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Thanksgiving weekend loomed. I had to play the boyfriend brought home for three different girlfriends. And in each case, nobody in any of the families was to find  out  that  I  had  another  girlfriend  besides  their  beloved  daughter.  Or  that  I actually  had  two  other  girlfriends.  Or  that  all  three  girlfriends  not  only  knew each other, but were living together — and with me. And not only were we all living  together,  but  they  all  knew  about  each  other  being  linked  to  me romantically — and all at the same time, too! (Often literally . . . . )

The  hardest  thing  we’d  have  to  explain,  if  we  got  caught,  was  how, accidentally or not, this had actually become our preferred arrangement. It was an  accidental  harem  from  the  beginning  —  nothing  was  planned,  and  we  went through our own shock and adjustment with how it came about, too. But we all found we liked our little secret harem — a lot. It would be too much to explain to anyone. Still, we had to figure out how to pull it off.

We sprawled on my double king bed up in the increasingly bedouin tent-like attic,  pale  white  muslin  curtains  closed  around  the  bed,  a  thousand  pillows thrown all around it, point lights high up in the arching ceiling looking like stars above  the  oasis  in  the  desert,  peacefully  droning  arabic  music  playing.  Claire, Jessica, and Kiera sprawled over my bed in different orientations half over each other  and  me,  dressed  in  t-shirts  and  panties,  me  in  shorts,  all  our  bare  limbs entangled.

Kiera  rolled  over  onto  her  stomach  and  laid  her  hands,  one  over  the  other, over my crossed knees. My foot got crushed down by her groin that she pushed down harder with her curling hips, snickering. “Our houses back home aren’t too far apart,” she said. “It’s only a few miles between each of them, back home.”

Jessica crawled over on her hands and knees like some burdened pack animal and  laid  playfully  down  completely  over  top  of  Kiera.  She  rested  her  chin  on Kiera’s head.

Kiera snorted. “You’re crushing me!” she groaned into my thighs with a grin.

Jessica  ignored  her.  “It’s  true  —  you  could  make  it  from  one  house  to  the other in just a few minutes,” she said.

Claire pushed her heels into the mattress and shoved herself backward on her back until she came close enough to lower her head down on my stomach. She crossed  her  ankle  over  her  pulled  up  knee  and  clasped  her  hands  over  her stomach. “The problem is, how does he explain leaving one of our houses to go to the other? And dinner is going to be pretty much at the same time for all of them — he can only be at one.”

Jessica  rolled  off  of  Kiera’s  back  and  walked  languidly  on  her  hands  and knees  over  Claire’s  body  and  up  to  my  face  where  I  was  propped  up  against pillows stacked behind me against the headboard. She casually kissed my mouth and  searched  my  teeth  with  her  tongue.  “I  wish  we  could  just  stay  here,”  she said. “And fuck all weekend instead.” She flopped down beside me to share my pillows and wriggled her feet under Claire’s back.

Claire  absent-mindedly  massaged  her  calves  and  the  backs  of  her  thighs. “That’s all you ever want to do, Jess — fuck our boyfriend day and night. But that does sound pretty nice, not gonna lie,” she said.

“What  if,”  I  said,  finally  peeling  my  eyes  away  from  the  very  peak  of  the ceiling, “I had to attend an academic conference all weekend?”

Kiera pushed herself up toward my lap, far enough to find my bulge under her face, and she pushed her lips into the fabric to kiss me there. “It’s Thanksgiving, who  would  have  a  conference  over  Thanksgiving?”  she  said.  She  pretended  to bare her teeth and readied to bite my cock off.

“Europeans don’t give a shit about Thanksgiving,” I said.

Claire rolled over onto her stomach and pushed her face around my chest and ribs and stomach, kissing me and licking me and biting me here and there. She casually,  lazily,  blew  a  raspberry  on  my  stomach  and  laughed.  “That  would make  you  absent  for  all  of  us,  which  means  we  aren’t  bringing  our  boyfriend home to meet mom and dad,” she said. “We already said we were, though.”

“What if it’s an online conference?” I said. “So I’m not having to travel.”

Jessica curled up beside me on the pillows, pulling her knees up to her chest and lying on her side. She kissed my shoulder and neck and buried her face in my hair. “Still too much time away,” she said. “I want to fuck you right now so badly,” she whispered into my ear privately.

I  wrapped  my  arm  around  her  back.  “What  if  it’s  a  history  association conference and I don’t have to attend every event, but I get to pick and choose?” I said.

Kiera  pushed  the  side  of  her  face  into  the  crotch  of  my  shorts  and  moaned lightly, rubbing herself all around my groin. “So why go to any at all, then?” she said. “Wouldn’t you spend time with your girlfriend’s family in that case?” she said.

“What  if,”  I  said,  warming  up  to  the  idea,  “I  was  a  voting  member  of  a delegation,  so  that  there  were  events  I  was  obligated  to  be  at,  but  otherwise,  I could miss other things?” I said.

Claire pushed her hand under my shorts and curled her cool fingers around the shaft  of  my  half-stirred  cock.  Kiera  pulled  the  drawstring  waist  of  my  shorts down enough for Claire to stand my cock up for her, and she kissed the head and lazily sank her mouth down over it. She came back up, rubbing her cheeks and neck  into  it.  Claire  steered  the  head  of  my  cock  around  Kiera’s  face.  “So  why not just do your meetings at the house?” Claire said. “Why  would  you  have  to leave  the  house?”  She  gasped  a  moment  watching  from  up  close  as  Kiera  took my  cock  deeper  inside  her  mouth.  I  saw  her  slowly,  lightly,  rub  herself  on  the front of her panties.

I  snapped  my  finger.  “Because  I  have  colleagues  at  a  hotel  room  I  have  to meet with for strategizing for votes that come up, and we have to meet face-to-face to hash things out quickly!”

Claire  laid  her  face  sideways  on  my  stomach  so  she  could  get  under  Kiera’s face  and  watch  even  closer  as  Kiera’s  lips  closed  around  the  head  of  my strengthening  cock.  She  pushed  her  mouth  down  over  my  thickening  and hardening shaft. “Wait a second,” she said. “What kind of history conference has votes?” She snorted and tittered. Kiera’s mouth pushed all the way down to the base of my cock before she slowly, tightly, pulled her lips  back up.

“She  doesn’t  even  gag  anymore,  did  you  see?”  Jessica  said  to  me,  and  she snorted and kissed my cheek. “Is it nice?”

“Pretty good,” I said.

Kiera pulled her mouth up off my cock and stroked it against her face. “Just pretty good?” she said and she rolled her eyes knowingly at Claire. “Our man, I swear,” she said. “Does he take his harem for granted?”

“Let  me  try,”  Claire  said,  and  she  pushed  her  face  under  Kiera’s  face  and closed her mouth around the head of my cock. It contrasted with Kiera’s mouth in  size,  warmth,  and  wetness.  I  caught  my  breath  short  and  grunted  lightly. Jessica  snorted  and  smiled  against  my  cheek.  “You’re  so  predictable,”  she groaned  against  my  skin  through  her  grin.  “Our boyfriend is very predictable,” she said to the others and she laughed.

“You’d  be  surprised  what  we  have  to  vote  on,”  I  said,  watching  through Jessica’s hair as Claire sank her mouth down on my cock. Kiera pushed her face up into my balls to lick and tease me there. “The history association has to vote on  all  sorts  of  issues  —  to  either  end  debate  on  some  controversy,  or  take  a position  or  not  as  an  official  organ  of  the  tenured  historians.  Lots  of  stuff,”  I said.

Claire pushed her mouth down my shaft deeper and pulled it back up and off with a suctioning pop. “Can you feel it press into the back of your throat?” she said to Kiera.

“Uh-huh,” Kiera said, and she kissed the side of the shaft where Claire held it upright between their faces. “It triggers me sometimes, too, when I do that,” she said.

Claire  snorted  and  stretched  forward  to  kiss  Kiera  on  the  mouth.  “Me  too,” she said. “It’s a different kind of climax, though.”

“So  you  guys  vote  on  what  happened  in  some  year  in  some  place  like  16th century Italy or something?” Jessica said, and she pushed herself down my body and  muscled  her  way  between  Kiera  and  Claire  to  kiss  the  head  of  my  cock herself and sink her mouth down over it. The contrast between her and Claire — between all three of them — made me shiver.

“It’s not that specific,” I said. “More like the overall framework for everything in  a  certain  period  and  place,”  I  said.  “When  you  think  about  it,  the  moment something slides into the past, it no longer exists,” I said, watching Jessica pump her mouth up and down my cock. She held her hair out of the way. “If we say it existed, it’s  only  because  we  have  to  agree  on  that.”  I  watched  lick  the  side  of my cock and drag her lips along it. Both Kiera and Claire watched Jessica, too, as  she  sucked  on  me  and  they  wrapped  their  hands  together  around  my  shaft under Jessica’s mouth so they could together pump me in time with her mouth. “We  have  to  agree,  for  example,  that  there  was  a  Europe,  and  that  there  was  a Renaissance in it,” I said.

“That sounds so crazy,” Claire said. She looked up at me with a screwed up face and crawled over to insert herself under Kiera’s hips. Kiera lifted her body enough to let Claire slip her head under her groin. 

She inhaled sharply and flinched. “Fuck, Claire!” she said. “Warm a girl up, would  you?”  she  said,  and  she  laughed  and  looked  down  under  her  body  at Claire pushing her mouth up against her pussy from under her.

Jessica turned around to lie on my body backward. She pushed her hips up at my face behind her. She and Kiera played together with their tongues over my cock. I pushed Jessica’s thighs apart and rubbed my thumb over the whole area of her wet groin.

“I’ll spend some time at one house, say that there’s a vote I need to get to a fellow student’s house for, and then go to the next house, and keep doing that,” I said.

I wasn’t sure they were hearing me anymore. They continued their exploits on each other’s bodies, and mine, in my bed. I stretched up in my neck and lightly kissed Jessica’s pussy. I pushed my thumb tip against her anus. She moaned on my  cock,  muffled  and  high,  and  wriggled  her  body  over  mine.  Kiera  gently sucked and licked my balls while Claire pushed her face up under her groin and lashed her tongue sloppily all over her pussy.

Jessica turned around over top of my body.  Kiera slipped down to lie on her tummy  and  continued  to  lick  my  balls,  and  now  also  Jessica’s  anus  and perineum.  Claire  stretched  up  beside  me  and  kissed  my  ear.  “We  love  you  so much,”  she  whispered  with  nearly  no  breath  at  all  into  my  ear.  Jessica  pushed her hands down into my chest and arched her back. She rolled her head back and dropped her mouth open. Kiera pulled on her hips and she slid her sopping and wet pussy down the shaft of my cock.

Claire pulled my face with a finger under my chin toward her on the pillows under  our  heads  and  we  kissed  with  wrestling  tongues.  “Jessica  loves  fucking you so much,” she groaned, and she snorted and buried her tongue deep into my mouth.  Jessica  rode  up  and  down  as  slowly  as  waves  at  midnight  lapping  the shore  of  a  lake.  Kiera  pushed  her  face  under  Jessica  and  me  and  sucked  and licked  us  all  over.  When  Jessica  rocked  forward  and  my  cock  fell  out  of  her pussy, Kiera took it deep in her mouth, swirled her tongue around it, and pushed it  back  for  Jessica  to  take  up  her  pussy  again.  Claire  moaned  inside  our  kiss. “I’m  going  to  cum,”  Claire  whispered  in  a  shaking  voice.  Her  hand  was  busy inside her stretched panties.

She rolled onto her back beside me and lifted her hips and pulled her panties down  to  stretch  between  her  thighs.  Jessica  fell  down  onto  her  elbows  and stretched to the side to take Claire’s mouth with a kiss. When her pussy came up my cock, I could feel Kiera lash at the shaft with her flicking tongue.

Kiera pushed on the bottom of Jessica and she rolled off me and pushed her groin  against  Claire’s  groin.  They  entangled  their  limbs  around  each  other’s body beside me on the bed and curled their hips up at each other. Kiera climbed up over me and took Jessica’s place, reaching around her back to grip my cock behind her, and sink her pussy down over it.

Claire and Jessica rocked their hips together, and by their breath and moans, I knew they were going to make each other soon climax. Kiera could hear it too. She fell down over me and bit my ear and moaned. I wrapped my hands around her  butt  and  pushed  my  hips  up  into  her  from  below.  When  Jessica  and  Claire started  gasping  and  stretching  with  spasms  rippling  through  their  bodies,  I  was unable  to  hold  myself  back  any  longer.  Kiera  could  feel  me  plunge  myself  up into  her  with  greater  abandon  and  she  began  to  scrunch  her  fists  and  toes  and lose her breath.

I  ejaculated  into  her.  She  stretched  far  back  and  her  body  shook  on  me.  She dropped her mouth open in a silent scream. Jessica and Claire both gasped and cried out at the same time beside us. Kiera fell off and rolled her head onto the pillow to my left. Claire stretched her body flat out on her back with her head on the pillow to my right. And Jessica fell over onto Claire’s right. All in a row, all flat  on  our  backs,  we  caught  our  breath,  we  laughed,  and  we  calmed  out  heart rates.

I began at Claire’s house. If the ruse worked there, it would work at all of their houses.  Jessica  and  Kiera  waited  in  a  cafe.  After  saying  our  hellos  to  Claire’s parents, I explained how I’d need to duck out now and then for the conference goings-on. “A couple other students are doing the same thing — we’re meeting at one of their houses. We’re taking turns,” I explained.

“Whoever heard of historians voting on what happened?” Claire’s mom said, and Claire dropped her jaw and said, “Right!?”

I pretended to get a text and said, “Ah! There we go, I’m up,” I said. I dashed out  the  door  and  into  the  car  and  sped  to  the  cafe.  Jessica  hopped  in  and  we whipped  around  to  her  house.  There,  we  greeted  her  parents  and  her  two siblings, she showed me around, I made my explanation, pretended to get a call, and I flew out of there.

I  picked  up  Kiera  and  did  the  same  thing.  So  far,  so  good,  I  thought,  as  she introduced  me  to  her  parents  and  brother.  Stage  one  went  off  without  a  hitch. Now the problem would be the actual dinner. They all planned sit-down formal dinners,  all  around  6.  The  issue  was,  earlier  in  the  afternoon  made  sense.  The fake conference was seven hours ahead of us and I could claim there were late evening meetings. But dinner at 6 here would be one in the morning there.

Kiera  managed  to  convince  her  parents  to  start  eating  at  5:30,  and  Jessica managed to convince her’s to eat at 6:30. That allowed me to start dinner three times at the three different houses. But finish at only one of them. And the time would only be later at night at the fake conference in Europe.

“It’s a raging controversy,” I explained to Kiera’s parents. “The decision will determine  which  articles  will  be  accepted  and  which  will  be  rejected  from  the journal,” I said.

“Isn’t the reason whether the article is good or not?” her mom said, frowning and slowly processing the mashed potatoes in her mouth.

“They’re  all  going  to  be  good.  But  imagine,  for  instance,”  I  said,  “a  journal published  by  an  association  of  historians  focused  on  the  20th  century,  that receives  an  article  that  denies  the  holocaust,”  I  said  and  I  shrugged.  “Or  even downplays  it,  or  suggests  it  happened  but  for  other  reasons  besides  anti-semitism,” I said.

“Wouldn’t the editors reject it?” her father said.

“They would want to, you’d hope, but they need legal justifications to do so —  getting  published  has  major  consequences  for  your  career.  Getting  rejected, you could sue if it wasn’t for defensible reasons.”

“So the association puts in the rules, so that the editors can point to those rules as the reason?” her mothers said.

“That’s exactly it — it gives them cover,” I said. “And now,” I glanced at my phone, “I really must go, every vote counts!” Kiera kissed me at the front door. I hopped in the car and raced to Jessica’s.

I  was  just  in  time.  When  it  came  time  to  make  tracks  to  Claire’s,  the  same conversation came up.

“What’s  the  controversy  about  now?”  her  father  said.  “You  don’t  do  20th Century,” her father said.

“Believe it or not,” I said, “it’s what constituted marriage. So, for example, it was  only  in  the  12th  Century  the  church  and  the  government  got  involved  in marriage, and that was only when it was first defined — when you had officials and witnesses, and documents you had to sign, records to file at the townhall or the church,” I said.

“So what was marriage before that?” her mother asked.

“Well that’s just it,” I said. “There  are  some  who  say  that  since  there’s little evidence of what it was before then — no records, no documents — we’re free to speculate on it being between any two people, or even between any number of people,”  I  said.  “You  were  married  if  you  went  around  saying  you  were.  And you  stopped  being  married  the  same  way  —  if  you  went  around  saying  you weren’t anymore. That was all it was.”

“Sounds like chaos,” her father said.

I snorted. “Exactly  what  the  church  said!”  I  said.  “That’s  why  they  imposed rules on it.”

“What’s the controversy?” her mom asked.

“Well,” I said, “the conventional take is that the Church only formalized what was already in practice, and that they didn’t change it that much. But their are a group  of  newer  historians  saying  that  since  the  evidence  of  that  kind  of  strict definition of marriage doesn’t exist, we should open up our view to allowing that there  must  have  been  same-sex  marriages,  for  example,  and  polygamous marriages, too,” I said. “And the traditional historians think that this is just some new  politicization  of  medieval  history  and  they’re  just  trying  to  lay  their  own fights at the doors of medieval history,” I said. “And with that, I am afraid I must dash! The battle is raging!”

I got out of there before their next inevitable question: Which side am I on? I had  no  such  luck  escaping  that  question  at  Claire’s  house.  “Which  side  am  I on?” I repeated Claire’s mother’s question to buy some time and think.

“Did  marriage  ever  used  to  mean  whatever  anyone  wanted  it  to  mean,  with whoever and however many people?” she said.

Claire squeezed my hand in hers under the table. The irony wasn’t lost on her: we  were,  her,  me,  Jessica  and  Kiera,  pretty  much  living  in  a  marriage-like situation back up at college all together.

“Well,”  I  hedged.  “When  we  say  ‘the  fall  of  Rome,’  that’s  kind  of  a misnomer,” I said. “Based on one biased book. Rome didn’t so much as fall, as move  its  capital,  transform  it’s  look,  take  on  different  characteristics,”  I  said. “There’s more or less a fairly smooth way of life from, say, year 0 to year 1200,” I said, “for everyone who wasn’t in the elite.“

Claire  surreptitiously  pulled  my  hand  up  under  her  skirt  and  pressed  my fingers into the front of her panties, all under the table. “And in Rome, marriage l ike we understand it was only for that 1% at the top. For the common folk, it really was unregulated — you were married if you said you were, and divorced if  you  said  so,  and  that  was  it.  Circumstances  would  dictate  what  you  did  and how you lived — everyone was just struggling to get by, after all,” I said.

Claire looked at me like she was interested, even as she pulled the waist of her panties out and pushed my middle finger down under them, guiding the fingertip to the lips of her pussy. She was, of course, wet.

“So . . . ” her mother tilted her head sideways and smirked crookedly at me. Doubt made her eyes squint and her chin recoil. “. . . there was nothing stopping a man, say, from being married to two women? Or three?” she said.

Claire  squeezed  me  harder  under  the  table.  I  had  no  intention  of  taking  the conversation there. It was far too close, and way too hot a fire, for comfort. But I could  not  derail  it,  either.  “It  would  be  something  for  the  wife,  or  wives,  to personally  object  to  if  they  wanted  to  or  not,”  I  said.  “But  poverty,  struggle, short lives, the cold, that sort of thing, meant that, if a guy had a house . . . ” I shrugged.

“ . . . it might make more sense, you’re saying,” Claire’s father broke in, “for a woman to join another woman and a man, than to try her luck finding her own guy?” he said.

“I mean,” I shrugged, “we’re  talking  about  generations  and  generations  over millennia of people who are strictly subsistence survivors and who are not seeing any  increase  in  their  material  well-being  —  they  are  living  the  exact  same  life that their ancestors from thousands of years earlier were living. Progress in any sense of the word was just not . . . “ I paused. “ . . . invented yet.”

“So  you’re  saying  marriage,”  her  mother  started  up  again  with  a  wry  grin, “except for a few recent centuries, was just a free-for-all through all time?” She laughed like it was a hoot.

Claire looked at her and pushed my middle finger up through the cleft of her pussy lips and into the hot plasma of her pussy. She snapped a celery stick off in her bared teeth.

“Well the one-female-to-one-male idea, the legally-binding contractual nature of it,” I said, “the government filings, the Church officially presiding over it, the discrete  one-family  matrimonial  house,  the  separated  and  sealed  bedrooms,”  I shrugged,  “that  was  all  new,  it  was  all  invented  after  the  12th  century,  for ordinary  people,  anyway,”  I  said.  “The  default  human  state  before  this  sort  of order was imposed on us was, yeah . . . ” I said, looking at her mother. “ . . .  a free-for-all,  I  guess  you  could  say.  People  arranged  their  living  situations according  to  what  suited  them,  according  to  what  they  needed,”  I  said.  “And nobody much cared. There wasn’t really much government around on that level. I mean, even the Church — the official Church, the hierarchical thing with rules from the pope on down and all that, and priests with legal authority to say who was married and when — none of that was around yet.”

“That sounds utterly chaotic,” her mother said and she shook her head.

Claire opened her legs wider, slowly, and arched her back slightly to curl her hips down and drive her pussy over my finger deeper.

I laughed. “It probably was chaotic!” I said. “But since nobody owned much of anything worth anything at all or had any money or assets or any property, it didn’t really matter — there was nothing to fight over. It’s only with the rise of widespread prosperity — it’s only with the advent of progress and gain — that there  was  something  to  divide  up  in  a  divorce.  So  that  was  really  the  point  it started  to  matter  if  there  were  records  saying  who  was  married  to  whom  and when,” I said.

I  pulled  my  phone  out  pretending  it  buzzed  in  my  pocket.  “And  with  that,  I must take off,” I said. “Things are afoot in Europe!” I laughed.

Claire  walked  me  to  the  door.  “You  are  a  risk  taker!”  she  said,  and  she slapped my butt.

“And you aren’t,” I said. We kissed and I sped out of there. I got to Kiera’s house to spend a little time there and make myself look like a boyfriend for a bit and not like someone who just scored a free meal.

She took me up to her childhood bedroom. “So far so good,” she said.

“This is where you grew up, is it?” I said, stating the obvious.

She bit her lip and stepped up to me. She cupped her hand around my crotch. “It’s where I learned how to masturbate, if that’s what you’re asking,” she said and she chuckled. She kicked her foot out behind me and caught the door with her toes just enough to swing it mostly shut. She snorted lightly, smiled, pinched the  tip  of  her  tongue  between  her  teeth,  and  draped  her  arms  around  my shoulders.

“Not exactly what I was asking,” I said.

“Lay down, baby,” she said.

“Not in here,” I said.

She pushed me until the backs of my knees caught on the foot of her bed, and I  fell  down  on  my  back  under  her.  “Did  Jessica  or  Claire  look  after  you  yet? You’ve been doing so much,” she said.

“Yeah,  no,  hardly,”  I  said.  “I  almost  blew  it  at  Claire’s  —  her  mother  was really  probing  things  about  my  fake  conference,”  I  said.  “And  Claire  was pushing my finger up her pussy.”

We could hear her parents and siblings downstairs, directly under the floor of her bedroom. “Of course she was, poor thing,” she said, and she came down on her knees between my legs where they hung over the edge of her bed.

“Kiera, no,” I said. “Not in your bedroom.”

“But you’re my boyfriend,” she said, “your husband, according to you.” She snickered  and  pulled  my  fingers  back  from  where  I  cupped  my  hands  over  my groin. She pulled my pants open and pulled my fly down.

“No I’m not, that was just a bunch of talk,” I said.

She  ignored  me.  “Does  that  make  Claire  and  Jess  my  wives,  too?”  she  said. She pulled my cock up and out of my pants and stood it up in front of her face. She  put  on  her  big,  innocent  eyes,  and  stared  up  at  me  over  my  chest  as  she licked from the base to the head with her long, flat, lazy tongue hanging out her mouth.

I  thought  about  it.  “You  know,  I  don’t  really  know  what  the  women  would have called each other if they were all married to the same guy,” I said.

“I’m going to call them my wives,” she said, and she closed her mouth around the head of my cock and moaned on me.

“Be quiet!” I said.

She  snorted  but  pushed  her  mouth  further  down  the  length  of  my  cock.  She came back up and off me and pushed my glistening shaft against her cheek. She kissed it tenderly and pretended, for a moment, like she was going to bite it off. “Cum in my mouth so we don’t get any on the sheets or our clothes,” she said.

“No Kiera!” I protested. “This isn’t safe.”

She  wrapped  her  tongue  around  my  shaft  and  kissed  it  up  and  down  and flicked me with her tongue. “Guys like it when it’s quick and dirty, with no lead up and foreplay and all that, don’t they,” she said.

“I don’t know,” I said.

She laughed and took the head of my cock in her mouth and lashed her tongue all around inside. “Give me a break, you used to live with Reed,” she said. She sat back on her calves and stroked my cock in both her hands. She played around with it, keeping it between our eyes as though to hide behind it, and she smirked. “Tell  me  the  truth  —  does  it  turn  you  on  a  when  a  girl  wants  to  do  it  fast  and quick, out of the blue, like a spur of the moment thing — with no long, drawn-out, lead up?”

“No talking you mean?” I said and I fell back.

She  snorted.  “Exactly,”  she  whispered,  and  she  pushed  her  mouth  down  the length  of  my  shaft,  wrapped  both  her  hands  around  the  base,  and  started pumping  herself  on  me  without  altering  her  pressure  or  pace.  Even  when  I gasped and kicked and pushed my fingers through her hair, she refused to alter anything. She knew what she was going to do to me. Her regularity was driving me insane. She was right — going about it quickly, methodically, had an effect on me.

I struggled to not make sounds. She came up higher on her knees and bobbed her  head  deeper  down  between  her  shoulders.  Her  whole  body  moved  up  and down  on  me,  and  her  hands  and  mouth  slid  over  my  saliva-dripping  cock.  I tapped  her  arm  to  tell  her,  but  she  shook  me  off.  My  thighs  went  hard  and  my toes curled down. She made a tiny, light chirp in the back of her throat.

I arched in my back and grimaced across my face. She sucked my life out of my cock. I punched the bed and clamped my eyes shut. She only created more suction with her mouth.

When  I  erupted  into  her,  my  core  crunched  so  hard,  I  half  sat  up.  I  erupted with enormous pent-up energy into her mouth. She struggled to keep her mouth sealed around my cock and to swallow me, with so much that I pumped into her throat.  When  I  finally  subsided  and  fell  back  down,  she  carefully  licked  me inside  her  mouth,  before  pulling  off  and  smacking  her  lips.  She  examined  my cock  and  licked  where  she  found  cum  that  leaked.  And  then  she  stood  up,  she yanked on my wrists, and wouldn’t let me sleep. “You have to go to Jessica’s,” she said. “She texted me.”

In  a  half-delirious  state,  I  went  out  to  my  car  and  drove  as  though  on  auto-pilot  over  to  Jessica’s  family  home.  They  were  all  intrigued  by  my  conference details and asked too many questions for me to keep things straight in my head. Jessica  took  me  downstairs  to  show  me  the  indoor  swimming  pool  they  had down  there.  There  were  loungers  by  the  poolside.  She  pushed  me  down  under her and walked on her knees up over my legs.

“Did Kiera tell you it was an emergency?” she said and she snorted.

“She did,” I said.

“I told her to,” she said, and she reached up under her skirt and pulled down her panties from inside the ruffles.

“Jessica,” I said, “this isn’t safe.”

“What isn’t safe,” she said, “is leaving me alone so long.” She knelt over my hips and spread her skirt around my body under her. She pushed one hand into my  chest  on  the  end  of  her  locked  straight  arm,  and  with  her  other  hand,  she reached under her skirt and pulled on my cock.

I  might  have  only  a  few  minutes  earlier  ejaculated  with  force  into  Kiera’s mouth,  but  Jessica  never  failed  to  bring  me  up  again,  the  way  she  moved,  the way  she  spoke,  the  way  her  body  twisted  and  her  eyes  drew  up  and  down  and side to side. She moved on me like there was nothing ever so pleasurable as just that.

She shivered in her hard thighs and twisted in her jutting ribs to reach behind her  butt  and  find  my  cock,  hard  and  long  and  hot  again.  She  lowered  her  hips until her pussy lips folded, stretching, around the head of my cock. The tiny gasp and breathy moan she made as she pushed down over me was stirring. I lost my resistance and dropped back into the indoor poolside lounger. 

The  way  Kiera  made  love  to  me,  it  was  like  she  loved  nothing  more  than knowing and feeling my pleasure. The way Claire did it, it was like the mutual pleasure between us was the key that turned her wild. With Jessica, the way she moved  on  me,  the  way  she  closed  her  eyes,  the  way  she  sank  into  it,  it  was  as though it was all about her own pleasure. The funny thing about human nature is, I  couldn’t  say  which  of  my  different  roles  with  each  of  them  was  more pleasurable to me — being the complete subject, being in a mixed role, or being the complete object.

It had been some time since we made love with each other separately instead of  all  mixed  up  together  on  one  bed,  or  on  the  couch  or  floor  or  in  a  tent.  I couldn’t recall the last time I did it with any of them in a totally different place from where the others were. It felt unusual to be allowed to focus on one at time. It was the most we’d ever been like actual, conventional boyfriend and girlfriend since we all first met.

Jessica  did  that  to  me  when  she  rocked  on  me,  her  back  contorting,  her  hair sweeping  side  to  side,  her  breathing    short  and  jagged.  She  was  so  focused  on her  own  pleasure,  she  allowed  me  to  go  into  my  own  mind,  too.  I  recalled  the first time we were together, in my bedroom in the basement I shared with Reed. How  she  came  to  me  from  his  room,  how  she  closed  the  door,  how  in  the darkness she disrobed.

Jessica grunted softly and started rubbing her abdomen harder over my pubic bone, grinding herself against me, and rolling her face further back. Her fingers curled in and her nails dug into the skin around my sides. Her jaw dropped wider open. Her hips shook. I knew that if I gripped her waist, she’d  struggle  against my hands to swing her hips more widely up and down, and she’d fuck me more forcefully and make herself cum on me more quickly.

We could hear  her family talking  loudly upstairs. Her  mother called  through the door down, looking for her.

“In a sec,” Jessica shouted back without stopping her hips grinding hard down into my hips. “Shit,” she groaned to herself, and I felt her pussy start to contract around  my  cock  deep  inside  her.  Kiera,  when  she  climaxed  on  me,  her  hips began to slam into me and she rotated them and ground them down hard into me. It was the opposite to her personality otherwise.

Jessica climaxed opposite to her personality, too. When she came on me, she nearly  stopped  moving  altogether.  The  effect  was  mesmerizing,  the  way  she brought  us  both  to  the  precipice  where  the  slightest  shift  would  make  us  both explode.

I  could  tell  Jessica  was  on  the  cusp  when  she  stopped  fucking  me.  At  that moment, I knew that all I had to do was wrap my hands around her waist, and she would vibrate in her hips, and spasm in her pussy. Her mother called again just as Jessica wavered over the edge of the cliff. I took her waist in my hands and squeezed her and pushed her down on my hips. Her climax was explosive. She buried her face in my neck to muffle her cries. I could feel the spasms inside her body rippling out through all her limbs. Her contractions made me cum, but because  Kiera  had  so  recently  drained  me,  I  didn’t  make  a  mess  of  Jessica’s pussy and thighs, nor of my pants.

She rolled off and tittered languidly before she wavered on her feet, settled her skirt down around her legs, and popped her eyes wide open at me to tell me what a doozy that one was. She grabbed my hand to pull me upstairs. I was the one who noticed, and went back for, her twisted-up panties lying on the side of the pool. She laughed and I stuffed them in my pocket. Her mother was at the top of the stairs about to come down to investigate.

I made my excuse and dashed away to Claire’s house. Kiera and Jessica both already  told  their  parents  I  would  be  sleeping  at  friend’s  house.  Their  parents weren’t  necessarily  opposed  to  us  sharing  a  bed  in  their  house,  but  they  were also  relieved  to  see  I  wasn’t.  They  thought,  in  both  cases,  we  were  being respectful and traditional. Little did they know.

Claire’s  parents  showed  me  to  her  brother’s  bedroom,  next  door  to  Claire’s room, upstairs. He was at his girlfriend’s house that night. It wasn’t long before Claire texted me to sneak next-door into her room.

She  pulled  up  the  sheets  and  I  slipped  silently  into  the  bed  beside  her.  She pinched  my  lips  together  between  her  finger  and  thumb  and  she  covered  my mouth with her mouth, all moist and warm. I didn’t have to reach between her legs  to  know  I’d  find  her  wet.  She  pulled  her  knees  up  and  pulled  her  panties down.

Her bedroom still had posters and pink lampshades and other younger things filling it up. It gave me insight into her upbringing: she had been pampered and indulged.

“Hey,” I whispered. “You remember the first time?”

She rolled her body over the top of my body and let her legs spread and her knees  fall  down  the  sides  of  my  hips.  She  ground  her  groin  against  my  cock where it lay up over my stomach.

“Of course,” she said, and she invaded my mouth with her tongue. She curled her hips in and out and rubbed her pelvis up and down over the underside of my cock pinned between our bodies.

“Remember in the morning? Reed coming in my room and finding you in my bed?” I said. We had to whisper everything. Her parents were in their room on the same floor.

She  used  her  dextrous  hips  to  bring  my  cock,  hardening  and  thicker,  up enough  to  capture  me  with  her  pussy  lips.  She  snorted,  too.  She  was  always oddly proud of what she could do without using hands. She gasped and arched her back as she slid her greasy and tight pussy down the shaft of my hard cock.

“I barely remember that,” she said, and she laid her head on the pillow beside me and moved on me in a slow, languid manner, kissing my cheek and neck.

“I tried so hard to find you — you left so abruptly,” I said.

She grunted and curled her hips in tighter and sank her pussy down to the base of my cock. “That’s because I knew I was in trouble with you,” she said.

“Meaning?” I said.

She lifted herself up enough to bring her mouth down over my mouth, and she kissed  me  fully  and  completely.  She  rocked  slowly  up  and  back  over  my  hips, rubbing her groin into my abdomen as she did so.

“Meaning,” she said, “you were distinctly boyfriend material.” She jerked her hips harder against my hips. “Very bad.”

“How was that so bad?” I said, wrapping my hands around her waist. It was safe to do so with Claire. She didn’t climax from that.

“Why are you so smart sometimes, and so stupid some other times?” she said. She breathed harder. She jutted her chin crookedly. She grunted into my ear.

“Not getting it,” I said.

She pushed herself up high over me and sank the heels of her hands into my shoulders.  She  whipped  her  hair  back  over  her  shoulders.  “I’m  too  busy  for  a real boyfriend,” she said. “I only ever wanted to go with guys like Reed — guys I could fuck and forget.”

“It felt like you fucked and forgot me,” I said, and I chuckled.

She fell over me and tittered in my ear. “Believe me, I didn’t forget you. I had to run away from you,” she said.

“So what changed when we saw each other at that huge cottage party?” I said.

“I caught you fucking Jessica,” she said, “don’t you remember?”

“And Kiera,” I said.

“Right?”  she  said.  Her  breathing  quickened  and  shortened  and  her  mouth dropped  wider  open.  The  thrusts  of  her  hips  into  my  hips  became  less  regular and more snappy and jerky.

“How did that make it different?” I said.

“Because,  dummy,”  she  said,  falling  down  on  me  to  crouch  over  my  body. She  began  to  grind  and  rotate  her  hips  around  my  hips,  cramming  my  cock deeper into her pussy. “It meant I didn’t have to look after you all by myself.”

“Guys need looking after?” I said.

She  gasped  and  laughed  so  hard,  she  had  to  cover  her  mouth  to  keep  from squealing  out  loud.  She  rolled  off  me  and  onto  her  back  beside  me.  “Oh  my god,” she said. “Have you never been with guys like Reed?”

I  rolled  over  on  top  of  her.  She  spread  her  legs  around  my  waist  and  locked her ankles in my back. I pushed my cock down into her pussy and held myself up over her body on my elbows. “Not exactly, no,” I said.

She snorted. “Touche,” she said. “Well, take it from me, alphas are the highest maintenance creatures on the fucking planet,” she said. “Their egos are like soap bubbles  —  the  bigger  they  are,  the  more  fragile,  and  the  more  of  nothing  they turn into when you pop them, too,” she said.

“I  didn’t  know  that,”  I  said.  I  drove  my  hips  piston-like  down  between Claire’s spread legs. We both fucked like that often — a method short of tantric bliss, but sustained nonetheless at a heightened level of pleasure. Her and I could fuck like that for hours, and we could often talk all the way through it, while we fucked,  too,  Claire  and  I.  Jessica  could  never  talk  while  fucking.  Kiera,  on  the other hand, couldn’t get enough of dirty talk, her own and mine.

“Alphas,”  Claire  said.  “Their  whole  identity  is  wrapped  up  in  girls  —  how many  they  have,  how  they  do  in  bed,  what  the  girl  does  when  they  fuck  them. Everything  in  their  lives  is  about  the  girl.  Their  job,  their  income,  their  home, their car, everything they do and have, its all about the girl — do they like them, do they reward them, do the reject them, how do they rank them.”

I thought about what she was saying, and I fucked her, too, absent-mindedly. She grunted and moaned, also absent-mindedly. I think we both liked it, how her and I did it.

“Do  you  realize  how  much  pressure  that  puts  on  the  girl?”  she  said.  “Guys like  you,  though,”  she  said,  and  she  emitted  a  small,  short,  high-pitched  moan she strained to muffle in my neck. “You have a life outside what a girl thinks of you.”  She  contorted  under  my  body  and  arched  deeply  in  her  back.  “I  think you’re  going  to  make  me  cum,  Callum,”  she  whispered  to  me  by  way  of warning. “If you keep doing that,” she said.

“Doing what?” I said.

“Exactly!” she said.

I frowned down at her with confusion.

“Not  caring  so  much!”  she  said,  and  her  body  twisted  and  ripples  of  spasms tore through her. She groaned into my shoulder.

I didn’t know I was  so close myself. Her pussy clamped around my cock. Her spasms  milked  me.  I  didn’t  climax  hard  —  I  had  already  ejaculated  in  Kiera’s mouth  and  Jessica’s  pussy  only  a  couple  hours  earlier.  But  I  came  inside  her nonetheless.

We  laid  on  our  backs  together  and  caught  our  breath.  She  rolled  her  face toward mine and kissed my shoulder. “Alphas make you feel good because they pour all their attention over you,” she said. “Sometimes I think they even like it when  you  ditch  them  —  they  think  some  other  alpha  stole  you,  and  it  arouses their animal instinct for competition and winning,” she said. “It never occurs to them that you just went home — that you have a human life quite apart from sex and men,” she said.

“You, on the other hand . . . ” she said, rolling onto her stomach and pushing herself up on her elbows to lean over me and kiss my lips. “ . . . are the kind of man a girl wants to dig into a little — you got stuff going on that isn’t about just the girl,” she said.

“So dangerous, like, boyfriend material dangerous,” I said.

“Exactly!” she said and she kissed my nose.

“But because you’re I’m also boyfriend with Jessica and Kiera, I’m safe — I won’t become your sole focus, and you won’t become my sole focus?” I said.

She inhaled and smiled through her wide open mouth. “See?!” she whispered and she ducked down to kiss my nose. “You learn so fast!”

I shook my head and grinned up at her.

“Now go back to the other room,” she said. “I actually need to sleep tonight.”

I got up and went to her door.

“Come back a moment,” she whispered.

I came back to the side of her bed.

“In  case  you  were  still  wondering,”  she  said,  and  she  wrapped  her  hand around my dangling wrist and brought the back of my hand to her mouth to kiss it.  “Just  then  —  case  in  point.  I  sent  you  away,  but  you  didn’t  think  it  had anything to do with you. Your ego was not challenged. It’s not all about you, for you, and you know that,” she said. “Do you understand now?”

“I’m  not  sure  if  its  because  I’m  so  enlightened,  or  if  it’s  because  Jessica fucked me in her pool room, and Kiera sucked me off in her bedroom just before I came over here,” I said.

She  pulled  my  wrist  and  rolled  onto  her  side  and  pulled  her  knees  up  to  her chest  under  her  blankets.  I  came  down  to  her  level  so  she  could  whisper.  “Did Jessica fuck you the way she does, you know, like when she closes her eyes and it’s like she’s off the planet?” she said.

“She does that with you too?” I said.

Claire  nodded.  “I  love  it!”  she  said.  “She’s  so  deeply  into  her  own  bodily pleasure, isn’t she,” she said, and she squeezed my hand.

“Kiera’s the opposite,” I said.

Claire  gasped.  “I  know!”  she  said  in  a  loud  whisper.  “They  were  made  for each other, you can tell when they start going at it, can’t you,” she said.

“It’s beautiful,” I said.

“I  love  watching  them  fuck  too,”  Claire  said.  “Kiera  told  me  she  loves watching you and me,” she said.

“She said that?” I said.

Claire nodded and snorted. “She says when you cum in me, she can see every muscle in your body stand out all hard and straining,” she said.

“That’s like how Jessica goes when she cums,” I said.

“I know, right?” Claire said, full of excitement. “She cums harder than any of us,” she said.

“You cum the longest of all the girls,” I said.

“I do, don’t I!” she said, and she snorted and grinned.

“Kiera cums the fastest,” I said.

“She cums all the time!” Claire said.

“Kiera’s fastest, you’re longest, and Jessica’s hardest,” I said.

“What are you?” she said.

I thought about it a moment. “The most,” I said, with a nod.

She squealed and covered her mouth. “It’s true!” she whispered. “Are we too much, the three of us?” she said.

“When we’re together, at least you go at each other as much as you go at me,” I said. “Gives me a chance to just watch and relax, sometimes,” I said.

“You poor thing,” she said. She stretched her neck and pushed her lips to my cock  where  it  dangled  between  my  legs  and  she  kissed  it.  “Is  it  going  to  fall off?”

“Not yet,” I said.

“Well go get your rest, nobody’s going to fuck you for at least 12 hours now.”

I  was  able  to  make  another  round  in  the  morning  and  look  like  a  dutiful boyfriend.  I  gathered  the  girls  up  one  by  one,  and  we  started  on  our  way  back home — with great relief.

As soon as we hit the highway, it was Kiera who said it. “That was way too stressful,” she said.

“I almost cried out too loud when I was fucking Callum by our pool,” Jessica said.

“That’s because you cum too hard,” Claire said, and she nudged her in the seat in the back and grinned.

“I keep cumming just from sucking Callum off,” Kiera said.

“You cum more than anybody!” Claire said. “You’re never not climaxing!”

Kiera covered her face in her hands and spun around in her seat to find Claire behind her. “It’s not my fault,” she said. “I never used to — until Callum,” she said.

“True,”  Claire  said.  “It’s  all  your  fault,  Callum!”  she  shouted  from  the  back seat and she laughed.

“Your  girlfriends  demand  that  you  stop  making  us  orgasm  so  much!”  Kiera said, and she made a show of crossing her arms over her chest at me.

“And  making  us  cum  so  hard  too!”  Jessica  said,  and  she  kicked  the  back  of my seat.

“Or for so long and deeply,” Claire said.

I looked out my window and shook my head. There was nothing I could say. “Maybe  we  shouldn’t  go  home  for  Christmas,  but  book  some  Mexican  resort instead,”  I  said.  “So  you  can  all  orgasm  as  hard  and  as  deeply  and  as  often  as you like,” I said.

I meant it as a joke. But it didn’t go down like one.

“That’s  actually  not  a  bad  idea,”  said  Claire.  “Just  the  four  of  us.  Can  you imagine?” she said.
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