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He is charming. Handsome too. Having met him twenty minutes previously in a bar overlooking the beach, I am thoroughly enjoying his company.

And whilst not sharing a word of each other’s languages, the universal codes of long eye contact, a cheerful smile and a waved-hand, ‘Can I buy you a drink?’ invite have covered most of the ground. We sort of exchange names - he is called ‘Gunnar’ I think - and beyond that, words are un-needed.

Perhaps he is German? Dutch maybe? Not Swedish. I believe I would recognise his language even though I do not speak it. He is very blond, with almost platinum sun-streaks running through his shaggy, shoulder-length hair. His eyes are bright blue and crinkled at the edge, the crinkles pale against his well-tanned face. Wearing only a pair of shorts and flip flops, he is very appealing; with the firm muscles and triangular outline of a swimmer. Certainly, when I watched him in the sea, he swam like a seal. 

I wasn’t subtle about watching him. He seems to be here alone, so I saw no reason not to make my interest obvious. And when he saw me looking, he strolled over to join me. So now, we sit in the sunshine, drinking beer and speaking to each other in words neither understands, but with meanings that are completely clear. My pussy hums a merry little ditty as I enjoy this uncomplicated company.

Later, in his hotel room, we share his large bed. His head nestled between my wide-spread thighs, his tongue swirls a symphony through my melting core. As I caress his head, running fingers through his beautiful hair, he laps through my swelling folds, drinking my flowing juices and mouthing at my bud. I gasp and clutch at him and momentarily he looks up, smiling, his teeth very white against his tan, before returning to his delicious work.

Using fingers to slip back the hood, he releases my clit from its fleshy sheath, flicking with his tongue. I yelp and squirm as electric pulses flash through my core and up through my belly. 

Flushing hot, I scent my own sweat and arousal. I think he does too as, with a single long stroke, he draws his tongue up through my pussy, through my lips, over my clit and beyond across my stomach. I can see him smelling my musk, tasting me. As he rises on all fours over me, his erection nudges against my thighs, trickling a little glistening fluid over my skin in a pendulous, gelatinous stream.

He seizes a nipple in his mouth. Already firm in the cool breeze washing over from the air-con, the pink bud responds by puckering hard between his teeth. Its partner matches it as he rubs the stiff nub between thumb and forefinger, rolling and plucking at it, making me gasp and wriggle as it sends electric stars shooting down to my dripping cunt.

He looks pleased at my response, and teases harder at the nipple. Sitting up for a better view, he takes a nipple in each hand and continues his erotic torment. Harder he squeezes and harder, nipping and twisting at them. It hurts, but I am at that stage of arousal where pleasure and pain mingle. His ever-harder abuse of my nipples simply leaves me moaning, my hips shuddering. I want him inside me.

Stretching my thighs wide, I arch my back, raising my pelvis in an invite for him to fuck me, but he smiles and shakes his head, “Noch nicht.” - before continuing his torture of a nipple with one hand.

His other hand, he slides back down my belly to my clit. Thumb and forefinger hold my bud, at first lightly, testing my response. 

The soft touch makes me cry out. He laughs gently and starts to mirror the action of nipple and clit, each getting the same treatment, at first gently, then harder and faster.

Flicking and nipping in tandem, I am plucked and pinched, and at every stroke, I judder and wail. My pussy is running hot and free, swollen to its fullest extent, hot juices dribbling down onto clean white sheets.

I am desperate now to have him inside me, to be filled. Struggling against him, I try to roll him towards me, to manoeuvre him into a position where I can ease his cock against my hungry cunt. 

He allows me to move him a little, easing between my thighs; his shaft, throbbing and pulsing, touching against my pussy. As the head comes to rest against me, it twitches and he grunts in pleasure, dipping his head for a moment, taking a deep breath. Regaining control?

He does not penetrate me. Instead, he rubs his cock against me, within my lips but no deeper. My cunt throbs and pulsates, trying to draw him in, but he refuses, instead, teasing and withholding.

I slide my hands down his back, to his muscular buttocks, trying to press him into me, but he resists. Grinning, he wags a finger at me and tut-tuts, seizing me by the wrists and jerking them over my head and against the pillow. Rearing up over me, his weight pressing on my wrists, I am pinned under him, thighs akimbo, and trembling, as I wait for him to spear me.

His hard shaft nudges against my entrance, and my inner muscles jump and convulse in response. I want him inside me so much, and he knows it.

Watching my face as he does so, he pushes inside a little, just an inch or so, then withdraws. I moan and jerk in response, straining against the strong hands pinning my wrists. 

He lowers himself to me, arming bending, press-up style. His face close to mine, his hands still restraining me, he kisses me slowly, parting my lips with his tongue, exploring my teeth and mouth, tasting me, before lifting himself again.

Penetrating me, again, he teases my clenching pussy; briefly in and out again. I am panting uncontrollably now. Sweat streams down over my flushing breasts. My core vibrates and trembles in anticipation.

When is he going to fuck me?

And now he slides inside me, smoothly and completely. His single thrust is hard and powerful, stopping only as he slams against my inner walls. There is no resistance. I am ablaze, afire with sheer craving, and my liquid core coats him in hot juices as he pierces me.

I yell and convulse, writhing under my captor as he presses home within me. Filled, stretched wide, I revel in the sensation. Looking up into Gunnar’s handsome face, he is still looking down, watching me. As our eyes meet, he grins and winks at me, before withdrawing again.

He starts to thrust in earnest, powering in and out of me with his thick cock. Slowly at first, but strongly, he plunges in, harder and then, harder. Repeatedly he spears me, ram-rodding home as I scream and squirm under him.

Bubbling up inside, the tension rises; the promise of orgasm. The ache of my wrists under his weight, the strain of my spread hips, vanish in a rising climactic tide. My core begins to convulse, a gloried pulsing, a wave that ripples through cunt and thighs and belly and beyond.

Howling out my climax, I twist and thrash under this gorgeous golden man. Eyes screwed tight closed, I am conscious only of my own inner exaltation and his continued hammering of my clutching cunt.

As my climax subsides, his thrusting grows, if anything, stronger. His face red with effort, sweat drips from his forehead onto my chest and neck. His breath is shuddering, his whole body beginning to shake. I see his climax welling from within before, with a strangled cry, he presses deep into me, grinding his hips against me. His head drops to nestle into my neck, and grunting, he shudders into me. I feel the liquid heat of my juices and his squeezing out from my pussy.

With a final gasp, he withdraws and pulls away to kneel upright between my legs. As he releases my wrists, the rush of blood back to my fingers brings an agony of pins and needles, and I sit upright, laughing and rubbing manically at my fingers and hands.

He leans forward to kiss me lightly on the mouth. “Gut? Ja?”

I smile. “Gut. Ja.”

He nods in satisfaction, then rolls to one side of me, pulling me down with him. Tugging the duvet warmly over us both, one arm crooked around me, he seems to fall immediately asleep.

For some time, I lie still, staring up into the, now dark, room.

After a while, Gunnar starts to snore lightly. I glance over at the blond head, beside me on the pillow. He is a good-looking guy, very appealing. And he is sound asleep.

I slip out of the bed. Dressing quickly, and as quietly as I can, I pick up my shoes and step, sock-footed and silently, out of the room, clicking the door closed behind me.

Padding down the corridor, once I am sure I am out of hearing of the room, I stop for a moment to pull on my shoes.

Down in the lobby, a solemn-faced receptionist gives me a quizzical look. She saw me arrive with Gunnar, go up to his room. And now I am leaving alone.

It’s none of her damn business.

Back at my camper van, I am met with much barking and doggy enthusiasm. I apologise to Sam and Bella for leaving them so long, and promise them a good walk up one of the mountain trails tomorrow.
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Days pass as I continue my tour of the region. Perhaps I will spend the whole Summer here. There is plenty of material for my writing and the whole area - towns, villages, beaches, countryside, is delightful. The dogs love it too. Every day we visit somewhere lovely, where they can run free and create doggy havoc with no problems. Long quiet beaches, all but deserted, where they can splash through the waves; mountain tracks where squirrels can be treed and wild boar tracked. The whole area is a joy.

One fine and sunny day, I spend my morning scrambling over old terraces, tramping through ancient olive groves, abandoned and reverting to the wild, and my afternoon mooching through an ancient palace, examining the doings of Medieval princes. With the feeling of a day well-spent
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