
   [image: Cover: The Collar – And Other Erotic Short Stories from Cupido by Cupido]


   
      
         
            Diverse
      

            Man in a Tight Squeeze
      

         

          
      

         
            [image: ]

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Collar – And other erotic short stories from Cupido

            Original title:

            Halsbåndet – og andre erotiske noveller fra Cupido
Copyright © 2020, Hverdag AS/Cupido and SAGA Egmont

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726545678

             
      

            1. E-book edition, 2021

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Man in a Tight Squeeze
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Man in a Tight Squeeze
      

            by Bella Lyst
      

         

          
      

         There’s definitely something in the air, but for once we’re determined to have a good time and enjoy the food and conversation without charging straight into sex. I have some revealing information about you, and I could have chosen to drop this bomb right now, but I’ve decided not to, for strategic reasons. Instead, I’ve decided to use my knowledge for our mutual benefit and pleasure....

We could fling off our clothes and throw ourselves at each other like we have so many times before, but we won't. I let you lick my pussy outside my clothes. I'm wearing leather trousers, and I know that you love that material. I can see and feel that you're turned on. You lift me so that I'm hanging onto you – still with my clothes on.


But we can’t carry on like that – we’re both bursting with desire – something’s going to have to happen soon.

So we discard our clothes – quickly, and without any significant entertainment value. There's still a lot we want to do with each other. A kiss to start and some general caresses. It isn't long before I'm riding your cock. I've missed you like crazy, and I have to have the first orgasm as quickly as possible. I ride you hard and fast. I let the head of your cock tickle my cervix. Wet as... horny as... coming super-fast in the first orgasm of the evening, without even a thought for you. But that's just an essential aperitif. We both want the same thing, but we're obviously not that good at telling each other what it is. I lie with your cock in my mouth, sucking it like a cock should be sucked.

The very first time I did that with you, you came in my mouth. You undoubtedly didn't do that again. I play with your balls, which are covered with a fortnight's 'beard'. Why aren't they shaved smooth?

 I know that you want your backside filled. I lubricate your anus well with lubricant, and patiently soften your ring. You let me in. I start with one, then two fingers. No problem. You're really up for it – and your cock tastes deliciously of spunk – an aphrodisiac for me. I finger-fuck your ass with small movements. Although you can take it, you're still fairly tight, and you can't manage as much as you can in your fantasies. Never mind. Your excitement builds as I finger-fuck you with my left hand, holding your cock in my right while I suck you. Small contractions in your ass tell me that you're about to cum. I swear that you're cumming... powerful judders go through your ass and cock as you spurt. I’ve been concentrating so much on the task at hand that I almost haven’t noticed how aroused I’ve become myself.


When you’ve recovered a bit, I’m lucky that you’re a master at satisfying my needs with your big fingers.

But I'm not finished with you yet – far from it. I've brought a surprise that I know you will want to 'taste'.  I think about whether to give you that pleasure, but then I change my mind. Instead, I ask you to get out the surprise you've brought me.


It turns out to be a bag of clothes pegs, the old-fashioned wooden type. I make it clear that I’ll be in control of the pegs – at first, anyway.

 Some of them have a cord fitted through a hole at the top. I have no idea what that's really for, but I improvise by winding some of the cord around your balls. I also fasten a whole load of pegs to the underside of your cock, which is stiff again, and to your sensitive nipples and your ballsack. It’s decorative, and you look very pleased. I take the pegs off your cock first. Perhaps I shouldn’t have done that, because your cock starts to go limp straightaway. I know how I usually like it when someone uses pegs on me – it’s when they take them off that places like my pussy lips get even more sensitive.


That’s obviously not how it works for you. But we get you hard again. I give the pegs on your ballsack some extra attention. I pull at them – I can see that you're turned on again and enjoy what I'm doing. Why haven't I got to play this peg game with you before? You cum vigorously in my hand as I pull at your skin with the pegs. You're glowing with pleasure. I enjoy seeing that. But it's not enough – the game has made me horny as hell again.

Your turn. You can be the 'peg operator'. I can't see what you're doing, and I can only feel... and it feels good. Soon there are pegs down my pussy lips. On both sides. I have no idea how many there are, but it feels great. You can get your tongue at my clit by pushing the pegs to one side slightly. Ooh... you're also playing with my ass. It's incredible that I'm not absolutely done already – it's a while since I've had this much sex in one day. But now I can't bear the pegs any more. I squirm as you take them off, one by one.

"Take me up the ass," I request. You slide in easily. It's not uncomfortable as you're not that big either, so it's no problem taking all of you. You can push in all the way to the end. I don't hear the sound of body against body, but it must have been there. I'm too focused on playing with my clit. It has a result – a bit of a quiver, but a very noticeable result all the same. I'm done, and I think you are too. We lie close up to each other, kissing and panting. I fondle your upper body. I caress your well-developed, extremely masculine chest with the palm of my hand. I notice your nipples reacting to my touch – I see the pleasure on your face – I carry on. Your cock grows hard again. The connection is unbelievably clear – a direct link between your nipples and your cock. I've never seen it so clearly, either on you or anyone else. My own breasts aren't that erogenous – it was only once, years and years ago, that I had the experience of being touched in a way that made me completely fall apart.

I grip both of yours firmly. I squeeze and pull, not just the button itself, but the whole of the dark area. Obviously, I use both hands. You're well on the way now. I'm really onto something – this is working. You wrap your hand around your cock and start moving it. Man, you're really pushing it. I have a front-row seat for this dream sight. I'm gripping as hard as I can because that's obviously how it works. You jack off very fast and frantically. Your muscles tense, and then you cum for the third time, full-force as if you haven't had sex for a week....

Then it's curtains for you. What I've just experienced has affected me, but I can't manage anything more. But then again, it's my turn first tomorrow....
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         I hear their voices inside the bedroom. He – or is it she – opens the bottle of champagne and fills the glasses. They drink, laughing quietly and softly, the way lovers do. I can't hear it, but I know that he's pulling her to him, kissing her, caressing her. I can't see or hear it, but I know that his hands are roaming over her body, starting to undress her. I know exactly what he'll discover; her naughty black lace underwear, the black fishnet stockings which I was allowed to roll up her legs when I helped her get dressed a few hours ago. I know that his hands are stroking their way up them, up her thighs to the edge of the lace and that now they're slipping in under her panties. I know she's warm and wet from desire, ready to receive his caresses, which are becoming more urgent. I know that she's helping him off with his clothes too. I can sense their arousal growing, I can't know, but I'm not in any doubt, that now they're both naked; I can't know, but I still know that she's kneeling in front of him now, her red mouth hungrily enclosing his erect member.

I lie alone and naked on the bed in the guest bedroom, my cock throbbing with lust, but I'm not allowed to touch it. I have to wait for her command, but I don't know when that will come, I don't even know whether she might call me into them, I just have to wait, listening to their lust. I know that she's opening up to him now, she's lying back on the bed, taking him between her thighs, and it's as if I can see the way she's lying, as she lets his big, stiff cock thrust in and out of her open, greedy pussy, and I can hear how much she's enjoying him. Then she pushes him away from her, she wants to be serviced by his tongue, and I can hear from her lustful moans that he must now have his head buried between her thighs.


And now, almost desperate from my own restrained desire, I can hear the orgasm washing over her, and I hear her cry out that she wants him, again.

 Finally, I hear them getting up. Someone uses the bathroom, and then I hear steps in the corridor again; she's following him out. And then, finally, she's standing in front of me. She smiles, tenderly, turned on, examining my naked body, my visible, exposed and shameless arousal. She's wearing fishnet stockings and nothing else. Her pussy glistens wetly, and she slowly moistens her lips with her tongue. She knows what I'm thinking, knows what I've heard and experienced, knows what I want and need. "Now it's our turn," she whispers softly. In her hand, she's holding a belt with a black, aggressive-looking dildo, and I know what's coming.


“But first you have to service me,” she smiles, sitting astride me. I reach my hands up to her heavy, swaying breasts, massage them, caress the jutting nipples, and then she lowers her glistening wet pussy onto my face.

I let my tongue play, feeling her juices against my face, I know that she always practices safe sex, but even so, it's as if there's more than just her own juices there, it's as if I can taste her lover; I lick her clean, pushing my tongue deep into the place where he's been, I work on her bud, and the lust grows in her again, she groans in pleasure and pushes down against me.

Then suddenly she pulls back and kneels between my legs. With a mischievous smile, she guides the dildo into herself, in and out, slowly, lingeringly, and then puts it in my mouth. Now I'm on the receiving end, the way she received her lover earlier this evening.

 With a few quick movements of her hands, she fastens the dildo around her waist, reaches under my knees and lifts my legs up and out. The dildo is wet and glistening, and now she's ready to take possession of me, she's going to take me the way she was taken herself. She puts my legs over her shoulders and leans forward, spreading my buttocks with her hands, and I feel the dildo press against my opening. "Relax," she whispers, "let me in, I want you, I want to possess you, you're mine." I gasp in a mixture of lust and pain as she drives the demanding dildo into me. I whimper with desire, as she fucks me in my tight opening, hard, deliberately, in and out with a rhythmic movement, now I feel her hands on my nipples, she's caressing me the way she's been caressed. I'm reaching a peak of lust, I give myself over to her and let her take and possess me, my cock throbbing. She pulls out of me again, unfastens and removes the belt. "I want to enjoy you," she whispers, "I want to enjoy you too. I want your cock, and I want yours too." And then she sinks down over me, guides me into her most sacred place, up into her deep, warm, wet cave. She rides me, and I feel her smooth wet walls envelop me. Finally, I'm in there again, really in there, home, in the place where her lover has just been. Then she brings her own hand down to her bud, and that's all she needs, she quivers with another orgasm and throws herself down on me. That's the signal I've been waiting and longing for. Finally, I can let myself go, and I explode within her.


I’m her lover.
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         “I’m going for a shower, do you want to join me?”

I give up on the paperwork and follow her. I stand behind her in the bathroom, caressing her back softly. She starts to get undressed — first the sweater, then the trousers. I get closer and gently press against that ass which I love so much. We're facing a mirror, and we look each other in the eyes. I let my hands wander over her hips, looking into her eyes for a reaction.

 I approach her breasts, but barely touch them before unfastening her bra. Both her nipples spring out then, so I carry on stroking her stomach and breasts gently while letting my tongue wander over her neck and throat. I know that this is turning her on insanely. My hands find their way into her panties, and I can feel that she's wet through. I pull her panties down. Turn her around slowly. Her eyes are glowing, and her breath is ragged. I brush one nipple with my tongue and slide my hand towards her cave. I sit her down on the bench beside the sink and kneel between her thighs. My tongue touches her sensitive bud, and she jumps. I lap up her juices like soft ice cream. She cums in intense spasms, and then I stop.

"What happened to that shower you promised me?" I ask as she slides down off the bench. She starts tearing off my clothes as if they're on fire. Drops to her knees in front of me takes my protruding, stiff shaft into her mouth and eagerly sucks my whole length. I can tell that it won't take much, and ask her to stop. But she turns a deaf ear, and takes me in her mouth until I moan and cum. She swallows and keeps sucking until I'm completely empty.


“Now we can have a shower, and then you’ll get to experience something you’ve never experienced before.”

“What?” I ask, looking deeply into her eyes.

“Wait until we get into the bedroom,” is all she says.


After a blissful shower, she takes me by the hand and leads me into the bedroom, then pushes me down on my back onto the bed. At the same time, she produces four ribbons from her drawer.


“Hands over your head and legs out to the sides,” she orders.

Within moments, I've been transformed into a helpless man, bound to the four corners of the bed. She ties a blindfold over my eyes, and I'm entirely in her power. My hearing sharpens enormously, as I follow what she's doing. I hear a door open and close a few times, and then she sits down beside me. Then something cold drips onto one of my nipples. I gasp, and she laughs mischievously: "What do you think this is?"


I take a wild guess and reply: “Ice cream?”

As a punishment for my wrong answer, I get the same treatment on the other nipple.

“Two chances left.”"How about some chocolate sauce?" An intensely cold drop hits the head of my cock.

“Last chance.”


My brain is in turmoil. It’s something cold and viscous that she’s using. I think I recognise the smell of strawberries. “Is it strawberry sauce?”

I don't have to wait for the reward for my correct answer; she immediately takes my shaft in her hand and begins caressing it gently, sucking off the fruity sauce. She starts to massage me all over my body, and then sits on my face and tells me to suck her.


I have to obey. After a while, she lies down the other way so that we’re in the 69 position. She takes me in her mouth and sucks me hungrily as only she can.


“Now you’re going to get the most wonderful treatment you’ve ever had.” She crawls down and crouches with her back to me. Takes hold of my shaft and rubs it between her pussy lips before lowering herself onto it. She rides me slowly, then turns round to face me and takes the blindfold off my eyes. She unties both legs, and starts to ride me like there’s no tomorrow. Up and down, side to side and in circles, she rides me with incredible stamina. After a while, she unties my arms and says that I have to take her. I don’t exactly hang around.

 I position myself between her gorgeous thighs and steer towards her opening. I plunge right into the end in one thrust, and I stop there. She cums intensely, just before I empty my full load into her.


If she ever comes back to me, I’ll show her this, which I’ve written for all of Cupido’s readers.
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            by Thomas Andersen
      

         

          
      

         It was late. Later than he'd promised. It was now 9:00 pm, and he'd said he'd be there between 7:00 and 8:00. He turned his BMW onto the driveway of the dark house; there were no lights on except in the cosy kitchen. Right, the boys must have gone to bed already. Mads was tired after a tough day involving lots of decisions, some less pleasant than others. He was looking forward to seeing Viktoria. She was a beautiful woman who made sure she always looked her best, demanded a lot of him and could sometimes be impatient and annoying. But she loved him, he knew that – and just as importantly – he loved her.

Once, he had been unfaithful, when he had been more or less lured into sex with a colleague. He pushed the thought aside and hurried in through the door; it was a good thing he'd never told Viktoria about that. He'd come close because his conscience had kept troubling him.


It had happened just before Viktoria went on a trip to southern France with the kids to visit family. She was away for three horrendous weeks, during which he wept and hated himself for his infidelity. He missed her so much, and it just confirmed to him that he would never let anything like that happen again.

Mads paused in the hallway, which was quiet and dark. He'd never thought that this house was spooky, but for a fraction of a second, he felt as if he were in a horror film. He heard steps.


“Hi Mads, darling.”

Viktoria’s cheerful voice reached his ears, but he couldn’t see her anywhere.

“In here, darling,” he heard her say.


He went over to the living room, which had a fireplace and library, a room he’d insisted on having, even though she’d wanted to make it a TV lounge. It was now a room that they all used frequently.

Viktoria was wearing a long, black, silk kimono with wide sleeves. She smelled lovely, she must have had a bath, and there was a drink waiting for him. A double Whisky- what a girl.

He was dying of hunger but thought he'd better not say that. Her hair was still damp from the steam, and she smelled different as if she'd used a different perfume.


She kissed him softly and massaged his neck.

"I've got a surprise for you, baby, get undressed." She said it softly but firmly and went out of the living room.

He was starting to become slightly curious, took a big swig of his drink, took his clothes off and wrapped himself in the bath towel which Viktoria had left there for him. That also smelled different than usual.

He felt something stirring, a twitch in his crotch. Viktoria was setting up a game. He knew it. She'd done it before. But she never did the same thing twice. She could be a like a woman possessed in bed, could get you to believe that she wanted to do absolutely anything with you, and then she'd just walk away, or she'd cum and just want to go to sleep. Sometimes she was really selfish, just thinking of herself, while other times she was all over him, sucking him until he groaned loudly and came in her mouth. She would lap it up. She could keep going, on and on, expecting nothing in return. He could just lie there and have his balls massaged and licked and fondled. He suspected that she might just be doing that to suit her ends – but god was it nice – and every time it meant that they would have sex for hours and hours.

She was also gorgeous, round hips, petite but pert breasts, and she loved sex – and loved displaying herself to him. She could sit there for ages, caressing herself, licking her lips sexily, while they were just watching TV. He was never allowed to touch her when she was doing that. She would look over at him, and he knew instinctively that she was just doing it for herself.


Thinking all these horny thoughts had made him rock hard; Viktoria came quietly in through the door and took his arm, followed him into the bathroom, where the tub was steaming and full of bubble bath. She loosened the towel from around his waist and let it fall to the floor, paying no attention to his jutting rod. She guided him down into the water and began to soap his back, with firm movements. She stood behind him, and he closed his eyes, enjoying her hands on his back. Suddenly she stopped, and he felt her sliding down into the bathtub behind him. Her smooth body snuggled up to him, and he started to feel an insane desire to touch her. She had her fingers around his cock and was playing with him. She said nothing, but he could hear her taking deep breaths.


Oh yes, he wanted her to take him. His tiredness had evaporated, and he somehow felt energised. She moved her fingers faster and faster. He was about to cum, and groaned: “Yes, yes, yes, don’t stop!”


She carried on, but only until she felt the first judder go through him, then abruptly she let him go and got out of the bathtub. She did it in such a hurry that she yanked the plug out as she got up, and the water ran out of the tub.


“Annoying cow!” he thought. What on earth was she going to do now?


He turned round to look straight into her smiling face and mischievous eyes. Oh, fuck, what a woman!


He stood up and picked her up by the waist, kissed her and lifted one of her legs around his hip. He slid into her easily, and pumped in and out, whispering “Viktoria” into her tangled hair. He came, standing up, and she moaned just as loudly when he spurted up into her beautiful, wet pussy. Oh, that was so good – and so brutal!

Now he needed to put her down, as he couldn't take her weight any longer.

To his great surprise, she dried off his dick with a washcloth, kissing it as if he was a child. Then she looked at him, laughed, and steered him back into the library. It was full of flickering candles! Everywhere – but who had lit them? His old wing chair in the corner was in darkness, and he sensed rather than suspected that they weren't alone in the room.

His thoughts turned to the old sofa which they'd never got round to replacing. It was awful, blue, massive, clumsy and absolutely fantastic for lovemaking. It was the place where they'd gotten to know each other's bodies when they first got together. They'd sprawled across it from every angle, fucking, licking and kissing. The best had been when he'd taken Viktoria from behind, standing, as she hung over the back of the sofa. He gave a little smile and looked down at himself. Yes, he was ready again. His dick had grown, poked its head out, demonstrating that it was prepared for the next round.


She sat him down on the sofa, a soft scarf in her hands, which she tied over his eyes. He sat there, his dick erect, and she lost no time in mounting him. She rode him until she came. He grasped her breasts hard, licking her nipples until she screamed with desire. He had never heard her scream quite like that. He kept pumping, and just as he was about to give an extra hard thrust and cum in her wet cave, he felt a pair of hands on his shoulders, soft hands reaching down for his nipples. He froze in shock, then heard Viktoria’s voice: “It’s OK, baby, I want you to enjoy this.”

She commanded him to turn round, so he got up on his knees and turned so that his stomach was against the backrest. His nose grazed a soft stomach and the scent of another woman; the scent of a pussy which wasn't Viktoria's – a host of emotions flooded through him, and his dick went limp. Fortunately, his stomach was against the backrest so that they couldn't see.


“Spread your legs, darling, I want to massage you a bit”, said Viktoria.


She started rubbing him with scented oils, massaging his buttocks and very carefully the crack between them, one finger teasing and playing with his balls, which were shaved smooth. She loved that, and he shaved every other day.

Very quickly, his shaft was reaching for the stars again. In no time, he'd forgotten all about the new pussy and soft stomach. Viktoria was working him as if it was all she'd ever done.


Suddenly, the strange hands reached around the back of his neck and gently but firmly pulled his head forward slightly. His nose hit something soft and smooth, a slit! A shaved pussy! Shaved absolutely bare! This was how he’d wanted to see Viktoria’s pussy, all the years they’d known each other! 

 He sniffed and cautiously stuck his tongue out for a feel. His hands got hold of her hips to give him better control, and he started his tongue play. This was fantastic; no pangs of conscience about Viktoria and a shaved pussy to play with!


He licked and swirled his tongue around. The clitoris swelled with his teasing, and he let his tongue go wild. The unknown pussy moaned loud and long when the orgasm rolled over her; she was like a well ready to be plumbed.


He wanted to drill his way deep inside her and feel that shaved pussy next to his skin. But Viktoria pulled him back onto the sofa and asked him to stand up.

"Come on, darling. You want to cum inside her, don't you?"

He couldn't reply. She rolled a condom onto him and shoved him over to the sofa. The strange pussy was lying on the couch, with her head down on the cushions. Now he stood behind her and felt Viktoria guiding his dick up into the shaved pussy.


She was wet, very wet, delightfully wet. He was afraid that this was going to be almost too intense.

He pumped away in her and felt his climax approaching. He got hold of her hair and felt her head moving backwards. He groped around a bit and realised that the strange tongue was playing in Viktoria's slit!


That wicked woman! He would give her something to remember, oh yes he would! He fumbled in the dark, wanting to pull off the blindfold, but he sensed instinctively that it wouldn’t be a good idea. But he wanted Viktoria’s pussy now, not an unknown, shaved object whose name he didn’t even know!


Angrily, he pulled out, whipped off the condom and flung it aside.

He groped his way to Viktoria, who was lying there chuckling with seductive, horny laughter. 

“Come here, you little minx!”


He got hold of her and rammed his cock up into her, hard. Wet as she was, she moaned, laughed and said: “Yes, that’s how I want you, hard! Mmm, you’re wonderful!”


He kept it going for a long time. He made love to her until she was sore and her clitoris huge, and she worked it until her pussy contracted around him. And he came, slow, long and deep.

Her pussy, Viktoria's pussy, was just so much better, so much more provocative. His sweat dripped down over her, and their bodily fluids mingled. She laughed again, mischievously and untied his blindfold.


He lay down beside her, savouring the sight of her. What was this new discovery of hers? Who was the owner of the shaved pussy? What would Viktoria say to him?


He had said that he’d like to see her with another woman, but he hadn’t actually seen anything, just felt it. He looked into her blue eyes and asked: “Are we alone?”

She shook her head, and just at that moment, the shaved pussy sauntered past them. She smiled and looked at Victoria, bent down, kissed her and... took no notice of him whatsoever.


That woman! How? She and Viktoria together?


Oh no, what had he done? It was Ulla, his bad conscience! He had been with her again! Oh no, did Viktoria know that he’d had a fling?


He looked at her, this woman he loved, and all of a sudden was afraid of something different. Just what was she capable of?


Viktoria smiled cheekily, stroked his back and kissed the back of his neck.


“Mmm, darling, now we’re alone again. Shall we go to bed and make love?”


Viktoria’s eyes glinted darkly, and behind her smile was an expression he knew all too well. It contained pain and the knowledge of what had happened. He knew her. This was her way for paying him back for what he’d done. But how was he ever going to find out what had gone on between the two women…


He swallowed, took her hands... together they went to bed and made love gently, then fell asleep, their bodies entwined....
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            Passing Exam
      

            by Sakse Sauna
      

         

          
      

         The students stood patiently and waited outside the lecture hall. The lecturer at the university college quickly registered that two girls were missing from the small crowd. That’s good, he thought. We can fix that later.

         He had been lucky; he applied for a temporary position and got it. He had the responsibility of a small group of female student nurses in the busy days leading up to an important exam. It was an exam where they had to combine theory and their reflections in a practical task.


He unlocked the door, left the attendance register at a nearby table and started the clock. Trude and Anita weren’t there. All right, he thought. They know what’ll happen! Class commenced.

         Over the last few weeks, they studied human anatomy and physiology. Since there wasn’t much time left to the actual exam, he wanted to use the day for repetition. “Line, could you please explain the female breast,” he said. 


Line blushed. She rarely studied her homework, but he reckoned there wasn’t much to complain about regarding her breasts under her tight top. “Line!”

         She stuttered. “The breasts’ main task is to produce milk to a newly born baby, and––” 


         “Very good,” said Master D. “Please explain a little about the anatomy as well.” 


Line couldn’t think of anything more to say. Her left hand suddenly climbed her thigh, stomach, and up underneath her left breast. She kind of lifted it up. “Of course,” Master D said. “It’s simpler to show something specific. Please come up here!”

         She stood up and hesitantly walked over to Peder. “Take off your top and explain anatomy using your own breasts!”


She didn’t protest. She pulled off her tight top and bra, allowing her large breasts to sway in front of the other students. He placed himself behind her before taking her palm and placing it under her right breast. “How is the breast built up?” he asks.


She didn’t make a sound. 


“Well, this isn’t going very well. Let me show you!” He put his own hand underneath the breast and squeezed carefully. He let her breast roll around in his hand before massaging it. “Here, you have oil glands and mammary glands,” he explained. “The milk is produced in the mammary glands and then flows through channels that end up here in the nipple.” He began rolling an already-stiff nipple between two fingers. “A woman can feel intense desire when she’s breastfeeding her baby. Why is that, Line?” 


She still couldn’t say a word, but he noticed her breathing was heavier. “Why does the nipple go long and hard, even if you’re not nursing?” 
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