcoming. He had also been super nice to Paula. Okay, he'd hit on both of us and in front of Marcello, that was pretty uncool. But apart from that, he was very charming and helpful and a gentleman. Why was I even thinking about him? He really wasn't important!


To distract myself, I opened the drawer of the nightstand, which was probably empty, like all the furniture in his house, but it wasn't! There was a framed photo inside, I took it out curiously. It showed him in the middle of an older man and a girl about his age. That must have been his father. He looked really friendly and smiled and reminded me of him, but he radiated a sovereignty and calmness that Marcello still lacked. I wonder who the girl was? Hadn't Debbie told me that he had a sister? It was probably her. I scrutinized her; she also made a very likeable impression.


Then Marcello jumped into the room, stopped next to me and put down a bucket he had been carrying in his mouth. His eyes fell upon the picture I was holding. He turned, grabbed it out of my hand and seemed annoyed.


I blushed. "Sorry, Marcello. I didn't mean to ... it was in the drawer ... I really didn't mean to rummage around here. It's a very nice picture!" How embarrassing! It was obvious that he was uncomfortable that I'd seen it. But then again, it wasn't a bad thing! How was I supposed to know that he didn't want anyone to see? He nodded briefly and left the room. Oh dear, he seemed really angry! Unsure, I followed him into the hallway. The right of the two doors at the end of the corridor was open. The room resembled his, there was a bed and a nightstand. He opened the drawer and put the picture inside, I stepped closer. He glanced up, hastily closed it again, walked out of the room and shut the door. I stared at the closed door on the left and was sure that he didn't want to show me the room either. "Whose rooms are these?" I asked shyly.


"My father and my sister," he replied curtly. "They're clean, we don't need to do them. There's no one in there," he added quietly, my heart was pounding with compassion. How awful it must be to live in a house all alone and miss your family every day!


I approached him and took his hand, he looked up at me, his eyes were dark with sadness. "I'm so sorry, Marcello," I whispered and wanted to give him a hug, but he drew back.


"Let's clean, we have everything now," he said stiffly, turned into a tiger and fled from me into the bedroom. I sighed; how could I possibly help him? I had the feeling that, like those locked doors, he was shutting himself off from me. And his tiger body was a welcome opportunity to hide from me and his emotions. I entered the bedroom, he nudged the bucket with his nose, it fell over and its contents tumbled out. "Here, all fetched for you!" he told me proudly.


I scrutinized him, but as a tiger he was simply impervious and impenetrable to me. Like a protective façade, his appearance showed nothing of him as a human being with his human emotions, problems and feelings. "That's great!" I knelt down beside it, it actually looked pretty good! Scouring pads, washing powder, cleaning sponges, neutral detergent, scouring milk, glass and toilet cleaner, but what was this? "Bicycle oil and plant fertilizer," I chuckled. "I don't think we'll need that!"


"I brought everything that looked like cleaning so you wouldn't have anything to complain about!"


"That's good, but the broom, vacuum cleaner and mob are missing."


"Right, okay, I'll get that!"


"It's alright, it works like that." I petted his head. He approached me and nuzzled it against mine, I giggled in amusement. "Oh Marcello, my sweet little tiger! You're really cute!" A wave of affection and infatuation flowed through my body. He transformed, snuggled his head against mine like he had just done as a tiger, then he grabbed me and threw me onto the bed! "Hey!" I laughed in surprise.


He cuddled up to me and hugged my waist, I was now completely in his arms, he kissed my neck. "Mmm," he sighed in love. His hands slipped under my top and he tenderly caressed my stomach. I turned around and he stroked up and down my back under my top, giving me goose bumps. "Do you like that?" he asked gently.


"Yes, very much."


He continued to stroke forward to my stomach and slowly higher towards my breasts. "And do you like that?" he asked softly. I nodded breathlessly and hoped he would keep going. Slowly he moved higher, caressed me, pulled my top up and kissed me, I sighed happily. He was so gentle that I was able to let myself go completely. He ran his fingers playfully up both sides to my armpits and skillfully pulled my top over my head. Even though Gregory had more experience with women, Marcello was no beginner. He knew exactly what he had to do to seduce a woman and he did it so well!


"Marcello, we have to clean," I murmured with pleasure.


"Shh ... we'll do it later, relax. "


I hugged his head, which was now lying on my breast, and he showered me with lots of hot kisses. "No really, Gregory and Paula are coming soon ..."


"It'll take a while, we have time." He kissed up my neck and gazed intimately into my eyes. His lips touched mine, we kissed. He held me close and caressed my chest, I snuggled up to his hot body. My fingers slipped under his shirt and met soft fur. I smiled and stroked it gently. He glanced at me; his eyes had turned into tiger's eyes. He growled excitedly and kissed me longingly. I was getting hotter and hotter too! His hand slid down my skirt to my bottom and fondled it. I wrapped my legs tightly around his, he now grabbed my bottom with both hands and massaged it lightly.


Suddenly there was a bang! I jumped up in shock, the cleaning products had tipped over! "It's alright. C'mon, lie down again," he sighed and pulled me into his arms, I detached myself from him.


"That was a sign, we really have to clean now! What time is it?" My handbag was in the kitchen with my cell phone inside.


"That wasn't a sign." He kissed my back. I pushed his head away from me affectionately but forcefully, he gazed at me longingly. I wanted him too, but I couldn't let myself go now! Otherwise, this time not only Gregory but also Paula would be standing outside the patio door grinning while I was half-naked on the bed with him!


"Yes, it was!" I reached for my top and pulled it on.


He sighed regretfully, then his eyes twinkled mischievously. "Can we clean naked?"


"What? No!" I shouted outraged and he laughed merrily.


"Too bad. It was worth a try. Okay, let's clean."


He got up from bed in agony and I grinned at his show. "You're such a drama queen, Marcello!" I was amused. "And I could complain here. After all, I have to clean on my vacation! And a strange house as well!"


"You're right," he nodded. "I'll do it myself. You go to the Father's with your friend Paula and I'll get the house ready. When you return everything will be clean for you. "


Hm ... that sounded tempting, but no. "I'll help you! Otherwise, the whole house will be under water later, I couldn't forgive myself," I laughed.


"That could be. But then at least everything is really clean," he objected.


"That's right. Wasn't Benjamin surprised when you took all his cleaning stuff away?"


"No, he wasn't even there. He's preparing everything for the beach party."


"Oh no! Then he doesn't know anything about it? He won't like it afterwards? We should call him and ask him before we use up his things." I jumped up, he held me back by the arm.


"Relax. That's okay. Come and sit down." He pulled himself up and patted beside him, I sighed and settled down next to him. "We're friends. That's the way it is with us, we're like brothers! Benjamin, Gregory and I are like family. We share everything. No one needs to ask and no one takes anything away from anyone. It's okay." He shrugged his shoulders, that sounded great!


"That's really nice. It's really special to have such good friends," I was touched.


"We've known each other all our lives and played together every day. We grew up together," he nodded, stood up and drew me to my feet. "So, let's clean up quickly! Then we'll have more time to make out!"


"Okay," I laughed. "Good." I surveyed the items. "How do we start? The washing machine? It takes the longest!" I grabbed the washing powder. "Come with me! I'll show you how to do it properly!" I strutted ahead.


"I'd love to! Can't wait!"


In the kitchen I started the machine. Now I would teach him the basics, for example how to pump! "There's an extra program for cases like that!" I stood next to it and felt like I was in a sales video, he nodded with interest. I looked at the controller, but it was so old, the lettering had completely peeled off. "Oh," I murmured in surprise. There was nothing left to see, I'd never seen a washing machine that old before! It was amazing that it still worked at all! I sighed in frustration. Well, you could forget about the pumping. I couldn't just blindly set anything, who knows what would happen later! Without further ado, I opened the hatch and let the rest of the water drain out.


"Then I did it right earlier," he said happily.


"No … yes, well. In this case you did," I conceded. Together we pulled out the soaking wet laundry, separated the covers from the blanket and pillow and I stuffed everything back in. "The washing powder goes in the compartment up there."
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