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         I'm on my way to see my master. I've been looking forward to this for days. My phone alerts me three days prior to the appointment. It sends shock waves through my body. I finally have what I've always wanted. It can't be a coincidence that it's happening now. I know it's not. The past three years have been all about me. About myself and what I'm supposed to create. I moved far away from home. Away from another ex. Away from trying to belong to someone. That has taken up enough of my life. Now I'm myself, and my skills. Nothing more. Nothing less!

         I arrived in town with my certificate of completed apprenticeship and very little else. I have a picture of myself standing outside my youth hostel. Backpack over one of my shoulders. New girl in a new town. Then and there, I decided to be lucky. I stayed in a hostel for four months. The bunks around me held underpaid Romanian builders, cheerful tourists, and various refugees. The only regulars were the employees and the owner. I took a few days to explore the town and get a feel for it.

         After that, things quickly started to happen. I talked to the owner of the hostel. I asked if I could use their ovens for baking. There were two ovens in the kitchen. I got the permission if I promised to be done at 7:00 am, which was when they started serving breakfast. Breakfast was usually toast and cereal. The first couple of days, I put my bread on the breakfast table. By 7:30 am, it was gone. The owner Rosanna, a woman in her mid-30's, was informed by her employees. She usually didn't show up until just before noon. She was standing in the kitchen at 6:30 am a few days later. She wanted to taste test. After a few bites, she offered me a free stay at the hostel, in exchange for baking bread for them. We started chatting. She showed up early every day that week. To check on her investment and to talk to me. We had become friends quickly. She was the one who found my flat, she helped me open my first bakery and she recommended my master to me.

         amstanding in the kitchen at It was before I moved into my flat. We had known each other for almost two months. The small bar at the hostel was empty. She and I took turns picking songs on Spotify. We drank gin and tonic. Not the watered-down nonsense they served at the bar, it was Rosanna's own. We got drunk. We started talking about sex and men.

         “Are you ready for a bit of a shock?” she suddenly slurred. “Let me show you what I like.”

         I worried that she was talking about me. But I was drunk and if I was going to be with a woman, I couldn't imagine anyone better than Rosanna. A proper Latina babe. Firm butt, lovely b-cup breasts, small waist, and dark eyes straight out of a Japanese cartoon. Always in heels, and often in a dress or a skirt.

         “Come on back here,” she said. Apparently, she didn't think I'd be able to see what she liked from my bar stool. I smiled and jumped down and went around to where she was standing. I was completely ready to start kissing her.

         “This is what I love,” she said, lighting the small lamp behind her. She wanted me to see what she meant. She started lifting up her dress. Slowly at first, then she threw it up over her amazing butt. In the dim light, I didn't see what she meant at first. I took a step forward. She turned around to show me more clearly. There were red stripes crossing each other on her buttocks. They looked slightly swollen. I hadn't seen her sitting down that day. We talked about what we liked for a long time. About how difficult it was to find a man who could give us what we wanted.

         Then she told me about The Clinic. That's how she and I refer to it. She told me how she had been dreaming about a place like that. How she had been dreaming about seeing a master. Make an appointment. Get what she needed, and then go home to put her kids to bed. She had even submitted her fantasy to a website that made movie versions of the fantasies of ordinary people. She had heard about “The Clinic” at a meeting of the Empowered Women, almost a year later.

         I was wet and very drunk when I put the rolls in the oven. We didn't go to bed until after breakfast was served. We gave each other a big drunken hug when we said good night. “I'll text you the number later,” she whispered into my hair. I fell asleep with both my hands between my legs.

         And now, here I am. I own a small bakery. I'm in the middle of opening a second one. I'm doing what I love and I make good money. I often remind myself what my journey was like. I had to learn to be proud of what I do. I feel that pride now, riding Rosanna's bike through the streets. I'm here. I park the bike. I walk towards the door. I move the way I did when I was a little girl. I'm brimming with enthusiasm. People tell me that I walk the way a ball bounces. There were years when I felt nothing but despair and felt like a failure as I trudged heavily through the streets of my hometown. The years when I felt as if there were something wrong with me. The years when, boyfriend after boyfriend, lover after lover, I tried having an orgasm. I didn't understand it. In every porn movie I watched, the men were very keen to be dominant. Even in the movies that don't revolve around BDSM. I've never had a boyfriend or a lover who was able to deal with the fact that I want to be dominated.

         None of them really understood that I absolutely needed that to reach orgasm. I felt as if I was asking them for something they didn't like. That feeling is difficult to describe. I wanted to give my orgasms to the few men I loved. I dreamt about making them happy as well. I was doubly disappointed when it didn't turn out like that. Their expressions began to fill with uncertainty after a while. They got jealous because they knew that they could give me what I needed. I never lie. Not in bed either. I wanted them to not care. To do with me what they wanted, together with me.




OEBPS/images/9788726075779_cover_epub.jpg
AT MY
MAS SRS

HNON
b,' gE/;/\} EROTICA

me |





