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         We are laughing like crazy, Gyda, Siv and I. We have quite simply gotten lost somewhere in the Nordmarka – probably somewhere around Sørkedalen. The heat is unbearable. It’s the warmest day of the year. Sweat is drenching us, the girls are giggling and laughing, and Gyda says I'm a terrible local guide. Or maybe he’s done it all on purpose, and he has planned everything. She grins, showing the gap between her front teeth. “He probably thought we were going to spend the night with him here in the dark of the forest,” she says, shaking her head.


They laugh. I also laugh and blame the heat.

         “It can really drive a person crazy,” I say. “You lose concentration.”


The part about concentration is true. But the heat is not to blame for it. The women’s hips swaying, their buttocks in tight shorts, the sweaty, round thighs and bras filled with quivering yet firm breasts are to blame. I stand and turn my head towards the bottom of a wooded valley. I have no idea where we are.


“We should climb up the hill and take a look around,” says Gyda. She is used to taking charge. “Perhaps we can find some water. I sure could use a drink,” she says and dries the sweat from her forehead.


Gyda turns her back to us, showing her buttocks, long, slim thighs and slender legs. She starts making her way up the steep slope with Siv and me and an angry crowd of mosquitoes following not far behind. I curse and pant and glare. I follow her delicious ass, the wide, fluttering trouser legs, the mysterious shadows thrown by the fabric. I suspect that she’s not wearing any panties. Something furry – a reddish-brown, exciting animal – lies waiting in the dark. But I’m not sure.


“No, wait...” Siv stops me. “I need a quick break,” she moans. She is all red and sweaty and plump and warm. Not slender and long-legged and fit like Gyda. She is softer, more delicate. I place my arm protectively around her soft body. That body I know so well.


“Gyda is more energetic than a guy,” I say, pointing at her. “A cool girl. And quite a cool boss!”


“Yeah,” Siv nods. “She’s the kind of person that grows on you. The first time I saw her is when she took over the spot as a lab manager, I almost thought she was ugly.”


“Yes, right” I agree. “Objectively speaking, her nose is too big, her eyes are too close together, and she has a large mouth. But still, she’s getting more and more beautiful by the day. By the way, have you noticed that she looks ever so slightly like Barbara Streisand?”


“I sure have,” says Siv with a wink. Gyda has reached the top. She waves her arms and gives us a thumbs up. What it means we can’t know. But it looks promising. “Does she turn you on?” Siv asks unexpectedly.


“Siv, come on,” I say as I notice that I am blushing. “Remember that it’s our boss you’re talking about”.


“Well, the boss,” Siv says. “Of course she is, but still, we’re a team. Incidentally, did you notice that she isn’t wearing any panties?”


I don’t answer. Luckily, in the scorching heat, it is a completely natural thing to turn red. A few minutes later, we catch up with Gyda and see the same sight she’s looking at, the valley and the small pond below. Fifteen minutes later, we are there. We sit down on a tiny beach, cast our bags aside, spread out our blankets and settle in the sunshine.


Siv lets her bra fall to the ground. Gyda’s mouth curls up into a smile as she nods appreciatively. “You have lovely breasts,” she says in a rough, hoarse voice. “When I was a teenager I always wanted to have round, soft breasts like yours. Mine are far smaller. Look...”


She unclasps her bra. Her breasts are indeed smaller. They are little, with long nipples that point upwards. Kind of looks as if she’s horny, though she probably isn’t...


“You see, they are on the tiny side,” Gyda states. “Plus, the right one is a bit smaller than the left. That doesn’t look good.”


“Nonsense, they look great,” says Siv. Don’t they, Roy...? Are they really as firm as they look?”


Gyda shakes her upper body. Her breasts quiver and bounce like stiff jelly. “You can feel them if you want to, Siv,” she says and leans back on her elbows. Her breasts seem to tighten in the sun. She points her brown eyes at the treetops and the hills that surround us. Siv smiles. She moves closer, reaches out a small and plump hand, and gently grasps one of Gyda’s breasts with her fingertips. She squeezes it and strokes it. She pushes it downwards and then releases it, making it bounce back up.


“Whoa!” Siv exclaims. “I thought only African women could have breasts like these. They are so gorgeous, Gyda. Look, mine are just like this...”


She moves just like Gyda has before, causing those heavy breasts that are so familiar to me to swing and bounce. “I sure wish they were smaller and firmer, but Roy likes them just the way they are,” Siv says as she looks at me. “He can just lie there and fondle them for hours,” she adds.


“Siv, come on,” I say abruptly as I pick up my bag. Discreetly, I place it in my lap to hide an impressive hard-on. Being alone in the woods with two lovely, half-naked ladies is undoubtedly a dream-like situation. One of them, Siv – my partner – is a well-known and beloved land. Gyda – our new lab manager – is, of course, a completely new and unknown landscape.


“I like patient men,” she says now and looks affectionately at me as she stands up, stretches and tilts this slender, tall ‘landscape’ towards the sun and the bright blue summer sky, looking around, noting that there is no one in sight except flies, buzzing horseflies and the occasional butterfly fluttering by.


“Now, let’s take a dip, you guys!”


Gyda bends down abruptly and takes off her red silk shorts with the Adidas logo. I close my eyes but open them again quickly. I gawk. Her legs, those long, slender thighs, look longer than ever. They run for miles before they meet around the bushy, reddish-brown warmth that is Gyda’s sex. It is wild and lush. Not styled. No symmetrical, newly trimmed park; just intact nature. An alluring, bushy primaeval forest under the flat curve of her stomach.


“I’m actually a naturist,” she says. “Do you know that there is a whole small town down on the French Riviera where you can live completely naked? You do your shopping, go to cafés, stroll around town – naked. It feels so weird! Liberating and stressful, but stimulating and exciting at the same time.”


She stretches her arms upwards and pirouettes in the sun. “Ah, delightful!” she says. “Don’t you guys feel it, how we somehow become one with nature when we get rid of these darn clothes? Yeah, I know, I’m a little crazy,” she laughs. “Once – I must have been 17 or 18, two friends and I – a guy and a girl – did something totally insane somewhere here in the woods. We just took off all our clothes and walked along the paths without a single piece of fabric on our bodies. It was lovely. And so exciting! We made a bet on who would dare go the furthest in the nude. We could have run into other people around every turn...”


“Yeah... So who won?” Siv looks at her mischievously.


“I did, of course. And an older guy. But such behaviour can’t really be recommended. Luckily, this man had a strong heart and an open mind. Judging by the look on his face, we gave him his Sunday’s highlight.”


Gyda laughs again. She turns and leaps to the water – long-limbed, tall and strong. Boyish, in a way, yet unbelievably feminine. I am not thinking just then – I just have to follow her tight, firm butt and her quivering little thighs with my eyes. But in hindsight, I think that Gyda’s beauty resided in the disharmony of her body – a disharmony that became harmony because it was carried out to its extreme.


She smiles and laughs like a crow as she jumps into the water, making a splash. She crawls at an impressive pace towards the middle of the pond. She lies on her back out there and kicks the water with her long legs. She calls out to Siv, who hesitantly stands up. She looks around at the woods, then seems to make a decision. She peels off the last garments she’s wearing and gently steps towards the water. She is so plump and soft. Her calves and thighs rub against each other as she walks. Her thick buttocks quiver and shake at every step. By the edge of the water, she turns to look at me and asks me if I’m cuming. Am I not going to take a swim?


“Yeah... I’ll reach you there,” I reply hesitantly, thinking about my dick. It’s big. For once, a bit too big. But damn it! How much longer can they wait? I stand up and take off my sneakers, put a sock in each one, then bend over and remove my shorts and underpants.


It’s big. And hard! The tip glimmers wet and smooth and lubricated in the sunshine. It quivers sensibly, vibrates like a small, fiery spear as I hurry towards the water.


“Whoa!” Siv gasps, though she obviously has seen it and tasted it and used it countless times. She rolls her eyes. “But Roy, come on...” She says, almost reproachful. She seems about to say something more but gets distracted when her small feet with the polished nails sink into the black mud. They get stuck, and she screams. I bend down and take charge; I have to squat with my cheek against her soft stomach, my mouth just above the well-groomed, heart-shaped gold tassel on her pussy. I crouch down and grab her ankle and try to pull it out. The clay ground releases her with a squelching gasp. She waves her arms, lets out a little scream and loses her balance. She falls backwards with waving arms, bouncing breasts and flaring thighs.


I can’t help myself but burst out laughing. As I laugh, my cock jumps and bounces and is quite unprepared for when she suddenly grabs it with her hands full of dripping mud. She slaps the wet against my dick and balls and on my stomach and smears the paste around and around before she grips my slippery shaft with both hands and shakes me until I beg for mercy and ask her to stop.


“What are you two doing?”


How should I answer? Siv lets go of me. I stand there with my legs wide apart and my muddy black cock standing tall while Gyda comes crawling towards us. She stands up, dripping wet, up to her hips in water, the tuft of reddish-brown hair down there floating on the water surface. She gawks at me. I gawk back. There is a sparkle in her grey-green eyes.


“Don’t you take care of your partner, Siv?” she says in a serious tone. “He looks as if he hasn’t had a good wash in a long time.” 


She bursts into laughter. So does Siv. They hug each other while they scoff at me and laugh. But then the laughter stops and something peculiar happens. Suddenly, they start kissing. I blink hard. But doesn’t help. Siv and Gyda are still standing tightly together in the water and kissing each other on the mouth. And they don’t stop there... Before I know it, Siv’s lips have moved downwards and are doing what I’ve been dreaming of myself. They open and close around Gyda’s perky, stiff nipples. First one. Then the other. She licks and sucks and teases them in turn, while Gyda’s hands sweep down and make their way between Siv’s full, wet buttocks.


Me, I just stand there, puzzled and forgotten, and I stare at them. Gyda grabs Siv’s breasts and raises them towards her mouth. It’s a beautiful and nearly spooky sight. I’m almost staggering in the water, as I carefully and slowly wash my cock while I watch them. Gyda has let go of Siv. Now she heads towards a half-rotten log and sits astride it, then gestures to Siv to do the same. Sitting like that – naked, straddling the smooth, slimy log – it looks like they are paddling around on a giant penis.


I moan. I wash my dick more thoroughly than ever before, then I plunge into the cool water and lie there, watching them, with my eyes on the surface – like the water spirit in Kittelsen’s famous painting. Was it the tempting fairies he was watching, the water spirit, with his fiery gaze? I don’t know. But in any case, that’s what I’m doing – and I lie there floating in the water until I see them turn around and paddle towards land. When they do, I hurry towards the blanket. A bit offended, my heart beating like crazy, I lie there and wait for them. I shut my eyes to the sun, but through the corner of my eye, I can see them coming towards me, hand in hand. They point at me and giggle. They each find their towel. They start drying each other off. Rubbing the towels in circles around their breasts and sexes.


Gyda bends down towards Siv’s heart-shaped tuft of hair: “Oh, but this is so adorable.”


“He’s the one who shaped it like a heart,” says Siv proudly, nodding towards me. “With his moustache scissors!” She adds.


“My word, he is quite talented,” says Gyda. “But he won’t get to touch mine anyway. Not with moustache scissors, at any rate!” She laughs. “Do you think he’s sleeping?”


“If he is, he’s having wet dreams,” smiles Siv as she crouches down on one knee. She softly grabs my throbbing cock and holds it gently between her fingers. “Poor thing, you are so hungry,” she says compassionately as she bends over and kisses the blue-red tip with her warm lips. “So am I,” she adds and opens her lips to enclose it.


I jerk up. I want to sit up, but I abruptly change my mind when I see that Gyda is coming to straddle me as well. I see her reddish-brown hairy cloud floating above me. It’s dripping. Heavy, lukewarm drops fall from the ruffled tuft of hair and fall on my face like tempting caresses. I close my eyes. When I open them, she is lying on her back close to my body. Siv is squatting behind us. She caresses Gyda’s cheek before she grabs my hand and slowly guides it towards Gyda’s breasts – those small quivering gumdrops, still moist from the bath. Gyda turns her face towards me and smiles. She sighs contentedly. She raises her hand and begins stroking my thigh, she grazes my balls with her cool fingertips, brushes my cock with the back of her hand. Siv has let go of my hand. From now on, it will be on its own.


I squeeze Gyda’s breasts lightly. I grab, I let go, I squeeze again. I bend down, with just a tad of hesitation, and begin to lick them – those trembling velvety pyramids. They taste like swamp water. Swamp water, woods, skin and something I can’t quite identify... arousal perhaps? Lust...? Her erect nipples rub against my tongue, somewhat bouncing against it. I have to bite them to keep them from slipping out. With my face pressed up against her breasts, I reach out my hand and fondle her shaggy wetness. I notice how her long thighs make way and let me in; I brush the hair to the side, let my fingers sink in and down in the warm smoothness; stroke her opening with my hand, and there I meet another hand, other fingers. Together we massage her hot and swollen pussy before Siv bends her blonde head down and I no longer have room.


I sit up. I slowly begin to jerk off. The sun is shining, no clouds in the sky, the lake is calm, and the birds’ chirps reverberate in the forested hills. Everything is so beautiful! But the most beautiful sight of all is Siv licking Gyda’s delicious pussy. I blink to see better. I see something reddish-brown, something furry running round and round up a tree trunk. It is certainly running around me, as well. It’s a squirrel, I think, with a sigh of relief. And I jerk off. And listen to Gyda’s gasping moans and the birds’ song. Everything breathes peace and harmony, and I have never felt so free.


I wet my hands with saliva and rub my tip down smoothly, massage it slowly, while Gyda lies naked and gasping beside me. Her knees are drawn up. Her legs are spread wide. Her long, slender body shakes and trembles and her feet twitch and quiver with Siv’s smothering wet kisses as she kneels between Gyda’s thighs and holds up her buttocks. They are round and smooth and naked. Enticing. She licks and licks while her heavy breasts sway rhythmically from side to side. I get up, unsteady on my feet. As in a trance I walk on the moss. I see and hear a horsefly buzzing greedily toward Siv’s back, so I swat at it and make it fly away before I lay my open palms on her warm buttocks and pull them apart, opening her up, then I slide my erect cock along her wet slit and push it in.


She gasps. She gives way, and she sinks against Gyda’s naked body as I push into her. She makes gurgling, groaning sounds. Her breasts bounce against Gyda’s flat stomach and bounce back up as I pull out. Slowly, slowly I take her. Deep, powerful thrusts. I know Siv, I know how she likes to be taken. Slow, deep and strong – that’s the recipe. She cums. She always cums quickly. She screams and shakes and trembles and then she collapses, free and loose. She turns over onto her side, and lies like that, huddled like a sleeping child.


I make my way between Gyda’s thighs. I kiss Gyda’s sex – Gyda’s shaggy wet squirrel. She is open and scorching hot, and her long, slender thighs scissor me and squeeze and stroke my temples. And then she is on top of me. She has suddenly got up and wanted me down on my back. Her hands feel around and grab my cock. She squeezes my balls. Guides my cock towards the flapping tongue that is licking and licking. The red mouth, the wide lips open up and suck it in. The tongue swirls and dances around the tip, pushing me to the edge, before she lets go of it with a smirk and straddles my hips. I can feel the moist bush brushing against my stomach like a tuft of soft fur as she settles into place. I watch my cock disappear into the wilderness down there, and I feel her smooth labia and her body cling onto me as my velvet spear sinks into her and disappears beneath her flat stomach.


I am drawn into her juicy, hungry grasp. She holds me tight, tight as she begins moving up and down, her thighs quivering. She moans. She mumbles words I don’t understand. She muffles a hoarse scream, and she rides the juices out of me, faster, faster – until I cum, gasping. I shoot my whole load into her. But she doesn’t let go of me. She wants every drop, every piece of me! Her gyrating hips swallow me whole. She screams. She screams so that the birds fall silent, the crows flutter and take flight and the echo reverberates between the hills.


Time stands still. The sun keeps moving in the sky, but we are stuck in this moment in which our bodies have melted together, trapped in the pleasure we shared and the idle satisfaction that came afterwards. Later, when we come around, we wonder how much time has gone by. When we figure it out, we get up and begin to wander naked in search of our clothes.


“Let’s head southeast,” I say as I look for my shorts and underpants. “There, we should come across a path.”


“Got it!” Says Gyda as she looks at me. She brushes away an insect from her pubic mound. She finds her red Adidas shorts and sort of swings them around in the air. She whistles. She swats a fly from her nipple and looks at Siv and me with a mischievous look in her grey-green eyes. Then she puts on her running shoes, puts her shorts in her bag, slings her bag onto her shoulders and asks if we’re ready to go.
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