
   [image: Cover: Hot cuisine by CUPIDO]


   
      
         
            Diverse
   

            Hot cuisine
   

         

          
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Hot Cuisine

            Original title:

            Å være på kurs. Å skreller en klementin. Hot cuisine.
Copyright © 2019, Hverdag AS/Cupido og SAGA 

All rights reserved

ISBN: 9788726407310

             
   

            1. E-book edition, 2019

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            The Cooking Class
   

            By Ane-Marie Kjeldberg
   

         

          
   

         I lie in bed at the conference hotel after a long, instructive and enjoyable day. It’s been a bit like being at summer camp school or living in a collective. Nearly no rules, other than learning, eating and talking to others. Chores, tax statements, raising the kids, and the obligatory phone calls to great-aunt Yvonne are far, far away. Even my husband feels somewhat distant.


Everything is so simple here. There is a lot of laughter, the sea down below the garden is very blue, and the food tastes different than at home, especially when the evenings are so warm that we can eat outside on the large terrace.


The only problem is that I can’t sleep. It’s always like this when I’m someplace new.

So now I’m lying here in my flower-patterned room, listening to the creaks of old wood while an owl hoots outside.

 

The conference venue is an old manor, enormous, full of nooks and crannies. Perhaps my small single room used to be one of the housemaids’ chambers? I wonder what it was like to live here when the farm was actually a farm, with forests and fields and gentlemen and fine women? Up here in the attic, it must surely have been as hot as it is now. Maybe I could go down to the kitchen and fetch a drink? A nice bottle of Farris would taste great right about now.

 

I peek out into the hallway. All is quiet, and the short summer night is already making way to dawn, outside. Down a flight of stairs, around a corner, along a narrow hallway and then I’m at the kitchen door.


The light under the kitchen hood is turned on. It looks warm and inviting. The fridge hums homely. I open it, find a cold Farris, put a coin in the money box, rummage in a drawer looking for a bottle opener, then I sit down at the old solid wood table and drink.

The other door to the kitchen is lit. I can see flickering lights behind it. Did someone forget to put out a candle?

I walk towards it and push the door open. In the dining room, there are no candles, but the bright yellow light is shining through the French doors in the middle of the room. I walk over to the doors that lead to the fireplace room and stop abruptly on the threshold. Yes, there are candles burning in there, but they are not forgotten. A dark-haired man is sitting on the sofa, reading a book. He looks up and smiles at me. He isn’t one of the participants in the class.


“Can’t you sleep, Marie?” He asks.

It’s wonderful that he knows my name. He must be one of the staff, though his face doesn’t look familiar.

“No,” I say. “I needed a drink.”

“I can’t sleep either,” he replies. I notice that he is wearing a bathrobe, a dark red one, not terrycloth, but a thinner, patterned fabric. Probably Italian.

He obviously lives in the house. I thought staff members didn’t live in the main house. But I don’t make any comments on this, and I just signal that I shall get going.

“I also need something to drink. Will you join me, Marie?”

His tone makes me follow him right out into the kitchen.

He takes a glass and fills it with water from a pitcher on the table.

“Have a seat,” he says, gesturing towards the chair.

I carefully take a seat.

“I believe you have a bad back,” he says. “That could be what’s keeping you from having a good night’s sleep. Shall I massage your neck with some ointment? It might relieve you.”

“Huh,” I say, confused. I actually don’t even know him.

But he has already gotten up and is now standing by my side. He is barefoot under his robe. His legs are tanned. He fishes a small blue bottle out of his pocket.

“It’s an ointment from the East. I bought it on my last trip there. It works wonders.”

He gathers my thick curly hair in his hand and pushes it to the side. I hear him open the bottle and I smell a flowery scent, intense and strong. I see his hand on my neck. He rubs the oil in, pushes aside the thin straps on my nightgown, and begins to massage my shoulders with both hands. My skin tingles a bit. His hands are peaceful and professional. I surely have stiff shoulders. Working with a mouse and keyboard every day is undoubtedly hard on the body.

“I think I have some mouse-related injuries,” I say as if to start a conversation while he rubs my skin.

“Yes, we should probably set up the traps again,” he replies, and I notice he looks around in the kitchen.

What a strange man.


I wonder if it’s time for me to get back to my room. I’m just about to open my mouth to thank him for his help when he suddenly stops, lets go of me, and then grabs my shoulders and pulls me against the backrest so that my back arches and my breasts stick out beneath my black and coffee-coloured nightgown.

“You are still a bit stiff, I can see,” he says. “We must make sure that those muscles are properly loosened.”

He picks up a napkin and wipes the ointment off his hands.


Without any further chitchat, he places his hands on my hips, holding them tight and firm, then lets his hands begin to slide up and down. Instinctively, I lean my torso against the old kitchen chair’s narrow backrest, arching my back and feeling a pleasant warmth in my stomach as he gently and methodically strokes me up and down. Once, just once his fingertips graze the lower part of my breasts, but the next time he stops further down.

Then it happens again, and I sit there, like a lit candle, waiting for it to come again. It doesn’t. I try to move a little towards his hands. Perhaps to avoid it happening again, or just to find out exactly how close he is.

“No, you are so stiff and tense, Marie,” he says quite reproachfully. “We must resort to stronger means.”

With swift fingers, he grabs a clothesline from a hook nearby.

“We shall secure you to the chair so you can relax your muscles,” he says, as he begins to wrap the line around my body and back.

“No, it’s a bad idea,” I say, startled, and try to get up.

“You know that it’s my right to do so, Marie,” he adds and looks at me with a piercing gaze. He is not unkind, just strong.

I have no idea what he is talking about, but I give in and stay in my place.

“I just want to do good to you, my dear Marie,” he says and ties the rope around me, firmly and carefully. “We all need to relax a little.”

He is just talking about my back, saying that I should relax my back muscles, I tell myself.

So I wait.


Soon my whole body is tied in rope.

He has only left my breasts free, and I am touched by his modesty.

He steps back and considers his work. Then he bends forward, grabs the top of my nightgown and rips it off of me. I look down. The gown is torn in pieces, and my breasts are completely bare, with the rope above and below them.

 

“So, Marie,” he says and squats in front of me. He studies my breasts, grabs one, lifts it up a little as if it were a rare and expensive fruit. Tension is raging in me like fire. What is he doing? What does he want?

He lets his lips slide across my chest, gently, like a mule looking for the last bread crumb in the farmer’s hand. I freeze. All my focus is on the area where his lips are touching me. It is only these few square inches of skin on my breasts that are brought to life by his touch, and are drawing a trace of my attention to my chest.


Then he begins to kiss me. The dry, smooth touch becomes wet and luscious. I writhe under the ropes, but no matter how much I move, he refuses to touch my nipples.

Suddenly, my attention level returns to normal and turns outward. Someone is walking in the hallway outside the kitchen. The man keeps kissing, slurping, wet, occasionally sucking. The footsteps in the hallway ceased. The person outside is probably checking the mailbox for letters. The man kisses my breasts, not my nipples, but everything else. I want to say something, to make him stop, to loosen the ropes around me, but I also think that if I am completely silent, maybe the person out there will not hear us and will, therefore, move on.

Then we hear quick steps on the tiles in the hallway, the door opens, and there stands my colleague Hjalte wearing pink striped pyjama bottoms and a white t-shirt. I am quite surprised that he has chosen to dress his tall body like this.

 

The stranger keeps kissing further, moving his mouth around, focusing on my breasts.

“What’s going on here?” Hjalte asks, his face red as he looks from the ropes to my face, my bare breasts, the man caressing me with his mouth.

“She just needs to relax her muscles,” the man says, lifting his mouth from my skin. Then he goes back to kissing me.

Hjalte’s face turns dark, and he seems about to turn on his heels and disappear. Then he stops and looks straight at me.

“Is this happening with your consent, Marie?”

I look at him. I nod. 

“Of course,” the stranger mumbles over my breasts.

“I would like you to leave so that I can ask Marie in private,” Hjalte says. “What's your name?”

“Axel,” says the man as he stands up and extends his hand with a graceful movement. “Go ahead, ask,” he says and closes the door behind his back.

 

“Is everything okay, Marie?” Hjalte asks and gazes at me briefly, then looks away from my nudity.

“Yes. It’s okay.” I let my eyes rest on him for a moment.

“Okay,” he says, stands hesitantly for a moment and looks at me before he goes and opens the door for Axel again.

Axel comes straight to me, finds the breast he was kissing when he was interrupted and started licking it like a dog.

Hjalte is on his way out.

“No, but you can come here and help me out,” Alex says, between licks.

“Help,” Hjalte, repeats, astonished.

“Yes,” Axel says.


Hjalte comes back, stands beside us and looks at Axel as he keeps licking me. It feels so strange. We usually share an office, and now he’s standing there, seeing me in this situation. And just then, Axel finally moves on to my nipples, letting his tongue play lightly over one while his fingertips fondle the other. I gasp.

Hjalte looks at me. At my face, my breasts.

Slowly, I see a bulge forming in his pyjama bottoms.

I gasp again.

The bulge becomes a rod.

Axel moves looks at me and then at Hjalte.

“Take care of her other breast,” he says to Hjalte.

“Take care,” Hjalte repeats quizzically.

“Yes,” Axel says. There’s a bulge in his robe too. He bends down again and sucks on one of my red nipples.

Hjalte’s rod points up. He bends over me.

“No,” says Axel suddenly. “She must relax properly. And she must be lying down. You must lift her up.”

 

I feel dizzy. His words intrigue and confuse me.

Is he really just concerned about my back?

Hjalte doesn’t seem to be completely there, either.

Alex loosens my ties and extends his hand. Now it’s Hjalte’s turn.

He lifts me up as if I were weightless. I cling on to him.

“Lay her down on the table,” Axel says, and I am placed on the large old table.

Alex gestures something to Hjalte, and they both come close to the table.

Axel orders me to place one arm under each of their heads, and then they both lie down, roll up to me comfortably, each begins sucking on one breast. It’s amazing. Axel’s hand sneaks down into my panties, and with his skilled fingers, he finds my sensitive spot, grabs and pulls my clit from side to side, twists it a bit, smacks it. It feels so good that I command the men to keep sucking, and they obey, playing with their tongues while the most pleasurable emotions flow through me so that my hips can’t lie still, and I thrash my head from side to side.

 

“No, Marie must relax,” says Axel with a piercing gaze. “She wasn’t supposed to get all this pleasure first. Now she must be punished. There is only one thing she wants now, but she shall not get it.”

Hjalte stares at him.

I lie there with black spots on my eyes and thunderstorms crashing through me, but the word “punish” scares me and makes me horny at the same time. Really horny. My clit quivers.

Axel climbs onto the table, pulls down Hjalte’s striped pyjama bottoms and grabs his bulging cock. It is brownish and long, and I can almost feel him in my sex and in my mouth. But this doesn’t happen, because Axel begins teasing the cock, first in long, slow motions, then faster. Hjalte looks astonished, reaches out to push Axel’s hand away, but it’s already too late. He is already cuming, and Alex bends his brown cock down so that his load falls on me, right between my stomach and my thighs. Hjalte stares at the white drops in amazement and groans wildly. The situation is completely wild, and yet I feel my whole body tingling with longing.

 

“She shall not get it,” Axel says and climbs down from the table. “Get one of the green vegetables in the cabinet over there,” he adds and points. Something blueish-purple peeks out of his robe. At first, I do not understand what it is, because that colour is new to me, but then I see the foreskin and the gap in the middle, already open wide.

“Do you mean squash?” Hjalte asks.

“One of the green ones, yes,” Axel replies. The squash is quite thick, and I feel scared and warm inside at the same time. Axel takes the fruit from Hjalte while I lie perfectly still and wait. I can’t protest nor move. Axel wipes one of Hjalte’s droplets from my thigh, uses it to lubricate the squash and hands it to Hjalte.

“Punish her.”

Hjalte looks at me, and it looks as if he’s winking at me.

Axel exposes his hard-on completely. It is purplish and throbbing, and when Hjalte starts playing with the squash over my sex, I can see that Axel’s cock fills up with even more blood. The tip bends upward, like an eager wild animal.

 

Hjalte teases me, strokes and plays with the green vegetable, now glistening with my juices and his cum. I feel myself expanding, becoming more receptive and open.

Axel begins to jerk off, breathing heavily, looking alternatively at my pussy and my face.

“Punish her,” he groans, and Hjalte gently pushes the squash into my warm slit.

I am so turned on that the whole thing fits inside me, though it is so thick. I sensually squeeze my muscles around the thick green vegetable.

Axel keeps jerking off, but seeing my pleasure and desire, he seems less satisfied.

“Punish her,” he snarls as he furiously pulls at his cock.

Hjalte winks at me.

“She shall not have it all,” he says, pulling out the squash and then pushing it back in with short thrusts.

The squash makes its way into my swollen, open pussy. Hjalte clearly knows what he’s doing, because he hits the right spot each time. I am open wide and full of lust, and I tighten around the thick fruit, squeezing it.

Axel seems satisfied that it is not going in all the way, and keeps tugging on himself as his cock pulsates and the crack on the tip gets wider and wider.

And then I cum again, a deep, dark orgasm that slowly and obsessively washes over me as I scream towards the kitchen ceiling.

Axel looks furious for a moment, but then he rushes to my side and cums right on my face with a groan.

He smells of that flowery ointment from the East.

 

“He didn’t know about the g-spot,” Hjalte says in a low voice as we climb up the stairs. Axel has disappeared behind a door downstairs. “I thought so too.”

I don’t dare to ask what he is thinking. I am so tired. I sleep soundly throughout the rest of the night.

 

The next morning, before I leave, I can’t help but ask the conference centre manager about what position this Axel holds there. I try my best to seem indifferent.

“Axel,” the manager repeats surprised. “No-one named Axel works here.”

“Yeah, a dark-haired fellow,” I say.

“Do you mean Ole?” The manager points at a short, chubby man with dark curls who is mowing the lawn outside the window.

“No. But you know who I’m talking about,” I say to Hjalte.

“Who? When?” He asks.

“Just last night. Down in the kitchen.”

“Last night? You were in the kitchen when I came to fetch myself a midnight snack. You were all alone with a bottle of Farris. No-one else was there.”

 

On the way out to the main door, I notice that a few participants have stopped by a glass case. The manager points at it.

“We have just put it up. It belonged to one of the manor’s previous owners. We found it in a cabinet last winter. He died a hundred years ago. He travelled in the East a lot.”

I look into the case.

Axel’s robe is draped on a bust. It’s all faded now.

 

As I head to my car, a mild summer breeze caresses me. It carries the scent of flowery ointment.

I must remember to buy some squash on the way home.
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