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         Every time I meet someone on the trail, I smile mysteriously and feel the horniness bubbling up inside me. Hiking like this is fun. So naked, so secret. The fresh air caresses my labia, just hidden under my much too short skirt. I feel a tingling from within. Something frothing inside me. I nod politely at the families out for a Sunday walk on this hot summer day.

         The trail is busy, the sun is shining through the branches, the fresh air floods my nose, down into my lungs, into my belly and through my whole body. I am full to the brim with fresh air. Bubbling, smiling, wonderfully fresh air. I itch all over, especially between my legs. I strut down the path with a glow in my cheeks.

         My skirt is actually so short it would be unthinkable to wear it without putting on some underwear. Not that that stopped me. I was caught by a devilish thought just before I left the house. It’s great so long as I walk and stand, but bending over or taking long strides, especially up steep hills or over rugged terrain, is an absolute no-go if there are people around. There are lots of small, steep hills here but not too many people. 

         I head down to the sea, lifting my nose to take a deep breath of fresh air. The sea breeze tickles. I realise it’s more than possible to clamber along the rocks here. Using my body in a way it’s not used to is great. And given how I’m dressed, I have to expose myself with every single step. The feeling of the fresh air is scintillating. Sometimes I feel it all the way up in my crack. I become so aware of my downstairs that I start doing Kegels as I climb. It’s stimulating, and healthy to boot. I feel my area glistening and coming alive. 

         After a while I come to a bench on a small patch of grass. I sit down, leaning back against the backrest. I look out over the sea, the sun glistening over the smooth surface of the water. It is as beautiful and joyous as only a summer day can be. I spread my legs, run my hands down my body and feel my hungry and naked downstairs. Oh, it’s so wonderful, so smooth, so soft...so sensitive. I look out at a boat in the fjord with two people on board. They’re too far away to be able to see what I’m up to, but I fantasise about them having binoculars, about them watching me through the binoculars, about them getting horny, about them fucking each other out there on the boat, giving in to their animalistic urges and fucking wildly and without inhibition while their delight echoes over the fjord, rippling the surface of the water and making the fish leap out the water.

         I lose myself entirely in my fantasy. My eyes are half-closed and I carefully insert a finger up into my crack so I can stimulate my labia, then move over to my clit, a sort of lazy form of masturbation, more to just relax myself than to orgasm. I am wet and sticky down there, but at the same time the fresh air quickly dries out my juices when I open my legs. I bring my finger up to my mouth, tasting how sweet I am, a taste and an aroma that I associate with horniness and pleasure, that makes me tingle. I suck my finger enthusiastically, and when I pull it out, glistening with saliva, I open my eyes and see him standing in front of me.

         He looks right at me and smiles, not saying a word. A man, here, by the bench I thought was mine. He looks me in the eye confidently. I know that he saw, that he knows, but I act as if nothing happened. He smiles at me, a twinkle in his eye that I feel all the way inside my downstairs. What a man! Dark and intense eyes, light stubble, dark, short hair. He is wearing thin trousers and a sweaty t-shirt. He sits down on the bench next to me, and also leans back.

         “Close your eyes,” he says. I like how his voice sounds. Male voices are so wonderful. I close my eyes. “Can I get a taste of your finger?” he asks. 

         I don’t respond, instead I just stretch it out towards him. He grabs my hand with a powerful fist and leads my finger towards his mouth. I feel warm, soft lips rounds the tip of my finger. “Mmm,” he murmurs, very quietly. Then I feel his tongue – it is even softer and warmer than his lips. He sucks my finger into his mouth hard, caressing it with his tongue. Oh, how wonderful the rough surface of his tongue feels. He lets my finger slide out of his mouth and slowly leads it back to where it was before, towards my pussy. My heart pounds in my chest. ‘What am I doing,’ I think. Something naughty and daring.

         Now I feel him spreading my legs that I pulled together without thinking when I saw him standing there. Then he places my hand between them, with his hand on top. 

         “Just pick up where you left off,” he suggests. Now I’m really wet down there. There is a splashing sound when I press my finger into my crack. I let out a long, loud moan.

         I don’t know anything about this man except that I want him. I want his body and his voice, his tongue and those beautiful, beautiful lips. I shiver, feeling his scent so close to me, his breath, oh how manly he smells – it is without a doubt the best smell in the world.

         My eyes are still closed, and now I feel the warmth from his face and breath in mine. 

         “Can I kiss you?” he whispers. 

         “Yes,” I whisper back, becoming light-headed from pleasure when his lips meet mine. They kiss so well, so wet and hungry. He strokes my face. What hands! Carefully, he moves them down over my body and touches my breasts over my thin top. My nipples are poking out and I shiver again, a shiver full of anticipation and joy. 

         I can’t stop myself – I have to open my eyes to look at him. He pulls back immediately. He sits next to me, stiff. I hear his breath, and mine, the song birds and the cries of youngsters bathing on a beach a little way away. I don’t know what I should do – I don’t dare touch myself. I want more. I could have just got up and left, maybe I should have, but my body is so greedy it just wants more and more. And it was definitely my body that made the decision. 

         “Close your eyes,” he says finally. Not strict, not soft, but completely neutral. Matter of fact. I close my eyes. And wait. With relief I sense movement next to me. Suddenly, he pushes two fingers up inside me, hard and aggressively. It is so unexpected that I scream, in pleasure and shock. He drives his fingers all the way in, then nearly all the way out, then all the way in, out, in... I throw my head back and find myself unable to sit still. It is so, so good. So naughty and crazy. He pulls his fingers out. They are dripping with juice. I hear him stick them in his mouth, making a sound of pleasure, smacking his lips gently.

         Then I feel, oh my, how good that is, how happy it’s making me! I feel his mouth down there. An experienced tongue and searching lips. I can’t control myself. I think I should be quiet – people could come by – but I moan loudly, twisting my hips, pressing myself against him, against his mouth. He drinks me in, my pleasure, my insides, taking all of me in his mouth and enjoying it. I feel it in his body, hear it in his noises. He wants to eat me up. I am his lifeline and he can’t get enough. He eats me out.

         I want to open my eyes and look at him but don’t dare in case he stops. This is way too good to stop now. It simply can’t. I hear him fiddling with his shorts, and feel the anticipation buzzing in my chest. His mouth loses concentration a bit, then he’s gone. My pussy is crying out for me. He grabs me by the arm and pulls me up. Instinctively, I open my eyes to get my bearings. 

         “Close your eyes,” he says again. He leads me over to the short side of the table, placing me half up on it and then, as hard and brutal as he had been with his fingers, his member is inside me. He fills me completely with an athletic cock, a hungry and beautiful cock that burrows into me, sinking in all the way to the base while the walls of my vagina clench themselves firmly around it. He lets it rest inside me for just a second before pulling it out and pressing it in again with renewed vigour, even harder this time. I already feel the orgasm building. Goddammit, I’m so horny. This is too much.

         He pulls out of me again, abruptly, and turns me round. He grabs my buttcheeks with both hands, hard, hard. It hurts but the wildness and the passion of it all is even greater and just makes me even hornier. It feels like I’m going to break in two. One of his hands slips for a moment but he regains control immediately with a spank that leaves a burning sensation on my right buttcheek. “That’s for the first time you peeked,” he says. Another spank. It tingles. I feel my backside glowing red. “That’s for the second time you peeked,” he says. The third spank tingles even more and I’m glad I took more than one peek. My backside is burning, my whole body is on fire. I want to beg him to fuck me but I don’t dare. I’m worried that might mean the end of it. 

         Then his mouth is there, oh, how amazingly wonderful it is. His lips on mine, warm and wet and soft, the tip of his tongue between my labia, moving towards my clit. I let out another loud moan, feeling the roughness of the wooden table against my face and my torso, the sun burning the back of my neck. Now his mouth is moving upwards, kissing and licking the bright-red area on my right buttcheek carefully, blowing delicately on my skin that is wet from his spit, pinching. Then he slides his tongue over and into my crack, grabbing my cheeks tenderly and pulling them apart gently. His tongue approaches my hole and the excitement in my body increases. Oh, oh my, he is licking my anus! I’d never felt anything quite so wonderful before. No-one had ever done that to me before. Then he sticks his fingers in my pussy again, two fingers pulling out my sticky juices and spreading them over my anus, rubbing them in, sticky and wonderful. He tentatively puts a fingertip in, moving it carefully around the outside of my opening. 

         At the same time, his cock finds its way back into my pussy. Abruptly, he thrusts both his dick and his finger all the way into me. I see stars and explosions. Now he gets down to business, giving me everything he’s got again and again. I shudder uncontrollably and come in a crazily powerful orgasm that seems never-ending as it courses through my body. I dig my nails into the hard table, the splinters scratching my hands. It feels like I’m bleeding and my torso is being ripped apart. But it is nothing compared to the wonderful, all-encompassing intoxication flooding my body. Now he sticks two fingers in my butt, at the same time carefully withdrawing his cock. He moves his fingers in and then out carefully, almost all the way but not quite. Then I feel his cock against my back door. Carefully, he pushes it in. I’m not sure it’s possible. I’ve never had something so large at my back door but it goes in. He pushes himself in, inch by inch – it feels amazing. Oh, so good! Finally, he is all the way in. He moves in and out a few times, carefully and gently. My face is wet and I realise it is from tears. I’ve never given myself over to someone so completely before. I feel so unusually comfortable in my own skin, yet at the same time it is as if I am outside my own body. It’s so unreal in a way. He picks up speed, fucking me hard right up there. It’s nasty. I hear him moaning, his balls slapping against my butt as he fucks and fucks me. My breasts scrape on the table, his belly pushes me down. My pussy is swollen and I feel like I’m going to come again and feel bold enough to sneak a hand down towards my clit and ecstatically rub myself to heaven. Meanwhile, I feel his wonderful cock swelling up as he presses it deep, deep inside me and howls loudly and uncontrollably. 

         When he pulls out, I feel a thick stream of liquid run down my thighs. I am dizzy and light-headed, happy and intoxicated, confused and joyous. 

         He grabs my breasts from behind and leans over the table, over me. The two of us are trembling and panting loudly. He is soaked from the sweat. He strokes my shoulders and kisses me on the back of the neck. He is dripping. Then we fall silent and just lie there for I don’t know how long.

         “Thank you,” he whispers in my ear. Then, he’s gone. I flick an ant off my arm and lie there, not moving.

      

   


   
      
         
            A Wonderful Day in the Sun
   

            By Velvet
   

         

          
   

         The stallion gallops along at full pace and she enjoys the feeling of having several hundred pounds of muscle between her legs. Her thighs are clenched inside her riding trousers as she bends her hips and knees to absorb the jolts from the horse. Large round breasts bounce under her shirt in time with the horse’s gallop. A silk scarf streams out behind her next to her long blond hair that she has left loose. She is wearing short leather gloves and holds a well-balance riding crop in her right hand. 

         A cloud of sexual frustration hangs over her. She lifts her hand from the reins and gives the horse an unnecessarily hard whip that leaves a tingling stripe over the horse’s flank and thigh. The powerful, red, hot-blooded stallion does not seem to give this much attention but picks up speed beneath her anyway. 

         He has taken his horse for a ride to find motivation in those places that are hard to get to otherwise. His attention has been caught by the sound a moose treading heavily over stony ground in a clearing in the forest. The stones have been worn so round and smooth he can’t help himself climbing down off his steed to feel them. The water swirls around his artist’s fingers as if caressing them, and he observes the paradox that these cold, lifeless rocks are making him think of warm, lively female forms. He rubs an index finger over a stone and feels a cosy warmth rising in his midriff.

         He is brought back to earth with a crash as a woman comes storming into the clearing. The stallion has caught the scent of the brown mare from a distance and rears up while braying at her shrilly. The woman pulls on the reins without mercy and gets him under control immediately but the air is still abuzz with horniness. The stallion tugs at his bit, frothing at the mouth and stomping impatiently under his rider who sits there with an expression of weary condescension. Then she dismounts and lets him go before she comes to stand next to the man.

         They stand there like silent observers of the scene playing out before them. The mare plants her hind legs in the ground firmly, heaving her neck and twitching her ears. She keeps glancing from side to side to follow where the stallion is before spreading her hind legs and raising her front legs. The man watches in astonishment as she lifts her tail out of the way before rhythmically pushing out her vulva so that the clitoris is seemingly winking at them. The woman has seen this before and is relatively unaffected by the fact that the stallion is now pushing his penis out of his foreskin, as long as the average man’s arm. He slams it rhythmically against his belly to get the blood pumping, making it even bigger and stiffer right before their eyes. His sounds are deafening now; he fills the air with a raw, uncontrolled craving that makes the audience’s ears turn red. The stallion rears up and beats the air with his front legs before thundering up and onto the back of the mare. It is quite incredible how he gets his enormous organ under control in just a few moments before springing into her. He bites her hard on the mane and hits her sides with his front legs at the same time as he thrusts. The show is a mix of sexual arousal and brutal violence. The man secretly casts a glance at the woman who had initially seemed bored. Now, she is wearing a different expression on her face. She is caught in a trance, her lips half-open; he catches sight of her tongue, pressing against her top row of teeth. Her breasts heave and fall in the neckline of her shirt. 

         Time and space are filled by these two horses’ bodies. The air vibrates with the stallion’s snorting, and his thundering, powerful, merciless thrusts. The mare tenses and withstands, her ears still pricked. The stallion groans, thrusts and pushes with ever increasing intensity before the audience observes the waves of spasms that run through the part of his member that is outside of the mare as he ejaculates. He dismounts just as abruptly and collapses onto her back. He hangs there for a few, long moments before getting off and climbing back onto solid ground as the streams run off them both. 

         The incident has pushed the woman’s sexual frustration to breaking point. Her nipples are poking through her underwear, her labia are swollen and her pants are soaked through with excitement. She has a strong urge to be fucked senseless; to get down on all fours like the mare and be ridden hard and uncompromisingly over the edge. She prepares herself mentally for the balancing act between satisfying her urgent needs and getting him to do it just the way she likes it: brutal, dominating and without mercy.

         The man notices how his pulse is beating insistently through his member as his heart processes the impression it has left on him. The contrast between humans and animals could hardly be illustrated in a more literal way. His thoughts whizz around the absurd but attractive idea of showing his horniness without reservation, his desire out in the open just like the stallion did. He thinks about helping himself without asking for permission, simply mounting her as would be natural if she were an animal. His growing erection twitches optimistically. 

         The woman clamps the whip tightly under her arm and moves a hand towards her mouth. She takes off her leather gloves with her teeth, biting the finger tips one by one. Enchanted, he watches how she continues to play with her naked fingers: kissing them, drawing circles with her tongue and sucking them, long and deep. Without anyone having touched anyone, it feels as if her mouth is directly around his bulging member. 

         She loosens the knot of her silk scarf, undoes the first few buttons of her shirt and slides her hand inside. For a few, long seconds she holds his gaze while she kneads her breast and moans before biting her lip, throwing her head back and revealing her neck. In an instant, he is on her, sinking his teeth into her neck, biting, sucking and kissing it. But just as suddenly, she places her palms on his chest and pushes him away. He is still holding her round the midriff as she smacks him on the cheek so hard she again leaves red stripes behind. 

         He becomes enraged. Furious. And very, very horny. In the next instant, he is on her again but this time he locks his hands behind her back in an iron grip. Her breasts spring out of the opening of her shirt and her cleavage heaves and falls, burning with arousal. He gives her a big, wet and passionate kiss, and in an instant he feels her beginning to melt in his arms. This is the only thing he manages to think before he feels a sharp, piercing pain and the sudden taste of blood in his mouth. He stumbles backwards and only just about manages to catch a hold of himself as he instinctively raises his hand. That bitch bit him! Her darks eyes shine as she carefully licks her lips. She is so horny she’s mistakenly thought he can smell it, but she has no intention of letting him take her before he’s ready to do it the way she wants it. 

         But now she feels she needs to stroke him with her hair. She places her arms around him and kisses him, gently this time. Her lips conjure up an enchanting mix of light pressure and suction that overpowers him and makes him lose his footing. The blood drains from his head and is diverted to his groin. His body feels electric, and not a moment too soon her hands are pulling his shirt up out of his trousers and touching his naked skin. He relaxes and enjoys the touching as she strokes him along the spine delicately. Then she spreads her fingers and presses them into his muscles with a pleasant touch as they wind their way down again. This gentler version of her is much more to his liking...until his body tenses up in pain again as she claws at his back like a wild animal. Her nails scratch his skin like steel blades. He roars like an injured lion and throws her down onto the ground. Bitter and humiliated, he immediately finds his footing again. 

         The image of her bringing the stallion under control is still fresh in his mind, though he has absolutely no idea how they have come to the point where she has apparently taken over. Even now, as she lies on the ground with flecks of dirt on her messed up outfit, she is doing so with an indulgent smile as if she is enjoying how easy it is to manipulate him. The provocation is complete. A fire has been sparked inside him, and the only thing remaining is a need to dominate her, to force her to submit. The revelation makes him shiver. 

         He straddles her and grabs both her hands in one of his. With his other hand, he loosens his belt and winds it around her wrists several times before pulling it tight. He rips the silk scarf off her neck and uses it as a gag. He secures her hands above her head using his own belt and a nearby tree trunk. Her eyes flash towards him angrily but they are both fully aware that in the grand scheme of things, that’s all she can do. 

         He is in control now, and rips open her shirt as if to emphasise the point. His eyes drink in the sight of her golden skin under the cotton shirt and her breasts, each encased in their own silk shell. Carefully, he begins running his fingers up and down her body. He is going to torture her in his own way. In particular, by being good to her. In neatly measured portions. The irony of having to fight with her to give her pleasure makes him smile. 

         He tastes her neck and her collar bone, licking his way down to her cleavage. With one hand on each breast, he pushes them up and together so he can really bury his face in them. She twists and turns beneath him and sways her hips to try and meet him. He smuggles his fingers inside her bra and pulls her breasts out without releasing the straps. Then he places his lips over one nipple, kissing it and sucking it as it pulsates, an agonisingly hard little button. He flicks it with his tongue before biting, applying pressure and then releasing. 

         He lifts her up with ease and turns her around so she’s on her knees and elbows. Her shirt is torn so he has easy access to the hooks on her bra. He loosens them by delicately stroking her back, and leans forward to knead her breasts in firm circular motions. She moans loudly and presses them into his hands even harder. The he follows the contours of her body down to her narrow midriff before she sways her hips once more. Her pussy is burning against his bulging erection, and he loosens her trousers, pulling everything over her hips and off in one smooth motion. 

         He nibbles at the back of her neck and kisses her all the way down her spine before biting her in what would have been her flank if she were a horse. He strokes her across her buttcheeks with his fingers, brushing her labia that are winking at him, glistening wet and swollen, almost as an afterthought. He puts his mouth over her vagina and eats her out, switching between soft, delicate strokes with a wide tongue and hard, rough pokes of his tongue aimed straight at her erect clitoris. He leads his index finger up to the opening and pushes it into her before bending the tip up towards her g-spot and pulling it out again, fast. She screams through the gag and shoots out a waterfall of pale liquid that runs down his chin.

         He pulls back and gets up on his knees again. With a very audible, mechanical sound he undoes the fly of his own trousers and lets them fall to the floor. She is frozen to the spot now, remembering vividly the mare with her pricked up ears from before: she knows he’s got control now.

         His cock sways in the wind before him, big, hard and content. He has above-average equipment and is used to getting a helping hand to position himself. Inspired by how the stallion had steered his own enormous member, he chooses instead to place his hands on her expectant hips instead. He looks down at himself and enjoys the view as the anticipation builds inside him. Anticipation of how her lips will part and slide over the head of his penis. How her tense muscles will push his foreskin back so that it almost tingles over his sensitive head.

         With extreme focus, he guides his cock towards the first fiery meeting. She is stood like an obelisk and is ready to take everything he has to offer. He presses the head of his cock against her lips but doesn’t push. Instead, he lets it glide forwards over her clitoris as he feels her disappointment. He grabs her hair firmly and pulls her head back. In a low voice, he advises her to be obedient otherwise he will leave her here. There is a new intensity in her eyes now. Then he removes her gag.

         She is far from unwilling when he offers up his cock to her mouth. The little twinge of apprehensive protest in him is immediately quieted by a kiss from her large, wet lips. With just the right amount of pressure, she pushes his foreskin back until his exposed head is completely engulfed by her warm mouth. The sight of his erection disappearing between her lips is beautiful and arousing. She gives him a properly thorough sucking and moves his foreskin back and forth with her tongue like a corkscrew around the head of his cock. The stimulation makes his balls twitch, and he feels how he is getting carried away by the feeling of the tip of her tongue. She circles the edge of his head with it and plays with his banjo string. So delicately, but at the same time so powerfully intense. She salivates and sucks until his cock is bathed in spit and pre-cum before swallowing him all the way to the base, her cheeks sucked in. This journey sends him straight to heaven. Her lips hold him firmly like a hand while she mouth-fucks him gently, switching between taking him in her cheek and swallowing him deep. Her actions are exquisite, and pleasure fills him with gratitude and a deep sense of wonder.

         She changes her grip and takes him between her lips from the side while the head of his penis sways in the breeze. As she reaches the bottom of his shaft, she lets her tongue trace a figure of eight over his balls. Then she takes first one, then the other in her mouth and sucks them. Her tongue swirls around while she gently applies pressure to each of them. He is far too lost in pleasure to heed the warning. With cold calculation, she holds one of his testicles behind her teeth and squeezes it, hard.

         Everything goes black as he bends over double in pain. He is left lying on the ground for what seems like an eternity. When he opens his eyes, the first thing he catches sight of is her riding crop. He grabs it and waves it in his hand before whirling around and spanking her across the buttcheeks with it so that juices splash from her labia. She lets out a gasp and looks at him with a mixture of fear and pleasure. He realises the punishment may have had the opposite effect to what he intended so he spanks her again with more power. She shrieks. The whip leaves behind red stripes across her dripping, wet crack. It is an erotic and inviting sight. But the point was not for her to enjoy it. He feathers the whip down along her spine before spanking her with all his might. Tears stream from her eyes, she collapses under the whip and lies on the ground sobbing. For a moment, he wonders if he hasn’t actually gone too far. Her eyes sparkle through the tears but she composes herself and gets back on all fours.

         The wind has been taken out of his sails a bit now. He kneels behind her, apologetically, and gently strokes the sore marks on her buttcheeks and her labia. Her grabs her by the hips without any to-do and lets the head of his cock kiss her between the lips. She moans loudly with pleasure, shaking the tears from her eyes, her body melting under him. He places a hand on her spine and presses it down towards his cock while sliding his other hand round the front to cup her pussy. He spreads his fingers, two on each side of his shaft, resting his thumb in the crease between her stomach and her thigh. With thrusts as sweet and sticky as honey, he begins to rock his pelvis back and forth towards hers. She sits between his two hands as if trapped there as he slides in and out of her, hard but at the same time soft.

         Her moans tickle his ears and make the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. The joy of being good to her shivers down his spine. She surrounds him from all sides and is so tight that they can both feel how his foreskin is being pushed and pulled, forwards and backwards over the head of his penis with every thrust. He places his knees outside hers and she pulls her legs together. Her cave grips his cock even more firmly. The gentle curve of his shaft bends and rubs against her g-spot with every sliding thrust. 

         In the end, it’s not some sort of animalistic ride that brings them to climax. The feeling of the firm rocking builds up over time, as they are locked together in an intense connection. He feels himself coming close several times in sticky thrusts; how the orgasm rushes up through his shaft and fills her with warm, wet cum. He surges past her g-spot time and again until her cave clenches tight in enchanting spasms. Pleasure floods her entire body and makes her arms and legs quiver. Stars flash before her eyes and for a few short seconds she cannot see or hear anything. She can’t hold herself up any longer and they fall to the ground together. With the weight of him on top of her, she feels how the cramps of her pussy coax the last few drops out of him.
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