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I thought it was a wildly misplaced fear. But Claire, Jessica and Kiera got it in the  echo  chamber  of  their  three  heads  that  machismo  Mexico  wouldn’t  look kindly on one guy sharing a room for four with three girls, even if it was a resort. They  insisted  I  dress  ambiguously,  gender-wise,  for  our  check-in,  and  that  I register and sign for everything as “Callie” instead of Callum. I went along with it. I could not defeat their combined strength.

The  “room”  we  got  was  a  thatch-roofed  bungalow  set  around  a  moat  with  a cluster of others partitioned off in the treed centre of the vast resort property. It had  its  own  small  swim-out  pool  off  the  deck  out  front  and  a  fern-enshrouded walk-in  shower  at  the  back  that  looked  more  like  how  paradise  is  depicted  in Renaissance paintings than a bathroom.

The two bedrooms, each with a king-size bed, merged into one if you wanted, with a wall that retracted. We found the two beds could be easily rolled together to make one massive bed.

“Fun!” Claire said, and she snorted.

They  all  bought  new  bikinis  for  the  holiday  —  “Early  Christmas  presents!” Kiera said. They insisted on buying one for me, too. I went along with a lot of things they got in their heads by then. It was easier than resisting.

“So everybody knows you’re one of the girls!” Jessica said, and she laughed, holding up my trunks.

It  was  Kiera’s  idea  —  “So  much  fun!”  she  kept  saying  —  that  we  all  get matching bathing suits. They all rushed to get changed to try out our swim-out pool. Kiera’s bikini was a black halter-top style with hot-pink straps around the neck tied in a big knot, and low-rise hot-pink bottoms with black straps tied in big  knots  at  her  hips.  Claire’s  was  a  sport-style  hot-pink  strapless  top,  and athletic black bikini bottoms. Jessica’s was a classic beer-commercial style hot-pink bikini top and bottoms. They matched exquisitely.

I pulled my swimming trunks out of the bag Claire threw at me. They were — naturally — hot-pink and black, slashed diagonally across the front and back. I mixed right in.

But if the idea was to befuddle anyone at the resort about what was going on in our bungalow, our bathing suits could only inspire intrigue. Me standing next to any one of the girls would have looked like a tight couple very much into each other on a clearly romantic holiday, with such matching bathing suits. Standing next  to  all  three  of  them  in  all  our  matching  bathings  suits  made  it  look  like exactly  what  it  was:  a  tight  foursome  very  much  into  each  other  on  a  clearly romantic holiday, all together, whatever that was.

We slipped into the private swim-out pool and sunk down in the warm water up to our chins. I hung my arms out to my sides over the edge of the pool and leaned my head back against the curve and exhaled with my face held up to the sunlight. It was relaxing. But the reprieve was short-lived.

A shadow loomed behind my eyelids and I opened one squinted eye. I found Jessica  leaning  over  me  with  her  legs  spread  around  my  legs  where  they stretched  out  with  my  ankles  crossed  over  each  other.  She  was  pressing  her hands  into  the  edge  of  the  pool  just  outside  my  shoulders,  her  elbows  locked straight. She caught the tip of her tongue between her smiling teeth and chuckled when I blinked up at her face, hallowed by the bright sun behind her head.

She dropped her head down between her high, round shoulders, and closed her eyes to drag her soft, loose lips over mine. “You’re a good man, Charlie Brown,” she said, and she swung around, found my hand with hers, entwined our fingers together, and sat beside me, pulling my arm around her neck and my hand down over  the  tight,  smooth  triangle  of  hot  pink  fabric  that  poked  up  with  her  erect nipple, and she smirked and tittered.

“I remember when we first met, down in that awful basement apartment you were sharing with Reed,” she said and she squealed. She turned to the side of my face  and  dragged  her  hot,  flat  tongue  up  over  my  cheek  and  laughed.  “I  can’t remember — did I fuck you that night?” she said, and she bit her lip.

“You don’t remember?” I said. I looked into the distance through the shrubs that surrounded our pool. “The night that changed my life?”

She  snickered  and  pressed  her  forehead  against  my  temple.  “Of  course  I remember,” she groaned into my ear, and she slid her hand down my body under the water and over my lap. She scrunched her fist over the crotch of my shorts.

Claire  floated  herself  over  toward  us  and  landed  on  the  ledge  on  my  other side. “I remember, baby,” she said, and she kissed me several times up and down and  side  to  side  all  over  the  other  side  of  my  face.  “Am  I  your  favourite concubine?”  she  said,  and  she  smirked  and  laughed.  Her  hand  slide  down  my body,  too,  and  both  of  them  cupped  and  squeezed  and  massaged  my  lap  under the water.

Kiera threw her head back and laughed and floated over to land on her knees between my legs that she pried apart. They all tittered, Jessica kissing my neck and  face  and  shoulder  on  my  right,  Claire  kissing  me  all  over  on  my  left,  and Kiera leaning forward on her knees to kiss me on my neck and chest. All three squeezed and petted me through my swim suit.

“Why is it so much fun to treat this boy to everything we have?” Kiera said.

“Because he’s so appreciative,” Jessica said, and she swung her face around in front  of  mine  and  kissed  my  mouth.  “He’s  gentlemanly,”  she  said,  and  she squeezed  her  hand  around  my  shaft  through  my  trunks.  “And  he  isn’t demanding.” She scanned around with that look in her eyes that we all had come to know.

“No,  Jess,  no  fucking  him!”  Claire  seethed.    “We just got here!” She swung her  face  in  front  of  mine  and  pushed  Jessica’s  face  away  with  her  cheek  and kissed me. “Also, he’s not so into himself,” she said. “He lets us be who we are,” she said, and she chuckled. “And he allows us to explore and expand ourselves without  boxing  us  up,”  she  said,  and  she  groaned,  she  sucked  a  short  sharp inhalation of breath through her clenched teeth, and she looked around over her shoulders too, just like Jessica had.

“Claire! You just said no fucking him!” Kiera protested. She leaned forward on  her  knees  and  pushed  both  of  their  faces  aside  with  her  own  face,  and  she kissed  me  on  the  lips  longer  and  deeper  than  the  other  two  had.  Jessica’s forehead  rocked  against  my  left  temple,  Claire’s  face  pushed  into  my  right cheek, and Kiera’s mouth pushed and kissed all over my chin and lips and nose. The  closeness  of  all  four  of  our  faces  made  a  tiny  private  universe  of  sweet breath  and  tiny  moans.  Their  hands  roamed  over  my  bathing  suit,  and  crept under it, through leg holes and under the waist.

“What  would  happen  if  nobody  got  to  fuck  our  boyfriend  until  midnight?” Kiera said. She arched in her back, shut her eyes, and sucked a sharp inhalation in through her clenched teeth. She pressed the front of her bikini top against my chest. “It makes me hotter not being able to!” she groaned.

“Why  would  you  even  say  that?”  Jessica  said,  and  she  whined  and  groaned and pushed her body against my shoulder and side, squirming and writhing.

“Kiera!”  Claire  said  under  her  breath.  “That’s  so  cruel!”  She  contorted  and twisted her body against my other side. “Now I have to!” she said.

“That’s why he’s such a perfect boyfriend for us,” Kiera said, and she dropped a knee over my one leg in order to crouch down and drag the front of her bikini bottoms up and down over my shin between her legs. “We can go out and flirt with all the alphas at the big pool,” she said. “And then bring our young, nubile bodies, all ready and wet, back for our beta man to enjoy,” she groaned.

“If we each had our own boyfriend,” Jessica said, pushing my hand inside the cup of her bikini top and sinking into my side harder, “we’d never be able to flirt and  have  fun  like  that,”  she  said.  “You’re  perfect,”  she  whispered  privately  in my  ear  and  she  flinched  when  she  pushed  her  chest  up  and  mashed  her  bare breast into the palm of my hand.

“I gave Reed a handjob just to make him go to sleep, before I went to Callie’s room  and  fucked  him,”  Claire  said.  “The  first  time.”  She  writhed  against  me. She pulled my hand down under the water and into her lap and pushed her pelvis up against it, rubbing herself on my hand that she held tightly in hers. “He didn’t expect  it,”  she  said  with  her  lips  against  my  cheek  but  speaking  to  Kiera  and Jessica.

“That’s why it’s  so  hot,”  Kiera  said.  She  pressed  her  hips  forward  and  I  felt her body shake where she rubbed herself up and down my shin. “He makes us do all the pursuing!”

Claire nipped at my ear and drew her hand around my shaft inside my shorts and  slowly,  lightly,  pumped  me.  Jessica  joined  her.  They  both  tittered  in  my opposite ears. “Does it turn our man on to watch us play and flirt with all the big strong alpha males?” she said.

“Is that what our man likes?” Jessica said, and she kissed my neck. “His girls getting  themselves  all  wet  with  other  men  and  then  bringing  our  wet  pussies home for him?”

“Pressing  ourselves,”  Kiera  said  in  a  groan,  licking  my  chest,  “all  hard  and raw against all those guy’s poor hard-ons, but giving our sopping pussies to our real man?” Kiera said.

We  heard  loud  music  start  up  from  behind  the  shrubs.  Someone  was announcing something on a loudspeaker. Activities were starting up around the big pools. “We should go over there!” Claire said. “Check out the guys!”

“I’m in!” Jessica said. She poked the stiff tip of her tongue into my ear. “But you have to watch us!” she said.

“Can you stand it?” Kiera said, and she bit her lip and widened her eyes at me. “Your three girlfriends teasing and taunting all the big strong men?” She leaned up  over  my  body  and  put  her  mouth  over  my  ear.  Her  breasts  hung  from  her chest,  barely cupped in her black bikini top, and they brushed my skin. “All  of them  getting  hard  over  our  girly  bodies?  Against  our  hot  bodies?  Dancing  and playing with us?” she said, and she smirked and tittered.

“Pretend you don’t know us,” Jessica said, and she squealed with excitement. Her and Kiera kissed spontaneously. “How much can you stand?” she said.

Claire  moaned  against  my  neck  and  she  pushed  her  groin  into  my  hip.  “It’s turning me on, teasing you like this,” she said, and she kissed my jaw.

“Me too!” Kiera said. “Making our boyfriend jealous!”

“Don’t worry,” Jessica whispered in my ear. “You know we’re going to fuck your brains out in bed tonight,” she said, and she laughed and pushed up against me  and  stepped  out  of  the  pool.  “Come  on,  let’s  go  see  what’s  going  on  over there!” she said.

Kiera  stood  up  high  over  me  straddling  my  hips,  the  water  running  off  her body and dripping over mine. She wagged her finger down at me. “No touching until  tonight!”  she  said.  She  spread  her  legs  wider  and  tittered.  She  pushed  her hips  forward  over  my  face  where  I  leaned  my  head  back  over  the  edge  of  the pool behind me. “No matter what!”

“Come over a few minutes after us,” Claire said. “But you have to loosen your leash on us,” she said. “Let us have some fun.”

I  shook  my  head  and  looked  away.  I  remembered  the  first  night  with  her  in that godawful basement apartment I shared with my friend Reed. I remember her coming into my room at night and closing the door. I never knew she gave him a handjob to make him go to sleep, though.

I made my way around the winding paths and through the trees and out onto the sunny and boisterous square in the middle of the resort buildings. I found a thatch-roofed bar to sit at, hidden in the deep shadows of the tall palms. Claire, Jessica,  and  Kiera,  against  their  own  instructions,  all  noticed  me,  all  waved  at me,  and  all  smiled  at  me.  Kiera  even  blew  me  a  kiss.  So  much  for  hiding  our relationship from everyone out there.

Within moments, the three girls in matching hot-pink and black bikinis drew the  attention  of  a  murder  of  alphas  who  gawked,  crowed,  and  strutted  around them. If I were a biologist or anthropologist, I’d have been having a true-to-life field  day.  It  was  embarrassing  to  watch,  the  mating  rituals  on  full,  garish display. 

But  my  girls  were  being  worse.  They  frolicked  and  taunted  and  flicked  their hair and stuck their chests out. They walked high on their toes, they bent over in front of the boys, and they grinned and flared their eyes at them. But worst of all, they kept glancing at me, making sure I was watching them, showing off for me, teasing me most of all. They were taunting me, my girlfriends were.

One  of  the  games  they  joined  was  “Sexiest  Dancing  Partner.”  People  paired up with whoever they could grab first, and started dancing in their bathing suits in the light of mid-day like it was in the dark shadows of a club at night. It was like  musical  chairs,  and  couples  were  eliminated  as  the  song  went  on.  As  luck would have it, Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were the three remaining girls, each one dancing beyond acceptable taste for anywhere but poolside at a resort like that, with three big, built guys grabbing them, pushing and pulling them, and leering down at them.

They  taunted  each  other  more  than  the  guys.  They  egged  each  other  on. Jessica twisted around inside the arms of her man, bent over like a jackknife in front of him, and wriggled her ass — barely held inside her pink bikini bottom — side to side over the front of the guy’s groin. She looked up through her hair at me lurking in the shadows of the bar and grabbed her ankles in her hands to make a point.

Not to be outdone, Kiera turned around in her man’s arms too, and arched as deeply in her back as a practiced ballerina, and she reached up and over, behind her  head,  and  clasped  her  fingers  together  behind  her  man’s  neck.  His  hands came  up  the  sides  of  her  body  and  stroked  the  sides  of  her  breasts  through  her bikini top, getting the sideways eye of the resort host, in charge of making sure the line wasn’t being crossed.

Claire surprised me and was the worst of all. She had also become the crowd favourite.  She  spread  her  feet  around  the  one  foot  of  her  man  and  jutted  and recoiled  her  hips  to  grind  her  pelvis  against  her  man’s hip, and she twirled her hand over her head like a cowboy readying a lasso. The man slowly rotated and she rode him around, making sure everyone watching got an eyeful of her body. She stared at me the whole time, the grin of the knowing sinner on her lips. She won, of course. She simulated an orgasm against the guy’s hip.

When we walked back to our place, all three bikini-clad girls hung from my shoulders and laughed and teased me, and showed me the phone numbers they collected.

“Are you jealous?” Jessica said, and she licked my face.

“Maybe  we  won’t  be  able  to  stop  ourselves  next  time,”  Kiera  said,  and  she laughed.

“Would you like to watch?” Claire said, holding her face straight and innocent for three full beats, before she doubled over laughing.

“I would do it for you,” Jessica said. She pushed her arm through my arm, and Claire did the same on my other side.

Kiera  laughed  and  leapt  up  onto  my  back  and  tightened  her  ankles  together around  my  abdomen.  “Would  that  be  nice  for  you?”  she  said  softly  in  my  ear. “Watching Jessica fuck a boy?”

Claire laughed. “You couldn’t take it, I know you!” she said. “You  wouldn’t want to watch us fuck boys in front of you, would you?” she said more seriously.

“I would totally do it for him if he wanted me to,” Jessica said.

“I  would  too,  if  you  said  to,”  Claire  said.  She  smiled  and  snorted.  The  idea, she knew, was absurd.

“You  can  watch  all  three  of  us  with  boys  if  you  want,  riding  them,  sucking them  off,”  Kiera  said,  and  she  laughed  with  her  face  hung  over  my  shoulder. “Making them cum on our tits and faces,” she said.

“I wouldn’t want that,” Jessica said. “I  only  ever  want  Callum’s  cum  on  my face,” she said, and she looked at me with big, serious eyes over her shoulder. “I mean that, too,” she said.

“I love it when Callum cums all over my body,” Claire said.

Kiera sucked air sharply through her teeth where she held her mouth close to my ear. “It’s so hot!” she groaned. “When you cum,” she whispered.

We had to get dressed for dinner at one of the resort’s dress-code restaurants. In keeping with the theme of our holiday that emerged as the first day unfolded, my three girlfriends laughed and squealed when they came out of the bathroom together  all  wearing  complimentarily  matching  outfits  —  short  black  cocktail dresses of three different cuts. They laughed when they locked arms standing in a row in front of me, each in high pumps glittering with silver. I had to admit — they looked good.

Over dinner in a thatch-roofed beachside deck, the evening-lit waves crashing up  the  beach  riled  from  some  storm  invisible  over  the  horizon,  we  discussed going to the disco that night.

“Fine,” I said, after their relentless questioning about whether I enjoyed it or not, the teasing they did to me in the afternoon at the pools. “It was kind of fun.”

“We  need  you  to  watch  over  us,”  Kiera  said.  “Make  sure  we  don’t  do something  regretful,”  she  said,  biting  her  lip  and  dropping  her  eyes  big,  round, and innocent. “I loved making Callie watch us in our bikinis today — why was that so much fun?” Kiera said.

“Because,” Claire said, shaking her hair over her face and grinning lips. “He lets us tease him with other boys — I think it’s because it’s the three of us doing it. It makes it different,” she said.

“You  could  never  play  like  that  with  other  boys  if  you  had  a  regular boyfriend,” Kiera said. “How come we can do it with Callum?” she said.

“She’s right. Why do you think that is?” Claire said to me.

I  leaned  back  and  puffed  my  cheeks  out  and  clasped  my  hands  over  my stomach. “I honestly don’t know,” I said. “But it’s true for me, too. If any one of you were my girlfriend, like, my only girlfriend, I’m not going to be very happy watching  you  tease  and  flirt  with  other  guys  all  day  and  night,”  I  said.”But something about it being the three of you doing it, it makes it different.”

“Imagine,” Jessica said, breathing against my ear, “if it wasn’t just teasing and flirting.” She scanned around the restaurant. “But fucking,” she whispered nearly inaudibly against my ear.

They wore their black mini-dresses to the club later that night. They tortured me, the way they danced with other guys, staring at me across the dance floor as they  rubbed  themselves  against  different  men  and  shook  their  bodies  at  them. They came back to the table I sat at. It was dark enough and late enough that no one would notice they were joining a guy by himself at the back of the club.

“Do you guys like them?” Kiera said.

I frowned and turned to them. They pretended to be conspiring in front of me. They loved teasing me like that.

“Who?” I finally said.

“See  those  three  guys  against  the  wall,  standing  up?”  Claire  said.  “You’re  9 o’clock.”

I  looked.  Three  big  muscular  men,  obviously  friends,  were  clustered  against the  wall  and  staring  and  grinning  over  at  our  table.  Kiera,  Claire,  and  Jessica were  tugging  their  hair,  biting  their  lips,  flashing  their  eyes,  and  staring  and smiling back at them.

“Those three?” I said.

Claire  bit  her  lip  at  me.  “Would  you  like  us  to?”  she  said  in  a  soft,  barley audible voice.

I swallowed hard. I wanted to be able to say “No!”, to register outrage on my face, to be incredulous the question was even being asked in any sort of serious manner.

And if Claire was my girlfriend — my sole girlfriend — it would be an absurd question. But the way the four of us had been carrying on for so long by then, the way we broke so many rules, there seemed no model to appeal to. We had been  charting  new  territory  the  whole  time.  We’d  grown  accustomed  to considering  every  question,  however  new,  on  its  own  merits  without preconceived  or  prescribed  answers.  I  thought  about  her  question  with  genuine wonder.

“Does it turn you on, imagining doing it with me watching?” I said.

Kiera spun around. She’d been listening to Claire and I talk about it. “Yes!” she barked, and then she tittered and pulled her hair over her eyes, embarrassed by the ferocity of her reply.

“Only if it turns you on,” Jessica said. “I’d be looking for your eyes the whole time anyway,” she said.

“Did you guys notice how the big closet room has separate doors to each of the bedrooms? And also the main room?” Claire said.

“Is  that  where  our  boyfriend  can  hide?”  Kiera  said.  She  turned  her  big, flashing and glassy eyes to me. “And watch?” she almost whispered the words.

“If it were just us three on a holiday together, and we didn’t have boyfriends,” Claire  said,  “it  might  be  something  that  would  happen,”  she  said.  “Two bedrooms and a couch in the main room.”

“On a holiday,” Jessica said.

“At a resort,” Kiera said.

“You want me to watch,” I said.

“It would be different,” Claire said. “I don’t think we’re like that anymore — you’ve changed us,” she said. “If we did it now, it would be only for you.”

“You’re  so  right,  Claire,”  Kiera  said.  “I  don’t  even  care  about  other  guys anymore,  not  with  Callie,”  she  said.  “But  doing  it  like  maybe  we  would  do  it before, it would be so incredibly hot now. It would be like watching our former selves through his eyes.”

“Watching  us  ride  those  guys,  take  them  in  our  mouths,”  she  said.  “In  our pussies,” she leaned over and whispered in my ear, and she laughed. “But now to please you — our harem master.”

“You control us,” Claire said. “I don’t know if you realize how much. If you say  it,  we’ll  even  go  over  there  —  the  three  of  us  together  —  right  now,  and bring them back to the bungalow. That’s how much you control us.”

“What makes you think I would enjoy watching any of you do that?” I said.

“We don’t,” Kiera said innocently. “Claire is right. You control us utterly. If you say not to, we won’t take a step over there. You can take us home right now, shut  the  door  and  climb  in  bed  with  us,  with  any  of  us,  or  all  of  us.  Isn’t  that right?” she said to Claire and Jessica.

“There’s  something  about  being  told  what  to  do  and  not  to  do  in  the  most extreme way,” Jessica said, “that makes us like this.”

“What could be more ultimate,” Claire said, “than telling us to do that? That’s how much we would do for you. We would even do that.”

“I want to say no,” I said.

“But you can’t, can you,” Jessica said. “It’s like we were saying earlier — it’s like having a girlfriend, but there’s  a  whole  different  kind  of  trust  and  openess when it’s three girlfriends.”

“I don’t know why that is,” I said.

“But it is, isn’t it,” Claire said.

I looked across at Kiera and into her deep round and big brown eyes. I looked at Jessica, too, just as deeply into her big, deep eyes. And Claire, as well.

“Give me ten minutes to get back and set myself up in the closet room,” I said.

All three of my girlfriends inhaled sharply enough to lift their chests nearly up and  out  of  the  tops  of  their  tight  black  dresses.  They  all  grinned  with  nervous excitement, too.

Claire squeezed my hand in hers under the table. “I’ve never been so excited,” she said.

Jessica  squeezed  my  other  hand  in  hers.  “Not  going  to  lie,  it’s  not  our  first time letting guys pick us up at a club,” she said. “But this feels like a first time all over.”

“You know we’ll only be thinking about you,” Kiera said.

I gazed up at the dark ceiling of the club and puffed out my cheeks. Without delaying the inevitable any longer, I pushed up, I walked out, and I didn’t look back. I brought a bottle and a glass and a chair into the closet room. I taped the door  latches  so  they  could  be  opened  and  closed  silently  —  all  three  of  them, two to the bedrooms, and one to the main room, like Claire said. I even rotated the couch 45 degrees so I could see it better from the door. And then I sat down, I drank a drink, and I waited.

Thirty minutes went by and I began to wonder if something happened. I crept out  of  the  room  and  out  the  door  of  the  bungalow  to  look  up  and  down  the winding paths. There they were: my three girls, and the three guys they let pick them up at the club. I darted back inside and quickly shut the closet door.

They  came  in  laughing  and  talking  loudly  and  squealing  and  tittering. Everyone sat in the living room on the couches and chairs and Jessica got music on while Claire got drinks. It was a party. Soon, they were dancing together. And not long after that, they were necking with their own guy, all three of my girls, two  of  the  pairs  on  opposite  ends  of  the  couch,  the  third  pair  snuggled  up together in the big chair.

I drank my drink and pushed my eye to the crack in the door and checked in with myself. It wasn’t the first time for me that shenanigans were going on in the next  room  —  that’s  how  it  was  virtually  every  night  living  with  Reed  in  that apartment. It wasn’t the first time either, I had to admit, that I spied on a couple making out. Or got off on it. None of it was truly new for me.

But  these  were  my  girlfriends.  And  they  knew  I  was  watching  them.  They wanted  me  to  watch.  They  wouldn’t  do  it  if  I  wasn’t  watching.  I  sipped  more drink  and  squinted  my  eyes.  I  had  grown  close  to  them.  I  had,  I  could  maybe admit it, fallen in love with them, even. It was confusing though: watching them frolic  and  tease  and  kiss  and  gasp  with  those  boys,  I  should  have  been  feeling rage and jealousy. But instead I only felt excitement and fun. I couldn’t wait to talk  to  them  about  the  whole  thing.  I  even  caught  myself  grinning  widely, watching harder, and  laughing when they  laughed, opening my  eyes wide with surprise when they did, and gasping as they gasped.

Claire took her guy to one of the bedrooms. Jessica snorted and glanced at the closet and took her guy to the other bedroom. They had clearly already discussed privately who would get which room, and who would get the couch. Left alone in the main room, my girlfriend Kiera stood up between her guy’s spread knees where he slouched on the couch grinning, and she tittered before unzipping the side  of  her  short,  black  cocktail  dress,  and  letting  it  fall  down  from  her  lithe body.

She knelt on the edge of the couch outside the guy’s knees and walked on her knees  up  over  his  lap  in  only  her  black  lace  bra  and  panties.  She  dropped  her head down between her high shoulders, she wrapped her hands around the back of his neck, and she tilted her face down to take his mouth with hers.

I  swallowed  and  drank  my  drink  and  refilled  it.  Kiera  necked  with  her  guy, and she laughed and pushed her nearly nude body all around on his. She pulled his shirt off. She sat back on his knees and laughed and undid his belt and pants.

I  heard  a  squeal  from  behind  one  of  the  other  doors  and  I  carefully  got  up from my chair and went to the door and creaked it open an inch. My girlfriend Jessica was also stripped already down to her dark blue and gleaming satin bra and panties. She was also kneeling up over the lap of her guy who she already stripped  of  his  shirt  and  pants,  where  he  laid  in  the  bed  under  her.  She  also dropped her head down between her high shoulders and, gripping the top of the headboard behind her guy, she tilted her head and necked with him.

I crept over to the other door and put my ear to it. There were the sounds of enough activity behind the door for me to be sure it was safe to creak that door open, too, and look.

Claire  was  crouching  on  her  knees  also  in  her  bra  and  panties,  hers  being crimson  red  and  lacy.  Her  guy  was  already  naked  in  her  bed.  His  cock  was already  up  inside  my  girlfriend’s  mouth,  her  lips  circled  around  his  shaft,  her hair dangling over his lap, slowly, gracefully pumping herself on him.

I  knew  I  was  safe  because  I  checked  it  out  earlier:  the  closet  room  had  no windows, no source of light. It was as dark as the other side of the moon in there. I moved my chair to the spot I already figured out was where direct lines of sight from both beds and the couch converged. I had moved the couch to make it so. I even figured out how widely I needed to open the doors. I swallowed hard, I sat gently and slowly down, I sipped my drink and put it on the coaster on the table I pulled into the room earlier, and I sat back and exhaled deeply and slowly.

Looking  to  my  left,  I  could  see  my  girlfriend  Kiera,  squirming,  writhing, moaning and gasping on the couch where she rode the lap of her man out there in  her  black  underwear.  Looking  straight  ahead,  I  could  see  my  girlfriend Jessica, laughing and snickering, and riding the lap of her man lying in her bed under her, she in her fancy blue underwear. Looking to my right, I could see my girlfriend  Claire  crouching  between  the  tense  legs  of  her  man,  consuming  his cock, rocking on her knees on her bed in her crimson underwear. I leaned back and dropped my chin down and gasped at the sights that surrounded me. What a place to get to, I thought.

All of my girlfriends were the noisy types, but each in their own way. Kiera made  high-pitched  breathy  inhalations  like  someone  continually  frightened. Jessica  made  yearning  cries,  long  and  high-pitched  and  rising  like  someone being  a  little  bit  hurt.  Claire  made  low  and  dropping  exhalations  like  someone being impaled. But her sounds were muffled — she was stuffing her man’s cock in her mouth.

I had asked the three girls to make sure to leave a light on in their rooms for me, and they did. I looked left, straight, and right, and through the gap in each of the  open  doors,  I  watched  their  golden-lit  bodies  undulating  and  writhing  with their men’s hands running over their skin, grabbing at their legs and waists and shoulders and necks. I chuckled and drank my drink and grinned. I made a note to tell them after, when we talked and laughed about it, that they all did the same thing in the same order. Did they know they were so alike?

Jessica slid down her guy’s body and took his cock in her mouth. Kiera slid off the couch and knelt between her guy’s legs, and took his cock in her mouth. Through all three dimly lit gaps, I watched my three girlfriends lick and kiss and lap and swallow three different cocks, and I drank my drink. 

Kiera kept glancing at me through the door and smiling. She even waved. She kissed and sucked her guy’s cock before she stripped him naked. I watched her climb  in  his  lap,  sit  on  his  thighs,  and  stroke  his  cock  up  against  her  stomach between them. She laughed with him and kissed him, but she also kept looking over  at  me.  I  was  afraid  she  was  going  to  give  me  away.  I  couldn’t  tell  her  to stop.

She knelt up higher over him in the dim light of the main room and she arched in  her  back  and  reached  around  behind  her  with  one  hand  to  find  his  cock between  her  legs,  and  she  sank  her  hand  down  over  the  head.  She  fell  forward and planted the heel of her other hand into the top of the back of the couch and tittered down at her guy, dragging her fingers up and down the length of his shaft under  her  groin.  Her  hair  fell  over  his  face.  He  ran  his  hands  up  over  her  hips and waist, and took her breasts in his palms. She sank her shoulders down and let  the  straps  of  her  bra  fall  down  her  arms  so  she  could  push  her  bra  down around her ribs and bare her breasts to his hands. She bit her lip and gasped in her special, high-pitched way. I could tell her guy was sliding his fingers up into her pussy. I could tell she was so wet.

I looked straight ahead just as Jessica came up and off her guy’s cock, and as she walked on her knees over his lap and kissed his chest and his neck and his mouth.  It  was  darker  between  their  bodies,  but  by  the  strain  in  her  guy’s  neck and  the  way  his  body  shot  back,  I  knew  she  had  reached  between  them  and clutched her hand around his cock. I could see when she rocked forward that she held his cock up between her legs. She was rubbing the front of her panties over the tip of the head of his cock. She was teasing him. She was taunting him. His hands reached around her back and his fingers unclasped her bra. She squealed like she was surprised. But I knew Jessica: she was playing him. She shook her body and the shimmering blue shoulder straps fell down her arms and the cups of her bra fell from her chest. I could see the side profile of her naked tits. She leaned  forward  and  arched  in  her  back  and  pushed  her  bared  breasts  into  the guy’s face.

I looked to my right. Claire was naked already — she’d taken her dark red bra and  panties  off  earlier.  She  was  kneeling  over  the  lap  of  her  guy,  too,  just  like Jessica and Kiera were. She was also reaching down between her body and her guy.  I  could  see  her  hand  wrap  around  his  cock.  Like  Jessica,  she  was  rocking forward and back on her knees, and I knew she was rubbing the head of his cock between her legs — but she had no panties on between them. She glanced over her shoulder at the door and I shivered. It was her eyes: big, deep, and wide. I knew her look when she was at her most sexually aroused. And this was close to the most-ever.

I looked back through the other door to find Jessica also looking at the gap in her  door.  With  Jessica,  I  could  tell  when  she  was  at  her  most  needy  when  her back  undulated  and  her  head  hung.  She  showed  her  arousal  in  her  body  where Claire showed it in her eyes. And Jessica’s body was writhing like a worm on a hook.

I swallowed hard, drank more drink, and looked to my left. Kiera showed her peaking sexual arousal in her voice. The deeper and harder and more sharply she inhaled her gasps, the more aroused she was. And dangling her naked groin over her man’s cock — naked like Claire but for her bra wrapped around her waist — she gasped rapidly, loudly, and hoarsely. She also stared through the gap in the door. I glanced back at Jessica and then further over to Claire. All three of my girlfriends  were  staring  back  at  me  through  the  gaps  in  their  doors  at  the  same time, all three were kneeling over the hips of the three guys they brought back, and  all  three  were  stroking  and  rubbing  themselves  on  the  heads  of  their  three cocks.

Kiera was loudest, but the sounds they made together spun my head. Jessica, of  course,  writhed  the  deepest,  but  they  all  squirmed  hard.  Claire’s  eyes  were always the widest and most innocent, but they all stared at me through the dark with  deep  wide  and  serious  eyes.  Jessica  had  slipped  her  panties  off  when  I wasn’t  looking.  I  spun  my  head  around  and  back  through  all  three  open  doors. All three of my girlfriend’s hips swayed and jutted and gyrated over the hips of their guys. I could see all three cocks in the dim light under my three favourite pussies. They cried and contorted and squirmed and stared. And I realized, they were each holding their guys’ cocks at the lips of their pussies and turning to me, looking for a sign.

I  knew  them  well  enough  to  know  how  wet  they  each  got.  I  knew  from  her sounds  that  Kiera  was  peaking  with  arousal,  that  her  pussy  would  be  slick  wet and pulsating. I knew from her undulations that Jessica’s pussy would be nearly dripping  with  anticipation,  that  her  mind  would  be  swelling,  her  breath  racing, her  arousal  would  be  so  high.  I  knew  from  her  eyes  and  the  way  her  jaw  fell open, the way she looked like she was about to die, that Claire’s pussy would be open and grasping, that it would be dripping down the shaft of her guy’s  cock, that she would be on the precipice of losing control. All three of them drove the heads  of  the  cocks  of  all  three  guys  up  and  back  through  the  clefts  of  their quivering  and  grasping  pussies.  I  could  smell  the  mixed  scent  of  their  three leaking  pussies.  I  could  hear  their  breaths  all  mixed  together.  I  could  tell  they were begging me to let them fuck their men.

Three top alphas were held on the edge of the cliff by three hot, young girls that  a  beta  like  me  had  only  to  nod  at,  or  shake  my  head  to,  and  they’d  either drop  their  wet  and  suckling  pussies  down  the  shafts  of  those  cocks,  or  lift themselves  off  their  laps  and  leave  them  high  and  dry.  From  what  Claire  and Jessica  and  Kiera  had  taught  me  about  alphas,  betas,  and  how  the  whole  thing really works, I actually had sympathy for the guys. It never occurred to them that the reason there were always fewer of them and more of the betas was because, in the end, the betas somehow — somehow! — reproduced more. Through all of the primate family, the alphas are the useful idiots, and the betas do the mating. 

I  grinned,  I  sipped  my  drink,  and  I  sank  back  down  deeper  into  my  chair.  It was  a  holiday,  wasn’t  it,  I  thought.  I  felt  like  Scrooge  at  his  moment  of revelation.  I  had  more  than  I  could  ever  use.  I  nodded  to  all  three  of  my  girls through each of the doors and I snorted to myself.

Kiera instantly ground her hips down into the hips of the boy under her. His head shot back over the top of the couch and his hands squeezed her waist. She gasped louder and rocked her body over his body hard enough, I could hear the slosh of her pussy suckling over the length of his hard cock. I could see it behind her  ass  when  she  rocked  forward,  when  she  mashed  her  bare  breasts  into  his face. It glistened in the light, she had coated him so much with her wetness. The couch feet skidded on the tile floor.

I  looked  straight  ahead.  Jessica  sank  more  slowly,  more  teasingly,  down  the length  of  the  cock  that  pushed  up  between  her  legs.  She  moved  like  waves lapping  a  shore  over  her  boy,  her  back  undulating  in  profile,  her  movements mesmerizing me. The guy under her strained and stiffened. His head shot back so that he was facing the headboard behind him nearly upside down. Jessica was a seductive fuck, when she was inspired, and she was putting on a show for me that night.

I looked right. Claire stared at me over her shoulder as she curled her hips in and sank her pussy down over the cock that sprang up under her. She rocked him into  the  bed  setting  up  a  resonant  frequency  with  his  body  bouncing  up  under her,  slapping  his  hips  into  her  ass,  the  whacking  sound  filling  the  entire bungalow.

I closed my eyes. Kiera’s short, sharp moans, Jessica’s deep, long groans, and Claire’s  flesh-slapping  smacks  swirled  around  me  stereophonically,  and  the scent of their sex, mixed together and intoxicated me. I opened my eyes to see Kiera get dropped down under her guy who leaned over her spread legs on the couch and pummelled her hard into it. I looked straight and saw Jessica swirling her ass up behind her, her body curled up on her knees and elbows, her guy on his knees behind her holding her hips and pummelling her body from behind. I looked  right.  Claire  was  sitting  up  against  her  guy,  also  sitting  up,  her  ankles locked  around  his  back,  his  hands  squeezing  her  ass,  her  body  riding  up  and down on his.

When  I  next  went  round,  it  was  Kiera  sitting  up  on  her  guy  mashing  herself down onto him, Jessica on her back with her toes pointing to the ceiling, her guy driving himself down between her legs, and it was Claire who was on her elbows and knees with her ass up, taking it hard from behind.

They  had  to  have  heard  each  other.  I  knew  them  enough  to  know  that  one starting  to  sound  like  she  was  climaxing  made  the  others  start  to  climax  too. Soon  the  dark  closet  room  I  spun  around  in  was  filled  with  the  cries  of  three young women climaxing together, straining, holding on, and falling. The release of all that tension was nearly too much to bear. I nearly blacked out.

An  awkward  moment  came  when  first  Jessica  peeked  out  of  her  room  and darted,  naked,  to  the  bathroom.  Kiera  saw  her  and  laughed  out  loud.  Claire appeared next, and ran like Jessica had to the bathroom, squealing. Kiera had to join them in the bathroom. I could hear the three of them laughing and shrieking in the bathroom, and water running, the shower on.

I shut the doors around me and put my ear to the back of them. I could hear finally  the  low  rumble  of  the  three  guys  coming  back  out  of  their  rooms, chuckling nervously around each other, strutting and proud. I peeked through the bedroom doors and had seen they all got dressed. Claire stuck her head out the bathroom door. “Thank you! Goodbye now!” she cried out and she laughed and shut the door.

The three guys  understood, to their  credit. They laughed,  they shouted alpha things back through the door, and they left the bungalow.

I  came  out,  I  locked  the  front  door,  and  I  went  to  the  bathroom  door  and opened  it.  My  three  girls  were  in  the  shower  together  —  it  was  huge.  They shrieked at first, frightened they were being spied on, but it was only me.

“Get in here!” Kiera shouted.

I  stripped  my  clothes  off  in  the  doorway,  and  I  walked  into  the  shower  with my three naked girlfriends, all freshly fucked, their bodies scrubbed and running with  rivulets  of  warm  water,  their  eyes  wide  and  happy,  and  their  mouths grinning and dropping open widely.

I  stood  in  the  middle  of  that  Renaissance  painting  of  paradise,  and  my  three warm  and  wet  and  naked  girls  came  to  me,  they  pressed  their  nubile  bodies against my naked body, and they ran their hands all over my skin, everywhere. I leaned  my  hands  into  the  glass  wall  and  hung  my  head  under  the  streams  of water and my girls washed me with their bodies.
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