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            Working the Pipes
   

            The Smith from Slagelse
   

         

          
   

         I took a sip from the flower-print coffee cup she’d put before me, as I regarded her red mane. We chatted. Mostly her. I wondered the entire time if her pubic hair had that same red hue. I must admit that red cunts turn me on more than any other.


“Right, I just need to pee!”

         Off she went. But only for a moment, and when she got back, she was naked. Holy fuck, was she pretty! Super sexy even down below.

         

“Come, let’s do it in front of the mirror!”


It was wild! Never before nor since then have I found myself in the hands of a hornier lady and with the sexiest fire red muff to boot. It was so easy. We fucked so well together. My touch on her shoulder, a bite of an earlobe, a touch of her breasts, and she came. She came so quickly and so many times that I lost count, while I, standing in front of the mirror, got the fuck of a lifetime.


I rubbed her cunt juices into her asshole afterwards and gently pushed myself into position before growing big. She went totally wild. Sighed and whined and kept cuming until my cum gushed deep, deep into her.


Sadly, we only did it that one time, because she turned out to be married.

          
   

      

   


   
      
         
            Dear Kristoffer?
   

            	                                Niels-E
   

         

          
   

         Just a quick email before you go to bed. I’m in the room above the student club, and I can hear the dull rhythm all the way up here where the computers are.


Her name is Katinka, and she’s a redhead. Long, frizzy, dark red hair – it’s probably henna dye. She’s beautiful. The first time I see her, she’s standing behind me at the bar. She’s waiting impatiently for a slot.


I quietly hope I get served first.

         “One Carlsberg,” I tell the bartender when he looks at me for a split second. “What are you having?” I ask her.

         

“Um?” She’s a little surprised. “Just a regular pint of whatever’s on tap...”

          

“And a pint,” I shout.


She puts money in my hand. She has beautiful hands – lean, but not thin. They have freckles on them. When the bartender comes back with change, she takes twenty kroner. I look at her, surprised.

         “God, were those yours? I’m so sorry! I thought they were mine!”

         

“It’s okay,” I say. “A girl like you can get away with some things...”

         

“I don’t think I can,” she replies.


"Yes, you're so beautiful that you definitely can," I answer.

         She smiles at me with eyes that make my heartache. I hurry up and leave. Would she want someone like me? I don't think so. Well, I have a lot of female friends to dance with. 


Later in the evening, I see her talking to some guy. I rudely interrupt and ask her to dance with me. She doesn’t like the music, she says. I know that excuse well. But she’s so damn beautiful – her freckled hands and those eyes, that seemingly gaze into the depths of my soul, while she herself is hidden deep behind that green iris.


Later on, they play a slow song. I sip my beer and lean up against the wall. I’m sweating.


Suddenly, I see her. She smiles at me and points to the dance floor. We stand in front of each other and sway calmly to the melody. She gets in close. I smell her hair and perfume. She occasionally brushes up against me with a breast or a hand. Pain can be so beautiful and so full of suffering at the same time, I think to myself.


I let myself fall into her eyes and put a hand on her hip, which is rocking gently. Her lips are begging me to kiss them, but the uncertainty lingers. My stomach knots and my heart stops beating as I cross the last couple of inches to her lips. She kisses me back, and a deep fright turns to incredible joy. We dance on; I don’t know how long. Everything is in a fog of happiness.


We end up outside in the cool summer night. Her lips suck in mine; the tip of her tongue makes its way around the edge of my lips. I grasp her round behind. She grinds her Mound of Venus against my leg. Then, she pushes me down on my knees, and I unbutton her trousers.


A pair of sleek, satin panties cover red, curly hair. She smells faintly of soap and sex. I let my tongue glide around her mound, on the outside of her knickers at first – they're moist. She grabs hold of my hair and pulls me in gently.


I let a finger find its way up her tummy -– a small, round one with a navel made for touching. I can just about reach her breasts. They’re covered by a bra, in that same sleek satin, but it can’t hide the fact that her nipples are hard. She stops me – she doesn’t live all that far away from here.


Being in someone else’s bed is always strange; it’s steeped in their scent that simply lying between the sheets is like making love to them. She throws me around on it and straddles me.


Her mons pubis burns hot against my stomach. It’s her turn to unbutton my trousers. She takes my cock into her mouth right away, gripping it with her lips, lets her tongue play along the edge of the head and massages my chest muscles slowly and deeply. Her bum is poking up into the air. I can tell she’s wearing a g-string. I crawl out of her embrace and remove both my own and her clothes.


I envelop myself in her sex, suck in warm scents and juices, let my tongue play with her clit which is poking out from the bushy, red hair. Katinka squirms and keeps a firm grip on my neck – and I keep going until she cums.

         

Right now, my life is purely centred around, giving her what she wants. My index finger is inside her. I massage her g-spot while my middle finger rotates around her anus. She thrusts against me so that my finger slides further into her sex, and my middle finger finds its way into her asshole.


Suddenly, she throws me onto my back. She straddles me, grabs my dick and slides it into her pussy. Slowly, at first, then she rides me faster and faster. She’s tightening around my cock and swallowing my soul in those bottomless eyes of hers.


It's suddenly as if us worshipping each other is no longer the primary thing happening – it's as if that's only a physical confirmation of what's happening to us mentally. Getting lost in those eyes is more satisfying than a hundred orgasms. She slows down until she's moving at a glacial pace. She looks at me. I can tell she's about to cum. And it's as if her orgasm is part of mine – or vice versa? I can't do anything but to follow her into it.


It’s light outside by now – the birds are singing like never before outside Katinka’s bedroom window. Sometimes, you can be so happy it hurts.

         

... So, Kristoffer – the music is still on downstairs – perhaps Katinka is still there. Maybe I can have that dance...

          
   

      

   


   
      
         
            Red Summer
   

            Kurt, Copenhagen
   

         

          
   

         There's something special about women with red hair. Last summer, I was lucky enough to catch one – Leila. Her bosom swayed tenderly when I danced with her at a party. Our rhythms slid synched up with ease. Later, we walked through the light-dark of night, which felt like someone had simply laid a stocking across the face of day. We were going home to a different kind of party, and it started as soon as we got to her room. She was wearing one of those translucent tops that were all the fashion. Beneath it, she wore a black bra, which I elegantly unclasped during a long kiss of her warm, red lips. She was clearly as turned on as I was. It had been a long time she'd been close with someone, and we were about to do something about that. 


She put her hands on my back, and it felt nice and safe. I let my hands slide down her bum. It was quite large, but it's nice to have something substantial to work with. She seemed to enjoy it, too, if you were to believe her dancing tongue in my mouth, her escalating moans and the look she gave me from under her heavily painted eyelids. We lay down on the sofa. She was on the bottom, and I could enjoy her fantastic breasts. I licked them and nibbled on the nipples. I could tell she enjoyed it. Her skin was white; I like that. I mostly just rubbed against her breasts while I kissed her and she kissed me. I rubbed myself against her sex. I put a finger in her mouth, and she sucked on it eagerly. Yeah, we understood each other. 


When I pulled my finger back out, she pulled my head down so that her mouth was against my ear. She whispered: "I want to see your dick! Show it to me."


She didn’t have to ask twice! I bent backwards and unzipped my trousers. My dick popped out, and I looked at her as if to ask if it was good. If my equipment was up to scratch. She seemed to think so. She licked her lips and reached forward. Then, she received the goods with a lusty smile. She slowly pulled the foreskin back and forth, rubbed and massaged, all the while looking me straight in the eye.


“You’re not just a little naughty,” I stammered.

“I can be a whole lot worse!”


It was incredible. I was rock hard in her soft hand. Her half-parted lips vibrated. I could tell she enjoyed it. Her lips would have a job to do soon, I thought, and pushed forth, while I made it clear what it was I dreamed of.


She bent over and took it into her mouth while she went back and forth between caressing my balls and my tummy. I was burning hot and heavy down there. She was really good at this. And she clearly enjoyed what she was doing. I kept my hands in her red hair and messed it up without thinking. Morning was growing outside, but we were where we were supposed to be, in each other’s arms, in an embrace.


“I want to feel you inside me,” she said in a moment’s pause and started taking her clothes off. Her eagerness kept the pot boiling. She was going to get what she wanted. I helped her take off her trousers and felt her cold, white bum. It would be warm soon. From her trousers erupted the most beautiful, fire-red bush I’d ever seen. She was pretty hairy, the way I like it. I let a couple of fingers slide down there and felt how wet she was. I slid them all the way in, and she twisted like a cat while she pulled her legs up with enjoyment, and so that I’d have better access.


“Oh, dear...” she moaned. “You’ll take me deep. Deep inside me, right?”

“I’m going to take you. I want you to know that I will. I’m going to slide into you and fuck you deep, and you’re going to relax and enjoy until ecstasy hits you.”

I didn’t usually talk like this.

“Oh, give me your beautiful cock. I can tell it’s gorgeous, and you’re big and hard, big and hard.”


One line fed into the next and we said a whole lot of nonsense to each other, but it set up a super-aroused atmosphere. I rolled on the condom and slid into her. I started fucking her with slow strokes while staring as if possessed at her quivering breasts, the way she moved with all that beautiful, white skin and her hands massaging her own breasts. It was a sight from heaven.


I fucked her with the pedal to the metal, the sunroof down and ready for a full blow-out, and it didn't take long before she was ready. When I felt her get close to the peak, I asked her to turn around so that I could finish from behind. I could enjoy her white bum that way and give it a smack or two, just for fun; we didn't know each other well enough for anything further. I was sure she'd like a little of it, and so I spanked and fucked her and enjoyed the skin on her white behind. My thrusts gave off a slap, slap, slap, and she moaned so tenderly and so naughtily at the same time at the other end. I was seduced by her wildness, and she gave in to my lust. Her cave was large and wide, and I could squelch around in there while holding on. Her beautiful, white arse helped me focus. I held on tight, slid in and out, and gave it a spank – I couldn't help it myself.


I was big and hard inside her, and yet I pulled out from time to time to rub my dick between her butt cheeks. It was simply too tempting to rub against her there. It felt so good, truly delightful. My balls hit that wet wildness. She whimpered, moaned and clearly enjoyed herself.


“Oh, dear, you really know how to fuck. Get it back in there, come on, ohhh...”

“Yeah, I’m fucking you, you feel so good...”

“Harder now, ram it into me, ohhh...”


And on we went. Our tongues loosened. Her moans had grown loud now, and it was as if she was on fire down there. I had a good grasp on her white bum and didn't want anything else in the world. I fucked her until she came, screaming, and I soon followed while I was still deep inside her. I practically fell on top of her when my release came, and her whole body was there beneath me, we were nothing but one big lump of desire and burning blood.


We had a cigarette after. Images from the trip back to her after the party swam into focus in my mind. Romantic imagery.


It was a beautiful morning, I shared with lovely Leila, and we met at the occasional party throughout summer. The relationship came to an end later, the way it often goes. Something new will always come along, but she's in my personal scrapbook of sex, which I take great care of, and her great, wet lips are forever printed in bright ink in my memories. I get a tingle when I think about them, or the way she moved. Not to mention her fire-red bush, which I got burned on that summer. There's something extraordinary about redheads and their white, white skin

          
   

      

   


   
      
         
            Making Burning Love
   

            Per, Odense
   

         

          
   

         “Did you drop these?”

A freckly girl with a large mop of fire-red hair stood by the table, smiling.

“They were on the floor behind you.”


In her well-manicured hands were a pack of condoms. I checked my back pocket, on reflex, even though they couldn't be mine. I never used Black Jacks.


“No,” I smiled apologetically. Still, she stood there for a moment, as if waiting for an invitation to sit. When she didn’t get one, she disappeared off with a shrug in the direction of the loos.


She was gone for a long while. So long that I eventually wondered where she'd gone. Without really knowing why I went to pee. I waited for a while outside the ladies' room to see if she'd emerge but then continued on into the men's. I was alone in there. Still, I had the strange sensation that I was being watched while I emptied myself into the urinal. I looked around, but couldn't see anyone.


Passing by the booths on my way out, I saw one of the doors slightly open. A quick realisation made me stop and open it all the way.


I suddenly understood. The redhead was utterly naked. A teasing smile played with her lips. "That took a while!" she said.

Of course! The condoms had merely been an excuse.

“Are you coming in or what?”

I quickly locked the door behind me and started unbuttoning.


She was a beautiful woman. Two well-shaped breasts with big, brown nipples protruding happily toward me. A wild bush of curly hair, matching the hair on her head perfectly. A body so white, it was as if it were made of marble.

“Don’t get any grand ideas. I just need a quick fuck. You were the chosen one.”


She explained this matter-of-factly while helping me undress. "You have nice hands. Nice hands turn me on." As if she wanted to tell why.


She took the lead. She rolled the condom on with deft movements and turned around. Her gorgeous, half-open sex showed between her legs when she spread them and bent over.

“Quickly, come on. Don’t be considerate. It’s best this way. I’ll keep up.”


She stretched back. Grabbed her buttocks and separated them, so that her pretty little butt hole came into view.

Come on, that’s where you’re going. It’s all ready.”


She wanted to be fucked in the back! I gently pressed in, but she wanted it differently. Pushed hard against my dick. I slid in without any strain. Felt how the hole closed around my cock like a tight glove.


Then, I fucked my heart out. I enjoyed the dance of her breasts with a firm grip around her ample hips. It was powerful. Vulgar. Absolutely fantastic. A stranger. Entirely at my mercy. She wanted to be fucked and fucked she was.


The door opened. We heard voices. Someone laughed., and the footsteps came to a halt. Silence. They seemed to be listening. My new friend moaned. Asked me to fuck harder. And to squeeze her breasts.


I did everything she asked. Squeezed her nipples between my fingers and twirled them.

I felt the sperm come.

“Yes... Yes... It’s good... Oh, so good.”

She was all in. I had enough of a job in handling myself. I only thought about my own wants.

“Someone’s actually fucking in here.”


Then, I filled her bowels with the result of all my lust. Gave a couple of rock-hard thrusts... All the way to the root, and staying in there.

“Thank you... That was good. Absolutely perfect. You’re lovely.”


She freed herself from my semi-stiff member. Gave me a kiss on the cheek and pulled on her dress.

She was followed by whistles and a couple of rude offers. The door outside slid closed.


I sat on the seat for a long time. Overwhelmed by my luck. Felt the lust return. What a woman. It was clearly my lucky day.

Then, I watched it all in reverse, on my inner screen, until I once again came hard into the bowl.

          
   

      

   


   
      
         
            Redhead
   

            Henrik, Amager
   

         

          
   

         Her name was Pernille. Red hair, a little on the fuller side with large, perky breasts and a smiling, contagious personality that was simply irresistible. We met at the park on a regular old Sunday in August, and we were on our way home when she suddenly said: “I really have to pee. We’ve got to find somewhere!”


Of course, when you’re in the middle of the street somewhere and need one, there’s never a café in sight. An entryway... A backyard? We found somewhere on our third try.     


“Please don’t look,” she said when she hurried through the gate and into the little courtyard. I’m usually a gentleman, but this was a big ask, so of course I looked. And it’s a good thing that I did! I caught a flash of the most wonderful, red-haired pussy you could ever imagine, before she turned her back to me and hunched down. I carefully crept closer while she opened the waterworks. 


There’s something about girls peeing that I’ve always found irresistible. It’s too bad that getting to witness such an act is far too rare a treat. When she stood up, it seemed to be a surprise to her that I stood behind her and stroked across her sex with a finger. I heard a deeply-felt sigh and a “Stop it!” Still, she remained standing with her back to me and her trousers around her knees. Hoping for more? That’s the way I interpreted it, at least. I turned her around and pulled up her t-shirt so that a pair of formidable breasts also came into view. She was now totally bared to my gaze - and the local residents, too, if any of them would happen to look down - while she once again halfheartedly expressed: “Will you stop?”


Why would I? She sure wasn’t doing anything to cover up her luxurious body. She just stood there in the bare courtyard, lighting it all up with her lovely fox-red pussy and her bulging breasts.

“I want to fuck you,” I said, “really bad...”


“Hmm...,” she said steadily, without revealing that she had anything against it.

“Take off your trousers and bend over that crate,” I said pointing at a large wooden crate that stood by the wall.

“Hmm...,” she said again, but still she complied with my instructions. And as she stood there, with her legs slightly apart, the most beautiful, idyllic haven came into sight underneath her sun-tanned, plump bum cheeks... Perhaps she sunbathed nude?


I kneeled behind her and let my tongue dance over her half-open, tempting pussy as I heard her whimper. She, who had been so tight-lipped before, suddenly became quite verbal. Her mouth never stopped talking and soon she was begging for cock, plain and simple.

“Be careful. I’ve only tried this once before!”


A virgin, just about... How lucky can you get? I stood up and slid inside her in a single sucking movement, all the way to the bottom of her surprisingly tight pussy, as she whimpered and moaned. For a moment I stood still, to recover from the tight, enveloping sensation, but she was impatient. She writhed, pushed out her butt, in other words, she just wanted to fuck. And she got what she wanted!


I grabbed her hips and fucked her, rhythmically, in long thrusts until I felt her quiver with delight.


“Yes, yes... Oh, you fuck so nice!” Just once before? It couldn’t be... Or if that was the case, she clearly was a natural at it. She almost sucked my cock all the way inside her. And unfortunately I came soon after. What about Sunday’s game – did they play on home ground, or... I tried to think of something else, but in vain – it was too late...!


With a loud roar, I shot my load inside her while I continued to thrust, and lucky for her, it sounded as if she was joining me...

Her cheeks flushed, she squatted again and this time she let me look openly at her as my cum dripped from her fiery bush. God, she was so naughty and lovely...  

          
   

      

   


   
      
         
            Deep and Dirty with the Ex-Mother-in-Law
   

            Nicolay Holt
   

         

          
   

         It was over between Lis and me. She was great at giving head, and she loved my huge cock up her ass. But otherwise, there wasn’t really anything else in our relationship that worked.

         My relationship with Lis was the seventh to have fallen apart within three years. I obviously just can’t get it to work with women. Or, as my big sister puts it, maybe I’m just not ready to give up on taking all the models out for a test-drive. I’m way too much of a bad boy to want a permanent relationship and settle down with a house, Volvo and dog. Incidentally, I wouldn’t be able to afford it anyway – unless I found some rich girl! I can’t even afford to buy a second-hand Skoda.

         I was sorry when I saw Lis go, but it just wasn’t meant to be. But the person who was most sad to see it didn’t work out between us was Linda, Lis’ mother. I stayed over at her place, comforting her for several days after it happened. She really would have liked me to become her son-in-law. She’s pretty cool. She goes hiking in India, looks after foster kids in Africa when she’s meant to be on holiday, and she even likes skydiving. If I had to have any of my girlfriends’ mothers as my mother-in-law, it would be her. But that also just wasn’t to be.


         So that was a bit about Linda. As for me, well, I’m Johnny. I’ve just turned twenty-six. My mother thinks I should have produced two grandchildren by now. But I’m way too busy with other stuff: looking after my body, running marathons, lifting weights at the gym, and partying. I try to live life to the full.

         On Mother’s Day this year, I ordered a bouquet of flowers online for my own mother, who lives in Jutland, while I decided to go visit Linda and bring her a bouquet. Lis was her only child, and I can guarantee that there's no way she would have remembered her own mother on Mother's Day. Or she intentionally forgot it. On purpose! There was always some kind of tension between Lis and Linda. Maybe because they looked as if Linda was Lis’s big sister with, say, just 10-12 years between them. So I bought a bunch of roses and headed out to Linda’s.


         "Oh, what the fuck!" said Linda, with tears in her eyes. “Come in, you wonderful boy.

         She gave me a massive hug. It was Saturday morning, and Linda was piddling about in a T-shirt and a pair of panties, which she’d probably slept in. I’d actually seen her in much less than that; indeed, I’ve actually seen her without panties a couple of times when we were in Sweden, and she went skinny dipping. But I’ve never thought about sex with her. After all, she was my girlfriend’s mother.


         However, Lis had told me her mother was into younger men. I’d noticed her eyeing me up a couple of times, almost enviously. Lis had a fantastic intuition, so it was probably that which made her and Linda quarrel. But Lis was now history, and here I was with my ex-mother-in-law in my arms. Linda put the roses in water and put the water on for coffee. I sat down on a kitchen stool and watched her as she scuttled about. She had long legs, and even though she was over forty, she was still firm and lithe. Her breasts swung merrily under her skimpy blouse, which also revealed a bit of her bare tummy. She only had the merest hint of a muffin top, suntanned and soft. It could just as well have been Lis. All that was missing was the navel piercing. At one point, Linda bent down to get a coffee pot from the bottom shelf. She didn’t bend down like I would have done: I’d have bent down with my knees and got the pot out. But Linda? No, she did it like some kind of gymnastic exercise. She stuck her ass out, so her buttocks were like two tight balls, stretched tight against nylon, and bent her straight torso forward. Then she bent down to the floor and... voila! She stood there, holding the coffee pot while I held my breath! She’d just flashed her amazing ass at me!


         “You still look fantastic, Linda,” I said. “How come you can’t get a man? You could have hundreds if you wanted to.”

         She turned towards me. She looked both cheerful, but there was also a slightly mournful look about her.

         “Look, I don’t want just any old man,” she said. She stood up holding a cup in one hand, a bread knife in the other. Then she turned around, facing the kitchen table. “But it would be nice to have a shag now and then!”


         I’d definitely be into that! After Lis left, I’d only had one night stands with a couple of girls. Otherwise, it was just my right hand and me!

         “You could get a shag now and then! No problem!” I said without thinking. But I meant it. She was damn hot!

         She stood there and seemed to drift off. I don’t know what it was that made me do it, but I got up and went and gave her a kiss on the cheek. Then suddenly, we were in a tender embrace. When I thought the embrace had gone on long enough, Linda didn’t want to let go. Suddenly, I felt her hands on my body in such a way that it definitely wasn’t a hug: it was way more sexual. One of her hands slid down to my ass, while the other slipped inside my shirt and began to play with the hairs on my chest, and tugging my nipples.


         “What are we doing?” I asked, slightly freaked out by the whole thing. After all, she was my ex-mother-in-law.

         “It’s foreplay,” she said as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

          I didn’t have a fucking clue how to react, but as usual, my dick was in no doubt. It began to stir when Linda put her hand in my trousers at the same time as she fondled my nipples with two fingers. I put both my hands on her ass. She pressed her body against mine. I could feel her soft breasts against my chest, and I’m sure she knew full well that she was giving me a hard-on.

         She dragged me into the living room and began ripping our clothes off. I could barely keep up. She seemed desperately hungry for my dick because each time she’d got a piece of clothing off either one of us, she couldn’t resist touching my dick, which was getting harder and harder from all the attention she was giving it.

         “Mmm... Lis has told me all about it,” she said.

         “Really?” I replied, eyebrows raised. “Has your daughter been telling you stuff? Like what she was into?”

         “Mmm,” was all she answered, but the tone of her voice went up at the end of the words, so I took it as confirmation. “She likes the same as her mother,” she added. 


         OK, I thought. In other words, that meant Linda wanted to be fucked hard up the ass or that she wanted to guzzle sperm. So just to be on the safe side, I decided to make sure Linda got both.

         She was completely naked now, and so was I. She hadn’t been wearing anything except a T-shirt and panties. Again, I had to admire her body. She didn’t look like a woman who, given her age, could actually have been a grandmother. Speechless, I reached my hand out to touch her massive, soft breasts. Linda put her arms behind her neck, giving her breasts a bit more lift, and pushed them towards me. Her cleavage was enough to bury your head in, and that’s exactly what I did. She took hold of both breasts and pressed them together around my face. I thought about playing a game of Spanish massage – getting my dick massaged between her breasts. Linda’s tits were more than big enough for this, compared to Lis’s.


         After a minute or so, Linda got me on my back and started to give me head, wrapping her mouth and lips around my dick. I figured I should just let her steer the fun and games. She licked my dick just as greedily as her daughter, and when she lay on her side, so I could reach her soft cunt, covered in small curly hairs, at the same time. As I touched her, she became incredibly aroused very quickly. My dick is big. In particular, it’s thick. I’ve discovered that girls who say that want a big dick actually mean that they want a thick one. The length isn’t so important.

         There was no doubt Linda wanted my dick up her ass. I figured Lis had been gossiping, and now her mother wanted a taste. She left me lying on the sofa with my rod sticking up towards the ceiling for a few moments. A moment later, she was back with a bottle of massage oil. With firm hands, she started to lube my dick and her asshole with the fatty oil. I’m sharing the idea with you!Just putting it out there. Remember: corn oil is an excellent lubricant. There’s no need to buy expensive lubricants. When she was done with smearing us both in lube, she got on top of me, straddling me, and took hold of my dick; she placed it right against her asshole, and slowly sank down on me. She only paused for a brief moment halfway. Simultaneously, she breathed out, and it sounded like someone letting the air out of an airbed.

         As she sat on me, resting with my porker buried deep in her, she looked incredibly happy. I promised myself that this wouldn’t be the last time. I continued to let her take the lead, and after a while, she started to move on my dick, pushing up and down and grinding around in circles.
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