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      I always ate lunch alone. There wasn’t a reason for it, it was just something I preferred. A little break from the forced conversation and weak smiles. It gave me a chance to prepare for the rest of the day, to coax me through those next four boring hours.

      That’s all I really had. Little breaks in between the mundane office work and tepid small talk. I crossed my legs as I finished the chapter in my newest book, but they’ve gotten a bit thicker lately. They feel sweaty beneath my thigh-high stockings and black A-line skirt, so I push the rest of my sandwich away with a sigh.

      There had to be something else.

      Something exciting.

      Something that could free me from these binds.

      My boss was a tall man, handsome. “Striking” would be the word most women use. Despite the more eccentric nature of the other scientists who worked in the lab beyond the outer offices, he was all business. His sleek black hair so well groomed; the pinstripe suit he wore well pressed and cared for.

      He was always curt with me. He was never mean, certainly never harassed me, but he barely seemed to notice me. Another typical day he stopped by my desk after returning from his lunch. “Any messages, Rita?” The question so formal. Not even a spare glance in my direction. It was a miracle he remembered my name.

      I still gave him my most charming of smiles, my freshly made-up lips pulled taut. “Just one, sir,” I said as I handed him the pink message slip. “They said it wasn’t urgent.” I thought she sounded a bit too young to be calling him, personally, but men are welcome to their secrets, even if I didn’t have any of my own.

      As usual he gave a nod and a quiet, perfunctory “thanks” before he went back into the labs, leaving me to my tasks again. Only the faintest whiff of cologne reminded me another human being had once inhabited the plain white room.

      It started to make me mad after a while, and I clicked my black heels on the floor, just to hear something other than the ticking of the clock. When finally it was time to go, I’d like to say I was in a rush to get out of the sterile building, but I meandered.

      Life at home wasn’t much better.
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      The quiet flat was just as I left it. Dark and lonely. I wish I could also say it was neat – as neat as my office space – but I had no desire to keep it that way. Why bother? I never had guests, and impressing myself with tidying skills never did much for me. So to hell with it. It stayed as it was.

      I suppose I should have used my free time to cook well or clean up, but my interests lay solely in reading and my hobbies. So as usual I turned on the oven for something quick and easy, that would no doubt add to my increasing weight.

      It all took too much effort, and I pinched some food into the small fish tank in the living room. I’m allergic to cats and dogs, but the little blue fish appreciated me as I was, and he made me smile. It was relaxing to watch him frolic, at the very least, and as I settled in for the night, I picked up my knitting.

      My brother has a baby, a one year old whom I never get to see, but his birthday was coming up and I figured a winter set was as good as anything store bought, and the click-click of the needles soothed my discontented mind.

      Without realizing it, I had drifted off, the task of knitting some children’s clothes not enough to keep me conscious after the doldrums. Normally I didn’t become aware of that until morning and it was time to start the whole routine over again. This time I awoke early.

      It was still night, although the first thing I noticed wasn’t the darkness, but the aroma in the air. It was nothing like anything I kept in my flat. It was foreign, exotic, masculine... wrong, but enticing.

      I fluttered my eyes open, but I didn’t see its source, not at first. Instead what I saw was a wispy trail of a dark, cloudy tendril curling around the corner of the door. The voice, however, was what took my interest. It was faint, as if from a distance across my home: soft and definitely a man’s.

      “Come to bed,” it called, as if the bed he spoke of – my bed – was somehow his to beckon me towards. Yet... it felt somehow right.

      It was almost like a fantasy, something dark and forbidden that I rarely let my mind wander to. It didn’t do me any good with my rounded, blushing face to let such thoughts in. Even my boss wouldn’t look at me, let alone a stranger on the street. Yet I stood up and felt my silken stockings press against the white carpet.

      There was no man, I reminded myself. It was just my subconscious reminding me that it was time for bed. That’s all.

      As if heeding that, the wispy black trail faded, and I walked alone. The beckoning call of “come to bed” repeated, but surely just a memory. My mind playing tricks.

      When I rounded the corner and flipped on the light switch, I could see that it was empty. All the desperate hopes of my lonely mind.

      In my younger days, I would have cried at the realization, but a single woman in her mid-thirties gets used to coming back to an empty house. I barely knew what I’d do if I had to share my bed with anyone else, even if it was far bigger than I needed. I liked to sprawl out, and the thought actually brought a smile to my lips as I unbuttoned the white, now wrinkled blouse and pulled it away from my pale skin. My bra was on the last clasp and my breasts spilled from the top before I undid it and threw it on the top of the dresser.

      I have no idea how he had gotten there, but the first real proof of his presence I got were his arms around me. Lean, but strong. He embraced me. Simply embraced me, and it would’ve been so sweet and tender if not so jarringly unexpected. Those bare, dark arms around me, just beneath my bust, his chin resting against my shoulder as he husked into my ear in a deliciously masculine voice, “You look so lovely.”

      Snapping my gaze to the mirror I could see him. Long dark hair, so silken and glossy, framing a stunning male face; beautiful almond shaped eyes, half lidded as he nuzzled into me. Although those features were lost when I saw the curved black ram-like horns on his head.

      I was going to argue, but all thoughts, all words left me as I saw him. My lips dropped open and I just stared at him, hugging my half nude form. My breasts were bare, the nipples slightly pinker than the flesh around them. I don’t think I’d ever seen them so aroused, and just the simple touch of a terrifying man was enough to make me warm between my thighs.

      It was then that his words sank in, and I shook my head.

      Why I wasn’t more alarmed at the presence of a dark, ashen skinned man with horns of the devil, I couldn’t say. I was more consumed with what he’d said, as if his very words were something that could not be ignored by universal law.

      “But you are,” he said, and his voice was something of a seductive whine as he trailed his nose up my neck to my ear and then wrapped his lips around the lobe. To feel his warm, moist mouth take that bit of skin and flesh in and suckle it softly...

      I couldn’t help but tremble, and he brought a hand up to cup one of my breasts, hefting it in his palm. “And I’ve never seen a pair so big that were quite so lovely as these,” he murred in my ear, each word a honey treat.

      God, it had been so long since I’d been touched, and my eyes fluttered back. Even if it all was a dream, a hallucination brought on by bad food or loneliness, it didn’t matter. It felt so real, and so welcomed that I swear I felt moisture beginning to form in my blue eyes, so I blinked it away.

      “You’re not real,” I managed in a soft voice, and it sounded like I was lamenting the fact. Because I was. Even some devil was better than the endless loneliness.

      He let loose my lobe and flicked it with his tongue before mewling into my ear like an admonished pet. “Don’t say such things.” He squeezed my breast, letting the large, ripe flesh swell between his dark, slender fingers. “I’m as real as you,” he countered. “I should know... I’ve watched you for so long. Watched and yearned.” I noticed the feel of bare flesh against my back, the whole of his chest as bare as his arms and shoulders.

      No one watched me. No one even saw me. I was like a ghost, floating invisibly through life, and it felt like the weight of it would bring me to my knees. But he was my buoy. I forced my eyes open again, staring at my troubled face and then up to his mirrored reflection, looking over his tall, fit form with a quivering lower lip.

      “No you haven’t,” I argued back.

      He was gorgeous. Everything a man should or could be. Strong but beautiful; muscled but majestic; tall but lean. Most importantly, his face was such a vision of perfection. So well-shaped, he looked like a man out of a movie. Perhaps he was, and I had stolen that memory from a film and used it to fuel my deranged fantasies.

      “Why don’t you like me?” he asked, and I could see the wounded look on his face. He wore so little, and though his groin was masked from me by my own body in the mirror, it looked like he wore nothing there. Only leather cuffs about his wrists, a thick leather collar around his neck. Some straps of leather that criss-crossed his chest, and what looked like dark black socks covering his calves and feet, though they looked like a seamless part of his whole.

      “I hoped and dreamed that you’d like me when we finally met,” he bemoaned.

      I hated making people sad, and my entire face fell in deep concern. “I would like you,” I admitted. If he were real, of course. Which he wasn’t. Still, turning down my fantasy man certainly wasn’t on my list of things to do, and just the thought of someone feeling my body was enough to make me come alive in a way I hadn’t felt in years.
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