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            Back in the Playground
   

            By Meta, Ullensaker
   

         

          
   

         They shouldn’t have gone but neither of them had a good excuse. The car trip had been a nightmare what with two moaning teens in the back and an irritable husband behind the wheel. Actually, he was out of sorts because he couldn’t stand big family get-togethers at his mother’s. He was taking it out on the kids. The atmosphere in the car wasn’t helped by the fact that things had been pretty stormy between the two adults for the last few days. 

The big house was already full of the husband’s family when they arrived. Snooty aunts and daughters-in-law, slightly over-the-top, boastful uncles and brothers-in-law. His mother-in-law had taken it upon herself to try and keep the atmosphere civil in the lounge. 

Dinner was a struggle. He’d disappeared, going off with the other men for a drink. Now she was alone with all the women. The youngsters disappeared with the other kids, keeping their distance from the adults. She could hear the sound of teenagers yelling and laughing, mucking about. They’d manage to sneak a couple of bottles of wine out with them, but she pretended she hadn’t spotted anything. 

After a while, the atmosphere around the table was pretty hard to take. So she got up, went through the French doors and stepped out onto the terrace. She stood there, enjoying the warm evening air and dim light. Thoughtfully, she looked out across the garden. It was really more like a park with a pavilion, fountain and everything. They’d made out on the bench in the pavilion when they were young. They had been too shy to take their clothes off but things had got as steamy as they can get when you’re fully dressed. But then, to their horror, his mother had stormed in. She pretended she didn’t know what was going on, but after that the pair of them were banned from the pavilion. But young people with raging hormones don’t let that get in way. The rest of the summer they’d wandered down to the playground, which was hidden by tall, dense lilac bushes. On the bench where the nannies had sat, looking after him when he was little, they carried on making out until the end of summer. 

Several of the guests wandered out on to the terrace and wanting some privacy she walked down the garden. The kids were hanging out by the fountain, so she kept well away from them. The pavilion too. Out of habit, maybe? But her feet seemed to have a will of their own, carrying her down towards the playground. She smiled to herself.

She wasn’t surprised to find him sitting there, a drink in his hand. She sat down beside him and they sat in silence. Without looking at her he lifted his arm and instinctively she moved closer. He put his arm gently around her. He was still holding his glass, and she reminded him that he still had to drive them home later. But the irritation and ill-feeling that had enveloped them in recent days hadn’t followed them down to the old bench. In that instant, it felt as if they’d left their everyday lives behind. This was a moment just for them.

Real life rudely interrupted them in the shape of their son, pushing through the lilac bushes, a girl chasing him. Seeing his parents sitting there he screeched to a halt. 

“Oh no! The oldies are everywhere!” he said, clearly exasperated. He turned and pushed his way back through the bushes. “Hey guys, the oldies are in the playground!” he yelled, warning the others. 

“Why do you think they were coming here?” she asked when her son and the girl had gone. 

         “And you’re asking me that!” he said, teasing her. 

Both smiling, they began to reminisce about how it had been when they were young. Slowly, their fingers brushed, playfully entwining. He pulled her closer to him, holding her tightly, their hands quickly moving to the territory they had explored for the very first time many years ago. It seemed that rediscovering each other was just as exciting and as much of a turn-on as before. They didn’t take each other’s clothes off; instead, they undid a button here and there in order to get closer. His hand went straight down to her nipple, which was now hard. She was wearing a long, flowing skirt but the waistband was tight elastic, so he pulled his fingers back, unable to reach her panties. Her hand found the way to where he was hard, opened the zipper and carefully squeezed. He responded exactly as he had when he was a teen, almost losing control, wanting to feel her under him on the bench. 

“Wait,” she whispered like she sometimes said back in the old days. But now she had another reason than not having condoms. “When we moved in together in that student flat, I was furious with myself that I’d never get to do it again on a hard park bench.”

He slipped down on to the grass in front of her. When she didn’t follow, he lifted up her skirt, his fingers moving quickly to her panties. He pulled them down, taking them off and put them in his pocket. Then he disappeared under the folds of her skirt. His tongue worked its way up her thigh, pausing for a moment as if to tease her before beginning to explore her clitoris. She trembled at his touch. Sensing her response, his tongue moved more quickly, more intensely. Her skirt was now so tight that no one would have failed to see that she had a lover underneath it. But as he began to touch her with his fingers as well as his tongue, she couldn’t sit still any longer. She lifted her skirt up, took hold of him and pulled him to her, lifting him up. With quick movements she undid his belt, unbuttoning him before pulling his trousers and boxers all the way down. There was nothing now to hold his stiff cock back. 

“Get on the swing,” she whispered eagerly. 

He pulled her towards the old swing, took hold of the chains either side of the seat and sat down. She lifted up her skirt, struggling slightly to get on him, legs open. As she straddled him he pushed the very best of him deep inside her. At that moment it felt like there was nothing but the two of them and the wondrous thing happening underneath her skirt in the world. Carefully steading themselves, trying not to lose their balance, they began to push, grinding their hips together, him now deep inside her. The tension and possibility that they could be discovered at any minute made it even more of a turn-on. They soon reached their climax, coming simultaneously, not experiencing such an intense orgasm since they were young. With his feet on the ground, supporting them both, he groaned as he came. It felt amazing as he came deep, deep inside her, and she tightly took hold of the chains and twisted with wild abandon, pushing herself down even harder on him, drawing out every drop of her climax that she could. 

Finally, both were calm as they sat there breathless, sweating profusely. The knees of his best trousers were stained green. She stayed still, her arms and legs wrapped around him. 

“Just imagine if your mother had caught us like this,” she sniggered in his ear. 

“Well, we’d just have to go to the pavilion and do it one more time,” he said, returning her laughter, holding the chains, lifting his feet. 

Without another word between them they stayed on the swing, slowly rocking back and forth.

      
   


   
      
         
            Whitsun
   

            By Henriette, Copenhagen
   

         

          
   

         It’s the hottest Whitsun for years. I put my arms in my long black cassock, wearing just my boxer shorts underneath. From my office, I can see she’s arrived: the trainee cantor. 

She looks quite different compared to the last time I saw her. Much older than I thought. Is she 40? I’ve given up guessing people’s ages – particularly women. Her red hair looks even redder. A cantor. Nowadays they have to go on a course that lasts for months before they’re qualified. The verger comes to help me with my cassock. 

“Phew,” he says, helping to button it up at the back. “It’s hot, isn’t it? I’m sweating so much. “Tell me, isn’t your wife here?” 

“No, she’s gone to Jutland. We’re about to have a grandchild. It could arrive at any time... She wants to be on standby in case anything happens over the weekend.”

“Really? Is our little lad in charge now?” he teases. I stand up straight in my cassock and quickly walk into the church, but the verger’s right on my heels. 

I wish Gudrun was here, as usual, bringing some stability and order to the church service. 

Gudrun being on standbyhas always meant her being here with me. The redhead rises up from her seat, bathing in the glow of the early morning Whitsun sunshine and leads the opening prayer.

“She thinks she’s auditioning for drama school,” the verger whispers.  “We should have kept the previous one on.”

“The old cantor?” 

         “No, the previous opening prayer.” 

I don’t say a word. I’ll never like the new one, but I told the parish council I agreed with them when we made the decision. 

There are a lot of people in the congregation this morning. The sunlight falls on the redhead giving her hair a coppery sheen. She’s sitting now with her legs crossed, causing her black dress to hitch slightly up, appearing shorter than it is. The small fair hairs on her legs gleam in the sun. She could at least have put tights on! Bending slightly forward, she lowers her head as she sings. She is wearing a freshly ironed blouse, buttoned up tightly. They’re what Gudrun calls mother of pearl, and they glisten in the light. Underneath the blouse, I sense her warm skin against the crisp cotton... I think the hymns I’ve chosen today are perfect. “In all it’s radiance. When the sun shines...” 

I watch her lean forward, the light on her skin radiating in my direction as she sings. And for the first time in a long while I feel something deep inside me stir. I get up, walk towards the pulpit, and start to feel better now that I’m several metres above her. But all the same, when she lifts her innocent gaze towards me, it’s as if she knows just what she is radiating... 

I speak about the gift of the Holy Spirit during my sermon. “And you’re welcome for coffee in the vicarage after the service,” I say, drawing it to a close. 

The next hymn is “Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing”. I’ve never thought about the words that closely, but as I sit above her and sing: “Teach me some melodious sonnet / Sung by flaming tongues above.” 

She looks up at me and the Whitsun light flickers, glowing. We continue with the Order of Service. Holy Communion. “O Lamb of God...” Lamb, no she’s not young enough to be a lamb. 

“With the shame of the cross / Your bore all the sins of the world / All peace begins with you.” 

She doesn’t look like she’s wilting under the weight of shame and sin. She moves with ease, nimbly putting the Eucharist Wafers – the body of Christ – on the silver plate. I look straight at the congregation as I say: “The Lord Jesus, on the night he was betrayed, took a loaf of bread...” 

And then I continue with the communion wine. Everyone wants to take communion at the altar. I nod at her, giving her a sign. She takes the carafe and goes into the vestibule next door to fill it up again. 

Coolly, she returns but her newly ironed blouse has a spot of red wine on it. He lips are moist. 

Afterwards, the congregation heads for the exit, making their way to the vicarage where coffee will be served. I greet the congregation at the church door, saying: “Happy Whitsun.” As I do so, I glance back towards the vestibule where she is standing by the window with her back to me. 

With so little clothes on under my cassock, I don’t feel like I can change in front of her. She comes over to the table where I am standing. It’s where babies waiting to be baptised are dressed. There’s a pile of baptismal certificates there and a forgotten pacifier. 


She stands with her back to me resting on the edge of the table, pushing aside the certificates and pacifier, saying: “I’d never thought about the hymns in that way before.”

I put my hand gently over the wine stain on her blouse, feeling the pulse of her blood under my fingers. “You drank the alter wine when you went to refill the carafe. You mustn’t do that!” 

“No,” she says. 

         Is that a dimple I can see? Is she just standing there laughing at me? It’s hard to tell because her freckles seem to merge into her blushing complexion. I kiss her lips. They are heavy like mine from the communion wine. I close my eyes, blocking out the sun, then gently push her down on the table, lifting up her black skirt. I open my eyes, seeing the wine stain on her white blouse. I pull her panties to the side and then I plunge into her. 

She spreads her arms out across the table forming a crucifix. Her white skin glows in the sunshine streaming in through the window. The spicy scent of her sex mixes with the dust in the room, dancing before my very eyes. I feel her soft skin under her skirt, trying to find the folds of her skin beneath her silky hair. 

“No, no. Unbutton my blouse,” she whispers, her cheek pressed against the dark mahogany surface. I start to undo the buttons then start to pull at her blouse, ripping at it so a button comes off. It’s like a pearl! It falls down into my shoe as I take hold of her pert breasts that glisten towards the sun. They fall into the palms of my hand - like a prayer. 

Her innocent gaze turns towards me. Her inquisitive look gives me even more power. I thrust myself into her with all my might. The innocent look in her eyes begins to fade and she grips the edges of the table. Her hair is like a red cloak engulfing us. I can sense she is abandoning herself to the moment, feel her flowing towards me, throbbing, rising towards my body in all its majesty... 

He neck is against the desktop and I hear a sound that I know isn’t from me. Her face is now pressed against the top of the desk, her hair and cheeks damp with sweat. She turns her face towards me. “Get off my back.” It’s half laughter, half an accusation. She reaches out towards me, half smiling. I take her hands, helping her sit up. Flushed, she lays her head against my cassock, listening to the thumb of my beating heart. Then she says: “So, coffee? At the vicarage. And cakes?” 

I don’t know what to say. I am literally speechless. Me! I always have something to say. Words usually gust out of me! Words are my bread and butter. I get close to others with my words. But now I have nothing to say. Words fail me. 

         “Coffee?” she asks. 

I put my hand around her neck, nodding my head against her damp red hair. She gets off the table and in one movement, the folds of her skirt fall back into place. 

She buttons her blouse up. “I’ve lost a button!” 

“I’ve got it,” I tell her, finally having gotten my voice back. 

“Really? Give it back then.” 

Her laughter causes the dust in the room to swirl. She reaches out her hand, tenderly. I take it, gently biting the outstretched palm. 

“No. You can’t have it. You absolutely cannot have it.” I shake my shoe, feeling the round button dancing about. “It’s mine now. My very own pearl dancing in the Whitsun sun.” 

      
   


   
      
         
            The Generation Gap
   

            By Rob Rebo
   

         

          
   

         It felt like a massive victory the day I finally got myself together, manned up and invited Miss Christoffersen out for the day on a trip to the country. I did it under the pretext of the weather. The spring weather was so amazing that it was practically a mortal sin to sit inside when the weather was like this. Or at least if you’re Norwegian and have to contend with the Norwegian winter. “Do you think you’d like to come along?”

Absolutely! My faithful secretary of many years stared at me in disbelief, suddenly brightening, before blushing and gushingly replying: “That’s so kind of you! Incredibly nice. I’d love a day in the country. Out and about in all that nature with the boss!”

And so this is what happened: 

         Early Saturday morning the greying boss of a large accounting firm was zipping down the E-18 in his big black BWM 740 with his female secretary beside him. Ok, it might be a bit of a cliché, but it would have been even more so if the secretary – Vera, to be precise – had been an innocent virgin and I was a married man. But this wasn’t the case. Vera was slim, neat and youthful, no trace of grey in her red hair, but she was forty-eight. Definitely not an innocent virgin. As for me, I was a few years older and a confirmed bachelor.  I’d always focused on work and my career. I liked women, for sure, but women needed time. And time was the one thing I didn’t have. 

We stopped at a rocky cliff on the island of Tjøme. After a while we found a secluded spot quite high up on the rocky cliff with a magnificent view of Tønsberg Fjord. We spread out our blankets in a secluded hollow and lay down, stretching comfortably out in the sunshine. Vera conjured up a picnic so sumptuous that I was almost lost for words. She’d packed salad and different kinds of cold cuts and cheeses; everything was tastefully chosen and neatly packed by a knowledgeable woman’s hand. My modest contribution was a thermos of scolding hot Ali coffee, which, by the way, Vera insisted was actually really very good. Nevertheless, we had fun, relaxing and taking it easy, chatting about the old days. Shared memories. Do you remember that old 45 by Cliff Richard “Living Doll”? Wonderful! 


“It’s such a pleasure to be with someone my own age,” she said. “Someone who understands and remembers. It won’t bother you if I loosen my clothes a little bit? It must be well over twenty degrees, don’t you think? And there’s not even the slightest breeze.”

With that she stood up and undid a couple of collar buttons then lifted her flowery dress up and up and up while I chewed on a lettuce leaf. Like a starving rabbit! For a confused moment I thought that my dear secretary was stark naked under her dress. A forbidden thought, a moment of madness that almost caused me to choke on my food before I gulped and managed to swallow the green masticated lump that was caught in my throat. Relieved, I saw that she “luckily” had her swimsuit under her dress. Nevertheless, it was very, very tight, just as swimsuits are nowadays. What’s more, I noticed, it was made of frighteningly thin material. It was silk-like, creamy yellow, almost the colour of skin, and revealed every contour, every detail, every sensual curve of Vera Christoffersen’s body. She was a magnificent combination of maturity and sensual grace and she left me speechless. 

I have to admit that I felt completely inappropriately dressed in my ridiculous grey suit, while she was beautiful. I felt like a has-been like I was old and past it, and I was relieved and rather glad when she suggested I take off my suit. It must be incredibly uncomfortable as the weather was so hot, she insisted. And it wouldn’t bother her if I did. She was, after all, “a mature woman”.

So I removed my jacket and trousers. I also took off my shirt and socks. Thankfully, I had a pair of almost new boxers on underneath. They were white with brown stripes, but very thin and rather baggy, not giving me the support a gentleman usually needs. So as discreetly as possible, I tried to hide my erection, making sure my knob wouldn’t pop out of my boxers. But I think she noticed anyway.

“You really keep yourself in shape!” she exclaimed. 

“Thank you, so do you,” I said, smiling. I turned towards her and as I did so I was so stiff that I couldn’t control myself and my cock pushed its way down my boxers and out, visible on the inside of my thigh. I hastily fumbled to put it back in place but I knew there was no way she hadn’t seen it. So I threw caution to the wind. “I think we need to stop being so formal,” I said. “I know there’s always been a boundary between us, Vera, on account of work after all these years! But I’d really love it if you called me Gustav. What do you think? Can you do that from now on?”

“Yes, Gustav,” she said, laying her hand on my thigh. Then she slowly bent forward and kissed me gently on the cheek, and as she did so I sensed a tremor of desire flicker through her. 

As I felt her lips against my skin it hit me, and it took all my force to keep control of myself. The temptation to grab hold of her slight shoulders, pull her slim body with the surprisingly large, full breasts towards me was so tempting that I think I would have done it if a young couple hadn’t suddenly appeared. 

The two of them – a lanky young man and a tiny, slight blonde girl – were obviously sixth-formers in their final year or “Russ” as we call them in Norwegian. They were wearing the unmistakable red boiler suits. They strolled along the water’s edge right below us. Smiling and giggling, close to each other, they wandered along each with a bag slung over their shoulder. They walked on and then, slightly unsteady, stopped just a few metres from us on the other side of a narrow crevice.  Before Vera and I could gather our things together and leave they spread out their blankets, lay down and wrapped their arms around each other. 

“We should let them know we’re here,” I whispered, worrying. 

“Shh!” said Vera and she put her hand on my mouth, silencing me, before leaning closer and whispering: “We can’t disturb them now! It would be sacrilege to ruin the moment for them.”

Well, well... I wasn’t sure if I quite agreed with Vera. But they had already begun to take off their shapeless Russ outfits (which must have been as hot as my suit!) and lay there just in their underwear. It was too late now, so the only thing to do was wait. We just had to keep quiet and hope they didn’t see us. This was pretty likely as they were so taken up with what they were doing. 

“You’re so gorgeous, Trude,” we heard the lad say, his voice cracking as he undid the girl’s bra, exposing her adorable, pert little breasts. They were like two jelly tops with stiff, pink nipples right in front of his gaping mouth. They both removed the last remnants of their clothing and then in an instant they were stark naked in the sunshine, leaving nothing to imagination. You could literally see everything. How embarrassing! But nonetheless, it was a beautiful sight; I have to admit that. 

His erect penis was pale and youthful, erect and standing to attention. Very erect! And I could see her innocent sex, the tight fair triangle of hair and flesh, so virginal between her round slippery thighs. But she pressed them tightly together so he couldn’t reach her. “Don’t muck about, Trude. Let me taste you, put my tongue there...”

I could feel myself blushing. Perhaps this was mostly for Miss Christoffersen – Vera. But I needn’t have worried. “Beautiful,” Vera whispered close to my ear. “Isn’t it beautiful, Gustav?”


“Well, yes but...” I mumbled, my voice husky, Vera’s full, voluptuous breast pressed close against my shoulder. 

“Go on, really feel it,” we heard the boy nagging. He clearly figured that the moment she dared to move her hand, the path would open to him. She wavered. Then carefully she lifted her hand, placing her fingers around him, feeling how hard he was, how big and stiff it was. She started tugging it slowly and all four of us could clearly see the purplish head peeping through his foreskin and the young girl’s hand. 

“Oh Gustav,” whispered Vera, stroking my thigh. She looked at me, her pupils dilating. Then she looked back at the young couple and (presumably) into her own past, which she, unfortunately, hadn’t shared with me. Now she started to murmur. “Do you remember how it was, Gustav? Do you remember the first time...? A long, long time ago...? When we were so young...

“I don’t really know,” I said, truthfully. 

“This is their erotic awakening,” she whispered, putting her hand upon my crotch, “emerging like a butterfly from a chrysalis. “They’ll soon spread their wings and flutter up towards the sky,” she said, and fiercely grabbed hold of my erect penis. She tightened her grip, pulling up and down, up and down, not taking her eyes off the young couple on the other side of the creek as she did so. 

Hard, sweaty bodies. Tight skin, not ravaged by the endless procession of time. In the bright sunshine, her hair glistened like gold, and her skin was white like marble. The girl was flat on her back now, perfectly still, her eyes closed but her thighs still firmly pressed together. He was kneeling in front of her, leaning forward, gently stroking her from her neck down. 

We could clearly see the tremor of excitement, the rising tension in her as he ran his young hand down over the flat of her stomach, not stopping on the journey down to her mossy cleft.  He covered her sex with his cupped hand and began to work his forefinger and thumb through her golden hairs, surely full of wonder at the tiny miracle in his hand now having reached the promised land. 

Vera took my balls in my hand. Her fingers played with me, and she gently ran a nail up and down me, up and down. I gasped, swallowing heavily. Blood gushed through my veins, whipped into a tidal wave by the touch of Vera’s warm hand. Burning desire engulfed me. I felt a rushing in my ears, unable to control myself any longer. I gasped, as I grabbed hold of one of Vera’s large, soft breasts: “Is this really appropriate, Vera? For us to do this.”

“Gustav...” she smiled, pressing her breast closer against my hand. “We’re adults. And neither of us is married so we can do exactly as we want.”


“I didn’t mean it that way,” I said, stroking her firm round thigh which opened up for me and I felt the gentle mound of hair under her silky panties. “I was thinking about the young ones. I find it slightly unethical to sit here and watch them do what they are doing...”

“Unethical...? No, I don’t think so. Don’t you see how beautiful it is, Gustav? Beautiful and innocent like... sunset on a midsummer’s day. What’s the point of a sunset if we aren’t allowed to enjoy its beauty?”

I didn’t have an answer to that. I told myself that, well, a sunset didn’t have the same effect on secretory glands and hormone production but I kept my thoughts to myself. Instead, I concentrated on her swimsuit and what was hidden underneath. But she must have read my mind because she pulled it down, her voluptuous breasts spilling forth. Her skin was ashen, as it often is with redheads. It was milky white and pale, as naked as skin can be. She lay back, opening her thighs and pushing her red bush towards my face as she let me peel her swimsuit off. 

And so Vera Christoffersen – my punctual, reliable, self-sacrificing secretary – lay before me, stark naked in the sunlight under a blue sky with not a cloud in sight. What a transformation! What a metamorphosis! It was hard to comprehend that this was the same woman who faithfully and diligently arranged my appointments, invoices and papers... She pulled off my boxers and took me firmly in her hand, her fingers tightening around me, feeling how hard I was. Then she bent forward and gently blew on it. For a moment I thought she was going to open her lips and take me into her mouth and suck it as many do nowadays, but she didn’t. Of course she didn’t!

“No, look...!” she said. She had turned to look at the young couple. The girl let out a whimper as the boy’s hand slipped between her thighs on its journey down her body. He had unlocked the pearly gate and the door was now open. She spread her thighs and she let him see her, let him touch and feel her, let him go down on her, kiss her sex, her wetness, with his boyish red lips. 

“Heaven’s above, that’s so beautiful!” exclaimed Vera. “Ah...oh yes.  Oh, my God that’s good,” she moaned as I did to her what the boy was doing to his girl-friend not far from us. 

I went down on Vera, my fingers delving deep into her warm damp cleft. I pushed her legs apart, so it was easier to get inside her. I worked my thumb down to her firm wet clit and started to massage it in circling movements. I watched her bite her lip, trying not to scream, and she shook her head from side to side as I pushed my fingers deeper and deeper inside, feeling just how tight and wet she was. 


But I had to stop as she could barely stop herself from screaming. She pulled away, looking horrified in the direction of the young couple. But they hadn’t heard anything. They had more than enough to keep themselves busy. 

My head dizzy, I saw the girl lift her legs up and her boyfriend’s athletic body slide into position between her knees. I watched as his body tensed in anticipation, his muscular stomach muscles twitch as he lowered himself down, his hard, stiff penis gently brushing the golden mound of her hair. It was as if he was unlocking her, and she was opening up before him. With slow, firm movements, he stroked her bud with his cock. “Oh! Oh no!” she moaned. “Oh! Yes!” she said in between groans. And then she let out a strange, indistinguishable cry that no one would have understood, air gushing out of her lungs. She gasped loudly, heaving, twisting, turning, grinding herself against his hardness, lubricated with love-juice, their stomachs, thighs pressed hard against each other, knee against knee. 

I realised I wasn’t breathing. Ah! I let out a deep breath almost like the young girl had a moment ago. Holding Vera close, I groaned and groaned. Our bodies pressed against each other, my stiff cock gently pressed against her thighs, swaying slightly. I caught sight of the young couple and heard the girl say: “I want to suck your dick!”

“Ok, but I want to lick your pussy first.”

I felt myself blush again. This wasn’t the time to mince words. No “golden mount”. No “pearly gate!” This called for straight-talking. Meat, blood and sex! Like an animal, wild and real! And as I was thinking this a devil or god or whatever went off inside me, taking hold, controlling my words. Recklessly, I said: “I want to lick your pussy, Vera!”

“And I want to suck your cock,” she said quietly, her cheeks flushing as she spread her welcoming thighs. I opened her with the tops of my fingers, pulling her full, luscious lips apart, exposing the beautiful wet pink inside, kissing it lightly, lingering almost not knowing what I was doing. “The beast,” took hold of me. I licked and licked, burying my face into the deep intense heat between her thighs. I used my tongue with all my might. I sucked on her bud until she started to kick wildly, wanting to break free. But I didn’t let go until she lay obediently, exhausted, trembling with fulfilled desire on the blanket. 

On the other side of the creek the girl was knelt down over the boy’s hips. Her head was bobbing up and down. The sun shimmered and I saw the light gently flickered across the wet cock she had between her lips. But suddenly he turned away, pulling out of her. Vera and I knew he was close now. He wanted her on her back, legs spread. And he got what he wanted,  pushing himself deep between her legs. His back arched and he thrust down upon her, her hips pressing hard against her. Fast. Faster. Even faster. She wanted more and more. She was insatiable. 

Watching, it was exhausting seeing the intensity of their passion. They were so young and fit. They kept up an incredible tempo until finally the boy groaned loudly, pushing her away as he came on top of her, cum dripping across her stomach. Blushing with embarrassment or perhaps from all the exertion (or maybe a bit of both), we heard him apologising for not being able to hold it any longer. “It’s just that you’re so fucking amazing.”

Almost as amazing as the feeling of Vera’s mouth, carefully taking me inside her.  I stroked her hair and her neck. I whispered meaningless nothings in her ear while holding her head between my hands, slowing her down. Simultaneously, I glanced down at the girl who had taken things into her own hands. Her boyfriend was now lying next to her, limp and not really of much use. Not shy, she confidently started to touch herself with her skilled fingers, which knew her so well, filling the empty void now he was spent. 

With her knees up and her hands deep between her legs, she massaged herself with quick, circular movements. She bit on her bottom lip, closing her eyes as if it was painful. But of course, we all know it isn’t. We know that her howls or screams are nothing to do with pain. And as her thighs tightly crushed around her hand, she groaned with pleasure. With her other hand, she took hold of her boyfriend’s flaccid cock and held it tight. She moved towards it like it was a much-loved cuddly toy, and then exhausted and sleepy, she snuggled close to him. 

I made a sign that I wanted Vera on her back. She smiled and glowed just like always. Momentarily flustered, I told her it was up to her; it was fine if she wanted to sit or lie on top if she wanted. 

“No, do what you want,” she chuckled. “You’re the boss! Don’t make me be the one to decide. Besides, you’ve always been a considerate, fair and reasonable boss, Gustav. Someone who knows how to take care of his colleagues. Carry on just like that. 

“I’ll do that,” I mumbled, slowly adjusting myself until I was right above her most sensitive spot. I hesitated, then thrust myself deep and deeper inside her. 

      
   


  
   
    
     
      Dare ya!
     

     
      By Apollo
     

    

    
    

    
     Me and Gudrun were lying around on the rocks, a fair way out of town. It was a long time ago but I remember it as if it were yesterday. We were both seventeen and had been best friends for as long as I could remember. Now we were dating, a brave new world for a couple who thought we already knew everything about each other. It was early summer and we had biked out here because we knew we’d be virtually alone. The only other people around were a couple on one of the outcrops in the mouth of the fjord, a man a little way above us, and a young women lying hidden behind some large rocks.
    

    
     It was the first time I’d seen Gudrun in a bikini. We’d obviously kissed before, but at the same time that was all we’d done. Gudrun had only fully blossomed the autumn before, later than most of her girlfriends. Now she lay next to me on the mat sunning herself. Her torso was slender but she had nice, round hips and a decent bust. A slight tinge of brown hinted that this wasn’t her first sunbathe of the year.
    

    
     She cuddled up to me and looked at me with those piercing blue eyes of hers. “Dare ya to dive down there from the rocks!” This was a game we’d been playing for many years and we never got tired of it. We were the neighbourhood troublemakers and challenged each other to do everything and anything, whether it was climbing up to the top of the highest tree, stealing as many apples as possible, or ringing as many doorbells as we could until someone caught us red-handed. Today was the day when the game changed forever.
    

    
     I climbed up onto the rock immediately, did my best Tarzan impression and jumped into the water. When I came to the surface, Gudrun was standing at the edge of the water clapping her hands. “Dare ya to jump from the same place!” I shouted. She quickly got to the point I had jumped off from and hesitated for a moment before launching herself, arms flailing, and shrieking with joy. I was impressed.
    

    
     Gudrun swam over to me and threw her arms around my neck. So far I could still stand on the bottom. “Dare ya to kiss me...” she said with a tender smile. Now, in hindsight, I can clearly see that it was her who started it.
    

    
     The kiss I planted on her lips was long and deep. She held on to me in the water, her tongue searching for mine. Her tits rested on my chest and I stroked her back with my hands. The excitement spread like wildfire and I knew she’d notice, sooner rather than later. “Dare ya to skinny dip with me,” I said before I could stop myself. She let go of me, moved away slightly and turned her back to me. With only her head above the water, she slid out of her bikini bottoms and tossed them onto the shore. The top followed soon after. The water made it hard to make out the details but I was already breathing heavier than usual.
    

    
     “Dare ya to do the same,” said Gudrun, her voice trembling. She seemed both excited and also scared at the same time. I couldn’t chicken out, and soon my swimming trunks flew onto the rocks next to Gudrun’s bikini. She stared at me, curious, as she carefully swam over towards me. I don’t think she had noticed yet but my dick was already hard and standing to attention in the water, and I’d have to come up with something quickly. “Dare ya to let me kiss your tits!” I wasn’t quite as confident and cocky as I sounded, but it was too late to back out now. Gudrun bit her bottom lip but didn’t say anything. I swam the last metre to her, kissed her on her mouth, on her nose, and on her chin. She had closed her eyes. I kissed her neck, her collarbone and her chest. She held her breath. Then I dived into the water and caught one of her erect nipples between my lips, kissing and sucking on it delicately. It felt hard against my tongue. I kissed her other nipple, felt the rough and goose-pimpled skin against my lips, and wanted most of all to stay under the water forever.
    

    
     But I needed air. I drew in a deep breath as I came up
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy You, Me and my Friend - and other erotic short stories.

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