
   [image: Cover: Two and Two are Four by CUPIDO]


   
      
         
            Diverse
   

            Two and Two are Four
   

         

          
   

         
            SAGA
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Two and Two are Four

            Original title:

            Hete, To og to er fire, Fra Sara Sandmars dagbok, Foto-session, Drømmen
Copyright © 2019, Hverdag A/S/Cupido and SAGA Egmont, Copenhagen

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726309690

             
   

            1. E-book edition, 2019

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Heat
   

            By Idar B
   

         

          
   

         It was hot in the room. Outside, it was bright sunshine but the curtains were drawn, creating a soft light inside the bedroom. The sun scorched against the windows turning the room into a sauna. The sweat ran between our bodies and down onto the sheet, sticking it to us. I lay half-way inside her, one arm behind her neck and the hand around her soft shoulder as if to hold her down.


But it wasn’t necessary.


She breathed heavily, struggling weakly. I knew she was enjoying the treatment she was getting. Our naked bodies steamed. My mouth and hands sought out and played with her heavy soft breasts and her stiff nipples. I shifted position, letting my face bathe in her lush, ripe, sweaty body on the way down towards her tummy. Buried my face in all that delicious softness, the slightly rounded belly, the deep navel. The salty taste of sweat lent spice to my tongue, added spice to my expectations.


I was lying with my head on her belly, observing the man between my wife’s gorgeous rounded thighs, who held her from beneath and lifted her up, drinking greedily from her sex. As if from a cup. He raised his head, his face shining with a combination of sweat and her juices. It was beautiful.


Her heavy breathing transformed into juddering groans, her body trembled, her hips lifted further towards his face. I knew her, knew that she wanted him to give more. I caught his eye. He understood my look and one of his hands found its way forward, slowly sliding a finger inside her. He was experienced, he found her immediately and orgasm shot through my darling. I knew how he could feel the contractions, all that pumping, animated deliciousness around his playful finger - it was as if I was there myself. I knew that if he stopped playing, just kept still inside her, just filled her up, her orgasms would continue as long as he stayed there.


“You want to watch another man taking me,” she’d said once a long while back. I hadn’t answered, hadn’t dared to answer, but my silence was enough confirmation in itself. And we both knew it. Years have passed. It has never been mentioned again. My fantasy has had a lot to feed on over the years. May be hers has too. Now the time had come. I was happy it hadn’t happened before. The full maturity of her body was more beautiful, sensual and desirable than ever before. What was formerly naked lust and raw unsatisfied fantasy had been replaced by a warm pleasure in being able to share my darling with someone else.


I shifted position, supporting myself on one elbow while admiring the naked couple. He wasn’t really anything more than normal to look at but together with her he was beautiful. He was making her feel good and I loved him for it.


He looked at me again, wanting to go on. I gave him a gentle nod. I considered his naked body as he rose to his knees. Virtually hairless, well-trained, a heavy jutting cock, the foreskin pulled back, the hunger to force his way into the naked unknown woman, a woman he’d met for the first time only four hours ago. He knew me from before.


She spread her legs, exposed herself, showed herself to the two of us, who greedily stared at her naked sex, glistening from sweat and sexual juices. Hungry. Wanting to be taken and used. Wanting to be fucked.


She halfway up, reaching forward with one arm and grabbing his thick cock, wanting to shove it into her herself, wanting to watch as she did so.


I sat up. I wanted to look at her too, wanted to look at him. Wanted to see that big dick approaching between her spread thighs and disappear into my wife. Wanted to watch when it took possession of her.


He was careful, but nevertheless so big, that she gasped when he pushed his way into her.


He found her secret places with ease. Places that only I had known before now and filled them up. Her arms and legs blindly sought him out and clung around his body. Two naked people, unknown to each other, intertwined. All the same, there was more than this than raw desire. This was love-making, feelings and sympathy. Two strangers enjoying each other. And with plenty of time for pleasure.


For my own part, I was bursting. My cock was rock hard and almost painful. I wanted to enter her too, conquer her at the same time, but I was forgotten. The only thing that existed for them was the other’s unfamiliar body and the opportunity to greedily help themselves.


The slow movements gradually became more urgent. His groans mingled with her whimpering. They pumped each other fiercely, wanting to draw as much as possible out of the other. He had great staying power and gave her all he could as thanks for being allowed. As he moved to withdraw, thinking that she wouldn’t want his sperm inside her, her legs held on to him like a vice. I knew. I knew she wanted his come, wanted to feel it spurt against the pulsing walls inside her pussy. We had both lived before we met one another, were both experienced adults. We had been open. She’d told me about her past, I told her mine. We shared experiences and learned from each other. Men had emptied themselves into her and she’d enjoyed feeling the hot come flood into her. Had felt her pussy afterwards, collecting the sperm running out of her on her fingers and licking it up.


And then it was over. She lay on her side. The man lay down behind her with one arm around her. One of her breasts rested heavily in his hand. Her eyes opened and looked at me. They were heavy and I could see that she was satisfied. It had been good for her but she was still not finished.


She freed herself of his arm and squatted over my face, wanting me to taste her, and to taste him. And I did, allowing my lips to slide about her juicy, glistening pussy, catching his sperm on my tongue, breathing in the smells of their juices, the pungent aroma of cock left by the stranger who’d just emptied himself into my wife.


She slipped off me, then lay on her tummy across the broad double bed with her head resting against my neck. The second stranger, who up until now had been sitting on the edge of the bed, was now allowed to approach. He had no time to waste, had been waiting his turn a long time and, swiftly lifting my wife’s hips, pushed into her from behind with one powerful thrust. He stood over her and took her like a dog. Pumped her hard, almost brutally. She whimpered. Clung on to my stiff cock. I held her tight. It could almost have been rape. It didn’t take long. With a guttural groan, he emptied himself inside her before collapsing to his knees beside the bed.


We had undressed her the moment we came into the room. Removed one piece of clothing at a time, caressing her luscious woman’s body with our hands and lips as it was slowly revealed. Although I knew her body to the tiniest detail, I was as excited as if seeing and touching it for the first time.


Afterwards, we others undressed each other, rather shyly, but it was what she wanted and we did as she asked. She’d asked us to fondle each other - she wanted to watch - and we’d gone along with that too. We’d have done anything to be allowed to use her.


She’d manoeuvred us onto the bed, bent over us and grabbed and tasted the first stranger’s cock and then the other’s. But not mine.


She made me grasp the thick stalk belonging to one of them, put her hand behind my head and steered my face down towards it. Both he and I hesitated, but I opened my mouth and took his cock inside me, let him face-fuck me until such time she thought it was enough and stopped us.


It had become late afternoon. We all lay completely naked on the bed. Our bodies partly over one another, partly alongside. As if someone had simply thrown us down. Drowsy and exhausted. Hands had groped weakly about for something to feel. One had found one of her breasts, someone else’s fingers lay calmly between her thighs, feeling the moisture. One cock or another was occasionally shoved lazily towards her mouth, then another. Got her to take them half way in before she let them go again. Her hand, which was resting on my chest, was sticky with cum. The sight of the man taking her from behind while she held my dick had been too much for me.


In the hallway, a gong let us know that the seminar was reconvening in half an hour. The men found their clothes, got dressed and left. The break was over and they had to take a badly-needed shower and make themselves presentable before the next round of lectures. Participants at the seminar I was leading.  
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