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            Sweet, Sweet Horny Dreams
      

            by Soacra
      

         

          
      

         I’ve often wondered what it would be like to have several men at the same time. I mean, I’ve hit 58 and never done it with more than one man at a time. 


I’ve often thought it would be amazing to be in a massive bed with a bunch of men all once. The sole reason for each and every one of them to be there would be to pleasure me. I’d want one guy underneath me, fucking me up the ass. But his dick shouldn’t be too fat or big. I’d want him to hold my tits and lift them up so the two men either side of me could suck my nipples. 


Down there, I’d want two more, one on either side. These two would hold my knees or thighs down, spreading my legs, so I’m ready for anyone who wants to fuck me or lick me out. We’ll keep it going for the entire weekend and I’ll be fucked and sucked in every orifice until I’ve lost track of whether it’s day or night. The whole weekend will be like one long, incredible orgasm. Anyone who wants to come and fuck me can do so as much as they can manage. The only requirement is that they have to have a massive, fat cock. I love to be fucked from behind with long, slow movements by a muscular guy with a long, fat dick that really thrusts its way into my squelching wet cunt as I feel his balls slamming against my pussy from the back of my thighs. Anyone who enjoys watching is welcome to do so. 


I also dream of being at an exclusive sex club open to singles and couples. Everyone would be able to come just as they are, no matter whether they’re thin or fat, old or young – but not too young. Those that want to have sex with each other should be able to do so without anyone getting jealous or feeling excluded. 


I want to lie there stark naked on a mattress that covers the entire floor. There should be dim lighting from small, discreet red lamps on the walls. The décor should consist of low sofas with red plush and small coffee tables. The sweet scent of sex should be in the air. The sound of people having amazing sex should be playing over the sound system gently in the background.


On the ceiling, there should be a massive mirror and a screen showing close-ups of couples fucking. Everything should be about sex. I see myself lying there, ready and willing for anyone to fuck and suck me simultaneously. I’d have orgasm after orgasm while others stand or lay nearby, cuddling, having sex standing up or joining in on the mattress. I can also see myself standing with my hands on the floor, with my knees bent, being fucked from behind by a man who is as big as an ox. He’s holding me, helping me keep my balance, and at the same time, he’s shoving his cock in and out of my cunt so the juices flow. My tits are bouncing and his balls are flapping. It would be a real orgy. 


That’s my secret fantasy. 
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            by M. Munch
      

         

          
      

         She’d been there once before but was so overwhelmed that she was forced to leave not long after arriving. All the lust that was on show had shocked her: the sounds, smells and the sight of... But she couldn’t resist the temptation to go back, so after a few days, she had called the man with the deep, soft voice, telling him that she wanted to come again. He didn’t seem surprised. In fact, he seemed happy. He said that she was very welcome and that it was pretty usual that people didn’t hang around very long the first time. It’s overwhelming to experience your wildest dreams come true. 


Julie had to admit he was right. 


The address was the same as before, and she relaxed, savouring the feeling of knowing what was waiting for her. In the cab on the way there, she was aware that her body was reacting to the excitement. Her nipples weren’t stiff though because she was freezing. 


She walked over to the cellar door, was let in, paid, and she was directed to a small changing area. 


She took off her clothes, laid them on the floor and glanced at her naked body in the mirror. She was tanned and voluptuous. She went into the shower. 


While she showered, she was able to concentrate on herself completely. She knew where the soap was, the bath oil and the large bath towels. She washed her entire body with soap, then rinsed it off with warm water. She washed her long brown hair and pleasantly rubbed scented cream over her entire body before she slowly got ready to leave the bathroom, covered in just a smooth white bath towel. 


Julie hesitated outside the door, listening to the sounds coming from inside, reassuring herself by repeating the housing rules to herself, which the man with the soft voice had explained to her on the phone: 


“Those who want just to watch keep their towels on. Those that are naked, would like to be involved, but there are limits, and it has to be on their own terms. Those who have sexy underwear on and have got different types of sex toys with them, are open for anything. Everyone is anonymous.” They were simple rules, accepted by everyone.


On her previous visit, she’d kept the bath towel wrapped around her and had been left alone. She could also do that today. 


She pulled herself together and opened the door. It was a large room; the light was dim and everything was in dark colours and softly padded. The heat and rhythm of the music filling the room made her feel as if she was in another world. 


On a podium in the centre of the room, stood a woman with large breasts with small, red, pert raspberry nipples and a hand buried in her wet crotch. Behind her stood a man. He bent the top half of her body forwards and started to slide his cock in between her round buttocks. The woman closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She groaned slowly and rhythmically, whimpering slightly as the man’s hands found their way to her breasts, took hold of her nipples and pulled them. 


On the other side of the podium, a large man was pressing a skinny young woman up against the wall, holding her hands above her head with his hand. With his other hand, he was squeezing her breasts. He kissed her face and smelt her long blonde hair. A different man with a long skinny prick was kneeling beneath them. He was also completely focused on the woman and he spread her legs apart so he could bury his face between her thighs. Julie could see his tongue; he let it run up and down between the woman’s pussy lips before disappearing deep into her vagina. The woman twisted and struggled as much as possible, but iron grip of the men held her fast. Her screams and whispers became more transparent and clear, and Julie could hear her begging them to continue, to stop, to take her...


One of them put his arms right around her and kissed her, while the other gently held her hips and began to ride her with long, slow thrusts from behind. Maybe that was what all three of them had been waiting for...


Julie looked around and saw two men laying on the floor, touching each other. She’d seen one of them on her previous visit. She clearly remembered his muscular back and his mid-length dark hair that was now sweaty and wet. And she remembered the sight of his cock. The cock of her dreams!

         

Slowly, she began to move along the wall towards the two men, hoping to see his cock again. They were caressing each other, hands all over their bodies. Julie liked the sight of them together. There was so much masculinity in one place. 


One of them bent forward, sliding his face down the man’s chest and stomach. Julie’s dream cock was clearly his destination. Catching sight of it, she couldn’t take her eyes off it. It was a dark cock with a plumb-red head; a thick shaft with a juicy ripe plumb on top. It was smooth and shiny. 


She watched as the man’s mouth hungrily devoured the plumb. Julie put her hand to her wet shaved pussy lips under her bath towel - and let it fall to the ground. 


She sat down next to one of the men. Showed them her body, her desire – and her longing to be part of what they were doing. They could take her or leave it. She was exposed and vulnerable but felt no rejection. There was place for her here – a need for her tongue and her body. She crawled in between the men, rubbing her skin against theirs. She sensed how they smelt different, their voices, the scratch of their stubble, their chests, firm buttocks and sweaty backs.


Julie’s smooth, brown, wet female body was screaming for attention. Soon, their hands were everywhere. One hand lingered on her heavy chest. Another slipped between her legs and she willingly spread them wide open. A finger was slowly inserted into her. Then another – and another! Julie moaned aloud as the fourth finger entered her, but this time sliding up her ass. The plumb coloured cock was right in front of her mouth. 


Her tongue wrapped around his cock, running down its thick shaft. Then it was shoved into her mouth with considerable determination, and it was allowed to stay there. A strong grip held her head steady as she moved backwards and forwards, up and down, sucking and licking the incredibly long dick. Hands that she had just met tried in vain to cover her voluptuous breasts and a hungry mouth took the place of the hand between her legs. 


She felt his tongue playing with her clit, and a pair of hands took hold of her thighs, so she had to let go of his cock. She screamed with desire as a surprisingly large hard cock slowly pressed inside her. It was hard and deliberate. Both pleasure and pain. But it was also so good and her juices ran down her thighs. Again, she tasted cock, and the feeling of being taken in two places at once overwhelmed her. She loved the feeling of the two men losing control with her.


Tiny orgasms flitted across her body, and she sucked the cock that was pumping inside her mouth with all her might. She stroked his balls with her long fingers and felt them quiver, the cock tremble before a spurt of cum filled mouth. 


The other cock was still making its demands, and Julie focused on it, feeling it drill deep into her and filling her. It was long and felt almost rough, not smooth. The head was markedly larger than the rest of it, and Julie groaned each time it slid in and out of her. She felt she would come soon. 


But suddenly, the long, rhythmic ride was over. 


The cock slipped out of her and didn’t return. The hands let go of her hips and the body behind her slipped away and was gone. 


She returned to her senses, glancing up. The two men were now playing with each other again. The man with the plum-coloured cock was pleasuring the other one who’d just abandoned Julie. 


She felt unwanted – unsatisfied. She was confused that she was no longer part of their game. She wanted more. The sight of them still turned her on. The knowledge that just minutes ago she’d been lying between them left her confused. Why had they let her go?


Julie stood up and looked around and saw that several people had been watching. 


She started to feel used and regretting what she’d done but was distracted by the feeling of someone putting a bath towel around her shoulders. 


Julie turned to see a pair of brown eyes gazing back at her. The soft voice from the phone explained that the two men were always more interested in each other and that others had been interested in their game, but no one had ever been included as much as she’d been. It had been a pleasure to watch, he told her and assured Julie that she didn’t have to go home unsatisfied if she didn’t want to. 


His warm words comforted her. His warm arms embraced her, and she became aroused again. 


Julie didn’t go home – not yet.  

      

   


   
      
         
            Blind Passion
      

            by Roy Rebo
      

         

          
      

         “I'll tell you about my first erotic relationship,” said Sandra, and ran her hand nervously through her long, platinum blonde hair. “I’m going to be embarrassingly open and honest with you,” she said. “You’re going to be shocked. Maybe you’ll despise me but that’s a chance I have to take. You see, I think I love you. That’s why I want you to know everything about me.”


“You don’t need to if you don’t want to,” I said, wriggling impatiently in the chair. 

         Sandra lay half-naked in the bed in front of me. She’d finally asked me to come up to her apartment and I’d finally gotten her into bed. But all of a sudden, she’d had the urge be completely open. Her timing wasn’t great. 


         “His name was André,” said Sandra. Immediately, she blushed, tucking her pale breast back under her blouse as if André had been in the room. “He’s probably the most beautiful man I’ve ever known,” she said in a low voice. “His face was gentle and soft like a woman’s but also masculine. When I think of him, I can see Andrea Bocelli, the blind tenor. You know the one I mean? But that’s probably because André was also blind.”


I sat up in the chair, slightly started by her words. I listened more attentively. 


“He was a few years older than me,” she said. “Older than my girlfriends. All three of us were about 18 years old, and we were all crazy about him. The beautiful, sensitive André, who lived with his mother in a stylish apartment, and played Chopin on the piano so beautifully that passers-by would stop to listen to his music, momentarily forgetting where they were. 


“We could stand listening and dreaming for hours behind the chestnut tree near where he lived,” she said. “Our reward was to catch a glimpse of him when his mother drove him to the Music Conservatory, or when he went for a walk with his blind dog. We followed closely behind him, hearts hammering, our cheeks flushed. It’s like we were under a spell.But then our dream started to come true…” 


I got up and sat down on the edge of the bed next to Sandra, who moved to make some space for me to sit down. I stroked her cheek with the back of my hand and asked her how they got close to him. Because that’s what the clearly did. 


“We got a cleaning job there,” she said. “One day, there was a notice up in the store: Girl wanted to clean large apartment in West Oslo three times a week. Other duties when necessary. Please contact... We argued over who was going to apply for the job, but as it turned out, we were all hired and ended up sharing the job. 


“I was the first,” she said, and then told me how it had been. 

         André’s mother had shown Sandra around the apartment, pointing at things, giving her instructions. “And in here is my son Andre’s workroom,” she said, carefully knocking on the enormous door. 


André’s melodious voice had then asked them to come in and Sandra crept into his room as if she was walking on glass, curtsying as if she was a little girl, finally standing face to face with the man of her dreams. I imagined she didn’t dare look him in the face. 


“My son, André is blind,” his mother said. “I’ve got Sandra with me, André. One of the girls I mentioned. She’s 18 years old and has shiny, platinum blonde hair. If I’m not here and André requires something, I’d appreciate it if you’d tend to his needs, Sandra. If that’s OK with you...”


It was. Sandra explained that she’d nodded, her cheeks blushing, finally daring to look at André, studying his pale skin, his soft features, the closed eyes. 


“I’ve “seen” you before,” said André, flaring his nostrils. He raised his face, sniffed, and offered her his hand which was both soft and strong. As his hand clasped hers, as their skin touched for the very first time, it hit Sandra like an electric shock. Flushing red and hot, she stood there spellbound, his fingertips lightly touching her skin, touching each particle in a way that made her feel as if she was being undressed, naked. He yawned and drew his hand away. He smiled. “Do you play the piano?” he asked. 


“A bit,” she whispered. 

“I’ll teach you more,” said André.


And that’s how it began. Already on one of the first times she was there, he interrupted her cleaning and asked her to join him at the piano. She sat on the piano stool while he stood close behind her, leaning over her, moving his hands softly across the keys while he hummed, his mouth against her hair. She felt the hairs on her neck stand up, and goosebumps forming on her skin. He turned her on. And she couldn’t say a single word when he whispered into her hair that she was the most beautiful girl he had ever met. “Your friends are also beautiful,” he said, “but you’re the most beautiful of them all. 


“How do you know?” she finally said. 


“I can feel it,” he replied. “Like a tiny flutter in the air. And I can hear it. I can smell it. Each time you followed me, I was secretly studying you. And now, when you walk around the apartment here, I experience your beauty through the way you breathe and the sound of your footsteps on the parkette. But still... I can see you most clearly when my face sinks down into your soft, scented hair like now, and when my fingers touch your skin, that soft smooth skin with the tiny hairs that stand up when I do...”


As he said this, he ran his thin, sensitive fingers up along Sandra’s naked arm, right up the wide sleeves of her summer dress. And before she knew it, his fingers had crept under the fabric, sliding gracefully towards her breasts where he pulled the cups of her bra down. Time must have stood still. All of a sudden, her small (and practically untouched) breasts were in his hands. She gasped but otherwise did nothing. She just sat there with her eyes closed while he stood behind her with his hands on her breasts, fondling them, squeezing them, stroking and nipping them, running his fingers over them in circles. It felt so incredibly good that unconsciously she pinched her thighs together to stem the flow of desire gushing through her genitals. 

Sandra paused, leaning back on the pillows for a moment.  Her eyes were still closed as they had been as she had clearly and openly relived what had happened. I didn’t say anything but was definitely aroused: my boxers felt much tighter now. I edged carefully closer to her, putting a hand against her blouse. I opened one of the buttons and then touched her creamy, pale breast. It was small and edible, the tip pink and hard. I took a breath.... and then held her soft, warm nipple in my hand. I squeezed it gently. Ever so gently.


Sandra continued her story. 

         “He took me into an adjoining room,” said Sandra with a low voice. “I didn’t protest very much. I mentioned his mother, but André just chuckled quietly. I didn’t need to worry about her, he said. She knew when to stay away when she wasn’t wanted. Then he undressed me.”


Lying on her bed, I did the same to her now. I opened her blouse and gazed at Sandra, sitting in front of me now, her torso bare. Simultaneously, I imagined her standing passively by Andre´s bed, dressed only in small white panties, while his hands and fingers, as light as a breath of wind, explored her young soft skin, touching every millimetre of her body. 


“I have never known such fingers,” she said with a trembling sigh. “So sensitive, yet cautious. But capable of starting a fire within me that I’d never known before. His fingertips barely touched me, but they created such a deep longing inside me that it was impossible to leave. I stood there, paralysed, and let him take my panties off. I gasped as the garment fell away and then watched as got down on his knees. I felt his fingers run cautiously over my stomach, felt them linger down there by the soft rise between my thighs, before they danced into the forest of pubic hair, gathering around the very core of me. But they didn’t touch it. They just circled it. Stroked it and teased. It made me crazy! I felt tight and tense, my juices streaming. I was wet and open and absolutely ready. Yes, I can see it as it is... But nothing happened, not before he leaned his face against my stomach and let his warm tongue slide over my navel before going down on me

         

“And you just stood there,” I said, my voice croaking. Sandra was wearing tight denim pants. I’d already undone the buttons. Underneath, she was wearing white cotton panties, just like on that occasion. “And you just stood there,” I repeated, then pulled off her blue trousers. She didn’t resist.


“Yes, I just stood there,” she said. “But I also screamed with desire. As his fingers finally slid down and into my hot pussy, his tongue lay like a warm cushion on top of my clit. It was then that I screamed, unable to control myself. I blacked out; it was so powerful. I squeezed my thighs and suddenly found myself floating through the air. He had lifted me up. He carried me to the enormous bed. He lay me down on my back and began to undress me. He kept his eyes closed the entire time, but he was smiling and now and then he touched my skin as if to feel that I was still there. And then he was suddenly naked. He was so pale and beautiful. Soft, but also strong and muscular. His stomach was flat, and his butt was firm and found. His penis was as white as ivory, except for the maroon, shiny head, and it stood slightly bowed, pointing up towards his navel. He was certainly as horny as I was, which thrilled me. I longed for him to put it in me.”


I could see the two of them before my very eyes. I tried to say something, but my mouth was dry. All I could do was grunt. Then I tried to breathe more calmly. I removed Sandra’s white panties and then touched her between her legs. I parted her thighs and saw the slightly swollen pussy lips curled around her blushing damp cleft. 


“But nothing happened,” said Sandra. “I mean... he did everything except take me. He kissed me and licked me; he made me come again and again. And he gave me his cock and let me do the same to him. But he didn’t want to fuck me. As he finally came all over my breasts, he whispered that I mustn’t be disappointed. Something was missing. I had to learn to understand how it was for him first. Had to learn to ‘see’ without my eyes before we could finish what we had begun.”


I didn’t reply. I was too busy trying to remove my clothes. Sandra’s eyes followed me. She caught sight of my dick, protruding over my trousers. 


“It looked exactly like that!” she gasped. “André’s cock. Let me hold it.”


“Yes, sure!” I said, willing getting in position. I was acutely aware that I was proud of the slightest resemblance to André – her Adonis! He was my role model, my teacher. A gentle as a butterfly, I touched Sandra’s skin with my fingertips, stroking the edge of her breasts, her nipples; I ran my hand down her stomach and abdomen, circling in on her pussy, while she softly held my cock, touching it but not looking.


“So he set up this event,” she sighed, continuing with her story. “My three girlfriends and I were asked to come to his apartment one Saturday night. None of us had mentioned it to the other previously. We didn’t dare discuss André with each other. We were scared of hurting each other. Silently, we followed him into a room we’d never been before; a dimly lit room. From an adjoining room, we heard the buzz of several voices. 


Suddenly, André stood there holding four blindfolds. One for each of us. “Put them on each other,” he said. “Do it properly. You mustn’t be able to see even the slightest glimmer of light. Tonight, your eyes will be blind, but your bodies will see.”


“We did as we were told. Blindfolded, we followed him to where the voices were coming from. Everything went silent. It was bizarre standing there, knowing that other people were looking at you; that they could study you while you could see nothing. Unless they were also blind, that is. Like André... But we didn’t know anything standing there. I listened and could hear someone breathing. I could feel the slight vibration of someone walking across the floor. And when I sniffed, I could smell perfume or aftershave, maybe something that reminded me of smoke. A hand... several hands, I could feel against my body. But I have no idea how many it was.”


Sandra explained that the strangers’ hands undressed each of them.  “Hypnotically, slowly, they removed our clothes until we were completely naked. I was carefully led across the floor towards something that felt like a low bunk bed; a padded bunk with soft, really soft leather. It wasn’t wider than my legs hanging down on either side as I lay back with my legs spread. That’s how they wanted me. Wanted us. That’s how I was lying when all the fingers, their lips touched my bare skin.”


Just like now, I thought and lay my hand over Sandra’s throbbing pussy. The damp heat felt hot against the palm of my hand. I pressed down and could feel the longest finger slowly moving inside her warm, wet pussy. If I closed my eyes, I could imagine her lying naked, spread out, unable to see them kneeling or standing around her in the bunk, whether or not they were women or men, young or old. 


“Oh, yeah! It’s so good,” she gasped, gripping my cock even more tightly. She moved her hand quickly several times. “Good, like it was back then. It was so amazing lying there, feeling and indulging in the pleasure without having to give anything back, just giving my body to them. But then they lifted my hands and signalled that they wanted me to reach out and touch. One or another put my hand against what must have been their diaphragm. I pushed it down and pulled it back. But several other hands led me down to what was obviously a dick – a big, fat dick considerably bigger than Andrés. I clenched it in my fist, feeling how throbbing and hard it was. I loosed my grip and daringly felt along the shaft of it, filling my hands with the hairy, heavy balls, feeling the ballsack rising and falling in the palm of my hands.”


“At the same time,” said Sandra, “at the same time as I was touching the stranger’s cock, a number of strangers’ hands that I didn’t recognise touched me. They touched my face and my neck; their hands circled my stomach and my hips; they caressed my breasts, stroking up and down my thighs. Moist tongues licked me; noses sniffed and stroked my skin; lips found their way forward and sucked my nipples. I was just waiting for them to find my pussy, to finger or tongue fuck me or whatever, and drive me to orgasmic heights.”


“But it didn’t happen,” continued Sandra. “Their hands and mouths were everywhere except where your amazing hand is right now. It’s like they promised something but didn’t. I was so horny, so horny and thought that if they could see – all these strangers around me – they couldn’t fail to notice how I was feeling. My legs were spread wide open, and blood was hammering hot through my swollen pussy lips. I could feel my juices oozing out of me, drenching me, running down my thighs. In desperation, I played around with my hands and found a new belly, soft and round, and pulled it down towards my bushy, lush pussy.”


“I calmed down,” said Sandra. “Hesitantly, I moved my fingertips across this unfamiliar landscape; it was a woman. I ran my hand down to this stranger’s slippery pussy lips, lubricating them even more before attacking her clit. She moaned and turned away slightly but came back wanting  more. She pressed her hot, wet cunt against my fingers and almost snapped them back. She moaned so loudly when she came. She’ll do the same for me know, I optimistically thought. But, no. Absolutely not. She just disappeared and another stranger came forward. One after another, they sought out my fingers. Women and men. They were satisfied, while I lay there gasping with unrequited lust. It was incredibly arousing, but at the same time so awful. Finally, I couldn’t cope anymore. In desperation, I tried to get up, but they held me back. 


I gave Sandra a comforting kiss on one of her breasts. Bit and carefully squeezed her nipples. Her hand was resting passively on my stiff cock, which was now full of unrequited lust! “Was that how you wanted them to do it to you?” I mumbled as I bent down between her thighs. I opened her up as carefully as I could and licked her slowly and deeply, up and down and in, until she was shaking with pleasure. I could smell how horny she was. I could feel it, hear it, taste it. But I could barely see it. At this proximity, Sandra was just a reddish-pink dense fog obscuring my view. 


I had to slow things down. Sandra couldn’t talk with me doing this. I stopped, wanting to hear the rest of the story. 


“One of them climbed up on the bunk where I was laying and sat on me, straddling my breasts. “With my hands, I could feel a slim, strong body with skin as soft as a child’s. Between muscular thighs, I found a rock-hard dick, slightly bowed and curving up. ‘André,’ I thought, relieved. I opened my mouth and almost immediately his cock was between my lips.  I kind of felt like I could see it even though I was laying there in utter darkness. My senses acute. As I opened and closed my lips around his cock I could feel the pressure against my palette, touched it with my tongue, taste it.... could in a way see it just as easily as I can see your’s now.”


‘You won’t soon be seeing it,’ I thought, and a wet strip of Sandra’s pussy, then moved my mouth up across her stomach, licking her between her breasts, along her neck towards her chin and then her mouth. I kissed the mouth that had been talking to me and rubbed my dick between her thighs. I found and pressed it against her mute lips, which opened up. I pushed myself into her. All the way in. With a powerful thrust, I pushed deeper and deeper, making her groan out of her as we melted together. 


“And so, what... then?” I whispered, shaking. 


“He did the same to me as you’re doing now. He lay on top of me and pushed his cock inside me. Then he lay completely still in the darkness. Body to body, we lay together as one, listening to the others sighing and groaning, yells and tiny screams. Now and then I could just make out the sounds of my friends among the other voices. But then I heard nothing but the beating of my own heart and blood rushing, bumping against my eardrums. Because he took me so deliciously. So incredibly. Caressing the inside of my body with his dick... just like you...arh... are doing with me.... oh... that’s so incredible!”


Yes,it was incredible! 


Slowly, Sandra and I descended into a river of pleasure, becoming caught up in the rushing rapids. We took each other and gave each other. We fucked until the sweat ran from our bodies and our juices overflowed. When I came on her, she rubbed my semen in circles over her stomach, smiled and then held up a finger up to her mouth. She sucked it and savoured it with her eyes closed. 


“But... then what?” I whispered barely audibly against her sweaty ear. 


“There wasn’t much more,” Sandra mumbled and yawned. “They removed our blindfolds.” To our great surprise, the room was completely in the dark. None of us had seen anything. And as for André... All three of us we convinced it was André who had fucked us in the dark. But who knows... A couple of months later he moved to a music conservatory in Austria.”


I lay there thinking. “You know what,” I said, after a while. “Not to tease you, but I bet they turned the lights off right before they took of your blindfolds. They obviously didn’t want to be seen. I bet there was dazzling light in the room while the three of you were lying there naked on your bunks. I’m not saying that they used floodlights, but it’s probably best not to know!” 
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            The Mountain Hike
      

            by Aniara
      

         

          
      

         There was a scent of moss, rocks and damp soil, as there is on most autumn evenings in the mountains. A pair of women’s boots stood in the hallway.

         I was hiking in the mountains. It was autumn and I was surrounded by strong, golden colours. I’d been hiking for a few days and had three days left before I had to head home and return to work. On a nice break hiking in the mountains, off the beaten path in the off-season, I found exactly what I needed – peace and quiet between the mountain peaks, the wind whispering over the heather at night. I had a heavy rucksack and tired legs when I sat down on a rock to rest. I was hungry and ate the remainder of my packed lunch. I was due to reach the mountain lodge in an hour, where I would sleep for the night before moving on. Since it was the off-season, there weren’t many overnight guests in the lodges. I’d also chosen a route best suited for experienced hikers. Even though I spent most of my time alone, I wasn’t lonely. Lighting a fire in the evening and sitting in front of the flames on my own was a nice break from hectic everyday life, constantly surrounded by loads of people. Staring into the flames with complete darkness outside was a form of therapy. I had a drink and continued onwards to the lodge I’d picked out on the route. Then I noticed that dusk was falling, and the evening chill seeped in between the mountains like a thick fog. There was a scent of moss, rocks and damp soil, as there is on most autumn evenings in the mountains. I entered the lodge and found a single pair of hiking boots in the hallway. When I placed my boots beside them, I realised they must be women’s boots, since mine were enormous by comparison. The boots were clearly well-worn, just as mine were. In other words, the woman spending the night was an experienced mountain hiker. The boots were wet and surrounded by two small puddles of water. I took off my rucksack and rested it against the wall. Then I entered the living room. The fireplace was already lit and was crackling and warming the room. Several items of clothing were hung up in front of the fireplace and the rucksack was also drying there. She’d clearly had a mishap and fallen into the same stream I’d nearly fallen into on the way here. A small candle was burning on the table and a woman sat there reading a book with a sleeping bag pulled up to her shoulders. Her hair was still wet. Her skin was flushed from the heat of the fireplace and she was exceptionally beautiful.

         She looked up at me timidly and said “Hi”. Then she buried herself in her book again. It wasn't that I didn’t feel welcome, but she was clearly shy, since she blushed when I entered. She was surely completely naked inside her sleeping bag since all her clothes were wet. I fetched my rucksack and toiletry bag with the most essential items and figured I’d take a well-deserved shower. I entered the small, sparsely-equipped bathroom and undressed. My body was sore, and the warm water worked wonders. I dried off and the smell of soap replaced sweat and muddy legs. It was lovely to feel clean, a feeling one otherwise takes for granted in everyday life. I returned to the living room with wet hair and clean clothes. She’d made soup in a pot in the kitchenette. She sat there sipping from a large cup of hot, steaming soup. “Help yourself”, she said and pointed to a cup she’d put out for me. She must have been naked in the kitchen while I was showering. Now she was back in her sleeping bag. I felt the clothes hanging to dry and determined that they probably wouldn’t be dry before tomorrow morning. “Good thing the sleeping bag didn’t get wet”, I said with a smile and poured soup into the cup. She laughed and the ice was broken. She told me how cold the stream was and how her teeth were chattering when she finally arrived. “But now I’m nice and warm”, she said with a smile. I smiled back and thanked her for the food.

         I was tired and unfolded my sleeping bag and stripped down to my underwear and shirt before tucking myself in. I thought I would have a chat with her before going to sleep but then we just fell silent. The candle had burned out and only the smouldering fire filled the room with an orange glow. Although I was tired, I was left staring into the ceiling. I couldn’t sleep. Thoughts of her, naked, whirled around in my head. It was just me and her here. I tried my best to shift my thoughts to something else but when I heard her sleeping bag rustling and two bare feet walked across the floor, the thoughts returned. It was driving me mad. I turned around as quietly as possible to catch a glimpse of her entering the bathroom. In the light of the fireplace I saw her small waist and pear-shaped bottom. I could see she was slim and had strong legs. Her hair reached almost all the way down to her bottom. She hurried into the bathroom and probably hoped I hadn’t seen her. Perhaps she thought I was sleeping. Then I heard the shower running for a while. Lying there and waiting felt like an eternity. Finally, the door opened. She was wet and just as lovely naked. Now I saw her breasts as well. Firm and just the right size to cup with my hands, I thought. She wasn’t wearing have a towel – it was hanging up to dry ...

         I’d expected that she would have snuck back to her sleeping bag since she seemed so shy. I pretended to sleep as she approached and hid as well as I could, pulling the sleeping bag slowly over my eyes so she wouldn’t realise I’d been lying there watching her. But perhaps I’d been wrong. Perhaps she wasn’t so shy after all – she pulled the sleeping bag down from my eyes and smiled when she realised that I was still awake. She didn’t say anything and just smiled as she pulled the sleeping bag further and further down. I wasn’t cold. I was close to the fireplace and her skin was warm as she straddled me and pulled off my underwear and shirt. I was lost for words at how wrong I had been. There was no sign of shyness... She edged her way down to my feet and I felt her bottom against my legs before she pushed herself between them and bent down. I didn’t know what to say or do and felt caught off guard. I felt the tip of her tongue circling round and round the head of my cock which was bulging in her direction. She pulled back my foreskin and I felt how warm and nice it was to slide in between her lips. She licked and sucked, jerked and squeezed my balls and could tell I was oozing precum since I heard her swallow. She continued like this until I felt a jolt in my cock. I was just about to gush in her mouth when she stopped and turned around so that she was sitting astride my face.

         I saw the most beautiful, wet and horny pussy I’d ever seen. Warm and velvety soft. She was shaved smooth and I realised that a razor can sometimes be one of the most essential items in a mountain rucksack. The tight little hole was wet and glistened in my direction. Her clit tempted my tongue which I extended and gently touched to her clit. At once, she trembled and I pulled her closer to my face, pressing her pussy against my mouth so that my tongue could do as it pleased. I stuck my tongue into the little hole that was tempting me so. Inside, it was warm and wet. I tasted and swallowed the juices that trickled down my tongue from inside her. Then I kissed her labia, moving from the innermost to the outermost points, before licking her clit which by now was erect like my cock that bulged in her mouth. Together, we found a rhythm and it was lovely to feel a warm mouth that squeezed, sucked and licked, all while I watched her pussy.

         She began to rotate her hips, grinding against my tongue. She grew wilder against my mouth and sucked and jerked me more vigorously as she was clearly approaching climax. The way she slid up and down my tongue and set the rhythm on my face, her scent and how she tasted while she sucked me so passionately, it made me the room spin. I lost all control and began to fuck her mouth just as she was fucking my tongue and I ejaculated in spurts into and down her throat, as deep as she could take me. She repeatedly swallowed and the motion was a blissful feeling. Shortly after, she came against my tongue. By now, my was tongue inside of her while my fingers massaged her clit. I could feel every little contraction around my tongue. She moaned so sensuously and gasped like an innocent, shy little girl... But looks can be deceiving, as I learned on my mountain hike...
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