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            The World’s Most Beautiful Voyage
   

            By Zoe
   

         

         She’d applied to get away and now to go back home. Life in the capital had become a never-ending chase. She needed peace and quiet to refind some of what she’d lost on the way. She was on her way home. Home to North Norway. A new job and a new life. She was ready for it now. A famous philosopher once said that you should never travel faster than your soul could fly, and now she was sitting on the coastal steamer. 14.5 knots would probably be a defensible speed.


So far, the world’s most beautiful voyage had been pure balsam for the soul. Leaning back comfortably in a deckchair with a woollen blanket wrapped around her legs, she watched the landscape changing character as they journeyed northwards. It became wilder and more naked and lay bathed in a fantastic light. The month of August was giving its best display. A little distance away, she caught sight of two young men leaning against the rail. One fair, the other dark. They were tanned and had tousled hair from the wind and salt spray. Nature really had something on offer today. They came towards her.


“Tourist or native?” The blond one regarded her with a questioning smile.

         “A bit of both,” she laughed back. She knew her accent would give her away despite being smoothed by many years of absence from that part of the country. “And you’re from the west, then?”

         "Yes, you might call us southerners off to seek their fortune in the far north," the dark one roguishly replied. They sat down.  Chatting was easy. Out here in no man's land, out at sea, it was as if they'd known each other for years. No names were mentioned. Liberation lay in letting all the conventional presentation criteria fall by the wayside. This was something else. It got late, and the salty ea air made them thirsty. The bar had closed, so the boys invited her down to their cabin for a beer. Why not, she thought. There was no one waiting for her, and two lovely men were not just to be turned away.  The cabin was small and cramped, and all the more intimate because of it. They all sat on the one bunk. She could feel the expectation in the air. It didn't scare her. Rather, she felt a quivering excitement. Slightly woozy in a sweet, alcoholic rush, hot and sweaty after many hours on deck, she was pretty turned on. And didn't they notice it? She breathed deeply, feeling her breasts pressing against her clammy top. They needed touching. And couldn't they see just that?  The dark one went to the bathroom, saying he had to have a shower after a long day. The blond was sitting close beside her. He turned towards her. She invited him with her eyes, and they met in a lingering kiss. She could feel his hands wandering over her body. Large, strong hands stroking down her back, gliding down around her hips, holding her and pressing her against him. They wandered up to her breasts – finally! He massaged them with a light grasp, squeezing her nipples and rolling them firmly and rapidly between his fingers. Yes! She gave a restrained groan. Now anything could happen.  She could hear movement from the bathroom. Had he heard anything? She was far too tired to care. The room floated in a daze of naked skin, stiff nipples, throbbing pussy and a hard cock nudging the edge of her skirt. She wrenched herself up and clambered astride him. She undid his fly and struggled with his trousers before grabbing his dick with her hands. The intense smell of sex hit her. She just had to feel him! She pressed her lips against it. Sucked him deeply inside. She grabbed his thighs, pushing them wider, and tipped him over backwards. Compliant and strong, he spread himself before her. She licked around his balls. Smacking her lips and tasting him. Circled in around his asshole. His lovely opening was ringed with light, soft down. She stuck the tip of her tongue in, wanking his cock with firm, regular strokes at the same time. He writhed underneath her; he was in her power now. She devoured him, tasting every drop of sweat and his sharp sexual juices. The chaos of clothes and sheets surrounded them.  Suddenly she felt a hand gently stroking her bottom.

         “Room for one more?” Glancing up, she saw a dark, semi-wet figure with a large hard-on poking boldly into the air under a small towel. She turned towards the blond one, who was smiling hot and lustfully.

         “I guess so. Best buddies are allowed to share, aren’t they?” She knew she was the victim of a pre-arranged game – and enjoying every bit of it! What more could a woman want?


“On one condition,” she commanded: “If I’m going to serve the two of you, I must have good treatment myself!” They laughed.

         "We're gonna give you the voyage of your life!" The dark one climbed onto the little bunk, and she understood that she could help herself to all the ocean's delicacies.  They turned her over. The blond one lay beneath her and massaged her breasts. The dark one made himself comfortable between her thighs, licking her burning wet pussy. She was caught, almost as in a vice. Condemned to receive both lust and pleasure. This was serious and far too late to back out now. She groaned and gasped, hoping there was good sound insulation in the walls – or perhaps not. Inspiring fellow passengers crossing the Arctic Circle for the first time wouldn't do any harm, now would it?  They swapped places again. The blond one licked her some more, and pressed his tongue against her clit and stuck one lovely finger inside of her. First into her pussy, massaging her G-spot to the brink of a crazy orgasm, but she managed to hold back. Then a finger into her ass. Carefully and good.
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