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“Isn’t it epic?” Jamie asked, squeezing my arm so hard that she interrupted my blood supply. “I mean, who gets to do this?”

“No-one gets to do this,” I said, although I was referring to spending some alone time with the girl I loved under the midnight sun while sipping whisky, rather than trying to spot a blue whale which had wandered into the inky blue waters of Svalbard’s Isforden.

“It’s so inspiring,” Jaime continued, sounding as though seeing a whale had caused a profound psychological transformation. “I feel so grateful to be here, sharing this with you.”

On that point, we could both agree.

Jaime had ended-up in Svalbard because she had been running away from something, but her adventure in the Arctic had been an eye-opening, life-changing experience… and now she was re-living that experience as she shared it with me.

“It is stunning,” I said, looking not at the scenery, but at my lover.

“It’s awe-inspiring. I’ve seen things I never thought I’d see here. Northern lights. A frozen ocean, studied with icebergs, polar bears… now a blue whale.”

‘I’ve seen things I never thought I’d see,’ I thought, feeling a stirring in my underwear as I looked at the way Jaime’s purple and turquoise heavy-knit jumper moulded to her breasts.

I’ve never found a jumper so alluring!

“There!” Jaime screeched, jumping up and down in a way that made me grateful I had put my thumb over the top of the bottle of Port Charlotte.

Watching the way her tits bounced with only the support of a bikini top was of much more interest to me than spotting a member of the largest animal ever known to have lived on Earth.

However, at Jaime’s insistence, I turned my gaze in time to see an animate wave forming where the glassy water was bulging over the whale’s back. Shortly afterwards, a small black dorsal fin broke the surface and then a fluke appeared and smoothly slid into the water, barely leaving a ripple.

“Eeeeeek! It makes me feel so small and so privileged,” Jaime screeched, interrupting my blood supply again.

“It’s odd to look out and know that there’s something so big in there,” I said.

“I know what you’re talking about,” Jaime replied, switching her gaze to the front of my jeans before giving my cock a little squeeze. “Thanks for indulging me.”

“You’re welcome. I wouldn’t have wanted you to feel as though you had missed out.” In truth, I did feel as though I was missing out a little by having been dragged out of the love nest we had; the breakthrough in our relationship meant that my third night in Svalbard would be spent in Jamie’s bed, rather than on the sofa or in her bath, and although waking up in that bath had been one of my favourite life experiences…

I didn’t really begrudge the text message which had dragged us out after midnight as time had no meaning for me in Svalbard.

So long as I’m with Jaime.

Plus, it had been an ambition to drink whisky on the Arctic shores under the glare of the midnight sun.

‘Tick,’ I thought, taking another slug from the bottle.

Now that I had a generous amount of alcohol pumping through my veins, I was craving the simple pleasure of shutting out the world and just being with Jamie in a nice warm bed.

“It’s nice to really immerse yourself in nature. It’s just so raw up here.” To my surprise, Jaime turned her back on ‘nature’ and snuggled into me and initiated a kiss. Having used the steep slope to her advantage to equalise our heights, she slid her tongue into my mouth. “Am I making you horny?”

“When you’re pressing against me? Always,” I answered.

Jaime pressed in against me and then ground in against me. Having found the lump of my cock, she used her lower body to turn it into a rolling pin.

“Jaime-”

“What are you doing to me? My pussy is like a whirlpool of desire right now.”

“Is that right?” I challenged. “A whirlpool?”

Jaime pulled the waistband of her clingy elasticated jeans away from her body. “Try sticking your fingers in and see what happens. I bet they’ll be sucked right in.”

There was something about the still night air – there wasn’t a whiff of a breeze – which meant the hot thermals escaping from between Jaime’s legs went straight up my nose; she was beyond aromatic, and the pheromones did electrifying things to my brain and body.

“I can smell your perfume,” I whispered.

“I’m not wearing any.”

“Your perfume, Jaime. Your cunt. I want it.”

“I know. That’s what’s making me wet.”

“I want that too. I want you to wet yourself. Have you ever done that?”

Jaime’s eyes went wild, as though she was scanning through her own memory as she casually extracted the bottle from my loose fingers and took a swig.

“I’ve tried wetting a couple of times. Turns out I like it. Not all the time, but it’s a nice extra spice every now and then.”

“How did I not know this?”

Jaime shrugged.

“Have you ever done it outside?”

“Not in Svalbard, no. This place is so small that everybody knows everybody, so if anybody saw you, it’d be bad. Really bad. Plus, in winter, you’d probably freeze to death.”

“It’s not winter,” I reasoned, wondering how the hell Jaime had overcome the fear of discovery when she’d let me piss on her outside the sauna.

“No.”

“And it would make this a very memorable night.”

“It’s already a memorable night. The blue whale? The whisky? Us?”

“Jaime…”

“I’ll do it, but only if you let me sit on your lap.”

“Deal,” I said, barely letting Jaime finish the terms of the arrangement.

“Of course it’s a deal, but really? Think about it. You’ll let me pee on you while you’re fully clothed? Out here? So you’ll be soaked and then you’ll have to-”

Jaime’s words stopped as we gazed into each other’s eyes; into each other’s souls.

‘Oh fuck, yes!’ I implored. ‘Come-on, let’s do it before you change your mind.’

Jaime smiled a bashful, but excited smile which was like melted caramel dripping into my heart.

Piss…

Because of my own pent-up twisted desires, Jaime has become one with it… and is possibly more addicted to it than me.

She’s certainly been more active with all this self-pissing!

I watched as Jaime did things with her hair to lock it in place without need for clips or scrunchies.

“I’m definitely going to rub one out over this. Probably in a jail cell after being dragged before the sysselmenn in piss-soaked clothes.”

“I’ll be right there with you,” I said, grunting as Jaime started giving me a very intimate – if fully-clothed - lap dance, grinding her crotch with deliberate intent on the lump of my cock through our clothes.

“Mmmm,” Jaime groaned, her rich brown eyes feeling like bottomless pools which needed to be explored. “I think I can mmmph come.”

I thought about all those months and years of pining and wanting; I never, never thought I’d get to look into Jaime’s eyes at point-blank range while she masturbated herself to orgasm using my trousered cock as stimulation.

The change in our relationship had been extraordinary… yet so natural and so right; it filled me with utter happiness. “You are the most beautiful and captivating creature I’ve ever seen,” I said, seeing the water over Jaime’s shoulder ripple as the blue whale surfaced for another breath.

Jaime accepted the compliment without breaking the rhythm of her movements or her breathing as she chased the release of an orgasm with increasingly-frantic rutting; every little moan and whimper pushed her closer and closer. “I’m so not good at this.”

“You look pretty good to me,” I said. “It’s hot watching you lose control bit by bit. Muscle by muscle. Everything straining.”

There were frowns and pouts and gasps of delight as Jaime listened to my description of her masturbating.

“Those little stifled moans are so sexy.”

That caused a whispered, “Fuck!” to float through the still night air.

“I can’t wait to hear you when you come.”

Jaime couldn’t keep anything under full control when her orgasm fired. She was so wet that her sexual scent was in the air despite the fact she was fully clothed; her breathing sounded as though she had just been chased into town by a polar bear and she was vibrating and twitching as she nuzzled into my neck.

“That was… hot,” she whispered with a happy, satisfied sigh. “As orgasms go, that was strong and long and- hic!”

“Very, very wet?” I suggested, as Jaime was overtaken by violent hiccups.

When they subsided, the empty space between our faces disappeared and our lips slotted together and our mouths opened. It was an endless kiss, filled with whispered words of love and wandering touches.

And pee.

As Jaime continued to gently rub her crotch against me, wet heat started to spread. “Is this OK?” she asked, her voice filled with hopeful bashfulness.

“Yes,” I whispered back, nuzzling into her neck, dragging the scent of her into my lungs as she pissed through both her own clothes and mine.

Jaime used her weight to push down on me, and I used my strength to pull her down – neither of us able to get close enough in what was a seriously intimate moment.

A sharp hiss sounded in the silence of the sun-filled night and Jaime let out a soft giggle and shook her head hard enough to release a few strands of hair. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“We’re doing this,” I corrected, feeling her urine penetrate my boxers… wetting my cock and ball sack.

“Awww!” Jaime cooed, getting nice and comfy on my lap.

“You know I’m going to want to lick that spicy little cunt of yours afterwards?”

Jaime’s jaw dropped, but there was something else behind the shock; arousal – part of her was lost in pure bliss as she either remembered how it felt to have me lick her… or imagined how it would feel in her current state.

“My mouth latching on. My tongue all soft and flat before turning into a spear so that it can delve inside you.”

Suddenly, Jaime was restless, as though she couldn’t get comfortable. “Your dirty talk has a much stronger effect now I know what it feels like to let you follow through. You inside me. I’m so turned on that I feel like I need to come again.”

That sounds like an invitation!

Forcing my hand down between our bodies, I was delighted to feel how wet my clothes were… and how much wetter Jaime’s were.

Really wet.

The angles meant that I couldn’t do much more than grind my knuckles against the centre of that wetness – but it was enough for Jaime.

“Mmmph! You’re so bold,” she groaned.

“So bold would be unzipping us both and then pulling your pussy down on my cock right now.”

“MMMph! It’d feel so good to be stretched by you. By your cock,” Jaime responded, shaking with either frustration or arousal.

“It’d feel so good to have you finish pissing on me,” I countered.

Jaime was so aroused that she didn’t resist and didn’t play games; she peed full force, with the angry hissing in her knickers being translated into warm waterfalls springing out of various weak points around the back of my hand and through my fingers.

“Prettiest waterfall in Svalbard,” I said, pulling my hand out of the way so I could just watch as Jaime pissed herself. “Not even joking.”

What wasn’t a joke was how much of a turn on it was to not only watch Jaime wet herself in public, but also to get to be part of it; to feel the heat of her piss – women wetting their clothes had been a constant and reliable ‘go to’ fantasy when masturbating… and this was going to be a very specific peak which I’d get to use again and again. “Jaime… that feels amazing.”

“I like that the outline of your cock is much clearer now that your pants are soaked.”

Soaked with your piss!

“We’ve definitely gone past the point of no return,” Jaime said, looking down at herself, at me and the rivulets of urine which were meandering through the dust and rocks. “I’m completely soaked.”

“Given that you’re completely soaked, would you be more comfortable if you pulled those down?” I suggested.

Jaime didn’t even look around to check to see if someone – or something – might be watching; she leant back against my raised legs and pulled her elasticated jeans part way down her thighs as I yanked my cock out of my piss-soaked Levi’s.

It shouldn’t have been as easy as it was to blindly guide my needy cock into Jaime’s willing cunt, but there was a triumphant grunt and gasp as she sank down and it went in.

“This is crazy!” I said, my body releasing all sorts of delicious endorphins as Jaime sat all the way down, pressing our piss-coated bodies against each other.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she said, bouncing right back up again, “and I can’t believe that I’m… close again. Feeling your raw cock inside me is like heaven on Earth.”

Jamie gave me a few really enthusiastic bounces. “I want a cream pie,” she said, the words coming in a hurry. She looked into my eyes and connected to my soul. “Fill me up with your spunk. I want it dripping down my legs as I walk home.”

“In the same way that your piss will be dripping down my legs?” I retorted.

It still sent me into a state of shock to hear Jamie say things like that; this was a girl who had let me spunk into her knickers so long as I hid the details from her; to release my spunk in her presence felt taboo, as though I was violating an agreement.

And I violated that agreement in a big way while sitting in clothes which were soaked in her piss while looking out over Isforden. “Is it me, or is this place even more picturesque after a fiery orgasm?”

“I think someone’s c-coming?” Jaime stuttered, her body trembling and occasionally spasming as she clung to me. “Oh shit. Someone is coming! I can see feet.”

I felt like I was engaging my Spidey senses as I tried to judge who was making their approach based on the crunching of gravel under their feet.

My first thought went to Charlotte, armed with a rifle, eager to end the ecstasy I had found in the quiet of this remote corner of the planet… but the footsteps were too casual to be filled with murderous intent.

“Hallo, Jaime! Wie geht es dir?”

Jaime giggled, which was a wonderful relief and an even better sensation. “Gut, danke, und dir?”

“Meine Güte!“ the woman swore rather violently before crunching around into my field of view. Ignoring the scenery, she focused on us – particularly where our naked bodies were joined. “What is this? Hump Hill?“

Jaime laughed, which did more wonderful things to my fading cock. “We got a little carried away. Ellyn, meet Lewis.”

‘Of course Jaime can make introductions,’ I thought, ‘everybody knows everybody on Svalbard!’

I looked up and nodded a greeting at the smiling brunette while trying to avoid being dazzled by the sun.

“Ellyn’s my German friend.”

“It seems like you have sprung a leak,” Ellyn said, examining the ground between where we were still coupling and Isforden. “Did you squirt?”

Jaime’s cheeks clenched involuntarily before releasing. “No! I peed. On Lewis, before we…”

Ellyn paused her patrol. “This is how you get your kicks?” Ellyn asked. “Pissing and fucking where everyone can see?”

“Well,” Jaime said, “we-”

“Not you. Him. Lewis.”

What?

“First, it’s you pissing on Jaime in front of poor Nótt outside the sauna, and now-”

“Eeeeeeee!” Jaime shrilled, sounding like a kettle coming to the boil as she realised what I was doing to her. “Oooooo! I can feel it sloshing around inside me.”

I was cupping her firm ass as I pushed down on my bladder hard enough to force another significant squirt of urine into Jaime’s cunt.

She stiffened slightly and then pushed down on me, her smile getting wider as I continued to fill her up by small degrees. “That’s so naughty.”

Jaime’s brown eyes appeared to be being illuminated from within – there were brilliant flecks of amber glowing as our bodies connected in another way; I hadn’t been sure how she would react to being filled with piss, but the state of my bladder and the unexpected audience meant there had been no option to discuss the matter.

“What’s so naughty?” Ellyn asked.

Jaime smiled and moved closer to me – probably in response to the fact that my cock was blossoming into a full erection inside her. “Lewis,” she whispered, running her fingers through my hair.

I gave her a crooked smile. “Sorry, I just-”

“It’s nice,” she said, gasping as she rocked her hips forward and back, rather than thrusting up and down; when she did go up and down, she moaned loudly.

“You’re leaking again,” Ellyn said.

“Yes, we are,” Jaime replied, her voice careless and breathy.

Although I was trying to behave myself in front of Jaime’s friend, I sighed as the delicious wet warmth enveloping my cock morphed into furtive fucking; we were barely moving, yet the sensations were exquisite.

“Is he pissing inside you?”

“I don’t know,” Jaime responded, cocking her head to one side, as though she was listening for the telltale hissing which had filled her clothes when she had urinated. “Are you pissing inside me? Do it, baby. Piss inside me. Flood my pussy with your piss.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing – and neither could Ellyn.

Perhaps we’re both tucking that one away in the nasty recesses of our minds?

“Come on, do it while you’re all the way inside me. That’s it.”

“I’m trying,” I muttered, feeling piss rise into the root of my cock, although it didn’t want to go any further.

“Can you help?” Jaime asked, drawing Ellyn into the mix.

“Sure,” she said guardedly. “How?”

“Piss on him.”

My twisting stomach did a somersault as I reassessed the girl sitting on my cock.

“You want me to piss on him? Here?” Ellyn asked, scanning the water and the land in all directions.

“If you can.”

“I guess I can,” Ellyn said, looking at me through half-lidded eyes. “Yes.”

The sheer naughtiness of what was happening and what was about to happen induced a sexual stupor whereby Jaime and I sat locked together as we watched Ellyn strip her bottom half to reveal a pair of white and pink bikini bottoms.

Her legs were thicker and stronger than Jaime’s and her tan was deeper – but the most surprising thing was that I felt a distinct surge of oily dampness flood through Jaime’s cunt when Ellyn pulled her bikini off and revealed a neat triangle of pubic hair.

Feeling Jaime’s reaction to a woman stripping off made me pause.

I’d forgotten that she’s a rug muncher!

It actually made me more excited to see Jaime’s reaction to seeing her friend’s pussy than it did for me to see it as it was thrust / aimed in my direction.

“I’m worried about your jumper,” Ellyn said, indicating the turquoise woollen weave. “I know it’s one of your favourites.”

Jaime responded by whipping it over her head and tossing it onto a rock.

“This is better, I think,” Ellyn said, working out angles.

“I think it’s better too,” I said, giving Jaime’s bikini-clad tits a squeeze.

And Jaime clearly thought it was better as another wave of oily dampness surged through her piss-filled cunt – perhaps in response to the soft sweet feminine fumes which were wafting from between Ellyn’s legs.

“She smells like Port Charlotte whisky-”

Oh shit! The bottle!

Too late!

No point crying over spilt whisky…

Jaime groaned. “Mixed with Amaretto. I need you to lick her so that I can taste her.”

Taste her?

I suddenly saw in my mind’s eye a vision of Jaime performing cunnilingus right there in front of me; I didn’t really think of it turning into a threesome, but rather getting an insight into ‘lesbian’ Jaime… although there was a worry that it might flip her away from her hetero experiment with me.

And that was what I was thinking about as Ellyn started to tinkle and sprinkle.

Her legs jumped apart as though it was droplets of concentrated acid leaking out of her crotch… whereas my response was as though I was being presented with the elixir of life; I pulled her pissing pussy onto my mouth and drank, delighted by the fruitiness of the cunt cocktail.

I sucked and swallowed and fed while clinging to Ellyn’s fleshy backside, relishing every drop of the woman’s sweet and sour piss which was being transferred into my body.

Only when the startled flow finished did my awareness expand to encompass Jaime. “Lick it,” I instructed, using my grip of Ellyn’s arse to present the woman’s pussy to my lover’s mouth.

Jaime wrapped her left arm around one thick thigh and then used that grip to anchor herself as she surged at Ellyn’s cunt.

I got a side-on view as Jaime pressed her fully-open mouth over Ellyn’s slit with enough force that her nose was distorted by Ellyn’s pubic bone. It was impossible to tell exactly what Jaime did, but it was enough that there were strings of sex juice attached to her chin and lips when she backed off.

I need to seriously up my game!

I gave Ellyn some of my best work, feeling echoes of what Jaime had done, searching out and claiming droplets of her love juices and piss as I licked between the woman’s soft folds.

And speaking of soft folds…

I became aware of Jaime cautiously riding my cock.

“Can you give him some more piss?” Jaime asked.

“I can try.”

I can try as well…

Pressing down on my bladder, I remembered Jaime asking for me to ‘piss her a fountain’… that she had wanted to ‘get really, really wet’.

So I held her in place as I pressed down hard and felt the piss in my bladder shoot up my cock and spurt into Jaime’s love cave.

She felt it too; felt my hot piss flooding into her body – and Ellyn was alerted by the sexual squelches as Jaime sat down at the bottom of each thrust, forcing a series of mini piss-tsunamis into the dirt.

‘It’s what I always wanted!’ I thought, looking at Jaime’s curious / shocked face as I pissed into her cunt.

Encouraged by my efforts, Ellyn summoned-up a mini-flood of her own… and this time it washed over both Jaime and me – more so Jaime because of her height disadvantage.

As she spluttered and blinked, I intercepted the last of the flow, however, I didn’t get to swallow it all before Jaime locked her mouth against mine; she clearly wanted what was in it and I was happy to share the fruit-flavoured delight.

Having claimed her share of Ellyn’s piss, Jaime reclaimed her friend’s cunt, spitting the woman’s own urine on Ellyn’s clitoral hood as she made her approach before doing things which made Ellyn gasp, grunt and finally scream.

“I’ve…” Ellyn said breathlessly. “I’ve sometimes thought about two people on their knees, taking turns eating my pussy, but I never thought-”

“I’m glad we could do that for you,” Jaime said, rolling her hips with more conviction. “What have you been drinking?”

“It’s called a Double Pucker? Rye whiskey, Amaretto, syrup and a squeeze of lemon juice.”

“It makes your pee taste nice,” Jaime said, making my heart and cock swell with pride and arousal.

Ellyn was clearly stumped on how to respond to that observation. “I heard about the whale and wanted to see it?” she said, pulling her clothes into place.

“It’s still out there,” I said, “or at least it was a few minutes ago.”

“We got distracted,” Jaime said, giggling prettily as I ran my hands over her piss-coated body.

For a few minutes, Ellyn stood there looking out over the water, hoping to catch sight of the whale while we used her presence to make what we were doing even hotter. “There!” she cried out, and I looked out in time to see the familiar fin and fluke. “Well, I suppose-”

“The chill is starting to get to me too,” Jaime said. “Would you like to join us in the sauna? We could eat your pussy… and more.”

Ellyn looked… relieved, as though she had been waiting for an invite to join us. “That would be a good way to celebrate, I think.”

I celebrated by picking up the bottle of Port Charlotte and offering the dregs as we walked.

*****

It was only a short walk to the SvalBad sauna, but it was one which I enjoyed immensely as Jaime chose to ignore the protection that her jumper would have offered against the chill of the midnight air in favour of stealing my body heat; she positively clung to me.

And that was why I was still fully erect as we reached the floating platform and found a familiar blonde pacing up and down through a cloud of her own steam. It felt like another dream but this time, rather than freeze, I found myself smiling at the naked Norwegian.

“Hello, Lewis,” Nótt said to me, her eyes drawn to the lump in my wet trousers. “Heisann,” she said to Jaime and Ellyn.

“Hei på d-deg,” Jaime replied, snuggling in even more tightly against me while shamelessly looking the naked woman up and down.

“Hey, Nótt,” I said, trying to be casual with a woman who had made me flip from being worried about being murdered to providing sexual therapy to get over Charlotte. I couldn’t help but look at her breasts and freshly-shaved crotch… and then her ass as she turned and paced away.

Her ass…

I know what it’s like to fuck that…

“I’m g-going inside,” Jaime said, subtly shoving me in Nótt’s direction as she detached herself from my waist. “I n-need to defrost my bits. Are you c-coming?” she said to Ellyn.

“Ja. Sure,” the German responded, her attention fully on the pacing Nótt as she followed Jaime to the heavy door.

“How’s your bum?” I asked when another repetition of Nótt’s circuit brought me face-to-face with the Norse goddess of the night sky.

Nótt considered her situation before answering. “Sore but satisfied. You did a good job fucking it. How is the man from Birmingham?”

I smiled. “Sore but satisfied?” I joked.

You should have married me, rather than Charlotte…

Confusing memories of my previous encounter with Nótt surfaced.

“Satisfied?” Nótt prompted, raising an enquiring eyebrow as she ran her tongue round her lips. “I can see the full outline of your cock. It does not look satisfied to me.”

“Jaime and I are together,” I announced.

“Not at this moment,” Nótt reasoned. “She left you out here with me deliberately.”

“Yes. To talk,” I said, instinctively scratching at my neck and pulling at my ear lobe as I tried to persuade myself that all I wanted to do with the naked Norwegian was ‘talk’.

“If we’re fast and quick, we can talk and fuck. Yes?”

Forgive me!

No words were needed as I followed Nótt around to the heavy door where she braced her arms against the wall and pushed out her beautiful bum.

“Do you want it-”

“Up my arse. Yes!”

‘Just shove it in.’ That’s what she had said the last time we’d had anal sex… and that had worked.

That had worked really well…

So I bent my knees and pressed the tip of my cock into that pit where the curves of Nótt’s arse nestled above her hairless cunt. There were interesting contrasts of temperature – parts of her flesh were as cold as Jaime’s body had been, yet others were hot.

And wet.

“I want it!” she moaned, pushing back firmly. “I want it in me. Your big cock in my… tight… fucking… ass!”

To my astonishment, by the time she had finished her demand, my cock was in her arse.

“YES! Fuck me. Fuck me now!” Nótt growled, sounding every bit like the thunderous goddess of the night sky that her name represented as she pushed herself back onto my cock. “I’ve been thinking about this. Make me feel it.”

It wasn’t until I ran my fingers through Nótt’s hair that something flipped so that Charlotte was there with me.

‘No! I’m not into that!’ I thought, ‘it’s just a fantasy,’ but the thing was, as I pulled Charlotte’s hair harder and shoved deeper into her arse, Nótt started to moan with pleasurable pain.

I ended up pulling her hair hard enough that Nótt’s head was against my collarbone, her face pointing towards the sky, her mouth wide open as I drove my cock up into her arse. “My god, it feels good to fuck you.”

“Yes!”

“You’ve got such an amazing arse,” I gasped, feeling my balls slapping against Nótt’s empty cunt as I fully penetrated her at the top of every pneumatic stroke.

“Yes!”

I gave her firm tits a squeeze before dropping my hand between Nótt’s legs, at which point Charlotte was pressed against the wall, with her hands up in a position of surrender as I pounded her sweet ass and fingered her cunt.

And Charlotte did surrender.

Twice.

Her back arched more than I was forcing it to arch as she welcomed my cock into her anal depths.

When she spasmed violently for the second time in 60 seconds, I had a proper mental twinge as I slipped from fucking Charlotte to fucking the Terminator version of Charlotte Riley.

And rather than feeling powerless, I felt powerful.

Relentless.

Unstoppable as I pinned Nótt / Charlotte fucking Riley / the female Terminator against the wall of SvalBad and pounded it into submission.

With my cock.

How can I break out of this cycle?

My anger rose as I smashed into a body so perfect it could only have been designed in a perverted future to be used against me.

The female Terminator offered oblivion; an option where there was no future.

Nótt offered a sanctuary which was dark and appealing; a Siren who was luring me to destruction not with her song, but with her arse, encouraging me to abandon the love of my life.

Jaime.

This has got to stop.

If I want to be with Jaime, this has got to stop!

This is the last time, so make it count…

Thinking about what I wanted in my future, my hips became a blur, and it took all of Nótt’s strength to hold herself in place.

“This is the last time, so make it count…” I muttered, trying to manifest my decision with the mantra.

Nótt took it all, her eyes fluttering under closed lids as her facial muscles twitched and jumped… although they didn’t twitch or jump as much as my cock did as it spat spunk deep into Nótt’s arse.

We stood there in the bright Arctic night, our bodies pressing together as Nótt’s flexing arse ate the cum from my shocked cock.

“I didn’t think you’d be able to do that to me again,” she said. “I thought I was remembering it wrong, but that…”

“That was more,” I said between gasps. “Yes. Much more,” I admitted, grunting with disappointment as my wilting cock slipped free. “But I should…”

Nótt did nothing to stop me from making a strategic withdrawal, except stand there with her back pressed against the wooden sauna with her legs spread.

Breathing.

A familiar soft hissing sound made me pause.

Made me look.

Made me smile.

“Your boyfriend was an utter dick,” I said with feeling as I stepped close enough to Nótt that her piss stream was firing into the front of my Levi’s, wetting my legs with glorious heat for it seemed an utter waste to have it fall to the ground.

“Well, yes,” she said, nodding while holding my gaze in much the same way as Jaime did while pissing on me.

Because of the eye-gazing, I didn’t see her dip her fingers into her pissy fountain, but it was clear that she had done so as she brought those glistening tips up to her mouth and sucked on them.

I remembered her doing this before; remembered the way she had closed her eyes so that she could enjoy the experience in the privacy of her own little world.

This time she shared the moment with me.

I saw her react to the taste of her own piss; the negative physical response of tasting her own waste liquid being washed away by the strength of her sexual reaction.

And then she shared her pissy fingers – holding them out so that I could suck on them… which was deeply erotic. “Dette smaker jævlig bra,” I murmured.

This tastes damn good.

Again, that positive explosion to my few words in her language… a positive explosion which resulted in us kissing – it was an echo of the passionate, fiery piss-filled kiss which had set us on this course; the moment when an unexpected connection had resulted in my cock finding its way into Nótt’s body.

An ‘echo’ because it wasn’t the same: this kiss had more meaning because it was soft and tender, confident and connected.

The natural flow of it was the same, which told me it wasn’t a goodbye kiss.

It couldn’t be a goodbye kiss…

Could it?

“I like sharing my piss with you,” Nótt said, her voice so soft and broken that I saw another echo – an echo of what Charlotte had done to me; an echo of how my ex-wife had broken me.

“I more than like it,” I replied, “but you’re so cold, I think we should go in.”

It was weak.

Pathetic.

Choosing to swap physical cold for emotional cold; by pulling Nótt inside the sauna, I was leaving her in emotional limbo, having not ‘talked’ at all.

Not about the important stuff…

Nótt and I looked at each other as soon as I opened the door which was designed to keep out the Arctic winter.

And possibly polar bears.

“Do you think it’s safe to go in?” Nótt asked, hesitating on the threshold.

“Was there anybody in here when you came out?” I asked, wondering whether two people could account for so much noise.

“No. It was just me,” Nótt said. “Everyone else had gone.”

“I think it’ll be OK,” I said, my curiosity piqued, wondering what the hell I was going to see given that I recognised Jaime’s sex noises.

“Oh, baby!” Ellyn wailed. “I’m so close.”

“I’m right there,” Jaime responded, her cries becoming louder and more urgent by the second.

“Bitte!” Ellyn whimpered rather pitifully. “I need to come. I need it so badly.”

“Oh wow!” Nótt gasped as we pushed in far enough to see what was happening.

Ellyn and Jaime were both naked with their jiggling breasts on display. I wasn’t fully aware of the term, but what Nótt and I were witnessing was ‘tribbing’; Ellyn was kind of on her hands and knees and Jaime was kind of sitting underneath her… but their bodies were locked together with Jaime humping up from behind, clearly in control as she pressed her hand down on Ellyn’s rump, holding the woman in place as she ground her cunt against Ellyn’s.

Damn!

The rhythmic slapping was undoubtedly that of two bodies fucking.

Like actual fucking.

“I didn’t know lesbians scissored,” Nótt murmured, peeking out with interest from behind my body as we peered into a sauna which was steamy in more ways than you had a right to expect. “At least, not like that, I’d always imagined they would be facing each other.”

Nótt has imagined lesbians fucking?

“I don’t know how they’re not getting splinters,” I joked, wrestling with the emotion of watching Jaime have enthusiastic sex with someone else.

As we watched, both slippery, sweaty bodies sank down until they looked like a double-headed monster writhing in deathly desperation at which point Ellyn cried out in agonising pleasure. Her body was wracked with merciless spasms of ecstasy and almost immediately, I saw Jaime follow suit.

‘I’ve made her feel that,’ I thought, trying to squash down the rising tide of jealousy and hurt and worry as the two women endured the most exquisite waves of sexual bliss before collapsing completely – one of them hiccupping hysterically. ‘I’ve made her feel that and more.’

“I’m so hot,” Ellyn said between groans and giggles. “Way too hot. I need some fresh air.”

“Me too!” Jaime said, leaving a long, wet mark as she rolled off the slatted bench.

Ellyn clutched her heavy breasts as she scuttled past in a hurry, and I feared that Jaime might do the same.

She stopped, wrapped her arms around me and squeezed her hot and sweaty naked body against mine.

“Did you enjoy that?” I asked.

“Mmmph! To have a girl tribbing hic hard on you, feeling her wetness, holding her hic hips, and then she starts to orgasm on you? Hic. It’s… it’s a tremendous sexual thrill. Even more so when your boyfriend’s watching you.”

“Boyfriend?”

“Too hot to talk,” Jaime said, unlatching herself and scampering away before I had chance to digest the change in my status.

I stood there for a moment, wondering what to do.

As if sensing my quandary from outside, Jaime’s face appeared at the lightly-frosted window and she licked the glass. “He licks great pussy! Especially when it’s pissy!”

My stomach flipped.

Nótt giggled. “You really do.”

A moment later, Nótt was spreading her legs and I was diving down on her post-pissy cunt. It was far from my best work as I lapped away at that wet (and rapidly-wetting) pussy, but Nótt didn’t seem to care as she moaned and pulled my face hard into her.

Maybe it was because Jaime had suggested that I lick Nótt; maybe it was the fear that what we were doing would stop when Jaime slipped back into the sauna, but the sex was even hotter and more urgent than the stolen encounter outside.

And it got hotter still when I pushed a couple of fingers up Nótt’s bum.

With my fingers up her bum, everything I did was amplified; everything I did was right.

Sensations crawled into my cock as I brought Nótt to the boil… a boil which resulted in hot liquid being squirted into my mouth.

Muscle memory made me want to share; even as Nótt was tossing her head from side to side and crushing her breasts with her hands, I carried the precious cargo of pee up to her mouth and kissed her.

Nótt kissed me as though she was trying to suck out my soul; bidding me to give her everything I had… although she clearly hadn’t been expecting me to give her my cock.

She stared up into my eyes with her piss-flavoured mouth open as she felt the blunt tip of my cock nudging between her labia; in an encounter which was fuelled by a sense of urgency, it felt wonderful to pause in that moment in that heavy, clammy environment which was hot and wet both inside and out.

No Charlotte.

No Terminator.

No madness.

Just Nótt, lying there willing me to fuck her.

The pause provided short-lived respite; I drove in hard and deep again and again, hoping that I wasn’t forcing splinters into Nótt’s bare back as she clung to my body with her hands and squeezed her splayed thighs in against my waist.

Only afterwards did I think that she was clinging onto me because she feared I might be ripped away before I had finished the job of fucking her.

But I finished the job; I felt her stomach and cunt contract and react, trying to make sense of the sensations which were passing through her body.

Contractions and reactions and violent shaking which rose to a peak… and then stayed there.

Nótt had orgasmed perhaps three times before a blast of Arctic air on my bare, bouncing backside prompted the load which had been building in the base of my cock to launch into the Norwegian’s velvety depths.

It wasn’t the madness that I was used to contending with as a smiling Jaime watched me pull my cock out of Nótt’s slot… but it was a kind of madness as Jamie ducked down and licked Nótt’s leaking hole – starting with the edges before dipping her tongue into the gooey centre until she was satisfied that there was nothing left.

At which point I felt like I was going to pass out. “I need some fresh air,” my body said, already spinning away towards the door.

Nótt was right behind me as I pulled the door open… and then in front of me as she gathered pace and dived off the dock into the frigid waters.

Oh shit!

My natural instinct was to head to the lifebuoy, but it was clear that Nótt was not in need of rescue as she surfaced and then held her position in the frigid sea by treading water.

“If you’re coming in, make sure you jump out,” Nótt instructed, “there are anchor chains holding the platform in place.”

Jump?

No way am I going to-

That thought was interrupted by a flash of movement first on my left side and then on my right as Ellyn and then Jaime shot past me.

Being from Birmingham – and thereby a member of an inland people – my experiences of ‘let’s see if I can jump in the water and come out alive’ had been restricted to canals, where the major hazards were based around what other people had chosen to throw into the water.

“This is insanely stupid,” I muttered as I backed up.

I didn’t do it because I was seeking a thrill; I did it because I wanted to join the people who seemed determined to fix me. It was symbolic to join them by throwing myself off that platform – but the Arctic baptism was more profound than I could ever have expected: plunging into the frigid waters washed away something which no amount of therapy could have touched.

Something’s changed.

Watching Jaime and Ellyn haul their dripping bodies up the double ladders, I got an eyeful of their legs, bottoms and pussies which injected a little heat into my rapidly-chilling body.

A body which felt different.

As though something has been exorcised.

I turned to check on Nótt.

Directly behind the Norwegian, I saw a blast of water fire up into the air… and then a fin and a fluke as the blue whale continued to go about its cetacean business.

These are not my waters.

“Come-on, let’s get out,” I said. Being a gentleman, I let Nótt go first so that I could get one of the most spectacular views available on Svalbard.

Repaying my manners, Nótt wiggled her ass as she went up the ladder… and then blocked my progress entirely. I didn’t know what was going on until Jaime slid in beside the blonde Norwegian.

And then Ellyn in beside Jaime.

No!

The three women locked onto each other as they pushed their pussies in my direction.

“In… 5, 4, 3, 2, 1,” Jaime instructed, and although it didn’t go quite to plan, three separate streams of hot piss rained down on me – if only for a few blissful seconds. Perhaps because my flesh had been chilled so effectively, I felt every drop and every splash.

When they were done, Nótt and Ellyn disappeared from view.

“Can I come up now?” I asked.

“You can come anywhere you want,” Jaime said, grinning madly as she stepped to the side.

“I can think of a couple of places,” I said, looking Jaime up and down, relieved to be back on dry land.

“I can think of three,” Jaime said.

“Three?”

With a mask of blissful innocence, Jaime used her index finger to point to her mouth… her pussy… and her bum. “And kind of all over?” she added, making her tits jiggle as she drew a circle in the air in front of her goose-pimpled body.

“I’m not sure I’ve got that much cum.”

“Other bodily fluids are acceptable,” Jaime said, leaving me standing in shock as she made a show of flouncing back to the sauna.

“Now that’s epic,” I called after Jaime.

“And you thought you’d never get to do this,” she said, pulling the cheeks of her arse apart before hauling the heavy sauna door open once again and hurrying inside.

I never thought I’d get to do any of this.

*****

“There’s something wrong with this,” Mum said, sounding frustrated. “I can hear you, love, but I can’t see you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with it, Mum. I can’t put the camera on because Jaime’s naked.”

“Hiya, Mrs Shaw!” Jaime called out, making a face at me for revealing too much. “I’ve just got out of the… shower.”

Which was true, although it had been a golden shower.

“Oh…” Mum said. “Good. Good for you both. Hi Jaime!”

Jaime instinctively covered her tits and pussy, although she dropped her hands when she saw that the camera was covered by the physical shutter.

“I just thought I'd give you a call,” Mum continued conversationally, “as I've got a little bit of news. As the local newspaper put it, there have been problems with that bitch at Pet Paradise, although they used asterisks."

"Mum!” I scalded. “You can't call her that."

"I’ll call her whatever I want, Lewis,” Mum said sharply. “And that's what everyone else is calling her. That and more on the social medias after details were shown on the news. Apparently, someone with one of those long lenses filmed her and that ruffian of hers kicking puppies and throwing a cat."

“Jesus!” Jaime swore, forgetting the fact that she was dripping with my piss as she sat down on the sofa next to me.

"Someone? Mum, you've got a long lens..."

"There was an alert on the rare bird app for a hawfinch in the woodland at the back of that hellhole for pets. Or was it a lesser redpoll?"

"Mum!"

"I just happened to be there, Lewis. It’s not my fault I saw what they were doing. In any case it's caused a proper kerfuffle. Apparently, the banks called in their loans and the business went under, leaving poor Charlotte in a terrible pickle.”

"Oh dear," Jaime said, giving my thigh a reassuring squeeze. “All those poor animals-”

"Not to worry, Jaime dearest. Don’t you go worrying about any of the animals. Lewis, I'm pleased to say that your father's charity stepped in and bought the lot. He said it was going cheap which inspired the name for the new bird rescue facility. 'Going Cheep' see?”

“Mum! This was important to Charlotte.”

“And you’re important to us,” Mum said firmly, “which is why we’ve put an offer in on the house.”

“The house? What house?”

“Your house. Well, Charlotte won’t be able to live in it after all this ruckus. There was practically a riot in Sainsbury’s when she went to do her weekly shop. Your father and I have made an offer which we feel is fair if you take into account what happened to your grandparent’s inheritance.”

“You’re lowballing her, Mrs Shaw?” Jaime asked before whispering. “I’m impressed. Remind me to never get on the wrong side of your mum.”

“It takes a lot to get on the wrong side of me,” Mum declared.

Jaime’s jaw dropped.

“Ears like a hawk,” I said, “never misses a trick, do you, Mum?”

“I don’t know about that,” Mum said. “But I was wondering when you might be coming back. There are papers for you to sign, Lewis. We need you here.”

I’d already pushed back my return to the UK twice.

“You have to go,” Jaime said. “Your mum’s done so much already-”

“You too, Jaime,” Mum said.

“Me?” Jaime squeaked, surprised to find herself in my mother’s crosshairs.

“It’s been too long since we saw you. You can’t hide away up there in the Arctic forever. Send me your passport details and I’ll make the arrangements, even if it’s a flying visit, we’d love to see you.”

And just like that, Mum started writing the next chapter of our lives.

“Do you think your mum would buy Nótt and Ellyn tickets if she knew about our lifestyle up here?”

I snorted a laugh, trying to imagine how that conversation would go. “I don’t think she’d buy my ticket if she knew half of what we’ve been getting up to up here.”

There were a lot of daylight hours to fill in Svalbard’s summer… and a lot of eager holes.
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