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         Late summer, Saturday afternoon, home alone. Gitte is at a training seminar on Jylland, and the kids have stayed at their studios in Copenhagen. I sit on the terrace and drink a cup of coffee. I can't really be bothered to do a thing, but I promised to mow the grass. Better today than tomorrow, I say to myself, and ten minutes later, the lawnmower is purring along. My initiative has clearly given my neighbour similar thoughts. When Kristian is out travelling, Mette is the one who tries to start up their machine. She's not very successful at that, I hear.


"Hans, do you know how to get one of these things running?" I'm not the greatest with engines, but I know how to clean a dirty spark plug! Both the lawnmowers then buzz along happily for the next ten minutes in their respective gardens. They stop at the same time.


"I'll have to get you a beer," Mette says, and soon after, we're on her terrace enjoying a Bayer.


I sneak peeks at Mette. Wonderful woman. She's six years younger than me, as far as I can recall, that is to say, 31. Her mid-length, blonde hair is pulled back in a ponytail and small drops of sweat form on her forehead. A strong-willed face. She's put her glasses down, and her dark-blue eyes look thoughtful. Restlessly, she occasionally bites her bottom lip, and she slides her red, moist tongue across her full lips on a regular basis. She's a highly sensual woman.


“Where are the kids?” I say, mostly just to say something. Anything.


“With my parents,” she says, and continues on as if she owes me an explanation: “I’ve got a big report to write this weekend.” I look at her again, secretly. Her short, light shorts accentuate a full mount of Venus, and her short, thin blouse barely hides her fantastic breasts. I suddenly notice that I’m horny. I wouldn’t mind a trip in between her long, lean limbs. I don’t give any hints to that, of course, but it is as if the mood is a little dark.


“Hans, we deserve whiskey,” Mette says after a pause. We have whiskey, and then another one a little later. Mette suddenly gets talkative, and she clearly doesn’t notice that a couple of buttons on her blouse come undone. It gets harder and harder for me to keep my eyes off her breasts. When I think it’s time to go home half an hour later, I get – completely unexpectedly – a big hug.


I instinctively kiss her on the lips, and to my great surprise, she opens her mouth and responds to my kiss, passionately. We stand close together for a long time, panting. My hands find the buckle on her bra, and I eagerly cover her fantastic melons in a sea of kisses. Mette's breath grows quick, hot, and heavy, and as my hands move down to her panties, her breath grows close to staccato.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she says as my fingers slide in between her wet labia. She’s got a firm grip on my stiff dick herself, and the tension in our bodies rises from second to second.


Without any difficulty, I pulled off her shorts and panties. A couple of fingers make their way into her warm, very wet sex. I’m sure nothing can stop us now. But I’m wrong.


The phone rings, and Mette grows frantic.

          "Later," she whispers desperately and pushes me away. "Later," she repeats while she pulls her panties and shorts up across her firm buttocks.


My head spins, and somewhat confused, I try to get my shorts back up across my cocks. It’s not easy. Mette follows my struggle with worry, but shortly after, she can’t help but giggle, and that despite saying on the phone: “Of course, mum, of course.”


I'm frustrated. I desperately want to fuck her, but I don't want to push it. I go over to my own place and wait. Ten minutes pass, twenty minutes, half an hour, and still, nothing happens.


“Hm,” I think. “She’s regretting it.” 


I have a shower. I’m still horny as a small hell, so I masturbate until I cum in hot water. I grab a beer and check the lottery results. Not my turn this time, either!


I put Dire Straits on in the CD-player, and I fall asleep as “Ticket To Heaven” plays. It’s dusk by the time I wake up, and the music has stopped at last. I make a pot of coffee, and slowly – so slowly – I wake up during the evening news. I’m about to check out what’s on TV when the doorbell rings.


To say I'm surprised when I open up would be an understatement. Mette is outside, and what a Mette! Let me describe her, head to toe: Her hair is put up in a crown, and the upper half of her face is covered in a blue, butterfly-like mask. She smells of perfume, and even in the dark, I can see her red, red lips. She's wearing a short, black leather coat, and she's wearing fishnets along with small, high-heeled, black lace-up boots. She's got a dark green leather bag slung across her shoulder.


“You’ve asked for assistance,” she says and steps across the doorstep without asking for an answer. She turns around in my living room and says:


“We’ll deal with the payment first. 1,000 NOK for an hour, and 1,200 NOK for two.


I stare – probably baffled – into her dark-blue eyes. Yep, it is Mette! And the body is Mette’s, too. It can’t be anyone else, but Mette? Can it?


“Have you made up your mind?” she asks, and adds: “How would you like to pay? Cash or card?”


Even though I'm still a little flabbergasted, I decide to join in on the game, so I reply: "You look fantastic! So let's make that two hours. I'll pay cash."


I get out 1200 crowns in cash and put them on the table in front of her, to stay in character.
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