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Jaime had been right about Nótt. Longyearbyen was a small town, with a population of a little over two thousand hardy souls.

And me.

I wasn’t in the slightest bit hardy, and a single night filled with unexpected passion and daylight had done me in.

“There’s no reason for you to get up,” Jaime had said when she’d disturbed me in what I assumed was arbitrarily ‘the morning’. “You can sleep in as long as you want. I’ve got a busy day. Errands to run.”

“Can’t you put them off?”

Jaime pulled her hand out of my grip and continued her preparations – preparations which were seriously hampered by the fact that my gear was strewn around the sofa which had doubled as my bed.

“You can lounge around in here, or you can go and sleep in my bed. The blackout blinds are better in there, so it might give you a chance to-”

“Or?” I suggested, looking for the option where I got to spend time with Jaime.

“Or you could head out and stretch your legs. Explore. Just don’t go past the polar bear signs.”

“Do the polar bears understand the signs?”

“No. But humans do, and you need to have a gun and know how to use it if you’re heading out of town.”

“You’ve got a gun?”

Jaime indicated her backpack, from which a rifle was poking out of the top and bottom.

“Jesus,” I muttered. “Polar bears? Terminator women? Now Jaime’s got a gun?”

Jaime smiled. “Do you want anything before I go?”

I pulled her down and stretched up so that I could kiss her.

“There’s toothpaste in the bathroom,” Jaime said, simultaneously sniggering and wrinkling her nose having disengaged more quickly than I would have liked. “And a new toothbrush in the cabinet in case you didn’t bring one.”

“Where are you going?” I asked, as Jamie gathered her things together, clearly hampered by the way my gear was scattered about the place.

“There’s a cruise ship in. I get to play at being a guide today.”

“It doesn’t sound like it’s a game if you have to take a rifle with you,” I said, feeling a surge of adrenaline; I hadn’t realised that life on Svalbard was so dangerous. “Have you ever had to shoot anything?”

“There’s been a few tourists who have deserved a bullet,” Jaime said, covering her mouth as she laughed.

“Have you ever had to shoot a polar bear?”

Jaime’s face screwed up. “No! There’s a lot of things that have to go wrong before you have to shoot. I did see one swimming in Van Mijenfjorden about a month ago. It was magnificent.”

“Is that near where you’re going today?”

Jaime laughed. “No. We try and keep the tourists away from the polar bears. The bears are all on the sea ice on the east side of the island hunting seals right now. We’re on the west.”

“Right,” I said, trying to work out how much danger Jaime was going to be in.

“I’ve done this a dozen times,” Jaime said, bending down to kiss me on the forehead, making a show of staying away from my mouth. “It’s sweet that you’re worried, but you needn’t be. It’s just how life is up here.”

“Well, I’m not sure that I like it,” I grumbled.

“You seemed to like it alright last night,” Jaime reasoned.

Shards of sexual memories shattered my world.

The taste of Jaime’s mouth as it had opened against mine as we’d kissed.

The feel of her hand on my cock as she’d masturbated me to orgasm.

The sight of my spunk on her body.

And my piss streaming down over her.

The taste of her creaming cunt as I made her come better than anyone had ever made her come.

The feel of her piss in my mouth and throat and stomach.

My stomach growled.

“There’s bread and spreads and fruit and veg,” Jaime said, using her hand to give a vague indication of where I should start searching.

“I’m not hungry for food.”

Jamie stopped in the process of packing something into a pocket of her red rucksack, and as she cast a sideways glance in my direction, I pulled the blanket down to reveal that I had a full erection… at which point, Jaime’s shock turned her mouth into the perfect orifice for receiving my eager manhood. “Does that thing ever go down?”

It was so primal, so freeing, so empowering to just wank off in front of Jaime after all this time… after all these years. “You know that I’m hard most of the time I’m around you.”

Jaime conceded the point with a subtle nod of her head.

“I know it’s new for you, but this is normal for me, plus I’ve got PTCD.”

Jaime frowned. “PTCD?”

“Post Traumatic Charlotte Disorder.”

Jaime laughed, and it was a wonderful thing which made me bash the bishop right the way up towards an orgasm.

“You’re going to do yourself a mischief going at it like that. Remember that the medical facilities here are pretty limited; they won’t be able to sew it back on.”

“I can’t help it. You’re just so sexy.”

“You think this is sexy?” Jaime asked, modelling the shapeless woolly jumper, thick combat trousers and leather walking boots that made up her ensemble.

“You know that you’ve always been sexy to me,” I said, giving my cock a few quick strokes to bring it to the boil once again. “Two of my favourite sexy things are looking into your eyes and kissing those lips.”

“They’re still two of your favourite things?” Jaime challenged, giving her tits a squeeze. “Even after last night.”

“Knowing about the rest is a bonus.”

“A bonus?”

“It makes everything else even better. It’s more about what we did with it which matters.”

Jaime paused her preparations and looked at me. “I know what you mean. Last night was really good. For both of us.”

“Good? It was unbelievable. Did you have any idea that that was going to happen?”

“No. I need to scoot.”

“Any chance of a quick hand job?”

“No.”

“A quick flash of those perfect boobs?”

“Perfect?”

“They’re yours, for starters.”

“Hmmm.”

“They’re not too big-”

“Certainly not.”

“Definitely not too small. Beautiful nipples and a wonderful shape. Sexy skin. I’ll bet they feel-”

Jaime was amused but shook her head. “My perfect boobs are strapped and wrapped for the day.”

“How’s about a quick pee before you go?”

Jaime’s eyes fluttered. “If you really want to do it, we need to do it now.”

“Now’s good for me,” I said, shuffling up the sofa.

“I am not peeing on my sofa-bed! If you really want it, you need to get into the bath.”

Ten seconds later, I was in the bath, wanking furiously as Jaime undid her belt buckle and unzipped her trousers. As I looked up from within the bath, her heart-shaped bottom appeared directly over my face. Ironically, the lighting was soft and glowy, so I couldn’t see the full details of her sex… but I could see enough to fuel my lusty urges and the nervous excitement pulsing through my veins.

“I was worried that I might have been dreaming,” I whispered.

“Me too,” Jaime said softly, using the fingers of her right hand to spread her labia.

“Oh my God,” I groaned. “This just got seriously X-rated.”

I was looking for Jaime’s urethral opening when the first hot and heavy wet droplets fell on my right cheek and trickled down onto my neck.

As I watched the individual droplets of pee falling, it was like being in a trance; I was so aroused that it felt like my whole body was vibrating. Twisting and wriggling, I tried to put my mouth where the droplets were falling, anticipating that there would be more.

But there weren’t.

“Do you want me to aim for your mouth?” Jaime asked.

I hadn’t noticed that there was a gap between her thighs and the edge of the bath; a letterbox through which she had been watching.

But she clearly had been watching.

I felt violated and thrilled as we made eye contact, perhaps because it meant Jaime had seen my natural reaction; there had been nothing fake about the way I had chased my friend and lover’s urine.

We both gasped as moisture started dripping down again and I got a headrush as Jaime shifted so that her urine dripped into my mouth – the first time anyone had deliberately fulfilled my deep sexual longing.

It had to be her.

I needed it to be her.

This wouldn’t have been right with anyone else…

As we made eye contact once again, I felt the connection between us deepen. And it was that connection which turned me on more than anything else as Jaime produced a more powerful flow.

I liked seeing the way her stream snapped into existence; liked the way it filled my universe; I could hear it and smell it and taste it and feel its heat.

I’m the only person in the world who will ever experience this stream in this way…

It was so intimate.

And taboo.

So gloriously perverted as I sucked air through my nose, allowing me to swallow a proper mouthful of Jaime’s piss.

I knew she was watching me because I heard her gasp; knew she was watching because as I closed my mouth to swallow, she rolled up onto her right buttock and pissed like a dog scent-marking a lamppost… except she scent-marked my entire body, focusing with deliberate intent on my cock.

How could I not come?

It was so gloriously decadent; more than I had even dared to fantasise about.

I’m watching Jaime piss on me…

But then the flow stopped.

“I can’t reach the toilet paper,” she said suggestively; I’d never heard Jaime use that tone and I felt a new mental manila folder to hold the best of my future spank bank material with the title ‘Real Jaime’.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I want you to lick me clean.”

Jaime!

Fuck!

My heart skipped a beat and my stomach growled, sounding exponentially louder than it had in the living room.

“It sounds like you need something to eat,” Jaime said, inviting me to fill my mouth with creamy female flesh.

Softness.

Sweetness.

Saltiness.

And heat.

“I need more space,” I whispered.

“They’re going to kill me,” Jaime said, undoing the long laces on her boots so that she could prise them off and kick her combat trousers to the floor and whip her knickers off.

Before I knew it, I was lying in the bath and Jaime was spreading her legs and tilting her pelvis to offer her open cunt to my mouth.

‘OMG! I can’t believe I’m doing this!’ I thought, pressing my mouth into the delicious heat.

But then it got even better.

Jaime made a happy surprised sound… and then I echoed that very same sound.

OMG! I can’t believe she’s doing that!

Having Jaime’s cunt thrust into my face had had an inevitable effect on my cock. To my surprise, I felt a hand grasp and lift my engorged, twitching manhood… and then something soft and wet and wonderful slipped over the tip.

Jaime created a gentle vacuum with her mouth and worked miracles by running the tip of her tongue around the rim of my glans while using that amateurish wanking technique.

Jaime is giving me a blowjob!

Jaime!

I sighed in response to what she was doing to my cock, and the sound clearly had an intense physical impact on my lesbian lover.

And the intensity had an impact on me… a series of much more forceful moans escaped from deep within my soul / chest as she kissed and licked the fully-exposed crown of my cock; it felt like she was trying to get the tip of her tongue inside my pee hole.

“Did you just come?” Jaime asked.

“No,” I murmured contentedly into her cunt.

“Your cock’s leaking.”

“That’s pre-cum.”

“Pre-cum?”

“Your mouth waters when presented with a tasty treat, right? Right now, I’ve got a perfect sexual smorgasbord where all I can see, smell and taste are your pussy, labia, legs, bum, and arsehole. What do I kiss and lick first? Pre-cum is just sexual saliva. Everything getting super-excited and ready to blow.”

Jaime laughed, which was an amazing sensation given that she was holding the sensitive tip of my cock against her lips. “I never thought I’d be ready to blow.”

“Me neither,” I gasped, giggling happily as I did to Jaime’s cunt what she was doing to my cock only with utmost effort and concentration; I knew that technically, what I was doing wasn’t as good as the first time I had gone down on her, but it didn’t seem to matter. 

When you’re both properly into it, 69s are hard!

But I thought back about what I had learnt; what I had liked, and Jaime had loved about my mouth and her cunt that first time.

Soft.

Passionate.

Deep.

“I love your pissy pussy,” I muttered.

“I can… tell,” Jaime groaned, and I felt the simultaneous victory and loss as she was forced to break off from what she was doing to my cock; she knew to keep stimulating, but her hand was too loose, the movement too slow, the action too soft.

But the fact that she didn’t know what to do with a cock made me feel warm and fuzzy inside as I went back to licking the insides of her labia.

Having anyone else lightly, slowly and softly jacking me off wouldn’t have worked; it wouldn’t have worked at all.

But it felt like the sensitivity on my cock was off the charts.

It’s working.

Her feathery touches are working!

“You’re gonna make me come,” I warned, trying to control my breathing so that the tension in my groin remained manageable.

Jaime did exactly the right things; her grip tightened, and her strokes accelerated… and she put her mouth over the tip.

Oh God! She’s going to make me do it into her mouth!

The quasi-incestuous nature of our relationship added another layer of forbidden thrills over and above the fact that Jaime was a genuine lesbian and I’d been chasing her tail for the best part of a decade without success.

It’s years since she’s even let me French kiss her… and now she’s…

I groaned as I remembered the times I had imagined Jaime doing this very thing to me; those thoughts forced even more blood into the bulbous purple head of my cock.

‘Even if we never do anything else, nothing can ever take this away,’ I thought, trying to focus on what Jaime was doing to me while also giving generously.

Jaime’s every move brought me achingly closer to orgasm; the way she had widened her mouth to accommodate my increasingly-swollen glans; the way she had flattened her tongue.

Is she deliberately teasing me?

Every movement of her mouth was different; she teased the head and only the head several times, then took it deeper. The next moment, she was sucking and swallowing as her lips grazed the flaring ridges of my crown… and then she was back up to caress only the sensitised tip again.

It was both maddening and wonderful, heightening the tension to the point where there was simply no holding back.

My arousal concentrated down into a mass of super-sensual lust which fired up, lava-like, through the inside of my cock.

Jaime had seen me come; she knew what she was in for as my cock erupted while invading the personal space of her mouth… and it was her acceptance of that fact – with my cock in that soft, warm and wet suckling space - which made the orgasm burn like a supernova.

Technically, it wasn’t the best blowjob I’d ever experienced – if I was being brutally honest, it wasn’t in the top 100.

But I felt it more than any other orgasm in my life… because of who had given it to me and how.

As Jaime sucked and swallowed, I was very aware that this might be a one-time thing.

‘Lesbians don’t do this,’ I thought… and for a moment, she wasn’t; my throbbing cock was free in the open air, the wet heat of Jaime’s mouth rapidly leaching away.

“Sorry,” she muttered. “There was so much and I needed to swallow and breathe.”

I was so happy that I wanted to cry… especially when the blast of cool air was replaced by a soft, hot suckling sensation.

Will it always feel like the first time when the heat of Jaime’s mouth descends on my cock?

I couldn’t remember ever having felt it so acutely when other women had sucked me off.

‘Don’t think of other women, for there is no one I’d rather was doing this,’ I thought, scolding myself.

Stay in the moment!

While I was in that moment, I buried my face between Jaime’s legs, with my nose trying to force its way into her anus while my open mouth engaged with her slippery cunt, my tongue riding along its ridges before delving into its delicious valleys.

My body still pulsating with ecstasy, I pressed the tip into her openings.

I lapped at her clitoris.

And her urethral opening.

Before pointedly penetrating her vagina; it might only have been by millimetres, but it was another momentous event in the sexual relationship which had never seemed possible.

As I delighted in the sensation of Jaime’s heated, wet flesh yielding around my tongue, Jaime orgasmed.

I felt the warning of it as a hurricane blowing back and forth over and around my cock, then I was being battered and bashed against the restrictions of the bath as Jaime’s body jerked and spasmed with stunning violence.

There was some pain, but it felt so damned good to satisfy my curiosity. “So damned good.”

“You need to let go,” Jaime said, wriggling her hips. “I’d love to stay, really I would, but this is my livelihood. It’s hard to survive up here, I need to do this to put food on the table.”

Only as Jaime shifted position was I able to hear the warble of her mobile phone – no doubt someone enquiring as to why she was half-naked in the bath with me as opposed to being wherever the rendezvous was for picking up the tourists.

“You gave me a blowjob,” I whispered. Saying the words out loud released what felt like a tidal wave of dopamine.

“Yes,” Jaime said, licking her lips as she patted down her hair before reaching for her knickers.

“You swallowed my spunk,” I whispered, my body giving me another spike of chemical well-being.

“Not a very good one,” Jaime said, maybe having not heard my previous comment.

“Best blowjob of my life,” I proclaimed.

“I didn’t know what I was doing.”

“Doesn’t matter. My cock loves you almost as much as I do. It was delighted to make acquaintances with your mouth.”

That made Jaime pause, and for a moment, I thought I’d done enough to make her take a duvet day to indulge her new-found oral desires as she considered my cock.

“My jaw needs a rest. What we just did doesn’t come naturally for a lesbian.”

I huffed with amusement.

“What are your plans for the day?”

“Well, before last night and this morning, I had been planning on having a dirty wank with some of your knickers.”

Jaime laughed while continuing to get dressed. “You’re still doing that?”

“I’ve not done it for years.”

“Do you do it with other women, or is it just me?”

“You know it’s only you,” I said, casually stroking my cock. “You know most women freak out if you ask to borrow their underwear as a masturbation aid, especially if they’ve repeatedly refused to have sex with you.”

“So long as you follow the rules, we’ll both be happy.”

The rules regarding my access to Jaime’s underwear were that what I did remained secret. No underwear was to ‘go missing’ and it all had to be undamaged and freshly laundered when it was returned. “The rules haven’t changed, even though our relationship has… developed?”

“I’ll have to think about that.”

“Where’s the stripy bikini you were wearing last night?”

“On the chair in my bedroom, but I was intending to wear that again before I wash it. Honestly!”

The last comment was in response to the fact that my cock was fully erect; how could it not be as I thought back to my days at university when I’d explained to Jaime how much a pair of plain cotton briefs could ‘work’; how her handing them over to me knowing what I was intending to do with them added to the arousal.

The first pair I had borrowed were maroon – officially ‘burgundy’ - Marks & Spencer’s lace briefs. Oh man, I could remember exactly how intoxicating it had been when I had turned them inside out and pushed them against my face, pressing my nose and mouth against fabric which had been between Jamie’s legs, pressing against her femininity; rubbing against her pubic mound and labia, maybe cutting into the soft flesh where it had soaked up her flowery, sweet scent.

And urine.

“Do you remember when I got you to pee through a pair of knickers before lending them to me?”

Jaime squinted as she mentally looked into our murky past. “When you bought me a pack of underwear for your birthday and got me to urinate through one pair while the others were in a breakfast bowl?”

“Best birthday present ever,” I declared, feeling the experience from the past wrap a warm blanket of arousal and acceptance around me in the moment; that was what Jaime did for me which no-one else ever had.

She knew me.

Really knew me.

Everyone else knew parts of me, but Jaime knew everything; there were no secrets.

No surprises.

No filters.

Just acknowledgement and acceptance.

“How do I look?” Jaime asked, patting down her sex-ruffled ensemble.

“Perfect,” I said, mentally undressing my friend as I stroked my cock – which was sticky with her drying saliva - with a hand which was sticky with her drying piss.

“You’re easy to please.”

“You’re my best friend and I love you and you just pissed on me and gave me a blowjob,” I said. “I’m allowed to be biased.”

Jaime’s phone started warbling again. “I need to go.”

“Let me see you out,” I said, jumping out of the bath, delighted to see little rivulets of Jaime’s urine release as I got up.

“Don’t you dare give me a hug or a kiss,” Jaime said, eyeballing my unwashed body, retreating as she might from an advancing polar bear – although I noticed that her gaze was drawn to my bouncing cock.

“I hope your day is as fun as mine will be,” I said, glancing into Jaime’s bedroom.

“Washing powder is under the sink, you know for my bikini? Afterwards? This is my only spare key. Please look after it if you go out.”

I nodded, my heart catching in my chest as Jaime picked up the backpack which contained the hunting rifle and live ammunition. “Stay safe,” I said, leaning forward for a kiss.

“Try not to damage anything,” Jaime said, giving my cock a quick tug in lieu of going near my manky mouth. “I’ll be back late afternoon.”

And then she was gone, and I took my sticky erection into Jaime’s bedroom and started to do wicked and wonderful things with her bikini and the contents of her laundry basket.

*****

After a morning of truly monumental masturbatory indulgence with a variety of Jaime’s underwear, followed by a well-earned snooze and some careful laundry action, I decided to head out into a chilly, grey-lidded afternoon in Longyearbyen. “This is June,” I muttered to myself, pulling my zip a little higher, wondering how brutal it would be in the depths of winter, surrounded by freezing fjords, glaciers and permafrost.

My weather app said it was three degrees Celsius, which meant it was 20 degrees colder than when I had set off from Birmingham.

But I guess I am just over 800 miles from the North Pole!

That thought put a spring in my step and I walked at pace past the brightly-painted accommodation, thinking about what it would have been like before the first commercial flights began a service in the mid-1970s. The sea ice would come in, cutting Longyearbyen off from the rest of the world.

No way in.

No way out.

Just an unrelenting night that would go on for more than 100 days.

Something else was unrelenting; clumps of tourists clogging the pavements and shops with their directionless meandering. I remembered reading about Doxey’s Irritation Index and wondered where on the sliding scale from ‘Euphoria’ through ‘Apathy’ and ‘Annoyance’ into ‘Antagonism’ the local residents were; would the slide be exacerbated by the fact that the population introduced by just one cruise ship outnumbered the local population? Or would the fragile economy and remoteness make the Svalbardians see the tourists in a more positive light?

Jaime had certainly been determined to abandon our morning fun in favour of looking after a bunch of these bodies. Hoping that I might be able to catch a glimpse of her in action, I walked towards the water and followed the throng heading back and forth towards the ship.

And that was when I saw her; not Jaime… but the Norse goddess of the night sky.

“Nótt,” I breathed, having that same ‘life in danger’ reaction as I watched the Terminator-like woman wrestling with an oversized tyre. As I watched, she bounced the huge tyre into the back of the most outrageous offroad vehicle I had ever seen.

“Hei!” Nótt called in my direction, having not only sensed me watching, but having stepped forward and addressing me while smiling.

“Hey,” I said, trying to avoid imagining the body underneath the dirty coveralls… those weird pubes. “That’s a big…” I was going to say vehicle, but my mind was stopped in its tracks as Nótt unzipped her coveralls to the bottom of her ribs.

“It’s a 44-inch Nokian Hakkapeliitta. I guess you don’t need these in Birmingham?” she asked, giving the tyre a friendly slap.

She knows I live in Birmingham?

“How much does that weigh?” I asked, mentally scrabbling.

Nótt looked impressed with me; evidently, that was a good question. “70 kilos? It has excellent grip, durability and flotation capabilities in deep snow. The relative low weight and power of the F150 make it very capable.”

I had an idea that the woman I was talking to was equally capable.

“The long wheelbase and low centre of gravity give great climbing and side slope performance, although this one’s not for me. I need to go and drop it off. You want to come along for the ride? See a bit of the island?”

Don’t get into a vehicle with the terminator!

“Jaime’s just taken another load… up on the fossil hike. We can be out and finished before she gets back. It’ll give us time to talk.”

Talk?

There was something about the casual way Nótt mentioned about Jaime having ‘taken another load’ which drew me in; something intimate and knowing.

Nótt opened the door of the F150, and I saw that there were two long-barrelled guns in a ceiling-mounted rack.

“You’re not planning on killing me and burying my body, are you?”

Nótt laughed and shook her head. “You’re not allowed to die on Svalbard, and nobody gets buried because of the permafrost. Come on. Come with me. It’ll be fun.”

If your idea of ‘fun’ is having a woman drive an overly-powerful monster truck at high speed along dirt roads while pointing out various facts and features of the stark landscape, the next 30 minutes were a lot of fun.

I learnt about the Svalbard archipelago - Svalbarð literally translating to ‘cold shores’ in Old Norse – and the main island of Spitsbergen - the name meaning ‘pointy mountain’ in Dutch, courtesy of explorer Willem Barentsz.

But I was more interested in what I learnt about my Norwegian host after she had dropped the tyre off with the eccentric chap whose name was a mouthful of Norwegian which sounded like a puppy falling down some stairs.

“You didn’t understand a word he was saying,” Nótt said, sounding highly amused as she span all four wheels as well as the steering wheel as she pulled away from the remote lodge. “I understood what you were saying in the sauna.”

“Your English is very good,” I said, holding on for grim death and watching where we were going, even if Nótt wasn’t.

Especially because Nótt wasn’t.

“About heartbreak. About being betrayed. About being cheated on.”

There was a crack of emotion which made me worry about the F150 ending up in the icy-cold waters of the fjord on purpose. “If you want to talk, will you please stop?”

Nótt brought the heavy truck to an abrupt, gravel-strewn halt.

“My boyfriend dumped me in favour of an exotic girl from Romania with big boobs and a bigger bum.”

I wasn’t sure whether or not that was a joke and, given that there were two lethal weapons within reaching distance and we were in a wilderness potentially filled with polar bears, I decided to play it safe and so gave a neutral reaction.

“That is why I am here. He said I was too cold. Stiff and uptight?” Nótt looked at me to see if she had chosen the correct words in English. “He said I was boring.”

I choked on the word ‘boring’.

A gun-toting girl making a living as a car mechanic in the high Arctic, who spent naked nights in public was about as far from boring as I could imagine.

“Wow.”

“In the last, he was right. Which is why I came here. My life was so homogenous. Here, it is not so homogenous, I think?” Nótt opened the door and stepped out.

I felt obliged to do the same, although I was wary about the woman jumping back in and racing off back to Longyearbyen alone.

“At least here, I feel as though I can breathe,” Nótt said, shrugging her shoulders out of the coveralls. “You feel it too.”

I wasn’t sure what I was feeling as Nótt continued to strip.

“You have seen me already naked, no?” she asked, noticing that I was feeling distinctly uncomfortable as she lifted her vest far enough to expose her breasts.

“Well, yes.”

“And I have seen also what you like.”

I couldn’t help but look as Nótt pulled her underwear down. The oddly phallic pubes had gone, replaced with a bare patch of skin.

“What you saw last night was…” Nótt laughed. “When a woman has a full bush because she doesn’t care?”

I nodded.

“And then wants to wear a bikini in the sauna, but doesn’t want to bother shaving everything?”

I smiled and nodded, seeing how a woman could end-up with a hair-penis.

“But then she hopes that someone might want to look?” she said, giving her bare mound a quick rub.

“I shouldn’t really be looking,” I said, mostly as an instruction to myself.

Not after what happened with Jaime… what else might happen with Jaime.

“If a woman is naked in a public place, anyone can look,” Nótt reasoned.

I swallowed, definitely looking as Nótt expertly climbed onto the hood of the F150. She sat there, with only a pale blue woollen hat protecting her body from the chill.

But then she did something which made heat explode through my whole body; she peed.

Just for a second or two; so quick that I thought I’d imagined it, although there were telltale beads of wetness making their escape down the F150’s paintwork.

“You said your wife never did this for you,” Nótt said, releasing another quick squirt. “You said Charlotte deliberately hid this from you. I want you to know that not all women are like Charlotte. Some of us are like Jaime, but different from Jaime because we like to fuck men.”

Suddenly, there were tears in my eyes and they weren’t there because of the cold wind.

I wasted so much time on that fucking bitch when there were women-

My train of thought was derailed as Nótt casually dipped the tip of her index finger into a sputtering fountain of urine and then stuck it in her mouth and sucked on it like a lollypop. She had her eyes closed as she did it; she wasn’t doing it to tease me or please me; she was doing it because she wanted to.

Because she liked it.

She liked it so much that she did it again.

She’s like me; she likes pee…

Because of my predilection for pee, on the third repetition, Nótt nearly poked me in the eye… because my mouth was down between her legs, with my chin resting on the bonnet. Aside from watching me, she didn’t do anything differently, which meant she pissed straight into my mouth.

Maybe she is a bit stiff, and boring… but she’s definitely not uptight… at least not about watersports.

Maybe she’s just shocked…

Nótt’s urine was genuinely delicious, and there was a small reaction from the Norwegian when I swallowed and made it clear that I wanted more.

“I have not done this before,” she said, giving her goose pimpled breasts a squeeze before dropping her hand down and giving her clitoral hood a rub.

“I’d like it very much if you did it again,” I said, my need for pee totally at the mercy of a woman – a near stranger - who could choose whether or not to indulge me.

Nótt used her fingers to spread her labia and a kind of mania surge from my eyes to my brain and down my spine and into my cock as I saw her urethral opening and watched the flesh protrude as Nótt pressed down on her bladder.

My cock was in my hand by the time another fluttering wetness found my extended tongue and I could have spunked my load against the F150’s oversized tyre if I’d thought that was the peak of my encounter with Nótt.

“Dette smaker jævlig bra,” I murmured, hoping that I was getting the meaning and pronunciation right in telling Nótt that, ‘This tastes damn good.’

Her expression actually changed, with surprise morphing into delight and… perhaps desire.

“Can I lick you?” I asked, hoping to take advantage of my linguistic skills.

“Of course,” Nótt replied, rubbing her clitoral hood as she shuffled her crotch towards the edge of the bonnet… towards my mouth.

Everything I had seen about this woman indicated that she was totally fearless, and she certainly had no qualms about oral sex.

With her perched up high, it was easy to let the Terminator fantasy run in a different direction, with ideas of the powerful woman dominating me.

Sticking my tongue out, I ran it lightly from the opening of her vagina, up around her urethral opening before mirroring what she had been doing with her fingers around her clitoris.

We clearly wanted the same thing, and our bodies pressed together and then moved together. Abandoning my cock, I used both hands to pull her crotch onto my mouth and probed, licked and sucked with joyful abandon, relishing the fact that I was capturing her sex juices and urine every time I swallowed.

I was going absolutely nuts even before she pissed directly into my mouth. Although I was concentrating on her flexing pee hole, I felt her stiff clitoris at the top of my tongue-sweeps and as soon as I redirected just a moment of attention onto it, Nótt orgasmed.

She wailed a string of Norwegian as she spasmed against my mouth, her hands and legs holding my head in place as she rode out long waves of ecstasy. “You like licking and pee, I think.”

“More than like,” I said, “have you got any more?”

“I have maybe a little, but we share? I give to you, you give to me? Yes?”

Oh fuck, yes!

Knowing what Nótt wanted me to do with her piss made it even more special as she ground her cunt against my mouth. I wanked myself right to the edge of an orgasm before backing off just in time.

Nótt peed – just a trickle - but it made my pleasure blossom and although I didn’t come, my cock did get super-slippery as it leaked with excitement.

Then my whole body felt like it was leaking with excitement as I transported the mouthful of precious golden cargo to Nótt’s lips.

She kissed me and the angles and gravity meant that as we opened our mouths, her urine escaped from mine into hers, lubricating our tongues as they swirled against each other. She let out a soft moan – as did I – in response to what was such an erotic, nasty thing to do.

The cold might have been biting at our bare skin, but I’d never felt hotter as we piss-kissed.

“Oh God!” I gasped, suddenly aware of why a particular part of my anatomy was feeling hot.

My cock was inside Nótt.

I hadn’t thought about fucking her; hadn’t made a decision as to whether I would do it… but having found my cock inside the woman, I didn’t fight it.

There was just a natural flow; everything I did, my body just wanted more.

My cock felt swollen and slick as Nótt started rocking in place, clearly savouring the way I was filling her; my hands found her breasts – the skin cold and rough, but the flesh soft and pliable.

Nótt gasped and placed her hands over mine, indicating that I should squeeze harder; should apply more pressure.

Having anchored my hands in place, her piss-flavoured mouth found mine and her fingers knotted in my hair. There was no awkwardness – only an urgent need as we fell into a rhythm which allowed the pressure to build by degrees.

“That feels so fucking good,” I panted, wondering whether the scent and noise of our coupling might be attracting polar bears.

The fear tightened my balls.

Made my cock throb and my insides flutter.

“Where should I come?” I asked, imagining Nótt kneeling down beside the truck, me standing over her, stroking my cock as I directed hot cum over her tits and face.

“Up my arse,” she replied. “I want it up my arse.”

I staggered back and watched in shock as Nótt slid off the piss-coated bonnet, turned around and stretched her right knee high up on to the abused bodywork. She spat on two fingers and then unceremoniously worked them into her arse.

I mirrored her actions, conjuring some saliva from a mouth which was suddenly dry, and within 30 seconds, Nótt declared herself ready. “Should I-” I asked, staring in wonder at the curve of thigh-meets-arse-meets-cunt.

“Just shove it in,” she said.

I did… and it was so fucking tight. “Are you sure-”

Nótt nodded frantically and there was no denying the positive reaction as I pushed into her. “Oh fuck!” she squealed. “I want it. Come in me! Come in my tight… fucking… ass!”

Was it my imagination, or did her ass clench around my cock as a punctuation to each word?

30 seconds of Arctic air had literally sucked the heat out of my cock, and I had to work to get back to where I had been – which meant giving Nótt’s arse a vigorous fucking.

She looked back at me, and for the first time I saw reactions and responses; I delighted in making her eyes bulge and roll; her eyebrows rise and her forehead crease.

This girl really does love a good ass-fucking.

Maybe as much as Charlotte did when she was feeling really dirty…

Anger turbo-charged the motion of my hips, causing them to crash into Nótt’s buttocks, meaning she was taking every millimetre of my thick, hard dick again and again. There was a kind of ferocious desperation to set something free – because of that fucking bitch of an ex-wife and her beautiful arse - and every raging thrust caused Nótt to moan a little louder.

I clawed at her cold tits with one hand and rubbed her slippery cunt with the other, using her hole to warm my own numbed fingers.

Her hot and slippery insides clenched around my cock and fingers, squeezing and milking.

“Come with me,” I hissed, trying to focus on Nótt, rather than the ruination of my marriage. “I know you’re so damn close.”

“I was waiting for you,” Nótt said, causing a chemical fire in my groin with the way she looked at me.

Waiting for me?

I held back for a few moments, just to be sure that I would be able to lock away the memories of the vista with the waters of the fjord and the mountains and the sun coming out from behind the clouds and Nótt’s expression and the way her body was positioned and the way her arse felt around my cock as it plunged in and out of that forbidden orifice.

Made damn sure that the memories would be of Nótt, rather than Charlotte.

Then I let the orgasm catch and drag me into a sexual oblivion, clinging to Nótt’s spasming body as my legs went weak as all my energies went into firing my load as far up Nótt’s arse as possible.

As far up not-Charlotte’s arse as possible.

“Owww!” she moaned, holding her hand over her gaping arsehole when my cock finally slipped free.

“I’ve never done that without lube before,” I said, trying to trick my muscles into making a sympathetic face.

“Me neither, but I was in the mood,” she said, wrapping her spare hand around my flaccid cock. “There’s one more thing I want from this before I drive you back to town.”

“Which is?”

“What you were doing to Jaime outside the sauna last night.”

“You saw that?”

“You pissing all over her? I would say that you were more into it than she was. I’ll be into it as much as you.”

I could only stare as Nótt sank down with her back against the oversized tyre. Just as when I had been looking at my phone’s screen in Oslo airport, I found myself seeing Charlotte.

Charlotte!

You fucking bitch! Get out of my brain!

I tried shaking my head to clear the hallucination… which didn’t work, so I was still seeing my ex-wife when a soft hissing sound announced that she was having a wee.

I knew it wasn’t real because Charlotte would never have given me the pleasure of urinating where I could see her. Still, the sight and sound of the yellow stream made my mouth water and encouraged me to…

My cooling cock tingled with desire as I took aim. After several delicious moments of watching Charlotte piss an impressive stream into the gravel, I managed one little squirt.

The quantity might have been small, but the effect was mighty for both of us; Charlotte opened her mouth in shock or protest, offering me a chance to deliberately piss into it… but Nótt accepted it.

It was weird how normal it felt as Charlotte flickered out of existence and Nótt appeared in her place.

There’s definitely something wrong with me…

“I’ve never pissed on a beautiful blonde before,” I said, sighing with happiness at finding myself in the Arctic wilderness with the Norwegian mechanic with the broken heart.

As opposed to me with my broken brain!

“You should have married me, rather than Charlotte. Then, I think-”

At the mention of Charlotte’s name, she reappeared… and I pissed on her properly, unleashing my full flow as I swept my aim from side to side, washing over her bare breasts and nipples and thighs… and then when she knocked her hat off her head, I pissed on her face and into her hair.

The action satisfied something which had been building up - and had been pent up - for years; I knew it wasn’t Charlotte in front of me, yet…

Instead of trying to fight the intrusive visualisations, I embraced them.

Angry butterflies danced through my insides as I used my thick and fast flow to vandalise those blonde locks and force those blue eyes closed.

And that smiling mouth open.

A blinding rush of arousal swirled through my veins.

Clouded my mind.

I pissed in Charlotte’s mouth until my bladder was empty, and then, filled with giddy joy, I ducked down and kissed her like a teenager… and kept up with my greedy kisses until we were in a standing position… and I realised that Nótt wasn’t kissing me back.

“Will you and Jaime be coming to the sauna tonight?”

“Tonight?” I repeated, my logical mind elbowing its way back into my consciousness. “I’ll have to ask her.”

“Do. I’ve got a group booking from midnight. A special arrangement. The two of you would be most welcome…”

“I’ll have to see if she’s talking to me first.”

How do I go about explaining this?

I’m a piss slut, driven by my urges, crossing boundaries I never thought I’d cross?

My imagination worked on Jaime’s reaction.

Hurt?

Disappointment?

My stomach dropped.

She might be… murderous… and that phrase had a totally different significance when there was a firearm at hand.

The phrase ‘no one is allowed to die on Svalbard’ didn’t hold much reassurance as I wondered what the future held as I watched a piss-drenched Nótt getting dressed.
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