
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]

Our other authors:

 

Marissa Reed: Provocative female POV pretend date hotwife stories

Laura Llyles: Scintillating female pov hotwife and friend stories

Sandy Laine: Jaw-dropping male POV college-age harem stories

JL Sanders: Incredible male pov cuckold stories

Dylan Chase: Dark-themed cuckold stories 

Your suggestions  for  scenarios,  character  types  and  descriptions,  and  locations of  scenes,  will  be  considered  and  potentially  worked  into  forthcoming  stories! Stories  are  generally  being  worked  on  one  month  ahead  of  release.  Either  post ideas  to  reviews,  or  write  to immedian@gmail.com  with  "suggestion"  in  the subject box, indicating the book title you were reading!

Interested  in  receiving  emails  when new  releases  come  out?  I  won't  use  your addy  for  anything  other  than  to  share  the  link  to  the  new  title.  Across  my currently  active  4  pen  names,  there  are  usually  about  2  releases  per  week. Simply email me at immedian@gmail.com with "update" in the subject box!




Friday night we played a crazy board game Kiera found and downloaded. It was  a  ramped-up  dare-or-worse-dare  kind  of  game  full  of  absurd  sexually-charged  challenges.  When  Kiera  drew  her  card,  she  immediately  rejected  it without even showing us, her face going beet-red, and she went for the back-up card instead.

As it turned out, that one was worse — it required her to go get “her favourite dildo.” 

“I don’t even have a freakin’ dildo!” she screamed and she buried her face in her hands. We were all sitting on the floor around the coffee table in our shorts and t-shirts and halters.

“Do you have one?” Claire said quietly to Jessica.

“No!” Jessica shrieked. “Oh my god!”

“Don’t  they  sell  them  at  that  weird  little  place  in  that  strip  mall  down  6th?” Claire said.

“I’m not going to go buy one!” Kiera cried out loud.

“I’ll  go  buy  it  for  you!”  Claire  said  with  a  grin  spreading  over  her  face.  “I don’t care.”

“Get one for each of us!” Jessica said. “In case we also draw a card like that one,” she added, and she shrugged like that was the only reason. But she snorted to herself, too.

Claire popped up and pulled on her boots and was out the door before anyone could say anything more. “I’m getting four of them!” she shrieked as she pulled the door closed behind her.

“Not for me!” I cried out.

“Yes, for all of us!” Jessica cried out loud and she squealed and slapped my arm. Claire came flying back in and snatched a grocery bag from the tiny pantry. “Camouflage!” she screamed, and she ran back out the front door.

“What the fuck,” I said staring at the shut front door.

“What? You’re  one  of  us  now,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  tucked  my  hair  behind my  ear  with  her  long  nails.  “You  have  to  get  one  too  —  we  all  get  one.”  She leaned her face over in front of mine and coiled her fingers around my neck and ears and scratched me lightly in the back of my head. She poked the tip of her tongue out of her mouth and moaned with breath as she flicked it over my lips. “Do you know you turn me on so much?” she groaned.

Kiera fell over from where she was sitting beside me with her legs crossed and she  laid  her  head  gently  down  into  my  lap  under  Jessica’s  chin  while  Jessica continued to dab the tip of her tongue at my lips and writhe in little twists and arches, pushing her body up against mine.

“How  come  you’re  not  all  pushy  and  gross  and  entitled  like  Reed?”  Kiera said. She caught her tongue between her grinning teeth and blinked her eyes and pulled  the  fly  down  in  my  shorts  beside  her  head.  She  pushed  her  hand  inside and  fished  lightly  around,  easing  my  cock  out.  “I  so  dislike  Alpha  types,”  she groaned,  and  she  rolled  her  head  sideways  and  slipped  her  warm,  wet  mouth over the head of my cock, before she pushed her loose lips all the way down the shaft. I leaned back against the bottom of the front of the couch behind me and exhaled.

“Beta’s make me cum,” Jessica said, and she shivered and sucked breath hard through her clenched teeth. “Alphas make me fake it.” She rolled onto her back like  a  beetle  and  undid  the  button  in  the  waist  of  her  short  white  shorts,  and pushed them down over her butt and she kicked her feet to send them flying off her legs. She carefully stood up straddling over my body with Kiera below her were she continued to moan and suck on me. She pulled her tank top up over her chest and massaged her breasts, twisting her nipples and pushing them together.

Jessica  was  only  in  her  very  short  crop-cut  t-shirt  and  white  hipster  panties. She bent at her knees and carefully lowered herself down to kneel on the sagging front  edge  of  the  couch  cushion  behind  my  head  until  she  brought  the shimmering  front  panel  of  her  panties  to  my  face.  She  slid  her  hand  down  the front  of  her  panties,  and  then  down  the  inside,  and  she  clutched  at  herself  and dropped her head back and bit her lip. “Beta’s make me want more,” she said.

Kiera pulled her mouth off my cock with a loud popping sound, she had been suctioning me so hard with her sunken cheeks. “They make me want to do a lot more,”  she  said.  “Do  more  things  to  them,”  she  added,  and  she  tittered  and looked up at me before she pushed her pursued and closed lips hard against the head of my cock.

“Do you like it when it feels like you’re not allowed?” she said, and she stuck her  tongue  out  at  me  before  pushing  her  puckered  lips  more  tightly  against  the head of my cock. She wrapped her hand around my shaft and pulled up on me long and lazily.

“Of  course  they  make  you  want  to,”  Jessica  said  almost  to  herself.  “No  girl grows up playing with asshole dolls.” She slid her finger between the lips of her pussy and clutched her other hand into the hair on the back of my head, pulling me forward to mash my mouth against the front of her panties. “Callum  is  like our very own grown-up male doll,” she said and she tittered.

“We should wait for Claire,” Kiera said before pushing her mouth down over my cock again.

“I’ll  pick  a  card  for  Callum,”  Jessica  said,  “we  can  come  back  to  your  turn when Claire gets back with our dildos,” she said, and she snickered and pushed her  hips  forward  to  press  her  groin  against  my  mouth.  She  stepped  away  from me and pranced back to the coffee table before bending over sharply at her waist with her legs straight.

Kiera  pulled  her  mouth  off  my  cock  and  knelt  on  her  calves  beside  me  and threw her arms around my shoulders. She buried her face in my neck and kissed me  under  my  ear  and  groaned.  “I  just  love  sucking  on  your  cock  all  day,”  she half-whispered before spinning around and plopping herself down on the floor to lean hard against me.

Jessica drew a card and flipped it over to read it.

“He has to read it!” Kiera shouted, and she lifted her leg and pushed her bare foot at Jessica’s hand.

“Fine!  Jessica  said,  and  she  crawled  up  on  the  couch  and  slouched  down directly behind my head where it rested back against the front edge of the couch cushion. She draped the backs of her knees over my shoulders and dangled her bare feet in my lap before she reached forward to massage my neck all the way up into the back of my scalp.

“Role Play card,” I announced.

Kiera squealed and Jessica kicked her heels against my chest.

“What’s it say? What’s it say?” she cried out.

I read from the card: “You’re the patient, and the other players are the doctors and nurses.” I dropped the card on the table and reached for the back-up deck.

“No!” Kiera shrieked, and she grabbed the card. “Let’s do this one!”

“Get  up  on  the  bed,  patient!”  Jessica  said,  and  she  rolled  off  the  couch  and pulled at my hand leaning back on her heels struggling to bring me to my feet.

I reluctantly agreed and uncurled down onto my back along the length of the couch. Kiera hopped down the hallway and came back with an oral thermometer. She squealed and clapped and put it in my mouth. “Under the tongue!” she said.

Jessica  ran  off  and  came  back  in  a  white  jacket  and  panties.  She  tossed another one to Kiera. She was a biology major and had a supply of lab coats in her closet. Kiera squealed and pulled the button at the waist of her shorts, peeled them down and off her legs, and put on her white coat just like Jessica.

“Let’s get our sluttiest shoes!” Jessica said, and they both ran off. “You have to be naked!” Kiera shouted at me over her shoulder. I reluctantly took my shorts off and pulled the blanket up over my nude body. They came back both in black platform pumps. They both pointed and covered their mouths and laughed at the coincidence.

“What’s wrong with this one?” Jessica said, getting into her character with a clipboard prop.

“Chart says he injured his willy trying to stick it into too many girls!” Kiera said. She popped her eyes wide-open and down at me, and dropped her jaw open even wider. “What  a  bad  boy!”  she  said.  “Let’s  have  a  look,  then.”  She  pulled the blanket from my fingers where I curled them around the top of the blanket at my chin, and dropped it over my legs.

“As I thought,” Jessica said, and she pursed her lips and shook her head down at me. “Come sit down with me,” she said to Kiera. “This is the only way we can treat this issue, I’m afraid,” she said, and she wrapped her hand around my cock.

Kiera  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  couch  and  shook  her  head  with  pretend disappointment at me too.

“While  other  boys  try  to  impress  each  other  with  big  muscles  and  loud  and fast  cars  and  playing  aggressive  sports,”  Jessica  said  calmly  to  Kiera,  as  she slipped her long fingers around the back of Kiera’s head, “quiet and gentle beta’s like this one,” she said, pushing Kiera’s face down until her lips pushed around my cock, “sneak off and get the girls.”

Kiera lifted her face from my groin with a popping sound. They both wrapped their hand around my shaft and stroked me. “Is that where that Alpha boy Reed is? Impressing other boys?” she said with faux-innocence.

“Exactly,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  shook  her  head  and  tsk’d-tsk’d.  She  pushed Kiera’s head down again. “Leaving boys like Callum here with too many girls to look after by himself,” she said. “Hence his . . . “ she paused. “ . . . issue,” she whispered to Kiera. “Take your jacket off,” she said to Kiera. “I’m afraid this is a special case.” She took her own jacket off, too.

They were both in platform pumps and panties only, Jessica in her white satin hipster panties, Kiera in her crimson satin thongs. She climbed up on the couch and crouched between my legs, lowering herself to her knees and elbows. “Like this?”  she  said  to  Jessica,  and  she  slowly,  smoothly,  slid  her  perfectly  circular lips down over the head of my cock, and down my shaft until I could feel myself bump the back of her throat.

“Just like that,” Jessica said in a whisper. “I think we might need the whipped cream, too, I’m afraid,” Jessica said and she scurried to the kitchen. Kiera lifted her mouth from my groin and snorted at me with a cute smile and she lashed the length  of  my  cock  with  her  tongue.  “Feeling  better?”  she  said  in  an  overly-sympathetic  voice,  and  she  pushed  her  mouth  back  down  the  full  length  of  my cock and moaned with deep pleasure.

We  all  heard  Claire’s  voice  at  the  same  time.  “I  think  he’s  home,  Callum’s parents!” Claire shouted from outside out front door, and she rattled the keys and knob excessively loudly, taking forever to get the key in the slot. Jessica threw herself into the tiny pantry and managed, just, to pull the door closed on herself. Kiera barley had time to throw herself over my body and bury her body between me and the back of the couch. I tugged the blanket up over my naked body and over Kiera, too, and rolled onto my side facing the back of the couch. Kiera still had my cock in hers. Claire opened the front door and stuck her head inside.

“Callum!” she shrieked. “Guess who I found at our front door?”

My  mom  and  dad  squeezed  past  her.  Her  eyes  were  bulging  out.  “Do  come in!”  she  said  from  behind  them  where  they  made  their  way  down  our  hallway and  into  the  living  room.  Jessica  pulled  her  long  painted  fingernails  inside  the gap of the panty door at the last second. Kiera froze on my cock with her mouth, but not with her tongue. She no doubt thought that that was funny.

“Mom, dad!” I said.

“You’re sick!” Mom said. I realized I still had the thermometer in my mouth. “Ugh!” I said and I shook my head and rolled my eyes. “Just a cold, hopefully,” I  said.  I  took  the  thermometer  out  and  looked  at  it.  Of  course  it  had  a  normal reading.  My  mom  came  over  to  the  front  of  the  couch  to  snatch  it  out  of  my hand. Her knees pressed into the front of the couch on which Kiera lay under the blanket  with  my  dick  still  in  her  mouth.  And  even  still,  she  kept  slithering  her tongue around it!

“Not bad,” my mom groaned skeptically, and she leaned over me and tugged the blanket tighter up around my neck. I remained curled up and facing the back of the couch to give Kiera space to hide in without looking too bulky under the blanket  directly  beneath  my  mom’s  tugging  hands.  The  girl  would  not  stop snaking  her  tongue  around  my  cock  and  she  made  me  inadvertently  moan.  My mom thought it was me being sick.

“Well, we were going to take you and your roommate Reed out for a surprise dinner, but you’re in no shape to go,” she said. “What have you got there, dear?” she said to Claire who was still holding her bag of “groceries.”

Claire spun away and headed for the pantry to stash it. “Not food,” she said. I immediately  whipped  up  a  fake  cough  to  sound  like  I  was  dying,  drawing  my parent’s  attention  away  from  Claire  just  as  she  flung  open  the  pantry  door  to expose Jessica standing pressed flat by the door against the shelves behind her. Claire’s eyes popped out and Jessica smiled meekly and took the bag of dildos from  her.  Startled,  Claire  shut  the  door  on  her  again  just  in  time  before  my parents both spun around back to her.

“Nothing in the pantry either,” she said, and she shrugged. “We really should just go out, you’re not that bad, are you Callum?” she said.

I coughed again. She didn’t know I was naked under the blanket, or that Kiera was  in  her  panties  and  pumps  under  the  blanket  with  me  and  still  holding  my cock deep in her mouth, and still sliding her tongue around it however slowly. I groaned and widened my eyes at Claire trying desperately to convey to her the message that I cannot under any circumstances get up from the couch.

“Let  me  see  your  bag  of  groceries,  let  me  look  in  her  pantry,  a  mother  can always  find  ingredients  where  you  least  expect  them,”  my  mom  said,  and  she charged into the kitchen.

Claire leaned back against the pantry door and spread her arms and hands out over it, guarding it with her life.

Meanwhile, my dad sat down in the chair. “You have some kind of falling out with your friend Reed?” he said. “You never told us that you moved. He had to tell us where you went. And you’re living with a girl here?”

“It’s just temporary,” I lied.

“Can you help me fold the blanket instead?” Claire said to my mom, and she turned to me and secretly shrugged. She was desperate to draw my mother away from the pantry and out of the kitchen. “He’s good enough — we should all go out  for  dinner!”  she  said.  She  yanked  the  blanket  up  out  of  my  hands  hard enough, I couldn’t hold it down. That’s when she saw Kiera curled up inside my spooning  body.  She  lifted  her  mouth  from  my  still-hard  dick  and  grinned  and waved at Claire. That’s when Claire also noticed Kiera was nearly nude but for heels and thongs and I was completely nude.

She  dropped  the  blanket  back  down  over  me  and  spun  around,  this  time keeping my mom from the edge of the couch. “On second thought!” she said, her voice  increasingly  shrill  with  panic.  She  saw  the  bras  and  shorts  and  other clothes under the coffee table.

“How temporary?” my dad said, as though noticing nothing going on around him.

“What?” I said.

“How  temporary?”  he  repeated  himself.  “This  .  .  .  “  he  paused.  “  .  .  . unorthodox living arrangement?” he said, and he narrowed his eyes and pursed his mouth as though ready to focus on my answer. He shrugged. “Living alone with  a  member  of  the  opposite  sex,”  he  said.  “Won’t  be  long  before  you’ll  be considered  married  by  common  law,”  he  intoned  deeply.  He  would  know.  He was a tax lawyer.

“It’s not Claire and I alone, there’s another girl,” I said. I realized my mistake too late.

My mom spun around and glared. “Another one?” she said. “I thought Claire was your girlfriend.” Claire surreptitiously kicked our clothes under the couch.

I  laughed  and  Claire  laughed  too,  both  of  us  nervously.  “It’s  totally  normal these  days  for  people  of  different  genders  to  share  space,  and  it’s  better  this way,” she said. “Callum fixes things for us, too, like my sticky door!” She said. “He’s very handy!” she said, and she nodded at my dad, who seemed somewhat mollified by that information.

“So still no girlfriend, but you’re living with two young women here, and not at Reed’s perfectly fine apartment,” my mom stated flatly. “He was the one who had to tell us where you were hiding — he’s got a very nice girlfriend, too, he introduced  her  to  us,”  she  said.  “He’s  doing  very  well,  I  thought.  Didn’t  you think so, Stew?” she said to my dad.

“Decent,  red-blooded  American  boy,  that  Reed,”  he  said.  “You  can  take lessons from him,” he said.

“I don’t need lessons,” I groaned. Kiera chose that moment to slide her mouth back down the length of my shaft and to swirl her tongue slowly around it inside her mouth. I grunted. My mom came over and pushed the back of her hand over my forehead. “You should be in bed, get to bed,” she said, and she tugged at the blanket.

I yanked it back and gripped it tightly under my neck. “Fine here,” I said.

“Where  do  you  sleep,  anyway?”  my  dad  said  in  a  voice  as  though  he  were probing in order to trip me up.

I got to tell the one truth since they first showed up. “In the attic,” I said.

“I  should  go  on  up  and  have  a  look,”  he  said.  He  used  to  be  an  electrical inspector before an accident ended that career. “Never know, electrical and fire safety code violations in these student houses are legendary!” he said.

“You should go look too, mom,” I said. “I know you’re dying to.”

“I just don’t believe it,” she said. “I thought Reed and you got along so well.”

They  both  went  up  the  ladder  inside  the  closet.  I  leapt  off  the  couch  and scrambled for my clothes under the couch. Kiera came tumbling out of the couch after me and rolled onto the floor pulling on any shorts and top she could grab. Jessica came flying out of the pantry and hopped around on one foot struggling to pull on someone’s shorts and someone else’s t-shirt.

When  my  parents  came  back  down,  Jessica  leaned  unnaturally  on  her  elbow on  the  counter  edge,  Kiera  appeared  to  be  studying  the  inside  shelves  of  the fridge  like  it  was  a  Rosetta  Stone,  and  Claire  dumped  the  grocery  bag  upside down  into  the  mysterious  wide  metal  drawer  under  the  stove,  spreading  the colourful collection of four dildos into the best hiding spot she could think of. I narrowed my eyes at her and she pulled her shoulders up, stuck her tongue out, and grinned. One was blue, one was green, one was yellow, and the last one was red.

“Hello there,” my dad said, and he shot a look at me after putting his hand out to shake Kiera’s hand.

“I’m Kiera,” Kiera said happily.

“And I’m Jessica,” Jessica said, just as happily behind her, and she stuck her hand out to shake too.

“Three girls?” my mom said to me half-privately. She nodded with tight lips in a “that figures” kind of way.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “Jessica just moved in, I forgot,” I said.

She glared at me and shook her head.

I  dragged  myself  as  though  sick  through  the  room  and  up  the  stairs  still wrapped in the blanket. I came back down finally dressed.

“So,  Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera,”  my  mom  said,  nodding  at  each  in  turn  as though  memorizing  them,  “and  not  a  girlfriend  in  site,”  she  said,  raising  her eyebrows to me. “You always were shy around girls,” she said, and she pinched my cheek.

I recoiled and fended her off.

“Maybe it’s good for him,” my dad said to my mom. “He might learn a thing or  two,  like  that  Reed,”  he  said.  “He  does  okay,”  he  said,  and  he  nodded decisively at me.

My mom insisted on cooking. She found things in the freezer we’d forgotten about. As Claire, Jessica, Kiera and me talked with my dad in the living room, we all heard my mom pull open the scraping, ratting drawer under the stove. We froze and our eyes darted back and forth to each others’s eyes. My dad droned on oblivious. We heard the drawer rattle shut again and my mum carry on on the stove top, stirring, cutting, boiling. We carried on talking, too, after a few more seconds swallowing and not breathing.

We ate and the girls convinced my parents it was all for the good. “He  looks after us so well,” Jessica said. “Protects us,” she said, looking at me through the corners of her eyes with a grin.

“Well, help him find a girlfriend,” my mom said. “You all seem very nice — aren’t any of you interested in a quiet shy boy like him?”

All three of them coughed and caught themselves and reddened in their faces and turned away. “I guess we’re all too busy with school work!” Jessica said to her.

My mom went to the bathroom and came back with a blue lei. “Look what I found!” she said, and she held it up.

Jessica  snatched  at  it  rudely.  “That’s  mine!”  she  said.  She  knew  she  blurted out too strongly.

“There’s  a  whole  bunch  of  them  in  that  closet  of  Callum’s!”  my  mom  said, and before anyone could think of what to say to stop her, she went down the hall and came back with the lion toy.

“So many leis!” my mom shrieked. “Remember our trip to Hawaii?” she said to my dad, and she pulled the leis off the lion’s neck and piled them all around her own neck.

“There  must  be  nine  or  ten  of  them,”  my  dad  said,  chucking  like  it  was something unbelievable.

“Eleven,  actually,”  Jessica  said.  “This  is  the  last  one,”  she  said,  holding  the blue one. “Blue is my color,” she said.

“Blue?” my mom said, and she dropped the leis around my neck for fun. “Put that one on him too,” she said.

“I will, later tonight,” Jessica said. She smirked and ducked her face down to hide her grin.

“Why don’t we just put this away,” I said, and I took the lion back from my dad and slipped the pile of leis off my neck. I piled them around the lion’s neck and glared over my shoulder at the girls who all smirked back at me.

“This  one  goes  on  the  hook,  though,”  Jessica  said  to  me,  and  she  pulled  the last blue one off the lion’s neck.

I glared at her.

“What’s the difference?” my mom said.

“Nothing,” I said, and I quickly shut the closet door.

Jessica covered her mouth to muffle her tittering.

My  parents  finally  left  and  I  shut  the  front  door  and  sagged  with  my  back against it and my face up to the ceiling, and I puffed my cheeks out.

Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera  all  undressed  in  the  hallway,  Jessica  and  Kiera because they had each other’s clothes on, and Claire because she was dressed in my sweat pants and t-shirt that she had quickly pulled on when she dashed out to get the dildos.

Just  as  the  three  girls  were  stripped  down  to  their  panties  again,  there  was another knock on the door. Everyone scrambled to dress all over again, this time switching the clothes around even worse than the first time.

It was my mom. “Are you sure you have enough money?” she said privately to  me,  though  the  girls  were  all  in  the  hallway  awkwardly  looking  up  at  the ceiling and facing in different directions. My mom frowned, sure that something was different about them, but unable to put her finger on it. My mom stuffed a $20 bill folded up tightly into my hand. “There can be more of that if you need it,” she said.

I looked in my hand as though I didn’t believe it. “Should be fine,” I said, and I  made  a  private  face  at  the  wall.  She  left  again  and  shut  the  door.  Everyone whipped  off  their  clothes  again  and  laughed.  Another  knock  came  on  the  door shortly after. Once again, everybody quickly dressed in each other’s clothes.

This time my father came in and frowned at them. He too could tell something was different.

“Do  you  need  a  car?”  he  said  in  his  broad  magnanimous  voice.  “I  was  just going to sell my old pick-up truck, don’t use it so much anymore, but maybe you could us it,” he said.

“I don’t think so,” I chuckled. It was a dented, rusted, beat up and tired old ’69 Chevy C-10, one of those with the saddest looking headlights ever.

“But a road trip sounds so fun!” Jessica said. She kissed my cheek, hamming up  the  girlfriend  angle  in  front  of  my  dad.  My  mom  had  come  back  up  to  the door too.

“Just the two of you!” she said. “Won’t that be fun.”

I glared at Jessica.

“We  can  go  camping  together!”  she  said,  and  she  kissed  my  cheek  with  a noisy smooch.

“That settles it,” my dad said. “We’ll bring it up tomorrow. That way, too,” he said,  “when  you  finally  find  a  place  to  live,  you  can    move  your  things  in  the truck.”

“Perfect!” I said, and I ushered them out the door and locked it behind them this  time.  When  I  turned  around,  Jessica,  Claire,  and  Kiera  had  all  stripped  a third  time.  They  all  walked  up  to  me  cooing  and  purring  and  pawing  my  head and stripping me down, making fun of me and the things my parents said to me. “Poor thing!” Jessica said, and they all giggled.

Naked but for panties, they dragged and pushed me back to the couch. We all fell  down  together  on  it,  kissing,  touching,  petting,  and  hugging.  We  were  one mass  of  skin,  with  eight  legs  and  eight  arms  all  squeezing,  rubbing,  and massaging.  We  kissed  with  tongues.  We  touched  everywhere.  The  girls pretended  to  play-fight  over  sucking  my  cock,  pushing  each  other’s  face  away and groaning about needing it more. They loved teasing me like that — they did it all the time.

“What  did  your  card  say,  anyway?”  Kiera  said  to  Claire,  her  hand  pumping my cock with Jessica’s hand.

“Oh  yeah,”  Claire  said,  and  she  went  to  the  stove  and  came  back  with  her armful  of  diodes.  She  laughed  and  squealed.  “I  have  to  use  it  in  front  of everyone,” she said, and she shrugged and bit her lip.

“What  did  you  get  four  for?”  Kiera  said,  her  mouth  dropping  open  with disbelief.

“Well  I’m  not  going  to  do  it  alone!”  Claire  shouted  back  at  her.  “We’re  all going  to  do  it,”  she  said,  and  she  tossed  the  blue  and  green  one  at  Jessica  and Kiera,  keeping  the  yellow  one  to  herself.  “You  too,”  she  said  in  a  sly  voice  to me, and she tossed the red one into my lap.

“I don’t think so,” I siad.

“You  have  to!”  Kiera  shouted  and  she  leaned  back  against  one  arm  of  the couch facing my side.

Jessica  leaned  back  against  the  other  arm,  so  that  both  of  them  were  able  to wedge their bare feet under the sides of my thighs. Claire pulled her chair up to the coffee table directly opposite me and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and stared at me as she peeled them down her body and off. She slumped back  in  her  chair  and  propped  her  heels  up  on  the  edge  of  the  coffee  table, spreading her pussy directly at me.

I  looked  to  my  right.  Jessica  laughed  and  pulled  her  panties  down,  too,  and spread her legs with her toes tucked under my leg. I looked to my left. Kiera did the same thing. She squealed and cupped her hand over her pussy shyly but she took  it  way  again  and  put  her  dildo  in  her  mouth  and  kissed  it  and  wet  it.  I looked  ahead.  Claire  slinked  down  deeper  in  her  chair  and  swung  her  head  to clear her hair over her shoulders and she smiled at me with mischief.

“You too,” Claire said softly.

“But I’m a boy,” I said staring defiantly right back at her.

“Don’t  go  all  alpha  on  us  now,”  she  said.  “You  have  to  give  in,”  she  said. “Surrender to it.” She tongued and sucked on her dildo and flicked the switch. It purred and squirmed in her hand.

“It’s  not  just  for  females,”  Jessica  said  in  a  quiet  voice.  “It’s  sensual,”  she said, and she buried her dildo deep in her throat and laughed and flicked hers on, too. “Just try it, you’ll see.”

“Come  on,”  Kiera  said,  and  she  poked  at  my  boner  with  her  toes.  “Join us,” she said. She flicked hers on and it purred like the other two. They all bent and rotated and contorted and writhed in their hands.

“But,”  I  said,  but  Claire  cut  me  off  and  tossed  into  my  lap  a  small  tube  of lubricant,  also  from  the  store.  “Thought  of  that  already,”  she  said,  and  she smirked crookedly at me.

“Mm!” Jessica moaned. I turned to her. She was dragging the side of the head of her blue dildo up and down over her exposed pussy lips.

“Fuck!” Kiera whispered harshly, and I turned the other way. She was teasing herself with the tip of her green dildo. Her eyes were closed and her eyebrows pushed up over her forehead.

“Nnn,  yeah!”  followed  Claire.  I  looked  directly  in  front  of  me.  She  was rubbing her breasts in her hands, pushing a nipple up to her reaching tongue, and sliding her dildo up and down over her pussy lips, wet and wide.

“Jesus,”  I  said.  They  all  laughed,  but  haltingly.  “You  sure  none  of  you  have done this before?” I said, watching Kiera as she teased her clit with her dildo.

She didn’t open her eyes. “Nope,” she said. “Never before” she groaned with a grin.

They all laughed languidly again. I couldn’t tell what was truth and what was games.

Jessica gasped deeply and whined out loud.

“Fuck,  Jess!”  Kiera  said,  and  her  whole  body  shivered.  She  clutched  both hands around the length of her dildo. “So hot,” she groaned to herself.

Claire  arched  deeply  in  her  back  and  slid  her  butt  to  the  edge  of  her  chair. “Pretty good!” she said in a forced whisper and she inhaled her breath sharply in fits and starts.

Kiera  dug  her  heels  into  my  inner  thigh  and  dragged  her  body  down  off  the arm of the couch under her and pulled with her knees bending until the underside of her butt came up against the side of my thigh. She wrapped her legs around my back and over my lap. Her hip writhed and jumped up off the couch, and she rubbed her pussy against my hip. She arched deeply in her back and gasped hard.

Jessica did the same thing on my other side so that their legs entangled behind me and over my lap. She played with her dildo on her pussy and her pussy leapt and jerked against me, touching my thigh, wetting me with her glisten. Both girls moaned and groaned and writhed and squirmed against me.

Claire  tittered  and  crab-walked  out  of  her  chair  and  over  the  table  before lifting  herself  into  my  lap.  She  knelt  outside  my  legs  and  pushed  her  pelvis toward my face, rotating her hips and bucking them at me. She was louder than even the other two. Her jaw dropped wide open and her eye clenched shut. She rubbed  her  vibrating  yellow  dildo  up  and  down  through  her  pussy  lips  before gasping and crying out loud, having inserted it deeply inside herself.

Kiera cried out loud and I spun to look down at my left side. She was pushing her vibrating dildo deeply into her pussy and pulling it back out, her whole body twitching and leaping against me. Jessica got swept up in the sounds the others were  making,  and  started  to  vibrate  through  her  whole  body.  She  appeared wettest of all, when I looked to my right. She gripped her dildo by the end and plunged it in and out of her like a good fucking. She moaned like a girl getting fucked good and hard, too.

All three girls’ hips danced and jerked around me and at me and on me. The sounds that rose up sounded like three separate porn flicks playing at the same time. Their nude bodies twisted and contorted all around and against me. Nipples were  hard.  Hair  flew  around  faces.  Pussies  were  smeared  with  wetness.  Six naked legs entwined and twisted around my body.

They  all  thrashed  side  to  side  and  tensed  and  released  in  their  thighs  and stomaches. Kiera was the first one to get there. Her body lifted up and fell down rapidly  and  violently  and  she  arched  so  deeply  she  faced  the  arm  of  the  couch behind her upside down. She sounded like a woman dying. I could see her pussy lips undulate around the mid-section of her green dildo.

Claire came right on top of her, gasping and crying and shaking violently. She ground her yellow pussy deeply into herself and rose high on her knees over my lap before collapsing and gasping like she couldn’t find her breath.

Though  she  had  been  the  loudest  and  most  physical  the  whole  time,  Jessica came last. But she came hardest, too. She writhed and flopped side to side. Every muscle  in  her  body  seized  up  as  she  rolled  sideways  toward  the  back  of  the couch and strained from her neck to her toes. I could see her glisten run out of her.

Kiera, with her eyes aflame and her mouth hanging open, messy hair all over her face, snatched at the packaging of the red dildo in my hand. Jessica came to me  on  her  hands  and  knees  equally  deranged-looking  and  hungry.  She  fought with Kiera for the dildo and tore it from the package.

Claire  tore  it  from  her  hands  and  slid  down  my  lap  still  huffing  and  puffing like  she  just  climbed  ten  sets  of  stairs.  “Your  turn,”  she  said  to  me,  and  she licked the head of the red dildo.

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“But it’s so fuckin hot,” Kiera said.

“It’s  going  to  make  me  cum  again,  when  you  do,”  Jessica  growled  into  my ear.

They all pulled and dragged and heaved and pushed me down the hallway to the  closet  door.  Jessica  hung  her  blue  lei  around  the  lion’s  neck  and  laughed gutturally.  They  dragged  and  pushed  me  up  the  ladder.  Claire  brought  silk scarves with her.

They kissed me and massaged me and undressed me on my bed. They pushed their  naked  bodies  all  over  mine,  greased  up  with  the  bottle  of  lubricant  Kiera had  opened.  Claire  and  Jessica  tied  my  wrists  in  the  scarves  and  secured  me down on the bed, tying the other ends around the feet of the bed.

“So you don’t have to worry that you might have wanted it all along,” Kiera said,  and  she  pushed  her  tongue  into  my  mouth  to  stop  me  responding.  Jessica mouthed my dildo and laughed and sat between my spread legs. I tugged on my wrists but I was tied securely. “Blind fold too?” Kiera said softly into my ear and she bit me. “So you don’t have to see,” she said. I didn’t answer, but she knew. She tied a scarf over my eyes and Clair chuckled.

“Relax,”  Claire  whispered  and  she  dragged  the  tip  of  the  red  dildo  over  my chin, down my neck, and down over my chest. They all chuckled. I could hear them kissing each other and knew they were petting each other, too. Kiera put on some Bedouin oasis music. I felt what I thought was Jessica’s mouth fit over my cock and slide down my shaft, light and loosely. It was Kiera’s mouth that was kissing me on the mouth and neck and ear and chin — I could tell by her moans and groans.

That  left  Claire.  But  I  was  not  long  left  wondering  where  she  was  and  what she was doing. The tip of the dildo poked at my anus. I gasped and clenched.

“Don’t be alpha,” Kiera whispered in my ear and she moaned and bit me on the neck. “Betas get the better girls,” she groaned and she licked my neck with a wide flat tongue. Jessica moaned so deep and loud with her mouth closed around my entire cock, I thought she was going to explode. I felt the red dildo touch my inner thighs and my perineum and I pulled my knees up. Claire chuckled and I shut my eyes.

“This will finally make you really and truly one of us,” Kiera moaned against my  ear.  Claire  pulled  the  dildo  away  from  me  but  came  back  with  it,  touching the tip to my anus. She had lubricated it liberally with gel that she had warmed in her hands. Jessica pulled up on my cock with her head hanging down from her high-poking  shoulders  and  she  swirled  her  tongue  madly  around  me  inside  her mouth, sucking on me and moaning louder and in higher pitches. Claire pushed the tip inside me.

I clenched my teeth and arched my back and curled my fists up tightly. Jessica corkscrewed  her  head  over  my  hips  and  her  hair  swept  over  my  stomach, swishing softly side to side. Kiera moaned against my ear like it was her that was getting penetrated. “It’s so good,” she groaned. “Makes us so hot!” she cried in a high,  breathless  whimpering  voice.  Claire  pushed  the  button  in  the  end  and chuckled. The dildo began to vibrate and writhe.

I gasped and grimaced. She edged it further into me. I twisted my fists in the sheets.  “Take  it,”  Kiera  cooed  against  my  ear.  “Take  it  so  good”  she  groaned, and her body writhed against me like the dildo writhed into me. Claire urged my knees up and my legs fell wider open. Jessica lapped at the underside of my cock and lashed the head with her flat, wet tongue. She wrapped her cool hand around the shaft of my cock and pulled on me. Claire moaned loudly and squirmed and moved the dildo into me deeper.

I began to breathe hard and jaggedly. My body began to twitch and tense from the  inside  out.  She  pushed  harder  on  the  dildo  and  I  saw  stars.  She  twisted  it inside  me  and  I  inhaled  to  the  tops  of  my  lungs.  Jessica  crawled  up  over  my body and Kiera tittered. I felt Jessica’s smooth, warm, and wet pussy slide down over  my  cock  just  as  Kiera  buried  my  mouth  under  hers.  She  panted  and  cried like it was her that was about to cum.

“Fuck!”  Claire  groaned  and  she  reamed  me  with  the  vibrating  dildo.  She turned its frequency up a few notches. Jessica planted her hands on my chest and rode me like a bucking bronco. Kiera climbed up over my face facing Jessica. I blinked  my  eyes  open  to  watch  from  below  as  she  gently,  at  first,  played  her tongue over Jessica’s lips, and then buried her tongue deep into her mouth. She spread her knees and lowered her hips and covered my mouth with her sopping, quivering pussy. I sucked on her clit and flicked it with my tongue and her body shook violently over me.

Claire  pushed  the  squirming,  vibrating  dildo  deeper  into  me  and  I  felt  like  I was going to choke or explode. I lapped at Kiera’s pussy all over and she poured herself down over my face. Jessica rode me harder, slamming her body down on my hips and crying out loud at the low sloping ceiling of my attic grotto. Claire was rubbing herself violently and pushing the wildly undulating dildo in and out of  me  rapidly  and  deeply.  It  was  a  symphony  of  high-pitched,  breathless  gasps and  cries  all  around  my  prone  body,  pinned  and  splayed  by  the  girls,  and violated in a most intimate way.

The  orgasm  felt  like  an  Earthquake  under  me.  I  felt  like  I  was  blacking  out, like I was leaving my body. Kiera mashed her groin down harder on my mouth and shook like she was being electrocuted. Jessica twerked her hips and plowed her  body  into  mine  like  she  was  going  to  fuck  me  through  the  bed  to  the  floor below.  Claire  was  louder  than  all  of  them,  pumping  the  dildo  into  me  and stretching in her body and pushing her chest out.

Like  laughter  and  sneezing  and  yawning,  one’s  orgasm  triggered  the  other’s and the cries and shaking rose in a peaking crescendo.  My own consciousness flickered out and the explosion of pure pleasure flooded my veins like something injected. It was loud up there in the attic. The floor shook. It was religious, the way we all climaxed at once.

Jessica  fell  off  and  rolled  onto  her  back  and  couldn’t  stop  laughing.  Kiera flopped  over  the  other  way  and  pulled  her  knees  up  to  her  chest  and  couldn’t stop groaning and moaning. Claire collapsed down beside me and couldn’t stop kissing me all over. I was untied by somebody. But I remained flat on my back, my limbs spread like a snow angel, my eyes open to the apex of the ceiling like an  astronaut  cut  loose  from  his  tether  and  spinning  like  a  backward-running clock out into the endless expanse before him.

I felt like I had been initiated into something.

My phone pinged on the table beside my bed. I struggled to reach it and had to close one eye to focus on its face. “Jessica seems like a nice girl,” the message said. It was from my mom. “Not sure about Kiera and Claire though!!” it said. I began laughing uncontrollably. Jessica and Claire grabbed the phone I dropped and  read  it,  too,  and  stared  laughing  just  as  hard.  Kiera  snatched  it  from  them and read it and shrieked.

When  we  finally  settled  down,  Jessica  said,  “Camping  sounds  fun,  though, doesn’t it?” The three girls made their way, naked, down the ladder and out the closet. I pulled the blanket up over me and rolled onto my side to sleep.
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