
              

 

My Cottage Trip 
 
I’ve missed you so much, you wouldn’t even 
believe it. I love every bit of you, and I want you 
to love me back, too. I know this is not the usual 
me talking, but bear with me. I need this, you 
want this, and you want me, too. That’s how it’s 
always been, right?  
 
This girl has a lot more inside her than you’d 
think. I just don’t want to come out sentimental 
or weak, so that’s why I’m hiding most of my 
inner thoughts. But, now that I’m alone in this 
twilight room, relaxed, without any pressure, 
I’m going to be straight and honest. I’m just 
playing with my thoughts here, so if you don’t 
comprehend everything that I’m saying, please 
interrupt me.  
 
I want to tell you this story, because I haven’t 
seen you for a while, and you know what 
loneliness does to imagination...  
 
This adventure takes place at an old cottage 
somewhere in Southern Finland. It’s the summer 
time, a Friday night, and the four of us, you (my 
love), your two friends Joe and Jimi, and me.  
If it wasn’t for the realistic side of me, I’d 
include all the men in the world to this story, but 
in this case, I’ll stick with three (three is also a 
lot to handle).  
 
In case someone wants to know something about 
my figure, I’ll describe my looks a bit. My 
height is about 5’ 3” and I’d say I’m not slim, 
but not of the heavy side, either. I think my body 
is quite nice with my round butt and bosom. My 
hair is light brown, quite long and always open. 
My eyes are big and my visage is pretty cute. I 
smile a lot, and I love to flirt.  
 
My man, let’s call him Matt, is quite tall, some 
6’ 7” (I love ‘em big), and his frame is 
somewhat stout. He’s a blond, blue-eyed Finn, 

who doesn’t talk too much, but doesn’t have 
anything to hide, either.  
 
Joe is a little smaller, but very attractive with his 
teasing eyes and humour. Jimi is of the quiet 
type, very strict and manly. Almost what you 
would call a suit. But in a funny way, I find him 
rather appealing.  
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Jimi is of the quiet type, very strict and manly.  
 
So, we’re at Jimi’s old cottage by the lake. The 
sun has just gone down, but there’s still a bit of 
light left, and you can sense the warmth of June. 
The grass tickles my bare feet as I pace through 
the yard to the lakeshore for cider, that’s being 
chilled in the water. I’m wearing loose jeans and 
a tight flower blouse.  
 
The boys are hanging at the porch, listening to 
music and playing cards. “You’d better watch 
your sipping on that cider, honey, or else you’ll 
get tipsy,” comments Matt, grinning at my two 
bottles dripping with water. “Yeah? Well, isn’t 
that the idea? We’re on a holiday, baby,” I 
reply. “Kidding,” Matt exclaims. I step over to 
the porch to see how the game is going, having 
everything else on my mind than poker. I sit 
next to Matt and start brushing against his leg. 
Jimi and Joe exchange a dallying smirk.  
 
“I think the sauna’s ready now, if you two 
wanna go,” proposes Joe.  
“Great. Let’s go, Matt,” I suggest, smiling. Matt 
goes inside for accessories and towles and says: 
”You go first, honey. I’ll be there in a jiffy.”  
 



              

I walk to the separate, wooden sauna building 
and start to undress. Thank goodness I had 
shaved myself that morning. I bet my boyfriend 
was going to love my trimmed little triangle.  
 
I wash myself with a bucketful of fresh lake 
water and go inside the steaming sauna. As I lay 
there with my eyes closed, totally serene and 
cozy, I hear someone walking in the dressing 
room.  
 
“Is it you, Matt?” I ask, heartily.  
“Yep, and I’ve got a couple of guys with me, if 
you don’t mind,” replies Matt with an amused 
tone in his voice. Instantly, I sit up and cover my 
chest. Bare naked, Matt, Jimi and Joe enter the 
sauna as if it wasn’t a thing.  
 
Coyly, I make room for everybody and try not to 
stare at Matt’s buddies. Not that they’re trying to 
avoid staring at me. In fact, my heart starts 
racing as I feel the measuring, curious looks on 
me. But I don’t dislike it, either.  
 
Matt is sitting right next to me, probably to 
make me feel easier with his friends. Slowly, he 
starts kissing me. Forced by the excitement, I 
release myself to kiss him back. I feel his lips on 
my shoulder, moving lower to my chest. As I 
stop hiding it with my hands, Matt starts feeling 
my waist with his strong hands, and finally, my 
breasts. I gently kiss his slippery, salty neck, 
getting more and more aroused.  
 
Suddenly, Matt stands up and goes to sit behind 
me, so I’m now resting between Jimi and Matt. 
Joe is sitting in the corner.  
 
I’m feeling a bit shy as I see both Jimi and Joe 
gazing at me. Matt is feeling my stomach and 
chest from behind, and I’m not even trying to 
stop him. Maybe I should’ve been more careful 
with the cider?  
 
I notice that Jimi’s getting worked up because of 
our playing. I give him a smile and say:  
“If it’s alright with Matt, I’d like you to join our 
fun.” 
 

Pleased by my suggestion, Jimi advances me 
and starts kissing on my leg from toe to knee. As 
both are caressing me in the heat of the sauna, I 
start to get sweaty and moist. I can nearly feel 
myself flowing. Jimi takes his hands and spreads 
my legs an inch, only so as to reach my treasure 
with his fingers. I start panting and moaning as 
he smoothly rubs me.  
 
At this point, I give him a hand and spread my 
legs even more. Jimi goes down to give it a nice 
kiss. I feel his tongue working there, making his 
face all soaked in me, and at the same time, 
Matt’s finger playing with my clit.  
 
I’m keeping my eyes closed, totally 
concentrating on the pleasure, while I notice 
Joe’s hands groping my body.  
 
“I want your pussy,” Joe whispers, and shoves 
Jimi aside to climb on top of me. When I see his 
hard cock standing in front of me, I forget all my 
objections and let him do whatever he wants. It 
goes inside easily because of the wetness. 
Slowly in and out, hearts racing, gasping for air.  
 
AM-foto: Chickeny 

 
..standing in front of me.. 
 
At the same time, I’m stroking my baby’s 
sweaty cock with my hand, licking and kissing it 
every now and then. Joes’s race grows faster and 
faster, and I can see he’s about to come.  
 
“Please, not inside,” I ask, and instantly he 
pulls it out to give himself a five-second handjob 
and comes right on my chest and face. That boy 



              

is totally in need of a shower, and so he gets out 
of the room.  
 
“Thanks a lot,” I murmur and get up, too. 
“Let’s go for a swim.” Everybody gets out of 
the sauna and takes a towel, but Jimi and Joe go 
inside the cottage to boost the fire up a bit.  
 
“Are you okay, baby?” Matt inquires on our 
way to the boat pier. I snicker at his silly 
question and kiss him. “You bet,” I remark and 
take a soothing jump in the lake.  
 
I can see Matt’s yearning for more. That’s when 
I dive to kiss his gorgeous body under water. 
When I get up to get some air, he takes a firm 
hold of me and, surprisingly, lets it slide within. 
Despite the coolness, he manages to stay hard as 
steel and fuck me eagerly.  
 
It feels so different in the water, amazing, light 
as a feather. I make Matt slow down to enjoy it, 
not rush it. The atmosphere is breathtaking. My 
love and me in the clear water, swans flying in 
the afterglow against the sky. As we’re whirling 
in the lake, the temperature gets colder and 
sadly, we have to go inside.  
 
Dressed in a night gown, I walk into the cottage. 
The fireplace is glowing and oozing with heat. 
Joe and Jimi are tasting beer with only towels 
wrapped around their hips. I see a ready-made 
bed just by the fire, and go lying on it. Matt goes 
upstairs to change and leaves me in the exposure 
of two of the most sexiest guys I know. I take 
off my gown and let the fire warm my skin.  
 
I take a look at Jimi and hint: “We’re not 
finished yet.”  Jimi paces towards me and falls 
on his knees beside me. “I’ve got just the thing 
for you,” he breathes, tickling my neck with his 
long fingers. “You do, huh?” I ask, wishfully.  
 
“Yeah,” Jimi nods and turns me around on my 
stomach. He sits on my legs with his on each 
side and starts rubbing my back. It feels so good, 
so calming and soft. At the same time, his hair is 
dripping water on me, sending shivers down my 
spine, and making me desire a closer touch.  

He bends over to nibble the back of my neck, 
my shoulders, the small of my back, going lower 
and lower.. and finally, he separates my legs and 
goes way down.  
 
I lift my butt so he can reach my pussy with his 
tongue. I’m getting all moist again. Jimi throws 
his towel aside to reveal his stiffened penis. He 
gives it a nice brush and directs it into the 
tightness of my vagina and, by my request, starts 
fucking me as smoothly as possible.  
 
Jimi is feeling my buttocks as he’s doing it. I 
push myself against him as hard as I can to feel 
his cock deeper inside. Delaying, he pulls it out 
and asks me to come on top. I obey.  
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Jimi is feeling my buttocks as he’s doing it. I 
push myself against him as hard as I can to 
feel his cock deeper inside. 
 
I see the lust in his eyes as I’m riding him. He’s 
touching me everywhere, kissing my body, 
hollering. As we’re speeding up, I feel my 
orgasm coming. I twist my hips as hard as I can, 
breathing heavily. I notice that Jimi’s coming 
closer to his climax, too, and so I keep going. 
Finally, I fall on his chest, panting.  
 
That’s when I note, that all the time Matt and 
Joe had been watching us. I examine Matt’s look 
after I’ve calmed down, and can’t help but 
smiling. He smiles back and lifts me up.  
 
“Alright, that’s enough, baby. You’ve had your 
fun,” Matt states fatherly, leading me upstairs to 
our bedroom.  



              

Under the blanket, I kiss my lovely man and 
thank him for the most exciting cottage trip ever.  
 
(Chickeny) 
 

 

Kaurajoki pelon vallassa 
 
Varsinaissuomalaisella Kaurajoen kunnalla ei 
uskalleta liikkua ulkona öisin. Aluetta terrorisoi 
harvinaisen aktiivinen autolauma. Lapsia ei 
uskalleta lähettää yksin kouluun, ja luonnossa 
liikkumista on pakko vältellä. Paikallinen isäntä 
Jarmo Vähäkyrö oli yöllä nähnyt liikettä 
naapurin pihalla, ja on varma että kyseessä oli 
auto.  
 
”Autot tappavat vuosittain satoja ihmisiä 
Suomessa, eikö todellakaan mitään voi tehdä?”, 
kysyy Jarmo. Paikallisten asukkaiden mielestä 
autojen kaatolupia pitäisi saada nykyistä 
helpommin. Maa- ja metsätalousministeriö ei 
kuitenkaan löysää linjaansa, koska EU:n 
mielestä Suomessa on tapettu uhanalaisia autoja 
liian kevyin perustein.  (Olli Makkonen) 

Mummolauma terrorisoi Lahtea 
 
Pahamaineinen ’Sun Mummos’ -posse on 
iskenyt tekohampaansa nykynuorison niskaan, 
valtaamalla nuorisolle rakkaita chillailumestoja. 
 
Kirjaston portailla eivät enää rullalaudat rutise, 
vaan nyt siellä paukkuvat rollaattorien pinnat, 
kun hampaattomat vanhukset ovat käyneet yhä 
röyhkeämmiksi nuorisoa kohtaan. 
 
Skeittaajilta on viety myös hyvät liuskapaikat ja 
tilalle ovat tulleet syljeskelevät ja kiroilevat 
mummot rollaattoreineen. 
 
Tilanne alkaa olla jo huolestuttava, sillä 
mummot ovat käyneet jopa niin röyhkeiksi, että 
varastelevat nuorten koulureppuja, käsilaukkuja 
ja kännyköitä. 

Viime viikonloppuna mummojengi pahoinpiteli 
kolme nuorta miestä sairaalakuntoon 
nakkikioskilla syntyneen riidan päätteeksi. 
 
Nuoret lahtelaiset pelkäävät liikkua yksin ulkona 
pimeällä. Huolestuneet vanhemmat ovat turhaan 
yrittäneet saada lastensa isoäitejä rauhoittumaan 
ja tulemaan järkiinsä. Nämä mummot kun eivät 
kunnioita enää mitään. 
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Assan vessa mummojen tihutyön jälkeen. 
Jäljet ovat kiistämättömät: röökiä vedetty, 
wc-pöntön kansi revitty paikoiltaan.. Asemalla 
partioinut konstaapeli Takanen oli voimaton. 
 
Mummojen ilkivalta alkoi jo kuluvan vuoden 
alussa, kun kourallinen näitä harmaapäisiä 
tuimakkeita valtasi Messilän laskettelurinteet 
potkukelkkoineen ja pelottelivat nuoret 
snoukkaajat tiehensä. 
 
Kaiken kukkuraksi vanhusten lääkeaineiden 
väärinkäyttö on ollut hurjassa kasvussa; 
unilääkkeet on jätetty syömättä ja rauhoittavia 
pillereitä vain syljeskellään pitkin seiniä. 
 
Lahdessa pelätään nyt jo kesäaikaa, sillä 
Kauniiden ja Rohkeiden kesätauon uskotaan 
ajavan yhä useampia mummoja kaupungin 
kaduille hurjastelemaan rollaattoreilla ja 
häiritsemään leppoisana tunnetun kaupungin 
rauhaa. (Marko Hölttä) 
 

  
     Niemi (Sen nimi on..) 
           - onko purkki pakattu ? 




