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    Part One




    JOE ROLLED OFF me and let out a satisfied sigh. ‘Thank you, darling, I needed that.’




    I leant up on one elbow and stroked his chest. ‘If you get up and make some tea, I’d say that would be the perfect start to the day.’




    Joe swung his legs out of bed, got up and disappeared out of the bedroom. ‘I’ll be back for another shag in a minute,’ he laughed, ‘I can service you while you’re drinking your tea.’ He was back 20 minutes later with a cup of tea and some toast and marmalade. ‘Here, look at this,’ he said, placing the tea and toast by my bedside table and handing me an envelope.




    I took out a card from the already opened envelope. It was an invite to a contemporary art fair at the Business Design Centre in Islington, North London. Joe and I enjoyed art collecting. Having good jobs and no children meant we could indulge ourselves from time to time.




    ‘What do you think?’




    ‘Looks interesting,’ I said. ‘We could go up on the Friday night and take in a show, make a weekend of it?’




    About three weeks later, on a Friday night, I found myself getting steadily pissed in the King’s Head in Islington. We’d taken the day off work, visited a few galleries, had a decent lunch and intended to take in a show at the pub’s theatre. We had a couple of pre-show drinks at the bar and began listening to one of the live bands that the pub is so well known for. Late into the evening we were still standing at the bar, having decided to give the show a miss and carry on enjoying the music. The place was now packed and my feet were aching. Fortunately, we were lucky enough to squeeze onto a table when some other customers left. We ended up laughing and chatting with another couple and had a great evening.




    I woke up the following morning with a throbbing head. I complained to Joe.




    ‘My prick feels the same way,’ he said, hopefully.




    ‘Well you’ll have to sort that out yourself, I don’t think my head would appreciate your body bouncing up and down on me.’




    Joe made a mulish face. ‘You are a selfish cow,’ he said. ‘Feel up to any breakfast?’




    I joined Joe in the hotel restaurant and watched him devour a full cooked breakfast while I nursed a cup of tea and a piece of thinly buttered toast. I didn’t really feel up to the exhibition.




    ‘That couple was a good laugh, weren’t they?’ said Joe.




    ‘I don’t remember much about last night, all I remember is talking to another couple and laughing a lot. God, I hope I didn’t make a fool of myself.’




    Joe was not reassuring. ‘Yeah, you were really pissed. You were gabbing away to this poor bloke, with your hand on his knee and your mouth pressed against his ear.’




    ‘Well, it was bloody loud in there,’ I said, defensively.




    ‘I’m not complaining, I was rather turned on. His wife was bloody attractive too ... It took me back.’ Joe looked at me and smiled.




    I knew what he was referring to. Several years ago we’d taken a spring break in a hotel in Oslo. Two nights before the holiday ended we were using the hotel spa and got talking to a Norwegian couple. The four of us clicked. We agreed to meet up that evening and ended up having a hell of a time. The following evening we agreed to have dinner together and a farewell drink. By now it seemed as if we’d known each other for a long time. At the end of the evening, we all went back to our room and ordered some champagne.




    Their names were Aasta and Frodeand they were both typically Norwegian; blond and fair skinned. Both were striking. Joe had sat in an armchair in a corner of the room and I’d sat on the bed with my head resting against the headboard. We watched as Aasta and Frode wrestled with the bottle of champagne, laughing as they tried to remove the top without spilling any. Of course they weren’t successful. Their friendly jostling shook up the bottle and a loud pop was followed by an eruption of gushing wine. Aasta stepped back to avoid being soaked and tripped, falling back onto Joe’s lap. Joe, who was laughing, put his hand around Aasta’s hip to steady her. Frode poured out the champagne and handed it to us. Aasta remained sitting in Joe’s lap and Joe let his hand remain on her hip as he happily chatted away. Frode sat next to me on the bed.




    ‘What a bloody cheek your husband has putting his hand on my wife like that, I wonder what he’d say if I treated his wife in the same manner?’ He’d added a tone of mock indignation to his voice and, as soon as he finished, he turned and kissed me. It was soft and gentle. I didn’t think to resist or protest, it just seemed so natural. I put my hand on Frode’s thigh and responded. He broke away and I rested my head on his shoulder.




    Frode addressed Joe. ‘So, what do you think of that?’




    ‘How dare you,’ said Joe, also adopting a tone of mock indignation. He kissed Aasta who was already looking at him expectantly. I watched my husband kissing another woman and felt thoroughly aroused. Joe’s hand was moving up and down Aasta’s thigh, causing her skirt to ride up, revealing scanty black lace panties. She held his face in her hands and, with her eyes closed, began sucking his tongue.




    I joined in the fun. ‘How dare he,’ I said, ‘a faithful wife for all these years and all he can do is humiliate me like this. Well, two can play at this game.’ I began to kiss Frode again. He responded, his hands on my breasts and around my bottom. We must have been like this for some five or ten minutes before Frode broke away. ‘Right,’ he said, ‘for the insult you have given me, I am going to have to fuck your wife.’




    ‘Oh, ho,’ said Joe, ‘two can play at that game.’




    Aasta stood up, put her hands on her hips and addressed me. ‘Helen,’ she said, her own acting skills coming to the fore, ‘let’s show these macho idiots who really does the fucking around here.’ With that she began to undo her blouse and step out of her skirt. The sexual tension was incredible. I wanted Frode to fuck me – he was extremely attractive – but, just as badly, I wanted to see Joe fucking the beautiful Aasta.




    I turned my attention back to Frode. ‘I’m going to give you the fuck of a lifetime,’ I said. The look of jocularity left him and it was replaced by one of lust. All four of us were now standing. I didn’t know what Joe was doing to Aasta but I could hear her moaning behind me. I undid Frode’s shirt and begun to suck one of his nipples while I undid his trousers and pushed my hands into his shorts, clasping a meaty, thick cock. He took my face in his hands and kissed my lips, my ears and my neck. He roughly pulled open my shirt and pulled the cups of my bra down beneath my breasts, which he fondled before burying his head in them, licking and sucking as though guzzling on a ripe fruit. This was the first man to have tasted my tits since I’d been married. I felt wanton and decadent.




    Frodethen fell on his knees and began to kiss my belly while desperately trying to undo the clasp on my skirt. It was a wonderful feeling having an attractive man on his knees, eager to devour me. I helped him; purposefully taking my time, watching his tormented eyes as I slowly undid the clasp on my skirt and let it fall to the floor. Frode pulled down my panties, gripped both cheeks of my bottom and buried his face in my pussy, running his nose up and down, taking deep breaths, grunting and sighing, enjoying my feminine fragrance. I removed my shirt and bra then stroked his head, several times, before breaking away. I went over to the bed, lay down, spread my legs and said something which surprised me. ‘Come over here and show my husband how good you are at eating pussy.’




    Frodefrantically shuffled toward me on his knees, which made me laugh. I felt his nose and tongue between my legs, and I began to moan as he feasted on me. As I caressed the back of his head, I looked over at my husband who was standing with a rapt expression on his face as Aasta, who was kneeling before him, gave him her full attention. Her mouth and hands were covering Joe’s cock, slowly enjoying him. Joe seemed to be in heaven, his eyes half closed and his mouth half open. He looked across at me and mouthed ‘I love you’ and I puckered up my lips and threw a kiss back.




    I found the whole situation intensely erotic and it wasn’t long before Frode brought me to orgasm and ripples of pleasure ran through me, increasing in intensity as his hungry mouth continued to tantalize my pussy. Having finished his appetizer Frode stood up and removed the rest of his clothing. ‘Aasta,’ he said, ‘I hope you are going to show Joe how Norwegian women can fuck.’




    Aasta didn’t reply, she was still fully concentrating on Joe’s cock. But Joe managed a breathless response. ‘Did you hear that, Helen? A challenge, how bloody dare they. You make sure he’s fucked to within an inch of his life.’




    ‘Don’t you worry,’ I joined in, ‘he’s going to remember my pussy for ever.’ I turned on my front and faced Frode. ‘But I want to taste your cock first.’




    Frode pulled down his trousers which I’d already undone and I ran my hand over the front of his shorts feeling his hardness. I looked up at him and licked my lips, provocatively, before easing down his shorts. His cock appeared, hard and eager.




    ‘Oooooh,’I exclaimed, addressing his cock with wanton enthusiasm, ‘you are irresistible.’ I took hold of it, gripping it gently, feeling its warmth, and then ran my fingers up and down its length, enjoying the smooth, silky texture, before gripping it midway and gently rubbing my thumb over the bulbous head. As I did this, I looked up into Frode’s eyes, enjoying his agitated arousal. I bent forward and took the head of his cock in my mouth and heard him gasp as my tongue and lips caressed, teased and explored. As I enjoyed Frode, his hips began to move rhythmically, pushing his cock further into my mouth. I could taste a fresh saltiness on the end of his cock and I knew he was on the verge of orgasm. Suddenly, he faltered and pulled back. I was tempted to carry on and feel him explode in my mouth but I knew he was trying to save himself for my pussy and who was I to deny him?




    Every so often, my eyes wandered over to Joe who was now fucking Aasta from behind; she had wonderful shapely hips. Our eyes met and she smiled at me before her mouth lolled back open and she carried on gasping with pleasure. I’d never felt so aroused. I pulled back from Frode and said in a pleading tone, ‘Please, take me from behind, I want your cock inside me.’ I turned around on all fours and raised my bottom high in the air. Frode obliged and I felt his hands grip my hips before his cock squeezed into me, filling me with pleasure. As Frode rode me, I gave way to my lust shouting obscenities that were returned with compliments as he began to ride me more ferociously.




    Aasta joined me on the bed, lying beneath my head, her bottom resting onthe edge. Joe took hold of her ankles and parted her legs. He had to make several attempts to enter her as his rigid cock was bobbing up and down with excitement. Eventually, the head of his cock rested between her pussy lips and he eased into her. They groaned and gasped simultaneously and, as Joe began to fuck Aasta, she wrapped her legs around his waist. The spectacle made me climax.




    Aasta’s eyes, glazed and drowsy with pleasure, met mine. We smiled at each other and then Aasta tongue protruded from her mouth and wriggled, invitingly. I bent my head and kissed her. I’d never kissed a woman before. Her mouth was beautiful. Soft and delicate, we explored each other while our husbands fucked us. We both enjoyed several orgasms, the men chivalrously holding back. Frode came first. I felt his warmth fill me as his grip tightened on my hips. Joe came shortly afterwards; I think the sight of another man ejaculating into his wife was too much for him.




    Shortly after, Aasta and Frode left our room. Joe and I didn’t discuss what had happened; we just hugged and cuddled each other before falling into a deep and peaceful sleep.




    The next day, just before we left the hotel, we met Aasta and Frode for coffee. Frode had a big grin on his face.




    ‘Aasta and I have to confess that you British are the best,’ he said, smiling.




    ‘No, no,’ said Joe, ‘we only rose to the occasion because we had such stiff competition.’ There were a few more good-natured exchanges before I found myself speaking up.




    ‘No, seriously, we’re so glad we met you. You gave us a wonderful experience, thank you.’




    ‘Likewise,’ said Aasta. She reached across and took hold of my hand. ‘I will treasure this memory.’
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