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         I was reluctant since the first second. But Adele’s best friend, Sikita, had eventually managed to convince me that there was something we needed to do. Adele was restless. Adele was not satisfied. I couldn’t keep my head in the sand any longer. The usual Friday nights spent cuddling and watching talk shows on TV were no longer enough for my partner – they hadn’t been for many years. Hence, this surprise party at Sikita Nøstad’s.


I was worried and excited at the same time. Sikita Nøstad lived in a fairly small, but upscale villa right outside Montebello. Thirty years old, she had already managed to get a successful career in advertising; her agency was unique and much sought after. Exotic, according to most. I was somewhat scared of successful businesswomen. But I sure wasn’t blind to the fact that Sikita Nøstad was an extraordinarily attractive woman. She was tall, dark-haired, her body slender yet luscious. Her breasts and her ass were nice and firm, and the way her hips swayed when she walked could have cured the most stubborn impotence. Which was never a problem of mine, anyway.


But so what? Adele was enough for me. What kind of man wouldn’t be happy with her? Fate had performed one of its unexpected plays. It had awarded me first prize, in the form of kind, soft, beautiful, bright, generous Adele. And best of all: She loved me. I was quite the happy Pamphilus, indeed.


“I’m excited as a little girl,” Adele whispered, short of breath, as we stood hand in hand outside Sikita’s impressive front door. The sounds of cheerful laughter and dance music trailed out into the warm summer evening. They embraced us and captivated us. I couldn’t help but let Adele’s excitement and eagerness take over me.

         “It’s just a small party,” she said, “but Sikita has promised us a big surprise. Sikita is always full of surprises.” 


“Yes, you can say that again!”


Before we had a chance to ring the bell, there stood Sikita in the doorway. She stood in the lit doorframe and simply shone. I don’t know how else to describe it. Sikita Nøstad shone and sparkled and burst with energy. Her dark, thick hair, cut short, was glossy. Her beautiful brown eyes blinked and shone with cheerful joy. Her silk dress – the long, crimson silk dress with the deep cleavage – also shone. The smooth fabric embraced her body and highlighted her every curve. Her every detail.


She let us in, into a cloud of wild, exotic scents. She gave Adele a hearty hug and pecked her on the cheeks, then, her face seemingly expressing true joy, she said how happy she was to see that Adele had managed to “get the bear out of the cave”. Then she lifted her face and kissed the “bear” on the snout. Then on the mouth, with her soft, plump lips. I pulled back, but a strong grip on my arm guided me inside, pulled off my jacket and pushed me further into a dimly lit living room, where two couples were gliding across the parquet floor, embracing, moving to the soft rhythm of the music.


To my surprise, I realised that I knew them; not in person, but from the TV. Wow, I thought. Had I ended up at a celebrity party? All four people were well-known actors in an everlasting soap opera that I was mad about. It felt weird to be among them. As if I’d fallen into another reality. Or unreality...


I jumped: Adele was screaming. Or, better said, screeching. Now she was running towards a tall, lanky guy whose blond hair was cut short. He stood there and smiled in that crooked way of his, as he always did on TV. But in addition to it, he put his arms around my partner, Adele. He squeezed her against his body, laughing happily. That, as far as I knew, wasn’t something he always did on TV. 


“What is he doing here?” I asked frowning.


“Isn’t this fun,” Sikita said. “I thought about surprising you with strippers – either male or female – but I ended up choosing to hire one of the country’s most popular stand-up comedians instead. I happen to know that Adele can’t resist him. Once, when we saw him perform, she laughed so hard that she peed her pants. And I know you’re hooked on soap operas,” she added. “Come, let’s say hi to your ‘idols’.”


A cocktail glass in my hand, I walked around as she introduced me to the celebrities. It felt quite unreal. The two soap opera couples gave me a quick squeeze before they went back to their dancing. The tall, blond guy gave me a friendly punch in the chest. He made a few wisecracks that made Adele burst into crazy laughter. I smiled stiffly and drank. Emptied my glass and immediately got a new one. 


“You guys, come drink, too!” Sikita called to the others. “This cocktail is based on a Native American herbal brew passed on by my ancestors. It’s strong. Often used before dancing around the totem pole. Come, let’s go sit back there and get comfy,” she said and grabbed my arm.

I gobbled down the yellow-green, slightly sour liquid, while I watched Adele and this stand-up guy, growling. The two lovebirds sure seemed to have a lot to talk about. And to laugh at.

Adele laughed so hard she was howling. I could contain my excitement.


“Did you like it?” Sikita wanted to know. She pushed me down into a deep armchair while she looked at me with a curious expression. Before I could stop her from doing so, she sank down into my lap, sipping at her own glass.

         “Now the others must take a break and empty their glasses, too,” she stated and pointed towards the bar, where a row of full cocktail glasses was waiting.

         “You just sit here,” she said and pushed me back.


All I wanted was to stand up. I wanted to have a serious word with Adele, who was still laughing shrilly and shaking next to the tall, blond guy. But I let it be. Instead, I drank another glass that appeared out of God-knows-where. I emptied it and felt a quiet, soft warmth spread throughout my body. That peaceful feeling smoothed down and sanded all the sharp edges inside me, rounding the corners. I became more and more aware of Sikita’s round, well-shaped butt. Her tight ass, covered in crimson silk, that casually brushed against my lap. She leaned back and threw an arm around my neck. Her slender fingers ran through my hair. Down there, in the deep cleavage, I could see her breasts, that looked like oversized eggs in a too-small nest.


“Are you feeling better now?”


“I’ve been feeling pretty good the whole time,” I said and laughed.
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