
   [image: Cover: A Streetcar Named Desire by Cupido]


   
      
         
            Diverse
   

            A Streetcar Named Desire
   

         

          
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            A Streetcar Named Desire

            Original title:

            En sporvogn til begjær. Vi er dessverre forsinket. Endeleg meg.	
Copyright © 2019, Hverdag AS/Cupido og SAGA 

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726350364

             
   

            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.

             
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            A Streetcar Named Desire
   

            by Eva Høst
   

         

          
   

         Rush hour on a summer afternoon. The packed tram is hot and sticky. I manage to hop on the back at the last second and make my way to the middle where there is a bit of space and grab one of the free handles. As I stand there, huffing and puffing, I catch sight of the young man right in front of me.


Tall and slender, one sinewy, light-brown arm holding the handle, microscopic beads of sweat on the back of his neck, his tight black t-shirt clinging to his body. A swimmer, just coming back from a training session in the pool. I stare deep into his broad, streamlined back muscles.


The last few passengers have pushed their way on, and the tram sets off with a jolt. I rock forward gently and find myself softly pressed up against this young man. For just a second, my face touches his back, and I immediately smell a delicate aroma of manliness. A subtle hint of mystical, musky aftershave in beautiful harmony with the smell of sweat and cigarette smoke.


The tram eases its way onto the busy street. Like an exhausted giant tortoise, it slowly creeps its way to the next stop as I, with no ill thoughts towards the tramway’s effectiveness or the day’s specials menu, stand there breathing in the smells. I stand there and enjoy it, letting the scent of masculinity intoxicate me.


My gaze wanders down his back – I can’t help myself – all the way to the bottom. Two, rather pert, muscular cheeks are clearly outlined in the tight trousers. Instinctively, I tighten my grip on the handle, leaving me almost suspended in the expanse between the floor and the handle.


Like an obedient bamboo shoot in a gentle breeze, my body moves forwards and backwards, almost imperceptibly, in time with the regular jolts of the tram. From time to time, I am pushed gently against this young man. I feel his firm, hard cheeks against my belly, at the same time inhaling the delicate, alluring scent of manliness. Of this stranger.


Can he feel my minuscule conscious touches as we sway back and forth? That microscopic amount of extra pressure I am putting against his butt? Can he sense my breasts when they touch his back for just the briefest of moments? Can he smell my scent? Does he feel the same sense of excitement as I do as he applies extra pressure against my belly every time he shifts his weight, almost imperceptibly, from one foot to the other?


The hot tram, the awareness of all the other passengers around us, and the uncertainty of whether the young man has even noticed me, all course through my body. Walking this tightrope between these feelings, my physical instincts and the age-old preconceptions of the forbidden fruit spark a raging fire inside me.


A blazing fire that is stoked by the soft collisions with this young man, creating a warm buzzing in my belly, down my spine, and into my pussy. The fire and the excitement burn, as my stomach becomes a melting pot for warm, pulsating lava that drives its way towards my slit, making it wet, soft, open, ready and horny. Crammed in between stressed men hungry for their dinner, tired pensioners, excited schoolkids and middle-aged ladies wearing hats and carrying far too many Selfridge's bags, I stand there being driven to wild horniness. This by a strange young man – a faceless man, just two pert buttcheeks and a streamlined back.


The bizarreness of the situation and the sense of being so close yet so far away makes my hands tingle. The knowledge that I am so close; that in an instant, I could place my hand against his crotch and feel him, feel his unknown cock until it begins to burn in my palm. Is it flaccid? Is it lying there like a little sleeping animal between his trousers and his thigh, not even vaguely aware of the seething, bubbling volcano right next to it? Or is it becoming erect and trying to push its way through his trouser pocket? Is it stiff and erect and throbbing against his pants?


Is the young man standing there yearning to place a hand behind him and touch my pussy over the top of my thin dress?


Are his buttcheeks smooth and soft? Are they hairy? Is his butt as sun-tanned as his long, sinewy forearms? Such wonderful questions, such wonderful thoughts rushing through my body and thundering into my pussy like a hot electrical storm. Pussy, dirty, forbidden words, dick, cock, fuck, spray, gush, sweat, thrust, spit, foam, suck, burn, racing through my head like an express rain. Words, fantasies, thoughts that would blow the hats off the Selfridge-bag ladies if they had even the slightest inkling.


I stand there and enjoy the feeling of intense horniness. I feel how confident my little lady is, how overly sensitive and wet she is, how she is throbbing against my tight panties like a rat in a cage. My stiff, rock-hard, tiny little nipples are poking at the material of my dress.


Like some enormous, overheated erogenous zone, I hang there, suspended from the handle, until the tram driver breaks the spell with a short, sharp “Next stop Sandaker!” As I bend down to pick up my bag from the floor, I take in one last deep breath of the young man.


Today, I drop all my usual after-work routines – I don't go shopping, I don't open the post, I don't read the newspaper. I skip home, lock the door behind me, grab the cigarettes from my bag, find myself an ashtray and head to the bedroom. I rip off all my clothes, except for my panties, place the ashtray on the bedside table, take out my vibrator from the drawer, shove the duvet to the floor, lie back on the bed and light a cigarette. I take a deep drag and let my right hand slide over my breasts and down over my belly. As my hand moves over my breasts, my stomach, and my little lady in big, calm circular motions, I close my eyes to transport myself back to the tram.


This time, it's even warmer and even more cramped on the packed tram. I have a hard time carving my way forwards through all the passengers so that I can stand behind the young man again. I have to push my way in between him and another young man who is also standing behind him but, in a cry of passion, I force my way in between these two young, athletic bodies. The tram moves off again, but this time the contact between the young man in front of me and me is all physical, right from the first, uneasy jolt of the tram. His firm cheeks press against my belly, and I bury my face deep in between his shoulder blades. I can also feel the breath and the body of the man behind me. I am surrounded by men, trapped in a wonderful, masculine vice. This time, no unanswered questions are hanging in the air. The young man, both the men, are fully aware and are enjoying my presence.


The man in front of me rubs himself against me as he shifts his weight from one foot to the other. The young man behind me reacts spontaneously to the calm, grinding movements that are spreading throughout my body and focusing on his crotch which my firm buttcheeks have grabbed onto tightly. I feel his rod growing and pressing against me, right in between my cheeks. I register with satisfaction how none of the other passengers around me has any idea about the seething, static dance the three of us are engaged in.


A spontaneous, heavenly and secret ménage à trois.


Being surrounded by all these unknowing outsiders makes me even hornier if that's possible. My hand finds its way to the crotch of the man in front of me, as I let my eyes rest on an elderly gentleman with his face buried in a newspaper. I catch the gaze of a young, innocent little thing, smiling and winking at him as I spread my legs a little bit wider so that I can feel more of the bulge that is massaging my behind.


My hand closes around the package underneath the rough, coarse denim jeans of the swimmer's trousers. I squeeze it in my hand as if making a snowball in my palm. I let my hand slide up and down his fly, firmly and resolutely, all the way up to the top of his trousers where I sneak it in under his t-shirt. His muscular belly is firm, flat and waxed. I press the palm of my hand against his smooth, pulsating abs and send a couple of fingers on a journey of discovery southwards between his belly and the lining of his trousers. My hand pushes down into the sacrosanct world of his pants, all the way down, all the way until my hand closes around his equipment. It is hard, rock-hard, thick and short, like a log...and wet. I tease the large, wet, plum-shaped head into place between my thumb and my index finger. I squeeze it rhythmically at the same time as my thumb circles its damp surface.


The man with the newspaper is still thoroughly engrossed in his assessment of US foreign policy.  The other passengers are similarly unaware of the man behind me who is carefully teasing my dress up to reveal my behind, letting the material of the dress hang there like some secretive doorman. Like making sure no-one gets a peek from the side.


Then, thump! Suddenly, I feel his warm, wet rod wriggling its way in between my thighs like Harry Houdini. The whole thing, hard and long, is pressing against my swollen, dripping wet pussy. It feels as if even the slightest little movement by that elongated member would flip me up and into the ceiling.


He gently moves his way forward, pulls himself slowly backwards, moves with never-ending, painfully calm thrusts, spreading juices from my overheated cave everywhere in slow-motion, all the way from my anus to my clit. Slowly, the thick pole slips and slides between my labia in the splashing oil. It presses against the whole of my groin, pushing firmly against the dripping wet floor of my pelvis. In among these grey, prosaic tram passengers, I stand there in a haze of sweat. I have become an open, pulsating pussy, an enormous vagina.


I am frozen to the spot, enjoying the intense excitement. The risk of my glasses falling off my nose, of faces turning towards us in disgust races through all my veins and arteries like a glowing bolt of lightning. My only desire is to be bent over so that that huge, beautiful, shimmering thing can make its way inside me, fill me, and fuck me sideways. But I am trapped, entirely under the command of these two strange men.


The only thing I can move to satisfy my own lust is the hand that is thrust down the swimmer’s pants. I jerk and rub the large plum-like head that is now soaked in salty oils from his own well. He squeezes me with his rock-hard buttcheeks in time with me pumping him. The cock between my legs is making me crazy, my hand pumps and jerks the other frenetically, and the swimmer's body begins to vibrate, to buzz like a taut steel spring.


The man behind me bends at the knees slightly and slides into me – finally! All the way in, up the frothing canal, he slides right up to the end, his large piston filling me completely. Oh, how I would love to scream for him to fuck me silly. To yell for him to grab me by the hips and thrust into me frenetically, as if in some primal, animalistic urge. To moan, stutter and implore him to pump me full of his white-hot cum. To beg him to bite me on the neck as he sprays wave after wave of frothing ocean water against the never-ending beaches of my slit. All these burning desires are allayed by a quick look out the window, and he becomes completely calm, still standing, with his dick locked fast inside me. I try a move, but he just locks into me even harder.


The tram stops, waiting for half a century, rusting in place, before unsteadily moving on. A decade later, he carefully withdraws. He withdraws all the way and lets his plum-like head slide back down across the overly sensitive area between my slit and my anus.


Then, oh! He presses it against my backdoor. Oh, my God! It slides so naturally that it shocks me – we are just a couple of feet away from the newspaperman, and surrounded by dozens of other completely unsuspecting passengers. It is too much. I come. I rub myself against the wonderful butt in front of me, at the same time feeling how the short log in my hand pumps, vibrates and sprays forth warm silky cum. The man behind me pulls out, just a bit, and pumps hard, seething spray against the muscles around my backdoor. Then, as the tram jolts forward powerfully, he drives it in again, hard, all the way in, locking me fast and pumping his final drops up inside me. All at the same time, as I come, and come and come... All of me explodes in a release as the two impressive, hot and unfamiliar pistons spray and pump.


I lie down. The tip of the buzzing vibrator is shaking against the muscles of my rearmost hole so aggressively that it is running absolute riot. My muscles contract and expand like a rebellious accordion as my right hand, swimming in the juices of my slit, hums against my clit and my labia like a pneumatic drill. The orgasm that is shuddering through my body seems to have no end. I simply come and come, more and more, coming with my entire body as if a myriad of buzzing, tickling ants are streaming from my clit all over my body. In my thighs, my belly, my breasts, my armpits, my arms, my head, my entire body is abuzz in full orgasm. I reach the summit, shiver, my buttcheeks quivering, and feel the clenching of muscles infect my calves and my right hand. I wail, stutter, drool, and masturbate out of control in an orgasmic coup d’état. The sweat drips from my pores, leaving me glistening wet as if I have been sprayed with cum. Drowned in it, covered in silky, warm sperm from strange, masturbating men.


The piercing screech of the doorbell wakes me from my fantasy and brings me back to earth. I crawl out of bed, chuck on Fredrik’s dressing gown and wander into the hallway in a stupor.


“Hi, Anne. Home early today?”

“Yeah, I got off at half two.”

“Dinner?”

“Couldn’t be bothered. I’ve just been lying down relaxing since I got home.”

“Maybe we should go out for food?” He grabs me around the waist.

“Chinese?”


He pulls me in towards him and gives me a gentle, delicate kiss on the nose. His beard is like a gentle breeze against my cheek, and his lips take a cheeky nibble on my earlobe. He whispers, “A little something-something before we leave?”


Oh my dear Fredrik, my dear, sweet, wonderful Fredrik.
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