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  Guilty Pleasures


  Naomi had not anticipated the vision of male godliness that befel her eyes as she reached the tree line of the stream. Gazing upon his naked body as he stood knee high in the middle of the rushing brook, the clear, crisp liquid gushing out across his ripen body. Her eyes quickly blanketing over him as she took in the way his muscles rippled over his tightly packed-body. Beads of water glistened in the moonlight as they scrol ed uneasily down his toned build, only to quickly shimmer from him when he slashed his hand through the rushing tide, cutting through the water like a mythical sword, as it splashed over him in all the right places.


  She was captivated by his enchanting figure of wrought manly flesh, which stood only mere feet from her. A part of her told her to look away, that the man, the perfect specimen of man in the stream was her best friend since childhood, that she was intruding upon his privacy and yet her body refused to heed her thoughts. Her eyes refused to be drawn away as she gazed hungrily upon his slightly stirring cock, forcing her tongue to roll over the full lush outline of her lips; she could feel the heat of lust boiling up inside.


  “Mmm… yes,” Naomi moaned deeply as she felt the tip of her finger press into her drenching opening. ‘Shit…,” she whimpered as she crouched down behind a large Tree, continuing to gaze ever so erotically at her best friend as he continued to cut his hands through the rol ing tides like a razor sharpened knife through hot flesh. “What am I doing?” she thought, in a failed attempt to try and regain some composure, only to roll another two fingers inside her wetness, feeling her own slender fingers sliding into her silky opening before arching upwards against her spot, forcing her to gasp uncontrollably as she continued to observe him.
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