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Snippet from the Naarderland Gazette:

 

(From our special reporter)

“For the second time this year a young woman disappeared in the desolate nature reserve ’Naarderland Marsh.’

Authorities fear the girl has tragically lost her way in the treacherous swampland, and drowned.

Superstitious local farmers whisper the so called Lord of the Marsh has claimed his next victim.”

 

* * * *

 

“Ladies and gentlemen, your attention please. The 10.30 train to Amsterdam will have a ten-minute delay.”

Hugging herself with both arms, Myra Parker shivered. Her thin summer jacket was no match for the howling wind blowing over the open railway platform. Carrying ice cold rain and tiny hailstones, the wind smelled of stinking garbage and exhaust.

Myra gazed at the inviting lights of a waiting room below a huge black station clock at the other end of the platform, then nodded. She’d better wait inside.

She rushed to the flaked wooden door and hurried in.

The waiting room seemed even colder than the platform, but at least it was dry inside. The spot gave shelter to a mass of damp people, and an awkward blanket of stale smoke covered the ceiling.

Myra coughed as her eyes roamed over the room, stopping at the magazine stand that seemed lost in a deserted corner. Maybe they sold hot coffee over there?

Searching her pocket for small change she wrestled herself through the mass of chattering people and reached the stand.

“I’d like a black coffee please,” she said to the well-built hottie behind the counter.

He gave her a dazzling smile and winked. “Bad weather, right?”

She nodded. “Will it be better tomorrow?”

“Nope. They should cover Holland with a huge umbrella.” Grinning, he gave her a tiny plastic cup filled with a deliciously smelling brown fluid. “Where are you from?”

“Miami, Florida.”

“Ah, the Sunshine State. I’ve been there once. Gorgeous weather.”

Smiling in reply, she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. He was attractive in a mysterious way.

Mysterious? What made her think that kind of nonsense? He was handsome. Period.

“Do you like reading?” he asked, groping about in a pile of magazines, his hand coming forward with a little green booklet.

She hesitated. “I don’t think….”

“It’s a gift. Because I love Florida so much.”

When he pushed the booklet into her hand, a weird prickling flashed down her spine, ending in the warm spot of intimacy between her legs. It was as if…. As if something unknown wanted her. Something horny….

Oh gibberish!

She studied the title.

Lord of the Marsh, the cover said in curly scarlet characters.

“Hope you like legends.” His dark male voice seemed to come from very far away.

Swallowing down the sudden feeling of uneasiness, she smiled at him. “I do, thank you. Very kind of you.”

He pointed at a huge scarlet leather chair in a corner near the space heater. “Sit down, little lady. Read the book, and enjoy your coffee.”

His nails were well-trimmed and clean, his fingers seemed strong, and when her gaze skimmed over his half unbuttoned polo shirt she noticed a vague veil of curly brown hair covering the suntanned skin of his muscled sexy chest.

Myra licked her lips in confusion. He was extremely handsome, this Dutchman with his curly brown hair and special amber eyes.

Unexpectedly, the loudspeaker above her head cracked: “Ladies and gentlemen, the delayed Intercity train to Amsterdam will depart from platform 2-B.”

“Gotta go,” she said, turning her eyes to him, furtively clearing her throat, “Thanks for the coffee and the booklet.”

His piercing gaze penetrated deeply into her eyes, and a strange sensation of lust flashed through Myra’s belly.

Out of the blue she longed for his touch, she craved his strong hands on her butt, his warm breath on her skin, his hot kisses on her….

“Don’t take the train,” he whispered. “Not this one.”

“But I gotta go,” she protested.

“No, you gotta come, right?”

She stared straight into his sparkling amber eyes. Little waves of passion rippled through her nether parts, and a lecherous emptiness made her pussy cramp.

She wanted a cock. A warm, sultry hot cock. His cock.

No, she didn’t. Of course not. He was a stranger. She wasn’t the kind of the girl that made love to strangers.

It might even be dangerous.

Excitingly dangerous….

“Come with me,” he whispered in a luring manner.

She stepped back. “I don’t even know your name,” she panted.

“Does it matter?”

She stared at him. Did it matter? What a weird question. Yes, it did. Sort of.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the delayed Intercity train to Amsterdam is ready for departure on platform 2-B.”

She took a deep, steadying breath. “I gotta go. Really.”

But she didn’t move. She stood in front of him, gasping for breath, as if she were glued to the spot.

“Is someone waiting for you in Amsterdam?” he inquired.

“Jane is. She’s my chat friend. It’ll be the first time we meet. She’ll be worried if I’m late.”

Outside, on the platform a shrill whistle was blown.

“Dutch trains never ride on time. Your friend won’t know any better,” he said in a comforting tone.

Rattling wheels hammered on a steel railroad track.

Kedeng, kedeng, kedeng….

The train was leaving the station. She’d missed it.

“Are you afraid of me?” he asked.

She stared at him as if she saw him for the very first time in her life. He didn’t look dangerous at all. On contrary, he was the most gorgeous hunk, she’d ever seen.

“No, I’m not afraid. It’s just … you’re a stranger to me.”

He winked, stretching out his hand to her. A warm, strong pure masculine hand. She swallowed with difficulty.

“My name’s Gerard.” His eyes penetrated hers once more. “Strong with the spear, it means.”

It sounded like a promise. A promise of everlasting passionate love.

Blood rushed through her body, flushing her cheeks, making her nether folds swell. She wanted him.

“I’m Myra,” she replied, her voice hoarse.

“Myra.” He tasted her name with his tongue, licking his lips, savoring the word, as if he were enjoying every syllable. “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”

“Flatterer.”

His laughter filled the air. “Come with me, my beautiful Myra.”

Her reluctance decreased. He was nice and trustworthy. Besides, what harm could happen to her in such a crowded place?

She followed him into the stand, through a green-painted door into a cozy room.

It was small and pleasantly heated, a huge king-size bed filling almost the entire space. The scarlet sheets were clean and neat, and soft exuberantly colored cushions lay everywhere. A vague scent of lavender hung in the air.

Was this his special place for lovemaking? How many women had joined him here?

“Does it matter?” he asked, as if he’d read her thoughts.

She gazed at him. “Guess not.”

He smiled. A dazzling smile filled with a passionate promise that made her belly tickle in anticipation. This was so exciting!

Yet, was it dangerous?

In a near distance, the cracking loudspeaker announced the next delay. She could also hear the sounds of ticking high heels on the platform and the chattering voices of passers-by. They seemed close and far away at the same time.

Her shoulders relaxed. This was a safe place to be. With so many people around nothing bad could happen to her.

“Will you strip for me?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No, you’ll strip for me first.”

“Sure.”

He unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it over his head, slowly exposing his suntanned naked chest.

She gasped. He was perfect. This was just great!

“What’s next?” she teased him.

“Lots of pleasure,” he promised, his hand reaching for his trousers, unclosing his zipper, moving his blue jeans down over his well-shaped narrow hips.

With his foot he kicked away his pants, daring her with his challenging glance. His tight scarlet briefs showed a promising bulge.

Myra licked her soft red lips. “Take them off,” she whispered.

“You take them off for me,” he returned, stepping near enough for her to touch him.

“Okay.”

When she reached out for his waistband he grabbed her wrist and pulled her close to him.

He smelled great. An exciting blend of aftershave and pure manhood. Heaving a lustful sigh she pressed her body against his, relaxing in his arms.

His warm fingers touched her face, turning it toward his.

“Let me kiss you, my sweetheart.”

He softly pressed his mouth on her yearning lips, licking them with his hot tongue, inviting them to part.

As she did what he wanted he slipped his tongue into her mouth, searching for hers, making exciting little circles around it, when they met.

She answered his kiss with passion; her cheeks flushed; her heart pounded with excitement.

He laid his hands on hers. “Take my briefs off,” he panted.

She let him guide her and only seconds later he was completely naked.

She stepped back and gasping she admired his proud, hard erection. He was perfect.

“You have a gorgeous prick, Gerard,” she panted. “I want it. I want it now.”

He grinned in reply. “Not yet, my sweetie,” he teased her. “Let’s have some other fun first.”

His lips inviting her to another kiss, he pressed her close. “May I take your clothes off?” he asked.

She hesitated. It was dusk in the room, but not dark enough. She had a huge scar on her leg. The rotten reminder of a car crash almost a year ago. The darned accident had ruined her life, her future, and her blooming career as a celebrated model.

If she undressed now he’d see it.

“Nobody’s perfect,” he said. It was as if he knew.

Knew all about her scattered dreams, her desperate tears, and her current lousy job as a waitress in a shabby diner.

“You are. You’re perfect,” she returned with a mournful sigh. “You’re the most gorgeous guy I’ve ever met.”

She shouldn’t have come with him. She knew pretty well that lovemaking and nakedness combined as dustpan and brush. One didn’t work without the other.

She couldn’t make love without removing her trousers, without exposing her ruined leg.

She shrugged. “I’d better go. I’m sorry, Gerard. I don’t know what came over me.”

Through her dark lashes she gazed at him. What would he do now?

“My sweet little Myra,” he said with a reassuring smile. “You know very well what came into you. It’s lust.”

He turned to open a cupboard, took out some candles and set them alight. He flicked off the light switch and a tender darkness flushed over the room.

In the soft shine of the flickering candles she stared at him.

“You don’t mind then?” she whispered. “You don’t mind my … imperfection?”

“Kiss me Myra. Please, kiss me.”

Nestling herself into his arms, her mouth covered the short distance between them. She nibbled on his lower lip, sucking it into her mouth, savoring him, little waves of lust spreading through her entire being.

She longed for him. She craved his warm hands around her. She wanted to feel his mouth in her hair, his hot lips on her skin.

“You’re special,” he panted, his hands moving tenderly over her body. “You’re sweet and very special. You make me so hot.”

He was close now. She could feel his warm breath on her cheek. And in the soft light of the candles she could vaguely see his face. Smiling at her, caressing her with his gaze.

He was warm and strong. She could feel the muscles of his arms, the masculine power of his chest. She could also feel his yearning hard prick pressing to her trousers.

Was the rough cloth hurting the soft sultry head?

She looked around the room. It was dark enough. She’d have the nerve now.

“Undress me,” she begged him. “I want you to touch my skin.”

His tongue playing a hot game of love inside her mouth, he helped her taking off her thin summer jacket, and her shirt. His mouth moved down, reaching her bra.

“May I?” he asked.

She nodded, unable to say a word.

His hands undid the fastening. Caressing her shoulders he stripped down the straps, and removed the molded cups, until she was all naked on top.

His lips covered her breasts one by one with hot kisses, licking her nipples, caressing them two at the time, softly sucking on her warm yearning knobs.

A flash of lightning rushed through Myra’s body, ending in the burning wet spot between her legs.

“Take my trousers off,” she asked him, her voice hoarse with lust.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I am.” He wouldn’t laugh at her, she reassured herself. She was safe with him.

His experienced fingers unclosed her zipper and, pulling her to his body, he stripped down her pants.

The warm air in the room skimmed over her scar. Shivering, she bit on her nail. She was so naked now, so vulnerable. What if she’d been mistaken?

But Gerard didn’t even glance at her leg. His lips covering hers again, his hand moved to her panties and his fingers slipped inside.

He played
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