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         Room 503, just like the first time. The same door in front of me. I reach out my hand to knock, but I hesitate, knowing that he is on the other side. I feel scared - scared of him. Especially today. Just two months ago, I would have entered fearlessly, almost confidently. He had known exactly how to put me at ease when we first met. He had gently seduced me with his big, brown eyes and his reassuring, velvety voice. He had seen me so clearly that, far from being afraid, I freely gave myself to him. He had made me trust myself. He understood everything; he listened, he watched me. While I spoke, I watched his delicate, strong hands, feeling his penetrating gaze upon me. When, at the end of that first evening together, he asked me to meet him the following day in this hotel, of course, I accepted immediately. 

         I remember calmly entering the room the following evening, and greeting him, noticing how elegantly he was dressed. I’ve always loved the combination of black trousers and a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. I take in the pleasant, light room for the second time, with the spacious bed, the table and that impressive bouquet of pink and purple flowers. He is expecting me, and he offers me a drink. I want to ask him so many questions, about what he does, what he likes… but I don’t say anything. I don’t even ask if he is just passing through, or if he invites many women to this hotel room. I simply bask in his presence; his lightly spiced perfume, his enticing gaze and his reassuring voice, filling the hotel room.

         ‘Take off your clothes!’ he says suddenly. 

         Although this order could have seemed strange, I was almost expecting it. His presence makes me want to obey him, not deceive him. Without knowing why, I slowly undress. I would’ve preferred it to be him who was taking off the figure-hugging, low-cut red dress, explicitly chosen for tonight. But if this is what he wants… Clumsily, I slide down the strap of my dress, trying not to think about the awkwardness of the situation. But his good-humoured smile relaxes me. Sipping his drink, he follows my movements, observing my body as I reveal it inexpertly. I don’t exactly feel sexy, but it’s too late to turn back now. My dress falls past my bra, my stomach, my knickers, my feet, past his enveloping, encouraging eyes. There I am, standing in front of him almost naked, and he says nothing. I don’t know how long for, but my breathing becomes shaky, almost laboured. I flash him an inviting smile.

         ‘Come here!’

          I feel the power in his words as they break the silence. I feel something stir inside me and I start moving towards him automatically. I’m not proud of myself, not at all, especially when I realize that he wants me to lie over his knees. He spanks me, and I can’t help but cry out. I want to scream, to protest, but I can only moan while he spanks me a second time, and a third, stinging me and shocking me. As the sound of his hand on my skin gets louder and louder, resonating inside me, I feel so ashamed. When I look at him, pleading, he only continues more fervently. I stare at the carpet, trying to distract myself from my humiliation. He continues with alternating blows and caresses, burning yet sweet. Aroused by his firm spanking, an intense heat spreads through my body and grips me. What is happening to me? Amidst the storm of sensations, I feel a glowing between my thighs – I’m so wet. Every blow seems to penetrate me, as he makes me his. More and more breathless, I shiver, I moan, and I get even wetter… until suddenly I want to shout, ‘I want it! I want you!’ His hand is on my bottom, I am begging for his fiery passion. I hope he is aroused, that I turn him on. I want him to take me and submit me to his pleasure. I’m ready, I want him inside me. But my squirming or yearning don’t seem to have an effect on him. Quite the opposite, as he stops the spanking and says curtly, while removing me from my position on his knees,

         ‘Get dressed, Alice, I have a lot to do today.’




OEBPS/images/9788726330328_cover_epub.jpg





