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         “Forget everything you’ve learned about sex,” I said. “Forget what an erect penis looks like. Forget nipples and wet pussies. Let’s give each other a beginner’s course in sex.”


She laughed. “Where are you phoning from?” asked my wife.

“From the SAS Hotel. We’re spending Friday night here. Room 169.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Wait and see! Let’s just pretend to be inexperienced lovers in a hotel for the first time!”


I’d been playing with the idea for a few days. The press and TV have made sex such an everyday thing that nothing’s exciting or surprising anymore. MTV is a constant stream of half-naked bodies. The papers write about sexual positions and finance in the same uninspiring way. We’re so bloody liberated. We think we know everything. I lay back on the bed: “A woman will soon arrive here. I’ve never seen her naked. I’ve never seen her with her bum in the air. Will she let me open a button on her blouse?”


“You’re cute!” My wife’s dressed all in white. Short white skirt and egg-white top.

She smiled shyly: “Is this where we’re going to sleep?”

“Yes”, I smiled. “This is where we’re going to sleep together for the first time! Sit on my lap!”


It was difficult to be so respectable. We’ve been together for 20 years and our sex life has been fantastic. There’s not much we haven’t done. She pressed herself against my thighs. Normally that’s more than enough to get me going: Hands under her buttocks, face against her blouse. I had to get a hold of myself. After all, I’d never met this girl before. “I thought we could have dinner and then maybe watch a romantic film. Notting Hill or something like that.


“Good idea!” she said. “But I’ll have to shower first!”

“You’d better get undressed then!” I said impudently.

“I don’t really know if I dare,” she replied. “Not to take everything off, anyway. But….” She paused. “How would you like to see my tits?”


The thought of what her tits would look like filled me with expectation. She stood up and pulled off her white top. All she had on underneath was a small bra which barely hid her nipples. “Are you excited?” she smiled, pushing her breasts together with the palms of her hands. She was showing me her tits for the first time and I was incredibly turned on. She pulled down a flap of the right cup, revealing a dark red nipple. A nipple that was as stiff as a small cock. She massaged and pulled the nipple. Then she reached behind her to undo her bra, and let the tiny garment slide down to the floor. She clasped her hands behind her neck, pushing her elbows up and back. Her firm, heavy breasts were pointing right at me. Had I ever seen such beautiful breasts? She turned round until she was standing side-on to me. With her hands in the same position, she bent over. Her breasts hung down invitingly, waiting for my mouth and hands. “Oh my god!” was all I could say. “You’re so beautiful!”


“I’m glad you think my tits are nice,” she laughed. “But that’s all you’re going to see!” She went into the bathroom.


She’s better at this role-play than I am, I thought. I wanted to get up and open the bathroom door. Take off my clothes and get in the shower with her. Like we always do. Instead, I burned the image of her breasts onto my retina. Along with my fantasy image. What the rest of her body look like? I heard the water running in the shower. My thoughts were out of control: “The water’s running over her tits now. She’s stretching upward and they’re flattening out. Now she’s soaping them. She’s massaging them, rolling her palms over the nipples. Soaping her tummy. Soaping the crack of her bum. Thoroughly washing her crotch and around the tight opening at the back. Standing with her legs a little apart for better access. Has she shaved? What will her asshole look like if she’s leaning forward on her knees? What will her labia look like when she’s lying on the bed? Will she dare to pee while I’m watching? Will she wiggle her bum playfully if I massage her asshole? How tight is her sphincter? Does she like being taken there? She’ll have to show me all the secrets of her body.”


My cock was stiffer and my thoughts more aroused and sex-mad than they had been for a long time. Something struck me: “When had I last thought so much about sex while Kjersti was in the shower?”


Before I had the answer, she was standing in front of me wearing a bathrobe. A sensible bathrobe with a belt.


“I’m nice and clean now,” she smiled. “Would you like to smell how clean?” She came over to me and bent over. She wanted me to smell her breasts. “No touching!” she ordered. She pulled the top of her bathrobe to the side and her newly washed breasts hung in front of my face like forbidden fruit. I had an insane desire to open my mouth and suck and bite.


“No, no!” she said strictly. “You don’t know me well enough!”


The smell reminded me of sun, grass and woman, and I felt dizzy. I reached my hands up to the bathrobe belt, but she pushed them away. But I was still happy. My cock was heading for a real treat.


Part of the treat was during the evening out. While we were waiting for the main course in the dimly-lit restaurant, she took hold my hands under the table and let my fingers feel her pussy. Her clit was wet and swollen. I brought my fingers up to my mouth. “Imagine how amazing a woman’s pussy tastes,” I whispered, discreetly wetting my lips and tongue with her juices. I lifted my glass of red wine. Looking at the full-bodied wine, a Chambolle-Musigny, I once again had that image of sun and woman. But this time, the woman was lying naked in a bed of fresh, red berries. And the woman was Kjersti. No, it wasn’t a bed she was lying in, but a huge oak barrel. And she was writhing around with the red juice running all over her body. She lay on her tummy with her legs open, her sex red and shining, and I bent over to drink. The crack of her bum was full of berries and spice. And when she saw me approaching, she lifted up her rear end and….


“Hey,” said Kjersti. “Come back to me and our main course!”


I hadn’t even noticed the waiter. I never would have believed myself capable of such an intense fantasy early on a Friday evening. I managed to say, “Cheers, darling!”


Warmed by fine wine and full of good food, we walked hand-in-hand down the city’s main street. I kissed her in the dark cinema! I kissed her again and again, and she kissed me right back. With open mouths, our wet tongues played with each other like two bear cubs.


“Now you can feel my tits,” she whispered.


It wasn’t hard to get my hands under that tiny scrap of cloth. So that’s what a woman’s breast felt like. Hard and soft at the same time. Like an adorable cat with a tiny tail poking out! I stroked and kneaded, squeezed and pulled. The lovely Julia Roberts was smiling on the screen, and that turned me on even more.


“When we get to the hotel room, I’ll be able to look at her breasts while I’m fondling them!”

The thought was so arousing that I couldn’t stop myself saying: “We’re going.”

“Are you mad? We’re not even halfway through the film!”


I calmed down and waited. I knew that big things were going to happen.


Back at the hotel, she said: “I’ll let you undress me.”


I took off her skirt, and it was like celebrating New Year’s Eve. I took off her top and bra, my fingers shaking like a kid who’s opening the best present at Christmas. I pulled down her panties, and it was as exciting as a new millennium. “So that’s what you look like naked,” I said. “You’re gorgeous! Let me look at you!”


She let me look. First she sashayed across the floor like a Degas ballet dancer. Then she stretched and twisted like a Rodin model. Left foot on the floor. Right foot back and up, until her fingers were touching her toes. It made a lovely oval of her calf, thigh, breast and arm, and she carefully shuffled round so that I could enjoy her from every angle. “Now you’re going to get a real live drawing from the Rodin Museum,” she promised, and lay on the floor. With her legs together in the air, she folded her hands under her thighs and drew her knees towards her breasts. Her clit was a tight, secret crack which was hiding much more than it was showing. I couldn’t wait any longer: “Undress me!”


Then we were both naked and wet. “God, you’ve got a great body!” she exclaimed. “And a very nice ass,” she added, giving it a good squeeze. “And what a lovely huge dick you have too!” She wasn’t exaggerating.


“And you have a gorgeous clit,” I said, as I knelt over her, licking and drinking. She had my cock deep in her mouth, and I couldn’t believe that I could be experiencing this with such an amazing woman.


“God, a man’s cock tastes good,” she said, her mouth tight and strong. I rolled on my back and got her to kneel over me. I pulled her gaping pussy down to my face and gorged myself on all that pink, soft wetness. I pulled her lips so far apart that her clitoris seemed to be in the middle of a prairie after the rain. I pumped my tongue in and out of the opening. Kjersti was moaning and gasping so wildly that I knew I had to come. And not outside her. She took burst after burst of my cum in her open mouth. Then I felt Kjersti’s body twitch, and she sank down onto me, whimpering with desire.


“Is it always that good?” she said. “This oral sex I’ve heard so much about!”


I needed a break before my cock could manage another erection, so we had a bath. “I wonder what it’s like to wash a woman’s pussy,” I said.


I lay back in the bath and she kneeled over me, her bum pointing at my face. She put one knee on the side of the bath, so I had her pussy and ass open in front of me. I washed and rinsed them carefully and thoroughly. I washed her anal opening, which looked like the mouth of a tiny animal, so that it was as clean as the rest of her body, and then I kissed it. I stuck my tongue right in there. Where the sun doesn’t shine. And when I felt the tiny animal sucking at my tongue, I also felt the blood make its way to my cock, which grew and moved in the water like a powerful conger eel. Kjersti realised what was happening and said that it was time to go back to our double bed.


“Lie on your front!” I asked. I put a couple of pillows under her, so that her backside was sticking up seductively. “I really, really want to take you up the ass,” I said. “Is that okay?” 


“I never thought I’d meet such a liberated guy, but OK,” she replied.


I rubbed lubricant into the opening. Dilated it little by little. I put some lubricant on my cock. Pushed it carefully against her ass. Massaged her sphincter with my fingers. The throbbing in my cork was borderline painful. 


Kjersti whimpered and writhed on the pillows and said that I mustn’t stop. “Take me!” she begged. “Take me hard! Hit me!” 


And I slapped her ass while pushing my cock a little way in. I pulled out and stuck two fingers in. The muscle was smooth and elastic. I grabbed her by her firm buttocks and pushed deeper in. I slid in. Right into her, as she pushed her pelvis up against me. I could finger her clitoris and pussy. I reached round for her tits. I squeezed her nipples. I was right up inside her, and it really set me off. I pumped her fast, feeling like a lion that couldn’t stop feasting. Until I rolled over into the grass, exhausted and satisfied. 


“Would you like to watch while I finish off?” she asked. And I lay between her thighs as she arched her girl’s body over me, gasping with pleasure and joy. We found champagne in the minibar and celebrated. We ordered midnight snacks. I fucked her in a position that the books call the missionary position. We tried something called ‘the wheelbarrow’. We tried the position called ‘rush-hour on the Tube’ from a Japanese porn magazine. I was her sex slave. Then she was my disobedient slave girl who had to be punished. Everything was new and untried.


On Saturday morning we got a taxi home. Absolutely exhausted. “That was sex from scratch,” I said. “Damn, it was good getting to know your body again!”


“Is there an advanced course?” asked Kjersti. “Will you take a chance on me as your instructor?” she added. N
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