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         I couldn’t say we had a perfect relationship, but at least we had an arrangement that worked for us both. When it came to our extramarital, sexual adventures, we had no trouble telling each other. That way, our affairs didn’t lead to divorce – rather, they added spice to our relationship. It was undeniably just as exciting to learn about the encounters as it was telling what Bente or I had been up to while the other didn´t suspect a thing. The affair itself created an extra spark that we could later share in bed and get turned on by.


“It was with the next-door neighbour,” I said casually while Bente got undressed and lay down next to me. She was a little hesitant before she understood what I was leading up to, then she quickly smiled and winked at me naughtily. She pulled off her bra and her breasts fell out and stood to attention. Bente worked her way to my side of the bed, her warmth rapidly sending signals to all of my body parts.

         

“Do tell!” She put a hand on my dick.


“Well, it all started when we both sat here watching TV. We were doing the laundry. It was on Monday, and I was about to hang up the clothes in the drying room. I think you were watching Paradise Hotel or something like that. Anyway, I was quite bored. I went down to the laundry room in the basement to wait while the machines were done centrifuging. Then she came down, Wenche Johansen. She was only wearing one garment; a yellow, summery dress with no sleeves. It flowed beautifully down her body.”

         

“And you know how it is with ladies when they see men doing housework!” I continued, “It always works with you, and it certainly worked with Wenche. She smiled almost shyly, and she told me she was here to pick up some clothes from the drying room that she left earlier in the day. I smiled at her and told her that was alright of course and then she disappeared into the room.”


“I could hear a humming sound in there, so I gathered the heater fan was on. To my surprise, she didn´t come back out again. ‘It´s got to be pretty hot in there,’ I thought, but I stopped pondering about it while the washing machine was on its final round.”


“I gathered all the clothes in a big bag and walked over to the drying room. I had forgotten that she was in there by now, and I found her only wearing panties and a tank top, soaking wet with sweat running off her.”

         “She glanced over at me with a dazed look in her eyes. ‘It´s terribly hot in here,’ she excused herself.”

         “‘Yeah, I can tell. It’s best to be quick,’ I said.”

         “‘But it doesn´t have to take that long.’ She suddenly stroked my chest with her hand and slowly let it slide all the way down below my stomach.”


“I responded pretty much the same way as I did when you lay down next to me,” I said, being very aware of my large, throbbing dick in my wife´s hand. I was, of course, just as turned on by the story I was telling as I was by her holding it. But as most of you know, it never hurts to give women credit for getting turned on.


“Go on. You got big and hard, and she was soaking wet from all the sweat? What happened next?” Bente asked while rubbing my penis.


“Yes, I was big and hard, and she was soaking wet. She let her hand rest on my stomach in a way that it only just touched me down there. ‘Wow, you´re ready to play. Impressive.’ Wenche smiled.”


“I felt a bit unsure about what to do next. You know, she´s married to a guy who´s probably twice as big as me and they don´t necessarily have the same arrangement as we do, darling. Fortunately, I didn´t have to ponder about my next move. And apparently, she was in a hurry. She grabbed my hand and placed it over her pussy. She didn´t really take her time. She was quite hungry.”


“Yes, yes, I get your point – please continue on with the story!” my wife demanded. She placed my hand on her pussy and asked me to illustrate what I did to the lady next door.


“Well, I let my hand slide down between her legs like this. She was dripping wet and hot – and that wasn´t all because of the sweat. I pulled off her panties and they hit the floor with a wet slap. I turned her around and bent her over. As I kneeled down, I looked straight at her butt, with my nose level with her pussy. I placed my hands on her firm cheeks which smelled beautiful. I opened up and let my tongue slide inside her. She moaned loudly. Then, I slid my tongue downwards until I hit her clit. I started to massage her quickly right here while pressing hard against her.”
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