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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.

         “Come on, don’t be shy. It can’t be stupid unless you want to shit on me, then I’ll have some objections.” I winced a little theatrically, but she – instead of laughing – was still serious, and it crossed my mind that maybe she did have this type of fantasy, which would surprise me a bit and rather disgust me, but I would still argue that it is not at all stupid. Mainly problematic.

         “Because… I wish you would seduce me someday…” She pressed her lips tightly together, wondering if she should stop there, but the desire turned out to be stronger. “But you know, seduce… through direct coercion. You know what I mean?”

         I breathed a sigh of relief because it was not as extreme as could be expected from her unprecedented restraint in expressing her needs. And I could already feel what was in her head while it was barely sprouting in mine. So I nodded, encouraging her to continue.

         “Take me by force. Fuck me the way you like it, don’t worry about what I want, just take me,” she almost whispered, but there was no more uncertainty in this whisper, just excitement and flirting, and Celi’s flirting never left anyone to doubt her faked innocence.

         I pulled her tighter against me and clamped my hand on her hip. I kissed her parted lips.

         “By force?”

         “And brutality. You know how I like it.” She raised the corners of her lips provocatively.

         “But I’m the one who’s supposed to like it, you said so yourself.”

         She stopped smiling, but I knew she was happy that I played into the fantasy.

         “I’ll think about it. We’ll see. Now I’m going to smoke” I ended the topic and freed myself from her embrace to sneak out onto the balcony, pulling my boxers up on the way out. When she joined me a moment later and cuddled tenderly against my back, I already had the whole script in my head. But, despite the passion and sometimes brutality of our relations, I never had to use, as she put it, means of direct coercion. Instead, she gave me everything I wanted, with unbridled joy and almost gratitude. Not that I was building up my ego by suggesting she was grateful for sex, but only for those loving acts of violence between us. This could be an exciting change of scenery. I didn’t have to think twice. It really suited me and awakened my senses. But I didn’t want to try it now that she might expect it. If it was to be my way, we had to wait.

          
      

         So now I was here. In a car that smelled of cigarettes as I lit another one, with an erection pressing against my tight pants, waiting like a creep until my unaware girlfriend leaves the house for an evening walk with her dog. A matter of minutes.

         The phone vibrated in my pocket. She sent a message.“I’m going out with Meatball. I’ll call you if anything.”

         I sent her a thumb’s up to let her know I was available. She wandered around at night every day, and her only protection against a possible attack was to call me whenever she felt threatened. She had no idea that today it wouldn’t help, and I wouldn’t be her knight in shining armor. So when I saw the light in the stairwell, I pulled the hood of my black sweatshirt over my head and felt oddly nervous, as if I was preparing to perform on stage – and it was a bit like that. I had a script, I had an audience in her, I had a set that would follow the rhythm of her day, which I knew by heart, so it was finally time for the premiere.

         Celina walked out the door. She held a leash and a cigarette in one hand and a garbage bag in the other. She had headphones on – perfect, she wouldn’t hear my footsteps. But first, I waited until she was far enough so that the dog would ignore me. Happy wagging would definitely ruin the atmosphere of horror I was trying to get into as if I were the hero of a noir crime story, some psychopathic stalker. It’s not like I wanted to hurt her. I was just doing what she wanted me to. There were so many requests to do what I wanted, but I knew it was just a game. Putting her fantasies in my hands. But I didn’t mind because we rarely disagreed on what happened in bed. We also wanted the same thing, but it was good that she brought it up because a guy suggesting a sexual assault role-play might not be taken well.

         I watched vigilantly and was already turned on enough to want to leave the car immediately. I pictured myself walking up and grabbing her from behind, the bag falling out of her hand, the garbage scattering on the sidewalk, and left as clear evidence that something terrible had happened here. But the fantasy was just a fantasy. Putting it in action required precisely sticking to the plan I had worked out in my head. Every move mattered, and the obsessive planning made me feel a little uncomfortable – as if I was actually plotting a crime rather than pleasing the woman I love.

         After she dumped the garbage in the bin, I nervously stuffed my knife into my pocket and got out of the car to follow her. She walked with a cheerful step into the park, probably listening to some upbeat music, relaxed before the weekend we would spend together, and I was supposed to be gathering strength for tonight.

         I watched with delight as she swayed her hips from side to side and bent down to let the dog off the leash at the entrance to the park. The sight of her plump buttocks, barely covered by the edge of her plaid dress, stimulated my imagination, and I thought with concern that she should definitely be more careful on her nightly walks. Unless she was waiting for me.

         After a moment, Meatball ran up to me. I petted his head in greeting so that he would run off, satisfied to circle around his mistress, who luckily did not turn around. She was entirely in her own world, and it was a pity to interrupt her in this state. But the conditions were favorable. I was already here, the dog had lost interest in my presence, and the windless, warm June evening was perfect – I did not want to put it off now. I had planned it so meticulously and for such a long time that I couldn’t wait any longer. I quickened my pace.

         Every step bringing me closer to her made my heart beat faster. When I was just behind her, I thought it would tear out of my chest and hit her back, which her fat ponytail bounced against. Great, there will be something to grab onto.

         The final step was more of a leap towards her. In an instant, I pulled her to me, holding my hand over her mouth, tearing off her headphones, and wrapping her terrified face in the scent of cheap cigarettes as I said: “Hand over your phone.”

         I said it mostly so she would recognize my voice as she froze and dropped her cigarette on the pavement in fear. Fortunately, everything went according to plan because instead of screaming and biting my hand, she took a deep breath and relaxed. Her fear instantly turned into excitement, and I felt relieved that the most difficult and emotional moment was behind us.“No”

         I did not expect this turn of events. I expected resistance, but not to that point. Still, without hesitation, I reached towards her hair. I pulled on her ponytail and tilted her head slightly to look at her face. She didn’t look scared or stressed.

         On the contrary, she was looking at me with feisty satisfaction.“I don’t think you understand,” I muttered into her ear and saw the long-awaited goosebumps on her neck. I pulled her tighter towards me with my hand wrapped around her waist. I pressed my hips into her to make her feel the erection against her buttocks, just as I had imagined. She involuntarily leaned back to feel me better.“Hand over your phone, or I’ll fuck you.”

         She moved away to hand me the phone she had been clutching. I muted it and stuffed it into the large pocket of my sweatshirt.“So, you can be a good girl after all. We’ll see what else we can do with that,” I said in a low, contented voice, twisting her hair around my hand and leading her through the trees behind the thick hydrangea bushes.

         She walked obediently but somehow hesitantly. I tugged harder to make her speed up, but instead, she tried pulling away, although, in reality, it would have cost her a fair amount of hair. Regardless, I took the knife from my pocket and pressed the cold blade to her neck. She surrendered, although she was familiar with this blunt, harmless, and not very useful tool, which I always kept in the car.“If you do what I say and don’t try anything stupid, I’ll let you return home to tell your boyfriend what a relaxing and enjoyable walk you had”

         She let me lead her to our destination, where I fastened her wrists with a zip tie. Then I pushed her to her knees and, threatening her with the pocket knife, ordered her to unzip my fly. She hesitated for a moment, but in the end, she did so, despite her restricted mobility.

         I put the knife in the back pocket of my jeans, grasped my penis with my hand, and slowly ran it over her cheek, hitting her lightly with it at the end. Even though she winced theatrically and tried to pull away, I could see the hunger in her eyes.“Put it in your mouth,” I ordered in a low voice, and when she didn’t react, I tugged her hair.“Now. The sooner you start, the sooner I finish”“Mn-mm,” she murmured through her tightly closed lips, so I grabbed her face and forced her lips apart. I stuck my thumb in her mouth, but she bit it – gently but enough to make me feel pain. I pulled my hand out of her mouth and slapped her across the face with enough force to compensate the offense.“Now then… A big girl like you should know we don’t use teeth for that,” I scoffed. I parted her lips again and stuck my penis deep enough into her mouth that she had no way of stopping it. I slowly played with her mouth, moving her head back and forth, sometimes pushing deeper, sometimes shallower, so that every now and then, I could smear the saliva that seeped down her chin over her cheek or into her hair. It was a beautiful sight – her glazed eyes, choking mouth; I imagined her knees dirty from the ground, and it excited me even more.

         After a while, I put an end to these pleasures and turned to her instead. I pushed her onto the lawn and, out of the corner of my eye, saw her dog. He was lying under the tree and, as though nothing had happened, watching us with boredom. After all, these activities weren’t new to him. I hoped he wouldn’t be so calm if his mistress had actually been assaulted by a stranger in a dark alley, but at the same time, I was glad he didn’t bother us.

         I pulled up her short dress and relished the sight of her pink cotton panties with a darkening patch of moisture between her parted thighs. I quickly assessed if they were an expensive, high-end brand, then decided I would not be admonished for any damage, so I tore the fabric to reveal her soft pubic mound. I ran my hand over the dark, delicate hair, stroking it tenderly, but she squeezed her thighs shut, blocking my way.“You were supposed to be good. Don’t you want to go home” I asked with false concern, forcing her legs apart, which was not an easy task at all.“Please don’t,” she said, and I looked at her carefully. She cowered in front of me, but she didn’t look scared at all. She was trembling, but it was definitely shivers of excitement. I felt them on my shoulders too, peeling off my sweatshirt all the more willingly.“Are you sure you want me to leave you here now” I asked seriously, almost threateningly, but in reality, driven by concern? She didn’t look as if she really wanted to stop, but I was not about to leave any room for doubt.

         She shook her head.“Then be a good girl and tell me that you want me to fuck you now” I crouched down in front of her and ran my hands down her thighs with insidious tenderness and delicacy, and as she repeated these words, I pushed her thighs apart with the force of my body, which pressed her to the ground. I tore her panties even further, making room to slip into her wetness, which wasn’t much of a problem despite her attempts to break out from under me. I ran my dick between the slippery slopes of her labia to slide it into her vagina. She was so wet that I could start thrusting hard right away, intensifying as she made another attempt to escape from under my hips. Her pussy, however, did not resist. She welcomed me deeply and graciously, and I relished the warmth that covered my penis.

         My pretty victim finally stopped fighting, breaking away, and protesting. I was a bit disappointed by that. Now that I had assumed the role of a ruthless stalker, I didn’t want to give it up yet.“Why are you submitting so quickly? Are you really such an easy slut?” I let out a wheezing laugh, grabbed her face, squeezing her cheeks. I spat on her and gripped her hair tightly.“What are you gonna tell your boyfriend? That you let some random guy fuck you because your wet cunt couldn’t wait for a hard dick.” “Fuck off,” she growled and jerked her body up as if it would change anything, although I must admit that it impressed me. She was brave and fierce again, trying to break free from my grip, but I relentlessly pressed her tighter to the ground and continued to act.

         It wasn’t that easy, though. I had apparently provoked her into remembering her own expectations of herself, wakening the fighting lioness in her. There was little she could do, trapped beneath me, but she kicked her legs as she tried to knock me off her, her thighs clenched every now and then as if she wanted to push me out, her tied hands weren’t idle either – they were pounding on my chest, and for a moment I wondered if I shouldn’t let go. I stopped, grabbed her hands, and just watched her react. I sure as hell wasn’t ready to give up this role, spoil the fun, but I preferred to play it safe and not turn my partner’s erotic fantasy into real trauma. I waited for her to say “meatball,” our safe word, which humorously always allowed us to come back to reality and take care of each other, but instead, she triumphantly shot back, “You think you’re so fucking tough? Three thrusts and you’re bust, pussy,” And she spat in my face very precisely. I mean, it was good. Better than good because that cheeky and vulgar tone always meant one thing – green light. I wiped my face with the back of my hand, and moved very close to her face to kiss the reddened lips, now open in surprise.“Oh, don’t you worry about that. I’m not finished with you,” I whispered into her mouth and placed my hand on her slender neck. It shifted me slightly out of my rhythm, but I figured that a change of plans could only help at this stage of the game.

         I pulled out of her and zipped up my fly, which wasn’t easy – not only because of the physical limitations of my jeans but also because of the urge to finish inside her. But that could wait a while longer. I took the leash out of her bag and fastened it on Meatball, who began to wag his tail cheerfully.“Get up,” I said and watched him clumsily scramble up from the grass. Her ponytail was barely holding together now, her face wet and dirty. I hung my sweatshirt over her hands to hide the fact that she was tied up and commanded, “Let’s go somewhere more private. If you stay quiet and obedient, no one will get hurt.”

         I improvised. I had one hand around her waist, and with the other, I held the dog. We walked back to the path through the park. It was completely empty, but even if we did meet someone, I hoped that we looked decent enough. The only thing that could be faulted was that we had just made love in the bushes, of course by mutual consent – which was basically true, though we pretended it wasn’t.“You’re already dripping down your legs, aren’t you?” I asked in front of her building, but she didn’t answer. She didn’t have to; I knew she was.

         I took her to the basement and strapped her to one of the pipes that ran along the wall. I tore her panties all the way off and then, despite her helpless protests, stuffed them in her mouth. I knew she wouldn’t scream, but I wanted to enjoy not only the view but also knowing that she could taste the sweetness of her juices in her mouth. And then, without a word, I left. I wondered what was on her mind now. Except for excitement, visible on her face, even though she tried hard to hide it. I wonder if she was afraid that I would leave her here for long?

         Of course, I couldn’t. I already had to restrain myself from finishing when we were back in the park. I leaped up the stairs two at a time to put the dog back in her apartment, then ran downstairs to her. She was leaning her forehead against the cool wall, but she didn’t look scared. Rather tired of waiting. She visibly perked up when she saw me.

         “Good girl,” I whispered into her ear, pinning her against the wall from behind, gripping every curve, savoring her body under my hands. I squeezed her breasts tight enough that she gasped in pain – so I squeezed even tighter.

         I rolled up the checkered dress, revealing her bare buttocks and long, tanned legs that broke out in goosebumps as I ran my fingernails down her thighs. I let her hair down too.

         “Relax,” I ordered. “You’re at my mercy now, so you might as well just let go and have some fun too.”

         She tried to throw an insult at me, but it didn’t quite work with her mouth stuffed.

         I took my time undoing the buttons on her dress and pushed it off her shoulders as far as her restrained hands would allow. I also freed her breasts from the lace bra, which I only needed to pull down a bit. My fingers caressed the swollen nipples, stroking and pinching painfully. Despite trying to keep her face straight, she closed her eyes with delight and clenched her thighs tightly. I unzipped my fly and began to slide my penis between her buttocks. I immersed myself in her vagina for a moment to spread the copious wetness over her. She sighed.

         “You like it after all,” I said, though the statement was muffled by a groan as I plunged into her once again. It left no room for doubt.

         I took the saliva-soaked underwear out of her mouth and threw it to the ground – evidence of the delightful crime I had supposedly committed. Even though I had never felt the urge to do so, at that moment, the thought of doing something so forbidden excited me tremendously. As nervous and anxious as I was back in the park, I could fully relax and focus on pleasure in the quiet of her basement. I grasped handfuls of it, figuratively and literally – I clenched my hands over her breasts, buttocks, face, hair. I squeezed her cheeks, stuck my fingers in her mouth, choked her, all to the accompaniment of rhythmic bumping against her juicy pussy.

         She must have sensed that I was getting close because she started rebelling again. Even though she was tied up and weak, she made another pointless attempt to break free. She jerked her hands as if to tear off the plastic on her wrists, rocked her hips furiously, trying to break free from the pressure of my loins, until I finally pulled out of her. I took a deep breath, then slapped her in the face. And then again.

         “Don’t finish inside me, please,” she breathed. I paused for a moment in awe of her. She looked extraordinarily innocent and sweet, given the circumstances. Her face was flushed, wet with sweat, and her bangs were tousled and sticking to her forehead. She seemed so helpless half-naked, utterly dependent on me.

         “What, wouldn’t you like a souvenir from tonight?” I asked, smiling far too cheerfully for the seriousness of the situation. I took the pocket knife out and cut the zip ties open – although it was more like tearing them apart, irritating the inflamed skin of her wrists, because while the uselessness of the blunt blade had previously been an advantage, now it made my task difficult. But when it finally worked, I turned her to face me and kissed her wet lips tenderly. She didn’t protest as I grabbed her buttocks and propped her up so that she could plunge onto me, now resting her back against the bricks covered with thin threads of dusty cobwebs.

         After a moment of tenderness, I sped up again, pushing myself deeply and confidently into her. I grabbed her neck and rasped out:

         “Sorry, today I decided I was going to come inside you.”

         She groaned out a “no,” but I allowed myself to accept it as another element of the game. It neither sounded convincing nor did she mention that she was off the pill, even if our evening yesterday ended very similarly, despite it being in the privacy of her bedroom a few floors above.

         I fucked her, tightening my grip on her throat while she clamped harder on my cock. I felt the warmth spread over my body and the convulsions provoking even faster and more chaotic movements until finally I actually came inside her. I let her legs slide to the ground as I plunged my face into her light brown hair, savoring its sweet scent and evening my breath. But I knew it wasn’t over yet. After all, it wasn’t about me from the start; it was her special day, and it had to be crowned with her pleasure.

         I dropped to the concrete floor, running my hands along her body, then parted her thighs. I thought she would tighten her muscles, put on an act, but she gave into my fingers pushing inside her. She no longer had the strength or motivation to deny herself anything any longer; we both knew that she was moments away from orgasm.

         I stuck two more fingers into her, pressed against the sides of her vagina, sinking into her juices and my own sperm, slowly running down my hand and her legs. She tilted her head back and put her hand to her mouth, trying to stifle the groans that were now echoing in the empty corridors. As her muscles tightened steadily on my hand, I pulled her dress up and plunged my face into her wet pubic hair. I took a breath of the scent filled with pheromones and dipped my tongue between her labia, tasting her sweetness. A moment later, she came on my face, and all the neighbors on the next two floors probably heard it.

         She fell to the floor beside me and curled up in my arms. Her shoulders were shaking, her skin was covered in goosebumps, and for a moment, I wondered if she was alright. But when she looked up to kiss me, I knew that this blissful look only meant one thing.

         “Thank you, honey,” she murmured and kissed my neck.
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At Your Service!



Operation Khaïma 2

Mali, somewhere east of Mopti

Locked in the armoured vehicle, Jules cracks a few jokes - his way of dealing with stress. Jules is my partner, my friend for several years. We’ve had classes together, I know him better than anyone, and he me. We’ve been travelling the world together for ten years already now. The strictness, the discipline, I need it. It’s my structure and it keeps me alive. Today we are planning a route. We are securing a trajectory for the local population.

Getting out of the armoured vehicle, I am already hot. My combat vest and helmet weigh heavily on my shoulders, hot vapour clouds my glass visor and sweat begins to trickle down my temples. It’s only the beginning. Soon, it will trickle all the way down to the edge of my ass as the pounding of my heart accelerates before returning to a regular rhythm, the danger having passed.
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