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         The only thing she can think of is that last day at his office in Oslo. She takes a deep breath and feels her ears grow got. “Don’t wear panties in Paris!” he said! And the sudden finger in her butthole later. “I’m no fuckbitch!” she hissed. His smile was peculiar, his golden tooth glittered.

         The great big sliding glass doors facing the garden are open. The afternoon sun warms her skin and makes the luminous green, splashing surface of the swimming pool glimmer like diamonds. The May air flows in with its scent of sweet roses and the humming of busy bees.

         It's a Saturday afternoon. Kari is flat out on the sunbed with her eyes shut, dreaming. Her straw-yellow, smooth hair flows, and her arms are limp at her sides.

         Just then, he comes sauntering across the tiles—Fredrik, her boss, and the owner of this luxurious villa in Versailles, just outside Paris.


         Her heart thuds hard in her chest, and her hands get sweaty.


         He’s wearing a light suit and a black silk polo shirt. His salt-and-pepper hair lies like a helmet around his head. His sparkling eyes and the wide, pale lips give him a refined, cool look.

         Her cunt knots up; her cheeks get warm.


         Once he reaches the sunbed, he sinks to his knees and puts his long, slender hand at the nape of her neck. Bends down buries his face in the valley between her breasts. Again, she feels that mysterious, tantalising feeling of powerlessness washing in over her body and soul in his presence. She simply has to surrender herself to him and pushes her bare breasts hornily to his lips, kisses the thin hair by his ear. His fingers sneak in beneath the hem of her bikini bottoms and keep going to her warm, wet hole. She sighs. His mouth drools happily to a nipple, he takes her hand and guides it to his flies. She unzips him shakily. All she wants to do is serve him, taste his goods. They practically pour forth into her hand, and his equipment takes her breath away. He's as long and hard as she's dreamed, and she's not surprised that it's cold as steel. The man is unusual from one end to the other. She lets her fingernails scrape against the soft skin of the wonderful cock, pulls the foreskin back, twists her head down, and licks the bluish-purple dickhead with the tip of her tongue. It tastes salty. His balls lie in her hand, soft and cool like a newly hatched chick. She lets the dick slide in between her lips while slowly jacking him off with one hand, sucking and suckling it. He moans and stands up so that she can pull his trousers off. He pulls off his jacket and his polo before falling to his knees beside her again. He peels off her bikini bottoms, grabs the bottle of sun cream, and starts lotioning her tummy. She gives in to pleasure, every cell in her body shivering with delight.


         “The contract looks good!” he purrs over her. “You’re everything a boss could wish for. My young, blue-eyed, Norse goddess, I’ll have to reward you!”

         Her desire is flaming hot and endless. Her lips feel big and warm, and she shakes from arousal and anticipation.

         “Frank and I have been collaborating,” she moans. “I can’t take all the credit!”

         "Mmm," Fredrik says as he licks, nibbles, and suckles her ear. His tenderness is overwhelming. Is it true, or is it a dream? She's floating on a cloud of happiness. She opens her eyes just a little and flutters her eyelashes at the cute wrinkles at his temples.


         Outside the glass wall, a gardener with a baseball cap, blue overalls, and a resolute look on his face carries a spit in one hand and cypress in the other. His eyes search through the grass for a suitable place to use the spit to make a hole for the cypress.


         Her eyelids slide shut again. She stretches lazily beneath his hands, which he fills with more oil and starts massaging her breasts in circular motions. His voice is warm and affectionate above her head: “You’re different. I was wrong about you; I like you very much. You're a woman with depth and soul!"


         She opens her eyes again and laughs happily, disappears into his irises, and feels a sincere tenderness for him. This is love: Sensitive fingertips and beautiful words. He touches her nose tenderly with his tongue, caresses her neck with his fingers. “Fuck me,” she thinks and breathes rapidly, “Stick it in, you’ll feel my depth and soul, I’m burning for your long cock, I want to feel it slide in and out of my horny cunt!”

         His fingers rolled her nipples, and sparks shoot through her body. His tongue slides across her tummy in long, warm licks- His thumbs gently caress the insides of her thighs, the newly shaven mound of Venus and the shaved, moist pussy slit. She spreads her legs hornily, and his index finger circles deftly around her anus. Her mucous membranes glow when two fingers slide from her anus and into her cunt, exploring the folds in there.


         “Your cunt is as tempting and soft as a scallop!”

         “Oh, dear God,” she moans. She’s in the seventh heaven.

         “Your butt tattoo is so cute,” he mumbles tenderly.

         “Dear Moses!”

         Time stops. She lets herself be enveloped by him, rolled around, turned, and caressed. He folds her buttocks aside, pours a few drops of oil on her butthole. She screams, and it's such a cold and pleasurable tickle and her butthole puckers to the size of the head of a pin. He laughs, satisfied with himself, and massages her butthole with his finger until it's soft and open. Tickles her just inside the opening. Waves of pleasure wash through her body. It feels so ridiculously good. She pulls her knees up so that he'll get better access and gasps with sweet anticipation.
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