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            Sailing trip
      

            By Lovely L
      

         

         The boat swayed slightly as the small waves splashed along its sides. Hilde had already gone for an afternoon swim, and now she stood naked, leaning against the mast, her face turned towards the sun and the drying air. A soft breeze caressed her body, making her nipples stiffen and the small hairs on her arms stand up. Kristoffer looked at her and felt the slightest tug in his stomach. His eyes followed the curve of her throat and neck, down to the small, round shoulders. The corn-coloured hair that fell over her back was still moist, matted and wild after a whole day out at sea. Hilde was quite slim at the waist and plump around the hips, with an extremely feminine arch in her back. When she lay on her stomach, he often stroked a finger along that arch on the small of her back. He looked at her swaying breasts and her perky pink nipples. They were irresistible, so he went over to her and bent over one of her breasts, stuck out his tongue and began to carefully lick her light nipple. She responded with a satisfied sigh and began to stroke his hair, her eyes still closed to the sun. She loved it when he touched her breasts. He circled her nipple with his tongue and then sucked it into his mouth while he carefully kneaded the other breast with his hand. After a while, he switched and gave the same tender treatment to the other breast. She pulled him up close so that she could kiss him. Their lips met and they kissed lightly and gently so that their lips barely touched. They both tasted like seawater. The tips of their tongues met, and soon their careful exploration turned into a deep lustful, kiss. He held her head in his hands while he sucked and licked her lips and the corners of her mouth. He moved his hands down along her back and got a good grip around her butt cheeks. He lifted them up and kneaded them tenderly as she responded by pressing herself against him.

         He licked two fingers and gently brushed a hand between her legs. He carefully parted her labia with his wet fingers. She was already quite moist and he rubbed his fingers up and down, back and forth until he felt her opening up, wet and ready. Then he pushed two fingers inside her. She closed his eyes, her knees gave way a bit as she pushed down on his fingers as if her pussy were starving. He began to kiss her on her throat and then sucked hard on one of her nipples. She moaned, and a few seconds later, he felt the effect he was having on her, as her warm pussy juices began running over his fingers. He kissed his way along her warm stomach until he could squat down between her legs and put his mouth on her delicious wet pussy. She was clean-shaved and smooth, with a taste of pussy and saltwater – sweet, salty, tart. He sucked and licked while he continued to push his fingers inside of her and pulling them out. It felt amazing to make her so horny! He felt her breathing harder and harder, as she was about to cum. He decided to give her the finishing blow. He bent his fingers in, towards that smooth spot inside her, in the front, and stroked and stroked it in time as he sucked her clit hard in his mouth. She moaned even harder and pushed her lower body down against him, her labia quivered and he felt the well-known contractions in her pussy. He carried on with that intense treatment without letting go of her for a second and she shivered as if she were freezing cold, screamed out the last moan and arched her body backwards in great pleasure. She stood there in the cool breeze, hot, shaking, her eyes blank, her hair ruffled, in her release.

         Kristoffer stood up slowly and held her as her body began to relax. Soft waves lapped against the side of the boat and the sinking sun made their skin glow. She leaned down towards his shoulder and kissed him lightly. His cock responded by twitching up against her stomach. She smiled naughtily at him with a twinkle in her eye and began the same exploration along his body that he’d done on hers. Her mouth was almost cold against his warm skin as she kissed her way along his chest, nibbling on his nipples and planting moist kisses on his muscular torso. Then she crouched down and grabbed his cock, bending it slightly so that she could lick its underside all the way from the root to the tip. Her tongue gave a few long strokes over his shaft and briefly licked his tip before opening her mouth and taking him in. That feeling, when she enclosed his whole cock with her wet, soft mouth, was way too raw. He felt small drops dribbling out of his cock and saw her sucking them in. The boat swayed back and forth and she found a steady rhythm, sucking him in time with the boat’s movements. He looked down at her to enjoy the sight of his cock sliding in and out of her mouth. He spread his legs slightly wider apart and she immediately understood what he meant. She moistened her middle finger in her mouth, and after a meticulous massage around his buttocks, she let it slide along the silky area around the anus. She moved her finger carefully, as she sucked his cock deep into her mouth and swirled her tongue over his tip. His cock head was swollen and about to burst. She felt it and abruptly stopped moving so that he could regain control. She repeated this pattern several times until he was going crazy with horniness. Instead of letting him cum into her mouth, she carefully pulled out her finger, stood up and said to him, “Take me now.” He picked her up so that she could wrap her legs around his back and she slid down onto his cock. She rested one hand on his shoulder and the other on the mast, as he lifted her up in quiet, hard thrusts. He stuck his cock all the way inside her and the heavy weight of her body sent him straight to the edge, in just a few thrusts. The orgasm that had been building up for a long time could finally crash like a wave through his body, as he let his cum squirt and fill her up. He held her tight as the aftershock of his orgasm rushed through his body. Then he carefully loosened his grip and pulled out of her. She smiled at him, kissed him lightly on the mouth and then they stood there, in each other’s arms, looking at the sun sinking down below the surface of the water, at the horizon.

      

   


   
      
         
            Katrine took control
      

            By Torje Sauna, Jølster
      

         

         It had been an amazing day. My wife and I were hiking in the Jotunheim and had found our own path, away from the busy trails. There, I had tempted her into taking off her clothes in the scorching sun and climb up a steep rocky slope all the way to the top of a high mountain. I myself was close behind, with my fingers inside both her holes as we walked.

         We were both crazy horny when we got to the top, and we couldn’t wait to put down our jackets on a flat rock and lie down. But on the top, right by the cairn, were two girls. They looked as if they were about to die of embarrassment, right there and then. My wife mumbled something about an awfully hot day, but the girls were already rushing to get away. Katrine gave me a proper talking to as soon as they were out of earshot.

         Now I was standing in the scant bedroom of our cabin, waiting for her. We were going to have a meal there and drink cold beer. I was happy. Perhaps she was still a bit angry at me, but I would be kind the rest of the day and win her over. The door opened, and she came in. I knew that she was naked underneath her tracksuit. Freshly showered, naked and warm. I wanted to rip her clothes off, but I held back.

         “Felt so good to shower,” she smiled at me. Without saying anything else, she pulled off her scarf, pushed me back against the bunk bed ladder and tied me to it.

         I gladly played along and didn’t resist her at all. She opened my belt buckle and pulled down my trousers around my thighs, and there I stood, exposed. I felt quite dumb, but I didn’t say a thing. I wanted to let her take the lead.

         Katrin turned her back to me, pulled off her tracksuit bottoms and began to sway her hips. I had been right. She wasn’t wearing any panties. She bent down. Let me see all of her. A tight pink asshole and a blossoming pussy. She took her time. Grabbed some panties and a few other garments. Then she got dressed, pulled on a Neil Young t-shirt over her perky breasts and headed towards the door.

         “You can’t leave me here like this,” I cried after her, but she didn’t hear me. I stood there with my trousers down and a semi. It was so embarrassing. Someone could have come in. The thought rushed through my body and made my cock shrink like a wilted pickle.

         I was getting tired, trying to stand up straight; when I relaxed my body, my wrists got terribly sore. Finally, though, I managed to fall asleep. I might have slept a half hour or so before I was awoken by Katrine kissing me on the mouth.

         “Felt so good to have a nice cold beer,” she said and kissed me once more. “It fell asleep too,” she laughed and gave my cock a proper slap. “We must do something about it.”

         Without saying anything else, she kneeled down before me and took my poor cock in her mouth. It was wet and warm and I felt all the blood in my veins change direction and rush towards my groin.

         She put a hand between my thighs and stroked the sensitive skin between my ballsack and my anus. She slowly rubbed my testicles, then placed her hands on my butt cheeks and pulled me closer to her face.

         My “poor cock” had grown big and strong. She sucked on it, hard and rhythmically, as I thrust deep into her mouth. Then she pulled back and swirled her tongue over my cock head before she let me crash inside her again. It was unbearably good, and she must have felt the twitches in my butt cheeks because she suddenly stopped. She just had to suck me a bit more to make me cum, and it was so cruel of her to stop right there.

         I begged and pleaded. But she didn’t want me anymore. My cock was sore and quivering, and I tried to push my lower body back and forth, but I couldn’t reach her.

         “I must punish this naughty man who tempted me into showing my pussy on a hike. Now I shall go eat.” Katrine disappeared out the door again. I was tired of this game, sore, annoyed. My cock just hung there as the minutes slowly passed.

         I suddenly stiffened. A sense of terror burst inside my brain and made me press back against the ladder. Someone was running towards me. The door burst open, and a woman in a red anorak, with a hood over her head and dark sunglasses, tumbled in.

         “You are in the wrong room, you idiot,” I mumbled.

         But it was Katrine. She laughed at me, with a depraved look. “I borrowed this anorak from the laundry room. You should have seen your face. Your eyes were rolling around like the balls in a lottery draw.”

         She leaned against the door frame and simply howled. After a while, she calmed down and pulled off her anorak. She began to pace around the room while she slowly got undressed. What did she have in mind now? She took off her trousers, threw her t-shirt onto the bed, sat down on a stool and pulled off her socks. Her tits hang down like the ripe, delicious fruits they were. And there she was, sitting stark naked in the middle of the room.

         “I know you love to watch me as I touch myself. So, watch out now!”

         She sat on the edge of the stool. She stroked her palms and her fingers up her inner thighs. When her hands had reached her bush, she let them slide back down. As she did so, she pushed her thighs out so that her pussy opened up in front of her helpless husband.

         Her fingers slid up and down her slit and became dripping wet with her juices. She began to move in a new way. Around and around, over her labia and into her crack, around and over her clit, and after a while, her body began to sway in time with her fingers’ movements.

         Katrine’s flower bloomed. I stared at the dark opening between the pink folds of her inner labia and the thick, hairy outer labia. Her scent floated across the room and all the way to me, making my cock reach out towards her.

         She was open and wet and she stuck two fingers in-and-out, in-and-out at a steady, fast pace, while her other hand kneaded her breasts. She twisted and pulled on her nipples, pushed her tits together, lifted them up towards her tongue. She began to moan, and I was so horny that my orgasm was just a few jerks away. But still, it felt like it was miles away.

         Katrine’s fingers worked at a furious speed. I felt her orgasm build up, I heard that she was near. She stood up, pushed her ass towards me, placed a foot on the stool and slid her dripping wet pussy over my cock. She held on tight and set the pace. She pressed me firmly against the ladder, while she thrust her ass back and forth, back and forth. Her butt cheeks slammed against my stomach until she began to quiver, squeezed my cock tighter and pressed her thighs together. She was so tight and it felt so good, we were both so close, and we rode together towards our climax. We reached the top, moaning and shouting, while her ass banged against my stomach again. And her little asshole opened up invitingly.

          
      

         She slid off of me and lay down with her stomach on the stool. A fresh mountain stream ran out of her and down her thighs.

         “Now we get to shower together,” she mumbled. “Besides, I haven’t eaten yet. I was just bluffing.”

          
      

         Katrine released me. Well, it was quite an incredible day.

      

   


   
      
         
            Tuesday
      

            By Moi, Bergen
      

         

         This sucks! I don’t like Tuesdays, these days in the middle of nothing. I haven’t had sex with anyone but myself in the past month.

         Why does my lover have to live so far away? Think how great it would be if we could have had a quick fuck during the lunch break. We could have driven up to Fjellvegen. I could have gone down on your stiff cock, squeezing the muscles in my pussy around it as you bit into my newly-pierced nipples, as we looked at the city lying at our feet.

          
      

         Shit, I want a decent treatment from a real man. This isn’t a day for soft, cute erotica. No, today I want to have sex, to fuck, screw, to suck your cock until you beg for mercy.

         I try to call you at home, but I get your answering machine, with your voice that makes me so wet. Help!

         I try emailing you. No answer. I call you at work. “I’m sorry, he’s out sick today.”

          
      

         Where are you, man? Help! I need to find a release, or I’ll go crazy! My clit is stiff and my whole body is tender, and I can smell my own pussy juices… Intercom. “There is a package for you at the front desk, can you come to pick it up?”

          
      

         What an interruption! But perhaps now I’ll be able to focus on my job. Down eight floors, stairs, more stairs. Today, I need to move. It seems to help. There is my package. It is Him, Him I haven’t seen for so long. Surprise! I throw my arms around his neck and cry: “Out to lunch!”

         He looks at me and says: “I have been horny since Voss.”

          
      

         I stroke his thigh and then slowly move my hand up towards his wonderful cock. He’s clearly had a nice trip from Voss to Bergen. I can feel his hard-on, large and enticing, through the black fabric of his trousers. “What were you thinking about, as you drove?”

          
      

         “About you, you and you,” he answers.

         “Then it must have been a nice trip. Mm, Café and coffee? Drive to the nearest Café.”

         Café, a bare table by the window, cappuccino, he and I. We kiss, we make out, we hold each other, we must have each other now! The men’s restroom, the women’s restroom is occupied, how about the accessible restroom?

          
      

         We sneak in and unleash our desire. He rubs my small breasts, he moans, pulls up my skirt, rips off my trousers. Then he begins to bite and lick his way all the way down to my navel. He nibbles me and teases me. His tongue feels like fire on my skin. I beg him to lick my pussy, to stop teasing me, now.

          
      

         I need to feel his delicious curved mouth against my pussy, feel his tongue teasing my clit, and as his lips pull on my clit piercing, he gives me my first orgasm. It feels good, so indescribably good. I jump down from the toilet rail exactly as someone tries the door.

         “Occupied,” I cry out.

          
      

         His trousers are pooled around his ankles. His cock is clean-shaved. Sensitive and beautiful. He has the most gorgeous cock I’ve ever seen. It’s long and thick, the head is bare and wet. “Let me taste you.”

         Nothing beats the taste of a real, good cock. It’s definitely at the top of my Gourmet list. I lick it, taste his lovely balls, I suck and suck, as I feel my own horny juices begin to run from my pussy.

          
      

         I know this cock so well and I can never get enough of it. I want to suck it all the way, 22 cm of cock sliding in and out of my mouth. My tongue dances the salsa around his hard-on. It feels so incredibly good to fuck him with my mouth.

         “Turn around,” he hisses, “turn around, you little slut, let me fuck you. I want to fill you up with everything I’ve been holding back lately.”

          
      

         Standing over the sink, he grabs me from behind, as someone tries to open the door.

         “Occupied,” he hisses, “occupied for good!”

         “Now, my dear whore, I’m going to fuck you for days. You must stand still and just do what I’m paying you for.”

          
      

         His cock teases my labia. “Take me, take me,” I beg him, while my hands rub my outer labia, around my clit, around and around. It’s as if I’m going to explode.

         “Shut up, I’m the one in charge, and I’m going to control this. Stop touching yourself.”

          
      

         He begins to push into my wet cave, slowly, slowly. He torments me, he pulls me by the hair. His tongue licks my neck and he doesn’t stop talking dirty to me. It’s more than I can take. I feel all my power disappearing.

         I cum. My juices flow like a waterfall. The orgasm rips my body apart. I scream as he holds me up.

          
      

         He orders me to stand still. “I must fill you up with my cum now. You will smell like the dirty whore you are.”

         It seems to last forever. I feel his sweaty body, his warm breast, as he moans “Slut, slut, my own little slut.” Then he shoots his delicious load into my wet pussy. I collapse like an empty sack. My whole body feels charged with electricity. He pulls out of me and rubs his cock against my lips. “Lick up the rest, you whore, lick my cock nice and clean!”

          
      

         Thoroughly fucked and content, I look up at him and whisper: “I love you, now and forever.”

         Then we had a long lunch and a few lovely days with “my package”.

      

   


   
      
         
            Dinner time
      

            By Anna Kott, Copenhagen
      

         

         Portugal in mid-July. The heat is unbearable, and only a sunbathing freak like me could think of coming here in this awful heat. My dress sticks to my body as I try to move from shaded area to shaded area. The small town seems completely deserted, as everyone with a little sense in their heads is taking a well-deserved siesta in the shade.

         But I cannot find peace. As I walk close to the walls, I think about my last night with Peter. Sweat runs down my body, my dress is just about soaked. I feel it sticking to my butt cheeks, as drops of sweat run down my back, a steady stream that is slowly being sucked up by the fabric of my dress.

         A man is sitting and drinking coffee in the shade of a large tree. He stares unashamedly at my breasts. A direct gaze that makes me walk by quickly. His gaze makes my body shiver.

         Without noticing it, I have reached the outskirts of the city and a little further ahead there is a small house between the trees. It looks quite quaint, and I think that its residents probably won’t mind me sitting under one of their trees for a while.

         One window is open and a thin curtain flickers in the wind. As I move closer, I hear the unmistakable sounds of two people making love. My whole body is already at boiling point. The heat, the warm wind caressing my body, the sweat and, above all, my thoughts have turned me into a screaming, aching ball of desire. And now this. I can’t help but walk up to the house. I simply must take a look inside the open window.

         A large brass bed stands against the whitewashed wall, and a young woman is lying on her back with her legs spread wide. She is pure pleasure and nothing else. She has completely surrendered to what is happening to her. Her mouth is wide open, her eyes are blank. Deep sounds sometimes crawl out of her throat, sounds that seem more animal than human. Her long, black hair falls around her face in a lavish, unruly mass. My eyes wander further, I must see what is causing such ecstasy.

         A pair of slim male hands are all over her, eagerly kneading her breasts. Those hands are strong and decisive, and the man’s head is buried deep in the woman’s pussy.

         My whole body reacts to this scene instantly, and I can’t control a sound that escapes my throat. Exactly at the same time, the woman’s eyes spot me. She slowly turns her head towards the window. There is no embarrassment nor dismay in her eyes. It is as if she’d been waiting for me, and a smile spreads across her lips. She bares her teeth, lovely little predator teeth. She idly lifts up a hand and gestures me to come in – as if she were inviting me to join them. Oh God – and right that second, I’d give anything to be with them.

         Without thinking twice, I just clamber into the room through the open window. The dress feels like a straitjacket around me by now, so I rip it off in a single motion, and my breasts jump out, finally free.

         The man, who is quite busy with something else, hasn’t seen me yet. But the woman’s smile spreads wider, as she checks out my body in acknowledgement and joy.

         I look at her, smiling, then I kneel behind the man and let my tongue slowly lick him on the neck. He gasps in pure horror, and he turns around abruptly, prepared to defend himself against any danger.

          
      

         He is caught completely off guard, but soon the horror turns to happy laughter, that infects both of us too, and we all laugh joyfully.

         They exchange a look, and I can tell that it is a gift that she has wanted to give him for a long time.

         Without wasting time on what we don’t know, we begin pleasuring each other with newfound energy. It’s the first time I get to touch another woman in such an intimate way.

          
      

         Feeling curious, I grab her breasts. They are soft and large and it feels good to suck on them, to nibble on her nipples, to massage them with my hands.

         I am curious to feel her pussy, and my hands soon wander down there. She is clean-shaved and soft and feels so nice and familiar. Her juices are flowing out, and her whole sex is throbbing.

         I provocatively stick a finger inside her, I want to know how it feels to bring another woman to her climax – I want to give her an orgasm. I let my tongue slide along her soft stomach, playing around her navel for a while before my tongue finds its way to her juicy pussy.

         There, I stop and let my tongue explore her clit, which is large and swollen. I taste it and lick it, while my fingers work inside her. I get this overwhelming feeling that I’m playing with myself. I feel as if I were doing the same things to myself, and her contractions propagate to my own body, her orgasm becomes my own.

         While I am still busy with the woman, I feel the man’s hands on my body. One hand lovingly strokes my butt cheeks, while the other one grabs my pussy, and there is no doubt whether I want it or not.

          
      

         My clit dances eagerly underneath his fingers. The only thing I want now is to be filled up by him, to be thoroughly fucked by his throbbing cock.

         I say, “Take me now, love, I want to feel you.”

          
      

         And though he can’t understand my words, he knows exactly what I mean. He lifts up my ass and thrusts his cock inside me in a single movement – all the way in.

         Oh! My pussy tightens around him, contracting, and I just want him to fill me up all the way to my core. There isn’t a single thought in my mind – my senses have taken over, and each thrust sends strong waves rushing over me. I feel him slide a finger into my butt hole, and I am on the verge of exploding, but it’s too early – way too early.

          
      

         The woman, whom I was eating up just moments ago, slides underneath me and she begins to give my clit the same treatment.

         I can feel that the man is about to find his release. He pulls my hair back and thrusts in, fast and fierce. “Oh, yes, yes!”

         The feeling spreads like a raging fire over my body.

          
      

         “Yes! Now – nooooow!” I cry as I cum in long waves. The man cums almost at the same time, and I feel him shoot his load deep inside me.

         Spent, we all fall back onto the bed in a pile, one on top of the other. What an experience. I look into the woman’s eyes, they are smiling at me. I don’t know their names, but I love them both, here and now. The woman begins to laugh and plants a feather-light kiss on my foot, in acknowledgement of the experience and the feelings we shared. Infected by her giggles, the man and I also burst into laughter and begin to untangle our bodies.

          
      

         The man reaches out his hand and says, “Gilberto,” then he points at the woman and says, “Maria”.

         Now it’s time for me to go. We have been playing longer than I thought, and I can tell that Gilberto and Maria aren’t quite done with each other yet.

          
      

         I kiss them both on the mouth and say, “Perhaps we’ll meet again,” knowing full well that it will never happen.

         My hair dishevelled and my dress barely pulled on, I return to the hotel as in a dream. Along the way, I pass the spot where the man drinking coffee had been sitting earlier in the day. He is still sitting there. He has replaced his coffee with wine.

          
      

         When he lays eyes on me, his expression changes, and it is as if he can see through me like he knows what has happened. He smiles knowingly at me, while once again, quite conspicuously, stares at my breasts. I hurry past him, but not without giving him a challenging look.

         The thought that I’ll never see Peter again doesn’t upset me anymore, because who knows what adventures lay ahead. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the man stand up and come towards me…

      

   


   
      
         
            It all began in a dark cinema…
      

            By KT, Oslo
      

         

         As soon as my hand touches her warm, slender thighs along the edge of the stockings, and then strokes the moist pubic hair that lies exposed under Jasmine’s short skirt, I am completely lost. “You naughty tart,” I moan. “You are always so ready!” She smiles slowly and teasingly in the darkness and slides a bit forward on her seat to give me better access.

         While shots are fired and Jack Nicholson flies across the white screen, I stick two fingers inside her. I carefully begin to finger-fuck her. The whole time, I keep my eyes fixed on her face in the dim light. Her eyes are closed and she’s biting her lips. She raises her hands and begins to rub her breasts. Then I lean towards her in an unusual position. I sniff in the intoxicating scent of horny woman, and I begin to lick. She cums without making a sound, only her heavy breathing gives her away.

         “Come on, let’s go,” she whispers after a moment’s pause.

         When we exit the cinema, it’s raining, but Jasmine doesn’t seem to mind. With a strong grip on my hand, she leads me onto the street and towards the Palace Park. I protest, but my shirt is already sticking to my body. So what the heck… It’s not like I can get any wetter than this.

         Jasmine strips for me in the rain. Right in the middle of the green lawn! She’s tough! Quite tough… Right in the middle of the park! True, it is raining, but someone might still come by… But Jasmine is shameless, and I can be, too, can’t I?

         Soon she’s standing stark naked in the rain. Then she lies down on her back in the freshly-cut grass, her legs spread wide apart. She opens up in front of me and calls me to join her! With some difficulty, I pull off my clothes and lie down on top of her. We roll around. We play like children in the fresh snow. We get dirty and become fabulously horny. Jasmine ends up on top. She grabs my cock and holds it tight. She raises her body and slides down over it. She rides me in rocking movements, as the rain pours steadily on us, unable to cool our increasingly excited bodies.

         She cums first. She cries out her orgasm to the sky with her mouth wide open, while the rain drips from her face and we hear a car start in the distance.

         Even before her screams are completely muted, she sets herself free and tumbles onto the wet grass, where she lies with her ass up in the air, open and accessible… ready to be taken from behind.

      

   


   
      
         
            Lover Unknown
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Last Time We Met at the Park
      

            by Ingvild, Trondheim
      

         

         I’m sitting here waiting for you. I’m going home with you today for dinner and a bit of ‘what you fancy’! I’ve met you a couple of times before, and I’m looking forward to it. Last time we met was in a park in the city. It was a nice, warm spring day with not too many people about. Do you remember that we sat on the bench? Do you remember how much we yearned for it? Slowly but surely, we edged closer to each other. Your arm around my shoulders, slowly caressing my cheeks, heated glances, eager hands. It wasn’t easy getting to know each other on a bench like that, so we straddled the bench and sat facing each other, discussing life’s great challenges. Your hands wandered all over my body, and our conversation became more random, but then suddenly, there was a warm hand up my jumper. Warm skin against cold fingers – I was quivering. You looked at me, and our eyes met. I could see that you were asking if you could continue. I said nothing, and could only feel my breath rising, my nipples turning hard, my sex beginning to open, while my body waited for more.

         You ran your hand up my back, making nice, warm circles as you stroked me, then sneaked it around to the front of my breasts. Your fingers tiptoed inside my top at the side, and I heard you groan aloud.

         “I haven’t felt anything so amazing and soft for ages,” you said. “Is it ok if I touch you?”

         With careful, very careful movements, your fingers encircled my nipples, which turned hard and tight. It tingled in the pit of my stomach, and there was a chain reaction in my pussy. It began to swell up, and I was wet. It was fantastic to feel how you touched my tit.

         With your other hand, you lifted up my jumper, and again you groaned out loud.

         “What gorgeous big breasts you have! I get horny from just looking at you. I love your black bra and ample cleavage!”

         You lifted both of them out of my bra so that my breasts burst over the edge of my bra. My nipples were dark and powerful, calling out to be touched even more. But how much more did we dare to do on a bench in a park in the middle of the afternoon?

         You took off your big jacket, put it around my shoulders and used a hand to hold the jacket so no one could see inside. You used your other hand to massage my tits. You bent down and licked my nipples with your tongue, making them wet, so they glistened. Then you blew on them before carefully nibbling them with your teeth. I was so horny that I could feel how open and hot I was inside my trousers. I couldn't stop myself from rubbing myself through my jeans. My clit was calling out to be touched, and my pussy was waiting to be filled. I just had to help it.

         “Oh my God, it feels so good!”

         While you sat there touching my tits, I used my hand to rub my clit through my trousers, and then I saw the bulge in your trousers start to grow. Your dick was big, long and very visible. So, with my other hand, I started to rub your dick through your jeans, making rhythmic movements, up and down, forwards and backwards. I felt it grow even bigger. You let go of my breasts but made sure you fixed my jumper so that you could still see them hanging over the edge of my bra. You glanced around, checking that no one was about. With a couple of quick movements, you got your cock out. It was big. Massive! There it was, proudly waving about in the warm spring air. A massive, blood-filled cock ready and waiting, right in front of me. All I could do was touch it. I started to caress it, running my fingers down the veins, pulling the foreskin back and forward over the tip of your cock. You lifted your balls out of your boxers; I'd never seen such a powerfully meaty ballsack before. It was like it was inviting me to touch and caress it. So, with one hand I wanked you off with long, slow tugs, and with the other hand, I held your ballsack which was hot and tight in my hand.

         You leaned backwards, groaned, fixed your eyes on my tits which swung in time with my movements. Eventually, you groaned loudly, stopping my movements and asked me to bend over backwards. You unbuttoned my jeans, pulled down my panties and let out a massive gasp when you realised that my hairless pussy, full of juices, and with a throbbing clit, was waiting intensely there for you to continue the game.

         In the park, in the afternoon, with no one near us, you bent down and gently took my clit in your mouth. You used your tongue like a tiny God, and I could feel that it wouldn’t take long if you didn’t give me any time to breathe. I asked you to wait a bit, and while you sat up, I touched myself – it was easier to control my orgasm myself – and you could enjoy the sight of me touching my pussy with quick circling movements as I simultaneously squeezed one of my nipples.

         You asked if you could wank in front of me. I really appreciated that. So, we sat there on the bench, facing each other, you wanking off with one hand, and your other one tightly holding your balls. Your movements became quicker and quicker, your breathing irregular, your gaze blurry, and you groaned, “I’m coming… Can I come all over you?”

         And I knew that I was close too. All I needed was to increase the tempo a bit, look at your massive cock, and your fierce jerking with unbridled lust. Then I felt my climax surging through me. Ripping through me. Rolling through me. Waves of pleasure billowing through my stomach, filled my entire body for several seconds. Cascades of semen sprayed the bench, my clothes and my pussy. It was amazing!

         Then it calmed down a bit. Our breathing was normal again. We were able to get our breath back, get dressed and check that no one had witnessed our encounter. All that was left was to plan our next meeting. And here I am now, waiting for you, looking forward to seeing you. I’m excited to discover what game we’ll play this evening…

      

   


   
      
         
            The Botanical Garden
      

            by Eva, Oslo
      

         

         It’s a lovely warm day at the beginning of June. I'm wandering through the tiny streets, enjoying the freedom of being out in the golden sunshine. The scent of fragrant lilacs and white petals blowing across the street in swirls every time there is a slight breeze. Perhaps it’s the boredom that makes me wander around like this; or perhaps it’s because of the sheer restlessness that hits me every year when the air fills with spring’s tantalising offer of what sensory experiences are to be had, after a long winter in a frozen body and soul. I can feel each pore of my body opening up to sensory pleasure, and at once feel horny.

         I don’t have a man, but I want one. I think of huge, strong, throbbing cocks that can fill me right up.

         I decide to walk down to the Botanical Gardens and go in the greenhouse where the air is warm and humid. The scent of orchids hits me. I bend down to smell them, sticking my little finger in the tiny, secret dark hole the lowest petal has formed and then lick the tips of my fingers, sensing the sweet taste of nectar.

         Immediately, I can feel a warm breath of air on my neck, and when I turn around, there’s a man I’ve never seen before. He has dark hair, big clear grey eyes and his expression is serious. He is relatively tall and dressed in a light linen suit.
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