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            A Game of SCRABBLE
   

            By Lisbeth, Copenhagen
   

         

          
   

         “You should have put high-factor sunblock on. Your freckles are all red, Peter! You’ll get skin cancer before you’re 50.”

“Quit the chit-chat while I’m trying to put the letters together. Concentrate on the game. You’ll get arthritis in your jaw before you’re 50.”

“If I get arthritis in my jaw, it wouldn’t be because of that.” She leaned over the table, shielding her gaze under the shadow from the brim of her hat. 

“Ulla, I’ll ignore that one.” He hid the line of letters with his hand and then with obvious deliberation put seven tiles down, smacking his lips with satisfaction. 

She read what he’d put down. He had placed his letters extending her word ending in ‘ck’ - to form the word tonguefuck. 

“There’s no such thing! Her voice was stern and chiding. 

“Ulla. Tonguefuck! Are you of all people going to tell me that there’s no such thing as a tonguefuck?”

“No, I mean of course not, but that’s got nothing to do with it. It’s meant to be a real word that you can find in the dictionary.” 

She patted the hardcover book on the table in front of them with more fervour than intended. 

“You know fully well that it’s called ‘oral sex’. According to the dictionary, that is.” 

         He tried to catch her eye under the brim of her hat. 

“If you can find the word in the dictionary,” she said, “you can use it. Otherwise, you can’t.” He rearranged the tiles to form another word, visibly irritated. 

“That’s it then. If it’s not in the dictionary, it doesn’t exist. Just remember that next time, Ulla, when you’re not hellbent on winning...”

She didn’t answer him. She’d already organised her letters and was putting the tiles down. “Three in a row. I already have three on this part of the board. Three reds all in a line!”

“I’ll give you three in a row!” 


“Is that a promise or a threat?” From underneath her hat, she saw him stand, and watched him purposely walk towards her. She felt his hand close around her wrist and let herself be led into the kitchen. 

Out of the sun, it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the light in the tiny kitchen. He brushed away the crumbs from their breakfast and lifted her up onto the low kitchen table.

“This table is for pygmies,” she laughed.  “No, for small dicks, I mean!” 

He opened his eyes wide with surprise but also because he was turned on. Then he pressed himself hard against her, took off her glasses and firmly took hold of her hair. 

“Stop!” she screeched. “I forgot that you don’t like it when women are vulgar.”

But she was laughing. “Mr Goody Two Shoes.” 

         He unbuttoned her summer dress in impatient, quick movements. He started with the button at the top – feeling the pulse in her neck – and carried on all the way down to below her waist. Then he opened her dress, pulling it wider, so her breasts were pointing right out at him. 

She lowered her head for a moment and closed her eyes, her skin naked in the cool kitchen air. Then she half-opened them and saw he had his free hand digging about in a yoghurt carton that had fallen on the floor. He smeared her with yoghurt, sensing the goosebumps under the thick layers of cold yoghurt. He found her nipples under the thick, creamy layer and the tips of her nipples swelled at the touch of the flat of his hand covered in yoghurt. 

“Lift up your dress,” he whispered in her ear, gently biting her earlobe. His hoarse voice made her obey him at once. The linoleum on the kitchen table felt soft and hard simultaneously against the warmth of her thighs. Her spicy scent filled the kitchen, filling his nostrils. Then he took her hand and dipped it into the rest of the yoghurt, and then place it on her swollen, glistening pussy. 

“Rub your clit,” he whispered, leaning against her neck, while his hands found their way back to her breasts. 

“Do it now. There’s no muesli in it, is there?” he laughed, pulling slightly away from her, but still massaging her breasts, tweaking her nipples. 

“Do it then – and look at me the whole time you’re doing it.” 

         She opened her eyes. “I can’t see you without my glasses,” she sighed. “It’s all blurry.”

“Blurry? Blurry is good,” he groaned, sensing that she was close to her climax. He pulled her hand away, held it tightly against the kitchen table, licked some of the yoghurt from her skin, gave up on the rest, fumbled furiously with his zipper and in one smooth thrust of his erect cock, he was inside her. She leaned her head against the fridge, trying to follow his powerful rhythm, while he pressed himself deeper into her with long, slow, controlled movements. Then he pulled back, almost out of her, so she stood there, her body quivering, alone. 

         “Say it’s true that the word ‘tonguefuck’ exists!”

“It exists!”

He slapped her thigh. “Say it like you mean it, you little bitch!” He smacked her harder. 

“It exists. Tonguefuck exists,” she whimpered. 

He leaned hard on her again, going down on his knees, pushing her thighs open. Opening her labia with his tongue, he began to touch her clit, sucking her, sensing the taste of her becoming sweeter. “Say it!” he demanded. 

“Tonguefuck exists,” she wailed between kisses. “No, not that. Say you love me.

         “I love you. I love your cock. I love what you do to me.”

The edge of the table seemed to melt away, and they were lost in the moment as he pumped and pumped inside her, finally coming. She fell against him, holding onto his sweaty shoulders as she sank towards the floor. She tried to lift her head up from his shoulders, but it was too heavy. So she let her nose slide over his freckled body, counting a couple of freckles and then gave up. 

“I can’t count, I can’t speak. Give me some water.”

Without uncoupling himself from her body, he leaned across to the tap. He filled a porcelain cup decorated in flowers with water. She drank two sips, sat completely down with a heavy bump, and lay her head back on his shoulder. 

“Shall we continue? I mean... with the game?”

He lay his hand around her neck, under her damp hair. “Yes. Carry on with everything, Ulla. And always with you...”

“Peter. My rock, Peter!” She looked at him, trying to focus. He smiled, nodding. She’d got her second wind now, so she freed herself and began to button up her dress with her tanned nimble fingers. “Come on. Let’s get you moving.” She sniggered – satisfied and triumphant.

“I’m still in the lead.” 

      
   


   
      
         
            The Carrot
   

            By Frederico
   

         

          
   

         It was a warm summer evening. I was standing there doing the washing up. Most of it was done. There were just a couple of pots and pans left to wash. 

My wife came into the kitchen and looked at me. 

“Are you finished soon?” she asked. 

“Yeah, just a couple of saucepans left,” I replied. 

She stood behind me and started to stroke my back. Her hands were warm and wet. She came closer and I could feel her breasts and the heat of her body next to mine. 

She put her arms around me and hugged me. She ran her tongue up my back. 

“You taste of salt,” she said. “It’s warm in here.”

She caressed my stomach.  Then she put her hand down and opened the fly of my shorts and put her hand inside.

“Hello there!” she said. “Keep washing up for as long as you can...”

I continued washing up. She loosened my belt, unfastened my shorts and let them fall to the ground. My boxers went the same way. I was getting an erection. She stood behind me, caressing me, one hand on my erection, the other around my balls. It felt wonderful, a turn on, and it was exciting. 

“Keep washing up!”

I took another saucepan and began to clean it. She began moving her hand backwards and forwards. I was growing harder and harder, and now I was completely stiff, my dick poking upwards. The tip of my penis was throbbing, a blue-ish red. It throbbed even more. 

She moved down and around me, her head between me and the kitchen worktop, took me in her mouth and began to suck. It felt heavenly, and even more of a turn on because it was so unexpected. I put the saucepan down and turned towards her. 

“Keep washing up or I’ll stop!”

I turned back to the worktop and tried to carry on. She’d conjured up an impressive erection in me, but carried on, my cock in one hand and her mouth, and with the other hand, she caressed my ass and my balls. I soon lost all sense of control when it came to the washing-up. I scrubbed a little with the brush, but my thoughts were completely elsewhere. I was thinking about my wife and her body, about her gorgeous pussy, soft breasts and voluptuous butt. 

She got up again and stood behind me. She started to use both hands on me now, firmly tugging my dick over and over again. Her hands were grasped around my cock and with each tug, my enjoyment increased and increased. “It’s wonderful,” I said. 

“I learnt to milk when I was a little girl,” she giggled. 

“Careful!” I warned her, but she carried on without slowing down despite my weak protests. When she changed her grip, taking the tip of my penis firmly in her grasp, caressing my balls with her other hand, I finally came, shooting up all over my stomach. The next spurt of cum almost hit the sink. 

         “It’s good you’re finished with the washing up,” she said, smiling.

         “Just you wait,” I said. “You’ll get the same in return.”

A few days later, she was standing there in her yellow bikini bottoms peeling carrots. I saw her and thought this would be a great opportunity to get my own back. I innocently walked towards her and stood beside her, picking up a knife and started to peel a carrot. 

I carefully unfastened her bikini bottoms and they slipped down her hips and onto the floor. She just stood there. I then took the carrot that I’d just finished peeling, cut the tip off, put a bit of hand cream on it, and began to rub it over her butt. Playfully, I ran it along her crack, then down and inwards. She groaned slightly, but clearly on the same page as me. I stood behind her. 

“Carry on peeling the carrots, or I will stop,” I told her. 

I carried on massaging her butt with the warm carrot, which had been lying in the sun on the countertop, pushing it down further and further between her legs. She spread her legs a bit and bent slightly forward. I squatted and began to push the carrot towards her hole. I pushed it further and she opened her legs even more. The carrot slid in. I moved it from side to side, in and out, forwards and backwards. She began to breathe heavily. 

“Carry on peeling the carrots!”

I adjusted my position so I could hold the carrot with my left hand and use my right hand to touch her pussy. She was already wet and slightly swollen, and I could feel her hair was downy and soft. I ran my right forefinger down along her slit and began to finger her clit. I could feel the carrot was now deeper inside her vagina. She moaned slightly. 

“Carry on peeling the carrots!” I told her. 


She peeled a bit of a carrot, but her thoughts were clearly elsewhere. I continued touching her clit. It was bigger now and I could feel its tiny head. I put two fingers around it and began to massage it. 

She held her breath for a moment and then began to breathe heavily. I could feel that the carrot was moving towards my hand as I continued fingering her. She took a deep breath. I took the carrot out of her and took a bite of it. It tasted of sex and a bit of hand cream. I leaned forward and kissed her. 

“Now that you’re finished with the carrots, we can continue,” I said, and then I went in and started to lay the table. 

      
   


  
   
    
     
      At the Shops
     

     
      By T from Stavanger
     

    

    
    

    
     I’ve always been excited by the idea of having sex in a public place. The idea of being discovered while
     
      doing it
     with someone gives me a wonderful and trembling feeling that I can feel it both in my head and my dick. I’ve raised the topic a couple of times with Heidi, my girlfriend, but she’s always been a bit sceptical. She likes to cheer me up and get me turned on when we’re into the town, but I never get anything until we get back to the flat. Therefore, it was fantastic when it turned out that my girlfriend had a pleasant surprise for me one spring day at the end of April.
     

      One of the most boring things I know is going shopping with my girlfriend. Like most blokes, I find it extremely frustrating having to spend several hours looking at clothes, jewellery and make-up. On this particular Thursday, against my better judgement, I’d allowed myself to be persuaded to go shopping; I didn’t have anything better to do. For a change, we went to the massive mall just out of the city instead of going into the city centre. The first half-hour was pretty much like usual; Heidi goes into a shop with me in tow. She takes ages to wander around looking at clothes, finds something she likes and then goes to try it on in the fitting rooms. I wait outside while she tries on the clothes, asking me what I think of them. It’s always like this. 
     

      But what happens on this particular occasion takes me completely by surprise. After having a look in Lene V and Voice of Europe, Heidi goes into Cubus to have a look at the lingerie. She starts asking me what I like, and then goes and tries it on. Shopping for lingerie is usually reserved for shopping with her friends, so this came as something of a surprise to me. She holds out a pink, slightly see-through bra with red trim and one with black lace. Both of them look very sexy to me; it’s hard to decide which I like best. So she takes both into the fitting room to try on. 
     

      Standing in the hallway separating the fitting rooms from the rest of the store, I realise I’m getting horny. The thought that my girlfriend is trying on underwear on the other side of the curtain really gets me going. I’m rudely awakened from my daydream when Heidi suddenly calls to me to come into the cubicle and take a look. I don’t wait to be asked twice and quickly open the black curtain that’s been separating us and go in. What’s there waiting for me gets me as wet as an otter’s pocket! Dressed only in a black lacy bra, a knee-length red dress and black trainers, she looks incredibly sexy. Without really knowing what I’m saying, I mumble: “That looks good.”
    

    
     “Is that all you’ve got to say?” sks Heidi, feigning disappointment.
    

    
     And before I have time to answer, she throws her arms around my neck and gives me a long, passionate kiss. Our tongues play with each other for what feels like an eternity; I put my arms around her waist and pull her closer to me. She lets go of me and says she’s going to try the pink bra. I turn around to go out of the cubicle, but she tells me to stay. Willingly, I follow orders and stay put as she takes off her bra, giving me a flash of her tits. Her nipples are erect and pointed directly at me. It takes a lot to stop myself from reaching out to caress them. Smiling, she takes her right forefinger and sucks it, then lets it slowly glide over one breast and then the other. After that, she puts on the pink bra. The half-see-through material barely hides her stiff nipples and only makes her tits even more desirable to me. My dick is so big and hard now that it almost hurts. I want to get it out.
    

    
     As if Heidi can read my mind, she moves towards me and gently starts to rub the bulge in my pants, and whispers in my ear: “Poor boy! Does he want some air?”
     

     I nod, wanting her to suck me off right there and then, but instead she takes my hands and places them on each of her breasts. It’s incredibly horny to feel how hard her nipples are under the silky material of the bra. I start to kneel down and I can see from the look she gives me that it’s ok. She closes her eyes and lets her head fall backwards while I undo the bra, letting it fall to the floor so that there’s nothing between me and the skin of her fantastic, soft tits. Quickly, I bend down and suck, lick and kiss her tiny nipples, my tongue playfully teasing her. Her teeth clenched tightly, she struggled not to cry out, groaning,
     

     The sound of a curtain being pulled aside in a nearby cubicle reminds us that we’re not alone, and I notice that Heidi’s not quite sure of doing this here now. Clearly bothered by it, she puts her white bra and black top back on, picks up the bra red from the floor and hangs it along with the lacy black one back on the hanger. Without a single word, and slightly embarrassed, we quickly leave the fitting room and the store.
     

     We sit down on one of those black stone benches that are around the shopping centre, and I ask her about what’s just happened. She says that she knows how much the idea of sex in a public place really turns me on, and that she’s also getting more into the idea of trying it. She’s been building up the courage to do it the last couple of weeks, she explains, and she really wanted to do it today.
     

      This time, it’s my turn to try the clothes on. Horny, ready and willing, we go into Dressmann to find a pair of trousers. After a quickly zipping around the store, I find a pair of grey ones that are quite roomy and a good fit. With the trousers under my arm and Heidi in tow, I walk impatiently to the fitting rooms which are located in a corner of the store. Two of the three cubicles are free; and I go into the one at the far right so there’s a free one between mine and the one that’s already in use. I pull the curtain and quickly take off my trousers. My dick is straining at the leash, so stiff there’s barely any room in my boxers. Outside, I hear someone leave the other fitting room and I quickly try the trousers on. Apart from the massive bulge from my dick, I figure they fit me well, but I ask Heidi to come in and have a look to get her opinion. In about ten seconds she’s there, looking at me, studying me from every side as I turn around. With a playful tone in her voice she says: “They really suit you!”
     

      Almost immediately, she’s down on her knees, opening the zipper. It takes her about two seconds before the trousers are lying in a heap around my feet. With hungry hands, she touches my dick, caressing my ass through my boxers, and she licks my right thigh along the seam of the material. My legs are so unsteady I have to lean on the wall to get my balance but as I do so Heidi grabs hold of my boxers, yanking them apart so that my dick pops out of the fly and practically hits her in the forehead. With her right hand firmly clasped around my dick, she tugs at it a few times before she starts to lick it from end to end while her left hand plays with my balls. Her tongue and lips are all over my dick and my ballshis fantastic sensation sends a chill throughout my body. With one sudden movement, this lovely creature who I am so lucky to have as my girlfriend, takes my cock so deep into her throat that I let out a moan. Her mouth works quickly up and down me, her tongue teasing and caressing the tip of my dick. One of her fingers moves to my butthole, and I spread my legs so she can more easily get it in. With one finger pressing on my butthole, one hand round my balls and a ravenous mouth around my dick, it feels like I am in heaven. So incredibly turned on, I realise it won’t be long until I come now, so in a weak voice I tell her: “I’m close now.”
     

     With her mouth full of dick, Heidi looks at me with huge eyes and continues with even more dedication. I take this as the signal to come and only a few seconds pass before I’m biting my tongue so I don’t scream as I come in my girlfriend’s mouth. My powerful orgasm lasts longer because Heidi sucks me as hard as she can, getting every single drop out of me. This is the first time she’s sucked me off and swallowed all my cum. I’m eternally grateful that she chose this occasion as the first one.
    

    
     

      Our cheeks slightly flushed, we leave the fitting room and the clothes, and wander one more time around the store before we head to the next stop on our trip: H&M. Once there, we quickly walk about, looking at the clothes so as not to raise any suspicion. But we can’t wait, and soon we’re in a fitting room again, this time not even bothering to take clothes with us. There is a total of eight fitting rooms, four on each side of a short corridor. There are people in the two outermost cubicles on the right, the one furthest in and one in the middle on the left. Heidi and I choose the furthest in on the right, hoping we won’t be noticed. We go in and immediately start to touch each other, struggling to be quiet. I pull away from her, sit down and lift up her red dress, revealing the Pink Panther panties that she’s wearing. Heidi is so horny that the material around her crotch is dripping wet, and I tongue her through her panties with all my might. With a gasp, she leans back on the wall, lifting her right leg over my shoulder so I can more easily get to her pussy. With my right hand, I pull her panties to one side, savouring the sight of her shaved pussy. Quickly, I then stretch out my tongue again and carefully lick her, getting a taste of her juices. She tastes sweet just like always. I take my left thumb and push it carefully into her slit. She groans once, but this time slightly louder than before. Suddenly we hear someone say, “Is everything ok in there?” After what feels like an eternity but in reality is only a couple of seconds, Heidi answers: “Sure, no problem. Thanks.”
     

     My thumb is still inside my beloved as the sound of footsteps fades away. I then start to stimulate her clit with the tip of my tongue. Heidi shakes a lot as I do this and I fuck her slowly with my thumb, stroking my tongue up and down her labia. Her juices slowly run down my left hand and I hungrily lick them while she takes a firm hold of my head, pressing me hard against her crotch. I moisten my left forefinger in her wet pussy and then run in backwards towards her asshole, firmly pressing it down. The hole slowly opens, and I slip my finger inside. I look up at Heidi who smiles back at me and I begin to move my fingers in and out. Heidi closes her eyes and bites her lip, bending her head backwards at the same time as pulling my head close against her cunt. I take small, gentle bites of her clit and then lick all over her pussy while my fingers, deep inside her, move in and out, faster and faster. Using my right hand, which has up until now been stroking her thigh, I take hold of one of her buttocks and massage it with large, round movements. After less than a minute, I can feel that the pressure around my fingers is increasing and a powerful shudder goes through Heidi’s entire body. In the midst of orgasm, she can’t hold back, practically howling with delight.
     

     I pull my fingers out, give her Venus Mound a little kiss and get up, and her leg slides down from around my shoulder. Heidi wraps her arms around my neck to pull herself up and I help her, holding her around the waist. Our lips meet in a powerful kiss and we remain there, wrapped around each other as we recover.
     

     The fitting room corridor is empty right now, and only one on the other side is occupied; I can see a pair of feet under the curtain. I quietly exit the fitting room, giving Heidi a moment to recover.
     

     The day after, Heidi meets
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Sweet surprise - and other erotic short stories.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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