
        
            
                
            
        

    















Our flight home was subdued. “Maybe we shouldn’t have done that,” Claire said. “What we did in front of Reed and his friends.” We were sitting four abreast in the middle rows of the plane. “Letting them watch like that.”
Kiera leaned over my lap from the outside seat on my right and her fingers wrapped tightly around my thigh. “They were so stunned!” she said  in a low voice to Claire sitting on my left. She poked her shoulders up and snorted. Her fingers curled in tighter and her grey-painted nails scratched into my jeans. “They couldn’t believe it,” she said to me, lifting her eyes, big and deep, close to mine. Her scent was always so fresh, so clean. She pressed her lips to my cheek. “Want you,” she whispered nearly silently into my ear. “Right now,” she growled.
“I was pretty stunned, too,” I said, trying to ignore her.
Jessica leaned over Claire’s lap from the far left side and pushed her face all the way up beside mine and she glared up at me. “It was your idea!” she said in a hushed, scolding voice, and she flared her eyes and slapped my other thigh. She curled her fingers around my leg, too, like Kiera. Her matte brown nails dug into my thigh. Her long hair draped over my lap.
“It was! It was his idea!” Kiera said to her, and I turned from Kiera to Jessica and back to Kiera again. She narrowed her eyes at me for two beats before she glanced over her shoulder and down toward the nearby airplane bathroom doors.
“Kiera, no!” Claire said to her, scolding her for even thinking it.
“I never get to have any fun,” Kiera said, and she pretended to pout and she crossed her arms over her chest and sank back hard into her chair.
“They did look stunned, though,” Jessica said, and she straightened back up and stuck her tongue out between her pinching teeth. “Serves them right. Piggy alphas.”
“What did they do to deserve that?” Claire said.
“You know,” Jessica said to her , and she narrowed her eyes.
Claire slipped her hands around my thigh high up and inside, and she brushed the tip of her nose back and forth over my cheek and she smiled against me. “We know, don’t we,” she said privately to me.
Kiera mimicked her on the other side of my face. “We all know,” Kiera said, and she nuzzled me like Claire was nuzzling me and she smiled and snorted on my other side.
It was Jessica’s turn to look over her shoulder and down the aisle to the other bathroom doors.
“No!” Claire said to her, and she flared her eyes at her and shook her head. “I swear to god,” she said, “you’re both like kids in a candy store.”
“I like to suck on my candies,” Kiera said, and she laughed abruptly at her joke.
“We better get home soon,” Claire whispered into my ear and she wrapped her arms around my neck and hung herself from my body. She looked over my shoulder before slipping her hand unseen down over my groin, and she squeezed it. “Or all three of your girlfriends are going to start losing their minds.”
We hadn’t been home for two weeks before out next trip all together came up. The annual Life Sciences Academic Conference and Internship Fair was slated for a hotel downtown in the biggest city in the state, which was only a couple of hours away. Claire was a budding brain scientist, Jessica was a budding evolutionary scientist, and Kiera was a budding early life scientist. They were all chomping at the bit to get real-world bio-lab experience. I was a struggling medieval history student and we didn’t have labs. But that only meant we were curious about everything.
“I guess I can’t go,” I said to them. “I’m not a scientist,” I said and I tilted my head side to side and rolled my eyes.
“We’ll sneak you in,” Jessica said, and she stretched up with her neck to kiss the underside of my chin. We were all sprawled on my bed chattering the way we usually did before bedtime, after everyone was washed up and in their bed-clothes — t-shirts, tank-tops, panties.
“You can’t just sneak a person into a hotel,” I said, “especially not when it’s paid by someone else.”
“We can do anything, we’re Team Callum, the scare’em harem!” Kiera said, and she shrieked at her own joke.
“We would really love it if you came with us though,” Claire said. She pushed her hand through the leg of my shorts and cupped her hand around my balls. “It’s fun for us to share our lives with you.” She kissed my cheek.
“Maybe I’ll see if I can get away,” I said. “Papers, you know.”
Kiera cheered and clapped and rolled over onto her tummy and kicked her feet up behind her. “It’ll be fun going in your truck!” She pulled her body over my body and ground her groin down into mine, trapping Claire’s hand where she was fondling my balls.
“Ow!” Claire said, playfully, and she nipped at Kiera’s ear.
“You’re hurting her!” Jessica said, and she pushed Kiera until she toppled off of me sideways. The two of them play-fought for who could ride me. Jessica pulled herself up onto my hips and cupped her hands together high over her head making a champion-like celebration. “I’m the queen of the harem!” she sang out loud and she laughed.
She reached down between her legs and pulled my cock, now hard from Claire rubbing me, out of my loose shorts and up between her legs. But before she was able to lift herself and stuff me inside her, Kiera pushed her over and squeezed herself on top of me instead. But just as she began to rub her pussy up and down over the head of my cock, she fell over sideways, too, shrieking. Claire had pushed her aside and climbed up on me.
It was Claire’s turn to push her pussy down the length of my cock. She clamped her knees around my sides and flailed her hands at Jessica who came at her, pushing and shoving. They were all laughing hysterically, fighting to ride me. Kiera and Jessica both pulled Claire back until she toppled onto her back shrieking, making my cock spring out from inside her pussy. They all pushed and shoved until Kiera pulled Jessica’s hair, not hard though, and Jessica fell over, letting Kiera jump onto my lap, and she pushed my cock all the way up inside her.
Jessica knelt behind her and draped her body over Kiera’s back. She shoved her hips against her ass hard enough to make Kiera stumble forward on her knees, and my cock fell out of her pussy, only to be swallowed up instantly inside Jessica’s even hotter pussy. Claire laughed and climbed on behind Jessica and did to her what she had done to Kiera. All three of them, pressed together hip-to-ass, hugged their bodies together and laughed and pushed their pussies down the length of my cock one after the other, fighting over it.
I tricked them though, and I quickly slid down the bed under their six spread knees, and I sank my mouth over Kiera’s pussy, I pushed down a little further and caught Jessica’s pussy in my mouth, and then I stretched further down and licked Claire’s pussy. Their laughter and shrieking became gasping and moaning. They pushed each other forward and back, each one greedily trying to mash her pussy down against my mouth. Finally, frustrated, Jessica and Claire rolled away together in a 69, and licked each other’s pussy while Kiera knelt over my face and shook in her hips and clenched in her eyes.
Just as she fell off me, groaning and curling up from having cum so hard, I felt a mouth fall down around my cock. And then another. Jessica and Claire quietly licked up and down the length of my cock and played their tongues in turn over the head until Jessica stroked me in her hand and Claire swirled her mouth over the head. I erupted onto her face and Jessica pushed her face down over my cock and took me in her mouth until I subsided.
All that was a distant memory when I curled my shoulders over my chest as I huddled in the back doorway of the hotel set scenically — but chillingly — by the river. For some reason I didn’t wear my coat. Claire, Kiera, and Jessica checked into the hotel going through the front door where I dropped them off, and once in the room, someone was supposed to sneak down to the back door and let me in.
By the time Jessica found me, I was nearly frozen stiff as a dead body left on the side of a mountain. She said they couldn’t get rid of one of the professors who turned out to get the room right next door to theirs.
“Ga-ga-ga,” I said by way of reply.
She brought me into the room. Claire leaned out to look up and down the hallway and shut the door and locked and latched it. It was an older, classic hotel — meaning the walls were thinner. What was worse, there was a door adjoining our room with the famous professor’s room. Kiera and Claire were in their panties and bras getting ready to go down to the hospitality suite for drinks and dancing. There was a live band, apparently. Jessica threw her clothes off and all three girls pushed me down into the bed and writhed their half-naked bodies all over mine under the blankets to try to warm me up.
“I’m so sorry, baby!” Kiera said. “You poor thing!”
“Come closer, get warmer,” Claire said, and she hugged me to her body.
Jessica wrapped herself around me from behind. “There there, would you like a blowjob?” she said.
“I’ll blow him,” Kiera said, and she crawled down under the blanket. I felt her mouth close around my cock, warm and wet.
“Is that better baby?” Claire said, and she kissed me. “Kiera will make you feel all better,” she said.
“Just cum in her mouth,” Jessica said from behind my head. She kissed the back of my neck. “She loves to swallow you.”
I forgot all about the cold outside. I spread myself open on the bed, flat on my back. Kiera pulled the sheets away from her and pumped her head up and down over my cock, slurping and sucking, moaning and whimpering.
Jessica caressed my face and kissed my jaw and pushed her face against the side of my face. “Cum, baby,” she whispered.
Claire was on my other side. “Feeling better?” she cooed. When I erupted into Kiera’s mouth, Claire gasped like it was her climaxing. She laughed and smiled and kissed me when my cock, spent, fell out of Kiera’s mouth. Kiera climbed up over my body and laid on top of me. “All warm now?” she said through a grin, and she laid her head down on my chest.
They dressed in their clubbing outfits and we went down the elevator together. Claire was dressed in a plunging-neck body-suit and tight tan leather pencil skirt with black strap heels. Jessica was in a white loose-tuck satin top and a red velvet wrap skirt, with cream-white pointy-toe spike heels. Kiera, usually the more formal one, was this time in a loose black silk tank top and torn denim shorts with high black ankle boots. We found a table to stand around and lean on and keep our drinks safe. Each girl took turns dancing with me.
They danced with other guys too, but they always rushed back to me and kicked their feet up behind them full of excitement and kissed my cheek or nose or ear. As the night wore on, they increasingly behaved like a girlfriend with me — which was fine, except our act started getting looks with all three doing that girlfriend thing simultaneously. It was like they were forgetting, or maybe not caring so much anymore, about hiding who and what we were. I’m not sure we ourselves knew who and what we’d become, or were ready to admit it.
Jessica took my wrist in her hand on the pretence of wanting to dance the song with me, but instead she lead me out of the room and around the carpeted hallway to the bathrooms. She pushed me into the ladies room and glanced over her shoulder up and down the hallway.
It was a private bathroom, and big, too, with a long counter, big mirror, and make-up lighting. She pushed herself up onto the counter and stuck her tongue out at me, resting her slim ankles on my hips and letting her cream pointy-toe heels hang over my butt. She laughed and then shushed me with a finger to my lips and she eased my cock out of the fly in my pants and pulled on it with both hands, stroking it and caressing it.
“Just a little?” she said. “I’m going to go crazy if I don’t get it soon!”
She pulled her panties aside and I leaned forward, pressing my thighs into the edge of the counter under her butt. She touched the head of my cock to the lips of her pussy, and dropped her head back. I pushed it the rest of the way into her and she draped her hands over the back of my shoulders.
“Do you remember,” she said, losing her breath, “the first time, in your room, in that basement, in Reed’s awful apartment?” she said.
“You held me down and rode me,” I said.
She laughed and flung her face over my neck and bit and kissed me. I held her by the waist and sank my cock deep into her. She was drenched.
“I was on autopilot,” she said. “I didn’t know what I was doing — I didn’t go to find you to do that, you know,” she said.
I moved in and out of her with a calm, smooth action, rocking our bodies together in time with the music from the main room that was pumped into the bathroom over our heads in a speaker set in the ceiling.
“What did you come to do?” I said.
“I just wanted to tell you good night,” she said, and she caught her breath short and curled her back in. My cock was poking her deep inside. “It seemed rude to leave without saying something.”
“You shut the door and took your clothes off,” I said.
“So,” she tittered. “I wanted to say goodbye properly, maybe,” she said, and she snorted.
We heard someone trying the door and Jessica snorted and buried her face in my neck. I pulled my cock out of her pussy and she gaped like I had emptied her, and when I put it back in her pussy, she strained back and pulled a wide grimace.
“Fuck, Callum!” she whispered hoarsely. “You make me fuck like a guy.”
“What the fuck, Jess!” I said. I pulled my hips back from her but she dug her heels into my legs and pulled me back  close to her.
She laughed between her high-pitched and breathy moans. I could tell she was close. “I mean, always wanting it, and always ready, and not even needing to get warmed up,” she said, out of breath. Her body tensed up. “I mean like a guy, fast and furious and anytime, drop of a hat,” she said, and she sank her mouth into my neck. “You make me always ready,” she groaned.
I smoothly, slowly, drew my cock out of her and pushed it back in steadily and relentlessly. She dug her heels into my butt and sank her nails into my neck. Her body stiffened and her back arched. Her breath pulled deeply and stopped, and her head fell back. “Fuck, Callum!” she cried with a whisper. I pulled my cock back and her body shook violently before she strained hard a moment, and then deflated.
She laughed and slid down over the edge of the counter. “Oops,” she said, and she reached for the towels. My cum erupted from her pussy and ran in a stream down the inside of her leg. She caught it and wiped it up and pushed herself up on her toes. She kissed me and tussled my hair and slapped my butt. “You always look after me, don’t you,” she said, and she spun around, opened the door, and lead me out with her hand around my wrist. There were three women in a line waiting. We didn’t know. We both dropped our faces down and rushed away through the hallway.
Having exhausted ourselves dancing — and having lost all inhibitions about carrying on like girlfriend-boyfriend in the dark crowded room, we finally decided it would be best to slip out and away. On our way back up to our room, Kiera spotted the half-private hot-tub outside, steaming and vacated. Ten minutes later, all four of us snuck down in big fluffy white hotel robes.
The air was cold, but he water was hot. We sank in to our chins. Claire found the switch and turned out the lights. The river glowed in moonlight, serpentine in its graceful curves that stretched off to the horizon in both directions. The stars twinkled. We looked up and behind us. Most of the hotel rooms’ lights were out. Besides, hardly any of them would be able to see, even if our pool lights were on.
“Did you fuck him in the bathroom?” Kiera said to Jessica.
Jessica flared her eyes and dropped her chin. “Kiera! So rude!” she said.
“Did you though?” Kiera kept on her.
Jessica looked over her shoulder at the glowing river. “Just a little, maybe,” she said.
Claire threw her head back and laughed at the black sky and stars.
“I knew it!” Kiera said. “I wanted to,” she said, and she fumbled in the water to my side. We all saw her pull from the inky black water her bikini bottoms that she draped over the side of the pool.
“Not here,” Claire said.
“Like a bathroom outside the hospitality suite was any better!” Kiera said, and she rolled over me and dropped both knees down beside my hips. “Anyway, I have to,” she said. She found my cock under the water and pulled on it until the head poked the lips of her pussy. She sank down on me, taking me into her extremely hot and greasy pussy.
“I know, right?” Jessica said. “I had to, too,” she said. “He’s turning us into guys,” she said. “Always wanting to fuck and ready to fuck, too, without any lead-up,” she said.
“It’s true,” Kiera said, and she wrapped her hands around the back of my neck and sank down on her knees, taking my cock slowly and completely inside her pussy. “I’m always ready for our boyfriend.”
“Have you ever initiated things with any of us?” Jessica said. She leaned sideways to see my eyes where they emerged through Kiera’s undulated curtain of hair and over her poking shoulders.
I laughed and I wrapped my hands around Kiera’s waist as she dropped her face down in my neck and rode me up and down, smoothly and steadily. “You know, I don’t know,” I said. “I actually don’t think so — not the first time, and not anytime after that, either,” I said.
“Kiera,” Claire said. “You always look so beautiful from behind when you’re riding him,” she said. “I just love how you move on him.”
Kiera snorted into my neck and began to gyrate in her back with more emphasis. “I always want to fuck him,” she said in a tiny voice as though apologizing. She hung back from me with her fingers locked together behind my neck. “You turned us all into guys, always trying to fuck you and not even caring if you need time or warming up or even if it’s in a not-good place,” she said.
“Maybe it’s because you don’t initiate,” Claire said.
Kiera began to hump her body harder into mine. She dropped her chin over my shoulder and bit and licked my neck. “He always makes me cum so hard and fast, too,” she said in a whimpering voice.
“Exactly!” Jessica said and she nodded at Claire beside her. “It’s like we’re the guys!”
Claire smiled at me over Kiera’s shoulder and she nodded.
Kiera seized up throughout her body and she clamped her knees harder around my hips. “Oh shit,” she cried, and she clenched her teeth and turned her face away from mine. Her hair swept over my face and her body slammed into mine violently. Her cries would surely be heard in rooms above us, if anyone’s window was open. She fell off me and sank in the water, a closed-eye grin spreading on her face like she’d been injected with something.
She rolled her head until her eyes could focus on Jessica. “I always want to fuck him,” she said. “It’s always right at the surface.”
“I know,” Jessica said. “I don’t know what he’s turning us into.”
We got out and pulled our robes on and made our way to the elevator. I was holding hands with Jessica and Claire who rolled their heads on my shoulder, and Kiera rode on my back like she often loved to do. A couple came onto the elevator on the second floor. They glanced at the four of us, glanced at each other, and looked away.
Kiera leaned around from above and behind my head and snickered and kissed my mouth. Jessica then giggled too, and she stretched up on her toes and kissed my mouth just as deeply, just as long as Kiera had. Then Claire, usually the circumspect one, followed suit, adding an audible moan to her kiss that was longer yet.
We could see the couple in front of us glance over their shoulder and struggle not to stare. We stepped off at our floor still holding hands with Kiera on my back, and we laughed and bumped into the walls all the way down the hallway to our room. If it was me and any one of them, it would have looked like a couple in love, perhaps even a newly married couple. And we were, only we weren’t a couple.
“What are we?” Kiera said when we got back in our door. “We’re not a throuple. There’s four of us.”
“A quad?” Claire said.
“A quartet?” Jessica said.
“That’s not bad,” I said. “What about a frouple?”
“Ew! What’s that?” Kiera said.
“Yeah, no good — the words four and couple, but forget it.”
They got into bed in their panties and t-shirts and tank tops. Claire patted the bed beside her. Jessica and Kiera were already sharing the first bed. I got in and we snuggled up together.
“I like quartet,” Claire said, pulling on my arms where I wrapped them around her body from behind her. We faced the other bed on our sides.
“We’re a quartet,” Kiera said. “Can we say that at a restaurant?”
“It sounds normal enough — no one would imagine what it really means,” Jessica said. She rolled onto her side to face Claire and me over the gap between the beds. Kiera wrapped herself around Jessica from behind.
“I like it,” Kiera said. “It’s nobody’s business what it really means,” she said.
Jessica pulled Kiera’s hand around her ribs and twisted around over her shoulder to nearly kiss her on her cheek behind her, and she smiled and snorted. “Look how cute Claire and Callum are,” she said to Kiera.
“You two were the first,” Kiera said. “This is exactly how it all started,” she said. “Who went for who first?”
Claire laughed. “Callum never goes for girls,” she said. “I don’t think this man has ever tried.” She pushed her hips backward into my groin under the sheets and rubbed herself against me, unseen by the others.
“Maybe that’s how he has ingeniously turned us into the sexual aggressors,” Jessica said.
“It’s because of you two always going at him that makes me so . . . “ Kiera said, and she paused. “ . . . aggressive,” she finally said.
Both Jessica and Claire gasped in disbelief. “Oh my god, Kiera! You’re the worst!”
“You are usually the one who gets things started,” Jessica said, and she snorted and kissed Kiera behind her. “You’re always climbing all over him!” She settled her face back down sideways on the pillow facing Claire and I. “This girl, I swear,” she said to us. Kiera snickered behind her head. We could tell they were struggling under the blanket pulled up tightly around their necks. “She was not like this before,” she said and she rolled her eyes at us.
Claire had arched her back slowly. She had also reached over her waist and behind her back and had wrapped her hand around my cock behind her. Making the minimal movements possible, she slid her leg behind her and up and over my legs. I snorted lightly into her hair. She said “shh” to me and curled her hips further back. The head of my cock slipped between the lips of her pussy from behind. She twisted her body further, let go of my cock, and slid her pussy up my shaft, engulfing me inside her.
“None of us were like this before,” Claire said to Jessica across the gap between the beds.
I slipped my hand over her hip under the blanket and held her as I slowly, deeply, penetrated her.
“Makes you wonder about a lot of things,” Jessica said. Her eyes and Claire’s eyes were locked on each others. I tried not to bump Claire’s body, but I think Jessica knew right away what we were doing.
“I agree with you,” Claire said. “The part about always being ready, always wanting it, always ready for it right away,” she said. “Kiera’s right, though,” Claire said and she shut her eyes and grunted with a tiny gasp. “Seeing you and Kiera go at him all the time, it makes me want to, as well.”
“That’s so true of me,” Jessica said. “I’ve had boyfriends who really turned me on before,” she said. “But this is something else.”
“What’s different?” Claire said. She sucked breath through her teeth and clenched her hand around her pillow. “I mean I agree it’s something else — but how would you describe it?”
I bumped her too hard against her butt and she half turned her head over to me and bit her lip.
“Fuck Callum,” she said. “You’re going to make me cum — again!” she said, and she gently slapped my face and rolled her head back toward Jessica and rolled her eyes. I continued to fuck her slow and gently from behind.
“It’s partly that he can’t be a boyfriend, because, like, my boyfriend is fucking another girl — right now, right in front of my eyes,” Jessica said, and she laughed. “So whatever I do with him, it doesn’t come with all the pressure of a relationship. But yet,” she said, her eyes looking off into the dark distance behind Claire and I.
I pushed the blanket off her body — we were both too hot. Claire gasped when I penetrated her harder, and she curled backward deeper and clenched her pillow tighter. Our naked bodies, uncovered, gleamed in the moonlight that streamed through our window.
Jessica waited for Claire to open her eyes to her again after her mini-climax in front of her. “But yet,” she started again, “It’s not like someone who I’m not with, either,” she said. “It’s the most open I’ve ever been about sex, and expressing myself sexually,” she said.
Claire reached out with her arm straight over the gap between the beds and she clenched and released her fingers until Jessica reached over as well to hold hands with her. “Oh my god,” Claire said. “That’s it exactly — I can be more open than even in a relationship because it is and it isn’t — it’s like being a private couple, but also like being a completely free and out there slut!” she said. She twisted round fast and hard again. “Fuck Callum!” she groaned low and deep. “That’s so good, don’t stop!” she said in a crying voice. She turned back to Jessica and squeezed her hand. “He’s going to make me cum again, he’s too good!” she whimpered to her.
“We’re such total sluts!” Jessica said and she snorted. “But all inside the little cocoon that we are,” she said. “Cum, baby,” she said to Claire and she squeezed her hand.
“He’s going to make me!” Claire whimpered. She twisted around and searched for my mouth with her tongue behind her head. “Cum inside me!” she said over her shoulder.
I began to lose it in her. I seized her hips in my hands and flung my body sideways over the bed and into her. She braced her hands into Jessica’s hand and winced and clenched her eyes. She cried out loud, and Jessica gasped and reached over to cover her mouth. Claire’s body went tense all over. I was unable to hold back and I erupted into her. She cried out hard into Jessica’s hand and her body shook. I felt the tension release in her all over, all at once, and I spurted hard into the depths of her pussy. We slammed our bodies together hard but quickly exhausted ourselves and fell apart.
I rolled onto my back. Jessica was nice enough to go get towels soaked in warm water to wipe us both up with. She was the one who noticed that Kiera had slept through the whole thing. Claire and I fell asleep entangled in the one bed, and Jessica and Kiera fell asleep in the other.
There was a breakfast buffet in one of the hotel’s restaurants and we took full advantage. Just as we tucked into it, the professor from next door leaned over Jessica’s shoulder. “I don’t recognize you,” he said looking straight at me. He smiled — it wasn’t entirely hostile.
“My boyfriend drove us up,” Claire quickly said, and she made a point of laying her hand on my shoulder. “A real sweetheart! We were able to read the slides while he drove!”
“Well that’s excellent!” he said. “Make room at your table inside for him — come into the main hall,” he said to me. “I’ll make sure to put your name on the list . . . “ he said, and he paused.
“Callum!” I said after a moment of not understanding.
“Callum it is,” he said, and he turned and left.
“You really want to go to the keynote speech?” Claire said.
I sat back and shrugged. “I’m personally invited, I believe,” I said.
The president of the society made the usual welcoming speech and recapped the events of the year. Claire turned to me. “Could you help me with something up in the room?” she said.
Both Jessica and Kiera turned away and smirked.
We made out like teens on the elevator. She yanked her panties down and off her heels in the hallway. We barely made it inside the door before she jumped up on my hips and wrapped her legs around my back. I turned her around and pinned her to the back of the hotel room door and I yanked her skirt up and slapped her ass.
She cried out loud and gasped with her face pressed sideways into the wood. I held her wrists high over her head against the door in one hand and I held my cock in my other hand. I kicked at her feet until she spread them wide enough, and I pushed my cock into her pussy.
Rushing her wasn’t a problem. What she had told Jessica the night before was true. It never mattered how quickly I took her or any of them, they were ready for it, day and night. But it was also true that I never initiated things.
I pumped my hips against her ass and she wailed with her mouth open against the door. She was climaxing in moments. The clutching and squeezing of her pussy around my cock made it hard for me to last more than a few strokes either. It was true for me as much as for them: I was always on the edge around those girls as much as they were on the edge around me. I spurted into her from behind and she screamed and her knees buckled and she collapsed on the floor.
We checked each other in the bathroom and quickly hurried back down. We got back to the table just as the professor got to the podium and nodded around the room acknowledging the warm applause.
Between the speech and the set of breakout sessions in a few different rooms around that floor, Kiera glanced around at the coffees and took my hand in hers. She glanced over her shoulder and dragged me away and into a dark, unused session room. She sat on a table and lifted her feet to drape them over my shoulders, her pointy heels digging into my back. I pulled her pink panties half way up her thighs and I pushed my cock into her pussy.
She was as ready as Claire was. She gripped the edge of the table at the sides of her hips and hung on. I leaned over her body and pushed my hands into the table surface beside her face and I came low enough to kiss her.
“Hurry,” she whispered.
I didn’t go slow or easy. I rammed her hard enough to fill the unlit space with the slapping sounds of my thighs against her upturned ass. Her body clenched all over almost immediately. Her breath caught and her voice emitted high-pitched cries. I could feel the telltale signs of her climax approaching within, it seemed, a minute of the door closing behind us.
I didn’t have much left in me, but I ejaculated with just as powerful a feeling as when I had earlier erupted inside Claire.
Kiera arched hard in her back and gasped with her mouth wide open, sounding like a woman dying. She started laughing even before she stopped clenching in her body all over. She sat up and uncertainly came to her feet. She wobbled on her platform pumps and hung her arms from my neck.
“My hero,” she said, and she kissed my mouth. “Is it too much?” she said. But she didn’t wait for an answer before turning and leading me by the hand back out the door into the hotel’s carpeted hallway.
The professor was just then passing by, going the other way to one of the breakout session rooms.
“Oh!” he said, glancing at Kiera, at me, and back at Kiera.
We could both tell he was trying to sort out in his mind who it was who claimed I was their boyfriend at breakfast.
“Did you enjoy that?” he said to me. “Did you understand any of it?” he said, and he laughed. “We tend to get extremely esoteric in this field,” he said and he took my shoulder in his hand.
It took me a beat or two to realize he was talking about his speech and not fucking Kiera in the dark room. “Faraday’s magnetic field analogy,” I said, clueing in, “was thought-provoking,” I said.
He recoiled backward and tucked his chin down. I don’t think he was expecting a reply at all, let alone one that had shown I had in fact been listening. “But what would be the equivalent of the inert magnet, do you think?” I said. “That’s what I was wondering.”
“You’re right,” he said turning with a frown. He held his chin in his finger and thumb. “Something has to move through the coils to induce the current,” he said thoughtfully, and he carried on to the next session room. He glanced over his shoulder at Kiera and I before he went through the door.
We rushed off to her next session room. She pushed herself up on her toes and kissed a peck on my chin before she waved and ducked inside. It was the early life breakout session. I found a room that was hosting the evolutionary biology group, and snuck in. Jessica was already in there, and she waved me over and patted an empty chair beside her.
I was interested in it all the way, but the moment the speakers finished, Jessica hauled me out and dragged me behind her. We found a business room down a hallway — a tiny smoke-glass enclosed cubicle. With the light left off, you’d have to press your eye to the glass to see anyone inside, though we were right up against it. She locked the door, pushed me into the black office swivel chair, and reached up between her legs to pull her black panties down and off.
I tried to ask her what she thought of the session, but she pinched my lips together, knelt over my lap in the chair, and pulled at my cock that rose up under her between her legs. She sank her mouth over mine and moaned too loud. She pushed her pussy, wet, up and over my cock, hard, disappearing me inside her.
She grabbed the back of the hair over my head and her skirt flared around my waist. She pumped herself on me, taking my cock so deep in her pussy, I felt the back of her pussy with the bumping head of my cock.
“Jess . . . “ I said, but she pressed her cupped hand over my mouth and shut her eyes and rolled her head back. She wasn’t so much as fucking me as masturbating herself, using my cock for the purpose.
Conference attendees strolled past the smoked glass within two feet of us as other sessions broke up and people spilled into the hallways. Jessica humped me like there wasn’t time. She buried her face in my neck to squelch her cry. Her pussy seized up around my cock and nearly pulled me up and out of the seat under her. The sensation was more than I could bear. Her whole body rippled with spams. I could feel her run down my thighs. I spurted up and into her and she gasped with her face thrown back to the ceiling and she shook.
She got up, she pulled her panties on and pressed her skirt down. She didn’t even look over her shoulder before she unlocked the door and darted out into the hallway. “Next session is already started!” she said, and she hauled me out behind her. She pressed me against the wall and buried her tongue into my mouth. “See you after, got to run!” she said, and she patted my butt and waved at me with a smile over her shoulder.
Sure enough, the professor passed the other way, frowning more deeply than before and glancing up the hallway over his shoulder at Jessica’s receding form.
I cleared my throat and went the other way. I could feel his eyes on the back of my head. They were the eyes of confusion.
The second night, we were invited to a private party in one of the larger rooms. Inside, it was packed with younger people — all students at the conference. It was loud, dark, and tight. Neither Kiera, Jessica, nor Claire made any attempt anymore to hide who were to each other, despite there being three of them and one of me. It was too crowded for anyone to really pay attention, but I caught a few sideways eyes and frowns — some were noticing something strange about us.
Things got more confusing for some of them when it became evident to them that I was not a science student. “I’m here with my girlfriend,” I explained. More than one of them looked over his shoulder at one of my girls, and then the other, and then the third, before looking back at me with an uncomprehending sideways grin.
As though intending to make matters worse, Kiera pulled me to the wall and buried her tongue virtually down my throat, making out with me against the wall. “That was so fucking hot in that room,” she said. She clutched her hand into my groin.
Later, as I fixed a drink, Jessica pressed herself into my back behind me and dropped her face down over my neck and kissed me. “I can’t believe we did it in a cubicle,” she said, and she licked my cheek and laughed. She pushed her hand down over the front of my pants and squeezed me.
I went onto the balcony to get some fresh air. Claire came out, too, and she pushed herself hard against me. “You rattled my bones against the hotel room door, you know,” she said. She pushed her face into my ear and seized my wrist in her hand. She pulled it up between her legs and pressed my middle fingertip down over the front of the centre of her panties. “Can’t stop thinking about it,” she said and she kissed me deeper, longer, and harder than even Kiera or Jessica did.
When we decided to leave, I looked over my shoulder going through the door, my three girlfriends already in the hallway and whining for me to get going. There were at least half a dozen guys staring at me, frowning, seemingly confused, and trying to figure things out. There were at least that many women, too. They had the same look Reed, BB and Jim had, looking through the glass doors to our room at the resort. Me, Kiera, Jessica, and Claire wrapped our hands around the back of each’s other’s waists and we walked in time with each other laughing and squealing all the way down the hallway.
We nearly walked four-abreast directly into the back of the professor where he was alone, waiting for the elevator. We dropped our arms from each other’s bodies, but it was too late. He saw. It was also too late to avoid getting on the elevator with him. We tried to stand apart, but it was a small box. The silence was overwhelming. I glanced at Jessica and her shoulders poked up and her chest heaved. She covered her mouth to avoid erupting in laughter, and she coughed.
That made Claire turn and laugh and cough, too. She turned away but only to see us through the mirror. She clenched her eyes and grimaced like someone in pain, she tried so hard to keep from laughing. Kiera widened her eyes at all three of us like she was the innocent one. “Interesting day,” the professor said, half turning over his shoulder toward us.
“You can say that again,” Kiera said, and that was too much for Jessica and Claire, who both erupted into full-on belly laughs all over again.
The professor remained stoic in his face and he looked over his shoulder at me with a bigger frown than ever.
“It’s been an intense day,” I said to him.
“The interns’ fair is tomorrow,” he said, as though confused about why anyone would be nervous the first day.
We walked behind him down the hallway. His door was next to ours. There was nothing we could do. We went in and shut our door and proceeded to fall down and roll around on the floor laughing silently, covering each other’s mouths, and clutching our guts. Every time we got ourselves halfway quiet and still, someone would erupt again and then all of us broke down. We never laughed so hard, even though we never had to keep so quiet. It hurt, we laughed so much.
Kiera started it, tearing Jessica’s skirt off her. Jessica pretended to be angry and she tore Kiera’s top off. We were delirious with squelched laughter. Before long they were in their panties and bras and I was in my shorts. The only way we could stop laughing was by kissing and embracing on one of the beds. We became naked like that, rolling around and over each other’s bodies, sucking, kissing, licking, and fucking all over.
Every time someone moaned too loud, the rest of us covered their mouth. I reamed Claire from behind. Jessica pushed her butt up at me beside Claire’s and bumped her out of the way until I pumped myself into Jessica’s pussy. Kiera snorted and pushed her butt up at me and pushed against Jessica’s butt. All three offered me their pussies with their butts up in the air, down on their elbows and knees. I did my best to look after them all, but it wasn’t easy, especially with needing to keep quiet.
“That’s what they don’t know,” I said in a hushed voice after we finished and laid on our beds and settled down.
“Who?” Claire said.
“All the guys at that party,” I said. “They think it’s easy, keeping all you three settled down.”
Kiera whipped a pillow at me and Jessica snorted and pushed me. “Oh my god, did he just say that?” Claire said.
The next day, we wondered through the intern fair together. “We all like the same one,” Kiera said. She was signing up on a sheet and noticed Claire’s and Jessica’s name above her’s.
“Why not all go work in the same lab?” the professor said from directly behind us.
“Can we do that?” Kiera said.
“It would work better for us, actually,” the professor said. “That’s my lab. Could use some fresh perspective.”
“We do work well together,” Claire said to the professor. I nearly lost it. “We live together,” she added with a shrug. 
“Even better, then,” the professor said. He turned the sheet around and highlighted Kiera’s name and got Claire’s and Jessica’s name and emails from them and highlighted them, too. “We’ll be in touch,” he said.
We walked away and went looking for lunch. “That was too easy,” Claire said.
“Everything is easy when it’s all of us together,” Jessica said.
I squinted at the shop windows we passed and caught our reflection undulating and flashing from the different sheets of glass and I wondered what the future would bring now.
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