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  Joyful Times




  The first time alone together




  It was the first time they were alone, undisturbed. Both knew what they wanted and felt the desire, but they were also both still unconfident. Will it be like they have dreamed it to be? They knew each other for several months and had kissed each other already, but this time they wanted to spend the night together and knew that they would not only sleep.




  It was afternoon only. They were in his room and they lay side by side on the bed. Wolfgang gazed at Ghyslaine’s sexy figure with full breasts, which protrude under her sweater. Uncertain, he bent over her and kissed Ghyslaine on the mouth. Her full lips opened and their tongues found each other. It was a long and passionate kiss. Gently, he shoved his hand under Ghyslaine’s sweater and felt the hard nipples of her young, full breasts there. He heard her soft moans as he tenderly stroked her breasts. She raised half and he removed her sweater.




  Intrigued, Wolfgang looked on Ghyslaine’s naked, dark brown tits and their nearly black nipples. Then he bent over it and gently kissed these beautiful nipples. Tenderly his tongue played with her nipples and he felt her shiver.




  Ghyslaine’s smooth, dark hands went under his T-Shirt and fondled him.




  Then she gently pulled his T-Shirt over his head and kissed his nipples. It felt sensational and the contrast of her dark hands on his white skin excited him even more. They caressed each other, let their hands explore their bodies, kissed and made each other lustful moan again and again.




  When Ghyslaine drove with her hand in Wolfgang's pants and tenderly rubbed his throbbing joystick, he couldn’t bear it. He gently pushed her back on the bed, from which they had half raised, took off her pants and slipped away from his jeans. A little later, also the underpants were gone. Full of expectation, Ghyslaine spread her shapely thighs, so that he could see the humid, black triangle of joy. That was what he had been waiting for a long time. The waiting was worth. Gently, he bent his head between Ghyslaine’s thighs and kissed her labia. He felt her moist lust on his lips and gently licked her clit. Then, his lips moved slowly up to her belly button, her breasts, her neck and finally her mouth. And when they kissed each other and Ghyslaine pushed her body to him, his joystick by itself found the way to paradise.
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