
        
            
                
            
        

    















It had been a long, hard day and everybody went to their beds early. I stayed up at the small table in the corner of the living room in the container on Fox Island, the lights out, the laptop open, filling out the last of the forms that reported on what had happened on the river in the storm, what we did about it and, most importantly, how everyone was safe the whole time. I didn’t want the double island science and restoration program cancelled for lack of one good rope.
Claire came out to go to the bathroom and, dressed in her sagging grey drawstring pants and loose crop-cut and hole-riddled grey sweatshirt, she spotted the glow of my screen and meandered up behind me on her bare feet, quiet and slinky as a cat.
She pushed her long elegant fingers up through the hair on the back of my head and scrunched her hand in it and pulled on it about half way between gently and roughly.
“How much longer will you be?” she said.
“It should really go in tonight,” I said.
“I know,” she said, and she pulled my chair out from the edge of the table, swung her leg over my lap, and sat down on my thighs, facing me. She pulled her long blonde hair aside and swung it over one shoulder and leaned her head sideways to bring her face down to my face, and she kissed my lips softly. It was intimate. “I still need my turn, you know,” she said, and she grinned and snorted. “Can’t get you off my mind,” she whispered close to my ear, and she squirmed and squealed and buried her face in my neck and bit me.
I drew my hands up under her top and over her warm, slender back, and I hooked my fingers over her warm shoulders from behind. I leaned back and we met eyes and held each other’s gaze. We both nodded and grinned crookedly and shook our heads. We’d been through a lot, her and I.
“Remember the first time?” she said.
“What do you think I’m thinking about right now?” I said.
She curled her ankles tightly around my calves and pushed her torso up into mine and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth. “It was just like this — you in the dark with your face buried in your computer,” she said. “As usual.”
“And you came to lead me astray, away from my work back then, too, if I recall,” I said.
“I don’t recall many complaints,” she said. She tugged her loose top up and pulled it down over the back of my head and she laughed, pushing her warm bare breasts into my face.
“Difference being,” I said from under her shirt, “this time you’ve seen my bedroom before,” I said, and I smirked before closing my mouth around her breast and sucking on it.
She poured herself down my body and to the floor and she entwined her fingers in mine and pulled on me until I stood up with her. “Show me,” she said. It was exactly what she said that first night. She snorted and stuck her tongue out at me.
We walked hip-to-hip out the room and down the hallway to my room. She snickered and bit my shoulder. I shut the door behind me. “You were pretty pushy that night, if I remember,” I said.
“What did I do?” she said. “Get naked right away?” She laughed and reached her arms across the front of her body and tugged her loose sweatshirt up over her head and tossed it into the chair behind her. She fluffed her hair and laughed again. Being naked in front of me was no longer anything new. She didn’t pause before she pulled out the knot from her drawstring pants and pulled them down her legs one at time, before tossing those, too, over her top on the chair behind her. Staring into my eyes with much the same look I recalled from that first time, she bent at her waist and knees, she crouched down, and she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties. She drew them down and off, too, slowly, enticingly. 
“Something like that,” I said, and I chuckled. “Almost just as fast, too,” I said. We both laughed.
She pushed me backward until I fell back onto my bed and she knelt on the edge of it and walked on her knees up over my prone body under her.
She crouched down over me and let her hair fall around the top of her head to form a tent around our faces, and she lowered her warm and soft lips onto mine.
I pushed my own pants and shorts off under her rather than this time letting her do that for me. We made out completely naked together on my bed with my cock straining up hard under her, poking her in her belly. But quickly our breathing matched, our eyes fell softly shut, and her hand, cool, soft, and greedy, drew the head of my hard cock through the cleft of her wet pussy lips. She curled her spine and drew her pussy up and back over the head of my cock, wetting me with her dewey glisten.
It was dark and quiet and still in the room. It was a bigger room than the one back then, but not by much. And there were others we wanted to be quiet about, but this time it was Jessica and Kiera, not my old roommate Reed. Still, when it was just me and Claire, there was always something different about it, something elevated, something nearly mystical.
She exhaled with a relief that was exactly what I had been feeling too, a home-again kind of relief, as her hot, wet, and tightly enveloping pussy pushed down smoothly and slippery around the head of my cock, and she took me inside her slow inch by inch. She let go of the base with her finger and thumb and rested her elbows on my pillow to either side of my head, and she began to rock on me forward and back, but so slightly, it was barely any movement at all.
In minutes, we were right back to where we were that first night, entrancing each other, mesmerizing the other with the slow, slight movements of our bodies together. We always could get right back there so quickly, her and I, alone. She dropped her mouth open and stretched with her neck till her face almost lifted to the ceiling. I touched her body lightly under my fingertips, from her knees clamped at my waist, up over her hard thighs, her swaying hips and her tight, small waist, and further up, too, up her back and over her shoulder blades to her neck, her jaw, and finally, to her cheeks.
She kissed at my fingers with desperation and I drew them back down over her face, down her throat, and over her chest, and I took her bare breasts in my hands. She cried quietly and she shivered. I held her waist and she bit her lip and twisted in her spine. She drove her pussy harder down over my cock until our pelvises mashed together. I strained to lift my head from my pillow and I found her neck under her ear and I licked it, I sucked on it, and I kissed her there.
“I told you already,” she groaned deep and close into my ear, “if you do that, it’s going to be game over.”
I started jiggling and I couldn’t stop. She started laughing too. Finally she had to roll off me, we were both laughing too hard and non-stop together. It was exactly the same line she said to me that first time I touched her there on her neck. And I went at it then, too.
I rolled over on top of her and I rammed my cock back into her. She arched hard and high in her back and her laughter turned seamlessly into sexual moaning. I corkscrewed my hips down into her hips and she pushed her body back up into mine. We necked and fucked and laughed and kissed.
We got thirsty and she checked the coast was clear and dragged me by the hand running on toes to the kitchen where we got water. I hoisted her onto the counter and used my arms spread out over the edge of it to hook the back of her knees and spread her thighs wide. She leaned back on her elbows, perspiration on her face and her hair wildly all over her eyes, and she grimaced at me.
I entered her pussy and slid myself deeply into her. She gnashed her teeth and grunted when I poked at the end of her pussy. I ground myself into her and she flung herself up and threw her arms around my neck. She buried her tongue in my mouth and I scooped her ass up off the counter and spun her around and carried her humping body back to my room. She rose and fell on my cock as we walked and she panted hard in my ear.
I shut the door with my foot behind me.
“You learned a few things, didn’t you,” she said, her voice pitched, her body stiffening.
I dropped her down on my bed and snickered. “I’ve always been a good student,” I said, and I pushed her body up to the middle of the bed and crouched on my hands and knees between her raised knees.
She cried out loud and arched deeply in her back. I covered her mouth with my hand and she chomped down onto it and whined, muffled. She curled her fingers into my hair and raised her feet arching high on her toes.
I brought my mouth down to her pussy lips and blew lightly on them. She laughed and pushed her hips up. I licked at the cleft of her pussy and I sucked the nub up between my lips and lashed the tip of my tongue at it before pulling it higher and letting it snap back on her.
She wailed and thrashed under me. “Who taught you that?” she groaned.
“Your best friend Jessica,” I said.
She laughed hard and slapped my face lightly. “Not what you were supposed to say,” she said nearly out of breath.
I climbed over her with the back of her knees hooked around my arms and I brought her hips up so that her ankles hung around my neck, and I entered her smoothly, deeply, and softly.
“And who taught you that move?” she said in a cry, barely able to talk.
“Your other best friend, Kiera,” I said.
She had to cover her mouth she burst out laughing so hard, but it was both laughter and moaning at the same time.
She squirmed under me. “I bet you’re glad I introduced you to my friends — do you like fucking all three of us?” she said.
“I believe I met them all independently of you the first time,” I said. I buried myself in her pussy and riveted her hips to my bed with my hips.
“Only because your big bad alpha roommate Reed was bringing them home for you to despoil in your own bad-boy way,” she said. “How dare you go with Jessica when you already just had me?” she said. Her voice hiccuped with the jolts I threw into her body.
I laughed. I pulled out of her and walked on my knees up over her body and poked the head of my cock at her mouth. She opened it for me — she welcomed it.
“You disappeared on me,” I said. “I tried so hard to find you after that first night.” I held myself up over her with my hands pressed into the wall above her head and I watched her eyes that watched mine, as I slowly, deeply, and slowly fucked her mouth.
She mumbled with my cock puffing her cheeks out until she turned her face sideways and popped her lips off me. She pushed me off her and followed me over until she came up on top of me, and she rode me and took my cock into her pussy. “I was hiding on you,” she said.
“Why?” I said. I held her bare breasts in my hands and lifted her body off the bed, I rose so hard up into her with my hips. We were sweating again, and panting. We always started slow and gentle, Claire and I, but it never stayed that way.
She rocked on me and bit her lip and grunted. “I told you why that night,” she said.
“I don’t remember,” I said.
“I told you I thought I was in danger of you,” she said with a straining voice and a hardening body.
“I don’t understand,” I said, also with a straining voice, also with a hardening body.
She huffed with frustration at me, but our motions on each other were invading our minds and making it hard to focus. We both slipped into a temporary state of semi-consciousness. Sleep and wakefulness intertwined for both of us the longer it went on, she was so rhythmic, so steady. Our eyes closed and our bodies rocked less and less against each other as the tension peaked higher and higher and that sweet release beckoned us both just over the edge. Time dilated and heightened sensation spread through both our bodies.
I felt her pussy grip my tighter inside, but I felt her become hotter and wetter, too, so that the friction became even less. My cock pulsated inside her pussy, and the more I clenched in my core, the less I was able to hold myself back.
I arched in my back deep and hard. Claire gasped and dropped her mouth wide open, and her stomach went hard, her neck muscles strained, and she shot her head all the way back, facing the ceiling.
We both stopped moving on each other. We hung out over that edge in a timeless state. Finally, her body, nearly imperceptibly, trembled, but it was enough to make mine shiver, and my shiver made her burst, and her bursting made me lose my grip, and she inhaled sharply, she collapsed around my cock, and she utterly deflated on top of me in the same moment I erupted inside her, splashing myself throughout her pussy that grabbed me and milked me with its contracting spasms. I flooded her. She continued to pump her pussy up and down my cock, and my cum gushed out from inside her and spilled all over my groin.
She finally fell off me huffing and puffing and we both struggled to settle our racing hearts and regain some semblance of consciousness. I rolled half over and found her mouth with mine and kissed her sloppily.
“I don’t understand,” I groaned again to her.
She inhaled deeply and let her breath back out slowly. Her hand fell on its back over my mouth and I kissed her fingers.
“I had time for fun, I have time for fun now, but not for anything serious,” she said. “But you . . . “ she said, and she paused. “ . . . I got Jessica and Kiera involved with you so that I wouldn’t be left alone with you,” she said. “They didn’t know the plan either, at first,” she said. “It just sort of took shape.”
“But this was all your doing?” I said.
She rolled over onto her stomach and propped herself up on her elbows. She leaned her face over mine to kiss my neck and cheeks and mouth casually. “Not all my doing,” she said. “I’m not some master manipulator. But I knew Jessica was going over. I encouraged her to. I set her up with Reed for that purpose.”
“Did you tell her about you and I?” I said.
“No!” she shrieked, and she slapped my face playfully. “Hardly! But when she told me after about you and her, I told her I did the same thing. We compared notes. I kind of knew something would happen. I knew she would be attracted to the mysterious man in the corner.”
“Oh my god, seriously? You compared notes?” I said.
“Oh shush!” she said. “Girls always compare notes. Anyway, it was her thought, too, that you were a really nice guy, but that neither of us wanted to get involved seriously with a nice guy,” she said. “They’re a bigger danger than alpha jerks. There’s only one way to get involved with guys like you, and that’s seriously.”
“Is that why nice guys never seem to get the girl?” I said. I was only half joking. But she took my question seriously.
“It is,” she said. She leaned down and kissed me on the mouth. “I mean, for the truly nice guys?” She shrugged and nodded and raised her eyebrows at me. “Yeah,” she said. “You’re ‘settling down with’ material. And that’s a whole other thing.”
“So you and Jessica . . . “ I started, but she cut me off.
“Me and Jessica talked about you, and then we told Kiera, and she said she wanted that too, a nice guy for a change, but still not someone you ended up getting serious with, because honestly, none of us had time for it, it was too early. We’re all really busy, we all have ambitions. We didn’t know how we could have a guy like you but not let it turn into something that took us away from school and career too much.” 
“So you told Kiera?” I said.
“At the party at that cottage on that weekend,” she said. “When I saw you there.”
“But you all seemed surprised by each other,” I said.
She laughed and stuck her tongue out at me. “We had to fake it, silly. We didn’t know what you would think if you knew we all knew about each other taking turns fucking you, mister nice guy!” she said, and she laughed. “Maybe you’d think it was too weird. I mean, who ends up with three hot young cuties all at the same time? You’re a nice guy, nice guys don’t do that.”
“So when you got me to leave that party at that cottage with you, that was all planned?” I said.
“Not all of it planned quite like that,” she said. After a moment of thought, she added, “But mostly planned like that, maybe.” She laughed. “The motel room half way back to town was the experiment,” she said. “We had to see what we were all like with you together. Test ourselves for jealousies, you know?” she said. “See if it could work, the way we thought it might.”
“I can’t believe you all knew about each other,” I said.
She kissed my nose. “Of course, darling,” she said. “Did you actually think we’d do something like that without thinking long and hard about it beforehand? Knowing us the way you do now — would we be the type to just let something like that happen accidentally? All of us doing the same guy?” She laughed and shook her head. “There are no accidents, remember that,” she said. “Take if from a scientist. This whole thing was never some accidental college harem fantasy!” She snorted and kissed my nose. “So silly,” she said.
We shared the bed that night, and in the morning, we came out of my room hand in hand to the kitchen like two lovebirds. Jessica and Kiera greeted us either not noticing that we came out of the same room together, or not caring. Kiera lifted herself on her toes and kissed my nose the way Claire had in bed. Jessica got up from the table to get coffee and wrapped her hand around my waist, pulled her hair aside, and leaned down over my neck to kiss my mouth nearly upside down. “Morning sleepy head,” she said. “Coffee?”
The three of them talked about the state of things on the islands as I drank my coffee and ate the breakfast they put in front of me. I loaded the boat and took them downstream to Reid Island as we discussed. Reed, BB, and Jim met us on the beach. They were humble. They were different. They seemed to be intent on listening carefully. Having had their lives saved, they put away their bravado.
The girls walked them around the perimeter of the island pointing out what was left to do. “You don’t have to write it down,” Jessica said. “We’ll send you the document.” I followed behind them all. The girls did a good job of praising the work the boys accomplished. The boys smiled proudly to themselves and nodded with each point. It was a whole new pecking order in the social strata of the seven of us.
We left them to it and I took the girls back to the wharf on the mainland. They had a meeting on campus with the supervising professor. Despite nearly the team nearly losing the one container on the Reid Island barge, along with the three guys, all nearly swept downstream and away in the storm, the girls received glowing accolades for the work they accomplished. “The Reid Island Restoration is a remarkable achievement,” the professor said. “That is a real feather in the cap for the department,” he said, and the three of them glowed. The internship was coming to an end. They had conducted their work to glowing reviews.
We motored back to Fox Island. The remainder of the weekend was consumed with putting things away, tidying up, and leaving the accommodations in a state ready for the next crew of interns to carry on the study. And now there were two islands, with Reid Island entering the picture.
I ferried equipment and belongings back and forth, and finally ferried the girls and then the guys to the wharf. We washed the boat and tied it up securely. The guys climbed into the back of the truck and the girls piled into the cab up front with me, and we drove first to the guys’ house. I left the girls inside, and after the guys got their bags down, I paid them out — plus a bonus for a job well done. The grant could afford it, it wasn’t all used up yet. They beamed like little boys, looking at the cash in their hands. I patted them on their heads as a joke, but I noticed they took the pats for real.
I always thought it was odd that the term “alpha male” came into usage in the silicon age. The alpha version of a program is the one with all the bugs. The beta version is the cleaned-up one, released to limited users as a final test. Both are not the versions eventually put to market.
The girls and I retuned equipment to the university and finally we got ourselves home. We flopped on the couches in the living room too exhausted to say anything. My phone buzzed with an email notification.
My application was accepted.
“Application to what?” Claire said.
I looked up at her with a squint in my eye. “I didn’t tell you guys,” I said.
“Tell us what?” Kiera said.
By the look in each of their eyes, wide and innocent, I could tell they had no clue what was coming. Was I wrong to not tell them what I applied for? Perhaps. But I didn’t expect to find an acceptance note in my email. It would have been too much like an ending that loomed over our time together. And for what? It wasn’t going to happen anyway, I was sure of it.
Until it did. “I applied for an exchange program — to France, to Sorbonne University,” I said. “Paris.”
All three mouths dropped to the floor. All three sets of eyes bulged wide. The breath-held silence felt interminable.
“You got accepted to the Sorbonne?” Claire said.
“In Paris?” Jessica said. “Paris, France?”
“In Europe?” Kiera said.
I jutted my jaw sideways and raised my eyebrows. I nodded “yes” at the floor to all three questions. Another deathly silence followed, before Claire leapt up, screamed, Jessica flew up off the couch and joined her, and then Kiera bounded up too, and she crashed into the other two, bringing them all stumbling down together into my lap.
It was screams of joy.
“Oh my god!” Claire yelled. “I can’t believe it! That’s your dream!”
“When do you get to go?!” Jessica shrieked.
“January,” I said.
They all screeched again and got up and jumped in a turning circle holding hands. I began to wonder why they were so happy to see me go, they were so overjoyed.
“Happy for you!” Kiera shouted at me. “Don’t be so dense!”
“How long is it for!?” Claire shouted at my face before kissing me long and hard on the mouth.
“A whole year,” I said.
They all jumped around again. Jessica and Kiera tugged on each of my arms and they pulled me up, shouting and laughing, to the old closet door down the hallway, and up the ladder to our oasis in the attic.
All three girls tore their clothes off and sent their bras and panties flying. Naked, they rushed me to the bed and took down the ties to let the muslin curtains fall around the bed’s periphery. They pushed and pulled and dragged me onto the bed and tore my clothes from my body. All three pushed their faces into my face, fighting each other to kiss me on my neck, on my cheeks, on my eyes and on my mouth. Kiera and Jessica laughed and play-fought with their hands and then their mouths to stuff my cock in and suck on me with exuberant enthusiasm. Claire could not stop kissing my face. They moaned and laughed and squealed.
“Of course we’ll miss you!” Claire cried out as though reading my mind. “But Paris? For a year?” she shouted. She buried her tongue deep in my mouth. “At the Sorbonne?” she screamed. “Fucking make me cum right now!” she cried out loud, and she straddled my face and lowered her trembling hips until her pussy, already soaking wet, sank down over my mouth messily. She clenched my hair in her fist and pulled my face up hard into her groin.
I rolled onto my side and fumbled with the curtain to find the opening. “Hang on, hang on,” I said, and I pushed Kiera’s face away from my abdomen, though she pushed back against me and lashed her tongue out, trying to catch my cock with it. “I got to pee,” I said. 
All three girls laughed and finally let me go. I climbed down the ladder and out the closet and down the hall, hearing in the receding distance Claire, Jessica, and Kiera shout and laugh and ooh and ahh with probably even more excitement than I felt, and I felt a lot.
When I came out, I could still hear them up there, but their cries and laughs were more subdued, and quite possibly muffled, too. I listened at the bottom of the ladder and could hear moans and groans mixed in. I’d go up in a minute, I thought to myself, but in the meantime, they sounded like they were entertaining each other just fine without me, and I wandered alone through the otherwise empty house.
A lot happened there. I stood in the archway at the end of the bedroom hallway and stared at the couch against the far wall of the living room. An awful lot had happened on that couch, too, I thought, and I chuckled. I went through to the kitchen and got down the caddy we use when one of us wanted to bring drinks up the ladder for everyone. A tray was too precarious.
There were reminders l ike that throughout the kitchen and the house itself about adjustments we made to accommodate the style of relationship we had fallen into.
I snorted to myself and filled another tall glass. I must have been the only one who thought the whole crazy, unique thing was something we’d just accidentally fallen into. Claire let me know that it wasn’t so accidental, this whole college harem thing we’d been exploring. Evens starting as far back as Jessica’s visit to Reed’s and my basement apartment, they’d been comparing notes, discussing plans, setting up strategies, and running experiments — like the motel room. Even the last minute escape from that cottage weekend party wasn’t out of the blue, but was planned.
I was oblivious to it all, of course. As far as I knew, everything that happened, had just happened. I was a witness to it but I had no idea that there was subterfuge beneath it, that there was a plan, that intention was a big part of what unfolded between the four of us.
I guess history is like that, too. To the observers and even to many of the participants at the time, whatever it was — The French Revolution, The Renaissance, The Crusades — people at the time thought these things were “happening” the way particles smash and create new particles in an accelerator — they just happen. But then history students come along and find out, from secret diaries, from sequestered documents, from private bank records, and from death-bed testimonials or recollections of family or friends decades later, that secret alliances had been formed, that private payments had been made, that Machiavellian strategies had been devised, or that other matters were being dealt with under the smokescreen of the main show.
I climbed the ladder back up to our oasis reminding myself of what Claire said that scientists like her already knew: there are no accidents. All things have a cause. And in history, all actions have behind them someone’s plan, whether it worked or not.
I emerged up top through the hole in the floor and set the drink caddy down on a table up there and paused. The white sheer curtain billowed around the huge bed and was lit from inside from the strings of point lights strung from the sloping wooden attic ceiling we’d painted flat black. Music droned warmly in that space surrounded by bare wood beams and wood floor. The pure white pillows and sheets were already a mess all over the bed. And in the middle of it, obscured by the back-lit curtain but visible like the inverse of shadows, being white but equally fuzzy around the edges, were three young, nude, nubile bodies undulating against each other, writhing and contorting from each other’s touches and kisses and strokes, gasps and high-pitched whines and moans rising from the entangled limbs and straining necks and thighs like a spine-tingling kind of music.
I could hear the slosh of wet pussies being invaded by fingers and tongues, the sucked breath of surprised bodies, the smack of kisses and the grunts of need. I crept up closer to the edge of the bed and peered down through the muslin curtain at my three girlfriends who appeared to me, sprawled on my bed, like one 12-limbed body masturbating itself, and I moved around the side, down around the end, and up the other side, seeing them from all possible angles — memorizing them, recording them in my mind, imprinting the memory of them, because I never wanted to forget.
Their hips gyrated and humped, their heads threw back, and their tongues lashed out at each other. I pulled the curtain open and instantly all three of them leapt up at me and pulled and tugged me down onto the bed. They buried me under their twisting and squirming and sinuous bodies. The curtains, and then the ceiling, and then the lights, too, were obscured from my view. In their place fell hair long and blonde, and brunette and darker, and then came mouths and fingers and breasts and pussies. It became a 16-limbed single body masturbating itself.
I was spread apart on the bed, pulled like the drawn-and-quartered offenders in the time of the emergence of the scientists in medieval Europe. Only they stopped short of killing me, but only just. Kiera took my cock in her mouth. I knew it was her only because I knew her mouth, smaller than the others, and more eager with her tongue, and harder with her suction, too. I felt a pussy push down over the head of my cock, and lower itself over the shaft until the pelvic bone kissed my abdomen. I only knew it was Jessica’s pussy because of how internally it moved up and down the shaft of my cock like some kind of milking machine. Claire’s did that too, but only when she was climaxing.
Unable to lay prone and receive only any longer, I struggled up from under their hands and legs and mouths and pussies, and I found among the naked bodies sprawled around me hips I knew to be Claire’s, and I hauled them back to me and lifted them and knelt behind them. Kiera tried to suck my cock from under Claire’s gyrating hips and Jessica tried to push me down and drag her wet pussy over my face, but I fought them both off and hefted my cock in my hand, and in one long, slow drive, I buried myself in Claire’s pussy from behind.
She cried out at the ceiling with her back arched down impossibly deeply, and Kiera kissed her on the mouth and Jessica squeezed her finger and thumb around the base of my cock and kissed me. Kiera leapt up onto Claire’s back and laughed and spread her thighs around her hips so that her pussy spread directly above Claire’s pussy, facing me. I pulled out of Claire and pointed my cock slightly up, and buried myself into Kiera’s tighter, more twitchy pussy.
Jessica laughed and crawled up and over top of Kiera and spread her legs around the both of them below her so that her pussy, also glistening and dripping, piled on top of the other two girls’ pussies.  All three girls laughed. I pulled my cock from Kiera’s pussy and pushed it into Jessica’s pussy. It hardly mattered who I fucked, they all bellowed and groaned like each of them were being fucked at the same time.
I pulled out of Jessica and, drunk with it, I thrashed blindly at the stack of three pussies in front of me, all dripping, all full and swollen and pink, and all grasping and clenching in front of me, and I plowed my hips blindly forward, entering one of them at random, withdrawing, plowing ahead again, and entering another one randomly.
In this way, I made love to all three of my girlfriends not unlike when a man makes love to one, only pulling completely out with each back-stroke. I closed my eyes and put my hands on my hips and thrusted myself at the pile of female pussy and I popped my cock into all three of them or not, it hardly mattered.
I shivered and grunted at the ceiling and my girlfriends squealed and laughed. They collapsed — Claire couldn’t hold the others up indefinitely, and everyone was writhing on top of her, each of them brought to the edge of climaxing, and I was no help, pounding myself blindly into them from behind. I stood up on the bed uncertainly wavering on my feet looming high over them and they all spread themselves around the bed on their backs with the tops of their heads together in a triangular shape under me.
Like that, they gazed up at me with glassy eyes and crying voices each in their own pitches, and they rubbed each other’s pussies to the point of no return. All three bodies bucked and thrashed under me, and all three heads of hair flew over each other’s bare breasts. Their hips vibrated and their chests pushed up at me from high arching backs. I stroked my cock standing high over them, and I forced myself to keep my eyes open even as I squirted my cum out my cock and down, hard and voluminously, at their hips, their stomachs, their breasts, young and pert, and their necks, their faces, eyes, and hair, and finally, their mouths, too, undulating and gasping under me. I plastered their faces and necks and chests.
I staggered and fell. Claire and Jessica and Kiera laughed and dabbed their fingers at my cum on their faces and hair and they kissed and licked it and swallowed it and rubbed it into their nipples and pussies and thighs and rolled around together laughing and playing with it.
That’s how I fell asleep. I only knew I did because some time had passed, the music was off, the lights were down, and I was alone on my bed, the sheets over me, the pillow fluffed and cool under my head. I pulled the sheets up from my body and looked down at myself. The sheets were as if new, they were unstained, and maybe they were — the girls would have done that, changed the sheets. We had lots of extra sheets just for that reason. But I was clean too. They must have taken care when they cleaned me up, not waking me, I reasoned.
Or perhaps I was so deeply asleep, I couldn’t be woken.
I rolled over and slept the rest of the night without waking. I didn’t want to know — I didn’t want to know anything. I didn’t even want to squint at the pitch darkness that surrounded me, not wanting to know what room I was in, or which house, or what time it was, or what day, even. I forced myself back to sleep, and I struggled to pull back the dream I’d been having. But it decomposed behind my shut eyes, and the remainder of my sleep was a blank.




Epilogue

If you’re marooned in a northern latitude for a snow-blanketed January, there may be no better place to find yourself than Paris. It was colder than most winters there, the locals told me, and much more snow than usual, too.
It piled high on the stark black branches of the elms that reach out over the Champs Elysee and it outlined in stark contrast the steel girders of the Eifel Tower. The cafes of the Rue Mouffetard glowed more rosy orange from inside their frosted and fog enshrouded windows and I went in and piled my shopping on the chair beside me, my baguette, my paper-wrapped brie, and the different saucisson I planned to sample and evaluate back home. “Double cafe au lait?” I said to the server who didn’t look up from her tray, but she nodded, slightly.
Just as she banged my cup down in front of me, just as I let its steam rise up around my face that I leaned over it, I heard a squeal. It was muffled, obscured, it was outside. I glanced up and held the rim of my wide cup at my bottom lip. There were only back-lit shadows against the tiny windows of the Graines du Jour cafe. But somebody was outside rubbing their mittened hand against the frost on it and peering through the hole they made, and there was more squealing and shrieking out there.
I looked away and around the cafe. A lot of others were looking around in there, too, all of them wondering who it was that was attracting the attention of whoever it was that was so excited to see them through the frosted windows. When the double front doors were thrust open together, sending a snaking coil of cold hair around all our necks and ankles, everyone looked over. But only one of us recognized who it was.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera came tumbling in through the doors and ran high on the toes of their winter boots over the old wood floor toward me, and they piled around me at the tiny round table, kissing my cheeks, pushing their faces into my face, and grabbing at my body with mitts that gave them no traction on me.
“How?” was all I was able to say.
“Your landlady told us!” Kiera shouted in my face. “You always come here after shopping!”
All three of them cooed and purred and kissed and stroked. I looked around. It might have been Paris, but it wasn’t spring. Their wildly open and unrestrained displays of affection were over the top, even for that city. One girl, maybe, was fine, it was the city of reunions after all. But three of them? I gulped back my coffee, gathered my things, and lead them out of there and up the steep street to my building.
I was able to gather, through their three exited and shrieking voices, that they wanted to surprise me — which they did, I assured them — and they needed to sleuth their best to find me — which they also did.
I wrapped my hands around their waists and pulled them toward the tall narrow and old wooden doors, faint green, behind which the stair case wound and wound up to the top, to the fourth floor where I had my pied-á-terre.
Some girls look delicious in bikinis around a pool. Others, like my three girls, looked even better bundled up in tartan scarves and woolen hats and mitts, with tall boots and long warm coats. We had to climb and wind around and climb in single file, the creaking and worn-smooth and steep stairs were so narrow. It was such an odd old building that there was even three more steep steps to come up and through the door to my tiny Parisian flat.
But inside, though it had barely room at all for one, it was luxurious and modern. I spread my food out on the tiny counter and pulled down a bottle of wine or two and we all plopped down on the couch and floor and ate greedily and drank deeply.
“You guys seriously came all the way out here just to see me?” I said.
“There’s actually a conference we all got to go to,” Jessica said. “Biology, go figure.”
“But seeing you again was a big reason we tried so hard to get to go,” Kiera said.
“Where are you staying?” I said.
They all spun around and looked at me quickly and silently.
“Oh my god,” I groaned, and I buried half my face in my hand and grinned. Of course, they were staying with me.
Claire pushed herself up beside me and threw her arms around my neck. “What? We thought you’d love one more night, just for old times sake!” she said, and she pushed her lips into my neck.
“Yeah, baby,” Jessica said. She pushed her mouth into the other side of my neck. “We thought maybe you were missing us too much,” she groaned into my skin. “We came to save you,” she whispered, and she poked her tongue into my ear and chuckled.
“Don’t you want us back in your bed?” Kiera said, and she stood in front of me, bit her lip, and began to undo the buttons of her top.
We got naked, our clothes all over each other’s across the floor, and we climbed up on my bed. We laughed and teased and kissed and bit, and we fucked each other so hard and so noisily, the neighbors on both sides banged their walls and shouted at us with indecipherable French curses, and we plugged our noses and jiggled with giggles. Exhausted, we flew down the stairs and into the street at night and went searching for cognacs and charcuterie or at least coffees and pastries.
“You’re not coming back at the end, are you?” Jessica said. She smirked at me and poked her pointed tongue into the hole of her creamy eclair and laughed when she got cream on her nose.
“I don’t know,” I said. “Things are going pretty good here for me,” I said.
“I can see that,” Kiera said. “You always had a certain kind of mysterious Parisian ex-pat vibe around you,” she said. “You remind me of those intellectuals who hung around the coffee houses . . . “ she said, but Claire cut her off.
“ . . . and fucked all the young women,” she said, and she burst out laughing and covered her mouth and glanced around her.
“Do you have a girlfriend out here yet?” Jessica said. She flashed her eyes up through their tops at me and through strands of hair fallen over her face.
“Of course not,” I said. “I’m too busy for one of those.”
All three of Claire, Jessica, and Kiera laughed out loud, and we popped the last of the plate of profiteroles into our wide-open mouths, and we hooked elbows in the sidewalk and walked four astride up the sidewalk past the busy bars and cafes and bistros and back up the winding creaking stairs to my pied-á-terre, where no one got much sleep all night long.




Other harem series 





From Friendzone to Harem Zone 


Nursing Students 


Accidental College Harem 

The Sub 







Copyright





Copyright © 2023 Sandy Laine & PMI All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Comments and queries: immedian@gmail.com





cover.jpeg
An Accidental College Harem

Book 17: Rue Mouffetard

Sandy Laine





