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         In the teeming bazaar, there’s a little shop for every product. One for slippers. One for carpets. And one for spices. And it was spices I wanted. Whatever the cost. Well, almost. Since the haggling and bargaining are more important than the actual value, and I’m a foreigner and always given fantasy prices, it pays to watch your tongue. And not just your tongue. The men in Morocco have this tendency to behave in a surprisingly sensual manner in relation to the most normal everyday activities. And on every possible occasion. Like when buying spices, for example.


The expression on the middle-aged man’s face was clear and obvious. No stinginess here. He simply wasn’t able to offer a lower price. I actually think haggling can be quite good fun, but the price he was suggesting was far too high for a kilo of caraway seed.


There wasn’t a flicker in his gaze. With his head high, he explained in a mixture of French, Arabic and body language, that what I asked was both unacceptable and all but shameless. I remained unshaken. Haggling is just a game.


When I didn’t give in, he took a few steps forward and, clicking his tongue, studied me from top to toe. His gaze lingered perhaps just that little bit too long on the bulge between my legs, where my dick was safely ensconced in my jeans. Raising his voice, he aimed a lengthy harangue towards the interior of the shop before striding away and disappearing into the bazaar’s dark throng of people.


I watched him for a few moments, wondering if I actually had asked for too low a price when a younger man emerged from the back of the shop.


He laughed, his teeth very white. He spoke good French and introduced himself as Said. He wondered if I’d like to strike a bargain and buy some spices now that his boss had had enough.


I smiled back, put my head on one side and gave my price. I pointed at the caraway seed, pepper and various paprika and chilli mixes. He pursed up his mouth and, with an assumed reluctant expression, pretended to assess the prices I’d suggested.


Buying stuff doesn’t happen very quickly in Marrakech, but I wasn’t in a hurry.


Said beckoned me into the shop, began explaining why they couldn’t accept my offer and asked if I’d like a cup of tea. I declined. Inside there, away from the neighbouring shop, his searching eyes kept glancing down between my legs before meeting mine in a way that couldn’t be mistaken. He was checking out my cock and balls and, when he knew that I’d noticed, he ran his tongue over his lips, then smacked his lips and nodded in approval.


He’d also noticed that I’m pretty tall and fair-haired: quite a big man. I knew what he was talking about, and when, as if in passing, he squeezed his crotch, closing one hand over his balls and then tracing the line of his dick through his jeans with one finger when he released them, I was quite clear about what he wanted.


I felt an initial jerk and then a tingling starting in my balls. And what with Said gesticulating and babbling about the prices of spices further towards the back of the shop, rubbing himself through his trousers and blatantly staring at my bulge, I ended up with a massive hard-on.


Aware of his gaze, I straightened myself up, pulling my dick up towards my stomach. His eyes widened, and again he started smacking his lips. With a rapid glance out towards the street, he put his hand against my crotch and gave it a squeeze. His eager hand felt my balls then moved up the shaft of my dick, over my fly and up towards my waistband, where my moist bell-end was trying to force its way out. He undid the button with one hand and, grabbing the head of my cock between his thumb and forefinger. He rubbed it up and down through my underpants.


He was fascinated and said he wanted to have a taste. That he was hungry and ready. Now. I let him undo my zip and pull my cock out of my trousers. He grasped around it, laughing hoarsely, and mumbled in French about how it was so big and pale and heavy and long – and that now, now he wanted to be fucked.


Then he let go, laughed again, straightened up the obvious stiffy in his own trousers and grabbed my hand. “Come,” he said and pulled me into a little office at the very back of the shop.


Then he turned around with his back to me as he pulled off his white T-shirt. Black hair, stuck to the olive-brown skin of his back, climbed from his waistband. When he unbuttoned his jeans and let them fall to the floor, it was more like thick undergrowth pouring out of his pure white pants.


He whipped them off in one fluid movement to stand perfectly naked in front of me. His back was sinewy and his buttocks small and firm. Tight thighs. Then he turned around, smiling, and took a couple of steps over to the desk. He laid his elbows on the desk-top, bowed down his head and opened his legs. His wonderful backside moved just a little. He lowered his head still further, pressing his chest and forehead onto the desk, grabbed his buttocks with both hands and spread them apart. He shoved his ass out, mumbling something deep in his throat.


I swallowed. I peered around uneasily, hearing the distant clamour from the street: mopeds, muffled voices, and the clattering of hooves from some mule or another. I quickly pulled my fly open, pulled my trousers down a little, prised out my rock hard, shining dick and rolled on a condom. Quickly. And efficiently. He was murmuring in expectation over the desk. His ass looked like an inviting melon. He was going to taste my pale dick alright, feel my Viking cock deep in his dark hole. I quivered in excitement as I walked across to him. Here, there was no question of cuddles and foreplay. This was fucking, plain and simple, as we’d agreed. No bargaining here.


I grabbed the base of my thick cock with one hand and placed the other over his hand on his ass. His dark hair curled down towards his crack, becoming slightly more sparse around his balls and asshole. Grasping my dick tightly, I steered its big head towards his opening and pressed forward. Just let it lie there for a few seconds to get a reaction. He gasped a little, catching his breath. I pressed it further in. He smacked his lips. With pleasure. He knew what he wanted, and that was a big North Norwegian cock. And that’s what he was going to get. No haggling.


Slowly, bit by bit, inch by inch, I pushed my cock inside him while he held his breath. Once the broad head was in, he began to relax, and I started easing in the shaft, calmly and quietly. He groaned. I groaned too, out loud, and for a moment I was uneasy; what if somebody heard? What if somebody came in? But his beautiful ass was so inviting, and it wasn’t long before he dug his fingers deeper into those two splendid half-moons and spread them even wider. Slowly, I’d managed to get my cock inside right up to the base, and I just held it there for a while. It was a fantastic sight. His strong, sinewy body, his powerful shoulders and the muscles in his back in contrast to the perfect, little ass with the big dick driven right up inside it. The sight alone made my balls jerk, but I didn’t want to spurt yet, even though I was so close.


He laid his forehead on the desk, to begin with, then one cheek, while his two hands reached back behind and took firm hold of my buttocks. Holding tightly onto my ass, he soon began pumping me in and out. Quite serenely and in a trance-like state of lust from being fucked. I began pumping into him, slowly and rhythmically. As I pulled back, I swung my hips a little, getting my entire cock to quiver. He groaned. I stopped with the head of my cock just inside him before driving back into him with no holding back. He was to be put in place, to be sired, and, with the wonderful smell of caraway and newly ground pepper in my nostrils, I threw my head back, closed my eyes and let my body lead me where it wanted to go.


With my first thrust into his depths, he whimpered with desire, and I set about fucking him, rhythmically and with smooth strokes, in and out. Never withdrawing my cock completely, always keeping the large head just inside before driving it all the way up once more. Always rhythmically. And always increasing in speed. His fingers clutched harder and harder at my ass, and his whimpering began to resemble my own roaring. I could hear it thumping in my eardrums, in keeping with my thrusting and thundering heartbeat. His was a fantastic ass to fuck, providing a wonderful interface for with someone who really appreciated it and knew what they were doing. Sweat soon appeared on his back and head, and his dark limbs twisted and writhed over the edge of the desk. Whenever furthest inside him, I rotated my hips so that my big, swollen cock head should rub his prostate, giving him extra pleasure.


Our groans mingled with the tumult from outside, but my balls felt quite calm. I could hold on, could wait and control my coming. Now, it was all about driving him to ecstasy. I was going to fuck him so good he’d never forget it. I let one hand play with his shining shoulders, stroke his silky smooth muscles and the small of his back, and squeeze his perfect buttocks with both hands, harder intermittently, in keeping with his ecstatic heaving. Like some beautiful machinery, I worked in and out, allowing myself to be carried away with living and enjoying each other.


I closed my eyes and floated on the open sea, just two bodies in lustful interaction. We sailed on, surrounded by the bazaar’s sounds and smells, and illuminated by that special light of desire when two bodies meet and do what they are made for.


When I opened my eyes again, they met the gaze of the proprietor. He was standing on the other side of the desk with his dark eyes fixed on mine, and for a few seconds, my body didn’t react as it kept pumping away in its own rhythm. I avoided his eyes out of shame and felt an icy trickle of fear down my spine. He was back. He saw what we were doing. We were rumbled, and I was panic-stricken, finally stopping and standing there, halfway up inside Said’s hot ass with the sweat dripping from my brow. Everything smelled of caraway seed.


When I stopped, Said looked up. I stood motionless. Thought nothing, although images floated through the back of my head: the police coming to arrest me, my being thrown into jail and never coming home and never getting to use the spices.


Said whispered something. The proprietor answered with a single syllable, and when I again met his black eyes, saw that strong face, with its huge moustached and powerful chin, I thought I caught a glimpse of something else in his expression. A smile appeared, and I automatically smiled back.


The proprietor stood over the other side of the desk, stroking Said’s hair. Said something again. A question. Said nodded and groaned. I felt his hands renew their hold on my ass, and he began pumping me again, in and out. Wanting to get me going again.


The proprietor’s hand pulled his kaftan to one side and stroked his crotch. I watched as I saw him beginning to massage an enormous bulge under his layers of clothing. I swallowed and, following Said’s eager encouragement, managed to pick up speed again. The proprietor smiled, winked at me and went out, and I heard him rustling about with something – maybe the door or the hangings out in the shop.


Soon afterwards, I felt his rough hands on my shoulders. He was breathing down my neck. His hands slid down my back and took hold of Said’s hands on my ass. Said let go. Those coarse male hands roughly kneaded my ass, feeling and investigating it. Rough over my cheeks but playing gently with his palms over the crack. Then he slipped away and reappeared on the other side of the desk. He drew my gaze over the edge of his kaftan, smiled broadly and gave an affirmative nod. Both Said and I stopped as he pulled down his spacious trousers and pulled out the thickest cock I’ve ever seen.


Powerful as a cobra, with a dark head and considerable length. But it was the thickness that got me to stare at it, then exchange glances with his glittering, smiling eyes as he said something and waved his heavy, half-stiff dick around so that we could see it.


Said laid a little further over the desk, with my cock still deep inside him. He raised himself onto his elbows and then looked straight forward. His back arched, curving in a way that got my cock to reach even further inside him, and, when I was all the way in, I just stood there staring.


The proprietor tousled Said’s hair, mumbled something, then grabbed hold of both his cheeks. He then raised his hips and placed his prodigious, half-engorged dick between Said’s lips. He sucked it in. All of it. Over Said’s tousled hair, I could see how the proprietor’s pubes brushed against Said’s thin upper lip. The proprietor shuddered. Shook his head, then met my gaze. His eyes were smiling. He nodded and, carefully holding up Said’s face, began pumping into his mouth with a steady rhythm. With an approving mumbling, he encouraged me to do the same. To find the rhythm. To fuck Said in unison from both ends.


Said’s little ass began to rock. His back rose and fell, and he gripped around my dick to get more out of the experience. The proprietor’s thick cock was now perfectly stiff, and I was able to watch it slide, wet and shiny, in between Said’s lips. Said groaned loudly and lustfully over those many inches of dick. Shaking, he twisted his head about like a snake, at the same time wriggling his ass, twisting and turning while my cock slid in and out, in and out.


The proprietor now threw his head back and forth, uttering incomprehensible phrases over and over again in the back of his throat. In one movement, he pulled his dick from Said’s mouth and gave it a couple of meaty strokes with one hand. He then shot a heavy, thick load right up into the air, and just the sight of his cum and Said’s heavy breathing and firm ass made me finally let go. I felt how several days’ collected ecstasy released and began surging through my body and shooting up through my cock. When I came, in heavy jerks, I felt the proprietor’s coarse hands milking and pumping my balls from behind.


Next day, I was back and started all over again. Bargaining. The proprietor’s expression was stoical as if he’d never met me before. Said stood beside him and measured out the spices I wanted while he smiled and laughed and shook his head. The smell of caraway seed filled my nostrils, and I thanked them heartily when we finally agreed on a price. And having shaken both their hands, I moved on through the bazaar’s impenetrable throng with a deeply satisfying bulge between my legs.
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