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         I start as usual, treating it like a ritual. First, I turn on the light. It’s important that it isn’t the ceiling light, but a smaller one, near the mirror. Then I let my hair down. I normally wear it in a bun, pressed tightly together, with no locks escaping. I like the feeling when it falls free, as I too become that in that moment. Free. Not bound by rules, principles. I wear a shirt; it's part of my uniform: a shirt, pencil skirt, high heels, chauvinistic dress code. I turn on the light, then run my fingers through my hair and begin to undo it, button by button. Then I look to the side so that I can see my profile, the left one. I let the shirt fall at my feet, I leave it there, sometimes I stand on it on purpose, a little rebellious. I slide my skirt down and rest one leg on the stool, put there specifically for that purpose. I do this slowly, caressing my skin with my fingertips. First one leg, then the other. Sometimes I don't have any panties; it amuses me to sit without them when I talk to all those men at work. Sometimes I imagine that I get up and put on a show in front of the board, that their eyes are following me, but this is not their performance. It is for him.

         I finally take my bra and panties off as I go over to the window to cover it. I put off this moment – sometimes I comb my hair, sometimes I remove my makeup. I like that he is there; it is for him that I make sure to keep my high heels on until the last moment. When I'm having a bad day, I think about how I’ll do it this time. Should I leave my stockings on, take a bath, and moisturise, or only reach the point where my bra is falling off? I imagine that he is working, and that he is thinking about it too, that he is waiting for the evening, curious to see what I will show him and how I will do it. I hold the curtain in my hands; it feels like a curtain in a theatre. As I draw it closed, I'm aroused till it hurts, but I don't want to do anything about it. I want to keep it, my arousal; I want to torment myself with it.

         I discovered his existence six months ago. I hurried into the bathroom and began to undress. I was running late, my shirt unbuttoned, when I realised the window wasn’t covered. I rushed to do it, but by the time I was drawing the curtains, I saw his silhouette in the opposite window. I live in a loft in an old warehouse, and until then there hadn’t been any residents on the other side of the fence. But now there was. Him. A single light in the wall of darkness – a tall, slender silhouette, always in partial shade, often with a glass in his hand. Now I know, but at the time I covered the window, ashamed, while at the same time I could feel that my heart was pounding, that my breath had quickened, that for the first time in a long time, my pussy was throbbing. He was there the next day too. I went to cover the window, but before I did, I slowly undid the buttons on my shirt. Then I masturbated in bed thinking I was doing it for him. Whoever he is. It's addictive – me, him, and the window. I know that he is waiting for it; sometimes I am purposefully late, I stand in the kitchen and try to see him, see if he is there or if he is getting restless. And then I start the show. I recently got out of the tub and went to the window before drying myself. I still had foam slowly sliding down my chest. My hand began to massage my breasts lightly, and I closed my eyes and imagined that he was massaging them. In my mind he had warm hands, big and strong and a little rough. I like when men have hands like that, un-pampered.
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