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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.

         “You like that?” he asked.

         “Oh yes, fantastic – fantastic – I love it both ways!” Blissfully, she smiled.

         “That’s a bit of luck then!” They all laughed.

         "And what would the lady like now?" "I want both of you – want both of you to fill me up!"  They turned her around – it's incredible what you can manage in a little steamer bunk. Now it was the dark ones turn to choose. Well, he was the last to come to the table.

         “How far can you take me?”

         "Try me and see," she replied. He squatted over her. Shoved his dick towards her mouth and she took it – for all she was worth. Far down her throat. She could feel that her entire pharynx was full of cock. The other sat watching and wanking, fascinated and made hazily horny by the scene being played out in front of him.  "I think we're ready for the full service now," the blond one said. "Can you manage us both?" She nodded, feeling that she couldn't hold out much longer. The blonde one was most powerfully equipped, and she commanded him to lie beneath her. She sat across him and lowered herself onto his cock. Slowly but surely, she could feel him filling her up. She slid up and down on him for a little while arching her body backwards. That was to enjoy the feeling of him almost impaling her. The dark one began to grow impatient and came up behind her. He kneaded her breasts, then took a firm grip around her hips. Controlling her and leading her in the rhythm.  Suddenly she felt his hard cock pressing against her asshole. He bent her over forward and started pushing up her from behind. She felt as if she might split. So much cock at once! Was it possible? She breathed deeply – relaxed – and allowed him to slide in. The pain subsided, and a mad, sweet lust took over. They fucked her calmly and rhythmically in both holes, just as she'd asked them. It was totally insane! Then they increased the tempo, making it both harder and rougher. It was a wild ride, like a fight to the death. A union of pain and pleasure. Almost unbearably wonderful and ecstatic. Her powerlessness made her cry out, groan, writhe and throw herself about before waves of contractions washed over her. She came and came, again and again. Rolling in rhythm with the swell that carried the ship across the ocean. It was like a primal dance unfolding, far out to sea. Three players in a perfect mating game, beyond all time and reason. She let everything go and floated away until the two males sprayed her full of cum. Bathed her in spunk that flowed in and out of her. They all three collapsed over each other, laying in bed in a pile of arms and legs, bodies, cocks, and pussy - completely exhausted.  And that's how they must have fallen asleep. She remembered occasionally stirring, lying there between those two beautiful, beautiful creatures. Cocooned in cum, sweat and warm skin. She got up early. The men slept on soundly. She looked at them, tightly wound around each other. Beautiful, muscular bodies in all of their glory. Just think of the gift they had given her. An oasis in her life's journey. A taste of life. She felt how her body was filled with new energy – a vitamin injection on her way towards a new existence. She saw how they lay there so peacefully. She left a little note, thanking them for the fantastic company, then got ready to pick up her luggage from her own cabin and go ashore.  After a short week of settling into her new office, she began examining her coming work tasks. The teaching plan looked OK, and there would probably be time and space for her own research alongside advising her students. It would be different from what it was like down south. Early one Monday morning, she went down to the auditorium to set up her lecture for the new intake. She went through her PowerPoint slides, and notes and everything looked fine. Looking up, she was ready to meet the new students. "Hello. I'm Kristiane Holm, and I'll be teaching you biology this term."  She looked out over her audience, and her eyes immediately met those of two young men smiling curiously back at her from the first row.

      

   


   
      
         
            No Falls – No Balls
   

         

         By Jørgen Pagh

         I had never tried skiing. But a lot of my friends had. Actually, there were quite a lot of things I hadn't tried yet at seventeen. Having sex, for example. Most of my friends had tried that too. I was a shy, bashful fellow, plagued by involuntary erections. They came whenever, but mostly when any of the high school's beautiful girls walked past – in reality, or just in my imagination. I was nervous about showering after the gym too. What if I was to get a stiffy then? I'd die of shame! Fortunately, that had never happened.  Then one day, my parents invited me on a ski trip. One of my mother's colleagues, Susanne, had asked us to come along. It was a family tradition: three or four families hired a spacious cabin every year and enjoyed a week of skiing, good food and plenty to drink. I wanted to join in, of course, but mainly to get a week off school. On the journey up in the car, my mother kept going on and on about all the fun things we were going to do up there.

         "Susanne says the view is absolutely amazing: you can just sit there looking at it for hours."  I imagined tearing down slopes at full speed, although that would be slightly unrealistic since I'd never even worn skis before.  "And when it gets dark, everyone just piles into the sauna," my mother added, eagerly. "The cabin's got a large sauna. The bravest run outside and roll about in the snow but I don't think you'll catch me doing that."

         A sauna? Where you’re supposed to sit there naked? There was no way I was daring to go into a sauna with a whole bunch of strangers. What if I got a stiffy in there?


“Then afterwards we eat and drink red wine for the rest of the evening,” my mother continued. “Maybe go out and have a look at the stars before going to bed. You sleep so well after all that fresh air.”


We got to the cabin late in the evening. Susanne showed us around with a smile, reeling off lots of names. There were lots of rooms. Luckily, I got a tiny one all to myself. I didn’t actually get a proper overview of how many others were staying there.

         “Of course the kids are asleep now,” Susanne explained. “And Kira and Sara have also gone to bed early. But then they get up so early in the morning. Damned early.”

         “Kira and Sara. Are those your daughters?” my mother asked.

         

“That’s right,” Susanne answered, looking at me. “Kira must be about your age, Anders. You’re sixteen, aren’t you?”

         “Seventeen,” I corrected her.

         “Well, I’m sure you’re going to be good friends. And then there’s my eldest, Peter, who’s eighteen. He’ll be able to teach you everything you want to know about slalom and downhill.”


We moved on into the bathroom.

         “Here are the showers – and the sauna. We haven’t had it turned on this evening, but we’ll fire it up tomorrow.”

         It was a spacious sauna and a big bathroom, with two showers.

         “I’m so looking forward to having a sauna,” my mother said. “It’s so wonderfully relaxing for all of your muscles.”

         I shuddered. I could well imagine one part of me that wouldn’t want to relax in a sauna.

         “I hope you’re not shy, Anders,” Susanne said, giving me a nudge. “Here at the cabin, we all dive in the sauna together, both men and women...”

         "It's all perfectly natural," my mother said.  Who wouldn't want to be natural? I lay speculating about it in my tiny room, with the duvet over me and one big hard-on. Of course, people can be together with each other, with or without clothes, without there always being something sexual behind it.  But would the others think it perfectly natural if I got a stiffy in the sauna?  I ate breakfast with my parents and didn't say a word to Kira. What if she'd been standing under the shower while I was brushing my teeth? But she'd disappeared to the mountains hours ago with her sister.  That morning, I tried out skiing for the very first time. Luckily, big brother Peter decided to look after me. And he was very accommodating. He said how he remembered what it was like to wear skis for the first time, how stupid and helpless he felt. That was a crumb of comfort because I really did feel foolish and helpless.  I fought a brave battle to preserve my 'manly' dignity under impossible conditions. I tried and tried and at least learned to laugh about my countless clumsy falls. And it was in fact only when the darkness began to close in, that I thought about the sauna again.  I was sitting with Peter, struggling to take off my cumbersome ski-boots, when Susanne came over and said that the sauna was ready. A few others were over there already. Now, I didn't want to walk into a sauna full of lots of strange people of both sexes, but I didn't know how I was going to get out of it. When I was back in my room, my mother came knocking at the door. 

         “I’m on my way down to the sauna,” she said. “Are you coming?”

         “I don’t really know if I want to.”

         “You have to,” she insisted. “Otherwise, they’ll think you’re odd. “You’re not shy in front of these people, are you?”

         "Of course not."  My mother went on her way, and I began getting undressed. Had she never heard of boys having involuntary erections? Wasn't she capable of understanding how the sight of a stark naked, sixteen-year-old Kira in the sauna could have catastrophically embarrassing consequences?  When I'd got undressed, I put the largest towel I could find around my waist and ventured out into the corridor. The shower curtain around one of the showers was drawn, and my mother's bathrobe lay on the bench alongside. Leaving my towel, I stepped into the other shower. The water was freezing! I drew the curtain and turned the warm water on. I stood there for a long time until I could hear that my mother was finished in the other shower.  Now there was no way back. Dripping wet and naked, I approached the sauna door. I had a quick look down. No worries, my dick was quite relaxed after the cold shower. I had my towel with me. Maybe I would be able to cover myself should the disastrous situation arise? I opened the door, and the heat hit me. Naked people were sitting on all the benches. My mother and father were there, as well as several others their age. Kira was not there.

         "Hey, Anders," someone said. "Come on into the warm."  I looked around for a place.

         “There’s space over here,” my father said.

         I hurried over and sat down.

         “What about a glass of mulled wine?” my mother asked, pouring me one before I’d had a chance to reply.

         The adults, of course, were drinking mulled wine in the sauna. I drank and sweated and gradually started relaxing. It wasn’t as bad as I’d imagined, and I didn’t even have the dawning of a stiffy.

         “Where’s Kira,” my father asked one of the others.

         “She’ll be down later,” came the answer. “Apparently she just had to try the black run with a few girls she met here last year.”

         “As long as she doesn’t come home with her leg in plaster.”

         "Relax, she won't."  I closed my eyes and tried imagining what Kira would look like... After a while, more and more of them got up and went out. They were thinking about having a little rest before dinner. I chatted with Peter about the ski-trip planned for the next day. He sat down beside me. After a bit, I felt the heat was going to my head, so I said I needed a rest too and hurried out to the shower to cool off. I drew the curtain around in case Kira should suddenly come down into the bathroom. Just the very thought caused my dick to stiffen, so I took the hand shower and aimed ice-cold water directly at the problem. This had the desired effect, and my dick shrank back to normal.  Shortly afterwards, I dared to come out and dry off. These were the most critical moments. Anyone bursting in would catch me stark naked. And that's what happened.  Suddenly, there she was. A sixteen-year-old girl. With not a stitch on. Long, brown hair. Pretty face. Firm breasts.  "Hello," she said, smiling. "I'm Kira. Who are you?"

         I was so flustered, I didn't have time to be shy. She reached out a hand, and I took it, mumbling," Anders."

         "Well, hello, Anders. You're learning to ski?" I nodded.

         “I remember what that was like,” Kira said. “Difficult. But I guess you’ll manage to learn, and that’s when it starts being fun.”

         She went into the shower and turned it on, but didn’t bother with the curtain.


I had a proper wipe-out on the black route today,” she said. “I’m sure I’ll be getting a massive bruise here.”

         She turned slightly and pointed at one of her bum cheeks. I hardly dared look.

         “I fall over all the time,” I said, reaching for my towel and wrapping it around me with shaking hands.

         “No falls – no balls, as my old trainer used to say,” Kira flirted. “Not that I really understood it at the time.”


“See you later,” I mumbled, almost fleeing the bathroom.


Immediately afterwards, I lay on my bed and had a wank. A mixture of lust and triumph flowed through me. I had just met the most gorgeous girl I could imagine. She’d been completely naked and perfectly natural, and I’d kind of talked to her without getting a stiffy or feeling too ill at ease. 


I’d managed it. And just the thought that I’d be meeting her lots during the week made me feel on top of the world. Just as I came, my mother knocked on the door.

         “Anders, we’re eating in half an hour.” Didn’t she understand anything? “Anders, can you hear me?” No, apparently not. I made a particular effort to grunt out an answer which didn’t sound too unnatural.


During supper, I couldn’t help but keep glancing over at Kira. She was sitting in a red tracksuit with wet hair and looked absolutely adorable. She was eating with her parents and siblings, and I think she actually glanced over at me a few times. For the rest of the evening, I sat playing cards with my parents and some of the other adults.


The next day I went skiing with Peter as I had done the day before. My parents kept encouraging me, and that was embarrassing because they were far better at it than I was. They’d both learned when they were young.

         “It’s just like riding a bike,” my father said. “You’ve just got to get over your fear and get it into your bones – then you don’t have to think about it – it’s just like – well, you know what I mean...”


As we were eating breakfast, Peter just mentioned casually:

         “Have you noticed Kira much?”

         “No, not especially.” I could feel my face going red. “Well, she’s out on the steep slopes all day.”

         “Well, she’s noticed you,” he smiled. “She sat looking at you all yesterday evening.” I shook my head in disbelief: Wasn’t I still on the beginner slopes?


In the afternoon, it started snowing and blowing so heavily that going skiing would just be a punishment. My parents and the other ‘proper grown-ups’ drove down to the nearest town. Peter and I were left in the cabin.

         "Can you think of anything more boring than a Norwegian town," Peter groaned.  Kira braved the weather and continued her madcap skiing with some of the locals. Peter suggested we have a sauna and, bearing in mind how thoroughly frozen and tired I was, it was precisely what I needed. Peter chatted about black runs and ski brands and snowboarding while I sat dozing in the heat. And then everything went wrong. Just as I was feeling perfectly happy, I discovered my sleeping dick had woken for action. I was so embarrassed and reached around for my towel but had forgotten it outside.

         “You sitting there getting a boner?” Peter inquired.


I looked for a hole to creep into. But Peter just smiled then grabbed his own dick and started squeezing it. In just a few seconds, it was sticking up just like mine.

         "There's something about this heat that makes you feel like jacking off," he said.  And that's what he did. Started having a wank. Right beside me. As if it were the most natural thing in the world. I'd never seen anyone else wanking before, and I was so shocked that my own stiffy immediately disappeared.

         “Don’t you fancy one?” groaned Peter. “Just think about Kira if you want.”


And then we heard footsteps outside.

         "Take it easy, I've locked the door of course," Peter said, nevertheless dropping his dick. He tied his towel around his waist and unlocked the door. "I'd better go and see who it is..."  "OK," I mumbled, growing dozy again. I sat there alone for ten minutes. I started getting a stiffy several times, but I just needed to think of Peter having a wank on the bench beside me, and it deflated again. And then it happened: what I feared most – and also hoped for deep down inside. The sauna door opened and in stepped Kira. She was naked, smiling.

         “Sitting sweating all on your own, Anders?” I nodded. She sat down beside me. I could smell her wet hair and skin. I didn’t dare to look at her. “We’ve had a right old struggle out there,” she told me. “It was snowing so hard, we almost disappeared.”


I caught sight of her breasts out of the corner of my eye. Then I couldn’t help it, I just had to let my eyes wander down over her body.

         “And Marit, one of my Norwegian friends, fell and did five somersaults down this slope. And she never falls, usually.” She smiled at me. “But she didn’t hurt herself anywhere.”


Between my legs, my previously limp dick was now poking straight up into the air. Running away was no longer a possibility. No girl had ever seen me like that before. But there was nothing I could do, just wait for her reaction. Would she shriek, laugh or just disappear. She got up and walked towards the door. I thought she was going to go. But she didn’t.

         “I guess I should lock the door,” she said, turning back towards me. She smiled. “That’s so sweet.”


“I can’t help it.”

         “It doesn’t matter.” Kira came and gave me a little kiss on my forehead: “Do you mind if I touch it?”

         “You’d better be careful, anything could happen,” I panted.

         “I’ll be careful.”

         She wasn’t careful enough. No sooner than her hot, wet fingers had closed around my most prized possession, I came in an explosion that spurted out over the floor, bench and all over Kira’s legs.

         "Whoah," Kira smiled. "You're a juicy boy, Anders!"  She gave me another kiss. Then she opened the sauna door, and the cold air outside streamed in.

         "I'd better get some paper and wipe that up before someone slips in it."  I was in another world and had a strange peaceful feeling in my whole body. Kira crawled about the sauna wiping up my globs of cum, and I just sat there watching her. For a moment I thought that now I wouldn't care if my parents came bursting in, but when I heard a few cars pulling up outside, a new thought struck me.

         “Shall we meet up later?” I asked.

“OK,” she said. “I’ll come down to your room this evening.”


When my parents came back, I was lying in my room reading comic books.

         “Coming down to the sauna,” my mother asked.

“Had one already.”

         After dinner, I wandered pretend-casually back to my room.

         “Don’t you want to play cards?” my father asked.

         “Can’t be bothered tonight, I’m tired.” “It’s only nine o’clock?”

         "It's all the fresh air," my mother said.  Only five minutes passed before Kira knocked at the door. She looked sweeter than ever. She locked the door and, without a word, started taking her clothes off. I got undressed too.  A short time afterwards, we were lying in a soft embrace on my bed. I almost didn't dare say anything. We were in a wooden cabin with thin walls, and I wasn't sure if anyone could hear us. Kira didn't say anything either. We lay cuddling for a long time, smothering each other with kisses, and of course, I got a stiffy again.  I slid inside her quietly and calmly, and we fucked gently and slowly. Coming in the sauna had relieved a bit of the pressure so we could lie there for a long time, simply enjoying it without coming.  First, we took the green slope, then the blue, then the red, and finally we swept down the black run with groans and shouts that everyone in the cabin could hear. And I couldn't give a damn. No falls, no balls. And that's precisely what I had that evening: balls.  And, as it happens, for the rest of the holiday.

      

   


  
   
    
     
      A Nudist Remembers
     

    

    
     By the Nudist, North Norway
    

    
     For my own part, I have been cultivating the many pleasures of nudism for many years. Of course, being a nudist was difficult back at the beginning, because there weren't very many places where it was possible to be together with like-minded people in peace. The first authorized beach I visited was at Piteå in Sweden. There was great excitement the first day, but I discovered that both excitement and curiosity disappeared pretty quickly on account of the laid-back atmosphere that rules over the beach. I had just passed twenty, was single and alone on holiday. On the very first day, I got to know two couples who were holidaying together. One of the couples had a daughter, Janne, while the others had two 18-year old sons, Karl and Gunnar. One day was exceptionally warm, and all eight of us lay sweating on the beach. We had to keep going out for a dip to cool down, and I
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    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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