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         “Knobhead!” Elisabeth was miffed. She sat on the barstool beside Markus, her pussy throbbing lightly. Her little thong drew in all the juices and clung to her pussy.

         Her husband laughed lightly. “The night is still young. It´s only nine o´clock.”

         “You knobhead!” she slammed the glass butt plug on the bar counter. Markus quickly and discreetly grabbed it, but not fast enough to avoid the bartender’s eyes. The worker quickly looked the other way, as if oblivious to it all.

         Her 31st birthday was almost coming to an end. The only thing she had received for her latest milestone was a butt plug stuck up her ass before an evening uptown. True, it turned her on while walking around with it in her, and it didn’t faze her the slightest once she met up with friends. She was ready to make small talk, even if it almost drove her crazy with desire. After a while, she managed to walk in a way that triggered a joyful prick every time she took a step.

         From the bar stool, she discovered that the pub´s toilet was hidden out of sight. It was so hidden that she managed to sneak her husband into the women´s toilet without being spotted. Inside the cubicle, she pulled up her skirt and stuck her ass out for him. Slowly, almost too slowly, he filled her. Then, just as slowly, he pulled himself out. He laughed, fastened his zipper and disappeared. Elisabeth was left standing there alone with a plug up her ass, feeling miffed and horny.

         When she ordered another beer, she noticed Markus pulling a pearl necklace out of his pocket. Without saying a word, he secured it around her neck. She was speechless, her irritability disappearing all at once. She even forgot just how wet she was for a moment.

         “Listen,” he said and bent over to whisper a few words in her ear.

         His suggestion got her all hot and bothered, causing her to laugh when she looked out the window. “In the pub on the other side of the street?” she asked.

         Markus nodded with a smile.

         The thought threw her completely off. It confused her. She tried to curb her enthusiasm while nodding in agreement. But Elisabeth knew all too well that the look in her eyes gave her away. Markus whispered to her again. “They´ll recognise the pearl necklace, and you´re to ask them to do this for you.”

         The pub looked worn, and the two men were easy to spot. Sat around a table, they were dressed in black suits and ties. Elisabeth felt faint from all the excitement whizzing around inside her. One of the men suddenly pulled out a chair.

         “Hi,” she smiled and sat down. They smiled back. “How do you know Markus?” she asked curiously. One of the men shrugged.

         “The internet,” the other answered.

         Elisabeth nodded and readied herself. “Come, let´s go straight away. But there´s one thing I want you all to do for me tonight… After all, it’s my birthday.”

         The man closest to Elisabeth suppressed a cough when she presented her demand. They looked at each other with a somewhat reserved look across their faces before finally laughing together. One of them bent over the table and met Elisabeth’s eyes. She didn´t budge.

         “I think that´s okay,” he said quietly. “We´ll manage to suck each other off.”

         Elisabeth felt so happy sitting between the men in the cab. She placed her hand on their thighs and parted her own legs. She felt their muscles under the thin fabric before gliding her hands over their dicks.

         A few moments later, they were back at home in her living room. Elisabeth quickly dropped to her knees and released their belt buckles. Hungry for action, she grabbed hold of their dicks and carefully started tasting them.

         Markus had already taken care of the foreplay. He teased her with the butt plug, took her on the toilet, and had now set her up for a night to remember. She was ready for anything and everything – and she wanted it now.

         After wetting their dicks, she got up and pushed one of the men towards the wall before pulling up her skirt and pressing her waist towards him. He was rock hard. He slid past her panties and split her pussy lips open with ease. His back hit against the wall as she rode him standing up. Her pussy got tighter with every thrust as it gripped around his dick. She rolled her hips, causing the man to groan as his stubble rubbed against her cheek. She answered his pleasure by biting his ear.

         Soon, she felt something soft and wet working its way down her spine. The other man was guiding his tongue towards her buttocks before finally tearing off her panties. It hung in shreds around one of her thighs. Not wanting to stop, the man’s tongue continued its direction of travel until it reached her butthole. He pushed his tongue carefully inside her while she dug her nails into his mate´s back.

         “Oh my god! Stop with that nonsense. Take me instead!” she wanted them both – now. Once his tongue had softened up her hole, he got out of his trousers and squeezed her between him and his mate.

         She hardly believed it was possible. She couldn´t believe that two rugged cocks could fit inside her at once. She only felt a twinge of pain before they found their rhythm and sent her out of this world. They lifted her up off the floor and squeezed her little body between them. It drove her past the climax until she felt something running down the inside of her thighs. At first, she thought it was them. But it continued to run without stopping towards her stockings. It was her orgasm that ran down her thighs. She checked with her hand before stroking it over his chest; it glistened in the light from the lamps.

         They continued to blow her mind and send waves crashing through her. Before long, they pulled out and placed her carefully down on the floor. One of the men still hadn´t lost his size yet. Elisabeth took her hand to her pussy; she could still feel a faint tickling from her orgasm, but she didn´t protest when he climbed on top of her.

         The soft dick brushed against the inside of her thigh. Soon she felt it again. While his mate watched, he took her again. She placed her legs around him and let him thrust deep inside her until his hips knocked against the inside of her thighs.

         Oh heavens, she thought. He kept taking her until she felt tighter again. Something was pressing inside of her; it started to build up again. It was like he was hitting something between each thrust. It was a sweet spot that gave her a full-body orgasm every time it was touched.

         She arched her back and shot her hips against him, stroking the inside of her thighs. She tasted it – salty. It ran out of her again like water from a dam. She asked him to stop. It was too much. The combination of tickling sensations and satisfaction of the orgasm threw her off. Her entire body was pulsating. She lied in front of him while giggling as his dick still pointed up to the sky.

         Then, out of nowhere, a little cough filled the room. The two men jumped as Markus entered the living room. Elisabeth looked at him and smiled. She felt certain he had been there a long while. She made no attempt to get up, preferring to lay naked on the floor between the two men. Through a serious look on his face, she discovered a sparkle in his eyes. The two men gathered their clothes quickly.

         “Yes, you two can get dressed,” Markus exclaimed. He remained standing and waited until they put their trousers on and moved towards the front door. “I didn´t tell you to leave. I believe you made Elisabeth a promise.”

         The two men exchanged a questioning look.

         “You can come with me.” He grabbed the pearl necklace around Elisabeth´s neck and guided her towards the bedroom. The two men obeyed.

         The wall clock struck twelve times. They all stood and listened with rapt attention until the last stroke passed. Elisabeth caressed her dress with her hand and could feel a few wet stains in the fabric.

         “You can all sit down there.” Markus nodded towards the two baroque chairs underneath the wall clock. They straightened out their suit trousers and sat down. He let go of the pearl necklace and sat down on the bed with his face turned towards them. Elisabeth stood between them with a questioning look before lowering her gaze.

         “You can take off your dress,” he wanted her to expose herself in front of them.

         Elisabeth looked at Markus, seemingly hesitant for a second. She looked in the mirror across the room and watched as she loosened her straps and let the silk material fall down to her stilettoes. The clip on one of her stockings had loosened and was dangling freely. The other stocking was torn up on the inside of her thigh. Her little panties hung there, all shredded between her stockings and pussy. Completely exposed, she stood there between the men without Markus saying a word. She felt a draught brush against her ass when one of the men leaned back in his chair to cross his legs.

         “Tell the men your age,” Markus suddenly said.

         The ticking from the clock broke the silence before Elisabeth answered. “31.”

         “Elisabeth, you may come to me,” he stretched out his hand and pulled her carefully towards him. Soon, she was laying over his thighs with her ass sticking up towards the men. “Elisabeth, you are 31-years old. Under normal circumstances, I´d give you 31 candles on your cake, but today you´ll have to be satisfied with 31 spanks to your ass instead.”

         31 spanks! Elisabeth opened her eyes wide and looked at the men. The man closest to them was about to say something but was quickly silenced by Markus. 31 spanks. She´d never gotten that many before. Her pussy was already sore and now he was going to punish her for it. Without Markus noticing, she parted her legs a little to let the men get a better view. It turned her on that she was arousing them. The anticipation of what was to come got her off even more.

         She tried to forget about the 31 spanks and focus on the enormous distance between pain and pleasure.

         Elisabeth gasped after the first spanking. The pain overtook her, then the pleasure started to kick in. The humiliation over a public spanking gave way to the knowledge that the two men were sitting there with feelings of pity and desire.

         The second spank hit her. Pain, pleasure, humiliation, and horniness all mixed together once again.

         Three spanks. Four spanks. Five spanks. A tear dripped from the tip of her nose. It fell away as she wriggled on his lap. Markus had to hold her in place before the sixth spank. The pain started to subside after the seventh one, her ass soon giving way to numbness.

         She began dozing off, yet at the same time, she started giggling before the nineteenth spank. She looked at the two men, both were sat there with their hands folded over their crotch.

         “31.” Markus stroked her ass. It felt so prickly and numb, she could barely feel the palm of his hand. “Feel her ass,” he told them.

         Without hesitation, they jumped up and stroked her blushing ass cheeks. It felt amazing. Two hands stroking her burning skin. A finger found its way to her pussy and she could feel it sliding lightly along her crotch. She didn´t know whose finger it was.

         Together, the three men were enjoying her. They were turned on by her. She just HAD to feel them.

         She didn´t get a new spanking as she reached out and felt one of the men’s dick. He was hard underneath his suit trousers; it felt bigger than it really was because of the fabric. Elisabeth met the man´s gaze. He quickly looked at Markus who gave him an order she couldn´t hear. Soon, he loosened the belt around his trousers and got out of them.

         He pulled down his black boxers and got on his knees in front of her while his dick swayed aggressively. Markus pushed her head towards him and let her taste it briefly before the second cock swayed in front of her. Markus gave a new command.

         He told her to lie down with her head towards the tail end of the bed before he grabbed her hair and forced the upper part of her body to sit up from the mattress. “Look at your men,” he commanded. They looked insecurely at Markus and crawled over to each other. “Remember what you promised Elisabeth.”

         Elisabeth sighed. His iron grip didn´t tug at her hair, but it held her firmly in place; all attempts to free herself were useless.

         Soon, she forgot Markus. The sight was surreal. Slowly, one of the men´s dick pumped up and his friend caught it between his lips. Elisabeth drew her breath as she felt a tickling sensation in her stomach. Her pussy was throbbing and she could feel the familiar, uncontrollable twitches in her ass.

         The warm light from the bedroom lamps threw a soft glow over them. A sweet smell hit her when his dick grew all the way. She could see the veins underneath the thin skin.

         As his friend smoothed out pearls of spit with his hand, she wondered if the smell came from her or the little drop that escaped the head. The closeness of the men felt intense. She´d never seen two men make love with each other; only two women while another woman took her. She wondered what turned her since she´d never got to experience what men did to each other.

         Maybe it was the sight, or that this was her reward. Maybe it even was the small hope of Markus giving her permission to sneak in between them.

         She closed her eyes as her ears started ringing; every nerve in her body gave her little jolts. Elisabeth parted her legs and shot her hips back in hopes of Markus standing there. Nothing. Just air. He immediately loosened his grip of her hair. She hoped he would slide it in and poke a hole to release her desire all in one go. She gave up and tried to reach herself with one hand, but quickly received a blow over her ass.

         “Ouch!” she exclaimed almost theatrically. He should´ve known. His spanks didn´t hurt anymore. It was just a quick sting, followed by a blissful warmth that spread across her pussy.

         One of the men moaned quietly. She didn´t know when he´d began to moan. Any sense of time had left her. She didn´t even know when Markus removed the pearl necklace around her neck. As one of the outer pearls rolled down between her buttocks, she got goosebumps. Elisabeth looked in the mirror at herself next to the bed and saw Markus. She saw a shimmer in the pearls as he lifted the necklace and let one of the ends tickle her anus. She watched as he raised himself over her, a naked body with a big dick, until her body disappeared in his outline.

         Slowly, he filled her with the necklace, pearl by pearl. Elisabeth lowered her head and bit her lips. Each pearl was like the last drop in her cup full of lust, it had to spill over – no, burst like a dam.

         She glanced at the mirror again. The two ends of the necklace stuck up from her ass and tickled her between the openings. Markus´ heavy breathing got mixed up with the moans from the two men. His dick brushed against her ass now and again. Soon, he´d have to take her. She knew it. She knew Markus. He could play for a long time, but when she heard his breath, she knew it was just about to happen.

         And she was right.

         Markus forced her legs apart and filled her in an instant. A wave rippled across Elisabeth. She squeezed around him and tried to hold him in place as the orgasm started to build up. Her pussy begun to swell. Something suddenly ran out of her; drops of warm fluid trickling down the insides of her thigh. It was quickly absorbed by her nylon stockings.

         Slowly, Markus pulled out the necklace one pearl at a time. Far away, she could hear herself scream. Although only a few moments passed, it felt like an eternity. As soon as the necklace was dangling by the root of his dick, it started to tickle intensely.

         It slid out of her as she quickly wriggled away. Markus straightened up; he was about to replace the pearls with himself. She didn´t mind. The night had made her ready for anything. Her butthole didn´t sting anymore. Instead, Markus gave her an exciting itch as he forced the rest of her desire out of her.

         As the wall clock struck twice, one of the men came. With a deep roar, he sent his cum over his friend´s chest. Markus came at the same time. Elisabeth found her clit with her fingers and timed her orgasm right. He carefully pulled out, got up on his knees behind her, and threw away the pearl necklace so it landed beside the two men.

         Her body begged for rest. A satisfied, heavy feeling nailed Elisabeth to the bed. Her ears were ringing. Her raging heartbeat caused throbbing in her eardrums, chest, stomach, and sore ass. Now and again, the muscles in her pussy twitched uncontrollably. It hurt a little; just enough that she didn´t want to pull her legs together.

         She searched for words that could describe her state. “Thoroughly fucked,” she whispered down into the sheets. “Completely and utterly thoroughly fucked.” Elisabeth smiled. She always used to laugh when she heard that expression. It sounded so crude. She thought such a feeling didn’t exist– until now.

         She lay on the bed on her stomach. With her legs parted, a numb clit, and burning buttocks, a couple of drops ran out of her. She didn´t care that Markus could see straight into her. Instead, she enjoyed the wet spot that spread across the sheets and pushed her pussy down towards it. It soothed it a little, cooling down her sore skin.

         She felt sticky from her stockings to her crotch. Elisabeth stroked a finger along the inside of her thigh and could feel the bare skin pressing out from the ripped stocking. The two men lied in front of the bed. They were so close that she could smell their dicks; so close that she could hear every little moan. With the palm of her hand, she smoothed out the pearls on her husband´s back before Markus got up behind her again. She was about to protest, but desire once again overcame her. Instead, she bit into the sheets as her buttocks tensed up.

         But he didn´t take her.

         Instead, he stroked his body over her back before kissing her neck. It tickled all the way down to her tail bone. “My darling,” he whispered.

         Quietly, they laid there together and watched the couple in front of them. The man´s dick was hanging from his crotch without losing its size. His friend laid underneath him, all dirty with shiny stains from his neck down. His friend stuck his tongue against the head of his dick as his stomach muscles began to tense. At the same time, the man grabbed the pearl necklace and wrapped it around the dick. It made a rattling sound as he rolled the pearls up and down before finally gathering his lips around the head.

         “Wow!” Elisabeth exclaimed as he came. He arched up into a bridge as his voice roared. He spread his toes before sending a squirt all over the man’s spine and buttocks. A couple of small drops hit Elisabeth´s upper lip. She licked it and caught the faint taste of salt.

         Markus chuckled and kissed her neck. Unconsciously, she shot her ass towards him. “Markus, you knobhead, c’mon!” she laughed.

          
      

      
   


   
      
         
            Excitement in Everyday Life
      

            By Frk. Ugle, Telemark
      

         

          
      

         Now and again, everyday life feels unbearable and lacks excitement. When I really need to blow off some steam, I call Helge and agree to meet him uptown. I prepare for these meetings thoroughly.


I start with a long, hot shower, scrubbing my body until it hurts, and the skin has gone pink. Hair underneath my arms and on my legs also gets removed. I then trim between my legs and smear a few drops of Kama Sutras Oil of Love over the tuft of hair, so that it’s silky smooth and smelling nice. The split is wet enough as it is. I carefully avoid touching the clit, even though it´s already pulsating hard between my legs.


I care for my hands and feet, cut my nails, and rub myself in with a thick lotion. Everything has to be soft and smell nice. Even my ears and navel gets a thorough clean.


Now, it’s time for one of the things I enjoy the most; moisturising my entire body with Kama Sutras almond lotion. It’s done slowly. I let my hands squeeze and tease my breasts, buttocks, and the inside of my thighs. I keep denying myself the pleasure of touching my pussy.


I start getting dressed into new, gorgeous underwear; an orange silk bra with matching panties without lace or decoration. Just this strong, naughty colour alone is such a turn-on. Then comes the makeup. I choose only to use black around my eyes and a dark pinkish-red colour on my lips. That way, I emphasise my most important “weapons” when exchanging flirtatious glances with Helge.


I let my imagination run loose while I get ready, and I feel my body getting heavier. It feels so good to know that its ready to be enjoyed and that everything will taste delicious. I fantasise about him biting my neck, licking my ear and around my navel. I hope he takes his time to kiss my ankles and the backside of my knee.


I get my dress on. It’s a nice yellow piece, going down to about my thighs and without cleavage. I spray a tiny bit of perfume on. I want him to smell my body; the sweet, horny smell of a wet and clean pussy.


I´m so turned on right now that my breasts are strutting hard beneath the dress, making my nipples visible. They´re tender and almost too sensitive. I feel shocks run through my body every time I brush against them.


I try to compose myself as I make my way uptown, but my body is practically living a life of its own. I squeeze my legs hard together while standing. I see Helge standing outside the restaurant waiting for me.

         He smiles knowingly, gives me a hug, and blows lightly into my ear, “Nice dress!”

         We sit outside in the beer garden where the evening air is still warm from the long, sunny day. We order a bottle of Australian red wine. This is usually the part of our evening that lasts the longest. We talk about this and that, eat delicious food, and enjoy each other´s lustful fantasies. Today, I feel that I can´t wait much longer. I´m barely able to sit still in the chair. My panties are soaking wet all the way through.

         Helge starts telling me about a new fantasy of his. “I think a woman will be able to enjoy your body in a completely different way than a man can. She can bite you along the neck in the way you like and give your breasts the treatment you obviously need. I see you´re turned on by the thought. Maybe you’re imagining how she´ll lick you and the taste of her kiss afterwards.” I swallow hard as my face turns red. “I think you´d like to get fucked straight away, isn´t that so?” Helge asks, obviously pleased with himself over the effect his fantasy has had on me. I think he´s a bit too crude, but I´m too horny to care. This is what we meet up for.

         “I´ll meet you by the women´s toilet,” he says. The toilet is thankfully clean with two cubicles and a big marble bench between the sinks. Helge quickly locks the door. “Come here,” he says and leans in over the bench. I walk over, feeling all dazed. He pulls my dress over my hips and slides off my panties. He´s kissing and biting my lips while positioning me in a way so that he can take me standing up. It’s so incredibly exciting to be taken in such a rough way. When he thrusts deep inside me, I feel a twinge of pain, but I refuse to stop him.

         As I unleash my screams, I suddenly feel a woman´s body behind me and freeze. I look behind Helge and see a blonde woman in the mirror. Helge laughs quietly and says, “Relax and live out the fantasy.”


It’s too late to stop anyway. I´m so horny that I let myself get carried away in the moment. As Helge fucks me roughly, the woman grabs my breasts. Despite being so close to climaxing, Helge continues to thrust as hard as he can. The woman pushes herself up against me from behind and lets her fingers slide over my clit.

         I can´t take it anymore.


My muscles pull together in an intense orgasm. I can feel Helge´s cum filling me up inside. I´m completely gone and my body feels weak. Helge holds onto me firmly for a while as he lets every drop leave him.

         We sit down on the bench together to catch our breath. I can hear the woman getting dressed in the background, but daren´t turn around. She says something to Helge and locks herself out.


I take a taxi home and fall asleep at once, my body feeling completely satisfied and my thighs still wet from the encounter.


I don´t know whose fantasy turned real, but mine’s turning real now as I let my fingers run over the keyboard. Excitement in everyday life can mean a lot of different things!

          
      

      
   


  
   
    
     
      Dream or Reality?
     

     
      By Dronning Isolde, Bergen
     

    

    
    

    
     
      Finally done, now it’s time to relax
     , I think to myself as I lie down on the bed. I work as a waitress in a mountain hotel during the season, and I had just finished my morning shift. My legs are hurting, so I kick off my shoes and allow the mattress and pillows to swallow
     

     

     I feel a lovely waft of air against my body and wonder if I forgot to close the door. I can feel someone watching me, but I´m too tired to lift my head.
     

     

      “Mm,” I hear myself say as I begrudgingly look up. My good friend and sometimes lover, Tord, is standing there. He´s smirking at me while massaging the soles of my feet energetically. I smile back. When I look down my body, I notice my clothes have disappeared. I´m completely naked. 
     
      Tord´s taken off my clothes
     , I think and grin even
     

     

     Tord gets on top of me and gives me a long, intense snog, revealing exactly what he´s after. He caresses my body, up and down, whispering that I´m the hottest colleague he´s had in many seasons.
     

     

     I´m still feeling dazed, but I happily receive his cuddles without protest. I can feel Tord´s hard dick throbbing against my thigh. Is he naked too? I don't have time to think about. Suddenly, I feel a warm mouth kissing the insides of my thighs. I open my eyes again. Well, I'll be damned, there´s Runar too – the bartender I´ve wanted for a while.
     

     

      “Tord told me how hot you are, but I had to find out for myself,” he says. He dives down between my thighs again and continues his delightful work. I vaguely thought about protesting, but I was so incredibly horny despite being half asleep. I moan quietly and grab Tord´s dick.
     

     

     That got the guy moving. He crawls up until his dick was right in front of my mouth. I opened willingly, kissing, nibbling, and sucking while Tord rocked slowly in and out.
     

     

     Runar grabbed one of my breasts, rubbing and squeezing, while his mouth licked and sucked at my pussy. It felt so good and shivers ran through my whole body. But now I was so horny that I needed more action. I turned around, still with Tord in my mouth and my ass in the air. I hoped Runar would understand me, and he didn´t hesitate. First, he stuck a finger up the hole to explore me, and it got me vibrating. It felt so exciting to rest on all fours and suck a dick while another man is behind me, not knowing what he´d do and when he´d do it.
     

     

     But I didn´t have to wait long. I felt him grab a good hold of my ass and move his dick back and forwards in my crack. He started pressing against the hole. I´m pretty tight, so he had to press a little to get in. I spread my legs wider apart and he slid deep inside me.
    

    
     “You´re hotter than I´m told,” Runar said with a moan. Now I´m so dazed that I let go of Tord and focus on what was happening behind me. Tord kept going on by himself while Runar took me with increasing speed. I couldn´t hold back anymore. Little screams and moans escaped my lips. I felt the orgasm rolling over me.
    

    
     Runar came hard inside me again and again. I roared and he tensed up. Hot cum pumped inside of me and I collapsed onto the bed. But the boys aren´t done. Tord´s still standing there with a hard cock in his hand, smirking at me.
     

     

      Runar got a cloth from the bathroom, turned me around on my back, and started washing me from top to toe. Tord followed suit with warm kisses in all the places he washed. Tord lifted my leg up on his shoulders and studied my opening. “Your pussy´s even more swollen and hot now that it´s just been fucked,” he grinned. “I want to get inside there so badly, it hurts.”
     

     

      He placed his dick on my hole and thrust himself in. I thought I was too tired for another round, but I could feel the shivers straight away. I have been a passive participant for far too long. I kick my feet and turn Tord on his back. I got on top of him and started to slide up and down his dick while rocking back and forward like a cowgirl. Runar came over to kiss me and stroke my breasts. He went behind me and put his leg over Tord. “Have you ever tried a sandwich before?” he asked while shoving me carefully down onto Tord.
    

    
     Now, he had a clear view over my pussy, all shiny and swollen from Tord. He wet his finger and started to rub my anus. I felt a little push, and then he had a finger inside of me. It felt surprisingly good as I squeezed my muscles together. Tord moaned beneath me. I could feel that he was about to cum, so I tried to relax.
     

     

     Runar took away his finger and I missed it. Then I felt his dick, stiff and hard, pushing towards the hole.
     
      I´m going to burst
     , I think to myself, but he´s being calm and careful. First, he coaxes the tip in and only moved a little. It felt amazing to sit on a hard cock while another tried to fill my other hole. After a while, Runar pushes some more and his dick disappears further and further in. I moan and breathe heavily. I never felt so completely filled up before, and I loved
    

    
     “I can feel you, Runar!” Tord yelled. “Oh, I can´t take it anymore.”
     

     

     Both of the boys move some more, and I felt an orgasm that just kept lasting. I moan uncontrollably and soon, the boys join the choir.
     

     

      “Hello, hello, miss, are you all right?” Someone shook me. I open my eyes and saw an incredibly beautiful man with long, curly hair and a muscular, bronze-tanned body. He was only wearing tiny swim shorts with a big bulge in front. 
     

     

     I looked away and saw that I was lying on a sandy beach in
     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     
     
     

     

    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Firsts – Erotic Short Stories from Cupido.

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