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         My name is Cornelia Amelia Wellz. I once found myself in between studies and work. I had no idea what was coming next. I could study and become a therapist, but that would require me to go back to high school and better my grades. Maybe I could get a job, something simple that didn’t require experience or education, to save money and then, well, maybe I could travel the world. My head was spinning from all the options. I really didn’t know. The fact was, that I was in no rush figuring it out. I mean, sure, I needed an income. I needed to pay rent and bills and buy food and clothes. No, I wouldn’t get anywhere without an income. And I really didn’t want to live off of my parents (my sister was doing a great job of that already).

         My friend Emilia was always positive and full of ideas, and one day she gave me some advice. For once, I listened. She was the one who got me into this.

         “Babysitter,” she said and continued: “Babysitter! You would be great at it, Cornelia.”

         Sure, I had watched my little cousins and my older cousins’ kids a couple of times and that was alright. To be honest, I probably wasn’t the best babysitter, but I was pretty good. I found it a bit difficult to feel completely relaxed with kids, though. I constantly felt like they were in charge of me, instead of the other way around. But at the same time, it felt as if my presence was enough, my efforts were good enough – and the kids seemed to appreciate me. If I would continue down this road and become a professional babysitter like Emilia suggested, the experience and confidence would come with time, of course.

         I thought about it for a while. But not for long, because I am a firm believer in trying instead of thinking. You can always change your mind later. It’s never too late, like my father always said.

         And that’s how I made up my mind. I was going to be a babysitter. But I had no idea that this decision was the start of something else, too.

         My first clients were a couple named Rockefeller-Houston. They lived in one of the fancier neighbourhoods, outside of the city. I had never been there before; I had only heard the gossip about all the rich people that lived there. I had heard some nasty rumours about stuff that always seemed to come with loads of money and people that have too much of it. The man of the house, Archie, greeted me with a firm handshake.

         “You must be the babysitter.”

         “Cornelia,” I said.

         He was tall and his eyes where blue. He had a strong jawline and his chin and nose matched it. A chiselled and beautiful face. His skin was golden-brown and his hair was almost black and combed to the side. He was wearing an apricot-coloured shirt that fit tightly over his muscular chest. And if I had to guess his age, I would say he was just over forty.

         “You’ll get to meet my wife another day,” he said to me. “If Timothy behaves, of course.”

         He smiled at me and continued talking.

         “Anabelle, my wife, is visiting her friend for a couple of days. That’s why I’m alone with Timothy. But make yourself comfortable in our home.”

         He gave me a tour of the house and showed me where I could find the fridge, the bathroom and the living room. He showed me how the TV and the stereo worked and where I could find stuff in the kitchen drawers if I wanted to cook. I felt well looked after. Still, I felt slightly nervous. Would I be able to do this?

         Just before Archie was about to leave, he said:

         “I think that’s everything, right?”

         I had to stop myself from laughing. He seemed really confused.

         “I think you’re forgetting something.”

         “Really?”

         He looked at me and then up into the ceiling to try to figure out what I was talking about.

         “Timothy!”

         Our eyes met with a smile. He looked a bit apologetic. I, on the other hand, felt more confident. Then he went to get Timothy and after he had introduced us to each other, Archie left. Timothy was a wonderful boy who told me that he liked to play video games in his room and play with the boy next door. He was polite and clever. He made jokes and challenged me a bit, without being mean or difficult. I immediately decided that I liked him a lot. But it didn’t take long before he politely, in a very adult manner, told me that he was going back to his room to play his video games.

         I was curious about this family. But most of all, I was curious about Archie. Just thinking about him made me feel slightly guilty, He was married! But at the same time, it wouldn’t hurt anyone if I explored the house a bit. He had told me to feel at home. So I did. I walked through the house, but I didn’t snoop. I didn’t even look in the drawers. That would have felt way too private, too invasive. But I saw. I looked at all the pictures on the walls. Pictures of him. Of his family. Archie was a very handsome man. He looked like the ideal husband and father. Safe, confident – irresistibly attractive. Just the kind the man that I wanted to be with but hadn’t found yet.

         The afternoon passed and night came. Timothy didn’t leave his room more than he had to. I helped him get ready for bed around nine and he went to bed pretty easily after I read him a story.

         Now I was left all alone in the house. This home that belonged to a couple of strangers. And I could do whatever I wanted. So what did I want? It would be a while until Archie got home, I knew that. So I had a lot of time to kill. I could watch a movie? I could read a book? No. Not now. I didn’t feel like it. The fact was that and idea had started to form in my head the moment I shook Archie’s hand and looked into his eyes. Every time I was reminded of it, I tried to ignore it. Not now, not here, it’s wrong, I had said to myself. Somehow, I managed to pass the time until Archie got back. But when I got home, I let go of all my inhibitions.

         I was horny. I couldn’t stop thinking about the idea from earlier. My employer made me horny. And even if the little voice in my head told me not to, I did it. I sat down on my bed and brought my hand to my crotch. I started touching myself through the fabric of my trousers. I ignored the little voice in my head. Not him, I told myself. For once, let me be someone else. For once, let me break the rules. Let me do whatever I want. Without being judged. Nobody saw me now. There were no witnesses. I was in my own home. And I decided to do it.

         I pictured Archie’s face. I unbuttoned my trousers. I put my hand inside my panties. I found my vagina and started moving my fingers in circles around the opening. My clitoris tingled from anticipation. Horniness filled me up. I let one finger slide in, then another one, then a third one. The feeling of doing something forbidden was intoxicating. I let myself go. I lay down on my back on top of the tidy bed. And I pulled my trousers down to my knees together with my panties. I closed my eyes and all I could picture was Archie, the man, the husband, the forbidden fruit, closing in on me. His lips were centimetres away from my face and his eyes were intense, hungry. He kissed my neck. My whole body was vibrating. A jolt of electricity wandered up my thighs and into my vagina. A pulsating feeling deep down in my centre grew stronger and stronger. Our lips would meet any second, He tasted like saliva, like a man. I pulled him closer. And with my fingers, which had transformed to his cock in my mind, I penetrated myself again. In my imagination, this forbidden man made love to me right there. Fucked me. Let his cock sink into me, find the deepest corners of me, and fill me in a way that only an erection can. And I welcomed him. I spread my legs and let my fingers, no, I mean his cock, go deeper and deeper. I spread my legs as wide as I could and let him into my core. When he found my G-spot, I moaned. And yes, it was such a fantastic sensation, such pleasure, that it didn’t take long for me to cum in a wild and wonderful orgasm. It filled me, filled my vagina, with the ultimate pleasure.

         And just as I felt my juices trickle out of me, I heard myself calling out his name.

         At this point, I knew I wanted more. I pushed the voice in my head further and further away and stopped thinking about what was right and what was wrong. My feelings controlled me now. And I felt so free. I was filled with a wonderful, unstoppable joy. I normally listen to that voice in my head, and it has already robbed me of so much. Now I was taking back all the things that I had stopped myself from doing before. And I felt thankful and extremely satisfied that I had taken this step – that I had finally realised this.

         My second babysitter job was for the Viggo family. I thought that I was going to babysit for another married couple, like last time, but I was wrong. I was very wrong. The man was named Loui and he was in his mid-thirties. He was divorced and had his two kids every other week. These were the kids that I was going babysit.

         Loui was attractive too, just like Archie. He was tall and dark. But his eyes were not blue, but brown. And his hair was blonde. And he wasn’t as fit as Archie. To my surprise, I found this... attractive. I liked it. Maybe this made him, the dad, look like a symbol of the reality of the life he was living? Maybe he looked just like a man who, since he became a father, had no time to go to the gym? Anyway. He was dressed nicely. He wore a pair of white trousers and an expensive polo shirt.

         And just like last time, I was horny. This time I was so horny that I had a hard time focusing on what the man said. Loui gave me a tour of the house. He told me where I could find everything (at this moment I started to realise that this was a trait that seemed pretty common when it comes to men, especially fathers – the habit of being a bit too obvious in their instructions). But I didn’t really follow what he showed me or what he said. All I saw was this man. His body. And his smile and his face and his eyes, especially his eyes. Playful, sharp and confident eyes. And his lips, smooth, beautiful, big. Plump. And his broad shoulders. And his tanned neck. And his throat. And his hands, big and strong, confident hands – that could probably do all sorts of things in all sorts of places. And he was divorced. What had happened between them? Who would be dumb enough to leave this man? Or maybe he had left his wife because... yes, why?

         “Is that okay?”

         His voice interrupted my train of thoughts. I had no idea what he was talking about.

         “Sorry, I was thinking about something else. What did you say?”

         He smiled at me. A playful smile. Had this happened to someone else in my position? Did he realise what I was thinking? Was he aware of the effect he had on me?

         “I’ll be home around ten. Not too late. The twins normally go to bed around nine.”

         “No problem,” I said. “We’ll be just fine. Have a nice night with your friends and I’ll see you after ten.”

         I took care of his kids, they were more eager to play with me than Timothy had been, and we had a good afternoon. Around nine, I read them their story and put them to bed. They fell asleep pretty quickly and I closed the door to their room and headed back downstairs.

         I sat down on the sofa. The same idea as last time popped up in my head, and this time I couldn’t stop it. Now I wanted to take it one step further. Now I wanted to touch myself – right there. It would have been cruel to myself not to, cruel to my own desire – I wanted to satisfy myself to the image of the man that owned the house I was in.

         And this sensation, this desire to do it in his home... It was something that really turned me on. It made me feel excited, triggered and alive. I was in forbidden territory. In his home. And I was experiencing feelings that were much better suited for my own home, away from others.

         I had unbuttoned the first button of my trousers and was just about to unbutton the next one when I had another idea. A lovely, sweet idea – it was so obvious.

         I buttoned my trousers again.

         Did I think about the fact that it was completely wrong and that I should stop it, hurry up and change my mind, before it was too late? No. Not there, not then. Not until later, afterwards. When I started to realise the consequences of my actions. But right there, as it happened, I didn’t care about anything but the intoxicating feeling inside of me.

         I had taken my clothes off. I had folded them in a neat pile in a corner of the room. I was completely naked. I walked into the bathroom. I always carried my makeup with me, in case I might need it. And tonight, I was happy that I did. I went all in. Rouge, eyeliner, lipstick. I freed my hair from its neat bun and let it fall over my shoulders. When I looked into the mirror, I saw a completely different person than the woman I was, just minutes earlier. Now I was a sensual version of myself. I was a version of myself that I liked and felt very sexy being. I looked at my own reflection in the mirror. My face. My body. My movements.

         And I was so beautiful. Am. So beautiful.

         I opened a drawer in the bathroom. And another one. And another one. I didn’t care if it was right or wrong. My worries about such things had left me a long time ago and now I was only following my desire and my impulses. After a while, I found a pair of huge and exclusive, and probably very expensive, earrings. I put them on, they were heavy. And they sparkled. I pulled my hair to one side, exposing the jewellery. The earrings sparkled and was everything but discrete.

         I looked at the time. He would be home any moment now. I walked upstairs and looked into the room where the kids were sleeping to make sure they did just that. Then I walked downstairs again, to the bedroom. And I sat down on the bed. And waited. The minutes felt like hours. And I knew that I would hear the sound of keys in the front door any second. The sound of the man of the house, the father, the man who paid me – Loui Viggo – enter his own home. His castle. And he would find me here. Naked. In his bed. Ready to seduce him.

         He walked through the door exactly at ten o’clock. I heard him put his bag down. I heard him walk into the kitchen. I heard him walk into his office. I heard him walk up the stairs. I heard him peeking into the twins’ room. I knew he was looking for me. He wondered where I was. I was overtaken by desire. With every step I heard, I grew hornier and hornier. I was completely naked, and I felt my blood rushing through my veins. A wave of heat spread to my vagina and the rest of my body. I wasn’t cold. My desire kept me warm and filled me with lust and longing, I wanted to feel his body against mine.

         I brought my right hand in between my legs. I got on all fours on the bed, facing the door that was still closed. He would open it any second now. When he had looked for me everywhere else in the house, he would look in the bedroom. The place where he would never expect to find me. But this was where he would find me. Naked. On my knees, on his bed. Powerful, sensual and seductive.

         I touched myself gently, carefully. I felt how hot I was. And how my juices started to trickle down my thigh, slowly. I was filled with anticipation. Soon, soon he would be here. And his cock would fill every centimetre of me, every corner of my pulsating, longing vagina.

         There was not a doubt in my mind. He wouldn’t be able to resist me. It’s very rare that a man can resist a beautiful and horny woman.

         And I was so right.

         Moments later, I heard him walk towards the bedroom door. By now, four minutes had passed from the moment I heard the keys in the door. Both my hands had found my vagina now and I thought that he must be wondering what is going on. I was waiting. Watching. I was focused.

         When the door opened, our eyes locked. Loui stopped in the doorway. Completely still. Confused. Surprised. I looked into his eyes. His gaze moved from my pussy to my eyes. Wondering. Asking. But silent. Still. Everything but his eyes was completely still. He was taking in the situation. Trying to figure out what was going on.

         “Fuck me,” I said.

         My voice was seductive, whispering, confident. And I licked my lips, wetting them with my saliva. And I waited for his body.

         I wasn’t wrong. Later in life, I would find out that I was almost never wrong. Men want me. Men want to fuck me. With force. With gratitude. They want to satisfy me, fill my body with ecstasy and give me countless, amazing orgasms. It was no different this time. No difference with Loui Viggo.

         Without a word he started to walk towards me. Staring into my eyes. I touched myself. Focused on his eyes. I saw how the confused expression in his eyes was replaced with horniness, need, hunger. And then he stood there, next to me. His thighs against the edge of the bed. I moved my hands from my vagina. Leaned towards him. I reached for his white trousers. I unbuttoned the top button, the second one, the third. He didn’t say a word. And I didn’t either. His arms were hanging on the side of his body, as if he didn’t know what to do with them. Or maybe he was busy watching me – waiting for my next move. I pulled his trousers down over his buttocks. A pair of black, tight underwear and a huge bulge appeared in front of me. A bulge that told me that his cock was huge. A hard, thick and masculine erection. Ready to fuck me. Ready to satisfy and fill me – ready to love me. I brought my head closer to his erection. I kissed him. I kissed his cock through the fabric. I kissed him once. And again. And again. His breathing turned heavier. He let the desire take over more and more. He was still silent. Then I pulled his underwear down, not with my hands and not with my fingers, but with my teeth. And for the first time, he exposed his cock, his skin, the head of his penis. Right in front of my eyes and my hungry lips. With no hesitation, I opened my mouth and closed it around his erection. I sucked him hard and deep. His cock was huge. It was already pulsating. It was strong and sturdy. And I could barely fit him in my mouth. I sucked him hungrily and couldn’t get enough. Fast. Hard. Deep. Over and over. And Loui started to moan. Moans of pleasure and the fact that his babysitter had her beautiful and painted lips around his cock. That she was naked in his bed.

         Loui brought his hands to the back of my head. He started moving my head back and forth as I sucked him. I sucked him with joy, I loved it. I took great care to reach every single spot of him. I ran my tongue along his erection. I used my lips to massage him and kiss the head of his penis. Precum started trickling out of him. It tasted salty and manly, strong and sharp. And the faster I sucked him, the hungrier I got. The hungrier I got, the faster he moved and the more I received. I ate his cock. I was blown away by the pleasure it gave me. My pussy was pulsating. Hard. Intensely. It was filled with energy, the beginning of an orgasm. And with his erection inside my eager mouth, I came. The orgasm exploded inside of me. I wanted to scream and moan. But I couldn’t, because my mouth was already full of his pulsating cock. I had never had such a great orgasm. It felt so good.

         Then I took the initiative and turned around. I pushed my ass out towards him, towards his wet and pulsating erection. I swayed back and forth, teasing him. I moved up and down and brought my ass close to him, just to pull it away again. I wanted to drive him crazy. I wanted his cock to explode. Explode from longing for me and for my wet, dripping pussy. But after a while, it probably wasn’t more than a couple of seconds, I let him penetrate me. Enter me. Fill the space of my vagina. And he filled me up good with his first thrust. He reached the deepest corners of me. And his cock filled and satisfied every part of me. Every cell. There was no distance in between the two of us. There was nothing, nothing at all, except our two bodies, his cock and my vagina. And Loui slid into me with all his force, all his desire – his whole existence. It felt like his cock was about to explode, deep inside of me. I loved it. I wanted more. More! More! And he gave it to me. More and more and more. His cock, all of it, it was wonderful. It felt so good. It was pounding, pulsating and filled with force and energy. It fucked me good. More and more. It drilled itself into me. And my pussy welcomed it. It opened wider and deeper to make more room for him. The walls of my vagina were wet and slippery. He fucked me so good. He fucked me fast, very fast. He fucked me with confidence.

         When he came, I came too. He emptied his seed over my back at the same time as an ocean opened up in between my thighs. The orgasm was electric and all the limitations of pleasure were dissolved and turned into freedom, joy – passion.

         After this, I knew. All my questions about the future were answered. I knew what to do. I knew what I wanted to do. Yes, I was going to continue. I was going to be a nanny. A babysitter. But I was not going to do it for the money. No, most of all I would do it for pleasure. I was going to fuck these men. These dads. Forbidden men in forbidden places – in their own homes and their own beds. Loui was just the beginning of the journey. The rumour spread fast. Nowadays I find myself in a new home almost every night. With a new man (sometimes a woman joins in, too). In the beginning, they always see me as an innocent, naive and prude babysitter. A babysitter that is transformed into the sensual, wild and horny woman, just a couple of hours later.

         
            Camille Bech
      

            The Concert - Erotic Short Story
      

         

      
   


   
      
         The Concert
      

         Jenny and Milena had taken the train to Malmo to attend a concert with their favourite band. It was summer, the sun was shining, and they had just passed their final exams for their Nurses’ degrees in Copenhagen. They were in a great mood, and they hadn’t got further than the train when they met a couple of guys who were on their way to the same concert, and it felt as if they were going to have a great evening. Nicholas and Jonathan were already slightly drunk when they smiled and asked if they could sit across from them.

         Jonathan was interested in Milena, and that suited Jenny just fine. She found herself very attracted to Nicholas and had to restrain herself to avoid letting her gaze stay on him too long. He was tall and handsome, his longish brown hair gathered in a ponytail, and she sat there wondering how it might look if he loosened it. She sneakily glanced at his tattoos, mostly to check if one of them contained a name. His arms covered in them, and she caught a glimpse of one at the neckline of his t-shirt as well.

         She reminded herself that she had a boyfriend already. Gustav was studying to be a doctor, and he was doing an evening shift at the hospital this weekend so that he couldn’t go with them, but that didn’t mean that she had to throw herself into the arms of someone else. She had been going out with Gustav for a year and a half, and they were doing great. They had even talked about moving in together. Since they always stayed at her flat anyway, they might as well save the money. The four of them went together from the train to the concert, which was going to take place in a stadium.

         They were all in a great mood, and Jenny didn’t think it was too strange when Nicholas’ arm was around her shoulders.

         “You’re a great girl, do you know that?”

         He looked into her brown eyes and brushed a lock of hair away from her forehead. Her long brown hair with the large curls fluttered in the wind as they walked on together towards their destination. She was wearing a short skirt and a tight shirt which accentuated her breasts, which slightly jiggled when she walked. She was slender. Not skinny, she had curves in all the right places, and her shapely legs were dancing along.

         As they were queuing at the entrance, she couldn’t see Milena and Jonathan anywhere.

         “Can I have a kiss?”

         She laughed and gave him a small peck on the lips. He was cute, and she couldn’t feel anything other than cheerful around him.

         “I’m sure you can do better than that.”

         He grabbed her shoulders and pressed his lips against hers. She knew it was wrong for her to kiss him, but the beers and the atmosphere had her in their grasp.

         “Do you have a boyfriend?” he asked when he finally let go.

         “I do.”

         “He’s lucky.”

         “Thank you, Nicholas.”

         When they got inside, he took her hand as if it was the most natural thing in the world. It didn’t bother him that she was in a relationship with someone else. They found Milena and Jonathan in the crowd of excited concert-goers; they only had eyes for one another. Nicholas and Jenny went up and stood next to them. When the music started, Nicholas had put his hands on her waist. He was standing behind her, and it felt wonderful to have him standing so close to her.

         A couple of minutes into the third song, she felt him pressing his cock against her bum. It was hard, and she could feel the warmth emanating from between her legs. They were the only two people who knew what was going on, and the thought of that excited her. He placed his hands on her stomach underneath the skimpy shirt. They felt nice and warm, and when they made their way further upwards, she didn’t do anything to stop him. She leaned blissfully against him when she felt his hands on her naked breasts. He caressed them softly, and she started breathing faster.

         She didn’t notice that he took off his hoodie so that he was only wearing a tank top. Not until he tied the hoodie around both of their waists.

         “Pull up your skirt, baby.”

         It was arousing, and she did what he told her without asking questions. She felt him pulling down her knickers, so they were right underneath her buttocks, and when she sensed him opening his jeans, she knew what was about to happen. His cock smacked against her naked buttocks when he managed to liberate it, and she willingly followed him when he lifted one of her legs slightly and slid inside her.

         “That feels fucking great,” he mumbled in her ear while the band was playing, and the other members of the audience were partying.

         She had difficulty standing. The arousal made her pussy feel as if it were on fire, and her juices were trickling down her thighs as Nicholas slowly moved back and forth. She reached back and put her arms around his neck while rocking back and forth in tune with the music. He put his hands on her breasts underneath the shirt again, and she moaned softly, feeling scared that they might get caught.

         “You are so sexy, baby... and wet.”

         He picked up the pace a little, and she felt his cock deep inside. It was big, more than she was used to, and it felt dirty and mesmerising. He stopped moving but stayed inside her, and she tried concentrating on the music while he kissed her neck and nibbled her earlobe with his teeth and lips. Jostled from all sides, he wanted her to finish, and for them to take off all their clothes and throw themselves at each other. If it hadn’t been for the risk of getting trampled, he would almost have been ready to do just that.

         He pulled out carefully. He had to wait a little while before he could button his jeans again. He made her knickers fall so that she could discreetly step out of them and leave them right there on the ground. It excited him to know that she wasn’t wearing knickers anymore. He could tell that she was clean-shaven when he let his hand slip between her legs. She was still wet, and he turned her around to face him. His eyes were shiny with alcohol and desire as he pulled her close to him and kissed her hard and greedily.

         “I want you,” he whispered.

         She rubbed against him, she felt full of unsatisfied urges, and she didn’t object when he pulled her away from the crowd and into a tall hedge.

         “Come on...”

         He pulled her toward the lavatories and hoped one of the stalls would be available. The third time was the charm, the door opened, and he pushed her into the minimalist room. When he pushed her against the wall and lifted her shirt to suck on her nipples, they both moaned out loud. She couldn’t remember ever having been so aroused before. He could have made her do anything. She put one foot up on the lavatory bowl so that he could get his fingers inside her while opening his jeans.

         He penetrated her impatiently while kissing her breasts, neck and lips. His moans were so loud that they had to be audible outside, but she didn’t care. She was just as eager as he was, and she grabbed his shoulders and raised and lowered herself on him while leaning against the wall with one foot on the lavatory bowl. He spread her buttocks and let one of his fingers circle her asshole, as she felt the orgasm approaching.

         “Oh, Nicholas... don’t stop, don’t stop... it feels so good...”

         He was surprised at her eagerness, and he was sure this wouldn’t be the last time tonight.

         “Are you cuming, baby?”

         He hadn’t expected to be able to satisfy her so quickly, and he watched her intently as he felt her pussy contracting around him in milking movements when the orgasm raged through her.

         “Yes... yes...”

         He couldn’t take it anymore. She was utterly intoxicating. The sight of her orgasm turned him on, and he pounded his cock inside her so hard that the whole rickety lavatory building was shaking.

         “You are so sexy... I’m going to fucking cum inside you...”

         They straightened their clothes and looked shyly at each other. It felt as if the effect of the alcohol had worn off slightly during their exploits, and Jenny felt the sting of a guilty conscience.

         “That was great,” he said as they walked back to the crowd together.

         He had his arm around her waist, and Jenny could feel his cum running down her thigh. Her knickers were gone, so she would have to keep partying without them.

         “Yes... it certainly was, Nicholas.”

         She rested her head on his shoulder and wondered if anything more would happen between them. She wanted it, even though her conscience was tormenting her. She shouldn’t be doing this; she knew that, but it had been so amazing. When the concert was over, they looked around to try finding Milena and Jonathan. They couldn’t, but they were sure they’d be able to find them by the train when they were heading home. The train wasn’t due to leave until an hour and a half after the concert was over, so they decided to walk to the station.

         “Are you feeling guilty, Jenny?”

         He had noticed her silence. She was still every bit as eager when he touched her and when they kissed, but she didn’t say anything.

         “A little bit... but I don’t regret anything if that’s what you’re asking.”

         “I’m glad to hear that... maybe you have to get used to it.”

         He smiled a mischievous smile as he pushed her up against a wooden fence and hiked up her short skirt.

         “Not here, Nicholas... someone might see us...”

         “So what? You just had it inside you right in the middle of hundreds of concert-goers...”

         “Nicholas... no, can’t we find someplace else?”

         He had already opened his jeans, and now he placed one of her legs around his hips while determinedly penetrating her.

         “Ohhh, you are so great... did you know that?... has he told you how amazing your pussy is...”

         She didn’t reply. She didn’t want to talk about Gustav now, so she stopped him talking with a long kiss while pressing against him. They were standing in a perfectly ordinary street. Cars were driving by, and a couple of them honked their horns when they noticed them. He slid out of her and pulled her into a garden. The house was dark, so either no one was at home, or they were asleep. He laid her down on the moist grass, and she gasped out loud when the dew soaked through her skimpy clothes.

         “You are so beautiful, Jenny...”

         He knelt between her thighs and caressed her. His cock smacked eagerly against his stomach while he looked at her pussy in the dim light from the street. She raised herself on her elbows when he bent down over her, and while they kissed softly, she felt his cock slowly grinding against the outside of her soaking wet pussy. It felt so beautiful that she moaned quietly, and his lips made their way to her nipples, which were hard and pointy from arousal.

         “Oh, Nicholas...”

         “Do you like that, baby?”

         “Yes,” she whispered and grabbed his hips, pulling him toward her, and he slowly slid inside her hungry pussy.

         Soon he started thrusting hard, while she lay back down on the moist grass, and she threw her head from side to side when he got too rough, while she tried not to moan so loud that they would get caught. He pushed her bent legs down into the grass. She was so wet that he could see her juices glistening on his cock, even in the poorly lit garden. He could feel his cock throbbing hard; he would be cuming soon if they continued like this. Nicholas grabbed her shoulders and pulled her with him as they rolled over.

         “Ride me, Jenny...”

         She looked at him as he pulled her shirt up over her head and threw it onto the grass. Her delicious round breasts were dancing in front of his eyes, and his voice was hoarse when he whispered that it felt great and that he wanted her to cum with him.

         “Oh, oh... Nicholas... it feels so good... I’m going to cum soon...”

         He gripped her breasts hard as he tried to lie still and watched her climaxing. When she was halfway through, he gave in. He tried to suppress a roar when she rode him towards his orgasm. It felt amazing; she was writhing so excitedly on top of him, as he emptied himself deep inside her.

         A while later, when they sat on the train, he asked if he could have her phone number if he promised only to text her. She hesitated as she hadn’t imagined this situation arising when leaving home, but it had been such an enjoyable experience, and already felt that she knew him well.

         “Yes... of course.”

         They sat across from each other on the train. Jenny and Nicholas were alone, the others had to have caught an earlier train, and she appreciated that. Her clothes were filthy, and it was apparent what she had been doing. He grabbed one of her legs and put it on the seat so he could see her pussy.

         “That looks sexy, gorgeous.”

         “Hmm... what do you have in mind?”

         She chuckled as he leaned forward and let his finger slide around the outside of her pussy.

         “Nothing... nothing at all.”

         He smiled a leering smile when he felt her pussy moistening. She was terrific, he had never met such a forthright woman before, and he was hoping he would get to see her again.

         “You want to... don’t you?”

         “I do.”

         He was wondering if her boyfriend was waiting for her at home, and what she would say if he found out she wasn’t wearing any knickers.

         “Do you want to come to my place?”

         “Maybe... but you have to earn it.”

         His cock grew inside his jeans. She shot him a teasing gaze, and he knelt in front of her and stuck his tongue inside her. She tasted of woman and his cum, but he didn’t care. He was excited, and all he wanted to do was pleasure her. She moaned quietly, worried that the passengers at the other end of the compartment would hear them.

         “Mmm, yes... you are so good at that, Nicholas... I promise I’ll return the favour.”

         He kept licking her until her entire body shivered with unsatisfied desire. He saw how she rubbed her clit hard as he slid his tongue inside her, and when he paused to fuck her with his fingers.

         “I’m cuming... Nicholas... don’t stop...”

         She shivered violently all over, and he hoarsely breathed as he watched her relief. They would reach Copenhagen in five minutes, he had to wait, and he loudly groaned as he sat down across from her and smiled. He was crazy about her, and he was looking forward to bringing her to his flat so they could take a shower and make love in more comfortable surroundings. There were other concert-goers on the platform, which Jenny in particular appreciated, given her slightly alternative outfit. He took her hand when they left the train. It was late, at 1.30 am, but the city was still buzzing with life everywhere.

         “Do you live far from here?”

         “No, I live right by the station, just a short walk.”

         They hurried out of the rear entrance of the building, and he kissed her excitedly before they ran across the street. He lived on the second floor, and as soon as they got inside his flat, he took his clothes off and told her to do the same.

         “I think we could use a shower, gorgeous...”

         She would have to phone Milena. She couldn’t wear her filthy clothes home, and she didn’t have any knickers. When they were standing in the shower with the water running, and he slowly started lathering her body, she couldn’t help grabbing his cock. It was semi-erect, and after rubbing it for a while, it grew to full size.

         “You are great, Nicholas... why are we doing this?”

         He kissed her hard, and she could tell from his breathing that he is aroused.

         “Because we want to, baby...”

         She knelt in front of him, and with the water running down her face, she took him in her mouth and started sucking him greedily. She had wanted to do this all evening. She knew from Gustav that she was very good at it, and it soon became apparent that Nicholas agreed.

         “Oh, baby... if you keep that up, I’m going to cum all over your face.”

         That was what she wanted. She would let him cum so that they would both have more stamina in bed. She took him to the root, and while her saliva got washed off her chin by the running water, she let him slide down her throat. He grabbed her long hair and pulled her towards him while watching what she was doing. She was terrific, he had never been blown like this by any other woman, and his cock was throbbing hard. She caressed his testicles and squeezed his buttocks hard as she moved slowly and determinedly towards her goal.

         “I can’t hold it, baby... I’m cuming, ooohhhhh...”

         He pulled out and masturbated himself to orgasm, and she eagerly stuck out her tongue and received it when he shot his white liquid all over her face. When they were finally able to climb under his covers, they were tired, and her guilty conscience came back.

         “You’re thinking about him, aren’t you?”

         “Yes... or rather, I’m thinking about what I’ve done.”

         She almost started to cry. At this point, she felt closer to Nicholas, not just physically, but in her mind, the image of Gustav had faded.

         “Are you regretting it?”

         “No... never, Nicholas. This has been amazing.”

         It sounded convincing, and he pulled her close to him so that they were spooning, he caressed her back and her buttocks, and shortly after he felt her giving in and pushing against his cock. He pinched her nipple, kissed her shoulders and her neck, and then lifted her leg slightly and let his fingers caress her labia and her clit.

         “Will I see you again, gorgeous?”

         “Mmm... I hope so.”

         He let his fingers slide inside her. She was wet already, and he kept going until she begged him to take her.

         “Get on all fours, baby?”

         She sat up on her knees, and soon after she felt him behind her, smacking her buttocks with his cock. She should have gone home, but the temptation to feel him inside her again was too high. Besides, the damage was done, and Gustav would be equally hurt no matter how many times it happened. He lay down on his back between her legs and put a cushion under his head, then pulled her downwards and started licking her. She rocked back and forth.

         Her arousal increased with the rhythm of his eager tongue and lips.

         He knew what he was doing, and she could tell that he was doing his best. His hands gripped her buttocks hard as he pulled her further down onto his face and sucked her clit between his lips, gently nibbling it with his teeth. He was breathing heavily. She knew that he was as excited as she was, so when Nicholas knelt behind her, he didn’t hesitate before pushing his cock inside her with the first thrust.

         “You are so wonderful, Jenny...”

         He took her intensely, and she couldn’t contain her excitement, and when he smacked her buttocks, she couldn’t keep herself from moaning out loud, which only made him slap even harder the next time. Her buttocks were burning after the rough treatment, and she hoped that Gustav wouldn’t be able to see anything on them. He pulled out and stood on the floor, telling her to move to the edge of the bed, still on all fours. He slowly entered her again while keeping a tight grip on her hips. Her breasts swayed back and forth when he started pounding her hard. He put his hand on her shoulder and pulled her towards him while letting his finger rub her asshole.

         She gasped out loud when he let it slip inside, and she threw her head back when he started rubbing her asshole.

         “Do you like that?”

         “Yes... oh, yes...”

         He eagerly widened her, and soon after she felt another finger slide inside her tight asshole.

         “Oh, Jenny... I want it...”

         She knew what he meant, and she was excited enough that she wanted it as well. They had reached the point where it couldn’t get wild enough. She wanted to do everything with him, and she knew that she would soon feel his cock in her tight little asshole. She moaned out loud at the thought and asked if he had a condom. It took him just long enough to find it that she felt a surge of a guilty conscience. She realised that she had sobered up and that she was no longer able to be unfaithful to Gustav. She sat down on the edge of the bed with her head in her hands and started to cry.

         “I can’t do it, Nicholas... I suddenly can’t... I’m sorry.”

         He had sat down next to her, still aroused, and it took him a few seconds to realise that she meant it.

         “What’s going on, Jenny?... We can continue where we left off if you don’t want to do the other thing... that’s fine by me.”

         She sobbed loudly and started looking for her clothes.

         “That’s not it. I’ve just sobered up and remembered that I have a great boyfriend at home... that’s all, Nicholas.”

         “Alright... well I can’t compete with that, I know. But it was wonderful while it lasted...”

         She could hardly bring herself to putting on her filthy clothes, but she wanted to go home fast. She didn’t have the time to wait for Milena to bring her something clean. His erection had slowly disappeared, and she avoided looking at that part of him. Suddenly she felt embarrassed; she didn’t know him, and yet she had been giving the most intimate part of herself to him for hours.

         “I’m sorry.”

         She ran away before he could say anything else. Her thoughts were all over the place, she couldn’t recognise herself, and she was hoping that Gustav would be asleep when she got home. She would have to get out of the filthy clothes and take a very long shower before she would be able to look into his eyes.

         She tiptoed in and cautiously looked through the small crack by the bedroom door... thank God... he was sleeping with his back to the door. He would have come home around 1 am. His shift always ended when he had made the proper arrangements with the night watch. That was four hours ago, so he wouldn’t wake up right away if she kept quiet.

         While she stood in the shower, she went through the evening in her mind. Nicholas was great, but she still couldn’t fathom what had made her do it. She had been so easy... such a slut, some might say. It had been sexy, especially when he took her right in the middle of the crowd. She had never tried that before, and Gustav certainly wouldn’t like that sort of thing... she had enjoyed it, there was no denying that, and part of her wished that she would see him again someday.

         
            Vanessa Salt
      

            The German Lesson
      

         

      
   




I raise my hand.

“Anyone else?” Peter looks around the classroom. “Keiner?”

I wave my hand in the air. As high up as I can. My shoulder aches and my elbow starts hurting. I lean to the side, hand still high, and stare at Peter. My table moves a couple of centimetres and sounds very unpleasant against the floor. The room smells of erasers, pencils and sweat. Twenty-three people breathing the same air in a room with close to no ventilation.

Behind the puke-coloured curtains the sun is hot and tries its best to get in. The air is humid and hot, thick. The walls are covered in pictures and diagrams, paintings and computer-written short stories. Some of them are stained, others torn up. The bookshelves are so full of stuff that they should break any second now. I’m surprised they’re not complaining. Rows and rows of books. Red, yellow and multi-coloured. Colours and pages that are pale from years of wear and tear. Papers everywhere, some new and some used, some crumpled into balls.

It feels nice to keep my arm raised, it airs out my armpit. I’m glad I wore my tank top today. Wouldn't want sweat stains. Not during the German lesson of all lessons. The German lesson is holy.

Tara and Alice turn around, look at me and whisper something to each other. Their hair is straight and black, their noses point slightly upwards and their lip gloss smells like raspberries. They pout their lips. Their blouses don’t have a single wrinkle on them and their cleavages are as deep as Grand Canyon. Plastic fantastic. They normally sit in the back of the classroom, but this time Peter forced them to sit in the front. He told them that they better watch out if they want to pass the class. It feels weird, I’m not used to having people sitting in front of me.

“Ahlgren? Flink?” Peter lets his eyes wander across the classroom. He is looking straight through me. Do I even exist? “Julin?”

All the students sigh and moan and wave papers in front of their faces to get some relief from the heat. Most of the students seem to shrink in their chairs, trying hard not to attract attention. Some people play with their pens and stare at their feet. Others yawn. Dreamy gazes are thrown towards the curtains. It looks like Kim is asleep. We are about to finish for the day.

Peter is slowly giving up now. His shoulders relax and he looks my way. My arm hurts. Numb. Is it still up? It looks like it, but I can't keep it straight anymore so it's bent to one side. Injured in a classroom-related accident. Will it come to that before I get to answer? Should I really be punished for being the only one who studies? German is fun. The best subject of them all. If I could, I would have loved to have more exams, more lessons. The homework is too easy and the other people in my class are too dumb. We are on our last year of high school and we have studied German for a long time. It's embarrassing that I’m the only one who knows the answer. But good, then I get to show off in front of Peter.

He turns my way. Finally!

“Jensen?”

It sends a jolt through my body. His voice, saying my name. The tension, electric. I wish he would call me Alex. I don’t know why he keeps calling people by their last name, and I guess I don't mind. I just want to hear his voice say my name. My real name. At least once, I just want to know what it sounds like. Would he say it soft and smooth, beautifully? Let his tongue roll over the syllables. Sing them. Stroke them. Maybe he would say it in a German accent, cold and raw?

I could lower my arm now and give him the answer. Impress him with my knowledge. So why don't I? Why can't I open my mouth, breathe in and produce words? My body is not working with me.

Peter raises his blonde eyebrows. Did you not want to answer, Jensen?

Yes, yes, I did. I can't look at him.

Why are you taking so long? His eyes are narrow now.

Because you make me speechless. Because you are attractive. Wonderful. I have thought so for a long time. Well, how do you say that in German? Du bist so wunderbar. Ich bin in dich verliebt.

He doesn’t get it. He doesn't seem to pick up on my yearning. If you don’t have an answer for me, we’ll call it a day.

I see people looking at me out of the corner of my eye. Tara and Alice giggle in front of me, they sound like little mice. Kim flinches and wakes up and he looks around as he rubs his eyes and yawns.

“Wow”, someone mumbles. “Did she fall asleep?”

“The day that the nerd finally shuts up.”

“Earth to Alex.”

Peter's eyes. I look straight into his cold, grey and almost metallic eyes. I’m lost. I’m thinking about the colour, are they in fact blue? A ray of sunshine finds its way in through the curtains. When the light hits his face his eyes definitely look blue. Like the water in a frosty winter lake or like the sky in spring. Gentle and delicate, but also decisive. So fragile. It looks like I could break them with a single breath, like thin ice under winter boots. But they are also firm. Strong glass that you would have to break through with heavy force.

“Jensen? I thought you knew this?”

“Yes!” I flinch. I let my sore arm drop and lean against the table. Then I look at the whiteboard.

Vocabulary test, page 263. Love and sex.

I start to blush. When I raised my hand I only cared about showing off, I didn't think about the fact that I would have to say the words out loud. In front of the whole class. Sex and erection and vagina. We are all old enough for words like that, but still. I bet people will giggle and make kissing noises. Maybe they will even moan. And I will have to look at Peter. I will see how his face reacts when I speak. He will see me blush. Stutter. Drop my pen and swallow.

Does he see me the way I see him? Or is it only me? I wonder if he looks good naked?

Alex! Come on!

I clear my throat. “Adore – anbeten; yearn – schmachten; intercourse...” I hear the first giggle. “Geschlechtsverkehr.”

“Nice pronunciation”, Peter says and nods my way. He walks around his desk and he doesn’t take his eyes off me. He holds me prisoner with his eyes. His black jeans are tight around his calves, his thighs look strong. He has a belt around his waist, light brown with some red details. It looks like it could belong to a Cowboy. Wild west. He is wearing a shirt that has the same colour as the ocean, loosely tucked into his jeans. A simple but handsome outfit that looks very relaxed. A couple of carefully chosen details, the rest is very casual. His shoes shine, he must take good care of them. They still shine when the ray of sunshine disappears.

I want to look him in the eyes again but I can’t lift my head. Not all the way. I’m stuck with my eyes. There. In between his legs. His bulge looks big in his jeans—huge. Is it hot in there? How would it feel to touch it? Just slightly. I want to let my fingertips wander over the bulge.

Is he hard?

No. He is not hard.

But is his bulge normally that big?

Please, you sound like a pervert. You normally don't stare at his crotch like this, so how would you know?

Yes, I did stare that time when Evelina spilled her coffee and Peter had to borrow a pair of joggers from the principal's office. Fuck. This time...
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