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         The evening was chilly, and she would have to stick with her thick faux fur jacket for another few weeks before moving on to her thinner leather jacket. While she was waiting, she picked her mobile up and scrolled through the never-ending stream of Facebook posts. She had time to think that she ought to tell one of her friends where she was and what she was about to do, when he suddenly appeared in front of her. She felt his presence before she spotted him, like a potent force that pressed against her and enveloped all her senses. He said her name with a soft accent, which didn’t divulge where he came from. He was tall, so she had to lean her head back to look him in the eye. She gazed up at him and met his dark eyes, full of promises. When they hugged, she inhaled his masculine scent of coconut and had a strong desire to stay in his arms. 

         Side by side, they walked into the grand lobby, her high heels  loudly clicking against the marble floor and the fragrance from the colourful flower bouquets lined up on the reception desk filling the air with a sweet, fresh scent of spring, which was sadly not reflected in the dreary April weather outside. 

         He pressed the button for the elevator and let her step into the narrow space before following her inside. His body filled the cubicle. Her hormones danced around in her stomach and made her all dizzy. Their eyes met and his penetrating greenish-brown gaze made her weak in the knees. Apart from models and actors, who in this world was blessed with that sort of eyes? A TV screen or a portrait in a glossy magazine could be artificially manipulated and photoshopped, but he was for real. As far as she was concerned, he was gorgeous and she wanted to lick him, kiss him, bite and devour every single bit of him. 

         He stretched past her and held the door open that led to the bar. The gesture seemed rehearsed; polite, but old-fashioned. She couldn’t quite decide how she felt about that. She had arms of her own and was perfectly capable of opening her own door, but it was also rather nice to be treated with kindness and consideration. Treated as though she was someone who didn’t need to open her own door. It was exhilarating, and a tingle rushed through her body. 

         They both ordered a cocktail, which seemed like a suitable choice for this occasion. A strong drink with beautiful garnish. The waiter entered the amount into the till and handed the card reader to him without asking whether they wished to pay separately. That very rarely happened to her, and she was about to object, but then reminded herself that he was approaching fifty and had worked his whole life, while she was still at Uni, surviving on student loans. He could afford to buy her a drink and it was okay for her to accept. 

         Scanning the elegant bar, she noticed it was full of fashionable couples and colleagues wearing smart suits. On any other occasion she would’ve felt out of place in this sort of bar, as she was used to socialising with other students, but today she had gone all out, put on a dress that really hugged her curvaceous body, wore smoky eye makeup and red lipstick. She looked good and felt incredibly sexy as she walked through the bar with him behind her. I hope he’s taking a good look at my bum. 

         When they sat down next to each other on a soft, comfy sofa in one of the quieter corners of the rather noisy but glamorous bar, she let her coat slowly drop from her shoulders. With ill-concealed glee, she observed how his eyes ran across her cleavage, the sight of which seemed make his whole body tense up. He fidgeted in his seat, shifted position and she imagined how his member grew, how his trousers proved too tight. 

         She felt she had power over him and that she could steer him with her sexiness, and a warm, intoxicating sense of tranquillity spread through her body. She would not normally dress so evidently sultry. Instead, she would usually pick something that showed off her curves, while covering them at the same time. Something discreet and sensuous. But this was no ordinary date; they both knew that from the onset. From the moment they matched. A twenty-five-year-old and a forty-nine-year-old. 

         She had been the first to write. She felt the need to compliment his eyes, which he then replied to. After that, she had not wasted any time, but had just blurted the question out: did he have any plans that evening? She had asked and he had accepted. 

         This – their first meeting in a public place – was just to make sure that there was real attraction, not just a dreamy version based on a photo. She quickly established that it was evident, and very much real, as the sexual tension between them was enough to make the whole room vibrate. They struggled to keep their eyes and hands off each other. He had a magnetic pull on her, and images of his athletic body popped up in her mind. 

         He looked great in his jeans and shirt, and beneath them she could just about make out a fit, muscular body with no signs of being middle-aged. The white shirt against tanned skin suited him perfectly. She chewed the straw in her whisky sour and gazed at him, probably with a look that told him exactly how much she wanted to tear his clothes off and taste him. Bite and lick his body. She wondered whether he was hairy or smooth if he was as fit as he appeared to be. 

         She tried to concentrate on their conversation. He seemed genuinely interested when he asked her questions about her life; how long she had lived in Stockholm and she had found travelling around Asia before settling down back home. He told her about his different jobs in different countries and continents and how he eventually had ended up in Sweden. But that polite chitchat was just a masquerade and a way of passing the time, so when he eventually said: “Shall we go to my place?” she shuddered with delight and bit her lip to avoid giving off a loud, yearning moan. 

          She was edgy and her nerves were running riot, but she really wanted this. Didn’t want anything as badly as touching him, feeling his hands running up and down her body, feeling him inside her. For several weeks, she had been on the verge of too-horny-to-cope. She had fantasised about older men for a while now and when they set a date, she wanted it to lead to sex. She nodded, tried to look unfazed and put her fluffy faux fur back on. 

          
   

         They had to travel a short distance on the tube to get to his flat, but she felt that in some ways that was liberating too. She was astonished by how easy it was talking to him, how young he felt. Had she not known his age, she would’ve guessed he was somewhere between thirty-five and forty. As they talked about films they’d watched recently, she took the opportunity to study his body and fantasised about what he would look like without clothes. Vivid images of his naked body, before her inner vision, and how his horniness could not be concealed; a big, throbbing cock pointed straight at her. She pressed harder against the seat to feel the vibrations as the train carriage rocked back and forth on the tracks. Her knickers were already wet, her body bursting with excitement and anticipation, and she was ready to pounce as soon as they entered his front door. 

         She looked around the carriage, studied the other passengers and wondered whether the age-gap of twenty-five years was evident. If the agenda behind their date was as explicit to the people around them as it was to them. The thought of her fellow passengers watching them made her even more exhilarated. She had never been in this kind of situation before. She was living out one of her sexual fantasies and it was sort of weird being that girl. It made her giggle. 

         When they got to his flat, she counted the seconds as he unlocked the door and, just like she had planned, she flung her arms around him the moment they stepped inside. She pulled him close and kissed him passionately. Their bodies were thrust against each other and he was just as muscular and hard as she had imagined him to be. She pressed her body against his and despite her long legs, she had to stand on tippy-toes to reach his lips properly. Their tongues encircled each other and he ran his large hands up and down her soft, curvy body. Her private parts were burning hot with desire and as she kissed this gorgeous, much older, man. It all felt surreal, like a movie scene.

         He placed his hands on her back, and with gentle strokes he carried on down to her rounded buttocks. He squeezed a little bit and pulled her towards him, pressed her against his erection. She felt quite clearly how much he wanted her. Just as much as she wanted him. She was close to pulling her dress up and her knickers to one side, to give him full access straight away. He gazed at her with an amused look on his face. 

         “Shall I give you a massage?” he asked seductively. 

         “By all means… that’d be nice…” she replied, slightly out of breath and rather surprised. She still thought he would pull her dress over her head or show her into the bedroom, but instead he let go of her bum, took a step back, and then put up a proper massage table in the middle of the living room. When she asked, he told her he was a certified massage therapist and had worked part-time as a masseur after his studying in Italy. When he asked her to take her clothes off and lie face-down on the table, she realised what a smart, calculated move this was; probably something he did once a week with different girls. But she couldn’t care less – she was about to get a full-body massage and then sex and it didn’t matter to her however thought-out this massage might be – she would enjoy every minute of it. Enjoy being treated like a princess. Enjoy leaving him to do all the work, at least initially. 

          
   

         He started with gentle caresses and tickling, feather-light strokes across her back and shoulders before he moved on to firmer kneading. He helped himself to her body, his strong hands working through every muscle group and she realised how much she needed this. She shuddered and her skin covered in goosebumps, but she tried to lie still and just relax. He used a sweet-scented oil, which helped her relax despite her desperate longing for a more intimate touch. Getting a proper professional massage from someone she really wanted to sleep with felt a bit weird. She was used to fighting off possible horny thoughts when she paid for someone to massage her, but not now. She grew wetter and wetter as his skilled hands travelled across her skin. There was no doubt he was relishing this too, enjoying touching her and kneading her naked body. There was an added layer of pleasure from not knowing where he next he would touch her and from just surrendering completely. She was at his mercy and her entire body felt like one large erogenous zone where he knew exactly what buttons to press. 

         When he started kneading her bum and the inside of her thighs, she could feel how his fingertips came closer and closer to her juicy, yearning pussy. Every now and then they would graze her labia and it was almost torturous to feel them return to her buttocks. His light fingertips teased her, cajoled her, and when he pushed his knuckles into her glutes with an almost painful force, she had to bite her hand to not stop the massage right there and then and pull him down on top of her. She spread her legs further and arched her back to make it easier for him to reach, wanting nothing more than for him to start massaging her pussy. She was lying there completely exposed, giving him free access to her. Leaving her body, mind and pleasure in his capable hands. 

         Finally, she sensed how his fingertips moved forwards and inwards and suddenly he had cupped her sex, and two fingers had slid inside her wet pussy. A husky moan escaped from her mouth and she arched her back even more, ready for more of his intimate treatment. A shudder rippled through her body and she could hear her own juiciness sloshing against his fingers when he moved around in there. She writhed back and forth on the massage table, met his fingers and pressed her Venus mound harder and faster against the massage table. She was about to turn around when he whispered lightly into her ear: “The massage is not over yet,” to which she replied: “But I’m so horny!” He laughed mischievously and slid his fingers in and out a couple of times while he sucked her earlobe. Then he went back to the normal massage treatment again. She pondered her sizzling randiness for a moment, as he worked on her calves. 

         “Do you often get horny when you massage someone? With paying customers, I mean, when you’re not supposed to be turned on,” she asked when she finally managed to open her mouth and form a full sentence instead of just uttering moans and groans. 

         “Sometimes, yes. It varies, but it is generally a better massage if I’m turned on or if we both are and there’s sexual tension in the air…”

         “Are you horny now?”

         “What do you think?”

         He appeared by her head again and she reached out to touch his cock with her hand. There it was, rock-solid just for her. She grabbed the shaft through the fabric of his trousers and refused to let go, she wanted to caress him, stroke him. For a second, she thought about what he could see. How she lay there naked on the table in front of him, moaning and writhing beneath his hands as they kneaded her muscles and touched her skin. That vision made her even hornier. She wanted to pull his trousers down right now and feel his cock in her hand. To have the cock of a forty-nine-year-old in her hand for the first time in her life. She wanted to pucker up and place her lips around his glans, flick the tip of his cock with the tip of her tongue and then see how deep she could take his thick shaft. But he put a stop to those thoughts by telling her it was time to flip over onto her back so that he could massage the front of her body too. 

         She did as she was told and turned around in a deliberately slow move. She gave him a contented smirk when he cursed at the sight of her naked breasts. He stood completely still, frozen to the ground and stared for a while before he bent down, as if in a trance, and traced her left areola with his fingertip. 

         “Are they real?”

         “They sure are the real deal, baby.” His over-sexed fascination for her body made her even more aroused. She loved how he objectified her, it made her feel powerful. She wanted nothing more than to pull him down on top of her and feel him thrust inside. Feel the hard, throbbing erection inside her own throbbing, wet pussy.

         He snapped out of the trance, but must have noticed her lack of focus, her yearning looks and more or less drooling mouth, because he placed a flannel across her eyes before he carried on with his massage. After having massaged her arms, he ran his palms across her breasts, clearly unable to keep away, seemingly as magnetically attracted to them as she was to his cock. Once more, he let one of his fingers encircle the stiff nipple once, and then his mouth was all over it. His wet tongue felt like silk as he licked the hard tip and his stubble tickled while his hands caressed her large, sensitive breasts. She was grateful for his big hands that could stroke and caress so much of her breasts at the same time. His fondling turned into firmer, almost rough kneading, moves, and her whole chest was burning with desire. The sexual arousal that flooded her system was simply irresistible and this time around, she let her hands find his fit, taut body and ran them down his shoulders, torso and then eventually grabbed onto his cock again. She enjoyed getting to touch him, to feel him, and loved the fact that he was both hard and smooth. 

         He swapped breasts and started sucking on the other nipple, while his hand wandered down her ticklish tummy and found its way back down to her wet pussy. A firm grip of his short, tidy hair helped her press his face and mouth firmly against her bosom while she lifted her pelvis and met his fingers in a nimble dance within. If she for a brief moment had thought her body had been set alight before, it was nothing in comparison to what happened now. He did everything right and she forgot that she wanted to touch him. She just leaned back and took great delight in accepting his sensuous fondling. 

         All of a sudden, her pent-up eagerness got the better of her. She was in two minds, but she pulled his mouth off her pert nipple. The kiss was deep and hot. His lips felt fabulous against hers. Their tongues played with each other and the kiss did what all great kisses do to her, although it seemed impossible, it made her even wetter. 

         She couldn’t fathom how it all happened, but in the blink of an eye, he was butt-naked and had climbed up onto the massage table, towering high and mighty over her. She admired his broad frame and relished how he with determined, swift moves lifted her hips up, held her bum firmly in his hand and placed his glans against her opening. Their eyes met and in one single, hard thrust he slid inside between her swollen labia. The sensation of how he filled her and smoothly slid down to his root was quite overwhelming. She closed her eyes to rebalance and focus, but he cupped her chin with his hand and whispered: “Look at me. I want to see your beautiful eyes.” She obeyed his wish even though she had a strong inclination to close her eyes and concentrate on the amazing sensation of enveloping him. Despite the effusive lust making it hard to keep her eyes open, she really made an effort to meet his astonishingly beautiful eyes, which made the whole experience even more powerful and better. His eyes enticed her, egged her on and accelerated her sexual pleasure further until she thought she could feel his gaze deep within her. 

         Even though he was big, he was extremely nimble and managed to get very close to her with his smooth, hairless body. She whimpered and writhed with pleasure beneath him when the bottom of his shaft and the lowest part of his torso pressed against her clitoris. It was intensely stimulating as the pressure increased on her Venus mound and she felt how she for the very first time in her life was about to come in missionary position. First off, the recognisable tingling all over her body, then her legs started shaking uncontrollably around his hips and she felt her pussy throbbing and pulsating stronger than ever before. Her clitoris was right at the centre of her world right now, and with almost fanatical moves she met his hard, confident thrusts, panted and bit his plump bottom lip and toyed with his nipples until they both came, silently screaming into each other’s mouth. 

         He slumped heavily onto her, all out of breath, and she enjoyed the weight of his body on top of her. She licked his lips until he opened his mouth and sought her tongue again. He remained inside her and she hooked her ankles around his lower back, while she fiddled with his hair and gave him a deep, intense and wet kiss. To her surprise, she noticed how his cock was slowly growing rigid inside her again and it didn’t take long before it was just as solid as before. This time they didn’t rush things, he slid in and out of her embrace and every so often he stopped furthest in so that she could give him a squeeze. She tensed all her muscles and rubbed herself against him. They pressed against one another as tightly as they could, as deep as possible, both of them had their hands on the other person’s bum. She pulled his head towards her and moaned out load into his ear. The shudder that rippled through his body almost made his cock slide out of her. 

         He pulled out and backed away a short distance while he stared cheekily at her. She slid off the massage table, turned around and bent over. She offered him her bum and waited for his reaction. What would he do now? She felt his tip against her opening. The penetration was slow and deliberate, but after a couple of unhurried moves, he picked up the pace and started thrusting faster and harder. She held on to the table, her nails scratched against the soft cover and it felt as though she held on for dear life. It didn’t take long before his hard, confident thrusts brought her right to the edge and she didn’t know what to do with her body. She arched her back even more, ground against him, eager to meet his thrusting pelvis before roaring out loud as she exploded and crashed down onto the table. He pumped in and out a few more times and then he too reached his climax and she could sense how his cock pulsated even harder inside her than before. Once again he remained inside her and didn’t pull out as soon as he had come, which really pleased her. She enjoyed being close to him, loved the fact that he kissed her all the way down her spine and ran his fingers down her arms. 

         After a short, tender massage, he lifted her weary body and carried her into his big bed. Her long, curvy body didn’t seem heavy in his arms. He placed her gently underneath the soft duvet, snuggled up behind her and held her in that spooning position all night long. Her back against his chest, his arms around her, his stubble gave her neck a nice little tickle and his warm breaths rocked her to sleep. She felt petite in his big arms, but also very safe and she slept like a baby despite the remaining desire that pumped through her body. 

         When they both came to the next morning, she could feel his hard-on resting against her buttocks. Half asleep, she started grinding against him until his glans found the perfect spot and slid inside her wetness once more.

      

   




Passion in the looking glass



Shit, shit, shit. I’m late again. Why does this keep happening to me? Now I am running down the street with a big backpack weighing me down and two canvas bags on each arm. My hair is stuck to my face, and people are staring at me when I hurry past them in an embarrassingly slow pace. It’s autumn, and the weather is very unpredictable, but right now I could be running down the street completely naked and still sweat. At least my sweat smells sweet. The scent of my shower gel and my perfume oozes from me as if I was an egg cooking away in a frying pan.
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