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I  woke  up  with  my  legs  entangled  with  someone  else’s  legs  and  my  arms wrapped around someone’s shoulders. Someone’s hair was draped over my face.

I  carefully  retracted  my  limbs  and  pushed  my  heels  into  the  bed  to  prop myself  up  against  the  headboard  behind  me.  From  there,  I  could  survey  my landscape.

We’d  folded  away  the  wall  between  the  two  bedrooms  and  pushed  the  two king-size beds together when we finally came out of the huge paradisical shower the previous night. Morning light streamed through the windows and through the overarching  deep-green  fronds  of  the  grove  of  palms  that  towered  around  our Mexican  resort  bungalow.  The  white  sheet  had  become  twisted  up  and  lay bunched  around  the  three  young,  smooth,  and  creamy  bodies  that  surrounded mine.

Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera,  their  blonde  hair,  black  hair,  and  brass-toned  hair contrasting on the pure white bedsheet, sprawled in various random shapes like angels that had descended quietly as dew from the clouds above during the night. They wore bracelets bought at the market, rings on various fingers, thumbs, and toes, and anklets. They stirred and rolled over and sighed and murmured without opening  their  eyes.  I  extracted  myself  from  their  limbs,  tied  a  thin  light  cotton wrap  around  my  hips,  and  wondered  out  into  the  main  room  of  our  rented bungalow to step out onto the private swim-out deck and smell the morning. It was already humid out. Tropical birds cooed and warbled.

I made four cups of coffee, found a tray, and nudged my way back in through the bedroom door that I had closed to let the girls sleep. But I found them awake anyway, lined up against the headboard side by side, shoulder to shoulder, all of them  pushing  their  hands  through  their  messy  hair,  yawning,  stretching,  and smiling at me with sleepy eyes and waving good morning to me. The white sheet had  been  pulled  up  around  their  waists,  but  they  remained  topless  and  exposed and uncaring when I came in. They were used to being naked around each other. They were used to it around me, too, by then.

They  curled  around  and  reached  and  purred  like  three  warm,  waking  cats, when I knelt on the end of the bed and walked carefully on my knees with my offering of cups of fresh coffee for each of them. Claire patted the space between herself and Kiera and smiled at me, inviting me to sit up against the headboard with them. I climbed in and pulled the sheet up around my waist. Kiera laid her head  on  my  one  shoulder  and  Claire  laid  her  head  on  my  other  shoulder.  They both reached with their free hand to scrunch their fingers down into the skin of my thighs under the sheet and they scratched me lightly.

“Was that fun for you last night?” Claire said in a tentative voice.

“I’m still processing it,” Kiera said.

Jessica pulled her knees up to her chest and tilted her mug at her lips to sip her coffee.  “I  wouldn’t  have  been  that  interested  in  it  if  Callum  wasn’t  watching,” she said.

“So true,” Kiera said. She stretched her lithe, naked body out to push her fresh mouth  up  to  my  ear.  “It  was  you  watching  me  that  made  me  cum,”  she  said privately through a grin.

“Me too,” Claire said, and she pushed her hand under my wrap still around my waist, and she wrapped her cool smooth hand around my cock. She twisted her body to push her mouth up against my other ear. “And I came so hard because of you watching,” she said.

“I  could  totally  hear  you  both  cumming,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  laughed.  “I think that’s what put me over the edge, too.”

“I know!” Kiera said, and she gasped over her shoulder behind her at Jessica, pushed up against her other side. “I think all three of us did it at the same time!” She tapped my thigh under the sheet and turned back to me. “Did we all cum at the same time?” she said.

“I  think  you  did,  yeah,”  I  said,  and  I  chuckled.  “Sounded  like  some  kind  of Roman orgy all around this place.”

Claire rolled onto her side and nuzzled her face into my neck. She dragged her leg  up  over  my  thigh  and  stroked  my  awakening  cock  in  her  cool  hand.  The sheet fell away from our waists. “Everybody got to cum except poor little you,” she said.

“Made up for it in the shower after,” I said.

“That was my favourite part too,” Kiera cooed in my ear. She pushed her face into the side of my neck.

Jessica squealed and smirked and yanked the sheet the rest of the way off our bodies.  She  pushed  my  legs  apart  and  laid  down  on  her  long,  languid  body, stomach-first,  and  she  arched  her  back  up,  propping  herself  up  on  her  elbows between my legs. Claire laughed and stroked my cock, pulling it downward and toward Jessica’s grinning mouth.

“You gave us a nice treat yesterday,” Jessica said. She kept her eyes on mine up through strands of her black hear fallen over her eyes, and she kissed the tip of the head of my cock and tittered.

“Make him cum, I love it so much when he cums in one of our mouths,” Kiera said, pushing her body harder against my side. She pushed her open hand over my hips and scrunched her fingers to scratch my skin.

Claire  focused  on  my  cock  and  Jessica’s  mouth,  dropping  her  own  mouth open with concentration on her face. She pushed my cock further down until the head pushed between Jessica’s parted lips.

Jessica snorted and chuckled. She lashed the tip of her tongue at the head of my  cock  and  held  her  mouth  back  from  me,  teasing  me,  before  she  moaned deeply  and  long,  closed  her  lips  around  the  ridge  of  my  cock,  and  drove  her mouth down all the way over my shaft until the head of my cock bumped into the back of her throat.

“Oh my god,” Claire groaned. She tore her eyes from where Jessica had been disappearing my cock in her mouth, and turned her mouth to my jaw and kissed me. “That’s so fucking hot,” she groaned.

Kiera  squealed  and  jumped  up  and  off  the  bed  and  darted  out  on  her  toes  to the  kitchen.  Claire  tugged  and  pushed  pillows  and  made  me  lean  forward  to settle them behind me, and guided me back more comfortably into them. “Better, baby?” she said, and she closed her mouth around my mouth.

Jessica  pumped  my  cock  in  her  mouth  slowly  and  softly.  Claire  kissed  my mouth and neck and cheeks and hair. Kiera came back in and sat on her calves with a clump of fresh green grapes in one hand, her other hand pulling them off and  feeding  them  to  me  one  at  at  time.  She  had  cut  up  papaya  as  well,  and pineapple  and  other  fruits,  too,  and  laughed  as  she  brought  each  piece  to  my mouth.

Claire held the back of my head and brought the rim of the mug of coffee to my  mouth  and  tilted  it  and  tittered  as  I  swallowed.  Jessica  used  her  moans  to vibrate  her  mouth  around  the  shaft  of  my  cock.  “Switch!”  Kiera  said,  and  she passed the bowl of fruit to Jessica and dove down in her place between my legs. She licked my cock from the base to the head and moaned and sank her mouth down around it. It was hotter than Jessica’s mouth, and tighter around the lips.

As  Claire  and  Jessica  took  turns  feeding  me  coffee  and  fruit,  snickering  and grinning  and  kissing  me,  Kiera  sucked  on  me,  her  cheeks  collapsing  in,  her groans growing louder. I inhaled sharply and arched in my back and tensed up. She was becoming insistent.

“Is  she  going  to  make  you  cum,  baby?”  Claire  said,  excitement  filling  her eyes. Jessica snickered and put the bowl of fruit down on the table behind her. She turned my face to hers and penetrated my mouth with her tongue.

Claire reached down and pulled Kiera’s hair out of her way and caressed her head where it bobbed relentlessly over my lap.

“Oh shit!” I said. Jessica moaned inside our kiss. Claire inhaled with a gasp. Kiera  slipped  her  fingers  under  my  thighs  and  dug  in.  My  body  shook  and  I planked it up between my heels and my head and went stiff all over. Jessica and Claire  moaned  out  loud  and  gasped  and  pushed  their  hands  all  over  my  tensed body. Kiera cried in a whimper with my cock penetrating her mouth deeply and slowly. She would not speed up or slow down.

I shuddered and jammed my head back into the headboard. I curled my fists around Claire’s and Jessica’s bodies and I erupted deeply and hard into Kiera’s throat.  She  moaned  loudly  and  kept  her  mouth  still  on  my  cock,  keeping  me buried in her while I shot spurt after spurt into her. She swallowed the best she could, but my cum gushed from the corners of her mouth and ran down my cock and over her hand.

When I subsided and sank back down into the sheets, Kiera wiped the back of her  hand  over  her  mouth,  she  laughed,  and  she  got  up  from  the  bed.  The  three girls settled the light white sheet down over me straight and smooth and, holding hands, they left the room together and nearly shut the door to let me sleep a bit.

I was awakened later to find them all dragging me out of the bed, yanking on my arms and laughing. They were ready to go, dressed already in their tight and short  shorts  and  halter  tops  and  sandals.  I  struggled  up  and  they  laughed  more and dressed me and pushed and pulled me out the door. We got a table outside the breakfast spot and greedily ate bacon and eggs and toast and oranges.

“Callum? Holy shit!” we all heard at the same time.

I looked up with a mouthful of eggs on my tongue. It was Reed of all people, coming through the path with his two friends, BB and Jim.

They  had  just  arrived  that  morning,  they  said.  They  didn’t  join  us  for breakfast,  they  were  still  settling  in,  but  they  promised  they  would  join  us  for lunch or dinner later, and breakfast the next day, too!

We  went  back  to  our  bungalow,  got  changed  and  grabbed  our  stufff,  and retuned  to  the  big  pools  to  lounge  in  the  sun.  The  girls  were  in  their complementary pink and black bikinis, and I was in my pink and black trunks. Reed  and  his  friends  found  us  there.  The  girls  didn’t  mind  —  they  always  had fun teasing alphas like them.

Reed sat on the side of his lounger with his head hanging down between his shoulders  and  a  small  white  towel,  wet  and  hung  over  the  back  of  his  head, shading him from the sun.

“These girls are cockblocking you all to hell,” he said with a smirk, “and you can’t even see it.”

“I’m fine,” I said without opening my eyes or sitting up.

“Dude, you’re in a resort in Mexico for winter break — there’s chicks all over the place, I’m sure even you could score here!” he said.

I smirked and shook my head.

“Cal? Can you help me with something back in the room?” Kiera said.

I opened one eye and looked sideways. Kiera trailed her hand behind her and started drifting away in the direction of our bungalow.

“Don’t fucking go, she’s just taking you away from the action,” Reed said.

I shrugged. What could I tell him? I went with Kiera back to the bungalow.

She  went  inside  the  door  and  shut  it  behind  me,  leaning  through  the  gap  as though checking if anyone was watching.

“What is is?” I said.

She sucked a short, sharp breath through her teeth and jutted her chest out at me. She untied her top and let it drop on the cool tiled floor, and she pushed her bottoms down her thighs, and let them drop too.

Her  eyes  were  big  and  round.  She  stared  at  me  over  her  shoulder  as  she climbed up onto the couch facing backward, and she arched her back down and pushed her ass up. She gripped her hands around the top of the back of the couch and bit her lip and grunted at me.

I  shook  my  head  and  chuckled  and  pushed  my  trunks  down  my  legs.  She poked her finger into her teeth and grinned widely. “I knew you’d understand,” she said.

I came up to the couch behind her. She spread her knees wider on the edge of the cushions and hung her head down between her outstretched arms. I wrapped my hands around her waist. She was already moaning and writhing. I bent over and pushed my face between her thighs.

I  surprised  her.  She  expected  me  to  fuck  her  from  behind  straight  away. Instead  I  licked  her  and  sucked  on  her  pussy  lips  and  hummed  on  her  wetting flesh.

She squirmed and  gyrated and vibrated  in her body  all over  “Fuck  Callum!” she groaned out loud.

I stood up and hefted my cock in my hand and aimed the head at her sopping, hanging  and  puffy  pussy  lips.  She  inhaled  sharply  and  thrusted  her  head  back like  I  was  already  inside  her.  When  I  did  push  the  head  of  my  cock  into  her folding,  yielding  lips,  she  screamed  out  loud.  I  continued  to  push,  slowly, relentlessly,  all  the  way  into  her  until  my  hips  pushed  against  her  ass.  She inhaled like someone coming up from the depths of a lake, and she groaned with a deathly volume.

I yanked on her hips and plowed her ass so hard the slap of my thighs against her flesh filled the place. She cried toward the back of the bungalow and hung her wavering head down over the back of the couch. I erupted inside of her and gushed out her pussy and down the insides of her thighs. She rolled away from me and flopped down on her back and smiled. “I so needed that,” she groaned through a grin.

We  came  back  to  the  pool  and  settled  into  our  loungers  again.  I  pulled  an umbrella over me. It was getting hot.

Reed had been in the pool with his friends. They wouldn’t leave us alone, but instead  kept  horsing  around  and  making  noise  in  front  of  my  girlfriends.  The girls weren’t any better. They were encouraging them, urging them on, watching them, teasing them.

Reed came out dripping and he stood over me and wiped his towel through his hair and around his neck. “You’re so pussy whipped,” he said. “You can’t even tell anymore.”

“It works out okay,” I said.

He sneered. “They’re just using you — and then they’ll toss you aside when they’re done. You’re in the friend-zone, you’re  being  a  loser,”  he  said.  “It’s  so obvious it hurts me to see it.”

I smirked. I was so close to telling him what actually was going on. But Claire interrupted us.

“Callum,”  she  said,  “I  have  to  show  you  something  —  it’s  back  in  the bungalow, a side trip for later maybe?” she said.

“Don’t go, buddy,” Reed said. “Come  with  us,  we’re  going  to  go  and  check out the chicks here — I’m sure we can find one for you too,” he said.

“I’m just gonna . . . “ I said, and I got up and followed Claire’s hand where she trailed it behind her.

She pulled me through the door of the bungalow and started necking with me against the back of the door. She undressed me with shaking hands. And she tore her bikini off too. “So  needy!”  she  whined.  She  pushed  me  and  pulled  me  and steered  me  into  the  bedroom  and  pushed  me  down  under  her  on  the  bed.  She turned around and crawled over me on her hands and knees, reversed to me, so that her hips hung above my face, and her mouth came down over my cock.

We  didn’t  talk,  we  didn’t  tease,  and  we  didn’t  touch.  She  pushed  her  hips down and kissed my mouth with her trembling pussy lips, and she sank her own lips  down  around  my  cock  and  pumped  me  with  hand  and  mouth  fully  and completely.

We had got like that, the four of us — always, it seemed, on the edge, always ready,  always  eager.  Her  body  was  shaking  before  she  pushed  her  pussy  lips down over my mouth. I sucked her clit though my lips and skimmed my tongue over it. She shrieked with my cock in her mouth. I pressed the flat of my tongue over the entire area of her pussy and she thrusted her head back, squeezed and shook my cock in her clenched fist, and gritted her teeth at the wall. I lapped at her and she fell down on me and she pumped her mouth down the shaft of my cock with a wild abandon.

It wasn’t long before her back arched and her thighs tensed. She gasped and held  her  breath.  I  flicked  my  tongue  over  her  whole  pussy  and  she  strained throughout  her  body.  When  I  sank  my  tongue  inside  her  pussy,  she  shook violently and released her tension all over her body at once.

She fell off me and rolled on her side. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“About?” I said.

“I didn’t make you cum,” she said.

“Kiera just did a half hour ago,” I said.

She laughed and shook her head and rolled her eyes. “I knew it!” she said.

We dawdled back to the poolside hand in hand. She wavered on her feet and stumbled. “It was a doozy,” she explained to me and she laughed.

We sank back down in our loungers. I sipped my fresh drink.

“Me  and  the  boys  are  going  to  go  look  around  the  other  side,”  Reed  said. “Nothing going on here — too quiet.”

“Nothing at all,” I agreed with him and I smirked.

“You want to come with us — maybe score some pussy? You never know,” he said and he snorted.

“Just going to rest,” I said. “Conserve my strength.”

“You’re wasting away, my friend,” he said. “You have to get out from under these girls, they’re never going to let you get laid.”

“Well,”  I  said,  wavering  on  the  precipice  of  telling  him  what  actually  had been happening all morning. But Jessica this time interrupted me. “I  need  help with something,” she said, saying the exact same thing that Kiera had said. She wasn’t  even  trying  to  hide  it,  and  she  knew  it,  too.  She  snickered  like  it  was obvious what she needed “help” with.

We went back to the bungalow. We stopped for water in the little kitchen. She pushed her bikini bottom down and pulled herself up on the edge of the counter and pulled her knees up to hook her heels on the edge. She spread her thighs and cupped  her  hand  over  her  pussy.  She  wet  her  middle  finger  in  her  mouth  and drew it up through the cleft of her pussy lips. “Fuck me?” she said. “Kiera told me you fucked her and it made me need it as well.”

I  shook  my  head  like  a  man  whose  work  is  never  done.  She  snorted  and dropped  her  head  sideways  onto  her  shoulder  and  she  bit  her  lip.  “It’s  all  your fault, you know,” she said. “I never used to need it this much. None of us did,” she said.

I took off my shorts and stood between her legs. “How come you need it so much  now?”  I  said.  I  held  my  cock  up  in  my  hand  and  aimed  the  head  at  her pussy lips. I sank myself into her and she gasped and fell back onto her elbows, half reclined.

“It’s  the  others,”  she  said.  “I  think  we  wind  each  other  up.”  She  closed  her eyes and sank her head back.

I  drove  myself  deep  into  her  pussy.  The  suction  sounds  her  pussy  made grappling around my cock filled the quiet bungalow.

“Hearing each other, watching each other, you mean?” I said.

“That,” she exhaled and she settled further down onto her back. She reached her  arms  straight  out  and  wrapped  her  hands  around  my  waist.  “And  just knowing,  or  smelling  it,  or  something,”  she  said.  “I’m  just  always  so  fucking horny all the time now.”

“You all are,” I said.

She  laughed  languidly  and  half  rolled  her  face  over  and  bit  down  on  her knuckle. “It’s also those guys,” she said. “Reed and them. They want us so bad, but  they  know  they  can’t  have  us.  I  tease  them  so  badly  because  I  know  I  can grab you and fuck you,” she said.

“I think they’d be shocked at what was actually going on,” I said.

She  laughed  out  loud  but  stopped  herself  short  with  a  gasp  when  I  pushed myself  further  into  her.  “They  wouldn’t  believe  it,  it  would  make  no  sense  to them,” she said.

“The whole time Kiera, Claire and you have been grabbing me and dragging me back here all morning,” I said, pumping myself lazily into her pussy, “Reed’s been promising me he can finally get me laid,” I said and I laughed.

“But he is,” she groaned with her eyes closing. “Him doing his alpha thing all around us at the pool — it made me need you to fuck me,” she said.

“But you’re teasing him,” I said.

“That’s  what  alphas  are  for,”  she  groaned.  “I  told  you  before:  they’re  for teasing and playing with, but betas are for fucking.”

I held her thighs tight to my chest. She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the counter and pulled her body down tighter against mine. Her back arched up and she twisted under me and sucked breath and thrashed side to side.

I came inside her. It wasn’t a big one. But it caused her to lose herself at the same time, and I felt her pussy muscles suckle at my cock inside her and grow hotter.  She  sagged  and  rolled  sideways  and  my  cock  limped  out  of  her.  We cleaned up and dressed and walked back to the pool.

“We should go down to this market,” Claire said, and she held up a sheet of paper and waved it at Jessica. We put our stuff back in our bungalow and piled into an Uber and went into town looking for the outdoor market. It had a lot of clothes, apparently.

Claire, Jessica, and Kiera had fun trying on dresses for me to assess, and hats and  glasses.  They  made  me  sit  on  a  stool  so  they  could  come  out  and  model things in front of me. Tired, we went back to the bungalow and flopped down on the  couch.  They  stripped  down  to  their  panties  and  tank  tops.  There  was  a rapping at our deck window.

I  got  up  to  investigate,  suspecting  it  was  resort  staff  for  some  reason.  But  it was  Reed  and  his  two  friends.  They  had  pushed  through  the  shrubs  and  came onto  our  supposedly  private  swim-out  deck.  They  wanted  to  come  inside  and check out our bungalow.

I looked over my shoulder and shut the curtains on him. The three girls were napping sprawled and half naked with nothing over their bodies. I tried to rustle them  awake  to  warn  them  that  Reed  and  his  friends  were  outside  the  window. “They brought food and drinks,” I said.

They looked at each other and communicated something that eluded me, and they  grinned  with  mischievous  eyes.  They  got  dressed  in  their  bathing  suits without telling me what they were thinking.

“Party  time!”  Jessica  said  to  me  and  she  kissed  my  nose.  She  flung  the curtains wide open and pushed the deck door open, too. Kiera brought music out and  Claire  brought  glasses.  The  three  guys  plonked  down  in  chairs  around  our deck, and the three girls splashed and played in our private pool. They cooed and they squealed, and they teased and flirted with the guys.

The  guys  were  back-footed  by  the  sexual  aggression  that  Claire,  Jessica  and Kiera  showed.  They  were  caught  off  guard  by  them,  unsure  how  to  respond  or what it meant. Even Kiera, who previously was the most sheepish and guarded of  the  three,  was  frolicking  around  and  prancing  and  preening  in  front  of  the guys, taunting them.

Jessica  stretched  her  arms  down  and  planted  her  hands  on  Jim’s  knees.  She bent  at  her  waist  sharply  and  brought  her  face  up  to  his,  her  black  hair  falling over  her  eyes.    “Do  you  like  shows?”  she  said.  They’d  all  been  talking  about favourite  shows.  Leave  it  to  Jessica  to  take  the  conversation  into  a  whole  new area. But Jim just swallowed, unable to answer her.

Kiera  bent  over  in  front  of  BB,  nearly  shoving  her  ass  in  his  face.  “Oops, sorry, is that okay?” she said, twisting around to find him over her shoulder. but not moving her ass out of his face. He was as stunned and wide-eyed as Jim.

Claire  pretended  to  trip  and  fall,  only  to  land  in  Reed’s  lap.  He  laughed  but raised  his  hands  up  and  out  of  the  way  as  though  frightened  at  the  prospect  of touching her nearly naked body in his lap. She laughed and kicked her feet and squirmed in his lap in her tiny bikini.

“Is this the abuse you’re subjected to on a daily basis?” Reed said to me over his  shoulder.  His  two  friends  laughed  like  he  really  had  me  there.  I  scanned around the deck. All three girls were pushing their bikini-clad bodies against all three guys in a manner that could not have been more obvious. But all three guys were  swallowing  hard,  were  pulling  their  hands  away,  and  were  recoiling  with their chins tucking down into their chests.

They were afraid of my girlfriends. I marvelled at the phenomenon. There was no  doubt  that  Kiera,  Jessica,  and  Claire  were  behaving  with  unusual  sexual aggression.  But  if  it  resembled  any  behaviour  at  all,  it  mostly  looked  like  the way Reed, Jim, and BB behaved around them, or any other girls, for that matter. They didn’t  seem  to  know  what  to  do  with  girls  when  the  girls  were  being  the aggressive ones. They had one mode and seemed unable to parlay.

“How do you put up with this shit?” Reed said to me and he laughed in a fake and forced manner.

“He  puts  up  with  it  very  well,”  Claire  said,  sitting  in  his  lap  with  her  hands clasped behind his neck. She swung her legs and chuckled.

“How?” Reed said, and he laughed.

He  wasn’t  expecting  an  answer,  but  Jessica  gave  it  to  him.  “He  fucks  us daily,” she said.

I glared at her and all of Reed, Jim, and BB went silent and stared at me.

“He makes us cum daily, too,” Kiera said, and she giggled and bit her lip and flashed her eyes.

“Bullshit!” Reed sneered.

Claire pushed up from his lap and dangled her fingers down at me where I sat. She took my hand in hers and pulled open the deck door. Jessica and Kiera both snickered. They also both got up and followed Claire and I inside. Kiera shut the deck door and locked it. Jessica pulled the curtains wide open. Just to make sure, Claire  flicked  on  all  the  lights,  including  the  bright  track  lights  trained  on  the couch.

With my back to the outside, Kiera, Jessica and Claire crouched down around me  to  pull  my  shorts  down  and  off.  And  then  they  stripped  themselves,  too. Nobody paid attention to the window. They pretended nobody was out there. But when they turned me around and made me sit on the couch facing the glass deck door,  I  could  see  all  of  Reed,  Jim,  and  BB  sitting  on  their  chairs  outside,  their eyes wide as saucers, their chins hanging open, and their breath stopped.

The  sight  of  three  young,  nubile  bodies  stripped  naked  but  for  colourful anklets  and  bracelets  and  rings  and  necklaces  and  earrings  would  have  been enough to give the three guys heart attacks. But to see the three girls start to kiss my body all over, to press their nude bodies against me, and to climb up on the couch  and  crawl  over  me,  touching  me  everywhere,  all  three  of  them  together, must have killed them several times over.

The view for them was whole. We were only six feet in front of them on the couch facing the  wide, floor-to-ceiling windows  of the double  deck doors. The lights  were  highlighting  their  bodies.  Kiera  crouched  to  one  side  of  me  on  the couch  and  she  took  my  cock  down  inside  her  mouth  to  the  back  of  her  throat. Claire  pulled  her  hair  from  her  face  and  tucked  it  behind  her  ear  just  to  make sure the three guys outside could clearly see what Kiera was doing to me.

Jessica crouched on my other side and licked and kissed at my cock whenever Kiera grinned and took her mouth off me and offered it to her. They took turns sucking their mouths down the length of my cock. Claire kissed my mouth and then  stood  over  my  lap  and  spread  her  knees  around  my  ears.  She  pushed  her groin into my face and hung her head so far back, she was nearly facing the deck doors upside down behind her. I licked her pussy and sucked on her and flicked my tongue all over her.

Jessica  laughed  and  pushed  me  down  sideways  and  knelt  over  my  face, grinding her pussy down into my mouth. Kiera faced her, kneeling over my lap and  kissing  her  face  and  tits.  Claire  stroked  my  cock  and  held  it  for  Kiera  to kneel up and over me, and sink down onto it, taking me deeply inside her.

We  rolled  around  and  laughed  and  kissed  and  sucked  and  fucked  like  the wildest  nights  we’d  ever  enjoyed  in  bed  at  home.  Nobody  knew  whose  limb belonged  to  who,  or  whose  pussy  this  or  that  was.  We  became  one  mass  of writhing, undulating flesh, me and the three girls, drifting in our minds into an intoxicated  state  of  sexual  tension,  stretching  and  yearning  all  over  each  other. Mouths and pussies and hands went down over my cock. I licked one contorting pussy and fingered two others. They cried like a dog kennel, a chorus of moans and whimpers and squeals.

At  one  point  they  laughed  and  lined  themselves  up  kneeling  on  the  couch cushions  and  arching  their  backs  and  shoving  their  hips  up  and  back  at  me.  I stood on the floor, my knees pressed into the front of the couch, and I rammed one and then the other and then the third pussy, up and down the row of them. They leaked down their inner thighs and wagged their groins at me, begging for my return.

Kiera  laughed  and  she  crawled  on  her  hands  and  knees  toward  the  double glass  doors  and  the  three  wide-eyed  and  stunned  guys  palpitating  out  there. Claire  and  Jessica  followed  her,  and  they  all  knelt  up  against  the  doors  and arched  deeply  and  pressed  their  naked  breasts  into  the  glass,  squirming  and writhing  in  front  of  them.  They  stuck  their  asses  out  and  wavered  them  at  me, and reached behind their bodies and pulled their cheeks apart, showing me their grappling pussies.

I knelt behind them and rammed one of my girlfriends from behind facing the other  guys,  and  then  the  next,  and  the  next,  all  in  front  of  and  against  the windows.  Each  girl  thrusted  her  head  back  and  howled  to  the  ceiling  when  I entered her. I went from pussy to pussy and back again. The girls smeared their contorting  bodies  against  the  glass  and  they  shook  and  cried.  We  eventually tumbled down on top of each other on the floor against the glass doors, fucking, sucking,  groaning  and  writhing  together.  If  there  was  one  thing  that  was becoming obvious to Reed, Jim, and BB, it had to be that this was clearly not our first time. It wasn’t, in fact, even our first time that day.

My girls did what they always did by then: when one began to hyperventilate and start gasping with a climax, the others couldn’t last through it, and soon — as  always,  it  seemed  —  all  three  were  experiencing  an  orgasm  together.  Their three bodies writhed with spasms ripping through them, and they inhaled sharp gasps  and  clenched  in  all  their  muscles  together.  The  heap  of  limbs  and  torsos and heads and hair went into a spastic fit on the floor in front of the three guys glued to their chairs outside the windows, gripping their armrests hard enough to splinter them.

I stood up and loomed over my harem where it writhed and undulated under me, desperately kissing and sucking on whatever their mouths could find of each other.  I  stroked  my  cock  out  and  put  my  other  hand  on  my  hip  and  spread  my feet. When I ejaculated on their faces and bodies, all three girls leapt and shook and  contorted  like  they’d  been  electrocuted.  Their  orgasms  were  shared.  It passed from one to the other and back again. They struggled against each other and  fought  to  climb  up  my  calves  and  close  their  mouths  around  my  cock.  I erupted  again  and  my  cum  splashed  their  faces  and  chests  that  they  held  up  to me,  and  they  all  laughed  and  moaned  and  climbed  up  my  body  on  their  knees and then their feet.

We  kissed  and  I  slapped  their  fun  little  bums  and  sent  them  to  the  shower together. I shut the curtains and dressed and slid the doors open enough to come out,  and  I  closed  them  behind  me  and  sat  down  on  the  one  remaining  chair.  I crossed  my  legs  and  sank  back  and  drained  my  glass  of  warm  champagne.  I looked around me. Jim, BB, and especially Reed, were looking back at me, slack jawed, silent, and wide-eyed. I didn’t gloat. I thought maybe they could benefit from some explanation of what they had just witnessed, though. 

“You boys are what is known as ‘alphas,’ is that about right?” I said. “Would you say that about yourselves?” I was feeling cocky. But who wouldn’t, after a session like that with those three girls?

“Fuckin’ rights,” BB said. “And don’t forget it, beta!”

I  chuckled.  But  Jim  and  Reed  smacked  his  shoulders  with  their  backhands. They  had  real  confusion  etched  on  their  faces.  It  was  deep  and  genuine.  They leaned in closer over their knees like it was a football huddle.

“This,  what  you  saw,”  I  said,  and  I  gestured  toward  the  wide,  tall  windows behind me, “has been going on quite a while now. It’s nothing new.”

“Bullshit,” BB said. Reed and Jim slapped him again.

“Let  me  ask  you  alphas  this,”  I  said.  “Have  you  noticed  that  your  type  is relatively rare?” I said.

They stared silently. “Thats because there can only be one alpha,” Jim finally said, and he nodded.

“But there’s three of you here,” I said.

“We  hunt  in  a  pack,”  Reed  said,  and  all  three  of  them  bumped  fists  and smirked.

“And you find even more of them at parties and clubs, I bet, too,” I said.

They all squinted at me.

“Could  it  be  that  your  outward  displays  of  courage  and  strength,  your confidence and daring,” I said, watching through my eyes squinting through the sunlight  as  they  each  grinned  at  my  stroking  words,  “are  for  each  other’s consumption only?”

They all chuckled, but it was the chuckle of uncertainty, not confidence.

“Could it be that fast, loud cars, flashing money, the way you walk, the way you  talk  —  could  that  be  attracting  other  males,  other  alpha  males,  more  than anyone  else?”  I  said.  They  remained  silent  this  time.  “Could  it  be,”  I  said, breaking the silence, “that you’re confusing status with mating?”

“Status is what wins mates!” Jim said, and he flung himself back in his chair and pointed at me like he got me.

“Then  why  .  .  .  “  I  said,  leaning  forward  toward  him  with  a  grin,  “  .  .  .  are there  so  many  more  betas  than  alphas?  Wouldn’t alphas throughout nature win more mating opportunities and thus create more alphas? If betas aren’t winning mates, how come way more betas are being born than alphas?”

They each squinted at me again. “It’s not a genetic trait,” Reed said.

“Well it’s either genetic or it’s cultural. Okay, so it’s cultural. So, how come so many more choose to be betas?” I let it sink in a few moments. “Has anyone checked in with the females that are supposedly the object of all the alpha male displays  to  see  if  they’re  working?”  I  sank  back  in  my  chair.  “While  all  you alphas  are  out  there  competing  and  fighting  each  other,  winning  your championships  and  beating  your  chests,  maybe  the  betas  are  sneaking  off  with the females and mating under the stands.”

They all sank their heads. I could virtually hear the gears, slowly turning. Had they  not  witnessed  what  they  were  made  to  endure  earlier,  they  wouldn’t  have listened to a word. But what they saw was something they hadn’t even dreamed of.

“Diplomacy  beats  brute  force  every  time,”  I  said.  “It  just  doesn’t  look  as exciting.  Nobody  ever  made  a  video  game  out  of  diplomacy.  Persuasion  beats coercion every time too, because it only has to be done once, but coercion has to be  continual.  Strategic  planning  beats  tactical  plotting  every  time  as  well, because  a  tactical  mistake  can  be  overcome,  but  a  strategic  mistake  is  a  dead loss.”

I looked around at their fallen faces. Unsure they were getting it, I spelled it out for them.  “Alphas use brute force, they use coercion, they think tactically,” I said.  They  nodded  like  they  recognized  that  in  themselves,  at  least.  They  were proud. I had their attention, though, only because of what they saw in front of the window, me with my three girlfriends.

“Betas  use  diplomacy,  they  use  persuasion,  they  think  strategically,”  I  said with  a  nod.  Unsure  they  were  getting  it  plainly  enough,  I  put  it  as  squarely  in their  terms  as  I  knew  how.  “Alphas  may  fuck  more  girls,”  I  nodded  at  them. They all grinned as if on cue. They liked that acknowledgement. “But betas fuck each  of  their  girls  more  often.”  They  squinted  as  though  running  the  math through their heads.

I chewed my cheek and thought about how to explain it. “Listen,” I said. “Any particular  girl  is  only  20%  likely  to  get  pregnant  from  trying,”  I  said.  “So, throughout the 200,000 year history of modern man, alphas who go wide — who go all tactic and no strategy — are continually at that 20%. Betas, though, who go with one mate, get quickly up to 80% by repeated attempts.”

There  was  silence.  I  tried  one  more  time.  “Say  a  theoretical  quarterback attempts  a  long-bomb  Hail  Mary  every  down.  They  have  a  10%  chance  of connecting  with  each  throw.”  I  nodded  to  each  of  them.  They  connected  with that analogy. “Another theoretical quarterback attempts to advance a short four yards  with  each  down.  Each  of  those  plays  has  a  57%  chance  of  success.”  I paused. The math was too hard to do in the head. But I had already done it on my  phone.  “After  three  such  plays,  only  20%  would  have  succeeded  on  each down. But how many yards would that 20% have advanced?” I said.

It  was  BB  who  was  the  fastest,  but  they  all  got  it  —  they  liked  the  analogy. “12 yards — first down!”

“So 20% of those quarterbacks keep the ball and get another first down. How many of the long-bomb throwers got their first down?” I said.

“10%,” Reed said, his voice quiet and thoughtful.

“Half the success. The long-bomb thrower averages 68 yards on a successful play,” I said, drawing the analogy for them out further.

“How do you know all this shit?” Reed said.

I smirked but I ignored his question. “How many plays would a strictly short-yard strategy theoretically take to cover that same ground, those same 68 yards?” I said. I already knew the answer. “17 plays,” I said, after giving them time to try it in their heads. “But it’s  boring,  it  would  take  forever,  nobody  would  want  to watch that game. A 17-play scoring drive?” I laughed. “Give me a break. But,” I said  and  I  nodded.  “Such  a  strategy  would  score  twice  as  often  as  an  exciting, dramatic,  one-off  long-bomb  throwing  tactic,”  I  said.  It  was  time  to  bring  it home.  “Fucking  only  one  girl  over  a  longer  period  of  time  has  always  created much  higher  success  at  reproduction  than  fucking  a  large  number  of  girls  once each.”

I paused for dramatic purposes. “Culturally or genetically,” I said, “you three are  descendants  of  those  who  went  for  many  girls  once,”  I  said.  “While  I culturally or genetically descend from those who went for one girl many times. Or  just  three,”  I  nodded  and  grimaced.  “The  point  being,  by  today,  there  are probably  ten  times  as  many  like  me  as  are  like  you.  It  makes  sense  why  now, doesn’t it,” I said. “When you think about it that way.”

I  got  up  and  pulled  open  the  sliding  glass  door.  “Me  and  Claire  and  Jessica and  Kiera  are  going  out  for  dinner  in  an  hour,”  I  said.  “I  can  change  the reservation  for  seven  people  if  you  guys  want  to  join  the  girls  and  me.”  I shrugged  at  them.  “Think  about  it,  let  me  know.  In  the  meantime,  you  can  go back out the way you came in,” I said, and I turned and shut the door on them.

Behind  the  curtain  my  three  girlfriends  were  lounging  on  the  couch  resting and  watching  some  show  on  the  TV.  I  fell  in  amongst  them  and  they  wrapped themselves around me, all three, and we kissed and cuddled quietly and calmly through the lazy and long late afternoon.

“What  were  you  guys  talking  about  out  there?”  Claire  said  as  she  absently stroked my hair and watched the TV.

“Nothing  important,”  I  said.  She  sank  her  mouth  down  over  mine  upside down. “You guys mind if they join us for dinner at the restaurant?” I said.

“They’re fun,” Jessica said.
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