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         A quivering feeling at the back of her neck, of dreaming. The slush on the pavement became unreal. I peeked at Grete as if to get her to give me a look, a sign, that we’ll pull out, this is too wild! But no, I should know better, she didn’t want to stop, she was going to finish this. 


We trotted up the street, unlicensed taxis crawling past us, with the man we simply called “the knitted jumper” between us. We’d named him that immediately. He was wearing a large, greyish blue, immensely boring jumper, and definitely stood out in the bar. A solid man, a little rotund – the way Grete likes them, but we’d managed to agree without too much debate. Possibly because Grete saw me shiver with the ravenous hunger of merely standing next to him. 


We’d been joking about picking up a guy together for ages now, but it was a bit of a surprise that the two of us would suddenly become single at the same time, after so many years of being best mates. And what’s a better consolation than a man’s arm to sleep on? A call-on hold melody. And the man who won’t take the challenge, half in jest, to satisfy two girls in one night? Well, that man is not yet born. 


The whole thing was a game we didn’t want to stop playing, a nice mix of her impishness and my restlessness, a driving force I can barely describe but felt from the inside. 


An acquaintance, Muhammed, picked us up and drove us home to my place. We sat in the back seat and let “The Jumper” take the front. I was certain my pulse and my gooseflesh would give me away to everyone out on the pavement. I was certain anyone could tell by the look of us and understand that tonight was the night. My mind wanders easily, and I imagine people turning around, cars following us. We’ve been seen, we’ve been exposed. 


I had to think of something else. I soon realised that the best course of action was to lie back in my seat and enjoy my body getting ready, how my nipples screamed beneath my jacket, how my crotch ached and squirmed, 


The weight down there was immeasurable compared to my lightheadedness. I could tell Greta felt the same way. She kept clearing her throat while she kept the conversation going. Her mouth must’ve been as dry as mine, and her voice disappeared from her lips. 


We’d paid Muhammad and locked the door behind us before I even touched “The Jumper”. His name was Roar. He was tall. I interlaced my fingers with his and lifted his arms above his head, kissed his chin violently and attacked his mouth. 


Hot and cold waves spread from my crotch to my toes, to the tips of my fingers and to my scalp. A sense of well-being came over my thighs, and my labia were throbbing demandingly. My breathing was heavy, and I started to take off my coat. 


Grete had already torn off hers and stood there in nothing but her short dress. She asked if we should bring a bottle of wine upstairs.

         “I’ve got it, you two go on up,” I said.

         I took off my shoes and my panties and loaded a tray with a bottle of mineral water, a bottle of red, three glasses and olive oil. 


When I got upstairs to the bedroom, Grete was slowly pulling her dress over her head. She was glorious and seemed untouched, fresh as a lily and firm as a deer all at the same time. Roar had seemingly been told not to do anything. He sat on the edge of the bed, still fully dressed. 


I put down the tray and got into the bed behind Roar. I bit his neck lightly and noticed him shiver. Grete had started touching herself. It was a terrifying, terrific sight. I pulled Roar’s jumper off, and his proportions were magnificent. I let him get the drift that he should stand up, and I started undoing his trousers. A beautiful, solid dick with a well-marked head stood throbbing up towards his navel. 


The man was glorious, and I had to touch and admire the rock-hard manhood, the glistening, silky skin and the perfect balls that came alive at the touch of my tongue. Roar tried to use his hands to steer my head but was denied that pleasure. He wanted to reach Grete who was licking her fingers and rubbing her clit, but I gave him a firm shove back down onto the bed.


I didn’t free him from his trousers, which were now around his ankles, but rather made him twist into position in the middle of the bed and lie back. His fantastic dick was pointing at an angle towards the ceiling. I straddled him and sat across his chest. The man looked as if he’d landed on the moon when he felt my soaking wet sex on him. I bent down and kissed him while my right hand reached into the nightstand to find the straps. 


I stretched partially across his face and let him have a peek under my skirt while I tied his right hand to the headboard. He let me tie up the left one and didn’t protest when I slunk down and freed his feet. I slid on the floor, and Grete helped me undress: calmly, firmly, intimately. I opened the bottle of olive oil, and Grete, who knew how much I appreciated this kind of thing, got on her back. 


I rummaged around in the dresser and got out a dildo. Roar was lying in bed, gawping, moaning and asking if we weren’t going to take him. I was on my knees on the wooden floor, letting a thin stream pour from the bottle and spread out in circles on Grete’s stomach and breasts, the insides of her thighs and down along her arms. Cold oil. 


I rubbed it into her skin, kissed her and painted her body until she had goosebumps, let the dildo rest on her tummy and kissed her clit. A small sigh escaped from her lips. I tasted and sucked on her pretty pussy, and she searched with her fingers in mine. It was wonderful and special to know it was a girl who put her fingers inside me and stimulated my inner centre. I ejaculated spontaneously – that’s just what happens!


I used the dildo on Grete and let it slowly rotate around her opening. She wanted more and lifted her pelvis toward me with hard thrusts to make me understand. I kissed her clit and let my front teeth glide across it while I pushed the dildo all the way into her – time and time again. It hummed and vibrated; it was almost scary pushing it in against her forceful orgasmic cramps. She screamed the way only she can. But I’ve heard her scream louder from the other side of that wall, and I was hoping to hear that again. 


I lay down close beside her on the floor, stroking and kissing, and told her I wanted to be in on it when she took Roar. Grete knows I’m an “easy fuck”, and totally agreed that I should help myself first. He was ready as they come. Great globs ran down his dick. I was partially lubed up with oil and massaging myself lightly, but not too much when I straddled him in bed. I barely touched him, nibbled his nipples and got a good whiff of his armpits. 


I was dizzy with desire, nearly nauseous. I was one with my throbbing, soaking sex and licked lightly around the base of his dick, sucked a ball into my mouth, drank from the drops bubbling forth. Then, I squatted down and guided his wonderful dick towards my sex. It felt inhumanly large and getting the head in hurt, even if I was lubed all the way inside and wide open. 


It was an amazing dick that filled me; it both hurt and felt great, brutal and beautiful, and I let myself sink halfway down his shaft before the first shake got me and I keeled over on his chest, still with his cock inside me. 


Roar was warm and sweaty, even though he hadn’t moved. The outrageous cock still throbbed inside me, and I started the most fantastic thing of all. I slid down his cock, lay on his chest and gathered my feet between his. It’s so easy, as sure as the bank. 


I lift my torso up from his with my back a little arched, pushing down on his hips and feel my sex impaled on his dick. I feel it drilling its way into the very core of my spine, and as it does, I tense and tighten. 


Then, I explode. Like high voltage, the orgasm chases through my whole body, in many colours, several temperatures, and I freeze and sweat at once, screaming and howling, throbbing and struggling. Like the northern lights, it courses through me, may it never end, may it never end, may it never end.


But I have to stop, I have to rest, and I just about manage to pull myself so far up Roar that only his head is inside me. I rest for a while, perhaps a minute. Then it starts up again. I can’t stop, I cling on, I don’t know what to. I am dancing on a wave of lights and current assaulting my body, shaking me like a ragdoll, and may it never end, may it never end, may it never end.


I sink together like a wet, heavy duvet across the man. I’m bathed in sweat, and my heart is about to throb its way out of me and into the body beneath me. I think to myself that it’ll never get better than this. At the same time, my cunt aches, it feels like jelly and like it’s exploded, and I don’t think it’s possible to handle any more. 


But Roar must know what he’s doing, because he waits just barely long enough before he uses his glutes and stomach and then rams his dick that little extra half an inch in once more, and I have to, I have to, I have to. I’m completely filled with dick, and it reaches every fibre of my body, and I wail as new cramps take over my body. I’m floating on rough seas of power, of life, of meaning. 


I feel Roar like waves beneath me, hear him wailing slowly, sincerely. I feel how his cock gets pushed out by my after-quakes, and it’s nothing but good and sore and empty. I slide down beside the spent man, and I feel as if I lose consciousness for a moment. 


I notice Grete loosening the straps that hold Roar down. They’re both stroking me, and I glimpse Grete bending down to taste the resting dick. It’s clearly sensitive, soft and warm like a sleeping cat in her hands. But Grete is on; she’s greedy and wants some too. She licks up his thigh, and she plays with her tongue. She guides her fingers beneath his balls, towards his anus. She licks his balls wet and blows on them. She’s woken up the monster. 


Roar clearly wants to move, be active, and that suits Grete just fine. She lies down on the bed and asks to be taken, a lot, hard, for a long time. I’m as done and full of acid that I sink back onto the duvet we’ve balled up on the floor.


I see Roar sucking and nibbling on Grete’s crotch. She twists and pulls his hair. She howls, quiet, excited. The quakes take her crotch. 


Roar is over her, pushing his way into her, thumping her. Hard, forceful, brutal, heavy. But also restrained, calm, in control. I enjoy the sight of his magnificent, juicy sex spearing her again and again. Watching is so intense I feel as if I’m the one being fucked. 


Grete is greedy and horny. She’s not satisfied in the slightest when the first orgasm quietens down in her. She urges Roar on, more, more, more. And Roar doesn’t mind that. He sees that I’ve stood up and guides the humming dildo up and down my stomach. I tell him I want to see him take her rear, and he’s barely even thought the thought before an explosion goes off in him. He has to pull himself together, you can tell by looking at any part of him, in order not to spurt out at the very thought. He pulls out, lifts and turns Grete until she’s on all fours on the bed. I scoot in beneath her. I want in, want to be part of this animal act I know is coming.


I get on my back under Grete and use my finger on myself while juices well up inside me. Roar spits lightly on his fingers and rubs them against Grete’s anus. I let the dildo hum against her sex and let it slide in as Roar presses his dickhead in from behind. 


The sheer violence of her cramps and shrieks make me feel light-headed, and feeling how the dildo gets rammed out every time I shove it in is so wonderful and so strange that I come – even though I’m not physically touching myself at all. 


Roar has come already, and he pulls out his half-mast dick. Grete has had one of her most intense orgasms ever. She sinks down on me, warm and sweaty. 


Roar lies down on the bed beside us, and after a few minutes, I wiggle out and grab the mineral water. I fill all the glasses and propose a toast, not to what has been but what is yet to come.
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