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         Spring is on its way. Not because of the calendar month, but rather due to the weather itself. The world is melting, dripping, and trickling away in various streams through the middle of the road and ditches. The cheerful melody of the flowing water makes me happy. It’s one of those days where I want to share my joyous mood with everyone else.

         I smile and nod at people rushing by in their work clothes, rucksacks, and bags. I sit and wonder what they’re thinking as they hurry through life. Do they have someone who cares about them? Someone to make them dinner? Are they satisfied? I know I am satisfied. Well, at least today I am.

         As I walk around, I feel how my panties rub against my pussy. It tickles in such a wonderful way once I’ve shaved; it’s so sensitive and soft. I can barely walk a hundred meters without getting horny.


As soon as I arrive back home, I immediately head to bed. You are laying on your stomach with your feet towards the door, reading cartoons. You barely have time to say hello before you turn your attention to the cartoons again. It’s one of those days. One of those moments. I have no intention of letting my idea just be an idea. I let gravity do its work with my clothes as they fall to a pile on the floor. I grab some reading materials and climb under the duvet.


“Hi, darling. Would you mind reading to me?” I ask.


“Mm, okay. I’ll start here,” you point. “It’s true, boys! And afterwards, she tied me to the bed and took lots of photos for her private collection. The cheeky slut!”


         “Hey, you?” I say.


         “Yes?”

          

“I didn’t mean it.”


         “Mean what?” You ask.


         “I meant, read a story from this magazine. Preferably the one on page 49.”


         “Mm, wait a moment…”


It’s definitely one of those days where I have to keep at it to hold your attention. I turn to page 49 and place the magazine in front of your nose. My intentions are starting to dawn on you when you see the photo on page 48.


         “Oh. You’re after one of those special bedtime stories? Will you be able to sleep afterwards?” You finally clock.


I nod eagerly, hoping my blue eyes give off a shine. “Absolutely. I promise.”

         “Well, are you ready?”


         “Yes!”


         “Okay then.” I hear you swallowing before going for it. “Bowline. This is a story about Lina who’s learning how to tie knots. She’s sitting on a sofa with a book of knots in her lap and practising with a pile of strings. She and her boyfriend agreed on getting a hobby together. In the summer, they’re going to rent a boat and go on sailing trips together. So now she is practising. It’s all about bowlines, knots, turns, and tangles – and she’s reading how to do it fast at several points, so the boat is secure.”


You read with a dark, deep, and comforting voice. I can hear you’re nervous. Your voice trembles a little. Anything could happen in a story like this. Maybe there are some rude words you have to say out loud to me.


“Someone comes through the door. He’s home. She gets up to greet him. It’s completely quiet as if all the sound in the world had muted. His calm gaze suggests he knows what’s about to happen. He’s been waiting for this. He notices that Lina is the boss today. She is steering the ship today. She leads him to the bedroom and takes off his clothes. Hat, coat, scarf, trousers, underwear – everything.

         

She puts it all on the chair and tells him to lay down flat on his stomach, with his arms along his side. The rain is hammering against the window as the burning wood in the fireplace continues crackling. It’s dark outside and Line’s lit seven candles in the room.”


“Ooh! Spooky story, my dear?” You can’t help but interrupt the reading with childish remarks. That said, it’s a little nice too – it makes everything a little less dangerous.


“She admires his body, taking particular notice of his frizzed hair from the harsh weather. She admires his strong neck as his pulse beats steadily. She studies his back and the fine lines that lead down to his ass. The lines are pretty and indented. She admires the long scar that goes across one of his angel wings. The urge to touch them is all too palpable.
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