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I am standing outside at night. It is quiet and the sky is pink. Big tufts of snow are falling gently from the sky. It's so picturesque, you'd think it was fake. I'm hanging up Christmas lights. I decided I would give it a try this year. It's harder than it looks. I can't seem to hook the cord around the nails that frame my porch. I feel like a fool. I bet the neighbors are laughing.
But I don't care: I am happy. Kats. He said we'd get around to consummating our relationship eventually. No hurry. I can't believe it. I'm starting to relax for the first time in my life. I feel at ease.
"Marina Flight," the voice comes from behind me, someone standing in my yard. I turn to see. I left my porch light off so I could hang lights in privacy. So the man standing there is almost a silhouette to me. Lit subtly by the snow. The glow of it.
He walks towards me. It's Trevor. A coy smile plays across his face. I knew I recognized the voice. I fill with dread as he steps towards me. A thousand questions fluttering around my brain. How did he find me? How does he know my name? What does he want from me?
"Trevor." I say it flatly with no emotion in my voice. No fear, no panic, no trace of what I feel inside. I have to get through this. Whatever he wants from me. It has to be over soon. "What are you doing here?" I ask calmly.
"I hired a private investigator to find you," he says grinning, rocking on his heels a few feet from me, thumbs in the belt loops of his jeans. Obviously proud of his scheme. He takes a step or two closer to me and brushes my cheek with his cheek. "I want to fuck you for free," he says quietly. That's his request.
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