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         Midsummer Eve, 2005. Kirsten, the kids and I have been invited to celebrate Midsummer Eve at Klaus and Merete’s place. Our bicycles make easy progress, the landscape looks like a postcard, and my wife and children are happy.

         Kirsten and Merete share a hug, Klaus and I shake hands, and the kids are gone in the blink of an eye.

         I watch Kirsten and Merete as they disappear into the large garden. In their floral dresses, they look quite like each other. Two big, beautiful girls. Klaus hands me a beer, says how glad he and Merete are that we could come.

         I mumble something along the lines of ‘us too’ before Klaus shoots off to greet more guests.

         I let my body spill into a large garden chair, dreamily close my eyes and offer a thought to Merete.

         It all began one quiet early summer day in 2003 and ended on a burning hot August day the same year. Owing to a nasty football injury, I was sent to a physiotherapist for massage. The therapist and masseuse – Merete – turned out to be married to Klaus, who I knew from the team. Between ourselves, back then we used to call him Bull-Rod Klaus on account of his long, red dick.

         The massage did the job and Merete and I got along well, chatting about our children and spouses. We’d often have a cup of coffee together after the sessions, and I had the impression that Merete was perfectly happy. She certainly seemed to be.

         But as the summer approached, Merete changed. She seemed sad and depressed. Klaus was an engineer, spending long periods in Saudi-Arabia, and this both annoyed and upset Merete.

         One day during the massage, she sighed deeply a couple of times, and I put a comforting arm around her waist. It was something I should never have done – but I’m so grateful that I did. The warmth of her body burnt through her thin smock and I snuck a couple of fingers underneath it. Soon afterwards, I was fondling a very wet pussy, indeed. I immediately got a massive hard-on, and when Merete made a grab for my eager dick, our fate was sealed.

         We were soon both completely naked, and it was suddenly Merete who lay on the massage bench. How she got up there, I’ve almost forgotten. Merete’s a big girl, almost five-ten and weighing about twelve and a half stone. She was then one of the town’s strongest, most well-known handball players. She was a defender and long-range shooter, without a single ounce of extra fat on her body, so it was quite the Amazon that now lay stretched out on the massage bench. I was presented with a fox-red tuft of pubic hair. Merete is of Irish blood, and her red mane is well over a yard long. Her eyes, usually steel blue, were now blurry, and her stiff, pale red clit was now peeking out from her fox-coloured bush. I nibbled and licked at Merete’s mound of Venus, and that was the end of her sighing. Now she babbled away as if in a trance, the words simply flying out of her: “Oh yes, yes, oh yes. Yes, let me feel your dick!” It may well be that Klaus had a dick like a bull rod, but I guess he’d been neglecting Merete for far too long. She was extremely wet, hot and wild, to say the least. Her gorgeous body, with those big, firm breasts, undulated as I explored her red Irish pussy with my tongue. Her pussy smells fantastic, almost a bit like ripe apples.

         A bit like Belle de Boskoop apples, actually, and the taste was the same, sweet and at the same time a little sharp.

         Not much later, we lay intertwined in their bed. I held back from coming because I really wanted Merete to get the fuck she was longing for. A gentle breeze fluttered through the curtains, and we fucked like crazy in the third-floor bedroom while her kids and those of the neighbours played in the yard outside. I remember thinking Merete was pretty daring and that one of her kids might come storming in at any moment. We weren’t exactly silent either.

         The truth probably was that Merete so wanted a fuck that she didn’t give a damn about almost anything else. She clung tightly to me, not releasing my body for a second. Indeed, she pretty much sucked me inside, while her juices cascaded out of her. My attention was caught by the large mirror on the middle of the bedroom wall, the view in which surprised me a little. Merete had white skin. She is one of those light-skinned, red-haired people that never get brown from the sun. The contrast between her pale skin and my sun-tanned body was amazing. I couldn’t stop looking in the mirror. In the reflection, her broad areolae and their protuberant nipples looked extremely red, while my dicked looked unusually blue. I turned Merete round so I could watch my dick’s movements. Her cunt looked like a hungry mouth, greedily swallowing me down. Her meaty pussy lips stuck to my shaft, and even when I pulled back to the edge of her pussy, those pale pink pussy lips held fast onto the swollen blueish-red head of my cock. It was a wonderful sight. On purpose, I started pulling back further and moving more slowly.
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