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         Sofi was offered the role and accepted. The bubbling, rippling elation was evident in her voice when they talked about the formalities, where they would meet for a coffee etc. and when they finished the call, she noticed the sun was shining. 

         It is an amateur production, she thought to herself and no money to speak of, more of a token gesture. A short film that only a few will go to watch, but that's not the point. Something happens. Something exciting. That's the point. 

         In an attempt to calm down, she ran her hands down her body, but 200 questions were swirling around her mind, desperately trying to catch her attention. How will this work? What's expected of me? What if I make a fool of myself? Her cheeks were flushed, her clothes didn't feel like they fitted adequately and she needed to move about. She decided that if she just packed all her clothes, so that she was ready for tomorrow, then everything would be all right. She was soon pacing back and forth in the flat without having the faintest idea why she had walked into a specific room or what on earth she was meant to do in there. She opened and closed different wardrobe doors and pulled various drawers out, but didn't take anything out. When she found herself by the larder munching chocolate, she realised she needed to unwind and chill, and the best thing would be to take a walk. 

         The role itself, which was a pretty small role with not very many lines, didn't make her particularly nervous. To be part of a recording was okay too. But it was that scene, especially after she had now talked to him on the phone and had heard his voice that sounded so husky and confident. A voice so sexy she already felt she wanted to sleep with him. That made her nervous. That and the fact that the scene, long, dramatic and central to the whole film, was about a rape. 

          
   

         The following morning, she started by masturbating three times on the trot. The first time, she didn't even take her knickers off, but the third time, her fantasies had become more elaborate and detailed. She thought about Mattias and the scene they would do together. In her mind, she envisaged how her clothes would be torn off her body and that someone with strong, rough hands pressed her down onto a bed and locked her in a tight, firm grip. When he drilled his cock into her, it was so forceful that the mattress springs were pushed to their limit. In his special voice, he whispered in her ear that she was sexy and amazing to fuck. That voice, which made her skin hypersensitive and sent shivers up her spine. He increased the pace, harder and faster until he came with a roar. The last orgasm was so intense she arched her whole body in a tense bow towards the ceiling. 

         She showered for a long time, took extra care when shaving, rubbed body lotion all over and then rummaged around in the drawer until she found the cutest underwear she had, taking into account she had to be okay with them to potentially be ruined. Her red lace knickers coupled with stockings and suspenders and then a skirt so short and tight that her naked thighs were plainly visible if she sat down. She looked at herself in the mirror and felt sexy. She packed some spare clothes in a bag.  

          
   

         They met at a café in town. A steady stream of people passed by outside the window and the checkout was busy as usual, but their corner spot was like a calm oasis in the midst of the hustle and bustle. She slouched on the sofa with her legs crossed in front of her, he leaned in across the table and looked out the panoramic window. 

         "See that woman on the bench?" He asked. "In the red woolly hat?" 

         Sofi looked in the same direction as he was and understood straight away whom he was referring to. 

         "Oops, what is she doing?" They both giggled. The old woman had placed a simple, red and white checked tablecloth on her side, and the fringe hung down over the edge of the bench. Then she put out a thermos, a cup and saucer made of porcelain, a little basked with biscuits, a miniature vase and a few of other things that they couldn't see from where they were sitting. She was sitting there alone, but her lips were moving as if there were a conversation going on. 

         "I think she is talking to her hamster,” he said. 

         Sofi laughed. 

         "Honestly. She does have a hamster." He raised his eyebrows and nodded towards the old lady. "In her handbag. She brought it out earlier and let it have a bite of the biscuit."
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