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            On a Warm Spring Night
   

            By M. S., Sør-Trøndelag
   

         

          
   

         Saturday evening. Candle lights flicker in the breeze blowing in from the open patio door. A mild spring evening, quite late at night, shadows are creeping into every corner. Four adults are sitting and chatting and relaxing after a pleasant meal.


I sit and look at you. I’m always looking at you from the corner of my eye, I enjoy every glimpse of you, your every movement, your every smile, every different nuance in your voice. I know that you are aware of this. Trying to describe you is like trying to catch the wind. I follow every single one of your moves, but I must acknowledge that you are most beautiful when seen as a whole. I wish that it were just you and me.


The conversation falls on construction; more specifically, on incompetent carpenters. “Come,” my husband says to yours. “Come see what those idiots did to my expensive garage door.” And they disappear. We can hear them talking and laughing and swearing in the garage. As for us – we are left alone on the sofa, so intensely close. I feel almost feverish. The thought has made me horny and warm and wet in certain places. My excuse to get up is that I want to clear the table and fetch some more beer – anything to calm down a bit. But you want to help me, and so we chitchat while we clean up. Every now and then we end up close together. A bare arm, a hip, a lock of long hair brushing against my cheek. It feels so good! And you – you little minx – hum and smile at me. I’m at boiling point. You have me in your power, and you’re enjoying it. I’m under your spell!


Then it breaks. I stand perfectly still. I can’t move. I just stand there and look at you. Taking you in with all my senses. You are also standing still, just like me. You are waiting, your eyes fixed on mine. We stand facing each other like two animals. Do I dare pounce? All I have to do is reach out my hand, but do I dare? Will you be disgusted? Then I do it! My hand slowly rises up to your face and begins to caress it. I let my fingers run over your face; I stroke your cheeks, your forehead, your lips. I follow your feminine jawline, all the way to your ear. I dig my fingers into your dark, wavy hair, and I enjoy it – I enjoy it to the fullest.


I hold you in my arms. You stand completely still. You breathe in small gasps, your body is as tense as if you were ready to escape. With my hands in your hair, I pull you to me, bringing your mouth closer to mine. Your red, tempting mouth that has haunted so many of my dreams. And I kiss you. I let my lips brush against yours. I nibble on the corners of your mouth, tilt your head backwards and just hold you until you relax. You give in to your desire. Your eyes are completely black now, like two ponds at night. Your hand's stroke and stroke my back, my neck, my hips, my ass, while your mouth finds mine. Oh, you wonderful woman! Heaven is here – now! In a dimly lit living room, with Janis Joplin’s voice playing from the speakers!


My hands seem to have a life of their own. They explore your body greedily as our tongues play together. I grab your ass tight and pull you closer to me. Your hips grind against mine; our breasts are pressed flat together. I let go of your mouth and lick your bare neck, slowly, gently. I bite your soft shoulder, letting my lips follow the shapes of your collarbone. I peel your skirt off. It slides down your hips, your thighs, your legs – and falls to the floor in a wreath. Your low-cut blouse is easy to rip off. Looking at you standing there is a sensory experience I will never, ever forget. You give me all of you. I’m burning up, I’m shivering – and a thousand little demons are dancing in my pussy.


I kneel down and begin to caress you over your panties. You moan low and throw your head back. I rip off your thin panties, and you spread your legs for me. With your hands on my head, finally, the wish that has kept me awake for a thousand nights comes true. Now you kneel down too. Your fingers shaky, you take off my clothes, piece by piece. You moan quietly and kiss me. You find my naked breasts, and weigh them in your hands before you lean down and begin to suck my nipples. Your dark-haired head against my milky white breasts makes me crazy. I grab your skin, your body – all of your lovely body – and whisper a single word – sixty-nine.


You lie down on top of me. Soft, sexy – your legs spread wide. Just in the right position. I can reach you with my mouth, my lips, my tongue, my fingers – and you can do the same to me. Your tongue feels superb, and your fingers find just the right spots in the most natural way. It doesn’t take long for either of us, but you are the first to cum. Long shivers run through your body as you moan quietly and hoarsely. Your whole dark pussy is throbbing – contracting deep inside – and you shiver, you shiver, you shiver. You thrust your hips forward and fill my mouth with your sweet, fragrant juices. I drown inside of you – and then I cum. My whole body trembles and tenses. I close my eyes and contract all my muscles, and I feel as if a secret door were opening in the back of my mind. I squirt out my juices between your fingers.


You are so skilled, you keep stimulating me, as I’m doing with you – and together we experience an endless number of little orgasms. It feels as if ages have gone by when once again, we turn to face each other. I carefully take you in my arms. I can feel my love for you in every fibre of my body and soul. We manage to jump in the shower and freshen up before our husbands come back. When they come in, we’re sitting with a newly lit cigarette between our guilt-ridden lips – we’re sitting at opposite ends of the sofa, of course – and each drinking a pint of beer to cover the scents in our mouths.


We welcome them with warmth and with the little pleasure that we have left. And with our hands around their necks and our faces brushing against their rough manly skin, we share a secret smile. A smile, a promise that we’ll do it again. And perhaps one day, in the near future, we could also invite our husbands into our secret life? Who knows? Perhaps it will be the start of an even better friendship between the four of us?
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