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Foreword 
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There are six houses and sixteen people in Hell . You don't know where it is. Rasin is from there. The woman's are running away, but there aren't almost any left. Red-haired, beautiful, she ran away, no, it's not that long, maybe five or six, let it be like for you, seven years ago. 
They are few , but they are strong. The calf have wandered from there and then into the world and the oceans. He came across , where there are no flies (it is known that on the oceans far from any land there are no flies) and there is no snow or ice. There is both ice and snow. If there is ? You know, you come across it somewhere, just in passing, you shouldn't.
The Calf  decided that  should at least write something down.

Red-haired 
girl
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You know! The  redhead was a real girl . Very sweet, slender, she looks you in the eyes, radiantly straight. She has green eyes, she's not afraid of anything, not the devil, not her father, not anyone. She make you dizzy. And if she likes you , she'll kiss you directly on the cheek, to make your eyes blink . When she crawls all the way to your knees, she presses one on your lips, beauties, and holds it for a while. 

You breathe afterwards, if you can. Be careful not to let your heart stop.

Blondie 

found out 
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Blondie and her friend, the Redhead from Hell, who were flashing all over Swabia with a Mečka without a roof. So it was heard all the way to Hell . 
Behind some long bar like Monday, there is no one, watching on the water. They don't know what to do. They sigh, full and tense. Tired to the core, from? 
It's not a problem, they love such a tiredness . I believe the problem is completely the other way around . Blondie's husband, the Svabian, is straining to have the children. But what? He can't do it, something is not right , they won't accept it.   They are beautiful, so that all the guys glue on them like flies.  Oh ! How could they not? Blonde, slim, and you can't see there bones straight away . Tall so they doesn't need heels. In what they say, yes, yes, yes, they bleats and they fly all over place with her ass taut and her hair up. They are a lot of them, so they're also in front, over her chest, all the way down. 
And the Redhead is a match for her, like no other. Ass to ass. Lungs to lungs. Red hair halfway down her back, and that's when she raises her tail. They're sporty, they're worn sporty, but look at them, tight and short, so that everything pops, straight out, with all they might and looking at the countryside. The brand is all that matters here. Adidas and Nike during the week, but on Saturday that is Tommy Hilfiger, on Sunday the Philips Play. She drags the Redhead with her and they rides on all fours. Here you go! She loves that the Redhead is right there, right next to her, so that she can help when she sighs. To pull her tits. The left one two times and the right one three times so I believe she better grease it. If there is not a real gentleman, at least hold his friend, and if necessary help him in. There's no problem with that, she likes him, and since she knows him, everyone, she sees the beauty, her eyes immediately cross. He gave the Swabian freedom, but she doesn't get anything out of it, that's why it's dangerously slippery. The redhead tells her that back home in Hell is Rasin . There is nowhere one, certainly nowhere like him. Rasin has a blond mustache, combing his mane back over his shoulders. One hundred and twenty kilos, no fat. A good meter, no matter what, one meter and twenty in the shoulders. He's worth looking at. And a friend, oh, almost down to his knees. 
You know, if he can't, wow, do it easily then you know, there's nothing, forget it. He can uproots the willow just like that.

Blondie 
solved 
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Blondie solved,  but maybe Svabian is on strike. It’s not that he never rides at home, but he just doesn’t have the will or take the time. That’s when Redhead steps in heroically. She’s always around, more with him than her since she’s his secretary. He’s got no energy, and it’s odd that Redhead didn’t get pregnant right away. It wouldn’t be an issue—they’d have such a good time together, sharing this and that. But it’s not going to happen; something’s off, and that’s just how it is.

For every force
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But now, yes, it's time for me to tell you what the service says. When Redhead was home in Hell during the summer. She was having coffee with her tween. Redhead asks her directly and nicely.  

Redtail: “Tell me how your work is going in Germany. Don't go around that back door now, we've been like a batt and shirt from day one. I hear you're doing well over there.” 
Redhead: “I'll tell you straight up, I'm in Iceland for you, the boss is licking me and line  me , when ever he fills like.”
Redtail : “And that's all in Iceland?” 
Redhead: “I'm lucky that I don't have to hide from his Blonde, but the main thing is that others don't know everything exactly.” 
Redtail : “I understand everything about you. Look how tense you are, you're blushing, you look well-groomed, you smell really good. I feel like we should go and lick each other right away. Let's go to the hayloft for a bit, I'm getting hot.” 
“ We'll do it now!” 
Redhead changes the subject: “What when a Svabian licks so easily that you don't even feel it, how long does it take?”   

Redtail: "I guess I understand you, but I believe no one is allowed to find out. Everyone there probably thinks the boss is a real piano player." 
Redhead: "Exactly, yes, everyone doesn't know everything - not at all, and especially not that I and that Blondie are often with legs crossed. You know, the Svabian gets hard the best when she licks him. Then I have to be there for exactly one second, so that he can slowly push it straight from behind. He grabs my tail, pulls it so that my head is raised, so that I bend like the green snake. The Blondie kisses me, licks me. She massages my breasts, I'm immediately wet and done, once, twice, three times if necessary. I scream mine! Oh, like now? "  
Readtail : "Really yes, it's nice to hear you in the village - calm down because I'm hot too."

With a 

girl-friend 
to the Hell
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You can't get to Hell so easily, you have to go by train, then on horse, chase them straight, or on donkey, you know how they say you manage. On the end here's no other way, so you have to crawl up, if you're not up for action, there's no other way than up on all fours and then down on your ass and back, or an owl will get you (An owl is a nocturnal bird, so it's used that way in Bajtarian (Kajkavian from Čabar and the surrounding area) synonymous with night). Don't go with your head, my beautiful one, because you'll destroy the tits, the damage would be great. 

They had made a road after the war, come down below, so you could get closer - I guess. They splashed over that creek, through the mud, and then up there she winds you around those devilishly tight switch backs (serpentine), the stones just fly away . Hold on, she holds on to the road. When she broke out of the beech forest, oh look  up there, the passage on the spruce fence. Down there, the haymaker, a real reaper. He didn't even look back. He was in a hurry to get some grass down. As she looked back, one of the wheels ran out of the trail. But Mečka ( Mercedes with no roof ) stayed on the dour. They were crawling on the hood, it wasn't right to let the car roll over. They were screaming for help with all their might. They didn't want to stay there. It wasn't right for the Mečka, but they were scared how to get back. Rasin hear shouting for help . He raised his head from the grass to the road. Run up. There he supported the Mečka with his shoulder.

And he orders them: "Down!" They crawl down. They wasn't expecting at all. He push Mečka. He swings  once or twice and hop on the road, hops her up. The last hit was so strong that the girls flew to the top edge in a heap. They squeezed together, their tits together and slid onto the road.

Before he could even step on the path, there was this little Svabian girl on his chest, legs around his waist, arms around his neck: "You're the one who's making it!" She looked him straight in the eye. She smelled so good that his friend immediately shot through his belt into the air. He lifted her by the waist, untied her from her sweaty chest and placed her warm body onto the hood, pressing her down gently. The blonde screamed sweetly. He moved one hand to her soft tits, and with the other hand, he lifted her leg up slightly and gently. When she felt his friend: "Nine, Nine, Nine." It was, because he had breathed into her nose. You could smell him through the onion and bacon. Oh no! She turned her head. She leaned her knees against his friend.

At that, Redhead jumped on his back, pulled his ear and said: "Don't be like that, let's go down to the hotel . She would like  to have nice time. For you to make her a child . " 

Rasin : " If it is for a child, then I have to make it right, up there, at home, otherwise it's no use playing. Maybe she won't accept it." He carried Blondie in his arms like that. Redhead stayed on his back . He threw them down very quickly on the hay bellow the trail . " Why? Didn't you say you were going to carry us home
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