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While I watched her in rapture as she stood trembling in front of me, it seemed like an eternity passed before my eyes. I have waited so long for this moment.

Sarah.

It seemed to me that the whole air was filled with her scent. I knew him well. I spent days inhaling that perfect blend of sweetness and subtlety. I would collect things that she would leave or forget in the living room, and take them, like prey, take them to my den, and then feed on that wonderful smell for a long time. Sarah always smelled fresh, warm, and seductive. Her scent always reminded me of the long-ago promise I made to myself and the boiling of my blood every time she was near me.

He was waking me up, like an animal following a trail and preparing for action.

Now it seemed to me that he was stronger and bolder than ever, and she herself seemed to be like that. Something about her was bold and seductive, the way she stood in the dim light of the hotel lobby or her tousled hair boldly tossed over her bare shoulders, I couldn't quite tell, but I knew from all of this that this night was special, and that this Sarah I was going to have tonight was also special, it was a version of her that only existed in the dark shadows, the version that she hid in public, the real Sara that hid behind a modest and chaste surface.

I felt like a wolf that smelled blood. Her scent wafting through the air made me dizzy and strong at the same time. My veins throbbed and my muscles tightened with every breath. I was a wild animal ready for action.

I smiled under the black mask, but of course, she couldn't see it.

- Come in, Sara.

The voice changer was doing the job well, and when put through the clever mechanism, my voice now sounded deep and a little creepy, but I figured that would turn the perverted, dirty slut on even more.

My groin throbbed painfully.

I wanted this night to be absolutely perfect. I couldn't let myself get too excited and cum too soon. I had to drive her crazy first.

Sarah walked in, bringing her magical scent into the luxurious room. I closed the door behind her so that we were left alone in the hotel room, lit only by the moonlight and the bright lights of the city that could be seen through the panorama of glass windows.

She wore a backless, off-the-shoulder black dress that hugged the curves of her body perfectly. I wanted to rip it off her.

I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her waist. I felt something like electricity when I touched the smooth skin of her hand with my palm.

- Are you ready?

I asked her seriously, because I had to make sure she was absolutely sure about this. Even though I may have been a crazy psychopath, I didn't want to take advantage of her in any way. I first wanted to get her consent once again to do whatever I wanted with her.

Something dark shone in her eyes.

- Yes.

I felt a slight tremor in her voice and stared into her azure eyes, which absorbed the silver moonlight. Our eyes met, and the heat flashed through my entire body. There was no holding back. There was no more waiting. I lived for this moment, for everything that was happening and for what was going to happen this night.

I wrapped my arms around her tightly and threw her on the bed.
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I stood in front of the door of hotel room number 543 and felt my heart pounding to the point where I was sure it was going to jump out of my chest.

The masked man left me the address of this hotel and the number of this room as the meeting place. It was a prestigious five star hotel where only really rich people stayed. Although I promised myself that I didn't even want to think, let alone try to discover his identity, I couldn't help but wonder who he was when he had the money to afford a night in a place like this.

I pushed those thoughts away with a deep breath. No, I shouldn't have allowed myself to do that.

I couldn't let my curiosity spoil the perfect illusion I was ready to fully surrender to. After all, that was the best thing of all.

I didn't know who he was, and I never will.

I was ready to give my virginity to a stranger, and even worse, a faceless stranger.

I swallowed the dumpling and rang the doorbell. The strong stirring of butterflies in my stomach was making me slightly nauseous. I was wearing one of my most beautiful dresses - the one that made me feel invincible - black, tight, bare shoulders and back. My curled hair was boldly loose, and the eye-catching makeup added to the drama of my appearance. Even though I looked like a sexy, dark goddess, I still felt terrible nervousness and excitement that I had no idea how to stop.

I assumed that it was normal in the end, but still I didn't want him to notice even a single piece of my fear or insecurity.

The door soon opened, and I blinked as the dim light from the hallway met the moonlight pouring in from the hotel room window, illuminating the black silhouette standing before me.

My whole body trembled.

I was afraid and wanted him at the same time. I felt completely insane as I strode inside with confident steps, fear mixed with rising excitement and heat spreading wildly through my groin. I squeezed my thighs tighter, pinning the smooth skin.

I wanted this so bad it felt like I was dreaming. All my darkness and madness were finally there, ready to bubble to the surface. Ready to blend in with the cold night and the moonlight shining through the windows, with the shadows that streaked the walls, and the black mask that looked straight at me with deep, piercing eyes.

He came very close to me so that our bodies were touching. I could feel his smooth muscles sculpting as well as the heat spreading to his groin. He pressed himself close to me so I could feel his swollen, throbbing cock.

I got wet.

He wrapped his arms around my waist with a strong grip. My chest heaved to the rhythm of my rapid breathing. This was all so strong, and crazy, and sickening, and good.

I wanted to never forget this night.

- Are you ready?

A dark voice under the mask asked me. Oh yes, I was ready. I've been ready for a long time.

Tear me apart.

- Yes.

I answered, my voice shaking with excitement.

The hand's grip around my waist now became even stronger. He hugged me tightly and threw me on the bed. He climbed on top of me and pulled my dress up to my thighs. His hands slid over my velvety skin, his fingers leaving an invisible, hot trail.

He took off my panties and threw them on the floor. It was the last piece that separated us. A piece of black, lacy fabric now lay on the floor of the room. He carefully felt my pussy with his fingers. I was quite wet.

I closed my eyes and spread my legs, letting him in.

With a strong movement, he slid deep into my hot womb. I moaned. I felt a momentary pain and then a pleasure that spread like a pulsation through my whole body as he filled me up.

The masked man was inside me, and before I could say any words, my virginity was a thing of the past.

He fucked me hard, as if I were a real whore, on expensive bedding, an even more expensive French bed. The feeling was incredible. With every movement, I wanted him even harder and more.

I wrapped my arms around his back and dug my nails hard into the
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