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         We climbed up to the cottage from the sea, smiling as we clambered over the loose stone steps, chatting breathlessly about things we had imagined when we were younger, and about how we had spent every summer running after each other out here in the countryside. We also had plenty to tell each other about what we’d be doing for the last five years since we’d gone our separate ways. I’d hardly been in Norway at all, and certainly hadn’t had time to make it to the cottage – something I was beginning to regret, I thought, as we walked and I looked at your strong back, glistening from sweat and saltwater. The browned muscles of a worker. It was clear you worked on a farm. And now you’d got married to some girl from the village.

         Was that why you’d become so confident? Or was it the responsibility of being on a farm that had turned this spirited, shy little boy into a man no willing woman could ignore? Whatever it was, I had seen you now, and it was impossible to take my eyes off you. Your light-blue eyes shone from underneath dark eyelashes and almost white hair, tousled and sun-bleached. I was caught in your wolf-like gaze.

         “My wife’s at some four-day course,” you explained. Granted it was somewhat out of context, but I was very interested in this revelation. “She commutes into town every day, it only takes 35 minutes. She works for the council.” I realised that what I was most interested in was the course – more about your wife I didn’t need to know. Maybe you noticed this because you changed the topic, “Did you walk over the fields to the raspberry bushes after you got here?” “No,” I lied, “I haven’t but maybe we could go now?”

         I had had my first French kiss in the grass by the raspberry bushes. It was sweet and secret, summery. I was eleven and hadn’t yet realised your potential. You were just my ten-year-old friend that I would joke around with. While I had admittedly wandered over there on my first evening, eating some raspberries and getting a taste of my first memory of desire, it wasn’t the memory of desire I was getting today. Here you were, standing before me fifteen years later, with a magnetic attraction that made me shiver.

         “Yeah, that’s what I was thinking,” you replied, looking happy and eager. “It’s later in the season, there’ll be loads of big, ripe berries now. Come on!” You hopped over the dry stone wall nimbly and stretched out two brown arms, their veins standing out, to help me. I tried to act natural and gave you two sleek and significantly paler hands in return. But when our skin met, a jolt ran through me and right down into my pussy. My body had been patiently waiting for just such an opportunity from the moment I had seen you standing there in the open doorway to the cottage with your three-day stubble, looking so surprisingly handsome.

         I was weak at the knees from horniness, and clambered over the wall uneasily in my little bikini, aware that my nipples were practically piercing through the thin fabric. Blood pumped in my lips. They always got extra large and red when I was in the mood. I looked up at you from under a few strands of long black hair that had fallen across my face. You were breathing heavily. And your trousers were showing a significant bulge.

         There was no hiding it any longer. You grabbed me around my waist and pulled me down from the wall against your hard muscles and your hungry cock. I moaned as you chucked me to the ground roughly and threw yourself on top of me. We tumbled through grass and straw, practically glued to one another. Your hands were all over me. They grabbed my firm butt tightly, ripped my top off, kneaded my breasts, and held my chin as you gave me a hard and intense kiss. You seemed almost angry, and I enjoyed the aggressive physicality. You were going to have to fuck me.

         My pussy was wet and ready as you pushed my legs apart and pulled down your shorts. I saw that you had an enormous cock, but you simply stared back at me firmly with an iron-grey strength in your eyes as you saw that tiny glimmer of fright in my eyes. “Well,” you said hoarsely, pulling my bikini bottoms to the side so that your cock was aimed right at the opening of my pussy, “don’t stop me now!” I tried to turn away a bit, to play hard to get, and this just turned you on even more. You ripped my bikini bottoms off, held me firm and caused me to scream as you pushed your cock in all the way. My pussy was longing for a proper fuck, and I could feel how you filled me up more than I ever had been...

         With decisive grunts and thrusts, you pumped in and out of me while my pussy juices splashed around your cock. I let myself be fucked and the earth began to move for both of us. Suddenly, you stopped and lay on your back next to me. “Suck me off,” you said, leading my head down towards your enormous cock. It was red and sticking up in the air proudly. You had been right at the point of orgasm.
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