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         The expression on your face as, totally absorbed, you look at the glistening hard head of my cock and slowly allow it to just about force its way between your pussy lips is unbelievably arousing. In the mirror I can see that your eyes are half closed, and you seem both concentrated and controlled when you sink down, hard, your well-shaped buttocks landing between my hips. I feel the head of my staff meet the end of your canal in the very same moment as you give a light sigh. Before I’ve even had the chance to feel how wonderfully slippery and hot you are as you squeeze around me, you lift yourself again, my cock no more than a live, hot massage wand that you use exactly the way you want. You’ve been taking me like that for some time now.


It all started when we both managed to get to stay in Oslo for a whole weekend together and we booked a room at the top of the Plaza Hotel. Here we’ve got the whole day at our disposal and on the flight down you told me to keep all my wants and ideas to myself because this time you were going to decide everything. And of course I’ve got nothing against that in our totally secret, erotic game. Having taken the airport express down to town, we agree that I’m to come to the hotel after twelve. 


Walking into the lift is a very special feeling. My stomach tightens and I can feel the pulse beating in my neck as I knock at the door to our room. You open it and the sight of you standing there in a thin, close-fitting, creamy silk slip is dizzying. You’re wearing quite a heavy perfume - seductive without being intrusive. You lead me by the hand into the room and the view over my old home town is airy and clear. You’ve set out two tall glasses and the champagne you pour into them is perfectly cooled when we drink to what’s going to happen in the next few hours.


You ask me to take off everything except my white cotton boxers. Then you push me onto the bed, which you’ve made ready by piling the duvet and pillows up by the headboard so that only a sheet covers the rest of the mattress. I lean back comfortably, drinking a little more from my glass. The effect of champagne so early in the day is mildly intoxicating and your rather secretive proximity makes the atmosphere of the room absolutely electric. What you do next really puts me to the test. You take three long silk ribbons out of one of your shopping bags and, without saying a word, begin to tie them around my wrists before fastening beneath the headboard. With the last one, you tie my ankles together and make that fast too. This is altogether a new feeling. I think it’s kind of like more natural to be the one to make the decisions, not to be like this, completely in your hands and with no control over the situation.


Just smiling, you walk slowly over to another bag and take out a small, beautifully packed, oblong box. You open it without hurrying and it soon becomes clear that it’s a massage wand, not too big, with an in-built vibrator. You take it out and turn it on. The sound of the vibrator is barely audible and, settling into the room’s one good armchair, which you’ve placed right in front of the bed, you pull up your slip. Your pussy is completely smooth because you shaved just before I arrived. The little dark triangle that you’ve spared is like a magnet to my eyes and I can feel the blood streaming to my shaft, which grows and stiffens. Then, playing with the vibrating end of the massager with your tongue, you wedge your heels into the edges of the seat and let your knees rest against the arms. I can now see directly into your snatch, encircled by your voluptuous pussy lips. 


The weak December sunshine coming through the window lights up your crotch and I can see the first glistenings of your clean clear pussy juice. Your tongue stops playing with the vibrator and, while using one hand to start lightly stroking your clit, you use the other hand first to dip the little wand in a little pot of lubricant and then guide it carefully into your anus. You close your eyes while the movements your fingers make over the hot, hard button get faster and faster. It’s beginning to get a little too much for me. I’m lying there watching a gorgeous woman wholly absorbed in pleasuring herself. If I only I could get up. It’s just that I’m tied down!


I have to pull myself together not to start arguing for you to come and loosen my bonds but I can see your having a delicious time and, since I know that it’s highly likely you’ve planned something including me in all this, it’s actually unbelievably good just to lie there watching. You take your time coming. Judging from the slight catch in your breath, your orgasm seems to be building up inside you like a gentle breeze blowing you into another world. You sit with your eyes closed for a while after your breathing has calmed down and when you open them again they are full of tears. You give me a warm smile. I sit utterly speechless in admiration and expectation as you pull out the massage wand with a saucy, confident movement. After filling our glasses, you come over to me and let me drink some of the cold, clear liquid, which bubbles on its way down my throat. You pour it a little too quickly and some of it runs down onto my hairy chest and on over my stomach to collect, finally, in a little pool in my navel. 


The way you suck it up, your mouth pursed and your tongue licking up the last few drops, tells me the next act is about to begin. Just the feeling you create by carefully lifting the elastic waistband of my boxers and letting my stiff dick into the open air is fantastic. You grab it with both hands, rapidly drawing the skin up and down a few times. The effect is tremendous, my body tenses like a steel spring from your touch. You are so confident about what you’re doing it’s almost scary.


Before continuing, you move away the chair, which has stood in the way of the mirror on the opposite wall. You come back, this time taking a little longer with my throbbing shaft. Wrapping your wet lips around the tip, you wank me rapidly and confidently. The feeling is ecstatic and I beg you for more - please, don’t stop. But that’s exactly what you do - it’s like you’ve thought out what you want to do with me to the last detail, certain and wildly delicious. You pull your slip off over your shoulders and, at the same instant, the sun bathes you in light from the window, turning your skin a brilliant gold. You place one foot on either side of my hips, your back turned towards me. You stand there a short while, almost like observing your work, and you smile at me in the mirror as you begin to rotate your hips. Exactly as if you were listening to music, still standing there. And since you’re standing with your legs placed well apart, you offer up your freshly shaven, wet, open pussy before me. 


I have surrendered completely to your performance and lie completely still, no longer thinking, just enjoying you. You are as erotic and sexy as it is possible to be. Your smoothly shaven pussy brushes the tip of my cock when you lower your hips so far down that you need the support of your hands on your thighs. I tense my whole body from shoulders to heels to try and enter you and you let me - on the third attempt. It’s now that you begin sitting and playing with me. At first you barely allow my smooth knob to slip inside your lips, then you suddenly slide down to the root of my shaft, and the feeling of heat is so intensely gorgeous that I am almost on the point of fainting. It seems you can never get enough of the view in the mirror, which we both follow, engrossed, and the way she manage to keep me at the very edge of orgasm is completely unbelievable. It’s almost as if you are hot-wired into my trigger mechanisms for every time I feel I’m about to come, you stop. You allow your gorgeous bottom to rest right in front of my eyes while smiling at me in the mirror. And then you go on. Down deep, a slight pause, then up again. Every time your bum cheeks come to ground between my hips, you give a little light intake of breath. Again and again and again.


You rhythm begins to increase and, because your legs can no longer hold out in such a tiring position, you kneel down, your hands tightly grasping my knees. And that’s how you begin to fuck me harder. You use the entire length of my thick, hard cock to fill you up. You bend it forward a little in this position, sliding just far enough up so the head doesn’t spring back out and slap into my stomach. You urge your hips down harder and harder. The tempo doesn’t change, just the speed at which you drop back down. Slowly up and rapidly down. Lying there watching the way you open yourself in front of me is outrageously exciting. 


Your pussy juices run down over my cock and your tight, little bum hole pulses in time with your downward motion. The intensity builds to an almost wild level now and when you suddenly bend even further forward, rapidly sliding your burning, glistening pussy up and down on the upper end of my prick, I can’t take any more. It seems the fact that I can’t get hold of you with my hands simply amplifies the orgasm I receive. A powerful current shoots through me when I start exploding inside you and above my own load groans I can hear you hoarsely crying that you’re coming too. The speed at which you now work your shining wet pussy up and down my cock is incredibly fast. My orgasm has like built up in several stages, and when I feel my sperm beginning to pump out from the swollen head of my cock, the most powerful part of my orgasm is past. You straighten up and sit back heavily on me, receiving my delivery with groans of pleasure. The sticky white juice shoots inside you in thick streams and the warmth we can both feel spreading through your snatch and pussy is indescribable. 


You loosen the ribbon around my ankles and after turning round, making sure I don’t slip out of you, you loosen those around my wrists and lie down on top of me. As we lie with the duvet packed around us and my arms wrapped around you, a warm glow spreads through our bodies. Wonderfully exhausted is the closest I can get to the feeling we have as we drift off to sleep, while the cold winter sun sets over the city. 
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