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         What is it about the landscape up here? Had she ever felt this small before?


The mountains around them were beautiful but imposing. The starry night sky was clear but the wind was fierce. Everything was bluish and it was bitingly cold. She thought she felt the earth moving beneath her – there aren’t normally earthquakes up here, are there? Could you find these colours on the mainland? She didn’t think so. They hadn’t prepared for this when they’d decided to spend a February weekend on the polar island of Svalbard. Her and S.


They hadn’t prepared for falling head over heels in love, and they’d had no idea the ground would shake or that night and day would blur into one like this. Did the world know you could find such unknown colours up here? A bluish, dusky light.


They left the hotel wearing plenty of layers. They weren’t going far – it was a Friday evening and they were headed to the pub. They’d spent the whole day inside naked, warm and sheltered from the weather. 


The storm outside was not exactly outdoor weather. She had stood next to the window, naked, watching it with a mixture of fear and alarm. She couldn’t take her eyes off it and it had made her feel both light-headed and wet. She had let her body rock gently from side to side, bent forwards and leant on the windowsill, pushed her butt out backwards and arched her back. She started to sway gently, making small circles with her behind... She knew he was watching her, enjoying it. She let him wait for a minute but not too long. Then he took her right there by the window, grabbing her hair roughly and pushing himself into her from behind while she stood there. He was hard and he filled here entirely. He took up all the space inside her, pushing everything else out, filling her to capacity. 


The sound of the storm reached her ears – was there a tornado blowing past out there? They were writhing over and into each other and she no longer knew where he finished and she began. She felt his hands feeling for something, grabbing her skin and holding on tight. And she thought, ‘Don’t let go of me now, hold onto me, I can take it!’ It was as if the storm had found its way into the hotel room, into her, a booming sound. She exploded like a pane of glass.


The storm outside had quieted but it could start up again any time. So could the storm in her. The air pricked her skin like tiny needles – could it be as low as minus 30?


They were about to run back into the warmth when she was stopped by S gripping her arm – she understood what it meant, it was a feeling that always filled her to the brim. Her breathing had already changed and she figured she was just freezing cold but it was the heat that was tormenting her the most. Fiery, feverish heat. He held her firmly in his gaze. He ripped her jacket off her and left her standing there in front of him wearing a delicately translucent blouse. He snuck his hands in under the thin material and found her bra. He ripped it apart. He tore it off her body. She was completely exposed except for the blouse. They could have been anywhere. Her breasts were pretty much naked, in February, and were tingling with pain – and something else. They were as hard as ice picks and she thought about how he

should open her blouse and take them in his mouth, lick them, suck them the way she liked to suck him. They would enter his warm mouth and thaw out, melt on his tongue. But he didn’t do that. He turned and began to walk away.


The wind whipped at her skin, making her want to scream out loud. And she wanted to hurry up, the pub was right there. How many feet was it? But he stopped her and made her calm down. One step at a time. He followed her with his eyes, enjoying the sight of her frozen breasts peeking through the thin material, her swollen lips, and the horniness in her eyes. He watched her, naked and helpless. 


She got desperate and was about to beg, only she didn’t know what she wanted to beg for. So she swallowed her ‘Please!’ and remained stoic, defiant. He said nothing and carried on walking as if nothing had happened. She felt a fury boiling inside her, making her clean panties soaking wet. She let him lead her over to the dance floor. Her skin hurt and it screamed at her when it met the warmth inside. Her pulse was deafening. And the earth was shaking again. But he had no intention of dancing. He palmed her off on a broad-shouldered stranger, introducing her as a friend and saying that she was freezing, that maybe a dance would help if he would be so kind? She wanted to protest but she was lost for words again. All she could do was watch him leave her, turning his back and heading to the bar and the cognac without turning around. She felt abandoned.


The rhythm of the music was calming, relaxing, creeping into her body and making their home there. The stranger led her out onto the floor and pulled her in towards him. He must have noticed how into it all she was – she was exposed and she felt him pressing himself against her hard. Her breasts were practically naked against his warm chest, and her skin began to tingle with pain and pleasure, throbbing. She bit her lip hard.


She looked over his shoulder, her gaze faltering and the world rippling before her like water. Where was he? She caught a glimpse of him at the bar. He was stood watching her, not letting his eyes leave her for even a second. He took his time with the cognac, savouring it. Savouring her.


There were scooters all around, all the same colour – black. The tourists were like a swarm, did they never sit still? They were sat on a scooter, her in front and S behind. Their guide moved around to the front. She had followed him with her gaze for a bit and thought he looked like he was part of the landscape. Savage.


S whispered in her ear with warm breath and she felt his voice, felt it deep within her. It was as if his voice was forcing its way into her and her expectation grew at the sound of it. He whispered about the guide up front, putting into words what she was already thinking. Or had she just guessed it? That he, the guide, had aroused her, had made her think about sweat, leather and the taste of cock. Was he hung? S chattered in her ear, and it all came bursting forth. Was it the sound of him that had such power over her? Or was it the words he came up with? Words like, ‘I want to see you with others, I want to see you enjoy it. Enjoy the Svalbard guide and the sweat on his skin.’ Something burst inside her; she sank back into S and needed help staying upright.


The guide came over to them and explained something. S chatted with him but she couldn’t hear them. Were they talking about her? She gazed intently at his gentle hips, the fists resting on them; she saw them against her skin, grabbing her firmly. She followed him with her eyes as he left and couldn’t help herself licking her lips. The leather-covered seat of the scooter felt nice and broad between her thighs. She had to hold on tight and all she wanted to do was bend over and press her face against it. She had an urge to smell the leather.


The evening arrived in a gale as they were sat in a red Subaru hire car. They waited. S knew what they were waiting for; all she knew was that they were waiting. They waited some more. She was full of anticipation. They were parked a little way outside the town centre. There was a stable here but nothing else. Five island ponies were stood around outside, huddled together against the weather. She saw a car coming towards them, the lights revealing a Jeep. It almost disappeared in the snow flying up around it. The car stopped by the stable door and a man stepped out and headed inside the stable.


He was alone. She saw his hips; his delicate movements and the fact that she recognised him gave her butterflies. It was as if there were a waterfall inside her. A waterfall of anxiousness and wonder, joy and anticipation, a waterfall of wild horniness. Their guide, the scooter guide was walking around in the stable and gathered the horses together, walking between the animals with confidence and experience. He drew them towards the stable door and let them into the warmth. He seemed unaffected by the cold and the wind and had no need for a hat – she didn’t think that thick woollen sweater could possibly keep the wind out. She watched him disappear into the stables after the horses, leaving her in the breeze with nothing to look at.


“Get undressed!” S sat and watched her, his eyes glazing over. Fever. His words sank into her and she looked out at the cold out there beyond the warmth of the car. She paid no attention. She was in a hot place, lying in the sun, naked with S between her thighs eating her out gently and pleasingly. They were both wet, sweaty and soft. She was daydreaming, out of range. He had to repeat himself. “Get undressed!”


She came to and started to mechanically remove her clothes, struggling to stop her hands from shaking. Now she was naked in that cramped little car and S said she was as beautiful as always and bent over to touch her. She was in a daze, spreading her legs and letting him push a few fingers up inside her. She was soaking wet and he was enjoying himself. She took his wet fingers in her mouth and sucked them, tasting her, and saw that he lost himself for a moment – she loved being the one who did that to him. But he collected himself and smiled at her. Then he threw her out of the car. “Take him!” That’s what he said. 


“Go and take him!” It wasn’t a question.


Finally she went – she didn’t want to freeze to death outside the car. She looked back nervously and he returned a reassuring look. She opened the door and stepped inside the stable. The ground was frozen solid and the horse manure felt like sharp stones under her bare feet. She stood there. In front of the stable door. Numb from the icy weather. She raised a hand and knocked. It was minus 25 and she was stood outside a stable door on Svalbard in the February wind, but there was a hot man in there so she knocked. Where was this arousal coming from? Was it the freedom of being naked outdoors? The thought of the guide’s reaction when he found her? Or was it the certainty that S was sat in the car fucking her with his eyes. Savouring her.


The door opened. He loomed over her and his grey eyes saw right through her. But he kept the act up, only letting his jaw drop slightly. He was sexy! 


His face was delicately shaven and weather-beaten, as if his face was landscaped, she thought. And something changed in his eyes, something glittered and one corner of his mouth started to move. There was a bit of naughtiness to him, she thought. Something awesomely masculine. The cold was burning her.


Go and take him. 


The stable was dark and cosy, and the noises from the horses made her feel safer. A saddle lay on a box and she went over and straddled it. He was still stood by the door, waiting. She looked at him, teased him, encouraged him. And she began to move on the saddle – she was wet and slid across the leather easily. 


She saw that he was following her with his gaze, spying a soft spot in amongst the grey. She beckoned him over, making him crouch down so that he was the same height as her. Was there a battle raging inside him?


“This won’t harm the leather, will it?”


She put on a cheeky face and pointed down at the warm, wet marks on the saddle. They smelled of her.


She liked the smell. 


“It’s got a light smell, hasn’t it? Have you ever smelled wet pussy and leather before? It’s wonderful. Smell it!”


He lost the battle. He bent over and placed his face right in front of her pussy, inhaling deeply. He stuck out a warm tongue, trying to taste her. But she grabbed his hair and forced him back. It was her that had to take him, that’s what S had ordered. 


“Get up!”


He was reluctant to obey; his eyes made her think of the blade of a knife. Metallic. She tied him to one of the stalls. She noticed that he was resistant but she wouldn’t budge. Where was she getting this strength from?


She was naked, as close to him as she could get without touching, stretching, breathing against his lips, making him avert his gaze. Stiff and cold nipples pressed against his woollen sweater and she heard him gasp. 


She undressed him. He was beautiful. He was big compared to her. Hard. She was back on the saddle now, riding it for him. He pushed his dick inside her, making her hot and sweaty. She was already making noises out loud without even knowing where they had come from, it was as if her hearing had gone on holiday. She lifted herself up, wanting him to see. Her thoughts left her and she came. She came. She arched her back on the saddle, soaked it. She couldn’t hear. She couldn’t see. Then she collapse and could hear a roar hanging in the air. Was it hers?


She knelt on the saddle, gathering the strength to place her face against it and lick the wet leather but instead she found his gaze. She found a grey wildness.


She crept across the floor and took him in her mouth. He was rock hard and she couldn’t see straight, gulping down the taste of him. She sucked moan after moan out of him. Her spit was warm on the stranger’s skin and she felt his pulse against her lips, small throbs on the tip of her tongue. She didn’t let him come, and enjoyed toying with him a bit. 


There was a box on the floor with lubricant. The sort that makes harnesses smooth and soft and makes them smell delicious. She covered her skin with it in thick layers, massaging it into her butt, her breasts, and her thighs as she breathed on his cock. She rubbed it into his balls, softening up the leather. He was imploring her now. She stood in front of him with her back towards him, bent over forwards and let him watch how she pushed a freshly lubricated finger through her back door. She moved up and down along her finger, fucking herself slowly, letting him watch everything, right up close. She heard him gasping. She took a step backwards and pressed herself onto him, letting him all the way in. He thrust back against her, almost making her tumble over. She fucked him slowly, testing his patience with her sticky grip. Or was she fucking herself? 


She thought about S. Maybe he was peering in through a window or sat outside in the car with his naked, hard cock in his hand. He should see her now. See her losing her mind at this stranger and his dick, see her getting wet and tight, see her lubricated pussy on his rock-hard cock. What a sight it must be!


A stranger she had nailed to the wall. She felt herself getting wet from the noises he was making. His thrusts were like ice, his moans slapping against her back, made all the more louder by the lube that was helping her slide over him so easily. She sped up, and could hear that he was close. She became wild with passion and began to make him just as crazy. He roared and fell down – and that’s all she knew.


Her own screams were a celebration. Could they be heard out there in the car?


She screamed his name, crying out “S!” 
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