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            Three’s Not a Crowd
      

            by Lucinda X
      

         

         The after-party is winding down. The beer and wine were finished ages ago. Some people have got off with each other and are sitting and making out as if their lives depended on it. Others have given up and are going their separate ways. Some, who didn’t have any expectations beforehand, are having deep discussions about the problems of the world.

         She comes out of the kitchen and winds her way between the guests who are still at it to make coffee, as the hostess asked. She fills the percolator with water and finds the coffee and filter, half-listening to the conversation.

         A man leaning against the fridge is speaking. His cheeks are slightly red. Suddenly, he catches her eye and his gaze hits her like a physical force. They’re locked together by some quivering energy for what seems like an eternity. Then he continues to speak, the redness in his cheeks somewhat more intense now; he seems distant, far off, and acts as if nothing happened.

         Confused, she finds some coffee cups and takes them into the living room. What was that? She can feel a warm intensity spreading from between her legs and her nipples. What now?

         After a while, fewer guests remain. Only the most committed are still sitting there, buried in their coffee cups. She sees him sitting on the sofa and takes the chance to sit down when there’s an empty space. The tension between them is intense. Who is he? She sneaks a glance at him from the side. He’s good-looking, with clear skin and rosy, nicely-shaped lips.

         The people she came with are leaving; they wonder if she’s coming soon? Luckily, the hostess comes to her rescue and says that she can crash there. Finally, it’s just the two of them left sitting on the sofa. She senses that he’s shy. Then she suddenly feels his hand on her breast, and when she doesn’t reject his advances, he provocatively runs his fingers back and forth, so that she feels her nipples growing hard against his fingers through the material of her top. He asks if they should leave.

         Sleepily, she follows him out into the silent street. They walk in silence. The first light of dawn hangs over the houses to the east. He walks quickly, sure that she’s following. Why is he so sure? And why is she following him, she wonders listlessly, trying to keep up as best she can. Because his gaze hypnotised her? Was it because he gave her a look that sent a shudder through her whole body, that shook her to her very core, that felt more real than anything she had ever felt? Was it full of a thousand promises and a thousand possibilities? She was sure that he must feel the same way.

         Finally, he stops by a door. She also stops and stands there, indecisive as he unlocks the door. He tells her to follow him, taking her by the hand, leading her up a dark stairway. They walk through another door and into a dark, unfamiliar apartment.

         She can feel his arms around her, his lips against hers; he pulls her close, holding her tightly. She feebly tries to free herself, but his grim is firm. She can feel his erection against her crotch, pressing against her most sensitive spot. She feels as if she’s not quite there, looking on, and is almost amazed that she presses her crotch against his, and as if in a dream, notices that he’s ripping her trousers off, pulling her jumper up and bending her down to the floor.

         The floor is rough against her skin, but still, it feels like she’s floating on waves. The man kisses her, and his hand strokes between her thighs. He cups his hand around her pussy, and firmly presses his finger against her, before sliding it inside her. She gasps and bites her lip. Then she feels something warm and soft against her opening. Oh my God, she can feel it bursting. He is inside her, and she is so full she could explode. Oh my God, she has never felt such intense sweetness. This must be what heaven is like.

         He begins moving, slowly pulling himself out of her and then slowly thrusting inside her, filling her again with his cock. Something gives inside her, and it’s irrevocably linked to some kind of intense, continual pleasure, that fills her again and again. She becomes conscious that he is filling her until she feels like she’s flung around the room, until he is flying with her, and then they finally fall in a heap in the entrance hall. They lie like that for a long time.

         She can feel him moving, getting up, taking her by the hand and telling her to follow him. She follows the man, who takes her deeper inside the dark hallway, through a new door, and into a bedroom. The first light of day is seeping through the thin curtains, and she catches sight of a big bed. Firmly, he pushes her towards it and pulls her onto the bed with him.

         He lies facing her back, and they doze. She moves away, her body full and satisfied, until she notices his hand searching between her thighs. A finger massages her clit while his massive, stiff cock presses against her bottom. She feels her bum involuntarily lifting up and pushes against him. She feels his massive, amazing cock pressing against her opening again, and she lifts her bum straight up, as much as she can, against him. She wants him inside her. Slowly. So incredibly slowly. And he lets her have it. Centimetre by centimetre until he is as deep inside her as possible. She pushes her bottom up against him, trying to bring him even deeper inside her, if it’s possible.

         Slowly, almost lazily, he pushes in and out of her. She can feel how her vagina contracts around his cock. She feels lust and desire as he slowly buries himself inside her, and it is so sweet, so incredibly sweet. She can feel it building inside her again.

         A sound makes her open her eyes, and she can see a different man standing in the doorway. He’s a stranger; it’s someone she’s never seen before. Such intense blue eyes are staring at her below a dark fringe. She tries to get up, but she can feel a pair of strong hands holding her by the hips. It is the man, who is holding her in an iron grip while he’s thrusting almost demonstrably in and out of her with big, slow movements.

         The stranger says, “I thought that was my bed. I don’t remember lending it to anyone.”

         The man she’d followed answers, “Well, come to bed then.”

         She feels him swelling inside her, thrusting powerfully and forcefully while holding her in a tight, tight grip.

         The stranger enters the room. He sits down on the edge of the bed and lets his hand slide over her breast as if evaluating it. He squeezes her nipples. Involuntarily, she groans. He takes her hand and places it against his crotch. She can feel that he’s hard. And the whole time, she feels how the man she followed is thrusting deeper and deeper inside her. She can feel how her bottom is lifting towards him and how she is pushing back at him.

         The stranger opens his zipper, revealing a massive hard-on. He pulls her head towards it, and it strokes the lips of her mouth. She carefully caresses it with her lips, opening her mouth, letting him push it inside. Her tongue explores the stranger’s dick. She can feel the other man thrusting hard in and out of her, and she explodes. She feels helpless as cramping starts to spread through her entire body again and again, as she climaxes. Finally, she collapses in a heap.

         From somewhere far away, she can feel the man pulling out of her, pushing her so that she ends up on top of him. He drives his dick, which is still stiff, against her cunt, which seems to have a life of its own, practically sucking him inside. Slowly, she rides him. And it’s wonderful, so incredibly good.

         The stranger says, “You guys can stay if you want.”

         She senses him behind her. He puts his hands around her breasts, gently bites her neck and straddles the guy who was already behind her. She can feel the stranger’s erection against her behind, and she thinks how crazy the situation is, but at the same time, she continues to ride the man she followed with an intense sense of desire. She sinks down on him, letting him almost slip out of her; then she lets him in again, almost out again, again and again until she’s riding him and he’s deep, deep inside her. Simultaneously, she can feel how she’s pushing her bum against the stranger’s erection.

         Suddenly, she feels the stranger bending her over so her bottom is now raised to the highest possible point. She feels his fingers caressing her pussy and the other man’s cock. She can feel a finger pushing inside her, behind his cock. Then she feels the tip of a dick pressing against her pussy, and he lets it slowly press inside her already overflowing cunt. It’s not possible, she thinks. It’s just not going to work. Centimetre by centimetre, the stranger pushes his cock deeper and deeper, until both their cocks are deep inside her. It feels so incredibly good! She’s full to the brim. The stranger starts pumping inside her, and she also starts thrusting, supported by two pairs of hands holding her hips. No matter how she moves, she remains full, a dick pressing against her most sensitive insides. Inside her, there’s something moving everywhere. The two dicks seem to embrace each other.

         Caught up in a wild, all-consuming rhythm, together all three of them are riding each other. She screams out something which must be the most incredible multi-orgasm she’s ever had, quickly followed by the two men, each roaring as they come. Then they fall into a heap and sleep.

         “Gunhild, Gunhild, wake up!”

         In the distance, she can hear someone rushing about, and the smell of coffee fills her nostrils. She opens her eyes and looks into Kjetil’s smiling face.

         “It’s late, Gunhild. Come and have something to eat.”

         She squints and then remembers what happened last night, closing her eyes again. She feels herself blushing. What does Kjetil think of her now? Is everything ruined?

         She can feel his lips against her face. “Dear Gunhild, the world’s sexiest woman.”

         Small kisses rain down across her entire face until she relaxes and presses her lips against his, opening her eyes.

         “Come on, Gunhild,” says Kjetil. “Put on one of my shirts and come into the kitchen. I’ll properly introduce you to Sverre.”

         So it was Sverre, Kjetil’s flatmate whom she hadn’t met yet. Still blushing, just wearing one of Kjetil’s shirts, she trudges after him into the kitchen. She can feel her cheeks burning.

         Sverre gets up, comes over to her and gives her a hug. “Thanks for last night! You’re everything Kjetil said you were, and more!”

         The men have laid the breakfast table, and it looks delicious. They eat and chat about this and that. She looks at Kjetil.

         “How did you like my surprise?” he asks, teasing.

         She blushes again. Yesterday evening, they’d agreed to pretend as if they were meeting for the first time, and that he would hit on her. He’d figured that the game he was planning would really turn her on, so when Sverre turned up (as the two flatmates had agreed), she’d be so aroused that she’d go along with it.

         Sure, they’d talked about a threesome before (she had known the idea turned Kjetil on), but actually doing it was a different matter entirely. Deep inside herself, she’d always thought that he would find her morally incomprehensible if she did something like that. Many men dream of having two women at the same time, but few men actually try sharing their partner with another man.

         His warm gaze from across the table shows her that he really did enjoy it, and that he respects her even more – if that were possible – for taking such a step and daring to show him all her desire. Joy rushes through her.

         “Run into the shower,” he says, “while we clear the table.”

         She doesn’t have to be asked twice and disappears in the bathroom. She pulls off the shirt and gets into the shower under the warm water. She washes her hair and lathers up her body, enjoying the sensation, allowing herself to remember what happened last night. Oh, it was so incredibly good!

         Then she notices someone coming into the shower behind her. Who is it? The shampoo in her hair stops her from opening her eyes immediately. Two hands touch her breasts and pull her closer. Kjetil or Sverre? Whoever it is, she can feel his erection against her ass.

         He kisses and bites her gently on the neck before he reaches for the shower head and rinses the soap off her. He continues washing her, paying particular attention to her pussy and her bottom. She’s still standing with her back to him. He leans forwards and licks her, first along the lips, letting his tongue slip inside her, and then carrying on to her tiny rosette. One hand has found its way to her clit. She no longer thinks about who it is, just what she needs to do so he can best reach her.

         His fingers replace his tongue, rubbing her clit with one hand, while the other rubs the muscles of her opening until he feels her relaxing. Then he slides his fingers in and out of her. She moans.

         Then she feels a pair of hands gripping her shoulders. She opens her eyes. Kjetil is standing in front of her. He pulls her up and kisses her while she’s standing, leaning lightly against the wall. Then he lifts her up and pulls her down onto his cock. Something presses against her asshole. It’s Sverre’s dick, which wants to join in. Slowly, carefully, he pushes inside her until he is as deep inside her as possible.

         She’s full to the brim. It’s incredibly good, she manages to think, before they start moving inside her. Carefully at first. Then they hold her between them, each thrusting inside her from their own particular side, into each of her openings. Sure, some might say it’s really good, but it’s more than that; it’s crazy good.

         She’s lifted up and filled, and the whole time there is a dick inside her, going in and out of her. The two dicks rub against each other; the thin wall between her two openings is all that separates them. Strong hands hold her, shoving her between them. Crazy. She screams, again and again. Cramping, she squeezes and squeezes the two dicks in her warm, wet insides, so that they are soon at the point of breaking. They let go of all their inhibitions and fuck wildly and hard, letting themselves get caught up in the rhythm of the morning, finally roaring in ecstasy as they come.

         Gunhild finds herself standing on the bathroom floor, thankfully held and embraced from both sides by both her lovers. Without them holding her, her legs would have gone from under her.

         Just who is supporting who is not easy to tell, but finally they slowly sink to the bathroom floor and exhale, still holding each other, squeezing slightly, stroking each other.

         “That was incredible!” laughs Sverre. “I guess we have to take another shower now!”

         “And you,” laughs Kjetil, gently caressing her between her legs. “Full of semen again?”

          
      

         Happy, Gunhild laughs. This is surely going to be the start of a long, amazing summer. If she knows Kjetil well, he’s going to have plenty of good ideas and exciting games for them to play. If not, she’ll definitely be able to help him! Or Sverre!
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