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         I sat in the car and carefully watched the entrance to her building. I knew she was going to leave soon; I knew her daily schedule by heart. I lit a cigarette and pushed the seat back a little to sit more comfortably, inhaling deeply. I took a worn-out pocket knife from the leather jacket on the passenger seat and placed it on the dashboard. We waited together for the right time. The Arctic Monkeys’ “I wanna be yours” came over the radio, and I smiled. It was exceptionally fitting to the situation. I involuntarily ran my hand over my penis and felt it harden quickly under my touch. He hadn’t been entirely relaxed anyway. He’d been stiffening all day.

         Whenever I thought about her and what I was going to do to her. I could see her naked body before my eyes, collapsing under my weight. I pictured the goosebumps on her arms, the pale hairs standing on the back of her neck, and her nipples hardening against the touch of my hands. With each successive element of the image, I inhaled deeper, touched myself harder, awakening my appetite to the maximum. I wanted my erection against her buttocks to be one of the first things she would feel when I grasped her fearful body in a few moments. I tossed the cigarette butt into the empty can of an energy drink that was supposed to give me strength tonight. Now, however, it seemed to me that it was completely unnecessary – my thoughts were exciting me so much that there wasn’t any chance for fatigue to prevent me from carrying out my plan, even though it required as much concentration as possible to avoid encountering any problems. Or pepper spray, who knows. However, I was hoping that she would quickly realize who I was. I just wondered how long it would take? Will she think of the person she trusts most? In fact, I hoped so.

          
   

         We lay in each other’s arms on my bed and marveled at each other in blissful weariness. Our sweaty, sticky bodies clung to each other, so I could easily place tender kisses on Celina’s forehead.

         “Well, you really nailed me hard,” she laughed, her directness taking me by surprise as she nestled tighter under my arm.

         I gazed at her girly face with pleasure because her straight little nose, curtains of long black eyelashes, and bright blue eyes were the most aesthetic sight I had ever seen. Brown hair framed the regular features of her face, its first, very shallow, wrinkle running across her forehead. Despite the four years difference between us, she did not make me feel younger. On the contrary, sometimes I felt that I was looking after her. Smaller than me, she could hide behind me, lean on me literally and figuratively. I would give her pizza when she was in a bad mood, unfasten her sandals when she came back from work tired and sore, throwing herself on the couch, exhausted. Then I drove her home and waited in the car until she entered the building. I also took charge in bed, although she didn’t need it at all. Even though she knew exactly what she was doing and what she wanted from the beginning, she let me take control, which I then used for the pleasure of both of us.

         “I did my best,” I admitted proudly and pushed back the strand of hair that had fallen over her face.

         “Well, maybe you can do one more thing sometime,” she began hesitantly and bit her lip.

         “So, there’s another fantasy in my perverted girl’s head. Spit it out.”

         “But it’s a little silly.” She was embarrassed. “Just don’t think that I’m crazy. It’s supposed to be normal.” I nodded intently. She wasn’t one of those shy, modest girls. She usually expressed her intentions directly, so there had to be something more to it.
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