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         There are many amusing things you can say about lifelike dildos and the belts you attach them to. But a hotel room for married couples had procured just such a dildo for us – Kristine and me, or specifically Señor y Señora Kris and Kristine Jensen from Aarhus. When we arrived, Kristine took care of checking us in while I hung back with the bags. My cap was pulled down over my face and our new toy was sat so artificially in my trousers that an impure though shot through me like lightning – I saw myself as a greedy lover who couldn’t wait to lock the door behind us and get up inside her.


We had a good laugh about that afterwards. We lived life to the fullest, the way a husband and wife can. Three days later, I pushed the door open, breathlessly, carrying a bottle of cava and a packet of cigarettes. Kristine was sat on her sun lounger, naked and beautiful, her suntanned skin glistening. There had always been something about her that reminded me of a young girl. The inexperience of youth that so attracted me to her. Her innocence.


She was staring at the bulge in my men’s running shorts – if you could even call it a bulge. The thin nylon was stretched to breaking point. My thick tool thrust itself forward with all its might: a huge, awesome staff. I was impressed myself. Slightly curved, it stood firm, almost like some beautiful sculpture. I was proud of it. There was no doubt about it. Its contours stood out clearly through the material, every detail visible. I stood in front of the large hallway mirror for a moment, admiring the visible excitement of my artificial manhood. I rubbed it with my free hand. I fantasised about the pleasure of a woman’s delicate hands caressing a full-grown member as if it were made of flesh...


“Have you, uh...been out?”


I let out a cheeky laugh. Kristine’s mouth was agape. Her breasts were pert and firm in the afternoon sun. In just a few days, they had taken on almost the same mahogany hue as her belly, back and butt. The gentle Mediterranean breeze gently blew through the canyons of her pussy. Kristine was shaved and wearing form-fitting panties. The shaving was my handiwork. I’d used a classic fold-away straight razor with an ice-cold blade and cool shaving foam. Her lips had opened up as I shaved them, and her clitoris became engorged. They had made love like never before after that session.


All that was left behind were a few small, beautiful canyons. They shone in the sun, and the way they swayed in the breeze made it look as if someone was playing with them. I kissed her on the mouth and stroked her shining canyons with the back of my hand.


“Aren’t you a bit...cock-mad?” 


She hesitated over the last word. We had pushed a few boundaries the first few days of the holiday. We worked on it day and night. Kristine wasn’t used to using such naughty words outside the house but after a while she began to develop a taste for them. I felt the excitement flood my downstairs every time she was bold enough to use one.


Hearing her actually describe my vulgar behaviour out loud gave me such wonderful goose bumps. I was the one who took care of the vulgar behaviour in our relationship, while she was in charge of narration. Kristine was incredibly talented. And she got a wild kick out of watching, and talking about it. I loved it when she talked sex.


Kristine gave voice to the erotic in such an exciting way – I could never match her descriptions. She began hunting for naughty words, giggling at the taste of them in her mouth. “Cock-mad.” She looked so naughty I could almost feel it.


Kristine was my mirror, my audience and my lover. Through her innocent eyes, I was able to almost relive my youthful, erotic excitement. Kristine was like something from a time capsule. She had been married for a long time. She was curious in a fresh and naïve way. And she had fallen for a completely wild and completely lesbian friend who wore cheeky, vibrating vinyl panties – with attached silicon dildoes!


“Aren’t people going to...notice you? With that thing...” She came closer.


“Oh, absolutely. That’s exactly why I went out. I want to be noticed, my dear Kristine. Do you remember those two girls in the supermercado?” It wasn’t a question. More of an assertion. Kristine and I had fantasised a lot about those two girls from the 24-hour off licence – ever since first arriving in Ibiza. Two dark beauties in tight nylon dresses that gave a generous view of what they were half-heartedly hiding underneath. The fantasies had been my idea but Kristine was quickly on board.


“Did you show that to them?”


I put down the bottle and the cigarettes and gave her a little show, pulling my college sweater up to my belly button and then dragging it back down again almost to my thighs. “The trick,” I said, “is showing what you’ve got when it’s going to be appreciated – and keeping your cards close to your chest in case someone wants to abuse it. I think the girls liked what they saw. It’s worth a try.” 


I made it sound almost routine but secretly my hands were trembling with uninhibited excitement.


The bright southern sun was shining through the window into our ninth-floor room. In the distance, the view of the blue ocean was masked by the golden reflections of the sun. It was summer and the heat had loosened us up. I ran my hand through Kristine’s hair. Her face was clean, relaxed, trusting.


I turned her head and kissed her on the mouth. She kissed me back with soft lips and an inquisitive little tongue. Her body radiated sun and summer. And sex. My whole body was a hotbed of horniness, begging for her. I pulled her close but my staff got in the way and kept our bodies apart. She stretched her hand down to touch it uncertainly.


I felt her trying to feel its contours, its wonderfully intricate veins and the solid, bulging member that stood out so clearly it made my head swim. It was such an awesome creation she felt down there – if I say so myself. It was stiff and athletic, yet with a nice bit of give when she pressed on it firmly. My flexible staff bent up so that the tip pointed skywards in an almost sculptural solemnity. It had a warm, dark-brown hue. Two large, virile testicles hung from the base.


She gasped. Her breath caressed my shoulders. I gave her a bit more time to explore the stiff rod, as I took off my jumper. Our breasts shouldn’t be separated by cotton now that they could finally be together in the warmth. “Take off my trousers!” I whispered hoarsely, and she got to work straight away.


At first, she tried to coax them over my staff but she had to abandon that idea fairly quickly. It was too stiff! She thought about pulling harder but didn’t dare. Together, we managed to ease them over my tool and stripped me bare. I was naked! Apart from the black leather belt, that is, but if anything that just highlighted how naked I was. My C-string as Kristine called it – my cock-string – was tied round my hips so tightly you could hang a towel on it. My rod thrust out through an opening that was the perfect size, so that my beauty was on full display, like a Concorde about to take flight.


Cock-mad for sure! If anyone was cock-mad it was me. If I were a man I would have wanted a cock with a constant erection. My heart beat faster. But I’m a woman!


Kristine grabbed it firmly. She was abandoning all false modesty now and getting down to brass tacks. We fell down on the bed together. I threw the gloves and clothes that were in our way to the floor. She grabbed me hard – impatient. She took hold of the penis tentatively and pushed it back, twisting it gently left and right, bending it up and down slightly. I saw her face relax and knew what that meant. Her desire was overcoming her. Kristine fucked best when she was relaxed.


She spread her legs as my hand approached her narrow landing strip. My fingers met more or less no resistance as they found their way inside her. Kristine was clearly turned on by the situation. “Tell me about those two girls,” she demanded, pushing her pussy out slightly.


“They were going crazy for me!” I whispered. “One of them let her dress slide up a bit while I was stood at the checkout so I could see her thighs better. The other showed me her breasts.”


“Did they not realise you’re a...woman?”


I nodded. “Oh, they did – but they were happy to play along. They called me señor!” 


My heart pounded at the thought. “Oh, you should try it for yourself, Kristine...walking round like a man, all...strong and powerful.” I took Kristine’s hand and led it behind the belt – to where my real genitals were, dripping wet. She caressed my wet palace of desire. She stuck a thumb into my crack and carefully rubbed it against the bottom of my entrance – right where it shares a little area my anus.


“Did they fancy a, uh...a fucking?” Her index finger went looking for her thumb – up and down my rearmost hole. It moved carefully in behind the protective cushion of my vagina. She knew the way. I’d shown it to her myself... I’d enjoyed it!


I moaned uncontrollably. “The girls?” I moaned. “They were... crazy for me! But…you know. I...I could only think about you!” 


I flipped her over onto her back and rubbed myself against her. My dildo stretched out towards her, held firm, mercilessly, in the black belt. The dildo and the belt were made for each other – as if someone had designed them to be together. It jutted out from me horizontally, just in front of my pussy, like an iron-hard dick would on a man. I looked down at our bodies so that I could watch as the thick member began to enter. It was big and heavy and had to open her up all the way to get inside but her excitement was fierce. Her body gobbled it up.


More and more of the large rod disappeared into her hole. With every new thrust she let out a little moan. Every time I withdrew a bit, she gasped. I watched it grow wet, as I too became wet from her juices. Vein by vein, bit by bit, it slid up inside her, glinting as I drew it out before slamming it deep inside her again. We lay on top of one another in silence for a moment. I felt the front of her pelvis against mine; her smooth belly against mine; her breasts against mine. I felt the sensation of a woman held tight against me. I felt her warm, gentle sexuality; her delicate perfume and sweet breath; her lips, burning with desire; the taste of sunburnt lipstick! I buried my hands in her swollen, pink canyons that flowed from her across the whole bed.


I kissed her, hot and heavy, on her mouth, all over her face, on her neck and on her breasts. I was awe-struck by the intense feeling of closeness that radiated from our entwined bodies. Two bodies with only a staff separating them. Kristine groaned. She turned her face to look me right in the eyes.


“You can never, ever tell Lars about this! He thinks I’m on a girls’ holiday. You hear me? He doesn’t know we’re lovers!” 


Her eyes were big and trusting.


I promised. And I meant it. I would never have even considered telling anyone about me and Kristine. I loved her. She gave me a deep kiss, and nodded sternly.


“You can start that thing up now!” she said. 


A fiery desire raged through me. It was the first time Kristine had taken the lead.


I reached my hand in between our bodies, past the quivering staff and down under the testicles. I reached around them and found the ON button. “Click”. The dildo started to vibrate with a low, growling tone. The vibrations immediately spread through both our pleasure caves. And immediately, our caves sent signals to our bodies.


I felt Kristine begin to tremble, as I too found myself helpless and overpowered by the excitement rushing through my veins. It pulsed in my ears and my eyes became dark with desire. I felt Kristine’s embracing hands become stronger, almost animalistic, as she held me tight. I held on just as tight, afraid I would be swept away by the passion.


Our breasts rubbed against each other. Our bodies were shaking from head to toe. We wrapped our legs around one another in an intense desire to ride this train to the end together. An oversized, dark-brown rubber dildo was nestled in Kristine’s greedy pussy, giving her the sort of merciless penis massage that only a rotating vibrator can. The base was pressed against my clit, itching my scratch ceaselessly in time with Kristine’s treats.


I was fucking another woman as a man. Only, it was slightly different. There was a tenderness between us that no-one else could have given to the situation. We made wild love. We didn’t fuck with the athleticism our husbands would have fucked us with. We just lay there, close to one another, in our mutual excitement.


Maybe our pussies rotated round and round the vibrating silicone rod. Maybe our pleasure caves were twisting imperceptibly. Maybe our pussies were trying to merge together in their love. But when it came down to it, we were just lying there in a tight embrace, giving each other the sense of security that such a deep affection needs when the time comes for an orgasm that feels as if it’s sent from heaven itself. We held each other to share the experience of the explosion of desire. Then it came! Oh, how it came!


“Oh, Kris,” screamed Kristine.


“Oh, Kristine!” I screamed back. “My baby!”


I pressed the glowing oven of my pussy against the dildo from behind. It had been such a long time for me that all my nerves were screaming for a release, as my muscles screamed for a fucking. I recalled my little excursion. One moment I saw the women gazing at me in the supermercado, the next a naked Kristine was staring at me from her sun lounger. In another flash I remembered the eyes of the receptionist over by the desk. I had collected one experience after the other, building them up into an unbearable wave of excitement inside me that I could no longer hold back. I needed to release the pressure right now, to release my excitement and experience that orgasm I had been working towards so patiently.


I pulled Kristine tight against me and heard the moans of excitement that told me she was nearly there. As her first, resounding orgasm thundered through the two of us, and the bed creaked beneath us in despair, I also came, finally, in a dizzying, unthinking climax that I thought I would never wake up from. I was falling, falling. The vibrating cock continued to massage my wild desires until I was completely helpless. It was Kristine who had to pull it out and bend down to turn off the little motor and stop my screams.


I felt her outbursts of joy as if from a distance. I felt her wet kisses as she closed her exhausted gates against my insatiable rod which she carefully withdrew from herself. It slid out of her and stood out from belt into the blue air so stiff and unrepentant it almost hurt. 


In the dim light I saw her take it in her hands and lick it with her tongue. I saw it, and yet I didn’t see it. She delicately took the belt off me. Burnt out, I fell onto my back and the light disappeared, just for a moment. Then Kristine was back. She was wearing the dark dildo. The belt gave her a savage look. I moaned.
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