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            The Old Summer Farm
      

         

         Christina had travelled ahead to their summerhouse on the Swedish archipelago, she would have a week there all to herself before her husband, children, and grandchildren would invade the summer countryside. The summerhouse was an old farm, where they had put a swimming pool in one of the wings and guest rooms in another so that they could have the main house to themselves. Per and she often travelled up there, whenever their jobs allowed it, it was their place, where they felt both frisky and newly in love, here they would try out new things that they otherwise never did at home.

         She was looking forward to opening up the house and welcoming the Swedish summer while getting everything ready for when the others arrived. In her everyday life, she was a daycare teacher, so she valued the quiet, and she was able to de-stress in her own time. Despite her fifty years of age, she felt in her prime. After just a couple of days at the farm, she had forgotten all about the fact that menopause and dry mucous membranes were waiting just around the corner, here she felt lively and seductive. She watched herself in the mirror when she got out of the shower in the morning.

         Her body was still slender and well-formed, her breasts weren’t quite where they used to be, but they were nice, considering her age. She had short, tousled hair with added highlights. It suited her, especially now that she had a tan. She had to go to town to get provisions and a sun canopy for the terrace, and maybe a little something for herself. She took the car, so it didn’t matter how long it would take. There was parking available on the main street of the small town, and she left the car and walked through the cosy streets, where she studied the windows thoroughly.

         She found a couple of things for the three grandchildren, a little something for Per, and even more for herself. At the grocery store, she saw a poster that she had seen several places in town already. While she stood in line, she took the chance to read it.

         BBQ Party and Garage Sale!

          
      

         Anyone who wants to take part in the garage sale, and the following barbecue party, are more than welcome…

         They could talk her into that. She always found so many cute things in garage sales, both for her home in Copenhagen and for the farm. The family wouldn’t arrive until Monday anyway, so she had all weekend to get things done. She returned home, uplifted by the prospect of going to the garage sale and the following barbecue party.

          
      

         When she drove back into the courtyard, she was surprised to see another car parked there. It had Danish plates, and she got a little worried that something had happened to someone at home. Two smiling young men approached her when she got out of the car. They didn’t exactly look like they were about to deliver bad news, so she relaxed a little.

         “I’m sorry, but we got lost, and so we wanted to ask for directions… well, no one was home so…”

         She returned the young man’s smile. She supposed he was in his mid-twenties. His short hair was styled in a neat hairdo, which, bleached as it was by the sun and maybe a little by the hairdresser, created a nice contrast with his tanned exterior. His blue eyes rested on her, and she saw him size her up from head to toe.

         “That’s no problem,” she said and looked at the address on the paper that the other guy was waving around.

         He was dark, and his black hair was a little longer than his friend’s, and he had brown eyes. Those two will mean trouble for the archipelago, she thought while she took in the information.

         “Maybe you are on the unfamiliar ground yourself?” the blonde one said and laughed.

         “Oh no…I do know where this is. Even though I don’t live here all year, I don’t understand why you have rented this house. It burnt down to the ground around six months ago.”

         “I’ll be damned…Are you sure?”

         “A hundred per cent, we were here ourselves that weekend when it happened, and as far as I know they haven’t rebuilt. It wasn’t worth it.”

         They looked utterly defeated, and she offered them a cup of coffee on the terrace.

         “They must have forgotten to let you know.”

         “Well, it’s impossible to get something else now,” said the blonde one. His name was Lasse.

         The dark one introduced himself as Marco, they were both medical students, and before she knew it, she had invited them to stay for dinner while they checked into getting another place. Christina honestly felt sorry for them. It would be, if not impossible, then challenging to find another holiday home at this time. They helped her get the barbecue going and set the table out on the terrace, she told them about the next family vacation on the farm and said she would show them around after dinner.

         “That’s very sweet of you, Christina,” Marco said as they were eating, and Lasse nodded in agreement, his mouth full of food.

         She considered whether to offer them one of the guest rooms so that they could look for another place the next day, they were probably tired, and there was enough room. They told her about their studies, and she told them about her work while they shared a bottle of wine after dinner.

         “We should probably start heading home,” Lasse said and looked completely miserable.

         Christina got up and asked them if they were interested in seeing the place before they decided whether they would go back to Copenhagen. She showed them the swimming pool, and they were wide-eyed as she opened the doors to the beautiful room.

         “Damn… I would never have guessed, it makes you want to jump in,” Lasse said, and his eyes sparkled when he looked at her.

         “You are welcome to, once you’ve seen the rest,” she smiled back.

         They continued to the wing with the six guest rooms, and their eyes only grew wider when she offered them one of the rooms for the night.

         “Christina, that wasn’t our intention, but it would be great to be able to get some sleep before we head home.” Marco looked at her apologetically.

         He was the quietest and reserved of the two. Lasse was more devil-may-care. He said what he was thinking, and it was quite lovely.

         “Don’t you worry about that, there’s plenty of room,” she said and asked if they wanted a dip in the pool while she cleared away the food.

         “We can help you.”

         She looked at Marco and said that it was no problem doing it herself while they jumped in the water. She could hear them from a distance half an hour later when she brought them clean towels and told them there was coffee on the terrace.

          
      

         When she lay in her bed a little later, she thought about the two young men in the guest room, and she couldn’t help but think about how handsome and muscular they were. She woke in the middle of the night because her fingers were rubbing hard against her clit, she moaned loudly and pictured the two young men in her mind before reality returned. She stopped right away, that wasn’t right, she must have been dreaming, her panties were completely wet from excitement, and she hurried to take them off and found another pair in the drawer.

         She lay there thinking for a long time about why she had dreamt of the two young men like that. She was embarrassed, it wasn’t something she usually did, and there hadn’t even been the slightest going on between them. She was looking forward to when Per would arrive, clearly she needed a man.

          
      

         Later, when they were having breakfast together, she managed to suppress any thoughts of the forbidden dream. They chatted, while they tried to come up with a solution to their house-problem. The agency that they had rented the house through, called before noon to say that they had found another home for them, but it wasn’t until Saturday. And it was only Wednesday now, which meant that they didn’t have any place to stay for the following three nights.

         “Well, you can stay here,” she said without thinking.

         Maybe that wasn’t the best idea, she didn’t even know them, and none of them had expected it.

         “Do you mean that, Christina?” Lasse looked at her with surprise while he determined that she was an attractive woman for her age. She was sweet too, and delightful to talk to.

         “Why not?”

         Marco looked a little sceptical. He thanked her vigorously for the offer before he spread his lips in a smile.

         “We’ll pay you for it,” said Lasse, who had taken his shirt off, so she had a view of his unequalled, well-groomed chest.

         For the remainder of the Wednesday, they helped her with various tasks on the farm. They made stone walls and did an excellent job of mowing the lawn while she wondered several times how she would explain the changes to Per, who didn’t know that she was housing young, homeless holiday visitors.

         “Would you like to join me Friday for the garage sale and barbecue party,” she asked and looked at them.

         “Maybe,” Marco said while Lasse immediately exclaimed that of course, they would.

         They sat on the terrace long into the night, Marco was the first to leave, and Christina intended to follow. As she was collecting glasses and other things from the table, she felt Lasses arms around her. She didn’t say anything, froze briefly when she felt his lips against her neck.

         “You smell nice, Christina,” he whispered, and she could feel his breath against her skin.

         He let go of her and started helping her with the clean-up, they both pretended like nothing had happened until they were standing in the kitchen, it was dark, and this time he pulled her close so that her breasts were pressed against his well-groomed chest. When his lips met hers, she hesitated but gave in when he parted them with his tongue and pushed his young body against hers.

         “I have wanted to do this ever since we arrived,” he said quietly.

         “You have?”

         “Yes…You’re a magnificent woman, Christina.”

         He kissed her again, this time, his lips were heavy and demanding, and she shuddered at the thought of what this could lead to if she didn’t stop him soon.

         “Lasse, maybe we shouldn’t… I’m married, and … Marco, what do you think he would say to this, if…”

         He broke her flow of speech with another long, wet kiss, and soon she felt something rock hard against her stomach, he wanted her. It scared her a little, but it also warmed her, especially between her legs. He undressed her in the middle of the kitchen floor, and when she was standing naked in front of him in the dark, she felt his hand closed around her breast. She moaned softly while he caressed them, and when she felt his lips close around her nipples one after the other, she gasped with desire. There were no other sounds than their heavy breathing.

         “Won’t you open up?”

         She knew what he meant, and with shaking hands, she pulled down the zipper on his jeans so he could get past the last couple of obstacles.

         “Aaargh, Christina…It’s so good,” he moaned when her hand slipped into his briefs and wrapped around his member.

         He hugged her buttocks hard, kissed her neck, her breasts and her stomach before he let a finger carefully slide in between her labia.

         “Let’s go to your room,” he whispered.

         When they crawled under the covers in her and Per’s double bed, she had forgotten all about the age difference and her marriage. She couldn’t think of anything other than the burning spot between her legs and what he could do to it.

         “I want you, Christina,” he whispered into the darkness and pushed his member against her thigh.

         He was big, much bigger than Per, and she moaned loudly at the thought that he would soon be pushing it into her. He took her hand, which seemed small in comparison. She grabbed it without hesitation and started moving it back and forth. He lay down on his back and asked if she would do it with her mouth for a bit. She let it slide in between her lips and could hardly fit it in her mouth. Her jaw relaxed, and soon she was sucking him like it was all she had ever done. The muscles in his thighs tensed, and he received the touches from her lips while he fondled her buttocks.

         “Christina… I want you. I want to be inside you…”

         He tossed her onto her back and got on top of her while she spread her legs so that she was entirely open for him. She kissed his shoulder, neck, and lips while he slowly pushed it into her, it was the sweetest thing she had experienced in a long time. When he began moving, they could both hear how aroused it made her. She threw her legs around his torso and felt his testicles hit against her when he took her hard.

         “You are so nice and tight,” he moaned, and she thought that the reality of it probably was that he was immense.

         She felt incredibly happy with him, he did her in a way that she hadn’t tried for a very long time, and she enjoyed every single thrust.

         “Do you want to sit on it?”

         “Yes…”

         He slipped out of her and got on his back, he fondled her breasts while she carefully lowered herself onto him, she gasped with pleasure when he slid all the way in, and soon she moved up and down at a higher speed. Her breasts jumped energetically when he wasn’t holding them, and she felt his grip around her hips, he was strong, and she enjoyed the power his hands had over her. She began moaning deeply, her movements intensified, it buzzed in her vulva, and she heard his breathing turn ragged and heavy.

         “Are you cuming?”

         “Yes… Yes, Lasse…”

         He gave in along with her, and soon, his warm semen pumped into her vagina while they moaned and groaned violently. It was wild for her. Her entire body was buzzing. She felt dizzy and satisfied like never before.

         “You are so lovely, Christina,” he said when they afterwards lay next to each other on the big bed.

         “It was wonderful, Lasse, it’s been a long time since I’ve made love like that.”

          
      

         She got up early the next day, Lasse had gone over to the wing with the guest rooms after they had talked a little, there was no reason why Marco should know about what had happened. She thought about what it would be like to sit at the breakfast table with him, would he show any signs, or would he be ashamed. She didn’t have to worry. He sat down at the table with a secret sparkle in his eyes and a grin on his lovely lips.

         “So, did you sleep well, Christina?” he said and buttered a piece of toast.

         “It wasn’t bad, thank you.”

         His eyes met hers several times, and she thought she could see the lust in them. As soon as Marco left for the toilet, he got up and kissed her. They were going down to the water for the day, so she would get some peace and quiet to think things through. She had never cheated on Per, not until now, and it had merely been insane. She didn’t know what was worst anymore, that she was married or that he wasn’t much older than her children.

         “Dare I hope for an encore?”

         He looked directly at her, but he had his strong hands on her hips, his eyes were glowing when he looked at her, and she asked herself what might have gone wrong in his upbringing since he could be so turned on by a much older woman.

         “It’s probably best that we stop this, Lasse… you will be leaving soon anyway.”

         He kissed her again, this time with tongue, and she felt the familiar sensation of lust spreading throughout her body.

         “Christina…It was so good. Don’t you think?”

         “Yes, but… I’m married. My family will come here soon, and…”

         He kissed her again, and none of them noticed Marco, who quickly retreated when he saw what was going on out on the terrace.

          
      

         Later, when they left for the sea with the lunches that Christina had packed for them, Marco couldn’t help himself anymore.

         “What the hell are you playing at, Lasse?”

         “What do you mean?”

         “Christina… I saw the two of you on the terrace, she’s older than your mother, isn’t she?”

         “She’s great. I can assure you that she is good in bed.”

         “No…”

         He stopped in the middle of the country road and looked almost frightened at his friend.

         “You didn’t, what the hell is wrong with you…She could report you for rape.”

         Lasse burst out laughing, Marco had always preached morality, he never really let loose, and Lasse wished for him that he would find someone soon, who would take his breath away.

         “She wasn’t raped! She was just as eager as I was…She liked it, Marco.”

         “Spare me the details… I feel bad for her, no matter what you say. You took advantage of her hospitality.”

         There was a tense atmosphere between the two men for the rest of the day. Marco thought of Christina. He knew that it would never have happened if Lasse hadn’t taken the initiative. She wasn’t like that. She was married, had children and grandchildren. He was embarrassed that Lasse hadn’t respected her for who she was. He considered talking to her about it. She was probably regretful that she had gotten carried away, she had to be.

         “You won’t do it again, will you?”

         They were walking down the road towards the farm and Christina, and Lasse had a funny feeling in his stomach, he was looking forward to seeing her.

         “Get off it, Marco…It’s just sex, nothing else, you don’t think I’ll marry her or anything?”

         “Doesn’t it mean anything to you, how many women you’ve been with, that poor lady has probably been faithful to her husband her entire life, and then… then you come and ruin everything. For just sex.”

         He didn’t answer. He understood where Marco was coming from, but when he looked into Christina’s eyes and felt her body against his, all of the reservations had disappeared. He did wonder a little whether Marco might be into men. That wasn’t necessarily the case, just because he didn’t seduce a woman on the daily, but he wasn’t particularly interested in the opposite sex.

          
      

         Christina had thought it through countless times while she tried to pull herself together. Lasse was both sweet, caring, and incredibly attractive. She had no reason to believe he wasn’t sincere when he said she was lovely and that he enjoyed being with her. She was married to Per, she had children, who would all arrive at the family farm in less than five days. It would crush her family if they knew what she had been up to with this young man. She didn’t plan on revealing her secret, but she was questioning whether she would be able to hide it from Per.

          
      

         Marco and Lasse came back around seven that evening, the skies had clouded over, and there was thunder in the distance. Marco disappeared into their room as soon as they arrived. Christina asked if they’d had a falling out, but Lasse assured her that nothing was in the matter, that his friend was just tired and wanted to go to bed.

         “Did you have a nice day, Christina?”

         “Yes… I have thought a lot about it Lasse. We shouldn’t repeat last night, right?”

         He sat down on the couch in their cosy living room, and he looked her over for a long time. She was beautiful, her dress clung to her lovely curves, and she didn’t look anything like a woman of fifty.

         “What can I tell you, Christina, I don’t agree, but I will respect your decision.”

         The living room was lit by a violent strike of lightning, and a bang that made the windows rattle soon followed. She cringed, and he got up and pulled her close.

         “Are you afraid?”

         “Hmm, I hate thunder.”

         The heavens opened, and it started pouring down while it flashed and banged away outside.

         “We have to get the things inside, Lasse.”

         They tried to save what could be saved from the terrace, and soon they were drenched and dirty from mud that had sprayed onto them when the heavy rain hit the ground. She felt his arms around her as she took down the parasol to carry it into the barn. Her dress was dripping wet, and he could feel her breasts through the wet fabric.

         “Christina… I want to make love to you,” he said while he turned her around and pressed his lips firmly against hers.

         His t-shirt was soaked, and his muscular chest was clearly outlined, and when the lightning lit the sky, he was more beautiful than any other man she had ever seen. They kissed each other fiercely while the rain whipped against their fused bodies. It burned between her legs, and it was as though the storm gave her an excuse for not sticking to her decision. Her hands had made their way up under his wet shirt, and the feeling of her hands against his bare skin turned him on. He kissed her tenderly as the rain poured down their faces.

         He stroked her wet hair away, kissed the rain off her forehead, and pulled her little dress-up to over her buttocks.

         “I want you, Christina,” he whispered and pulled her panties down.

         She leaned against the big garden table, and when she saw him open his jean, she gasped in anticipation of what was about to happen. He held her tight on the table edge, and with her arms around his neck, he penetrated her. He bent his knees so he could thrust into her, and soon they were moving eagerly against each other while the rain washed over them. Her lovely breasts were beautifully visible in the soaked dress, which was utterly ruined by rain. He nibbled on them through the fabric.

         He couldn’t describe the emotions that rushed through his mind and body. He had never experienced anything so intimate with anyone else, and this would be a memory for life. They continued until he could hear that she was close to climaxing, so he laid her down on the table and pulled her out to the edge while holding her legs tight. She wailed loudly, and he watched her. He caressed her breasts through the ruined dress, and when he felt her muscles contracting around his member, the sky lit up with lightning, which created a beautiful image of it all, a model that would forever be imprinted in his memory. He came inside her, and at the same time, a loud bang cracked open the sky above them and let out even more rain.

          
      

         Afterwards, when they were standing in the shower together, he said that it was the most beautiful experience any woman had ever given him. She didn’t say anything. She kissed him on his chest and nestled her head into him.

         “I will miss you, Christina,” he said, “Maybe… No, I was thinking…”

         “What were you thinking?” She didn’t look at him, but he could feel her breath against his skin while he caressed her neck and shoulders.

         “Whether we would be able to see each other when we are both back in Copenhagen, but that’s probably a bad idea. You have your husband and your family. I don’t want to mess that up.”

         She caressed his back and slowly ran her hands over his muscular body, and when he felt them on his buttocks, he kissed her hard and demanding, his member quickly grew against her stomach, and he breathed heavily.

         “Christina… let’s go to your room,” he said softly.

          
      

         They made love again, and like a couple that can’t get enough of each other they tried things that expanded their sexual knowledge of each other, he took her with a passion that she hadn’t experienced for many years, and she did things to him that she rarely did with her husband. It was their universe, their present, their world, where they shared each their desires while the rain died down and the daylight intruded, forcing them back to reality.

         “You’d better go into Marco.” She had woken with her head on his chest and his strong arms around her.

         He kissed her for a long time before he reluctantly got up and left the room.

          
      

         For a long time, she lay thinking about the events of the night. She would never be the same after what she had experienced with him, he had taken her as no man had before, and she had enjoyed his youth and vitality as he satisfied again and again. She had sucked him off, let him in between her lips…It had been a long time since Per had done it, and she didn’t know which one of them had forgotten about that part of being together. They didn’t make love too often, but when they did, she had been satisfied. Usually, she would ride him until they both came.

         With Lasse it was completely different, he had made her cum while taking her from behind, on her back, on the side, in the sixty-nine position, and many more. She had enjoyed it, and she would miss him.

          
      

         Marco was sulking at breakfast, he sent them sideways glances, and Lasse knew him well enough to know that he had figured out what had happened during the night. It was Friday, and there was a barbecue in town that night. Christina didn’t feel like going any more, Lasse and Marco would be leaving the following morning, and it left her feeling sad.

         “I know what you are thinking… I am too. Maybe we should exchange phone numbers after all?”

         They had a moment alone while Marco was in the bathroom, the two of them were going to the barbecue, and even though Lasse would rather spend his evening with her, that wasn’t possible if he didn’t want Marco to be seriously angry with him. He would get suspicious if Lasse chose to stay behind. Lasse felt a little sorry for his friend as well, who had yet to have a summer romance.

         “Hmm… Maybe,” They kissed each other, and she was about to cry several times, she felt connected to him and wasn’t ready to see him disappear from her life.

         “You are so lovely,” he whispered before he let go of her and walked out to the car, where Marco joined him.

         They drove into town, it was a beautiful evening, and he hoped that his friend would cheer up a bit.

          
      

         Christina tidied up in the garden after that night’s storm. Everything was muddy, and the big flowerpots on the terrace were full of water. She thought about the events of the night. She was getting used to him. They had made love like a newly in love couple, and she had enjoyed it. When he had her on the garden table, she was almost afraid of bursting with happiness. The scene was like something out of an American movie when the lovers finally get each other.

         She didn't know how she would face her family on Monday, and how she would ever make love to Per again. He would want to be with her on the first night, it had been a long time now, and it would seem weird if she rejected him.

         “Lasse…” she whispered his name several times and caught herself being jealous when she thought about what he did in the city.

         Maybe he would meet someone. Someone who would make him forget about her. She managed to get through the day and the evening, and when she went to bed around midnight, they still hadn’t returned.

          
      

         She woke in the middle of the night, listened, and flinched when she saw a figure standing next to her bed.

         “Don’t worry…It’s just me.”

         “Lasse? Are you back?”

         “Mhmm, I missed you.”

         He crawled under the duvet with her, and soon she felt his lips against hers, he had been drinking, but she didn’t hesitate in reciprocating his eager kiss.

         “I want you, baby…Come here, Christina…Put it in your mouth, suck it off,” he moaned and kneeled by her face.

         She willingly explored him with her lips and tongue, and when he grabbed her neck and pushed into her throat, her saliva ran down her chin. She let him do it, knowing his desperation about them parting ways soon. They were together in the belief that something that shouldn’t be ending was coming to a close anyway, something beautiful and entirely exceptional. He relaxed after a while and pulled a little back so she could suck him again. His hands played with her breast, and he watched her while she sucked him off with the moves of an experienced woman.

         “I can’t be without you, Christina… I don’t want to,” he whispered.

         When he a few minutes later he slid into her. She was inclined to agree with him. They couldn’t part ways. It couldn’t end now. He took her with so much emotion that she was about to cry several times, the sensation of him deep inside her, all of the intimate atmosphere that enveloped them when they naked and aroused joined together. It was almost too much for her. She lay on her back with her legs on his broad shoulders and looked him in the eyes, the pleasure was so great that she could do nothing but close her eyes, arch up from the sheets, and let the orgasm control her movements.

         He had her nipple between his lips, and she felt his tongue circling it eagerly before he switched to the other breast, and soon she was just as aroused as before. He pulled out and caressed her pussy with his fingers, licked her, and drilled his fingers into her while he watched her aroused movements. He placed his strong hands on her hips while his dick slowly slid inside, he spit on her hole and massaged her gently until she gave in, so he could guide a finger up there. She wailed loudly and begged for more while he slowly moved inside her vulva.

         It buzzed fiercely in her clit, and she asked him to take control while she fell back on her elbows.He took her hard while she asked for more, and soon she was wailing her way through the orgasm.

          
      

         They were both quiet afterwards. They knew that this was their last time. The fairytale was over, and it was very likely that they would never see each other again. He caressed her all over while he told her how much it had meant to him.

         “I think I’m in love with you, Christina…I have to see you again.” He said it with a tearful voice, and she couldn’t do anything other than accept his suggestion that they would get in touch when the holiday was over and they were both back in Denmark.

          
      

         She walked them out to the car when it was time for them to leave after they had said their goodbyes in her room while Marco packed his stuff into the car, they had kissed and cried while promising each other that it wasn’t forever.

         She watched the car disappear and went back into the house, where she sat down on a chair and cried her eyes out.

          
      

         Per and the kids arrived around noon on Monday. She had had some time to collect herself and not least remove all traces of the two young fellows. Luckily Per had so much faith in her, that he without any suspicion complimented her on the stone walls and the other things that Lasse and Marco had helped her with. When they were all having lunch, she could tell with great relief that they would be able to have a couple of beautiful weeks together. She had on purpose turned off her cell phone before the family arrived. She didn’t want to risk him calling or texting while they were there.

         “I’ve missed you, Honey,” Per said and pulled her close as soon as the others had disappeared down to the water.

         “Why I’ve missed you too,” she repaid his kiss with equal amounts of passion as if she had never met Lasse.

         “Let’s take advantage of being alone?”

         He pulled up her dress, so it sat in the middle of her buttocks, and she pushed away from her thoughts of Lasse and relaxed.

         “Per…Let’s go to the bedroom,” she was a little nervous and wanted to get the first time after over with.

         “Yes…let’s do that,” he kissed her again, and this time he slid his fingers into her panties.

          
      

         They undressed each other before they lay down in the middle of the big bed, he was eager, and she quickly let herself get carried away.

         “Do you want me to lick you?”

         “Yes…”

         She felt his tongue circle her opening, he let it slide in, and she pushed herself towards his face, determined to complete this. She spread her labia with her fingers and felt his lips and his tongue against her clit. He was patient. He licked her in naughty places while doing her with his fingers. He had to feel her, so he lay down on his back and asked her to straddle him.

         “Like always,” she thought and lowered herself onto him.

         She rode him eagerly, she wanted to orgasm, and she knew how to achieve it.

         “Christina, take it easy… if you keep going like that, I’ll cum soon.

         She slowed down a little, took his hands and placed them over her breasts, he caressed them, first gently, then harder, and she moaned with excitement. She had to remind herself that they usually didn’t do those kinds of things and that she had to be careful. Completely unexpected, he grabbed her upper arms and tossed her onto her back before he let his dick glide back in. For a moment, she was stunned, but when stated he with a loud voice that she wanted it hard, she got even more turned on. He banged it into her and pushed her bent legs down against the sheet while he looked at her with eyes that were shining with desire.

         She came in a series of small orgasms while he continued undaunted, and when he shortly after let loose, he sprayed his semen into her with an animalistic roar. He kept going until he was empty, and afterwards, he collapsed onto her as they both tried to catch their breath.

         “That was… different,” he said, but he didn’t seem to think it was strange.

          
      

         They had a couple of lovely weeks on the Swedish archipelago, and especially that first week that she had to herself would hold a special place in her heart forever and always. It was not without excitement that she got into the car next to Per, and they made for Copenhagen.

         “Imagine if I hear from him,” she told herself.

          
      

         As soon as they had gotten back home, and Per had left for work, she turned on her phone, and the messages came flooding in, all from the same number.

         “Why aren’t you answering, beautiful?”

         “I miss you, and I’m looking forward to when you get back home.”

         “I’ve been thinking. If you can get away from home for a weekend, we could go to the farm… just you and me, we could make love exactly when and where we want to.”

         “I miss you. Call me.”

         It kept going like that and she couldn’t help but laugh. Her hands were shaking when she called his number, even though the last message was from the night before, she was afraid that he might have changed his mind.

         “Christina? Is that you? If you knew how I'd missed you… I have to see you. I think about you all the time…Why aren’t you saying anything?”

         She laughed. “Well, I can’t help when you keep talking, Lasse.”

         “Oh, I’m sorry… say you’ve missed me.”

         “I have, Lasse… probably more than you know.”

         She was about to cry, the sound of his voice brought out emotions in her that nothing else could, he was so wonderful.

         “Don’t be sad, Christina, how about tonight? We could meet up somewhere If you don’t feel like coming over to my place.”

         “What am I supposed to tell my husband?”

         “Oh, right. Where is he now?”

         “Working.”

         “I almost can’t stand the thought of you having a husband, Christina.”

         “No… I understand, but…”

         “Come to my place now, please… I miss you. I am going crazy.”

         She smiled. There wasn’t a lot to think about. She missed him just as much.

         “Where do you live?”

         “On Jagtvej, you know the big concrete box by Øbrohus.”

         “Yes, I know where that is… In an hour?”

         “I look forward to seeing you, baby.”

         “You too, Lasse.”

          
      

         She had butterflies in her stomach when she hurried to take a shower and find some youthful clothes to wear. It was hot, and she chose to only wear a short summer dress over her bra and small panties, she had gotten a lot of sun over the past few weeks, and her tan skin was in pleasant contrast to the cream-coloured dress. The sun had bleached her hair, and she was satisfied with what she saw in the mirror when she grabbed her bag and disappeared out the door.

          
      

         Lasse was standing in the doorway when she came out of the elevator on the eleventh floor. He smiled at her, and she could tell by his eyes that he wasn’t the least bit disappointed by what he saw. He closed the door behind her and put his arms around her while his lips met hers in a long and meaningful kiss.

         “I have thought a lot about you… that time in the rain, it was the best experience I’ve ever had. Christina, it was beautiful, wasn’t it?”

         “Yes, it was wonderful,” she answered and pressed her body against his, they were both aroused, and there was only one thing to do.

         “Come on.”

         He took her hand, and soon they were standing in his bedroom in the process of undressing each other.

         “Argh, Christina…You are even lovelier than I remember,” he kissed her nipples, put them between his lips and nibbled them gently with his teeth.

         She had taken hold of his dick, and she kneeled in front of him and parted her lips, she looked up at him, their eyes met, and they were back at the derelict farm.

         He enjoyed the sight of her, she was a lovely woman, and he had been lying awake for many nights thinking about the possibilities.

         “It’s nice, Christina, you’re good at it.”

         She looked him in the eyes while her tongue slowly slid up and down his member, she caressed his balls, and when he pulled her up to him, she was wet and aroused.

         “Lasse… I’ve missed you,” she whispered and followed him willingly when he pushed her onto the bed and lay down between her legs.

         His dick pressed eagerly against her vulva, and when he got up on his arms, she guided him into place, and he pushed into her with a single thrust. He moaned intensely when he started to move, and it was almost better than she remembered it, and it didn’t take long either before the first orgasm raged through her body.

         “Christina… maybe I shouldn’t say this, but… I love you.”

         He caressed her lips with a finger, he was still inside her, and if she had to be honest, she probably loved him too, but her age kept her from mentioning it.

         He pulled out and sat up with his back against the headboard.

         “Sit on it with your back to me.”

         She did as he asked, and with her hands on his thighs she started riding him, his hands hugged her buttocks, he parted them so he could look at her star while she eagerly rocked back and forth.

         “Lasse… it’s so good.”

         “Hmm, it is, you are beautiful… Come here.”

         He pulled her towards him so he could put his hands around her breasts while she rode him.

         “I love having sex with you, Christina… you are so wonderful. I think about you all the time.”

         She put her hands on his, which were still on her breasts, he caressed the back of neck and shoulders with his lips, and for a moment she sat entirely still to feel the sensation of his member. She felt its soft thumping and knew that he was about to cum.

         “Cum inside me, Lasse … come on…”

         He leaned forward so that he had a clear view of her star again as she moved fiercely up and down. She threw herself against his legs and pushed her genitals against his while he pumped his semen into her.

          
      

         “Seems like you needed me,” he smiled when she lay in his arms afterwards, it had been great, and she thought about how it would be in the future.

         “I have missed you, I was afraid that I would never see you again,” she said.

         “Have you thought about the future?” he asked carefully.

         “No, well that is… yeah, I have thought of it, but it’s an impossible situation.”

         He kissed her hair. She smelled wonderful, and he loved the fine wrinkles that showed up around her eyes when she was smiling.

         “Would it have been just as impossible if I had been the oldest?”

         “No that would be different, Lasse… I can’t go out in public with you, what do you think your mother would say if you introduced me to her?”

         “My mother is very open-minded, Christina, she would never care about such details.”

         “My children would die of shame if they knew anything about this… I can’t do that, Lasse…Can’t we just have this? Eventually, you will get sick of me anyway.”

         “Never…” he laughed.
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