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I  tossed  the  pigskin  around  with  the  bros  while  Kiera,  Jessica,  and  Claire quietly and quickly took our tent down and packed the back of our truck.

“You guys leaving?” one of them said as he side-armed the ball to me.

“Lame here,” I sneered. “Got a big effin tailgater get up at, gonna bar-b-que a side of steaks, just give’er!” I said.

“Give’er  till  you  quiver!”  one  of  the  other  guys  said,  nodding,  and  they  all guffawed loudly -- like a pack of donkeys, it occurred to me.

“Where’s game at?” another said, as he spiralled the ball in a high arc through the air at me, and into the sun that I had to squint through to track it.

“I don’t even know!” I snorted, and I gathered the ball in and took it around behind  my  back  and  made  to  dash  a  couple  of  yards  out  over  the  line  before halting  and  lateraling  it  to  another  guy.  “Five  of  my  buddies  letting  me  know later.”

“Cal?”  Claire  said  lightly.  She  gave  me  the  same  tilted  head  gesture  and sideways pull of the eyes that I gave her earlier to tell her to hurry up and pack, before climbing into the truck where Jessica and Kiera already were. I tossed the ball  underhanded  at  the  first  guy.  “Gotta  go,  yo,  I  tell  you  what,”  I  said.  “Ol’ lady naggin’ me again! Fuck my life!”

“Your ball, no?” the guy said.

“Keep it,” I said over my shoulder as I climbed up into the driver’s seat. “Got like 20 of em’ back home,” I said and I laughed.

They  all  chuckled  knowingly  back  at  me.  “Y’all  take  care  buddy!”  the  first guy said, and he fist-bumped me as we rolled past him and out of the campsite. I barely cleared around his huge, domineering black truck with my short and slim white one.

“Nagging you?” Claire said, and she elbowed me in the ribs and chuckled and hung her head. “As if.”

“Yeah, and since when is Claire an old lady?” Jessica said.

“I have to talk their language,” I said. We rolled around the campsite road. I checked in the sideview mirror. Their big black truck backed up out of our site and turned to go the other way, back to their own site.

“You don’t have 20 footballs at home,” Kiera said from the narrow back seat behind us. “You don’t even have one. That was mine, the one you gave them. I bought it at the store.”

“You guys happy or what that I got them distracted enough to pack up and get the ef out of there?”

“Stop even talking like that, that’s not even you,” Claire said and she looked up through the tops of her eyes at me and pursed her lips with a grin.

“You didn’t know I could talk ape,” I said, and I grinned

“You’re  just  a  regular  Jane  Goodall  with  the  chimps,  aren’t  you,”  she  said, and she snorted.

“Well I did just spirit three mating females out from under three silverback’s noses,” I said.

“What does ‘giver’ mean?” Kiera asked thoughtfully from behind my head. I caught her in my rearview mirror. She was stringing out strands of her hair and gazing up at the ceiling of the truck.

“It’s ‘give’er,’” I said, “as in ‘give her.’ Like ‘give her shit,’” I said.

“Like call one of us girls out?” Kiera said, frowning.

“No,”  I  said,  as  we  came  to  a  stop  at  the  main  road.  I  looked  hard  left  and right.  The  cars  came  up  fast  on  you  around  both  bends.  “It  means  work  really hard,” I said.

“Men are weird,” Kiera said, and she nodded once as though that was that.

“Men are weird. I’m glad we have Callum,” Claire said, and she slipped her hand around inside my elbow and slinked down in the middle of the front bench seat  far  enough  to  prop  her  knees  up  on  the  front  of  the  dashboard  and  let  her ankles dangle. She was chewing gum. She lazily blew and popped a bubble. “It’s like he’s not even a man,” she said.

“He’s one of us, like I said before,” Jessica said, and she leaned past Claire’s body  between  us,  held  her  flying  blonde  strands  back  from  her  eyes  where  it whipped around her face from the open window, and she smiled close-mouthed and serenely at me.

“Except  when  he  fucks  us,”  Kiera  said  from  the  back  seat.  “But  your  cock isn’t too big,” she said, “that’s why I like it so much.”

“He  moves  it  well,”  Jessica  said.  She  was  still  smiling  serenely  at  me  over Claire’s prone body between us.

“Because I taught him how,” Claire said, and she snorted gently up at me.

“Maybe,” Kiera said. “Or he just knows what a girl likes.”

I drove on silently contemplating what it all meant.

I could tell Claire was watching me from below my shoulder, holding her hair down from both open windows and the sliding open window behind us.

“Do you mind us talking about you right in front of you?” she finally said.

I looked down over my shoulder at her where she had slid ever further down between Jessica and me. “It’s a little bit weird, not gonna lie,” I said.

Jessica stretched her arm over the sill of her open window and leaned further down to lay her face sideways over it, facing us beside her. “You made me cum so long and hard last night,” she said, and she pursed her grin.

“Me too!” Kiera said from behind us. “Caught me by surprise.”

“You are very good in bed, but you know that already, don’t you,” Claire said, and she tugged on my bicep where she had wrapped both her hands. She popped another  bubble.  “How  come  you’re  so  good  with  our  little  lady  bodies?”  she said.

I squinted out the front window at the emblem of the car maker where it stood bravely  but  corroded  at  the  middle  of  the  front  of  the  rusted  and  paint-faded hood. It shimmered and shook in the wind.

“He doesn’t even seem to try that hard,” Jessica said, still dreamy where she sagged over the length of the open window in her door. “You just lie there while we  do  all  the  work!”  she  cried  out  louder,  and  she  patted  her  wild-flying  hair down and laughed.

“He  makes  me  want  to  fuck  his  brains  out  when  he’s  like  that,”  Kiera  said. “Take control, you know?”

Claire continued to stare up at the side of my face. She secretly squeezed my arm in her clasped hands. “It’s because he knows we need to give so badly,” she said almost privately to me.

“He’s  receptive,”  Jessica  said  straightening  up  and  nodding  out  the  front window. “How long till home?” she said, and everyone chuckled.

“Like  now,”  Kiera  said.  “He  knows  not  to  say  anything,  look  at  him,”  she said, and she reached around from behind my head and tickled my neck with her fingernails. “He’s making me need to make a stop soon,” she said.

“Do  we  have  time  for  a  stop  before  your  tailgating  bar-b-que?”  Claire  said, and  she  burst  out  with  a  gotcha  laugh.  She  cupped  her  hand  around  my  balls through my shorts. “Are you recovered enough yet?” she purred.

She  rolled  around  onto  her  side  and  pushed  her  feet  into  Jessica’s  thigh  to shove her body up over my lap. She kissed the front of my shorts and delicately drew  down  my  fly.  She  snaked  her  fingers  into  my  shorts  and  fished  out  my growing cock.

Jessica  snorted,  gathered  her  whipping  hair  around  her  shoulder,  and  smiled out the front window. Kiera made circles on the skin of my neck with the tips of her  fingernails  and  kissed  my  ear  from  behind.  Claire  stretched  her  neck  and pushed  her  soft,  full,  warm  and  wet  lips  down  over  the  head  of  my  cock.  She took me slowly down deeper through her gently suckling mouth.

“Does that feel good?” Kiera murmured into my ear through a grin.

Jessica  twisted  in  her  seat  and  pulled  a  knee  up  to  sit  half  sideways.  She massaged her thumbs into Claire’s feet where they draped over her lap.

Claire  slipped  her  mouth  off  my  cock.  “That’s  so  good,  Jess,”  she  groaned, and  she  filled  her  mouth  with  my  erection  again  and  moaned  from  Jessica’s attentions below.

“What’s it feel like?” Kiera said into my ear.

“What do you think it feels like?” Jessica said, and she laughed.

“Well I wouldn’t know,” Kiera said with exaggerated defensiveness. “I don’t have a penis, do I?”

“You have a clit,” Jessica said. “And I’m sure Callum sucks and licks your clit like  he  does  mine  and  Claire’s,”  she  said.  “Your  clit  is  just  a  tiny,  unformed penis.”

Kiera squealed. “It is not!” she screamed. “Is it?” she said. “Does  that  mean Callum’s dick is really a huge clitoris?”

Everybody burst out laughing. 

“It’s true though,” Jessica said. She laid her face down sideways on her arm again where it stretched over the sill of her open window.

Claire lifted her face from my lap. “I love sucking on your enormous clitoris,” she  said  to  me,  but  loud  enough  for  Jessica’s  and  Kiera’s  benefit,  and  they  all squealed  and  laughed  again.  She  pushed  herself  further  up  my  body  until  her mouth  was  at  my  ear.  Privately,  she  murmured,  “Do  you  want  to  cum  in  my mouth? I’ll swallow you.”

“Hey!”  Jessica  cried  out  from  the  other  side  of  the  cab.  She  kicked  her  bare feet at Claire’s body. “I wanted to fuck him, I said,” she moaned.

“I  was  going  to  fuck  him,  you  guys!”  Kiera  whined  from  the  back  seat.  She slumped  back  hard  into  it  and  crossed  her  arms  over  her  chest  and  pouted.  “I never  get  to  fuck  him  anymore!”  she  groaned.  “You  sluts  keep  draining  him! You have to let him get his stamina back sometimes, you know!?” she said.

Claire  came  up  and  sat  on  her  calves  facing  backward.  “Are  you  like  us  the way we don’t always have to climax to enjoy things?” she said to me.

I jutted my jaw and squinted my eyes and twisted my fist around the top of the steering wheel. “I mean,” I started and I paused.

“Yes  he  does,”  Kiera  declared  from  the  back  seat.  “All  guys  do  —  they  go blue if they don’t”

“That’s just an old wives’ tale,” Jessica said.

Claire  looked  at  her  with  furrowed  brow.  “Not  sure  it  was  old  wives  who made that one up, but I get you,” she said.

Jessica snorted. “You don’t have to cum, right Callum?” she said.

“Do you get frustrated when you don’t get to cum?” Claire said to me quietly.

“Well, kinda, sure,” I said, uncertainly. “I  dont  actually  know  the  answer,”  I said.

Kiera  flung  herself  over  my  shoulders  from  behind.  “Because  he  always cums,”  she  said.  “In  somebody’s  mouth,  in  their  pussy,  all  over  their  face  and tits,  isn’t  that  right  Callum?”  she  said,  and  she  scrunched  her  fingers  into  my stomach and kissed the side of my neck.

“I  didn’t  make  you  cum  just  now  in  my  mouth,”  Claire  said.  “Are  you frustrated?”

“I mean,” I said, and I looked sideways at her. “I’m trying to answer honestly here. But I don’t really know. I know I’m supposed to be frustrated.”

“You were supposed to be a lot of things,” Jessica said. “ . . .  that you aren’t.”

“You’re the opposite to an alpha,” Kiera said. “Maybe you don’t need to cum like them.”

Claire rolled her eyes and snorted. “Callum is the most sexually intense man any of us have ever known, Kiera,” she said. “The man keeps three young nubile girls  completely  satisfied  virtually  every  day,”  she  said.  “There  isn’t  a  more virile man on Earth.”

“True,”  said  Jessica.  “That’s  because  alphas  aren’t  virile  like  Callum,”  she said. “That’s why they act like that, all overcompensating for not being able to get it up so readily.”

“Or  not  keeping  their  girls  satisfied  and  cum  too  soon,”  Kiera  said,  and  she groaned against my ear. “I  want  to  fuck  you  so  bad  right  now,”  she  whispered privately in a groan to me.

“I heard that, slut,” Claire said. “I know!” she said, and she clapped her hands. “Let’s all go to that amusement park later today,” she said.

“And tease and play with Callum but nobody let him cum!” Jessica said.

“That  would  be  so  mean,  you  guys!”  Kiera  moaned.  She  tickled  my  waist where  she  pulled  up  the  bottom  of  my  shirt.  “I’ll  let  you  cum  inside  me,”  she whispered in my ear.

“An experiment,” Claire said. She looked at me and grinned. “See if you get too frustrated,” she said.

“Ooo,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  covered  her  mouth  with  her  cupped  hands. “Denial!” she cooed.

Kiera inhaled sharply. “I’ve  heard  about  that!”  she  gasped.  “Do  you  want  to try  that?  Is  that  a  kink  for  you?”  she  said,  and  she  pushed  the  hard  tip  of  her tongue into and all around my ear.

“Want  to?”  Claire  said  to  me.  She  flared  her  eyes  at  me  and  pinched  her tongue between her grinning teeth.

“Do we get to cum?” Jessica said.

Claire turned to her. “We get to cum — that’s part of how we tease Callum,” she  said.  She  turned  back  to  me.  “Because  your  girlfriends  cumming  is  what makes you most aroused, isn’t it,” she said.

Kiera kissed and sucked on my ear where she hung over my seat from behind. “Is that true?” she groaned privately to me. She pulled my shirt up and tweaked my nipples. “Does making us cum make you hot?” she said.

“Of course it does,” Jessica said. “I cum from making Callum cum — I swear to god, when his cum hits the back of my throat, it totally triggers me.”

“Me  too!”  Kiera  shouted.  “In  my  pussy  too!”  she  said  close  against  my  ear. “Filling me,” she said, and she grunted.

Claire snorted and pushed her hair back from her face. She twisted her tongue around  between  her  teeth  at  me.  “That  would  be  the  hardest  thing  for  you, wouldn’t it,” she said.

“What?” I said.

“Your  three  girlfriends  masturbating  and  making  themselves  cum  and  you don’t get to do anything,” she said.

“What, here?” Jessica said.

Claire shot her gaze around to Jessica on her other side. “Why not?” she said with a devious grin. “I  could  right  now  —  I  wouldn’t  even  last  that  long,”  she said.

“Claire!” Kiera shrieked from behind my head. “You dirty filthy slut!”

“You  should  talk!”  Claire  said  to  her.  “You’re  almost  cumming  in  the  poor guy’s ear already!”

“I  am  not!”  Kiera  said,  but  she  snorted  and  blushed.  “I  am  touching  myself though,” she said in a tiny voice.

“Can you drive with us doing that, or should you pull over?” she said.

I  exhaled  through  puffed  cheeks  and  looked  hard  out  the  front  and  side windows. “I don’t know, Jesus,” I said.

“Everybody start to masturbate!” Jessica said. “I’ll probably cum if one of you cum, I won’t be able to stand it,” she said. She pulled her knees up and pushed her shorts down and off her legs. She left her panties on.

“We’re going to really do it?” Claire said, and she spun around and sank back down into the middle of the front seat facing forward.

“Everybody except Callum!” Kiera squealed. “Is that okay?” she said into my ear.

“He’s  obviously  going  to  get  well-rewarded  after,  knowing  us  three,”  Claire said.

We  all  glanced  over  at  Jessica  because  she  had  remained  so  quiet.  She  was slumped deep in her seat with her knees up to her chest and her bare feet pushed into  the  front  window.  She  was  reaching  around  under  her  bare  thigh  and rubbing  her  middle  finger  up  and  down  through  her  pussy,  under  her  red  satin panties.

“Jessica!” Kiera squealed. “We didn’t even say go yet!”

Claire  didn’t  say  anything.  Kiera  and  I  looked  down  at  her.  Her  knees  were caught on the dashboard and her feet dangled down. Her hand was stuffed inside her  panties.  It  bulged  where  she  moved  it.  Her  mouth  had  fallen  open  and  she inhaled in repeated gasps.

“Oh my god, you’re all such fucking sluts!” Kiera said. When she fell silent, I glanced  over  my  shoulder.  She  was  lying  on  her  back  across  the  tiny,  narrow back seat behind me. Her legs were pulled up and spread. Her hand was down the front of her panties. She was arching in her back and rolling her head side to side.

I  inhaled  deeply  through  my  nose  and  stared  with  glaring  eyes  out  my  front window trying to ignore the distractions. The cab of the pick-up filled with the gasps,  the  moans,  and  the  tiny  chirps  of  three  young  women  masturbating together.  I  looked  down  over  my  shoulder.  Claire  smiled  at  me  with  her  eyes lightly closed — she knew I was peeking. I looked over past her to Jessica. She was writhing in her body not even aware of where she was anymore. Her back arched  and  her  hair  flew  side  to  side.  I  looked  over  my  shoulder.  Kiera’s  hips rose and fell on the seat under her. She bit her lips and pushed her head back.

They all rose together in a symphony of high-pitched cries and low, guttural moans  and  short,  sharp  inhalations.  They  seemed  to  spur  each  other  on.  The musk of mixed pussies, wet and oozing, filled the cab of the truck. I retuned my stare  to  the  front  window  and  I  scrunched  my  eyes  trying  to  ignore  the  mind-penetrating music.

I scrunched my hand in my groin. Claire gently tugged it away. “Nuh-uh,” she purred with a groan.

“What was he doing?” Jessica moaned, barely able to speak. She didn’t open her eyes.

“He  was  trying  to  jerk  himself  off,  I  bet,”  Kiera  said  in  a  breathy  sigh. “Cumming is for girls only,” she said in nearly a cry.

I  pulled  my  hand  out  of  my  pants  and  twisted  the  steering  wheel  both  ways like  someone  pulling  the  head  off  a  chicken.  Claire  pushed  her  hips  up  off  the seat  beside  me.  I  made  the  mistake  of  glancing  down.  She  tugged  her  panties down over her pussy with one hand and with the other, she rubbed herself in fast and sloppy, wet circles. Her body stiffened and her biceps bulged. She turned her face  toward  me  and  pushed  her  mouth  into  my  arm.  “Fuck!”  she  groaned  loud and  long.  I  could  hear  the  wetness  between  her  legs,  she  rubbed  herself  so furiously.

Jessica  must  have  been  set  off  by  Claire’s  noise.  She  began  whimpering against the door. Her hips bucked and her spine curled. Her breath was short and sharp. She was going into hyperventilation.

That was it for Kiera, behind my head. She cried out loud in a series of short whines.  I  twisted  around  and  glanced  over  my  shoulder.  She  was  pushing  her hips  half  way  up  to  the  ceiling  of  the  truck.  She  began  to  heave  violently  and cried  out  loud  in  one  long  swoon.  Jessica  joined  her,  shooting  her  head  so  far back  she  was  nearly  upside  down  facing  out  the  back  window.  That  tripped Claire  over  the  line  and  she  clutched  both  hands  hard  down  in  her  groin  and curled around herself and rolled away from me. One was thrown off a cliff, one was electrocuted, and one was shot dead. A chorus of self-soothing moans rose up  from  all  around  the  cab  of  the  truck.  I  blinked  my  eyes  hard  and  widened them to focus myself on the road ahead.

“For fuck sakes, you guys,” I said.

They all laughed lazily. “That was fun!” Claire said. “I don’t think we did that before.”

“Pretty sure not,” Kiera said. “Did you ever do that with Reed and his football bros, Callum?”

“I  did  not,”  I  said,  but  I  looked  out  the  window  and  thought  about  it.  “You hear  about  guys  on  teams  doing  that,  don’t  you,”  I  said.  “I  guess  I’m  not  a masculine he-man like them — I enjoy sex with girls too much,” I said.

“Lot of things we’ve never done,” said Jessica. “I never had any sort of sex on a roller coaster, for example,” she said.

“Oh my god,” Kiera said. “Or a ferris wheel.”

“You  girls  have  the  worst  sexual  fantasies  ever!”  Claire  called  up  from  the seat beside me she was still curled up on.

“Whats your’s then, Claire?” Jessica said.

Claire laughed but otherwise stayed quiet.

“Tell!” Kiera said.

She  took  a  long  time  but  she  finally  said  it.  “Those  scary  houses  you  walk through,”  she  said.  “I  don’t  know  why  —  I  just  get  horny.  Being  scared?  All dark?  Is that weird?” she said.

Jessica  and  Kiera  both  shouted  instantly  back  at  her,  “Yes!”  and  everybody laughed.

We got back to town and went to the amusement park as soon as we showered and  changed.  Jessica  held  one  hand  and  Kiera  held  the  other  as  we  went  in. Claire held the map and navigated us to the roller coaster.

“You going to be ready?” she said to Jessica.

“Been ready since we talked about it,” Jessica groaned. She squeezed my hand hard in hers. It was evening. The sun was already below the horizon. “Just like that movie, okay?” she said up to me, and she shivered with excitement.

Kiera  and  Claire  stayed  back.  They  wanted  to  see  if  anything  could  be  seen from the ground. When our turn came, Jessica and I climbed into the very back seat.  The  guy  closed  the  bar  down  over  our  laps.  Jessica  stared  straight  ahead and  bit  her  lip.  Her  breath  was  already  short  and  jagged.  She  cried  a  bit  the second the cars jerked out of the loading station.

“It seems dangerous,” I said. “Maybe we should just enjoy the ride.”

Jessica  dressed  in  a  short,  flared,  mini  sundress  specifically  for  the  purpose. “Nobody can see,” she said, and she hugged my arm and tilted her head to lean it against my shoulder. “I’m probably going to cum as soon as you touch me, I’m so hot right now,” she groaned into my ear. I looked down over the side. I could see Kiera and Claire below, grinning maniacally and waving like parents. Jessica parted her legs and pulled my arm between them.

The  chain  pulled  us  up  the  incline.  Jessica  tittered  and  inhaled  with anticipation.  I  wrapped  my  hand  around  the  inside  of  her  near  thigh.  She squirmed  and  whined.  “Touch  me,”  she  murmured  into  my  ear.  Bright  bulbs passed our faces as we climbed noisily and roughly up. She wore loose bedtime satin  shorts  under  her  dress,  the  better  to  give  me  access  to  her.  I  touched  the front of them. She shivered and bit my arm that she hugged to her chest. I could feel how damp she already was.

As the front cars crested the top of the roller coaster track, Jessica pushed her mouth over my ear. “Oh my god,” she groaned. “I’ve never been so excited!”

I  slipped  my  fingers  under  her  dress  and  under  the  satin  fabric  of  her  loose shorts  and  found  her  pussy  lips  hot,  puffy,  and  lubricated.  She  cried  out  loud against my ear with her face twisted up against me. I found her clit, prominently erect,  uncovered,  and  hard.  She  exhaled  like  someone  stabbed  just  as  the  front cars yanked us all over the top and dropped us down over the edge.

Our car was pulled quickly up the rest of the way and whipped up over the top and  yanked  down  the  steep  decline  on  the  other  side.  Jessica  cried  out  loud  so hard in my ear, it hurt. She dug her nails into the skin of my biceps hard enough to cut me.

“Good?” I said, turning to her, but she was already gone. Her head rolled with the  first  hard  turn  and  flung  back  when  we  hit  the  second  dip.  I  pressed  my finger through the cleft of her pussy lips. She spread her knees wide and dropped her mouth open. We tore around another turn and her body was flung over mine. I slipped my middle finger down inside her and curled it up to touch the flat spot there.

She  gasped  and  held  her  breath.  Her  body  strained  and  went  flat  as  a  plank. We climbed another incline and nearly stopped as the cars crested the top. Her body shivered and she bit my neck. “Oh my god!” she cried out loud under my ear.  When  the  front  cars  snapped  down  and  away,  I  felt  the  walls  of  her  pussy undulate  and  quiver.  The  cars  whipped  around  the  hardest  turn  of  all,  and  she twisted  half  sideways  to  lean  her  back  into  my  shoulder.  I  pressed  my  hand down  into  her  groin  and  I  inserted  my  finger  deeper  into  her  pussy.  Her  hips bucked up out of the seat and she wrapped her hands around my arm and hung on tightly. She screamed at the top of her lungs.

So did most everybody else at that moment, so it was covered up. When the cars dipped and rose and took another bend slower, she sagged and deflated in her  lungs  and  dragged  her  lazy  mouth  all  over  my  neck.  “Holy  fuck,”  she groaned against my ear. The cars slowed and rolled back into the station. Jessica buried her face in my neck until the guy opened our lap bar. She kept her face down and away as she tugged me hurriedly off the platform and down he stairs.

We  came  up  to  Kiera  and  Claire  who  were  beaming.  “Go,  go,”  Jessica  said with her face down, and she pushed them to make them turn and leave quickly.

“Could hear you!” Claire said to her.

“Fuck,” Jessica groaned. “It was so hard to keep quiet.”

We threw our arms around each other’s shoulders four abreast and made our way to the huge ferris wheel.

“You better be careful, Kiera,” Claire said as we approached it. We looked up at it looming over us. “People aren’t all screaming to cover up your cries.”

“I’m not going to cum — I’m going to blow Callum,” she said. She turned to me  and  bit  her  lip  with  a  tight  grin.  “And  not  let  him  cum!”  she  said  and  she laughed.

“So cruel!” Jessica said.

“That’s the experiment, isn’t it?” Kiera said.

We got into the seat and proceeded to bump and stop and bump and stop as the other seats were loaded. When the wheel began to turn smoothly and faster, taking  us  up  and  over  the  top  and  dropping  us  down  the  other  side,  we  both scanned around and up and over our shoulders and behind.

“Not private enough,” I said to her.

She  shook  her  head  in  disagreement.  She  was  right.  It  was  surprisingly private. The cars swung so far back, we were all nearly lying on our backs as we got swung around the massive wheel. The car above and behind us couldn’t see down  into  ours.  The  front  of  our  seat  came  up  so  high,  no  one  on  the  ground could see in as we swept close to the ground.

“The only thing anyone will notice,” Kiera said, as she drew down my fly, “is my head isn’t up.”

She tittered and gently brought my cock out in her cool hand. She looked all around again as the seat flung backward along the ground and yanked us up the back side of the wheel. “I’m so wet!” she groaned, before she bent at her waist, pushed her hair aside, and pressed the lips of her mouth down over the head of my cock.

We  crested  the  top  of  the  wheel  and  experienced  weightlessness  a  moment. She sank her mouth down my shaft. We sank down the front side of the wheel, free falling like a runaway elevator. She moaned on me and swirled her tongue around the underside of my cock. We hit the bottom and sank heavily into our seats.  She  cried,  muffled,  with  her  mouth  falling  deeper  on  my  cock  as  we accelerated up the back side.

At  the  top,  she  lifted  her  face  to  mine  and  giggled.  “Don’t  cum,  okay?”  she said,  and  she  threw  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  kissed  me  with  her  tongue penetrating my mouth. “I might though,” she said, and she dropped back down into my lap and corkscrewed her face down my cock, sucking and squeezing me with her lips and tongue and hand.

I heard little cries emit from her throat. I peeked out with one eye and saw her hand drive down between her legs. She was busy on herself. Her hips rotated and her spine curled.

I gripped the top of the back of the car behind me and raised my face to the sky.  We  descended  down  the  front  of  the  wheel  and  I  struggled  to  focus  my mind. The lights of the midway and the spinning neon tubes of the nearby rides blurred. I clenched down in my pelvis as hard as I could. My body shook.

Kiera’s hair whipped around my lap. She pumped me in her mouth and hand as deep and snug and warm and wet as a fuck. My body stiffened and strained. She  moaned  like  she  was  the  one  exploding.  Her  tongue  pressed  up  into  the underside of my cock and I couldn’t breathe. My mouth dropped wide open and my eyes clenched tight shut. I grimaced at the sky and my toes curled hard. The wheel  came  to  the  bottom  and  we  sank  into  our  seats  with  twice  our  weight. Every muscle in my body spasmed.

When  we  whipped  back  up,  Kiera  lifted  her  head  heavily  from  my  lap.  She wrapped  her  pointer  finger  and  thumb  as  hard  as  she  could  around  the  base  of my cock and she lifted her hair-whipped face to mine closely and she smiled at me dreamily. I opened my eyes a slit and inhaled in fits and starts. She swam in front of my eyes, beautiful and gasping. Her eyes were glassy. She studied my face and squeezed my cock harder. The pressure was nearly unbearable.

We rounded the top of the wheel and lifted out of our seats, the descent was so powerful. She eased her grip around my cock and exhaled with her mouth falling open.  She  covered  my  lips  with  her  lips  and  penetrated  my  mouth  with  her tongue as we fell down the front of the wheel.

We slowed. She tucked my cock back inside my pants. When the wheel came to a stop, my chest heaved with as though with a first breath and my shoulders finally released and fell down. She got out first and helped me up, pulling on my wrist  and  snickering.  I  staggered  down  the  metal  steps.  Claire  and  Jessica wrapped their arms around my waist like I was some elder or a crash victim.

“Did he cum?” Claire said quietly to Kiera.

“Nope,  I’m  very  proud  of  him,”  she  said.  “He  was  very  close,  though,”  she said, and she snickered. “I did though,” she said softly and she squealed.

“Why  are  we  doing  this  again?”  I  said,  straightening  up  in  my  back  and searching around me through the corners of my eyes.

“To see if you’re like us,” Jessica said. “And we don’t have to cum to have a good time.”

All  four  of  us  went  in  one  log  for  the  water-tunnel  boat  ride.  Jessica  sucked my  cock  in  the  back  seat  while  Claire  and  Kiera  covered  her  head  in  Clair’s jacket and kept a look-out. On the spinning tea cups, I masturbated Kiera under the same jacket. She climaxed with her head falling backward over the top of the cup behind her.

We  came  to  the  scary  fun  house  and  stopped  in  front  of  it.  “Your  toughest challenge tonight,” Claire said.

“Oh my god,” Kiera said, half doubling over. She tapped Claire’s  arm.  “Are you going to fuck him in there?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, “and he’s not going to cum, is he?” she said, raising her wide, dark eyes to mine. She grinned and bit her lip.

“Me and Kiera can keep look out,” Jessica said.

Claire took my hand in hers and rubbed it with her thumb. “Tell me if you feel like you’re going to cum, okay?” she said.

“I’ll try,” I said. “Or we could just go home.”

“Don’t be silly,” Claire said, and she tugged on my hand and pulled me into the dark, winding, and creepy haunted house.

About  half-way  through,  she  started  looking  for  spots.  “Need  a  room  where none  of  the  workers  are”  she  said.  “But  dark  enough.”  We  went  through  and came  back  to  stand  in  the  middle  of  a  black-lit  alien-themed  room  with  large painted  foam  rocks  made  to  look  like  the  Martian  surface.  Claire  nodded  at Jessica and Kiera, or at least at their over-gleaming white teeth, and they took up positions at either end of the room.

Claire slid her body over the railing and pulled my hand. I shook my head but she glared at me until I followed her over the railing. We found our way around the  back  of  the  heap  of  rocks.  There  was  a  natural  place,  soft  and  unexposed behind the foam rocks, and she pushed me backward to make me lie back in it.

She checked over the top of the foamy rock landscape. When she pulled her short dress up around her hips, her white panties struck me like lightening in the black light. She pushed them off and crammed them in her purse. She pulled my fly down and pulled up my cock. She didn’t have to suck on me to make me hard again.  The  music  was  eerie  and  the  stormy  lights  strobed.  She  crawled  up  and over my lap holding her dress up around her waist, and she knelt high up over me. She pushed her chest and stomach out and reached around behind her back and found my cock, hard and thick, with her cool and soft hand, and she sank it down my shaft.

I  looked  up  through  the  tops  of  my  eyes.  People  were  passing  through  the exhibit. We could hear them. But if Claire ducked her head down, they had no way of seeing either of us behind the rock display. She brushed the head of my cock through the cleft of her pussy lips and moaned. She was so wet, she oozed down  the  head  of  my  cock  and  coated  my  shaft.  She  took  her  hand  away  and sank  her  pussy  down  over  my  lubricated  head,  and  slid  without  stopping  until her groin mashed into my pelvis.

She  wrapped  her  hands  around  my  neck  and  clasped  her  fingers  under  my hair. She rose and fell on her knees and pumped my cock deep into her snug and grasping  pussy.  I  rolled  my  head  around  in  the  blacklight  glow  and  strobing lightening lights. The music pounded hard and fast. I wrapped my hands around Claire’s waist and cupped her breasts in my hands up under her tank top.

She gasped out loud and covered her mouth with her cupped hand. She curved her back and held herself up with her hand on my hip. She rocked on me forward and back and up and down. She rotated her hips around me and ground herself down into me. Her pussy muscles sucked and grasped at the sides of my cock. The  suction  in  her  pussy  urged  me  up  through  the  head  of  my  cock  and  I grimaced  and  clenched  myself  in  my  groin.  She  plunged  down  on  me  and  she rubbed the front of her pussy all over my pubic bone.

She began to simper into my neck and her body began to loose its rhythm. Her breath  caught  and  her  hair  flew.  I  squeezed  her  ass  cheeks  and  strained backward, exposing my neck and pushing my chest up. She rode me so hard the sound was unmistakable. The music continued to drown us out, but it was close. She  emitted  a  high-pitched  cry.  People  passing  through  the  exhibit  must  have thought the distant scream was part of the sound track.

She  started  to  buck  on  my  hips  harder  and  faster.    I  tapped  her  shoulders.  I couldn’t talk, but I needed to tell her, I was not going to be able to hold on much longer.  She  sweated  and  panted  and  held  onto  the  foam  rocks  and  rammed  her hips  forward  and  back  over  my  hips.  I  knew  she  wasn’t  hearing  my  anymore. She stopped breathing and grimaced with clenched teeth and shut eyes. I strained harder than I ever strained before. I felt her pussy flutter all around my cock and I  felt  her  body  spasm  under  my  touch.  She  bucked  hard  a  few  last,  irregular times, and I felt her ooze come out and spread over my lap and legs.

She  thrusted  one  last  big  time,  and  drove  the  top  rock  off  the  lower  ones.  I shook and spasmed and struggled mightily to hold myself back. Claire screamed and  fell  forward  over  my  body  and  popped  off  my  cock,  dragging  her  sopping pussy  up  over  my  stomach  and  chest  and  face.  She  tumbled  onto  the  floor  in front of the foam rocks and rolled to the walkway. I breathed hard and shut my eyes, concentrating on those few seconds when I was touch and go — when, if I so  much  as  touched  my  cock,  I  knew  I  would  spurt  from  it  under  force. Everything in me quivered on the precipice.

I heard people coming through, and I heard Kiera and Jessica laugh and make it sound like Claire was climbing over the railing and fell there. She laughed too, but with a tell-tale exhaustion.

My  moment  passed  and  I  zipped  up  and  twisted  around  to  look  out  between the rocks. There were people offering to help Claire over the railing. Everyone was laughing — but for very different reasons. They finally left and I scrambled back out of the exhibit and over the railing and back onto the walkway.

“I don’t like this game,” I said.

Jessica and Kiera went “Aww!” and they kissed my cheek and pulled each of my  arms  around  their  shoulders  like  I  was  injured.  I  heard  Jessica  and  Claire talking  privately  over  Jessica’s  other  shoulder.  Claire  said  “Oh  my  god,  so good!” and Jessica murmured something back about how lucky she was.

We ended up on the hillside at the natural amphitheatre looking down on the stage just as the first act struck up. We had two blankets, one to sit on and one to throw over ourselves. It was their music, not mine. They sat up and bopped their heads and clapped and sang along, but I fell onto my back and clasped my hands over my stomach and stared up at the infinite black sky dotted with the millions of tiny lights millions of light years away, and I felt the Earth turn under me.

They left me alone, finally. I could hear their voices but it was like listening to a conversation through the wall or under water. A smile crept up over my face, involuntary  and  for  no  specific  reason.  I  flopped  my  arms  straight  out  at  my sides, I turned my palms up to the sky, and I spread my legs and let my feet fall sideways  and  down.  I  released  every  ounce  of  tension  in  every  one  of  my muscles.

I  started  with  my  toes,  relaxing  each  one  in  turn,  before  moving  through  the soles of my feet and around my ankle. I stared at the band of the Milky Way as the  music  flowed  over  my  face  and  the  girls  chatted  amiably  across  my  flat body. I relaxed my calves and my thighs and I released all the tension there was left in my groin. I felt my guts sink down when I leg go of my stomach muscles and I exhaled to the bottom of my lungs and let my chest flatten out. I let each finger  go  separately,  and  then  I  relaxed  my  wrists,  my  forearms,  and  then  my biceps.

I  let  my  shoulders  go  and  I  relaxed  my  neck.  I  began  to  spin  like  a  space capsule, like I wasn’t on the Earth anymore. I was a cartwheel flying across the black  sky.  I  focused  on  releasing  my  mind  and  letting  even  the  thought  of tension evaporate off the top of my face and exit up into the heavens. I felt like I had  become  the  Earth.  I  closed  my  eyes  and  felt  myself  rotate  the  sun,  flying through empty outer space.

Jessica tapped my thigh and I sprang open one eye. “Me and Kiera are going to the bathroom, but Claire will stay here and guard our stuff. Wanna go get us all mini donuts?” she said.

I  blinked  and  reoriented  myself,  glancing  down  and  around  myself  and  re-establishing that I was a man lying on my back on the side of a hill at a concert at night at an amusement park. I sat up.

“Sure, sure,” I said, and I hung my head between my pulled up knees.

Claire rubbed and patted my back. “You going to be okay?” she said.

“Fine,  yeah,”  I  said.  I  shook  my  head  and  I  smiled  re-assuringly  at  Claire.  I pushed myself up to stand on wavering, rubbery legs.

Claire laughed at me but covered her mouth in her cupped palms when I spun around and glowered back at her. I was only kidding though.

I staggered and straightened myself up and wove my way through the people and blankets to where the bright strings of lights and food trucks were lined up, and found the mini donut truck. Waiting my turn in line still in a mental fog, I coughed  and  staggered  forward  and  nearly  fell  down  —  a  heavy  hand  slapped hard on my back. I spun around bent over. It was Reed.

“What are you doing here, dumbass?” he said with a wide, sideways grin. He was with two male friends just as big and built as he was, and they all laughed the same way, like barrels rolling down the back of a truck.

I pointed feebly at the bright sign overhead, and I said, “Getting mini donuts.”

“Who you here with?” Reed said.

I shut my mouth and looked askance at him over my shoulder. I didn’t want to say who I was there with. “Hang out with us,” he said, “we’re scoring pussy!”

“Just the donuts,” I said and I pointed again to the sign.

“Come  on  man,”  he  said,  and  he  threw  his  huge  arm  around  my  narrow shoulders. “We’ll  even  score  some  pussy  for  you,”  he  said.  “If  you  can  handle it.”  He  laughed  and  his  two  friends  laughed,  too.  I  looked  sharply  around.  I didn’t  see  any  college  age  girls  who  weren’t  already  with  guys.  I  hoped  and prayed  that  Jessica  and  Kiera  didn’t  suddenly  show  up  to  “help  me”  with  the donuts.

“You didn’t come out here alone, did you?” Reed said with sympathy hinted in his slightly lowered voice.

I  thought  quickly  and  scanned  the  pavement  between  us.  “Here  for  the  band coming up later,” I said. He already knew me from when we shared a place that I liked concerts best going alone.

“Come on, Callum,” he said, and he pulled me against his big chest. “You just need  to  get  laid,”  he  said.  I  ducked  and  pulled  out  from  under  his  arm  and stepped up to the order window. I hesitated. It would look odd ordering 3 or 4 dozen donuts. But I did anyway. Reed and his two friends looked at each other behind my back and raised their eyebrows.

“Let’s go Reed, pussy ain’t gonna fuck itself,” one of his friends said.

I  looked  over  my  shoulder  at  the  guy  and  felt  like  telling  him  that  he’d  be surprised.  But  I  thought  better  of  it.  My  luck  ran  out,  though,  waiting  for  the donuts.  Kiera  and  Jessica  came  up  to  me  not  realizing  it  was  Reed  standing beside me. They both tucked a hand through both of my arms and wrapped their grips around my elbows.

“Found your houseboy,” Reed said to them and he laughed heartily. Kiera and Jessica, much to my annoyance, didn’t  correct  him.  Instead  they  did  what  they always  do  with  men  like  him  and  his  friends:  they  started  flirting  with  them, tugging  their  hair,  grinning,  and  making  eyes.  Claire  must  have  seen  what  was going on and she came up, too, and joined in.

I  stepped  back  and  ate  mini  donuts.  Claire,  Kiera,  and  Jessica  taunted  and teased Reed and his two friends, Jim and B.B. I sat down on a park bench and exhaled  and  stared  off  into  the  passing  groups  of  laughing  and  yelling  people. Kiera  squealed  and  Jessica  bit  her  lips  and  Claire  widened  her  eyes  and  pulled strands of her hair over her face. I rolled my eyes and stuffed a donut whole in my mouth.

I nodded to myself and decided, You know what? I wouldn’t mind a night off after the events of the day. That’s when the three girls broke away from the three big  football  guys  and  turned  to  pull  me  up  from  the  bench.  Two  slipped  their arms through my arm and the third one walked in front of me, wagging her ass back at me and laughing. I twisted around and glanced at Reed and Jim and B.B. over my shoulder. They had that look on their faces: amused, but with confusion.

“We’re all going to a party,” Jessica said. “They’re going to be there.”

“I’ll just stay home,” I said.

“Oh  no  you  won’t,”  Kiera  said.  “We  need  you  at  the  party  so  we  don’t  do something stupid with those bozos,” she said.

“You’re our harem master,” Claire said, and she tittered and raised herself on her  toes  and  kissed  my  cheek.  “And  we  are  only  allowed  to  fuck  you,”  she whispered in my ear.

“But  we  love  teasing  everybody  else,  don’t  we  girls?”  Jessica  said,  and  they all  ducked  at  their  waists  and  killed  themselves  with  squealing  laughter  all  the way back to my truck. I held the passenger door open and shut it with all three girls  safely  inside,  and  I  glanced  over  the  back  of  the  truck.  Reed  and  Jim  and B.B.  were  still  there,  glued  to  the  spot,  staring  at  the  scene.  Of  course  they couldn’t figure it out.
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