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         Nova promised herself that she would never set foot in that place again as she stepped out of the heavy prison doors. The past three years had been stolen from her, and they were gone forever. She told herself that she would forget about the time she spent there. But she would never forgive those who put her there. Never.

         It felt like a lifetime ago, but at the same time it felt like it was yesterday. When the armed and masked men stormed the jewelry shop Nova worked at. They appeared from nowhere, right when Nova was cashing out. Sales-wise, it had been a great day. The diamond merchant had delivered exquisite gems from Antwerp, and Nova had studied them closely with the shop keeper, Hans de Goetz, in the back room of the shop. They were all excited and hoped that more than one of their regulars would be as delighted as they were. When they finished up, they locked the gems in the safe – they were too valuable to keep in public, and they didn’t want to be robbed.

         Nova was alone when the robbers showed up, and both men seemed to have an eerie intuition as to where the expensive gems were located. Nova was terrified, but managed to keep her panic at bay. While one of them kept a lookout in the store, the other one held a gun to Nova’s temple and forced her to the backroom of the store. Nova had been taught to do as the robbers said, so that’s what she did. She unlocked the safe, handed the contents to the men and let them tie her to one of the chairs before they fled. The tears came the very moment she was left alone. Stubborn fucking tears. She let them run down her face, but she decided to put the anger boiling up inside her to good use.

         It took more than fifteen minutes to move far enough to reach the alarm button in the pantry whilst sitting in the chair. The police were there less than five minutes later and released her. After being questioned, she went to the hospital, where they said that she was suffering from shock, but that she was otherwise okay.

         The real shock hit her one week later, when the police concluded that the robbers must have had help from someone on the inside, and that Hans de Goetz had every alibi possible, whereas Nova didn’t have any. And she had been at the store when the robbers came. Had she alerted the men when the coast was clear? Only Nova and de Goetz knew of the delivery earlier that day.

         It didn’t matter how much she denied it, the jury found her guilty as an accomplice to the robbery eight weeks later. They never found the real robbers, nor the goods, but the police press spokesman stated that Nova’s sentence was a victory for justice.

         Nova only had one thought in her mind. She would find the one who did this to her. If the police couldn’t, she would have to find redemption herself. And she would find it.

          
      

         Nova was on the thicker side when she was working in the jewelry shop. She was comfortable with her body and had no big plans on changing her appearance. Her dark locks had a charm about them that made more than a few men fall for her. But her time in prison offered her more time to pass than she wanted. The gym that at first felt like a cold and bleak place soon became her best friend. She developed routines that stuck with her, even on the other side of the prison walls.

         She traded her locks for a short boyish cut and colored it red. It was a new Nova, facing life and the plans she had made in prison head-on.

         She got a job in a bookstore downtown and liked it a lot. When her working day was finished, she usually went home to her apartment in one of the suburbs and kept researching the web. Then she would head to the gym close to her home. It was never packed – it wasn’t very trendy – but she still waited until most people had finished up and left.

         “Hey,” she said with a nonchalant tone to Simon, a blonde Viking who seemed to have the same routines as her.

         “What’s up?” Simon said, and went back to his benches without awaiting her reply. It suited Nova well. She wasn’t there to make conversation.

         When Nova finished up, she was the only one left. She drank the last water from her bottle, wiped her face and took her towel with her as she left the machines and weights. A hot shower before she went back home would feel good.

         The door to the men’s changing room was ajar, and Nova could hear the sound of a shower running. She looked around before she let her curiosity get the better of her. She carefully opened the door, stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

         The wooden benches were worn-out, and the hooks hanging above them weren’t in much better shape. There were lockers in the first room and then the showers in the back. Nova snuck closer until she could see Simon standing under one of the showers.

         The blonde hair that was gathered in a bun before now reached his shoulders. Simon stood with his head tilted down, letting the water massage his neck and back. His arms hung down his sides. The pumped muscles glistened in the cold light from the fluorescent light. Simon seemed to have checked out from reality completely as he was standing there, caught up in his thoughts and letting the water rinse off the day.

         Nova watched him – so manly and yet so exposed and naked. Simon rolled his head to one side, and then the other. Something else happened at that moment, too. The limb hanging between his legs slowly rose. He stroked himself from his thighs up to his stomach and chest, back and forth. His hands cupped his pecs and squeezed them. He pinched his nipples between his index fingers and thumbs. The treatment made Simon moan, and it looked like he pinched even harder.

         It had been so long since Nova had seen a naked man in real life. She touched herself now and then since she got out from prison, but she never really felt lust. Not even the images she found online turned her on. But what she saw now made her juices flow. Simon looked so beautiful standing there, so sexy touching himself. His cock kept growing and soon stood at full attention. And Simon hadn’t even touched it yet.

         Nova snuck her hand inside her sweatpants. Her fingers creeped in under her panties. She was warm and sweaty after the workout, but it didn’t matter. This sight had made her wet. Simon grabbed his balls with one hand and squeezed, and it made his cock even harder, pointing up and slightly angled to the side. Nova wanted it in her mouth, but she knew that she needed to be quiet. He would hear her otherwise, stop what he was doing, and tell her to go to hell.

         Simon licked his lips and let the water fill his mouth and flow over. Nova wanted to kiss him, wanted to feel his tongue in her mouth, wanted him to lick his way down her breasts, bite her nipples and let his tongue vibrate inside her bellybutton before it found what it was looking for and snaked its way inside her wet pussy.

         Instead, Nova let her own fingers do it. They slid inside her wet core, massaged and circled her clit as Simon rubbed the tip of his cock and smeared a drop of precum on his finger. She could practically feel the taste when Simon took the drop in his mouth, sucking on his finger and squeezing his balls harder as he moaned.

         Nova guided her hand under her shirt, up across her stomach and grabbed one of her nipples. She squeezed it hard and had to concentrate to stay quiet. It felt so good! The other hand was still flicking her clit, harder and more intensely as she watched Simon grab his cock in his hand. He slowly started jerking off. He still had a firm grip around his testicles and let the tongue glide across his white teeth, across his lips. He let go of his balls and caressed his stomach, pinching his nipples again, one after the other.

         He moaned even louder as he moved faster and harder. Nova touched herself faster, Simon kept tugging, and they were both so close, so unbelievably close to the edge.

         Simon spurted his cum on the floor with a cry and kept jerking off until the twitching ebbed out. Nova came when he did, and her entire body pulsated as Simon squeezed out the last few drops of sperm and took them in his mouth. Nova did the same and tasted her own juices, thinking that this is the closest she has been to having sex with a man since she was in prison.

         “We’ll have to do that again sometime,” Simon said, looking right at her.

         “I…,” Nova stuttered, not knowing what to say.

         “You didn’t think I saw you,” Simon said.

         “I was just admiring your muscles,” Nova said when she had recovered from the shock. “Had a good workout?”

         “Very,” Simon said, and laughed. “Especially at the end.”

         Nova wanted to stay, wished that he would have asked her to come back to his place, but he let her go when she turned around. He let her disappear, but they would surely meet again.

          
      

         Nova’s lawyer had given her copies of the security tapes from the jewelry shop. They were no help in getting the charges dropped, but she kept the tapes with her mind set on not just accepting her fate.

         Nova had watched them several hundred times and studied every detail, every movement. She knew exactly where she was standing when the men came barging in, how she looked, how she reacted to their commands. But she didn’t need a tape to remember how she felt, the panic that first grabbed her but then turned into decisiveness. She did as they said, but she would never be a victim. Never. Things didn’t go the way she planned, but she never let the robbers get to her. They framed her, made her their whipping boy, but they never actually got to her. Not to Nova, not to her very core.

         There was always something bothering her when Nova thought back to the robbery, more than the obvious. Every single time. But she couldn’t figure out what it was. She watched the tape again, sequence by sequence, but she didn’t see anything new. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was missing something. Fuck!

         It was the way one of the men moved. She recognized it. A bit clumsily, even though he couldn’t possibly be older than thirty, thirty-five tops. But where the hell had she seen it? Nova had mentally gone through every person she knew too many times to count, but it wasn’t someone she knew well. When could she have met this man?

         Nova stayed away from the jewelry shop and the block it was on. She never contacted Hans de Goetz after her sentence. He never accused her, but he didn’t defend her either. The lawyer had spoken to him several times, but he kept insisting that he didn’t know anything and that he didn’t recognize the men from the tape.

         But perhaps it was time to revisit the crime scene? She would speak to Hans again and make him watch the tape, particularly the man who had caught her eye. Perhaps he would remember something, now that they had some distance to it. Assuming that he would even speak to her.

         Inside the store stood a shopkeeper Nova didn’t recognize at all. She wondered if it had been the same person all along since Nova was forced to quit, or if Hans had had a hard time finding someone with Nova’s competence.

         “Hans is having lunch with a client,” the shopkeeper said.

         “Do you know when he will be back?” Nova asked.

         “He said around two-ish. Can I take a message?”

         “Thanks, but I’ll just come back at another time,” Nova replied, not wanting to scare off Hans de Goetz before she could speak to him eye to eye.

         She decided to have lunch while she was waiting. The Italian place around the corner was her favorite place three years ago. Nova wondered if she would recognize the waiters from before, and if they would recognize her, now thinner, short-haired and ginger. She headed towards Antonio’s with a mix of curiosity and slight nervousness.

         Laura Pausini was singing in the background, just like back in the day. Le Cose Che Vini. The green-and-white cloths looked like they were the same, and so did most of the waiters. None of them seemed to pay any notice to Nova’s presence, though. One of them guided her to a table by the window, handed her a menu and got her a paper bag with freshly baked bread and a bottle of water. He told her he would be back in a couple of minutes.

         Nova watched him as he turned around and spoke to some new customers. The waiter’s name was Gio, and he was dark-haired, perhaps even a genuine Italian. His hair was thick and curled slightly by his neck. He must have been around her age, and he looked fit based on what she could see under the white, and somewhat oversized, shirt and the black pants that were snug around his butt.

         Memories from the night before at the gym flashed before her, and she remembered Simon’s naked body, his hard erection spurting out cum onto the floor. Her sex drive had been nonexistent during her time in the slammer, and even after she was released, but Simon seemed to have brought it back. Nova had touched herself again when she came home with the image of Simon still etched in her mind. Before she went to sleep, she went online and found his Instagram, where he posted selfies in different poses. One post showing him in swim trunks stayed with her after she fell asleep some time later.

         When Gio came back, she hadn’t even glanced at the menu, but she just ordered a dish with a name she remembered from before. He smiled at her.

         “Can I help you with anything else?” Gio asked, as if he could read her mind.

         “Not right here, right now, thanks,” Nova answered, not knowing what to tell him.

         “But some other time and place, you mean?” He smiled at her, and Nova couldn’t decide if he was just joking or if he was mocking her.

         “Something like that,” she said shortly, but with a smile she hoped was open for interpretation.

         Nova kept smiling as she ate her pasta topped with melted gorgonzola cheese and thought about how she would need to do a heavy workout at the gym later to get rid of those calories. Work out, and then shower. Maybe she would shower in the men’s changing room?

         She looked at the time and realized that Hans de Goetz should probably be back from his meeting by now. She nodded at Gio to signal that she was ready to pay, and he was there moments later with the bill and the card terminal. He smiled at Nova again as he handed her the receipt – perhaps because she had just tipped him.

          
      

         Hans de Goetz was back from his meeting. It took a few seconds before he recognized her, and unless she was mistaken, he staggered slightly when it clicked.

         “Nova, it’s so good to see you again,” he said without any emotion in his voice.

         “Isn’t it?” she said, and nodded to the shopkeeper, who did her utmost to look busy at the cash register.

         “Nova worked here a few years back,” Hans said to the shopkeeper. “Elvira has been here about a year,” he continued, turning to Nova. “Truly a gem. Trustworthy and…” Hans was apparently looking for another descriptive word.

         “Incorruptible? As honest as God himself?” Nova suggested. “So was – am – I. For the record. Even though some wouldn’t believe it.”

         “I never said it was you. That was the police and the defendant,” Hans de Goetz said, and looked at her, still with that same stern face that he had worn since he recognized her.

         “Of course,” Nova said. “That’s why I was hoping you would help me, Hans. I’m sure you want nothing more than to find the people who actually committed this crime. And to find the stolen goods.” It was a statement more than a question. Nova didn’t think this was a matter of insurance fraud or that Hans had done it himself – even though she was convinced that Hans had gotten insurance money for the stolen pieces. He was well-off and the shop seemed to run as it had before the robbery.

         “Of course,” Hans said, and tried to smile. “Of course.”

         “In that case, I want you to take a look at something,” Nova said. Neither Hans nor she was very chatty, and this was not the time to change that.

         “Okay,” Hans said tentatively as Nova brought out her surf pad, onto which she had downloaded the security tapes.

         “Watch closely now,” Nova said.

         “I have already seen that a hundred times,” Hans said as he saw the first few sequences.

         “Maybe so, but I’m sure that was a long time ago. Just one more time,” Nova said, and stood closer to Hans so that they could watch it together. “Concentrate on this guy.” Nova pointed at one of the robbers. “Do you see the way he moves?”

         “What do you mean? Hurriedly?”

         “No, both of them do. But watch him when he moves sideways.”

         Hans wrinkled his forehead as he looked like he was trying to understand what Nova was going on about.

         “Do you see how he moves his shoulders? The way he sort of raises them at times?”

         “Maybe,” Hans said, not sounding convinced. He glanced at Elvira, who had moved closer, watching the screen from behind their backs.

         “Right,” Elvira said. “He has a certain way of moving.”

         “Doesn’t it remind you of someone?” Nova wondered.

         “No,” Hans said, and pushed the pad away. “Not at all.”

         “I don’t know,” Elvira said. “I really don’t.”

         This uncertainty made Nova feel a slight glimmer of hope.

          
      

         Nova was exhausted when she came home that night. She had worked out at the gym to burn the gorgonzola and pasta she had for lunch, but she didn’t see Simon in the gym nor the showers. She hurried home disappointedly and threw herself on the couch in front of the tv. She flicked through the channels, but she couldn’t find anything interesting, as usual.

         She felt something in her pocket and fished out the receipt from Antonio’s. She was just about to throw it on the coffee table when she saw the handwriting on it.

         Your smile makes me weak. Please, call me. Gio.

         Nova didn’t know if she should laugh at his scribble. It was a strange mixture of a Don Juan cliché and a cocky sort of confidence. Gio. A part of her wouldn’t mind finding out what was hiding under those black waiter pants. Another part of her wanted to throw the piece of paper in the trash can. But he had nice hand writing. And a really sexy ass.

         She dialed his number and reached an answering machine. After a moment’s hesitation she decided not to say anything more than her address. What could happen, aside from him showing up?

         It was two o’clock in the morning when the doorbell rang. She put on a robe and went out to the hall, feeling drowsy. She looked out through the peep hole and saw two brown eyes staring back at her. She unlocked the door chain and opened the door.

         “Did I wake you up?” Gio asked as he stepped inside.

         “More or less,” Nova said. Seeing Gio in tight jeans and a leather jacket, however, woke her up again. His butt looked even sexier than she remembered as he walked a few steps ahead of her into the living room. “Do you want something to drink?”

         “Just a glass of water would be great,” Gio said, standing in the middle of the room as Nova went to get them both a glass of water.

         She handed him one of the glasses. Gio eagerly drank from his as Nova sipped hers. When he was finished, he grabbed Nova’s glass and put it down on the table next to his. He took a step closer with his hands in front of him, put them on her hips and placed a soft kiss on Nova’s lips.

         She kissed back. His lips were soft and warm and tasted fresh of gum. When Gio grabbed her by the waist and pulled her closer, she felt his warmth seep through the robe. He quickly stroked her body down to her ass and squeezed her hard. Nova put her arms around his neck and let one hand caress Gio’s dark hair. Their kisses were eager and passionate, just like she expected from a hot Italian.

         Gio’s hands let go of her butt and grabbed her waist inside her robe instead. The loose knot opened on its own, and the robe just sort of slid off and hung from her arms as she grabbed the edge of his t-shirt. She pulled it over his head and let it and her robe fall to the floor.

         Nova stood naked in front of Gio. She hadn’t been naked with a man for years. Perhaps she should have been nervous, but she just felt turned on instead. She touched Gio’s fit body, which she could barely make out under his big shirt at the restaurant. His skin was warm and smooth, and his muscles hard against her hands.

         An image of Simon flashed before her as she undid Gio’s pants. She wanted to see him naked, wanted to feel his cock in her hand, in her mouth. She needed to feel his cock inside her. Her pussy was begging for it, needing to feel it inside, needing to be fucked.

         She fumbled with his zipper, but finally got it open and pulled down his jeans and his boxers in one tug. Gio kicked off his shoes, and the socks came off along with the jeans when he stepped out of them. He stood up again, just as naked as she was, and apparently as turned on as she was as well. His member was thicker than Simon’s, and she could not help but take it in her hand, squeezing it and moving her hand up and down a few times. Gio moaned at her touch and grabbed Nova’s breast and squeezed it hard until she sighed with pleasure. Her nipples were hard, and Gio pinched and twisted them until Nova yelped.

         The bedroom door was open. The comforter was thrown to the side from when she got up to open the door when Gio rang her doorbell. They slowly made their way there, fumbling with their tongues intertwined, their hands stroking each other’s bodies. They toppled down onto the bed, as if it was impossible to stand up and move the way they did.

         Gio’s hand moved further down her hip, down her outer legs and back up on the inside. He quickly reached her vulva, caressed her folds and teased her by tracing the edges until he finally reached her clit. Nova panted as he massaged her, circling his fingers in miniscule movements, alternating between a feathery light and a teasing, hard touch. She threw her head back as she felt her first orgasm rushing towards her. She was so starved that Gio only needed to touch her to put her in a state of ecstasy. He moved his fingers to his mouth and tasted her juices. He smiled and kissed her, letting her taste her own saltiness.

         “Lick me,” Gio said, and stood on all fours with his ass turned to her. “Please, lick me!”

         Nova was about to cum again as she watched Gio expose himself in front of her, looking at his asshole just waiting for her. She never imagined this when she fantasized about Gio, or Simon – or any man, really. A man wanting his anus licked, offering her his most intimate parts. She had admired his butt and dreamed of grabbing it, feeling it, but this sight outdid her dreams.

         She grabbed his cheeks with both her hands and felt the strong muscles, rounded like those of a rugby player. Gio moved his hips and stuck his ass out. Nova leaned in and kissed one of his cheeks and worked her way in towards his anus. She wanted nothing more than to stick her tongue inside his hole, but she had never done anything like that before. The most forbidden was now exposed in front of her, open and inviting, asking her to enter.

         Nova placed her mouth there and made her lips take the shape of his sphincter, a kiss she had never experienced before. And she licked his anus with her tongue, tasting him and his saltiness, so musky, new and amazing. Once she started, she couldn’t stop. She stuck in the tip of her tongue as far as she possibly could, licking Gio’s asshole as she heard him moan. She listened as he asked for more, as he begged her to continue. As if she planned to stop now…

         She separated his cheeks with her hands so that she could come even further in. He tasted so good, so manly. Gio leaned the side of his face and his shoulders on the pillow, and then shifted his body weight as he grabbed his own cheeks and parted them even more.

         His sphincter squeezed her tongue as she pushed it in and out. Gio moaned again as she thrust her tongue in and out of him faster and faster. His hand was wrapped around his dick, and she was hoping he wouldn’t waste his cum on the sheets.

         “I want to fuck you now,” Gio said, as if he read her mind.

         He turned around and laid down on his back. His cock pointed to the ceiling and looked like it was about to burst after the foreplay. She looked at his cock and thought that having it inside her would almost be worth all the years she spent waiting. She would make up for lost time now.

         Nova was so wet that it would be no problem taking him in. She straddled him and raised her body until his cock grazed her clit, letting it stroke her as Gio moved his cock back and forth. When she lowered herself onto him and let his thick cock enter her, it was impossible to do it in a slow pace. She lowered herself until he was all the way inside, until he filled her up. It felt so fucking good!

         She clenched her core muscles, and Gio rewarded her with a loud moan. Nova got up and felt him almost slip out before she sat down again, even faster this time. His cock rushed in and out of her as Nova rode him harder and harder. She could feel her body detonate in small, divine explosions each time his tip touched her g-spot.

         Her pussy was like a black hole, sucking in his cock and doing whatever it could to keep it inside her. Nova was just a tool to satisfy the black hole’s hunger, to quench its thirst – a tool with no will of her own. She quickened the pace even more and was so close. It felt as if nothing could have stopped her.

         Gio almost roared as he orgasmed. Nova screamed when she came, but she kept riding him, kept pumping his dick inside her. She wanted to empty each drop from Gio. She wanted to do it again and again. She wanted to taste him, drink his sperm, lick him again, take him in her anus, she wanted to…

         “Stop it,” Gio said, and laughed. “You need to stop. I get really sensitive after I cum.”

         “Sorry,” Nova said. “I forgot…”

         “It’s cool,” Gio said. “Come here.” He pulled her closer so that their torsos were pressed against each other. His kisses were tender now, so different. The desire had turned into tenderness, the urgency to satisfaction.

         They fell asleep like that. Nova must have slid down sometime during the night and ended up next to him with her head resting on Gio’s shoulder. She woke up when he got up, even though he did his utmost to slip out unnoticed.

         Nova stayed there, pretending to sleep. He would probably go to the bathroom, perhaps brush his teeth with his finger before their first morning kiss. Instead, she saw him gathering up his clothes and bringing them with him to the living room. She watched him through the double doors as he got dressed and felt a sting of disappointment over the fact that they would not have breakfast together. But what did she expect? He liked what he saw and was in the mood for sex. She liked what she saw and was desperate for the same thing. They both got what they wanted. End of story.

         The bedroom also had a door leading to the hallway and the front door. Nova laid on her side and waited for him to come out, get his shoes on and then get out. When he eventually did, it was no longer his jeans-clad butt that made her lose her breath, or even the memory of her tongue buried in his anus. Nor was it the thought of his big cock filling her as she was on top of him, and not the thought of her pumping his very last drops either.

         It was the way he moved – the way his shoulders moved when he walked.
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         Nova asked herself what just happened. She just had sex for the first time in three years, for the first time since she got out of prison. It was amazing, so much better than she remembered it.

         And still, Gio left a bad taste in her mouth. He gave her just what she needed. She wanted more and could very well have asked her Latin lover for it. But she needed to analyze what just happened. She needed to look at the security tape again – the one that shows the robbery at the store.

         Nova got up and made a big pot of coffee. She took a much-needed shower as the coffee was brewing. She let the hot water massage her body and rinse off some of the unease she was feeling. At last, she decided to start her day.

         With a huge cup of coffee next to her, Nova turned on the computer and clicked the link to the security footage. The two robbers came in, threatened her with one gun each, forced her inside the back room where the safe was, made her open it, tied her up and disappeared. The whole thing was over in a matter of minutes. Nova felt a wave of panic wash over her, just like it had the last two or three hundred times she had watched the tapes, a feeling that was somehow not present during the actual robbery.

         True, one of the men moved like Gio. He did something with his shoulders as he moved forward, something she had never seen anybody else do. But could she be sure? Of course not, she realized, but this was the first time she had something real to work with. She needs to do something about it – research and find out if it’s true.

         Was it too soon to call Gio without coming off as needy? He left thinking she was still asleep, and he didn’t leave her a note. Perhaps he wasn’t interested in seeing her again. A thought hit her: What if he recognized her despite her new, toned body and coppery, short and boyish hairdo. If he really was guilty or if he knew who she was, perhaps he just wanted to size her up. He did a lot more than that though, but she wondered what he gained from it. He never mentioned it, and he didn’t ask her a single question. Actually, neither of them said very much. They fucked, fell asleep, and then Gio woke up and left.

         She wished she could go to work. It was a Saturday, and she had a day off from the bookshop where she was currently working. Time would have passed much quicker if there was something else on her mind. When it was three o’clock, she couldn’t contain herself any longer and sent a text to Gio.

         Sleep well?

         Nova waited with the phone in her hand, but when she still hadn’t gotten a reply after five minutes, she put it away and tried to find something else to do. She took a long stroll and tried to find a movie to go see at the cinema, but nothing piqued her interest. She decided to clean the living room, even though it hadn’t been long since she cleaned it last. Finally, she decided there was nothing to do other than to go to the gym. She could have gone earlier, but her evening routine had become one of the few fixed things in her life.

         As usual, she was almost alone at the gym. Simon was there, doing leg presses with one of the other regulars. He nodded at her and smiled in a way she knew meant that he had not forgotten what happened a few days earlier. Nova smiled back, but decided to work out as planned. She would do arms, back and stomach tonight. But first, a good warm-up on the treadmill.

         “What’s up?” Simon asked when she slowed down and prepared to hop off the treadmill.

         The sound of his voice startled her. “Oh, I didn’t see you there,” she said. “Not much, though. What’s up yourself?”

         “I’m good. A bit lonely now that Jocke went home.” Simon nodded in the direction of the locker room where Jocke was probably getting changed.

         Aside from the two of them, the gym was empty, as it often was around this time. Nova looked at the time. They closed in 45 minutes, and it was unlikely that anyone else would turn up in the meantime.

         “Are you leaving, too?” she asked.

         “Me, I can stay and keep you company,” Simon said. “Make sure you don’t cheat.” He grinned. “What do you want to do?”

         “I was going to get started with bench presses. It would be great if you could stand behind and help me out.”

         “No problems.”

         Nova was adjusting the weights on the barbell and adjusted herself on the bench. She did a set of twelve reps, rested, and then did another set with almost no problem. The third round was heavier, and she was glad Simon was there, making her push herself to do the final lifts.

         He squatted down in front of her as she stretched her biceps.

         “You have a clear advantage over me now,” he said.

         “It’s true. You could never bench as much as me,” Nova said, and grinned as she flexed her sore arm muscles.

         “We’ll see about that,” Simon said. “You know, I was thinking about something else.”

         “You mean the fact that I saw you jerk off in the shower?” Nova smiled at the memory and felt the immediate effect of the image that hadn’t left her since it happened. Simon’s face had filled with pleasure, his mouth half-open as he pumped his hard erection faster and faster.

         “That’s right.”

         “So, you want to see me touch myself now?” Nova said.

         “Or I could do it for you?”

         “In the shower in the ladies’ locker room? Or are you formally inviting me to the gentlemen’s?” She was amused at the thought of Simon sneaking inside the girls’ locker room. The thought of him doing that for her made Nova feel…

         Simon replied by grabbing Nova’s sweatpants and tugging them until Nova lifted her butt and let him have his way. She looked around to make sure the gym didn’t have any security cameras, but she couldn’t see any. She slowly relaxed and looked at Simon who had stripped her of both pants and shoes and thrown them to the side. He caressed her legs from her feet, up her shins, across the knees and further up her thighs.

         His strong hands were surprisingly soft as they reached the inside of her legs, by the hem of her panties. Nova wished she had worn something sexier and lacier, but Simon didn’t seem to mind her comfortable underwear. His fingers snaked their way in under the waistband and moved to her slit, now wet with anticipation. Nova moaned when he touched her folds, still sensitive from last night.

         Simon responded by grabbing the waistband of her panties and tugged them down to her feet. Nova kicked them off without paying any attention to where they landed. After another look around to ensure that they were in fact alone, she leaned her head back and enjoyed Simon’s fingers finding their way back up to her pussy. Images of Simon touching himself flashed before her eyes again when she closed them – how he pinched his nipples as he grabbed his cock in his hand and jerked off with force. She now had both his hands between her legs. They parted her folds and playfully moved to her clit. Nova shuddered with pleasure, lust and desire.

         He carefully pulled her closer. She scooted forward on the bench until his tongue touched her. The tip of his tongue vibrated against her clit, and Nova moved her hips and parted her legs a bit more. She couldn’t help but thrust her hips forward to meet Simon’s tongue. She grabbed the back of his head and his messy bun and pressed him to her. It was a miracle he didn’t drown. Her juices were practically pouring out, and he would never have survived if he didn’t lap it all up.

         When Nova came, she could feel the spasms in every single part of her body, from her toes to her fingertips, from her skin to her hair. She was still shaking when Simon looked up with a wet chin and a shimmering mouth. He teased her with the tip of his tongue and smiled as if she just gave him everything he ever wanted.

         “There we go,” he said. “We’re getting closer to some sort of balance.”

         “Getting closer?”

         “Well, you came when you watched me. Don’t you think I should cum as I watch you?”

         “You have a point,” Nova said. “Let me help you out.”

         She sat down on the bench as Simon got up to stand in front of her. His white tank-top was sweaty from the workout, and his red shorts were short enough not to get in the way during his workout. They were also way too small to contain his erection under the fabric.

         Nova grabbed the waistband and pulled them down, making sure his cock didn’t get stuck in there. She had dreamed of feeling his cock ever since she saw Simon in the shower. It was right in front of her now, and she could do whatever she wanted with it. She jerked down the shorts to his feet and grabbed his cock with one hand and his balls with the other. His testicles were firm, and she wondered when he last emptied them. His cock was hard, and the tip swollen.

         Nova took him in her mouth as far in as she could. His precum tasted sweet and mixed with the scent of his crotch, warm from the workout. She knew she would fantasize about the scent many times as she touched herself. It was the very essence of masculinity and virility – and Simon the spitting image of a blonde Adonis.

         She sucked him hungrily and felt his hardness far down her throat. Her cheeks hugged the head of his cock, and her tongue found its way into the crevice to find another drop of his musky precum. He grabbed her head the same way she did with his. He moved his hips in the opposite direction and fucked her mouth. She took him further and further in and heard him grunt as he was coming closer to release.

         And then he pulled himself out and looked down at her. Her lips were sore from the sucking, but they wanted more. Nova tried to take him into her mouth again, but Simon pushed her back so that she was half lying down on the bench. He stepped out of the shorts with one foot and positioned himself so that he could lower himself down on top of her – so that he could guide his cock inside her pussy slowly and with perfect precision. Nova closed her eyes as he entered her, as he filled her from her folds to her g-spot. His large cock made her inner walls expand, and he pushed it all the way in until she could feel his balls against her perineum. He slowly started moving in and out, fucking her wet pussy just like she imagined it, just like he did right before she woke up from her wet dreams.

         The harder he fucked her, the hornier she got. She reached for his buttocks, grabbed them and held him as if he might change his mind and not complete what he had started. Nova yelped as she came again with Simon inside her, his big cock buried deep inside her pussy. A moment later, she could feel Simon explode, shooting his cum deep inside her. She could almost taste his sperm when she licked her lips as he twitched inside her and laid down on top of her, spasming.

         “If we keep this up, we might be even, sooner or later,” Simon said with a hoarse whisper.

         “But just maybe? And not yet?” Nova said, and laughed.

         “Definitely not yet.” Simon almost fell off the bench as he got up.

         Nova looked at his muscular body and his cock that hung semi-hard between his legs. She wished he would stand like that for a while so that she could watch him and etch this image into her mind for future use.

         “Well, we’ll need to do something about that then,” Nova said. “I don’t like being in debt to anyone.”

         “I can imagine. Also, the interest is pretty high, so I would get started with the repayment as soon as possible if I were you.”

          
      

         It was Monday morning and she had still not gotten a reply from Gio. He apparently didn’t want to see her again. He had either decided that she was not worth anything more than a one-night stand, having gotten what he wanted, or he had recognized her and decided that he had nothing to fear. But she would not give up. She would find the real robbers.

         It was time to go to work, and Nova would have to stop researching for a while. But she had a hard time concentrating on the customers in the bookshop, even though she loved literature.

         When it was twelve o’clock, she was really hungry, because she wasn’t in the mood for breakfast that morning. She decided to go to Antonio’s and have lunch. Why not? It’s not as if Gio could stop her from lunching there, and if he thought it was because he was so irresistible, then so be it. She had a few questions she needed answering, but they didn’t have anything to do with his competence in bed.

         Nova was halfway through her pasta dish, but still hadn’t seen Gio anywhere. Perhaps he wasn’t scheduled today?

         “Excuse me,” she said to the girl who waited on her. “I was here the other day and was waited on by a guy called Gio. This might sound stupid, but I think he accidentally kept my pen… And well, it was a gift, and I wanted to ask him if he might still have it.”

         “I’m sorry,” the girl said. “But I don’t know where he is.”

         “Is he having a day off?”

         “No, he was supposed to work today, but he didn’t show up this morning. Actually, not yesterday either.”

         Nova didn’t know what to say. Did Gio go off the radar after he dropped by her place? It seemed very unlikely that her research would have scared him that much. Besides, she hadn’t even asked him any questions.

         When Nova got home, she turned on the computer as usual and brought out the tapes. She didn’t have any expectations, but she still put her undivided attention to finding something new, something small that in combination with the movement pattern of this one robber would bring her one step closer to the truth. She was sure there was something there, and she knew she would find something as long as she didn’t give up. Anything – a mole, a piercing, a tattoo.

         A tattoo? What was that behind the ear of one of the robbers? It wasn’t Gio, as that would have been too easy to check - if she found him again that was. It was the other man. Nova paused the scene, looked again and zoomed the moment you saw the man’s neck in an angle from behind. Wasn’t it a tattoo? What was it?

         It wasn’t a lizard or a snake, no heart and not a name. She could only distinguish a part of a pattern.

         Why would someone tattoo something like that behind an ear, where it wasn’t even visible? Was it a sort of crew tattoo, a sign that only members could see or knew to look for – one that only other members would be able to understand? Nova googled tattoos and what they could mean for more than an hour before she gave up.

         The next day, Nova got dressed for yet another lunch visit, but it wasn’t Antonio’s she was heading for this time. She was going to visit Hans de Goetz again. Perhaps he would recognize the image of the half tattoo she printed out? It was a slim chance, but she had nothing to lose.

         “Hi Hans,” she said when she finally got away from the last morning customer in the bookshop.

         “Hi Nova,” Hans replied without showing a sign of surprise to see her again. Had he been expecting her?

         “Do you have five minutes?” she asked.

         “Sure. Did you see anybody else moving oddly? Somebody waddling like a duck? Someone shaking his head when he speaks?”

         “That’s hilarious, Hans,” Nova said. “I forgot what a wonderful sense of humor you have. It’s a shame I can’t experience it more often.” She put down her bag on the counter and brought out the image she brought. “Does this ring a bell?”

         “No, what is it? Modern art? You know I just work with jewelry.”

         Nova knew that Hans de Goetz had an above-average art collection, but this was not the time to remind him that she knew him better than he thought she did.

         “It’s a tattoo. Are you sure this doesn’t ring any bells?”

         “Absolutely sure,” Hans de Goetz said. ”Now, please excuse me, but I have more important business to tend to now.” He turned his heel without looking at her and disappeared to the back room of the store.

         “Can I have a look?” asked Elvira, the new shopkeeper who was hired after Nova was dismissed.

         Nova slid the image over to Elvira, who put a strand of hair behind her ear with a well-manicured hand as she bent forward.

         “It does remind me of something,” she said, and handed the image back to Nova. “But I’m not sure what.”

         “Give me a call if you remember,” Nova suggested. “Here, let me give you my number.”

         “Thanks,” Elvira said. “Perhaps we could meet up for a drink after work if you don’t have any plans? Maybe I’ll have thought of something by then.”

         Nova was equally surprised at the suggestion, as she was hopeful that Elvira might actually have some valuable information. She suddenly remembered that Elvira also recognized the robber’s movements when Nova showed the clip to Hans de Goetz.

         “Sure, it’s a date. I can swing by the store when I get off work.”

          
      

         Nova was filled with hope as she waited for Elvira outside the jewelry shop. She would come home with some new information tonight, she could just feel it. If not a name, then a clue or something she could make use of – a word or an image she could use when she did her online research.

         Elvira looked just as fresh as she did at lunch, as if she had just come out of the shower. Her mascara was perfectly applied, and so was her lipstick. A blood-red color that didn’t suit just anybody, but that made Elvira look like she came right out of a fashion magazine. The tight skirt ended a bit above her knees, and the blouse with floral pattern accentuated her hips and her breasts. It wasn’t very hard to imagine why Hans de Goetz fell for her charm. Besides, she was a good worker, so it must have been a match made in heaven.

         “Where to?” Elvira asked. “I don’t know the bars around here at all.”

         “Me neither. As I’m sure you know, I haven’t been out for a couple of years.” Nova wasn’t proud of her years behind bars, but there was something about Elvira that made her feel less ashamed. She was innocent, and Elvira might be able to help Nova clear her name.

         “We could head back to my place if you want to,” Elvira said. “It’s not far, perhaps ten minutes away.”

         “Sure, why not.” Then they could talk without having to worry about someone overhearing their conversation, Nova thought.

         The weather was mild and the walk pleasant. The conversation floated with ease, as if they had known each other for a long time.

         “How was it in there?” Elvira asked when they had walked for a while.

         “In prison?”

         “Yes. I have always wondered how it would be with only women around. I mean, everywhere. Do men work there, too, or are no men allowed at all?”

         “Sure, there are a few male guards.” Nova remembered one of them who flirted with her some days and gave her a hard time some days. She never understood why he played around with her, and soon decided not to be sucked in by his games.

         “Too bad,” Elvira said. “It sort of ruins the fantasy.”

         Nova was just about to ask her what she meant when Elvira continued. “So, this is it. This is my place. Fourth floor, door on your right.”

         “Good to know, but you’re coming upstairs with me, right?” Nova said, and laughed.

         “If you insist.” Elvira winked at Nova and fished out the key from her bag. She tapped her keyring on a pad under the intercom, and the door spun open.

         The apartment was just as Nova imagined when she saw Elvira. Perfectly clean with everything in its place. A vase of tulips on the floor made Nova think that she should have brought something. On the other hand, she didn’t know they would go here.

         “Do you want something to drink?” Elvira asked.

         “Anything. A glass of juice or water.”

         “Don’t you want a glass of wine? So I don’t have to feel bad for having one?”

         “Sure.” It had been a long time since Nova had a drink, and she had only had a few glasses since she was released from prison. She would feel dizzy in no time, but she didn’t want to be rude.

         “Hans told me you looked different when you worked for him. Dark hair and…”

         “A bit bigger?” Nova asked.

         “Right. I’m sure you looked adorable back then. But now…”

         “I’m not adorable anymore?” Nova mostly found this amusing.

         “Yes, you are,” Elvira hurriedly said. “But maybe less adorable and more beautiful.”

         Elvira moved closer on the couch and looked Nova deep into her eyes.

         What was going on? Nova wasn’t completely innocent, but the past few years made her feel like a teen when it came to intimate relationships. Besides, Elvira seemed to be interested in something she could never even have imagined. But Elvira was so hot…

         Nova looked back and faced Elvira. She prepared herself and her sex. The kiss was careful. She closed her eyes, but squinted with one eye to see if Elvira closed her eyes as well. She did.

         Elvira tasted sweet, a taste that complemented her aura in a way. Sweet and lovely. When the tips of their tongues crashed together, Nova found a whole new world. The kisses she had shared with Simon and Gio were passionate and amazing, but they were soft and tentative with Elvira.

         But they soon became more feverish and eager. Nova didn’t know what to do with her hands, but when Elvira put her hands on Nova’s shoulders and started stroking her, Nova did the same thing. She caressed Elvira’s shoulders, down to the neckline of her blouse, unbuttoned a button, and then another one as she felt Elvira do the same thing to her. She slowly eased Elvira out of her blouse and looked at her white skin and the breasts that were hidden under a pink lace bra.

         Nova couldn’t help herself, and she didn’t want to wait any longer. She kissed her way down Elvira’s neck and further down her chest. Her hands were on autopilot and touched Elvira’s breasts. She caressed them outside the fabric, feeling her nipples poke through it. Elvira’s fingers played with Nova’s hair, alternating between a gentle and a rougher tough as she pressed Nova’s face against her.

         Elvira opened Nova’s bra and eagerly took one breast in each hand. She pinched her nipples hard enough to make Nova gasp, but it felt good. So good. Nova nibbled on Elvira’s nipples and made her moan.

         Elvira grabbed Nova by the arms and made her stand up. They eagerly removed the remaining clothes and threw them to the side. For a short moment, Nova was amazed by standing naked in front of a woman, feeling the way she did. She was wet and horny. She wanted this beautiful woman, wanted to taste her, lap up her juices and make love to her. The fact that Elvira clearly wanted the same thing made her even hornier.

         Nova pushed Elvira back so that she was half lying down on the couch. Nova went down on her knees and leaned in, stroking Elvira’s legs and moving towards the inside of her thighs as she looked at her neatly trimmed vulva, shimmering with wetness. Nova kissed her way up until her lips touched Elvira’s swollen folds. It tasted so good, so different from anything else she had tasted, and she wanted more.

         Hungrily, she worked her way in, drinking and eating until she reached Elvira’s clit. She let the tip of her tongue play and vibrate, lick and massage. Elvira sighed and held her head, stroking her shoulders and neck. She let her continue, not asking her to stop. Nova moved further and further in until she felt Elvira’s inner walls on each side of her tongue.

         Elvira whimpered and moved her hips, twisting her body. She soon lifted her butt and moved against Nova, pressing against her until she screamed. Nova could feel Elvira cum, making her face wetter.

         “God, that felt good,” Elvira said in a hoarse voice. “I knew…”

         “I have never been with a woman before,” Nova interrupted.

         “Are you serious? That was one of the best sensations I have ever had. It’s my turn now.”

         Without waiting for her response, Elvira pushed Nova back as she placed herself between Nova’s legs. Elvira caressed Nova’s clit, circling it with small movements. There was no doubt Elvira had done this before. It was so unbelievably sexy to have this beautiful woman caressing her, playing with her wet pussy. Pussy was really the only word that came to mind, because she was so turned on. Nova wanted more, she wanted more from this woman, to taste her pussy, to have Elvira eat her out, she wanted to…

         Elvira lay down on top of Nova and kissed her again as she rubbed her pussy against Nova’s, so that their folds pressed against each other. She pressed herself against Nova until their pussies and clits touched, until their juices mixed. She wanted to feel Elvira inside her, but at the same time, she didn’t want to do anything other than this.

         With her lips still pressed against Nova’s, Elvira slid off and lay down beside her. Her fingers found their way deep inside Nova’s pussy again and started fucking her with force. Nova did the same thing, guiding first one and then several fingers inside Elvira, moving her hand in and out. They fingered each other faster and faster until Nova was close. She moaned, and Elvira quickly slid down between Nova’s legs, licked her and massaged her clit with the tip of her tongue.

         Nova shuddered as she came – it was so divine and felt so good. She bit her lip before the twitching stopped and she could breathe normally again.

         “Wow,” was the only thing she could say.

         “Yeah, wow,” Elvira said, and laughed. “You have to be kidding me. I’m convinced you had sex with every woman around you when you were in prison.”

         “I realize that sounds hot, but there was nobody even close to your league in there.”

         “No one made your pussy tingle?”

         “Not a single one,” Nova said truthfully.

         “Not even a casual fingering in the shower?”

         “Not even that.” Nova suddenly felt very naïve. Of course, there must have been things going on in there that she didn’t notice. But she had been so busy with her own thoughts, thinking about what she would do when she got out.

         “Speaking of showers, should we wash off the sweat before we have that glass of wine?”

         “I would love to,” Nova said.

         “By the way, I happened to buy a bunch of shrimps yesterday. Must have been my female intuition. You like shrimps?”

         “I love shrimps.”

         Fresh out of the shower, they sat at the table with a glass of Chablis each and a big plate of shrimps between them. It had been a long time since Nova felt so relaxed and complete.

         “I thought about the footage you showed me,” Elvira said. “What you said about a guy and how he moved. I feel like I sort of have it on the tip of my tongue.”

         “Do you eat at Antonio’s?” Nova asked.

         “Sure, of course. Usually a few times a week.”

         “There is this guy there. Gio. Handsome, toned, a full-blood Italian.”

         “I think I know who you mean. Sexy if that’s your thing.”

         “Right?” Nova could feel herself blushing.

         “What? You like him?” Elvira’s mouth fell open and she looked at Nova with wide eyes.

         “I wouldn’t necessarily say like. He invited himself back to my place last week. He came in the middle of the night, after he got off his shift. I was sleeping and opened the door all dazed. And well, things went the way they went.”

         “You’re amazing,” Elvira said. “Was it good?” Elvira grabbed a napkin and wiped her hands before she poured more wine.

         “Really good. And then we fell asleep together, but I woke up when he snuck out. That was when I saw how he moved. Just like the guy on the security tape.”

         “So you think it was him?”

         “It could have been him. But I’m not sure. He never called, so I went back to the restaurant and asked for him.”

         “And?”

         “He wasn’t there. He had missed work for two days straight without getting in touch.” Nova took a sip of wine before she grabbed a handful of shrimps.

         “What a coincidence. Because it must have been a coincidence, right?”

         “I’m not sure what to think. I’m just trying to focus on that tattoo right now.”

         “What do you think it is? One of those yin and yang symbols?”

         “Maybe. But it looks more detailed. It reminds me of one of those adult coloring books.”

         Elvira laughed. “Sure, maybe. I’m trying to remember the others at Antonio’s. Don’t you think someone there could be Gio’s accomplice?”

         “Maybe we should have lunch there a few times a week and ask them to let us look behind all the waiters’ ears.”

         “I would love to have lunch with you every single day,” Elvira said. “Let’s start with that and we’ll see what we find.”

         “I just wonder how their employee turnover is,” Nova said. “Those who worked there three years ago might not be around anymore.”

         “It would be odd if they were, really,” Elvira said. “I mean, if they robbed a store and got their hands on a bunch of gems.”

         “Maybe it takes time to sell and get cash?” Nova suggested. “And they need to work as usual until they do. And of course, they don’t want anybody to know that they have made a load of money and draw attention to themselves.

         “Or maybe someone else is the mastermind behind it? Gio and his buddy might just be like mercenaries getting paid for a job.” Elvira finished her glass and emptied the bottle as she poured it up. “It’s a good thing I have another one in the fridge,” she said, and got up.

         Nova couldn’t hold it in anymore. She needed to run to the bathroom. She had never thought about what Elvira just said. What if Gio and the other guy were just errand boys. She had been so convinced that the guilty ones were the ones in the store that day. Nova had been accused of helping them from inside. Hans de Goetz had been questioned and examined too, but he apparently had all the right answers to avoid any suspicions.

         Nova knew that Hans de Goetz had issues with the insurance company, of course. They didn’t want to pay up unless they had to. How did that go, anyways?

         Nova’s head was spinning when she went back to Elvira. She had no idea how to tackle this, but it would need to wait until tomorrow. She would spend this evening and night doing something entirely different.
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Elvira’s taste lingered in Nova’s mouth when she came back to her apartment. Just the thought of having made love with another woman, and not just once but several times that night, turned her on. Elvira had made her cum again and again. It had been so different compared to both Simon and Gio – softer and more tender. Gio had asked for it and taken it with confidence, whereas Simon, with his toned body, had put her first and himself second. She hoped she wouldn’t need to choose between them. After three years in prison, three years of total celibacy, Nova was comfortable with exploring her sexuality once again.

“Whoops, guess I have become a bit promiscuous,” she laughed to herself as she went to take a shower and change for yet another day at the book shop where she worked. A quick glance at the kitchen clock let her know that she had about an hour before the store would open. There wouldn’t be a lot of time to research the robbery she was wrongfully convicted of.

She was being haunted by the thought of the tattoo that one of the robbers had behind his ear. Perhaps it wasn’t as unusual as Nova thought, but it wasn’t anything usual – no lizard or spider or heart with a name across it. It was more artistic than that. She thought about posting a search for him online, perhaps on Facebook. The only problem was that something like that could easily scare the guy off before she caught him.

Nova wondered what had happened to Gio. After having slept with her, he left her in the middle of the night, seemingly unknowing of the fact that she was watching him and that she recognized his movements from one of the robbers at the jewelry store. Then he disappeared without a trace. At least, he never showed up for work after that, and nobody at the restaurant he worked at seemed to know where he was.

 

When Nova showed up at the store out of breath three minutes before opening, she found a note waiting for her. It said, “Call Hans de Goetz”. She wouldn’t have been more surprised even if it said, “Call Brad Pitt”. She knew Hans didn’t like her very much, and if he really did think she helped the robbers get their hands on the gems in the store, she couldn’t blame him. Besides, Nova had been in the shop several times the past few days and “bothered” him with her research. There was nothing more to do than to explore the leads she had if she wanted to frame the robbers and clear her name.

“Did it sound important?” she asked Agnetha, the store manager who picked up the call when Hans de Goetz called earlier.

“Not at all. It sounded like he was a friend of yours calling to check in.”

Friends? She and Hans de Goetz? Not very likely. That must have been the reason he called her at work and not at home – he didn’t have her number, and she wasn’t listed. Sure, they got along well when they worked together, but they had never met outside work. Hans was married and had a family to get home to. She had made an effort to find someone to spend her future with, someone to love and create a life with, but she was shy, and her then fuller figure didn’t exactly improve her confidence.

Nova wanted to ignore his message and make him call again if he really wanted to get a hold of her. He had been cool and distant when she asked him for help. If he needed something from her, she wouldn’t make it easy on him if she didn’t have to. On the other hand, she couldn’t be unreachable if he wanted to help her or if he remembered something that could help her case. The fact that she had been attracted to his sophisticated aura since the first time she met him was also a factor – the fact that she needed to swallow and take a breath every time they spoke, so that she could focus on what he was saying. And now he had asked her to call him back.

Her curiosity quickly became too intense, and she dialed his number since no customers had come into the store yet.

“Gold Cage,” said an alert voice that she immediately recognized as Elvira’s. Nova suddenly felt shy and didn’t know what to say. “Thanks for yesterday,” she managed to say.

“Oh hey, lovely,” Elvira said, and sounded genuinely happy to hear from her. “Thanks yourself. Did you make it home okay this morning?”

“Sure. I got home and back into town on time. I’m at work now.”

“What are you wearing?” Elvira asked.

“What am I wearing?” Nova laughed. “Actually, I’m wearing a dress. You inspired me.” Nova had to take a break from vanity when she was in jail, but she had dreamed about dressing up and putting on make-up when she got out again. And yet, she didn’t have the energy to care about that once she got out of jail. Her thoughts were focused on justice instead, and nothing else mattered. She did use make-up, but no more than what she considered to be bare minimum, and she often wore jeans and a shirt or a blouse. But she felt feminine this morning – really feminine for the first time in a long time – and spent a few extra minutes to find a summer dress that wasn’t too wrinkly. It was acceptable after a quick go with the iron, and the slightly oversized dress looked really good with a belt around her waist.

“When can I see you in it? And get you out of it?”

“At lunch? Or tonight?” Nova asked. Elvira’s voice was seductive, and Nova would have loved to meet her right away.

“Oh, I can’t today,” Elvira said. “I’m having lunch with an old classmate, and I’m going home to my parents’ place tonight. It’s mom’s birthday.”

Nova felt disappointment run through her, but quickly shook it off. She would spend her lunch break finding some new outfits, slightly more modern than those she had in her wardrobe and in her actual size. Besides, she missed a day at the gym the day before and should give her body a run for its money.

“Maybe tomorrow?” Nova said.

“I would love to. Hey, a customer just walked in. Talk to you later.”

“For sure. Is Hans there? He called for me.”

“Oh”, Elvira said, and sounded as surprised as Nova was when she saw the note. “Sure, I’ll put you through to the office.”

“Hans de Goetz,” Nova heard a few seconds later.

“Hey Hans, it’s Nova.”

“Nova. I’m so glad you returned my call!” Hans de Goetz sounded like he really meant it. “How are things?”

“Good, thanks,” Nova replied, slightly shocked. What was up with him? He hadn’t spoken to her like this since they worked together before the robbery.

“I dreamed about you last night,” Hans said. “I dreamed about you, and I realized that I might not have been very nice to you the times you have been back here to discuss things. I’m sorry about that.”

“Okay.”

“I realize that you were probably disappointed and that I should have been more helpful. I really do.”

“Did you remember something?” Nova asked. The results were the only thing that mattered. Hans’ depersonalization and sudden unnerving niceness was a welcome surprise if it meant that he finally wanted to and could help her out. Not a problem.

“I wanted to show you something,” Hans said. “Could you swing by the shop?”

“Right now?” Nova asked. It would be hard to get away, but she would come up with an excuse to tell Agnetha if she had to.

“Tonight would be better, when we don’t have any customers. If that’s fine with you,” Hans said.

“Tonight it is. I’ll be around after we close.”

 

The day crept by slowly. No rush hours at work either, just a regular Wednesday – no payday, no graduations or Christmas shopping coming up. Nova thought about Elvira and looked forward to their next meeting. Images of Simon appeared too, and she wondered how it would be to see him somewhere other than the gym. Her love life had become a mess, a divine and lovely mess, and she was hoping it would stay that way.

The door to the Gold Cage was locked when Nova arrived. She knocked on the door and saw Hans come out of his office.

“I’m glad you could make it,” he said, let her in and locked the door behind her. He looked relaxed in his beige dress pants and a well-ironed salmon-colored shirt. Nova wondered how he did it. It was the same thing when she worked there, too. Hans never seemed to sweat, not even when he wore his jacket at fancy client meetings in the middle of summer. He always had the air of just having gotten his clothes back from dry-cleaning.

His dark hair had some strands of grey in his temples, which made him look even more classy – polished and urbane like Pierce Brosnan in the James Bond movies. Nova had always been attracted to him, but the thought of becoming the other woman waiting for her lover and boss to leave his wife for her put her off.

“You have become such a beautiful woman.”

“Thanks.”

“Don’t get me wrong. You were beautiful before too, but you have this new confidence that makes you… Well, that makes you insanely attractive. And the short hair really suits you.”

“What did you want to show me?” Nova asked. She didn’t mind the compliments, but she didn’t know what to do with them. Maybe she did have a better confidence in some ways, or rather a sort of assertiveness, not letting anybody put her down, but she still didn’t know how to handle flattery.

“Do you want something to drink?”

“A glass of water is fine,” she replied.

“Nothing else? Something a bit stronger? A glass of wine?”

Nova knew that Hans had a bar cabinet for all possible situations – unexpected clients and deals that needed to be celebrated.

“I would love a glass of white wine,” Nova said, and watched Hans as he turned to the small fridge. The fabric of his pants was tight around his buttocks as he bent forward. She thought about his age and realized that he must have turned fifty while she was serving time. Yet, he looked so toned and much younger. He must be at the gym as much as she was these days.

“Cheers,” Hans said after opening the bottle and handing her a glass that quickly condensed from the cold beverage.

“Cheers.” Nova tasted the wine that was both fruity and earthy. “This is good,” she said. “Really good.”

Hans took another step towards her. “I wanted to show you,” he said, and paused as if he didn’t know how to continue. “I wanted to show you my appreciation.”

“Your appreciation?” Nova said, trying not to sound disappointed. She wanted to walk out of there with something real, something that would help her case move forward.

“I never told you how much you meant to the store when you were working here. How much you meant to me.” Hans put down his glass on the table beside them. “I was married and…”

“And now?”

“I’m not, now. But that’s something we can discuss another time. I want to think about something else right now.” Hans grabbed Nova’s glass from her hand and put it down next to his.

The kiss was unexpected. Finally, was her first thought. I finally get to taste him. I finally get to know what it feels like. How many times did she dream about this during the years they worked together? A hundred? A thousand?

His lips were chilled from the cool wine. She eagerly kissed him back, let his plump lips do whatever they wanted to, met his tongue as it invaded her body. He tasted good, like a mature wine, worth the wait. Nova’s new confidence was debatable, but she felt no hesitation as she unbuttoned his shirt during their kiss. He didn’t stop her, but didn’t try to undress her either. He let her take charge. She pulled out his shirt from his pants and undid the last button. Her hands shivered as they caressed his stomach, up to his chest and across his back. His skin was warm and soft, and his lean muscles moved underneath.

His hands were on her back, but he lowered them when she showed him that she wanted to remove his shirt. She put it to the side and bent down to untie his shoes. She quickly got them and his socks off. If there was such a thing as fit feet, that’s what Hans had. They were graceful, and Nova couldn’t help but grab one of them in her hand, feeling it, caressing it with her hand before guiding it to her mouth. Hans supported himself against the wall as he balanced on one leg. Nova licked the back of his foot, down to his arch and then worked her way to his toes. She hungrily took them in her mouth, sucking on them, tasting them, wanting more, and switching to taste his other foot, too.

Nova moved one hand under her dress, between her legs, to feel how wet she was. She didn’t want to undress yet, but she couldn’t help but caress herself inside her panties, massaging her clit as she kept sucking his well-shaped toes. Hans moaned, and she got up to kiss him again.

Hans let her do as she pleased, and Nova undid the belt, buttons and zipper of his pants. They fell to the floor and Hans fished them up and put them on the chair next to his shirt. Nova stroked his legs, touched the inside of his thighs and continued up to his crotch and the hard bulge under his boxers. She teasingly touched him there, but continued to his firm and round buttocks. Nova pulled on the waistband and moved her fingers to his stomach, bent forward and peeked in. She smiled when she saw how ready he was, how his erection was pointing up, wanting to get out, wanting her to grab him.

She couldn’t resist it and let her intuition guide her. She slowly eased him out of his boxers and let them fall to the floor. Hans let them lie on the floor this time. Still without moving, he looked at Nova and let her continue, let her do whatever she wanted with him. She walked around him, letting her hands slide along the shape of his well-defined body, from his waist down to his buttocks, the triangle of muscles that narrowed down into a tight crack, and then back around to his front.

Nova went down on her knees, so that she had Hans’ hard dick right in front of her face. A hard grasp around his balls made him gasp, and the big limb twitched. His tip was shiny, and a drip of precum was gleaming in his opening. She reached out her tongue and licked it, tasting its salty flavor as she thought about how many years they had worked together and never done anything like this before.

She had been wanting to do just this for a very long time. She took the tip of his cock in her mouth and sucked him slowly. He tasted so good. The cock filled her mouth, caressed her tongue, the inside of her cheeks and further down her throat as she took him further in and sucked him harder. She could feel Hans’ hands caressing the back of her head as she enjoyed his cock.
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