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I LOVE SWEDEN

 


Joe was in love with a Swedish girl who
couldn't speak a word of English, and tonight, being Saturday, was
his one chance to see that woman in the flesh.

He strolled down the street thinking of her.
She was the most amazing woman in the world, and he knew that
someday she would leave her work and be with him. It would just
take time.

He turned the corner and came down the side
street that held the entrance to the building where she worked.
Only a few more steps and he would be in his version of paradise on
earth.

Joe stopped outside of the building and
looked up at the magnificent building of love that was the home of
his darling. It was small and well lit with the word 'brothel'
written clearly in red neon lights just above the door. This was
where the love of his life spent her working hours.

He checked his wallet. He had enough for an
hour of passion with the woman before he would be thrown out into
the cold again to save more money for another opportunity the
following week.

He stepped up to the door and twisted the
door handle, coming in from the dark side street to the warm,
comfortable pleasureland of the brothel.

The girls looked up and waved at him in their
usual half-hearted fashion. He ignored them; his eyes searched for
the one woman that he was here for.

She was sitting on the lap of an older man
around 60 years old. The old guy looked happy and was chattering
away at her while she nodded at him, not understanding a single
word that he had to say.

Joe admired her beauty and kindness. She was
always so nice to the elderly gents who came in to enjoy the
atmosphere and a little play with the other girls. He almost felt
worshipful of her as she went about her good work.

Joe went up to the lady of the house and put
his name down for his love's services. There was one other man
before him, and he jealously looked around the room, wondering who
it might be that was having a little affair with his lady prior to
his lovemaking.

All of the men were looking around the room
at the various girls, and there were at least three looking at his
blond-haired, wide-bottomed, big-breasted sweetheart. However, he
knew that it was just the regular interest that horny men paid
half-naked women on a Saturday night. Joe knew he had to stay calm.
The last time he had caused problems here, they had banned him for
three months, and some thugs had come to his home and embarrassed
him in front of his mother. It was not an experience that he wanted
to have again.

The other man's name was called, and a tall,
slim man walked up to the desk and was met by his Swedish love.

He was green with envy as they walked into
the back room for whatever pleasures the man had planned.

An hour of foot-tapping frustration went by,
and Joe felt his desire and his eagerness growing with every
passing minute.

The man came out on his own, and Joe turned
expectantly to the hallway, waiting for the woman of his dreams to
come back out into the reception and, hopefully, call his name.

She walked to the desk and talked to the lady
of the house. She looked around the room and saw him watching her.
There was a moment of communication between them that was not
verbal but more mental as she noted him, and he waved at her
cheerfully, hoping she could see his love clearly and understand it
well.

The woman at the desk called his name and
warned him to not take any photos this time if he wasn't going to
pay.

Joe nodded. He had only taken a photo of her
secretly in the reception as he couldn't afford to buy a photo,
which was the rule of the house.

His love smiled at him politely, not
understanding the tension due to her simpleminded kindness, and
beckoned him to come with her, saying something in Swedish that he
tried to memorize so that he could try to decode it using the
internet dictionary he had found online. If he could just learn a
little of her language, maybe she would understand his need and
come home with him, becoming his wife and having his babies - lots
of them - while tending to his mother's home.

They walked down to the very last room and
passed a large black man, who was grinning happily as he left the
room across the hall.

The love of his life’s workplace was a double
bed in the middle of a small square converted office. There was a
small light and a shower, and that was about it.

He quickly kissed her on the lips and then
went straight to the shower to clean himself thoroughly. He didn't
want to waste even a moment on foolish pleasantries when he could
be showing his love more physically to her.

He strolled out of the bathroom and sat down
on the edge of the bed. She came over and sat down next to him,
smiling happily in what he hoped was true love.

She reached over and kissed him on the lips
once. He immediately forced his mouth to hers, and he felt her
hungry tongue slip between his lips and tickle his tongue as they
French kissed with an intensity that was exciting.

She slowly stroked his chest for a while, and
he purred happily until he couldn't stand the waiting any longer
and grabbed at her skirt.

She pushed his hands away, and he drew them
up, not wanting to anger her with his brazen sexual desires.

His love reached down and pulled her skirt
off, wriggling her hips sexily on the bed and dropping it to the
floor before kicking off her silver heels.

He took in the majesty of her legs. They were
absolutely stunning, naked and shining in front of him. He brought
his hands down and worshipfully stroked the round shape of her
thigh, which glistened slightly with the makeup that she put on
them every time she came to work. Her calves were slightly angular
and had the look of a woman who worked out.

Joe growled, and his hand stopped moving when
he saw a few bruises on her inner thighs. How dare men treat this
angel this way? Only a husband should create bruises like that on
his wife's legs with the force of his thrusting. Why didn't men
understand that there was a time and a place for this sort of
thing?

He reached out and touched her hips with his
hands, feeling the soft skin of her face and enjoying the wonderful
muscular flanks that she had.

He wanted to ask her to leave this life of
filthy degradation and come with him to live at his mother's house
with him and the elderly woman, which was just next to the train
station where he worked. However, she had not understood him the
last few times he had asked and had even seemed annoyed at him for
some reason. He couldn't understand why that was, but he didn't
want any trouble with the whorehouse, which could restrict him from
seeing her at any time.

He jammed his face into her beautiful
princess hole, pressing his cheek in and feeling the warmth of her
pussy spread through his cheek. The smell of use was slight under
her perfumed exterior, and he felt his muscles unclench as that
fearful thought of losing access to her passed away in the heat of
his pleasure.

She pulled down her panties and dropped them
to the floor. Her pussy was wet and glistening, and he knew that
she would have applied some lubricant to ensure that her customers
had an easy ride.

He came down to his knees and pressed his
mouth in between her legs to lick and pleasure her warm and wet
clit. It was sticky wet, and he knew that for a woman like this, it
would take lots of work to obtain decent stimulation.

Thankfully, he had a large amount of
experience with her cunt and was able to tease out some feeling in
those well-used depths.

His fingers probed inwards, pushing in three
without much trouble, and he churned them around in tiny little
circular motions inside of her, tickling her more sensitive
parts.

Her clit slowly emerged from its hood, and he
was able to see that it was a slight reddish pink. This he knew was
about her maximum, and even on his birthday, when he had tried for
over two hours with all of his might, he hadn’t been able to reach
her anymore.

She lay down on
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