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          I met her at a party – where else? At one of those parties that ends up spanning a couple of days, where you eat, drink, sleep in a tent, and don't do much else. I was standing with my husband and a buddy in the middle of the large tent when I suddenly spotted her. She stood near the exit, alone, calm and easy-going, letting her searching eyes glide across the gathering of people. She was small and slim, and her brown hear was cut in a smooth, short pageboy style. Her eyes were big, and she wasn't smiling. I don't know why I looked at her at all, but when our eyes suddenly met, it was as if all sounds around me disappeared. I stood with my husband's arm around me, but could no longer hear what he and his buddy were talking and laughing about. I only had eyes for her. She stared back, and my cheeks grew red. I looked away but then looked back in her direction. Her eyes were still locked onto me, she didn't smile, only that intense gaze. I had no doubts. Our eyes were locked together by a wish for close contact. Nobody had seen this happen, I thought, but then I felt my husband breathe into my ear. I turned and looked at him. He smiled and let me go. "Go over to her." He gave my butt a quick pat. I looked at the woman again, and she seemed to be following our little exchange with interest.


Warmth suddenly throbbed through me. I was free to go off with this woman I wanted but didn't know. I thought about stretch marks, soft stomach, and breasts that had shrunk a size – and didn't dare. I turned to my husband instead, stretched my hands behind his head, and kissed him. He returned the kiss but turned me so that I could see the woman over her shoulder. Suddenly, she smiled. On legs as steady as Bambi's on ice, I drew near. She stood still and waited. "Hi." Her face lit up in a big smile. "What's your name?"

"Bambi " jumped out of me. She leaned in and whispered in my ear. "My name is Karen. Do you want to go for a walk?"

"I don't dare," I blurted. "You don't dare go for a walk?" Her eyes sparkled with sarcasm. She put her hand behind my neck, and I kissed her for the first time. Slowly, she moved her tongue around in a swirling dance that made me feel light-headed. Finally, she moved her mouth to my ear and whispered: "Cum." As I went outside with her, I turned and met my husband's burning gaze. There was a small smile around his mouth, you couldn't tell if he had regrets.


Outside, in the cold of night, we ran hand in hand between mounds of dirt and tent plugs. We finally stopped in front of her tent on the outskirts. It had its back free but was squeezed in between 4–5 others. A tent! The worst place in the world to make love, especially in April. You have to create a hell of a lot of body heat before it becomes a pleasure. When the zipper shut the world outside, it was exactly as private and intimate as these situations usually feel. You forget that everything can be heard through that thin fabric – and me, of all people, who struggles to stay quiet when I cum.


Transformed into two female shadows, we looked at each other in silence. She took off her jacket, I did the same. She reached out a hand and cupped one of my breasts. My nipple rose to meet her palm right away. It strutted proudly through two blouses. My hand found its way to her breast. She was easier to access, her top was loose enough for my hand to find naked skin. We kiss slowly. It felt like an eternity while I caressed her soft, round breasts. Her nipples felt so familiar, but it gave me a strangely unknown feeling at the same time. I’d been with women in my youth, but that was so long ago it seemed like a whole different life. My entire adult life had been devoted to men, the other sex. It was easy, arousing, satisfying – like a tried and trusted recipe that gives the same good result every time. Dick in vagina equals orgasm. That’s how that worked. Great. My husband’s body and the way he moved, whether he was working or making love to me, still turned me on. He could still wake me up in the middle of the night, and as soon as I felt his arousal, my own came rushing in too. That was a safe bet, every time, but this – me, alone with a woman, was uncharted territory. My body ached while my mind spun. I didn’t even know how it happened, but we sat, upper bodies naked, and then slid down onto the floor chest to chest, mouth to mouth, tightly wrapped together.


Then, she pushed me over onto my stomach and pulled my trousers off. I lay completely still, feeling kisses on my neck, and then her warm tongue dancing its way down my spine slowly while her hands slid up and down. When her tongue reached the upper edge of my butt crack, I came quite unexpectedly. I didn't move, didn't make a sound, but she laughed a happy, freeing laughter. We didn't need signs here.


I couldn't stay still any longer, and like horny youngsters, we took off the last remnants of each other's clothes. Her sleeping bag was conveniently a double, and so when we both climbed into it, there was still room to move freely. She was on, but a sense of calm had washed over me that gave me the ability to be in charge.


I buried my face between her breasts, I caressed and nibbled on her nipples, then up for a french kiss. The urge to give her a love bite overwhelmed me, so I stretched out and kissed her neck while our legs intertwined. She gave off small shrieks, but I sucked onto her neck, and my hand slid down between her legs, pushing the curly hair flat and letting a hand slide further into the slit. She spread her legs, and my finger slid into her warm wetness.


One finger wasn't enough, and neither was two. I let go of her neck and slid down her breasts and stomach, getting close to the curly hairs. I felt her hands get tangled up in my long hair then, and she moaned as she directed me down between her spread legs. I reached out my tongue, and my own delight grew as I licked her. Wet and wide, my tongue covered her lips, her opening, the insides of her thighs, her clit, her perineum, and back to the clit. I noticed that she was throwing her head back and forth in frustration, and put two fingers deep inside her, finally letting my tongue circle the clit, fast and firm. Her first orgasm came right away, she sucked my fingers into her, and I moved my tongue from the most intense points. When the contractions faded, I had to get up and kiss her. Open mouths and breasts squeezed flat, we shared her juices.


Hands went exploring as the lust grew in us both once more. "Get on your stomach again," she whispered. I lay completely still, resting in the happy dunes of expectation. Her hands and mouth once again slid up and down my back. I relaxed and enjoyed being able to lie down passively and just receive this for a while. I spread my legs willingly when she dived down between them. Her tongue slid down the crack between my buttocks, circled the back hole teasingly, and then continued down to the opening to my vagina before coming to rest against my clit. Her hands caressed my buttocks, and I focused on staying completely still.


When she started circling her tongue around my clit, that was no longer possible. I got up on my knees with my head pushed down, and my legs spread wide. I pushed myself against her face, her tongue stayed in place, and her hands stopped my wriggling moves. I reached a hand down myself and put a finger up my wet pussy. She laughed a little. "I do have a dildo if you need one."

"Oh, yes, please!" She faffed about for a good long while as the night air caressed my naked body.


Then, I felt her hands on my buttocks, she stood between my legs. Something large and hard pushed against my vagina and slid in with a lot of effort and moaning. I gasped as her hands pulled me back, grabbed my breasts, and got me up. I turned my head to kiss her and whimpered a little.


"Is it too big?" she whispered and moved her butt, while her hands nipped at my nipples – and I finally understood. She was wearing the dildo. She could fuck me like a man.


"Yes, it's too big. There's no room," I whispered back in the darkness. We got down on our sides, her behind me, and while her breasts pushed against my back, she lifted one of my legs and slid inside me again. I moaned as my vagina got stretched all the way, and couldn't think of anything but the burning sensation. She pulled out and turned so that we could eat each other out.


My arousal grew, and I got on my knees over her, licked, nibbled and drank from her juices, while pushing my own, burning pussy down on her face and her open mouth. I couldn't hold back my moans, it was way too strong. And then I heard the sound of a zipper in the night, and my man poked his head in. "I followed the sound. Can I join?"
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