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         I am quite aware that my interest in cock is perhaps a little special. After all, women are usually more concerned with the bigger picture and don't really understand men's focus on sexual organs. But maybe the difference isn't actually that big. I am, like many women, more concerned about everything that surrounds the act itself: the flirting and caring, the foreplay, caresses and kisses on the neck. For me, though, a cock is a kind of expression. An expression of interest. And power. Mine.

         It’s really the thought of cock that’s important. A movable cylinder with a smooth, well-lubricated, heart-shaped head. First, I have to conjure it up, create it. It must come to greet me, showing its excitement and presenting itself. Then it must quench my hunger, let itself be swallowed, be annihilated. I shall possess it and thus possess its owner. With a hand around a man’s cock or balls, I wrench control from his consciousness. I engulf him.

         I find it fascinating that it can be so soft and small and insensitive! And then, when it's erect and hard, that it's sensitive and vulnerable, that it gains existence. Now it stands to strain upwards from a loosened fly, roaring as if it was wild and high, but it is also very sensitive. A little while ago, it was just slightly swollen and red at the tip, not waving around, but peering about inside a pair of shorts for the person sitting in the right position and looking for it. Just curious apparently, but actually quite turned on.

         We were accompanied in the little boat on the way out here by his brother, sister-in-law, and their handsome daughters. Ebba, his brother’s wife, is buxom and shapely too, and still quite firm although she’s in her mid-forties.

         As things stood, it would have cost me a great deal to hop right on board. I need foreplay; that’s not what I mean. But my notion of cock, my thoughts about it, is at the core of such foreplay. I think a lot of women haven’t quite realised what they can do to make themselves horny. For me, it’s no big deal. But I think it’s because I’m aware of it and allow it to happen. Then it happens all on its own.

         My lover shows both enthusiasm and interest in his approach towards me. He also exhibits both sensitivity and technique when he dives inside my loose, knee-length summer skirt. He strokes my thighs and bottom, gently nipping my lips, building up a rumbling landslide with his tongue and fingers. Far inside, then playing with my clit, far inside, playing with my clit. Teasing around my bum-hole. He knows I am a whole woman, not just sexual parts. He fools about with my fingers, sniffs in my armpits, plays crazily with my earlobes, teasing and thrilling.

         But my thoughts are dancing about a swinging lance, lightning sharp and sliding frictionless into my buttery flesh. Up from the realm of the dead. These thoughts are my foreplay and at the core of my sexual experience. I think about it, imagine it, long before it exists. Perhaps before the lover exists. I might examine my dildos at home or just glance at the drawer. Maybe I'll do something as boyish as to look at some pictures. But now I'm with my darling of several years' standing. I began by giving him insinuating glances and comments on the way out to the islands. In unnoticed moments, he got to see more of my thighs than others do. We weren't alone, so there was no way he could know if I had any concrete plans or not. But he must've noticed I was consciously enticing him.

         I'm also quite aware of the effect of other pert bodies around him. If we've been at a party, and mainly if we've been with rather more challenging members of the female sex, then he's shameless and passionate on the way home in the car. And he has always had a somewhat futile longing for his brother's slightly older wife. She is a big, exuberant, carefree woman, who's not afraid of using her natural curves to compliment her charm. She's a bit naughty too. If she's dishing out kisses when saying hello or goodbye, there's usually one young man who gets a bit hot under the collar.  That's often my husband, and you can just make out the contours of a semi-hard-on if you pay good enough attention. And then he's much more direct in his attentions afterwards, with a teenager's insistence, as soon as we are alone.

         On the trip out, everything is perfectly prim and proper on board; all bikini-tops are kept in place. But the occasion is perfect for my husband to be trapped by his own desire. Both the girls and us women are sun worshippers, so there's a lot of skin exposed. Then the body's smells and other expressions mix with those of the sun and salty water. The pulse of the boat's engine is like a tender lover in full control and, as we're sitting there, the rhythm hits all of us.

         Ebba has luxuriant hair, and down below she’s bordering on the indecent. Her very scanty bikini bottoms barely hide the thick black bush surrounding her bulging pussy. Up top, she’s wearing a negligible singlet that’s just enough to hold in place what is irresistibly eye-catching to start with. Nothing’s hidden; it couldn’t be more typical of her if she tried. But then there’s nothing that could be called openly inappropriate for civilised people.

         She’s enjoying the trip, laughing and having fun, but moving about and bumping naturally into each and everyone so that it’s barely noticeable. She doesn’t go as far as asking my husband to help with her sun cream but doesn’t hold too much back otherwise. She sits down so her husband can massage her shoulders and rub her in, and she’s thus sitting with her legs delicately spread towards us. Nor is it altogether innocent when she adds to the conversation with purrs of pleasure and compliments to her husband.

         She is genuinely formidable when she leans forward to find something in a bag. Her plump fruits dangle like balloons on the point of bursting, sturdy straps holding them in place and emphasising the whole creation. Here, I think, God really has created a woman in her own image; men are all such small calves. It's so infectious when she uses her womanliness; she could have tempted even the most virtuous Sunday-school teacher – man or woman – over the edge with her. If she'd swept some boy's faces with her moist, wide-open bush, I don’t think the effect could have been stronger.

         The two girls are young and innocent, and there's nothing insistently sexual about them.  Even if their perky teenage bottoms have absolute magnetic power over my husband. All the same, his gaze swiftly returns to the two of us with a few extra kilos, nicely distributed.

         I’m quite happy to let him suffer, verbally and by other means, for his desire for anyone else than me. But it’s always harmless and teasing, and I’m more than happy to be filled by that extra spark. His extended glances at his slender nieces don’t worry me. On the contrary, they can help me whip up my own juices. All he wants is to be dipped and buried in all that’s lush and bulging, be thoroughly sentenced to the point of rapture by a woman who can kill a cock in her pussy. Slender thighs and teasing sugar-cones of girlish breasts may well get my husband and other men steamed up, but I look upon this with satisfaction. It's so lovely not to lack confidence in one's own powers, not to feel envy or jealousy. To my husband, I'm the trumpet that drowns out whatever else is screaming for attention on the market. I am the mother of all womanhood, the burning torch that destroys everything.

         When we anchored, I saw to it that the others busied themselves with the grill. They would also be picking mussels while we went off to find berries. He trots after me, proclaiming how my nipples are like raspberries when they’re ready for serving. That they stiffened and jutted out during the journey was impossible to conceal. He talks nonsense about my pussy too, but we know that these words mean nothing. Breasts are the big thing for him, and I simply have to drown him in my vampish, mussel-like pillows. Then I know he is entirely in my power. His enjoyment of me is lovely, and I hunger for his enthusiastic pulse, gladly forgive his fiery haste. 

         His stiff dick, grinding away happily, never leaves my attention or my dreams. He must be able to keep going for a while, so I force him out, for a long time, again and again. I must make sure that I have him long enough, however hungry I am for each knurled thrust. This is where years of being a couple come in useful. Waiting, I let my fantasies run wild while he's busy using his tongue or fingers. I imagine larger and more picturesque vessels, sailing and ploughing the waves. A ferry captain, or his slightly bear-like brother. Barrel-shaped and blunt, just about everywhere I think. On the trip out, I watched his hand on the old wooden tiller, naturally and unintentionally, perhaps. All the same, it’s so like an enormous cock with an enslaved hand around it. Strange to think that a stiff pole and a governing arm reveals man at his weakest. A lovely reminder of his physical submission. He saw me looking. But we're both safe enough so that I didn't need to sit up and pull my legs together. I am pleased to notice that I get excited by another man. And to excite others makes me excited too.

         I have to control my husband. Otherwise, he's done before he reaches his best. He's loving and thoughtful and lets me control. When he's finally allowed to let go, usually after we've got me to the edge or over, he trembles helplessly, bewitched. My breasts, pussy, all of me has gone through its transformation long before. I am gaping black fertile soil, screaming to be ploughed and sown. By then, we have long been working together, and it's as if he cannot be large enough. But, at that precise moment, we are perfectly built for each other. And my husband can be a devilish rider. At the most extreme, he balances at one point alone, a point of no extent. I am visited by a butterfly's genius proboscis that, touching nowhere else, can deliver fertilisation's kiss at the end of my sucking canal. He floats like a humming-bird above me; I am the Virgin Mary, untouched outside, in the middle of an orgasm. He is not allowed to remain in the realm of myth, however. Not by me, not by God. Here on the beach, we need all the contact in the world and must press hard against each other everywhere. Now I am ravaged like a dinghy in the waves. Drunk on his own winds, he can forget his own strength.

         At the same time, we must journey across each other, sensitively and light as a feather. My nipples jut out high above their areolae, bloodily pronounced, like bomb targets. He must keep coming back to them, in new involuntary raids. He is anchored, as soon as they emerge, fixated. I believe he is scared that others might wander by when he is busy elsewhere, diving in the wet seaweed, sniffing along the slippery rocks. My pussy is open and billowing as if numerous concubines lie hidden between endless layers of veils and quilts. He must dive down, be down there too. Search and fuck. Entice and tickle. Taste and pinch.

         Today we shudder and collapse onto the beach together. When it happens, he is inside me, yelling with his lusty sword. My cunt is gulping, almost noisily. But it is the whole of me, not just my sex, that envelops and swallows him. I am dissolved in my idea of an exaggerated cascade from a terrific fire-hose as he thrusts and pulses inside me; he is a heart in my body. Before we come as far, however, it is his absolute entirety that is within me, and his juices are mine long before they are released. Only that which I have already taken is transformed when my finger touches the trigger, and the explosion begins far down inside us. The torrent is driven on in salvo after salvo. Since all this occurs within me, there is one transformation only, wandering through one body alone. 

         For some time after all strength has left us, tremors still pass through our gelatinous body. The minutes pass until we are woken by the waves of the sea. Again, there are two bodies on the beach.

         An egg is released, which we hope to fertilise. Only when we are done, I think once more of his changing dick. He has a day pass today, I believe; this wasn't just a one-way ticket, however wholly we melted together. When we get back, it may well be that the girls have dispensed with their bikini tops or are bathing naked. Ebba has no doubt assumed the role of motherly hostess. She is more than willing to be both loving and challenging, like at an old-fashioned inn. Moving from table to table, pouring wine and inspiring good humour, this vibrant, shapely woman gets the temperature rising.

         It strikes me that it was the thought of mussels that got my blood flowing; they are aphrodisiacs when eaten, apparently. Now we must pull ourselves back together to go down and eat. Perhaps the mussels will work many times today, I think, playing with the idea that what turns you on must also ensure conception. He’s surprised when I object to taking a swim before returning to our party. But I must cultivate the seething adventure taking place inside me, and he flashes me a smile when he understands. He can go swimming if he wants, I say, nodding at his chastely withdrawn cum gun.

         “You wait, there’ll be a full moon too,” he chuckles.

         We’re silently amused about our friends probably guessing what we’ve been up to, although we do pick a few berries on the way back down.

          
      

      
   


  
   
    
     
      Taboo
     

     
      By Dante
     

    

    
    

    
     “Do you mind doing my shoulders?”
    

    
     Holding up her long, dark-blond hair, my sister hands me a bottle of sun-tan oil. My wife and I have taken our son for some lazy, sunny August days with my sister and her husband at their holiday home by the Med. My brother-in-law has cycled down to the shop to buy ice-cream with the boy while the rest of us lounge about on the balcony, waiting for the shadows to be long enough so we can be bothered to eat dinner. The sun continues to burn down mercilessly even though dark clouds out at sea threaten thunder later. My wife is dozing in the shade with a book. I'm bored of counting construction cranes on the horizon. I pour a little too much of the coconut-fragrant sun oil into my hands and make large, shiny, butterfly patterns over my sister's shoulder-blades. Her skin is warm, the oil a bit too runny, and I’m suddenly clumsy and careless. A sticky trickle of the protective oil runs down her back.
    

    
     

      “You see my little bit of eczema? You don’t think it’s too horrible, do you,” she asks.
    

    
     

      “No, your skin’s just a bit dry, that’s all,” I mumble, concentrating.
    

    
     I’m sticky from all the oil and frantically rub in her upper arms, elbows and lower arms to stop the stream on its way towards her bikini bottoms. My wife smiles at me over her sunglasses. I smile back and, flushed, carry on down her upper arms and the curves of her waist. The movements rock my sister back and forth while she's texting someone back home in Norway. I can feel her muscles tensing beneath her skin. She's older than me, in her mid-forties, but fit and strong from daily cycle rides and challenging, long hikes in the mountains each weekend. I can see no sign of lameness looking at her butt, thighs or calves. We share a perfectly normal sibling relationship, but it suddenly strikes me that this situation could have been very erotic. We’re a little bit tipsy on white wine. Her butt jiggles about a foot away from me. Her hair tickles my nose. The spicy fragrance seems perfectly in place. I think about how I'll be making love with my wife again in a few hours, enjoying the breeze from the air-conditioning. I will be licking her velvety skin and hearing her sigh with happiness. She has a sweet, discreet fragrance too. As if in a dream, I notice the feeling of thin fabric over soft, forbidden curves against my fingers. I come to my senses, quickly pulling my hand away from her small breast; I rub the rest of the slippery oil into her neck.
    

    
     

      “There,” I say briskly.
    

    
     

      “Thanks,” she murmurs, concentrating on her mobile phone.
    

    
     She probably didn't notice anything. I move a little away, but can still feel that touch. It's a bit awkward, but I can detect an embarrassing, private heaviness in my shorts. I’m thinking about the feeling of her breast beneath my fingers. Small, soft and, above all else, forbidden. Taboo.
    

    
     

      My wife clears her throat. Smiles at me. Even though her sunglasses, I can sense her tigerish look. She moistens her lips and closes her book. Her smile has taken me aback. If she didn't see me touch the forbidden fruit, she could at least see my growing hard-on. She knows just how to fire that up even more: she spreads her thighs a little, tensing up the muscles of her tummy and bottom. She straightens her creamy-white bikini bottoms with her slender, perfectly shaped fingers. Then she grins when I mumble something about having to wash my hands and hurry inside.
    

    
     

      When I come back from the bathroom, she’s standing in the kitchen, playing with an ice-cube, wetting her mouth with a seductive veil of iciness. Her lips are more swollen than usual when she smiles and licks her fingers dry. A perfect manicure, a perfect mouth, and perfect sparkle in her eyes. She is fabulously beautiful.
    

    
     "A bit warm for you, darling?" she asks, sneaking over to me and biting me a little on the shoulder. Her teeth are strong and white. Her ice-cube starts to circle my nipples.
    

    
     

      “Hmm,” I answer, opening a beer and drinking straight from the can. She breathes in my ear.
    

    
     

      “Hot and cramped,” she teases, squeezing the bulge in my shorts. Her eyes are narrow and a predatory black. I always get a hard-on when her look is like that, from her tongue-tip on my throat and the nails that scratch down my back. I get a hard-on from the much electricity in the air and don't reply.
    

    
     

      “If you’ve thought about fucking her, I want to watch,” she whispers, before licking my mouth and disappearing outside with a glass of iced lemon water. At first, I think I must have heard wrong, but sense something beyond the taste of lemon.
    

    
     

     Her words hit me like a punch in the stomach. So she saw it then. In typical fashion, she has grasped onto it and turned shame into something to spice up our relationship, just dropping the unusual comment in passing. She finds erotic excitement in more places than most people; she’s not in the least scared of intense fantasies. If I look a little too long at either women or men, she makes them into willing, naked sex slaves in her imagination. Without hesitation, she touts her pussy to anyone who turns her on.
    

    
     “Imagine her in a bubble-bath,” she might say about the lovely young girl at the betting kiosk.
    

    
     “He can take a wrong turn if he wants,” she once mumbled loudly enough for the taxi-driver to hear.
    

    
     “I can’t find my knickers,” is a classic following a trip to the loo out in town or with friends.
    

    
     And she knows me so well, knows exactly what new scenes to invent to trigger the predator in me.
    

    
     

      I blush, not so much from the accident with the sun-tan oil, or my wife seeing it, but from the bursting stiffy, it gives me. The reaction is entirely involuntary and thus all the worse to conquer. So I stand there embarrassed, turning the beer can around in my fist, challenged, and anything but horny. Despite that my dick is standing up like a pole in my shorts. The planet's most intelligent creature governed by a basic reflex.
    

    
     

     I can hear the women laughing out on the balcony. I imagine my wife is undressing my sister with her eyes. I think about how she may be adjusting her bikini, exhibiting bare skin, a nipple or a flash of her pussy. I think about their happy smiles and teasing eyes as they suck each other’s fingers. I wonder how long our son and his uncle have been gone. Holidays are without deadlines, but all the same. Just as I’m going to lock myself in the bathroom and douse myself in cold water, she appears again, backing me into the fridge, smiling but determined.
    

    
     

      “Love you, darling,” she whispers, sliding down to her knees and effortlessly twisting off my shorts as if it were the most obvious thing to do in the world.
    

    
     She licks her lips. My hard-on is boorish and vulgar and fits perfectly in her hot, soft, mouth. I grab the cold, marble worktop behind me. My sister could come in at any moment. My wife adores sucking me and is an expert at eye contact and handiwork, getting me to let go all inhibitions and doubt in half a second.
    

    
     

      “Jesus,” I gasp.
    

    
     She smiles and winks.
     

    

    
     “So nice you’re so horny, darling,” she continues, sucking me hands-free, like a pro, studiously gracefully and fantastically delicious.
    

    
     

      “I’m not horny,” I cough, as she pumps up and down on my rock-hard stiffy. It tightens from the very root and inwards. My wife raises an eyebrow, pushing her breasts against my knees and purring deep in her throat. She drops one hand to her crotch, which makes a wet, indecent sucking sound.
    

    
     

      “It made me horny, though,” she says quietly, licking my balls, smiling and blinking.
    

    
     I’m dizzy from the heat and the sheer vulgarity of the situation and let her wank me off, leading me to an honest, unpretentious orgasm. When she notices I’m starting to come, her hand returns to get the extra points, the last jerks for the last mouthful. She knows all the secrets. She licks me clean before kissing my mouth, long, soft, teasing, full of salty, slimy sweetness.
     

      “Taboo,” she whispers with a smile, pulling and zipping up my shorts. I hold around her, shaking and trembling, holiday-infatuated with this gorgeous woman for the twelfth year in a row.
     

    

    
     

      “I need to go for a swim, it’s so hot,” we hear my sister saying to her husband when he comes back from the shop with our son.
     

      “Isn’t it just,” my wife smiles, ruffling the boy’s sweaty hair. He’s excited and wants to go out with his uncle again, this time in the yellow convertible. We have to laugh. It’s not easy to tell which of them’s fifty and which five. I take the bags from them and put the shopping away while my wife goes down for a swim too. Afterwards, I have a shave and have a long, cold shower without any particular effect. I have a heavy, throbbing feeling of something unreleased in my body. I sense the taste of myself and lemon and something else in my mouth. Her kiss. Taboo. My dick swells up, not as stiff of course as when my wife was sucking me, but not far short. It’s just a little bit softer and pretty irritable. I can’t go back out with this, I think, and wank a few mucky blobs into the porcelain basin in the bathroom. Shamefully, I wash the sticky spunk down the plughole. I think of the taboo that manifested itself, not the action or the person, but the very idea. The cum sticks to my fingers like glue. I lick it up, my head spinning. Taboo.
    

    
     

      They're in the shallow end of the pool, in the shade of some palm trees. My wife is a golden abstraction against the turquoise bottom of the pool; my sister wrings the water out of her hair and climbs out. She nods towards the block and smiles before disappearing up the steps. I dive in. The water envelops me like a cold womb, a cocoon of sun-free salvation. I hold my breath for a long time, fumbling along the bottom, stroking between my wife's smooth legs. She strafes my back with her fingers, casually fooling about. I make a swarm of small bubbles and follow them up to the surface. My wife smiles at me, wipes the wet hair from my eyes, creates space for me alongside her. For a long time, we remain silent together. The cicadas go into overdrive as the day turns orange. My wife puts her sunglasses back on and traces circles on the water's surface.
     

      “What if I said your sister has sweet nipples,” she asks, casually and studiously indifferent. She spread her toes just above the water."Well," I answer, surprised and confused. "I'm sure they are fine, they..."
     

      “Maybe I mean that they taste sweet,” she goes on, just as pretend-uninterested as before. I don't reply, but a picture comes to mind.
     

      “What did you see when you came down,” she asks, regarding me over the top of her sunglasses.
     

      “Saw? Nothing. You were swimming. In the children’s pool. You were swimming underwater. And she got out. What do you mean?”My wife just nods, her face bathed in the golden sun. A few drops of water trickle towards her mouth. She goes quiet, teasing, challenging, until I sneak an arm around her and she straddles me, kneeling on the bottom. She gives me a lingering kiss, a chlorine kiss, wet and cold, pressing her crotch against mine and purring in enjoyment when my dick stiffens, tickling her.
     

      “What if I touched her,” she invents.
     

      “What if?” I respond, finding her pussy with two fingers and walking the knife-edge between shame and lust, spice and damnation.
     

      “What if I thought she had lovely tits?” I don’t answer, holding that dark look in her eyes, watching her pupils enlarge from my fingers in her pussy. She is slippery, breathing open-mouthed.
     

      “I’d say yours were bigger,” I whisper. She smiles."My breasts are just firmer," she answers, kissing me. She gasps into my mouth. She pulls her bikini top slightly to one side, letting her tits out into the honey-coloured sunset light.
     

      “What if she’d lost her bikini?”
    

    
     “I doubt if you’d’ve fondled her tits, baby.”
     

      “Don’t say that,” she mumbles. Her pussy is wet and tight. The tip of her tongue plays with mine. She wraps her legs around me, pressing her mouth to my ear, breathing heavily and steamily. 
     

      “She’s taboo,” she says, with an undertone I can’t interpret. Her nipples grow stiff against my shoulders.
     

      “She is,” I whisper.
     

      “Fuck me,” she urges, “I can feel you’re ready.”I fish my dick up over the waistband of my shorts and slide straight into her. Her pussy is wetter than just water and hot, very hot. My wife moans purrs, rocking slowly against me in perfect rhythm.
     

      “What if I told her you usually say more than a mouthful is a waste,” she asks. 
     

      “You’re mad,” I whisper. 
     

      “I know,” she says, biting my lips and riding me so slowly it is barely noticeable. Only the passing of time and the rings spreading on the water betray us. I suck and lick her breasts. Her nipples are hard and jutting.
     

      “So?” I ask her finally, concentrated and thrusting gently."Could I have kissed her when she lost her top? Barely using any air to talk, she arches her body backwards and rips off her bikini top. Her tits are perfect hemispheres of both soft and firm temptation. She smiles, riding me a little faster."She lost it then? Was I still standing behind her?" I ask over-confidently.
     

      “Oh no,” she answers. “You don’t understand anything.” She gives a broad, teasing smile.
     

      “What if you got to choose between her mouth and her tits,” she mumbles. She has closed her eyes now, closing out everything disturbing or moralising. "I'm so hard it hurts," I say. She nods, quite aware. We've agreed on the boundaries and rules for our game now, wilfully moving towards the edge and clouding the path with ambiguities and double meanings. As long as neither says it straight out, our backs remain free. We have played before, with other names and faces, not to mention bodies, and know just how far we can go. My wife increases her pace a little, rubbing her clit against me. She pants and gasps, almost like having contractions. I struggle not to make any noise myself. The ripples become larger. It's cooler in the shadow of the palms, but our love and excitement are more than hot enough.
     

      “Her nipples stiffened in my hands,” she tells me.
     

      “Lovely,” I reply, kissing her soft mouth. She rasps my lips with her teeth. She rides me faster and higher, almost slipping me out before pressing down once more. She gasps when I find her clit between her fingers down in the water."They were like fruit-drops on my tongue," she continues, "like one-day-old glacé cherries on a chocolate cake." Her hand helps me, separating her pussy lips and exposing her clit, naked and super-sensitive.
     

      “Your pussy’s so wonderfully firm and tight,” I whisper, feeling myself getting close again.
     

      “She could do with a shave,” she whispers, determinedly disguised and obscure. She licks my mouth, drawing in spit with her fingertips and joining me on the run-in with short, decisive movements of her hips. A silky wave of pussy juice undulates like mackerel skies about us in the water.
     

      “I’ll at least shave you tomorrow, baby.”
     

      “Shave my pussy?”
     

      “Shave your pussy, baby.”
     

      “Fuck my pussy. Fuck my horny pussy. Fuck me with your big cock,” she whispers, “Fuck me till you spray me fully. I want to go eat with your cum inside me tonight and smell of sex and think about you know what," she goes on.
    

    
     We're like children, skinless, naked, downright honest with each other and the taboos. We need an orgasm and hold nothing back.
     

      “Have you thought about it before,” I challenge her. Her tummy muscles are hard as stone and ready now.
     

     “You could shave her pussy,” she whispers into my mouth. I make it last, focussing on fucking her, bringing her to the finish, to the end, out for the count."She could be watching us now," she continues. She is closing my eyes with a hand over my face and her face pressing into my neck: "Watching
     

     

    

    
     

    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Sex Handbook - And Other Erotic Short Stories from Cupido.

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