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            The Temptress
      

            by Angelita
      

         

         Her breasts sway lightly over a slender waist and rounded hips in rhythm with the music. The temptation to fill my hands with these ripe fruits, to let my tongue play with them and enjoy their fullness is almost too much. Her passion and intimacy excite every inch of my horny body.

         Our eyes meet. Hers are awake and dark. She’s pouting a little, looking somewhat sulky. It hits me that those lips must’ve given a lot of pleasure to others. The bright red lip gloss emphasises this dramatically. Images of her lavish pout surrounding a hard, quivering cock appear in my mind. My fantasies are running wild, so I look away; the feelings are too intense. My legs tremble and I gasp for air, the urge to get out suddenly rips right through me.

         My skin is overly sensitive; even the rubbing of my thin dress against my body turns me on. I long to be touched and satisfied. Oh, look at her breasts in that white babydoll top. She’s not wearing a bra. I can just about see the contours of her nipples. She’s standing with her back towards the bar and leaning with both elbows on the counter so that her breasts shoot out into the air.

         She throws her long, wavy, burgundy hair back, causing it to glow like copper in the bar’s lighting. While ‘Red Riding Hood’ waits for her drink, she lets her hot predatory gaze wander over the dancefloor. She jumps when ‘Don Juan’ taps her bare, golden shoulder from behind the bar to give her the martini. With a dazzling smile, she pulls up a tenner from her cleavage, gives it to the bartender, and walks off. He stands there staring after her with dreamy eyes and a lopsided grin. She has a sensual touch to everything she does. The flaming beauty is a big temptation – a true temptress – and you can tell she’s on the hunt.

         I start looking for the exit. I’ve to get some air to clear my mind. My eyes are pulled back one last time and I catch a glimpse of her waving red hair as she disappears into the crowd on the dancefloor. Suddenly, a desperate feeling hits me. Where is she? I can’t see her in the crowd. Has she gone? Disappointed, I make my way towards the exit.

         The cool air engulfs me as I open the door. My nipples instantly harden. I lean towards the brick wall and close my eyes, the loud music from the club still ringing in my ears. A cold gust flies up my dress and makes me shiver. Still, the temptress won’t leave my thoughts and neither will my hormones calm down. Every time she threw her hair, her miniskirt slid up a little bit. All these sensual details are burned into my memory, replaying over and over again.

         I’ve never had such intense feelings for a girl before. It both frightens and excites me. I’ve always had a secret fantasy of girl-on-girl sex.

         “Do you have a light?” A deep female voice cuts through the quiet darkness.

         I jump, thinking I was alone in the narrow back alley behind the club.

         Steps out from the shadows. For a moment, I can’t quite believe it’s her but I manage to find some matches from my bag. She puts a cigarette in her mouth and comes over to me. I get goosebumps, almost hypnotised by her elegant walk. She leans towards me and the flame from the match. Our heads are so close. My pussy starts to throb and my breathing grows rapid. She’s dangerously hot.

         After a few seconds, I light her cigarette and she pulls back her head before exhaling a cloud of smoke to the side.

         “Thank you,” she says.

         I smile vaguely; it’s all I manage to do. I always get soft and weak around powerful people.

         She smiles confidently back, staring deep into my eyes. “You seem tense.”

         “Yes, it got a bit too much in there. I had to get some air,” I mumble.

         “I noticed you looking at me in there,” she continues and studies my face.

         I start to blush and look away. Were my thoughts and feelings that obvious?

         “I mean, are you here by yourself?”

         If she’d been a man, it would’ve sounded like a bad pickup line. Her eyes start to examine my whole body up and down. It’s so intense and clear that it almost feels like her hands are stroking my body.

         I start to feel even more insecure. Compared to her, I’m like a wallflower, standing there in my floral dress. Suddenly, her eyes stop and stare boldly at my hard nipples.

         “Are they real?” She asks confidently.

         Surprised, I glance down at my breasts before sending her a quizzing look.

         “I thought so,” she answers for me. She holds my gaze and with a carefree expression, she takes another drag of smoke.

         I soon become aware of my foolish facial expression. I open my mouth to answer, but only manage to squeeze out a meek, “Yes.” I grab hold of myself and keep eye contact to prove that I’m telling the truth.

         She throws away her cigarette and looks at me teasingly.

         “Seriously? Let me touch!”

         Without warning, she leans against me and grabs my left breast. My jaw hangs open as I watch her hand squeeze and explore my breast surprisingly hard. I can neither move nor say anything. It’s as if I’m paralysed, but the strangest thing is, I don’t want her to stop. As I gasp for air, the warmth of her hand spreads throughout my body.

         I suddenly come back to reality when she says, “Nice breasts. You’re lucky you are born with natural ones – mine cost me a bloody fortune!”

         Automatically my eyes are pulled to her breasts.

         Aren’t they real? I think to myself. I don’t care. They’re just as tempting and––

         Her hand suddenly sneaks under my deep cleavage. “Oh, it’s so cold,” she exclaims, her thumb sliding tenderly over my brown bud.

         Shocked, I throw back my head. I’m not prepared for how close our faces are and the effect it has on me. The only thing I can see is her sensual mouth and her pink tongue sliding over her red lips. My eyes close, and with courage, I didn’t know I had, I place my right hand on her hips. Unexpectedly, her hand disappears from my now-quivering breast. Confused, I look up as a disappointed and embarrassed feeling washed over me. The redhead stands there, smiling at me.

         Fuck, she’s just been playing with me! I think. I’m feeling so numb that I’m almost panicking. Instead, she places her hands over my hips and pushes me gently against the wall. I stare expectantly at my seductress. Slowly, she squats down in front of me, and as light as a feather, she lets her hands glide down my thighs, stopping by the edge of my dress. She tickles me behind the knees before going under the dress.

         Softly, she massages my round thighs and lets her fingers wander under the straps of my white-laced thong. All of a sudden, she pulls it off me and throws it over on a crate in the corner. I don’t care, I’m feeling light-headed by our intimate moment.

         For a brief second, the thought hits me, What am I doing? I’ve no idea who this woman is! People can come at any moment. The thought quickly vanishes when she gets up and kisses me tenderly. Our hot breath melts together and my mind quietens from our intimacy. We look into each other’s eyes and smile.

         The next kiss is deeper and we wrap our arms around each other. We explore every soft curve and cleavage on offer. Finally, I pull off her top. I moan quietly as her naked beauty reveals itself to me. I tickle her stomach, following the soft curves around her waist. I finally get to the amazing moment where my hands close around two ample, rounded breasts. She lets out a satisfied sigh before rubbing against me.

         She throws her head back and lays bare her long, slender neck for me to kiss and enjoy. I keep massaging her breasts as I let my lips slide sensually over her throat. Her breathing starts to quicken, as do her hip’s grinding against my thigh. I can feel her pushing her pussy hard towards me. Both our skirts have slid up and I notice she’s wet between the thighs. She lets out little whimpers and moans as she grips my shoulders firmly.

         Her body tenses up; I can see she’s nearing a little climax. I lift my leg so she can grind against my knee. She does. After some vigorous thrusting, she grabs my hair and pushes our lips together before gripping my voluptuous breasts. I grab her buttocks to help her up to the top. At the same time, I excitedly tickle the crack between her cheeks. It’s the final straw. She moans loudly as she climaxes, pushing against my mouth. She leans heavily towards me for several seconds while I stroke her hair and kiss her gently on the shoulders.

         My travel soon goes south as I push her two delights together and burrow my face into her cleavage. I kiss her pink buds longingly while stroking her ass with circular movements. I draw in her flavours and distinct aroma – delicious, soft female skin with a scent of citrus perfume. I start to get nervous. My senses are longing to taste her juices too, but I’ve never been between the legs of a woman before.

         I take off her wet panties and put them next to my bag on the ground. I don’t know what to do. Unsure, I rest my cheek against her stomach and give her a tender hug.

         She soon gets the picture and says, “Just feel into it. Think about what you want me to do with you afterwards.”

         Shivers run down my spine and a tickling sensation emerges between my legs. Just the thought of her satisfying me develops a craving I never knew I had. She places one leg on my shoulder to give me easier access. I can’t see much because of the dark, but her juices glisten like lotion under the sun. She’s completely shaven and smells newly washed.

         First, I let my hand stroke over the soft folds before finally bending down to kiss them. My mouth finds something small and metallic. Wow, she’s pierced the little fold over her clit! I move it up and down with my finger, causing her body to contract with joy. I kiss her again and carefully open her with my tongue. I expected a strange flavour, but instead, she tastes nice, salty, and just a little bitter. She tastes of woman.

         I concentrate on the smooth folds of skin. Calmly, I let my tongue wander up and down the crack and in response, she moves her hips against my face at the same pace. Carefully, I suck her piercing and clit. She moans behind gritted teeth. I let my tongue circle around for a little bit before sticking it in as far as I could get.

         “Fuck,” she exclaims as I go in and out of her.

         I wet my thumb and massage her clit harder while continuing to lick her out. She gasps and grinds against me even harder. Suddenly, my tongue slides up to the finger and I start to suck the now-swollen clit. She leans against my face and reaches her first explosion. A series of moans and whimpers shortly follow, but I keep licking her hard.

         My tongue vibrates over her clit like small butterfly wings. Her orgasms roll over her like waves, and as I stick one finger in her, her legs begin to buckle. She shoves my mouth against her throbbing pussy as it goes through its final, tugging cramps. Soon, half of my face is soaked in her juices; a drop even trickles down my neck. When her climax fizzles out, she moans and laughs in happiness.

         She pulls me up to her and we hold each other in a dreamy gaze. Still a bit drowsy, she licks the drop on my chin, tasting her own juice. Our mouths meet in a wet and playful kiss and together, we let our horniness and passion wash over us. I was just about to cum myself when I licked her out; her reactions made me insanely horny.

         I press my body against hers, my hinting causes her smile. Both of my breasts are now in the palm of her hand – my whole body is hers. The sight of two soft feminine bodies woven together is so beautiful. Wet lips coming together in a mating ritual; two pink tongues becoming one; two pairs of rounded breasts pressing against each other.

         She slides one arm between our bodies and places a hand on my burning pussy. Rhythmically, she pushes her palm against my most sensitive spot. My whole body is one big erogenous zone at the moment. I kiss her even more demandingly. Before long, her mouth works its way down my sensitive neck and nibbles at my bulging nipples. Screams of pleasure leave me as she also continues to finger my pussy.

         My nipples beg her to take me, to finish me off. It feels so right. I’ve been waiting for this the entire evening and now I get to enjoy every second of it. Despite being made vulnerable by a stranger, it feels so natural. I’m also incredibly confident as I’m clean and almost completely shaven; just a small triangle of blonde curls remains over my pussy.

         She tickles my wisp of hair, using her entire hand to massage my full pussy lips. I see she likes it a lot by the way her hot, rapid breaths blow against my pussy. She stops after a brief moment and then pulls me further into the back alley.

         Gently, she pushes me down onto a tall wooden crate. I’m a little confused – it all happens so quickly, but then she’s back in place. She smiles up at me and licks her lips. Suddenly, she grabs my knees and spreads my legs apart. I feel open and exposed sitting here. She uses her face to stroke the fine, thin skin of my inner thighs. Her tongue leaves a wet trail leading to the centre of my horniness.

         And then she’s there – I can feel her lips against my ‘lips’. She draws little circles with the tip of her tongue, sending waves upon waves of joy through me. Unexpectedly, her tongue ploughs through my crack deeply and almost brutally, opening me up even more. I gasp and little stars start to dance in my field of vision. I have to cling to her hair otherwise I’m afraid I’ll fall off the crate. Her mouth is greedy and wild. She’s done teasing me. She now starts to suck, lick, and let her tongue vibrate over my clit.

         I can feel how wet I am as it moves further into my opening. Her tongue glides over me as the orgasms did, only the sensation doesn’t fizzle out. Before long, she burrows her face in my pussy and plants her mouth firmly against my pussy lips. I lift up my hips to meet her as muffled screams find their way out. My whole body shakes, twitches, and shivers. I struggle to breathe as the orgasmic wave washes over me.

         I collapse over the wooden crate. Every nerve in my body twitches; just the slightest touch makes me shiver, but she doesn’t stop.

         She licks me slowly to avoid finishing me off completely. A finger massages my crack for a little while before disappearing deep inside my hot, pulsating pussy. I don’t think I can take it anymore. The border between pain and pleasure is no longer wide. Gently, her finger works me good while her thumb stimulates my clit.

         I have to have more.

         The movements become faster. She drives her hand hard against me. I’m so wet I can hear a gurgling sound every time she moves her finger in and out. Before long, she slips another finger inside. The penetration continues, but the thumb gets replaced with her tongue again. It goes faster, wilder, letting itself completely loose. I push her face against me, whimpering that I can’t take it anymore. She continues without mercy; she won’t calm down until I’m screaming loudly and arching backwards.

         My body shakes as if I’m having a seizure. It feels as if I’m on fire. I gasp for air and blackout for a couple of seconds as the last explosion ripples through my exhausted body. It’s as if I’m suddenly wrapped up in cotton wool. My limbs are heavy, yet she’s still playing with me with her tongue. She’s licking up the last remains of my juices, sending shivers up and down my spine.

         She crawls up to me and kisses me, allowing my juices to flow into my mouth. I’ll admit, it turns me on but I’m too tired to react. She grabs my face between her hands to give me one last kiss, then she starts to dress me. She puts the straps of my dress in place, kneading my breasts one last time before arranging them neatly in the cleavage. She pulls us up on our feet and I return the favour by putting her top back on her.

         As she picks up my panties from the crate, I assumed she was going to give them to me, but instead bends down and puts them on herself. I give her a surprised look and she smiles cheekily back at me. When she hands me her thong to put on, I feel even closer to her.

         Out of nowhere, we hear a male voice behind us. “Thanks for the show, girls. It was superb!” As we turn around, we spot a man leaning out of a window from a flat one floor above us. He sends us a dazzling, white smile. I go deeply red and hide behind her. She blows him a kiss before bowing and laughing sweetly.

         She grabs my arm and pulls me towards the club again. I’m not sure what to do or say. I feel drowsy after the erotic experience and a bit embarrassed to have had a peeper. Then again, I suppose it makes the entire experience even more exciting.

         She picks up our bags and sticks a note in mine. “Contact me if you’re coming back here again.” I smile back at her shyly. She bends over and kisses me one last time with her succulent tongue before disappearing back inside the club. I take out the note from my bag and notice there’s just a phone number on it – no name. Maybe that’s for the best. That way, it’ll remain mysterious and exciting.

         I refrain from going back inside as I don’t want to ruin the magical moment. Instinctively, I turn around to the peeper. My heart skips a beat as I find that he’s still standing there. I can see he’s got black, short hair. His eyes are deep and brown, and he’s got broad shoulders covered in bronze skin. He smokes a cigarette while he’s watching me. I can’t take my eyes off of him. The wildness is still pumping through my veins.

         The peeper leans out a little farther. “Flat 247, entrance number one,” is all he says before disappearing into the flat. I stand there, feeling conflicted. My legs carry me out of the back alley. My thoughts soon return to her. What would she have done? I can picture her red lips around his hopefully-thick dick.

         I can steel taste her at the back of my tongue. I stop thinking about it and take a deep breath of the cool air. My legs have stopped. I don’t really know where I’m at. I’m standing by a building, outside entrance number one. Should I?

      

   


   
      
         
            Aina
      

            by Embla!
      

         

         I don’t just like women – I love them! It was a bit difficult dealing with this since I have a husband and kids. For the most part, I’ve managed to successfully hide this side of me for years, but sometimes I can’t help but wonder if I didn’t.

         Aina was pregnant, and deliciously round the first time, I met her. I fell in love with her beautiful blue eyes, light blonde hair, and delicious breasts. I fantasised about kissing and caressing her in ways she’d never been touched before.

         She never gave any sign of returning my feelings. So, when she invited me home for coffee, I had to really pull myself together to hide my feelings for her. I took a deep breath before I rang the doorbell. Aina had already set the table up with cakes and coffee. She looked so happy to have some company and this showed by the way she kept talking.

         Aina eventually got out a photo album to show me photos of some people that I didn’t really know. She sat down next to me and started to turn the pages. Stealthily, she moved the album onto my lap. I felt her hands resting heavily on my thighs and I tried to pretend as if nothing was happening, despite gasping for air. I couldn’t bring myself to tell her to move her hands either. My body turned all hot; it felt as if the areas she touched were on fire. Aina kept talking about the people in the photos, but I couldn’t keep my mind off of her.

         I felt a bit ashamed that I was turned on more by watching her than by what she was saying. I looked up into her pretty blue eyes before studying her gorgeous lips and big, delicious breasts. Nervously, I glance at her round navel.

         Aina talked even more excitedly, and by chance, she happened to touch my breasts. I tried to keep hiding my reactions, but my feelings became apparent by my deep breathing. When Aina continued telling her story, I felt her hand against my breast. At first, it started off light and almost as if by chance, but then she kept it there for a while. I pushed the photo album away and kissed her. She answered back with a moan.

         With hot, pulsating hands, I started to explore Aina; first outside her jumper, then inside. I got to feel her round stomach and hot breasts. But Aina wanted more. She pulled off her jumper and bra and moaned at the sight of her hard nipples. She grabbed my head and guided my lips to one of them. I licked and nibbled the hard bud. I literally drowned in her big breasts whilst also enjoying all the flavours and scent that came with it.

         She moaned again before unfastening her flies and pulling down her trousers. I helped her along the way, including removing her tiny, pink thong. A blonde, heart-shaped tuft of hair revealed itself. I looked up at her. She wriggled restlessly. I could feel my heart jumping out of my chest in excitement.

         I enjoyed her soft, tempting pussy with my tongue as it glided across her lips. It smelled and tasted just like Aina. She moaned as I began tasting and licking my way ahead. Eventually, I found her small, tender bud and explored it further with my tongue. Aina breathed heavily as she spread her legs to widen her pussy lips.

         While licking, I slipped in one finger, then two. Aina’s blue eyes looked at me with lust as I indulged in her juices. She moaned again, so I licked harder, faster, and massaged her wet cave. I got completely lost in how she smelled and tasted. Aina was all I could think of – wonderful Aina, laying there on the sofa all opened up and exposed. I enjoyed what I gave her.

         She continued wriggling restlessly. I could feel her shaking, both on the inside and the outside. I let my fingers explore further down her soft, wet pussy. She pushed herself against me and met my mouth and fingers. I sensed she was enjoying it as I massaged the little hole to the back. Moments later, I heard her moan loudly; the little bud got even harder under my lips.

         I lied down next to her and kissed her again. I enjoyed meeting Aina’s wet, willing tongue as I felt her warm hand on my breasts again. Aina pinched my nipples while continuing to bury her tongue deep into my mouth. Despite her best attempts, she couldn’t hold back my deep, primal moans. I was finally living out a fantasy that I held for many years.

         Aina pulled my hair, bit my ear, and licked my breasts before promptly tearing off my jumper and bra. I moaned loudly and let her take control of my body. I let my fingers run through her soft hair, pulling it lightly. She sucked my nipple until it got big and tender. Her tongue examined every inch of me while I screamed out my excitement. But Aina took her time – plenty of time.

         She nibbled and pinched everywhere until the whole top of my body felt like it was on fire. I breathed heavily as she held one hand outside my trousers. Finally, she took them off. She slipped her finger into my hole through my soaking wet panties before biting me lightly through the thin fabric.

         She looked at me as if to check that I couldn’t wait any longer, then she finally pulled my panties down. She shoved my feet apart and pushed her tongue down into my wet crack. She held my pussy lips tightly out to the sides and started nibbling my clit.

         I moaned and wriggled. I loved every second of it; her soft body, firm mouth and hands – everything. I watched in awe as her spread over my glistening thighs, feeling my special spot burn like fire. It wanted to explode with lust, so I pushed my clit against her tongue and tensed my groin.

         Aina wasn’t going to make this easy for me, so she started licking other areas of my wet crack. I could feel one, then two fingers slip inside my pussy. Aina explored me with firm motions before sending her tongue inside. Yes, her delicious, soft tongue inside of my most sacred part!

         I moaned again, unable to hold back. Then I felt a light spank on my ass and the hole furthest back. I enjoyed the treatment I got from Aina – the soft Aina who enjoyed being so hard! Suddenly, I felt a hard, cold dildo enter my pussy. She must have planned this, oh innocent Aina.

         I moaned as she thrust the dildo into me with hard movements. She took it three-quarters out before pushing it right back inside. I pushed my pussy against Aina’s hand and let her do whatever she wanted to me. I didn’t have a choice anyway. My whole pussy was on fire and I moaned with each thrust of the dildo. Then I felt Aina’s tongue press against my clit again.

         Her soft tongue and the hard dildo made it impossible to lay still any longer. I screamed and wriggled as Aina kept up the hard treatment. Suddenly, a loud moan escaped me and my pussy trembled with excitement. Aina would finally feel how wet she made me, and how amazing I thought she was! I took her in my arms and we breathed out on the sofa, sweaty and smelling from our own juices.

         I dreaded leaving this wonderful lady next to me, but eventually, I had to go. We got dressed and Aina followed me to the door. I thanked her, all hot and flustered, and walked to the car.

         “Thank you, too!” I heard her shout from behind. I looked back and saw Aina wearing her sexy smile.

         Ever since then, I’ve met her flirty eyes by chance on a few occasions. I wondered what she thought about what happened and if it was the first time she made love to a woman too. I’ve never had another woman since her, but if it was to happen again, it would only happen with Aina.
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            Oslo - Stavanger
      

            By Gun.hill 25, Stavanger
      

         

         The train ride lasts seven hours, and she has filled her bag with candy and things to read. Well, not all her things to read are really suitable for the train; she just couldn’t resist the Best of Lesbian Erotica 2003 on sale at the railway kiosk.

         It's not rush hour, the train car is quite empty, and she feels that the only thing in her bag that is actually interesting is the erotica book. She moves around a little, tries to catch a glimpse of other passengers. There is no one near her, neither in front nor behind. Just a bunch of kids in the four seats in front. The book is calling her name. "And girls accuse guys of thinking with their cock?" She thinks with a grin and pulls it out.

          
      

         The first short story draws her straight in, she sinks back into the seat and feels the heat rise in her cheeks and spread in her body.

          
      

         “Travellers from Oslo Central Station.”

         She is startled, tries to close the book and put it down without showing the cover, fumbles with her wallet, and finally manages to pull out the ticket. She smiles at the conductor, hoping that he didn't see anything, then watches the uniform disappear in the opposite direction and sighs a bit. She looks around again. The kids are picking up their bags and rucksacks. They are heading to the restaurant car. Great, now she can read undisturbed! She picks up from where she was interrupted and dives right in. The second short story is even better, soon she is breathing heavily, and she finds herself almost grinding on the seat. The seam of her trousers has placed itself strategically over her clit, and her panties are stuck to her since she is so wet.

         "Good book?" A voice says, and she jumps in her seat. She slowly turns her head and looks up into a pair of blue eyes over a freckled nose and a plump mouth. The girl smiles questioningly, just a tiny twitch of her mouth reveals that she's understood what is going on.

         "Eh, yes. Pretty good." Her heart is pounding, and she didn't hear anyone coming into the car! The girl reaches out her hand and smiles wider.

         “Nina.” "Hi. Ane." Their handshake is firm. They both have slender yet strong hands. Nina's eyes seem to burn on her head and throughout her body. She can't really tell whether she is scared or excited, but before she has decided, Nina says: "So here you are, reading porn by yourself on a train. And it looks like you might want to adjust your pants a bit to reach better, too."

         She blushes, what can she say to that? But Nina doesn’t wait for an answer, she just sits on the seat in the middle of the car and leans towards the window, still staring at her with those electric blue eyes. “Let me see.” An electric shock in her pussy, it runs through her!

         “I don’t know if I can do it while you are watching.” Nina just smiles, naughty. “Should I come over there and help you out?” She raises her eyebrows.

         “No!”

         “Get going, then.”

         Shit. A strange woman is ordering her to masturbate on the train, and the absurd excitement of the situation suddenly takes over her. She smiles freely and jerks her belt open. Opens the buttons, pulls them down a bit to get better access. She fixes her gaze on Nina and lets her hand slip into her trousers, loosens her panties from her sticky pussy so she can dip her fingers in her own juices."Look straight ahead, just pretend that you're alone." She obeys, relaxes her shoulders, sinks into the seat and begins to massage her yearning clit. If she were alone, she'd be taking it slow, but now she is so horny that it isn't possible. Now she just has to follow the wavy feeling inside her and leave it alone. She can see Nina out of the corner of her eye, her slender figure sitting and watching her, like a hunting feline. The thought makes her even hotter, and she feels the blood rush in her ears.Nina stands up abruptly and comes to sit by her side. A hand sneaks up underneath her sweater, and she gets goosebumps of pleasure on her skin. Her trousers are in the way, so she pulls them further down. Nina takes it as an invitation, and she sticks her hand inside her panties. Her fingers slide over the smooth labia, teasing and stroking the entrance so that she almost stands up in the attempt to get them in. Nina stops. Puts her lips close to hers and says in a low voice:

         “Do you want me?”

         “Yes!”

         “Say it.”

         “I want you. Now! Please, I’m dying, please!”Nina seems satisfied by the answer, and she sinks three fingers inside her throbbing depth. She stifles Ane's moan of surrender with her own mouth.

          
      

         “Continue to touch yourself!” She places a finger beneath Nina’s hand and feels a smile opening up on her face. Nina grabs her around the neck, holds her so that she can look into her eyes as she lets her fingers slide in. She hears her own helpless moans over the sound of the blood rushing in her ears every time Nina fills her up. Her fingers work hard, she knows it might happen any minute now, and she tries to coordinate her movements with Nina’s thrusts. Suddenly the waves wash over her, and she laughs as her muscles cramp and tighten around Nina's fingers.They lean in towards each other, after a while, Nina slowly pulls her fingers out and Ane buries her face against her neck. She is still giggling, and Nina smiles.

         “I’ve never heard anyone laugh out loud when they come. Was this a hilarious experience?” She takes a deep breath and smiles back."No, it was just amazing. And inspiring. Move a little bit; there is something I want to explore." She pulls Nina's shirt up out of her trousers and places a hand on her stomach. She pushes her backwards a little so that she can reach her back. Unclasps her bra with a light touch and moves to the front. She stops when she feels the contour of one of her soft boobs, then she takes it in her hand. Nina has closed her eyes and is leaning back in her seat. She grabs her nipples with her thumb and index fingers, rolls them back and forth for a while. Nina writhes with the movements and moans.

         "I knew you had lovely boobs. I just needed to touch them to make sure." A low, hoarse voice. She loves tits. Firm and smooth tits with nipples just waiting to be licked. She has managed to free her other arm so that she can squeeze Nina's warm thigh. She kneads it slowly and firmly, while with her other hand, she caresses her breasts. Nina twists and turns and searches for her lips with her own. She continues to tempt her, she wants to fulfil all of Nina's senses, to give her so many different feelings that she does not know where one ends and the other begins. Reluctantly, she lets go of Nina's breasts to stroke her stomach along her waistband. She opens the buttons and zipper without taking her lips off Nina's, and she sticks her fingers inside Nina's panties.

          
      

         “I want to feel you grind against me. To hear your moans as I caress your warm skin. I want to feel my fingers inside you, spread your juices all over me. Mmh, you’re dripping wet… Your delicious and smooth, warm and eager pussy under those thick trousers. Pull them down, I want you to spread your legs before me. Then I… I want to get inside you. I want to enter you, fill you up, feel you throbbing around me.” Nina moans, grabs her shoulders, shakes her.

          
      

         “Give it to me!” She breathes in abruptly as Ane circles her clit and massages it firmly.

         “Oh! No, take me!”"Oh yes, I will, soon. First, I want to bring you to the edge. To touch your clit that's hiding there like a pearl inside an oyster. I can feel you are swollen, and your labia throb under my fingers. Yeah, I could come again just by touching you!"

         Nina gives in, rests her head on Ane's shoulders and spreads her legs wider. Stifling her moans, she begins to rock her hips rhythmically. Suddenly Ane pushes her fingers in, no longer wanting to resist the temptation of giving pleasure to the delicious pussy she has in her hands. She keeps their mouths close together as Nina arches her body. She feels around, brushing two fingers on her soft, rough and spongy g-spot, occasionally pushing and thrusting deeper. Nina cries out. Ane smiles, horny and fulfilled by her conquest. The movements become more intense so that she almost can't sit still. They both moan loudly, and Nina comes so hard that her juices pour out over Ane's hands and thighs.

         They breathe hard, slowly sink back together. Ane waits until she feels Nina relax a little before she pulls out her fingers. She licks her hand with a satisfied smile on her face while Nina carefully adjusts her clothes. The conductor announces over the loudspeaker that they will be approaching the next station in ten minutes. They smile at each other, slightly embarrassed.

          
      

         “Would you like an orange? And we have a few hours left to get to know each other, too, if you want to.”
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