
   [image: Cover: Commando Time by Cupido]


   
      
         
            Diverse
   

            Commando Time
   

         

          
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Commando Time

            Original title:

            Perfect Strangers. Smugleseren. Timen uten truse.

            Copyright © 2019, Hverdag AS/Cupido and SAGA 

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726350371

             
   

            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.

             
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Perfect Strangers
   

            by Mia Sol
   

         

          
   

         We were in Greece, in the baking heat. The sunlight was bright and intense, but I could still feel a soft breeze caressing my sweaty body. Not a cooling breeze, more like being brushed with a feather. 


The rugged, raw scent of salty water stung my nose as I approached the little harbour that was filled with lots of boats bobbing up and down in their characteristic dark blue hue. Weather-beaten fishermen with tanned faces glanced up at me as I passed them. Their eyes had stared out at sea and the horizon for so long that they had that particular look on their faces as if they had caught the sun right in their eyes.


I sat down at an empty table on the bridge, observing the men working with their nets. I ordered a small carafe of white wine from an older waiter and enjoyed the cold drink as I waited for the boat to come and take me to another island. The sun pricked at my legs, and I breathed in the day deeply.


One of the men helped me across the plank that led onto the boat. I was about to pull my hand back when I noticed that it was being held firmly in a tight grip. I looked up right into a pair of black, bottomless eyes set quite close together. I smiled slightly sheepishly and said in English, "Thank you, I can manage myself." His hand held firm for a moment longer, and he mumbled something in Greek while he surveyed my eyes, and a little smile crept over his face. It gave me butterflies when he looked at me that way.


I lurched across the deck, looking for some shade. The boat was full of tourists and the crew. I slid myself down onto a free bench by a table full of men. Feeling slightly timid, I observed them in secret and saw their eyes all over me. One of them was a rather handsome guy with strong, supple legs and fair skin. He smiled at me, and we exchanged a few niceties about the weather and the boat trip.


I felt slightly exposed among all these men. I'm not a teenager anymore, and my body is somewhat more mature and curvaceous than it was all those years ago. Life had started to leave its mark on my face, but my legs were still long and slender, and my breasts were larger and softer than before.


I climbed the stairs to the top deck of the boat and found myself a place in the sun. Finally, we reached the first island on the trip. 


I hopped off the boat and found some shade under a bamboo awning by a little restaurant next to the boat. My two admirers from the trip over were also sat there eating lunch. When I noticed them, I pulled a small orange t-shirt over my bikini top. I felt their gaze burning into my breasts and wondered if I shouldn’t perhaps have dressed a bit more appropriately for an eatery. I smiled at them and sat down on my own.


I sipped at my cold white wine leisurely, like a cat, and looked at the dappled light falling through the bamboo. I felt the closeness of these two sailors like a distant yet pleasant interest. I saw them watching me with their steely gaze as I simply enjoyed the laziness of being there. They chatted among themselves for a while before turning to me and asking in English, "Where are you from?" "Is this your first time in Greece?"


I felt the closeness of his dark eyes as if I were sat next to a radiator. His eyes were not soft like velvet, they were black like a pair of wells that don't really let the light in. His dark, intense gaze stared into my blue eyes, and I felt apprehensive but at the same time weak at the knees. Nevertheless, he always kept his distance, so I didn't feel oppressed by his interest. His body was firm, smooth and muscular. Although he was muscular, he was also lithe and well-proportioned. His arms were beautiful, like those of a builder with glistening, fresh skin. His skin was dark after days spent in the sun, and he told me that he was called Dmitri and that he was from a family of gipsies. The other man, Nico, was a bit cooler and laidback, more "civilised" both in his dress sense and his appearance. Lighter, more "Scandinavian" but with a beautiful smile that stretched across perfect teeth, and dark, intense, wavy shoulder-length hair.


Lunch was over, and after a quick dip in the sea, it was time to get back on the boat. The sea, emerald green earlier in the day, had now taken on a darker colour of deep blue. There was almost no-one on the boat, and I collapsed into a chair on the main deck. The boys on the boat were a bit more relaxed after the hardships of the morning, even if the crossing was a bit choppy. It felt like riding an infinite sea aboard a nutshell. Slightly pale, but in good spirits, I accepted the raki that was offered to me in a small glass. The strong liquor sat in my stomach like a soothing guest, and I felt relaxed and slightly drowsy.


We still had another hour until we made. Dmitri kept coming up to me and checking whether I was okay. I threw secretive glances at his narrow, muscular behind and at the ease with which he worked. It’s easier to play out the fantasy a bit more when there’s some distance between you and it.


I went up to the top deck to relax a bit and lay down on the floor to stretch. I was alone up there since none of the other tourists dared come up this high in such rough conditions. I felt myself floating in time with the waves, and let the rolling movement of the boat rock me to sleep as I lay on my belly with a rug under my head.


Half-dosing, I felt something warm against the back of my neck. A careful hand was running over my neck and shoulders. I turned around slowly and was met by Dmitri’s dark gaze. Slightly dazed and groggy, I let him stroke me along my burning, sun-starved skin. He whispered something, slightly nervously, as he pressed his firm, warm mouth over my neck. I remained utterly passive, acting as if I was still dreaming. His dark, colossal body blocked out the sun, and his closeness was powerful and intense.


He continued to stroke me as he mumbled softly in my ear in Greek. The tension that had been building between us all day meant it was only natural that two strangers such as us would meet like this. I looked up at him and felt his burning heat surrounding me.


I turned around slowly so that he could feel my breasts against his naked, brown torso. He moaned quietly as I whipped off my bikini top and let him feel my nipples poking against his chest. “Dmitri,” I whispered, “what if someone comes up here?”


“That’s a risk I’m willing to take,” he whispered back with his lips against mine.


He was a fantastic kisser. Firm, soft lips, powerful and greedy, yet, he was still soft and waiting for the response he got. I rubbed my breasts against him softly and felt my breath catching in my chest. I kissed him on his nipples, nibbling and sucking on them until he groaned. I felt his hands trying to find their way into my tight shorts, searching for more naked skin.


His lips explored my breasts, and I moaned with pleasure. My entire body was shivering, and my crotch arched itself towards him carefully.


"We can't!" I tried to whisper. In reality, the time for reason and logic had passed, but the thought of the other passengers was still at the back of my mind.


He continued stroking me down the inside of my thigh and around my waist. I loosened the buttons of my Levi’s shorts so that he could slip in more easily. His hands slid under my waistband and found my hard, soft and wet clit. I was already overflowing with juices, and he looked me right in the eyes when he noticed how wet I was.


“You’re super sexy because you’re so wet,” he whispered in my ear in English. He gently pushed two tentative fingers into my crack. I was overcome and wriggled out of my Levi’s. The rough wooden planks had been rubbed smooth by the salty seawater that splashed over them all day long. I noticed that he too was hard as a rock inside his jeans. I continued to stroke him along his side and over his back with one hand, while with my other, I tried to undo his trousers. I stuck a hand down into his pants and felt his generous, rock-hard member. It filled my whole hand, and he moaned loudly. I pulled his trousers down using my thighs while I used my hands to free the huge, beautiful beast. I grabbed him with both hands and felt it continue to grow and throb in my hands. We rolled around on the deck as large waves crashed over both of us - not that we noticed much. He pushed my bikini bottoms to the side, and I finally felt his colossal, dark cock inside me. Our eyes met in a haze as I coaxed it into position. I moved towards him, first tentatively, then harder and harder until finally, it felt as if I was flying through space. My head felt like there was a tornado in it, and I was on another planet. He thrust into me powerfully and held my butt in an iron grip so that I wouldn’t slip away from him on the wet floor.


When it nearly began to hurt, he slowed the tempo, and I managed to find my rhythm again. I held onto his strong body tightly, wild and crazy. The water washed over us as we clung on to one another. I felt at one with heaven and earth, and with the raw wooden planks that I felt almost etched into. I exploded against him and around him, my mouth against his and my thighs locked around him. Again and again and again...


Afterwards, we lay on the floor, me with my head against his chest, him with an arm over me. We couldn’t help but laugh when we saw our bedraggled appearance. Wet, long and tangled hair, and bodies sprayed with seawater that had started to dry in white heaps of salt.


I was about to reach over for my bikini top to get dressed when I realised that somebody was watching me. Instinctively, I knew that it was Nico. I acted as if I hadn’t noticed him standing at the foot of the stairs. I left my bikini top lying where it was and turned back to Dmitri. He was beginning to come to and gave me a soft kiss on my mouth.


The idea that Nico had stood there and watched us was an odd but at the same time exciting one. I have no idea how long he had been there observing us.


I gently played with Dmitri's nipples and immediately got a response. A light touch was all it took to stoke the fire again. He began to kiss my breasts delicately, and I felt my engine firing up once more. I let my tongue slide up and down his chest, over his firm midriff and along his snail trail to the colossal, dark member that was ready for battle once more.


I stole a glance towards the stairs where I saw movement. I let my tongue slide tentatively along the soft skin on the side of his cock. Dmitri shivered violently and raised his head to follow me with his eyes. I met his black eyes and, with a gentle smile, let my lips slide over his large head. His body tensed, and I felt him quivering as I began to move my mouth around his member carefully. I massaged his balls gently and found the sensitive area underneath his sack, rubbing it in between two fingers. Dmitri bent over now, twisting, about to come in my mouth.


I slowed the tempo a little bit to keep him waiting. I too was awash with juices and began to lose self-control. I more suspected than actually saw that we now had company up on deck. A pair of strong hands grabbed my breasts from behind and began to massage them gently. I groaned with desire and removed my mouth from Dmitri’s pulsating stake for a moment.


Nico kneeled behind me. There was a glint in his eyes. He'd been watching us for a while and was now more than ready to join in the game. I smiled at him and bent over Dmitri again.


Nico kissed me along my back and stroked me around my midriff. His hands were all over me, on the inside of my belly and my inner thigh. He felt his way into all my nooks and crannies, and my cup overflowed. Then, his member was in position behind me, and he began to tentatively push himself inside me. His shoulder-length hair tickled the back of my neck as he began to thrust against me faster and faster. I tried to match his rhythm with my mouth around Dmitri's member, and suddenly he came so violently I was almost thrown overboard. The sight of his ecstatic body and the rhythmic movements from Nico caused me to explode. Everything went blank, and I was thrown up to heaven and back. Then Nico came in me, powerfully, as he clamped himself to my back.


We lay there completely dazed and spent with just the sea, and the sky above us snuggled like peas in a pod. The sun was setting and the evening breeze cooled our feverish bodies. The sky had taken on a golden, pastel hue with a bright pink sun that burnt above the Mediterranean before being suddenly swallowed up by the sea and disappearing.


We slowly got to our feet and stumbled down the stairs to the main deck. Soon we saw the lights from the town shimmering out there in the dark as we approached the harbour. The boys had to get to work, and I collapsed onto a deckchair with ice-cold ouzo as I observed my two beautiful men at work.


It had been an exciting meeting between “perfect strangers”.
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