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            Behind The Scenes
      

            By Manu Seppänen
      

         

         I saw her first. She seemed somewhat distracted, reserved, in a world of her own that was miles away from the rainy street where she was walking her dog. The dog was eagerly pulling her towards my dog and me. She was quite tall, middle-aged, well-dressed despite the rubber boots and raincoat. A few tufts of blonde hair had stuck to her forehead.

         “Is it okay?” I asked in a typical dog-owner way as our dogs approached each other.

         “Sure,” she answered, and somehow she seemed to recover, returning from the distant mental place she had been lost in.

         The dogs went along well. They sniffed, played, wagged their tails. We didn’t speak much, we just stayed close to the animals, holding on to their leashes and smiling at each other. She was pretty. But there was a distant look in her eyes. I liked her immediately.

         Sometime later, I saw him. He was walking purposefully on the other side of the street, as his dog calmly walked by his side. The dog seemed much more obedient to him than with her. He must be her husband, I thought. The man had a straight back, red hair, and was slightly hefty, halfway between muscular and chubby. Interesting.

          
      

         I crossed the street, and the dogs greeted each other. I said that I’d met his dog before, with a woman. He nodded.

         “Yes, she told me that the dogs get along well.”

         “Yes, they do,” I replied.

          
      

         His eyes were gray and inquisitive. His gaze was analytical and much more curious than his wife’s absent gaze.

         “It’s nice to meet another dog owner in the neighbourhood,” he said. “Perhaps we can help each other out, occasionally?”

         “Absolutely,” I answered, and we exchanged telephone numbers.

         “We’ll call you,” he said, and it sounded like a promise.

          
      

         A few months later, my phone rang on a Saturday afternoon.

         “We are in quite a pickle, you see,” said a nervous female voice, and at first I didn’t understand who it belonged to. Then I realised it must be the dog owner.

         “Yes?”

         “Could you please come over here and spend the day, the whole day if you want to. We have tons of food and everything…”

         “And look after your dog?”

         “Yes. It will be good fun for the dogs to be together as well. You see, we both have to work. We usually manage to take care of the dog, but now the situation is too chaotic, so we took a chance and gave you a call…”

         “It’s fine. Are you in a rush?”

         “Yes, quite.”

         “I just have to get dressed.”"Okay," she said. As if she couldn't wait for a second longer.

         They both had to work, but I didn't quite understand what they were working on. When I reached their apartment, she didn't say much while he talked hectically."The company. A crisis must work it out," he managed to say.

         “No problem,” I answered.

         “There was a guy who used to help us, but he moved away, unfortunately.”

         He disappeared. She laughed a little distractingly and then quickly showed me around. The house was quite impersonal, pretty, sure, but it looked like something out of an exclusive magazine—all-white, minimalistic, and probably very expensive. No children. It was too well-kept for that. It felt like I had landed on set, in a fully furnished home that was the scenery of a glamorous movie.

         The couple was eager to get out, and they both looked very stressed. He asked her to hurry up, and at the same time, they told me where the dog food was, they showed me the stuffed fridge and pointed to the TV and the video and said I should just help myself to whatever I needed.

         She sprayed on a last sprinkle of perfume in the hall, a light, floral and fresh scent. She was very pretty. Perhaps too beautiful for him, I thought and wondered for a fraction of a second about how they were together, how they made love to each other, how she looked naked, what she sounded like when she came.

         "Just think of it as an excursion," he said harshly and stared at me as if he'd guessed what I was thinking. "An indoor excursion, since the weather is so nasty."

         “But perhaps you’d rather keep the dogs at your house…?” She asked.

         “No, it’s fun to be away from home,” I replied, and noticed that I felt like a proper boy scout around them.

         “Good. We have films for all tastes,” he added.

         “You should know that I… that we really appreciate this,” she said, nearly whispering.

         As they moved around, putting on their coats, looking for the car keys, shouting "got them," and showing me the fridge and the video recorder again, I didn't even manage to think about why I was there, looking after their dog. A grown dog just needs to go out every once in a while. I could have done it without having to stay in their house all day. The dog would certainly have survived one day without them. But perhaps the dog was like a baby to them, their little child-substitute. When they were gone, I played with the dogs for a while then let them take care of themselves. Instead, I took a closer look around the apartment.

         The bedroom was all white. Sparse. A simple bed. A built-in wardrobe. See-through white curtains on the window. Nothing else. Clean and clinical. But somewhat impersonal, and not particularly pleasant, at any rate. A chest of drawers. I couldn't help but carefully open the top drawer; they wouldn't be able to tell. Her underwear. Soft, silky red panties with lace. White panties with lace. Black panties with lace. Alluring yet naughty. Smooth and sensual between my fingers.

         In the drawer below, I found his underwear, rougher fabrics, all white. I explored some more. My hand hit something. I grabbed a rubber dildo. A humongous one. Violet. Suddenly I felt ashamed. I was going through someone else's drawers. At the same time, it turned me on. I inspected the drawers with my hand, but there was nothing else of interest in there. I didn't find anything exciting in the other drawers, either, except several pairs of extremely thin black nylon stockings, that teased me and warmed up my blood, so much so that I was about to dive my face into them.

         I went back to the living room, my cheeks blushing. I sat down on the sofa. The dogs were running around, rolling on the floor, playing. I leafed through a few magazines that sat on the coffee table right next to the remote controls for the TV and video recorder. Interior design magazines. I turned on the TV. Now I could no longer hear the rain hit the roof. I surfed through the channels, but there was nothing interesting on, so early in the day. I switched to the other remote control, and apparently, I pressed the button that started up the video. There was a tape in the VCR. Their own home video. It showed some kind of party here in the apartment. I thought about finding a good movie to watch instead, but something about that private video kept me from doing so. The people at the party were walking around aimlessly, drinking, dancing together. It seemed that the camera had been mounted on a tripod and was filming the people who happened to walk in front of it. I fast-forwarded the tape. There were fewer guests now; the room was darker. People were smoking. Sitting down and getting up from the sofa. They looked strange as they moved at different speeds. Soon, the room was empty. He picked up some empty glasses. She yawned.

          
      

         Now there were only two people sitting on the sofa. The hostess and the host. She and he. I switched back to the normal speed. They didn’t speak; it just looked as if they were catching their breaths after a long party. Then she kicked off her shoes. She laughed. They embraced and began to caress each other, and then to kiss. It was getting too intimate.

         I looked away, at first. My instinct told me to turn it off, but I couldn't. I saw his hands massage her naked shoulders, and then his lips found her throat. He leaned forward, and she moaned and stretched her neck.

          
      

         Their caresses became more and more intense, hotter. She pulled off his jacket, his tie, and began to unbutton his shirt. He weighed her breasts in his hands, kneaded them, softly, gently, carefully but quite hard. His fingers found her nipples through the thin evening gown. Their movements became more and more intense as the arousal grew, not just on the TV screen, but in my trousers as well. I swallowed. I just sat there, feeling myself get turned on.

         Soon he was shirtless. His pale chest was overgrown with red hair. His arms looked strong. Her dress was pulled down off her breasts, as he gently exposed first one, then the other. Making circling motions with her palms, she brushed her hands over his shaggy chest as he stuck his head in between her arms and took a nipple into his mouth. She moaned loudly.

          
      

         I sat on the sofa, feeling stiff. Stiff between my legs. My cock wanted to jump out of my trousers. I had a hard-on. I stood up and closed the door to keep the dogs outside. They didn’t notice a thing; they’d probably fallen asleep in the kitchen.

         As I headed back to the sofa, about to unbutton my pants, I noticed that the home video had shifted. She wasn't there anymore. She must have gotten up and taken off her dress, which now lay all rumpled on the sofa right next to him. He sat there alone, with his legs spread wide, one hand in his trousers, looking straight into the camera. It was so creepy. As if he could see me through the TV screen as if he knew that I was sitting there with my cock up in the air.

          
      

         He stared right at me. I sat down. I placed the remote right next to me in case they unexpectedly came back soon, opened the door and found me there with my cock well exposed because I’d been watching their private sex plays. But my guilty conscience couldn’t win over my desire. It was so extremely arousing to spy on them like that. I breathed in. After a while, I wondered where the woman had disappeared. The man sat down again and opened his fly, sticking his shaggy, reddish hand inside his pants. I waited a while for her, but when she didn’t show up, I began to fast forward the tape again.

         Nothing happened; he just sat there and jerked off inside his pants at an unnatural speed. But then his mouth moved, and suddenly, in the foreground and at the lower edge of the screen, I saw her blonde head, as if she had been crouching under the camera facing the couch.

         I paused the video, rewound a bit, and played the tape at its normal speed. He slowly played with himself, smiled a little, and then said something I didn't catch. I raised the volume, rewound, and played it again. He smiled right at the camera. And he said, "How does it feel?"

          
      

         “Perfect,” a voice answered.

         A man's voice. It was a man who answered. Another man. There weren't just the two of them. There was a third. Another man who was filming. Then her head appeared again in the lower corner of the screen. I froze. She must have left the sofa and kneeled in front of the man who was filming; judging from her movements, she was busy sucking rhythmically on his cock.

         The man behind the camera moaned. He was breathing heavier now, and I thought I saw the camera move a bit. A deep moan began to emerge from the invisible man's throat; it reached new levels and turned into a scream before it quickly descended into strained, heavy breathing.

          
      

         “Perfect,” he exhaled.

         “Perfect,” said the man on the sofa.

         “Perfect,” she chuckled in a guttural voice.

         Her head came into sight, and she got up, completely naked; she stood in front of the camera, and all that I could see was her navel. She quickly turned around and went back towards her husband. She wiped her mouth with one hand, it was impossible not to see that gesture, and temptingly wiggled her ass as she walked away from me and towards the couch again.

         Her husband put his arms on her hips. He pulled her close to him. She giggled, shook her head, and suddenly she looked very different compared to the time I'd met her on the street with her dog or to earlier that day when she had nervously shown me around and then hurried out with her husband. Now she was completely relaxed, enjoying herself, and she was very conscious of the camera, of the man standing behind it, of the fact that someone else was watching her.

          
      

         I looked into her eyes. She laughed mischievously, and with frank honesty, my bulging cock swayed in the air of its own accord, just because of the arousal and lust that she caused in me. Soon she was straddling his redhead, with a knee by each ear, her arms straight up and her head back. She moaned out loud as her husband's tongue, mouth, nose, and face licked, sucked, and tasted her. She rode him. Grinded her pussy and thighs against his face, almost singing out loud, gurgling, moaning, squealing. A second later, she turned her head, looked right into the camera, pressed her pussy harder down as she laughed. Then up. Then down again. She began to ride him at a faster pace.After a while, she sank down again and just enjoyed being licked by all the rules of art. Now and then, one of his hands grabbed her breasts or snuck between her butt cheeks, a thick finger twisted deep inside her, circled round, then switched to her other whole, as she rode faster and faster.

          
      

         “It’s your turn now,” she mumbled hoarsely, and looked into the camera, her eyes glazed.

         Silence fell.

         “It’s your turn now,” she repeated louder.

         It felt as if she was talking to me as I sat there on the sofa, holding my cock. I jerked off slowly, carefully, so that I could enjoy watching them play for a long, long time.

         A shadow glided across the image. Came out from the side and walked towards the sofa. A man. A somewhat younger man, wearing only a white T-shirt. His firm buttocks were quivering. His thighs were slightly dark with curly pubic hair. His whole butt crack was black with hair that crawled up on his back. It just gets better and better, I thought. Almost too good. He took off his T-shirt, and I saw his dark cock dangle as he tossed his shirt onto the floor.

         She set the pace as she rode her husband’s face, now fiery red. She went up and down, a bit slowly, rotated her lower body as she did so. Her juices were dripping even on his forehead. He closed his eyes and just enjoyed it. The younger man didn’t speak, but he decisively grabbed the husband’s waistband, opened the buttons and the belt and lightly pulled the man’s ass upwards, so that his trousers could fall in a swift movement.

          
      

         He cast them aside. The man’s white socks came in sight like a lavish white Bedouin tent in a desert of flesh. Her ass, his thighs, the other man’s strong torso. Soon the younger man’s hands began exploring the other man’s feet, knees, thighs, and he eagerly grabbed his large bulge, felt up his shaft, weighted his balls in his palm, and then – in a swift movement – he pulled off his socks.

          
      

         The husband’s cock stood right up. White and blood-filled, crowned by a massive tip. The other man now sat on the sofa and enveloped the hard cock with his mouth. He began to suck up and down, while his hand teased and pinched his heavy balls. The other hand went down to his own cock, dark against his hairy stomach. He jerked off in time with his movements on the other guy's cock.

         Soon their ecstasy became apparent. They were in perfect sync. They found a shared rhythm. She thrust her pussy down against his face, fingered herself, while her husband began to grind his thick, pale cock rhythmically into the younger man's mouth as he jerked off in long, steady drags.I must have watched the final sequence five or six times, in slow motion, at the regular speed, again, again when they came, when it went off. The moment of the orgasm. She arched her back, all her muscles clenched, her neck suddenly turned soft as her whole quivered and shook, and I could see clearly how her pussy tightened around his wet face.

         Her husband somehow rolled onto his side below both of them, and it was easy to see his thick, white scrotum clenching as his cock pumped and hit the younger man's mouth how his thick cum flowed out of him. In strong and loud thrusts, the younger man shot his load over the sofa, her back, his legs.

          
      

         They all froze and stayed like that for a long moment. Then the husband came towards the TV, and he reached for a button on the camera, while his half-stiff, swollen cock filled the screen. Then it was over. Completely. For me and my cock, too.

         They came back quite late in the afternoon. They looked happy and excited. They asked me how it had gone, if I’d had a good time, and what had the dogs been up to. I said that everything had been fine, that the dogs had gone out a few times, but that I’d spent most of the time watching films.

          
      

         “Anything good?” He asked, and I would have sworn there was something cheerful and openly flirtatious in his eyes.

         “Definitely,” I answered."Good. We also like films," he replied. "We even film our own, sometimes. With that," he said, pointing towards the small digital camera that sat on top of the TV.

          
      

         Just before I fell asleep that night, my eyes suddenly popped open. Sure, I'd noticed the camera on top of the TV set, of course, I had. But I hadn't given it a second thought. I definitely hadn’t realised that it was pointing right at me.

         I hadn’t seen any lights, hadn’t heard any sounds that told me that the camera was on, that it was filming. At least, none that I could remember of. I couldn’t be sure. Perhaps the camera had filmed me sitting on the sofa with my cock in hand, just as it had filmed them on the same sofa. Had it really been on? Had I really moaned out loud as I came, as I stood pumping shot after shot in front of the camera?

         The thought turned me on so much that I suddenly felt myself getting hard again. I lay my head on the pillow again – and laughed. I didn’t need to worry. I’d find out soon enough. I just knew it. They’d say something, they surely would. And in time, I’d find out if I could be as good behind the camera as I was in front of it.

      
   


   
      
         
            An Unexpected Threesome
      

            By Ulla, Hirtshals
      

         

         The taxi driver wants to chat, but I just can’t make it. A part of my youth is about to be sold. My dream home, the world’s best summer house, now appears in a small notice in the real estate section of the newspaper. My parents need money. I just have to see it one last time.

         The driver drops me off by the forest trail. The spruce needles crackle under my feet. I cross the small bridge – once rock-solid, now old and frail. The stream that runs below me is about to overflow. Someone will come in tomorrow and dig it deeper. My father has made arrangements with some local handymen. Surely two alcoholic fishermen he found at the bar. Totally inept at manual labour. But cheap. I liven up when I spot my dream home's worn-out gable in the distance. The sounds of the sea get louder as if it were welcoming me. But the purple sun is already low on the horizon, like a friend who is about to say goodbye and leave.

         The next morning, an unexpected knocking sound awakes me. It takes me a while to realise that someone is knocking at the door. Feeling groggy, I get up. I almost don’t know where I am. I open the door and suddenly find myself standing face to face with two young men.

         "Oh, good morning," one of them says as if I were a pleasant surprise. The other one doesn't speak. He stares, bewitched, at a spot halfway down between my face and my waist. Open-mouthed. I am topless.

         “Have you never seen breasts before, or what?” I ask bitterly. And add, even more bitter: “If you guys are burglars, you might as well try somewhere else. All we have here is old dung.”

         “We’re just here to dig the stream bed deeper. Didn’t your father tell you about it?” Says the smiling man.

         “No,” I mumble, surprised, and I feel my cheeks blushing while my hands find a ridiculous pose in front of my breasts. "Would you like a cup of coffee before you start?" I say, trying to make up for my bitterness. I regret my offer right away. I am most definitely not a morning person. And I need to sit in peace and quiet for at least a half-hour before I become human again.

          
      

         The two diggers sit in silence on the porch. I pull on a T-shirt and put the kettle on the stove.

         We discuss the stream project, and I say that I used to play on the bridge when I was a kid. Oh, so interesting. They listen in solemn silence and exchange contradictory glances, which are not equally solemn. One of them has a particularly sultry look on his face. As if he knew something, the other doesn't know yet. Beautiful eyes he's got—the same colour as the bottom of an Irish Coffee.

         There’s something familiar about him. Perhaps we’ve danced together at a beer festival or something like that. His name is Erik.

          
      

         The other guy seems less self-confident, even though he is the most muscular of the two. He has a tattoo of a schooner on his right upper arm. And a smile that barely spreads to his whole face before it disappears again. He looks like the kind of man you could picture robbing a bank to buy a fishing boat. A wild spirit behind that insecure appearance. His name is Brian.

         Suddenly, Erik takes a metaphorical across the creek. "Have you really forgotten about the night we spent together, or are you just pretending?"

         My coffee cup rattles in my hand. Coffee spills over the edge and forms a puddle on the table. “Eh, could you say that again…?” "At the beer fest three years ago. Behind the auction hall. While the harmonica orchestra played under the tent." He laughs, and suddenly I remember him clearly.

         A series of images rush before my inner eye. Drunk voices, howls of joy and laughter, the whisper of the sea, two hands on my ass and a cock taking me from behind. Up against a dinghy. In the darkness behind the auction hall. A pungent smell of fish. Hot and hard. And then. What had happened then? Had he just fucked me and left? Was it really the guy who is now sitting in front of me and smiling at me? I feel myself blushing, and I stand up. "Well, you guys should get to work now," I say in a weak voice.

          
      

         They nod and get to their feet. Erik throws me a clear “we-should-do-it-again-sometime” look.

         Then I see them disappear into the woods. With two spades over their shoulders, chatting eagerly. Erik is probably giving a graphic account of how he took me. I obsessively try to remember more details from the night, but I just remember it felt good. So good that my pussy opens up like a wet, red carpet that would love to welcome him again. I feel ridiculed and horny at the same time. It’s absurd. Angrily, I dry my spilled coffee, sweep the floor, wash the dishes, and swiftly tidy up the porch, flying around. But he remains in my head. He keeps fucking me.

         I pack a small basket. A blanket, three ice-cold beers, and a worn-out crime book I found in the house, which I wouldn't bother to read even if I were hospitalised for six years. I put on my bikini. I feel my body quivering at the slightest touch. I go down to the stream. I'm turned on – as if my sex life were just about to premiere at the Royal Theatre. All logical thinking is long gone. The summer house will soon be a closed chapter in my life. Let it go out with a bang.

         Erik and Brian have taken off all their clothes except their underwear. They stand with the water up to their thighs as they shovel mud up onto the bank. It smells lovely. The water is the same colour as Erik's eyes. As I spread out the blanket, I quickly check out his ass. It's small and firm. Just like mine. It's strange that I don't remember him better. The sun beats hard on the stream, burning their backs where sweat glistens like oil. A painter would set up his easel to paint them right away. They stop digging when I lie down a few metres away from them as if it were the most natural thing in the world. They must find it strange that I'd choose an insect-infested forest over the beach, but they don't say a thing. They just look at me in silence, watching me as I arrogantly open a beer for myself, throw the cap away and open the book whose letters I'll never put together.

          
      

         “Have you been told to supervise us or what?” Erik asks suddenly, emptying a shovelful of mud quite close to my blanket.

         “No, I just like to have company. Don’t you?” I ask. "Yes, of course," Brian says and digs his shovel down into the streambed as if the meaning of life were hiding somewhere down there.

         Erik just gives me a questioning look. A gorgeous one. They carry on digging deeper as if I didn't exist. But they don't move an inch away from me. They just stand there and dig deeper and deeper in the same spot. It amuses me to watch them sink further and further down. Brian's underpants are below the water surface now. The poor crotch of his. The stream's water is always freezing cold.

         "I've also brought a few cold beers for you guys, if you want them," I say. My words have the effect I'd expected. They jump out of the streambed, water dripping from their legs. The cool drops splash me; it feels lovely in the heat. Brian and Erik come closer, standing between the sun and me, looking like two giants.

          
      

         “Please, sit down.” They obey, clearly astounded by my sudden mood change. And there we are. Brian sits with his legs crossed, a tense and serious look in his blue eyes. Erik seems more relaxed and nonchalant; a vague smile plays on his plump lips.

         I turn onto my back and give them a good view of my breasts. We make a toast and raise the bottles in the air. I push my chest out. A thousand thoughts are flying through my head. The sun shines right into my pussy, burning up all my thoughts before they can turn into actual sentences. What now? What do I even want?

          
      

         Erik apparently knows what he wants. Suddenly, he lets his wonderfully cooling finger slide up along my leg. I look at it, enchanted, wishing it would just keep moving, underneath my bikini and further up. But it stops right at the edge of my bikini bottom. It stays there.

         I don't speak, I just place my beer in the grass, close my eyes, and lean back. I hope he takes it as permission to continue. His finger still doesn't move. I spread my legs a bit wider. I show off the wetness that I can clearly feel by now. This classic sign of surrender seems to work. More fingers, many fingers, begin to glide around my thighs. I hear an odd clinking sound, probably a beer bottle falling and spilling.

          
      

         My panties are pulled off by what feels like four hands and two panting breaths. Is quiet Brian joining in? Should I let him? When a finger slides up inside me, without meeting any resistance, we drop all inhibitions.

         A mouth finds my breasts—a moist tongue dances on my nipples. Further down, another mouth kisses my pussy. It feels like a whole army of hands is caressing my body. I just lie there and take it all in. My legs and arms spread out, without any coercion. I lie there and enjoy it, as the stream flows next to me. The mouth on my breasts disappears. Something hard brushes against my shoulder. A hand is buried in my hair. I lift up my head, willingly. The hand places itself under my head and holds it up. I can't help but open my eyes. Just as I do it, I see a hard cock sinking down over my face towards my mouth. I try to look further up – to see whose cock it is, but I can only see up to its owner's shoulders because the rays of the sun make the rest golden and dark.

         My curiosity is short-lived. It doesn't matter at all, whose cock it is. I just open my mouth and search for it, as if I were blind. There it is. It slides easily into my mouth, exploring it, filling me up so much that my airways are blocked. Instinctively I grab the cock with one hand so that I can control the rhythm and depth of its thrusts. Somewhere above me, I hear the sounds of a man enjoying himself, a groan that starts down in his stomach—the fingers holding my face quiver as if I were sending electric shocks through his body. I shudder too, as the tongue in my pussy is now giving its whole attention to my clit. Dancing on it. I feel the warmth of his breath on my pussy. He is good. He is breathing through his nose, so he doesn't have to stop kissing my pussy for a single second.

         The cock between my lips is awfully massive. Even though I have my whole hand around it, it is still plenty for my mouth. It is as if we were in a small, secluded room and not out in nature. The only sounds I hear are smacks, moans, sighs of pleasure. We are all moving together. I don't know who is doing or saying what, and I just sense a blissful orgasm building up inside me, tightening the pit of my stomach. It rushes over me so hard and brutally that I don't notice the contractions in his cock too. As my orgasm flows over me, my mouth is filled with cum. I swallow. I lean back and drink up his fountain.

         Once he's emptied his load, I get the feeling that it's all over. The two men have cum, so thank you and good night. But I'm wrong. Someone's hands spread my legs. My lower body is lifted with immense force, and before I can think so much as open my eyes, a new cock drills into me. With his hands, he raises my legs so that they hang in the air. I'm like a little bridge, and he is tearing me apart as if he wanted me to break down. A tongue goes back to my breasts. The three of us again. I smile to myself and enjoy the warm feeling of complete attention, of absolute focus on me, on my body. Suddenly he pulls out. The tongue disappears as well. I feebly take note of how it burns. Rough hands make me flip over. Two hands grab my hips and pull my ass up in the air. I'm on all fours. And soon there's a cock inside of me. And a cock in my mouth. Both hard. The one between my lips isn't the one I sucked on before. It's shorter but thicker.

          
      

         I no longer have any say in the matter. All I am is two holes, each of which filled up by a hard cock. I’m powerless; it feels liberating. I know they are doing what they like best. I’m just their instrument. But at the same time, I’m in charge. I conduct the music.

         Afterwards, we all lie on the blanket, sweaty, and short-breathed. There is no distance between us anymore. If a skydiver were to land right next to us, he'd see three people who have just fallen from the sky. Who doesn't need wings?

         And next to us, the stream quietly flows on. Slightly deeper than before, but still quietly flowing.

      
   


   
      
         
            Only Good Neighbours
      

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Art lessons
      

            By Geirr Eid
      

         

         “No, I just thought you were horny,” he said as he looked into my eyes.

         I had lied. We were talking about how I’d stopped in front of his drawing a while ago, and I had said I was fascinated by his use of light.

         The point was that he'd gone way beyond a natural rendition. A young assistant teacher can easily be thrown off, and my voice was probably a bit too husky. Not only had he given the model a pair of erect, blood-filled nipples on her plump breasts, but he'd drawn an open and inviting sex as well, and portrayed her as if she was about to give herself what she needed. I thought that he'd given the woman my traits rather than the model's, but I kept it to myself, it was a sensitive issue. After all, it could be just my subconscious, wishfully thinking that he'd chosen to draw me rather than the gorgeous woman on the pedestal. But I could see that he'd given her my plumper chest, that her mouth and face had features more similar to my own curves than hers. And if he'd guessed that my sex was concealed by a more generous tuft of hair than the young model's, then he'd guessed correctly.

         Apart from these matters, that didn't have much to do with art, he was extremely gifted. And experienced. I'd seen his throbbing hard-on in his trousers when I stood next to me and pressed my hip against his shoulder. And he wasn't shy either, because he didn't draw back. Instead, he grabbed my hand and used it to point to the drawing as we discussed it as if he were checking my temperature.

         So now he had come up to my studio up in the attic of the school, and if he had found his release in the meantime, he was nonetheless erect and ready again. He wanted to know whether I was bisexual, but I told him that he still had a lot to learn as a painter before he could give his attention to this sort of thing. The truth was that it was him, rather than the picture or the model, that got my juices flowing. I felt somewhat naughty and self-centred as I asked him if he’d allowed himself to do some imagining and guessing, since he hadn’t painted the model the way she was sitting. He was silent for a second, but his eyes were not. “I paint what I have inside,” he said, “so I guess I’m not guessing?”

         His eyes didn't budge from my breasts. They weren't exactly visible through my tank top, but it was still low-cut enough to draw the attention of all these simple-minded guys. I pulled him close and kissed him warmly, and he slid a hand underneath my top to place it firmly on my lower back. I didn't take my time, I kneeled down right away and pulled out his cock. It was a thick, almost downcast proboscis, slightly wet on the tip, still soft, but blood-filled and large. He carried me over to the sofa, and his gorgeous rod soon became stiff and ready with just a few helpful strokes. The promising painter pushed his long cock inside me, letting it gently tear me apart with slow, dragging movements. He was panting and thrusting furiously, but he had excellent control and took notice of what I seemed to like best. I let him know that I needed slower, deeper movements from his cock, and he obeyed instantly.

         After a while, he flipped us over so that I was straddling him, and I received the most delightful kisses on the neck as his fingers teased and caressed my lustful areas around his shaft. Again I thought of a proboscis because it felt as if he was blowing and slurping inside my pussy down there. But he heard me. For long seconds he was almost still, waiting, pushing himself against my pubic mound. Since I was straddling him, we were so close and intimate that we both felt crazy rushes of pleasure in our bodies as we moved. Eventually, he began using his hands and thigh muscles to move again. I held him tight, both inside and outside, and felt his slightly wider tip carefully explore my innermost areas. When the delightful trembling waves of orgasm first broke through my body, they spread like rings in the water. He was also ready to lose it, and pushed inside me in quick, boyish thrusts, far beyond his consciousness. I'm sure my fingers could also feel our bodies quiver and shake as the waves washed over us and ebbed.

         Now, though I’m not qualified to give grades, I had to congratulate my outstanding student. “Well, in that case, I can continue to paint you,” he replied naughtily. “You can wait for me tomorrow.”

      
   





The visit

By Eva



It was easy to see why he’d become a salesman. He was charming and straightforward. Positive and careful. He examined me, openly and curiously as only a young man can. He looked cheerful and completely unambitious. Perhaps just 18 years old. Not a hair on his arms. He was young and pure, but far from a virgin. He was looking at me as a woman, I noticed it. He was selling books. He asked to come in. His voice was a bit hoarse, surprisingly enough for his age, with a hint of a warm and thundering laugh. I could really use an adventure, so I didn’t hesitate much. I hadn’t exactly been hungrily waiting for it. But I’d been bored the past few weeks after a break-up. Everything was quiet at work. I had looked at the boss. It was so stupid. I would have liked to find someone else, without such an obvious opportunity. There was a guy I liked, that I’d seen on the tram, who worked in the building next door. Slender and long-legged. His eyes often lingered on me, or so I felt. Conspicuously often, he sat where he could see me. I’m not completely uninterested in that kind of attention, and I’m probably showing off a bit. I have a very feminine shape, with a slim midpoint, and I can get the best out of myself any day of the week. But I never dress inappropriately; I don’t want to look cheap. I think I’m starting to recognise how the man’s eyes wander and stop on me. Many men think they can look around undiscovered if they look at the reflection in the compartment’s mirrors. Or their eyes wander as soon as you’re looking the other way. I’d like to think that I can get the same attention on a cold autumn day as when I’m wearing light summer clothes. It must be true that even men can be shy.

Nothing ever happened with the man on the tram, anyway. I'm not that desperate. But I can be greatly affected by similar experiences, even when there is nothing more than a lingering look, especially if a man is sitting or standing right in front of me. Then it can feel like being hit by warm air when you get off a plane in the South. Sometimes a man must just get up and leave.

And here came this young man, offering himself to me. With his strong thighs and broad shoulders. Long, curly hair. Big hands. I offered him some tea. When I came back, I'd put on some make-up and sprayed a little perfume. But I was still wearing my casual white blouse. My breasts aren't very big, but they are pointy and well-shaped. I noticed that he was moving and guessed that something was going on in his trousers. My thighs were shiny, somewhat tan and sweaty from my afternoon in the garden. My shorts were very short, but loose-fitting and large. They were meant for the garden, not for a tea party. So they probably allowed a young man's thoughts to wander.

I leaned towards him as we chatted. Casually touched him now and then. Let his gaze feast on my mouth, on my eyes. I knew that his eyes would drop to my breasts. He stared quite a lot. I could have pulled his ear like a schoolteacher and dragged him outside… or into bed. Let me help you out, I said, and opened his fly. His half-stiff cock stood to attention, like a loaded cannon. His glowing, bloodshot eyes looked forward. He was young. When I first grabbed his cock, I also came closer to him, for a gentle, tentative kiss. He almost crashed into me, with his long slender cock. He lifted me up. We didn't get off the couch. I helped him get my shorts off. His whole body twitched like a whip as he sprayed inside me, almost immediately. "I'll be ready again soon," he said apologetically. I got him several more times, and the best part was that we started again almost immediately. Now we were naked, but still lying on the large sofa. Maybe I'd been starving for it because this time it didn't take me long to come. He was all over the place, with his long kisses, up and down. He used his hands. Dove into my breasts and my lush sex. Cooling, sensitive kisses everywhere. He got me there. He got in place again, at my signal. He held me on his lap and let me ride him until a long and calm orgasm washed through me. When he fired inside me again, he was just as an 18-year-old can be: an attentive lover, and an impulsive one at the same time.

We fucked, innocently and happy. His hard-on was like a champagne cork. Bringing expectation and joy. He admitted that he'd been so horny that morning, and used it as an excuse for having come so quickly. Like me, he was easily turned on by little things, and some girls from his high school had come into the coffee shop where he had been sitting that morning. One of them was foreign and had lovely, bouncy curves. We chatted easily and almost childishly. "Let me introduce you to a friend of mine," he said. "Can I let him in," I said. "Let me help him with his hat." It was all so easy and carefree. Heavenly. At that age, it's easy to think that constant fun beneath the covers is all you need. I let him know that I wanted him. That I was fond of his manly joys. He loved it when I used my mouth. I loved it when he used his mouth. I taught him a few simple tricks, mostly about myself. He was attentive and positive. He sent me up to the skies, almost so that it was all that mattered to me, too. He had everything I needed. Of course, he wanted more than I did. A caveman. A toddler and a grown man in the same body, like all men. And he took more than I needed to give, but as soon as I got too tired, I'd remember. I was a woman again. I could raise all the cocks that I wanted. My hunger was awoken. A quiet hunger.
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