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There  was  no  getting  out  of  it.  Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera  insisted  I  go  with them to the party that Reed and his alpha entourage invited them to.

“But  you’re  our  harem  master,”  Kiera  said.  She  leaned  her  body  up  against my  body  and  stroked  my  arm  with  her  sharp  and  pale-blue  painted  nails.  She fluttered  her  darkened  eyelids  up  at  me  with  pretend  innocence.  None  of  them were anything like what they were when I first met them.

I crossed my arms over my chest and leaned back against the fridge. I guess I wasn’t what I was when they first met me, either.

Kiera was dressed in her white sneakers, her faded jeans, a white stretch tube top,  and  an  oversized,  unbuttoned,  long-sleeved  green-and  black  checkered men’s  work  shirt.  She’d  done  her  copper-toned  hair  straight  and  her  bangs  cut perfectly across the tops of her eyes. She’d lined them and done her lashes, too. A  man  isn’t  supposed  to  notice  the  details.  A  faint  scent  of  rain  and  cut  grass filled  me  when  she  pushed  her  natural-toned  frosted  lips  up  into  my  neck  just under my ear.

“We need you,” she moaned gutturally through a grin. She clenched her hand around my groin. None of them cared any more about putting on that kind of act in front of the others. Things were out in the open between all of us.

Jessica came up to me on my other side and closely watched her hands with her dark eyes and twisting lips as she carefully threaded her fingers around mine. She  was  dressed  in  her  lacy  deep-plunging  black  lingerie  top,  her  tight  white jeans, and high-heel black leather ankle boots. She came out of her bedroom as moody  and  unreadable  and  fidgety  as  Kiera.  A  scent  came  up  to  me  from  her, too — cinnamon and honey, I thought. She snorted lightly and lifted her face up to mine too close for mere roommates. Her bob-cut, black hair curled around her ears where fine silver threads of chain hung.

“We need you to keep the other men’s paws off our bodies,” she said in a low murmur,  and  she  thrusted  her  chest  up  and  bit  her  lip  at  me.  She  inhaled  as though smelling me, as though drinking me. In front of my face, she and Kiera kissed romantically and brought their other hands together, and bent each other’s fingers back. Kiera inhaled sharply through her teeth — Jessica hurt her a little. It was a new school year. But everything felt older, more grown up, somehow.

Claire chuckled at their little act, but she soon sidled over and joined in. She was in her black sneakers, her very short denim cutoffs, and a long-sleeve grey crop-top. She stepped around my feet and hooked her fingertips inside the waist of my jeans and yanked our hips together. She leaned her face back so her chin came to rest on my chest. Her blonde waves hung down her back. She rocked on her hips and snickered when the front of her shorts dragged and snagged against the front of my jeans. “We need you to look after our needs, Sheik Callum,” she groaned up at me.

They  all  chuckled,  but  lightly.  They  started  dragging  their  hands  around  my neck, through my hair, over my chest and stomach, and around the waist of my jeans and through my legs and around my thighs. It was like I fell in a snake pit. They  started  “oohing”  and  “ahhing”  agasint  me,  kissing  my  neck  and  ears  and chin  and  neck  and  nipping  at  me.  They  rubbed  their  groins  against  my  body, Jessica  against  my  right  hip,  Kiera  against  my  left  hip,  and  Claire  against  my groin. They got carried away, moaning and groaning and arching and stretching against  me,  cupping  their  hands  over  my  groin  and  over  each  other’s  hands, snatching at each other’s breasts and pulling at each other’s hair.

“Make love to me, Sheik Callum,” Kiera groaned in a half whisper against my ear, and she flicked her tongue at me and snorted through a grin.

“No me first!” Jessica groaned. “I’m ready,” she whispered privately into my ear.

Claire hung her mouth open at me and dangled her tongue out like someone needful and desperate.  Their groans and moans and gasps and cries rose up in a harmony  of  sexual  desire.  They  squeezed  me  all  over,  they  licked  me,  they  bit me.

I stared into the middle distance and hung my jaw open and drove my eyes up to  the  ceiling.  “I  hate  those  parties,”  I  said.  “I’d  rather  read.  I  have  a  paper  to do,” I said.

“Baby!” Kiera groaned. “You have to protect your girls!” she said, breathing against my neck.

“You have to look after your girls!” Jessica said, licking my ear out.

“You  have  to  show  off  your  girls,”  Claire  said,  and  they  all  laughed  at  that one. “Anyway,” she said, “that’s how you won me in the first place,” she said. “You and your papers.”

Jessica and Kiera broke away from me and nodded and complained that it was the same for them too. All at once, they spread out from me and picked up their stuff  as  if  on  a  cue.  Jessica  checked  her  phone.  “Uber’s  almost  here,  let’s  go,” she said. There was no further discussion.

Kiera  dragged  me  out  the  front  door  by  the  wrist  and  pushed  me  down  the front steps and out onto the sidewalk. There was no arguing. They were having too much fun with the whole harem theme to stop now. It was the only thing that made sense to them about our unusual situation, the only label that explained it.

We  arrived  at  an  old  beat-up  and  dilapidated  house.  The  yard  was  crammed with yelling, drinking students. The inside was worse. The thump of loud music filled the street. I climbed out of the Uber last of all. The girls threw their arms around each other’s waists, and around mine, too, and we walked into the mass of drinking, yelling, and whooping young and excited humanity four-abreast.

Reed’s head popped up from deep within the throng and he smiled and waved and  pushed  his  way  through  to  us.  “Callum!”  he  said.  “Didn’t  think  you  liked these kinds of parties!”

“Yeah, well,” I said. The girls dropped their arms down from around my body and  stepped  forward  to  blend  into  the  crowd.  “Guy’s  got  to  get  out  and  meet girls at some point, right?” I said, and I chuckled feebly.

“Fucking  A,  buddy!”  he  said.  “Let  me  show  you  around  the  new  digs!”  he said, gesturing broadly with one arm behind him at the sad, sagging house, his other arm chummily thrown around my shoulders.

“You live here?” I said. I was incredulous, but he was proud.

“Me,  Jim,  BB  —  who  you  met  the  other  night,,  right?  —  and  Randy,  we rented  it.  Place  is  party  central  already!  Non-stop  girls,  buddy!”  he  said.  “You should move into our attic!”

“Yeah, no,” I said, and I snorted and put my head down. “Got a paper to get done,” I said.

He  dragged  me  up  the  sagging  steps  and  inside  the  open  front  door,  nearly dislocating  my  shoulder  he  pulled  me  so  hard.  “We’re  going  to  get  you  laid tonight, that’s my personal mission!” he said.

“No really,” I said. “I’m just here . . . “ I started, but I stopped myself.

“Those  chicks,  who  are  they  again?  Claire,  right?  And  Kiera?  I  fucking remember her! Who’s the other one?”

“Jessica,” I said.

“Those  are  smoking  hot  babes,  buddy,  not  going  to  lie.  But  they  are  totally cockblocking you, I swear to god,” he said. He dragged me up the hallway and through  the  kitchen.  I  marvelled  at  how  much  the  house  was  exactly  like  our house, except beat up, scarred, unclean. “You should move into our attic, I swear to  god,”  he  said  and  he  laughed.  “Then  you’ll  see  yourself  get  fucking  laid finally!”

I  imagined  for  a  moment  the  peace  and  quiet  I  might  get  away  from  Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, if I had that option — a second place to escape to when the girls got particularly amorous over  me.

“Yeah, no,” I said. “Good idea, though.”

“Don’t worry, little buddy,” he yelled over the din of the crowd crammed in every room. “Us alphas always make sure our loyal betas get a little action too,” he said.

“Okay,” I said, “that’s great, then,” I said. I couldn’t imagine what I’d do with any more “action.” Reed threw his arms around the shoulders of BB and Jim and the three of them hooted and hollered some chant known only to them, and they pulled  each  other  tight.  It  had  something  to  do  with  chicks,  getting  laid,  and forgetting them. I ducked down and spun around and slipped away from his hand squeezing my shoulder and got away.

Fascinated  at  how  much  the  two  houses  resembled  each  other,  I  toddled  off down the dark hallway toward the bedrooms, more to get away from the yelling and bumping with all the bodies that jostled in the kitchen and main room, than to  explore.  I  found  the  closet  door  that  matched  the  one  at  our  home,  behind which was my ladder and access to my attic. I pulled it open and peeked inside the darkness.

“Hey  you!”  I  heard  from  behind  me.  It  was  Claire’s  voice.  She  pushed  her blonde waves over her shoulder and scurried up to me in quick tiny steps. She bit my neck from behind and pushed my waist with both her hands and shoved me with  her  bumping  hips  into  the  dark  closet.  She  tittered  and  pulled  the  door closed  behind  herself,  trapping  us  together  in  the  complete  darkness,  closely pressed into one another.

“I can’t  get  you  off  my  mind,  seriously!”  she  said,  and  she  cupped  her  hand gently around my balls and squeezed her bare knees together. “I can’t even look at another man without thinking of you,” she said, and she pushed herself up on the balls of her toes and draped her arms around my neck. She sank her tongue into my mouth and moaned with her lips pressing around my lips. “You’ve done something to me,” she moaned in a near-whisper. “All I see everywhere is you,” she said, and she gasped against my chest.

She pushed me backward and I staggered and landed against the wall behind me.  She  pulled  my  t-shirt  up  out  of  my  pants  and  pushed  her  spread  palms  all around  my  bare  stomach  and  chest  and  ribs,  franticly  rubbing  me,  inhaling  in short, sharp gasps, and clamping her teeth down at me as though to menace me.

“Why do I love sucking your cock so much, Callum?” she said in the tone of an  honest  question  that  demanded  an  answer.  The  fingers  of  her  one  hand twisted the button in my jeans loose and the fingers of her other hand grappled with  the  tag  of  my  fly  before  pulling  it  down.  “I  love  making  you  cum  in  my mouth,” she groaned in a whisper against my ear and she bit me too hard.

“Should we be doing this?” I said. “Here?”

“I  told  you,  you  have  to  look  after  us,”  she  said,  and  she  pressed  her  chest against my stomach and slowly, relentlessly, slid her body down the front of my body. “If I don’t suck you off right now, I might do something stupid,” she said. “With another guy.”

She came down to her knees and pushed her blonde waves over her shoulders and  spread  my  pants  open.  She  pulled  my  shorts  and  pants  half  way  down  my thighs.  My  cock  sprang  up  into  the  underside  of  her  chin  and  she  laughed  and tittered and chased it and played with it with her tongue. The utter lack of light in the closet made it a fun game for her.

“I climaxed when you jismed in my mouth the last time, did you know that?” she  said,  and  she  pushed  her  puffy,  soft,  and  warm  lips,  moist  and  tight,  down over the head of my cock. “That’s got to mean something, don’t you think?” she said,  and  she  pressed  her  mouth  slowly,  ceaselessly,  down  the  entire  length  of my  shaft  until  her  nose  pressed  into  my  pubic  bone  and  the  head  of  my  cock pressed  into  the  back  of  her  throat.  She  moaned  with  a  desperate  whimper  and came back up the length of my cock even more slowly than how she went down on it.

She held it up over her twisting sideways face and lashed the underside of my cock  with  her  tongue  and  flashes  her  eyes  at  me.  She  kissed  it  and  cuddled  it against her face. “I get anywhere around other guys, and all I want to do is find you  and  molest  you  and  jump  your  bones  and  fuck  your  brains  out,”  she  said, and she moaned as though in pain at the thought of it. She lashed her tongue up and down the underside of my shaft and kissed my cock all over.

“But what about Jessica and Kiera,” I said, falling backward into the wall and rolling my head up to the invisible ceiling.

“I’m pretty sure they’re starting to feel the exact same way,” Claire said, and she dove back down over my cock, lashing me with her tongue inside her mouth and pumping herself fast and loose on me with both her hands and mouth.

“Not what I meant,” I groaned.

But she wasn’t hearing me anymore. She whimpered and gasped and wrapped her hands around the backs of my bare thighs and my butt cheeks, and she dug her nails into my flesh. She began to fuck me with her face.

I reached down to try to slow her pace. I pushed my fingers through her flying hair. She fought me off and cut the flesh of my butt with her curling nails.

“You’re going to . . . “ I groaned, but that only made her moan more loudly, and  to  suck  me  harder  with  deeper-collapsing  cheeks.  I  tapped  her  shoulders frantically and stretched up and back in my whole body.

She moaned louder. She emitted sweet, high-pitched cries like it was her who was being rubbed. My stomach clenched and my thighs went hard. She breathed through her nose hard and deep and fast.

“ . . . make me . . . “ I groaned.

Her  body  vibrated.  She  stopped  breathing.  She  stuffed  her  mouth  with  my cock  as  deep  as  she  could,  and  her  body  hardened.  Her  hair  whipped  over  my stomach.

“ . . . cum . . . “ I barely forced out.

She made so much noise moaning and crying, barely muffled by my cock in her mouth, that I knew she was climaxing too, or very near it. I shut my eyes and kicked my foot. I squeezed down hard in my groin. I grimaced at the ceiling. My arms went hard. I stopped breathing.

She wouldn’t stop.

I  ejaculated  with  extreme  pressure,  filling  her  mouth.  The  release  felt  like  a damn  bursting.  I  spurted  and  spurted,  but  she  swallowed  and  swooned  and swallowed. I knew her well enough by then to know that she came too, when my cum hit her throat. It triggered her.

She  stopped  pumping  me  but  she  held  her  mouth  still  around  my  cock  until my  knees  buckled  and  I  sank  into  the  wall,  spent  and  deflated.  She  carefully pulled her mouth off my cock and lapped her tongue around its length, kissing the head, smacking her lips, and tucking me back inside my pants.

She  pulled  herself  up  against  my  body  and  kissed  my  lips  lightly.  “I  didn’t spill a drop this time,” she said, and she tittered. “See you back out there,” she said, and she turned, she opened the door, flooding my eyes with blinding light, and  she  squealed  and  waved  at  me  and  slipped  out  of  the  closet  and  down  the hallway. “Thank you,” she said before she left.

I  inhaled  deeply  and  got  my  bearings  back  and  came  out  of  the  closet.  I staggered on my wobbly knees a little and bumped along the wall as I made my wavering way down the hallway and back into the thick of the party.

Reed found me and threw his arm around my neck. “Buddy, you’re not doing that hiding out thing again, are you?” he said. “It’s a party, and we’re going to find you a good dirty slut!” he said. “I’m going to make sure you get a blowjob before I even get one,” he said. “See that chick over there?” he said.

I  looked  up  at  his  eyes  and  followed  their  line  as  though  I  was  waveringly drunk.  I  found  his  gaze  settling  on  some  random  girl  on  the  other  side  of  the kitchen. “Friend of yours?” I said.

“No!”  he  said.  “I  never  met  her  before!”  he  said.  “That’s  your  problem,”  he nodded  down  at  me  over  his  shoulder.  “You  always  want  to  get  to  know  them like a friend first, and that, my friend, is a one-way ticket to the friend zone,” he said. He dragged me through the kitchen under his arm. “I’m going to show you the shortcut way to getting head,” he said. He went up to the other girl and said a big “Hi!” to her. “Did you even meet my friend Callum?” he said.

Jessica  suddenly  appeared  in  front  of  us.  She  grabbed  both  my  wrists  in  her hands.  “Got  to  get  your  help  with  a  problem,”  she  said  to  me.  “Got  to  borrow your friend a sec,” she said to Reed.

She did the act with such seriousness, he didn’t protest. She slipped her hand in  mine  and  dragged  me  down  the  hallway.  She  did  it  so  convincingly  I wondered what emergency had transpired with Kiera or Claire. But she took me into the bathroom, alone, and pushed the door closed and locked it behind me.

Stunned  and  staggered,  I  fell  back  against  the  back  of  the  door.  She  pressed the entire front of her body into mine and sank her lips down over my lips. Her tongue penetrated my mouth and snaked around inside.

I pulled my face back from hers. “What’s going on?” I said, still fearing there had been some problem.

“I couldn’t take it,” she said, nearly out of breath.

“Take what?” I said.

She jutted her jaw at me and twisted around against me. She undid her jeans and  let  them  fall  down  her  legs  to  the  floor  where  they  crumpled  around  her ankles.  “I  don’t  know  what’s  going  on  with  me,  but  the  thought  of  you  with another girl is making me fucking rage!” she said.

“You mean Claire?” I said.

“No!”  she  groaned,  frustrated  with  my  obstinacy.  “I  mean,  another  girl,  not Kiera  and  Claire  obviously!”  she  seethed  at  me.  She  pushed  her  panties  down her legs so they stretched between her thighs. She turned around and leaned over the  edge  of  the  bathroom  counter  and  spread  her  legs  as  wide  as  her  stretched panties would allow her, and she arched deeply in her back and stuck her butt up at me. “Fuck me!” she winced at me, glaring with her eyes hard and wide over her  shoulders.  She  reached  behind  herself  and  gripped  her  butt  cheeks  in  her hands and spread them.

I looked down. She curled her spine further in and her hips pushed up. I could see  her  pussy,  glistening  and  raw,  her  lips  pink  and  moist  like  frosted  lipstick. She gathered her black lace cami top in her hands and pulled it up her body and massaged her breasts with its satiny fabric. “Hurry!” she said in a moaning cry.

I  dropped  my  pants  around  my  thighs  and  stepped  up  behind  her.  She  stuck her hips further out and arched further down in her back. Her hands pressed flat into the mirror over her head. She grunted like I had already entered her.

“Claire told me she sucked you off, did you like that?” she said to the counter under  her.  “I  love  the  way  you  fuck  me  so  much,  Callum!”  she  cried  over  her shoulder. She bit her lip at me and curved her eyebrows. Her eyes were glassy. “I  saw  the  way  that  girl  looked  at  you  though  and  it  made  me  need  you  so badly,” she said, “inside me” she added with a harsh whisper.

She  reached  up  between  her  legs  behind  her  and  grasped  and  clenched  her hand searching for my cock. “Fuck me!” she groaned.

I pushed forward. The head of my cock, firm, full, and ready all over again, pressed into the soft, yielding and dewey lips of her pussy. She snapped her head back and her hair shimmered. I pressed forward and watched her pussy lips part and fold around the ridge under the head of my cock, and take my head inside. Her lips hugged my cock, they clasped around me, they sucked on me. I pushed further  into  her  and  her  body  straightened  and  spasmed,  stiff  and  shaking.  I pierced her more deeply, and she curled up arching impossibly deep in front of me, and she reached back and over her head to clasp her grabbing fingers in the hair over the back of my head. I buried myself in her pussy and she dropped her jaw  open  and  growled  at  the  ceiling  like  she  was  transformed  by  a  devil possession.

“I need you so badly!” she cried out loud.

I  reached  around  her  stretching,  arching  body  and  clasped  my  hands  around her yawning breasts. She rammed her hips backward and fucked me in reverse, harshly,  deeply.  “Don’t  ever  leave  us!”  she  groaned,  and  she  twisted  her  head around and sought my mouth with her searching, throbbing tongue.

“You mean don’t leave you?” I said, holding her breasts in my hands, heavy and heaving.

“I  mean  Kiera,  Claire  and  I,”  she  groaned.  She  thrusted  her  head  down between her shoulders and her hair swung around her face. I took her hips in my hands  and  rammed  myself  into  her  harder  from  behind,  slapping  her  butt  with my lap. She rammed me right back, even harder than I was fucking her. I felt it come on, slowly rising in me. Her body, too, tightened and spasmed. Her fingers curled under her hands where she pressed herself into the mirror in front of her. She stomped her foot and bit her lip. Her pussy muscles seized my cock so hard, I had to slow down inside her. I felt the spasms inside her pussy. I looked around her  shoulders  and  saw  her  face  through  the  mirror.  She  wasn’t  breathing.  Her face was turned up and contorted as though frozen with an expression of extreme pain.  Her  pussy  felt  like  hands  pulling  on  me,  milking  me  inside  her.  I  gulped and gasped and held my breath.

We  both  groaned  out  loud  together  at  exactly  the  same  time.  Our  bodies shuddered  against  each  other.  Our  knees  gave  out  together.  We  rolled  forward and  collapsed  into  the  mirror  and  down  onto  the  counter  before  we  finally  fell back  together  and  sank  in  slow  motion  down  in  a  heap  of  spent  body  parts, crumpled on the floor, entangled in half-removed clothes, panting and sweating with total exhaustion.

She tittered and drew her fingernail down my face. “We love you so much,” she said. Someone knocked on the door and wriggled the knob. She covered her mouth and laughed. We finally helped each other up and made each other decent and nodded at each other together. We kissed a light peck like a couple do who are going off to work in the morning, and she flung her face back forward, she turned her chin up, and she flung the door open.

She charged through the crowd of people in front of the bathroom door and I followed in the parted wake she left for me, head down. I almost made it to the back deck and the fresh air and head-clearing space that I so needed. But Reed found me and headed me off.

“Don’t try to hide, buddy, I’ve got Jim and BB out there helping us out!” he said. “Thought you might have disappeared home like you usually do! Where’d you go?”

Jim and BB both rolled back on their heels, one hand in the jeans pocket, the other  wrapped  around  a  bottle  of  beer,  and  they  laughed  at  the  ceiling  in  that barrel rolling kind of way.

“Dude’s a simp, bro,” Jim said to Reed. “Never going to get any.”

“He’s just nervous around the ladies,” Reed said. “And nobody’s getting laid till this guy at least gets a blowjob!” he said. “It’s our mission.”

I  looked  up  at  the  side  of  his  face  with  my  eyes  crossed  and  struggling  to focus. I hadn’t  had  a  drink  all  night  but  I  was  feeling  woozy.  How  could  I  tell him what I had actually been doing all night?

“I can just go get Sarah,” Jim said. “Tell her what to do. She loves that shit — being  told,”  he  said.  “All  girls  do,”  he  said  turning  his  eyes  to  mine.  “We  can teach you,” he said.

I swung my head lazily and heavy down and up the other side to focus my one open eye on him, but I couldn’t keep it steady. The two big huge football player guys  had  their  arms  around  my  back.  They  dragged  me  between  them  through the  party  like  an  injured  teammate,  my  toes  dragging  over  the  floor,  my  feet upside down, me not even able to try walking. BB took over Jim’s burden and Reed and BB took me back down the hallway between them.

“Bring her to my room!” Reed shouted over his shoulder at Jim. He kicked his foot at his door and it swung open. I was thrown up over a shoulder and dropped down  into  a  bed  unable  to  say  anything  or  resist  in  anyway.  They  laughed  and slapped  each  other  on  their  backs  and  bumped  their  fists.  At  the  door,  Jim appeared  with  a  girl  he  held  by  the  shoulder.  “Sarah,  this  is  Callum,”  he  said. “It’s Callum, right?!” he shouted through the open door.

“Callum,”  Reed  assured  him  as  he  left  the  room.  “Good  luck  buddy!  Don’t say I don’t do anything for you!” he shouted, and he laughed over his shoulder.

I watched with one open eye as Jim kissed Sarah on the mouth and murmured to her. She was reluctant. She was unsure. He was reassuring her, pushing her. I couldn’t hear all that they were saying over the shouts and laughs throughout the party and the music pounding the foundations of the house. But I picked up odd words. “Virgin,” “cis,” “celibate,” “simp.” I slapped my face and rolled my head away  toward  the  wall.  “Please  no,”  I  groaned.  The  door  shut  and  the  sounds were muffled. And then I heard Kiera’s voice.

“He’s my friend,” I heard her say. “Just leave,” she said. “I got this.”

“Are you going to do him?” I heard Sarah say.

“Just go,” I heard Kiera repeat. “But  go  outside,  so  they  think  you’re  still  in here with him, okay?”

The door opened and shut again, and this time, I heard the lock get pushed in. I  rolled  back  halfway  over  and  peered  through  my  fingers  split  over  my  eyes. Kiera,  in  her  jeans  and  tube-top  and  Mac  jacket,  shook  her  head  at  me  and sauntered  over  toward  the  bed.  She  leaned  her  knees  into  the  edge  of  it  and covered her mouth with her hands and inhaled.

“I’m sorry,” I said, not even knowing why.

“I’m sorry!” Kiera said. “I just can’t stand it, the thought of you with another girl,” she said.

“Even Claire and Jessica?” I said.

“No,  silly,”  she  chuckled,  and  she  climbed  up  on  the  bed  on  her  knees.  “I mean other girls. Not them obviously. ”

She undid the button in her jeans and rolled on her side to peel them calmly down her legs. She kicked off her shoes and pushed off her pants, and then her panties, too, satin and white, down her legs. She took the time to fold them over neatly and stack them on the end of the bed.

“I  don’t  know  how  to  tell  you  this,”  she  said,  and  she  rolled  over  onto  her hands and knees, and with a heavy head and a sagging back, she crawled up over my  legs  and  hips.  Her  hair  brushed  up  my  body.  She  hung  her  face  down  and kissed me randomly on her way up. “I think I feel things,” she said in a nearly inaudible whisper. “We feel things,” she said even more quietly. She kissed my neck, my chin, my mouth, and my eyelids. “I don’t want anybody else,” she said in a gasp. “I don’t want to date around anymore, I want you.”

She kept walking further up over my body until her hands began walking up the wall behind my head. Her knees walked up around my shoulders. She folded her arms against the wall and gently rested the side of her face into the backs of her hands.

“I  think  I  love  you,”  she  whispered  with  her  eyes  shut  and  her  lips  hanging open.  “I  think  we  love  you,”  she  said,  and  her  body  shivered.  She  curled  her spine in and jutted her hips out. She drove her groin up over my face. Her pussy lips,  heavy,  raw,  and  dewey,  dragged  up  over  my  mouth.  She  shuddered  and dropped her head back and winced, before she curled her hips down and dragged her  full  pussy  lips  back  down  over  my  mouth,  wetting  my  cheeks  and  chin, slopping herself over my face.

I  pushed  my  hands  into  the  sides  of  her  thighs.  She  was  hard  and  tight  and trembling all over. I pushed my hands up her legs and gripped them hard around the sides of her hips. She inhaled with her jaw hanging open, wheezes emitting from the back of her throat. I dug my fingers around the backs of her butt cheeks and squeezed her.

She  clenched  her  teeth  and  breathed  short  and  rapidly.  “None  of  us  can  get enough of you!” she cried with a simpering groan into the wall. “What have you done to us?” she whined.

I touched the sides of her projecting pussy lips with my tongue. She shivered. I dragged my tongue up through the cleft between them. She moaned out loud. I touched,  barely,  the  hard  nub  at  the  top.  She  grunted  and  shivered  hard throughout her body. I flicked it with my tongue, and her hips began to rapidly jutt forward and recoil back. I tried to hold her hips still but she overpowered me with her thrusts. I lapped the flat of my tongue through her pussy lips again and dragged it over the top of her clit. She reached down and gripped my hair in her fist and twisted it, yanking my hair out. I made my tongue hard and small, and I circled  it  around  the  edges  of  her  clit.  She  cried  in  a  high  pitch  and  her  whole body heaved up and down.

I lashed at her and I sucked on her. She looked down from where she pushed her  forehead  into  her  arms  above  me.  “Jessica  told  me  you  fucked  her  in  the bathroom,” she said. “I bet you loved it, didn’t you.” She smiled warmly at me even  as  her  breath  caught  unevenly  and  her  hips  mashed  hard  down  into  my face.  “I  know  you  love  fucking  Jessica,”  she  grinned.  “She  has  a  very  sweet pussy.”  She  reached  down  and  coddled  my  face  under  her  groin.  I  pressed  my hands  into  her  hips  and  lashed  down  and  up  through  her  pussy  lips  with  my tongue,  and  her  stomach  muscles  clenched,  her  chin  dropped  down,  and  her breath  stopped.  I  licked  her  in  tiny  circles  until  her  body  shook,  her  hips recoiled, and her body fell down the wall and over my face.

She curled herself up over the pillow and my shoulder and tucked her knees up to her chest. “I’m never not ready for you,” she murmured, not to me but to the dark empty space of the room around us. She rolled off the bed and quietly pulled her clothes back on. “We’re  probably  leaving  soon,  will  you  be  ready?” she said, her hand on the doorknob.

I nodded silently at her.

When I finally got myself up and out of the room and down the hallway, I felt exhausted. My head swam. I couldn’t make sense of what I was being told.

“I saw what Kiera did to you,” Reed said directly behind me. I spun around, afraid he’d been peeking in on her and I in the bedroom. But he meant the way she cut in ahead of his own girl he tried to supply me with. “Those chicks, man,” he said. “They are so cockblocking you, you don’t even see,” he said. “You have to get out of that house if you ever expect to get anything with any girl,” he said, nodding emphatically.

“Probably,  yeah,”  I  said,  and  I  turned,  I  ploughed  through  a  crowd,  and  I found Claire, Jessica, and Kiera near the front door. I wrapped my arms around their backs and together we pushed out through the throng and to the sidewalk. We hurried away and around the corner while Jessica ordered us an Uber home.

We got home sleepy and exhausted. We only had one shower and we had to take turns. They made me go first — I was quickest — and I went up to my attic and flopped down on my bed in only my towel cinched around my waist.

The  girls  had  had  fun  decorating  the  bed  end  of  the  attic.  They  hung  muslin cloth  from  the  peaked  ceiling  to  make  it  look  like  a  bedouin  tent  inside.  They surrounded  the  bed  with  cabana-like  walls,  held  back  with  ties.  They  hung strings of point lights and draped exotic bolts of red and gold fabric around the four  posts  I  built.  We  carried  an  extra  bed  upstairs  and  pushed  it  together  with mine, making for one enormous bed, a double king-size platform. It was easy for Claire  to  sew  together  sheets  to  cover  it,  and  to  join  a  couple  duvets  into  one. There were more pillows strewn about than a Turkish hashish house.

Claire came up first in her white striped silk pjs and she fell on her tummy and kicked up her legs behind her. She propped her chin up on her hand she held on her elbow and she gazed at me. “Do you think it’s weird?” she said.

“What’s  weird?”  I  said.  I  stretched  out  my  legs,  I  crossed  my  ankles,  and  I folded  my  arms  behind  my  head  where  I  propped  up  against  the  double-wide headboard I’d built.

“The three of us, and you,” she said.

I snorted and closed my eyes. Jessica came up in her green floral satin cami and  shorts.  She  walked  on  her  knees  over  the  bed  and  flopped  down  beside Claire. “I’m happy it’s just us, finally,” she said.

“Right?” Claire said to her with a smile, and she brushed her strands of hair from her face. Jessica rolled onto her back and clasped her hands together over her stomach. She drew a knee up and crossed it over her other knee, also folded up. Claire leaned over and kissed her on her lips and snorted and smiled down at her.

“This is nice,” Jessica said.

Kiera came up a few moments later in her long gold chemise silk gown and she laughed and wriggled up onto the bed, squeezing herself between Claire and Jessica.  She  pulled  the  ties  to  the  curtains  around  the  sides  of  the  bed  and  let them  fall  into  place  around  us.  “Finally,”  she  said,  and  she  folded  her  arms below her face and rested her cheek on her arms and sank down.

“Exactly what I said,” Jessica said, and she smiled.

I  looked  down  from  where  I  was  propped  up  against  the  headboard.  Green, gold, and white, the three nubile bodies shimmered in their nightclothes strewn over my double sized bed, lit up in point lights and enclosed in our bedouin tent of muslin fabrics.

“I think I love him,” Claire said, and she squealed and dropped her face down into the bed to hide it.

Jessica squealed too and stretched with her arm out to push it into the hair on the back of Claire’s head, to caress her, to massage her. “I know I do,” Jessica said. “I could tell for some time now.”

Kiera lifted her face up to mine from between them. Her eyes were dark and glassy. “I’m pretty sure we all do,” she said, looking directly at me.

Claire  rolled  over  onto  her  back  but  shuffled  herself  up  tight  against  Kiera who  also  rolled  onto  her  back.  They  all  pulled  their  knees  up,  three  girls  in  a row,  thoughtful  and  on  their  backs,  me  above  them  where  they  found  me  with their eyes pushed up through their tops.

“I  hated  it  when  Reed  and  his  dumb  friends  kept  making  you  talk  to  other girls,” Jessica said.

“That was the worst!” Claire groaned. “I wanted to kill them!”

“I wanted to leave as soon as he did that,” Kiera siad. “I couldn’t stand it.”

Their  hands  lazily  played  in  each  other’s  hair,  their  feet  pushed  against  each other’s feet, and they nonchalantly rolled their faces this way and that and kissed what  they  could  reach  with  their  lips  of  each  other’s  necks  and  cheeks  and mouths.

“I get so jealous,” Jessica said, and she rolled onto her stomach and propped her body up on her elbows. She draped herself over top of Kiera between her and Claire, and she kissed her fully on the mouth.

“So  possessive,  too!”  Claire  said,  her  eyes  flaring.  She  rolled  onto  her stomach  like  Jessica  had,  and  she  also  hung  herself  over  Kiera  between  them, and kissed her fully on the mouth. Jessica and Claire then kissed each other over top of Kiera’s watching face.

“Why is that?” Claire said to Jessica, before kissing her again.

“And yet,” Kiera said, pulling Jessica’s face down to her face with her fingers drawing around the back of her neck, “I get so excited when I watch you guys with him,” she said with a widening grin.

“Of course!” Jessica said, and she snorted and looked up at me through stands of her hair fallen over her eyes. “He’s our boyfriend,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out at me and tittered.

“Know what I like about it?” Kiera said, and she rolled onto her tummy and pushed her upper body up on her elbows, like the other’s were already. They all kicked up their legs behind them. They all faced me. “We get to flirt and tease other guys all night, but then we get to come home and fuck our boyfriend who doesn’t mind anything about it,” she said.

“Not having the sole boyfriend - girlfriend thing has it’s benefits, doesn’t it,” Jessica said.

“Maybe  that’s  how  it  works,”  Claire  said.  “Because  none  of  us  are  actually exclusive with him, there isn’t that constriction, but at the same time, we all get the boyfriend benefits, too.”

“What do you feel, Callum?” Kiera said. She reached out and sank her hand around my ankle and rubbed my skin with her thumb. “Does it feel like you’re in a girlfriend - boyfriend relationship?”

I puffed my cheeks out and rolled my eyes to the ceiling. “I mean,” I said, “I feel  exclusive,  but  it’s  to  three  different  girls.”  I  shrugged  and  squinted.  “Not sure that’s what exclusive means, though.”

“It can mean that if we want it to,” Claire said. “Anything can mean anything we  like,”  she  said,  and  she  pushed  Kiera  onto  her  side  and  lifted  her  thigh  up between her legs. “I would never do this if it didn’t feel like it was for Callum,” she said, and she lapped at Kiera and made her body shudder.

Kiera snorted and then sighed. “We’re not like that,” she said. “When he’s not here.” She reached behind her and pulled her grip around Jessica’s hip.

Jessica rolled on her side behind Kiera to spoon her from behind, and slipped her hands around her body and down around her breasts. “But you know he just loves it!” she said. Kiera and Claire kissed each other and reached between each other’s legs. Jessica kissed Kiera’s neck and pushed her hips into her butt. Soon their  arms  were  around  each  other’s  bodies,  their  legs  were  squirming  up between  each  other’s  legs,  and  their  faces  were  a  collage  of  lips  and  eyes  and cheeks  and  hair  squirming  together  as  one.  “It’s  only  because  of  you,”  Jessica said when her face came up to find me. She dove back down on Kiera’s pussy and  made  Kiera  stretch  and  strain.  “We’re  not  the  L  word!”  she  said  and  she laughed.

Claire reached up to me. I pulled my legs up to my chest. “No,” I said. “Just you guys this time.”

She  snorted  and  smiled  at  me.  They  kissed  each  other’s  bodies.  Their  silky shimmering  nightclothes  came  off.  Their  skin  lit  up  golden  in  the  dim  point lights  of  our  bedouin  tent.  Jessica  bent  down  and  pushed  her  head  between Kiera’s legs. Claire crawled over top of Kiera’s face and pushed her pussy down over  her  mouth.  She  fell  sideways  and  nuzzled  her  head  up  between  Jessica’s legs.  They  formed  an  undulating,  heaving,  and  roughly  triangular-shaped  mass of  taught  bodies,  their  limbs  gracefully  draping  over  each  other’s  bodies,  their fingers  touching  and  rubbing,  their  mouths  lapping,  their  breath  catching,  their moans filling the tent-like space.

They  strained  and  pushed  and  rolled  and  stretched.  First  one  and  then another’s  voice  would  rise  higher  and  more  frantic,  before  dying  down  again into the sea of moans of the others. They brought each other close and held each other off. Jessica lightly slapped Kiera’s face and said, “Bad girl!” to her with a smirk when Kiera stopped licking her just short of making her cum.

“She’s  a  bad  girl,”  Jessica  said  to  me,  stretching  her  neck  back  to  find  me above them leaning on the headboard. “She won’t let me cum!” she whined.

“It’s Jessica’s fault!” Kiera said, stretching her face up to me. “She’s cruel the way she licks me, too!” They all squealed and chuckled. I leaned over them and caressed someone’s head. I drove my fingers through someone’s hair. I found a pussy, I don’t know whose, it was too dim and messed up all over my bed, and I fingered it and marvelled at how the hips leapt up at my hand and the pussy lips grasped at my fingers.

A  mouth  closed  around  my  cock  where  it  dangled  from  my  hips.  I  sank  my mouth  on  a  breast.  Bodies  strained  and  leapt  and  squirmed  and  tightened. Another  mouth  replaced  the  first  and  sucked  hard  up  my  cock.  I  sucked  on  a pussy. Fingers and hands rubbed all over. Breathing rose up. Gasps and shudders took over. Tongues and lips were everywhere. I felt a pussy close down around my cock. I sank my mouth over another one. Hips twisted and contorted under my lick.

The moans and cries reached a crescendo. My cock strained inside something, a hand, a mouth, a pussy, I couldn’t tell. They brought each other up to the edge together, and me too. The tension spiked in all of us, and the breathing stopped altogether.  Neck  muscles  bulged  and  toes  curled.  Fists  beat  the  bed.  Hair whipped around faces. Every muscle in me and every muscle in every body on me  and  under  me  went  tight  as  planks.  We  all  grimaced,  we  all  clenched.  We winced and grunted as one.

And we all released as one, too. Anyone passing by on the street below would have been stopped in their tracks by the harmony of cries that raised the roof of our house. We all flopped down in a mess of cum and sweat and hair and limbs. “Not  again!”  Kiera  moaned  from  somewhere  under  the  heap  of  heaving  and lifeless bodies, and we all laughed lazily.

They helped strip my bed and make it up again for sleeping, this time. “Oh,” Jessica  said,  “I  have  to  go  home  for  Thanksgiving  and  .  .  .  “  she  paused  and made a face. “ . . . I might have mentioned that I have a boyfriend.”

Claire  laughed  heartily.  “Me  too!  I  accidentally  blurted  it  out  —  I  mean,  it feels like it, doesn’t it?” she said.

“I  might  have  told  my  family  I  would  bring  my  boyfriend  home  for thanksgiving,” Kiera said, and she sat down and curled her shoulders around her body. “Sorry!”

“Kiera!” Jessica gasped at her. “My family expects to meet my boyfriend!”

“Oh shit,” Claire said. “Don’t blame Kiera. I told my family the same thing. I mean, of course I would, I have to bring him home to meet them! You can’t say you have a boyfriend, but not bring him home.”

All three girls turned their worried faces, eyes wide and mouths hung open, to me.

“What are we going to do?” Jessica said. “There’s only one boyfriend.”

“For three girlfriends,” Kiera said.
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