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Dedication
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I dedicate this book to the victims who are still threatened with the death penalty for their love. The stories in this book are for all people who are free from prejudice and want to learn more about love and lust among men. There are many poems from the ancient Orient that tell about it. That was a tradition for over a thousand years. And everyone was pleased. Today all kinds of love are recognized in many countries. Only the Orient plays an inglorious role in this. In doing so, he questions his rich human history. This book ties in with the ancient traditions of the Orient. Life intolerance was a strength of the empire. The true size of a country is shown in the freedom and happiness of its people who live in it. There is no substitute for money or wealth. It was like that in earlier times and it always will be. One can only hope that humanity will win again in the Orient. It's not just about abolishing the death penalty for men who love each other. It is about the freedom of all people to be able to live in love and be happy. This is a fundamental law of humanity that goes far beyond all religions in the world.




The work is protected by copyright. Any use is only permitted with the consent of the author. This applies in particular to duplications, translations as well as saving and processing in electronic systems.


About the author: Noah Fakier writes about love and lust- These are feelings that come from our soul.-Love releases great forces in us and lets the soul grow. Especially when it is combined with lustful bliss. His message is: Seen with the eyes of love and lust, all people are beautiful and unique. It doesn't matter where they are from, what gender or age they are. He gives this message a deeply human and honest face in his stories. With eyes that look right into the soul.


Additional Information:


https://www.noahfakier.eu


With information, drawings, and reading samples References: A photograph is perceived differently by each viewer. The templates for my drawings are photographs. When drawing, I interpret them according to my ideas and feelings. When it comes to portraits, love for people and the aesthetics of the human body play an important role, which I implement in my drawings. All drawings were created from private or license-free or acquired photographs with the written permission that I may use and publish them, such as pixabay or Shutterstock. Similarities with others are purely coincidental.





1. The secret stories


In the morning I padded through the house, sleepy. Something was different today than usual. But I couldn't tell what it was. Since I didn't notice anything abnormal in the house, I decided to go outside. It has been raining for three months and that got me down. Maybe I was getting quirky and just imagining something. When I opened the door to the outside, the sun shone on me. The patter of the rain had stopped. So that's what got me so confused, I thought. Finally, the rainy season was over. Now I breathed a sigh of relief. I quickly got dressed, made tea, and grabbed the water pipe. Outside the house, I put them on the table that was there with a bench and two chairs by the entrance. I sat on the bench and enjoyed the first rays of sunshine. I listened to the birds chirping. They sat on the tree in front of the house and called out to the dance of love. Now I took a few deep breaths through my nose because I loved the scent of the earth. A scent that only filled the air after a long rain. My chest rose and fell with every breath. I felt new life energy flow through my veins. Suddenly a smile was conjured up on my face. The invigorating energy had now reached my loins as well. The bump in my pants got bigger. There is nothing better than the feeling when a limb slowly awakens and incessantly ascends. I spread my legs and lay back with relish. Now I let myself be carried away by the lustful shiver that seized me. But this excitement soon became so strong that I had to give up my relaxed posture. Now I put my right hand in my pants. As I led her along with my stiff pleasure stick, I felt the wet glans. I closed my eyes and slid harder up and down my stiff member. Soon a climax built up in me and my feelings of happiness skyrocketed. Oh god, I was full of my seed. In the rainy season, my level of pleasure had dropped to a minimum. Now it came over me again with all its might. The seed slowly rose in me. I was already looking forward to the wonderful climax that was looming in me. Suddenly I heard a horse neigh. Startled, I opened my eyes. At the entrance to my garden, I saw a young man on a horse. I quickly took my hand out of my pants and put my arms on the table. But it was too late. The semen continued to rise in me and I felt dizzy. Then my pants twitched violently and the first love juice squirted out of me with high pressure. But that was only the beginning of an even stronger discharge that was just about to rise in me. I lost my balance and my body swayed. I suppressed a groan. That made my situation even worse because I could no longer divert the strong excitement. Now it was shaking like a volcano that was about to erupt. Just at the moment when he was about to break out, the stranger approached. But there was no turning back for me. There was a blanket next to me on the bench. In a flash, she pulled her onto her lap. Then I put my face on my left arm, which was still on the table. The right hand stayed down. I quickly pressed it hard on my twitching pleasure syringe. Now the semen shot out of me and an orgasm seized me that robbed my senses. I caught my breath and for a moment I was floating in infinite bliss in nowhere.


Immediately afterward the young man stood in front of me with his horse: “Please excuse the disturbance. Are you Nadim Dakbar? ”He asked. Since my climax was still trapping me and I couldn't lift my head and answer right away, he asked worriedly, “Are you not feeling well? Can I do something for you? ”A short time later I was under control again. I looked at him and answered in a firm voice: “Everything is fine. Sorry, I was just a little dizzy from the sun. After this long rainy season, I have to get used to it again. Yes, I am Nadim Dakbar. May I find out who you are? ”Now he jumped off the horse with a powerful swing. His harem pants tightened and I saw how his tight buttocks opened wide. With his legs slightly apart and swinging, he moved towards me. I knew such a step. Only a youth could have that in a time of unfulfilled pleasure. I sat on the bench. When he got to me, he was right in front of me. Now I saw the noticeable bulge in his pants at eye level. Even the position of his large limb, curled to the right, was clearly visible. That was already extremely impressive in the resting state. Did I have a daydream?


But then he spoke to me: “My name is Namik. I am the grandson of Abu Hassan. ”What a joy. His grandfather and I had been friends for a long time. I quickly said: “Please, Namik, sit down with me.” I invited him to a water pipe and tea. "Thank you very much, that's very kind of you," he replied. His grandfather wrote the stories from 1001 nights. This made him known far beyond the country's borders.


His grandson was dark-skinned. And as was customary, he had a broad nose and a large mouth with sensual plump lips. I loved these people. Now I asked him: “What brings you to me?” He replied: “My grandfather has died. Shortly before his death, he said I should see you right after the funeral. You had interesting stories to tell and I should write them down. He said nothing more about it. Now I'm very curious what kind of stories these are,” he confessed to me. He looked at me expectantly. Then he explained: “I learned to write with my grandfather for many years. After his funeral, I went straight to you. ”He added cheekily: “Since I knew nothing but your name and place of residence, I thought you were an older man with a white beard. But now I see that you are a handsome man in your prime. ”He smiled at me. “Oh what a flatterer," I thought. I had to admit, I liked it. "Well, I hope you are not disappointed in me now," I replied. "No, not at all," he said quickly.


Namik had a soft voice. While he was telling his story, I kept looking at his pretty face. I saw his lips move clearly when he spoke. So I could read every word on them. When he talked about his curiosity, his eyes sparkled. When he talked about his grandfather's death, he looked very sad. I have never met a person who could speak such a clear language with his face.


What I was supposed to tell him was very extensive. So I said to him: “You are welcome to listen to these stories and put them on paper. But that will take many days, if not weeks. If you want, you can stay with me during this time. ”“Thank you for your offer. That's more than I hoped for. I am very happy to accept your invitation.” While he spoke, he sat in front of me the whole time with his legs apart. Just like youngsters do who did not want to squeeze their lustful pendants together because that would only excite them even more. But that made me see the considerable bump between his legs all the more clearly.
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When I looked at it inconspicuously, she twitched briefly. Now I looked there more often so as not to miss the next movement. After my offer to be my guest, he looked at me with shining eyes. Then he gave me a big smile and showed me his brilliant white teeth. I melted away for good.


Since I hadn't heard from Abu Hassan in a long time, I wanted to know how he had fared in recent years. I was also curious why Namik was living with him. He said: “Since my father died early, I grew up as a child with my mother in the harem. One morning when I was twelve years old I was standing in front of the bed, confused. I had a large damp stain on my pants. When the eunuch saw this, he was very excited. He quickly packed my things and I had to leave the harem. At first, I thought that something was wrong with me and was scared. Then I was brought to my grandfather's. He explained to me what the moisture between my loins was all about. Now I understood and knew why I had to leave the harem so quickly. I constantly had a hard member and the semen squirted out of it every day. Because of the great joy I did, I quickly got over my mother's separation. I had become a man and a new life began for me. So from now on, I lived on my grandfather's estate. I read many of his stories there. I liked them a lot and that's why I tried to write one. When it was finished, I showed it to him. He recognized my talent and since then he has taught me in it. "


Namik was very friendly and answered all of my questions. I often made him smile. His face was shining and that pleased me. Lots of people smile. It creates sympathy and is part of our culture. Often, however, it is only played and does not show people's true feelings. If Namik smiled, it was real. He did not do it because it was customary and has no aim with it. I was deeply moved by that honest manner of him. I realized that he was raised in love. The egoism and the cunning of the people were alien to him. He still had a pure soul. Some might call it naive. To me, he was a real person who didn't think of anything bad. Just like each of us is born.


My friend Abu Hassan was a very clever man. He knew his grandson and the curiosity that was in him. He knew that after his death Namik would be driven out into the world. So he had asked him to come and see me right away. He probably wanted me to prepare him for life before it falls into the wrong hands. It was no accident that Abu had sent him to me. I resolved to keep his joy and trust in people. But I also had to point out to him the pitfalls of life.


A short time later we went into the house. I offered him you while I led him into his room. "You can freshen up in the bathroom after this long journey," I said, showing him where it was. He immediately began to undress to go to the bathroom. He was already standing half-naked next to me. Oh, this wonderful body with its dark, shiny skin, excites me again. I quickly averted my gaze from him. "When you're done, please come into the living room afterward," I called to him as I left the room. Then I went into the kitchen and prepared a snack. He was certainly hungry after this long journey. So I put the food on the table in the living room. When he had stowed his luggage and had a little refreshment, he came to me. I had the feeling that when it appeared, the whole room suddenly shone brighter. I was a little confused. For a long time, I had been living here in seclusion and only lived for my work. I rarely received visitors, and certainly not from young men. Suddenly this friendly and extremely charming young man was standing in my room. It seemed so unreal to me. And I noticed how it aroused me. That annoyed me because I thought it was inappropriate. "Well then, welcome again," I said to him because I couldn't think of anything better at that moment. "Many Thanks. I'm really looking forward to spending time with you,” he replied. He beamed at me again with his dark eyes. It was a look that made my heart beat faster. Was Namik flirting with me? That made me even more insecure. This youth was still young. He might not yet know what he could do with such looks. It probably didn't mean anything else, I told myself. He stood in front of me again while I sat. Now I saw by his pants that he had obviously rearranged his member in the bathroom. It could be seen in its entire length. Had he just redesigned it or was he a little aroused? I wondered. Suddenly it twitched again. But stronger this time. With youth like him, full of juice and strength, that was nothing out of the ordinary. Surely it was quite normal with him. Probably the life energy had also seized him after the end of the rainy season. And much more powerful at his age than it was with me. But I wasn't stupid either, and I knew it was a sure sign that soon he couldn't take the pressure anymore. This boy was overripe. And now he was with me for the next few weeks. How should this go on? His condition sparked my imagination.


I was a man and had been alone for many years. Even if I didn't want to, the sight excited me. So when he stood in front of me, I pictured myself sliding my hand along his member. I imagined it getting bigger and bigger in my hand. My step was getting restless. I really had to calm down. So I quickly averted my gaze from his twitching bump and looked up into his face. When I looked at him, he said, “I see you put something to eat. That was a good idea of yours because I am hungry after this long journey. ”“Please sit down with me,” I told him. Since he was hungry, he quickly sat down at the table. As a result, however, his bump was jerked together. Now a strong, lustful shiver seized him. I saw that at him, because suddenly his face froze and beamed happily, with wide-open eyes and a wide smile. But he quickly recovered and grabbed the food that was on the table. Now his big lump was gone. That helped me to calm down again. After a while, I got used to the presence of this young man. Since the whole day was still ahead of us, I suggested to him: “If you are not too tired after the trip, then I could start an adventurous love story today.” “Yes, I would like to hear about it as soon as possible. I'm very curious, „he replied. Then he ran quickly to his room and took paper and pen out of his luggage. He went straight to the desk and waited for me to begin. I didn't keep him waiting long and told him the first story.





2. Prince Omar


A long time ago there was a prince named Omar in Morocco. His people loved him because he was a kind and handsome young man. His father died early. So at the age of 21, he became the new Caliph of Morocco. The people celebrated the accession to the throne for seven days. During this time, Omar traveled with his friend Ali through the country and showed himself to them. Ali was loved by everyone because of his beauty and strong erotic charisma. Many women and men raved about him.
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The most famous poet in the country had dedicated a love poem to him:


No one can put your beauty into words.


Still, I want to praise you today


Your eyes are clear and deep like a mountain lake


Everyone who looks into it gets lost in it and willingly surrenders to you,


Your body is slim and agile as a gazelle


And yet it is in your strong shoulders, your firm buttocks


And the strength of a buffalo in your mighty member.


Your bottom is like two round godlike hills


That are in perfect harmony with each other.


In their midst lies the valley of fulfillment,


At the lowest point of which there is a rosy bud.


How wonderful it would be to kiss you passionately make it bloom.


When she wakes up, the gateway to paradise opens.


Oh you wonderful man, probably the one you let in.


This slides deep into it with blissful joy And in the end, reaches perfect bliss.


Your big member is like a bubbling volcano,


From under strong tremors and violent jerks The lava of love rises powerfully.


In every one in which it pours,


She kindles the eternal fire of love.


Oh yes, I just want to ignite this volcano once And feel all your strength in me.


I want to surrender myself unrestrainedly to you,


And lose myself in your strong arms in unbridled lust.


This poem became known far beyond the borders of the empire.


He would have liked to have written a love poem about the young caliph because he was no less lovely.


But he was the ruler of the country. Such poems about him could not be published.


Omar and Ali have been best friends since childhood. They lived together in the palace and were inseparable.


Later they enjoyed each other in unbridled lust. Many stories have also been told about this friendship. Ali was at the side of the new caliph on this journey.


Everyone was happy to see the two of them and cheered them.


But it all started a long time ago:


Ali's father was captain of the palace's bodyguard. Your son had just turned nine. Today he took him to the barracks for the first time. Probably also because he wanted to get him excited about the weapons trade. As was tradition, like his father and his grandfather, he should become a soldier. The boy was in the palace for the first time. Now he admired with wordless astonishment the great wealth that was revealed to him. Suddenly his father was called and had to do his duty. “I have to leave for a moment. You stay here and wait for me,” he said to his son. After waiting a while, however, he got bored and didn't want to stay in the room any longer. “I'll have a look around. I'll be back before my father comes back and he won't notice anything,” he said to himself. So he ran into the palace garden, which bordered the soldiers' quarters. There he suddenly saw Prince Omar, who was the same age. He wanted to hide from him quickly because he knew that he had no business here. So he crawled behind a large camellia bush that was in the immediate vicinity. But Omar had already seen him. He realized that the boy was afraid. In order not to frighten him even more, he also crouched down behind the bush and whispered: "Why are you hiding here? “ ”“And do you like it? „Asked Omar. “I haven't seen that much so far. But what I saw was wonderful, „he replied enthusiastically. “Come with me, I'll show you the garden. You don't have to be afraid, because I will protect you, „said the prince. A little frightened, Ali got up and ran through the garden with Omar. He saw many exotic trees and flowers that he had never seen before. The air was filled with the most beautiful scents that flowed from the blossoms of the flowers and bushes. Omar then showed him the secret places where he hid from the servants when he wanted to be alone. Ali proudly told him: "I am the son of the captain of the bodyguard and I also want to work in the palace one day." The prince replied: "That would be nice, then we could see each other more often." After Omar had shown him everything in the garden seemed important to him, he ran with him to the palace. There he showed him his rooms. He liked this boy and wanted to be with him for a while longer. Ali lost his inhibitions and was also happy because the prince was very friendly and lovely. His rooms were sumptuously furnished. The sun was shining through the large windows. That made the glittering and sparkling pomp in the room appear even more impressive. Ali stood there petrified with an open mouth and admired this immeasurable wealth. When he had recovered, the prince said: "Come on, let's play." The two boys played robber and soldier. Ali was the soldier and ran after Omar. He had just stolen something and was running away from him across the large room. Ali scolded. "You scoundrel, just wait, if I catch you, I'll put you in the dungeon." He had finally caught up with him and was clutching him tightly. "I have you. Surrender, you thief. "Omar struggled and shouted loudly:" Help, help let go of me, you bully. I didn't steal anything! "Suddenly the door opened. His father, the caliph, happened to be near his son's apartment and heard him call for help. So excitedly he rushed into the room with his saber drawn. He was a stout and tall man. His blue robe, embroidered with gold thread, hung loosely from him. And the turban he wore on his head was half a meter high. That made him look even more impressive. Ali fell to his knees as soon as he recognized him and bowed deeply.


"What's going on with you and who is this boy here?"


He asked his son excitedly. “This is Ali, the captain's son. We're playing together right now. I told him that he could come with me and gave my word that nothing would happen to him,” the prince replied proudly. The caliph saw his son's radiant face. He hadn't seen him so happy in a long time. He turned to Ali, who was still humbly on his knees: "Get up." And when he got up, he asked him: "So you are the captain's son?" "Yes," he replied briefly because more he couldn't get out of the excitement. The caliph knew about the boy. His captain had asked for assistance. Since Ali was a smart child, he should get a school education. That was the prerequisite for him to be able to pursue an officer career one day. Now the caliph looked at him attentively. He had well-groomed black wavy hair and the look of his dark brown eyes, which shone from a pretty face, was clear and bright. He liked the boy. "Good," he said. “But your father will be looking for you. Go to him now. ”The prince called out quickly: “Father please allow us to meet again!” Since Omar was the only child of the caliph and no other children lived in the palace, he said to Ali: “I will tell your father that he should bring you with him now and then so that you can play together. „Omar ran to the caliph and hugged him tightly: “Thank you father! „He exclaimed with joy. And Ali was also very happy about it.


Before long they became best friends. Prince Omar waited for him every day and was happy when Ali finally came. But it was also very sad when he didn't visit him for a day. The caliph noticed this and offered his captain: “I want your son to live in the palace. He is to be brought up together with the prince. He will also go to school with him and he will have a good education. ”Although the captain and his wife were initially very sad not to have their son with them, they were finally happy about it. They couldn't have offered him a better future.


Ali finally moved into the palace. They lived together in the prince's apartments and were together day and night. During the day they had classes. Omar and his new friend made teach a lot more fun. And he was a gifted student. When the class was over, they preferred to play robber and soldier. But the evenings were best when they were in bed. Through the windows, they saw the stars and the moon, whose light shone into the room. The dim light gave the room an almost fairytale atmosphere at night. Then they whispered. Nobody was allowed to hear them because they were supposed to be sleeping. Through their whispering in this enchanted nocturnal environment, they felt an intimate bond with each other. Ali often told stories to the princes. Especially about life in the city. Omar wanted to know everything about people. He was only rarely allowed to leave the palace and if so, then only in the company of the palace guard. He didn't see much of them or how they lived. So he listened with enthusiasm when his friend told him about it. So they spent a few happy years of childhood and were deeply connected.


A few years later: It was a warm evening and the windows were open. A couple of fireflies had come into the room. There were flowers on the dresser by the window. She was attracted by them and now buzzed like little lights in the room. The two boys watched enthusiastically for a while. "Look why they are glowing?" Asked Omar excitedly. Ali replied, “I don't know either. But that's not so important. The main thing is that it looks nice. ”Both of them watched this spectacle for a while. A little later they went back to their bed. Omar was still troubled by this experience and got romantic feelings. So he asked Ali: “Do you also know stories about lovers?” “Yes, I had a dream about it yesterday. If you want, I'll tell you. ”“Oh yes, that would be nice, „replied the prince. Ali started talking about lovers. How they met and fell in love with each other. Then they kissed and hugged their bodies tightly. After that, he said nothing more. "What's next?" Omar whispered excitedly. Ali had had dreams like this for a while. He often woke up in the middle of the night and noticed that his pants were damp. They were wonderful dreams, but he didn't like the stains in his pants. But he soon found a way to stop this from happening to him. Since then he has been sliding his hand along his member. In the end, the semen squirted out of him. He now also felt the rising pleasure and orgasm. That was exciting. So he had a lot of fun and peace at night. He didn't tell Omar about it. He believed it would make him sad because he couldn't experience something so beautiful. At least not yet.


But now he continued to tell him the story. And he listened to him eagerly. When Ali told how the beloved took the young lover's large, aroused member in her hand and gently glided along with it, he heard the prince breathing heavily. Now Ali wanted to excite him further. Maybe it would happen to him today too. Then he no longer had to keep it from him. "Yes, she now gripped the member of the loved one tightly and ran her hand up and down. Always faster and faster. ”Suddenly Omar groaned loudly. “What do you have?" Ali asked him. "Your story excited me a lot and now my pants are wet," said Omar, startled. "Has this happened to you for the first time?" "Yes," replied the prince, still confused. Ali giggled softly and said, "I've been like this for a few weeks. I think we're both real men now. ”“That feels good, „replied the prince. Oh yes and tomorrow I'll show you how you can get even better. "Can't you show me today," Omar asked him because he was already very curious? Ali was already excited by the story and his member stood stiffly against his stomach. So he replied, “Well then come to me. I'll show you. ”Omar quickly crawled out of bed and sat down next to Ali. He lay on his back and pushed the covers away. The prince could see him well in the moonlight. With wide eyes and a half-open mouth in amazement, he saw the aroused member on his friend's stomach. He took it firmly in his hand and led it along with his hard pleasure stick. He said: "Look, if you do it like that, it excites you more and more." Suddenly he was silent and Omar saw the semen spurt out of him, while Ali moaned softly with closed eyes. When he opened it again, he saw the prince. He was still staring in amazement at his member and the seed, glittering in the moonlight, on his belly. "That was very exciting," he whispered enthusiastically. “Yes, it is. If you do it like this, your pants won't get wet anymore and you can repeat it as often as you like,” Ali explained to him. From now on they enjoyed themselves in this way in their rooms in the evening. They watched each other. Omar loved it when his friend squatted with his legs apart and he could put his head between his legs. Then he watched him from below as he slid his hand along his hard butt and his balls rocked. Not long and then his injection of pleasure got hard. He also grabbed it vigorously and brought himself to the highest peak of pleasure. Ali, on the other hand, loved it when he lay on his stomach and the prince crouched on his knees, legs apart, over his body. Then he watched him slide along his member. The prince had closed his eyes and moaned softly with his mouth half-open. Oh, how lovely he looks doing it, thought Ali. Finally, the semen spurted out of him. When he landed on Ali's stomach, Ali's cheered joyfully. He liked it when Omar splashed him.
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