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Olga nipped at the brake lever. Just enough for the pads to bite on the disc for a fraction of a second. The rear wheel slowed, ever so slightly, and pulled the front one down, back into contact with the dirt of the trail. It was light, but she had enough control to line up the corner entry properly.

The corner was banked, built up from earth and stones by hand and spade. The surface was rutted and imperfect, but not enough to throw her off, and she leant into the corner as inertia pressed her against the wall of it.

Straightening after the corner, she let the bike sail over a little table top jump, then lined up for another turn, just as tight, in the other direction. She concentrated on the course, trying to read it and ready herself for the next change of condition or direction. Trees zipped past at speed, but she didn't think of those. If she did that, she was more likely to run into one, she told herself.

Up ahead, the surface changed again. Now the path could detach from the earth. Built from wooden slats, it bridged obstacles, and ran through the trees on stakes. Olga pulled more tightly on the brake levers, shedding speed. The wooden track could be treacherously slippery when wet, and her tyres carried enough mud to send her sliding off the edge.

If she followed the wooden track in one direction, she could end up amongst the higher branches of the trees, taking jumps and drop offs she wasn't yet comfortable with. When the path branched, she took the route less dangerous. Accelerating as it dropped away, she took off when it kicked back up again, clearing the gap back to the mud and gravel path with ease.

The path was wider here, and almost straight all the way to the edge of the tree cover. As she started pedalling hard again, Olga heard a cry of surprise behind her. She recognised the sound her fiancée being perturbed, and took a look back to check on him. Jonathan was still upright on his bike, rear wheel snaking and skipping across the rough surface as he grabbed the brake and hoped to slow down. He hadn't fallen, so she was going to be as good as her word, and keep on riding.

There was a berm, and a larger table top jump, right on the edge of the woodland. Olga hit it with enough speed to get air and style it with a twist of the handle bars. Landed, she slowed for the hairpin turn onto the rough road that ran around the wood.

Now she slowed and let Jonathan catch up with her. He was red with exertion as he pulled alongside her, but grinning with joy and adrenaline. "Okay, you beat me. But that was never in doubt. I think I deserve applause for not falling off."

"And for only squealing once."

"That was a big jump. I wasn't expecting it to be that big."

They were going slowly now, side by side. Olga moved closer to Jonathan, hooking his arm to hold herself steady as she tried to kiss him. Their helmets bumped against each other, and she couldn't reach his cheek. They both chortled as they coasted toward the caravan park.

The motorhome was almost as big as a house, and boasted more amenities inside than the first flat they had shared together. It was hooked up to the mains and water, but could have coped if they weren't available. There was a satellite dish on the roof that could be tilted up and aimed at the sky if they ever became bored enough to need television. That wasn't likely to happen at any time during their planned trip, and especially not today.

Jonathan mounted the bikes on their rack on the back of the motorhome, whilst Olga unlocked the big vehicle. She left the door open as she peeled herself out of her lycra. There was no-one else on the site, so she was only pretending to be an exhibitionist. The shower was a small cubicle. They had tested it, and they could both fit inside, providing they didn't want to move their arms and do any bathing. She would have left the door to the shower open as well, so Jonathan could find her enjoying the warm water, but it would all just splash over the floor.

Jonathan was outside the cubicle when she had finished, holding out a towel for her. He was naked, and excited. If he hadn't been plastered in mud on his arms, legs and head, she could have kissed him, and taken him right by the still open door. Instead, she accepted the towel, wrapping it loosely about her body as she vacated the shower for him.

It was a warm day, and the sun was shining straight through the side windows onto one of the couches built into the wall of the motor home. Olga laid the towel on the couch, then sat on it so she could solar dry.

She was basking in the warmth when Jonathan finished showering. "Shift over." he said, putting his towel down beside hers.

They made an alluring sight, sat side by side. She was short and sporty, with powerful, exercise sculpted legs and a tight, firm behind. Her almost hemispherical breasts were small but delicious, and her pretty, rounded face was framed by curly hair in multiple shades of deer red and brown. There were even a few flecks of blonde where she had caught the sun. The neatly trimmed exclamation mark of her pubic hair was deep brown, with flecks of red in it, as if it were an ember, about to burst into flame. Her skin was a warm, light brown, almost golden.

Jonathan was pale in comparison. Slightly taller than average, he was slim and toned. His body was built for stamina, preferring long road rides to the short, sharp race through the trees Olga had taken him on today. There were a pair of road bikes on the back of the motor home for when he got to choose the route. His ginger hair was cut short, so it didn't go wild, but was still a bright highlight atop his handsome square face.

Jonathan's erection was not as skinny as the rest of his body. Long and fat, it lay against his belly, tilting slightly so that it pointed at Olga. She ran a finger up its length, and it stiffened some more until it pointed up Jonathan's body. They kissed, turning their bodies toward each other. She grasped the erection and gently stroked her hand up and down it.

There was a knock on the door. Olga and Jonathan jumped in surprise, and pulled apart. They had been expecting company, but its arrival was still a shock.

Standing in the still open door were two young men. They smiled at Olga and Jonathan, partly in appreciation of what they had just witnessed, partly in apology for interrupting it. "Hello." said the blonder of the two. "We're from The Gang. We were told to meet you here."

Jonathan sprang up from the seat, immediately acting the good host. "Come in, come in. We weren't expecting you so soon. How did you get here?"

"We cycled. Well, we caught a train to the nearest station, and then we cycled. I'm David." The newcomer who had just introduced himself said as he climbed up into the cabin. Jonathan shook his hand, then turned to the second man.

"Lucas." the second man said as he shook Jonathan's hand.

Jonathan ushered their guests in, and had them sit either side of Olga. Then he closed the door. They were expecting more visitors, but they could knock. "Can I get you drinks? And you, darling?" he enquired.

"Water or juice would be good." David said, "I need to rehydrate." Lucas nodded his head. He would like the same.

"A brandy for me. As well as the juice." Olga declared. "And for you two, too? I thought so. Brandy all round."

Jonathan brought a carton of apple juice and a bottle of brandy. He made Olga hold them, grinning at her pout, as he searched out glasses. When the drinks were distributed properly, he sat on the couch opposite his fiancée and the two men who had just arrived to make love with her. Everyone had a glass in each hand. By unspoken agreement, they all started on the alcohol first.

"How far is the railway station?" he asked.

"About ten miles, according to my phone." Lucas said.

"And a bit hilly." David added.

"Oh, I hope you haven't worn yourselves out." Olga said, her tone telling them how disappointed she would be about that.

"I'd like to think we're just warmed up." David assured her. He all but winked to emphasise the suggestive line.

"Excellent. Well, let's finish our drinks before we do anything else, shall we. We can find out a little bit more about each other in the mean time." Olga said. She saluted everyone with her brandy glass.

"We are expecting another two chaps as well. Perhaps we should wait for them." Jonathan said.

"Perhaps. But if they haven't arrived by the time my glasses are empty, they'll just have to join in, won't they." Olga took a long sip of her brandy. She wasn't going to wait any longer than she had to before enjoying the attractive men either side of her.

"This is an interesting place for a get together. I've had them in all sorts of places, but this is the first RV." David said.

"RV?" Jonathan wasn't familiar with the term.

"Recreational Vehicle. When they're this big, I can't help but think of them in American terms."

"It is a bit over the top, isn't it? But we're going to be living out of it for at least the next month." Olga said.

"Where are you going?" Lucas asked.

"All around Europe. We're doing the Grand Tour, sort of. We're going to visit all sorts of cultural landmarks, and enjoy all the history. We've even managed to arrange to meet some other members of The Gang whilst we're there." Olga had finished her brandy now. She put her glass on the narrow shelf behind the couch. With her right hand free, she was able to lay it on Lucas's thigh and squeeze the muscle.

As Olga's hand moved up his thigh and over to his crotch, Lucas knocked back his own brandy. His empty glass joined Olga's, but he didn't know what to do with his now free hand. Olga spread her legs, hooking her right leg over his left. With a suggestive nod, she told him where she thought his fingers should go.

David finished his brandy, and now, he, too, had a hand free. His fingers stroked the inside of Olga's left thigh, whilst Lucas teased at her right. She had to stop teasing Lucas so that she could hold her glass of apple juice with both hands and stop it shaking as she tried to drain it as quickly as possible.

Exploring fingers moved closer and closer to Olga's sex. Across the room, Jonathan could see her labia pouting, opening up in anticipation and growing wet with excitement. He finished his brandy, and put his own apple juice aside, so he could shuffle forwards on the couch. Right at the very edge of the seat, he still couldn't get a satisfactory view of the action, so he dropped onto his knees on the floor in front of his fiancée.

Olga still held the glass of juice two-handed, bravely sipping from it as her body threatened to shiver and shake the liquid all over their guests. Jonathan took pity on her, and collected all three glasses, so that everyone had both hands free.

Lucas’ fingers reached Olga’s vulva first. They teased up the labia, around the clitoris, and back down again. David took advantage of Lucas’ tour to be the first to slide fingers inside Olga. She pushed up off the seat to get more of them in.

Their guests were still clothed, which didn’t seem right. Much as she was enjoying the actions of their fingers, Olga was aware of this problem. "Why don’t you two get your clothes off, whilst I suck on my fiancée for a while. I think he’s about to burst." She smiled at Jonathan, then grinned even wider when she saw his erection and knew she had been right.

As Lucas and David stood to divest themselves of their clothes, Olga guided Jonathan over until he was right in front of her. His fine erection, by now almost painfully hard, was perfectly on a level with her face. Her hands came around from his hips, to wrap around the shaft, tugging it down toward her lips. They closed, warm and wet, over the head, and Jonathan made a happy sound.

Olga steadily took more and more of Jonathan’s length into her mouth. The flat of her tongue rubbed against its underside as an extra tease. She knew exactly how to turn him on, and was soon bobbing her head up and down, bringing him ever closer to climax.
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