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«Sweeter would be the death, 


if my eyes had last horizon as your face. 


And if so, a thousand times, 
I would be born. 


To die, 
a thousand times, even.» 



William Shakespeare, 

Hamlet
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The
  silence in my office was more irritating than that one which was
  coming from my door.





This
  calm bothered me when I listened to the middle morning chaos in
  the
  street outside the window. 





I
  lean on the chair back and I sighed. Biting the pen stopper I
  turn
  around fixing, through the stained glass, the skyscraper in front
  of
  me.





I
  was unfulfilled and the fault of that unease was due to my job,
  but
  not exclusively.





I
  have been employed for years in the management department of the
  biggest lingerie boutique, Seduction. My task was the accounting
  of
  the USA stores, but not solely.





The
  job was boring, tedious and repetitive and I was really
  dissatisfied.
  If I had had the sale assistant position in one of those
  boutiques
  where the seduction was the queen, I would have been more
  appeased.
  Every single item made of lace, leather, silk, a seductive night
  gown, I would have imagined 




him




who take them off me or looking at me with desire.




The
  boutique Seduction was a true temptation.





In
  the last period I have decided to dare so much more, not just for
  my
  lingerie, but also because I totally changed the way I
  looked.





I
  was on diet and even if I got thin, I had to lose weight again in
  order that I could live up to the men’s stereotype.





I
  had all these things so that he looked at me in a different
  manner
  and he noticed me as a woman and not just as the sister of his
  sister-in-law Jacklyn.





My
  temperament was stubborn and strong, I didn’t give up, at least
  he
  wasn’t free, but in that moment he had a relationship.





The
  dissatisfaction on the job place reflected on the desire to have
  a
  love story and to abandon myself to the deep desire I felt when I
  saw
  him.





I
  had met him for the first time at my sister’s engagement dinner,
  he
  was the brother of my brother-in-law and my heart lost some beat
  when
  I saw Logan.





Meanwhile
  we were introducing ourselves, he smiled at me, giving his hand
  to me
  and I had winced to the contact with him, feeling a mild tremor.
  I
  had immediately left his hand feeling me dazed, by contrast Logan
  Mitchell’s expression didn’t change.





I
  had remained in silence almost the evening, replying barely if
  requested, intimidated and attracted by the massive man who was
  able
  to send a strong sexual charge, making me feel a girl on her
  first
  crush.





Since
  that evening Logan had come to our house many times with Adam,
  when
  his job as marines didn’t take him in a foreign country, and the
  frequency of this situation hadn’t helped me. 





If
  this insane attraction had displaced me initially, every time I
  met
  him and he gives his attention to other women, I felt new
  feelings to
  grow up in my heart.





I
  suffered because of him and I had had to suppress those feelings
  which had grown up, forcing me to forget him. 





Nevertheless,
  I wasn’t able to do it, because he spent his free time with my
  brother Sam, but what made me angry was that he took the right to
  protect me like a sister. Instead I wanted him to look at me as a
  woman. But how could him do it even if I didn’t feel good with
  myself? Although mother earth was so generous giving me a pretty
  face, she wasn’t with my body. 





Since
  my adolescence I had had to resign seeing the other girls to show
  a
  long-legged body, meanwhile my body had more generous shapes. If
  I
  was desperate to the beginning, but I surrendered and I suffered
  when
  I looked in the mirror and my body was losing tonicity and
  shapes. I
  had tried to hide that obesity, back large and formless clothes
  in
  order to hide a 16. 





Both
  Jacklyn and Sam had tried to convince me to react attempting to
  do
  physical activity and eating healthy, because they believed
  firmly
  that this aim would have trusted myself. I wouldn’t after the
  experience with my ex. Things changed when I met Logan. 





Since
  the first time I had thought he felt compassion for me and he was
  so
  protective to me, when somebody approach me excessively. 





In
  one hand this thing enhances me, because I had his attention, on
  the
  other hand it distressed me because I wasn’t the woman who
  deserve
  to be by his side. 





In
  that moments Logan confused me, because he would never have
  looked at
  me as one of those women, he went out seeing them with
  excitement,
  desire and passion. 





However,
  I threw myself in a relationship with a stranger, I met him to a
  party where my best friend Eveleen invited me, in order to
  discover
  the emotions which Logan wasn’t able to give me. I trusted Brian
  but he didn’t, so I remained disappointed and
  heart-broken.





I
  had saw Brian as the person who would have accepted me for what I
  was. On the contrary, I had been trying to change me for all the
  time
  we had been together, humiliating me for everything that wasn’t
  good in his opinion. After the last arguing I realized I wasn’t
  able to have a relationship with anybody, certainly not with him.





Logan
  Mitchell was so hot. Handsome, sexy, I shuddered of desire just
  to
  look at him. 





My
  thoughts were sinful in his presence and my wild imagination gave
  me
  every possible erotic scene. 





Only
  the thought of being touched, cosseted, stroked by his hand and
  licked by his mouth, excited me immediately. 





Logan
  was my dream love, my forbidden dream my biggest passion. It was
  that
  unrequited love who took me to react and to see a specialist who
  could help me to lose weight. 





I
  know I have never become a model but I reached my goal and I lost
  two
  sizes and, after difficult years, I saw those goals which I
  didn’t
  imagine to reach. 





Absorbed
  by my thoughts I didn’t listen to knock on the door, until it
  wasn’t open. I turned the head and I thanked God I was sitting on
  my chair, when I saw Logan, as in my thoughts and my brother Sam.





«Do
  you hide here?» Sam asked, approaching me to give me a kiss on my
  cheek. 





I
  stretched forward to have that brotherly kiss, but my attention
  was
  all for Logan.





I
  couldn’t take my eye off him and seeing him who was returning, it
  didn’t help me to control myself. It seemed there was a storm in
  my
  mind, but only one surfaced masterfully and I was wondering if he
  had
  noticed my change. 





Mindful
  of the question asked by Sam, I deflected my gaze with difficulty
  taking it on my brother’s face. 





«If
  I wanted to do it, I choose different place» I replied smiling.





I
  was unable to shift my gaze from Logan. He was so tall, his
  height
  was almost six-two, his powerful and muscular figure of ex rugby
  player, occupied the entry. 





I
  observed those muscles desiring to covering them with my hands
  and
  feeling them tighten up to the touch of my finger. 





His
  blue eyes were so intense and they reminded me a clear and
  crystalline, bright and luminous, they were fixing me. 





His
  perfect and plump lips smiled splendidly. Here, ahead of me,
  Logan
  was the embodiment of a Greek god. 





I
  licked my lips, thinking to that mouth on my body tasting its
  fullness. If that desire, which was increasing inside me, made me
  feel an intense warmth and to notice him following my movements,
  made
  me red-hot. 





That
  man was able to confuse me in a different way, in fact my
  hormones
  screamed “




take
    me” 




every
  time his eyes lingered me, like in that moment. 


His
  brown hair, with some coppery shades, were clearer than last time
  we
  met and they have the colour of a sunset or a beautiful
  dawn. 






The skin of him, kissed by the sun, was amber and I would
have liked to walk along it with my lips.
He wore a blue shirt that made not only the color of his eyestand
out,but it adhered to the mighty chest and it highlighted every  
muscle  and   every  movement  of its own  made   the strong biceps
inflate.





He
  wore a pair of blue jeans which emphasize his hips as a second
  skin. 





I
  fixed that hot body and I dwelled my gaze in front of the zipper,
  noticing that forbidden swelling. 





My
  breathing was going faster and I established myself to control
  me,
  but I felt the warmth of my body to increase. 




“


Don’t
    look Cassandra” 




I
  thought “




Otherwise
    I will think you are sex addicted.” 






I
  felt this way when in his presence. 





I
  look away smiling and fixing him in his eyes. I was conscious Sam
  was
  here so I kicked out every image of Logan and me on the bed
  giving
  pleasure one another. 





«Logan,
  what a surprise!» I exclaimed standing up. 





I
  was happy he came back, and I had missed him for all the time he
  hadn’t been here, even if I hadn’t had to. 





«I
  knew you were happy» said Sam laughing. 





I
  turn the head towards my brother. «Did you force him to come
  here?»
  Knowing it annoyed me. 





«Stop
  talking about me like I am not here» said Logan. 





I
  laughed allowing my brother to embrace me. He wore a grey suit
  which
  extolled his body, but he wasn’t so well built as Logan’s.





«Don’t
  you go to the court today?» I asked to Sam, trying to control my
  sexual impulses. 





«Only
  in the afternoon» Replied him and when he was on the point to say
  something else, his mobile rang.














        

  
  ***
  

          
          




        



        

  
  
  Logan
          
          









I
  close the door avoiding, for a couple of seconds, those eyes
  which
  had undressed me and excited at my expense. 





How
  could I remain helpless in front of that strong desire glowing in
  those irises? 




“


What
    the hell do you think Logan?”







She
  was my sister-in-law’s sister and his brother became one of my
  best
  friends. I have known her for some years and I developed in the
  last
  months lascivious thoughts about her, during the night in
  particular
  when my defences and she was in my dreams. Every time I saw her,
  she
  enchanted me: in one hand her shyness softens me, on the other
  hand
  her determination bewitched me. 





The
  first time I saw her, during my brother’s engagement dinner, I
  didn’t pay attention to her. After some time, I had stop me to
  observe her more often, but she wasn’t my ideal woman,
  nevertheless
  I was fascinated by her. 





Every
  time I went on quests and I came back home after two months, he
  seemed she was different to me: sometime she changed her hair,
  another one she has make-up on her eyes, which bring out her
  gaze,
  others she didn’t wear large clothes that sweetened her body. She
  became more beautiful every time I saw her. 





When
  we were in the same room I perceive a subtle sexual charge, as if
  she
  waited for me to tempt me. I didn’t like seeing her to be with a
  friend here. I had a strange behavior, since I had always tried
  to
  remain a friend for her. 





However,
  if it happened I was present when a friend of her touched a curl
  to
  take him near the ear, touched her hand or her cheek, I became
  mad. 





What
  kind of man wouldn’t be tempted by her honey blonde hair, by her
  green eyes treated like a grass, her long eyelashes which
  attracted
  my gaze, the thin nose and those emphasized cheekbones tempted me
  to
  touch it with the finger and the fleshly mouth that enticed me to
  kiss her?  





I
  was compelled by them but I held on, especially when my eyes look
  her
  sensual body, with the right curve and the flourishing and full
  breast. 





I
  hasn’t seen Cassandra since two months and suddenly she became
  another person, thinner than I remembered.  





I
  moved towards her slowly, observing her I turned around the
  writing
  table. 





Cassandra
  smiled, but observing her more carefully, I noticed her cheeks
  had
  become red and her eyes were so fleeting. She had take her eyes
  off
  me when I stopped in front of her, those green irises crossed
  mine. 





«Welcome
  back, you has gone away for a very long time» She said and I
  noticed, amused, she blushed even better. 





I
  nodded «Yes, I have». 





I
  saw her to give me her hand to say hello but her imperceptible
  hesitation made me react, for the first time, differently. I
  shook
  her hands bringing her towards me. Our bodies had a contact and I
  perceived her sweet weight. I hugged her, inebriating me of her
  smell, a flower mix which reminded me of the East. 





Cassandra
  seemed to be made for me, her curves shaped on my body and I was
  upset by that discovery. If I thought I would be able to control
  my
  excitement, I was totally wrong. Even though we had clothes, it
  was
  as I felt her tough nipples through the tissue rubbing against my
  skin. 





It
  was a dangerous game to imagine it and feeling her to give in to
  me
  even more. 





I
  would never have thought to see her eyes to become unbelieving to
  my
  act and to glow of desire, it was sufficient to upset me. 





Though
  I didn’t leave her, I pretended my penis wasn’t erected as a
  spear against her womb or thinking how it would have been to kiss
  her
  mouth. 





Her
  hot breathing blew on my skin and just for a moment her lips
  touched
  my chin. My penis, by contrast, was so alive under the jeans
  zipper. 





After
  the situation could be out of control or San could ask something,
  I
  backed off, but she got away having a seat. 





«Why
  are you fixing me?» She asked tilting her head, smiling me.





I
  looked away and slowly I saw her body, noticing every detail of
  the
  tissue which signed up her voluptuous shapes and showed her long
  and
  thin legs. 




“


How
    long did she have it in that way?” 




I
  thought.  





Not
  only did I discover she lost weight, but there was something
  different in her, but everything could be, it showed a sexual
  charge
  which whoever stopped to look at her was attracted. 





«I
  believe you missed something to your dress» I replied laughing in
  order to hide my pleasure on seeing that shapes. «Did you play
  being
  a seamstress?» 





I
  saw her cheeks to become red meanwhile she was leaning against
  the
  couch. 





«Even
  if I had done it?» She replied quickly «I don’t understand what
  the problem could be». 





I
  see her face arching my eyebrow.





«Think
  of those poor men out there to whom you would cause a pneumonic
  crisis» I mocked, satisfied for seeing her so embarrassed «Or
  worse
  a stroke». 





«I
  could cause it, but it wouldn’t be my problem» 





I
  came forward and as I had well imagined, the tissue of the dress
  was
  raised and I could notice her black panties. I supposed it was a
  bloody thong. 





And
  immediately I had another image in my mind: a man who enjoyed it
  and
  I became angry. 





It
  was the first time I saw Cassandra with a different external
  appearance, more aggressive, sensual and maybe too sexy. She had
  changed, becoming explosive. Everybody could have looked at her.





She
  had decided to dare and I felt lost, because I want her, desire
  her
  and, moreover, I would have kidnapped her and close her in my own
  house. 





I
  observed her open lips and in that moment I felt the impulse, as
  it
  happened in the last months, to kiss the, to taste them in order
  to
  understand if they were so velvety as I thought.
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Those
  words outraged me; it was another kind of interest what I desired
  to
  have from him. 





  
His
  sensual voice made my heart pump hard, but at the same time he
  was
  able to make me mad, when he had that cocky approach. 





  
Why?
  I wasn’t his sister but a twenty-years-old woman, I was single
  and
  free to do what I wanted. Before I could reply to his absurdities
  which he said to me and release on him all my anger, the phone
  rang. 





  
Only
  then did I realized my brother wasn’t in the room anymore, I was
  so
  concentrated on Logan that I hadn’t seen him to talk on the phone
  quietly. 





  
I
  had to control myself, even as I took the phone receiver, I
  pulled it
  with strength. 





  
«Hello.
  Cassandra Miller» I answered, shooting a stink eye to Logan.
  





  
He
  remained here next to me smiling in a smartass way and he was
  fixing
  me. 





  

    
«Hi
    Cassie!» 
  


  
The
  reassuring voice of my best friend Eveleen calmed my anger.
  


  

    
«There
    is a surprise for you» 
  


  

  





  
«I
  have just had it and believe me it is sufficient». 





  
I
  followed Logan with my gaze, he was near the window turning his
  back.
  There was no doubt he heard the conversation and I had an idea
  just
  then. 





  

    
«Do
    you make believe me you are not interested to a fantastic
    invitation
    for tonight?» 
  





  
My
  best friend knew how to tempt me. It was a sort of devil in skirt
  and
  she knew I would have been able to resist to her challenge.
  





  
«I
  hate you when you behave that way, do you know it?» 





  
I
  was fixing Logan to give him the impression there was a man on
  the
  phone, I was satisfied. 





  
«Is
  it a special date?» 





  
I
  perceived my best friend’s hesitation but that short break was in
  my favour. I smiled satisfied and I thanked God he was on his
  back
  and he wasn’t able to see the expression on my face. 





  
Logan
  didn’t say anything, he was listening silently and he was
  awaiting
  I ended the call. He was so patient and controlled, but I wanted
  that
  his strong emotional determination would have fallen and he could
  have showed his passionate part, I was sure he had it. 





  

    
«Are
    you busy, Cassie?» 
  





  
«It
  depends on what you say» I replied crossing the leg «If you talk
  about tonight, I’m yours» 





  

    
«Cassandra
    Miller, if I didn’t know you haven’t any social life, any man,
    I
    would think you are not alone!» 
  





  
I
  smiled because she understood my intention, but Eveleen knew me
  very
  well. 





  
«You
  are right» I confirmed «I enjoy myself to provoke» 





  

    
«You
    are always the same» 
  


  
She
  said 


  

    
«But
    I want to see you when I will show you the dress I took for
    you. We
    will see in the afternoon. It will be wonderful on you» 
  


  

  





  
I
  had changed my life and I lost weight, from that moment the first
  thing I would have had was make changes on my personal look and
  throw
  away that formless dresses I wore. 





  
Eveleen
  was the owner of a boutique, she changed my wardrobe. The result
  was
  a pleasant news, every dress, even though I was a little bit in
  flesh
  or as Eveleen said so curvaceous, it enhanced my body making it
  more
  sensual for the first time in my life. I got used to that news
  and I
  got ready to be observed with appreciation everywhere I went. But
  I
  wanted to make an impression on Logan. 





  
«I’m
  trembling» I said imagining him. A second later I realized that
  my
  answer was ambiguous and Eveleen laughed. I observed with the
  corner
  of my eye Logan’s head to turn in order to look at me. I played
  dumb and I fixed some sheets in front of me. 





  

    
«You
    are terrible, Cassie» 
  





  
«Only
  once it is necessary» 





  
«


  

    
You
    are keeping him on tenterhooks» 
  


  
She
  said 


  

    
«Do
    you like him?» 
  





  
«You
  know the answer» 





  
Inside
  I hoped he understood me. I played this game to revenge me and
  now I
  didn’t want to baffle it saying it was my best friend on the
  phone.
  Eveleen understood immediately. 





  

    
«Oh
    my God! Logan is here with you» 
  


  
She
  exclaimed. 





  
I
  heard her voice; she was laughing and I had to control myself not
  to
  do the same thing. 





  

    
«You
    will be in trouble at the end of this conversation!»
  


  

  





  
«Never!
  See you tonight» I argued. 





  
I
  turned my head towards Logan and I was hit by his gaze. 





  
«Interesting
  conversation» He said going towards the window. «Are your all
  phone
  calls in this way?» 





  
I
  was attracted by his face: the warped eyebrow, his lips had a
  naughty
  smile and those irises seemed to infiltrate inside my deepest
  soul. 





  
I
  swallowed without load, and with my crazy heartbeat, I saw him
  going
  in my direction. 





  
In
  that moment I could only imagine what the preys could feel when
  they
  were stalked. How many women did feel the same? 





  
Compelled
  by the movements of his body and subjugated by his blue eyes, I
  asserted myself to control me. In the last minutes, which seemed
  to
  be infinitive, I lost in him. 





  
It
  was 


  

    
his
    
  


  
fault.
  





  
If
  the mouth was able to reply, neither my brain wasn’t and not my
  body. 





  
«Do
  you mean erotic calls?» I said without thinking but I was playing
  his game. «Maybe...». 





  
I
  noticed a flicker in his eyes and they have the ability to make
  me
  powerless in front of his manhood and his gushing sensuality.
  





  
«Do
  you always need a telephone encouragement...» Logan talked back.
  «... before you meet a man?». 





  
I
  hadn’t no answer, we have never had that kind of conversation
  until
  that moment, he was so calm, on the contrary I was so distraught.
  





  
Only
  the thought of Logan talking on the phone about erotic stuff,
  before
  a date, drove me crazy. 





  
He
  was so near to me that I had the fear he could feel the
  accelerated
  beat of my heart. I felt an intense warmth on my cheeks. 





  
I
  cursed in my mind against myself: I was giving him the proof
  about
  his ability to have a certain power on me. 





  
I
  noticed everything, he was aware of what he was causing to me and
  he
  was enjoying it. He had a satisfied expression on his face, he
  raised
  his hand and his fingers stroked me. It was like a light puff,
  but it
  caused a mild shock which bothered me, and seeing the expression
  on
  his face, I was not the only one to feel it. 





  
Not
  even with my ex I felt it. And maybe for this reason I reply.
  





  
«I
  don’t need any kind of encouragement» I whispered. 





  
The
  lightning of desire in his irises was the only thing he showed
  me,
  because a moment later he went away. 





  
Perplexed
  and completely intrigued by his presence, I didn’t noticed Sam
  was
  in the room. I had trouble to concentrate me on my brother, I
  perceived again the touch of Logan’s fingers. 





  
I
  breathed in order to control me but it was a big mistake,
  nevertheless Logan went away, I felt hi masculine smell mixed
  with
  cologne. 





  
I
  was unable as a child, as a boat in the tempest which sways
  without
  course in the grip of a big love, incapable to take it in my
  heart. 





  
«Sorry,
  a business call» Sam said. 





  
«You
  should slow down» I said smiling. 





  
I
  stood up noticing Logan’s eyes followed me. I was worried about
  Sam. 





  
He
  had been working hardly for the last months and we didn’t see all
  the time. I missed the afternoons we spent together, the walks in
  the
  parks, the shopping together, and the lunch during the week.
  





  
Since
  he had become the partner in an important legal office, the time
  we
  spent together was reduced.





  
«I
  had an important lawsuit just now». He replied rested a hand on
  my
  shoulder and tightened me. «Will we have lunch together?» He
  said. 





  
I
  would have gone with them, but only the thought to sit at the
  same
  table with Logan and to spend time with him, made me to give up
  reluctantly, so I refused. 





  
«Today
  I can’t.» I lied. «I have a lot orders to evade and bills to
  settle» I saw Sam and I hopeful I continued «What about
  tomorrow?».
  





  
«My
  little sister!» Exclaimed Sam laughing. «You are always able to
  obtain what you want, when you look at me in that way». 





  
«Not
  always» I mumbled, thinking of that Greek god next us. 





  
«Ok,
  honey!» My brother confirmed. «We will have lunch together
  tomorrow» He kissed me on the cheek and he said «We are going
  away
  so you can wotk in peace.» 





  
I
  nodded and brooding I observed him to go in the direction of the
  door, I winced when Logan whispered. 






  
«If
  a gaze could bewitched…» He said in my ear «It would be without
  doubt yours, Cassie.» 





  
I
  felt a fleeting touch of his lips on my skin, he was going away,
  following Sam. 





  
I
  observed him walking with elegance, my eyes were pasted on that
  body
  where the firm bottom and the muscular legs were bound up by his
  jeans. 





  
Only
  when I heard the door closing, I blink twice as I come back to
  life
  only in that moment. 





  
I
  breathed heavily, touching the hair with my trembling hand.
  Exhausted, like if I were deprived of all my strengths, I
  staggered
  on the chair and I keeled over.















  

***



  


  


  

    

Logan
  
  



















  
Cassie’s
  skin was soft and silken. When I touched it with the lips, I had
  felt
  an intense warmth as if it had branded my mouth. 





  
I
  perceived again that tenderness, the smell which had hit my
  nostrils,
  inebriating and awakening my senses. Maybe I hadn’t been for too
  long without a woman. It wasn’t possible Cassie was able to
  attract
  me in that way. She wasn’t my ideal stereotype, even if I had
  noticed she had changed her appearance and she had lost weight.
  





  
And
  her behaviour was so different from the last time we met: she had
  told off to my insinuations. 





  
I
  had enjoyed myself to see her in difficulty but nothing more than
  this, even as sometimes I didn’t understood the discomfort I had
  when I saw her with others. Probably I reacted in that way only
  for
  sense of responsibility towards my sister-in-law and Sam. 





  
He
  was silent by my side, he was so thoughtful, meanwhile we were
  going
  out to the building. Something tormented him and reconsidering he
  had
  asked me to go with him to Cassie, there is something wrong.
  





  
The
  sun hit my eyes when we went out so I wore my sunglasses. Sam did
  the
  same thing, without saying a word. 





  
I
  turned my head towards him: «Are you worried?» I asked. 





  
He
  took a look, then he walked on the avenue. «Cassie.» 





  
It
  wasn’t a surprise for me, I know he had a lot of work to do as
  Jacklyn and his husband, but their thoughts were always for the
  littler sister. 





  
«Why
  did we go to her today?» I insisted. 





  
«Are
  you always pedantic?» He replied, then he stopped looking at me
  «Do
  you want a coffee and a sandwich?» 





  
«Yes»
  I replied dampening that tension I feel and I added «I don’t
  renounce to healthy food». 





  
Sam
  laughed opening the bar door «A sandwich isn’t healthy» 





  
«You
  can’t imagine what I eat during missions.» 





  
He
  nodded meanwhile we sat. The waitress took the order and I
  relaxed me
  and I looked him. 





  
«Why
  are you worried for Cassandra?» 





  
Sam
  take the sunglasses off. 





  
«I
  have noticed a certain pain» He explained «I am sure it is caused
  by her job, it isn’t very fulfilling to work with numbers»
  





  
«No,
  it isn’t if you don’t like it» I agreed «But she would look for
  anything else» 





  
«You
  don’t know but she had a promotion» 





  
«She
  is an ace with numbers and she likes to play with them» I teased
  him
  «And you are exaggerating.» 





  
Sam
  shook his head meanwhile we had our ordination served. 





  
«I
  know her, she isn’t satisfied.» He said again eating the
  sandwich.
  «But what makes me really anxious is the change she had in her
  life.» 





  
I
  arched the eyebrow and I understood what he was saying. 





  
«I
  noticed» I admitted. «But I don’t know where is the problem» If
  Casssie had decided to be different, why she didn’t have to, if
  it
  gave her more self confidence? 





  
«Logan,
  I don’t say my sister may not feel better» He argued stopping to
  eat «I am happy she has abandoned those shapeless clothes, she is
  less reticent in some occasions and she is giving the right
  importance to her body which she refused before» 





  
«She
  is different and more glowing» I whispered out loud, instead of
  thinking it. 





  
«I
  am not a selfish brother» He claimed with emphasis «I really like
  the new Cassie, but I am afraid she did it only because she met
  someone and she likes him» 





  
«A
  man? It works to her advantage and...» 





  
«Stop
  to make fun of me» He said pulling me the napkin «You know better
  than me sometimes we are cruel towards women» 





  
«I
  am very kind» I said thinking of Eden. I would have met her that
  evening and I know what would have happened. 





  
Suddenly
  the desire spread inside of me, it was overbearing and I had to
  enlarge my leg a little bit when I felt my sex to awaken. 





  
«Yes,
  yes. I know how you are with a woman» Sam teased me «But my fear
  is
  whoever is that man, if he didn’t feel the same sentiments for my
  sister, he could hurt her deeply» I saw him to make a fist «It
  has
  happened yet and the result has been those clothes and the
  complete
  disregard in herself. Cassie hasn’t never had a good connection
  with her weight. I am happy now she has been able to lose several
  kilos and I wouldn’t want somebody takes advantage of her.»
  





  
I
  was silent, considering Sam’s words and those of Cassie’s call.
  Is it possible she has changed so drastically because of a man? I
  have never thought about the overweight in order that I had been
  always dating with thin and long-limbed women. Nonetheless I
  wondered
  how could have been having sex with a well-nourished female:
  could a
  man get excited? I didn’t see me in that perspective and maybe my
  penis could remain powerless. 





  
Although
  I realized I had a sense of protection towards Cassie, as always,
  the
  same which Sam had and this would have never changed.
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After
  an exhausting day at work, I was so exhausted and I opened the
  house
  door with a terrible headache going inside. 





  
That
  evening I didn’t want to anywhere, but I didn’t want to
  disappoint Eveleen. 





  
As
  if she had been evoked by my thoughts, I saw her to go out from
  the
  kitchen with a cup of tea. I was alone in my house, but I was
  happy
  when Eveleen surprised me coming to my home, she had a copy of my
  keys. Eveleen had a right wit, when I had problem her presence at
  my
  home was synonymous that my mood wasn’t so good. 





  
«Have
  you come back earlier?» She said smiling at me. 





  
«I
  have a terrible headache and I wasn’t able to not concentrate me»
  





  
«Any
  problem with Logan?» She asked taking the cup to her lips, trying
  to
  hide a smile.





  
«Are
  you kidding?» I murmured going into my room. 





  
I
  endorsed on the bed the bag and the jacket putting my shoes off.
  I
  laid on the bed closing the eyes with the hope that the cursed
  headache went away by some miracle. 





  
I
  heard Eveleen’s voice. 





  
«Take
  this pill, you will feel better.» 





  
I
  open an eye and I saw she was giving me the cup of tea with the
  pill.
  I stood up and I took both of them. 





  
«It
  has been so exhausting to see Logan, today. I didn’t know he had
  come back» She said observing me with attention «Or he has done
  something which reduced you in this state?... Has he kissed you?
  I
  would understand you if his kiss reduced you in this way.» I look
  at
  her badly. 





  
«Logan
  


  

    
has
    
  


  
the
  capacity to cause me headache» I said continuing to drink. «I
  reply
  to your answer, no, he hasn’t kissed me, even as he dazed me with
  a
  hug.» 





  
«What?
  It’s about time he made up his mind!» He exclaimed «Your headache
  come from your insane fantasies» She mocked me «And we know what
  happens when you meet him, especially today he dared more...» She
  did a fictional sign with the fingers «I bet you thought of him
  all
  the time since he has gone away» 





  
I
  shook my head up «It’s not like that...» 





  
Eveleen
  raised her eyebrow and I sighed; I couldn’t hide the truth to my
  best friend «Ok. I have thought of him the entire day» 





  
«What
  have you thought exactly?» She pointed out without giving me a
  break. 





  
«I
  will never be the right woman for him» I replied getting
  undressed
  and feeling the wrath inside me, being so inadequate and
  unattractive. 





  
«Cassie...»
  





  
I
  raised my hand interrupting her «Don’t say it isn’t like that!»
  I said exasperated continuing to take the dress off «I am fat,
  Eveleen, look at me...». 





  
«I
  see a beautiful woman, Cassie» She argued approaching to me. «And
  you have always been beautiful, you had to find the right moment
  to
  feel secure in order to begin what you should have done after all
  this time» 





  
I
  did a refusal with my head «And these... are curvy, Cassie» She
  affirmed putting a hand on my hip «Especially in this moment
  because
  you have lost weight. Do you know how many women would want
  them?» 





  
«Don’t
  be absurd» I answered back. «Yes, I lost two sizes but I have a
  lot
  of work to do» I breathed in because my eyes were full of tears 
  «All the part of my body in particular the belly and the hips are
  very large and legs, to the contrary, are slimmer but I wouldn’t
  want them in this way and then the bosom... is... is...» 





  
«Full
  and flourishing, it can be my envy because mine is little» She
  finished the sentence and she added «Men likes to fill their
  hand.
  They become mad, believe me»





  
«He
  doesn’t like anything of me» I was afflicted and she was
  continuing to see me. 





  
«Cassie,
  honey, you are exaggerating, are you?» She blamed me coming in
  front
  of me. 





  
I
  wasn’t able to see me in the mirror and I observed my friend: she
  had long black straight hair, an uphill little nose, brown eyes
  with
  the shape of almond, her mouth was a masterpiece, it was little.
  Eveleen was beautiful and thin, we have opposite appearance.
  





  
«No»
  I replied. 





  
«Now
  stop saying stupid things» She continued «You are a beautiful
  woman, you have fabulous hair, green transparent eyes which could
  charm every man. Your lips could be the temptation for the devil
  too,
  because they are so plump and perfect» She tightened my hand in
  hers
  «You have obtained impressive result losing weight... two sizes!
  But
  you haven’t stopped: you have changed your exterior aspect and
  this
  has enhanced you comparing what you wore before. The result is
  incredible and I am so proud of you. I don’t say it because you
  are
  my best friend, it is simply the truth»





  
I
  let her hand and I took my bra off warning all my bosom weight. I
  saw
  towards the mirror and I was wondering what a man would have
  thought
  about my full chest. Maybe I hadn’t no self-confidence, but if
  the
  remnant wasn’t no satisfying for me, I realized my bosom was big
  but also firm and the nipples were huge. Thinking of Logan who
  suckled and teased them, they hardened immediately. I shuddered
  only
  to the thought of feel his mouth and his hands on by
  body...





  
I
  was lost in my dream meanwhile Eveleen was talking to me. 





  
«Don’t
  believe it» She said «Men doesn’t like just slim women, otherwise
  nobody won’t fall in love anymore. Stop to denigrate you in this
  way» 





  
«It’s
  reality» I murmured going in the bathroom.





  
«No,
  it’s not» She objected with determination «It’s only your
  thought. Does Logan like that kind of women? Anyway, do you know
  really his tastes? He could like you? Do you know Logan’s most
  intimate thoughts? Honey, he could desire you, but you are too
  blind
  by your flaws to notice it. But, if it wasn’t, there will be a
  man
  for you, who loves you for your being»





  
«You
  are so sure I can attract a man...» I said stopping on the
  bathroom
  door. 





  
«Yes»
  She replied «If we weren’t late, I would continue to reproach
  you,
  but you must have a shower»





  
«It
  will last only five minutes»





  
I
  had my shower very quickly and it was time to make up, trying to
  bring out my colour eyes which became deeper with eye shadow and
  black eyeliner.





  
My
  hair was gathered up in a ponytail, freeing some curl on the
  face. My
  look was complete with red lipstick. 





  
When
  I finished, I was impressed seeing that make up, which I have
  never
  tried and a different hairstyle, could change a person. 





  
I
  went away from the mirror coming back into the bedroom. Eveleen
  had
  just changed her dress, it was long and lame, it enhanced her
  body
  shaping her curves and there was a deep slit on the left leg. The
  heels hurled he slim legs. She was perfect and beautiful. 





  
«Your
  dress is on the bed» She said «When it was in the boutique and I
  saw it, I have thought it would have fitted on you in wonderful
  way.»
  





  
I
  saw a long dress; it was made in silk and lace with red and black
  embroideries and a kind of sexy lingerie I would never have
  thought
  to wear. 





  
I
  was here, incredulous to fix that wonder, I frowned thinking both
  the
  colour and the kind of dress would be a disaster on me.





  
«I
  don’t think...» I began to say but Eveleen interrupted me.





  
«Cassie,
  don’t start» She warned me. «Wear it without complain! Then you
  can say something»





  
«I
  will be a whale with that colour» I argued «This kind of dress
  it’s
  not for me»





  
«You
  will be perfect» She replied taking the red corsage on the bed
  «You
  couldn’t wear it, but it will enhance your bosom, which I


  

    

    envy,
  


  

  it will drive crazy every man who look at you, and he will never
  know
  if you wear something under, what do you think about?»





  
«Couldn’t
  I wear it?» I ask unbelieving «But the dress has the lace bustier
  too and my nipples could be seen»





  
«I
  know, but knowing you, I take it» She said bringing it «Now stop
  talking, wear it»





  
Resigned
  but thrilled at the same time I wore it, but raising the thong I
  scowled. It was so little, so skimpy and I have doubts about it.
  Eveleen’s dirty look didn’t allowed me to talk and I wore it. I
  feel strange, I used to wear panties and landing strip, but I
  didn’t
  say anything. 





  
I
  put the black lace tights, taking it form string at the end of
  the
  bustier and I look at me on the mirror. 





  
I
  opened my mouth. I have never wore something of that kind,
  because I
  would have seemed ridiculous and I was astonished by the woman in
  the
  mirror.





  
The
  bustier sweetened my shapely hips, my bosom was lifted and tight,
  it
  was shaped by red lace bowls, nevertheless I see the erected
  nipples
  which went against the tissue. My pearly skin brought out
  shining. 





  
I
  turn on the side to see me back and I looked the thong, it
  divided my
  buttocks, which were tonic, I had thought the contrary. 





  
Through
  the mirror I see Eveleen’s smile. I was silent. What could I have
  said? She was perfectly right from the beginning. 





  
I
  took the dress on the bed, I wore it seeing me, I was astonished
  that
  the woman in the mirror was me. 





  
The
  lace stood up my bosom, even if the needlework was thick, the
  bustier
  could be seen from the dress and meanwhile I was observing me, I
  imagined the naked nipples under the tissue. 





  
I
  would have attracted all eyes on me, but everyone would have
  wondered
  if I wore something underneath and because the red silk, under
  the
  bosom, was divided as if it was overlapped and all that could be
  seen
  was only lace.





  
The
  silk slipped on my body, shaping softy on my hips and hiding some
  kilos which I wasn’t able to lose again. I walked a little bit
  and
  I noticed the tissue opened to discover the right leg. It was a
  beautiful and sensual dress. 





  
I
  put the silver open-toed shoes turned towards Eveleen. 





  
«It’s
  not me» I admitted touching the soft and intangible tissue «I
  have
  never believed that I could have wore a dress of this kind and in
  this colour»





  
«You
  underestimate you, honey» She affirmed giving me the tippet «I
  was
  sure about it. It’s not a fitted dress, but it is soft on your
  shapes, you are beautiful»





  
«You
  exaggerate as always» I said following outside the bedroom, even
  as
  inside of me I knew she was right.





  
«You’ll
  notice it, tonight»




“

  

    
I
    would want to attract his attention...”
  


  

  I thought closing the house door.















  

***



  

    

Logan
  
  
















  
The
  room was so crowded, I have a glass of champagne in a hand and
  with
  the other one I shook Eden’s waist. I haven’t understood the
  reason why I was to that charity event. 





  
Maybe
  it was the awareness of what I would have had after the party. I
  turn
  the head and I got excited seeing the dress she wore. 





  
She
  was a model so she tried to have the attention at every event to
  which she took part. I didn’t know if I had been able to see how
  much that imperceptible tissue provoked me, meanwhile we were
  walking
  around.





  
Her
  gold dress had transparencies on the upper part until the womb,
  only
  the strategic embroideries which hid the bosom till the
  womb.





  
She
  turned to talk to someone and I saw out the corner of my eye her
  back
  was completely naked, till the bottom.





  
I
  didn’t know if I was lucky or not but that soft tissue hid all
  the
  underside but it allowed me to imagine if Eden had the lingerie.
  I
  understood immediately the dress wasn’t suitable for wearing
  lingerie, as a consequence Eden, hadn’t anything under it.





  

    
Holy
    fuck!
  





  
I
  took my eyes off her and I looked her face. She was a beautiful
  woman, she had red hair wore in a soft bun, her green eyes were
  outlined by very long eyelashes; her nose was little and turned
  up,
  the cheekbones were slightly marked and her lips were so perfect
  to
  cause a strong desire to taste them. She was a successful woman
  and
  she used every occasion to be on the front page of
  magazines.





  
Just
  imaging to put that dress off and to find her so wet for me,
  caused
  me a huge wave of excitement. I tasted the champagne again,
  thinking
  of something stronger in order to resist to the temptation to
  drag
  her somewhere and take what I desired. I broadened the bow-tie
  which
  was squeezing my throat. 





  
The
  hall was so full of people, all of them belonged to the high
  society,
  where actor, models, politician, singers and business men were
  together. I didn’t feel comfortable, I didn’t like the other side
  of the coin due to falsehood of that kind of people, ready to
  turn
  they back as soon as they could.





  
«What
  are you thinking of?» Eden’s voice deflected me from my
  thoughts.





  
I
  turned and smiling at her «I imagine when I will put that dress
  of
  you» I whispered in her ears «By the way, I am trying to control
  myself, I had the lust to take you in the toilet, to lift that
  dress
  and to be inside you»





  
Eden
  smiled and also whispered «And do you want my permission?» She
  replied putting the glass down «You always had what you desired.»
  





  
I
  raised the eyebrow and I wave of pleasure overran me to the
  perspective of what I would have had in some minutes. 





  
«Get
  ready, honey» I said holding her hand and going to the toilet or
  anywhere that could give the possibility to have sex with her.
  





  
I
  hoped there wasn’t anybody in that moment. I put the flute down
  and
  Eden giggled because of my behaviour and obviously she was
  excited.





  
Pulling
  her through the hallway, where I thought there was a room for us,
  I
  saw a door on the opposite wall.





  
«We
  could be lucky» I said pulling down the handle.





  
I
  opened the door, it was dark inside and without thinking I
  entered,
  take Eden with me, the I closed it. 





  
I
  found the light; we were in an office and I turned the key in the
  lock





  
«It’s
  perfect, just what we wanted, didn’t we?» She said going in the
  direction of the desk.





  
She
  turn on the light and she looked at me. I immediately understood
  and
  I turn the light off in order to avoid to be discovered, I looked
  at
  her again. 





  
She
  smiled at me wickedly lifting the skirt till the womb,
  discovering
  them slowly, and as I had imagined she was without any
  thong.





  
I
  saw her sitting on the desk and opening the legs. Her red curls
  seemed to shine to the dim light, her flesh was pink and shiny,
  soaked by her humours.





  
I
  approached slowly, without stopping to see her meanwhile she was
  biting the lip, she was moving and she opened the legs even
  more.
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