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         I’m so happy when I open up the chatroom and click onto my profile. There’s an hour left of the working day, and you’ve written to me again.

         

I call myself “Melanie” on the chatroom, and you’ve gone saying from “hello” to “dear”. Yesterday, when you wrote about how happy you were that you saw two deer in the forest, I called you “sweet friend”.

         

“I’d love to take you out into the forest and show you the animals,” you wrote. “We would sit in complete silence behind the tree on the edge of the clearing and then we would wait for them. When they appear, I wouldn’t say anything - just touch your hand to get your attention, then nod towards them.”

         

“Sweet, sweet Bear,” I write. “I would so love to go out and experience nature with you. It would be so safe, and yet so scary because we would be completely alone.”

         

I send the message and check. Yes, you’re online.

The reply comes back immediately.

“Why would it be scary”

“Because I’m afraid we wouldn’t be able to control ourselves...”

“What do you mean?” you write back. “Are you afraid I’ll lose my BEARings and throw myself onto the deer to eat them?”

I smile when I see the pun on your username and keep typing.

“I’m more afraid of other things.”

“Like what?”

“That you’ll throw me over something...” I reply.

“Over the deer? Do you like raw meat?”

I ignore your reply and write,

“Or that you’ll throw yourself over something other than the deer...”

“Would that scare you?” you ask.

“That depends.”

“On what?” you ask.

“On whether I’m the one you’re throwing yourself over.”

“And what if I did?”

“Then I’d be at your mercy...” I type.

“Would you have anything against that?” you ask, almost before I manage to send a reply to you. 

“I love raw meat,” I reply. “At least, if it’s bear meat.”

Then I log off.

Now you can sit there and stew.

 

I relish the thought. I imagine you by your keyboard in your office. Your colleagues think that you’re working diligently in your cosy little corner with your flat screen, but you’re sitting there imagining me. Imagining us. You have no idea who I am, have never seen so much as a photograph of “Melanie”, yet you sit there, a warm buzz spreading through your body. And a gorgeous bulge in your trousers. You have told me that you wear chinos. Light brown and thin, dressed for the summer heat, so the swell would be obvious to those who know it’s there. 

 

I leave my computer to get a cup of coffee while I think about you.

         

Do you know what I’d love to do to you, Bear? Do you? Do you know how often I think about you? I’ve thought about you sitting by your computer while I come in your office, completely silent, so silent that you don’t even notice me. Then I’d walk towards you, approach you from behind, say “hello, Bear,” with a smile and with a voice which would make you tremble even before I wrapped my arms around your chest and let my breasts rest against your back, warm and soft. You’d be surprised for a moment, think that it’s crazy, but then I’d let you feel my warm lips against your throat, softly, a little kiss, friendly, and you would stop thinking and instead just feel the weight of my breasts against your back. I’d gently nibble your earlobe, almost randomly, and hear you try to suppress a sigh, almost silent, but I’d notice it, because I’d be pressed so tightly against you. I’d feel your large, gorgeous body against my own. Do you really have any idea how long I have longed for this? I’ve thought about it for days and weeks. I’d let your earlobe gently meet my teeth. You would stiffen a little and breathe out heavily, and you would have no idea, my sweet, sexy Bear, how much I’d relish this feeling and this sound.

         

I crave your arousal. I’m burning with desire. I want this closeness, this triumph, this enormous pleasure.

         

I know that I can build on our desire. We could have it so good We could have an amazing experience together, Bear. Do you know that?

         

Yes. You understand, right? If we could only set things in motion, then it would be wonderful. Full of pleasure. Forbidden in the eyes of the world, but who could know? Nobody would be hurt. There would be only pleasure and desire.      

          

I’m standing by the coffee machine in the empty kitchen. Most people have gone home. I run my hands over my breasts without worrying that anyone will see me. My nipples swell. I grab hold of my breasts and lift them up, high up, pulling them until it feels good, and slightly painful. Women always do that in erotic films, and a lot of female viewers get angry and say it’s put on and only done to satisfy the male gaze. But I’ve always done that when I get aroused, even before I saw my first erotic film – right from when my breasts first developed. And now I was standing, lifting them up, pressing them together, so that my cleavage ran deep into my summer blouse. And I’m doing it for your sake, Bear. You’re the reason I forget about my coffee and massage my swollen breasts instead, savouring the warmth smouldering in my sex while I think about you, your body, your lips, your bulge. I don’t think you know how much I’ve longed to see it. Not as a bulge, but as a rod. A stiff, erect rod above your scrotum, which I would love to hold and carefully massage.




OEBPS/images/9788726309577_cover_epub.jpg





