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         And we're off! And the spray is flying! The muscles in Lena's beautiful thighs flex rhythmically. Her abdomen opens up and then contracts in endless, determined strokes. She goes on and on! And Lena's breasts rock with her. Rock with her body. Her breasts are firm and round, and the nipples are completely stiff from the inhuman exertion that fills her with such wonderful desire that she more gasping than breathing! Pure strength presses her nipples through the tight fabric.


...1...2...3...4...


Lena's lungs whine. Once again, she uses all her strength and once again - and once again. Her hands grasp the oars, and she rows. And releases. And rows. Each stroke whips the boat forward, each time sending a jolt through my body. And with her jolts, the jolts that Lena's colleagues deliver to the boat. Deliver to the boat - and me. Eight rowing girls. Eight rower girls. A female eight. With me as the coxswain! What joy! I guide them. I am the one they are fighting for!


...5...6...7...8...


Eight in a row. Eight in line. All beautiful. Young like me, but larger. Much larger! Tall, light, solid. They sweat. They work. They row. Bend the legs - ready all row - and stroke! Thighs apart. Flat stomachs, swelling breasts. They stroke and pull. Spindrift. The waves are high — wild surf around us. The boat cuts forward. I feel the strength in every single stroke. The boat's slender body rhythmically bores through the waves of the sea and the fjord. It's fresh. It is spring. And before me sit eight rower girls working their bodies until they are aching from exhaustion.


Never before have I enjoyed having a modest physique in such a way as now. The team chose me to be the coxswain. The girls are tall Viking maidens. Fit and strong. While I, sitting at the rearmost and conducting the row, being short with a delicate build. No unnecessary ballast to slow things down.


And if I had to, I would shrink myself down to be smaller than a dwarf to have the chance to sit here and feel their bodies propagate through mine. I guide them where they want, if they want- even though it can be difficult to keep a steady course when they are sitting in front of me - like now. For great is the temptation to ignore the water and leave my gaze affixed on these elegant figures, affixed on their sweating bodies and the beautiful concentration in their faces.


The aroma of womanly scents drifts past me. Womanly scents and delicate, womanly perfumes. Warm steam released by their exertions. My stare moves furtively down between Lena's solid thighs, where I notice bands of sweat-wicking out through her training clothes. Dark spots gather in seams and folds. It is wet where her thighs come together. Come together and then spread. It is wet around her slit, her innermost sanctum marking the fabric. And my imagination cannot for one second let go of the idea that it is something other than sweat that runs out of her, while she beats the rhythm with perfect precision.

         

She’s approaching peak now, Lena. And the seven others with her. They have reached the point in the physiological reaction, where the lack of air and accumulation of acids makes the vision blurry and the body febrile. The point where exertion becomes art, where endurance becomes desire, and perseverance a balancing act. They know that they will never betray one another's trust in the team. They know that they will go to their outer limits for one another- for one another and me. And the outer limit has now been reached; where they have to keep it going, have to keep up the pace for another series of power tens- power twenty, and thirty! This is where desire insolubly turns to pain, where the pain becomes unbearable, where each new stroke requires superhuman determination, where the heart is pounding and the lungs are bordering on failure, and where collapse is looming.


Lena rows with her eyes half-closed. Her face is concentrated, but relaxed, while she rows for her life. Lena is the team stroke. She is the one who sets the rhythm, the one that others follow. Lena masters that which makes a skilled sportswoman first-rate- concentrating her energies where they are most effective and avoiding loss of power wherever possible. Beautiful Lena, strong Lena. Bodily Lena. Behind her half-closed eyelids, I know that with her blurred vision, she is keeping her gaze fixed on my growing erection, while she unaffectedly guides the team through the day's drill.


And as such I am more than only their coxswain, for I know that when they are finally finished with training, panting and groaning in the boat after finishing the session, it is also on my behalf that they have worked so hard. I know that my desires have taken root deep in their senses and served as an incentive to mine out their very last reserves so that I can feel their strength in all its power and so I can enjoy and admire them. My mast stands stiff and high, bearing witness to their success. Of all my attributes, nature nonetheless chose to endow my cock the most. I'm not complaining! My erection, large and hard, manifests its approval: Great work, girls! Time for your reward!


In the sauna, in the warm bath and on the massage table, I am their servant. The mood is unrestrained and nearly brimming over. Their happiness in having done it- each having overcome the dread of going to the very edge of their physical limits, each of them daring to look into the abyss of their inner fear of death, to venture and survive - it triggers an all-embracing sensuality that also draws their coxswain into a fixed ritual.


One by one they lift me with their strong arms up to their breasts, embrace me so that it nearly takes my breath away, and each is making sure to let my stiff rod brush against their steaming, trained athletic pudenda - a cherished habit that they have developed over time as my condition became notorious. My erection is shared property in the boat. The erection is my contribution to their success. The erection - and what it achieves.


The fresh air, the sweat, the hormones. The physical effort has driven blood to them, warmed them and made them bodily. So here they are all around me and steaming out, letting me massage their tender muscles and tender backs. They call me to them for me to stroke and massage their bodies and bring out the desired response. They lay on the table and keep a sharp watch on me. I mustn't overlook a single area of muscle! Their thighs need care; their buttocks, arms, backs, stomachs. Their calves, tendons and fibres must be drawn out and stretched.


But their faces, hair, and hands also need love and attention. Their scalps and lips. Noses, eyes, and ears. They're so large, my girls- built that way -and cuddlesome when they become my pets. They lie naked on the table for me afterwards. Warm and glistening. Always with roguish smiles that indicate that they came to take their reward for the intensive training. They call for my hands and fingers. Help themselves to it when they're ready for more. Their bodies want to be petted and fondled. Every part. All beautiful body parts, and indeed also their moistened vaginas!


I feel their sex and lust. Their breasts and buttocks. Their strong and pliable skin. Their sensory needs and sensual abilities. And I love them all. I love all of my eight, splendid goddesses. These eight goddesses of the sea have adopted me as their assistant. They are eight, and I am one- but as they have put years of training into increasing their endurance in the boat, so too have I trained my own endurance for their bodies, to increase my strength to be able to please them all.


So when they are finally able to unwind after rowing, I myself am ready to begin my routine. Sharp and concentrated, I focus my thoughts on what counts: Serving my eight beauties in the best possible way, by giving them a reward for this session and an incentive for the next one. To give them what they deserve: the best. And to the same degree that they behave uniformly as a team while on the water, their individual wishes diverge when on dry land.


Rina, for example, the boat's number two, doesn't have as strong a predilection for feeling my hard-on; her inner sex fiend comes out when I use my hands and tongue. Once I have massaged her tender buttocks, aching and soft, her vagina needs its due. I kneel down behind her, pull the towel further up her ass to reach her, and drape her thighs over my shoulders. Like a taught bow, she hangs between the table and me, with her slim stomach arching down towards my lips.


I lick her with my face wedged between her thighs, so the juices run out of her, into my mouth and down my throat, until gasping and hot she gives in to my welcome domination. 190 centimetres of orgasm, that's Rina!


I love the taste of her sexual bliss, which is as fresh and cool as the spring day we had just experienced. I nearly smother between her muscular thighs. She loves it! And so do I! The way it throbs in my cock!


But as the girls demonstrated their determination while training, it is now my turn to show my rock-solid determination. So I check my own desire and continue with my work.


But discipline is one thing Sanne has in short supply! And I indulge her immediate impatience after all the effort in the boat. Sanne, the spirited one. A force field of temper!


Sanne cannot bear to wait when I finally get started with her. Half-way into my initial circulations with oil and lotion, she takes my hand and puts it right where she wants it, presents me the oils that her strong body itself produces from secret glands, and explodes without warning into a climax that must have been lying in wait all throughout the training - at least! I know that she will need several more releases, but my duties have only just begun, so I have to move on!


To my relief, but also my envy, Helen and Ruth have chosen to work on one another while waiting. They work in turns, rubbing in the oil that I concocted for my girls myself (consisting of, among other things, peach and cocoa butter). Helen and Ruth are perhaps the two most sensual girls in the boat. The way they rub themselves and one another down make my desire brim up inside me. The way Helen lotions Ruth's beautiful breasts! The way Ruth kneads Helen's solid thighs! Their womanly curiosity in seeing one another's reactions when they let the oil drip down over one another's vaginas! And their unconditional dedication to massaging one another's bodies, as tall as they are, lying on the floor mat of one of the exercise machines! The passionate embraces and the sudden rigour when overtaken by arousal. The synchronous climax that stirs a clatter in the iron plates!


I shudder with comfort when Signe lays herself out for me. Of all of them, Signe is the most fascinated by my rod. She licks her lips as I draw near. Signe prepares the day's condom. I am not entirely sure which is the true focus of Signe’s fetish- the penis or the condom. It is possible that my manhood's power of attraction over her is primarily due to its function as a condom holder. A swollen holder for her inexhaustible assortment of exciting rubbers and latex, in every conceivable colour and scented with various flavours, all depending on the season.


Today Signe has chosen for me the most ultra-thin, silky smooth, feather-light hood that even exists. So thin and delicate that it is literally impossible to feel when she rolls it on me. All I feel are her warm fingers (which are amazingly delicate considering the fact that she could easily break my arm with one hand if she wanted to). I see her satisfied grin when she sees the throbbing in my shaft. Under the guise of adjusting the scarcely visible latex coat into place around it, her caresses slide up and down me. Back and forth and round and round.


And then in! She assists my kicking stallion into the ardent suction of her sex. I close my eyes in anticipation. Signe is the one I have to be most on guard with. Her muscles start to contract around me. She squeezes me firmly and rhythmically at her own pace, which is slow, numbing and endlessly exciting. She looks at me and grins: Even after her physical performance in the boat, she is still game for a little competition. Who can hold out longer? Her or me? Three other girls are waiting for my care. She knows that I want to give my lust and my load to them all before I myself explode over one of them- or on all of them if they want it.


She lays me on top of her. Signe comes at me stronger and stronger. I feel the sweat beading from me. Signe also sees the sweat, but demonstrates through her smile, confident of victory, that she acknowledges my excitement, feels by my thrusts in her that my breaking point is approaching. She slows down further. My cock is hammering nearly on its own now. It has entered self-oscillation. It pumps within me. I can't hold back for a second longer! Not one second.


But suddenly - without warning - strong clutches pull me away from Signe. Others hold her back as she attempts to reach me. My cock dangles in open space. Lena, Margrete and Lillian have wrestled me from Signe's rapacious grip. They pull the condom off me, so it sails past us with the juices of Signe's desire. Lena, Margrete and Lillian have not yet been cared for, and they want me intact, held back from release.


And that's what they will get! There's no-nonsense in my excitement now, only determination! I am stiff as a rod - at least down there -and want all three of them to get a feel of it. Behind me, Lena and Lillian have started to punish Signe, and she quickly shifts between lustful grunts and submissive whines. Margrethe takes my hand and leads me back over to the training area with all the weights and machinery. She lies down on a gym mat between two stationary bikes and instructs me to lift the heavyweight bar over her, the one the girls use to strengthen their leg muscles.


Margrethe is the most beautiful, in my opinion. Dark hair, light skin, so early in the season. Almost delicate for being such an incredibly strong woman. But Margrethe's desires are anything but delicate. She wants me to roll the bar down her back - and back up again. And from the front. I am sweating from strain; I don't have the raw strength it takes to manage the shiny metal. But Margrethe enjoys the pain the weight gives her. The breath is pressed out of her lungs when I roll the heavy piece of equipment down over her shoulders and back.


I see that she is utterly enraptured with the sensation. I roll a massive iron plate from one of the torture instruments (that only a perverse self-punisher could have invented) over her buttocks. I sit on top of her. I hear her moan, notice how she gives in. I apply all my modest weight onto the iron plate. She wants to be punished! Her belly presses down into the mat. She rocks, gasps - comes! I am just barely able to manage to remove the bar from her back and the plate from her ass. Fatigue is starting to settle into me.


Lillian lies down with me, and at once, her tongue is exploring me. Passing over my frustrated rod that I have restrained beyond all reason. I am turned on, and Lillian places on all my senses.


"Kasper," she whispers in my ear. "I've been bad. Did you notice that I cheated? I didn't give it everything I had. I gave it almost everything, but not quite everything. What do you think I deserve?"


Lillian is the cheekiest girl on the boat, with her innocent blue eyes, freckles and red hair.


I sternly deliver the punishment that she herself had concocted: A singing punishment with her belt - that leaves stinging stripes across her buttocks with every lash. Her hands lock around the uppermost wall bar. Hanging as such, like a slave to her own desires, she pushes her ass out as far as she can. Then the turns around to face me. She has taken one of Signe's fluorescent condoms, rolls it down on me, and we go wild fucking amidst the artful chaos of the gym equipment. Her strong hands grasp around my hips and use me as a battering ram against her muscular lower body. Exhausted, she finally falls to the floor. And I do the same, on the verge of tears from the seething reservoir of juices that I have not yet been allowed to shoot.


Warm hands massage my neck. It's Lena. "Come," she says with her authoritative voice. "I've been waiting a long time for you now!"


Her lips find mine, as she twists her large, luscious body around me. Lena's lust is palpable, and her warmth amiable. Yet another condom! Yet another challenge! Can I hold out?


I'm struggling! I feel the air being squeezed from me in the embrace of her thighs. "Massage my tender ass cheeks!"


And I do, while we lie body to body, my exposed rod solidly tucked in her sporty puss. She begins to fuck me slowly. The rounds of her ass are supple and strong. Her thighs grasp me in a chokehold, while she grinds her crotch against mine. And while we both surrender to our desires, the team has started to assemble around us. The coxswain is fucking the stroke, with everyone looking on!


Orgasm is approaching with lightning speed in my body and mind, but right before I am finally about to let loose, Lena pulls away from me. She pulls my throbbing cock out of her and finishes herself manually.


Moaning, she rolls over on her back, while a sea of hands and arms lift me into the air, pulling my rod from the narrow confines of the holster. Floating between heaven and earth, with my feet half a metre above the floor, I am taken by powerful rowing girls who rub their sensuous fingers and lips over my body. Strong hands grasp my buttocks and encircle my rod. One and a half metres above the ground, I dangle in their embrace. They jointly masturbate me until I lose all self-control and give in to the first orgasm of the night - the first of an entire series loaded by our lengthy interplay.


My semen ropes out through the air in a long jet and hits the bodies and breasts, and vaginas gathered around me in a carnal framework. The fountain gushes out over Lena. Like liquid honey, a white strand lays between her beautiful breasts, a drop adhering to her neck. Still, in the trance of her own climax, she rubs my elixir into her bulging nipples. They luxuriate in each new portion of my gushing. Hugs and kisses reward my endurance.


One by one the girls now take turns pumping me dry, and they succeed several more times in getting me to come under a new volley of caress and praise. Rock-solid fists close around my hardened cock as though they were grasping the shaft of a three-meter oar. A woman's thumb catches the stream of my life force. Dripping with sperm, it creeps around behind me, and one moment later, I feel it slide in through my rear entrance. The thumb slides gently around inside me, knowingly massaging the muscles, whose vibrations propagate like rings into my lewd organ. My cock knows no rest now. Thumbed from behind, with four fingers around my testicles, the last of my reserves are activating now.


I pump and groan while I am held by ever-shifting, giggling girls, who are playfully and lovingly above me, below me and around me. They tug at me - again - and yet again - until I beg them. Beg them! No more! No more!


But now they are the ones who are teaching me what it's like to run yourself out completely. And I hold nothing back. In endless new orgasms that finally shake my body without pumping up another drop of sperm. I am drained, empty. One more time they get me to come. Then I am in peace. When we finally leave the clubhouse that evening, I am at least as sore in my genitals and rear as the girls are in their hands and bodies.

The coxswain is quenched. See you tomorrow. Same time. Same place. Oh joy, it's spring!
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