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Jim 

Jim hurried out of the apartment. A thousand thoughts passed through his head; they alternated at lightning speed, so that his temples began to pulsate very quickly. It seemed to him that he had never been so tense in his life. 

Sarah agreed to meet maskeddaddy tonight, which meant everything had to be perfect. He had to take care of every little detail. He had to make sure she never suspected. Although he had everything worked out to the smallest detail, and although he had been waiting for this moment for a long time, as it approached, it seemed to him that his courage and strength were failing him. 

Not because of the fear of being discovered, but because of the fact that tonight he would really have her beautiful, naked body in front of him, completely devoted to doing whatever he wanted with it. This very thought brought him to the edge of his mind, and his blood was rushing through his veins in surges of adrenaline every time he thought of Sarah, completely naked and completely ready to be his. 

He had to calm down, and he had to calm down fast. He didn't have time to waste on nonsense. He had to focus on what was important and get everything ready for tonight. 

In addition to the black latex mask, Jim planned to complete his visit to the perverted, little slut by donning a black latex suit. Now he was frantically running through the city and visiting sex shops in search of it. 

What worried him were the eye slits. Although the room would be dark, there was still a possibility that, even in the semi-darkness, Sarah might recognize his gaze. It's true that for years he tried to become invisible to her, and that Sarah probably didn't even know what he looked like under the mask of a depressed, computer freak. 

Sarah didn't know about the package of abs that were perfectly outlined on his stomach, nor about the powerful biceps and back muscles that flexed with his every movement. Sarah didn't know that, in addition to endless hours spent on the computer or spying on her, Jim had also devoted the past year to getting his body in perfect shape. 

He wanted to be strong and feel just like that, able, strong, and ready. 

That's why he paid great attention to daily training, which, day by day, sculpted his body, so that now, after a series of years, under the loose, unsightly clothes, he really looked as if his body was the work of Michelangelo himself. 

He rubbed his forehead, trying to distract himself from the thought of a lusty, naked Sarah swallowing his fat cock with her pouty, sweet lips, to focus on the idea of whether or not he should buy contact lenses in the color he would be wearing tonight. 

He could change the color of his eyes completely, and that would probably be both better and smarter, but still, something was holding him back from that idea. 

There was something irresistibly alluring about the fact that tonight, under the mask, while he was fucking her, Sarah would meet his gaze, his real gaze. There was something triumphant and powerful about it that Jim couldn't resist. 

He wanted her to look into his eyes as he penetrated deep into her cunt. He wanted her to see at least one part of his body. 

Although it was quite dangerous and risky, Jim decided on the variant without colored lenses. He picked up a latex suit that perfectly followed the contours of his body in the underground sex shop and headed home a little calmer. 

When he entered the apartment, the windows in the living room were slightly open, and the door to Sarah's room was locked. He mostly avoided talking to her, so instead of simply calling her to check if she was there, Jim turned on the video surveillance in his room and did a quick check of all the cameras. 

He realized that Sarah had left the apartment. It was six in the afternoon, and still quite early, so that worried him a bit. Their meeting was only scheduled for midnight, at a nearby hotel where he was supposed to be waiting for her. He didn't understand where she could go now. Maybe she changed her mind about everything and decided to just get away, sleep over at a friend's house, or something like that. She should be here and preparing for their meeting. Maybe she just went out on a whim. It was strange and reckless, but he decided to chalk it up to her excitement and convince himself that Sarah would be there tonight. 

The heat in his temples was growing. He took off his shirt and entered the bathroom. He turned on the faucet and let the cool stream of water flow, then plunged his entire face under the refreshing, icy water that quickly cut through his burning skin. 

His dark circles were quite blue and large, and framed his chestnut eyes. Black, curly hair fell over his forehead, and the curls were wet with drops of cold water. 

He unbuttoned his pants and squeezed his cock with his hand, which quickly became hard and rigid. He jerked off with quick movements all the while imagining Sarah, and when his hot cum spilled over the bathroom tiles, he thought that tonight, instead of on the cold floor, he would spill his seed inside her juicy womb. 

Sarah 

The trees in the nearby park were tall, with rather branched crowns that rose high into the sky. It was early autumn, and Sarah watched the golden yellow and orange leaves falling from the thick, gnarled branches. Inside the pockets of her jacket, she clenched her fists tightly and peeled the pink nail polish off her nails. 

It was a bad habit left over from her teenage days and one she would resort to every time she felt nervous, and now she was more than nervous. 

Her heart was beating like crazy in her chest, and the pleasant and crisp autumn air and the warm sunrays that warmed through the branches of the trees could not calm her rapid and tense breathing. 

She was supposed to meet maskeddaddy tonight at midnight, in a luxurious hotel on the outskirts of town, and the truth was she wasn't entirely sure if she should go. She was torn between a burning, terrible desire that did not give her peace and common sense that told her that only a completely mentally disturbed person would agree to meet an unknown, masked man in an expensive hotel on the outskirts of the city, which he insisted on paying for. 

When she peeled all the layers of the nail polish, she dug her nails hard into the soft skin of the cuticle and peeled back the soft, first layer of skin, so that bright, red blood flowed out in drops. 

No matter how hard she tried to obey her common sense, the thought of the masked man did not give her peace. From peeling her cuticles, she moved to biting her lower lip as she clearly saw in her mind the black, shiny mask above her face and felt his strong hands tighten around her hips, sticking deep inside her juicy little secret womb and taking what she had kept for so long. 

The truth was that Sarah, even though she was 23 years old, was still a virgin. 

Although she had a lot of boyfriends, none of them just awakened that something in her. None of them were good enough for her to let him go that far, or that deep. 

The truth was that the persona that Sarah presented to the public was quite superficial, and that in order to get to the inside, it was necessary to peel back a lot of layers, a lot of quite dark layers. 

She couldn't believe that this was really happening, and much faster than she was ready for. The meeting with the masked one was only a few hours away, and she could feel the deafening pounding of her heart filling her ears. Apart from that muffled and powerful sound, she did not hear anything else. 

Dum, dum, dum, her heart was beating fast, minute by minute. The moment of the meeting was approaching. 

Sarah tightened her fists in her pockets and dug her fingers hard into her thin, white skin. She felt a jolt, a momentary pain, like a mini electric shock, then her heart slowed and her breathing calmed. She loosened her grip. 

It's good. 

She made a decision, and she will stand by it. She is going to meet the masked man she has dreamed of for so long. Tonight. It will be fine. Maybe it will be unforgettable. And if nothing else, she would at least spend one night away from that sleazy, weirdo Jim and the rat hole she was forced to live in. 

She quickened her steps and headed back to the apartment. She had to get ready for tonight. 

Jim 

Sarah eventually returned to the apartment, just as Jim had thought. 

It was now past twelve, and he was sitting comfortably back in the leather armchair of a luxury hotel suite. He managed to connect his obsession with Sarah and the experience he gained from years of spying on her with his knowledge of the computer world, and thus, he has been working as a hacker for years, exposing unfaithful husbands and wives. You'd be surprised how much money could be made that way. 

Enough to afford an overnight stay in a five-star luxury hotel. Jim only wanted the best for Sarah. However, tonight was a special night, theirs. 

He felt his tension rising by the second. It seemed to him that he could hear Sarah's fluttering steps and swaying gait. He









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JENNY OSWALD

*
A Masked Stalker Erotica
Romance Series

0 B,





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
JENNY OSWALD

A Masked Stalker Erotica
Romance Series

Q¥ e





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





