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All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!
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I knew what I was doing was wrong; it had to be wrong, right?

I mean, stalking her online was one thing, but actually stalking her in real life was totally against the rules and probably a few laws.

Alice had a husband and a child, a son, who was fourteen. Her husband, Darien, was an engineer of some sort at an airport, but she was Alice.

I had been in love with Alice from the moment she stepped into my store. Her long, golden blonde hair barely touched the top of her very shapely ass. The way she smiled at everyone, she was the kindest person I had ever met. She was perfect!

“Shit!” I slinked back behind a wall.

‘Did she see me?’ I thought. My heart was pounding in my chest. If she saw me, she would be wondering why the guy from the bookstore was all the way on the other side of town.

I took a deep breath, then peered out. Nope, she didn’t show any signs that she saw me. She was standing by the fruit stand; she always came here to buy fruit.

Alice was in shape and had a perfect body, but her husband, on the other hand. He looked like the tire man from those commercials.

Alice was on the move again, probably home, not too far from here. She looked my way, but I had already moved to another hiding spot behind the bus stop.

Alice kept moving her hips, swaying from side to side as she walked.

‘God, what I would do to her if I got behind her!’ I thought, staring at her waist and her ass tick-tock as she walked.

I was a few feet behind her, keeping out of sight in the crowd of people as we walked down the street.

Alice had a Bluetooth earbud in her ear, listening to her playlist. I had found a way to get it on my phone; it didn’t take much, especially if she left it on public instead of private.

She was listening to one of her favorite artists. Demi Lovato - Confident. It was one of her favorite songs. I had watched her dance to it when she thought she was alone in her living room.

I had rented an apartment across the street and often peered into their house. Darien wasn’t home at this time, and Alice had two more hours before she had to pick up her son from school.

Alice kept singing and swinging her hips as she got closer to her condo.

I quickly ran across the street, dodging cars, as I didn’t want her to turn around and see me.

Alice was very cautious about her surroundings, especially once she got home. She looked all around before going up the stairs to her house. She looked at all the people passing by as she quickly entered the code into the door.

People were not paying her any attention. How could they not pay attention to the goddess?

She was inside, and I quickly went into my apartment.

“Move!” I pushed people out of my way as I ran up the stairs.

My apartment was empty except for a small mattress where I slept and the chair where I sat with the infrared gear that I had bought online.

I looked through the lens of the telescope and saw Alice in her kitchen she was making her lunch.

“I want to touch you so bad in the worst ways possible,” I muttered, staring at her through the window.

I looked at the app and saw that she was online. She was probably sending reels to her mom; they loved sending funny animal reels back and forth.

I always checked to see if she was online. One of my hacker friends was close to cracking it so that I could see what she was doing online, who she was calling, and what pictures she was sending to whom. I wanted to know everything about her.

She moved from the kitchen into the living room, where she plummeted down onto the couch to watch her show. She would watch two episodes and then get up to get her son.

“Still there?” Alice asked.

I could hear her through the listening devices I had planted all through the house.

She was talking to her dog, Freddy; he had been hiding under the large couch since her son had brought a large robot toy home.

“You can come out, he isn’t home,” Alice said.

The golden lab came out from his hiding spot and jumped onto her lap. She hugged it as they lay down.

“Good dog,” I smiled.

My phone rang. “Dammit!” I looked at the picture of my wife on the screen.

“Are you still at work?” Pauline asked.

“Yes!” I responded.

Like many people, they thought I worked at the bookstore, but I owned it. Pauline was the only person who knew the truth. I hated that bookstore. It was given to us by her parents.
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