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         It's shaping up to be a lovely weekend. The sun shines, and we'll be together until Tuesday. I came on the morning flight, and she picked me up at the airport. I suppose I hoped we'd stop by her flat, but it seems it's imperative to get going. She drives as I relax. I peek over at her suntanned thighs. The knee-length skirt rides up as she drives. While we drive, I think about how I'd prefer it if she didn't wear that skirt at all. At the same time, it does make the situation more alluring. The hem of the skirt tells me I have to wait a little longer, even though I want to stroke her from the knee and all the way up her thigh. 


We stop by Heddal Stave Church. She gets out a big basket and a blanket from the boot. As she bends over to spread the blanket on the grass, I catch a glimpse of her panties. They’re white and pretty translucent. They’re cut low, so the fabric cuts across just where her buttocks curve into thighs. I can tell, through her panties, that she’s been telling the truth. She’s spent her days off at the nudist beach. Her skin is just as tan beneath that thin fabric...


I would’ve loved to put her down on that blanket to pull her panties off, but a bus full of German tourists make me rethink that. 


She's put together a wonderful lunch, of course. One container, after the other, reveals culinary delights. There's a Thai salad, home-made pitta bread filled with Spanish ham, a tomato- and olive pie and fantastic, ripe, and sweet Norwegian strawberries. She's even brought a propane burner and a Moka pot, for espresso. 


I get a small kiss on the lips as she puts a glass of white wine in my hand. I manage to stroke one of her breasts quickly before she sits back down to eat. It’s brutally obvious that she’s already winding me up. Her legs are stretched out on the blanket, and they’re spread so wide I can see beneath the thin, black linen of her skirt. The wine makes me light-headed. I can’t imagine a combination more beautiful than black linen, tanned thighs, and a small glimpse of something white and transparent. 


After a good lunch and a nap, we head for the farm! She’s told me about the place, but it’s even better than I imagined. The family place, Nuten, lies on a mountain shelf. An old farmstead from the 1700s. There’s no doubt we’ll have a good time here - in a rose-painted four-poster bed in a traditional log cabin!


I put my hand under her top as she shows me the huge bed. Just to get confirmation that we’re thinking the same thing. And we do! I see her nipples bud immediately, and I’ll be the first to admit I feel a throbbing member in my own trousers. 


There's still plenty left of the day, and the sun is shining from a cloud-free sky. I say yes when she offers to take me to the place where she learned how to swim. We carry our bags and food inside and drive further into the mountains. Stegnsvatn opens before us after fifteen minutes or so. The lake lies in the middle of the woods, with a sandy beach and a slow sandy slope beneath the water. Cows graze on the plains nearby, between marshmallows and unripe cloudberries. 


There are no cars on the road and no people on the beach. I turn down a quick swim and lie down on a towel in the sand instead. She, however, wants to get straight in. She undresses with her back with me before going down to the water's edge naked. I love the sight of a full-body tan. A body that hasn't been trapped in wet, clammy swimwear. There are only two narrow strips of white skin. One beneath each butt cheek, the spots that wouldn't get any sun unless she'd been tanning with her bum in the air. And luckily, she hasn't! The two strips remind me of how pale she is in winter. 


I see how her buttocks vibrate slightly every time the soles of her feet hit the sand. Her back shows nothing, but it reminds me of other things. It reminds me of how great it is to see her back move when I take her from behind. Several times, while we’ve had sex, I’ve felt certain that her back has been smiling at me. The images inside my head are beginning to have an effect on my body. 


I let one hand make its way down my tummy. I use the other one to support my head so that I can watch her skinny dipping while touching myself slowly, feeling the beginnings of a hunger in my privates. My hand slides down to my smoothly-shaven balls. Touching them feels great. I move back up and let my hand slide up and down my shaft. It's stiff as a soldier standing at attention. It's all a great sight. In the front, a horny dick serving up its clear liquid of arousal to the dickhead Behind it, I see her swim naked in the mountain lake. 


In a doze, I keep masturbating. I notice something moving nearby. It seems as if my female travel companion has a certain interest in what’s happening on land. She walks toward me. She’s so sexy. Nothing is more beautiful than brown, wet skin. I see she’s shaved off all her pubes. It’s all smooth and tan. That means someone’s been on the beach all summer, getting to see this delicious fruit. 


I suddenly realise how beautiful the female sex is. How meaty the mound of Venus is when all the hair is gone. How clearly the lips show. They’re almost over-dimensioned when they haven’t got anything to hide behind. She doesn’t seem to be ashamed about a single thing, if anything, she seems to be showing off her “goods” proudly. 


She seems to know what she wants. She squats next to me. Quickly, she strikes a hand across my balls, as if to check I’ve “done my job” and shaven. I know she likes licking my smooth balls. 


She bends toward my stake, and I feel her tongue play with me. At the same time, she moves her backside as if to tell me she wants to be touched too. Without moving her tongue from my balls, she moves one leg to the other side of my head. As I feel the head of my dick between her lips, I slide my hand across her smoothly-shaven papaya. I feel how cold her body is after the swim. There's no way of preventing two fingers from sliding inside her. It's wet in there, but not at all cold after her swim. Without ceasing her sucking, she moves down so that I can taste her. She tastes of summer, fruits, and mountain waters. As my tongue slides lightly across her smooth skin, one finger keeps caressing her aroused clit. I feel how long I've waited for this - to taste her again. 


I can tell I won’t be able to hold on for much longer. Her hand holds on tightly around me, moving up and down the shaft. I come across her breasts as she moves her hips ever faster. She screams and grabs onto my thighs as she cums. After catching her breath, she sinks down onto my stomach, and my sperm “glues us together.”
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