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         Monica’s Mouth by Odin S. Gade
      

          
      

         My wife always giggled when she’s nervous. And right then, as we zipped through Bohuslän County, having crossed the Svinesund bridge about an hour ago, she giggled. My expensive Audi A6 was in top condition, and loved these long, flat stretches of road. We were heading to Gothenburg, en route to our first date with another couple. We were heading to Gothenburg to fuck, have sex with another couple in the same bed, and swap partners. Only if the chemistry is right, of course.

         “Just think if Hebbe stinks of garlic! I couldn’t handle that,” Monica said, laughing.

         “Me neither,” I said.

         “If he stinks of garlic? Or do you mean her?”

          I sniggered.

         

We’d talked about it for days, playing with the idea. Or maybe it had all been me; still, Monica didn’t have anything against the game and had joined in. I’d found Erik and Sylvia in a Swedish online chat group. We’d hit it off, and followed it up with a chat on the phone. I’d talked to Erik first, and he seemed calm and relaxed. I liked his voice; however, I found it difficult to take his Gothenburg accent seriously. He didn’t hide the fact that they’d done this before. And then I’d had a chat with Sylvia. Her voice was deep and slow, and the palms of my hands had started to sweat. She said she was looking forward to it. Then Monica took over. She talked to Sylvia to begin with, for perhaps three or four minutes, and then Erik. 


Monica had giggled at first and then replied in monosyllables. Obviously, Erik had led the conversation. I’d got an erection, just sitting there on the sofa, watching my beautiful hot wife chatting with a man who would soon perhaps be lying between her legs, licking her pussy – or rather, what for the last thirteen years had been my pussy.

         I’d been all over her before she’d had the chance to hang up, kissing her, rapidly putting my hands between her legs and discovering that the was smooth and wet. She’d leaned slightly forward, and I’d lifted up her skirt and removed her panties. Then once inside, I stayed there until she finished the conversation. He said that he was sure they’d hit it off, she told me, and that it was nothing to be scared of. If there wasn’t any chemistry between us, if one of us didn’t want to, well, we could just drop the whole thing, or postpone it. No rush, he’d said.


“He seemed so experienced,” Monica said, “but he’s only twenty-six.”

         So we were now on our way, doing almost 110 kilometres an hour. Monica looked stylish in her black leather skirt, which she’d bought on the long-weekend we spent in Milan just two months ago. Lovely soft leather. I loved to stroke her thighs, her ass, and rub my dick against her. I put my hand on her knee and keep it there. I loved her. Monica was looked hot in leather.


In Milan, down by Via Montenapoleone, she’d strutted about in her leather outfit and her newly purchased boots. Men – young men – had stopped to whistle at her. Women too. Italian women. Maybe tourists. They all tried to catch her eye, to catch our eye. Monica had blushed, and clutched my hand, giggling excitedly. I had a massive hard-on in my new Italian trousers, and let her feel it.

         We’d eaten lunch at a restaurant overlooking the street for those that wanted to sit outside. But we’d sat inside the restaurant by a wall behind a fountain. After we’d ordered; after the young waiter had brought the dry white wine and a silver ice bucket; after he’d filled our glasses, shaking slightly because his gaze had turned to Monica and her legs, she’d put her hand in my lap, opened the fly, pulled out my dick and wanked me off. Only hidden by a small red checked tablecloth, I’d come. I’d spunked into her hand and a serviette. When I was done, Monica calmly pulled her hand away and just as calmly licked her fingers clean of my cum. Like this was something she was used to. Something she did every time we were out. It had been my turn to blush. She’d been unstoppable. It was there we’d taken the three photos we’d send Erik and Sylvia. We’d received three in return, taken on their last ‘holiday’ in Greece. Eric was tall, blonde, and as fit as a Swedish triple jumper. Sylvia had reddish hair, pert nipples, and a tiny beauty spot to the left corner her mouth.


I’d asked the waiter for assistance. He had been nervous. The first two pictures didn’t work: on one, Monica’s face was cut off. “Tutti donna – the whole body please,” was what I’d said, demonstrating by stroking her up from the tip of her toe, her right heel, up her soft mocha brown boots to where they joined a heavenly place above her knees, over her black stockings and, of course, her suspenders. I let my hand stop where her skirt started, high up her thigh. Monica had opened her legs, clearly wanting me to continue – and preferably up inside her skirt! I knew that she had moved slightly forward on the chair, her smooth skirt sliding higher up. Then, with the back of my hand, I slid it across her thighs, her hips and her stomach. Monica hadn’t stopped me when I stroked her breasts – her nipples were hard. All this for the pleasure of the young photographer who was doing his best to focus while having a hard-on.

         It had only been a quarter past two. Lunchtime was almost over. We’d been the only ones in the restaurant. Monica had had a great time, kissing me, licking me on the cheek. The waiter had taken three photos: one, where Monica was poking her tongue out, one where our tongues met, and the last one, which we sent to Erik and Sylvia, where she had her hand in my crotch. And on all three, Monica’s fair, newly trimmed pussy was visible – smooth, wet and glistening. She’d not worn any panties all day.


When he brought the bill, I’d shown him the pictures on the LCD screen on the back of the camera, zooming in. He’d looked a bit scared when Monica leaned forward – like Samantha in Sex & the City would have done – and lay her hand on his crotch. She hadn’t asked for permission. She just opened his fly and pulled out his dick. I snapped a shot of her kissing the tip of his penis and one where she’d turned to me with his dick against her cheek, smiling for the camera. Then she’d bent forward and put his entire dick in her mouth and sucked him off. It was an incredible photo. He was holding her head, looking up to the sky, staring at the ceiling, perhaps praying to God that his boss wouldn’t look our way. It took twenty seconds, maybe thirty, and then he too had come. Monica let him come in her mouth, swallowing everything. Afterwards, I took a portrait of her with a bit of Italian cum on her cheek. The weekend in Milan had been wild and wonderful, and only eight weeks ago.


Once we arrived in Gothenburg, we spent the afternoon in the sunshine, wandering along the pedestrian shopping area in the centre of the city, going in and out of shops. Monica was turned on by just looking around, only stopping now and then. I followed her, stroking her ass the entire time, kissing her neck. We must have looked like we were newly in love, half-drunk. Monica wanted to buy a new set of underwear for the evening – perhaps the night – with Erik and Sylvia. We wandered from one place to another, selecting something expensive and sexy. Monica ended up buying two sets of underwear: black silk panties that would be easy to push to one side with your nose or mouth to be licked out. The other pair were skin-coloured and tighter. If she were going to be licked out or fucked, someone would have to pull them off. We walked over to the Excelsior Hotel on Karl Gustavgatan where we were staying. It was elegant and with its roots in the 1800s.


We had four hours to kill before taking a taxi to Erik and Sylvia’s house in Hisingen – just twenty minutes from the city centre by cab. We had plenty to do before then. We were going to share a bottle of champagne I’d put on ice in the minibar when we checked in. Monica was going to soak in the tub for an hour before getting ready. Getting ready would two and a half hours – including a massage. I was going to trim and take care of her pussy, not shaving it entirely smooth but as she’d shown me at the hotel in Milan – the afternoon before we’d met Carlo, the young waiter.

         Before we’d left, Monica had insisted that I chat online with Erik and Sylvia again to find out what they preferred.

         “My wife wonders if you’d prefer her pussy to be completely shaven and smooth, or just trimmed?”

         A reply came in under ten seconds.

         “I like shaved pussy, but leave a little bit of hair. My husband likes an entirely clean-shaven pussy, but he’s fine with anything that’s nice and tastes good. And what do you like?”

         I can’t quite remember what I answered, only that I was so horny that I started to shake because my wife demanded that I should lick her out. She’d leant forward and taken over the keyboard, typing: “Hi, it’s Monica. My husband is busy right now. He’s busy giving me cunnilingus.”

         Then Monica climaxed and logged out of everything. When we logged back in again ten minutes later, they’d gone.

         Finally, Monica was ready at seven o’clock. I could smell that she was horny as she waited in one of the armchairs in the room. I’d licked her out for almost three-quarters of an hour in a row, and she’d come – twice.

         In the end, she’d settled on the black set of matching underwear after I’d tested both in front of the mirror. I was tired, my jaw was sore, and my dick soft. I’d finished tying my tie when I saw my mobile flashing on the nightstand: “One New Message”.

         

I opened it and read: “Erik has a cold. Unfortunately, we have to cancel our meeting. Will be in touch. Hugs, Sylvia.”

         Monica read the message over my shoulder. She smiled, and I turned around and kissed her, putting my hand between her legs. I was desperate to check out her pussy one more time. She was just as wet as before.

          
      

      
   


   
      
         A Massive Friend by Huseiren
      

          
      

         We’d been together for almost five years and had just moved to a new house. We’d previously lived in the city, but had moved to our own house in the suburbs. It needed renovating, but thankfully I’ve got a close friend who is brilliant at DIY and is happy to help out. He lived quite close to us, so he often helped my girlfriend Trine and I out that spring.

         We’d known each other for ages and trained a lot together, so I knew he was particularly well-endowed. He didn’t have a girlfriend at the time and wasn’t the kind of bloke who really enjoyed hanging out downtown. He was, therefore, more than willing to help with the decorating in the evenings and on weekends. As summer was fast approaching, and the temperature rose, we worked increasingly with fewer clothes on. We were ripping out a staircase when I first caught her red-handed. He was lying with his back on the floor, his torso hidden under the stairs. Out of sight, I leaned against the stairs, but even in the dark, I could see Trine – and his “lower torso”.

         The first thing I saw was his tight shorts. Then he moved a bit, stretching the fabric even tighter, revealing his enormous dick. From my hidden vantage point, I could see how she watched him, clearly fascinated by what she saw. I watched as she bent down to double-check if she’d seen correctly. That evening, she could barely wait for Lars to leave before she was all over me. We made love with new energy, and I understood at once what had set her off. She didn’t mention Lars, but the next time he came over, I noticed her giggling and flirting in with him more than usual. On several occasions, she was close to him and used the opportunity, if the task in hand required a bit of acrobatics, to touch him. As far as I was concerned, I actually surprised myself, finding her behaviour arousing. I’m personally not particularly well-endowed – a bit less than average – but there had been several occasions when I’d wondered how big Lars actually was when he had a hard-on.

         Friday evening, it was very hot, and we kept ourselves hydrated with ice-cold beers. Trine was a bit tipsy, openly flirting with both of us, not holding back. The beer and the atmosphere affected me, and I wanted to see how far she would go. I knew that Lars had a thing for Trine: I’d caught him watching us when I kissed her eagerly in between all the renovation work.

         During one particular break, Trine appeared with more beer, bending down to kiss me as she passed. Mischievously, she stuck her ass in Lars’ face giving him a clear view up her thin shorts. On the sly, I could see that his sweatpants now had an extra bulge in them – and I whispered to Trine that she should sneak a look at him. She glanced at the bulge – and then grabbed me by the arm, pulling me into the kitchen. She giggled, but was also quite serious, pushing me as to why I’d encouraged her to look at him. I told her everything, explaining that it didn’t bother me, and that, in fact, I was also curious how big his cock was. When I challenged her to find out just how big it really was, she looked at me, clearly thinking I was joking. But when she finally realised I was being serious, she blushed slightly, her voice hesitating.

         We went back into the lounge, and Lars was working. I hung back, watching as Trine drew closer to him and then began touching him repeatedly. When, after a while, she got down on her knees, with her torso under the table andher butt in the air, I saw he couldn’t take his eyes off her. And when I saw her, I realised just why: the yellow material of her shorts was now wet and see-through. I knew that she got really wet when she was horny, but I’d never witnessed this before. I snuck into the adjacent room to observe the encounter without being seen. Lars, who clearly thought they were alone, had a massive bulge in his pants.

         Without warning, Trine pulled herself from under the table, catching Lars staring at her. Trine smiled at him and asked, her voice husky, if he could pass her the level. Clearly aroused, he turned around to face her again and she “pretended” to be surprised that he had a hard-on. Immediately, she started complimenting him on being so eager, telling him that he shouldn’t be ashamed. I saw the confusion in his eyes when she drew closer, kissing him gently on the cheek. Slowly, she ran her arm down his chest, over his stomach, and slowly began to touch his crotch through his trousers. His eyes glanced down as she took hold of as much of his dick as possible. A wet patch was now visibly clear on the outside of his boxers. It was obvious he was feeling really horny; however, after a moment, he pulled back, saying he wanted to take it further, but couldn’t because of me.

         Disappointed and a bit confused, Trine stood up. To resolve things, I then made my presence known. Not wanting to spoil the atmosphere, I quickly told Lars I was fine with it if he wanted to carry on. I explained that I’d actually encouraged Trine to do this because it really turned me on to see her aroused by another bloke. Now it was his turn to be confused; Trine had regained control of the situation.

         Determined, she moved towards him, sat down on her knees and slowly pulled down his trousers. It was the most insane thing I’ve seen: his dick was so massive that we both gasped. I knew it was pretty long, but it was so thick it was enormous – and with an even thicker nob. A large drop of his juice hung from the tip, and I watched in fascination as Trine licked it off. She licked it up and down, and it seemed as if his dick grew bigger and bigger as she did so. She also tried to take him in her mouth, but could only manage to open her mouth just wide enough to get it around his nob. Lars looked at me, confused, but I just waved at him to continue. He let himself go and let out a groan as she finally took him as deep as she could into her mouth. Then she let him out slightly and sucked him really hard.

         Lars fell back in the chair, and now it was my turn to see my beloved’s soaked ass up close. It was one of the most arousing things I’d ever seen. I couldn’t let it go, and pulled out my cock and slowly tugged at it as I savoured the incredibly arousing sight in front of me. As if in a trance, I watched Trine get up and remove her clothes before sitting down and straddling him. To begin with, she slid up and down his cock, and I could see her juices running out of her. Then she took hold of his cock and put the tip of it right against her opening. Slowly, millimetre by millimetre, she began to take him inside, letting out a slight scream as his massive nob squeezed in her. Her scream was lost as she quickly came. She sat completely still for a few seconds before quickly going at it again, trying to work him inside her.

         When he was as deep inside her as he could get, she leaned forward and let him use his mouth on her tits. I knew she loved having her tits sucked, and from the sounds she made, I could tell Lars had mastered this. Slowly but surely, she began to grind her crotch against him. I couldn’t keep my fingers off her, so after a quick visit to the bathroom where I covered my dick in lube, I got right behind her. Based on the sounds they were making, I figured they were close to coming, but they stopped moving when they realised what I had in mind. Just as slowly as Lars had slipped insider her, I slipped inside her other hole. It was the start of something that she definitely didn’t want to end, and it didn’t take Lars long to get the hint. Slowly, he started pushing his dick deep inside her, and it occurred to me that I was really turned on by another man’s cock inside my girlfriend. That in itself was enough to make me come, and I kick-started what became a crescendo of orgasms. Trine came seconds after me, and then ten seconds or so later it was Lars’ turn. All three of us had powerful, drawn-out orgasms. Then we collapsed on the sofa in a sweaty heap.

         After catching our breath, we cooled down with a couple of beers and together went into our shower, which is pretty big. There, we continued what turned out to be a long night of exploration, and the start of a new kind of friendship...

          
      

      
   


   
      
         Line’s Gang Bang by Martin
      

          
      

         Mine wife Line was tempted by the thought of sex with other people all at the same time after witnessing a bunch of people shagging in a jacuzzi. She also knew that I’d be up for it.

         

Line is tall, slim, and beautiful. After the final day at an expo in Düsseldorf, standing outside a disco at four o’clock in the morning, Line and I started talking to two French guys. They were in a great mood and had having spotted Line, had started giving her the eye.

         When they heard we were from Denmark, one of them said, “Danes are so reserved and formal.”

         He would come to eat his words because less than half an hour later, Line would have her mouth and cunt full of their cocks.

         

To begin with, Line turned down my low-voiced suggestion to take the French guys back to our hotel. She wasn’t quite ready for it yet. But just as Line and I were getting into a taxi, she looked longingly at the two of them on the pavement and said, “It would almost be a shame not to.”

         I jumped out of the car and waved to them, suggesting they join Line on the backseat while I sat down in the passenger seat next to the driver. They got in the car and one of the French guys, Jeremy, put his arms around Line and kissed her. She was clearly up for it now because she wrapped her arms around his neck and opened her mouth, receiving his tongue. The other Frenchman, Michel, remained quiet and still.

         

At the hotel, things developed quite quickly. Line and Jeremy hung back while the other two of us went into the room. Out on the street, Line and Jeremy stood kissing and caressing each other with their trousers down. At least, that’s what Line later told me. Simultaneously, Michel and I had a chat in the hotel room. It turned out that Michel had previously had a threesome with another couple. He was completely into the idea but wanted the green light before touching Line. He got it.

         

Line and Jeremy came in from the hall, Line blushing slightly. Michel stood up and hugged Line, kissing her. She had absolutely nothing against it. She hadn’t kissed anyone other than me for years, and now everything was so playfully easy with two strange men. After a few moments of fervent kissing, Line had her panties down and was being fingered, but this time by Michel. In return, she rubbed Michel’s dick through his trousers. My heart was hammering away as I watched them.

         

Although he’d been so eager before, unexpectedly, Jeremy’s mood changed. The sight of Line and Michel passionately kissing and touching each other gave him considerable moral qualms, and he sat down in a chair to mull things over. The other three of us didn’t let it bother us – things were getting steamy between us, and we got our clothes off.

         

Line got on her knees in front of Michel and I. Her curvaceous naked ass was pointing slightly in the direction of Jeremy, who was still not sure; however, she took loving care of Michel and my dick with her hands and tongue. Both of us were relaxed, having a good time and our breathing became heavier.

         

Eventually, it all got too much for Jeremy, sitting in his chair. On the street, the two Frenchmen had been attracted to Line’s smile and charming demeanour because her body had been covered by her winter coat and boots. But now it was clear to Jeremy that Line has an athletic and incredibly feminine figure. He groaned, barely audibly to himself, “Je rêve” – I’m dreaming! Then he ripped off his trousers. He couldn’t wait to get a full erection, so he began finger-fucking Line’s alluring cunt. When Line saw this, she lay down on her back on the bed with her legs pulled up so he could come even closer. Jeremy accepted the offer, lay down on the floor on his knees, and began to lick her out. In the meantime, as we positioned ourselves above her head, Line – kneeling down – continued sucking Michel and my erect cock. Line began to groan. She let Michel’s cock thrust backwards and forwards between her lips, deep inside her mouth while she squeezed his balls. Michel pulled slightly out of her mouth and came all over her face. She loved it. Jeremy was now completely hard. He got up from licking her cunt and began to fuck her. She wrapped her long legs around his back. He clearly couldn’t come so kept going again and again, much to Line’s immense pleasure. In the end, he had to take a break and pulled out of her. So instead, I held Line’s thighs open and stuck my cock; I was so horny from watching the other two men fuck her that I came immediately.

         “Two down, one to go,” Line said.

         

Michel was ready again, and Line lay back down so he could take her. But just as he was about to mount her, Jeremy squeezed in between them to fuck her again. As if shy, Jeremy pulled one of the bedsheets over Line and himself, while Michel and I chatted. Then the sheet fell away from them. They were fucking as they lay on their side face to face, Line’s long leg bent right up over Jeremy’s shoulder. In that position, Line’s pussy was completely visible to us. Her pussy lips glistened from her juices and my cum. Jeremy was incredibly turned on, and he started to thrust his cock faster and faster in and out of her smoothly shaved pussy. Her foot was waving in the air, and Jeremy’s moved in time with each thrust he drove into her. Her face was flushed red, and she was groaning. Then he finally came, deep inside her. When he pulled his cock out, his cum gushed from her, mixed with mine.

         

Now it was seven in the morning. Michel was feeling sleepy and wanted to get back to his hotel. He’d been very considerate and easy-going. His dick had been well and truly licked by Line, and he’d come all over her face, but he hadn’t got to fuck her up the ass. He left.

         

The other three of us remained, sleeping for another hour with Line lying between Jeremy and I. I was woken by the sound of something banging. It was low, and barely audible. Then I realised what it was. The other two were going at it again while I’d been sleeping. Line was on her back with her legs turned away from me, while Jeremy fucked her, lying on his side. After that, Jeremy and I took turns shagging Line throughout the morning. At one point, when Jeremy was doing it with Lina, I was getting ready to join in, so we could fuck her simultaneously up the ass and cunt. But Jeremy didn’t want that.

         Annoyed, he said to Line: “You wouldn’t want that.”

         But Line sat up, squelching his cock in her soaking cunt. She slowly lifted her ass up and down. She bent down and whispered something in his ear, talking for a long time. This enabled her to persuade him to also shove my dick in. I lubed it really well. While Jeremy’s cock was pumping Line’s cunt, I fucked her from behind. Line was completely lost in the pleasure.

         

Once Jeremy left, it felt like Line and I were floating on air. We made love again and both of us came. The trip to Düsseldorf really gave our sex life a boost, and it wasn’t the last time we had sex with other people.

          
      

      
   


  
   
    
     Blind Man’s Bluff by Hedda
    

    
    

    
     “Today, you’re going to experience something you’ve only ever thought about,” my wife says.
     

     

     I’m excited and can feel my curiosity rising. We’re lying naked on the sofa drinking red wine while the children are away with friends. How do you know what I’ve been thinking about? Am I so easy to read? I wonder.
     

     

      “My beautiful horny wife, what have you got in mind?”
     

     

     She strokes my thighs, which feels amazing, stopping right by my balls which start to stiffen. That’s not the only thing that starts to go stiff – my dick starts to get an idea that something or other good is within reaching distance.
    

    
     “I want to play Blind Man’s Bluff with you,” she says.
     

     

      “What do you mean?” I ask breathlessly.
    

    
     

      “I’ve got a girlfriend who is up for doing it with both of us – at once!”
    

    
     My wife smiles mischievously. I love it!
    

    
     “She’ll be here in a quarter of an hour, but you can’t see her.”
     

     

     I feel my dick start to twitch, beginning to get ready for its surprise. She gets a scarf and ties it around my head so that I can’t see anything at all. She sits on top of me as she tightens it, and I can feel her pussy is hot and wet. She grinds her body against mine and licks me with her aggressive tongue, up my neck and deep into my ear. I’m so surprised and horny that I shiver. I’d always thought my wife was incredibly jealous and that what was about to happen would never have been anything for her. She’d spoken a lot about a really nice colleague at work recently, but I’d never imagined it could lead to something like this. But no matter, it’s a pleasure to be so completely surprised.
     

     

     Suddenly, I can feel a hand around my dick – and it’s not my wife’s hand because she’s squeezing and pulling my nipples. She arrived so quietly and anonymously. God, I almost start to feel a trace of panic. Am I going to manage to do this?
     

     

     A hand slowly and powerfully wanks me off. It’s amazing and strange... Who is this other woman?
     

     

     It seems my cock has a mind of its own, and it’s amazingly big and hard. It’s certainly known for not thinking too much.
     

     

     My wife wants to squeeze and eat me up with her soft, full mouth. At that very same moment, someone else’s tight mouth is around my dick. I’m dizzy with desire, incredibly aroused.
     

     

     The stranger’s mouth slides slowly and powerfully up and down my rod. Right down to the base of it and up to the sensitive tip. At the same time, my wife uses her mouth more forcefully. I take hold of her breasts and squeeze them. She whimpers. My wife is hornier than I’ve ever seen before. She pushes herself up and then presses her pussy down against my mouth.
     

     

      “Lick me as wonderfully as only you can,” she whispers to me, her voice barely audible.
    

    
     

     The stranger sucks me more quickly and harder.
    

    
     

     “You have to stop, or I’m going to fill your mouth with cum...
    

    
     

     I sigh and suck my wife’s amazing pussy –
     
      my very own pussy!
     
     

     

     The stranger’s mouth has suddenly become a wet pussy that gets on top of me, coaxing my hard cock deep inside. She moves her mouth lightly around my dick and I have got be careful not to come. God, this is crazy! And incredibly amazing! In a way, I’m outside of myself as I experience this, savouring every moment.
    

    
     

     My wife humps my face with quick, powerful thrusts and I start thinking about not coming yet. It’s too good!
     

     

     My wife groans and twists on me,
    

    
     

    

    
     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

    

    
     

     

    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Blind Man’s Bluff – And Other Erotic Short Stories from Cupido.

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