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         I awoke with a massive erection, and my mouth was as dry as if I’d completed a 10-kilometre run. Clearly, it had been a long time since I’d done it, I thought, patting the underside of “Junior”. My thirst was even more urgent, if that was possible, so I got up to get myself a drink. I had no idea what time it was. My wife was away at some party and still hadn’t come home; her side of the bed hadn’t been touched. About halfway down the stairs, I heard the sound of the TV. So, she had come home then. Maybe I could satisfy my thirst and my hunger, I thought, and looked expectantly down at my dick, which was bobbing from side to side in time with each step I took as I walked down the stairs. But as I reached the end of the railing and glanced across the room, I was immediately shocked. 


In fact, I was so perplexed that I froze, rooted to the spot, half-asleep, confused, gaping at the two women sitting in the living room watching TV. Clearly, my wife had invited Beate, one of her friends, home afterwards; now they were chilling out in front of the TV before heading to bed. From the look on their faces, they were just as surprised as me. And like I said, I just stood there, rooted to the spot – with my dick poking right out! So, what should I do? My wife was the first one to come to her senses. She started laughing. 


“Well, so you’re out on a walk, then?”

         “Er, yeah... is anyone else here?” I finally managed to stammer. “Sorry. I woke up and was really thirsty.” I could feel myself blushing more and more like mercury rising.”

         “Well, you better go and get something to drink, then,” my wife said. “We’ve seen it all before, haven’t we Beate?”

         “Er... sure. No worries.” 


I could see that Beate was also blushing, but she wasn’t as red in the face like me. Actually, the colour in her face quite suited her. 


Beate is a lovely girl. I won’t deny that; now and then, I’d fantasised about fucking her. Of course, you don’t say that kind of thing out loud. I mean, it's not very smart to mention your wife's friends in that kind of context, even though I had a pretty good idea that my wife actually had an eye for her. I suspected this because she got so flustered whenever Beate was around. There were also a couple of times when she’d thrown herself at me in the hallway after we’d visited Beate. I'd also been turned on by seeing her, and it was after moments like this that we had some of the best sex we’d ever had. But neither of us had dared to broach the subject.


I felt as if I’d made a fool of myself, but there must have been something about being half-asleep that made me just accept my wife's suggestion, so I traipsed on into the kitchen.

         “I’m sorry,” I managed to say once again, sweeping past them, my dick still swinging about, fully visible. I could feel my entire body tingling, and of course, the sensation of arousal was strongest between my legs. 


While I stood there in the kitchen, I started to come around, noticing Beat for Beat was on TV. It must be a repeat on NRK 2, I figured, and I was right. I could make out the familiar logo in the top right corner of the screen from where I was standing in the kitchen. Some B- or C-grade celebrity was about to break into some embarrassingly fake children’s song, accompanied by a bloke who looked like he was wearing a lampshade on his head. 

 Still, I have to admit that I felt slightly horny, thinking that both my wife and her friend had just seen me in the full monty. And the thrill of a trip back through the living room was also having an effect on me. My breathing grew heavier. Images and thoughts filled my mind. No, you just don’t suggest that kind of thing. Well, I just had to bite the bullet and go back to bed, I thought. Both of them knew what was up with me, so they’d surely be a bit discrete and considerate when I walked back through the room. Maybe they would glance out the window or something. I took two hesitant steps into the room. Immediately, I had an erection! Both the girls sat staring – and it wasn’t the TV they were looking at. “Junior” stood to attention, flapping from side to side in time with my heartbeat. Again, it was my wife who broke the silence.
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