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         Vigeland Park, Oslo: that monumental park of stalwart, beefy, naked people. 


Ilene walks past the Monolith, a towering obelisk of climbing people, entangled in a frantic battle to reach the top. Her gaze lingers on the two stone children riding a woman. She quickly descends the steps and goes past the bronze trees, which are interlaced with people, and the monumental fountain of strong men holding up an overflowing bowl. 


The slim, dark-haired woman passes the playful, naked man with the four wriggling children, stiff and motionless as if in a timeless world. The paving is relieved by grass lawns, and the tall maples close out the sky as she makes her way into the large park that surrounds the installation and sculptures. A bunch of young men are throwing a ball about on one of the lawns, putting in lots of effort, and she stops for a couple of minutes to admire their athletic bodies. It's a warm summer's day, and Ilene lies down underneath an enormous ash tree. From far away, she can hear the splashing and shouting of children enjoying the summer by the pool. A whooshing sound and joyful screams tell her that a few girls are shooting down the waterslide. Thick bushes provide a pleasant screen against all the tourists wandering among the sculptures and making more or less cultural or shocked remarks about the nakedness and chauvinism on display. 


Ilene moves a few feet to benefit from a ray of sun that is just about managing to penetrate the crowns of the trees. The summer heat softens her body and puts her in a pleasant, sleepy frame of mind. She can still see the solid figures at a distance. Frozen for all eternity in their turbulent movements, the figures express love, anger, hate, attraction and pursuit. But never sex. Why are all the men's peckers so limp? And then the women look almost neuter; not much sign of sexual desire there. 


She notices how the warmth is gathering in her abdomen. “If someone made an image of me right now, it would be with wide-open pussy lips,” she thinks. “If only Vigeland had made just one of his figures like a real man, with a stiff, jutting dick ready to pierce me. I’d have ridden that stone man ’til he was soft as butter,” she laughs to herself. 


A movement attracts her attention: there are two people in the bushes just along to the right. Peering more closely, she can see that a young couple has found good cover in the dense vegetation. There, they are protected from the splashing children on one side and the camera-clicking tourists on the other. She watches their caresses with rising excitement. They are as if lost to the outside world in a heated embrace. 


Ilene is able to see how the girl’s loving hand unzips his fly, slips inside and carefully finds its way into a pecker that’s far from limp. It’s actually so big and stiff that she has problems getting it out; she has to use both hands to pry it out, but manages it in the end, and contentedly sets about enjoying the glistening rod. She wanks it gently while the boy concentrates on getting her panties off – underneath her skirt.


Ilene feels her crotch getting damp; she watches in fascination while he fondles the girl’s breasts and eventually undoes both her blouse and bra. The girl must be pretty wet herself because now she pulls him towards her. With a firm grip around his dick, she turns her bottom towards him and guides him in between her thighs. She looks back over her shoulder –towards him – and suddenly catches sight of Ilene, gasps, lets go of him and tries to cover herself up. His dick flips up with a smack, and he comes with a low groan, ugh.


Ilene smiles: they got so flustered, and she was only interested and happy on their behalf. Steps can suddenly be heard on the path, and she puts a finger against her lips to tell them to be quiet. Four Japanese walk past, smiling and nodding, and disappear towards the stone figures. The situation has suddenly become comical, and the three break into laughter.

         

"It was so nice watching you," Ilene says, "I was reminded of the time my Australian friend visited me, and we fantasised about making love between all the naked statues. We never dared, though, not like you."

“It was just so lovely here: all kind of private, and what with the summer and warmth, we couldn’t control ourselves. Where are you from?” the boy asks.

         

Ilene’s accent has given away her foreign background. The same goes for her exotic appearance, raven-black hair, dark skin-colour and shining green eyes. A far cry from the Norwegian couple’s fair hair and blue eyes.

“I’m from the US, but have lived here for years. You guys often make love in the park?”

“This was the first time, or nearly,” the girl answers.


“Well, don’t let me interrupt you, it was exciting for me to watch. And you can’t walk through the park with that flagpole,” she says, pointing at his stiff dick, which clearly shows there’s still a certain amount of work to be done. “I’ll move away and leave you in peace,” she says.

“You don’t need to,” the boy quickly replies. “Perhaps you can keep a look-out for us? It’s not worth destroying those Japanese people’s belief in pure Norwegian nature.”


Ilene almost breaks out in laughter again. She immediately comprehends the boy’s desire to have a woman watch while he makes love and understands it will make him extra horny.

“No problem,” she says, “but then you guys will owe me.”

"Dinner tonight?" Anita is cookuíng meat on skewers with creamed baked potatoes. Then there's Omelette Norvégienne for dessert, with a nice bottle of red wine."

“Deal! I can never resist a good red wine.”


Ilene smiles, watches as the boy leads the girl’s slightly hesitant hand back towards his jutting pole. She doesn’t hesitate long, but grabs his dick with one hand and fondles his balls with the other, and Ilene is soon as hot and excited as before the interruption. The boy lies down gently over the girl and pushes his stiff cock up under her skirt and towards the darkness of her pussy. Her confident hands guide him into her pussy, and he starts moving. Thrusting in, then relaxing, and then again.


Ilene is so fascinated by seeing his bottom bob up and down, and his balls swing backwards and forwards that she almost forgets to keep an eye out around them. She sees some people moving from the corner of her eye, Germans perhaps. She is about to warn the pair but sees that the tourists will pass by at a safe distance.


Ilene takes a quick look around; no other dangers approaching for the time being. In the bushes, Magnus is moving faster and faster, his balls swinging violently.

What if I started feeling them up now?” she thinks, but manages to resist the temptation.


He’s obviously not in need of any help. The excitement of making love outdoors and the certainty of green eyes following his hips lend power and intensity to his movements. The girl moans quietly in orgasm when he suddenly comes, finishing with some powerful thrusts before collapsing exhausted.

“That was amazing!” Ilene exclaims.


The three stretch out together, chatting about one thing and another. Ilene almost feels that she's had an orgasm herself, simply by watching them. As it happens, she's always managed to come easily and has emphatically claimed that God has to be a woman. If God had been a man, then men too would obviously have had the pleasure of many orgasms one after another.
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