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The party over, the fire died down, I snuck quietly into the RV trailer up on blocks  at  the  side  of  the  cottage-themed  mansion.  My  college  roommate  Reed was up the far end on the big bed, sleeping soundly in the dark. And this time, he was alone, too, thank god — my chances for sleep skyrocketed.

There was an elaborate breakfast spread in the morning in the kitchen of the main cottage. Kiera, the girl I laid on the rocks with under the cool night sky the evening  before,  pushed  up  beside  me  as  I  filled  my  plate  with  scrambled  eggs and bacon.

“We’re all going back after breakfast,” she said to me in a private murmur out the side of her mouth.

“Back to town?” I said.

“Uh-huh,” she said, pushing her eyes into their corners and up at me. “Me and the girls are finding this whole weekend party Bash at the Bish thing a little too testosterone-fuelled, to be honest,” she said. “Too many manly men, if you know what I mean — it’s kind of suffocating.”

I shifted sideways and scooped some pan fried potatoes onto my plate. “You got  room  in  the  back  set  for  one  more?”  I  said  toward  the  potatoes.  I  was dragged  up  against  my  will  by  Reed.  It  was  his  football  buds  who  threw  the party each year.

She  grinned  and  snorted  lightly.  I  got  the  feeling  that  that  might  have  been why she was telling me. “Probably,” she said, and she grinned privately at a slice of bacon she dangled in front of her mouth, before snaking her tongue out and around it, and inhaling in her mouth like a string of spaghetti. She snorted — she knew I was watching her manoeuvre.

She turned away and went back out to the deck. I twisted around and watched her  plop  down  on  the  couch  between  Jessica  and  Claire,  her  friends  and roommates  with  whom  she  came  up.  They  both  grinned  through  the  corners  of their eyes at me and gave me tiny, secretive waves.

I joined Reed in lawn chairs down by the still-smoking heap of ashen logs that was  the  fire  the  previous  night.  “So, I’ve  thinking  I  might  get  a  ride  back  with some people this morning,” I said. “Got a paper.”

“Buddy!”  Reed  said,  and  he  slapped  my  thigh  hard.  He  looked  up  at  me through his wrap-around shades and grinned crookedly. “You got to meet some girls at some point, you got to get you some poon!” he said. “Don’t go now — I know a girl you’d like. I’ll find her for you. She’s like you — all morose and up in her head too much.”

“Yeah, no,” I said, and I forced a laugh. “Just not feeling into it,” I said. “A paper, too.”

“You need to get out some, my friend!” he said. “Life is passing you by!”

“Yeah, just going to pack up then,” I said.

“Don’t say I didn’t try!” he shouted, and he slapped my back so hard I choked on my eggs. “Girls aren’t just going to come find you, you know,” he went on and he shrugged. “I’m willing to show you some moves, but you got to show me the  effort.  I’m  not  seeing  the  try,  my  friend,”  he  kept  calling  as  I  receded backward. I gestured deeply at him over and over with low-bowing shrugs.

“Another  time,”  I  said.  “Feeling  tired  —  not  much  sleep  last  night.  Got  that paper.”

“Your loss,” he said. “Hey, did you see where that hottie Kiera got off to?” he piped up louder. “Couldn’t find her all night.”

“No idea,” I shrugged and spun around.

I  spied  through  the  open  door  of  the  trailer  Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera  in Claire’s  car,  backing  up  and  turning  around  in  the  long  shaded  driveway.  I  put my  head  down  and  marched  like  I  was  under  helicopter  propeller  blades.  The trunk popped up when I got close, and I heaved my bag in, slammed it shut, and scurried around the far side. Jessica was in the back. She flung the door open for me.

“Get in, get in! Hurry up!” she shrieked. She reached over my ducking back to help shut my door. She stayed lying over me as though hiding a refugee.

“Get  down!”  Kiera  shouted  from  the  front  passenger  seat.  She  was  laughing nearly too hard to talk.

Claire was squealing, too. She put her car in drive and we spun in the gravel taking off down the narrow winding driveway.

I looked over my shoulder and out the back window. Reed had appeared from around  the  side  of  the  main  cottage,  stopped,  put  his  hands  on  his  hips,  and watched me and the girls take off together. He gave a knowing nod and a shake of  his  head.  He  pulled  a  crooked  smile  and  shot  his  finger  gun  at  me,  even blowing the imaginary smoke from the fingertip for emphasis.

They  all  shrieked  and  laughed  and  high-fived  and  pumped  their  fists  out  the windows. When we got to the main road out, Claire wrapped her hands around her steering wheel and dropped her sunglasses down from her forehead and over her eyes.

“Ladies,” she said, clearing her throat and tucking her blonde hair behind her ear. “We do need to talk.”

Kiera  spun  around  in  her  passenger  seat  and  leaned  against  her  door,  letting her  mid-length  brass-toned  hair  fly  out  the  window  behind  her.  “What  about, girlfriend?” she said with a grin. She stuck her tongue out at her friend, too.

Jessica glanced over the backseat at me beside her and shook her head to settle her black bob bangs down over her forehead. “We always need to talk,” she said privately to me, and she rolled her eyes and pursed her lips with guilt.

“So  did  you  guys  actually  do  it  last  night  or  what?”  Claire  said  quietly  to Kiera beside her, but loud enough for Jessica and me to hear. She glanced from the road over to Kiera and dropped her grinning mouth wide open.

“Oh  my  god!”  Kiera  shrieked  and  she  covered  her  face  in  her  hands  and turned back toward the front window. “I can’t believe you just said that!”

“Well  did  you?”  Claire  said,  pressing  her.  She  looked  sideways  out  the corners of her eyes at her.

Kiera still didn’t answer but she looked through the corners of her eyes back at Claire. Her guilty smile was obvious behind her hands.

“She did!” Jessica shouted from behind her in the back seat, and she reached over the front seat headrest and tugged at Kiera’s flying brass hair. “I told you, Claire. Such a slut!” she said.

Kiera  spun  around  and  gripped  her  seat  behind  her  like  she  was  holding  a boulder. “Oh my god, says the biggest slut in the history of sluts!” she shrieked. “You did too! I know you did!”

Jessica  crossed  her  arms  over  her  chest  and  darted  her  gaze  sideways  and away out her back window. “I’m not the only one,” she said.

“Jessi-CA!” Claire screeched from the driver’s seat. She gripped her steering wheel  and  pushed  her  heels  down  to  lift  herself  up  and  out  of  her  seat  to  find Jessica in her rear view mirror. “I told you that in strictest confidence!”

“You both did it? Oh my god,” Kiera moaned and she twisted around to face forward and sank her face down and brought her shoulders in. “Maybe we’re all just a bunch of sluts . . . “ she groaned.

“Being  awfully  quiet  back  there,  Callum,”  Claire  said,  grinning  through  the rearview  mirror.  “So,  confirm  for  me:  Did  you  actually  do  it  with  all  three  of us?” she said.

“Oh my god!” Kiera shouted louder, and she slinked further down in her seat and twisted further sideways.

Jessica kicked my leg with her shoe across the floor of the backseat. “Well did you? Answer the lady!” She flared her eyes at me and dropped her mouth open silently.

“Yeah, Callum, answer for yourself. Did you?” Claire said.

Claire  was  in  faded  denim  shorts  and  a  crop-cut  white  t-shirt.  Kiera  was  in tight  dark  jeans  and  a  shorter  crop-cut  white  t-shirt.  Jessica,  beside  me  in  the backseat, was in dark blue denim shorts and a white t-shirt tied in a knot under her breasts.

“You  all  dress  the  same,  how  could  I  tell  you  apart?”  I  said,  and  I  shrugged feebly.

“As if!” Jessica shouted, and she slapped my chest.

“Cop out!” Claire shouted from the front seat. “Such a bullshitter!”

Kiera twisted around and found me with her dark, smouldering eyes between the  front  seats.  I  shrugged  at  her.  She  rolled  her  eyes  and  shook  her  head.  But she grinned too. “You’re so bad!” she moaned. “He’s sneaky bad!” she said with a sideways grin to Claire.

“Cover your ears, Callum,” Claire said from the front seat.

“Why?” I said.

“Oh my god, just cover them! The girls have to talk!” she said.

“I’ll  cover  them,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  reached  over  and  cupped  her  hands over the sides of my head. She laughed and stuck her tongue out at me. “Can you hear?” she said.

“No,” I said.

She snorted and shook her head.

“So I don’t think this is going to work, ladies,” Claire said. “We all can’t keep doing it with him.”

“We  can’t  just  let  one  of  us  do  him,  though,”  Kiera  said.  “That’s  not  fair either.”

“If  we  want  to  keep  staying  friends  .  .  .  ”  Jessica  said,  pressing  her  hands harder  down  over  my  ears.  “  .  .  .  the  only  way  is  nobody  gets  to.”  She  leaned over  in  front  of  my  face  and  squinted  at  my  eyes,  one  and  then  the  other,  as though  checking  on  me.  I  looked  blankly  out  my  window,  trying  hard  to  look like someone who couldn’t hear anything.

“I agree,” Claire said. “I value our friendship over any boy, and always will,” she said. “Even if he is a lot of fun,” she said, and she ducked her chin down and squealed at the road out her front window.

“He is fun,” Kiera said softly with a grin and she glanced over her seat at me.

I shrugged back at her.

“He  makes  you  want  to  pamper  him,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  tittered  and pressed her hands down harder over my ears.

“Who’s going to tell him?” Kiera said.

Jessica lifted her hands off my ears. “I’m sorry, Callum,” she said, dropping her  hand  down  onto  my  thigh.  “The  committee  has  spoken.  You  don’t  get  to enjoy any of us ever again. Period. End of story.”

Claire pushed herself up from her driver’s  seat  and  arched  her  chest  up.  She pushed her hand over her breasts and down over her stomach to her groin. ”No more of this for you,” she said, and she shrieked and laughed.

Kiera covered her face, but then she twisted around, pulled her crop-cut t-shirt up over her bra and wriggled her chest at me. “And no more of this either!” she said, and she shrieked. The others laughed hysterically.

“Oh my god!” Jessica squealed in the back seat. She laughed the hardest. She sat  forward,  twisted  toward  me,  and  pulled  her  t-shirt  up  over  her  chest,  too. “Are  you  going  to  miss  these?”  she  said,  and  she  shrieked.  They  all  laughed another round.

“No,” I said, but I smirked. I pretended to be miffed.

“Yeah right!” Claire cried out from the front seat. “You never had such fine ladies, admit it!” she said.

Kiera  stretched  her  hand  behind  herself  and  through  the  two  front  seats.  She pulled  at  the  denim  over  my  thigh  and  pinched  my  skin  beneath.  She  twisted around  over  her  shoulder.  “Well  did  you?”  she  said  softly  to  me  as  though privately. She looked over the top of her sunglasses at me.

“Tell us,” Jessica said. She leaned back against the back seat door and pushed her  t-shirt  up  to  her  neck  and  massaged  her  breasts  through  her  bra  at  me, pushing them together and pinching her nipples through the fabric of her bra.

Kiera  spun  further  around  and  gasped  at  Jessica  in  the  seat  behind  her.  “Oh my god, Jess, can you be any more obvious about it?”

“What’s the matter, we all know he can’t do it with any of us anymore,” she said.  “Doesn’t  mean  we  can’t  merciless  tease  him,  though,”  she  said,  and  she squealed. “He loves it,” she said. “You love it, don’t you,” she said to me. She bit  her  lip  and  closed  her  eyes  and  rubbed  her  fingertips  around  her  nipples through her bra.

I looked away and out my side window. “I’m just hoping to get home,” I said, “get some rest, make some food, settle down,” I said. “Got a paper.”

“Such a bullshitter,” Claire said, and she shook her head.

“Pretends to be all uninterested and not chasing girls or anything,” Kiera said. She looked over her shoulder at me and shook her head. “The worst kind,” she said. “Makes you chase him!”

Jessica pulled her t-shirt back down and bit on her finger sideways, grinned, and pushed the sole of her foot up and across the back seat and into my thigh. She rocked me sideways. “You’re just playing 4-d chess aren’t you,” she said.

I leaned over and looked between the two front seats to the road ahead and I made a show of checking the time on my phone.

Just then there was a loud bang. Claire tugged on the steering wheel, we heard a horrible scraping sound under us, and I saw sparks flying out behind us. Claire managed to keep control and pulled the car over to the side. We all got out and I looked  underneath.  The  front  left  side  wheel  was  leaning  at  a  terrible  angle. Beneath the car, a rod was laying half on the ground.

I crawled back out and stood up. “Better call a mechanic,” I said. “That ain’t no ordinary flat tire.”

The tow truck driver from the garage in the next town up the road said he’d wait for a cab for us, but that he wasn’t going to be able to fix it till the next day. “Got to order a new tie rod,” he said and he shrugged.

“Is there a motel or something out here?” Claire said to him.

“Right  next  door  to  my  garage,  matter  of  fact,”  he  said,  gazing  off  into  the distance. “Cept, long weekend — gonna be hard to find  rooms.”

We rode back to the motel and got the cabbie to wait for us. “You’re damned lucky,” the woman behind the check-in desk said, staring at her computer. “Got a  cancellation  just  called  in,  one  room,”  she  said,  looking  up  and  across  at  the four of us. “Two king beds . . . “ she said.

Claire, Jessica, and Kiera all looked at each other and they all looked at me.

I shrugged. “Maybe I can sleep in the car, it’s just over the fence,” I said.

“Don’t be stupid,” Kiera said. “We’ll take it of course,” she said to the lady.

Claire tugged at her t-shirt. “Kiera!” she groaned.

“We’ll  figure  it  out,”  Kiera  groaned  back  at  her  through  the  corner  of  her mouth, and she chuckled at the lady.

We  followed  the  number  on  the  doors  with  Claire  holding  the  key  with  the number out in front of us like we couldn’t remember “28.” It was the last room on the ground floor, and it faced the pool.

Jessica  shrugged  and  looked  down  into  the  crystal  clear  water.  “Could  be worse,” she said.

We  went  inside  the  room,  but  nobody  wanted  to  close  the  door.  It  was  too intimate too soon. It was a standard double king motel room.

“You’re on the floor,” Claire said to me.

“No he’s not,” Jessica said, “that’s dumb. I don’t mind sharing. Do you mind sharing?” She said to me.

“Of course he doesn’t mind sharing a bed with you!” Claire said. “The biggest slut of us all or what!”

“We can play a game later to decide,” Kiera said. “But I for one am going into that pool, I’m dying of heat,” she said. “Be a dear and get my bag?” she said to me,  and  she  lifted  herself  on  her  toes,  she  held  my  arm  and  shoulder  in  her hands, and she pressed her lips lightly to my cheek.

“Get all our bags,” Claire said.

“But only because we all kissed you,” Jessica said, and she did exactly what Kiera did, lifting her self on her toes, holding my shoulder and arm, and kissing my other cheek.

“You guys are incredible,” Claire said. “Didn’t we just decide an hour ago?” She  shook  her  head  and  stepped  up  directly  in  front  of  me,  held  both  of  my cheeks in both her hands, and pressed her lips directly to my lips for a long kiss. “Get my bag first?” she said softly to me.

“No  fair!”  Jessica  squealed,  and  she  pushed  Claire  aside  and  tugged  on  my face  and  sank  her  tongue  into  my  mouth.  That  kiss  ended  with  her  shoulders getting tugged back by Kiera. She wrapped her arms around my waist, dug her fingers into my ass, and kissed me fully on the mouth, tongue and all. “Get all our bags,” she said, “and there’ll more of that for you.”

“No there won’t be!” Claire said with a shriek. “Would you just let him do his job?” she said, and she pointed out the open door to where our bags sat, where the cab driver left them.

I brought them all in and shut the door behind me with my foot.

“Turn around,” Jessica said to me and she turned around, too. She pulled her t-shirt up and over her head before I had a chance to look away. But when I did turn  around,  I  was  looking  right  at  Kiera,  who  turned  around  too,  and  had already had her shirt off and was twisting the button in her shorts. She grinned over  her  shoulder  at  me  and  pushed  them  down  her  legs.  “Stop  peeking,”  she said, but softly and with a grin.

“I think he’s  seen  it  all  already,”  Claire  siad,  and  she  shook  her  head,  threw her t-shirt off and pushed down her shorts without making me look away or even turning around. “You too, or are you just going to get off on staring?” she said.

I  changed  too.  I  peeked,  but  I  tried  not  to.  The  girls  changed  with  the  semi-discreetness of those who share a place together. They moved on from the fact of the presence of me in their room to simply accepting it. Claire pulled at Jessica’s bikini  top  to  straighten  her  boobs.  Kiera  spun  around  and  tugged  her  bikini bottoms down and asked the others if she looked good in it.

“Take a picture of us!” Jessica said, pulling Claire and Kiera against both of her shoulders. I took one picture, they all blew a kiss and I took another. They laughed  and  pushed  each  other  and  they  all  turned  around  and  bent  over  and  I took another one. Kiera then pushed her puckered lips against Claire’s cheek and Jessica  cupped  Kiera’s  boob  in  her  hand.  They  all  shrieked  and  I  took  more pictures.

Claire  darted  forward  and  snatched  my  phone  from  my  hand.  Jessica  and Kiera  both  hugged  my  shoulder  and  pushed  their  lips  against  my  cheeks,  and Claire took more pictures. Jessica turned me toward her and wrapped her hands around my waist and squeezed my butt. Kiera hung herself on my back behind me  and  draped  her  hands  down  the  front  of  my  body.  There  were  many  more pictures taken.

We  finally  came  out  of  the  room,  everybody  with  arms  over  the  other’s shoulders in a row four wide, and we came onto the pool deck together, tittering and jostling and hip checking each other.

Not being a sun worshipper, I went inside shortly after to get some sleep while Claire, Jessica, and Kiera lounged poolside sipping drinks.

I was awakened by Jessica. I found her crawling over my body where I laid on my  back  on  one  of  the  beds.  I  peered  up  over  my  body  to  the  door  —  it  was closed.  “Shh!”  she  said,  holding  a  finger  to  her  lips.  She  carefully  and  quietly knelt up over my face and tugged the front of her bikini bottoms aside. We could hear  people  laughing  and  playing  in  the  pool.  She  quivered  in  her  hips  and spread her knees on the bedsheet to lower her bared pussy down to my mouth.

I  pulled  the  pillow  under  my  head  for  better  leverage  and  I  sank  my  mouth over her pussy lips. She leaned into the wall over my head with her elbows and gasped up to the ceiling. I used my fingers to spread her lips and I touched her all around her clit with the tip of my tongue. She reached down and scrunched her fingers into the hair on the top of my head.

I licked down one side and up the other and she rotated her hips, she shook, and  she  thrusted  them  forward.  I  reached  around  her  hips  and  sank  my  fingers into her butt and held her tightly. She groaned at the ceiling and dropped her jaw wide open. Her breath became jagged and her back arched in deeply. I sucked on her pussy lips, pulling them out and letting them snap back, and I kissed her clit. She cried out loud at the wall and clamped her eyes shut.

I kept licking.

She held her breath, and in quick, short exhalations, she expelled it and sucked it back in again to the tops of her lungs. She clenched her teeth and gasped with tiny, chirping sounds.

I didn’t stop, even when I felt her glisten drain out her pussy to cover my lips and chin in warm wetness. She collapsed down over me and rolled over onto her back on the bed beside me and pulled her knees up and covered her pussy with her cupped hands.

“Jessi-CA!” Claire screamed from the suddenly open motel room door. Kiera pushed  past  her  shoulder  and  they  both  crashed  into  the  room  together, stumbling forward.

“Oh my god, Jessica!” Kiera said, closing the door behind her. And locking it. “We just said!”

Jessica  rolled  over  onto  her  side,  tucked  her  knees  up  higher,  and  pulled  the sheet over her body. “I know,” she winced from under the sheet that she pulled over her head. “I couldn’t help it.”

“And you too!” Claire gasped at me. She shook her head and rolled her eyes and  huffed  with  grave  disappointment  at  me.  She  also  reached  up  behind  her neck and under her hair, and with both hands, she untied the lace of her bikini top.

“I  get  the  shower  first!”  she  said,  dropping  her  bikini  top  on  a  chair  and stumbling and nearly falling as she hopped on one foot and then the other to pull her bikini bottoms off. “You can just stew in your guilt!” she said to Jessica over her shoulder, and she covered her bare pussy in her hands and glared at me over her shoulder as she turned and passed into the bathroom.

Me and Kiera sat on the bed in our bathing suits and watched TV. When she heard  the  water  stop,  Jessica  groaned  and  pushed  herself  up.  “I’m  next,”  she murmured,  still  full  of  guilt,  and  as  she  passed  between  us  and  the  TV,  she dropped  her  bottoms  on  the  floor  and  shook  her  bikini  top  down  her  arms  in front of us.

Me and Kiera could hear Claire and Jessica  yelp and squeal in the bathroom, and we could hear the water come back on, as well as the hair dryer.

Without saying anything and with no warning, Kiera leaned forward, glanced through the slightly cracked open bathroom door, and satisfied, she brushed her arm  up  over  her  face,  cleared  her  hair  up  over  her  head,  and  shoved  her crouching body down between my legs. If I didn’t spread them, she would have crushed them.

She laughed and tugged the front of my bathing shorts down, and she kissed and tittered all over the top of my arching-up cock. She looked again to the door before she tugged at the waist of my shorts and pulled them down between my thighs. She stood my cock up in front of her face and plunged her mouth down over  it  all  the  way.  She  reached  up  with  her  free  hand  and  cupped  it  over  my mouth, even though I wasn’t saying anything.

We heard Claire and Jessica chatting in the bathroom behind the wall as Kiera bobbed in my lap and swirled her tongue around my shaft. She bent up at me and sucked  air  between  her  clenched  teeth  and  squeezed  and  shook  my  cock.  She moaned  and  let  her  eyes  flutter  closed  and  she  dropped  her  head  back  down between her high shoulders and devoured me.

I stroked her hair and she purred in a muffled way and pumped me with both her hand and mouth together. We heard Jessica and Claire putting things away in the bathroom.

Kiera shot up over my body and pushed her mouth into my ear. “Cum in my mouth,  hurry!”  she  said,  and  she  dropped  back  down  in  my  lap  and  sucked harder on me and squeezed me in her hand.

I  arched  in  my  back  and  pulled  her  hair.  I  stretched  backward  and  grunted. She laughed with my cock in her mouth and covered my mouth harder with her hand. She sucked me faster and deeper.

I grunted and erupted into her mouth with my body straight out and suspended up  under  her  on  just  my  heels  and  my  head.  She  swallowed  me  entirely  and licked me up cleanly.

The bathroom door swung open and Jessica and Claire came out wrapped in towels. Kiera dove off the side of the bed onto the floor between the beds. Claire and Jessica stood still and stared. Kiera got up holding her hand up, waving her phone in it. “Found it!” she said, and she got up on her feet, put her phone down on the table, and brushed past Jessica and Claire toward the bathroom.

I  had  just  had  time  to  yank  my  shorts  back  up,  though  unevenly.  I  was  still huffing and puffing from the quick and dirty blowjob she gave me.

“You  guys  okay?”  Claire  said,  resuming  her  walking,  though  her  suspicions remained.

“You look guilty of something, Callum!” Jessica said with a smirk. “Doesn’t he look guilty?” she said to Claire.

“Kiera  is  the  one  who  looks  guilty!”  Claire  said  to  Jessica,  but  intentionally loud enough for Kiera to hear in the bathroom.

“Suck it!” Kiera called back, and we could hear the water go on.

“You’re going to shower too, I hope,” Claire said to me. “We’re going out to find dinner.”

She faced me as she dropped her towel from her body and pulled fresh panties on, wiggling in her hips and letting the waist snap. She pulled the straps of her bra  over  her  arms  and  turned  her  back  to  me.  “Be  useful,”  she  said,  and  she stepped back to the edge of the bed.

I sat up and clasped her bra for her.

She spun around, ducked down low, held my face in her hands and kissed my lips. “You’re fun to have around,” she said, and she laughed. “Useful too, which is good.”

Jessica got dressed in front of me too. “Does this look nice?” she said to me, straightening her boobs in her bra. It was a satin pale blue bra. She stepped up to me where I had swung my legs over the side of the bed, and she jutted her hips at  my  face.  “No  touching!”  she  said  and  she  tittered.  She  pushed  her  hips  out. She was still naked down below.

“You’re  so  mean  to  him!”  Claire  said,  and  she  laughed.  She  leaned  over  the dresser and put some nude tone lipstick on her lips.

Jessica spun around and pulled her panties on, being sure to stick her butt in my face.”I bet Kiera sucked him off,” she siad. She turned back to me and pulled a shirt on. “Did Kiera suck you off just now?” she said.

“Not going to say,” I said.

“She  sucked  him  off,”  both  Claire  and  Jessica  said  to  each  other  together, looking  at  each  other  with  rolling  eyes.  “You’re  such  a  slut,  Kiera!”  Jessica shouted loud enough for her to hear in the bathroom.

“You should talk, Jess,” Claire siad, pulling on a short jacket over her t-shirt and  flicking  her  hair  out  behind  her  back.  “Sitting  on  the  guy’s  face    —  we caught you, too!” she said.

“What, I had to!” Jessica groaned. They leaned shoulder to shoulder into the mirror to touch up their eyes and lips. “I’ve  been  feeling  raunchy  all  day,”  she groaned privately to her and she bent at her waist and scrunched her hand into her groin. She furrowed her brow at her friend.

“Me too!” Claire gasped back to her, also privately. “I feel like I’m going to fuck his brains out if I’m not careful!”

“If you don’t, I’m going to have to do it for you!” Jessica said.

They  both  laughed  and  then  they  both  slowly  rotated  their  faces  over  their shoulders  and  stared  at  me.  “Not  you,”  Claire  said.  “Just  another  boy  we’re talking about.”

Jessica  flicked  her  hair  back  and  raised  her  face  to  the  ceiling.  “Yeah,”  she said,  “and  not  some  man  who  sticks  his  thing  into  any  skank’s  open  mouth, either!” she said.

“Who  are  you  calling  a  skank!”  Kiera  shouted.  She  had  come  out  of  the bathroom  and  snuggled  in  between  Claire  and  Jessica  to  push  her  face  into  the mirror as well.

The other two were mostly dressed, but Kiera was stark naked.

“You’re the biggest skank out there, oh my god!” Claire shrieked at her. “You need to give your pussy a rest, girl, oh my god. Air it out some!”

“I know you are,” she said, and she wiggled her hips side to side. “But what am I?”

Claire  stepped  back  and  leaned  her  elbow  on  the  dresser.  “And  who  just sucked Callum off after we just said, nobody gets to fuck him anymore?”

“Well who shoved her big flopping pussy into his face while we’re out by the pool being decent?” Kiera shouted back at her.

They  both  turned  to  look  at  Jessica.  “I  didn’t  mean  to  do  it!”  Jessica  said sheepishly, and she hung her head with exaggerated shame. “It was just Callum, anyway,”  she  said.  “And  my  pussy  it’s  floppy,  is  it?”  she  said  and  she  looked down.

“Go get showered and dressed, gigolo boy,” Claire said. “And don’t you dare fuck  any  of  my  friends  anymore!”  she  said.  She  hooked  her  arm  through  their arms and the three of them stood side by side by side each with their hands on their hips, staring at me.

“How come she’s naked?” I said, gesturing to Kiera.

“Cause  she’s  always  naked  at  home,  now  take  your  bathing  suit  off,”  Claire said. “And clean you up some!”

I stood up, faced them square on, and let my trunks fall around my ankles. I lifted one foot out and then the other and I strutted through the room as natural as anything, and into the bathroom.

“You are so not getting laid tonight with that attitude,” Claire said to me.

“Hurry up too,” Jessica called out. “I’m hungry!”

We ate but then noticed a band traipsing through the diner. We all swung our faces to the door they went through. It was a bar in the back — and a sign taped to the wall said “Live Music!”

We all hung our heads and snorted.

“We’re going to have to,” Claire said.

Jessica threw her arm over my shoulder and pulled me over the bench seat up against her body. “We have a man to look after us, after all!” she said, and she kissed my cheek with a loud smooch.

Back at the motel, I didn’t have many choices about what to wear — just my jeans and white t-shirt. I sat on the bed and crossed my legs and watched the TV.

The three girls chatted noisily and got dressed in panties, bras, and tight skirts and tiny dresses. They teased me and taunted me and winked at me and kissed each other in front of me.

“Such  a  stupid  male  fantasy,”  Kiera  said.  “Why  do  all  guys  get  off  on  girls making out?” she said to me.

Jessica held her face in her hands and kissed her deeply on the mouth.

“Search me,” I said.

Claire  crawled  over  the  bed  from  the  foot  on  her  hands  and  knees,  her  tight red  tube  dress  riding  up  her  thighs.  She  leaned  her  face  low  over  my  face  and spoke  nearly  directly  against  my  lips.  “Are  you  going  to  be  able  to  handle  us three tonight?”  she said in a low groaning murmur. She touched her top lip with the tip of her tongue and cupped her hand around my crotch.

Jessica crawled up on the bed beside her and also leaned low over my body. “Yeah,” she said, licking my neck and sucking on my ear. “Can you handle us?” she said.

Kiera crawled up between them and pushed until she emerged in front of my face. “Are we going to be too much for you?” she said. She licked my cheek and groaned. Jessica pushed her face into my neck and whimpered. Claire squeezed my balls and bit my other ear. “Or are we too much for you?” she groaned.

I swallowed hard and made like I was trying to see over and around them to the TV. They all laughed and rolled off the bed.

“You better not try and fuck him tonight, Jess,” Claire said.

“You should talk, Claire!” she said.

“Girls,” Kiera said, making her way to the door. “Nobody is fucking Callum, can we at least make it one night before we break our own rule!?” she said. She pulled  the  door  open  and  Jessica,  Claire,  and  I  pushed  up  and  off  the  bed  and came out of the room.

The band was pretty good, for a place out in the sticks with nothing but pick-up  trucks  in  rows  out  the  door.  We  all  danced  with  each  other,  under  the  low glaring eyes of all the men in there at the tables around the periphery, when their wives and girlfriends weren’t catching them glancing at the girls and their tight dresses.

When I danced with Claire, she looked over her shoulder at Jessica and Kiera, deep  in  some  conversation  at  our  table,  and  she  wrapped  her  hand  around  my wrist  and  charged  off  down  the  dark  hallway  to  the  ladies  room,  dragging  me behind her.

She pulled me into a stall and locked it. She sat on the toilet seat, pulled my pants open and my fly down, and without a pause, she took my cock deeply in her mouth.

She caught me by surprise and I wavered on my feet and caught myself with my hands pressed out to the beige metal walls of the stall. Claire didn’t look up, she didn’t say anything, and she didn’t slow down. I tapped her shoulder, but she brushed my hand away and forced my cock to the back of her throat.

When  she  did  come  off  me,  she  looked  up  with  saliva  dripping  from  her bottom lip and her eyes glassy and deep. “Fuck my mouth,” she said.

I  held  her  face  between  my  hands  and  she  dropped  her  jaw  open.  I  thrusted myself at her roughly and she groaned and braced her hands against the walls of the  stall.  I  tensed  up  and  shook  and  she  tapped  my  bare  ass  from  behind.  I erupted and filled her mouth and she gurgled and moaned and nearly swallowed all of me. A dribble came out the corners of her mouth and she wiped it with the back of her hand and tittered. She pushed me back and stood up and kissed me on the mouth. “No telling!” she said, wagging her finger at me and glaring with her eyes wide open.

She pulled me out and back to the crowded dance floor. She made me dance with her for about ten seconds before she pulled me back to the table.

“Where did you two go?” Kiera said, looking up with big wide eyes.

“What do you mean, we were dancing the whole time — didn’t you see us just now?” Claire said.

Kiera and Jessica glanced at each other with their eyes in their corners.

Later, Kiera said to Jessica and Claire, “I’m hot from dancing, going outside for some air, taking Callum for back-up!” she said.

She dragged me outside behind her and into the narrow alley beside the diner. She pushed me against the wall and kissed me deeply on the mouth. She looked out and up and down the sidewalk and then pushed my hand up under her skirt and  down  inside  her  panties.  We  made  out  in  the  dark  against  the  rough  red bricks,  and  she  moaned  and  moved  her  hips  in  and  out  and  side  to  side  as  I rubbed her.

She  leaned  her  face  down  into  my  neck  and  groaned.  Her  breath  came  short and  sharp  and  she  emitted  tiny,  high-pitched  chirps.  “Callum!”  she  whispered, and her legs wobbled and her hips shook. She fell against me and I held her up. She  breathed  against  my  ear  and  said  as  though  to  herself,  “Oh  my  god,  what you do to me.”

She  dragged  me  back  inside  and  pushed  me  down  in  the  bench  seat  beside Jessica.  “Please  keep  that  man  away  from  me,”  she  said  to  the  other  two.  She flashed her eyes at Claire and grinned and snorted and looked down.

Jessica  was  beside  me.  “Would  you  two  just!”  she  said  to  Kiera  and  Claire over the table. But under it, she pushed her hand inside my pants and under my shorts. She squeezed my cock and rubbed her folded thumb over the head.

We made our way back across the road to the motel room. The girls got into shorts  and  t-shirts,  or  panties  and  loose  halter  tops.  They  played  a  three-way game of Rock-Paper-Scissors to decide bed assignments. Kiera won, and hopped into my bed squealing and laughing.

We talked a while about Reed, the guys at the party, things that were going on there, how glad we all were to get out of there, and then we put the lights out. I laid on my side facing Kiera. She laid on her side facing the other two girls in their bed. But she started to slowly, quietly, shift on the bed closer back toward me.

She  reached  carefully  over  and  behind  her  hip  and  scrambled  her  fingers  in the groin of my shorts until she found my cock and eased it out. I lifted my head to look over her shoulder at the other two, but she went “shh” to me. She lifted her leg up and behind her and draped it over my hip. She curled in her spine and pushed her hips back. She drew the head of my cock up and down through the cleft of her moist pussy, and then she pushed her hips further back and I felt my cock become enveloped inside her.

She pressed her hands into the sheets in front of her and rocked her body back against  mine,  working  my  cock  deeper  into  her.  She  gasped  and  I  reached around  and  covered  her  mouth  with  my  hand.  She  grimaced  and  moaned  in  a high pitch and I pulled my hand harder over her mouth.

The  light  on  the  table  between  the  beds  flicked  on.  Kiera  froze  and  Claire pushed  herself  up  in  her  bed.  “Kiera,  pull  those  sheets  away  this  instant!”  she said.

Kiera emitted a tiny, sheepish, “No!”

Claire got up and tugged she sheet out of her grip. She discovered me buried in Kiera’s pussy from behind.

“My bed, now!” she said.

Kiera  obeyed  and  slipped  out,  crossed  the  floor,  and  covered  her  face  in  the sheets where Claire had been trying to sleep. I covered my slick erection in my hands.

But  no  sooner  had  the  lights  gone  off  but  Claire  began  to  push  her  butt  up against my groin. She pulled the sheets over her head and rolled over on top of me, hiding under the sheets as she drew her knees up my sides. She contorted in her hips until she caught the head of my cock in the lips of her pussy, and she sank down on me in one long, slow stroke.

“I can tell you’re fucking him!” we suddenly heard Jessica’s voice.

“I am not!” Claire shouted back, but she tittered and squealed.

Jessica got up in a huff and strode around her bed and between the two beds. She yanked the sheet off and Claire shrieked and rolled off me and onto her back with her knees up and her hands cupped over her face.

“I’m sorry,” she said into her hands.

Jessica  seemed  angry  though.  She  got  on  her  knees  spread  around  my  hips, and without hiding it, without turning the lights off or pulling the sheet up, she reached down between our bodies and held my cock up to sink her pussy down over it.

She fucked me vigorously, her short black hair sweeping over my face.

Kiera pushed her off me and she screamed but Kiera climbed on me facing the other  way,  and  she  pushed  her  hips  down  over  my  cock  and  rocked  herself  on me. Jessica tried to push back but they flung their arms and hands at each other and squealed and struggled.

Claire got up on her feet and pulled Kiera up and off me, and sank down over me, taking me deeply and forcefully. Jessica and Kiera made show of trying to push her off me, but they were all laughing too much to manage much force. I tried  to  warn  her  that  I  was  getting  close,  but  the  three  girls  were  having  too much fun play fighting. The movements of Claire on me, defending herself from the pillows Jessica and Kiera wielded were too much for me and I slammed my fists into the bed and erupted hard and deep into her.

I surprised Claire who didn’t sense it coming, and she gasped in shock when she felt it. Jessica and Kiera killed themselves laughing, and pointed at my cum dribbling down her leg when she got off and ran to the bathroom.

“I get to sleep with him, though,” Kiera said.

“Why do you get to?” Jessica said.

Claire came back from the bathroom. “I had to take his load, I should get first dibs!”she said.

“Make him pick!” Kiera said.

“No fucking way!” I said. “But let me move this table.”

I got up and pulled the table out from between the beds. I made the girls help me push the beds together. And then I spun the two mattresses sideways to there was no seam between them. We laughed and scattered the blankets all over the massive double king bed we made, and we all got in. We fell asleep like that, all our bodies naked and entangled, kissing and sucking and stroking and touching.

We  slept  late.  There  was  a  pounding  on  the  door.  Kiera  was  the  one  who struggled  up  and  answered  it.  It  was  Reed,  and  he  burst  through  the  cracked-open  door  and  into  the  room.  Jessica,  Claire,  and  I  were  still  naked  and entangled  on  the  bed,  and  Kiera,  with  a  sheet  around  her  nude  body,  hopped back  in  with  us.  I  pushed  my  head  up  and  rested  against  the  headboard  behind me and rubbed my eyes.

“I saw your car at the garage!” he said to Claire. “Guy told me you were all staying here!”

“We had a breakdown,” Claire said.

“That  is  so  fucked  of  you,  Callum!”  he  shouted.  “You  even  hear  of  the  bro code!?”  he  shouted.  “Your  junk  is  in  the  driveway,  don’t  even  bother  coming inside  when  you  get  back.  You’re  out  of  there,  buddy,”  he  said.  “Tired  of carrying  you!”  He  slammed  the  door.  We  heard  the  tires  of  his  car  spin  in  the gravel out front.

I shrugged. Jessica and Claire lowered their heads back down to my chest on either side, and Kiera wrapped her arms around Claire from behind and reached up to stroke my face with the backs of her fingers. “You going to be okay?” she said.

“His  family  gives  him  tons  of  money.  He  told  me  not  to  pay  for  rent.  It’s  a business loss for his dad or something,” I said.

Claire  drew  circles  on  my  chest  with  her  nail.  ”Still,  what  are  you  going  to do?” she said.

“What  are  we  going  to  do,  you  mean,”  Jessica  said.  She  pushed  her  hand under  the  sheet  and  over  my  stomach,  and  lower,  too,  over  my  abdomen.  She scrunched  and  released  her  fingers  in  my  pubic  hair.  “It’s  partly  our  fault,  too, we all fucked him last night.”

“We  only  have  three  bedrooms  in  our  townhouse,”  Kiera  said.  “Where’s  he supposed to sleep?”

Claire pushed herself up and kissed me on my mouth. “Let’s grab your stuff when we get back and you come over and we’ll figure it out,” she said.

“Poor thing,” Jessica moaned. She slipped her hand further down and wrapped it around my stirring cock.

Kiera  got  up  and  strolled  naked  to  the  bathroom.  “You  girls  can’t  control yourself,” she said. “He can’t live with us, nobody will get any sleep at all.”

Claire rolled onto her back and gasped. “Oh  my  god,  you  were  the  one  who started it last night!” she said. “We were sleeping in our bed, you were the one who started fucking him!”

Jessica  snorted  and  pushed  her  body  over  mine  and  pulled  the  sheet  up  over her.  She  kissed  me  and  licked  my  neck.  She  reached  between  our  bodies  and stroked my cock before poking it inside her and sinking down on me.

“Oh my god, Kiera!” Claire shrieked. “Jess is fucking him again!”

Kiera  leaned  out  of  the  bathroom  and  laughed.  “Jessica,  let  the  poor  guy recover, oh my god!”

Claire  shook  her  head  and  got  up  and  traipsed  to  the  bathroom.  “I’m  with Kiera, this could be a shit-show,” she said.

Jessica tittered as she rode me and moaned loudly against my ear. “You don’t mind, do you,” she said, but she didn’t wait for an answer before she lifted her face, dropped her mouth open, and grunted at the headboard behind us.

I seized her butt in my hands and rolled her over and under me and I jolted her body until I erupted into her. I crawled off, left her splayed on the bed huffing and puffing, and went to the bathroom to reach behind the nude bodies of Kiera and Clair, doing their washing and moisturizing, to grab a towel and wipe myself off.

Sure enough, in the driveway at home was all my stufff. I didn’t have much. It all fit in a couple of boxes and a garbage bag for clothes. I pushed it all into the trunk of Claire’s car, and we rolled through the neighbourhoods and over to their townhouse.

“Just until he finds a place, right girls?” Claire said, as she pushed the key in and  flung  the  front  door  open.  Kiera  and  Jessica  didn’t  answer,  they  only glanced at each other.

I looked around as they put their things away and settled in. I found in a closet a plank in the ceiling. When I reached up inside, I found a ladder. It hooked on the edge, and I went half way up.

“You  guys  ever  look  up  here?”  I  called  over  ray  shoulder.  But  no  one  was around to hear me.

I  stood  up  inside  the  attic.  It  had  round  windows  inside  decorative  risers,  a plywood  floor  solid  enough,  and  was  otherwise  unfinished  with  bare  wood rafters and sloped ceiling. It was huge and quiet and beautiful.

I found the girls in the kitchen.

“I can use the attic, maybe,” I said.

“Attic?” they all said, turning to me.
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