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            Naughty Fantasy
      

            by Terje
      

         

         “I’ve got a naughty fantasy that you have to help me with,” Trude said after yet another round of lovemaking. Trude has been my girlfriend for the past year now. She’s a sexy little minx in bed and has an insatiable sexual appetite at times. Of course, that’s almost too good to be true for a man, but at times, it could actually be too much of a good thing. For that reason, I laid there exhausted after a long round of fucking.

         “What is it? I hope we don’t have to do it now!” I said meekly.

         “I often fantasise about being raped by a stranger while walking down a street. It’s, of course, only a fantasy; I don’t actually want it to happen. But maybe you could help me with this, darling?” Trude said.

         “Do you get horny by stuff like that?”

         Apparently, she did. She wanted to ask for a long time, and she even made a plan. I had been away from home a lot lately and she told me she spent the time alone fantasising and masturbating. I have to admit, I wasn’t that keen on ‘fake-raping’ her, but we agreed it was just a game between us two. “Fine, let’s do it!” I said.

         A couple of days later, I sat on a bench in a park near our home waiting for her. I sat there like a predator waiting for a passing victim to walk by. I let my eyes examine the surroundings as discreetly and calmly as I could. I could feel myself getting excited, and not to mention horny. I was excited by the need to fuck, but also from the thought of doing something somewhat illegal.

         As I pondered how I should ‘attack’ the situation, my perfect victim appeared. She walked down the street towards me. Trude had always been hot and sexy in my eyes, but today, it was as if I saw her for the very first time. Or maybe I saw her with different eyes? She wore a tight, black top that looked as if it was too small to make room for her amazing breasts. Then there was her miniskirt; it was the shortest thing I’ve ever seen her in. She even wore black stockings over her long, slim legs for the occasion.

         She had the sunlight behind her, so I could clearly see her slender waist, beautiful yet slightly messy hair that blew in the breeze, and hips that I’ve often held onto while we fucked. It felt as if I had to act fast so another man wouldn’t beat me to her.

         At that moment, I got up and followed behind from a few metres.

         As we walked down the street for a while, I watched her ass sway back and forward as she walked in fast, determined footsteps. She looks so unsuspecting, I thought. Before long, I quickly walked up to her, put my hand over her mouth, and pulled her in between two houses. As we had already agreed, she tried to resist me, although it seemed half-hearted, and now I had her in a firm grip between the houses.

         “Now you have to be a good girl and do as I say. Don’t even think of making a sound or else!” I hissed into her ear. She nodded and soon calmed down.

         I started touching her all over her body, kneading her breasts, and feeling the silk in her stockings. I felt like a young boy feeling up a girl for the very first time. As I pulled up her miniskirt to get to her pussy, I noticed she wasn’t wearing any panties. I got straight to her pussy lips.

         “Well, well… you’re a naughty girl, aren’t you? I have to punish you for this!” I smiled menacingly in the shadows. She looked at me with scared eyes and tried to push my hand away from her pussy. At this time, I had a huge hard-on and commanded her to unbutton my trousers and take it out.

         “Suck me off,” I barked. She got on her knees and reluctantly put my hard dick in her mouth. Oh, it felt so good! She let her tongue rotate on the tip as she moved her mouth around my dick. I could sense already that the ‘rape’ wouldn’t last long, so I interrupted the blowjob, pulled her up in a standing position, and began thrusting into her hard from behind. She gasped loudly as my dick sunk deep into her moist haven. I commanded her to shut up again. The game obviously made her horny, too, since her pussy was so wet and allowed my dick to slide in and out of her without any problems.

         There was an odd thrill in knowing that anyone at any point could walk by and catch us. Despite my commands to keep quiet, she moaned and whimpered now and again. After a while, she bent over and supported herself against the wall with her hands. I grabbed her hair and fucked her with great intensity.

         I soon realised I couldn’t be able to hold on any longer. Despite not wanting to give in so soon, I understood that rapists never hold back an orgasm for their partner’s sake.

         I thrust feverishly into Trude’s pussy and quickly climaxed deep inside her, letting out a gritty groan. It seemed like the orgasm just kept on going. I had to clench my teeth together as to not make any more sounds that could attract someone’s attention.

         Trude gasped, moaned, and lost her balance as I slid out of her. Cum soon ran out of her like a white fountain, trickling all the way down her black stockings. I quickly pulled up my pants and ran off without looking back for about 500-600 metres.

         When I got back home, I locked myself in and sat down on the sofa, breathing heavily. After about 10 minutes, my heart rate returned to a somewhat normal level and I heard Trude enter the hallway.

         “Hi, darling! What have you been up to today?” She asked innocently as she strolled into the living room. Her mini skirt was wrinkly, and I could still see she had some of my cum on her stockings.

         “Nothing special. I’ve just been waiting for you,” I answered.

         She walked over to me, standing so I could see straight into her pussy. “I experienced something today that made me very horny, so I came straight home to have some fun with you.” Before I had a chance to say anything, she began massaging my dick through my trousers.

         My breath and pulse soon quickened again. As my dick grew, I pulled her close and started kissing her. We were at it again.

      

   


   
      
         
            She Will Be Here Soon
      

            by Dreamers
      

         

         She’s out uptown and will likely be here soon. I don’t know who she’s seeing or where exactly she is, but I know for a fact that she’s seeing someone. We have an agreement. She’s out hunting, or should I say, being hunted. She’s beautiful prey out on the town, and I? I’m just laying here at home waiting – waiting for the rest of the night to unfold.

         The deal is that once she texted me that she’s on her way back, I have to go to bed. By then, the fire should be lit, the wine has had time to breathe, and all the candles are brought to life. The temperature should be just right in the living room, and the sauna hot.

         I doubt she’d be late.

         As for me, I’ll be in bed all tied up. It’s arranged so that I am already handcuffed to the bed. However, I won’t be able to get out on my own. I’ve got a blindfold on and I’m completely naked, with only a penis ring on. She knows that it’s not possible to get it on after I’ve gotten ready. Now I just have to wait.

         The front door opens, and I can hear giggling. Quiet laughter and soft voices flow into the room as the door closes. The person – or the people – who’s joined her probably don’t know what’s about to happen; at least, not beyond mere cuddling in the living room. That much is clear.

         I can hear the distinct sound of wine being poured. The atmosphere must be spot on because the giggles are soon replaced with a different noise. It doesn’t take long before I hear my wife’s familiar whimpering. After a while, she starts shouting and moaning loudly. I love hearing her scream during her orgasms. It tells me that every muscle in her body is contracting.

         I can also hear other women. What’s going on out there?

         The door to the bedroom quietly slides open. Although I can’t see them through the blindfold, I can sense that someone is approaching the bed. The duvet is carefully pulled aside, slightly hindered by my very hard cock. I hear a woman say, “Mmm,” before taking a long breath.

         I feel a hand caressing my leg. It briefly touches my dick, causing it to sway a little. The hand continues up my stomach and chest. Suddenly, she pinches my nipple so hard that I jump. Shivers run through my body and soon, my ears begin ringing.

         Her hand grabs my twitching cock by the root as a mouth closes over it completely. Okay, it’s my wife that’s here. I can tell by the way she sucks me off.

         She works me with her mouth until I almost explode and then let’s go and walks out of the room. After a short while, someone else enters the bedroom. What now? I think to myself.

         Two hands suddenly start touching me. They feel similar to my wife’s, but not quite.

         I hear a gasp, followed by a moan and a grabbing hand. Again, I feel a mouth closing around the tip of my cock. I feel a lot of spit wetting the tip. It’s almost as if it is trickling down to the root. Fingers scratch down my chest and stomach before finally grabbing my balls. I`m being sucked thoroughly, that’s for sure.

         What a woman she picked out, I think to myself. It’s amazing that my wonderful wife manages to pick out people with similar interests and skills over a short conversation with them.

         Suddenly, the tongue starts wandering while one hand continues wanking me off and kneading my balls. Before long, I’m allowed a wet and demanding kiss. The tongue tastes of a delicious woman and a little of my own dick.

         The bed sways as someone begins to straddle me. She lowers down onto my erect cock with surprising ease and rides me. I can tell by her movements that her ass is turned towards me; I’d do anything to have my hands and eyes free now. But I can only dream about her size, looks, and firmness by her movements. My groin is overly sensitive, and my balls feel tight when I calmly get squeezed into a tight, wet pussy.

         Suddenly, I hear the door open again. The bed sways and reveals that another body has joined us. While one delicious pussy rides me hard, I hear kissing and the sound of two bodies touching each other. Knowing my wife, she’s insistent with her tongue and touching breasts. She usually pinches my nipples in a way that’s both pleasurable and painful at the same time – leaving the numb, prickling sensation of increased blood circulation. I can tell by the whimpering that she’s doing it.

         I feel them swap places. As my wife’s delicious pussy lowers onto my dick, another wet, slightly shaven pussy is shoved into my face. Her lips spread over my mouth and I hear someone command, “Lick!”

         Without hesitation, I let the tongue explore this unknown place. I feel the inner and outer lips slip around my tongue as I go deeper into her opening. I flatten my tongue so that it’s soft yet firm as I play with the woman’s clit. I lick along each side of the outer and inner lips before daring to touch the bud itself.

         After a tender massage with a flat tongue, I tense the tip of my tongue and vibrate over her clit. It immediately gets a little bigger and her entire body starts to shake. Along with the shivers, a squirt of warm liquid hits my face. Yes! I think to myself. My God, my wife has actually found a woman who can satisfy my love for ejaculating pussies – just like her own. How I wish I could touch and feel up the body that’s sitting on top of me.

         I want to touch her breasts, knead her ass, stroke her stomach and tender thighs while waves of orgasms ripple throughout her.

         In the middle of all this, I sense them snogging, kneading each other’s breasts, and enjoying the sight of their bodies. They satisfy their needs by using me as a tool. I know that my wife enjoys my dick – and she knows that I enjoy every touch. When she sees another woman being satisfied by us, she’s delighted that I can’t touch nor see what’s happening. I just have to lay there and receive, get taken, and be a passive bystander.

         After a series of panting and moaning, two mouths approach mine. They give me a collective, deep kiss before finally leaving me. I can hear them talking together and saying their goodbyes as the door closes. I figure that I’ll be let loose any second now, then we can share our experiences and calmly make love to each other.

         But she’s not coming.

         Stranger still, I hear more voices. Different voices. What the…?

      

   


   
      
         
            The Anniversary
      

            by Tina, Virum
      

         

         I thought he had forgotten about it. The bouquet is big and filled with beautiful red roses. I smile to myself. Ten years! Where did they go? I feel happy as I close the door on the delivery guy.

         I took the initiative back then otherwise nothing would probably have happened. We knew each other for over a month when I asked if he wanted to fuck me. And now, it’s been precisely ten years since that day! The flowers, and not to mention the thought of our first encounter in bed, conjures unexplainable sensations in my body. Maybe I should put on some hot clothes? Yes, maybe I should prepare a hot and naughty evening?

         I finish shaving my pussy when I hear a key rotating in the door lock. I quickly crawl into the bed. “Stine?” He closes the front door. “Stine, where are you?”

         I don’t answer, but I can hear him looking for me. Finally, he opens the bedroom door. “Oh!” he moans loudly when he sees me. Out of nowhere, I spot a pair of curious eyes behind him – he’s brought someone home with him!

         “Didn’t you get the flowers and card? Didn’t you read my message? This is Niels… and this is my wife, Stine. She looks happy to see us!” He laughs nervously. He tries to act natural, but he’s obviously more than embarrassed by the situation.

         Despite my pussy feeling on fire, I take hold of the situation and pull up the duvet before finally leading them into the kitchen. I do my best to normalise the situation by making two dishes of tasty food. We chat about this and that for a while, but it does little to calm the tension hanging over us all.

         As I load the dishwasher, I quickly make a decision. It’s all or nothing. I light some candles, get undressed, and climb into bed in the same position as before – open and even hotter. Then I shout, “Thomas, Niels – come and get your dessert!”

         Do I need to say that the men got excited?

         I even got to live out an old fantasy of mine – being fucked in both holes at the same time. Highly recommended!

      

   


   
      
         
            A Wonderful Chef
      

            by Louise P
      

         

         “Mmm,” Trine sighs blissfully as the golden cocktail hits her stomach. “What are we drinking?”

         I wink knowingly, having been waiting for that question. “Plumb cocktail. Martin’s speciality. Good, isn’t it?” We make a toast and drink a little more. Trine fills her mouth and lets her tongue play with the bitter liquid. I know what she’s sensing because I can feel it myself: she’s overwhelmed by sensation. The ice-cold sweetness is caressing her mouth; the fizz is tickling her nose; her body is tingling with desire.

         The angles are clearly singing in her ears. Little, chubby boy-angels mind you – wearing only open, white shirts. I know them all too well. Their harps are singing and they are showing off their phalluses – visibly hard – eagerly dancing around in youthful joy.

         She opens her eyes. “Doesn’t Martin want any?”

         “He’s just finishing off dessert,” I say. “He’ll be here soon. Martin is a wonderful chef.”

         We lean against our armrest at the opposite ends of the sofa. I examine our guest from the corner of my eyes. Her little black dress hugs her slender body as if it was tailor-made. It reveals little of her breasts, but a lot of her thighs, and it showcases her high heels well. Her make-up is decent, and her dark eyes are discreet yet striking. She smells of Chanel.

         I tug at my red silk dress to cover the lace border on my stockings, not that I need to keep anything hidden from Trine. I catch myself nibbling at the icing on the glass, licking the sweet crystals until they dissolve into a delightful liqueur. Trine follows my lead, and for a while, our tongues are kept busy with something else other than talking.

         We observe each other, giggling like schoolgirls, as we colour in the glasses with our lipstick stains. We get icing on our cheeks and laugh loudly at seeing each other in this horny yet liberating state.

         Unnoticeably, you’ve entered the room. You’ve opted for a relaxed look by opening the top buttons in your shirt. Trine places a couple of embarrassed fingers on her lips when she finally sees you. Her long nails are glittering in a deep purple colour when she sends you her gaze. She probably remembers the angels in their open shirts. Besides the shirt, they don’t compare to you.

         I think she can probably see that you’re much bigger. Your trousers are already bulging – even without a hard-on. You signal that it’ll be plenty for both of you, and she sees it. Her cheeks burn until they turn a rose-red colour.

         “Do you like Mozart?” You ask softly before changing the music. “A little Chopin with the food, perhaps?” You show off your firm ass as you bend over. Us girls smile discreetly to each other, but neither of us falls for the temptation to stroke your body.

         You offer us an arm each and follow us to the dining table. The table is set with silver from the smallest spoon to both of the five-armed candleholders with already-lit candles. You serve oysters and a cold Alsace that sends shivers of pleasure down our spines. There’s a little bread too, but just enough to get us thirsty – thirsty for more salt and drink.

         I look from Trine to you, and you to Trine. With a sensual seriousness, you both suck your glistening oysters. You seem electrified by Trine’s presence. She plays along teasingly. With a friendly tongue and pursed lips, she gives her utmost attention to your delicious meal.

         I feel a tingling sensation run up and down my body like a speeding car. Concentrate!There’s no use hyperventilating – yet. The wine makes us sensual.

         With a beating heart, I observe Trine’s intense treatment of the mysterious oysters. Every shell has its cave, and every cave a surprise. “The secret,” you say elegantly, “is the celery. Celery is said to be the noblest of all aphrodisiacs in the East. On one occasion, it was said that the Mughal emperor of Mandsjuria asked the chef to boil up a whole barrel of celery using celery heads before he went to his harem. He was tired of having more lust than he was capable of.”

         We look at you with anticipation. Get to the point! “Did it work?” Trine finally asks.

         You share your head. “The chef came to serve leftovers from the soup to the young women. When the Mughal emperor entered their dwellings, they wanted more of him than he could deliver. He didn’t get completely – or even half-way – through that night.”

         Trine giggles and I do too. I know the story well. It’s probably all make-belief, but we appreciate the mood it sets in our little threesome. The harmony settles in our bodies like a warm blanket. My nipples soon begin erecting and my black silk panties start to stick to my newly shaven pussy. Without any doubt, I’m horny!

         “I’m horny all the way down to the tips of my toes!” I mumble behind my napkin.

         “What?” Trine’s lips surround yet another oyster.

         “The recipe is working,” you comment on my behalf. “I can feel it myself!”

         Trine laughs loudly. Her pussy lips probably gave up resistance a long while ago, sitting there rubbing her thighs under the table. “You two have already planned this, right?”

         She’s guaranteed to be in the same state as I am after the introduction: light as a feather and high as a kite. The starter sharpened our senses with its distinct salty taste, while the main course sets us on fire with unrestrained strength. The tender venison melts on our tongues little by little. The sauce sets alight our mouths; the sweet and sour cranberries make our mouths water, and the two celery sticks complete the contrast with crunchy bites.

         The air around the table turns soft and blue, and the atmosphere is good and honest. An aura surrounds us in a conspiring unity. Three souls, one longing. Three longings, one soul. This meal was more than just food – it made us intimate. It’s time to take things further.

         “With all your aphrodisiacs,” I challenge you, “you’d think you were well on your way to a hard-on by now. But that’s not because you’re showing Trine or me enough attention.” We exchange glances.

         “In some places,” Trine adds, “it’s common for young men to wait on their women wearing nothing but a little apron around their hips.”

         As it happens, you end up pouring the old Bourgogne wine into big balloon glasses, wearing nothing but a little piece of cloth you pulled from one of the drawers. Us girls cast our knowing glances over your bulge. The apron is poking quite a lot in front, and just as I pull you down to me to give you a wet kiss, Trine can’t help but lift the apron.

         Out comes your rugged dick in all its length. It turns me on. Your two big balls draw her in like a magnet. “I have to try that too,” she says firmly. “What a dick you’ve conjured up!” You end up taking turns kissing us, pretending to be pouring us more wine. Your dick seems to be in a permanent state of erection.

         The three of us are very excited and we almost forget to eat, but the wine is good. The deep, red ruby heats us up from within as if we made tender love all night. It isn’t only our taste buds that want more of the blackcurrant and heath flavour, but also our bodies. They demand intimacy. They demand to be caressed.

         You pull me up on my feet, my body is screaming for a touch. I place my arms around your neck and lift my feet off the floor. I’m floating in your force field as your hard-on pushes against my short dress. I take off my soaking panties to let you feel my wet pussy lips. Your tip slides into me without resistance.

         Trine takes off her panties too and joins us. Her warm hand embraces your buttocks. She’s probably been dying to do this all evening. You feel her touch as if it was a high-voltage shock; I can feel it in your body.

         You get so tender.

         “Come, Trine!” I whisper. “You’re our guest, and I’m so happy that you’re here!”

         We embrace each other. You see our lips get closer and finally unite in the kiss you’ve so often fantasised about. We moan, our caresses getting harder and our kisses growing wetter. Our breasts push together in a tender embrace and we start hugging each other.

         “Oh, Trine.”

         “You!”

         After all these years as friends! Our stomachs rub against each other while our pussies thrust together. We sway, feeling overwhelmed. The candle lights continue to flicker on the table like innocent spectators. With a shrug of your shoulders, you start to suspect what dessert is. The evening has just started. “Please, help yourself!”

         You’re laying casually on the dining table like a young god, your shirt now completely open. You’ve arranged your naked groin like a fruit bowl with the juiciest of tropical fruits. “If you would be so kind as to help yourselves. I think the duties have worn me out, so I’ll skip this dish.”

         In between the collection of delicious fruits, the tip of your hard cock is stretching out into the air. The head is thick and wide like a ripe plumb. “Can we eat with our fingers?” Trine asks girlishly, revealing her navel.

         “Just use your mouth! We’re don’t care that much about etiquette here.”

         You cast a long glance at our curves, but we’ve already got to it. You’ve decorated a couple of peaches with cream, and you watch with even more desire as our tongues take turns enjoying your soft skin. Your cock is pulsating impatiently and is threatening to cause chaos to this beautiful dish.

         “Here we have a little fruit that can’t wait to get eaten,” Trine takes a big sip of the sweet wine to clear her throat. Her nipples are peaking energetically over the edge of her tight bra as she bends over. “I have to eat that one with my mouth!”

         She opens her mouth wide and kisses the thin skin on your tip. It looks as if it’s about to explode. You moan, causing your dick to twitch even more. Trine’s tongue slides out and touches you carefully. You let your head fall back in anticipation. She takes a mouthful of cream and lets it fall down onto your throbbing fruit. She smears you in with cream using just her tongue.

         Her touches are so tender that you almost let excitement get the better of you. She fills her mouth with more cream before finally taking you in her mouth. Something behind her makes her gasp feverishly. You immediately know what it is: I cannot hold my fingers in Trine anymore.

         The cream gets pushed out of her mouth as she sucks your dick. She tastes you, letting you slide in and out a few times. Then she pauses and only lets her tongue play around the bottom edge of the tip. You notice she’s shaking, and you feel it pumping in your groin. You moan longingly, wanting to explode.

         You’d do anything to cum, but she’s teasing you with the lightest of touches.

         Nothing can hold me back anymore. I dive down between Trine’s thighs and determinedly sip from her own ripe fruit. Her juices flow like rainwater as she struggles to contain herself – but it’s no use. She gasps, whimpers, and shivers before collapsing with a shudder. “Oh… oh … oh!” She climaxes in an all-embracing orgasm.

         As she quietens down and recovers, I stand up from behind her and smile at you. “I’m sorry, Martin! I just couldn’t help but lick Trine! She’s so hot!”

         Trine’s hair is spread all over the fruit as she tries to get to her senses after the earthquake I created. Your dick is throbbing wilder than ever before and I quickly come to your rescue. “Let me finish you off, darling. You’ve really spoilt us this evening!”

         Just as I take you in my mouth, you cum in a never-ending cascade. Your salty semen drips from my mouth and mixes in with the sweet cream. As I lick it up, you determinedly fight your way back to consciousness. Your job isn’t done yet. I’ll be the first one to testify to that. I’ll go crazy if I’m not satisfied now!

         “Coffee and cognac are ready!” You declare. “However, I have to admit, I can’t find the key to the vitrine. We have to make do with what we’ve got.” You open my wet pussy with two fingers and caress its smooth surface tenderly.

         My swollen clit is like a pearl, decorating my pussy that’s surrendered to your care. You kiss it tenderly. I have to lay down with my hips resting on the sofa and my shoulders on the thick camel wool rug on the floor. I’m naked, except stockings, suspenders, and a bra.

         I gasp and happily turn my head to the side in anticipation. Carefully, you lift the heavy bottle and pour a little cognac in my opening. It stings and causes me to shiver. A drop runs coolly along my pussy lips and disappears into my secret caves. “Guests first!” I hear.

         A little reserved at first, Trine drinks the dark liquid from my moist cave. “What a fine year,” you finally exclaim. Politely, you agree with her, “The bouquet is an amazing mix of woman and love.”

         You take turns enjoying the coffee from the cups and the cognac from my pussy. It isn’t long before you light up a cigar and give Trine a cigarette while continuing to caress me. How exciting and humiliating at the same time! The dress has fallen off Trine; her beautiful skin is glowing with satisfaction. You two tease me with your off-hand manner.

         “You’re pretty hot to look at,” Trine whispers in your ear, but I can hear you well. My pussy tingles when you return the compliment. I can see you both from below. I can look straight up between her beautiful thighs and your proud cock. It’s been standing tall for a while now.

         You kiss and Trine moans. “Touch me,” she whispers demandingly.

         “I’m so wet!” I moan too, making Trine look at me mercifully.

         “I think I can handle another sip.”

         She fills me up generously with the expensive liquor. This time, she keeps drinking from me until I climax for the first time this evening; the last one to do so. My body contorts and shakes uncontrollably while I remain at an angle on the floor. When I finally break through the orgasm, I collapse deservingly.

         After a while, I place the bottle to my lips absentmindedly. It’s been an amazing experience to be their object.

         “Do you know what?” Trine suggests. She seems oddly shy, considering all we’ve just enjoyed together. “I love the two of you. How about a threesome in bed?”

         “In bed? Oh, Trine, you’re so dirty.”

         With cream in our faces, coffee and cognac on our thighs, we get to our feet and walk the long way upstairs.

         Two beautiful pairs of lace underwear for you and an open shirt for us.

         Two girls for each other.

         Three happy people on their way to Heaven.

         And the angels’ harps have become Cupid's arrow flying around our ears; every last one of them shaped like little, but hard phalluses.

      

   


   
      
         
            The Hitchhikers
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Hitchhikers
      

            By Sofia
      

         

         I had just passed through Nordlandsporten and felt that I was getting closer to home. I’d been visiting a friend in Trøndelag and was heading back to Bodø when I noticed a young couple, who couldn’t have been more than 18-20 years old, standing by the side of the road hitchhiking. I thought it would be good to have a little company on the way and offered them a lift.

         They introduced themselves as Anne and Joar, and Anne sat in the front with me. We quickly established a rapport and the talk in the car became fast and loose. After a while, the back seat seemed to fall silent. I looked in the mirror and saw that Joar had fallen asleep. Anne and I continued to talk, but suddenly she became all serious and changed the subject. She thought I was lucky having such large breasts, the size that most men seemed to prefer.

         I felt myself blushing, but also a little flattered, and glanced down at my cleavage. She was right. I’m very well endowed, and my short, tight low-cut top didn’t diminish their size. I said to Anne that breast size doesn’t matter if you have a guy who enjoys being with you.

         She told me that she and Joar had been together for six months and that he had never sucked her nipples, something she was craving him to do. I quickly realised that this conversation was making me wet between my legs, and I was starting to have problems driving. So I pulled over and stopped the car so that I could get out and stretch my legs and calm myself down. I went into a small copse and noticed that Anne was following me. I stopped, turned around, walked over to her, and placed my hands on her breasts. I immediately felt the small, erect nipples that were just crying out to be fondled. I pulled up her sweater and started to lick her breasts. She groaned, seemingly not wanting to hide the fact that she was really enjoying having my tongue dance in circles around the hard buds and that I was nibbling them. She let out a moan of pleasure and thrust her body into me. I felt myself becoming increasingly horny, making it totally impossible for me to stop.

         Anne undressed and stood in front of me, completely naked. Jesus, I’m old enough to be her mother, and I’m dripping wet. She laid down on the grass and I didn’t hesitate when she asked me if I’d also like to lick her pussy. I pressed my tongue against her clit. It was hard and tasted delicious. She was so wet and so tasty that I fucked her with my tongue. Quite simply, I wanted to eat all that wonderful pussy of hers.

         She began to moan, her entire body shaking. Her sex clamped tightly around my tongue and fingers, and she had an orgasm that completely knocked her out. I was now so indescribably horny and felt that I would soon need some cock. I pulled down my trousers, laid down on the ground and started to play with myself. Anne got between my thighs and started to lick me very delicately. So delicately in fact that I had to ask her to do it harder. I unleashed my breasts from the bra that had been straining to hold them and just lay there with Anne sucking my now drenched pussy and roughly playing with my breasts.

         Everything was so incredibly wonderful that it was too good to be true. Suddenly, I saw Joar come in behind Anne. He was naked from the waist down and was holding his huge cock in one hand. He stopped behind her, stroking his massive tool for a few moments, before grabbing hold of her ass cheeks and penetrating her from behind.

         Everything was so good that I soon began to lose my composure. Anne was eating me out whilst she herself was being fucked, and Joar’s eyes betrayed a man that was on the verge of spraying his hot cum into her at any moment. This was such an arousing thought for me that I orgasmed more powerfully than I had ever done before.

         Of course, Joar had gotten horny after standing and watching us, but I didn’t want him to focus all his attention on Anne. I pointed my ass in his direction, encouraging him to change the pasture he was feeding in. He immediately obeyed. Whilst I was being given such a good seeing to, I could now see that Anne was lying down and fingering herself to another climax. As Joar pinched my nipples, I also became helplessly lost in desire. We both came like a storm, a storm that I will never forget.

         After a short break, we were back at it. Licking, sucking, and fucking. I have never, neither before nor since, experienced anything like it. I will only tell you that Anne managed to have her fantasy of being licked fulfilled, and also got proof that men love tits, no matter what the size.

      

   


   
      
         
            A Rainy Day
      

            By Fitokrje
      

         

         It was a Thursday in October. The time, five o’clock in the afternoon. The place, a small railway town near Århus. It was raining cats and dogs. The type of weather I love…

         Sorry, I forgot to introduce myself: I’m a guy who has just turned 30. What I want to tell you about is my slightly unusual ‘ism’.

         When I got on the bus, there was no rain in sight. At the next bus stop I see, to my delight, a woman my age sit down on the seat in front of me. She is wearing a shiny red raincoat with the hood pulled up over her head. It turns me on, so much so in fact that the reaction in my trousers doesn’t go away. My interest disappears as soon as she pulls down the hood.

         I’m delighted to see that my new “friend” in front of me is getting off at the same stop as I am. She puts her hood back up. It’s still raining outside. My erection immediately returns. As she gets off, she loses her footing on the steps, dropping one of the two plastic bags she is carrying, sending apples and potatoes spilling onto the pavement. What do you do in such a situation? Help collect the spilled fruit and veg, of course.

         Shyly, she says “Thanks a lot for your help,” and asks if I’d like a coffee. She lives nearby.

         A stammering “Yes please” comes out of my mouth and I take one of her carrier bags. I continually look at the raised hood until we arrive at the bottom of her staircase, when she pulls the hood down again. Finally, I can relax again. I’m glad I have a coat on so she can’t see the enormous bulge in my trousers.

         When we arrive at her apartment, my dick has luckily become almost flaccid again. I look at the name plate. Her name is Louise Clausen.

         She brings out coffee cups and a few biscuits. We chit chat a little about what we do for a living.

         During the course of the conversation, the raincoat hood is constantly in my thoughts and how wonderful it would have been if I’d been able to tell her about my little pecadillo.

         She says that she had noticed that I’d been looking at her all the way back to her place. I was now finding it really difficult to hold the coffee cup, especially when she asks if rainwear sets something off in me. She continues: “I go completely wild when it rains. I get enormous pleasure from showing myself off in a raincoat.”

         So as not to scare Louise off, I carefully start by telling her that, yes, it’s true, but that it generally doesn’t have any sexual connotations, at least not to other people. What excites me when I see a woman in rainwear or other clothing with a hood is when the hood is pulled well over her head. And, if the hood is tied, all the better.

         Louise asks: “What do you think now that you’ve finally told someone about your ‘ism’?” She’s teasing me.

         I say: “I must make one thing crystal clear - firstly, I am not at all interested in wearing clothes with a hood. Secondly, I am not interested in being involved in situations with girls who are wearing such clothes.”

         “OK, so what do you do when you engage in your ‘ism’? Tell me…”

         “Mostly I collect pictures, film clips, etc. of girls in hoods, take them out occasionally - and then, quite simply, I masturbate to them.”

         “If you want, you can come over tomorrow night with your camera equipment. Shall we say 7 o’clock? I’ll make dinner. What do you say?”

         The following day could really be called “the Long Good Friday” as I had absolutely had nothing else in my head other than what would happen that night.

         I rang Louise’s doorbell shortly before 7. Waiting for the door to open felt like an eternity. Then I heard a voice that said: “Hi, my name’s Karen - come on in.”

         What was this? She continues to explain whilst taking my coat: “Louise is just finishing off the food, and then we’ll eat.” I immediately think that perhaps nothing will happen tonight.

         Once everyone has sat down, Louise says: “I guess you’re wondering why Karen is here. The simple truth is that I couldn’t keep my mouth shut yesterday. I thought our conversation was so exciting that I had to tell Karen about what we were going to do. So, here she is. I hope you don’t mind.”

         If I minded? No, I don’t mind. I can’t pass up the chance of possibly photographing two girls.

         The food and wine were excellent, and Louise says: “Now, go sit down on the sofa and get comfortable, I’ll be in with the coffee in a minute.”

         We sit and chat for about a quarter of an hour, and then the girls announce that they need to pop out for a couple of minutes.

         When the come back, they’re both wearing raincoats. Karen says: “Now, Per, does this turn you on?” and pulls the hood over her head. She pulls out four leather cuffs and associated shackles.

         Karen puts cuffs around my ankles, and Louise puts a pair around my wrists. Suddenly, everything goes black. A scarf has been put across my eyes. Louise then lifts my sweater, so the shirt is up under my armpits.

         At the same time, I feel my shoes and socks being taken off, and that something running up one of my legs, over my ballsack and my dick. When it reaches my now naked stomach, I feel that it’s plastic. A tongue dances in circles around my navel, and Karen says: “Now, Per, can you feel my rain hood touch your chest?”

         Louise unbuttons my trousers, pulls down the zip, and pulls the trousers down to my knees. She runs her very soft hand a couple of times up and down my dick.

         They don’t make a sound, but I again feel a soft hand on my still erect cock. Now it’s not just a couple of times that I’ve been rubbed up and down, I suddenly feel my manhood being enveloped in a warm mouth and played with the most wonderful tongue I have ever felt.

         Not a word is uttered, and suddenly the licking stops. The tongue that was there is replaced by the lips of a pussy that is pressed over my engorged tool. What is happening? Before I manage to gather my thoughts, another pussy is pressed down over my face. “Lick!” The voice is Karen’s - so Louise is the one riding me. But I’m wrong, as I hear the door open and Louise say: “Ah, I see you’ve made yourselves comfortable.”

         Who was riding my cock? Clearly, it’s someone who knows what they’re doing, and it only takes a few minutes before she starts moaning faster and faster.

         The unknown person gets up, and I once again hear Karen’s voice: “Now, Per, don’t forget about me.” I lick her as if there’s no tomorrow, and she comes with a deafening scream.

         Once the scarf is removed, I see that Louise and Karen are sitting on the sofa, still wearing raincoats. I untie myself and adjust my clothes, and ask: “Who else was here?”

         “If you behave, you may find out one of these days,” says Karen. They get up, and Karen comes over to me. “You can take some pictures of us whilst we unbutton our raincoats and put hoods slowly over our heads. We’ll then tie them up good and tight so that you can hardly see our faces. Isn’t that what you really like?” I think I only manage to take about eight pictures with my shaking hands. They then disappear from the room for a couple of minutes.

         When they come back, Louise is wearing the red plastic raincoat. The hood is down, and around her waist she is wearing a belt that is firmly tightened. Karen is wearing a black raincoat. Standing in front of the camera, they kiss each other passionately and tie each other’s hoods.

         The camera flashes constantly. In the blink of an eye, Louise has Karen’s raincoat open. She licks Karen’s nipples, which couldn’t have been any more erect.

         Louise runs her tongue down Karen’s body, drawing circles a couple of times around her navel, and continues to go down on her.

         She licks around Karen’s clit a few times, continuing down to taste her juicy pussy lips. Karen shrieks at the top of her lungs.

         Karen then says: “Now you’ve got to help me be nice to Louise.” It was a long night, and by 5 o’clock we were all exhausted and fell into a deep sleep.

         They told me that I could come and show them the photos, and then there would be three girls that I could photograph. But that’s another story.

      

   


   
      
         
            The Bathing Spot
      

            By Suzannah Offenbach
      

         

         I opened the curtains and let the warm sunlight flood into the bedroom. It was still early in the morning, but everything indicated that it was going to be a wonderful, warm day. I lifted the receiver of the telephone and dialled the number of my friend Elisabeth.

         “Hi Elisabeth, it’s Suzannah. Are you going to go sunbathing? Looks like it’s going to be a glorious day. We should get going as soon as possible.” She didn’t need to be asked twice, and an hour later I was standing outside her house with my old, but reliable, Citroen 2CV. Elisabeth got in, and we were on the road.

         “I know a place you haven’t been before,” I said as we drove out of the village. “It’s a secluded spot with smooth rocks and excellent opportunities for swimming. What’s more, it’s completely deserted. What do you say?”

         She nodded and looked excited. She definitely wanted to try out my new, secret bathing spot!

         We drove past all the busy bathing beaches where people were already lying like herring in a barrel, enjoying the first rays of the summer sun. After about 45 minutes’ driving, we got off the main road and turned into a small, bumpy gravel track. The track snaked down towards the lake and, after a while, we arrived at a small turning spot, which marked the end of the road. From there, we had to walk 15-20 minutes along a footpath until we found ourselves at the top of a cliff, with the lake directly below us. We carefully climbed down the steep terrain, and after a few minutes we finally arrived at my “secret” bathing spot.

         The sun was now quite high in the sky, and both Elisabeth and I were dripping with sweat from the physicality of our exertions. I stand on the cliff and start to untie my trainers.

         “The advantage of being here is that we don’t need to wear a bikini; no-one ever comes here,” I said as I pulled my miniskirt over my head. I’d never bothered bringing a bikini before. Swimming and sunbathing in the nude was the ultimate as far as I was concerned.

         Elisabeth had already taken off all her clothes, except for a small, sexy bikini bottom, which she kept on. I must admit, I’d been looking forward to seeing Elisabeth’s naked body in all its glory, without there being any sexual undertones behind my desire. I was in no way a lesbian, but I did have a deep appreciation for the aesthetic value of the naked female form. Therefore, I was a little disappointed when I realised that Elisabeth intended to keep that last little item of clothing on.

         I readied myself to take of my panties, but hesitated a little. I wanted Elisabeth to see me as I took them off. I had a surprise for her. Whilst Elisabeth was slapping on the suncream, I noticed that she was looking at me. It was at that point that I removed my last vestige. I could see the surprise in her eyes as she saw me completely naked, and the unavoidable question passed from her lips: “Do you shave?”

         Clearly, Elisabeth was surprised. I nodded proudly and felt extra naked where I stood, without clothes and without hair. I was freshly shaved and smooth downstairs.

         “What about you?” I asked, “Aren’t you going to let it all hang out?”

         “I prefer to have a little something on,” she said, “I feel naked otherwise.” I said that I also felt quite naked without clothes, but that, unlike her, I liked the sensation. I felt particularly naked when I was completely smooth downstairs.

         We had a swim, and then lay on the cliff to dry off in the sun; Elisabeth with her teeny bikini bottoms on, and me completely naked.

         After we had been sunbathing for a good while, I decided that I would like to go for a little walk. Nothing I have ever experienced was like the feeling of freedom I enjoyed as I walked around there more naked that Eve in the Garden of Eden.

         I strolled over the flat cliff, climbed up on a rock shelf, and took in the fantastic view over the lake and the archipelago. Below me, I could see the beautiful body of my friend, lying alone on the cliff down by the water. I had a special feeling of being one with nature, and wanted to explore the area a little while longer. I continued my voyage of discovery, forcing my way over some crags and through some bushes, and was about to turn back and return to Elisabeth when I caught sight of something that looked like a person. About 50 metres away from me, in a discrete place between a rock wall and some bushes, I could see someone lying and soaking up the sun. I was uncertain about whether it was a man or a woman, and because they had clearly not seen me, I decided to get a closer look.

         I cautiously crept behind a large rock, reaching a point where I had a good view of the sun-lover, without being discovered. I was now so close that I could clearly see what this person was doing, and I was quite taken aback by what I saw. I nearly jumped out of fright, whilst also feeling a warm, uncontrolled shiver run throughout my body. Was I really seeing this, or was it a figment of my imagination? There, almost right in front of me, a young man was lying, completely naked, and wanking himself off. His eyes were closed, which is why he didn’t notice that he was being watched. He was about 20 years old, with short, dark hair, and an attractive, slim, and suntanned body. His penis, which he was gripping firmly with his right hand, was long and incredibly hard, indicating that he was highly aroused.

         My first reaction was to flee, to get away from there as fast as humanly possible. A voice in me said I should turn and go back, calmly and cautiously, without him realising that I had been there. I knew that I had been witness to an extremely private moment, and that he would feel embarrassed if he found out that he had been seen. The choice of location for this intimate activity also indicated that he wanted to be alone. He was well screened on all sides and was an almost ideal location for ensuring that he was not disturbed by anyone. He probably never dreamed that would be seen where he lay.

         I still had the chance to withdraw without being noticed. However, there was something in me that caused me to continue to stand and watch him, motionless. I dared not breathe for fear of being discovered, paralysed by what I was seeing. At the same time, I felt a huge burst of heat build up in me, and my gaze was fixed on this young man and what he was doing. I was transfixed by his right hand, what it was holding, and the movements it was making.

         I started to be aware of what was happening to me. I was getting horny - extremely horny. The boy still had his eyes closed as the slowly pulled the foreskin of his penis back and forth. Between pulls, he let out small sounds, a sort of moan as if he said: “Mmm…oh, yes.” His pleasure was really turning me on. I felt it more and more.

         I stood there - partially hidden behind a large rock - completely naked and well on the way to losing control due to being so sexually aroused. The sight of this young man masturbating and sensing his arousal brought down my last vestige of control - I couldn’t resist any longer. I needed to stimulate my own sex, touch myself, enhance this feeling that had grown in me.

         I carefully withdrew to a private place where I could “attend to myself”, masturbate, reach orgasm. But I wanted to do it whilst I could still see the young man’s slow, rhythmic hand movements, and “share” his immense arousal. With my head sticking out above the edge of the rock, and my eyes firmly fixed on the young, beautiful body and its slow, sensual movements, I let my right hand slowly glide down my body, the destination being the area between my legs. My whole body lit up when my fingertips reached the freshly shaved area just above my pussy. Where there had previously been a dense bush of hair, the skin was now completely hairless and smooth.

         Without taking my eyes off the masturbating young man, I allowed my index finger to slide in between my pussy lips, whilst playing with my nipples with my other hand. I noticed how wet I was when I touched the tip of my clit with my finger, causing me to feel sexual arousal coarse through my entire body. I lifted one leg in order to get better access and pushed my finger into what was now a dripping wet hole. Oh, that felt so good. The excitement only increased in intensity, and I felt that I wanted to go even further in order to stimulate it more.

         Almost completely uninhibited, I moved from my little hidey-hole behind the rock, all the time alternating between touching my clit and the wet interior of my pussy with one hand, and my nipples with the other. Finally, I stood there masturbating just a few metres in front of him, and I knew that it was just a matter of time before he opened his eyes and saw me in all my glory, and the very thought was driving me almost wild.

         And I was right. Whilst I stood there, with legs apart and my fingers working intensely between them, the young man opened his eyes. He quickly let go of his penis and attempted to cover his hard, naked cock. Knowing that he saw me standing there naked, completely shaven whilst masturbating right in front of him, made me feel an orgasm build up inside me. God, that felt so good. It was so powerful that I couldn’t keep myself still any longer. I let out a scream of sexual pleasure, noticing how my excitement spilled over to him.

         Clearly confused, he could do nothing else other that grab hold of his penis again. Overwhelmed by horniness, he went back to wanking himself, all whilst I looked at him and he looked at me. And it wasn’t long until he came. Like snakes, cum sprayed out from his penis, and I felt my own orgasm just continue, getting stronger and stronger. I knew that I had never felt anything so strong before.

         His penis seemed to produce an endless stream of cum. It continued to gush in wave after wave, and I noticed how my last vestige of self-control disappeared like dew in the morning sun. Knocked senseless from a multiple orgasm that just lasted and lasted, I threw myself over him and began sucking his still spurting cock. It was wonderful to feel how the cum sprayed into my mouth, and I swallowed it all, feeling like I couldn’t get enough.

         While this was going on, Elisabeth had begun to wonder what had happened to me. She decided to go looking, and it didn’t take her long before she found me, lying completely naked with my legs spread wide, masturbating myself with one hand and, with the other, holding the young man’s penis, wanking and sucking him off. God knows what went through her head when she saw me like this. I knew she was standing there, just 15-20 metres away, paralysed, just as I had been only a few minutes earlier. I realised it was pointless trying to hide what I was doing, even if I would have rather avoided being seen in such a position.

         However, it turned out that I didn’t need to feel embarrassed in front of Elisabeth. Without saying a word, she suddenly took off her bikini bottoms, giving me my first sight of her completely naked body. Between her legs, where I was completely shaven, she had a beautiful triangle of dark hair. She gave no indication that she wanted to hide it, neither to me nor the young stranger. On the contrary, she came over to us completely naked, and I could see a sly smile creep across her mouth.

         The young man’s penis, which had been rock hard, was now limp and the flow of gushing cum was at the point of stopping. “All gone,” was the only thing I could say to my friend, referring to the ever more flaccid penis that I still held in my left hand. I could see the huge disappointment on her face when she realised what was happening.

         However, Elisabeth was not giving up, even if the young man seemed spent. Instead of joining in with what I had been doing the last few minutes, she bent down at the side of me, started to caress my knees, and let her hands glide slowly up over my thighs. I noticed how she had begun to make me quiver again. That was completely unexpected. The idea that my usually demure friend Elisabeth could be sexually aroused by another woman was surprising. But the fact that I should react by becoming so horny as the result of another woman’s touch was, to put it mildly, way beyond my wildest dreams.

         As Elisabeth’s hands reached my crotch, she bent the top part of her body over. With her thumbs, she carefully parted by pussy lips in order to get better access. I felt a violent sexual tension stream through my entire body as her tongue touched my clit. I had been eaten out by men many times before, but this was completely different. The knowledge that the tongue licking my cave of delight belonged to my beautiful friend Elisabeth, made me horny in a really special way. There was a tenderness in her touch that I had never experienced before. I again felt a level of excitement that bordered on ecstasy, unable to do anything other than to cry out: “Oh…yesss!”

         Whilst she kneeled in front of me and licked all of the smooth, wet crack between my legs, I noticed that she had inserted two fingers into my hole. She bent her fingers and touched the little “shelf” on the top side of the inner wall of my vagina. She had found my g-spot. I felt I was on my way to pass out from the pleasure. And, most incredibly of all: This feeling was being induced by another woman!

         With the sun blazing in a cloudless sky, we continued for a long time: Elisabeth actively working with her tongue in my sex whilst massaging the g-spot inside my vagina. Me, lying on my back, legs spread and almost losing consciousness from the pleasure I was feeling. We had completely forgotten the young stranger lying next to us.

         He had probably fallen asleep, completely out of it for a while, but it was now clear that he was starting to come back to life. I noticed because he sat up and started to stare what Elisabeth and I were doing. But, above all, I noticed that he penis, which had been in its resting state for a while, was now beginning to grow again. Elisabeth also saw this and, horny as she was, she stretched out a hand and started to wank him. In record time, the young man’s cock was as hard as it had been a few minutes before. This was the moment Elisabeth had been waiting for. She got up and moved over to the young stranger. She bent her knees and carefully lowered herself onto his stiff cock. Gasping and moaning from sexual desire, she bounced her body up and down with the young man’s rigid tool deep inside her. What I was seeing made me so horny, that I had to masturbate where I lay.

         I would have preferred that it was me who “rode” the young man in this way, but luckily it wasn’t long before Elisabeth came. Breathless and with sweat streaming down her entire body, she climbed off the young man and laid down, gasping.

         I didn’t need to be asked twice. As soon as Elisabeth had climbed off, it was my turn. It was a delicious experience to feel his rock-hard cock push deeper and deeper into me as I thrust my hips against him, riding as if my life depended on it. As I looked down at my good friend, lying there with a broadening smile on her face, I allowed the orgasm to build up within me. It felt as if time was standing still, rendering me unable to do anything other than to scream in pleasure as my body bounced up and down, in and out, until I literally had no strength left.

         After I’d also had a few minutes’ rest, my friend indicated with a move of her head that she thought we had been there long enough. We got up and I mumbled “Thanks for a lovely day” to the young stranger. Elisabeth picked up her bikini bottoms, and we shuffled off, naked, back to our things on the cliff down by the lake. We went for a long swim, floating in the water without saying a word to each other. I could see from Elisabeth’s smile that she had enjoyed the day. We then got back to a bit of sunbathing, still without saying anything.

         It was only when we started to get dressed in order to go home that Elisabeth broke the silence. With laughter in her voice, she said: “I didn’t need these after all.” She was holding her little bikini bottoms. I looked at her. We both roared with laughter.

         We agreed that it had been a great day, and that my secret bathing spot had matched, and even exceeded, our expectations.

      

   


   
      
         
            You, Me and My Friend
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            You, Me and My Friend
      

            By Dante
      

         

         “Do you think Rune wants to? He said ‘Hello gorgeous!’ when he came in. I am sooo hoorny…,” she says, only half joking. I let what she says hang in the air while I set to thinking.

         Her tigerish look is lazily challenging now, her lips swollen and shiny. Her silver crucifix and Sunday school education are well hidden inside the collar of her long-armed, tight-fitting, spangly blouse. Her slender fingers drum impatiently on the table. Rune looks over at me and raises his glass of cognac. I lift mine in reply. He smiles, turning his attention to the person sitting alongside. He can’t have any idea. My wife’s always been uninhibited and fearless but tonight she’s bubbling over with lust, dreams and forbidden fantasies that she cannot - nor wishes to - hold in check.

         “That white wine was excellent. Thank you,” she says a few moments later. I have to smile. The bottle’s probably empty. She might even be well down on the second one. But she loses none of her charm or common sense when she’s had a few. She just gets even more amorous. “I don’t think I’ll go to bed quite yet,” she says, and I send a smile back. I lose all focus on the conversation I’m in the middle of. I’m hot, a little bit turned on, bulging a bit, and Gudrun at work must simply not get the idea it’s because of her. So when my wife texts “God, are you coming soon, I’m sooo hoorny tonight;)…” I use my cell phone to order a cab for fifteen minutes’ time. My pulse is racing too much for me to dance with any of the resplendent women I work with. Their smiles are far too broad. Besides, when a horny woman beckons, you go.

         Rune, who gave in his notice just over a year ago and took the trip into town so he could go to the Christmas party, is going to be sleeping on the sofa. I guess he wouldn’t have minded staying at the party but he performs a quick round of goodbye hugs and comes home with me. I am excited and quiet in the car.

         Mia, smiling and with hot, flushed cheeks, opens the door and sees us into the hallway. She smells of warm vanilla and fresh white wine. She kisses me on the cheek and lips and winks, asking if we’ve had a nice time.

         “It was nice to see everybody again,” Rune manages to say before she gives him a hug and ruffles his hair, embarrassing him sufficiently that he shuts up. She looks at him and smiles:

         “Mm, I agree, nice to see you again. Boring being on your own.” Two generous brandies are waiting for us in the lounge. “If I know you two, you haven’t thought about calling it a night just yet,” she says, tasting mine before handing it on to me:

         “Mm, scary business for an innocent little soul,” she laughs.

         Sinking down in the sofa, Rune and I tell her a bit about the party. The room is terribly warm. Mia has lit candles all round the lounge and has a music channel on the TV with the sound turned down low. She sits down beside me, nice and close, sniffs at me, smiling. She touches my face, asking if we’d been dancing much.

         “You smell of hot totty,” she smiles. Rune scoffs at the idea, saying the nicest girls weren’t even there. Mia laughs. “Don’t you mean the horniest? You know, you should’ve tried dancing with some of those nice lads. They’re always horny,” she teases. She kisses my neck, curls her arms and legs about me and purrs. She’s like a clingy kitten. Her look is dark as a predator’s, almost black and slightly scary.

         It’s not actually that late. Maybe we left the party too early after all. But it’s just as irritating every year that people’s partners are not invited, so I usually sabotage the overall impression a bit. But I go every year just the same, much to my own and Mia’s disappointment. I should quit, I think to myself, do what Rune’s done and change cities, change jobs and get better wages. Rune got shot of his woman too. That’s not something I’d do.

         Mia pours more brandy and turns the sound up on the TV. We stare at the flashy cars, the handsome guys and the sexy girls in the videos without saying anything much. I’m drowsy, and that feels just fine. Mia smells so good. She’s quite a lot younger than me and I imagine it’s her young innocence that makes her smell that way. Her soft hair tickles my neck. The tip of her tongue plays with my ear-lobe while her fingers draw little circles on my chest. She undoes a button without even being aware of it and breathes slowly and calmly in my ear. Her beautifully manicured nails are just the right length and she scratches me lazily.

         My wife’s hands are one of the sexiest, most erotic things I know of. I get the beginnings of an erection and start stroking over her back. She flashes me a smile before turning back to the American dreams. I think she looks a bit hot.

         Rune goes to have a piss. Mia watches him go, then kisses me as soon as he’s out of the room. Her mouth tastes of lipstick and white wine. I like the taste. I love this woman.

          
      

         “Hello,” she says, childishly.

         “Hello, you.”

         “Have you missed me?”

         “Mm.”

         “Me too. Horny,” she whispers.

         “I’d noticed,” I say, stroking the small of her back again, letting my other hand wander over one of her breasts. Her nipples pop up, hard and jutting like lemon drops behind her tight-fitting blouse.

          
      

         “Mmm,” she groans. “That’s nice. Go on. Touch me.”

         “So what’ve you been doing while I’ve been away,” I ask. Her hair slips through my fingers. She kisses my palm while thinking about it.

          
      

         “Changed the bedclothes. Fixed the lamp flex under the stairs and changed the windscreen wiper on your car. Drunk a little bit of wine. Booked a spa holiday in Prague in four weeks. Laid in the bathtub. Had a wank. Thought naughty thoughts.” She laughs. She’s probably made half of it up. But I don’t know which bits to believe.

         She preens on the sofa, her tongue dancing with mine, and she wilfully dribbles on my mouth. She wipes away the shine with her fingers and lets me suck them.

         “So am I getting any cock tonight, then?” she asks with a practiced wanton catch in her voice.

         “As much as you like, babe,” I say, sticking my hand down between her legs. She moans. Her jeans are almost wet from the heat coming from inside. The whole girl is smouldering. Her blouse rides up her back. Her skin is burning to the touch. I trail my index finger along her tattoo and just within the waistband of her trousers. I can’t tell if she’s wearing any panties or not. Mia strokes my erection where it’s pressing against my trousers. She smiles, winks, looks me in the eye.

          
      

         “I want to suck you,” she says.

         “Not now,” I answer.

         “That’s for me to decide,” she says, shoving her pussy against my hand. I press back. I could swear the denim actually is wet. Then I undo her top button and reach down to her silky slit. Oh yes, she’s horny alright. It doesn’t take much for me to push into her when she’s like that. My whole hand is suddenly salty and wet in an attempt to avoid just that. Mia bits her lower lip. She’s beautiful, uninhibited, ripe as a cherry in August.

          
      

         “D’you think Rune’ll go to bed soon,” she mumbles, squeezing the hidden rock in my trousers. I can feel the muscles in her pussy working against me.

         “Don’t know. What’s that got to do with anything?” I reply, undoing two of the buttons on her blouse, stroking the curves of her breasts and tickling her throat. Challenging her. There’s no more than a flicker in her eyebrows as she smiles and blinks and I just get a glimpse of one nipple before she shakes me off and straightens her clothes.

         “Would that stop you?” I continue.

         “What do you mean?” she asks quietly, her smile lurking in the background. I guess she’s thinking the same thing I am, if not more.

         “Rune’s back,” I say, pushing her away and getting up to go to the loo. Mia looks at Rune, then at me, keeps me looking at her, her head on one side, considering, unresolved. Her hair is all over the place. Her lipstick is far from perfect. And the top buttons of both her jeans and blouse are undone when I go out and my friend comes in. And that feels just fine.

         I stand waiting a long time before I’m able to piss. The blood is throbbing in my cock, hard and vigorously. I think about Mia. She’s a bit too hot sometimes, I think. I realise the thought of more than just me is what’s going through her head right now. We’ve talked about it before, just loosely, face to face in the dark in the bedroom, nothing concrete. She’d said she wasn’t against the thought of getting off with a girl if she met one who was sweet enough and willing to share. Then she’d laughed at my bulging enthusiasm and teased me with the thought of me and another man. Now I’m just looking forward to going to bed, licking her sweet pussy for a bit and asking her to suck me. I wonder if she’ll get mad if I just let it go in her mouth and go to sleep afterwards. I chuckle to myself. My dick’s been dribbling something sticky and messy. My boxers are full of it so I decide to take them off. For a few minutes, I sway about half-naked on the bathroom floor with a cock that can’t make its mind up. I can’t help but feel the friction, which is actually pretty much absent, as I smooth the slippery substance over my dick with two fingers. Of course, that makes it remain stiff even longer. I put my fingers in my mouth. It tastes naughty…just like me and Mia. My dick tastes of dick but her pussy tastes incredibly fresh and clean, almost like… warm vanilla, I think. I can never find the words to describe it.

         I finally get to empty my bladder, wash my dick, hands and face and put on some clean jeans. I’m not sober but not drunk either, just happy.

         Mia stretches her arms out towards me and smiles when I come back. Her cheeks are red as she lays her head in my lap, relaxing, chatting, watching the TV. The room is full of a gentle, friendly calm. Rune and I sip our brandies and exchange memories and trivialities. He’s my age, a really genuine bloke you can do nothing but like: Straightforward, honest, generous with compliments and full of good lines. He’s got a smile and a look about him that breeds confidence and charms everyone. Now he’s in the thirteenth month of his new job in a bigger town and already targeted to become the second in command at the company. It doesn’t surprise me.

         “Stroke me again,” Mia mumbles indistinctly. I stroke her back and shoulders and she stretches out lasciviously. Her bare feet bump into Rune at the other end of the sofa. She lays them up on top of his thighs. He grins, fingering the tattoo on her ankle and massaging her toes and the soft soles of her feet. Mia moans, saying how nice that is.

         “Two men waiting on me,” she sighs, smiling, before turning over onto her back. Her face is beaming with pleasure. I think her hand is lying just that little bit too mobile in her crotch. Neither Rune nor I say anything. We gawk at the music videos, touching Mia, cautiously and in harmless places, but there’s something in the situation that nevertheless strikes me as loaded and potent. I guess Mia knows exactly what she’s doing. Rune’s a good old mate but nothing more. But now, there he is massaging my wife’s sweet naked little toes.

         Rune’s cellphone rings. He’s dating some blond cutie that works at some radio station or another. She’s out on the town, obviously in a good mood, and missing him. Rune rolls his eyes and we giggle. Mia turns over again, resting her head on my stomach for a few minutes. Then one slender hand starts creeping slowly up my thigh, almost as if by chance. She undoes the buttons of my jeans, slowly, again as if by chance, but is not particularly surprised to find I am naked underneath. I don’t say anything, keep staring at the TV, holding my breath. Of course my erection is back in a flash. Mia closes her hand around my dick and squeezes, her breath moist and hot. Her eyes are closed. My erection grows with every heartbeat until it almost separates her lips by its own accord and slips inside. Mia often says how she loves to suck cock and she loves to suck cock often, so I guess it knows the way.

         I have a thousand thoughts in my head.

         Everything is happening so calmly, so naturally and almost as a matter of course: She’s resting in my lap on a Saturday evening and suddenly my hardening, throbbing cock is a few centimetres inside her mouth. And it feels perfectly OK. Rune doesn’t realise what’s happening until a pent-up load of shiny, salt pre-cum floods onto Mia’s tongue, who gasps. The taste of my horniness always turns her on. Rune swallows heavily, his answers to the radio voice becoming, if anything, even briefer. Mia gives him a quick glance before turning round to get a better angle and beginning to pump up and down wonderfully slowly on my dick. My dick and her lips, covered with sweet saliva and salt pre-cum, are as slippery as each other. I feel that I’m not in control, that this is not a situation that I’ve wished for but Mia, as I said, is not drunk, only her senses are heightened. And this is her choice, so I just enjoy it. Mia moans and sucks. She’s enjoying it too, just as much as I am. She’s very aware that Rune is watching and sucking me as if for a camera that is not there, for an audience, in slow, gracious, choreographed movements, making sure that her hair does not obstruct the field of view. All the same, she eventually tears herself away and sits up, brushing her fringe into place and smiling. She tastes salty and is terribly slippery when she kisses me. I notice that the male taste is a turn-on rather than anything else.

          
      

         “Love you,” she whispers.

         “Love you,” I reply. She looks at me for a long, long time. I touch her face. She is soft as velvet.

          
      

         “Is that a yes?” she asks. Then she clambers over to Rune, who says he has to go now and rings off.

         “I said touch me again, didn’t I?” she whispers, taking his phone and laying it carefully on the table. Rune stares at her and swallows. He’s like turned to stone. Was he touching her while I was in the bathroom? Okay, I think. So all taboos have now gone out the window.

         “I want both of you,” Mia continues. And there you have it. She kisses Rune shamelessly. Slowly, deeply, intensely. As if I wasn’t there, as if I wasn’t hers and she wasn’t mine: The ring on her finger unites our hearts, not our bodies. I can see that he’s responding, hesitantly, but he is responding. His tongue separates her lips and the sounds Mia makes in response come from way down inside. She pauses, stroking the hair from his forehead. Asks with a smile if he’s alright. Rune takes a deep breath and glances at me. I raise my glass towards him. It actually feels perfectly OK, not dangerous, just unbelievably exciting and flattering: That the trust and love between us is so strong that we can let this happen, I think. And then it’s like Rune comes to life: He puts his hands around Mia’s lovely, tight bottom and holds her as she begins to kiss him again, licking his lips with her soft tongue, tracing his cupid’s bow and stroking his cheeks with the pads of her thumbs. She loves kissing and is very good at it. Their intimacy makes me feel dizzy.

         “Just relax and enjoy it,” she whispers before sliding down onto her knees and undoing his trousers. It happens in one long, well-studied, gracious movement. Rune closes his eyes, holds his breath, thinking that it can’t be true and that we’re just dreaming, and his substantial cock draws an elegant half-circle from lying semi-erect and throbbing against his thigh to it slaps heavily and beautifully against his stomach. His dick’s bigger than mine, both thicker and longer. It’s beautifully proportioned and has a nice, spicy colour, slightly darker than the rest of him. It pulses. Mia smiles. I know she loves cocks like that. She doesn’t say a word, just begins to wank him slowly. His secretions bubble up, lubricating both him and her. Her fine, slender fingers glisten with pre-cum and sinfulness. A wrinkle of concentration appears on her forehead. I’m harder than I thought was possible, in the middle of a fantasy I didn’t know I could have.

          
      

         Mia’s in her own world now, focussing all her attention on the manhood she’s holding in her hands. She licks every inch of his uncouth cock and balls. She sends me a smile as she uses both hands on him, lifting his ball-bag while caressing the head of his cock, sweeping his anus with a broad, flat tongue, dribbling over his cock until it’s wet with saliva and looking steadfastly in his eyes. She wanks him with unpredictable rhythms and varying degrees of firmness. I know exactly how wonderfully she can do it. It surprises me how long Rune manages to hold out, silent and motionless.

         Mia then gasps in surprise when his cock suddenly stiffens, arching in a bow towards her, and she quickly takes him back into her open mouth. I see his prick throb, pumping sperm into my wife’s mouth in heavy, powerful pulses that she has no chance of swallowing. It trickles from the corners of her mouth, runs down the shaft of his cock onto his stomach, trousers and boxers. I swallow. My mouth is dry.

          
      

         Just immediate pleasure, I think. Mia smiles, looks up at Rune, her eyes dark, her forehead sweaty.

         “Fantastic”, she whispers, drooling, then laughs, swallows and laps it up. She says she loves the taste and sensation of cum in her mouth, the fullness and naughtiness of it. She kisses Rune but he turns away, clearly not too interested in sharing the experience. He reaches for his brandy glass. Of course he does, I think half-dazed: Isn’t a good brandy the perfect complement to a fabulous blow job?

         “Mm, come here”, Mia says, bending towards me. She crawls onto my lap, kissing, dribbling, smearing my friend’s sperm all over my mouth, licking it off, making a real mess. She is slippery, salty and hot. The taste hits me in the belly like a punch of shameless lust: That’s so sexy! There’s a sticky white mess on Mia’s cheek and a drop of cum on her long fake eyelashes. Her jeans hang around her knees. She’s not wearing any panties and she’s smoothly shaved for the occasion. She is unbearably mischievous and tantalising. and my mouth no longer feels dry.

         “You see how good he tastes?” she says with a teasing smile. I just nod, slightly shocked over the feeling of another man’s sperm but wildly excited by the whole situation: the forbidden, disgracing taboo of seeing her suck someone else to orgasm, the inflammatory, flattering kick of watching her take control and direct her own fantasy. She must’ve been thinking more about this than she’s let on. And that turns me on more than I had any idea of. Rune can see right into her pussy; her tight little purple-brown bum-hole must be looking straight at him. Mia now closes her hand around my cock, kissing me more deeply. She gasps when she feels how hard it is and that I’m right on the edge. She claws at my neck, making out like a teenager. Then she’s purring, proud and happy as I come too from the motions of her playful tongue and her gentle but decisive hand on my cock. I come quickly, intensely, like rain in July, like a geyser, in thick viscous streams of silver as she wanks every last drop over the arms and front of her blouse.

         Later, she rides Rune on the sofa, kissing away his questions about condoms, straddling him and sinking down, inch by inch, until he’s rooted in her pussy and she’s hanging on his proud cock and shimmying. Her jeans slip to the floor, her blouse still flapping loosely around her. Rune fiddles with the buttons but before he manages to undo them she pushes him back, sinking right down to the bottom of his stiff dick once more and demanding his concentration. His pulse throbs in her eyes. She milks him with her pussy muscles, begging him to rub her clit. Rune moans, Mia moans, I moan and start becoming hard again. She puts her arms around his neck and rides him slowly, whispering provocatively in his ear. She licks his face, small, sweet orgasms constantly rippling through her. She smiles and winks at me while praising his construction and size, saying how he’s hitting something inside her that is tickling her so deliciously.

         Rune is serious and concentrated, pressing Mia as far down onto his cock as he can, teasing me, her and himself with a moist finger circling her bum-hole. Mia gasps. It’s quite clear that she’s not averse to the idea - but not yet. She wants to lie on her back on the sofa first, have him on top of her while I caress her too. I get undressed and find her mouth with mine. I need something I’m familiar with, I think, as the situation is more than unfamiliar to say the least. But now Mia tastes completely different. Maybe it’s just the after-shave on her cheeks and lips getting to me or perhaps the taste is as abstract as forbidden fruit. I kiss her neck and stroke her breasts outside her bra while Rune spreads her thighs and pushes into her again. Mia gulps. He’s big. He’s determined. He’s forbidden and deep inside her pussy.

         “Kiss,” she says, whispering into my neck as I pull her bra off and start licking her small breasts. The buds of her nipples are sweet and stiff. I don’t understand what she means and kiss her mouth. “You two. Kiss.” Her fingers flutter teasingly around my bum-crack. She’s sticky and I’m sweaty. It’s all dangerously slippery.

         “I want to see you kiss,” she says again, smiling, and gasping when Rune pushes even further into her. It looks wildly crude, that big dick kind of splitting the folds of skin from each other and bursting into her beautiful, shaven pussy.

         “Kiss my man,” she says to Rune, who just nods and keeps pumping away, wild and purposeful in his bluer-than-blue eyes. He’s sweaty and his fringe all tousled. He hasn’t said a word since Mia pulled my dick out. He won’t meet my look. His mouth is swollen from having kissed Mia so much. His skin shines with heat and excitement. He has small, wet traces from my wife’s mouth over his chest, upper arms and neck. He’s handsome, I can see that, and he’s my best friend, and after tonight we won’t have many secrets from each other, but still. The thought of kissing another man is weird and scary. All the same, there is something exciting about it. One thing is that Mia’s asking us to do it. And if I’m actually going to start snogging with a man, then he’d have to be handsome, masculine and, not least, a genuine bloke. Not unlike Rune, I think before I stop thinking.

         Mia takes my stiff cock in her mouth, sucking, wanking, licking, gently as a shy teenage girl. But she is the one in full control, over both what she’s doing and the two of us boys.

         I put my arm around his waist and find his nipple with my mouth. It tastes of fruit drops and something salty and forbidden. It swells and hardens against my tongue. Rune sighs with pleasure. Mia stares bewitched at my mouth and the nipple I’m sucking. There’s a sticky thread of spit hanging between us. My fingers dance about his hips. And it feels perfectly OK. The play of his muscles beneath his skin is quite different from how it is with Mia. His chest muscles vibrate against my cheek, his bottom is warm, tight, hairless and good to the touch. It’s a fascinating experience, being aware of his physical strength, like that of a sleeping bear, and the feeling that he’s measurably more man than I am. I feel looked after, protected, safe together with him now. I feel his hand on my back. It’s light, pleasant. I can feel the taste of his skin on my tongue. So scary, so fucking sexy. Of course it’s very similar to kissing girl’s skin, just as it’s completely different. He smells good, masculine, strongly spicy. Like burned orange-peel and cinnamon and, far away, a hint of the sunny, fiery brandy he has been drinking. My nose is wet from his sweat.

         “So sexy,” Mia whispers with a broad smile. She rubs her clit and lets each of us lick her fingers clean in turn. Rune is not thrusting so much into her now, just sliding calmly backwards and forwards, a few inches in then sliding back out. Most of his cock remains outside her. I can’t help but think how handsome he is, his erection so coarse and proud, his body muscular and perfect in every way. I kiss him behind his ear and lick his neck. His skin gets goose-bumps, the hairs rising from his hips and up across his whole body. He moans, turns his face towards me, meets my eye. Mia holds her breath.

         The I chicken out, saying I have to go to the loo again.

         I can’t piss. I don’t need to either. I don’t manage to collect my thoughts before Mia calls for me. Like a blind dog, I just follow wherever she wants. In a trance, I let her suck me stiff again while she’s being fucked by someone else. Rune takes her like a practiced porn actor, purposeful yet affectionate, crude and beautiful and unbelievably sexy. By now, it must be forty degrees in the lounge. Mia plays with my anus, teasing and tickling. She licks me, making my bum-hole sticky and receptive. It’s just the best thing in the world. I have the stiffest cock imaginable in no time. Her fingers slip inside me, very carefully so she doesn’t tear me with her nails. She’s using two fingers, I think. It’s so good, I’m almost like singing the Hallelujah Chorus. Then I kiss her mouth, her eyes, ears and hands. She smiles, saying how great she thinks I am, how much she loves me, how she’s missed me.

         When Rune finally comes, he empties himself into her. Mia gasps in time with the visible convulsions in and around his prick. She loves feeling it spurt inside her, she says. I’m rock hard again and more than ready to push into her, to take over, but Mia says she needs to take a break, she’s tired and drunk. And then it all runs out of her as she slips off Rune. Some really thick strings of white sperm ooze from her pink flower and dribble down her sun-tanned thighs.

         She laughs. With a teasing wink, she drinks a mouthful of white wine.

         “Come here,” she smiles. We kiss. It’s still a bit weird to find how her face smells of another man. But that feels just fine. Mia strokes her hands over me, kissing, sucking, enjoying herself.

         “Lick me,” she commands, and like a servant, like a robot, like a slave I obey, licking that freshly fucked pussy tasting of cock. My head is burning and spinning with desire and arousal. Mia gasps and swears when I suck her clit into my mouth and play with it with my tongue. Her pussy pulses, just like my cock does during a blow job, and in the same way small gobbets of spunk squeeze out of her. I swallow, stiffening once more from the intoxication of it all. Mia comes again, as if to say there’s never any point in counting orgasms.

         Then she grabs my stiffy and says she wants me and Rune together.

         “After,” she adds.

         Stubble rasps against my lips. His tongue is every bit as soft as Mia’s. He kisses beautifully. His mouth tastes of brandy and pussy. With eyes closed, he wrestles me backwards on the sofa. My senses work as hard as they can to take everything in: HIs muscles against my body, the velvety hardness of his cock, the pre-cum oozing from my dick, the material on the sofa sticking to my back and bottom, his hands around my waist, the smells, the sounds. He gasps and moans. Not many men make such cries of pleasure, I’ve heard. Mia sits down beside us, two fingers inside her while the others dance over her clit and down her slit until she comes and comes. Her slender fingers shine with happiness. I hear a gushing sound and guess there’s going to be a dark patch on the sofa. Rune kisses and thrusts. I feel a horniness from the dawn of time seething in my veins. My thighs slide apart of their own free will. And when Mia rubs herself off to yet another delightful little orgasm, I’m almost there too. Rune pokes his wonderful stiff cock against mine and then further back. His cock head teases my bum, perineum and anus. We make out like lovers, my body answering his rhythm with counter thrusts and expectation. Mia damns us for being so fucking gorgeous and sexy and falls off the sofa with a shriek. She laughs. Cursing and grinning, she crawls back up, kissing us by turns or together. She calls us the horniest, loveliest dirty bastards she’s ever met and we laugh too.

         But then she’s dead serious when she asks us to fuck one another. She says I can take Rune first. Her eyes are burning. Her lips glisten, sweet and sinful. The smile is still there but it’s clear she’s deadly serious. This is her deepest, most secret fantasy and fetish that she’s never shared with anyone, not even me. I wish I only could have done what she asked. I’ve been imagining it in short glimpses, blacklight flashes and stroboscopic stills since she began touching me a couple of hours ago: Rune lying on his stomach on the sofa while I spread his thighs and Mia licks his behind, making him ready, She lubricates my stiff cock with her saliva and other secretions and steers it towards his anus but it’s not possible. She licks him more, getting him to relax and moan with every strafe of her light, flickering tongue tip, because she’s decided it’s going to happen, I’m going to fuck him, a man. She wants to watch us fuck until I come in his arse and his cock uncontrollably pumps his cum all over the lounge, swapping afterwards and finally the two of us taking her at the same time as if we were lovers, brothers, all three of us shipwrecked souls on a deserted island far away from any trade routes.

         But Rune cops out. It’s no go. Mia has penetrated him with half her index finger and is licking a second when Rune groans and begs to be let off the hook. The despair is clear in his eyes. It’s obvious he too wanted to fulfil my wife’s dreams but here his ring muscle gets the better of his will.

         So he sucks me off instead. I feel almost faint at the mental aspect - at Mia’s bidding and with no hint of hesitation - of his taking my stiff cock in his hand, closing his full lips around it and blowing me to heaven. His rhythm is unvaried and irresistible, determined and powerful. Mia rubs her clit, moaning, her face almost bumping into Rune’s in an effort to see, smell, taste and share. They kiss. Rune’s eyes open. Mia is all but cheering him on. She licks his neck and fingers my bum. Then shoves her pussy in my face and tells me to find her most secret places. Her flower is swollen and sticky with nectar. My fingers slide around inside her until she gasps and slides back to Rune, begging me to come. She wants to see me spurt, deliver. I don’t know what it is. Maybe the excitement is too intense, the brandy too expensive or Rune too good a mate. But I just can’t come. No matter how gorgeous and wicked everything is, no matter how technically perfect his blow job. I’m hornier than I have ever been before, but maybe that’s the problem too.

         So Mia takes over. It takes ten seconds before I fill her mouth for the second time. It’s so simple, so straightforward: She puts her hands around my cock and kisses the tip. She looks at me and blinks. Her pulse throbs against me. It feels like my heart will explode. My sperm pumps into her smiling mouth and she swallows, gasps and thanks me. She kisses me with her mouth full.

         I love you, Mia. And it feels perfectly OK.
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            The Architect, Me and the Bartender
      

            By Connie K.
      

         

         I lock my bike to a lamp-post. My thighs are wet. Typical me to put a skirt on when it’s raining like it is now.

         I see him in the broad mirror hanging over the hotel steps. He’s sitting up there on the other side. I see him and know that I’ve seen him before. Somewhere. I don’t know where. I can’t remember where it was I’ve seen him but I recognise him. A middle-aged man, loose-fitting suit, briefcase, powerful hands, authority. Was it on a train, perhaps? On a train a long time ago, him sitting opposite me and telling me about his job, and my knees bumping into his and having to look out the window because the sucking feeling below me became way too much. Too hot. He was an architect or something but with the hands of a builder. I had to turn away. There were other people sitting on the train too. When I looked at his lips, it was like I could physically feel them against my body. I had to turn away and look out. Had to look out when he shifted in his seat because my hands trembled with the desire to rest on his thigh, feel the material of his trousers, stroke upwards. I had to look out.

          
      

         “Are you going far?” he asked me.

         “A way.”

         “I’m getting off at the next station,” he said, holding my look with his eyes.

          
      

         It’s him that I can see in the mirror above the steps. It’s got to be him. I was relieved when he got off the train. I couldn’t bear it any more, what with a teenager in a Walkman on one side and a woman going for a hike in the mountains on the other. I couldn’t help myself, couldn’t stop imagining his sex, how I put my hands around it, how I felt the head of his cock against my lips.

          
      

         “Do you take the train often?” he asked as he got up.

         “Now and again.”

         “Then maybe we’ll see each other again.”

          
      

         I was relieved when he got off. And now he’s sitting up there in the hotel bar. It’s a perfectly ordinary Tuesday and I’m just popping in to give someone a message, and now I can see the architect from the train up there in the bar. I slowly turn away from the mirror and go up the next set of steps. It’s raining out, and windy. Autumn. Lots of leaves in the streets. Streetlights casting a yellow skin across the asphalt.

         There’s only him and a few others sitting n the bar. He’s sitting broad-legged in an armchair, going through some papers. Alone. When I’m inside the bar, I can’t quite remember why I’m there. I’m just standing there in the middle of the lushly carpeted floor. I can feel the softness of the carpet beneath my feet. I feel the hollow rush in my stomach, the heat and my lips swelling. I hear him leafing through his papers, laughter from one of the other tables. Otherwise, just a low murmuring.

         The bartender is standing and polishing a glass. He’s an unusually beautiful bartender. Tall, long sinuous fingers, feminine and masculine at the same time.

          
      

         “What would you like?”

         I look up, look in the mirror behind the bartender and see the architect from the train look up too. My eyes quickly meet his.

          
      

         “A little whiskey, perhaps. Is Sissel here?”

         “Sissel?”

         “The woman from the restaurant.”

          
      

         The bartender says he hasn’t seen her at work today. He’s still polishing the glass. A young man. Long limbs. Dark. Dark eyebrows. Dark blue eyes. Strong nose.

          
      

         “Don’t we know each other?”

         I jump. He’ standing close to my back behind my bar-stool. I glance up in the mirror behind the bar. The bartender shakes his head.

         “I don’t think so,” he says, “What can I get you?”

         The architect from the train allows his hand to trail over my bar-stool.

         “But we at least know each other!” he says, coming up beside me, his hand gliding round the edge of the stool. He moves closer to the bar, his hand now sliding up my thigh, high up. I jump. I need to keep a steady head, I think. I’m losing control, I think. I look at the bartender. He’s busy sorting out a whiskey for each of us. The architect from the train turns towards me, gives me my glass. “Cheers,” he says. I let the entire contents slip down my throat, feel how the heat from the liquor spreads through my body. I let myself lose control.

          
      

         “Is it possible to order room service?” the architect asks, turning to the bartender who is just on his way back after clearing some tables. The bartender stops in front of us, glancing down at the architect’s hand. I see the naked skin of his wrist. He’s tall, taller than the architect, but much slimmer.

          
      

         I press the button for the fifth floor. I am alone with the architect in the small, enclosed space.

          
      

         “Just amazing to bump into you on such a grey and miserable Tuesday,” he says.

         “It’s not every day that I’m here,” I say.

         “So what do you usually do?” he asks.

         “Well, I don’t generally meet love-sick architects in lifts,” I say, moving closer to him, brushing his lips with mine, feeling how it’s trembling inside me, feeling how he starts, pressing myself closer against him and feeling his sex against my thigh. It’s growing.

          
      

         Standing in the middle of the large hotel room is a rectangular dining table. He says he’s had it brought up so he can sit there with his PC.

         “They think I’m here on government business. The people at work do too. Everyone thinks so. But I’m here to write,” he says, “And then you need a big table.”

         The table is made of a dark wood. The varnish shines. There is nothing on it.

         “Will you alow me to feast on you?” he says. “I am decent and grown up,” he says, putting his rough hand gently behind my neck, “I don’t have any dirty thoughts.” He pulls me slowly towards him. “I love your mouth, your lips…” His other hand slides over my bottom. “I want to lick your bum, open your pussy.” His lips part. I breathe slowly, hearing his breath, heavier, his mouth slightly open. His voice is slightly rougher now, he comes closer. “Take your body in my hands and feast on you.” I am aware of his smell, the smell of a man. My nostrils widen. He comes closer. I shiver against him, feel my nipples against my sweater, feel his broad rough lips briefly rub against mine. “Eat you,” he says, and I let him lick my lips, lick my mouth. I join with his kiss, move around with him. “All of you,” he says.

          
      

         He tells the bartender just to come right in.

         “You can put the tray on the table. You know,” he says, looking at the bartender, “I haven’t had a bite to eat all day.”

         The tray is covered with sliced fruit - melon, kiwis and peaches - and meat. Beautiful pieces of steak.

         “Do you have a moment?” the architect says, looking at the bartender.

         The bartender looks at me. I move towards him. Closer.

         “We can stay for a bit, can’t we?” I say.

         The bartender nods. He looks at the architect. Nods. We’ve agreed. Just the three of us in the room, now, the three of us and a meeting. We’ve agreed without a word being said. Outside, the rain falls, the asphalt winds away like a wet snake, the wind wrestles with the trees. The bartender is like the asphalt, dark and shining. His pale marble skin against his dark clothes, his dark hair, the gleam in his eyes and those long limbs. Behind the material, the animal in him is stirring. The blood pulses in my pussy. She gulps. We stand there silently for a while, all three of us, feeling the presence of the other bodies.

         “I’ve always wanted big meals,” the architect says. “I’m not greedy, just hungry for pleasure.”

         I watch him go over to the bartender. They’re just the same height. The architect, a fully grown man, the bartender with something slightly boyish about him. One bull-necked with a wide jaw, closely cropped grey hair, a reddish hue in his skin, builder’s hands, powerful forearms and a broad back. The bartender, marble-like and cool.

         I watch how the architect takes the face of the young dark man in his hands, how he runs his tongue over his own lips before spearing the bartender with his tongue, licking him, eating him. He twists himself round and behind the young man, holding him fast and pressing his cock into the dark material of the bartender’s trousers, between his buttocks. With his hands between the bartender’s waistcoat and trousers, he opens the trouser button and lets the zip slip undone.

         The architect fixes his eyes on me. I hold his gaze, letting my hands slide under my skirt. It’s like my pussy is heaving for his fingers, for the head of his cock, for his tongue. I tighten the muscles in my sex - mustn’t go dripping everywhere - let my fingers slip beneath the top of my tights, feel the silk of my panties. I don’t dare touch her, so hot, slippery and wet.

         “Let me see.” I hear the architect’s voice. He has let the bartender’s trousers fall to the floor. Now I see his coarse hands on the waistband of the bartender’s boxer shorts, his tongue in the bartender’s ear: large, powerful and pink, like a meat-eating plant, deep within the ear of the dark young man.

         “Over by the table,” the architect points. I look at the great, shiny table. The food is lying there. The fruit, the steak. A gasp goes through me as the sex of the bartender comes into view. It’s like an Arabian horse. I hear him breathing heavily, his mouth open. He looks at me and I fall into his gaze. I lean back against the table, then push myself in across the top. I’ve got supple legs, soft brown skin on my thighs. I’m strong. I place my naked feet on the table-top, my pussy wide open - wide hot swollen open for this stallion of a cock.

         The architect sucks the young man’s ear, moans as he strokes the length of his cock, presses himself heavily against his naked buttocks, while still fully dressed himself.

         They come closer. The bartender’s cock glistens, its head the perfect shape. My tongue slides around inside my mouth. Now the architect starts steering his cock. The young man’s eyes are closed. The architect has a firm grasp around the shaft, steers it towards me.

         I gasp as the cock-head touches my clit, rotates around it, slides away between my pussy lips and back up. I gasp. Soon I’m going to burst. With the architect’s tongue in the bartender’s ear, my mouth fills with saliva. I suck my thumb, sliding it backwards and forwards in my mouth, back and forth.

         The architect plays with us, letting the young man’s cock-head prod against the opening of my pussy and just enter a touch before snatching it back out, rubbing it more rapidly now against my clit, down between my lips and back again. My pussy-opening swells. It’ll be flooding over soon. I open my eyes, look at the bartender. He looks at me. Lying in each other’s eyes, he pushes into me. Pushes that long cock deep inside me. Deep, deep. I scream out.

          
      

         “That’s it, that’s how to enjoy a long tasty meal,” the architect says. He strokes the top of his head with one hand, pushes out his chest. “Now, could anything be better?”

         He has laid out the food. The meat and the melon slices, on the broad side of the table. Knife and fork. He’s asked if we’re hungry. Not yet, we said. He’s finally taken off his jacket, is now sitting in his shirtsleeves, sitting there on the broad side of the table. I look at him, want to kiss him now. He’s not allowed to hold back any more. I want to kiss those rough lips of his now.

         He opens his mouth, bites into a piece of meat. I kneel on all fours above him. On the table. He wants me to. My palms are placed on either side of his plate. I wriggle forward, feel the steak against one of my nipples. I grab the edge of the table, hold myself there, and take his mouth in my own.

         It is the most beautiful kiss, like being folded in his hands, like feeling the whole of him envelop my body, laying inside of him and allowing him to rock me gently, feeling his cock inside me like a warm enveloping hand, rocking me in a warm dark pool towards dissolution.

         I wriggle closer, my bottom sliding up underneath me. I feel melon slices kiss my clit, my pussy lips adding spice to the meat.

         The architect takes my breasts in his hands, caresses them, lets one nipple touch his mouth, kisses it, gently sucks at that one nipple. They are dark as the meat below me.

         I notice the long sinewy marble body of the bartender come up behind me. Feel his hands take hold of my hips. He pulls me up from the luscious meal that the architect is in the middle of enjoying. Pulls my bottom towards him. I feel the slight touch of the tip of his nose in my bum crack, his lips against my buttocks. He moans.

         “D’you mind if I make out with your bottom?” he says with a light laugh. “It’s a beautiful bottom.” He strokes both his hands over my bottom and up my back. “Beautiful back.” Then back again, laying his cool body over mine. I can feel his nipples against my back. He kisses my neck, letting his fingers wander from my neck and up into my hair.

          
      

         I look at the architect.

         He lifts his wineglass, drinks slowly, wipes his mouth with a white napkin. I see that his trousers are open too now. I hunger to be down there, hunger to suck his cock, suck the architect’s safe, powerful cock.

          
      

         He leans back in his chair.

         “Ah, that did a power of good,” he says, leaning back, spreading his legs. Sitting there like that his manhood lifting in satisfaction, swelling and growing.

          
      

         I kneel on all fours like a female tiger, wanting to eat him.

         I want to slither down from his mouth onto his powerful chest, letting my nipples stroke through his chest hair, kiss his wrestler’s trunk, hold around his forceful body. The bartender is gentle, his tongue wetly circling my anus and switching up and down my bum crack as, little by little, he widens me out.

          
      

         “Maybe a softer surface would be a good idea,” the architect says, stroking one hand across the other. He pours three glasses of wine, takes me over to the bed, dims the lights a little and puts on some music, just in the background. “Now let’s take it real slow. I want to get to know all the holes and hidden depths of both of you,” he says.

         “We have a long, hot night in front of us, just the three of us.”

         Madonna?

          
      

         Lucinda X

         Her physiotherapist talked a lot about prostitution and double standards. She was inspired and wanted to start her own practice.

         Linda lay on her stomach at her physiotherapist’s, who also happened to be her good friend and childhood playmate, Jørgen. She had got a touch of tendonitis, probably from the many hours overtime she had taken on to get a little extra for herself and the three children she lived alone with.

         All the while, Jørgen spoke in measured tones about one of his favourite subjects. When he wasn’t holding courses about the working environment and stress management for businesses or the captains of industry, he had a wide and extensive clientele.

         “I see it time after time,” he went on. “Tension owing to a pent up, unsatisfactory sex life, not to mention an almost non-existent sex life, gets locked up in the body, or manifests itself as muscle cramps that become chronic in the course of time and lead to painful inflammation and an increased risk of heart attack. You’d be surprised how many of these men only live in their job when the best remedy for their health would be to have a good shag.” At the same time, he starts really kneading hard. Linda winces and asks: “Why don’t they then?”

         Jørgen runs his fingers through his hair. “Why? Why? They live through their work. They’re locked into a relationship that has run dry but is important from social and material reasons, house, car, place in the country etc. What do I know?”

         He pauses, then goes on. “One thing I do know though is that a hot-blooded woman would do more for them than I ever can.” Linda sighs. Shagging and hot-blooded partners are not exactly everyday occurrences for either, running as she does between work and her kids. She sighs again: “You mean like a prostitute or a call girl?”

         “You can call her what you like,” Jørgen replies. “Lady of pleasure, whore, tart, escort courtesan. The truth is that a woman like that could do more for these men than I can. And earned a fortune to boot.”

         “But what about the moral aspect,” Linda asks. Jørgen smiles broadly. “Don’t start with that moral business,” he replies. “D’you think it’s immoral to have sex when you’re not in a deep and intense emotional relationship? Or what about if you sell yourself on contract - lifetime contract - like marriage used to be?” “No,” replies Linda, weakly.

         “Most other services that are sold, that become professionalised, achieve increased status. The only service that I know of that doesn’t, is the sexual one. People refuse to acknowledge the sexual profession on the basis that it’s immoral. If my education wasn’t so long and hard to gain entry to, people would be able to say all I do is just ordinary massage.”

         “You can buy almost any service whatever in society today. Massage, housework, childcare, help with personal problems, advice, psychology if you’re in a crisis. Whatever you can think of, you can buy it and it’s socially accepted - with the exception of sexual services.”

         “Think about professional football. What’s so moral about a few men running round after a ball being able to earn millions?”

         Linda walked home, lost in thought. Of course she could see Jørgen’s point. At the same time she thought how she wouldn’t want a society where are interpersonal relations were professionalised. But of course that was not what Jørgen was after either. He was just making the most of the argument. Thinking about it, what’s so wrong about offering sex as a professionalised service? In the same way as other services?

         She had to admit to herself that if such an offer was available and she could afford it, she could well imagine taking up the offer in her situation. It would’ve been brilliant, actually. Dating was such a rotten game of chance which could just as easily bring terrible results as good ones. Not to mention time-consuming and stressful.

         But if there wasn’t anything available for her, maybe she could offer her own services, become a professional in the field where she burned with desire, where she knew she had endless amounts to offer. That she missed so deeply in her own life.

         She pulls herself together. What on earth is she thinking? Become a whore, tart, prostitute, the lowest of the low, do the most despicable thing possible?

         All the same, she can’t quite manage to throw the thought off. It has taken root in her, excites her. She imagines herself with a strange man who is to possess her body for some short while, who’s bought her and paid her to pleasure him. She finds the whole idea wildly arousing, that it might be her job to find a way to the stranger’s innermost fantasies, what he wants more than anything else. And at the same time she’d be getting one of the things missing from her own life, sex, and moreover getting paid for it. She slowly reaches the conclusion that Jørgen has a point.

         The next time she goes to see him, she takes a few A5 flyers that she’s had printed up with her. “Remember what we were talking about last time, Jørgen,” she asks. He smiles: “Of course I do.” “Well, I’ve been thinking about it,” she says. “Why shouldn’t the world’s oldest profession be just as good a profession as any other? And I thought I might find out.”

         “Oh?” Jørgen smiles.

         “The problem of course is coming into contact with a suitable clientele. And I thought that’s where you might be able to help me out since you’re obviously in contact with a number of prospective, needy candidates.”

         She passes him the flyers: “Maybe you’d like to give these out to possible candidates?”

         She had thought about this long and hard. Of course she knew she was very unlikely to come into contact with suitable candidates herself and that Jørgen would be risking his entire practice and almost everything else if he openly got involved in such a thing. That’s why she had taken such great care with the flyers.

         She’d found a photo from last summer that she was pretty happy with and altered so it appeared as a negative. The result showed an attractive but unrecognisable woman. She’d added a text over and around the picture, a text that had caused her a bit of a headache. It said:

         
            “SEXUAL HEALING
      

            Lacking sexual satisfaction?
      

            Madonna, professional healer,
      

            with warm, sensitive hands,
      

            intuition and empathy,
      

            can help you, guaranteed!
      

            Take contact for an appointment or information.”
      

         

         At the bottom, she had given an unregistered cellphone number.

         Jørgen grins: “Must say you don’t waste any time. And you’re sure this is what you want?” She nods: “Can you help me?”

         “Help you,” he asks. “It’d be a pleasure to pass these on to a few selected persons, as a personal service. Have a little word in their ear maybe.” His eyes wander admiringly over her body. She knew at that moment that if he wasn’t so happily and stably married, they could have become lovers.

         Back home, she excitedly clasped the old cellphone that she’d put the card with the unregistered number into. It was stupid, of course, she’d only just got home. How could Jørgen have managed to pass on her flyers to any suitable candidates?

         A week later, she’d nearly given up on the whole project. She’s doing some washing in the kitchen when the old phone suddenly starts ringing. Quickly drying her hands, she runs into her bedroom. “Hello, this is Madonna? Can I help you?”

         “Hello?” She hears a man’s voice. “I’ve been given your telephone number.”

         “Very good,” she replies. “What can I call you?”

         “You can call me Stein,” the man’s voice answers, then goes on: “Is this what I think it is?” Madonna laughs: “That depends what you think it is, but I guess so. If you like, we can meet up somewhere with no obligations and see if we like each other?” They agree a time and place for the next day.

         Linda can feel the arousal fizzing inside her. She dances a few steps around the lounge. She is very excited. Something inside her knows that she’s taking a step that most people would condemn her for. At the same time, she knows that she wants to go through with it. She can’t live for the sake of others’ approval just to have a gravestone with the inscription: She was always respectable. She just can’t be bothered with that anymore! Weird though, that men can buy sexual services and still be regarded as good citizens while the women who sell those services are looked down on as pariahs.

         Anyway, the things she was about to do would be accepted by most people in society today. At least, if she wasn’t getting paid for them.

         The next afternoon, she leaves the house wearing her coat and high-heeled boots like a thousand times before. Under her long coat, she’s wearing an extremely short skirt, a blouse with a plunging neckline under her jacket, stay-up tights under her thick leggings and minimal but exclusive underwear. She could have been going to work but was able to change her looks in just a few seconds to become exceptionally bold and challenging. Her face is pleasantly, discreetly made-up, her hair pinned up.

         She feels her excitement, that slight arousal. There’s a thrill in her hips and she lets them live their own life as she walks along. She’s aware of thrusting her breasts forwards so that the material tightens against her nipples. She knows how swollen she is. Not just a little wet either.

         A friendly-looking man is standing outside the agreed pub, which is beside a large hotel. He takes her arm, asking: “Madonna?” He has a pleasant voice. When she nods confirmation, he leads her into the almost empty pub where they sit at an inconspicuous table. The man fetches drinks before sitting down. They look a little more closely at each other, smile at each other, raise their glasses.

         The air seems almost electric between them.

         “You know Jørgen very well,” she asks. The man nods: “Yes, I have every confidence in him. Otherwise I’d never have dared to do this, even though I’ve thought about it loads of times.” “Same here,” she responds, then goes on: “So you’ve never done anything like this before? Neither have I.”

         They raise their glasses again. “Well,” she asks: “Do you want to move on?” Their eyes meet. The forcefield between them seems almost physical. They toast again. They smile to one another, leaning back a little to relieve some of the excitement which is getting almost unbearable.

         “I have a busy life,” he begins. “I’m married, but even though we allow each other to be free, it’s difficult to find the time to meet anyone. “And besides, he says, fixing his eyes upon her, “there’s something about the situation itself that turns me on. I’ve often fantasised about buying a woman, owning her body, about her having to undress and be available to me. The fact that it’s raw sexuality without any ties. It makes me so horny that i can do whatever I want with you, within certain limits of course, but that I can use you as I want to, without any demands, without having to count your orgasms before I come myself.”

         “At the same time, I’m a modern man. I respect women as equals. And maybe that’s exactly why, in a time when almost anything is allowed, that this is still the ultimate taboo.” He laughs, then continues: “I want to own you, take you shamelessly and with no inhibitions, see you give yourself to me, on my terms, with no demands, use you just the way I feel like it.”

         She trembles, feeling his words like a physical touch. The situation is making her unbelievably hot. Not saying a word, she takes out her ‘menu’, a price-list she’s made like one she’s seen on a Danish website. She hands it over to him. He reads it, smiles appreciatively and says: “I’ll have no. 6. Shall we?”

         She follows him in silence up to his hotel room. She’s aware she’s finding it difficult walking, like her legs can’t quite carry her. Is she really doing this? Is this what she really wants? She is a knot of nerves, excitement and horniness. She can’t ever remember being so horny. That’s the truth of it. Will he be satisfied with her?

         He unlocks the hotel-room door, opens it and politely allows her to go in first. As if dreaming, she steps across the threshold to her new life. It’s the point of no return because what she’s about to do will change her forever. It can never be undone.

         She walks into the room, then stands there somewhat flummoxed, not quite sure what to do with herself. It’s a typical hotel room. A big bed, a large mirror with a little telephone table carrying writing materials and hotel information in front of it, a TV, two chairs and a tiny table standing between them by the window. Now what?

         He hangs up his outer clothes, reappears in his stockinged feet, just wearing his shirt and trousers. He takes out his wallet, puts the agreed amount on the little table in front of the mirror and sits down on the edge of the bed so that he’s able to lean on the headboard and maintain a view of the whole room.

         His expression changes, becomes fixed and determined in a way. His eyes narrow, observing her, studying her carefully from top to toe. She feels how she’s moving rather uneasily.

         He leans back comfortably, straightens the pillows and says: “Now then, Madonna. Now you’re mine!”

         She feels it hard to breathe but remains standing expectantly. He persists: “I want to look at you. Go take your coat off, then stand there again.” She goes out into the little hallway, hangs her coat up, goes back to her place. When she looks over towards him, she lets out a gasp. He has undone his fly and is sitting there, leaning back comfortably with his eyes fixed upon her and slowly pulling on his stiff dick.

         “Nice, very nice,” he continues. “Take your jacket off and turn round slowly so that I can take a look at you. I want to see what I’ve bought.”

         His words sing inside her as she pulls off her very proper jacket to reveal the see-through, plunging blouse she is wearing underneath, designed more to show her off than cover her up. Beautiful, devilishly sexy but ridiculous viewed as a piece of clothing.

         She turns round slowly, feeling his gaze like hot rays upon her body.

         “Now the skirt.” The short skirt falls to the floor, leaving her standing in her waist-length blouse, her tiny little tanga giving a clear view of her supple buttocks. Then a little strip of naked skin down to her stockings and, as contrast, the coarse wool leggings emerging from her high-heeled boots to just above her knees. “Don’t stop, turn around, show yourself to me.” She does as she’s asked. Feels her panties are getting pretty wet now.

         “Now the leggings, then your blouse and bra.” She feels his gaze burning her body. Lifting one leg, she pulls the first legging down over her boot and off, then the other. Pulls the ridiculous little blouse off over her head. She reaches behind her back and undoes the bra-clip. Her bra falls to the floor. Her small but rounded breasts pop out. She stands there wearing nothing but her tanga, stockings and boots. Turns around slowly.

         “Panties off, hen stand there with your legs apart. I want to inspect my purchase.” She stands there as if nailed to the floor, feeling her breasts budding, her sex swelling.

         He goes over to her. Goes behind her, clasps her breasts. Feels her behind. Puts his hand over her pussy and presses a couple of fingers between the lips. “Pretty wet. Is she a touch horny perhaps?” When she doesn’t answer: “Are you horny?” “Yes, I’m horny,” she manages to say. “Good. That’s how it should be. A horny nice pussy. Nicely shaved too.”

         He takes his hand away, stroking the shiny wet fingers across her lips. She opens her mouth, licks her lips clean. “Does she taste good?” “Yes, I taste good.”

         He steps back a little, takes hold of her hair-clip, undoing it so that her hair falls down over her shoulders. Then he grabs her hair and pushes her down to her knees, pressing her face towards his cock, something which doesn’t exactly make her any less horny. She can feel herself dripping.

         He lets go his grasp, saying: “Suck me.” She grabs hold of his cock. It’s stiff, silky smooth and hard as rock. She brushes the tip with her lips. Sucks up the shining drop that has formed there. Mmm. Then she opens her lips and gently kisses the head of his cock. Lets it slide a little into her mouth to wet it a little. Licks along the shaft. Then she takes it into her mouth, letting her tongue play along the underside, along the groove. She notices him gasp. Embarrassingly aware that she is kneeling in front of him dressed in nothing but stockings and boots, and that he is quite at liberty to observe her in that position while he stands there still dressed and lets her service him, she slowly begins to move her head up and down over his cock while cradling it with her tongue.

         She feels how it grows in her mouth, tries to follow his responses towards what he likes best. Gradually becomes aware of how her own mouth is beginning to swell from the friction, as if from a long, deep kiss. Lovely… And then, enjoying it, she really begins fucking him with her mouth.

         Suddenly, he grabs her hair again, pulls her head towards him, holds it tight while fucking her in the mouth, thrusting quickly and determinedly in and out of her mouth while squeezing one of her nipples with the other hand. She feels like she’s falling, she grasps round him helplessly while the waves of her orgasm stream through her. Coming back to her senses, she is like a rag around his legs, his cock deep in her mouth.

         He pulls out, laughing: “I thought I was the one getting serviced here? You’re one horny little fuckbag, aren’t you?” She smiles back helplessly. “I guess I am.” “Fantastic,” he laughs back. He jumps onto the bed: “So come here and ride me, my beautiful little whore. It’s time you put in some work for your money.”

         Climbing onto the bed, she squats down and straddles him. Let’s his cock slide into her dripping wet pussy. Rises up, feeling her pussy lips sucking hard on his cock head, slides back down, rises up, unable to stop the quivering in her body, the gasps which escape her lips, but controlling herself, riding and riding. He reaches around her, pulling her into him, holding her in a grip like iron and thrusting into her, fast and hard. She loses all control, the waves ride and shake her. It seems like they will never stop.

         He pulls out from her once more. “We’re not quite finished yet. Down on all fours.” She does so. He moves behind her, sticks a couple of fingers into her pussy, smearing the moisture backwards, rubbing around her rear opening and massaging her ring. She moans, she can feel herself opening. He easily slips more fingers inside her. Then, swapping them for his cock, he forcefully pushes it inside her. She moans again. He presses all the way into her, to the very root of his cock. She can feel his pubic hair against her bottom, and his balls.

         He keeps still just for a second, then begins fucking her, rhythmically, so his balls slap against her. It’s clear that he’s on the way towards one big release. She meets every thrust as well as she can until he comes with a roar inside her.

         He pulls her down with him onto the bed. They lie there panting. A long time. He pulls out from her, laughing. She laughs back: “That must be the fuck of the century.”

         “It appears we’ve ben very lucky,” he grins. “Would you like me as a regular customer? It seems I could do with a lover, and you seem to have what it takes to satisfy a man.”

         Happy and satisfied, she wanders through the streets on her way home. She has finally found a profession she can really put her heart and soul into. Where she can really realise herself. Realise her talent. In the world’s oldest profession. So looked down on. So misunderstood.

         The act of love is an art. You need to develop your erotic skills to be a professional. It’s no good just opening your legs You have to use every last bit of yourself.

         She knows that not all meeting will be like this one. Here, she had got just as much out of it as he had. But so what? One thing at a time. She’d had a flying start and enjoyed the sweet feeling of satisfaction streaming through her body like the rush of victory.

         She sends a grateful thought to Jørgen. Looks forward to telling him about that evening’s adventure. Who knows, maybe she’ll offer him a free ride as a thankyou? Now that she’s a professional? Linda smiles.
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