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         The Norwegian Folk Museum is placed just by the Viking ships. There are a lot of little yards there, sprawled alongside old farms and buildings. With over two-hundred homes surrounding the area, it made for a lovely walk on a Sunday morning. Some of the buildings were open, so we could walk inside and look at the dark living rooms and hard benches. 


We sat down under a birch just by some kind of two-floor farmhouse. We shared a coke and kissed. Her lips were soft and sensual. I had felt them close around my dick many times, but now we met mouth to mouth. We cuddled, hugged, and talked about this and that. There were maybe a couple of hundred visitors on the entire site, so it was pretty quiet. Sometimes another couple would walk past arm in arm; other times, it was a family with noisy kids and stressed-out parents.


We could see a young couple getting closer through the tall grass. I guess they were about 18 to 19 years old. They were completely besotted by each other as they got closer to the farmhouse. We hadn’t had a closer look at the houses, but they were obviously quite interested. At first, they tried a storehouse, but it was locked.


The couple got closer to the farmhouse we were sitting in. The girl shook the ladder a little, which led up to the second floor. It looked solid enough, so she carefully climbed up. She was about three to four metres away from us when a puff of wind blew her skirt hem high up her thighs. She quickly tried to pull it back down again, but then she nearly lost her grip. She clung to the ladder as the skirt continued to blow up past her waist.

         She wasn’t wearing any panties, and we had a full view of her legs, thighs, and ass. As she wriggled around, we caught a glimpse of a blond tuft of hair before she straightened her skirt and climbed up the last metre. The boy soon followed, and we sat there, wondering about what they were getting up to.


“So romantic,” said Hilde, “they’re probably going to make love and daydream about the old days. When are you going to give me that kind of attention?”


“As soon as you start walking around town with no panties,” I teased.


Hilde got up and walked towards the house. She took a couple of hesitant steps up the ladder. Her trousers tightened temptingly around her nicely shaped ass. A few more steps and she peeped carefully through the window up there. She went over the edge and onto some kind of balcony that went around the house. Soon, she waved for me to follow.


I climbed up and looked in. Inside the dark room, I could see two naked bodies. They were too busy with each other to notice us two out on the porch. Hilde leaned closer to me as we laid on top of the old beams. I let a hand rest on her nicely shaped breast as I kissed her neck. We sat there completely silent while the performance in the room continued. As our eyes got used to the darkness, we could clearly see how embraced and kissed each other. They didn’t have any clothing left on their bodies.


“Look,” Hilde whispered, “she’s only got one arm.”


On top of the pile of clothing on one chair, I could see an arm prosthetic in skin-coloured plastic. No wonder she had a hard time climbing the ladder. Only a 15-20 cm stump remained of her right arm. But it didn’t stop them. On the contrary, her partner caressed, kissed, and licked the stump.

         He soon got up, and she stroked his balls and dick with it, too. She used it to guide his cock into her mouth while she put the left arm between his legs and caressed his buttocks and back. His dick got bigger in her mouth. He moved his groin back and forward, in and out. Then he bent down, grabbed her body firmly, and lifted her up on the sturdy table in the middle of the room. Kneeling, he buried his face between her legs. She leaned back on one arm, and her breasts shot up in the air with hardened nipples.


We could only hear her moan with pleasure while she got her pussy licked. He got up and moved her further ahead, so she was sitting just on the edge of the table. Her legs parted, and he thrust himself into her while she sat there. He embraced her as his hips worked backwards and forwards. He thrust into her with hard, unforgiving movements. Somehow, the old, swaying table remained sturdy under their weight. We could only see her right arm stump. She stroked it up and down the boy’s ribcage. Her left hand had a solid grip under his right butt-cheek. She squeezed it hard, pulling him closer to her.


While all this was going on, I wriggled one hand down Hilde’s trousers and fingered her pussy. She was so turned on by watching the couple that she was already completely wet. She unbuttoned my flies and got out junior. She played with it; completely lost in the action that she saw through the window. Inside, the boy thrust faster and harder until they both joined together in a ceremonial moan. After a couple more determined movements, they collapsed together in an exhausted heap.
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