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         The house belonged to Arne’s old school friend and best friend, Fritz. Arne felt at home here and was better known than the other guests at the housewarming party. He’d given Fritz a hand with the move and helped repair the apartment. He’d also helped Emma with some of the decor, which Fritz knew nothing about. Emma had shown Arne her gratitude in her own, unique way; one spring afternoon, as they were working on the house, putting up curtains, she’d pulled down his cut-off jeans without warning, pulled out his dick and sucked him off until he came. 

“As a thank you for helping out,” she’d told him with a big grin. 

It had been one hell of an experience because Emma wasn’t just good at it, Arne had been standing on a rickety chair, balancing precariously with a curtain rail in his hands in full view of an open window overlooking the people on the beach at the end of the garden. Afterwards, Arne had been allowed to demonstrate his skills with his tongue between her two freshly waxed pussy lips. 

As Arne circled among the guests, he noticed a lonely brunette with a rather noticeable and rather voluptuous bosom. ‘Wow, what a woman!’ he said to himself and headed in her direction.

“Hi,” he said. “Are you bored?” 

“A bit,” she answered, glancing up at him. “Are you one of Fritz and Emma’s friends?” 

“Perhaps their one and only,” Arne replied, smiling at the brunette. 

At that moment, one of those so-called ‘tough guys’ appeared. He was wearing what looked like a tailormade suit that fit him perfectly. “So that’s where you are Maud! Come on, let’s go. We’re leaving!” 

“Already? We haven’t had the chance to talk hardly anyone yet,” she said, glancing at Arne, who could only shrug as she reluctantly left with the tailored-suit, disappearing amid the crowd of party guests.

Just as Arne was about to continue stalking the room, his name rang out. 

“I’ve been looking for you. We’re so glad you came.” 

It was Emma. She was wearing a rather loud dress and hadn’t made any attempt to hide her beautiful body. 

Arne’s eyes were literally popping out of their sockets. “Do you want to go upstairs? I’m bored with all the...” 

“Not now, darling. Fritz won’t let me out of his sight. Another day when we’ve got more time, OK?” Emma laughed and went off to mingle with the other guests. 

‘True enough’, thought Arne. A second later, he felt a hard slap on his shoulder. 

“So here you are, mate. I saw you a moment ago. Your eyes were all over some brunette’s cleavage. You could barely take your eyes off her. Was she wearing panties?” 

It was Fritz, smiling proudly, looking like he was the most important person in the room. 

         “Yes, but tiny ones,” laughed Arne and patted Fritz. 

“Pretty good party, isn’t it? Have you got a drink?” Fritz looked down at Arne’s glass. Whispering, he continued: “There are a lot of beautiful single women here, aren’t there? Don’t be shy. Go talk to a few and give it a go. You never know your luck. Now, I need to mingle. Talk to you later,” he quipped. 

‘At this rate, nothing’s going to happen,’ thought Arne. He put the empty glass down and looked for something else to drink. As he did this, he noticed a blonde who was looking right at him. 

“Hi,” she said. “You must be Arne, right? Emma was telling me about you.” 

“Yes, spot-on,” replied Arne, smiling as he approached the blonde. She was wearing a nice, pink silk top, a very short leather skirt and black stockings. 

“Emma told me that you’d helped her put up the curtains. You’re pretty clever, I understand. It’s not so easy to handle a long pole, is it?” 

The blonde flicked her hair back and licked her lips. 

“Er... it’s OK if you have a bit of help.” Arne smiled mischievously. 

         “You need to be two to do it, don’t you?” That’s what I say. I’m Belinda,” she said, introducing herself, standing closer to him. 

Belinda had quite a bit of make-up on. Perhaps a bit too much. She’d used quite a lot of blusher on her cheekbones. Her lips were a dramatic shade of red, drawing attention to her unusually wide mouth. From where Arne stood, her nose was pretty big too, but she was still attractive. Even though her silk blouse hung in folds from her broad shoulders, Arne had to admit that her breasts were no larger than a couple of bite-size Norwegian Christmas coconut macarons – and just as pointed. 

“You’re a nice guy,” she cooed. “It’s a bit boring standing here. You know the house, don’t you? Feel like showing me around?” 

“Sure, no problem,” Arne replied, putting his arm around her waist, leading her up the stairs to the second floor. “There are a lot of exciting rooms in the house...” 

“You’re trying to seduce me, aren’t you,” said Belinda, flirting. “It needs to be somewhere we won’t be disturbed.” 

“Exactly what I was thinking,” said Arne and led Belinda along a tiny corridor to a tiny room, hidden away at the back of the house; it was used to store tools and painting equipment. “No one will find us here... Only Fritz and I know about this room.” 

As soon as Arne had closed the door, Belinda threw herself at him, pressing her full mouth against his, kissing him, letting her tongue slip into his mouth between his lips. Her hand found his crotch, and she took a firm hold of his throbbing penis. 

“Feels great,” she murmured, kissing Arne, her tongue deep in his mouth. 

         Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, Arne looked for an opening to her top while he pressed Belinda against a table where, with one sweeping gesture, he sent rolls and rolls of wallpaper crashing to the ground. 

“Stop mucking about!” laughed Belinda. “Just undo the zipper.” 

Within an instant, Arne’s hands were inside her top, fondling Belinda’s small, pert breasts. He caressed them as best he could, although there wasn’t much to fondle. It was the first time he’d ever laid his hands on such small, pointy breasts. 

“Oh,” Belinda chuckled. “You’ve done this before, you naughty boy,” she said, while her fingers started to undo his zipper, pulling it down in one harsh movement. She put her hand inside his trousers. 

Belinda’s fingers were soon wrapped around Arne’s stiff dick. She started French kissing him again, while gently tugging at his dick. Suddenly, Belinda slid down his chest, got down on her knee and fondled his dick, gazing at it. 

“It’s so beautiful,” she snickered. “Little Belinda’s going to take you on the trip of a lifetime,” she cooed.

Then she took him in her mouth, taking his dick as far inside as it would go. If Emma was good at giving a blow job, Belinda was amazing! 

‘Heavenly,’ thought Arne, watching her suck it all over, up and down. She took him deep into her mouth, wrapping her tongue around the tip of his penis. 

Just as quickly as she’d started, Belinda let go of his dick, got up and pulled off her silk top. Panting, she unbuttoned his trousers and pulled them right down. 


“Get up on the table,” she told him, and pulled his trousers off, throwing them to one side. Arne didn’t need to be asked twice. As fast as he could, he also whipped off his jacket and shirt and lay down on the table, leaning on his elbows so he could see Belinda as she went to work on him. 

“You’ve got a good body,” Belinda said, rubbing her hands over his chest, squeezing his nipples, spreading his legs and rubbing his cock up and down. “This is just what you need,” she told him, and leaned forward and rubbed her small breasts against his dick, wet with his juices. 

Arne sighed, wanting to show her that he could use his tongue too. He longed to tongue fuck her, lick her clit, taste her juices. “How about...” 

         “Not so fast,” Belinda said, and took firm hold of his dick again, lifting it right up and gave it a big lick. With her other hand, she squeezed his balls, and rubbed underneath his ballsack, her hand brushing against his asshole, but nothing more. 

“Oh, Belinda!” Arne sighed, twisting on the table, ready to come. 

         “OK, it’s my turn now,” Belinda said, letting go of his dick and standing with her back to the table.  

“Yes,” groaned Arne, hot with desire. He crawled down the table and kneeled in front of her. With his tongue, he explored Belinda’s stomach, licked her bellybutton, and fumbled frantically for the zipper of her short skirt. He found it, unzipped it and began to pull it down. The first thing to come into view was the black suspender belt. “Ah!” sighed Arne, taking a little bit of it with his teeth. He tugged more on the tight-fitting skirt, and her garter came into view. Arne couldn’t believe his luck. He was breathing faster now, his excitement clearly. Her skin was smooth, and he was sure she was the kind of girl to have a full Brazilian wax. His dick throbbed at the very thought, and he just wanted to take her, fuck her hard over the edge of the table, spunk his juices up inside her. He wanted to do it now so he could lick it all up afterwards. Finally, her skirt slipped down over her things, revealing her white panties. 

But what the hell...? Arne couldn’t believe his eyes. In the middle of her white panties, written in ink, it said: “Dear Arne, Thank you for all your help with the house. Fritz & Emma.” The mischievous bastards, he laughed. 

Arne whipped off her panties. Now it was finally time... Belinda was going to get some dick. But at that very moment, a pale little cock bounced out of the panties into view, pointing sky high as if ready to greet the dawn chorus. It was stiff with a violet coloured nob, covered in juice from the excitement. The words, ‘What now Little Arne?’ flashed through his mind. 

Shit! He supposed they’d come too far to stop now. So Arne grabbed hold of Belinda’s little dick. ‘Some time has to be the first,’ he thought, and carefully took it his mouth, beginning to suck. He hesitated to begin with like a typical new beginner; however, he was soon faster, shocked by how he was feeling. It wasn’t too bad, after all... 

And at that moment, someone switched on the light in the room. 

“SURPRISE!” 

         Arne heard voices he recognised. 

         “We thought you’d appreciate our little surprise.” 

         It was Fritz and Emma and some of the party guests. Standing in the doorwayatching! 

      

   


   
      
         
            In Disguise
   

            By Para Dox
   

         

          
   

         The party started to peter out early and turned into something more of a pre-party gathering. The collective where we live usually arrange a costume party a couple of times during the term. The theme is usually either a historical period or sometimes a place: like the 1920s, 1950s, Mallorca Beach Party, or the Wild West and so on. When it comes to choosing a costume, not everyone is as bold, so this time we made it easier and invited friends and acquaintances to a drag party. 

Right from the start, we realised we’d gone too far. Only ten people turned up. Usually at least thirty come to the parties. This was definitely the worst turnout so far. I was dressed in black, wearing a turtleneck sweater, black velvet trousers and a velvet suit jacket. I’d gone for ‘the stylish male student’ look. It had been hard to hide my breasts, but I’d settled on tying bandaging around them to keep them pressed down. My short black hair was gelled stiff and combed forward into a kiss curl. It looked so good I was at risk of falling in love with myself. 

Only three guys had dared to come along. Petter was dressed in a long black dress, black velvet gloves and high-heeled shoes. Lisa, his partner, had done his make-up. Torbjørn and Mikkel hadn’t taken it seriously at all, only bothering to show up wearing jeans and t-shirts with socks shoved up their bras. Among the girls, there was a predominance of lumberjacks, a slick Christian-rocker, a pimp and two ‘regular-looking’ male students. 

We were quickly chugging back the booze. I’d bought red wine for the occasion whereas the others had brought beer. After an hour, Mikkel and Torbjørn began to moan it was boring and wanted to head out on the town. 

“It’s the last time we do this, anyway,” said Annette. She was already pretty drunk having guzzled several glasses of vodka and orange over the last couple of hours. 

“I agree. Still, it was worth a try,” I said, trying to be upbeat. After all, it had been my idea. 

         “I said right from the get-go that it wouldn’t work,” sighed Merethe. 

I couldn’t be bothered to say anything else; instead, I got up and left. For once, I couldn’t be assed to go to Mirage. There was already a line of smiling, laughing drunk people queuing outside to get in. I headed to Circa instead, a bit further down the street where the sound of jazz was coming from some speakers. 

Only a couple of the tables were taken. I sat down by a window and stared out at all the happy people passing by. The bandaging around my breasts was beginning to get uncomfortable, but I wasn’t giving up on my costume yet. A drag party had been a great idea, no matter what the others said. They were just cowards. Besides, I actually thought I looked pretty hot. After all, I’m the kind of person who can definitely fall in love with myself. 

“Hi. I don’t think I’ve seen you here before. I’m Marit.”

         I quickly glanced up, snapping to attention. A girl with long blonde hair was standing by my table. 

“Hi, I’m Katrine. I usually go to Mirage,” I said truthfully. 

         “Oh, sorry. I thought you were a guy,” she said blushing. 

I smiled. My outfit was clearly a success. “I was at a drag party.”

         “Oh, right.” 

She headed quickly back to her own table where a bunch of other girls were sitting. I sat staring out the window and a few moments later, Marit and her friends left. As Marit was walking away, she turned back to look at me and clearly licked her lips. 

The tables were beginning to fill up now with people who’d obviously got fed up with loud music and drinking. I figured it was probably about time to head home. I’d achieved my mission. But going home to a bunch of irritated housemates didn’t really appeal. Unfortunately, I didn’t really have much choice, dressed as a man. 

Just then, I saw long blonde hair wandering along the street. It was Marit, a bit unsteady now that she wasn’t with her friends. It looked like she was walking slower and slower the closer she got to Circa. Finally, she stopped outside, stood up straight and walked in. For the second time that evening, she came over to my table. ‘Was she going to have a go at me for dressing up like a man?’ I wondered.

“Is anyone sitting here?” She glanced at the free chair right next to me. I shook my head, shyly. 

“You’re the most gorgeous guy I’ve seen this evening, you know?” Her brown eyes were deadly serious. She leaned across the table, her large breasts partly covered by her arms. 

“Really?” was all I could say. 

“Do you want to come back to my place?”

I didn’t know what to say. Did she mean that she wanted to...? That we...?

         “I’ve never... I mean, I don’t usuallysleep with women.” It was true. There, it was out there now. I’d said it. 

“Me neither. But you’re a guy this evening remember, so...” There was a twinkle in her eye, but her words were deadly serious. I thought about the irritated lumberjacks back home in the collective. 

“Why not? It can’t hurt.”

         We both smiled conspiratorially. Then I emptied my wine glass, we got up and left. 

Out on the street, she pulled me towards her, put her hands behind my neck and kissed me. I felt her wet lips together with mine. I opened my mouth, carefully sliding my tongue into hers. She tasted of Cider and cigarettes. My body was tingling all over. Was this just because of the excitement? The feeling of doing something I’d never imagined in my wildest dreams before?

When we finally resurfaced for air, we went over to the taxi rank. I glanced cautiously at her. She was really stunning. Slim, but not too skinny. We got into the queue for a cab. The curve of her breasts was clearly visible under her jacket, which looked very thin – too thin as spring had barely begun. 

“Are you cold?” I asked her. 

She looked at me and blushed, nodding. I put my arms around her and pulled her close. I could feel her breasts against mine, which were still bound down by the bandaging. She lay her head on my shoulder. 

‘So this is what it feels like to be a man,’ I thought. It was nice. I gently rubbed my hand down her back, caressing her tight butt. I felt her soft, wet lips against my neck, turned my head and kissed her. I felt a tickling sensation between my thighs, where it was hot and wet. Marit put her hands on my butt and pulled me towards her.

“Hi! This one’s free....”

Without noticing it, the taxi queue had whittled down, and now an empty cab was waiting. Blushing, we climbed into the backseat. 

Marit lived at the end of an island in a large apartment in one of the townhouses. 

“How can you afford this,” I wanted to know, while she fumbled with the keys. 

         “I don’t live alone,” she said. “Er… I maybe should have mentioned. I live with my ex.”

“Is it OK?”

“He’s gay. That’s why it didn’t work out between us.”

“You must be good friends.”

“Yes, we are. Really good friends,” she replied. 


She opened the door, and I found myself standing in the red entrance hall of her apartment. The lamps on the wall were black. Classy. 

“Do you want some wine?”

“I think I’ve drunk enough this evening.”

“Me too,” she smiled and then kissed me again. “Shall we go into the bedroom, then?”

“Yes,” I said, hesitating slightly. It’d occurred to me just what I was about to do. 

         “Relax. We can just hang out if you want.”

I nodded, and we went through the living room and into a room decorated with dark blue wallpaper. Her tongue was practically in my mouth before she’d even shut the door. Her hands were all over my butt, and it felt like she was trying to squeeze her way in between my buttocks. One of my thighs was pressed against her crotch, and I began to grind it against the seam of her trousers. She groaned with pleasure. My whole body was trembling.

Then we toppled onto the bed. I could feel her entire body against mine through our clothes. She was breathing heavily. I sat on top of her and began to unbutton her shirt. At the same time, I felt her undo the top button of my trousers. I pulled off my jumper, removed the bandaging from around my breasts and took off her shirt. She was wearing a black lacy bra. I carefully ran a finger over a nipple and heard her gasp for breath. She took both my breasts in her hands and started to massage the tips of my nipples with her fingers. I sat up, gently pushed her hands behind her back and reached up and unfastened the hooks of her bra. I couldn’t help but admire her gorgeously pert round breasts once free from by her lace bra. Moving quickly, I used my tongue to stimulate her nipples. She took a sharp intake of breath,  and in an instant, I was sucking one of her breasts, the entire nipple in my mouth. I pressed my lips against it, using the tip of my tongue to play with top of her nipple. Marit heaved a big sigh, breathing out with a deep sense of satisfaction. 

Soon, I felt her fingers touching my wet slit. She’d got my trousers and panties down around my knees. I pulled them completely off and then helped her take off hers. She was wearing a black lace g-string. I pulled it to one side, which revealed her glistening wet pussy. She had a complete Brazilian and looked as smooth as silk. The inner lips hung heavily down outside the rather narrower outer lips. Slowly, I licked my forefinger and placed it at the top. I could feel her clit twitching. I waited as long as I could then let my finger glide down her, moving it backwards and forwards without pushing it into the pulsating hole of her vagina. Without any hesitation, I bent down and placed my face right in her pussy. 

“You don’t have to do it if you don’t want to,” she whispered, but it didn’t feel like she meant it as she was lifting it even closer to my mouth as she said this. Close to her, I could feel her heat. 

No matter what, I wasn’t going to stop. I put my tongue out as far as I could, flattened it and then licked her from top to bottom. She groaned at the top of her voice and mumbled something I didn’t quite get. Then she said more clearly “In the bottom drawer...”

I got up and went over to the dresser that was next to the door and opened the draw. Inside, there were several dildos. One of them was fastened to an intricate system of straps. I picked it up. She came over and picked up one of the larger dildos. 

“Let’s use this one,” she said and swapped the little skin-coloured one for a large black one. 

She helped me strap it on, and there I stood with the largest cock I’d ever seen dangling between my legs. 

“Isn’t it... er... a bit big?”

“No, it’s fantastic. I’m incredibly wet.”

It felt so heavy between my thighs as I wiggled it backwards and forwards. As it swung, I felt the top of the dildo rubbing against my clit, and I imagined what it would be like to watch it slide into her, and how it would feel. 

Back on the bed, I carried on with my tongue for a while longer, sucking her wet lips, tickling her clit with the tip of my tongue. It felt like sucking the seeds out from a ripe quarter of a tomato. But the taste was completely new to me: it didn’t resemble anything I’d tasted before. She struggled, impatient now, so I got up and using my hands, guided the dildo towards her wet opening. She looked expectantly at me. Her eyes were half-closed. 

“Take me. Come on, take me hard.”

And so I did as she asked, thrusting inside her, holding on to her hips, pushing the dildo repeatedly inside her again and again. She clung to my breasts, squeezing my nipples so hard it almost hurt. I lay on top of her and could feel my hairy cunt against her smooth waxed pussy. Our lips at both ends meet. I rubbed myself harder and harder against her, both of us closer and closer to coming. 

Suddenly, I felt something soft between my wet lips, something both soft but also stiff. I looked at Marit. She was smiling past me. I turned around, and there was a guy with dark hair standing there – totally naked!

“Meet my flatmate, Gabriel,” Marit said, smiling at me. 

“Isn’t he gay?” I whispered in her ear. 

“Yes, for the most part. But he likes it down there,” she said, indicating her pussy. “Is that OK?”

“Sure,” I said but didn’t have much time to think about it as I felt him start to push his way between the straps, getting between Marit and me. 

I could barely move. Gabriel had pushed himself between the straps and my strap-on dick and was now practically inside me while my dick was in Marit. It felt like I was competing for space in Marit’s cunt: I’d never known anything like it, anything so delicious. 

Gabriel pushed deeper, finding that special spot inside me and I tried to turn around, but the straps and dildo made it impossible for me to wrap my legs around him, and I started to cramp. So did Marit. As I struggled, the vibrating top end of the dildo, close to my clit, sent waves of pleasure through my entire body. It felt like it would never stop like this would go on forever. But as the tremors began to fade, I felt Gabriel start to thrust himself deeper inside my wet cunt, and then he came with a short gasp of delight. There was a chorus of groaning, but it was impossible to tell my own roar of pleasure from the others. 

Slowly, I came too, lying face-to-face with Marit. Behind me, Gabriel slipped out and collapsed on the bed. We remained totally silent. I didn’t dare think about what had just happened. Instead, I concentrated on my breathing and slowly extracted myself from Marit’s soaking wet cunt. She was already sleeping with a happy smile across her beautiful smile. I kissed her, but she didn’t wake. I looked at Gabriel, and said on a crazy impulse: “Do you want to?”

He blushed and nodded gently. 

“But I’m not taking that one!” He pointed at the huge dildo hanging between my legs. He undid the straps, and suddenly I felt quite naked. He picked up the dildo that had originally been fastened to the straps and then I understood why they still lived together and what Marit had meant when she said they were “really good friends”. 

This time, I managed to fasten the straps myself. While I was doing this, Gabriel found a bottle of lubricant in the dresser. “Lubricate me as well as you can,” he told me. 

And again, I did as he asked. He leaned over. I spread his buttocks and buttered his crack until it glistened. I carefully touched his tiny tight hole. At first, it clenched together but then opened up like a flower – a flower that welcomed my slippery finger. After that, I put the tip of the dildo next to his asshole and covered it with lubricant. He sighed contentedly. I slid my hand forward and grabbed his dick. It was already hard with expectation. 

Carefully, I pressed the dildo against his opening. The dick made my pussy tingle as he relaxed and let me slide in. It felt totally different to slide inside him compared to Marit. He let me a little further in, but I pulled it out then pushed it in and out again, a little harder each time. My whole body was on fire. He groaned, the sound coming from deep within his throat. I gripped his hips tightly and then thrust the dildo into him again. He loved it, pressing his ass against me, so I went in deeper.

“Get one of the bigger ones,” he told me. 

“Do you want me to change?”

“No, use it on yourself.”

I selected a blue one, a bit smaller than the black one. My pussy was so wet it opened easily up again, and I slipped the dildo into me. It was good to feel something inside again. I felt it slowly vibrating. It was as if the quivering dildo sent off the one in Gabriel’s ass; I could feel it tickling my clit while the other end slid in and out of his ass. It was wet, warm and amazing. 

He asked me to fuck him harder, quicker. His deep groans grew louder. I was enjoying it, enjoying pushing inside him, harder and harder. I reached out with my other hand and grabbed his cock. Keeping at the same rhythm, I wanked him at the same time as I thrust the dildo mercilessly into his ass until he went wild, almost fighting to get loose. I stopped immediately and pulled the dildo out of his amazing, wet hole. From the sound he made, I realised he didn’t want me to stop. 

“More,” he pleaded. “More!”

I rammed the dildo back into him in one violent thrust that caused my body to shake inside. I felt his dick release a long, powerful gush of cum and it went on and one as if it would never end. 

Exhausted, I lay down on top of him. 

“I didn’t do it too hard, did I?” I whispered, worried. 

“Oh, no. Not at all. It was amazing. Fantastic. Thank you.”

I fell asleep with the hard black dick inside his ass. At some point later, I noticed that it had slipped it out and we lay together on our sides. 

When I eventually awoke, I didn’t remember where I was. It was dark, and I couldn’t move, tied to something heavy. Then I remembered. What in the world had got me to go along with this? It was crazy. Who were Marit and Gabriel really? I carefully undid the straps I was still wearing and silently got dressed. Then I left. 

All I knew was that she was called Marit and didn’t usually sleep with girls, and he was called Gabriel and preferred boys. 

      

   


   
      
         
            Varatio Delectat
   

            By Peter, Nèrum
   

         

          
   

         Masturbation is great sex. I masturbate a lot, and I particularly enjoy it with my gorgeous wife, Eva. I enjoy those trembling, fantastic ejaculations as I come. I love that total feeling of relaxation afterwards. A good thing about masturbation is that it’s always ‘at hand’, so to speak. You can make yourself come if you’re suddenly feeling horny, or if your partner isn’t in the mood to make love. Sexologists say that it’s healthy to masturbate, so it’s great that you can combine something pleasurable with something that’s good for you. I also believe you keep yourself young by masturbating. 

I get turned on by good, erotic photographs of people playing this lovely game with each other or flicking through Cupido. The same applies to erotic videos online. There are so many these days! I always get a massive hard on by this kind of visual stimulation before my own private one-on-one session. When I have a wank, I like to do it calmly, intensely and have a bit of fun with images of wank fantasies going through my mind. 

But just like it’s important to vary your sex life with your lover, you need to vary the way you play with yourself if you’re not going to get tired of it. 

A few years ago, I read an article by Betty Dodson in Cupido. Something she said really resonated with me: 

“Fantasy role-playing starts with yourself – and with masturbation. One of the first things you need to explore is role-switching and imitating the opposite sex. A man who enjoys masturbation in nylon panties gets closer to his sensual feminine side, and a woman who plays with herself decked out in a leather motorcycle jacket comes into contact with her assertive masculine side. This kind of adult game acts like a balm to soothe the way the rest of your life is caught up playing ‘Me Tarzan, You Jane’ – or so-called ‘normal’ gender roles. Role-switching isn’t just a turn-on; it’s also the best way to create greater empathy between women and men.”

Betty Dodson’s wise words have continued to influence me. In fact, they gave me the incentive to try masturbating in women’s nylon panties, or wearing suspenders and a garter?

         

Spicy ‘French’ lingerie wonderfully perks up your sex life. It’s amazing to fondle Eva’s great legs when she’s wearing smooth nylon stockings. It’s beautiful to see her breasts displayed so strikingly in a see-through bra. ‘So why not throw caution to the wind,’ I thought, ‘go the extra mile, wear some sexy lingerie and feel it on your own body!’

The thought of this excited me in a very particular way, even if it wasn’t totally foreign to me. I’d often played with the idea of wearing lingerie in my fantasies. But now, thanks to Betty Dodson, I was going actually to make my fantasy come alive!

So off I headed to buy a variety of lingerie. The sweet girl in the store must have thought I was buying presents for a very large women as the sizes corresponded to my large, extremely athletic body. I smiled, mischievously at my secret. Then I hurried home to try my purchases on. 

I stood naked in front of the large wall mirror in the bedroom, and I put on an exquisite black suspender belt with lace trimmings around my waist; then I attached a pair of thin black nylon stockings. Finally, I slipped on a pair of practically see-through French knickers with wide, lacy trimmings. 

Immediately, I felt an immense sense of well-being, feeling the exquisite lingerie against my skin. My reflection in the mirror was exciting and strangely exhilarating. It had a formidable impact, and I felt amazing. My dick stood appreciatively to attention and was soon playfully bobbing about in front of my lace-clad belly. The large and excited head had outgrown its protective foreskin, and I could see that my recently shaved ballsack was nice and tight around my plum-shaped balls. 

I turned a little backwards and forwards towards the mirror, caressed my smooth nylon-clad legs and was thrilled by the sight of my erection, merrily jumping and dancing about under my see-through panties. It was amazing to see my dick, beautifully framed by the black suspender belt which stretched down over my muscular thighs, down to the top of the nylon stockings. 

With my masculinity wrapped up in such intriguingly, intimate feminine attire, I felt that it brought me closer in touch with my feminine side. Just putting on this exquisite lingerie had been an incredible turn-on. It gave me a sense of freedom to have conquered some gender-biased prejudices, releasing my imagination and conjured up new fantasies. 

But by now, I was also incredibly horny. My right hand slid in beneath my nylon panties and firmly took hold of my dick. And then I began to wank off. 

         

I was so excited that it didn’t take very long before a liberating, fantastic orgasm shook me, semen dribbling through the nylon panties. Suddenly, the lingerie was no longer of interest to me so now, happy and relaxed, I undressed put my regular clothes back on. 

It had been such an enormously erotic experience to masturbate in women’s lingerie that it wasn’t long before I was regularly wanking off in suspenders and stockings. 

The best thing about this way of wanking is that Eva looks on understandingly; she’s interested in my newfound sexual desire and propensity for suspenders, a garter and nylon stockings, and masturbating before or after we’ve made love. I appreciate her support so much. Yes, she’s even bought me a black lace corset to die for, glossy nail varnish and several pairs of nylon stockings. 

She even came home one day with a pair of fishnet stockings. She wanted to see if I looked good in them when I was having a wank; she suggested I try them on immediately! I was so happy that I undressed on the spot, putting on both the corset and the new fishnet stockings. It was incredibly erotic that I got a hard-on almost immediately. Then she sat down and, with a mischievous smile, asked me to wank off in front of her. 

Yes! Of course, I got straight to work with a bit of merry handwork, beating my meat. What made this game even sweeter was how she looked on with such interest and satisfaction. Slightly out of breath but happy after completing my task, she kissed me and said it had been a bit of a turn-on to watch my performance. 

Since then I’ve often stood in front of her, legs trembling, my lower body encased in a stocking belt, garter and nylon stockings, wanking off while she looks lovingly on, pleasuring her clit with a dildo. Yes, indeed, she also adheres to the noble art of masturbation. 

So now we often masturbate together when having sex. Of course, we’re both clad in amazing, saucy, French lingerie. In this way, we both get to enjoy this little sex game, which turns us on when we see each other’s lustful, horny faces. We call it: tandem-sex.

If Eva comes before me, she’ll occasionally put the tip of my cock in her mouth, wrap her lips around it and tickle the underside of it with her tongue. The mere sight of this alone gives me added pleasure and causes me to come. She takes the semen in her mouth and sucks on it, slowly and pleasurably, from sheer enjoyment. It’s almost as good as eating oysters, she tells me. 

On other occasions, she has a thin rubber glove on her right hand, covers it with lubricant and massages me. The sight of this, her loving hand wrapped around my dick, tugging up and down until the silvery-grey love-juice rolls out of it, is tremendous. The times when visual arousal meets physical pleasure is undoubtedly when I get my most intense orgasms. 

         

This is how we make love now. Our sex life has got a new and exciting dimension. If ever we fall out, it usually soon passes. A ‘tandem-ride’ is all it takes to set us on our way together again. 

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Watching
   

            By Nima
   

         

          
   

         It was a hot day. I was sitting in the park in front of the cathedral. It was great being able to leave a stuffy office to enjoy lunch on a bench surrounded by little sparrows hopping about. Those hungry little eyes convinced me to break off a bit of my bread, sharing out some of my wealth. I cast my gaze over the people lying scattered across the grass: the loved-up couple; the elderly ladies clutching their handbags on their laps; the young boys sprinting away from their slightly hysterical mother.

         A beautiful young woman by the steps of the cathedral caught my eye. She was dressed all in white and her long blonde hair tumbled down over her bare back. She disappeared into the cathedral. I stayed where I was and enjoyed the image of her in my mind. She had a way of carrying herself that really caught your attention, something that told you there was something very special about her, something sly. I sat a while, contemplating how rare it is to find someone capable of grabbing your attention with nothing more than their presence.

         Lunchtime was over and I had to tear myself away from the image. 

         The next day, I decided I wanted to see her again so I made my way down through the cathedral park for lunch, letting the sparrows do their thing while I desperately searched for her. I wasn’t particularly hopeful. We don’t have many regular church-goers in Norway, especially around her age. But she did come, exactly the same way, and headed into the cathedral. I chucked my packed lunch in the bin and entered the cathedral, trying my best to look like I fit in. She was sat on a pew in the cool interior of the mediaeval cathedral. It was just her and the warm light shining from the chandeliers. 

         She was sat upright with a straight back. She had tied her hair up into a knot, showing off her sleek neck and leading my eyes down towards her bare shoulders. Looking at her was a wonderful experience. I sat on the very back row, quiet as a church mouse, and simply enjoyed the sight of her, wondering who she was and why she was here. She sat for a while, as quiet as I was, before sighing heavily. Actually, it was more of a sorrowful moan. The sound filled the quiet room and I was sure I saw the lights flicker in its breeze. She got up calmly and let her hair out, running her hands through it, before leaving. She didn’t look in my direction as she left, but I could see that her eyes were glazed over and her cheeks were flushed. She looked content. I sat back down and wondered what on earth I was doing and who she was.

         For the next two days she was nowhere to be seen but I felt a powerful force pulling me towards this beautiful creature – she had awoken my curiosity. On the third day, with the sun shining, she came. But she wasn’t alone – she was with a girl who was as dark as she was light. They smiled and laughed and went straight into the cathedral. I waited a while before following, trying to make my way silently through the heavy cathedral doors. I did not sit down. Instead, I leant against one of the columns at the very back, hiding in the shadows. My eyes had to adjust to the darkness inside the cathedral after the bright sunshine outside. She was sat alone on a pew right at the front. I tried to find her friend, but couldn’t see her. 

         She had left her hair loose today. She also wasn’t as composed as she had been before. Her head was tilted back so that her hair fell over the back of the pew. She was twisting and turning in tiny, delicate motions to find a comfortable position, and she lifted one leg up onto the pew so that I could see a single, bare knee. Suddenly, I felt all the blood rush to my groin. My God, what was she doing? Or rather, what were they doing? ‘Definitely not praying and sitting in contemplation,’ I thought. I felt my heart beating faster, trying to stop me falling over in surprise. I stayed standing, watching her gentle movements, her angelic hair rolling in waves with every little motion. My brain started to reconsider, and I realised that the thoughts and images forming in my mind were rather pleasing and comforting to my lady downstairs. The dark-skinned girl was eating her out, she had to be. An image formed in my mind of that dark-skinned face greedily licking at her pussy, sucking her clit hard, sticking her tongue deep inside her and licking all the way round. A powerful vagina that throbbed tightly around her tongue, and firm thighs tensing up with pleasure. I was completely overcome with desire at the mere thought of it all – I couldn’t see anything. I had to be careful not to moan or to start committing that same sin already being committed in the quiet cathedral. Images flashed through my mind. I saw the delicate but eager hands of a woman grabbing hold of a dark-skinned face, forcing her deeper into her wet and warm pussy. The other girl’s playful tongue and her soft red lips that nibbled at her, the red polish on nails that carefully wound their way up the inside of her thighs and found their way into the cave of desire, helping the tongue bring joy to this most beautiful angel. 
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