
   [image: Cover: Will You Dare? - A Collection of Taboo Erotica by LUST authors]


   
      
         
            LUST Authors
      

            Will You Dare? - A Collection of Taboo Erotica
      

         

          
      

         
            Lust
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Will You Dare? - A Collection of Taboo Erotica 

Translated by
LUST Translators 

Original title
Will You Dare? - A Collection of Taboo Erotica 
Copyright © 2022, LUST

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788728390634

             
      

            1. e-book edition, 2022

            Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial 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.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Secret Desires of Julie - Erotic Short Story
      

         

      

   


   
      
         The Secret Desires of Julie
      

         Thomas looked at his wife, they had just made love, and she had always given him what he wanted. He loved her. She was beautiful and incredibly attractive. The only thing missing in their lives was a couple of kids to fill their big suburban villa in Hellerup. Her short hairdo was sexy and perky, and it framed her pretty face with the high cheekbones and sensual lips. He wasn’t complaining that she was sweet and attentive, and a little spoiled maybe. As the only daughter of a wealthy couple, she was used to getting what she wanted. He had succeeded his father in the family law firm, where he had worked since he finished his degree, so he could easily afford his wife’s expensive habits.

         “How is she?”

         “Who?”

         “The new au-pair, do you think it will work out with her?”

         “Yes, she is sweet… and quite pretty, isn’t she?”

         Nadine was from Jamaica. She would be staying with them for a year.

         “I haven’t thought about it.”

         Julie gave her husband a sideways glance that couldn’t be true, that he hadn’t noticed the young woman’s beauty, she was lovely, it was evident to all.

         “Honestly?”

         “Yes,” he kissed her tenderly on the lips with a playful look in his eyes, and she followed the outline of his lips with a finger and moved a little closer to him.

         “Well, I can’t get enough of you, Julie… you are quite seductive.”

         He kissed her, and she didn’t hesitate with reciprocating his passion.

         “Are we ever going to have kids, beautiful?”

         She sighed loudly, and she felt it was a difficult decision, children were a huge responsibility, and with his job, it would be she, who had to give up the most.

         “Not now Thomas… we’ll discuss it some other time, okay?”

         She rubbed against his member, which by now had reached a considerable size, and he quickly forgot the topic when she knocked him onto his back and forced his hands above his head.

         “Right now, I just want you,” she whispered.

         She got up on her knees while she was still pushing his hands into the pillow above his head. She trapped his member in her vulva and lowered herself onto him before she calmly began the stimulating movements that would drive him crazy.

         “Julie… I love you,” he said with a thick voice, and she could sense his arousal.

         She bent forward, so her small nipples were just above his lips, the sensation, when he took her nipples between his lips and circled them with his tongue, made her gasp loudly.

         “Yes… oh, Thomas…”

         She released her grip around his wrists, and he quickly put his hands on her small round butt cheeks and together they accelerated the pace. Soon he could feel her wildness, she moved faster and faster, she sat straight up and down on him, and he could see how her small, delicate breasts jumped up and down as she rode him more and more roughly. She came in a wave of short orgasms then slowed down and let him slide out, his dick was glistening with her juices, and she bent over him and parted her sensual lips so he could slide inside.

         “Julie… yes, suck it… oh yes… you are so good at it…”

         She was horny, he could tell from the way she was rocking back and forth, and when he edged a hand in between her thighs and further up until it reached her vulva, she moaned softly. He ruffled her sexy hair while he observed the way her mouth played with his member, she was amazing, she could make him horny in no time, and he had yet to experience that she wasn’t in the mood. Gently he pulled her close, kissed her, and laid her down on her back across the bed. He bent her leg to one side so he could caress her butt cheek while he did her.

         He loved seeing her vulva from behind, and the small, delicate labia were wet with her juices and his semen when he parted them with his member.

         “Oooh, Thomas… do something wild,” she begged, and he started moving with such speed and fury that her head was pushed over the edge of the bed.

         Her small breasts shook violently, and he slapped them lightly with the side of his hand before he bit her little nipples until they became hard and sensitive.

         “Is this wild enough… honey?”

         His voice was hoarse, and she could see the excitement in his beautiful eyes as she confirmed that it was lovely. He had to stop to pull her back up on the bed, and he pushed his lips against hers and kissed her hard while pulling her close. He sat on his knees and caressed her legs, which were behind him when she was sitting up straight, he loved that position, they were so close, and he could feel her breasts against his body when she impatiently moved on top of him.

         “Is this nice, Julie?”

         “Yes… you are so big. I like that,” she whispered.

         He forced her onto her back and got on top of her with his arms under her knees, so she was wide open to him. She moaned loudly when he without warning started thrusting forcefully into her, the sounds of their excitement filled the room, and she pulled his face close to hers and begged him.

         “Thomas, more, more… you have to make me come, yes, yes… take me… take me, honey…”

         He looked into her shiny eyes while he took her so violently that she almost knocked her head against the headboard. She exploded with a wail that must have woken the entire street, she tossed and turned under him while he watched her with admiration. He pulled out and finished with his hand, and soon it sprayed onto her stomach and vulva while he loudly proclaimed how great it was.

          
      

         Nadine could hear them in her room downstairs. She was surprised at how often her hosts had intercourse in that manner. Thomas and Julie were an unusually beautiful couple, and she was envious of the life they had. They needed absolutely nothing, and then they were in love, a lot even. Judging from the sounds that came from above, they were doing great sexually. Nadine’s own experiences were limited, she had only been in one relationship, and it hadn’t been particularly successful, especially when it came to the sexual stuff.

         Meeting her Danish host family had made her confused, Thomas was a very handsome man and Julie was no less attractive, she had the most beautiful little breasts, and her lips and eyes were so sensual, almost seductive. When Nadine on rare occasions was in the bedroom, and Julie came back from a bath, she couldn’t keep her eyes off her irresistible bottom, which was small and well-formed. She couldn’t help but touch herself when she heard them upstairs, and she was surprised at how moist, almost wet, it was between her legs.

         It itched in such a lovely way around her clit too, and when she touched herself there, she couldn’t stop herself from moaning softly. She hadn’t felt like that when she was with Jack, but it was different for Julie, who was in love with her husband. Maybe Thomas was just better at the touching… perhaps he used his tongue as well, Jack had only done that once, and she had been bored, but that was probably because he wasn’t as good at it as Thomas. They had calmed down upstairs, and Nadine rolled onto her side with a hand between her legs, she rubbed her clit until she fell asleep.

          
      

         Julie had a couple of days off, and she and Nadine had to buy bikinis for the summer. The more she learned about the young, dark beauty, the more she grew to care about her, she was a charming girl, and was quite entertaining when she told about her life at home.

         “Oh, you look so lovely,” she exclaimed when Nadine pulled aside the curtain of the small changing room and revealed her gorgeous body only wearing an old rose bikini.

         Nadine sent her a meaningful smile. There was something intimate and quite pleasant about trying on bikinis with Julie. Julie slipped into the changing room to adjust her straps a little. She held her breath as she watched the young girl’s full breasts.

         “If only I had breasts like yours,” she sighed and let her hand slide under the top to straighten them.

         “But yours are so beautiful, Julie.”

         “You think? I’m sure my husband would like a pair like yours.”

          
      

         Later that same day, the two women met in the garden, it was hot, and Julie had made them ice tea.

         “Do you like it here with us, Nadine?” Julie asked while stretching on the sun, lounger.

         “Yes, a lot, I can’t believe that I’ve only been here for two months.”

         Nadine had only just turned nineteen when they picked her up at the airport, and even though they didn’t have kids, she was a big help. She almost kept the house singlehandedly, and she was curious and eager to learn. It was her dream to study medicine, and Julie was sure that she would be an excellent doctor too.

         “We’d better get around to finding you a couple of friends, I know that a lot of families around here have girls from the United States, it will get a bit boring down the road if you only have the two of us.”

         Nadine secretly observed Julie. She wished to be like her, and she would observe their relationship and learn how to be an attractive and seductive wife, she had never seen a relationship like theirs at home.

         “I will get started on dinner, Julie… Thomas will be home soon.”

         “Yes, yes. We’ll eat out here, and I’ll set the table,” she said and stretched lazily.

         While they ate together, Nadine couldn’t help but think about the things that went on upstairs when they thought she was sleeping. They suited each other, and she was curious to know what it was that made Julie sound that way.

          
      

         When Thomas and Julie got to bed that night, she told him about their trip to the mall. She said that they were thinking about going to Bellevue beach to test out their purchases if the weather was pleasant on the weekend.

         “Would you like to come, baby?”

         “I don’t think so, but you can just go without me.”

         Julie sat on him, kissed him, and said that she would like him to come.

         “Why, sweetie?”

         She continued kissing him, and he started to react to her, she enjoyed teasing him.

         “Because I love you.”

         He laughed, she was so persistent, and he said that he would think about it. He grabbed her and turned her around, so he was sitting between her legs, her eyes were glowing, and she had a naughty smile on her lovely lips. His fingers slowly slid up her thigh, past her vulva, and on to her stomach, and back again. When they were by her opening, she raised her lap towards him, the familiar sensation of desire spread throughout her body, and she felt how she was getting moist and warm down there. He bent and kissed her labia and clit tenderly, he held her tight with his arms around her thighs, and she felt his warm breath against her vulva.

         She could see his erection. His dick was big and firm against his stomach as he kissed and caressed her in the most sensitive spots.

         “Lick me,” she whispered and pushed her lap up towards his face.

         Very slowly, he let his tongue slip in between her labia and moved it towards her clit. She gasped softly when he reached it. She saw him take his dick in his hand and let it slide up her moist slit while looking her in the eyes. He didn’t let it slip inside and continued licking her instead. She was so aroused that she couldn’t lie still and she grabbed his face with both her hands and pressed it into her vulva. Her juices mixed with his saliva and ran down towards her bottom hole, he followed it with his tongue and let it circle her star.

         He took a short break to get a small massage stick from the nightstand drawer. It was made of glass with grooves down. He pushed it carefully against the tight hole, and she moaned loudly when it slowly went in. None of them noticed the young girl, who looked on, hidden by the door. He licked her again, and soon she pushed herself against the little thing that moved back and forth in her opening. The orgasm was so violent that she hugged her pillow tight and thrashed around the bed, again and again, the muscles in her vagina contracted, and she went somewhere else.

         He couldn’t get enough of seeing her like that, and with his hand around his dick, he pressed against her wet vulva and thrust until he slid inside. Nadine held her breath, afraid that they would hear her, she was enthralled by what she saw, he was amazing, she almost didn’t know who turned her on the most. When he put Julie’s legs on his shoulders and grabbed her thighs while pulling her towards him, the young girl had to take a step back so they wouldn’t hear her heavy breathing. He took Julie hard, while all the time she begged for more, and when their desire was finally released, it almost happened simultaneously.

          
      

         Nadine tiptoed down to her room, and when she lay down on her pillow, it was with a burning sensation in her lap. Her panties were drenched when she slid a hand down to her vulva and slowly started figuring out what it was about. She had never had an orgasm, she had read about it and seen them in films, but never in real life, it had been so breathtaking and so magnificent to see Julie like that. It probably took practice, but she promised herself to figure out how to achieve such a feeling of absolute satisfaction.

          
      

         The next day at the breakfast table, she was more fascinated by her hostess than ever before, she couldn’t take her eyes off her body, which had wrapped around and pressed against Thomas’ dick while she had moaned fiercely. As soon as they had left the house and she was alone, she went upstairs to see what Julie kept hidden in her nightstand drawer. Her eyes widened when she saw the replica they had used the night before. Next to it were two dildoes that looked like copies of what Thomas had between his legs, one of them even had balls. She tried holding each one of them in her hand while considering if anything would happen if she tried one out.

         Her childlike curiosity and desire to reach satisfaction got the better of her, she tiptoed into the bathroom and took her panties off, then yanked up her skirt and made herself comfortable on the toilet. First, she used her fingers on the small clit, it swelled up, and the itching, warm sensation from the night before returned. When she felt how wet she was, she slowly guided the replica in between her labia and continued till it disappeared. She moaned loudly and started moving back and forth on it, as she had seen Julie do on Thomas.

         It was, without exaggerating, the best experience she had ever had, it buzzed in all of her young body, and she pulled off her shirt and bra and started massaging her round breasts. She trembled all over, and several times, she felt something new and unfamiliar that she didn't quite dare to chase. This wasn’t the time, but she was well on her way, she was sure of it. She washed the replica and put it back in the drawer.

          
      

         Over the next couple of days, Nadine often thought about what she had witnessed that night in their bedroom, and her desire to try something like it herself grew. As she helped Julie pack the car for a day on the beach, she was looking forward to seeing Julie in the newly purchased bikini. She wanted to show off her own. Thomas maintained that he didn’t care to laze on the beach for a whole day, so he stayed back at the house where he would prepare for an evening of barbecuing with the two of them. He couldn’t help but notice Julie’s excitement about the young girl, and it tickled his fancy a little to think of the things it could lead to, in his daydreams at least.

          
      

         They started by getting rid of their summer dresses as soon as they were amongst the other beachgoers, and while they took turns watching their things, one of them would take a dip while the others watched. Julie followed Nadine with her eyes as she walked towards the water, the men were glaring at her incredible, dark body, and Julie realised that she was a little jealous. When both of them had been in the water, Julie asked if Nadine could put some sunscreen on her back. Nadine squeezed the ice-cold lotion onto her back and carefully loosened the top so she could spread out the cream.

         It was nice to feel Julie’s skin under her hands, and it was just as soft as she had imagined. She took her time, and the reaction didn’t fail to appear either, Julie felt the tensions, and there was a pleasant buzzing throughout her body. Nadine didn’t stop with the back, she continued to the thighs and made sure to get correctly in between them. Julie spread her legs a little to make room, and she held her breath when she felt Nadine’s hand brush against her vulva. Was it a coincidence, or did she dare to read more into it?

         “Now it is your turn, beautiful… yes, dark people get skin cancer too,” she laughed when she saw Nadine’s surprised expression.

         “Oh, I hadn’t thought of that…”

         She rubbed her back thoroughly, her skin was beautiful, and Julie went damp between her labia when she reached the visible part of her butt cheeks and the thighs. Nadine enjoyed it, there was no doubt, she pressed her vulva against the sand as Julie rubbed her butt cheeks, and when she continued with the thighs, she cleared her throat several times. Julie lay down close to her, and when she lifted her hand to wave away an insect, she accidentally touched her, it felt good, and she sighed with pleasure while she thought about her next question.

         “Don’t you miss having a boyfriend, Nadine?”

         “No, I hadn’t thought about it…”

         “You must have needs, we all do.”

         She didn’t know where the words were coming from. Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was so close to Nadine.

         “I take care of it myself when it comes up.”

         Julie sat up and looked at her, surprised at her confidence.

         “Is it true, Nadine… do you masturbate?”

         “Hmm… is that so weird?”

         “No, no… not at all, why I do too, but…”

         “Well, you have Thomas.”

         “Yes, yes, and I’m certainly not complaining, but it’s still nice to do it to yourself sometimes.”

         Julie’s curiosity had been kindled, and she wanted to know more.

         “Can you hear when we are together, I mean, your room is just below ours.”

         “It happens… but you don’t have to worry about that.”

         They had a great day on the beach, and when they drove home, Julie felt confident that they had grown closer. Nadine trusted her, and she almost felt a little in love. When Nadine had been with them for three months, the air had turned thick with desire, Thomas was also affected by the presence of the young woman in their lives. Julie and Thomas came back from a party one night and met a half-naked Nadine, only wearing panties, who had gone to the kitchen for a glass of water.

         She had just gotten back from a social gathering for one of the other au-pair girls, who was going back to the states after staying a year with a Danish host family. She was a little tipsy, Julie thought, and she had had one too many herself.

         “Hey, sweetie,” Julie said once she had watched her husband disappear up the stairs after he had thrown a long look at the young girl’s breasts.

         Without warning, she put her arms around her and asked if she had had a lovely evening.

         “Yes, thank you… and you?”

         “Amazing… you look so lovely, Nadine… kiss me.”

         If she had feared rejection, it was utterly unnecessary, Nadine parted her lips willingly for her tongue, and they kissed each other passionately while excitedly rubbing against each other.

         “Let’s go to your room?”

         Julie’s voice was loud, and Nadine went ahead without hesitation. Julie got undressed, and they kissed again, it was incredibly arousing, and their hands were all over each other’s bodies.

         “I have longed for this so much, Nadine… to feel your lovely body against mine, and… to taste you.”

         Nadine’s hand closed around her breast, and she eagerly began sucking and licking her nipples, as she had seen Thomas do it. Julie squirmed on the sheet while hugging Nadine’s prominent round attributes. They were even more tempting than she had been able to imagine. Julie’s hand moved down towards Nadine’s vulva, which, except for a stripe in front, was smooth as her own, she let a finger play with the opening until the young girl begged her for more.

         Slowly she let her fingers slide into her and Nadine moaned loudly while she moved eagerly against her hand, it was beautiful to watch and soon she felt how her juices ran down her thighs. Julie put her leg around her hip so Nadine could rub her pussy against her thigh, she wanted to finish her tonight, for her to have her first orgasm. They kissed and moaned, so none of them noticed Thomas sitting down on the bed. He was naked and had a full erection.

         “What are my girls doing?” he asked and put a hand on Nadine’s butt cheek.

         “Ooh, Thomas… it is so good,” Julie moaned and spread her legs for him so that he could do her with his fingers.

         Nadine got on her knees, and before anyone could register what happened, she had taken him between her lips. She sucked him eagerly while she felt Julie’s fingers in her vagina. By now, she was soaking wet and hornier than she had ever been before. He didn’t touch her, just received while he watched her lips move on him. Julie suggested that she should ride him, well-knowing that many women get their first orgasm in precisely that position. Thomas didn’t say anything, just got on his back and let his wife guide him into position.

         Nadine whimpered softly when she lowered herself onto him, and while Julie fondled her breasts from behind, she started moving on him. He enjoyed watching the young girl’s arousal and feeling her tighten around him, her breasts were just lovely, and her dark skin only made him even hornier.

         “Is it good, honey?” he asked with a hoarse voice when she sped up even more.

         Julie massaged her clit while Thomas finally was able to close his hands around her best features and kneaded them fiercely, bit her nipples, and egged on his wife to take part. Nadine started to whimper softly, Julie could see that she was falling out of the rhythm and she knew what that meant; she was just about to have her first orgasm ever, and she got quite emotional at sight.

         “Come on, sweetie… keep going. There is nothing about it you won’t like.”

         Nadine looked nervously at Thomas, but she carried on with the movements, and soon she wailed and whimpered as her body contracted and while he held her upright, her whole body trembled with the release.

      

   


   
      
         
            Strap-on
      

         

      

   


   
      
         Maximilian Alexander Forsberg, thirty-one years old, born and raised in Enskede outside of Stockholm. Works as a salesperson. He is manhood, personified. An Adonis. An Eros. A mountain of muscle. He hits the weights at least three times a week. And two days a week, for his fitness; he runs. He watches football and drinks beer, alternating between laughing and raising his voice with clear, sure shouts to the players – he knows the sport from playing it since he was a kid and has lots and lots of matches, penalties, and corners behind him. He enjoys watching action movies. He listens to indie artists. He eats at least two burgers when we barbeque on our balcony. Sometimes he goes out with friends or co-workers. Now and again he reads a biography about some historic person, often a woman. He enjoys routines, patterns. With me.

         Max, few people say his whole name, only if a family member is upset by something he’s stood behind and they didn’t. We’ve been together five years at this point. We met over Tinder. I noticed after a few days of chatting, I use emojis and he didn’t, but something with him still made me believe in this guy. We went out to a bar. It was the first time we met in-person. I instantly fell for him. He wore a black t-shirt, tight over his chest and ripped abs and a pair of fashionable, somewhat bleached ripped jeans. He also wore a pair of white sneakers, seemingly unused. Secure in his style, with clear colours, nothing out of place. He’d used wax to comb his hair to one side, dark as his bushy eyebrows. His eyes, the same shade. His nose was neither big nor small, nor in between. I couldn’t decide, but it stuck with me and that’s what I loved the best. The cheekbones, high. His smile was as sure as his hug when we greeted each other. I drank in the smell of mint, and a cologne that I had registered with several of my fashionable acquaintances. He introduced himself as Max.

         One glass turned to two and before the night was over, I was on all fours on my bed in my apartment and was nicely pounded by him from behind. Not only did I cum once, but I came three times that night. I thoroughly enjoyed it and felt blessed with the thought that I’d met him, although his lack of emojis had me doubting. But, I was thankful. My whole body sounding like a fanfare of bliss. I hadn’t been fucked like that in years, that’s how it felt. Even if the last time I’d had sex was some weeks before that. But that guy, a Karl who was too much of a gentleman to relax and let go of inhibitions to let the lust free, was at this point forgotten, he had been a one night stand. It was different with Max. This was the beginning of so much more.

         I felt it.

         Two days ago, we celebrated our fifth anniversary. Five years. That’s how long we’ve been together. Or, that’s how long it’s been since this date, this first shag – the first time we met. Our relationship works, it really does. I would even say that it’s working well. We know each other’s routines. We laugh at the others’ jargon. We can talk about the big and small stuff. Sometimes we fight, but never too much. We fuck and the sex is good. Absolutely, it’s fine. I can’t say anything else.

         But something is missing.

         Something that we need, that neither I nor Max has found yet. I have thought long and hard at this point. Tried to understand what it’s all about – what’s missing. Because, as I said, we’re good together. Everything’s good. I shouldn’t complain, really. But the feeling is there. The one telling me the opposite. The one making me realize that yes, I’m lying to myself a little bit after all, consciously or unconsciously. I can’t let it go. There’s something. And no matter how big or small something is, there’s a cloud growing and making my thoughts spread. Making me question every way possible. I don’t want it to be this way. I don’t want everything to be just ‘fine’ between us. I want it to be completely fucking fabulous. I want us to love every day that we’re together. And above all, this has made itself more clear to me as time has passed, I want our sex to be as hot and sparkling as pure magic. I want to fuck, not just until reaching an orgasm, I want to fuck to a total fucking splendour! A firework. A storm. A whole sea of lust and beauty, I want to swim in and lick the juices from both his and my body. That’s how I want it. But Max? He’s traditional. He likes to take me from behind. Sometimes he likes it when I ride him, too. But more than that? No. I’m not blaming him, not at all, you’re always two in a relationship. But the variation, that’s what I’m missing. That’s what we both miss. I really believe so.

         We’re stuck in the routines of everyday life. A mundane life. A…life? It shouldn’t have to be this way. Sure, a relationship can change with time, and yet be good. But it shouldn’t have to fizzle out, or have the steam taken from it! I really don’t think so, and I’m convinced that this doesn’t have to be the case. It’s all about courage. Courage to try something new. To have the courage for new emotions, new methods, new…things.

         I don’t really know how to talk with Max about this. Not that I think he’ll be offended, no, we talk about most things. However, I still want a concrete option of how we can spice up our relationship. That’s why I start looking. I google and visit webpages telling me about ideas from different sexual positions, Kama sutra, switching locations where you have sex; to other places you usually don’t use for sexual pleasure. New places such as the car, the lawnmower, the hammock, the stairs. The wording is the article, not mine. There are also ideas about roleplaying, games. Something catches my interest. Roleplaying? To be someone else? To dress up and pretend he’s a doctor and I’m his patient…no, that one is not for me. Even less so for Max. But something about changing roles makes me want to read on, gathering more information. I keep googling. I enter sites with both this and that. The ideas relieve others. Lick this way, kiss this way, suck this way. Buy a swing. Have sex in your friend’s bed during a dinner with lots of guests. Yes, the ideas are endless. Sex, the erotic adventure, is an enormous range never seeming to end.

         I ponder it for a few days. The thoughts sweep through me, I try to catch them and form ideas that feel both good and concrete, something Max and I would like. Still, I am unsuccessful. Time and time again it reaches me, the inspiration for a good idea, but just as I think I have it – it flies away – gone, somewhere else.

         When I’ve already given up. When I’m doing something completely different than thinking of potential ideas of how to enhance our sex life – that’s when it hits me.

         Like I said, Max is manliness itself. Sure of his thing. Sure of himself. Sure of his routines. Sure of what he does good, something he rarely departs from. Because that’s his… self-esteem? His pleasure? His safety? And suddenly everything falls into place in front of me. Roles. Roleplay. Manliness. Identity. Pattern. Habits. Everyday. To do what you’ve always done. To be… as you’ve always been.

         
            
               
                  What would happen if we changed this?
      

                  What would happen if I stepped out of my role?
      

                  What would happen if Max stepped out of his?
      

               

            

         

         Immediately as the thought hits me, I see it being done, becoming reality. I see both Max and I fit into this idea, and how I sincerely believe that this is exactly what I’m looking for – and a burning sensation starts between my thighs. I get horny from just thinking about it. I close my eyes and see the picture in front of me. This new, exciting, inciting – forbidden? Oh, the roles would change completely. Not least the role of female and male. Max would be in a whole new situation, a whole new role, a new place. Above all: a new feeling. I am convinced that this is something completely new for him. Not in my wildest fantasy can I imagine him trying something like this before. Never, never, ever.

         Still, for some reason, I feel sure he will like it. As long as he dares to try it, dares to trust me and do something new. Break our pattern, defy his manliness and the norms belonging to being male – he would be ecstatic. He would be carried away. I even think that he would love it. Almost as much as I would.

         As I think these thoughts, I imagine how it feels to wear it. How it would feel against my skin. The material, it must be plastic? Would he feel pain? Yes, probably, he must, if he’s not used to it yet. At least in the beginning. I would have to be careful, do it slowly, with careful movements. And lots of lube. I have never done anything like this before. Not ever. Yet, as this thought takes root, I’m blown away and feel the longing and a dripping, growing lust in me. Why haven’t I thought about this before? Why haven’t I thought along these tracks – until now? Maybe it was time. Perhaps the boredom had reached a dead-end. Keep on, or change. I chose the latter and I hope, no I even beg, that Max will say yes. Because if he’s willing to try, if he says yes, we won’t regret it in the least. Of this, I am sure.

          
      

         Madeleine Emma Augustina Johansson, twenty-seven years old, born and raised in Linköping. Working as a freelance writer. When she asks me, I don’t know how to react. I know neither how I feel or what I’m thinking. The thought needs to pass through my head a few times before I even know what she’s saying.

         Strap-on.

         Being fucked.

         Me.

         No, I think. “No,” I say, after squirming on the couch for way too long, probably making Madde understand and feel uncomfortable. “No,” I say again, and then telling a joke about some macho-shit, just as ridiculous as I feel. I don’t know why I just can’t say that? I just can’t say yes or maybe. Just the thought of me not instantly saying no, feels like too much. Too much how? I ask myself as soon as the wording is in my mind. Once again, I feel ridiculous. Why can’t I decide yes or no? The thoughts pile up. I walk out of the living room, sitting down by the computer, trying to distract my mind. Though, I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking: how would it feel? I have no idea whatsoever. Why would I say no to something I know nothing about? I know that my manliness, or the idea of me, the attempts to achieve and take on this role, controls me more than it should. It’s a sadness in me. Something I’ve noticed time and time again that I need to work on. I actively am trying to break free from, to pursue Max, rather than the manliness. Or rather, the idea of manliness. Still, despite these thoughts, explanations, and positive pictures, I don’t know how I feel about trying. It’s so far off from me. To be penetrated.

         I’m wrestling with the thought. At the same time, I’m trying to interpret my own thoughts and understand them, see the reason, see the positive, see it as something I might enjoy. Something that might just be both good and necessary for both Madde and me. I can’t help noticing what’s happening to me. Inside me. Inside my sweatpants; I have an erection. My cock starts to burn, to pulse. I long to bring my hand to it and stroke myself until I explode through my fingers. All the while, I think of how I see Madde, with a strap-on, fucking me.

         I would be an idiot if I didn’t try. If I didn’t push all the stupid norms, ideas, idiotic ideas, away from me – and followed my curiosity.

         We have sex that night, Madde and I. We fuck as usual. We cum. It’s both nice and good, all that. Before I fall asleep I decide.

         The next day at lunch, I will go and buy a strap-on.

          
      

         When Max shows me what he’s bought; I freak out. I become a teenager again. Infatuation, giggles and insecurity mix with exhilaration and curiosity. I get so excited. Horny. I can’t wait to try it. At the same time, I worry – what if it’s a disappointment? What if it’s nothing like I’ve imagined? Pushing the thought aside, the feeling of Max saying yes takes over. He is willing to try. Somewhere inside, although I didn’t want to think about it, I didn’t think he would say yes. Now, this Friday, late afternoon, as he hands me the package and I quickly open it – surprises, presents and my patience have never got along well – I get excited. It feels like a win, like something improbable and wonderful. The excitement grows inside me, extending in every direction. I can barely contain myself. I want us to try it immediately. Which we decide to do.

          
      

         The bedroom. It is after six pm. The lust is dripping between my legs. It grows as if a ticking bomb were nearing explosion. The orgasm looms in the corner of my eye, not out of reach. Max undresses in front of me. I do the same. We’re getting nearer to bare skin, garment after garment is thrown on the floor, becoming a messy pile under and in front of our feet. Standing opposite each other, I see that he is unsure. Even so, his hard cock is telling me of his will to go on. His gaze is impatient, waiting, and at the same time, horny and possibly a bit scared? I ask if he’s sure that he wants to do this and he nods. For a few seconds, I can’t do anything else but drink him in. Max. The man. My man. He’s tall, he’s fit, he’s ripped. His muscles clearly forming his tense body. His chest muscles visibly bulge out. His stomach is solid. His chest is freshly shaven. His legs are hairy, not much, but the masculinity is there. His thighs are steady, tense, built from lots of exercise – like the rest of his physical appearance. I meet his gaze. I look at his face, drink in the details. I think that perhaps this won’t happen after all. Maybe it’s just a fantasy, a wet dream and at any moment I’ll wake up, be delirious and say to myself: but it felt so real! But this isn’t a dream, this is here and now. This is Max and Madde in their bedroom. Everything is as usual in the waken state. And yet, not. Yet so far, far away.

         I want to near his lips. Full, thick, well-shaped lips like a moon. I want to get closer with a kiss. His stubble will prickle my skin when we kiss – just the way I like. He will drown me in wet kisses, filled with temptation. I will beg for more. Plead and receive. But not yet, not now. First I will put on the thing, the piece – the cock.

         Slowly I take the toy from its box. I put my legs into the harness, pull it up to my waist where I, with the help of the belt, keep it steady and fix it to the right spot. Yes, the material is like plastic. An imitation of leather admittedly, yet not real. The material is cold, even chilly against my skin, which is now steaming hot. I tighten it properly, careful so that it doesn’t loosen and slide down my legs. In front of me, I’m not only seeing Max’s cock point steady in my direction – hard, hungry, steady, delicious. I also see mine. My strap-on. My cock. It’s a big cock, dark in colour. Not black, but not far off. I take it in both my hands. Grip it as I imagine a man, Max in particular, often would hold their Adonis between their hands. I press, squeeze, and then stroke with my hands forward and backward. Caressing. Wanking lightly. The material, it might be silicone, heats fast from my hand. Max follows every movement eagerly, with excitement, with total concentration. I clearly notice that he likes it. A lot. Proof. This knowledge fills me with such electricity, such a trembling feeling of lust and desire. I want nothing more than to fuck him. I want nothing more than to use this thing, this organ – and penetrate him. I’ve transformed into a woman with a man’s sex. A woman with the man’s power. With manhood like him, but my mind.

         I ask Max to get on the bed, on all fours. He listens. He doesn’t say anything, he just acts. A few quick seconds later and he is there. In my old position. He sits on his knees, supporting himself with his muscular arms. Turning his head backward, time and time again, as if to ensure himself of the next step in my plan. His buttocks point towards me. It’s also fit. Big. Firm. Proper. His buttocks are like a human fruit, split in two. A fruit I want nothing more than to… taste. Genius! I think. The want, the curiosity – but also the advantage. Decidedly, I’m closing in and before he can react, just as his gaze is turned to the front, I kiss his anus in a wet, hungry kiss. And one more. I continuously kiss his anus. I kiss the slit to the inside of his body and I kiss his buttocks, one after the other. I even slap the right one with my hand, while doing this. The sound smacks, the skin vibrates although it’s firm. I do it again and again. Harder. Max leans towards me, in a movement asking for more. He’s breathing heavier, the lust filling his breath. I start licking him. A short time after, I lick his anus with everything I got. My tongue licks his virility. My tongue emits saliva all over his buttocks and his anus. I lick him until my saliva runs down his golden, tense skin. Max moans. He doesn’t talk, he moans. His body, his lounges, his lust makes it clear that he likes it. That he’s turned on. That he’s excited. And that’s what’s magical between Max and me, as he gets horny – I get horny. The knowledge that I’m making him horny, ignites in me like an unstoppable fire. I lick faster. Inserting my tongue inside him, not just at the opening, teasingly at the border – no, I insert my tongue in his hole. Tasting him. Alternating by kissing and licking, faster, harder, deeper. My pussy whines and wants more and can’t wait.

         I must fuck him.

         Now, warm and wet, it’s time. I stop. Standing close, close to him with my material cock in front of me, pointing like a hungry, glowing limb, and again I need to ask myself: is this really happening? Maximilian Alexander Forsberg. Is he really in front of me, Madeleine Emma Augustina Johansson? Waiting for my cock? Waiting for the feeling to be penetrated, dominated, owned by me? Yes! Yes! Yes! It’s really happening. It happens, it strikes. And I’m a cannonade of wet, wild fantasies materialized to time and space.

         “What do you want me to do?” I ask him, although I already know the answer. I want to hear him say the words. I have the power. He’s the one begging, the one praying. He’s rock hard. He wants this, he longs, just as I do, for me to put my staff in him – to penetrate, fuck and pleasure.

         “Fuck me, Madde. I want to feel your cock. Deep inside me.”

         He utters words I never heard in this order from him. Sentences I’ve never, ever thought would come from his mouth. I love it. The lust almost explodes between my legs. I move a few fingers to my pussy, intensely finger fucking myself for a short, brief moment and explode in a mirage, a fanfare, a triumph of pleasure. The orgasm takes me, kisses me, makes me complete. I continue our doing. My body enjoys this freedom – now, there’s nothing else, just the lust, the rhythm and the beauty, beauty in getting satisfied. I don’t even have to wonder. I will love it, I think. Love to enter him. Will enjoy every thrust. Every penetration, every rhythm. I don’t even question if he feels the same My own lust is strong and shining. This, this will be good.

         Then I do it. Taking some lube on my fingers. Quickly stroking his anus, letting my fingers slide in, letting two fingers slide in, letting three fingers slide in. Max whines. Max is rock hard. Max says yes, yes, yes. More, more, more. I continue. I gather lube, covering my strap-on. Thoroughly. I drench the tip in lube, the most important, for it to enter without resistance, without it being painful. Max’s words are drowned in waves of whines and puffs. I can feel the liberation, thrusts, pulse, and eager patience from him, and a cock that is ready to burst, a sex that wants to roar.

         I have the cock. I have the power. I have the ability to make him reach an orgasm, the ability to make him feel – new, foreign, stimulated and hopefully somewhat outstandingly wonderful. Me. It’s me who does it. It’s me he will be grateful to. This thought, this knowledge, it fills me with the drunken feeling of possibility. To be able to give and at the same time get. He is dependent on me, here and now. The fire moves like an attack through my body. My lust is absolute.

          
      

         “Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes! More. Mmm… Careful, careful. Yes… yes… yes… Oh! YES! YES! YES!”

         Fuck. My whole body reacts. I sit on all fours on our shared bed. My legs spread wide apart. Between my legs, pushing against the backside of my thighs, and with a pair of hands around my waist to not lose her balance – is she. I’m being pounded. Fucked. First, she licks me. This feeling, her rough tongue against my body, tingling, enticing, making my body tremble from excitement, writhing in lust – making me relish. I fall as if in trance. I abdicate. For my sanity. For my manliness. For time and space and room. I abdicate completely for this feeling, this vibration, this pulsing, this seductive perception. The lust pumps through my cock. I don’t even need to see it to feel how it grows in lightning speed. My body surges, in pace and speed. Rises. Every time Madde reaches me with her tongue and her lips, I am dislocated to a place where there’s as much peace as the erotic electricity’s rhythm and pulse. And when she pushes the strap-on, towards my ass, as she lets it glide between my buttocks. Fuck. I can’t describe the feeling in any other way than that it’s something that needs to be experienced to understand.

         She thrusts her cock into me, Madde. Time and time again. First carefully, slowly, to make me get used to it, to make my tight, narrow opening adapt. Slowly, I’m adjusting. I can take more. The more she thrusts, the faster the speed. Harder. My body is contorting. Transforming. I no longer fit in it. No longer fit in myself, inside my skin. I need to get out, the lust becomes fire, becomes steam. Breathing hard and heavy, I move my body towards Madde’s in a common rhythm. I arch my back so that the penetration deepens. Creating a feeling of pain just as much as the most magical, phenomenal pleasure. I’m completely lost. Lost to Madde, to her power, to her sex. I am the one receiving, not the one giving. The role is new, never have I had this role before. I love it. Fucking hell, I love it. I beg her for more. I beg her to do it harder.

         I cum. Maybe in the most satisfying orgasm I’ve ever experienced, I spray my cum over the mattress under me, while having her inside me. Being fucked. From behind. Me, on all fours. I don’t know if it’s the thrusts themselves or if it’s this new knowledge, that I have the other role – which makes me cum with such a force, this incomparable intensity. But I do cum, and it’s the most magical feeling. All of me is emptied. Time and time again. All the while she keeps fucking me.

      

   


   
      
         
            The Stepbrother
      

         

      

   


   
      
         Brotherly Love
      

          
      

         If there were no ifs, there would be no obstacles. At least not the big, heavy obstacle that is now standing in my way and about to put an end to possibly, maybe and perhaps. 

         Maybe it’s a good thing. Of course it is. Strictly speaking. Because I realize how wrong it is. How unwise it is to even think about it. And to then go from briefly thinking about it to feeling something – to move your thoughts to a place of physical sensations, even desire – is of course simply disgusting. I know that, I really do. I’m not stupid. But still, still, still. Oh, why does it have to be like this? Why does it have to feel like this? And why, why, why couldn’t I fall for someone other than him? 

         My name is Jenni. I am neither old nor young enough to blame this on my age. I am old enough to be expected to be able to tell right from wrong. I’m expected to be someone who knows her limitations, her rights and her surroundings. I’m generally a fully functional person. My studies take up most of my time. I prepare for exams and put a lot of effort into doing a good job in school so that I can eventually reach my goal of becoming a journalist at a newspaper. I have my own apartment and I recently adjusted to standing on my own two feet. I really like it. And I feel like I’m on the right track in life, going down a path that leads me in the right direction. 

         Everything could be great. 

         Everything should be great. 

         It could all be, you know, the way you want life to be – with no complications. When it all moves at a comfortable speed and no challenges seem impossible. But maybe that’s too much to ask for in this thing we call life and everyday life. Maybe it would be greedy to ask for a life that isn’t filled with complications? I try to think like that when it feels too hard to fend off the challenges and the rough patches. But I’ll admit it’s hard. At least it’s not simple.

         Christoffer will be staying with me this summer. He is in-between studies and has just applied for a new apartment he won’t be able to move into until a few days before the semester starts. I’ll be working these months, but I will also have some time off. Of course Christoffer can stay with me. I did not hesitate when he asked me. 

         But that’s how it begins.

         The thing that mustn’t happen.

         It’s like a seed starting to grow inside me. It wasn’t there at first. It has never been there before. Consequently, this means that it’s new and foreign, and I have never even thought about it before. Or perhaps I did subconsciously?

         It starts very small, but then it mobilizes and grows bigger and stronger and takes up more space. The way things like this tend to do. And that is the case this time too, with this tiny and initially insignificant seed. But I have learned not to fool myself. Because even the smallest, the most innocent and seemingly insignificant things can change things significantly.

         You see, I’m starting to see him, my stepbrother. 

         I’m starting to see him in a different light than I used to.

         At first, I just ignore the thought. My reason catches me doing something I absolutely shouldn’t. It looks at me with a sober glance, and guilt instantly washes over me and quickly makes me stop. I do this for a long time. Dismiss the thought with such force and pressure that I think it will fly far away from me and never be able to find its way back. 

         My eyes linger on him when we talk. It sticks to him again and again, even if we’re not speaking. It feels as if I’m trying to capture everything about him without missing out on anything. As if I want to see and distinguish more and more parts of him. Like the birthmarks on the front and back of his neck. The lines in his face. His dimples. The crease that appears around his mouth whenever he smiles. The way his gaze, eyes, lips, forehead and cheeks all move in sync in different ways depending on his emotion and situation. 

         I keep forgetting it’s him. I look at him the way I look at other people of our age. Friends and acquaintances, even people I date.

         I marvel at the way he moves – the way he is confident without being arrogant, the way his gentleness is slightly awkward, the way he keeps pushing his hair away from his face, putting a strand of hair behind his ear so that it won’t fall into his eyes. But a few seconds later, it always does. His words are soft and smooth. I haven’t looked at him this way before, so in a weird way it feels like I’m meeting a new person. He has been around ever since our parents met. And we have known each other ever since. We are very close. But I have never looked at him like this. Is that even possible? 

         Initially, it’s harmless. I just notice things without questioning it. Images. Movements. But when the feelings start coming, I start putting them away. I do it quickly. But they keep coming back, again and again. And as I’m trying my best not to absorb these feelings or give them space inside my mind, I start looking at him more and more and in new ways. He comes closer. Becomes more real. Under my skin. Not through words, but through my gaze. When he’s so close that I start dreaming about him and seeing details I know no one else does – that’s when it hits me. 

         I want him.

         I’m scared. I panic. I jolt awake in the middle of the nights, feeling like I’m on a roller coaster. I ask myself if I’m losing my mind. Perhaps I already have? What was I thinking? I ask myself if I really am this stupid and unrealistic. I ignore these thoughts. Try to escape. Hide. Resign. I try to spit out every part of me that accepts these thoughts and feelings. This far and no further – this is enough. It is obvious that this can’t happen. I can’t feel lust for his body. It is so far from acceptable. It’s wrong in so many ways. We don’t share blood or heritage, but we are one in a way. Siblings. Even though we don’t share parents, we were raised as equals. Our parents and their relationship set the rules. There aren’t many rules in this world, but one of the clearest of them all is what it means to be a family. What it means to have parents and siblings. The lines are clear – it goes without saying. There is no room for questioning it. Siblings, half-siblings or stepsiblings. You just don’t. Because you can’t.

         I use mental violence to suppress my realizations. I dedicate myself to start thinking about something else. 

         I reach out to other people. Friends and acquaintances. Even old crushes. I start thinking I could replace one thing with another. (Yes, that’s how naïve I am). I meet with them and genuinely try my very best to feel something that just isn’t there. I meet up with Patrick, my first boyfriend, and I try to revive the feelings we once had for each other. And I try to look at him the way I did back then. I look back at the time of inexperience and remember how we both used to fumble our way to pleasure. How his body and mine went from cautious to confident. From discomfort to comfort and pleasure. I picture his cock pressing against me. How I wrap myself around it. How he stretches me out, how I shudder. How his hands touch me, caressing me from top to toe. But try as I might – nothing happens. Even though I really, really want to feel something spark to life and burn within me with longing and attraction – it just feels empty.
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