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            Tantric Pleasure
      

            By Petter, Bergen
      

         

          
      

         It was spring, and I was about to wake up from the hibernation that had kept me celibate for the last few months. The winter had almost taken away my hope of ever experiencing again the pleasures you could pursue together with a woman. I’d been separated from my wife over the past year, and also lost my job as a result of the heavy burden I felt after the breakup. My self-confidence was at an all-time low.


I now lived in a small apartment and had enough time to keep myself busy sexually. However, only in theory, through literature on the topic and films that clearly showed how it should be done. Perhaps it was not so stupid, after all, as I’d gotten ideas and knowledge about sexuality during those months. Should the opportunity present itself, I would handle the matter quite differently than I´d done during the ten years of my marriage.


 I first saw her one morning when she was in a cab. Right outside my block of flats. As I came out the front door, she smiled and rolled down her window and asked for the name of the janitor in the flats. When I realised she was about to move in, I offered to help. It wasn’t necessary, she insisted, and invited me to stop by for a cup of coffee later that evening instead.


She was a beautiful woman with long, reddish hair that flowed down to her shoulders.


I spent almost the entire morning fantasising about what kind of sophisticated erotic adventure the two of us could get up to together. She fitted quite well with the fantasy of an open-minded, cultivated woman who yearned for a man with insight into cultivated sexuality. I knocked eagerly at the door, and heard a distinct, “Come in!”


She sat at the kitchen table, and I didn’t notice at first that the chair she was sitting in had wheels on each side. There was red wine on the table in front of her – not coffee.

         “Fancy a glass? I’m celebrating that everything is in place in the flat. The only thing left to do is to put the books on the bookshelves.”


We enjoyed the good Spanish red wine together, and she turned out to be an interesting conversationalist who might not be a complete stranger to my thoughts about eroticism. Her book collection included many titles that I too had read during the winter.


As we eventually moved into the living room, I picked up one of them lying on the floor and said it must have been an interesting read. She smiled in surprise and replied that tantric yoga and philosophy were a very interesting direction of thought. She’d enjoyed it a lot. Inwardly, I screamed with joy, realising all my dreams could be about to come true.


“Some of the tantric techniques have Western variations, you know,” I said and approached the topic of karezza, or sexual intercourse as the exchange of sexual energy. She obviously knew what I meant, as she smiled slyly and wanted to know about my experiences on the matter. It put a dampener on the conversation, and I felt like a schoolboy for a moment, full of unrealistic fantasies and without a second of real-life experience.


But when she said: “I have yet to meet a man who knows about this, but I seem to have finally met one,” I began to feel hard, the blood throbbing in my loin. My courage had definitely returned, and I thanked her for the compliment. I got up to pour some wine into our glasses. When I walked up to her, she put her hand on mine and said, “You wouldn't refuse if I asked?” 

         “Not after such good service,” I said, bowing down towards her and putting my arms around her slender body. I picked her up off the chair and held her close to me. Her crotch pressed against mine, as I carried her over to the couch on the other side of the table.


Her dress disappeared as I removed every piece of clothing from my body. Once naked, we started to explore each other. We were both breathing more and more intensely. “Enter me now!” she said. “We mustn’t lose control, you know.” 

         Slowly, I slid all the way into her and almost completely out again. Then, for a while, I gently moved only a few centimetres in and out. My dick pounded as I felt the pleasurable, hot, tight grip that she held me in. I breathed slowly and deeply to avoid losing myself completely in the pleasure that tempted me. We found a rhythm that felt soothing, while at the same time, she got increasingly turned on. I found the short, calm thrusts harder after a while. Slowly, pushed myself deeper inside her, as she moved faster and faster towards me.


Suddenly, she stopped. Blushing, she looked up at me with glassy eyes: “I almost forgot what we were really going to do.” She turned her head to the side and looked out into the room. “It’s easy to get carried away, and give in to the craving for an even greater pleasure... I’m like that too,” she said. I had to admit that the thought of energy exchange, and taking it in turns to experience the most pleasure had been far from my mind. 

         “We have to pull ourselves together,” I said. 

          “At first, perhaps we should clearly signal who is to enjoy the pleasure and who should hold back,” she said. “Ohhhh... I think it’s my turn first... if that is all right.” 

         I’d continued as we’d been talking and now I was moving ever faster, thrusting deep inside her. There was nothing in the way she met my thrusts that indicated she was about pause; I heard the whimpers and moans of a woman about to orgasm, whether she wanted it or not. I let go, no longer able to hold back, catching up with her on the path of total, all-embracing pleasure.


During the days after we first met, our intentions for long, calculating sex were soon forgotten. We no longer listened to reason. Eventually, we became more able to control our emotions, and both of us got to experience and learn the kind of sophisticated sexuality that we once had only read and dreamed about. 

      

   


   
      
         
            A Slightly Different Love Story
      

            By Lita, Møre og Romsdal
      

         

          
      

         It only took a glance and a warm handshake for something to happen. However, it took many days before I realised exactly what had happened. I was at a party at my friend’s house. I knew most of the people there, but not all of them. Tore was one of the last ones I greeted. He had eyes full of warmth and a handshake that lasted a little longer than the others. Later, I learned that Tore was confined to a wheelchair after being paralysed in a car accident.


Later on, we sat at opposite sides of the table. The lively conversation flowed, but sometimes our eyes met. He’s handsome despite being so old, I thought. He was twenty years older than me. But why was I thinking about that? I took some photos, and later he asked if he could get a copy of them. That’s how I got his address.


The days passed, and I couldn’t get him out of my mind. It seemed like a budding crush... Then, one day, the photos from the party arrived. Tore was on several of them. I could hardly tear myself away from them. Yet my common sense told me this was madness. I wrote him a letter and told him a little more about myself and my two girls. My feelings shined through the letter as I wrote. Both in and between the lines.


Afterwards, I regretted the whole letter. How could I expose myself like that? Besides, I didn't even know if he was single or not...


Two evenings later, he called. My heart skipped a beat when I heard his warm voice. We talked for a long time, and he suggested meeting up the weekend after next. I could bring the girls, and we could rent a cottage. He’d pick us up in his car: a big MPV with a wheelchair lift.


He smiled as bright as the sun as I climbed into the car. We gave each other a hug. He then became serious, firmly holding me. I felt it throughout my body. Our lips met softly and gently. Suddenly, I felt his tongue. He had his own way of “attacking” with small, quick movements in my mouth. It really turned me on... But we also let out tongues play with each other. We clung firmly to each other, and it felt so right and good. It was like I’d finally found my way home.


The kids were excited. It was quite obvious they were enthusiastic about him. After a few hours’ drive, we arrived at the cabin. The cabin was situated a little by itself, just by the water. The location was amazing with a beautiful mountain view. 


When we had eaten, the girls ran out to explore the surroundings. We remained seated by the window, hand in hand. We chatted as if we’d known each other forever. At the same time, I felt such tenderness and warmth for him, and a strong sexual attraction...


Oh, how happy that moment was! I sat across his lap. Apparently, wheelchairs can be used for all sorts of things... We kissed and cuddled, and hoped that time would stop there and then.


Two tired and happy girls eventually fell asleep in the tiny bedroom. I was supposed to have the couch, and Tore insisted on sleeping in the car. First, we had a wash. I helped him, and I think I enjoyed it as much as he did. I washed him all over – everywhere! He had a large, heavy ballsack (I couldn't help but focus a little extra on certain places). His dick wasn't that big, but then again, it wasn't really hard either. He confided in me that it rarely worked the way it used to. I assured him that I was perfectly happy with oral sex and cuddles. To prove my point, I bent down and took his delicious ‘piece’ in my mouth. Tore gasped. It had been a long time since he'd had an intimate encounter with the opposite sex.


I wiped him dry. We were both eager to get out into the car by now. We got the sofa out in the back of the car. There was plenty of room for both of us. He let his strong hand slide up my thigh while we kissed passionately. I got really wet down there. He used his fingers in a very pleasurable way. I pulled my nightgown completely off so he could cuddle my breasts too. Having my breast fondled is the best thing I know. He took the hint and placed his mouth around a nipple. His fingers kept working my clit and the surrounding area. After a while, I could feel it my desire rising, so turned on. I could hardly stop myself from screaming. Afterwards, he had to hold his hand still for a moment. It became too sensitive.


Now it was my turn to be good to him. We kissed, and after a while, I let my hand slide down until it found what I was looking for. My mouth followed suit. His dick was quite short and a little chubby. I took everything in my mouth, including his balls... I let them slide in and out between my lips. I enjoyed listening to his moans. When he finally came, it was almost as if I had a small orgasm myself. I swallowed every last drop. Tore was amazed and happy. He’d never actually experienced it this way before. I was so happy that I was allowed to be good to him. I felt as if I loved him, loved...


We lay close to each other for a long time, chatting and cuddling. We enjoyed being so close to each other. I felt really happy and I knew that I would keep this night in my heart forever. It was all good, and we allowed ourselves to enjoy it to the fullest. We knew these feelings would last, even if we could never move in together. But who is to say that is the best and only way to be happy?


We had two amazing days together. We really enjoyed ourselves, the four of us. Afterwards, the trip kept us going for a long time. I think love is healthy, even if we both have our own separate relationships. I don’t want to write too much about that in case someone recognises us, but sometimes we meet and let ourselves be carried away by our emotions. And I don’t see any harm in it. Some might think that our relationship is strange. That might be so, but we are really happy. That must surely be the most important thing? As long as we keep a low profile and we're not harming our families, we don’t feel that our sin is especially big. 


I actually wish that more people dared to live out their “forbidden” feelings. I think they would be kinder and stop caring about the sex life of their neighbours and friends They might even become happier about their own. But it is possible to write and talk about a slightly “different” kind of love. Maybe some of those people who so easily condemn others, also read magazines like Cupido? If so, I hope that what they read gives them a more nuanced view of life, of what is “accepted”, and what love is all about. 

      

   


   
      
         
            Morals Sleep At Night
      

            By Ann Mari, Østfold
      

         

          
      

         A dream: I’m a community care nurse. We’d been told that a wheelchair user had moved to the area. He might need a little help once in a while, so I was sent out to do a short interview and tell him about our community care.


Per turned out to be a nice single man in his 40s. The flat showed signs of a man who had taste and personality. I had plenty of time, and Per willingly told me about his background and what it was like to be paralysed. We became quite close. We had a good connection. We liked each other.


One of the worst things about being paralysed was he couldn’t get a proper hard-on and have sex.


We looked at some equipment he’d bought to support his penis during sex so he could satisfy his partner, but in practice it just didn’t work.


A sadness came over him as we looked at devices that were meant to help him have sex. I felt an urge to give him a hug, but it quickly became more than a hug. He stuck his tongue deep into my mouth, moving it about. He really knew how to kiss! It felt like crossfire was shooting through me down below. It tickled and pulsated inside me so much, I barely managed to sit still. I was soon very wet between my thighs..


We slowed down a bit, put on some nice music and had a soda. Chatting, laughing, and giving each other compliments, we took plenty of time. We fondled each other. Help, I thought, what’s happening? His hands were almost electric. Every time he touched me, it sent shivers through my body to my crotch. I walked over to him and stood by the wheelchair. He held me around my waist and caressed me, touching my breasts. His hand told me how much he liked me way better than a thousand words ever could. I felt amazing and sexy, enjoying the sensations. I lay halfway across the wheelchair and just received his caresses. It was wonderful.


A broad, old-fashioned couch stood by the wall in the living room. We both glanced over to it more and more often. Should we?


Getting undressed is sort of a “tricky point”. I guess we'd seen too many movies where people undress in an incredibly sexy manner, but I couldn’t do that. “It’s so hot in here,” I said. “I need to take off some clothes.”


He laughed, understanding. I threw the clothes on the couch, and yes, we ended up on top of them, of course.


He took his time, kissing me on my feet, legs, thighs, ass, back, and last but not least, my neck. He tickled me down below. I burst into such a champagne-orgasm, the likes of which I’ve never felt before. Oh my God, this is better than what able-bodied men can do, I thought.


But I wanted more. Wasn’t there a dildo among the devices he’d got? Oh yes, bring it on. From then on, I didn’t know who did what. We were up and down and around each other. We tried everything. We were free, happy, and fooled around like children, giving each other shudders, shivers, and orgasms that burst like fireworks on New Year’s Eve.


Then I woke up. It had been a dream, an unusually vivid dream. It was boring to wake up after such an afternoon nap, but my husband noticed that I was extra cuddly for the rest of the day. And that night we got the kids to bed extra early... 

      

   


   
      
         
            Dancers
      

            By Lawrence Harlot
      

         

          
      

         The competition had been fierce, but we won in two whole classes. First, we waltzed the other pairs to the ground to Tchaikovsky's ‘Swan Lake’. And when the jury judged the tango, we came out on top again.


         “You’re the best dance partner anyone could ask for,” Tiril smiled as we sat down by the table after the competition was over. “You’re a dream!” Her cheeks were blushing and her eyes shone as she traced one of the trophies with her finger.

         

The simple, yet striking and stylish dress hung in gold straps over her narrow, bare shoulders. It followed the silhouette of her breasts and fell softly over her legs, hiding the steel braces that held her legs in place on the wheelchair’s footboard.

         

“No, you are a dream,” I said.


         She smiled. A sad look then drove away the joy that had just made her eyes sparkle, when she glanced over at all the round tables with tall glasses and glossy, silver champagne coolers on. They were surrounded by people in wheelchairs, all dressed up.

         

“You should’ve seen me before,” she said dreamily. “I truly was a dream on the dance floor back then.”


         The musicians started playing a golden oldies jazz tune. When the trumpeter sighed his way through a solo, I said, “I wasn’t that lucky.” I patted her hand. Then she shook away the bad mood with a brave gesture, and asked with a striking smile: “One last dance before we go?”


         “Certainly,” I replied. She pushed herself away from the table and raised her hand with a coquettish bend in her wrist, allowing me to guide her out onto the floor.

         

“Are you sure you'll manage on your own?” I asked while we were standing outside her flat. I took out my phone to call a cab. Tiril, as always, replied that she was used to fending for herself. 

         “By the way,” she added as she glanced up at the full moon that was just peeking out between the rooftops, “I don’t quite feel we’ve finished celebrating yet. Won’t you join me for a drink? I bought champagne. Just in case we won, you see. And we did!”

         “That would be nice,” I said, and stuffed my phone back into my inside pocket; then I held the door for her.

         

“Could you please lift me over to that chair over there?” she pointed when we got inside the flat. I gently grabbed her by the back and behind her knees. She put her arms around my neck. She reminded me that she wasn’t made of glass, even though her legs were paralysed. We both laughed.

         

“Cheers!” she said, lifting the last sip of champagne towards me. She let her hair loose from her stylish hairstyle, and now it flowed down over her shoulders. “Cheers!” I said, trying not to stare at her round breasts underneath the silk, her beautiful sharp collar bone and slender neck, the arms lying in her lap, and her hand that raised the glass towards me. With an unusual boldness for me, probably caused by all the bubbly wine, I added: “Even if we'd not been the best dancers tonight, we would probably have won, just because of your looks. You are a princess!”

         

“Nonsense!” she laughed and emptied her glass. I looked at my watch and hinted that I had to go to work again tomorrow. She said that she was utterly exhausted. I got up all wobbly, and she followed me out into the hallway. I threw my jacket over my shoulder. As usual, I gave her a hug as I stood by the door. But now that we’d won, I gave her a kiss on the cheek, too. When I straightened up, her arms were still stretched up towards me. Her eyes shone. 

         “Imagine that we won,” she said. I bent down, wanting to give her another hug to celebrate our victory. I pressed my lips against her cheek again. She put her arms around my neck again. As I was about to straighten up again, my lips briefly touched hers. I was probably just imagining it, but it felt as if her hands were holding me back. Our lips found each other again. A light kiss with no obligation, our mouths barely touching. A victorious kiss between friends. Her hair tickled my face. I placed my hands on her shoulders, a physical contact that could mean everything or nothing. No obligation. Our lips still touched each other lightly. Then I felt hers opening slightly. I opened mine just a millimetre. I felt the tip of her tongue sticking out, and I opened my mouth just another millimetre. As I let my hands stroke her bare arms, the tip of her tongue searched blindly for mine. She held me firmly in place with her hands around my neck.

         

I closed my eyes. I was upset. Seen from outside, I was dangerously close to abusing my position; however, the kiss that bound Tiril to me seemed to take on a life of its own. I didn’t care how it looked. So I knelt down beside her wheelchair, put my arms around her and embraced her. Our lips, meanwhile, were rubbing against each other as if they had just invented a new game.

         

“I should go,” I breathed into her mouth, placing one arm around her back and the other underneath her thighs. 

         “Yes,” she replied. “Please carry me to bed before you go, and help me get my braces off. I get so clumsy whenever I celebrate with champagne – although that’s rarely!”

         

I lifted her up, carried her to the bedroom and gently placed her down on the bed. I helped her take her shoes off, and hooked the skins loose. When I straightened up again, she said, “Kiss me one last time. After all, we won tonight. Then we’ll forget about the whole thing.” She smiled at me, and I wanted to mutter something about her being a princess again. She sensed what I was about to say, and waved it away with a finger. Once again, I knelt, placed my mouth on hers, and kissed her. Her mouth was soft and red. Her tongue became increasingly demanding, and played like a dolphin with mine. My hand searched across the shoulder straps of her evening gown, over the collar bone, towards the bottom of her neck. Her fingers entwined in my hair, holding me tight in a grip that seemed to never want to let go. I finally found the courage to trace my fingertip across her neckline. My fingers searched inside, and she sighed, her mouth close to mine, as I took her round, tiny breast in my hand.

         

She gently pushed me up. “Get undressed,” she said. Tiril lowered the light and apologised for being shy. I got undressed and stood naked by the bed. She carefully touched my dick. She looked up from my dick, which grew in her little hand, and met my gaze. “Now undress me.”

         

I pulled her evening gown over her head, wriggled her panties down her thighs and unhooked her bra. When I was about to admire her beauty again, she held her index finger across her lips and said, “Hush. The clichés from your world won’t do here.”

         

I lay down next to her. My dick pushed against a white crater of a scar on her thigh, but I knew she couldn’t feel it. It filled me with tenderness for her. There was nothing I wanted more than to give her the most wonderful pleasure ever.

         

Her hand lay across my back. I got up on my elbow, looked her in the eyes, and caressed her breasts. She pulled me down over her, whispered that I didn’t need to be so careful, but that she had to have some help spreading her thighs. I lifted them and they fell out to the side. She closed her eyes and put her arm over her face. I looked up over her body, over the velvety soft nether regions with sparsely-grown smooth blonde hair. I looked over the pretty, round belly with a lightning-shaped scar ran across her navel. I placed my hand over the scar and hid it. I admired her firm apple-shaped breasts. I let my gaze rest on her mouth. It had lost the look that I now recognised as bitterness. The kisses had washed away the bitterness, and I realised that I loved her. We had been partners, but the different worlds in which we lived had prevented me from recognising my feelings. I realised now that the crush that caused my heart to burst with fire was not new. I had loved Tiril for a long time.

         

“Can you feel this, my darling?” I asked, opening her pussy lips with two fingers and then put the tip of my tongue against the clitoris.

         

Tiril sighed. Her pussy lips swelled and her juices made them shine, right before my eyes. I let the tip of my tongue circle around it for a little while. I licked her in the slit, stuck my tongue into her, drinking her in. She said, “Say it again.” And I asked, “Can you feel this?” She hit her hand impatiently on the mattress next to me. “The other thing you said.” I whispered, “My darling, can you feel this?” My fingers pulled her lips out and revealed her bright pink grotto. I stuck my tongue in, my mouth now united with her lips while my tongue reached hungrily into her. She stroked my hair with her hands as she whispered with a voice that cracked, “I can really feel it. It’s my feet that are paralysed, you moron!” She ruffled my hair and pulled me up. I lay down on her chest and kissed the bright pink nipples. I played with them and enjoyed watching them harden under my caresses. When I had licked away her tears, she asked me to sit down on her chest. “I want to taste you,” she said. I sat on top of her. Tiril stroked her hand beneath me, squeezed my balls, and pulled me toward her mouth. She glanced inquiringly up at me as she opened her mouth and let me in between her lips, into a deep, sucking vacuum.

         

I wanted to pull away when I was about to come, but she held me tight. With one hand holding my balls in a warm grip and the other firmly wanking me off, she was determined to caress me into orgasm. When I couldn’t stop myself from coming any longer, I let her have what she wanted. She increased the rhythm of her hand. Her cheeks were sucked in around my dick. I grabbed around her temples with both hands and screamed helplessly as my cum gushed out of me and into her mouth.

         

She swallowed. I saw her throat working, but her mouth wouldn’t let go of me until she had swallowed every single drop.

         

Then the grip of my balls loosened. My dick slipped out of her mouth. I collapsed on top of her.

         

“Thank you,” she said, and turned around towards me. Her eyes beamed happily. Her nostrils vibrated. Her hand reached for my dick, and began to playfully wank me. I kissed her. Her mouth tasted of cum, and it was delicious because it was her mouth and my sperm. The trust she placed in me when she whispered against my lips that she really wanted me to lick her breasts again, made my dick go hard again in her hand.

         

I put my face down on her breasts and licked them, sucking her nipples into my mouth. My hand fumbled down her, reaching for her pussy. I put two fingers into her wet crack and caressed her clit. Her sighs became deeper. She let go of my dick and gave in to her own pleasure. My tongue circled around her nipples. I licked her breasts, then I let my tongue run down her ribs and back to her nipples again. Now the sighs came from deep in her throat, moaning like an animal. Her clit grew against my fingertips turning hard as a pearl. She tried to push me away. She wanted to wait. She wanted me inside her, she stuttered. But I clung onto her. I bit her nipple firmly. I held her underneath her back and clasped her to me. While her lower body lay shockingly still, her upper half tensed up in a horny, life-affirming arch. The orgasm swept through her like an ocean wave crashing upon a beach.

         

Catching her breath again, she put her hand on top of mine. I still had my finger inside her crack. “But I wanted you inside me,” she sighed as if she’d been wronged.

         

I smiled happily, “You can have me inside you now.” She smiled back. “Please put a pillow underneath my butt first,” she asked. I lifted her up and placed a pillow underneath her butt, admiring her pussy as it opened up between her paralysed thighs, showing the world all the unruly passions that hid behind the soft entrance to her insides. I couldn’t help myself, I just had to taste her again. She put her hand shyly over her eyes again, as I placed my cheek against the brutal scar on her thigh, and stuck my tongue into the top of her crack. Once again, I let my gaze slide up over her. It was as if she refused to take responsibility for the secrets that her pussy revealed to me. She turned away.

         

“Has it been a long while?” I whispered to her bold clit. Tiril muttered that it was the first time since the accident four years ago.

         

A wave of tenderness swept through me. I slid up over her, like a swimmer in calm water. I licked the scar by her belly button while I flowed towards her. I let her embrace me and sought her mouth with mine. I sought her eyes with mine, held her tight underneath me while my dick found its way to the smooth entrance by its own. Her pussy opened up to my dick. It felt like the lips were grabbing hold of it, and holding it firmly in a soft grip, sucking it in. Infinitely slowly, I let her have me in her possession, as if life itself had just opened its eyes to the world’s first sunlight and we had all the time in the world.

         

The muscles in her pussy worked my dick, swallowing me and pushing me out. I don’t know if it was for minutes or hours, but I lay completely still on top of her for a long time. I enjoyed feeling her breath against my throat, so happy to touch her insides with my dick. Then I started thrusting into her. As I approached orgasm again, she begged: “Turn me around. Take me from behind! I fantasise of being taken from behind!” And with the strong muscles in her pussy, she pushed me out. I turned her around, and put the pillow under her belly. She asked me to spread her legs again. “Does it feel good?” I asked and pulled her thighs out to the side. She nodded. I stared smitten at her butt-hole, so small and sweet. Tiril wailed as I licked it, but didn’t try to stop me. As I stuck the tip of my tongue into it, I simultaneously grabbed her from beneath and lifted her pussy towards me. A sigh of bottled up pleasure erupted from her throat.

         

“Take me now,” she begged affectionately.


         I sat on my knees between her thighs, and grabbed her by the hips. I pulled her rear towards me, and put my dick only just inside the lips. I looked momentarily at the lips clinging to the head of my dick, then let myself fall into her. I could feel her butt on my dick, her pussy searching hungrily for my throbbing dick. I leaned over her narrow back, and counted her vertebrae with my tongue. I swept her hair away from her neck and bit her firmly there. I interlaced my fingers with hers while holding her underneath with my other hand. Moving my hand down, I found her clit. I then caressed her pearl gently while my dick thrust rhythmically into her. As her breath turned into gasps, I realised she was about to come. I increased the speed. Her breath burst like a champagne bubble in her throat. Her hand clasped mine hard. Her pussy throbbed around my dick. She gasped. Her skin shivered. I thrust my dick all the way into her wet cave. It felt as if I was about to come myself. I could hear her hoarse moan behind the blast from my orgasm, “Fill me, my darling. Come inside me.”

         

“Say it again,” she begged. We lay against each other underneath the duvet. She had a pillow behind her back. Her breasts rested against my chest. Her breath tickled my ear. “Say it again,” she said, poking her tongue in and licking the outside of my ear.

         

“I love you, Tiril,” I said.

      

   


   
      
         
            The Girl in the Chair
      

            By Roxalena
      

         

          
      

         Ron felt at ease in his workwear: dark-blue nylon pants which hugged his body in such a way that women could admire the way his butt moved when he walked upstairs. He also had a jacket with pockets for almost anything, including a torch. A rattling sound of metal came from his belt.


He had received a call from an unknown lady on his mobile. Now he rang the doorbell on the first floor. The girl who opened was sitting in a wheelchair. A smile lit up her face as she asked him to come in. As he worked with security alarms, he’d had a lot of contact with elderly people. Many of them were almost helpless, and he felt sorry for them. Therefore, he was a little unprepared.


There was a delicious fragrance of freshly baked buns, a smell that always reminded him of his previous girlfriend. He thought of the way she let her gaze slide over his body when she stood in the kitchen with dough between her fingers. She let him fondle her breasts while she kneaded the dough. She loved how he pushed his dick against her butt until it was so hard that she moaned.


“It smells really good here.”


He noticed the blonde curls that danced around her head.


“Apparently, the smell of freshly baked buns is the sexiest fragrance of them all,” she said laughing.


He felt as if he had been caught red-handed and blushed. “Where is the equipment you wanted me to check?” he asked kindly, and quickly realised that the question didn't make the situation any easier.


“Do you want to taste?” she asked. 


He wasn't sure if this was meant innocently or it was a challenge. Ron felt his ears go red, but when she swirled her chair around he saw she was holding out a fresh bun. 


“Oh yes, thank you, I’d love to taste it,” he said in a way that cleared away any potential misunderstandings. He stretched out his hand and immediately noticed her extraordinarily beautiful sea-blue eyes.


The alarm was in her bedroom. A pink blonde bra was casually lying on the bed, as if mocking him. He could hear the sound of running water from the bathroom as he was working. The door stood ajar. He could smell the slightly spicy aroma from the bun: cardamom and vanilla – ancient spices for lovemaking. He felt tense. The smell created a feeling of anticipation.


“Excuse me,” she called. “Could you give me a hand, please?” 


Her voice came from the bathroom. He could hear the trickling water, and he saw steam rising from underneath the bathroom door. He opened it wide and there she sat in the wheelchair, completely naked. The blonde locks of hair reminded him of Chinese porcelain cups. Her body was firm and simply beautiful.


“I have to take the opportunity when I have visitors, because it makes everything so much easier.”


Ron tried not to stare and caught sight of his face in the mirror. Beads of sweat made it shine.


“What do you want me to do?”


Did his voice sound all muffled between the walls?


“Just lift me into it. Don't worry. I'm used to being touched.” 

         Damn, she was cheeky. 


Ron stooped down. He felt his pants tightening between his legs and knew it was showing. He put one arm around her shoulders, and the other under her knees. His face was only a few inches from her white breasts. His heart thumped intensely from lust.


She held her arms tight around his neck as he slowly lowered her beautiful body down into the bathwater. The scent of lavender and rose mingled with the spices. Ron had never felt his dick press against the elastic in his boxers so forcefully before. The scent in the room made him almost dizzy. He sat down on the toilet seat and devoured her with his pleading gaze, unaware of the feverish look in his eyes.


“Are you horny too?” she flirted, making foam between her legs with a piece of soap.


Ron had never imagined having sex with a disabled person. He didn't even know if people who needed help to walk could feel lust. 


What the hell was he doing?


“Are you surprised, because I’m horny?” she asked cheerfully. Her blue eyes looked straight into his mind. Ron nodded uneasily.

“Let me see that you are working like you're supposed to then,” she challenged him.


He didn’t know if it was the warmth, the scent of the spices, the naked woman, or her voice that made him obey her, but he threw off his jacket and began to unbutton his shirt. He could see that she liked what she saw so he carried on, unbuckling his belt. 


He hesitated a little. The belt made a clanking sound as it fell to the floor.


“Unbutton,” she commanded him. 


He already felt naked, but slowly unbuttoned. A wet, soapy hand slipped out of the water, grabbed the edge of his boxers and revealed his throbbing dick. Her wet fingers played with the smooth head that opened up like an apricot. Her index finger found the little split that imitated his buttocks and carefully slid across it.


"Wank yourself with your big strong hand,” she told him.


He had never touched himself in front of such a beautiful woman before. He couldn’t back out now. There was no turning back. 

         

“Turn off the light,” she said softly, as if understanding his thoughts. 


He stretched his hand over to the switch. It went dark. He could hear the water splash. Her voice commanded him to wank off again, and he obeyed.


Suddenly, his dick lit up. She had gotten hold of the torch on the floor. His dick was erect, throbbing between his thighs. The head shone from his horny juices. He held his thick dick with his hand, shyly wanking himself, all the time imagining how it would feel to penetrate her little pussy. He could easily see it in the water. The water made her pussy look bigger. He stared long enough to know that it was only covered by a few blonde hairs. He increased the speed and was just about to burst.


“Stop!” she said firmly. 


He almost couldn’t hear her.


“Stop!” she snapped. “Turn on the light!” 


He stopped and she could see his cock eagerly bouncing with excitement. She began to play with the bright pink tip of her tongue on her lips then finally she commanded him into the bath.


He removed the rest of his clothes without really understanding what was driving him. 


Just as he was about to kneel between her legs, his dick touched her face. She quickly stretched out her soft tongue and tasted him. She let him feel her magical powers. His whole body quivered.


“You’re not ready yet,” she whispered softly. 


He felt more ready than ever before, but he didn’t protest.


“Sit on your knees between my legs and lift up my delicious butt.”


He knew what to do. He grabbed her hips and lifted up her light body until a hot-tempered red clit reached the surface of the water. He bowed his head and let the wet pubic hair tickle his nose. He drew in the scent of the freshly washed woman and stuck his tongue out to slurp the juices from her pussy. He wanted to torment her so that she would want all of him.


“That’s enough!”


Her voice felt like a whip. It couldn’t be true. She asked him to kiss her breasts, suck them, and knead them hard.


Suddenly, he heard a completely different tone of voice: “Let me feel your magic wand. Give it to me. At once.”


He took a good hold of her hips, found her cave, and let his dick sink into her inch by inch. He could feel the blood throbbing hard in his cock. The feeling made him feel high. She pulled the plug from the bathtub. He felt the warm water sink slowly down around his thighs. He could tell she enjoyed it. Suddenly he felt a heat spread around the root of his penis. It was amazing. Surely she wasn’t peeing right on his pride? His desire became uncontrollable. He felt unstoppable greed. He wanted to fill up her cave, create a waterfall, hear her moan, and see her tremble. He thrust his dick hard inside her quickly, deaf to any more orders. His rock-hard cock was unstoppable. 


“Oh,” he pushed his tongue in between her lips and moaned: “You’re too fucking hot.” He came so hard his body trembled.

“That’s the side effect I forgot to tell you about. I can’t hold it when I come. It’s not dangerous,” she said while her lovely eyes looked straight into his.

“You peed on me,” he said surprised. Her eyes twinkled when she saw his expression.

“I can’t hold it back either,” he answered when he realised how ridiculously wronged he looked. 


They both burst out laughing. He licked away a drop of water that slowly trickled down before it fell from her nose.


He lifted her up into the wheelchair, found a towel and dried her from the toes up.


She called her friend once he had gone. This was something she wanted to share! Tina had the call on speakerphone. She was happy for her friend and got horny from just thinking about it. “Did you really take the lead?” Tina asked admiringly, her voice rising with envy.


“I took as much advantage of him as I possibly could. But call him! Ask him to check your alarm tomorrow.”

“It’s not that easy. Not all hot men get turned on by someone who can’t see.”

“But he’ll get turned on by what he’ll see when you ask for help with your bra straps.”

“Do you think so?” 
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