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            By Silvana Myrnes
   

         

          
   

         “No, we will be going back to the city tomorrow. We’re just here getting our cabin ready for the summer!”


Karsten shouts out to the neighbour further along the cliff, who is sitting outside with his late-middle-aged wife. She has just stepped outside with coffee and waffles. Fredriksen sips on a light drink, the sun hangs low over the fjord in the west, and we are leaning on the porch railing and enjoying the lovely early summer evening. The scent of bird cherries and lilacs fills the evening air.


“You’re not going to stay around for a while, then?” Fredriksen says and points a finger at him over the stone stairs that separate the two properties.


“I don’t think we have the time, unfortunately,” Karsten cries back making an apologetic gesture with his right arm, while he naughtily slaps my ass with his left hand, folds up my skirt and sticks his fingers under my yellow silk panties. Jon’s finger is already buried deep in the wet heat. Karsten sticks his left hand in next to it, and the boys let their fingers move at a slow pace; Karsten goes in, while Jon pulls out, Jon thrusts in again, while Karsten slides out. I lazily grind my ass against them.


A fishing boat chugs along the fjord, a flock of hungry seagulls in its wake. They’ve probably caught some fish, down there!


“But as our old, good neighbours, surely you’ll come down for a while longer to mark the start of another summer, and so will your guests, right?” Fredriksen raises his glass to me, smiling. I’m not quite ready to give up.


Jon sticks another finger inside me. So does Karsten. I wiggle around, making room. They continue pushing their pistons inside my warm, stretchy cylinder, but more cautiously now. I’m tight but so wet that they manage to slide in.


“Excuse me, Fredriksen, but we have quite a lot of work to do. Perhaps in the morning, before we leave, Fredriksen...”


“But the lady, then, where has she gone off to?”


“She is at a friend’s in Moss, she wasn’t able to join us this time. Instead, I’ve brought along Jon, a childhood friend of mine, and his lady, Hilde. I needed some help with all this work. But now we must get inside and start cleaning up the old dust and cobwebs, Fredriksen, while it’s still early in the evening. Lucky you, older folks, who can just sit around and have a good time with the missus,” Karsten cries out, pressing his long fingers all the way to the bottom of me. Jon is already there. I’ll fall to my knees soon.


We left work before lunch and drove down here from Oslo. We picked up Karsten in Sandefjord, where we stopped at the liquor store and stocked up on red and white wine and a half-sized bottle of brandy. From there, we strolled around the square, with our arms around each other, feeling excited and happy. Early in the afternoon we furtively carried shellfish, thick asparagus, soft French cheese and hormone-grown strawberries from Belgium – so be it, so be it! – into the freezing cold cabin.


The old buddies lit up in the stove, pushed me down into an old overstuffed armchair whose springs were sticking out, and poured each of us a fancy golden drink before they got to work on the shellfish with a sharp knife as if defying death.


I sipped at my glass and looked at them. They looked so different, but so well synced... Jon was quite short, not much taller than my 174-centimetres, he was quick and somewhat cocky, with silver-grey, short hair, an icy look under his bushy brows, and a thick, well-trimmed beard. Like a wolf...


Karsten was taller and gangly, with a Greek nose, his hair pulled back into a ponytail, and kind, almost gullible, blue eyes. Clean-shaved, his chin a bit pointy. Both of them in their late forties. They clinked their glasses, chatted and laughed, talking about the old days – but never forgetting about me.


Jon and I had attended a course together last summer and had immediately spotted each other. We were both married at the time, but it had been the start of an intense experience in a lush oasis where wild plants had been allowed to grow, undisturbed by scrupulous gardeners. In the evenings and nights, someone else would come out and join us in the hot, cloudy dim light. Jon had called Karsten up for the occasion, and Karsten and I had exchanged emails, talked on the phone and decided to take the chance. And yes, it had worked. This weekend, Kirsten, his partner, would be away visiting a friend. Jon and I had each left our home fronts to go on a reporting trip. The plot was ready.


I got up from the uncomfortable chair I was sitting on and went into the kitchen, where I stroked the men’s backs, licked Jon’s ear lightly, tickled Karsten’s forearm, and got started on the asparagus. I washed it, cut off the ends and put it in lightly salted water, while the guys took turns opening the oysters, caressing my ripe body from both sides and offering me sips from their wine glasses.


“Here!” Jon abruptly cried out and offered me a trembling, smooth mollusc from the tip of his buck knife. I slurped it down lustily, knowing very well what Jon’s brain was picturing, before I kissed him first, then Karsten, and Jon sunk his teeth into my neck, under my short hair, while Karsten’s tongue filled my mouth. I shuddered in pleasure, but still, I freed myself from their grasp and began to mix the yellow butter with the squeezed lemon, then I cleaned the pot with my index fingers and let the guys suck on them. Karsten set the table in the living room, Jon opened a bottle of wine while I toasted French bread in the oven, with its crispy crust and its soft, acidulous interior. We arranged the Belgian hormone bombs and the brie on a dish. Eventually, finally, I found myself sitting at the table with one lovely companion on each side of me.


Jon infamously suggested that we should postpone our pleasure some more and cool down on the porch while we watched the sun go down.


So here we stand, leaning against the railing, while Karsten chit-chats with the neighbour and I am already more filled up than I’d thought I would be for a good while. Mrs Fredriksen waves and smiles at me, her mouth full of sour cream and strawberry jam, and I raise my wine glass as a greeting while my own juices drip down my thighs.


Jon pulls out his fingers and parts my labia as he begins to massage my clit with a fingertip. Karsten removes one finger and brushes it along my wet and smooth slit, all the way back to my anus. Then he takes me slowly and rhythmically with both hands. I feel like moaning out loud, but I can’t, so I feverishly raise my glass to Mr and Mrs Fredriksen and to both Jon and Karsten, who gallantly reciprocate.


“Now, come on, people!” Karsten says at last. “We’ve got so much to do! Have a pleasant evening, we’ll see you tomorrow,” he cries out to Fredriksen before he pulls his fingers out of me, and Jon strokes my open pussy with his palm before he also straightens up and leads me into the living room. Karsten closes the porch door.


They come stand on both sides of me. Jon pushes me towards Karsten, who lifts my chin up with one hand as he sticks his middle finger between my lips. I look him in the eyes and sigh. Jon licks and bites my neck, then pulls up my purple hip-length jumper and frees my breasts from the yellow silk bra. Karsten leans forward and demands a passionate kiss, his finger still in my mouth. I moan as my tongue sucks and circles around Karsten’s tongue and middle finger, while Jon spills some wine on my breasts and massages them smoothly and firmly. I want him now, I curl my toes, hold on tight to Karsten as I press and grind against his crotch. He is hard as a rock. And so is Jon, I feel him between my butt cheeks. And my panties are so wet, so wet...


Suddenly, Jon pulls up my black denim skirt over my ass, grabs my panties with one hand, bunches them together and pulls them up so that they dig hard into my swollen pussy. It feels good. I grind against the tight silk. I hear him unbutton his jeans, and then a ripping sound before the pressure on my pussy is gone. He has grabbed the buck knife and used it to cut off my panties...! Now he’s grabbing hold of my hips and he presses against me from behind.


“Lick her!” Jon orders his friend in a rough voice. He guides me against the wall so that I can lean my forearms on the rough timber for support and rest my forehead. He spreads my legs. Karsten gets down on his knees and pulls my skirt up around my waist. He uses both hands and exposes my pussy, which Jon and I have carefully shaved in a roadside toilet on the way down. Jon opens my skirt zipper and peels it off – over my head. Then he empties his friend’s wine glass over my stomach. “Drink, Karsten! Drink...”


Karsten licks up the red wine that is running in streams, down my stomach and into my wide open pussy, and then down over my thighs and legs. “Good thing there are terracotta tiles on the floor!” My woman brain manages to think before I feel Karsten’s hot tongue licking in wide, rhythmic movements from my slit and up towards my pubic mound – while Jon fucks me slowly and decisively from behind, covering my breasts with the bra again and pouring a glass of Chablis on me. I’m wet all over – white wine drips from my breasts and red wine over my legs – and Jon squeezes and rolls my tense, bursting nipples trough the wet silk.


Karsten sucks on my labia, and then he sticks a finger inside me, God, and begins to massage Jon’s cock at the same time.


“Ooh...!” I hear him moan against my hair.


“Karsten,” I hiss, “get down on your back..”


He does as I say, and he even opens his belt and pulls off his blue jeans. He is naked underneath. And – shaved! Completely shaved... the adorable freak! I kneel down and straddle Karsten’s face, I lean forward and get on all fours before I grab his ass and put my lips around his cock head. Jon penetrates me from behind again, while Karsten sticks his tongue in my smooth slit. Then I let my mouth sink slowly over Karsten’s cock – my lips rounded, my tongue flat against his shaft. He makes a guttural sound, but he stops licking me. He stops fucking licking me, the devil! And right now, as I feel the orgasm building up in the darkness inside me, I feel something against my tight anus. Now it’s Jon’s turn to moan. I bow my head below to see what Karsten is doing and I feel a rush of electricity through my body. His mouth is open over Jon’s balls and he is licking them with the same wide tongue that was just licking me. He rubs his saliva into them and licks them hard, both the balls and the root of his friend’s cock, still glistening with my juices. This is everything I’ve dreamed of, but both of them had said I shouldn’t count on it.


I pull off of Jon’s beloved and familiar cock, turn around and sit straddling Karsten; I wrangle out of my jumper and toss it onto the floor. I do the same with my bra. I sink down over Karsten’s cock and grind my clean-shaved pussy against his silky-smooth crotch.


Jon’s eyes are dark with horniness. We meet in a kiss, a wild and wet kiss – we suck, we bite! Tongues, lips! We lick each other’s teeth – until gasps again and frees himself from me.


“What the hell, Karsten!” He cries out. Karsten has taken all of Jon’s cock into his mouth and is sticking a finger up his ass. Jon’s eyes roll back.


“Lick me, Jon!” I say and lean back, supporting myself on my hands, exposing my pussy to him. He lies down over Karsten’s stomach and begins to suck on my labia. He licks me with a hard, fast tongue, blows on my clit, as I ride and milk Karsten’s rock-hard cock. Then, quite reluctantly, I pull myself off of Karsten’s pole and Jon’s loving mouth.


Instead, I kneel between Karsten’s wide legs and dive into myself, while Jon hazily stares at me. I sit back on my heels, open up my swollen pussy completely with my left hand and I begin to fuck myself intensely and passionately with my right middle and index fingers. Jon stares blankly and helplessly at me before he tentatively licks my juices from his friend’s cock with his tongue and mouth. I pull out my fingers and suck them clean, my eyes still fixed on Jon’s. He gives in. He closes his eyes and lets his wonderful mouth slide over Karsten’s towering, dripping wet cock. Exactly as he knows I want him to... My lovely man!


I am enchanted. I just sit there and look at this scene that I had never thought I’d see. I stand up to look at Karsten suck on Jon’s cock as well. In sync, the two men roll over to their sides, grab each others’ butt cheeks and rest their heads on each other’s thighs as they suck and suck. And suck. They both lie there with their eyes closed. They’ve given in. They purr like greedy cats. They enjoy it. They fuck each other’s mouths in violent thrusts and grab each other’s asses.


Suddenly Jon opens his eyes and lets Karsten’s cock slide out of his mouth.

“Cucumber,” he says.

“Cucumber?”

“Yes, cucumber. Grab a cucumber!”


He opens his mouth wide over his friend’s dripping-wet, towering cock again, while he looks straight into my eyes. Then I figure it out. I suddenly remember when I told Jon how I used to use a peeled cucumber as a dildo before I bought one, and that Jon had said that he wanted to see me do it once... Okay, Jon, I can do that for you.


I run into the kitchen, pick the curviest cucumber, frantically search the kitchen drawers for a potato peeler until I find one. I sit down on the floor behind Karsten’s back, where Jon can see me; I lean back against an armchair and spread my legs, pulling my knees up, as I slowly begin to peel it. I leave a portion of its dark green peel on, so I can grip it without it slipping out of my hand. Jon follows my movements attentively. I part my labia with my left hand and place the blunt, smooth end by my opening. I let it slide slowly inside.


Jon gasps.


“Karsten, look!” He frees himself and sits up. Karsten turns around and looks at me over his shoulder.


“Oh, fuck!” He cries out and sits up by Jon’s side, and they both lean against the wall. What an audience! Two naked, gorgeous grown men, each grabbing his smooth, towering shaft. I lean back and just enjoy it. I let the curvy cucumber slide inside me and find my g-spot, then I change hands and let my left hand guide the smooth dildo as my right middle and index fingers rub my clit. I feel it growing. I know it’s visible, my labia are swollen and opened up, and I feel juices flowing out of me and onto the terracotta tiles on the floor.


The guys are jerking off, side by side. I stick the cucumber deep inside me, twist it around, as I rub my swollen slit with my palm. They masturbate harder. It feels so good to be watched! So good to see how they react to what they’re seeing. I push my butt out so that I’m almost lying on my back, pressing my heels into the floor and pulling up my ass. I spread my legs as far as I can. I fuck myself hard and strong. My pussy is so wet that it makes loud, slurping noises. I rub my juices over my labia, up over my shaved pubic mound, all over my groin. I feel myself dripping and swollen, wide open and terribly, visibly horny.


Again I begin to feel my inner muscles contracting. I climb up to the plateau phase, that feels so amazing, and I slow down. I want to stay there for a while. And then I feel Jon’s hand pull the dildo away from me. He takes over and brushes lightly against my opening. I feel his beard on my hypersensitive pussy, he licks my fingers to push them away and says, “Karsten, suck me!” Jon asking Karsten to blow him! I can hardly believe my ears.


I open my eyes and see Karsten opening his mouth over Jon’s thick cock again. I move over towards Karsten, grab his hips and begin to lick his ballsack. The cucumber is working its magic inside me, while Jon’s tongue plays in my slit. Karsten’s cock is longer and slimmer than Jon’s; I lick its whole length up to the glans, again and again, I let my tongue circle around under the edge of his tip, then I open my eyes and look at him, I see him suck on Jon as if he’d never done anything else in his life, and I let myself get carried away by our shared rhythm. I close my eyes. I suck. I lick. Greedily. I grind against Jon’s tongue and beard. My pussy squeezes the smooth, warm cucumber with which Jon is purposefully fucking me. I feel how his tongue dances quickly over my pubic mound, how he sucks, first one, then the other of my sex lips into his mouth, nibbles lightly on them, I hear him moan and groan with Karsten’s dick deep in his mouth. I scratch my nails over Karsten’s ballsack and perineum. He writhes. Thrusts deeper inside my mouth. At the other end of me, I feel Jon’s familiar tongue bring me to my climax again. I notice that he’s keeping my pussy wide open and focusing on licking around and around my clit. Then he stops. Instead, he squeezes my whole pussy together in his hand, as if it were a lump of dough. He kneads, kneads and kneads as he pushes the cucumber tip rhythmically against my g-spot.


I don’t stand a chance. I cum, in a strong, uncontrollable orgasm. I scream out loud as I lick Karsten’s tip and jerk him off hard. His balls have almost disappeared, his cock twitches and the first shot hits me right in the face, just as I hear the familiar, deep sound Jon makes right before he cums. I open my eyes and see him thrust deep and ruthless inside Karsten’s mouth. Sperm comes pumping out of Karsten’s cock. I rub it all over my face as I look at Jon cum into Karsten’s mouth. Jon opens up my pussy again and licks me softly, in the aftershocks of the orgasm. He licks every nook, cranny and fold in my pussy, licks my pubic mound, licks my swollen labia, pulls out the cucumber and licks my slit. He crawls up to me and kisses me, while Karsten comes close on the other side. The three of us hold each other tight and we kiss, we cuddle, we mix our juices and sperm. We purr.


“Damn, now it's time for a smoke,” Karsten says breaking the idyll, and he fumbles around for our cigarettes, lighter and ashtray. Wine glasses. Bottles. I go into the kitchen and grab the strawberries and cheese. We lie there on the floor, cuddling, snacking and chatting and watching the magical evening disappear over the fjord and turn into a soft, clear summer night.


The cucumber?


The next morning, I wake up alone in bed with a coffee thermos next to me and a note on the bedside table: “We’ve gone out to see if we can manage to catch us some mackerels! Good morning! Love, J & K.”


And they’ve managed. So we invite Mr and Mrs Fredriksen over to share the roasted fish with cucumber salad and new potatoes after we have really cleaned up all dust and cobwebs in the cabin.


“What a delicious salad!” Mrs Fredriksen praises. “Those unpeeled slices in between make it look lovely!”


Fredriksen just says, “Mm-mm! And it tastes nice and spicy! A lady must have prepared it like this! You boys surely aren’t able to! He-he-he!”


As he speaks, he is sitting close to his wife, holding the fork with his right hand, his left hand placed firmly on Mrs Fredriksen’s thigh. We don’t notice that. Nor do we notice the thin cucumber slice that has fallen down and is resting on Fredriksen’s chin. We are so orderly and well-behaved.


“More wine, Mrs Fredriksen?” I offer.


“Oh, yes, just half a glass! This was nice, wasn’t it, Fredriksen? I feel like a young girl again!” She crackled, her cheeks red, a twinkle in her eyes.
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